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A Magnilicent New Long Compleie Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of Greyiriars, featuring Billy Bunter,
the fatliest and funniesi schoolboy in the world,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bessie Bunter Looks In!

& AV o
== —r=re
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e HE esteemed Besgice—'"
“Which "
“‘1:11& beauteous and bounceinl Bessie Bunter,"” said Furree Jamset Ram Singh,
“Oht™

Greyiriars was breaking up for Christmas. Many fellows had already gone, and many more were going.
Among the former was Billy Bunter, Among the latter were Harry Whartor & Co. b the Remove,

Bunter hed departed in unusoal and astonishing circumatances. The Famous Five had been rather
delaved, secing lum off. Now thoy were rather keen to get to the station. It was like & member of tho
Bunter tribe to butt in at such n busy moment. In meny matters the Bunters wero unreliable. DBut they
could slways be relied upon to butt in 8t swkward momenta.

* Bunter's gone,” said Bob Cherry. * I suppose Bessie wants hirn. Con't want us, anyway.”

“ Let's get off,”” said Johnny Bull.

“"Tha bus will be full up in another minute,'’ remarked Frank Nugeni. “ We don't want to lose the
train.”

“ We don't,” agreed Harry Wharton, * But—-"

He paused.

Cliff Houso School brolke up on the same day as Greyiriars, and if Bessic Bunter had come over from
Cliff House to Greyfriars, obviously it must have been with the intention of going home with her brothers
—Rilly of the Remove, and Sammy of the Second.

Both of them were gone, apparently forpetinl of the existence of the fascinating Bessie,

“ The esteemed politefulness is the proper caper, my ridiculous friends,” remarked Hurree Jomset Ram
Ringh. ** Let us explicate explainfully to the beautiful and absurd Bessie."

“"Wo shall lose our train,” said Jolmny Bull.

* The loselulness of the train is not so serious as the loss of esteemed and shining politeneas to estcemed
feminine gender.”

Johnny Bull grunted.

“ Blesa the teain ' aaid Ilarey Wharton, * Let's speak to Bessie.”

“ (Oh, all right!"

The ample if not graceful figure of Miss Elizabeth Bunter was in the offing, Learing down, in fact, on
the chums of the Remove. The Famous Five went to grect Bessie, leaving their places in the school
omnibus to A swarm of other fellows,

“YWhero's Dilly " asked Bessie Bunter.

“ Borry, he's gone,” said Wharton,

L Hnﬂd} ! LR}

“Ehi"

“1 mesn Billy.”

ad [}h [ (] -

For the moment Wharten had supposed that Miss Bunter was applying that complimentary expression
to himseli,

“Where's Sammy
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“(one with Billy.”

“ Little beast!™

it )

* When did ihey go?” demanded Miss
Bunter, glaring at the Femous Fiva
through the big round spectacles that
gave her so striking a resemblance to
her brotheors, .

From Miss Dunter’s manner it might
have been supposed that she held Harry
Wharton & Co. responsible for the
ileparture of Dilly and Sammy.

“ About half an hour ago,” answered
Harry.

“ Gammon |

“EI_I ?”

“There wasn’t & irain,” sniffed Miss
Bunter. )

*They didn’t by train.”

“Then how did they goi” demanded
Beaste Bunter.

F1] BF ':31..'-1‘

" Hogh

Harry Wharton & Co. regarded Miss
Elizabeth Bunter dubiously. They were
losing their train [or the sake of polite-
noss to thiz damsel. Bul Miss Bunter
sgemed to have no politeness to waste
upon them=—none whatover.,

“You shouldn’t tell stories, Whar-
ton,” said Bessie Bunter, wagging &
fat forefinger at the captain of theo
Removoe in a severa and admonishing
INANNET.

“But they veally went by car!™
gasggd Iarry.

HRubbisht?

“They did, you know,"” assevorated

Bob Cherry.

“They didn't,” answered Bessia
Bunter  calmly. 1  know father
wouldn't send the Ford to feich them
hame,"”

The Famous Five grinned.

I'he Removo fellows at Greyfriars hed
hoard of—though thoy certainly had not
scen—ilie magnificent Rolls-Royce car
that helonged—or did not “belong—to
My, Bunter, Billy Bunter had described
it many a timo and oft. Evidently
William George Bunter had allowed his
fat imagination to spread-over that car,
According to Bessie, it was a Ford.

“They went by car, all the same.
Miss Bunter,” =aid Johnny Bull, *and
it was & topping, whacking car.”

“Ratz 1" said Miss Banter.

“Hem !

My csteemed and  heauteons
miss—" mirmored Hurrce Jamsch
Ram Singh.

Pl

[ 1] HEI.TI. !.“

Miss Bunter scemed to be getting a
liitle angry.

“Look hero, has Billy really gone?”
she demanded. *Has he put you up to
spinniyg me this yarn becausse ho

oasn't want to seo me? I'm going
home with Billy, and he’s going to pay
the fare. He ewes me the money. See?

That's why I walked over from ClLff

Howuze.”

“Oh!" said Harry. Really, he might
have gucssed that it was not from
rearning Family affection that Miss

gnter’ had conveyed her considerablo
weight from Chiff House to Greyfriars.
Famtly affccbion was not highly deve-
Iﬂ];jﬂﬂ in the Bunie clan,

‘Really and truly the;r did gpo by
car,” assertcd Nugent. “The car be-
longed to & millionaire named Skelton.”

“EBempronius Skelton,” amplified Bob
Cherry.

* Nonsenso [

“Honest Injun!” pleaded Wharton.

“I've never heard of a Mr. Skelton.
Who iz he?” demanded Mis Bunter.

“It's a queer thing,” said Harry,
“It surprised us sll. Your brother
spoms to have changed a good deal in
the past fow daya T don't know why.
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About & week ago ho was out for a
walk, and he dropped on an old gentle-
man in the rain, a peorlocking old
fellow, and lent him his umbrella.”

& Et“E 1“

.“I know it sounds thick,” agreed

Wharton., *“Thinking the old man was
very poor, and not having any money,
Bunter " ave him his  watch and
EI'-a.in-—-_

“ Rubbish 1™

“ And - instead of bragging sbout it,
ag any fellow would have expected,
Billy never said a word—"

13 'Dt til

“ And wo never knew, till his watch
and chain ecame back by registered post.
It seems that the old gent was only
gammoning about being hard up, be-
eausc he wanicd to find some really

nerous and charitable chap tohelphim
in charitable works among the poor this
Chiristmas, ITe found Bunter.”

Snort | h

Bessia Bunter cﬁdenﬂé.l'm&ld not be-
licve a word of it. But t reelly was
not surprising, for the Famous Five
themselves found it difficult ta believe a
word of it, though they knew it was

true,
“Well, to-day tho ﬂld-?ln} turned up
liere,” said Harry., “He's a giddy

millionaire, and he came in a whacking
car, and he took Bunter away with him
for Christmas, and Bunter took Sammy
along. His name's Skelton, and he had
asked your father's permission to take
Billy for Christmas. So it’s all right.
Jm&? that"s where Bunter's gono, Sco?

‘Miss Bunter had an umbrella slung on
her plump wrist.

While Wharton was
been unhooking it, an
on it with her plum ]

‘As the'captain of the Remove finished
Bessie  DBunter suddenly  lifted  her
urnbrelia.

“ Look out!” velled Bolb Cherry.

But the warning came too late.

Crash | r

Miss Bunter, under the fixed impres-
sion that these fellows were spinning
her aw absurd yam, and justly indig-
nant and angry, scemed to have lost her
tomnpaer.

The wnbrella desconded with a erash
on the handsome silk bat that Harry

gpealcing she had
taking a grip
right hand.:

Wharon had donned for the journey
homeo.

(runcl: !

“ ¥aroooh I” —
“There!” gasped Bessio DBunler,

“Now stop Lolling me fibs, you bad

by 17
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Genuine Goods !

ARRY WHARTON jumped back.

His comrades jumped back st

the same moment, with very

wary oyes on Miss Bunter's
umbrella.

“Oh!” gasped Harry.

His handsome silk hat—no longer
handsome, but rather resembling & con-
certina—waa  crushed down over lns
rars. He dragged it off, and stared at
it in dismay.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from o
score of fellows who beheld the start-
ling incident. 2

“(dive him another, Miss Bunter!”
velled Skinner of the Remove, from the
thstance. :

“Swipe him, Bessia!” howled Snoop.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Took here!” roared Wharton.
“You've rnined my hat! ‘That was my
best topper! Look here—" :

“Sarvo vou right!” snapped Miss
Bunter.

“Oh dear! I wish you werc my
brother!” gasped Wharton, “Pd 1;:-1[;'

well punch your nose if yon wore!

“Brute!"

“The punchfulness of an esteemed
[eminine nose is not the proper caper,”
said Hurree Jamset Ham Singh. * But
tho hasty departfulness is allowable.
Let us beat it, my esteemed chums!”

““Heer, hear!” grinned Johnny Bull,

“Btop!” exclaimed Misa  Bunter
warmly. “I've como over here for my
brother. Where is he? Whero are
your manners?” '

“Nanners! My hat " murmured Bob.

He could not ‘{mlp feoling that Miss
DBunter's own mannors lofs sunmtiunghi:a
ba desived. Smashing a fellow’s bat
with an umbrella was not oxactly in tho
stvle of Vere do Vere.

“I've told you where BiI!I:.' 51 ex-
claimed Wharton, cxasperated. “If you
den't believe it, I can't help it. It all
happenied just as I said. Now we'ro
going &fter our tramm.”

“Stop, I tell you?' rapped out Bessio
Bunter. “I've never secn such bad-
mannered boys in all my life. I supposo
your Form master docsn’t canc you
enough. That must be it. It's shockin
for you to tell me such dreadfu
stories,”

“But it's the truth—the frozen truth
—the solid truth!™

“You mean to say that Billy gave Lis
watch and chain te a poor man?”

“Yee, he did.”

“And the poor man turned ont to bo
& rich man,” said Bob.

“Oht" gaid Bestie. “Terhaps Billy
knew that all along. In that case, of
course, it may have happened.”

“{Fh!"” said the juniors.

Miss Bunter seemed convinced at
last: perhaps because sho had tlmugtht
of that reasonable explanation of Billy
Bunter's generosity,

“You say he went home with a men
named Skelton 7 she demanded.

“Yes:; Scempronius S8kelton

“What & name! WWhoere does he
liva®™

“*Blessed if T know.™

“Ho must live somewhere,” argued

Mize Bunter.

Apparcntly Miss Bunter regarded tho
smashing of Wharton's hat as & Tiers
trifling mcident that might be dismissed
from mind. Wharton, frying to punch
the topper into something like the sha
of a hat, did not agree with Miss
Bunter on that point.

“Tarh Mr. Quelch knows"™ sng-
gosted Bob Charry.  “The old gont was
telking a lot to Mr. Quelch.”

Yea, you'd better go and a:k
Quelchy,” =zaid Frank Nuogent.

All the Co. concurred, brightening 1p
wonderfullv. They I‘Eﬂ!.'lj';l‘.l:ll‘l not wani
any more of the Ffascinating socicty of
Miszs Dunter, though they felt diffident
about s=aving so. nding her on the
Remove mester seemed an excellent way
out of the difficulty. .

“Vory well,” said Bessin Bunterp.
“You may take me to Mr. Quelch,
Harry Wharton.”

ﬂﬂh!u i [

“Vou're wasting time,” added Bessio
briskly.

“Well, the train’s lost, anyhow,” said
Harry resignedly. “Come on 1™

.ﬂmg the captain of 1he Reomove
escortcd Miss Bunter into tho House,
Hiz chums remained where they were,
Thﬂi compassionated Wharton, hut nos
to the extent of accompanying him in
:harﬁe of tho charming Bessie.

Wharton led the Cliff House girl into
Masters’ passage, and arrived at DMr.
Quelch's study. The study door was
open: and he could sco that the Remove
master was not theré, It was a very
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busy day for Mr. Quelch, and he was
evidently occupied elsewhere.
“He's not_here,” said Harry.
“Never mind—come in.”
AL B',I.t ﬁi.
“Come int” .
The captain of the Roemove obedi-

ently f[ollowed DBessic Duntor into the
study.

“Boys have no brains,” romarked
Miss Bunter pleasantly.

Fdd ﬂh [::I

“I suppose vou didn't think of the
telephone.™

"he telephone

“Yas., There's a telephone herve, and
a telephono directory. Ifﬁ t‘hnrq really
is a Mr. Skelion, a millionaire, his
name will be in the book., I SUppose
millionaires are on the telephone.”

Y 0h, very likely!™

“T.ook!™ dirceted
Mizs Bunter.

8he sat down in Mr,

Quelch's  armchair,
Wharton wondered
what the FRemove

master would think
if he came back to
his study and found

it taken posscssion
of like this. How-
ever, he proceeded

to hunt through the
"B department of
the teieﬂmng dirce-
tory. Mr. " Quelch
kept a2 London
directory as well as
the local one,

“0h, here it iz!™
exclaimed Harry,

* Read it out.”™

Wharton read it
gut.

*f Bkelton, 8. Park
Lm,.”w. Number

“Park Lane,™ said
Miss Bunter. “If ho's
a millionaire, ho
might have a house
in Park Lane. Ring
him ap.”

" Eh?

“Ring him up and
ask him."™

“But he can't be
home,” objected
Wharton. “It's only
a little more than
half an hour since he loft Groyfriars
in hiz ecar.’”

"Somebody will be at home. I sup-
pose a millionaire doesn't live all alons
in Park Lane, and black his own boots,
gand answer his own bells,” suggested
Miss Bunter sarcastically,

* Nunno ;. but—-2>"

“There will be a butler or something.
Ring him up.”

“But Mr. Queleh mayn't like a fellow
taking trunk ocalls on his phone,' mur-
mnred Wharton feebly, * They cost a
bob from here”

“Yon can leave a_shilling on the table
to pay for the trunk call,”

i 'Dh [+

It did not occur to Miss Bunter to

lace » shilling on the table herself.
Vharton still hesitated. DBr. Queleh
might come back to the study any
minuto; and what he would think, if he
found a Remove man taking trunk calls
on his telephone Wharton could hardly
imagine.

“What aro vou for ™
gnapped Miss Dunter,

“You—you see—"

“Tor goodness’ sake ring up that
aumber, and don't waste any more time.
Bova scem to have no sense st all”

said DMiss Bunter peevishly,

waiting

Wharton rang up the oxchange and
asked for the trunk call—fervently
hoping that Henry S8amuel Quelch would
not return to his study just yet.

Fortunately it did not take long to
get through, The bell rang, and
Wharton took the reeciver off again.

“Is that Mr. Skelton's house, Park
Lane ™ he inguired.

A full and fruity veice replied.
“Yes, sir! Mr. Skelton’s butler
speaking.”

Miss Bunter rose from Mr, Quelch's
arm-chair, and took the recciver from
Wharton.

“Miss Bunter speaking 1™ she said into
the transmitter,

“ Indeed, madam.”

“Billy Bunter's sister.™

“Very gootl, madam.”

“Oh! You know the name?™

Crunch !

“Lertainly, madam.”
“I hear that my brother Billy is going

to spend Christmas with Mr. Skelton.”

“That is cortect, madam, Pre-
parations have been mado for the young
gentleman's reception,-and all is ready.”

“Oh! Then it's straight!” gasped
Dessie.”

“I beg wour pardon, madam.*

“Did Mr. Bkelton eome to Greviriars

this morning in his car?®

“1 believe so, madam. Mr. Skelton
acquainted me with his intention of
deing 50"

“Oh! Seissors! Is Mr. Skelton really
a millionaira?

A fruity cough was audible over the
wires,

“I regret, madam, that my master
fias nob acquaintied me with his financial
circumstances.”

“(*h, cheese it!"

“Wha-a-t "

“You know whether your boss is a
millionaire  or not,” snapped Miss
Bunter., "“Cough it up."

“I believe that Mr. Skelton iz a very
rich man, madam; but I cannot claim
an intimate aequaintance with his
financial affairs.”

"That will da: you're jolly leng-

winded. You're expecting Billy to-day,
then
Y Yes, madam.”

“When you see him, give him a
message [rom me,” said Bessie Bunter.
“Mind you don't forget to tell him that
I think he's & nasty fak little beast for
dodging me like this.”

“Oh, madam,”

Miss Bunter slammed the recciver on
the hooks, and blinked round at

Wharton,

“It secms to be straight,” she
remarked. “0i course, it was rather
steep when you told me. Billy has
pulled that old donkey's leg szomchow,
I suppose. That's the only way of
accounting for it. I believe you wera
telling me the truth, now.”

“That won't mend my hat.™

“ Bother vour hat!™

Miss Bunter, under the impression that the juniors were
spinning her an absurd yarn, and justly indignant and
angry, seemed to have lost her temper.
umbrella with a crash on Harry Wharton’s silk hat,

** There ! ** gasped Bessie Bunter.
telling me fibs, you bad boy ! "’

She brought her

* Now stop
(See Chapler 1.)

Mizs Bunter rolled out of the study.
Harry  Wharton  followed, deapf;
relieved to find that the Remove master
was mot in  sight. Miss Bunter,
apparently having no [urther use for the
captain of the RHemove, walked away:
and Harry rejoined his comrades.

“Is the esteemed and beauteous miss
gone T inquired Hurree Jamset Ram
singh,

“Yes, thank goodncss.
our tramn !

And the Famous Five bent their heads
over a timo-table, secking to elucidate
its well-hidden scorets: relieved at least,
to know that they were now donae with
the whole tribe of Bunters.

Now aboud

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Benevolent Old Bean !

ILLY BUNTER beamed.
The reward of virtue is always
agrocablo.

. It 13 especially agrecable when
it comes on o large scale to a fellow
whose virtues are gencrally on a small
scale.

Thus it was with William Goorge
Bunter of the Groyiriars Remove,
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For once in his fat carcer, William
George Bunter had been good: and he
was hagging a reward out of all
proporiion to his poodness.

He sat luxuriously on soft cushions in
& handsqme car—a car that was hand-
some and expensive; such & car as
Bunter had ofton dreamed about, on
the occasions whoen ho had dreamt that
he dwelt in marble halls.

Compared with it, hiz pater's Ford
was as moonlight unto sunlight, a5 water
unto wine. :

His brother Sammy sat opposite him,
in & dazed state.

Batuny Bunter of tho Second Form
Lad jumped at the chance of joining
Billy on thizs wonderful Christmas
holiday with a millionaire; but he did
not understand in the least. He did not
undeorstand how it had come about, and
he dig not understand why Billy was
taking him along when he could quite
casily have Jeft him out. .

Boside Dunter szat Mr, Sempronius
Skelton.

The littla old gentleman, whom
Bunter had previously seen in tatiers on
& rainy day, was now resplendent in
fur-lined coat and silk hat. His chubby
face beamed with good humour. His
oyes, which were of & rather peculiar
light colour, with shining, shifting
gleams in their depths, wero full now
of pood nature and kindness, He
soomed to have a great regard for his
voung friend Dunter: and Bunter was
fecling an almost filial affection for
fiim.

An old gentleman who owned such a
car and such a chauffeur, and who was
a millionare with a mansion in Park
Lane, was cxactly the old gentleman
whom Bunter was prepared to admire
and honour and attach himself te,

The big car bowled along at a great
specd through the keen, frasty winter
air, It was a clear, sharp Deocember
day. There was a Christmas fecling in
the air, Christmas good humour in man
faces on the road. Greyfriars was Ieli
behind: there were no more lessons till
the next term. That alone was cnough
to make Billy Bunter beam, even if
thore had boen noihing else. And there
was much else.

“1 am truly glad that you are able to
pass the Christmas holidays with me, my
dear boy,” said Mr. Bkelton, as the car,
leaving Courtfeld behind, buzzed on
along a wido country road lined with
leafless trees. “I was deeply obliged
to Mr. Bunter when he gave his por-
mission. I could realise what a hlow it
would be fto him not to sce you at
Christmas."

Yoz,

Cf0k! Hem!
Bunter.

HBammy only looked dazed.

Bunter minor could net understand
Tiow it could be a blow to anybody not
in sce Billy Bunter, at Christmas or
wny other timo, The blow, in Bammy’s
opinion, wonld be in seeing him, not in
not secing him. And Sammy was awaro
that on the occasions when Billy Bunter

assed & holiday away from home, Mr.
'I:'luntor bore the losa with the greatest
{ortitude,

But Mr. Sempronius Skelton, whoso
amiable natore  had  been liberally
-mdowed  with the milk of human
kindness, ailributed his own qualities
W3 others, 03 good men often do.

“1 should not -have ventured to ask
wch & favour of him,” resumed My,
Skelton, "hut for the fact that you will
Ixa engaged in benevolent and philan-
thropic work this Christmas, bringin
joy and light to many homes. For suc
% purpose a3z that I.{eclt entitled to

Tae Macker Liprary.—No. 1,037,
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rv?ql:mst Mr. Bunter to submit to the loss Serooge, who turncd good and hecame
i

13 noble son's company.”
“Just so, sir!” gas !Y.Euntn-r.
Sammy Bunter rubbed his nose hard.
He realized that this little old gentle-
man discorned qualities in his brother
Billy which he, Bammy, had never becn
pble to discern. When ha alluded to
Billy as Mr. Bunter's noble son, S8ammy
simply gave it up. The only conclusion
to which Bammy could possibly como
was that -Mr. Beropronius Bkellon was a
triflo balmy in the crumpet, aa Sammy
expressed it to himself,
here was a sudden jamming on of
brakes, interrupting il;n:r conversation
in_the little old millionaire’s car,
“What iz it, James "
“An accident on the road, sir, I
think."

“Bless me! DBless me! An accident!
I must got down at once.”

James opened the door, and Mr.
Skelton got out.

On the road ahead was a crowd, and
a donkey-cart lay in a state of wreckage.
Evidently it had been struck by &
passing car, which had vanished, "‘i‘hva
motorist had not sto to ask if he
had hurt anybody. Perhaps he knew
that he had.

A roughly-clad man, who looked like
an itincrant merchant, sat in the road
beside the wrecked cart, supported by
tweo or three sympathizers. He scemod
to bo bruised and shaken, but hiz vocal
cords, at least, had not been affected by
tho accident, for he was using powerful
and picturesque language with a decp
and cnraged voico.

Mr. Skelton bustled into the crowd at
once, and disappeared from the sight of
Bunter major and minor. Evidently
the philsnthiropic gentleman was deeply
concerned by the accident,

“ Anything serious?” asked Bunter,
addressing the chauffeur.

“1 think not, sir,"” answered James,

“Mr. Skelton scems to think so.”

“The old bean is always like that,
sir.”

“The—thn what "

“'Hem—-1 mean Mr. Skelton, sic!™

James moved away. DBunter blinked
after him rather curiously. It occurred
to him that James, the chauffeur, did
not take his benevolent master with tho
seriousness with which a well-trained
chauffeur should have taken a bene-
volent master, :

“1 say, Billy, now that chap's gone,
tell me what all this means ! gasped
Bammy Bunter. “Who's that old
card

Billy Bunter frowned at his minor.

“You must speak respectfully of Mr,
SBkelton, SBammy! He iz a philan-
thropist !

“T've heard the pater say that a
philanthropist 15 & man whe's always
on the make somchow ! zaid Sammy.

“Mr. Skelton 15 not on the make, you
azs! Ho is & millionsire, and has a
big house in Park Lano stacked with

servants! That's where he's taking us
now !’

“YWhat on carth for?" demanded
Sammy.

“It all began with that hook that
Uncle Georga sent me for & Chrizstmas
present,” explained Billy Bunter. * It's
called ‘A Christmas Carol,’ by
Dickens, I gave it to you, Sammy.
Have you read it i

“1 sold it to Nugent minor for a
penny "

Bunter regarded his brother more in
sorrow than 1n anger.

“¥ou should have read it, Hammy!
It might have improved you! Tt
ni;com:rd my cyes to a lot of things. It's
about o misorly old hunks npamed

benevolent and philanthropic.”

* What rot!"

" After I read that book,” said Bunter,
“I saw & _lot of things I'd never sean
before. T realised that I had been
selfish, Bammy,"

“You didn't need Dickens to tell you
that! I've told you so lots of timos!”
said Sammy.

“I realized that I had been thoughis
less of othors, Sammy.”

“Time you did "

“1 turned over a new leaf, Sammy."”

“zammon !"

“I fouud a poor man. in the rain and
lent him my umbrella, and gavo him
my watch and chain to buy food.”

“He wouldn't have got much for it."”

“Don't & cynical little beast,
Sammy ! 1t turned out that he was a
millionaire. He got himself up as a

pocr man, to go searching for a really
kind-hearted and benevolent chap fo
help him in benevolent works at
Christmas.”

“Oh, orikey! Ts he potity !

“No " roared Bunter.

“:Farhaps ho's n reading Dickens'
Christmas books, too, and got them on
the brain!" suggested Sammy. ' So he
takes you to be a kind-hearted sl
benevolent chap, does het Oh, my

hﬂ-ti IH-

“He does, and he's right,” saild
Bunter calmly. “I sce many things in
a difierent light now, Sammy. 1 am
going to cnjoy this Christmas, doing
good to others ["

“Pile it on!"

my.

* Don't you bolieve me, Bammy 7"

“Don't be funny!” wurged Bunior
minor. * But you haven't explained yet
why you brought me!"

“Because I'm going to have a tremen-
dous holiday, and I didn't want to leave
my brother out !

“Oh, jiminy 1"

Sammy gazed blankly at Billy. If this
was ftrue, there undoubtedly was a
change in William George DBunter. Ha
had turned over a new leaf with a ven-
geance if he really was thinking of
others as well as himself.

“Y¥ou will help me in benevolent
waorks, old chap!” said Bunter, beam-
ing. " We shall visit the homes of Lhe
ﬁoor. and buck them up and make them

appy

said the sceptical

ir
!

“ 1 don't see much eateh in that 1" said

Sammy. “Will there be Christmas
partios?" :

*1 don’t know; but there will be goo:d
deeds—"

“Groogh! Will there be plenty of
grubi”

“1 haven't even thought about that,”

L) E‘Il ?‘H

“What askod
Bunter.

“Wha-a-a-at does it malter?” po.
peated Sammy of the Becond, like &
fellow in & dream.

“We must not think of ourselves,
Sammy."”

“ Not1” gazped SBammy.

“Corfainly not 1"

“0Oh, crikey!”

“* Al the same, T faney there will o g
lot of grub, and of the very best,™ addid
Bunter. “ Siands to reason that a mil
lionaire does himself well, and doca Lie
guests well. We shall be all right in
that line, depend on it ! -

doca it matter?”

“0h, good!” said Sammy, taking
comfort. " Dut, look horo—"
“Bhush! Here's Mr, Skelton !

The little old gentleman camme hack
to the car, FHisg little chubby faco had
an cxpression of deop concern,

“That noor man yonder iz Dbadl:
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shaken,” he said. “It is necessary for
Lim to be-taken to the hospital at once.
1 have offered my car.”

“Eh?"

“Please step out!” said the philan-
thﬂn ]El-::1 ’?ld gantlemman,

The two Bunters stepped out.

* Jamos I

t1s Ell' Ill

“¥You will take that poor man to the
hospital at Courtficld. You will then
fetch any relatives whom he may desire
to sce. Afterwards bring the car home.
1 shall proceed by rail™

“Yes, sir ! :

“Come, my dear boys!” said Mr.
Skelton,

¥ Oh 1

The dear boys followed Mr. Skelton.
Billy Bunter's face was very grave.
The offcct of the " Christinas Carol”
was still streng upon Bunter; his new
leaf was still turned. He was still re-
solved upon a better way of life, on
ood deeds and good works. Neverthe-
ﬁ:as. he was grave. It occurred to him
that even benevolence and philanthropy

might very pmﬁer!:.- have a limit, As
for Sammy, he was undisguisedly
scowling.

The great car had been very comfort-
able. On the open road there was a
keen wind, with a touch of the east 1n
it. The change was considerably dis-
concerting.

“Is it far to the station, sir?” gasped
Bammy. )

“ About three miles, T am told,” said
Mr. 8kelton briﬁhtly.

“(h crumbs!

“Wo—we're pgoing to walk three
miles, sir?"” asked 1illy Bunter.

“Thero i3 no alternative, my dear hoy,
since we have given up our car to that
url!"ﬂgﬁl:ﬁute victim of an accident.,”

Mr. Skelton trotted on briskly. Billy
Bunter rolled after him, his fat face
growing graver and graver. Sammy
trailed on behind, with absolutely no
trace of Christmas geniality in  his
visage. The only hint there was of
Christinas about Sammy was that his
expression was remarkably like that of
8 demon in a pantomime,

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sammy iz Fed-up !

e ALLD, halla, hallo !
*What—" :
“ Bunter I"

“DBunter ! My hat ™

Harry Wharten & Co. had not ex-
pected to see Billy Bunter again till
after Christmas, neither had they
specially desired lo do so.  Dut what
they neither expected nor desired had
come to pass.

The chnms of the Eemove were on
the platform at Lantham  Junction,
landed there by a local train. They
were walting for an express, which was
now dur. Among the passengers who
came on the platform was one who
would have been recognised anywhere
by lis cireumference, not to mention his
diameter.

with Billy DBunter was the fur-lined
gentleman and Sammy of the Seecond.
The fur-lined gentleman’s chubby face
beamed, as wvsual, with kindness and
benevolence.  DBilly Bunler’s cxpression
wis sorious. Sammy's was  almost
demonize. The old gentleman was tired
with & long and windy tramp, but
fatigue incurred for the sake of others
afforded a benevolent satisfaction to his
philanthropic nature., It scemed to

have afforded no satisfaction whatever
to Bammy Bunter. Sammy plumped
down on o seat and scowled. Billy
Bunter plumped down beside him and
tricd hard to smile. The little gentle-
man sat down and beamed benevolently
on the world in general.

Harry Wharton & Co. regarded them
with some interest and a little surprise.
They had supposed that the magnificent
car was taking the Dunters all the way
to London. Yet here they were ot
Lantham: Junction,

The little old gentleman recognised
the Famous Five, and gave them a kind
;;:Gg; The juriors politely raised their

ats.

“Going up bs train, sir?” asked Bob
Cherry.

¥ Y'E"ﬁr my hﬂ}'.“

“We gave up the car to take an
injured man to the hospital, you
feflows.” Billy Bunter explained

“1 say. that was jolly decent,” s=ajd
Johnny Bull, ]

“It was our ?]am duty, especially at
Christmas-time,” beamed My, Skelton.
“My young friend Bunter fuﬁ:.r agrees.”

“Yes, rather, sir! zaid Bunter.

Bunter was, at least, trying hard to

BILLY BUNTER'S
- ANNUAL!

Dnd vou chnps know that there's a
slpecill supplementary  annual,
“run " by William George Bunter,
in this year's bumper production of

“THE HOLIDAY
ANNUAL"?

It's a regular corker, boys, and
adds just that delightful touch

which makes the ™ H.A” the
finest budget of school, sporting
and adventure yarns in the world.

Price 6s.
= 4

feel that he agreed. The lesson of
Scrooge was, perhaps, growing a little
fainter in his fat mind. DBut its effect
had not by any means worn off yet.

But Saminy Bunter had uot read the
“Christmas Carol,” and chaps it
would pot have affected him in the same
way had he done z0. Sammy's little fat
legs weore simply aching with s three.
mile tramp in a bitter wind, Sammy
had been prepared to “gpo in™ for
philanthropy, or anything clse, that
Christmas. o long as he, Sammy, had
a good time. DBuot if this was the sort
of good time Sammy was going to have,
Sanuny bad had encugh of it already,
and a little over.

Al Shelton blinked at him.

“You are tired, my little friend?” Le
asked.

“Yes,"” grunted Sammy.

" But no doubt that affords you B cer-
tain satisfaciion, smiee yon beocamao
fatigned in a good cause,” suggested
Mr, Skelton.

Grunt !

Good causes did not secem fo appeal
fo Sammy DBunter.

Mr. Zkelton looked at his watch.

“The teain will be in soon,” e said.
“YWe had botter walk along the plat-
form, my young friends.”

“First-class  stops here, sir,” zaid
Bunter, blinking al s sign to that effect
on the platform.

 On Sale Now.
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“1 have taken third-class tickets,” said
Mr. Bkelton gently.

- " Eh?™ ejaculated Billy Bunter.

“What inapnd Sammy,

Harry Wharton & Co. wondered a
little. On that speelal occasion, break-
mg up for Christmas, they fravelled
first-class, Generally they went thind
ond cxpended the balance on mwore
useful things. But they naturally sup-
posed that Mr, Skelton travelled first-
class as a matter of course. His car was
worth a small fortune; his chauffeur waa
obvicusly a very expensive. chaulfeur;
his fur-lmed overcoat had prnbnblf coat
a8 couple of hundred guincas.  Third-
class fores soemod rather ont of keepiug
with all this. But the juniors had

alrcady  realised  that  Sempronius
Bkelton, though gwdnnt&e a good and
kind man, was a little odd in some ways.

It was the last straw to Sammy
Bunter. The trains were crowded, or.
rather, eramuned, and in the swarming
third-class it was likely cnongh that he
might have to stand all the way,
this waz holiday-making with a million-
aire, Summy wanted no more of it.

i irfﬂ:l. see, my boys,” beamecd Mr,
Bkelton, “1 was about to take first-class
ticketz, when I said to myself, ' No; wea
will travel third, and give the balance
thus saved to the first poor man we
meot.” You gee?™

“1 zoe, sir,” said Billy Bunter bravely,
“Jolly pood idea, sir! I—I—I'm glad
voir—vou thought of it in time.”

“Exactly what I expected you to say,
my dear young friend!™ beamed Mr.
Bkelton.

Rammy did not speak.

He could not.

He wuas seized by » wild desire to
punch Sempronius Skelton on hiz bene-
volent nose. The old Blightor—by that
name Sammy mentally characterised the
philanthropist—the old blighter could
think of a poor man who wanted o fip,
but ho conldn’t think of Sammy and his
aching legs! The prospeet of having to
stand all the way to London on those
aching legs made Sammy shudder.

“Come on, Sammy,” said Billy
Bunter, as the little old gentleman, with
o polite parting salute to the Famous
Five, toddled away up the platform to
join the swarm of passengers waiting for
the third-class section of the coming
eXPTess.

Sammy Bunier scowled fiercely.

“I'm not corming!"” he anarled.

“ Zammy, old cha 3 ;

“Co and cat coke! I'm not coming 1"
liissed Sammy.

“But Mr. Skelton—-"

“Teil him to go and eat coke!”

“ ook here, Sammy, you ungrateful
little beast——"

“ Ungrateful !’ scoffed Sammy. “I
like that! Walking three miles, and
taking a third<class ticket and standing
up in a crowded carriage! No fear! I
don't believe the old codger is a million-
aire at all! I believe he's a blighted
old miser! Tell him to go and chop

chips 1™
Tuntor pansed.
«ahall T tell him you want {0 go home

after all, beeause you feel that one of
ve onght to be witizll the pater at Christ-
mas?” he asked.

“You can tell him any avhopper you
like: but I ain't coming !

“Your box went on the car, Sammy.”

“¥You can send it homo for me: and
Yol Can r the carriage, as you've
grown so jolly gllllalithrupll: 17

“ Look here, Samfiy—""

“Rats " 3

“¥You cheeky little beast—"

“Yah!”

Billy DBuntor clenched a fat fist,
Sammy elenched two! The Owl of the

Tre Macyer Lisnary.—No. 1,037
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Remove restrained his wrath and
hurried gway after Sempronius Skelton.
SBammy DBunter blinked at Harry
Wharton & Co.
“That's that!” he remarked. i
“The thatfulness is terrific,” smiled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. :
“Vou may he missing & good thing,
kid,” smiled Harry Wharton, laughing.
“Jolly glad to miss it!" snorted
Hammy. “Three-mile walks and third-
class fares ain’t my idea of a holiday
with o milliorigire. 1 dare say when
Billy gets to London it will turn out
to f';o *otticoat Lano instead of Park

Lane.™

*IHa, ha, ha!”

“Tm going home, anyhow,” growled
Hammy. “Gatty of the Second asked

mo for Doxing Day. I told him it was
off. I shall jolly weli write to hun and
tell him it's on again, No third-class
witlionaires for me!” i ]

And Bammy Bunter, snorting with
indignation, rolled away, leaving 1he
Famous Five smiling.

Tha express came in, and Harry
Wharton & Co. took their seats in the
first-class. In the third-class, Mr.

spiring in his fur-lined coat; and

nter, unable to get a seat, stood.
sammy was not on the trein at all
Sammy had had encugh; and William
{reorge, a5 he felt a deep and painful
asche creeping all over his fat legs,
wotdered whether Sammy, after all, had
not made &8 wise choice. Benevolence
and philanthrophy were all very well,
and extremely appropriate at Christmas-
time; but 1t was Enrna in wpon the mind
of William CGeorge Bunter that it was
;iq:aiblﬁ to have too much of & good
thing.

Skelton was wedged in a ﬂnrner,.ﬁﬁr-
¥

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Too Much of a Good Thingl
the

r HE car met Bunter and
millionaire at the station. Tk
was not the same car; avidently
Mr. Bkelton kept more than one.

idilly Bunter, fairly aching with fatigue,

was deeply relieved to sink down upon

# well-pedded seat and rost his weary

limbz. *=The philanthropie millionaire,

who had travelled third-class to Loudon
from tho other side of Kent, was finich-

ing the last lap of the journey in a

thousand-guinea car.  Bunter had

sleeady realised that bis kind friend was

a Httle occentrie.

Cortainly Mr. Skelton’s manners and
customs seemed & little inconsistont,
1But, after all, inconsisteney is a common
lmman weskness from which ne one i3
frec. Bunter was glad, however, thas
Ay, Skelton had not lent this car to
ile poor for a beanfeast and proposed
completing the journey by bus. Ha
leaned back in grest relief and comfort
while the car threaded its way through
tha thick traffic in the misty streets,

“Bless me! Bless mo!™ cjaculated
Mr. Skelton suddenly.

Bunter Dlinked at him.

Ho fervently hoped that Mr. Skolton
liad not spotted another accident, and
was not contemplaling placing this car
ub the service of some damaged person.

But it was not so bad ns that!

“Bless me! 1 had forgotten!”™ ox-
claimed Mr. Skelton, linking at
Bunter over his gold-rimmed glasses,
“I am growing & little forgetful, I
fear.”

“What ia it, sir?™

“You remember, my dear bov, thab
we travelled third, with ihe intention
af gi!.'ing; the money hus saved to
the r."”

“(Oh—eh! Yes!™
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“1 had forgotten,” said Mr. Skelton.
And he signalled to the chaufeur to

sttip,

t was some minuies, however, before
tho ear could stop in the crowded
street. It draw at last to the kerb.
Mr. Skelton, leaning from the window,
mede signs to an itinerant merchant in
the mateh lme, who was mooching
alorig the edge of the pavement,

The match merchant stared at him.

“ Matches, siri"

Probably this was the first time the
mateh merchant had had a customer in
a silk hat, & fur-lined overcoat, and a
thousand-gninca ear. But he was not
losing a chance of husiness. He dived
to the car with his tray.

“Matches, sir? 'Ere vou are, sir!"

“Thank you, my friend, I require no
matches,” said Mr., Skelton, blinking at
him benevolently,

iE Et.?l‘?‘

“I do not smoke,™ cxplained Mr.
Skelton. I regard smoking a5 a nead-
less extravagance, in a world where
za many of our fellow-ereaturez are 1n
want of the barest nocessities”

“My cve!” aaid the merchant.

He gave the millionaire an .inimical
glare. Ho was there to sell matehes,
not to listen fte a philanihropic old
gentleman moralising.

“Then wot the blooming. thum M
he was ginning, when Mr, elton
astounded him by pouring out a hand-
ful of silver on his tray.

“My Llinking eye!™
mafch merchant.

“T trust that this small sum may be
uscful to you, my friend, since you
appear, judging by externals, to be in
somowhat redeced ecircumstances,” said
Mr. Skelton.

“Blow me tight!” ssid the meich
merchant. I mean, thanky kindly,
sir! Dlerry Christmasg, sic!”

He siepped back.

Mr., Skelton sank back aon his
cushions with the benevolent satisfac-
tion of a good man having done a good
deed. Bunter, watching the match
merchant, saw a sign pass betweon him
and the chauffeur driving the car. Mr.
Skoltan did not obsarve it; he was. not
an observant gentloman. Punter oh-
gerveed ik, A peculiar twist of the
match merchant’s dirty features was
answered by a slight defloetion of the
chauffeur’s ayelid. Then the car drove
on,  But that instantancous exchange
of signs told DBunter oxactly in what
cstimation his kind old friend was held
by the match merehant he had bene-
filed and the chauffeur who drove his
car. The meaning could not have been
plainer had it been put in words.

“"You're driving & blooming lunaiie!”
was what the match merchant would
have zaid, had he eoxpressed hia mean-
ing verbally,

“You've got it!" was what the
chauffeur would have answered.

Bunter blinked at the millionaire,

He wondered whether Serooge, in the
# Cheistmas Cavol,” would have been
sct down as a lenalie by comman, un-
imaginative persons in his later bone-
volent period.

Bunter was very thooghtful as the
car rolled omn. /

He wondered whether hiz  father,
when he gave permizsion for Mr
Mr. Bkelton to take William George for
Christmas, had noticed that the mil-
lionaire was a somcwhat cccentric old

gentleman,

Probably he ledn't. He lad un-
{]ﬂ"h‘fﬂl."}" noliced that he was a mil-
lipuaire—and um]ﬂul:-tedl_v ihat had
been cnongh for Mr, William Samuel
Bunter.

The car rolled into Park Lane,

gasped  the

Bunter forgot all his doubis as he
found himself in that region. A man
who had a mansion in Park Lane could
afford toe be as eccentric as he liked.
Sammy, had he been present now,
would have been sorry that he had
“ehucked ”  it, Duntér considered.
Bupter liad oxplained to Mr. Skelton
that Sammy, on second thoughts, had
felt bound to go home for Christmas
te be the comfort and consolation of
his father during Billy’s absenco, This
was not quite in accordance with the
facts, but it was as near to the truth
as Dilly Bunter gencrally srrived.

Billy Bunter had reformed: but his

reform was not quite complete.  Old
habits were not changed in a day.

The car stopped.

Billy Bunter's oyes opened wide

behind hiz big spectacles as hie blinked
at the lofty mansion before him. Ua-
doubtedly it was a nificent resi-
dence.  Probably it would bave fetehed
# hundred thousand pounds in tho pro-
perty market ; quite & palatial rezidonce
for a gentleman who did not smoke
because  smoking was a needless ox-
fravagance in e needy world, But
Bunter was uwsed to his kind friend's
wéonsistencies by this time.

A magnificent door opened, and &
magnificent butler bowed before tho
millionaire and his guest. '

But Bunter, who was wery ohservant
now, observed a momentary glimmer in
the butler’s eye as he bowed solemnly
before his master, which reminded him
of the mute sign that had passed
between the match merchant and the
chauffcur,

=t gprllfénsun,” said Mr., Skelion,

ir

“This i3 my young friend Master
Bun’%;sr, whomi I have mentioned to
VO

“Quite so, sir.”

“Maszter Bunter it my honoured
guest, Farkinson, '

“Very good, sir.”

“His rooms are prepared??

¢ Porfectly, sir.”

“Where 1s Mr. Lucas, Parkinsont"”

“In his room, sir.™

My, Skelton turned to Bunter,

“¥ou will meét Mr. Lucas laler,
William,” he said, *Mr, Lucas is my
secretary, and & vory worthy young
man. Parkinson!"

19 Sir!jﬂ

“TPTake Master Buanter to his rooms.™

“Very good, sir("

Billy Bunter, like & follow in o dream,
followed IParkinson.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
In Park Lane]

id H crumbat™
0 . That was William George

Buntor's remark when he
found himself alone,

Dunter was almost overcome.

In hiz rosiest dreams, he had not
pictured anything like this.

All his inmpinary  deseriplions of
Buntor Court faded into insignificanco
beside the present reality.

Parkinson had shown him his quarters
with great gravity, but there was a sork
of iwinkle behind his gravity which
Bunter had not failed to detect,

He realised that Sempronius Skelton's
philanthropic benevolence appealed only
to the sense of humour of the millien-
aire’s many dependants. No doubt all
the numercus occupants of the Park
Lanc mansion made a good thing oui
of ik, Dut probably they had not read
igkens, and did not undorstand
benevolence carried to tho exlent to
which Ay, Skelton earried it
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“ Twenty-five pounds is the largest sum I am em-
powered to ofier you to get out of here,”” sald the young
“Shut wp!®
roared Bunter, and he rang the bell. Thomas
** Show that man out of my rooms,
(Sce Chapler 7.)

man. ** Wil that satisfy you?™

presented himsell.
Thomas ! " said the fat Removite.

That, however, did not werry Bunter.
He was in clover!
On that point there was no shadow of

doubt. o had a zuite of rooms to
himself; the mansion scemed to con-
tain innumerablo rooms and countless
servants,. A magnificent bed-room, a
superb private sitting-room, and a bath-
room were all Banter's. Any of Billy
Bunter's acquaintances would have sur-
mised that he would not bother the
bath-room verv much. Still, it was
there, and it was superlh.

A ncat footman, who was called
Thomas, had been presented to Bunter,
and it appeared that Thomas would
devote his whele service to  Bunter
during that youth’s stay in the Park
Lanc mansion. There was a special bell
o0 summon Thomas whenever Bunter
wantoad him.

Bunter roamed through his new
domain, feasting his eyes on his superb
surronndings, hardly able to believe
either his eves or his spectacles.

He sat down at last in a wonderfully
casy armchair at & windew which gave
Lint & wide view of the park.

“Oh crumbs!" murmored Bunter,

o wished that the Christmas vacation
had been longer. He felt that he could
have made himself comfortable here for
gquite a long time.

Tap!

It was the portly Parkinson again,

“Yxcuse me, sir!” said Parkinson,
#1 have omitted to give you a message,
air. received by the telephone.”

“Mreot it out ™ said Bunter.

Then the Owl of the Remove blushed.
e realised that the collequial style of
the Remove passage at Greyfriars was
not suited to lus present magnificent
surroundings.

“You maey give me the message,
Parkinson,” said Banter, with dignity,
modelling himsclf as near as he could—

which was not very near—on the manner
of Lord Mauleverer of the Remove,
“ A young lady telophoned, sir.”
“Indecd?” said Bunter languidly.
"She stated that she was your sister,
gir."
“(h, Bessie!” said the fat junior.
“ How the thump did Bessie know that I
was here!”

“The young lady did not state, sir.”

Parkinson's manner was grave and
respectful, but Bunter scented imperti-
nence.  Bunter was not the fellow to
stand impertinence from servants, even
irom portly and magnificent servants
like Parkinson.

He frowned.

“Give me
enrtly.

“Hem '™ coughed Parkinson.

“Well, get it out !’ snapped Bunter.

Parkinson coughed again,

“fzet it out, lgtnll you ™

“Hem! The young lady requested me
to tell you, sir—hem—that—""

“That what?"” hooted Bunter.

"That you were a npasty fat lLittle
beast, sir——"

“Whaet!

“For dodging her, =ir.”
_ Parkinson retired gravely after hav-
m;lr delivered Bessie Bunter's moessage.
Billy Buunter glared after hin.

“I"arkinson ! he hooted.

i SEI.' "

the message,” he sa2id

U JTust  understand  this!" mareﬁd
Bunler. “T'm here as veur mastor's
guest. I don't want uny ¢ weel 1

“ Cheek, =1r¥

“Yes, cheek!™ hooted Bunter,

“1 am uvnacquainted with fhe word,
sir.” said ParkigZon, “Perhaps you
will be so kind, =ir, as to explain ils
meaning

“When I say check I mean cheek !™
hooted Bunter. *“Don't give me
impertinence. Do you understand 2

PRICE 9
TWOPENGE.

“I understand, sir,” assented Parkin-
son, “I1 should regret very much, sir,
to be guilty of impertinence, sir. Is
that all, sirt”

“That's all. You can go.” .

“Thank wou, sir,” said Parkinson
inperturbably.

And he went, leaving Bunter fecling
that somchow he had had the worst:
of 1it.

The fat junior frowned darkly.
and more the lnpression of tﬁ& story
of Berooge was fading from  DBilly
Bunter's mind, Iis fat mind, in fact,
was not made to retain such impressions
for long. A really bencvelent nature,
ne doubt, would have regarded Parkin-
son’'s velled impertinence more 1 sorrow
than in anger. Bunter was only feel-
ing angry and annoyed.  Atter a
moment or two of reflection he jumped
up and rolled across to the door, with
the intention of saying something a litthe
mara emphatic to Parkinson boefore ke
disappeared.

He opencd the door noiselessly and
blinked out. Parkinson was already

More

ont of sight. But from behind a group
of statuary on o great landing he heard
the butler’s voice.

“That's the Old Bean's latest,
Thomas.™

“A repular cough-drop, Mr. Tarkin-
aon " enme the voice of DBunter'z own
special footman.

“That is & somewhat vulgar expres-
sion, Thomas, but it deseribes the case
precisely,” said Mr. Parkinson. *“This
time it 13 really the limit. An execced-
ingly ill-bred yvoung bounder.”

“It's just like the Old Bean, My
Parkinson,” said Thomas deferentially.

Mr. Parkinson sighed.

“QOh, just!™ he said. *I am really
beginning to doubt, Thomas, whether
& 15 quite becomng for a gentloman to

THe Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,037,
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relmin service with Mr. S8kelton in these
very peculiar circumstances.” ]
Billy Bunter closed hizs door again
shently and returncd to his easy-chaiy
znd the view of the park. :
S0 that was how these menials dis-
cnssed Lhdir master and his guesis!
“The old seout’s too casy with them,”
Bunter reflected. “ What they want 18
kicking. I'll jolly well show then that
they can't give ma any lip, anyhow !
Bunter's benovolence was reaching a
very low ebb,
Tap! .
Bunter turned his oyes and his spee-
tacles on the door as it opened. 1le
was ready for the impertineni Varkine
gon this timo.

“Look here, don’t you buit into my

rooms unless you'ro rung for!” he
snapped, *Get out of it!"”
“Rir ™

It was not Parkinson!

—_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Not Taking Any [

s 1! ejaculated Billy Bunter.

O He jumped up.

The newcomer was a young

. !I;mﬂ dressed in hlm‘%i—n cntle-

manly-looking young man. 1 he was

and why he g&{! come there Bunter had

not the faintest idea. The fat junior
coloured.

#1—1 heg your pardon!” ha stam-
meored. 1 thought it was that checky
hutler again.” ] ]

The- young ran raised his eyelrows.

“Tndecd ! Le snid.

iz dry manner had the effeet of dash-
ing Billy Bunter's scli-conlidence con-
sidernbly. ] Y

Bunter stood and blinkaed at hin.

“Pray excuse me for disturbing you,
Master Bunter,” said the young man in
the same dry manmer. My name 18
Lucas. ™’

s 3l said Banter.

“T am  Mr. Bkelton’s
saeretary.”

HAvg von?™

;u; un.hj:

There was o pause.

Mr. Lucas elosed ihe door Tehind him
and caine across to Dunter. Buuter sat
down again, hut did nol ask his visitor
to be seated., The fellew might be Mr.
Mkelton's private secvetary, but the Owl
of the Remove intended to show him
that he cared no wore for privale seere-
tarics than for pompous and cheeky
hutlers, Mr. Lucas stood before him,
scanning Bunler's fat and annoyed faco
with eool, keen, scarching eyes.

“Well, what do you want ' demanded
Bunter irntably.

“0nlv a few words with you, Master
Buander,” said the scerclary calmly., "In
ihe frzt place, I should bhke to know
haw you come to be heve at 2117

“Hind ont!"” vetorred Bunier,

“YWhu 1

“Hind out !

Mr. Lueas staved af him,  Appavenlly
he had not expecied lo be swswered in
this zirain,

“1 presume that dre. Skelton gpsked
your here,” he satd at lost,

"o vou think I should be heore if he
hadun't ¥ sneered Bunter. * XNo business
of yonrs, I suppose?’

“That 13 an orror, Masicr Dunter,”
pnswered the sceretary quictly. “It is
my business vory porticularly.”

“PBlozsed i T =ee how vou moke that
ont ! auswered Bunter. #1 suppose
Mr. Skelton ean ask anyone he chooses
io lhis own house without getting per.
Fpssion from s eniployoesi"

Tur Alacwer Linrary.-Na, 1,037,
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“QII.HI’E so! But my dutics are not
merely those of a secretary. [ am
honouréd by the confidence of Mr., Skel-
ton’s relatives, and it 15 my duty lo look
afier his intorests pencrally,™

Bunter started,

Do you meun you're his keeper” he
ejaculated,

"Ceriainly not! Mr. Skelton i3 an
reeentric gentleman, but his cocentricity
15 not so great as that, Nothing of the
kind,"” said Mr. Lueas.

Bunter blinked at him.  Mr. Lueas
deelared that it was nothing of the
kind, but Bunter suspected that his
meaning wes that it was something of
the kind, all the same,

“Mr. Bkelton-has often invited guests
to this mansion,” went on Mr. E‘:L:ﬂas,
“and some of them of a very extra
ordinary nature.”

Billy Bunter was not surprised to

hoar that.
. VHomo of them,” pursucd Mr, Lucas
in & significant tone, “"have taken
advant unserupulous  advantage—
of Mr. Bkelton’s confidence and of his
kind and unsuspicious nature.”

“I shouldn't wonder,” agreed Bunter.

“¥ou will understand, therefore, that
a3 Mr. SBkelton iz so extremely trustful
and unsuspicions, his friends are some-
times a little anxious.”

“Vory likely,” said Bunter.

“No doubt you will now explain liow
you came to be honouwred with Mr.
Bkelton's  invitation,” suggested Mr.
Lucas.

Bunter eyed him.

Ho gathered from the sceretary’s ex-
,}:Ianatmn that Mr. Sempronius Skelton
il frequently been imposed upon by
rogucs, That was not surprising nows,
for 1if any gentleman  ever wandered
abont asking and begging to be im-
poscd upon, that gontleman certainly
was  Sempronius - Skelton. Bunter
gathored further that Mr. Lucas looked
on him as one more rogue on tho 1ist,
‘That ides roused all Bunter's ire. It
was for a and charitable deed--tho
only one Bunter conld remember per-
}f'qr‘mil:ﬁ—ilmt Ar. Skclion had taken
it up.

With ithe influence of the story of
Serooge strong upon him, he had enthu-
stasbically weleomed the 1dea of helping
Mr. Skelton in his charitable work
during the Christmas holidays. It was
rather too thick for this cool, keen
young man to 3ot him down as a young
rascal who had planted himself on the
willionaire with ulterior motives.

Mo doubt Mr. Lucas' expericnce made
him  suspicious. Noe deoubt Billy
Bunter's fat face did not bupress him
us that of a high-minded and noble-
hearted youlh. Btill, it was too thick.

Billy Bunter glared at him, his vory
spectacles  gleaming wiith  indignation.
Mr. Lucas watched him calmly.

*1 am waiting, sir,” ho said ieily.

“Wait and be blowed!” was Duntor’s
independeant retort.

“You decline to explain "

“Mind you own Dbusiness!”

Mr. Lucas siniled sarcastically.

“1 have already explained that this is
iy business, young man,” he said.

" You checky cad! Young man! I'll
give you young man!” howled Bunter.
“ How dare you call me young man #*

“Pray heep your temper,” said Mr.
Eucay, still as calm as a marhle statue.
“You are probably swure that you are
not the first [ellow of your sort I have
had to deal with, considering mny posi-
tion and duty in this house, and you
mey vefleet that I am not deecived by
heroies. I hawve had a conversation with
Mr. Skelton, and I gather that you
have suceceded in making Lim someliow
aitached to yon—how I eannot fnthom,
for you corininly do not strike 1o as

p——""

bright or eclover youth. But the fact
remains. To come to the point. Mastep
Hl‘:;‘ﬁﬂr, how much will vyon take to
E'nil'lEh?H-
" How much ™ repeated the scerctary,
How much what?” gasped Bunter.

L[] Mﬂﬂ{.‘f t!’

"‘Iﬂh erikey ™ f »
"I maoy go oas far as twent unis,
if yon wﬁl clear out of Lhe lam:;rmp?lumﬁ*
distely,” said Mr. Lucas.

Bunter fairly bristled with wrail,
Not only was ho a reformed Bunter
now, but even in his unreformed dass
he would have felt insulted at this. :ﬁu
rose to his feat,

“You checky rotter!™ ho bawled.

“Calmness, I beg,” =aid Mr. Lucas,
perfectly calm himself. “Twenty-five
pounds iz the largest sum I am om-
powered to offor you to go, without gon-
sultation with my employer’s relatives.
Will that satisfy vou?”

“8hut up!™

Bunter jammed a fat thumb on tha
bell which had been pointed out as thio
special bell to summon his speeial foot-
man. He was quivering with wratl ltke
& fat jolly.

Thomas nted himself at the door,
Bunter pointed a fat forefinger at My,
Lucas,

“8how that man out of my rooms,
Thomes!” he hooted.

“Oh, sir!™ gasped Thomas,
quite aback,

Mr. Lucas turned a little pale. It
was obvious that in dealing with Mr.
Bkolton's ]I'{]m?iﬂuﬁ peculiar guests ho
had not had this experience before.
;];‘hcrn wos & very bitter smile on his
1

“You are pleased to carry the matter
off with a Ingh hand, Master Bunter,”™
he said betweon his teeth.

" Thomas!"” roared Bunter.

“0Oh, sir! Yessir!” gasped Thomas,

“Turn that man out of my rooms
mstantly.”

“That's Mr. Lucas, sirl”
I'homas. * That’s Mr. éln:-]t_un'a
secrotary, sir. Oh, sir!”

“If you don't shift him this minute,
I'll ask Mr. Bkelton to sack youl"”
snapped Thomas.

Thomas gave Mr. Lucas a helpless
look. Bunter could. sec that the seero-
tary was & power in the house—rather
L %rna.tur wor than his employoer, pro-
hably. bviously Mr. Skelton’s rela-
tives had contrived to instal him there
to keep o waltchful eyes on the vagaries
of the millionaire philanthropist, But
Billy Bunter was not taking any swank
fromn him—not if he knew it.  Mr
Lucas epenly regarded Bunter's wrath
as mock heroics—a sort of trick to put
up his price. But the sceretary was
misled by his weird experiences wilh
Mr. Skellen's former hangors-on.
Bunter's wrath was quite genuine, amd-
ha meant every word he said.

“You may go, Thomas! saiud JAlr,
Lucas, ™ As you take this line, Master
Bunter, I will leave you.”

“And be glad I don’t kick you oui !
snorted Bunier.

The sccretary compressod
liard.

“Don't go, Thomas,” added Bunier,

“Mr. Lucas told me to go, su,” mur-
mured Thomas feebly.

“You're- under my orders, not that
fellow's,” said Bunter. “Stand where
you are till I tell you to go.”

J\‘?nin Thomas gove tho seerctary a
helpless look.

“You will obey Masicr DBunier's
orders so0 long ms e remains here,
Thomas,” said Mr. Lucas. .

“Ole! Yos, sie! Veer well, girl®

takon

goasped
privato

his Jips
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“You can hold your tongue, Lucas!”
said Bunter.

“What?” ocxclaimed the sccretary,
roused out of his icy valimness at last.

He made a stride towards Bunter.

Bunter faced him undauntedly. For
onee in hiz fat carcer William George
Bunter's conscience was clear. A clear
conscience was a great asset.

“I've told you to turp that man ocut
of my rooms, Thomas,™ said Buntor.
“Turn hiin out this instant, or I'll sce
that you're sacked '™ .

Controlling his feelings with a mighty
cffort, Mr. Lucas walked out of the
voom. Thomas was about to follow
when Bunter called to him.

“Htay whero you are, Thomas"

*h, yes, sir!” said Thomas.

“Wait till I tell you to go.”

“Oh, vory good, sir!" gasped Thomas.

Bunter was very w&fi aware that
Thoinas was yearning to take him by
the neck and shake gim. He was also
aware that Thomas' place in Mr,
Skelten’s scrvice was worth more than
that to him. Thomas waited till Bunter
told him to go, and then he went,
breathing very hard.

Meanwhile, Mr. Lucaz had gone to
the butler’s room, whore, with a decp
and anxious frown on his brow, he was
consulting Mr. Parkinson.

“He looks just a fat fool,
rr:'t‘narked PaEI-:manrr. _ 4

"“Quite so, but appearances are eeel;
tive. Hoe is evidently a young scoundrel,
with unlimited nerve,” said Mr. Lucas.
“He may have a ecriminal record. I
should judge so from his amazing nerve
and impudence. Hiz object may be to
admit thieves to the house. Care must
be taken.”

“Oh, guite so, Mr. Lucas!”

“In the meantime, nothing can be
done but to keep him under obscrra-

L]

gir, "

Il

“ Certainly, sir.”

And Mr. Lucas left the butler looking
very thoughtful and worried. Billy
Bunter, satishied with his 1'i|:tm-¥ over
the interforing sccretary, was fooling
very pleased with himself. Ho was not
aware that in the scrvants’ hall of the
milliopnaire’s mansion he was discusscd
as a hardencd young rogue, pull-
ing the Old Bean's leg for what he could
get. That was the low estimation that
Mr. Parkinson and his colleagues had
formed of benovelent Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

said Ar. Skelton., I think we shall
have & very merry Christmas—I really
think go!”

“Oh, good!” said Bunter.

Wilham George Bunter had been
some time in the millionaire’s maunsion
oW,

He had made himself quite at homo
there.

Mr., Skelton was so exceoedingly
philanthropic that Bunter had had
some fears that in his own housc he
wounld disregard the good things of lifo
and cxpect iis guest to do the same.

Fortunately, thesc fears had proved
unfonnded.

Everything was of the best, and,
what was still more important, thero
was plenty of it,

Magnificent meals were served in
magnificent style, and Bunter fairly
revelled in excellent provender.

This, of course, waz the most im-
ortant consideration from William
corgo Bunter’s point of view.

Elql:. long as the grub was good all was
well,

But, in olher respects, Bunter was not
quite sure that he was satisbied.

His relorm, as a matter of fact, was
wearing thin, >

Bunter was an imaginative fcllow.
The story of Scrooge had ‘:iPP‘“"Ed.m
him deeply. For once he had scon him-
self as others saw him, his eyes opened
by the magic of the master,

But it was zaid of old that & leopard
cannot change his spots nor an Ethio-
pian his skin, j

Bunter's reform had been amazing to
the Greyiriars fellows, but no fecllow
who kuew him would have predicted
that it would last.

It was not lasting.

Insensibly, by degrees, Billy Bunker
waﬁ slipping back inte his old customary
=1 Ch

There was no doubt
under the wonderful influence of
Dickens énd the *“Christmas Carel,”
had had = wonderful access of benevo-
Ienee., The way in  which ho had
become acquainted with Mr. Sempro-
nius Skelton was n proof of it, But it
was going—going, and was Dpearly

ne.

He had joined with great heartiness
nt first in Alr. Skelton's amazing philan-
thropic stunta. Almost m'mg evening,
while Bunter was in the Park Lane
mansion, he had made expeditions with
the millionaire inte the poor quarters

that DRunter,

-
L]

g::'ﬁn some persons the imprﬂgaiun that
mpronius Skelton and his young
friend wore a pair of amiable lunatics,

There had been incidents not wholly
agreeable,.  One rough character had
not only refused a five-pound note
under the belicf that he was bein
spoofed with a bogus mnote, but hac
actually hit the milhonaire én the nosc
by way of thanks. Once Bunter, hand-
ing out- ten-shilling notes in a slum by
hiz kind old friend's direction, had been
fairly mobbed, and when the E“:;lpl of
notes had run out Bunter ha oen
rather roughly handled, and had Lad to
flee for hus life.

Policemen had regarded the two of
them with deep suspicion, 3

Bunter could nol help fecling fhat
things had changed since Dickens’ tine,
and that benevolence on the lines of
Scrooge in his later period was some-
what at a diseount.

Bunter began to think ithet a ronnd
of the theatres would not Le a bad
varition in "his activities. ‘This, how-
ever, did not scem to oeccur to Bem-
pronius Skelton.

S0 much money passed through
Bunter’'s hands in these days that he
wondered a little how it was that Mr,
Skelton was still & millionaire. He
began to think that philanthropy was
perhaps & mnew development in that
catleman's character, and he was con-

rmed in this suspicion by what he
hoard in the house, where he kept his
cyes and his oars wide open. Bo far
as Bunter could make out, theso open-
handed philanthropic proceedings had
not been fnirrg on for more than a year
or 20, and they were causing groat per-
turbation of mind ameong Mr, Skelton’s
affectiopato relatives,  There was no
doubt at all that in the servants' hall
it was regarded as a case of bats in
the belfry.

Bunter's enthusiasm diminished dai
till it was almost gone. But he still
layed up, as it were.  He had his
Eanm‘n!ent charecter to keep up if he
was to remain in his patren’s good
graces,

On Chrisimaz Day Mr, Skellon was
bubblin with enthusiasm.  Dunter
bubbled, so to speak, as much as he
could,

He felt that he was ontitled to a rest
by this time. It is said that there is
no rest for the wicked. In this mn-
stance there scemed to be no rest for

FROM

Who knows?

DBut we won't worry about it just now.

Christmas ! of the groat city on benovolence bent,  the good. , _
o CHRI‘STMAE DAY said Mr. _Coertainly the udistributinnl of " Mr. su:;lmi start  at dusk,” said Mr.
Skelton, rubbing his hands, Skelton's  superfluous  wealth ad Skolton. = o e
'E.Ilfenrr;u {f!i:giat;:ua? % :ir!" brightened many faces.  Probably it A Christmas party?” ventured
said Bunter. had also added to the drink traffic in Bunter. ;
“Thank you, my boy—thank you!” some quarters. Undoubtedly it had {Continued on next page.)
r =TT S = S B
e Ty wtr Bty sy B Sedoo ) S A o o el oy I «“A JOLLY CHRISTMAS!™
T e e e e i LERRA 1 was e«cl:l-éml:gm& Eric:ugh {L? think that perhaps tha;, nmhlj-
tion wou e realised this year. ut no such luck.
% TO AND YO UR EDIT R % Porhaps in the future that wish of mine will be gratified.
i o s 0 15 T, S i e . e . e . e L |
e - 2 1 :"‘.I-r_ -I __' : . _:-.- __- = :‘: : r o r _.-.‘ ", _ " - Jl .._.‘ .

H

ERE, I say, you chaps, I didn't get a chance to have
a word with you last woek, and I've been fecling
mighty sick about it. True, I wished yon scason-
ablo grectings, viz a Christmas card. Buot that's

the oflice boy

tasted |
I

Take the will for the deed, chums. i
of vou all Christmas Day—yes, and on Boxin
I don't overdo it in the ratin
by storm. { |
had forgotten what roast turkey and Christmas pudding

rﬁ‘m‘} Yo gods, I'm not so old as all that, now am
And then, after that delightful jump into feasting and

I shall bo thinkin
Day, toa, 1

line. (That last ﬁnn took

I really believe he thinks that 1

not the same as talking to you like this. DBut all of you
Lknow that I haven't forgotten you, How could I How
eould the editor of such a jolly paper as the MaereT forget
his thousands of loyal chums? Jove! What a year it's
been! And hasn't the MaeNer put on flesh? That's the
stuff to give "em! The very thought of it makes me look
forward to that Christmas dinner with renewed gusto, Lin
going to have the time of my life, and so are vou. of
course.  If yon don't I shall feol mighty grieved. ‘Lhe real
wish of my life is to stand in front of that loudspeaker
gadgot they usc at the B.B.C. and wish you all

jollity, yours truly will be back at the offico planning frosh
surpriscs and literary feasts for your delectation. And, let
rac whisner it here. I've got several topping wheezes u

my sleeve already.  Nineteen-twenty-scven has been o
wonderful year for the Magxer, thanks in no small measurc
to you good fellows, but nincteen-twenty-cight is going to
be even more wonderful. That's not conceit—that’s a con-
fident prophoey. Now, let me wind up the old year with
thanking you all—boys and girls—for having rallied round
the MaGXET so loyally, and wishing you in all sincority the
“ Happiest of Christmascs.” YOUR EDITOR.:
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“ Better than that, my boy,"” said Mr.
Skelton, rubbing his hands,
“Oh:i" said Bunter.
“And to-morrow——

Skelton, _ .
+#here’s the pantomme {o-MQIrowW,

eir,” hinted Bunter. :

Mr. Skelton beamed on him,

“Thank you for remindiog me, my
boy,” he said, o

Bupter beamed in lis turn.

“T thought I'd mention it," lhe ze

marked. _

“Quite so. 1 know that 1 was not
mistaken in you, William,”  said Mr.
Hkelton, "I thank you for ‘the sugges:
tion. 1 will make a note of it"

“Good ™™ said Bunter.  Bencvoleift
es ho was, Bunter could not help think-
ing that a paatomime would make &
pleasant change from philanthropy,

“0f course, we have no time for

ntomimes  ourzelves,” added My

' kultun.l.,

[

“Wa must think of others.”

“QOh ™
“ A thousand pour children ehall be

taken to the pantomime,” said Mr,
Skelton.

[} Um l]’

“Tho suggesiion is a really valuablo

one. "
“ﬁh (L]

“T will leave that matter in Mr.
Lucas’ hands to arrange, We shall be
otherwise ocoupiad.”

“Qooooh !
v thought that Mr.
Skelton might have arranged for a
thousand and one to go to the panto-
mime, But the millionaire evidently
took it for granted that his young friend

said = Mr.

wes 25 enthusiastically self-denying as |

himself. Bunter had to let it drop.

At dosk the millionaire left the man-
gion with Bunter. Mr, Lucas watched
them go with a cold, grim eye. So far,
the secretary had had to admit that this

ung rascal was playing his part well.
Ei is opinion of Bunter had n
changed in the least. He was quite
sssured that Bunter was & ymmgh roguo

ulling the benevelent leg of the Old
n. He was walching for an oppor-
tunity of catching DBunter out. Ho
really - would not have been surprised
had Bunter bolted one night with tho
spoons. Dut since that talk on the day
of Billy Bunier’'s arrival in Park Lane,
the secretary had lcft him  severely
slone, save for watching him like a cat.
Bunter had proved that lo could hold
his own on thet occasion,

The Rolls-Royee bore Bunter and the
millionaire away from Park Lane.
Buntor observed the customary deflec-
tion of tho ecyelid that passed between
James, the chauffeur, and the footman
who opened tho door of the car. He
wondered that Mr. Skelton nover
obszerved these things.

The car glided away in the misty
strects.

It stopped in o peor nuarter of
London, and AMr. Skelton dismigsed the
CRT.

“What about leiting the car walt {or
us, 2ir?"” Bunter venturad to suggest,

Mr. Bkelton gavo Him 2 paincd leok.

“My dear young friend—-"

"You seo, si—"

“That ;ugggstimt 15 not worthy of th

you, William.
1] ﬂh 1.1 !
“1 must not deprive James of his

Christmas evening,” explained Mo,
Skelton.
“Nunng. Bup—"

“You think that we may find it diffi-
cult to obiain a public vehicle to-night,
William
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*Just so, eir.” . -

“I am awave of it, William. We
ehall wall.*

“But we're miles from Park Lane,

""Pl‘llﬂi-ﬁﬂlj'p"

Mr: Bkelton walked on, and Bunter
supprossed his feelings and walked on
with ‘him. James winked at the misty
gky .28 he tooled thé car away,

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Merry Christmas !

L 11 dear!™ !
0 The cjaculalion was invelun-
tary.

1t was realiy forced f[rom

Buontor., Nemprohing Skelton was tire-
I or apparontly so, Bunter wis nob
t%mﬁ E‘ur from it :
A thin, steady drizzle was falling. The
fop was not thick, but it was un-

pleasant, and it got into a fellow’s cyos.

and nose, The pavements wera slushy,
and footing was wuncertain. Buuter
thought of a Yule fire, piled with logs,
sod & comfortable chair with deep
ﬁﬂrmnm He had never thought that

is own home would ever seem to him
more attractiva than a millionaire’s
residence. But now it did seem much
moro attractive, Ho was tired and
cold and wet and foggy, and the very
last ounce of his benevolence had been
exhausted. Also he was getting hungry.
When Bunter was hungry matters wero

getting _serious,

For hours and hours—it seemed to
Bunter for years and years—he had been
walking in fog and slush. Dim figures
oomed in the misty streets and disap-
peared. Blinds were closely drawn;
pedestrians were few; nobody scemed
to be out of doors if he could help it.
Playing " Father Christmas ” seemed to
afford Mr. SBkclton endless satisfaction.
The sight of & wondoring vagrant in
10 fog scemed to be_sall he needed to
make him hoppy.” But Billy Bunter
was thinking more and more of a warm
firo and turkey and Christmas pudding.
Hisz long pent-up feelings fq:mrugl CXpres-
sion at f‘;at. in a mournful ejaculation.

Mr. Bkelton and
at?}'ﬁped.
You are tired, William 1"
“Yes, just a lintle ! gasped Bunter.
“No doubt you are happy to fatigue
yvourself in tho cause of charity,”
i Um !M
"I trust that I am not to be disap-
pointed in you, William,” said Mr.. Skel-
ton, with a touch of severity.
gasped

“Oh, no! I hope notl”
Bunter.

“ At midnight we shall return homo,™
satd Mr. Skoelton.

Buntér '3lt?lprcssed a groan. It still
wantod two hours to midnight. Bunter
began to wonder whoether he would suer-
vive so much philantliropy. 3

“Come,” added Mr. Skelton briskly.
“1 saco o’ group of pmrﬂgﬂrsuna yvonder,
who are obyviously in necd of assistance.”

Bunter rolled dismally after him. At
ithe corner of a dim alley, turning off o
dim strect, three or four rough and
regged figures loomed up. unter,
short-sighted 2s he was, could sce that
oy wore o group of roughs, much
botter left alona in. that dabious quarter
of the city My, Skelton coutd sce
nothing but new objects for his charit-
able impulses. He approached the rough
group briskly,  Buanter trailing behind
doubtfully.

The roughs looked at Mr Skelton,
and Bunter observed them glancing up
and down the streel in' the mist. No.ono
elso-was im sight :

peercd at’ him,

-Bkelton’s nid:l

There was & sudden rush,

Buntor jumped back and dodged.

Mr, Bkelton had no time to dodge.

He was sprawling on his back, and
the roughs ‘were grasping him, going
through his pockets with the rapidity
and precision ihat comes of long prac-
tica in such mattors.

Buntor stared on at the sceno in
tereor. k

Ho had an Hﬂfﬁuhﬂ ttu rusk Itc.“:: !.]i'r.
: _aid o stronger b 80
to rush in a different direct;#m.h Itr.“::'u
the latter impulse that gained the day.
Bunter vanished in tha mist.

. Really, the Owl of the Greyfriars
Remove would not have been of much
use 1 o, grapple ‘with threo or four
hefty roughs.

. They did not heed Bunter. All their
attention was given to Mr. Skelton, who

ad proved an unexpectedly rieh prize.

In two minutes, or less, they had
finished with him, and ‘vanished: down
the alloy; loaving the philanthropic
gentleman gasping and spluttcring on
the slushy pavemeont.

“Groogh! = Doococh!  Bless me!
Bless me! Mopooooch 1" spluttered the
unfortunate gentleman breathlessly.

Bunter, pafpitating, listened at a diz-
tance. When he was quite surc that the
roughs were gone, he ventured back.

M¢, Bkelton sat up in the slush and
blinked at him. He was in a parlous
plight. His pockets were turned inside
out; his watch and chain were gone as
well -as his mmmﬁr: even his fur-lined
coat had been whipped off and taken
away. His silk hat bad beon left, but
it:was bashed in. He gasped and splut-
tered and blinked at Bunter.

“Owl Hcelo me up!™ ho gazped.

Buntér helped hime up.,

“I~I went to look for a policeman,”
he explained, as he assisied My, Skelton
to his feet.

“Bless me! DBless me! I am qoite
out of breath!” pasped My, 8kelton., ~[
havoe been—ow l—very roughly handleu
_?lwl:!nu I hr“?:] ;nm hrulsl:'ﬁ-—}‘l.'ﬁ'ni r—
and bumps! % ness gracious ™

Ho spluttered for breath.

“ I have been robbod ! he gasped.

Bunter did not necd telling that., I
looked as sympathetic as he could.

“Bless me! Oh dear! I think wo bad
better return,” said Mr. Skelton. *We
can do nothing more to-night—all my
pockeis have been turned ount, Ifave
you any money, William "

“MNo, sir!"

“Neithor have T1#

T ﬂ‘h 'l.‘]:!}ﬂl' !’.’

Bunter had long ago lost his heariugs,
Lut Mr. Bkédlton seemed to know his woy
about the highways and byways of tho
city. Ho started off, pufling and blow-
ing, and Buontor followed him.  With
weary limbs he trailed on alter the
philanthropic gontleman.

“Blessa me!  Bless me!" exclaimed
Mr. 8kelton suddenly.
He stopped.

A tatterod youllh had appeared in
sight- round a corner. Tattered as he
was, lie scemed to have his sirare of
Christmas joviality, for he was cheerily
whistling “Good Xing Woncelans?®
through his teeth, and he strolled alonz
with his hands thrust into his rogged
pockets for warmth. ]

“Prav stop, my boyv,” said Mr., Skol-
ton, and the tativred youth stopped and
sinred at him in surprise.

“ Lost yor way, gavnoer?? ha inql:ﬁm:l
cheerily. "ﬂrlrigit, I'm tho Lloke io
put you right.”

Mr. Bkelton smiled.

“Not at all, my dear lad,” ho
answered. I am sorry to see you with-
out a coab ir. this extremely cold and
chilly weather.™
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The roughs made a sudden rush al
Mr. Skelion, grasped him on all
sides, and went through his pockets
with the rapidity and precision that
comes of long practice. Bunfer
dodged back and stared in terror at
the scene, hardly knowing whether
to run or go to the Trescue.
{See Chapler 9.)
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The vouth stared harder.

“No business of yourn,” Lic suggcesied.

“My dear lad—"

“Can it!” said the youth, )

“1 should be very glad to provide vou
with a coat, my bov,” said Mr. SBkelton,

“0Oh  ertkey!” said the youth.
“Gammon ! ]

“I assurc you that I am in carnest,”
soid Mr. Bkelton, “No doubt five
pounds would be of great assistance Lo
.ul.lll‘]‘

* “You can pub vour shirt on that!™
assented the youth.

“1 shall be happy—"" Mr. Skelton
ran his hand into his pockel and uttered
a dismayed exclamation. ' Bless me!
Dless me! T forgot that 1 had becn
robhed ! 1 have no money.”

“Funny old covey, ain’t you?” said
the vouth. “Pulling a covey's leg, wot¥
What sort of » hliraﬁ‘ing hold himage do
vou eall vourself when you're at 'ome,
fat face?®

“AMyv dear lod, I assure you—

“1 won't "it you in the eyo at Christ-
mas,” said the youth good-naturediy,
“If youw're loony, you can't ‘elp 1t, [
dessay. You ‘op it back to the asylum
where vou belong, old covey, and don’t
vou go round these parts plaving” off
vour funny jokes, sect” - o

“1 assure you that I was not jesting,”
said Mr. Skelton. “William, give this
lacdd vour cont.™

William jumped,

“What " he gasped,

“You are not deaf, William ¥

oNunne”

“Then vou heard what T osaid,” ex-
claimed Mr. Skelten severely.

Y eo-cs—lp—" ;

“Hare 1 been deccived in yom,
Willinm *" irquired Mr. Skelton.

“h dear! Oh, my hat!”

1]

“Crive this lad yeur coat.™

Bunter, with feclings too deep for
words, stripped coff lis overcoat, and
handed it to the tattered youth, who
tock it in a dazed way,

“Is this "ere o joke 7" he asked.

“Naot at all,” beamed Mr. Skelton.
“ William, help this good boy on with
the coat.”

William helped the good boy on wijh
the coat. The good bov scemed gquite
dazed with amazement. But he was un-
doubtedly glad to get the cout on—as
glad to get it on as DBunter was sorry
to get it off.

“I fear that your boots let waicre, my
pood lad.” swid Mre. Skelton, peering
down at the siranger's footgear,

"allons!” said the vouth checrily.

“William!”

1] I__.I Eu:ﬁl #i

“ive this good boy vouwr boots.”

id Ell i.'_,.l!

“Your boots!™

Bunter blinked at the plialanthropiskb
as if he could scarcely believe his fat

cars, as, indeed, hoe scarcely could., But
Sempronius  Skellon was in deadly
carnest.

¥ My—my—my boots 1" Labbled
Dunter.

“Certainly!  You can obtain new

boots: this lad cannot. You sce that,
Willam ™

“ Bubt=—liut—=—="" pazpeid Bunior.

e had no doubt that the millionaire
woild stand him a new pair of boots.
But walking home for miles barefoot in
ihe winter slush  did not appeal to
Dunter,

Itut there was no help for ik, He
could sec that.  Alr, Skelton was in
earnest, and was not {o be gainsaid.

With feelings that could have been
cxpressed in uo known language, Bunter

- T-“r‘d',n:ﬁ-':
e A 1

’?f P‘

1 . I|:;"I"

nerched himself against o post and took

+ff his boots. The tattered youth
watched him in a  fascinated way.
Obvigusly, his impression was that bhe
hatd chanced upein two wandering
lunatics; but he seemed to have made
up his ind that they were harmless,
though he was walchful,

“Put thom on, my good boy," said
Mr. Bkelton.

“WNot Tar{t™

The boots went on the tattered yvouth
more quickly than they had como off
Bunter.

"1 am sorrv lo have no money about
me, my good boy,"” said Mr. Skelton.

“Bo am I, sir,” grinned the good
Loy, “ You're loony cnough to give it
away if you "ad—1I see that. I wish you
'ad a million pounds in your {rousis
pockel. ™

And the Laltered youth—mot so
tatterrd now—vanished at a rapid paece,
evidently anxious to get clear before
theae philanthropists had time to change
their minds.

Bunter, coatless and bootless, stood
shivering in the drizzle.

“let us po on, William,” =zaid Mr.
Bhalton.

it ":"“" lu

“Tio vou not feel the warm glow of
satisfaction that follows a charitable
deed, William 7™

Bunler was feeling anything but a
warm glow. He was shivering. He
rave o unintelligible grunt, and tramped
weartly after Mr. Skelton. His socke
were soaked with slush, and the cold
wined Llew almost through him. In the
depths of misery he hmped wearily on,
T'he way scemed to lim endless; but al
last he sighted a taxi, crawling along &
steeot, apparently looking for a fare
He tapped Mr. Skelren’s arm,

“Tot's take that taxiy, sie!" he stut
tered through lis chattering teeth.

“ Atchooooon '™

Mr. Skelton replied with a Gar
gantuan snceze. The loss of his fur coal
scen:nd fo have affected him consider:

Wontinued on page 16.)
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BUNTER THE BENEVOLENT !

(Continued from page 13.)

ably. Evidently he was catching a cold;
but Bunter was absolutely unsympathetic.
He was afraid of catching a cold
himself, and, compared with that, any-
body else's cold was, of course, a trifle
light as air,

“ Atchoo ! Clive! Grooogh! Ooooch !
said Mr. S8kelton lucidly. * Certainly—
ocooh! We will take that—grocogh !'—
taxi!”

Ho signed to the driver, and the tax:
drew up. The driver looked at the pair
with deep suspicion. He was looking
for fares; but ho was not looking for
an old gontleman who was without a
coat on & drizely night and a lad who
had neither coat nor boots. 'T'he taxi-
man was not a philanthropist, and pro-
babkly had never read the story of
SRCrooEe. -

“Where to?" he asked suspreiously,

“Park Lane!" said Mr. Skelton.

That tore it, so to speak. ‘The taxi-
man grinned derisively.

"Yus, you leok like Park-Laners, 1
don’t think ! he replied.

“My good man——-"

"Natbt so much of your rood man, 3:r|:1
‘un!™ said the faxi-man. “I amn't
driving barcfoot vagrants. Lock ‘ere
iet's see the colour of your money, am;
I'll drive you to Buckingham Pallis, if
vou like."”

* Unfortunately, I have no money,”
exP]aiucd Mr. 8kelton. )

‘I thought not,” agreed the taxi-man.
“And how was you going to pay the
farc if you have no money, old "un?™

‘I am a illionaire——"

“ Vou look it 1™ assentod tho chauffeur.
* Millionaives go out in the rain without
coaty on, and their little boys go bare.
foot, I don't think! What sort of mug
do vou take me for, old "unit™

“I wili pay vou double farc at the
end of the journey,” protested Mr,
Skelton. “My good man, surely you
do not doubt my word?"

“Ho no! I don't think!” =aid the
taxi-man bumerously, “Well, T ain't
driving you te Park Lane, old "un! But
Tl tell you what—far two pins T'd get
down and wipe up the pavement with
vou, you old hilk, yvou!

And the justly indignant
drove on.

“"Bless mne! Atchogoli! Bless mie !
cjaculated Mr. Skelton. “1 fear that
that men has very hittle feith in human
nature. William,’

William only groancd.

“We must—atchoooh '—proceed  on
foot,” said Mr, Bkelton, * Appearances
are against us, William,. and sordid
natures judge by appearances. After
all, it is only two or three miles now.”

Aot the hapless pligat

n e hapless plilanthropisis pro-
ceeded on fool. Z i '

taxi-man

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like !

OXING-DAY was spent, by Wil
B liam George Bunter, in bed,
He had caught a cold.
Fortunately, it was only a
elight cold; and he had the consolation
of knowing that Mr. Skelton hed caught
a very scvero cold,

Btill, it was very uncomfortable.

The special bell, which summoned
Bunter's special fooiman was kept very
busy. ‘Thomas had quite an ache in his
well-developed calves.

Bunter had heard that it was a good
svetem to feed a cold. That was, at oll
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events, a method

Bunter.

He fed that cold liberally, Ie was
a little feverish, and it is said to be a
good method to starve & fever. But that
micthod did not appeal to Bunter in the
very least. Perhaps if ho had starved
the fever instead of feeding the cold
he might have rocovered sooner, Instead
of which, he fed the cold, and left the
fever to take care of itsclf.

Still, there wore consolations. There
wag, ab any rate, ne more philanthropy
at present—UBunter was getting a long
rest from good works, .efm:l he learncd
[rom Thomas that Mr. Skelton was much
worse.  Bunter's feelings towards that
F}Hlar{tiﬂ‘ﬂpm gentlemon were  almost

unnizl. Ile had resolved to have no
more philanthropy,  Walking barcfoot
in the lush was wuch too much of a
pood thing. He had almost forgotten
the story of Scrooge by this time, and
when he remembered it, it was only with
aversion. Bunter's beoevolence  was
wort out; the vory last vestige of it had
sneezed itself away.

The cold abated at last, and Buonter
transferred his quarters from his bed-
room to his sitting-room, where ho took
hiz easc on & soft couch, drawn up
before a roaring five.

M1 am  getting  a  little  better,
Thomas,” he told his special footman,

“Yessir,” said Thomas.

“T think I shall be able to take a little
nonrishment now,” said Bunter.

Thomas almost staggered. Fears had
been exprossed in the servants' hall that
William George DBunter might burst,
But it scomed that Bunter had not roally
started yot.

Bunter took a2 little nourishment that
day, Well-laden trays were carricd up
to his rooms and sent away empty.

“Whetre he puts it all is & mystery to
me,” Thogoas confided to Mr. Parkinson.
“Talk about a "og!"”

Buuter, fortunately, was quite in-
different to tho opinion of Thomnas.

"The fat junior realised that his stay in
the IPark Lanc mansion was approaching
its cind. He was absolutely determined
to have no more philanthropy. Not for
worlds wonld he have accompanied Sem-
pronius Skelton again on a charitable
cxcursion to the East End. And that, of
course, meant that the philanthropic mil-
lionaire would realise thalt William was
not the William he had supposed Wil-
liam to be, and they would have to
part. 5o Bunter’s idea was to prolong
hiz illness as long az he possibly could
and make hay while the sun shone.
Every gorgeous feed he disposed of
hefore he went was 0 much to the good,
In the mesntime, he iniquired every day
of Thomas how Mr. Skelton was, and
was glad to hear that the philanthropist
was still far from recovery..

Ber. Lueas paid him & visib at last,
Bunter blinked belligerently at  the
seerctary when he came in.

“I hope you are almost well, Master
Bunter.™ said Me. Lucas,

"“Not at all,” answerad Buntor,

“You arc not well enough to movo?™

HINo," sard Bunter promptiy.

The seerotary oved him.

¥ Mr. Skelton desires to see you vory
particularly, as soon as you are able
to visit hix bodside,”™ he said. "I am
not aware of his reason, but ho states
that it is very important.”

“Some philanthropie stunt?”  asked
Bunter suspiciously.

The sceretary smiled faintly.

" AMr. Skelton has not acquainted me
with lis reasen, a2 I have said. I om
merely giving you lns message.”

i W{-]E I'll come!” grunted Bunter.

As & matter of fact, Dunter’s cold
was quite gone: and he suspected that

that appealed to

the secretary would be glad to bLe able
to report to Mr, Skelton that he was
malingeriug. Bunter decided to visit his
Lbenevolent patron, If he was going to
hear something to his advantage, well
and good; if 1t was some new philan-
thropic stunt, he would have a relapse.
By u serics of well-timed relapses Bun-
tor constdercd that he would be able to
prolong his present happy existence as e
g]g in clever, without being bothered
¥ benovelence or philanthropy.

Ho followed to Mr.

the seorctary
Skelton's room.
cotleman weas in bed,

Tho little old
propped up on pillows. His chubby face
was rather pale, and it was clear that-
he had suffercd very considerably from
the effects of ‘his philanthropy. Mr.
Skelton had reached an age when he
coutld not walk about coatless in the
winter drizzle with impunity,

“My dear boy!" said Mr. 8keclton, in
a fainl voice.

1 hope you're better, sir!" murmarcd
Bunter.

“Alas, I fear not!” said Mr, S8kelton.
“1 am laid up, William! My doctor
sirongly advises me to go to & milder
climate——""'

“Oh! cjaculated Bunter.

“My dear nephew has offered to ae-
company me personally to his villa in
the South of France,” zaid Skelton.
“My doctor advises me strongly to
sccept the offer.™

Bunter blinked at him. He could not
help wondering  whether Mr., Skelton's
dear nepliow. desired chiefly to get his
dear uncle away from the scene of his
hilanthropie activitics, It was pro-
sable that the dear nepliow viewed with
some concern Lhe reckless expenditure of
hiz dear unecle’s smple cash.

“It will be some davs,” contined Mr.
Skelton, "“hefore I cun be moved.  Sit
down by my bedside, my dear William.
I have a very important communication
to muke. You may leave us, Lucas.”

The seeretary rather reluctantly with-
drew. He murnnured a word or two to
Mr. Skelton's nurse as he wont out,

TWilliane 1™

“Yoez, ar," said Buntor,

“You have proved vour worlh,” said
Mr. Bkelion. *You lhave proved that
my opinion of you was well founded.
I fmve confidence in vou, William.”

““Nhank yvou, sir!"™ said DBunter.

1 shall leave my philanthropic works
in your hands when I go, William,™

“0OhtY

“"Young as you are, myv conflidenco in
you is complete,” said Mre. SBkelton. =1
shall pluce vou in full charge of this
Louse, William.™

DBunter pricked up his cars.

“Awmple fnancial resources
placed at vour comumand.”

Runter smiled.

" ¥ou will have carte blanche in every
respoel. You will give orders here in
my place.  All the servents will have
inztructions to obey vou, and Mr. Luces
will act as yvour secretary,

“¥You will, in fact, act as my alter cgo
—mmy other solf,” sauid Mr. Skelton. *1
can rely on vou, William "

“*¥es, rather, sir!” guspod Bunter.

Hiz little round ecves were dancing
behind his spectacles.  This was the
goods at lask! TF Bunter was to be left
monarch of all he surveved in the Park
Lane ruansion, with the servants at his
orderz, the sccrotary under hizs fat
thumb, and ample flinancial resources,
there was no doubt that Bunter woiild
have the time of his life.

Philanthropy was net- likely 1o
trouble him much. Benevolence would
not keep him awake o nights. He
beamed.

HThere was a time, William," said
Mr. 8kelton, “when I was not as I am

will be
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now. I was miserly, William. I was
hard-hearted, I hed much to atone for.

I am now prevented from carrying on
my philanthropic work. You will carry
it on in my place.”

“Rely on me, sic!” gasped Bunter.

“I do rely on you, William., I shall

ive instructions lo my sccrctary and

utler to-day. DFrom this day you will
bo master of the honse.”

“Oh, good!"

“J ghall remain here for a fow days
Jonger, but 1 shall bé confined to my
room, and shall not intervene n an
way,” said the millionaire. “"¥ou wi
b master, William. When I leave, you
will remain master., This will confinue

nntil you are obliged to return to Grey-
friars, when Mr., Lucas will tako
charge.”

Bunter's fat faco was irradiated,

He was already thinking it would be
possible to obtain an oxtonsion of the
vacation. The Head of Greyiriars would
haws to agree to that. He wonld make
his fathor put it to the Head. M.
Bunter would be only too glad, when
he understood the circumstances. Bun-
ter might get a term off from sehool,
and run the Christmas helidays on mto
the Master vac. And ahl the time he
would be lord of a millionaire mansion,
with ample finencial resources at his
emnnmucﬁl No wonder he beamed.

Truly, that one benevelenk act whiech
Lad won him the millionaire’s regard
had been a good investment, e

He smiled, and Mr,. Bkelton smiled in
voturn, His happy belief was thak
Bunter was smiling_at the prospect of
doing good works. In that Mr. Bkelton
was rather in error. Bunter was fed-up
with philanthropy. Ho was gomg to
have a good time. He did not, how-
ever, mention that civeumstance to Mr,
Skelton., It was really more tactful not
to do =0, :

When Bunter left his Iiril.i.rnn he seomed
to be walking on air. His fat face was
leaming. He passcd Mr. Lucas with &
lofty sneer. The sceretary spoke 1o him
a3 o was passing :

“(One moment, please-—-—

Bunter gave bim a look. v

“I've no time to waste on you!” le
answerad.

LE]

And he rolled on, leaving the
secrctary staring.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Same Old Bunfer !
ARRY WIHARTON smiled.
H “ Bunter’s fist ! ho said.
“Halle, hallo, halla! News

of Dunty?” azked Bol
Cherry.

"Lt:::nkﬂ like it.” i

“Let’s all hear it." said Frank
Nugent, laughing. “I'm rather inter-
ested in Bunter theso days.™ e

“The interestfulness i3 lerrifie!”
declaved Hurrge Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 darr zay he's kicked oot by this
time,"” remarked Johnny Bull.  * Musk
havo azked for the hoot before this,”

Harry Wharlon slit the envelope,
The Famous Five were gathered to a
rather ldte breakfast that morning at
Wharton Lodge.  After Christmas a6
their warious homes, the Co. had
gatherod at the Lodge for a weck with
Whartoni and so the communication
from William George Bunter found them
ull together,

Tho strange circumstances in which
DRuntor had left Greyfrinrs, in company
with tho millisnaire philanthropist, mado
him &n object of interest, for once, to
ithe chums of the Bemove. They were
quiie keen on hearing news [rom the
mansion in - Park Lane. '

The eaptain of the Remove read out
the letter nloud. It ran:

“* Dear Wharton,—I daivsay you ex- so

ted to heer from me sooner. Butk
"vo beon busy; plunged into the
voartex of L&m‘fan gayetics, ~ Nacher-
allv, I have not had much time for
riting. My friond BSkelton ia going
abroad for his hoalth, and ha hasz lent
mao' his house and servants and things.
Perhaps wvou beleeve now what I've
teld you about welthy conneckshunas.
I bet you dﬂ-n’tm]?muw any uther chapp
with a manshun in Park lain and ample
financial resources. 'm going to make
the fur fly. I'm asking a lot of Groy-
friars chapps here, and I'm going to
ﬁ't't'ﬂ them a good time. I'm given earty
lanch, As you mayn't know enuf
French to know what that meens, 1 may
as well tell you it means a frea hand.
I'd like you and the other fellows all
to come, Grub will be unlimmited. 1f
yvouw'd like to come, I'll fetch you in one
of my cars. Make it wednesday, That's
the day the old bean bunks. Phone me
if you'll be reddy on Wedneaday.
“f Yours, W. G. Buxter.'"

Wharton laid down the letter and
smiled.  The Co. chuckled. It was
rvident from that letter that, whateveor
had been Bunter's experience in o
philanthropic line, he was now the old
Bunter again—the samo old Bunter that
tha Greyfriars fellows had always
known. His reform, such as it was,
had evidently petered out.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“The old boan, as he ealls him. must
ba s little bit off his rocker, if he's
really leaving Bunter in charge of hiz
houwse and servants, and ecarz and
things."

“ A hit totwched, I faney,” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“The touchfulness must be terrifie,”
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. ““Buk
perhaps the wishfulness is father to the
esteemoed thought, and the worthy and
execrable Bunter is pulling our leg.™
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“"Wa know DBunter,” l'emu.l:]-lllﬂd+Bﬂh
Cherry. “When he says a thing 12 so,
that’s presumptive evidence that it isn't

Harey Wharton langhed.

“He says he will fetch us in thoe car,”
he said. “1f ho does that, it must bo
ponrine,

“Yeoz, that's s0.”

“1'd like to have a look at Bunter
deing the millionaire,” observed Nugent.
“TE it'z square, let's go.”

“Taot's,™ said Tob Cherry. .

“Might as well give him a look-in,"”
assented Harry Wharton, “A run up
to London in & car won't hurt us, and
if Bunter makes himself unpleasant,
thore are plenty of trains back.”

“Right as raint”

“Then I'll phone him,” said Harry
looking vound. And there wos o gennra{
nod ug assent. :

Breakfast being  finished, Wharton
went to the telephone and asked for o
trunk call. Hc was quite curious as {0
Buntor's presont circumstances; but,
knowing the Owl of the Remove as ho
did, he was preparcil to hear that it
was all—or nearly all--gas. )

Whon ha was through he recognised
the fruity voice of the butler on tho
telophone, the samoe voice that had an-
swered him when calling up from Groy.
friars on breaking-up day.

“Mr, Skelton's butler speaking.”

“Please ask Mr. Bunter to come lo
the telephono,” said Harry. “Tell him
it is Wharlon."

“Very good, sir”

There waz o pause,

“Bunter's there, at any rate,” said
Harry. “The butler’s gone to fetel
him {a the phone. Hallo, here heis!”

A fat voice came over the wires,

“Hallo! That youn, Wharton?”

“Yes, Bunter. I had your letter this
morning."” .

“Good! Tve asked o lot of chaps—-
Skinner and Snoop and Bolsover, and a
let more. You fellows coming ¥
“We have much pleasure in accepting

(Centinued on ncrf page)
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your kind invitation,” answered Whar-
ton, with great gravity. i

o Right-lgn! 1 fotech you in the car
on Weodnesdhy.” .

“We'll wait for you, Bunter,” =ajd
Harry. *“Getting on all right in Park
Lano?” .

“Ripping! The Old Dean’s mizzhiog
on Wednesday; he caught a cold play-
ing the goat in the East End, and ho's
got to away for hiz health,” ex-
plained EIﬁunt-ﬂr. “T'm left in n"ha.rglan
T'm going to mako things hum, I can tell
w'l'LEh l::f;ess yvourselves dmeut’iy."

““0f course, you're not used to Park
Lane mansions, like me. Do me as
much eredit as youn can,™

“Oh, my hat!"

“You don't mind my mentioning it "

"Not at all,” answeted Wharton
politely. "I got usced to your manners
at Greyfriars, you know."

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“"How is tﬁc philanthropic business
going oni"

Thore waa a fat chuckle on the tele-
phone.

"It isn't going on; I've chucked it.
Fed-up, you know. Of course, I shall

nevar give up heing & generous and
kind-hearted E&liﬂw. I always was, as
you know,"

-H.Dh!}:l

“But there's a limit. Old Bkelton is
a bit potty, as a metter of fact. I find
that he was a mizerly old hunks once,
just like Bcrooge, you know, and he
turned over & new leaf, and tock it badd.
I'm not that kind of a silly ass.”

“You're mnot!"” agreed Wharton,
“¥You'ra every other kind of a silly ass,
but certainly not that kind.”

“0h, don't be funny. TLook here, T°ll

come &lﬂn;ﬁ some time on Wednesday
in m 2
hose car?"
I'll give you all a lift to
London. ¥You'll enjoy yourselves here.
A bit diffcrent from your measly homes,
vou know.'

L1 ﬂh !’F

“Well, good-bye! Can't waste any
more time on you; I'm awiully rushed.”
And Billy Bunter rang off.

“Same ¢ld Bunter.” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. *“I feel more in-
clined to kick him than anything olse,
but we'll go, I roally want to see him
sproading himself in Park Lane.”

“If thore's anything in it”
Johnny . Bull dubiously.

C Well, if the car comes that
settle it."

“That's s0."

And it was left at that, and Harry
Wharton & Co. dismissod William
George DBunter frem their minds once
more.

said

will

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Spreading !
(13 ARKINSON!T

P

“Bome friend: of mine will
arrive on Wednesday.”

“Yery y sirt”

“71 shal rcgulre?-iﬂt me see "—Bunter
considerod—""say, fwenty rooms got
ready for them,™

“Yory good, sic.”

“8choul friende of mine,” Bunter con-
descended to explain.  “I belong to
Greyiriars School, Parkinson. I dare
say you've heard of Greyfriars 1"

“f have indeed, sir. 1 was under
the impression that Greyfriars was a
public schoel, sir,” said Parkinsen,

“Bg it i3," said Bunter,

“@h, indoed, sir!”

Tae MacxeEr Liprary.—No. 1,037,

Parkinson's manner was irreproach-
able, but the Owl of the Remove blinked
at him suspiciously, He could not help
fecling that Parkinson implied some sux-
prise at leamingl that Bunter belonged
to uipuhliu school. "

“I supposc you knew I was a public
gchool man, Parkinson 1™ he aaid*pu-

“It had not eecurred to me, sir,™

Parkinson's manner was still irre-
proachable, but this time Bunter was
sure that Parkinson meant to be imper-
tinent. He wagged a fat forefinpor—
not the cleanest forefinger in the man-
sioh=at the butler.

“I've told you before, Parkinson,
that I don't want any check!” he said
werningly.

“¥es, sir, I remember that you were
g0 kind, sir,” assented Parkinson.

“You know that your boss has made
me master of thizs house,” sniffed
Bunter,

_“Mr. Skelton has so informed me,
sir.

“Tm not the kind of master to be
foaled, like Mr. Skelton,” =aid Bunter.
“"You can take that as a straight tip.
If you don't remember your place, Park-
ingon, you'll got the hoot !

“The what, sir "

“The boot!” roared Bunter,

“I_fear, sir, that I do not wholly
follow your meaning,” said Parkinson,
with i@]lte regret.  “Perhaps you will
be so kind, sir, as to mako it plainer?”

“I miean that you'll get the sack!™

“The what, sir§”

“The kick-out!™ yelled Bunter.
_“Oh, sir, I think I comprechend now,
sir. You moan that if I fail to give
satisfaction T shall be discharged, sir
asked Parkinson. * Pray excuse me, sir,
for not comprehending your expressions
sooner, sir. I have not had the advan-
“f'fi of & public school education, sir!”

lly Bunter breathed hard,
_ “That's enough,” ho said. “Bear it
in mind. I am master here, and I'll
sack you as soon as look at you!™

“I will bear it in mind, sir."

. “"What would happen if I went in to
Me. 8kelton now and told him that you
had cheeked me?" demanded Bunter.

“Mr. Skelton being so_attached to
youw, sir, for rcasons beyond my humble
comprehension, sir, T have no doubt that

he would relinguish my services,” said

Parkinson,

“"Then you'd better look out!™ ssid
DBunter,

“Thank you, sir. I certainly will look
out, as ‘you arc o kind to suggest, sir.
Is that all, sir?"

“YVes. Hook it!"

The stately Parkinson did not ask
Billy Bunter to explain the meaning of
the verb to “"hook.” He hooked it.
The fact was that Billy Bunter had only
to lay a complaint to Mr. Skelton, and
Parkinson know that his term of sorvice
in the Park Lanc mansion would come
to s sudden end. This was decply irri-
tating and offensive to Parkinson; but
it was an undoubted fact, and he did
ot close his stately eyes to it,

Parkinson did not want to loso what
was doubtless a very fat and prosperous
berth, though had Bunter been likely to
remain permanently master of the house,
no doubt Parkinson would have not felt
it consistent with his dignity to remain
there rlso. DBut Parkinson was of
apinion that William George's presence
in the Park Laue mansion was not likely
to be permanent—or anything like per-
mancnt. Indeed, he fancied that it was
very necar its end. For the  present,
thercfore, the stately Parkinson played
paticnee, looking forward ecagerly to
something that was to happen in the

near future—of which William Georgo
Bunter at present had no suspicion,

Parkinson retired to his room, where,
having closed the door, he lifted his
right foot, and went through the panto-
mime of kicking somebody hard. Par-
kinson repeated this several times, and
seemed to derive solace from it. Perhaps
he was looking forward to a time when
he would go through that movement
with William Geor Bunter's fat
person in front of his boot,

‘Bunter, l}:wumi'I put the butler in his
place, dismissed him from his fat mind.
Bunter would not, perhaps, have felt so
happily satisfied had he known what
was passing in Parkinson's thoughts.
Fortunately, he did not know.
dBuntH was spreading himself these

ays.

By order of Mr. Sempronius Skelton
William George Bunter was master of
the mansion. Mr, Skelton was still laid
up in his room, but he was quite able
to deal with any servant who had dis-
puted his orders or any secretary,

The wary Mr, Lucas and the stately
Parkinson and the rest of the numerous
staff walked delicately in dealing with
Bunter, Hoe was s power in the house—
the only power, i fact, 50 long as he
had the unhesitating support of the mil-
lionaire. And Bunter waz a fellow to
make his power felt.

EBenevolence eand  philanthropy had
utterly vanished from his fat mind now.
The lesson of the " Christmas Carol ”
was quite forgotten; the story of
Serooge was disregarded; bencvolent
Bunier had utterly relapsed into the
W. G. B of old. When he had to see
Mr. 3kelton, the Owl of the Remove
ke‘ft up the game, pulling the simple
old gentlemen's leg in the most unseru-
pulous manner, bent on keeping the
Old Bean's good opinion.

It was rather a bore, of coursze; but,
then, the Old Bean was pgoing soon.
Once he was gone, Bunter would
free to do as he liked, and ho had
already made a lot of preparations for
& really gorgeous time, which was to
compensate him for the trouble of pull-
ing the Old Bean's leg, and for the
dismal experiences he had been through
in the East End. The ample financial
resources that were to be placed at his
disposal were not likely to be expended
in reckless hill.nthmyy. On the other
hand, -catering firms in the vicinity of
Park Lane were likely to do & roaring
business,

In this matter Bunter's fat conscience
did not worry him. Bunter had a con-
science, and he never did anything
against his conscience. But his con-
scienee was remarkably accommodating.
Indeed, had it been made of clastic, 1t
could hardly have stretched so many
points in its owner's favour.

It was Tuesday now, and on Wednos-
day the Old Bean was to start for the
Bunny Bouth, in the affectionate charge
of a dutiful nephew. Onee he was
Bunter beamed at that
thought. Only the Old Bean's presence
stood between Bunter and the realisa-
tion of his gorgeons plans.

He would have been surprised had he
known that many cthers in the mansion
wern also loocking forward to Wodnes-
day, especially Mr. Lucas and Mr. Par-
kinson. They had their own ressons for
that, guite unknown to Dunter.

Billy DBunter rolled along to the
socretary's room. The ample financial
resources were under the seeretary's con-
trol, and Bunter wanied to have the
matter clear. He did neot trouble to
knock at My, -Lucas' door. The fellow
could give himself all the airs he liked,
but, in Bunter's opinion, he was simply
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& paid employee, and could be {reated
&3 Bunter liked,

As the deor opencd Bunter heard a
voiee within—not Mr. Lucas' voice.
Appurently the secretary bad a visitor.

“1 should certainly advize ¢, Mr.
hucas,” the voice was saying. " So far
as ihe lopal aspoct of the matter goes,
vou will be in & strong position. My,
skelton will be gute out of reach of
communicaiion, and you will have the
sipport of his relatives, who will be on
the spot. Youug Mr, Bkelton hopes to
peestiade his unele {0 reside perman-
ently in the South of France, and Mr.
Hkelion's doetor strongly advises the
sgme. The whole family are in agreement
on the subject. Ay opinion 13 that you
will be perfeetly secure in acting as you
suggest; indeed, &z a man of law, I
strongly adyise it in dealing with a

perﬁmsi who iz obviously an unserupulous
rogue !
ha wvoice censed suddenly as {he

speaker observed that the door
open. Bunier, seeing that he
observed, rolled into the room.

The man who had been speakin
gtanding on the hearthrug, with his
hands crossed under his  coat-tails,
blinking through horn-rimmed spec-
tacles at Mr. Lucas,
who sat with his back
to the deor.

“Doar me!” he said,
blinking at DBunter.

And  tho sccretary
spun round and staved
at the Owl of the Re-
MOve, ,

“This 15 my privale
roony, boyl” he
snapped. .

Bunters fat lip
curled.

“Who's
ihiz  house*™
wanded. .

Mr. Lueas bit his lip,
and did net rephy.
Billy Dunter turned o
the hon-rimmaed
gentleman  on the
lwearthrog, who was ro-
grardin him vory
eurion=ly and intently.

“"Who ara you?” he
demanded. "I heard
whet FOIL worn m}.:.'jh r
ihough I ecan’t make
head o tail of it!
Who are vou?"

“You aro Master
Dunter ¥

“Yes; aml boss in foolgear.
tliiz  houwsel” retorted Bunter.
Bunter,

k ?uitfﬁ. so. 1 am young Mr, Skelion's
legal adviser,™ zaid the old gentleman
suavely, " No offence, I trust, Master
Bunter 7"

Bunter Llinked at him suspiciously.

“I've seen that young Mr. Bkelton,”
he zaid. *“I don't think much of him!
My opinion is that- he's after the old
josser's maoney I

“Endeed ! said the legal gentleman
drely. ] ]

“I dan't like all this pow.-wowing
my houze ! zaid Bunter

the

“Your house!” azked
gend leman.

“ My licprse ' ropeated Banter grimly.
“1 couldn’t make head or tail of what
you were saving, but I've no doubt it
Wiks 0L ploiting against me! U'm not

Wiz
Wis

WEaS

master  1in

ha de-

legal

aving itecopn® Yoong M. BShelron
ean go and cat coke! You can go amd
et coke! Look lwere, Lucas, if you're

going to keep your joby in this ]1n=[i=f‘+
this won't do! No maore confabbing
w:thﬁ]m'-'}'i-r!l. aud scheumung ! You get
g ™

“* Gallons ! ** said the youth cheerily.

The sccrctary seemed (o find some
diflicttlty in breathing,

“I will take my leave, Mr. Lucas”
said the legal pentleman, reaching for
lis hat., I repeat the advice I have
given you, asud zinee T have had tho
pleasnre of seceing Master Buooter, I
uege vou more slrongly than ever 1o ark
upon it !

“What do you mean by thal?”
snapped Dunter, his little eves gleaming
behind his apeetacles,

“Mr. Lueas will understand mivy re-
mark, Master Dunter,” replicd young
My, Skelton's legal adviser, “and will
follow out my adviee, I am sare ™

And the legal gentleman departed,

*Don't have that fellow lere agan,
Lucaz!"” sald Dunter.
Ihe scerctary gasped.

“Mind, ' taking no nonscase from

vou ! said Buuter, wagging a fal fore-
finger at the gasping seeretary. “ None
at all! Cet that into yoour head ! 1711
sack you as soon as look at you! Se¢?”

Mr, Lucaz did not reply. He scemed
io have lost his voice.

“ MNow, about money,” said Dunter.
“It seems that that 33 left in your
hands, I don't mind, s0 long as it's
handed out jknl‘. as I want 1, That's
gol to be understood. See?"

“T—I-<I gee!” gasped Mr Lucas

“The s you're told, and don’t he
cheeky, and I'll keep you on,” snid
Dunter, ¥ otherwise it's the sack for vou,
shorl and sharp! Chew on that 1™

And DBunter rolled out of the
secretary’s room, bhanging the door
Lbehind him lo testify  how  little he
thounght of the Tellow.

After he wa< gone Mre, Lueas liftod
hiz vight oot 10 the air, amd woent
throngh motions similar to those of the
Lutier., Mr, Lucax, as well as dr. Par-
kinson, seemed te be looking forward
vagerly Lo kicking somchody.

IIOM AR
TR !

" Very good, sip!”

“Mell James to bring 11 eonnd.”

Billy Banter waz enjoving a lae
hreoakfast, It wa= guite o fine norning
wave n view of the Park, iz Tfac foen
waz cheery and contented.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“I shall want the Rolls ot
for the time of vyear, aml Bunter was
That doy was Wednesday, and Mr.

Swelling Visibly !
“T
cloven.”
“{Cortainly, sird
breakfazting at n great window hac
Skellon was leaving that day.  Homes

wus glready lord of the Park Lane man-
sion, but onco his patron was gone, dine
would Ue, e conzidered, absoluiely free

* 1 fear that your bools let wai:er, my good lad,” said Mr. Skelton, peering at the ragamufiin’s

* William," said the millionaire, turning to
“ Give this good lad your boots ! ** Bunier groaned, but ha obeyed the order. (See Chapler 9.)

ated untrammelled. The departure of
the Old Bean was to be followed by
great doings

Billy Bunter had asked a wholo army
of Remove feliows to visit him,  Thae
mension, large as it was, would be
erowded, It waz not so much hos-
pitality that moved Bunter, as the desira
to swank in the coves of the Greyfriars
fellows,

Fellows who had known' him  ai
srhool, wheo had mnever believed in o=
tales of wealth and loFty connections, or
lordly mansions and magnmficent carv,
were to see with their own eyes: as
many of the Remove as Bunter could
gather taogether, were to beliold himn e
all his glory  Chief among  them
nere the Famous Five, whom Bunter
very  parteularly  desired  to impress
with lis magnibeonee,

There was a rather peculiar expres-
sion on the face of T]'mma.ﬁ the foot-

mant as he retived, Bunter did not
Tire Macxer Lirmany..—Xo. 1,037,
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aolice it. He was too fully occupied
with his own happy thoughts,

After breakfast, the Owl of the
Remove visited Mr, Skelten's room to
say good-bye to the littlo old gentleman,
Buntetr did not consider it necessary to
be on the spot to sce the Old Bean off
when he left. He was, in point of fact,
fed up with the Old Bean,

He did not, of course, tell the 0ld
Bean so. '

He cxplained to Mr. Skelton that lLe
was called away thet morning to visit
somie school friends who were in nee
of his assistance. The Old Bean
warmly approved,

Having thus done with Mr. Skelton,
William George Bunter prepared for
motoring down to Wharton Lodge.

James had brought the car round
from the garage, and it was ready.
Parkinson opened the door for Bunter,
and the Owl af the Remove rolled
leftily dewn the steps of the great man-
sion. Thomas stood at the door of the
car. He bowed Bunter into it

Bunter smiled with satisfaction as he
sank back on the well-cushioned seat.
He was A‘;Inase:l to see that he had his
hovsehold in order—even the stately
"Parkinson seemed ready to feed from
his hand, as it were. Bunter flattered
himself that lie knew how to manage
soervants.

BMr, Lucas came out of the housze, and
came down to the car, as Bunter was
sbout to start. The Owl of the Remove
gave him a lofty glance.

“Wellt” he spapped.

“¥You will return befora Mr. Skelton

leaves, Master Bunter?” asked - the
SCCTERATY.

“No. I've told Parkinson I shall
not be in to lunch,” zaid Dunter.

The sceretary's eves  gleamed
enriously.

“But yon are rcturning to.day ™

“Certainly. 1've given Parkinson
instructions for & dinner for twenty,
zaid Bunter.

“Indeed, sir!™ smiled Mr., Lucas,

“¥Yes, indeed,” snapped Bunter.
“The Tacl 15, T don't care to be on the
scene while old Bkellon’s relations are
hanging about. I don't like them.
After to-day, they've got to keep elear
of the house. I can’t haxe my house
swarming with Mr, Skelton's needy
relatives.™ :

“I understand.”™ =ald Mr. Lucas. 1
have no donbt that there will be rather
a change lere after Mr, Skelton is

gone,”
“You can het on that,” assented
Bunler. “T'mi running ihis show to

please myself and anybody whe gives
mo any trouble will get the bogt. I'll
keep you on if vou're civil and make
vonrself useful, see®”

“F zee!" pssented the seeretary,

“Now stand back; I've no more time
to waste on you."” :

The =ecerctary stood back, and the
great car rolled away.

Bunter enjoyed the drive down
=nrrey.

A large hamper had been placed in
the car. and it was well-filled with many
good things; Bunter had seen to that
personelly. At the beginning of the
drive, the hamper was full. By the
time Wharton Lodge was sighted, -1t
was nearly eminty : but William George
Tunter was full almost to overflowing.

James tooled the ear up the drive fo
('olonel Wharton's housze. Five checry
juniors greested DBunter sz he stepped
out.

“Hallo. halle; halle! Here you are
acvain!™ bawled Baob Cherry.

ST zay, you fellows, here I am.” said

Tre Macxer Lisramry.—No. 1,037.

fo

Bunter.
car, chi” _
“Topping ! said Baob. 2
“It's only ono of my cars®™ said
Bunter ecarclessly, “I've four or five—

1 ‘l:'l:g”!-' forget exactly how many,”

“What do vou think of my

“You can garage the car, James,”
said Bunter. “I'm not poing back till
this afternoon.”

“¥Yery good, sir,” said James,

“{zlad to sco vou, old fat man,’” said
Harry Wharton, with & smile. *Trot
:n.l’
"Not a bad littla placa. you've got
here, Wharton,” said Bunter con-
di:*s{*vndiniiy.

“Eh? Ko

“ Looka a bit like & cottage, though,
aEE% E:s;hﬁt I'm accustomed to.”

“How the poor live, and all that,
;:lla’i?”l said Bunter agrecably, “He

e. hel

“Dear old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry
alfectionately. “Quite unchanged!”

*The unchangofulness is terrifie.”

Harry Wharton looked at Bunter, He
veally did ‘not quite know how to reply
to these polished remarks.

“You'll open your eyes & bit when
YOu s00 my _Il?:}uﬁe,” gald Bunter, in his
most p&trgmsin MANRer.

“Your house®” murmured Nugent.

“I keep up some style in Park Lane,
vou know,” ¢xplained Bunter. “Quite
mﬂt_gi :ﬁ::le of Bunter Court, in fact.”

“Where's thoe old josser?™ asked
F_Hntl_:-r. blinking round s Wharton led
LII 11,

“If you mean my uncle, he iz away
for the dav, and my aunt also,” said
Harry quietly. “I supposa you're
ready for lunch, Bunter$® That was a
safo proposition at any time.

“Oh, quite!” said Buntor.

How Bunter could he ready for lunch,
after disposing of the hamper in the
car, was a deep and impenetrable
mystery. But he was ready.

He lunched, ss usual, not wiscly but
too ‘well.

It was guite a good lunch, end Punter
did it justice. DBut there was & derizive
grmile on his fat face.

“No vou alwavs Iive like this, Whar-
ton? he asked.

“Eh? huch the same.”™

“Poor old chap!"

The captain of the Remove made no
reply to that. Really, it was not easy
to.know what reply to make. :

“You'll see something a Lit different
at my splendid house in Park Lane”
sald Bunter conzolingly, " I'll feed you
up! I fancy yvou need it! He, he, he!
Fvervthing of the best, and tons of 1t!
I've told my butler to prepare dinner
for tweniy this cvening. Some dinner,
too. I can tell you! I'm expecting 2
crowd of Greviriars men. You fellows
will open yomr eyes! You'll open your
months too, I faney—he, he, he!”

“The csteemed DBunter adds to  the

leasure of his exeecllent invitation, by

15 princely and execrable manners”
romarked ITurrce Jamset Ram Singh
gravely.,

“, really, Inky—>"

“HWad a Jolly Christmas, Bunter?"
asked I3eb Cherry, by way of changing
tho conversation.

Bunter frowned.

"Rotten ! he answered. * Charitable
stunts. and I caught a cold. That old
azs, Skelton, made me give my coat to
at taltered ruffian in the East End. 1
cavght a rotten cold. T'm fed up on
it, I can tell you. No more blinking
benevoleneca for me”

“Tut isn’t that what you're there
for? asked Bob.

r‘i

Bunter gave a fat wink,
“You wait till the Old DBean has
bunked, and you'll see,” he mnswered.

" He poes to-day, and then I shall have

an absolutely free hand. I'm Eﬂrllj.' well
going to pamnt the town red, 1 ean tell
you. No more East End stunts for mel
The West End is good enough for me.
He, he, ho!™

Bunter rose from the table and
yawned,

“T'H take a bit of & nap till we
start,” he said. “Call me at four!™

“Oh! Right-ho!”

Bunter retired to a comfortable casy-
chair, and the music of his snore was
soon audible over the greater part of
Wharton Lodge. Harry Wharton &
Co. looked at the sleeping beauty, with
mingled feelings, and then went ont for
a stroll till it was time to start. They
had rather repented. by this time, that
the¥ had accepted Bunter's invitation to
visit hin in Park Lane; but at the
same time, they were certainly curious
to see the fat junior carrving on in the
great mansion.

At four o'clock Bunter was called.
He required further refreshment, liquid
and solid. before he started ; but at last
he took his place in the car, with the
Famous Five,

“Home, Jomes!™ he said, with dig-
nity.

The look on the chauffeur's face, for
a second, was so peculiar, that all the
j:‘ninm noticed it. Even Bunter noticed
1

“Dor't stand poggling there!” he
snapped. " Are yaﬁ. EEEEE" '

*“{h, no sir!” gaid James.

“Get going.”

“Yery pood, sic.”

James got going. Bunter grinned as
tha juniors packed in the bag car.

“That's the way to talk to 'em,’” he
said.

“*Is 1t %" said Bob,

“You bet! Leave it to me to manage
servanis!” said Bunter. “The butler,
Parkinson, was & bit uppish: but, bless
vou, I soon put him in his place. That
gecretary chap, too—he will feed out of
my hand now. Leave it to me to put
the E;:iw‘er clazzes in their place.”

[ 11 1 ‘J:'

DBunter leancd back on his cushions
and went to sleep, and snored musically
all the way to London. Ie woke up
again as the car turned into Park Lanc.
He blinked round him and grinned ak
the Famous Five.

““Now, you fcllows, pet ready for the
surprise. of wvour lives!” he eaid im-
pressively.

.ﬂﬂd—'ﬂt!}lﬂﬂgh Bunter was not yet
aware of it—the surprise of his own life
was also awaiting hun.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
No Admittance ]

£ HAT'S the show!"” said Skinner,

“ IPhiew ! murmured Snoop.
“Looks a spanking place!”

remarked Stott, :

Skinner & Co. had arrived in the
misty afterncon. They stood before the
reat mansion in Park Lane and
esitated. ; '
They, among others, had received
Bunter's generous invitation, Naturally,
they had accepted. A lholiday at a g
house in Park Lane, living on the fat
of the land, had its attractions. How
Bunter had wangled 1t they did not
know, but they know that he lad
wangied it. somehow ; they had seen him
leave Greyiriars with the millionaire, in
a magnificent car, on breaking-up day;
they had received  his  invitations
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“ Turn him round, Parkinson,’’ said Lucas.

serawled an the nolepaper that bore the
ark Lane address; and to renwve all
hngering doubis they had telephoned to
the house, and had been mnswered by
the batler to the eoffect that Master
Bunter was expecting thenr on Wednes-
day afternoon.

Nothing could have been clearer; and
Skinner & Co., dressed in their best, had
arrived, Iluk the magnilicence of the
great house daunted them a litde, and
they felt a slight midgiving.

“It must be all right,” said Skinner,
“We know that that old donkey wos &
millionaire, and he look to Bunter for
somne idiotic reason.  We know the fab
voung grampus i3 here.  That's the
howse right enongh.”

“Hallo, vou fellows!™

Two more Remove men of Grevlriars
catne up and joincd Skinner & Co. as
they hesitated outside the anagnilicent
porral. They were Bolsover major and
Alivky Desmonid,

“This Bunter’s place?™ asked Bolsover
1 jor.

“This s it said Skinners
clover, what?”

“ Ay hat! He's pot on o o ool
1hing,” said Micky Desmond,

“Looks like i, said Snoop. © Ualle,
lwere's another !

Hazeldene of the Remove came up,

“You going to see Bunler, loo¥”
asked Skinner, with a grin.

“Yes. I =ay, this is somo show!™
said Hazel, staring at the great house,
with ils many windows, leoming through
the winter mist.

“YWell, come in, vou fellows™ zaid
Bolsover major. " No good waring
here. I'm going in.”

Bolzover major led the way n

“Pig in

the

sieps, and the other fellows (ollowed

him. All of them weve fecling a liule
uncertaing but Bolsover major was not

his guests |

the fellow io show it. He raug a lre-
dendous peal on the bell.

Tlie great door opened.

If the wvisitors had been 2o litile
daunted by the magnificence of the
mansion, they woere still more daunted
by the pompous portliness of Parkinson,
the butler.

Parkinson cved them. Jle did not
neod (elling that these were some of the
visitors that Billy Bunter expected that
day. There was a rather grim smile on
I’arkinson’s face. Mr. Bkelton was gono
now. Matters were very wyweh changed
in the Park Lane manzion, though
Bunter was not vet aware of it. The
M Bean was far away, amd zale in the
handz of on afiectionate nephew who was
vory determined to zee that he was no
louger nnposed upon by o young raseal.
Mre. Luecas, backed up by young Mr
Skelton's legal adviser and nnmcroas
Skelion relationz, had taken conirol.
Matiers wore vory neh changed indecd.

The portly form of Packinson harred
mgress to Bkinner & (o,

“ Thiz 1= Mr. Skelton’s house, i=n't 111”7
Holzover major demanded.

(See Chapter 13.)

“Quite =0, said Parkmsen.  “Dut
AMr. Skelton s absent now.”

“ Bunders here, T suppose i

Pavhinson smeiled.

A voung person of ihe name of

Buster was staying bere.” he assonfod,
s RLLLTE Livsiiness wille bipn 7"
“Yos: we've come fo stay with him,”
Parkinzon smiled sull more broacdly.

*That s wvery unlortunate,”  he
rimarkod,
“What «o yveon mean®" demanded

Skinner uneastly,  “Isn't Punier Lere
now ' oF

“He is wbsent of the preaced woment,™
=ail Iarkinzon.

“Then wa'll wail for him io come "

“I rogret that that caniot ho per-
mitied,” =ald Parkinson. " When that

Billy Bunier was whirled round. BIff I

Mr. Lucas” foot landed on the fal
junior's trousers with a crash that sent him flying through the doorway, and down the steps, to land right at the feet of

voung person returns here, if ho bas the
andlacity to return, he will be ejectel.”’

“What "

“(h, my hat!™

“Great pip!”

“That young person will not ba
allowed to enter ihis  house,”  =aid
Parkinson cheertly. " His impudent im-
position 1= at an end. It follows, there-
fore, that his frieods cannot enter. |
wm sorry ! grinned Parkinson. Y Xo
doubt this 1z o disappointmant to vou.

f vou will have the kindness do step
outzide I will cloge the door.”

“Look here—" bawled
major,

“1 am waiting to close the door.”
Parkinzon pointed out, with great polnie-
IS, :

“I suppoze you're the butler, what "
demanded  Bolsover major, glaring ut
him in great wrath and mndignation.

“1 have the honour {o scrve Me.
Skeltonn 1o that capacity,”  assenied
Parkinson,

“Well, T want to konow what this
means roared Bolzover  miajaor.
* Bunter azked us herg——"

“That young poerson was not entidhed
i do anxvthing of the kind,” =sud
Parkinson.  *“1 trust thal you youny
persons will retice without creating o
disturbanece.”

Parkinzon glanced at four or five feni-
men whe were gatherimg behind b in
the greal hall, with grinning faces.

Now ithat the Old Bean was gone, all
the hovschold was ready—and cager—1o
deal with Williame George Bunter and
sl his fricnds.  Buanter'zs masterly way
of dealing with servants had  nm
endeared Lim to the household. 'I'hwf
Bunier "was to be kicked ont wihen hwe
retnrned, sl the {footmen knew; i
their only regret was that they wounld
not all boe able to kick him at omee.

THe Macyer Ligrany.- -No, 1,037
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YOUR GOOD TURN—ROPE IN A NEW READER! HE'LL THANK YOU!

There was not sufficient room on Bunter
for all tha feet that were ready and
czger to land om him.

Mr. Lucas came out of his room and
crossedd the hall to the door. The
secretary had a grim look.

“YWho are these boys, Parkinsen?” he
asked.

“These young persons have called on
rOME im;'gatiﬂn from the other d'_.'mmg

CrEOn, unter, sir,Y answered  the
Eutlun

“Bunter asked us liere! hooled
Hazeldene,

The secretary’s lip curled.

“That voung scoundrel iz f{inished
vith hero! he said. * You had better
go. Shut the door, Parkinson.”

[E8,

“Certainly, sir!

“Look here—" roared Dolsover
major furiously. “Oh, my hat! Hands
off, you dashed monkey! Yaroocooh!”

Thomas, gently but firmly, deposited
Bolsover major on the steps oulside,
Skinmer & Co. hurriedly followed, with-
aut assistance [rom the other foetmen.
The great door closed with a slam.

With feclings too decp for words, Billy
Bunter's guests trailed down the great
steps amnd gathered once more in Park
Lanc.

“What+ a go!” groaned Micky
Desmond.,  “ Sure, I'll scalp Bunter next
term ab Greyfriars!”

“I'll smash himn!” roared
N jor.

T Ivnch him " hissed Scott.

“0Oh dear! What a sell !

“(Oh, that fat rotter Buntor———""

“That fat villain Bunter——"'

“T'11 burst him ™

“I'll gerag him !”*

The hapless guests trailed away Jdown
Purk Lane to look for an omnibus,

Bolsover

Obviously the magnificent cars of
which Bunter had told them in his
letters would never be at their disposal.
They breathed fury as they went. Al
the party had come from longer or
shorter distances: and all of them had
to meke o dismal way homeward, in
docp disappointment. gﬂlﬁj’ searned to
bo within hitting distance of William
George Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo "

A cheery hail from a big car coming
up Park Lane met the ears of the dis-
gruntled gucsts, They stared round.

It was Bob Cherry who had hailﬂ-.:].
Rilly Bunter put & fat fave and a pair
of spectacles out of the window, and
blinked at the infuriated guests on the
pavement,

“T say, yvou fellows—"

“You fat rotter!” roared Bolsover
major,

L1 Eh?”

“You spoofing fat villain!” shricked
Skinner.

*0Oh, really, Skinner—"

“You wait for next term at Groy-
friars!” hooted Snoop. “ We'll jolly
well serag you”

“Ol, really, Bnoop—"

The car was rolling on, and DBunter
blinked back in amazement at}hc party,
who shook their fists after him. Then
he blinked at his compamons in the car.

“I say, you fellows, what does that
mean ! he asked.

“Ask me another!”™ said Bob.
“Dlessed if I can make it out! They
scemed jolly ratty about something.”

“1 shall reseind my invitations to that
lot, alter the way they've spoken,™ said
Dunter, with dignity. "“"They don't
scem to understand what is due to a
fellow in my posttion.”

Skinner & Co. disappeared behind.
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A NEW YEAR FEAST.

They've scen the last of
William George Bunter
{ at the Park Lane mansion,
and now our cheery * old
fat  man"”  has tacked
himself on to Wharton's
party at Wharton Lodge.
Here, would you believe it,
4 he gets mixed up In an-
{ other lirst-class adventure.
4 Just possess yourselves in
patience, you chaps, until
=% next Saturday and then
1 vou'll enjoy one of the
4 finest treats Mr. Frank
{ Richards has ever given us,

“THE MYSTERY
OF WHARTON
LODGE ! ™

§f —that's the title of our
next Geryfriars  yarn—
¥ kicks off the New Year
in grand style.

ORDER IN
ADVANCE, CHUMS!
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The last that was seen of them was g
bunch of shaking fists, The Rolls rolled
on to the great mansion, where the sur-

%risa of his life awntted William Georgo
unter,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Order of the Boaot!

ARRY WHARTON & CO,
ahﬁ!\ted from the car.
illy Bunter blinked around
angrily.
Footmen should have flown to .the

spot, as it were, as soon as the Rolls
halted outside Bunter's mansion.

They had not fown, however.

No well-fed menial had appeared from
nowhere to open the door of the ecar.
James had apparently forgotten that
that was his duty in the absence of any
other menial. Bunter had had to open
the door of the car himself! ‘Lhis, of
course, was intolerable. A fellow in
Bunter's position could scarealy bo ex-

ed to handle the doors of cars.
uch menial officos were miles—indeed,

leagues—beneath his dignity.

Bunter was annoyed. Bunter was a
great man; and if his greatness was not
apparent to others, at least ho himself
made no mistake about it. Neglect b
menials roused his deepest ire. He felt
as Jupiter might have felt on high
Olympus, had Ganymedes forgotten to
bring the customary cup of nectar. No
doubt Jupiter, in such a ease, would
have made an example of Ganymedes.
Billy Bunter resolved to make a whole
series of examples of his forgetful
menials.

“James !” rapped out Bunter.

“Halle" yvawned James.

Bunter blinked at him, His very
spectacles flashod with wrath at such a
reply from his chauffeur.

“James! Don’t be checky !
want the sack?”

“0Oh, come off,” =aid James.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances. Mhey did not quite know what
to make of this. Hitherto, James had
beer a very respoetful chaulfour, from
what they had seen of him., Now his
respect scemed to have dropped from
himg like a cloak, He was grinning in
Bunter's fat face—grinning in the most
disrespectful manner imaginable.

“You cheoliv menial ! roared Bunter.
“You're sacked!”

“Thank you,” said James. *"The sack
from you won't hurt me, yvoung 'un.
Can’t you see the game's up?”

I decline to bandy words with a
disrespectful servant!™ roarcd DBunter.
“You're sacked! Sacked without a
character,™

James yawned,

“Bomething scems o Le up here, you
fellows,” muarmurcd Dob Cherry,

“The upfulness appears to be terrifie,”
sald Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Come on, vou ohaps,” said Bunter.
“I'll zend the footmen out for vour
baga, They dan't seemm to know I've
arrived, and that's odd, too, as 1 can ree
that podgy Parkinson blinking ont of &
window! I'll teach him! I'll show
him who's master here, by pum! I'll
sack him for two pins! Follow on.”

Billy Bunter whisked up the broad
stops of the mansion.

The other fellows pansed,

From the amazing outbreak on the
part of James, the chauffeur, they could
not help thinking that something was
wrong; and they remembered the sur-

Do you
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prising words of Skinner & Co., who had
evidently been coming away from the
Park Lane mansion when the Famous
Five sighted them. Something was
abviously wrong. There could be no
doubt about that.

James, the chauffeur, stared afler
Bunter with a grin, and then turned to
tha chums of the Remove, with a
resumption of his former respectful
mannor,

“If you'll take my tip, young gentle-
men, you'll stay outside,” Eﬂ saidl.
“The 3d Bean 18 gone now, and that
young rip's game i3 up. I ean sec ihat
you'rg not his sort: that's why I'm
gpeaking to you. Keep clear™

A what!" asked Harry.

James grinned again.

“What you'll sece 1In a2 minute,” hn
answered,  “That young fat codger
don't srem to know 1t yet, but he scon
will.  There's a taxi yonder, sir—if
,ia'u’“ take my advice, you'll hail it, and

"Il put your bags on it. I don’t think
Mr. Lueaz would allow moe to run you to
the station in this car™

And James, without waiting for a
reply, signalled to the passing taxi,
which drew up behind the Rolls,

“My only hat!” muttered Johony
Bull. “What on carth does all this
mean, you chaps ™

“{roodness  knows!™  sald  Nugent,
“"But I fancy we'ro not out to do any
Park-Laning with Bunter.”

“We were duffers to come,™ said
Harry. “But now we're here I think
wa ought to stand by Bunter, as we've
come up with him. Coeme on.”

Billy Bunter had already delivered
o thunderous summons at the door. Tha
great door opencd. IParkinson stood
there—smiling! It was a smile of the
purcst cnjoyment. Parkinson, at last,
was goings to deal with Billy Buntor as
he had longed to deal with him., It was
tho happiest moment in the portly cavcer
of the plump Parkinson.

Bunter glared at him.

“"3end out the footmen to bring In
the baggage, Parkinson!" he snorted.

“1 think not!" smiled Parkinson,

Y What "

“1T think not? chuckled Parkinson.

“Thomas, will you tell Mr. Lucas that
this person has returned ¥

“"Thomas " roared Bunter,

Thomas grinned at Bunter and turned
his back on him.

“You're sacked I'" wyelled Bunter.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Parkinzon
choerily.

HWVan're sacked, too!” hooted DBunter,

Mr. Parkinzon seemed almost to lose
his professional gravity at this.  Fis
plump, smooth face wrinkled up with
mirth.

“Ilere’s the young person, Mr.
Lucas!” he pasped.

The sccrctary came across the hall

Che
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with & smile on his face—the smile that
o tiger might have worn in sight of his
Fiey.

B0 you've comoe back, boy '™ he said.

“No choek!” roarcd Bunter.

“"You impudent young blackguard 1™
said the seerctary in measurcd tones.
“¥onr rascally game iz up heroe ™

“Why, you—you—ron checky cad!”
shricked Dunter., * You're sacked! TI'Il
stk the lot of you! T'll make a clean
gweep of the wholo gang, and get in a
fresh lot of servants!™

“1 faney not!” smiled the secratary.
“Didn’t Mr. Bkelton appoint me
master of this hovse? roared Bunter.

“Yerbally ! assented Mre.  Tueas.
“¥Mr. Skelton is now on his journoy
abroad, however, and out of the n-
fluence of a designing young scoundrel,
flarg will be taken that that influenen
is never resumed. You have ne legal
standing here whatover, my boy. CUan-
not you comprchend that? Or am 1
mistaken in supposing yon an astuto
voung rascal, and are you as obiuse as
you looki™

“Why, you—you—you—"
Bunter.

“Parkinson [

“Yes, sirt"

“Turn that young rascal round.”

“Lertainly, sir "

“Here, what I szay—ow!" roared
Bunter, as the plump hands of the butler
wore Taid InmiLI:; upon him.

Bunter was slewed round.

Mr. Luces, measuring his distance as
carefully as if he were kicking a goal
from a try, projected his right foot at
Bunter.

It landed on the fat junior with a
crash.

“Whooop 1"

Bunter spun out of the doorway.

Harry Wharton & Co. had halted on
the steps.  DBunter came back to itheom
fairly fiying.

Az ha flew Parkinson rushed out of
ihe doorway. He kicked as Bunter
Aew, and gave further impetus to las
Hight.

Eannﬁnu-nh i

Bump!

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter landed among his guests.
Ho sprawled and roared, I’arkinson
grinned down at the gruu'p for o
moment, stepped back into the house,
and closed the great door, It closed
for over on Billy Bunter.

[Tarry Wharton & Co. picked up the
Owl of the Remove. He gasped and
spluttered wildly.

“Grooogh! 1 say, you fellows—
yaroosogh! I—I say, you know, they've

turned mo out now that the Old Bean’s
gone! 1 say, what's a fellow to dol

“ €Mizzle, 1 fancy,” said Bob Cherry.
“i'hara's nothing olse to he done. Your
game's up, old fat bean!”

“P[ut—but the Old Bean gave ordors
—distinet orders—"  gasped Bunter.
“Ho told ithem—told them plainly—
Why, they're disregarding his orders

spluttored
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now they've got him away! It's his

nephew at the bottom of it, and thas
beastly lawyer! I say, you fellows, if 1
nuuld”get. in touch with the Old Bean,

——ma

I fancy youn can't, from what we've
just seen!” grinned Bob Chiarry.

“Ha, ha, hat"”

“Blessed if I can see anything o

cackle at!” snorted Bunter. “1 sy,
you fellows——"

“Time we travelled, T think.” vawned
Johnny Bull. “Holidays in Park Lang
scem to be off, ¥ou should take mora
care of vour old beans, Bunter, (‘hain
the next one and keep him aboul the
hounse”

“Ha, ha, La'™

James ond the Rolls were gone. The
bags of the Famous Five were piled oun
the waiting taxi, Evidently thera was
nothing tb be dona but ta gﬂpart. Ling
Bunter, though he realised ihat (he
gemoe was up, was loth to turn lus bhack
on the seenc of hiz grealness. Heally,
it was a crushing change in lis for-
tunes—irom the sablime {o ihe ridicen-
lonz. Jlake Lucifer, Bon of the Morn-
ing, he had fallen from his lagh estale,
and great was the fall thereof !

The Famousz Five packed ihemselves
in the taxi.

“1 say, you [ellows, this i= rotten for
me ! said Bunter. Ile did not seem
much concerned about the Famous Five:
hut whothor it was rotten for them was,
of course, 2 minor consideration. “I'm
done! I say, it looks to mo as if T shall
hn.:iﬁ to come back with you, Wharton
uipl=——

L] Eh?”

“And finish the vac with you!” said
Runter dismally.

4 {}h E:'J

“Rather rotien, your pokey littlo
ilace, after this. But what's & fellow
to do?" groancd Bunter.

Wharton looked at him fixedly for a
momaend.

“You can come,”
“Hop in!"

Bunter hopped ing

e szad curtly.

[ . . = ™ = 2
Billy Bunter spent {he rest of the vao
nt "n‘lr’ljm.rtnn Lodge. Ho explained to

Wharton, not once but many times, that
the place was havdly up to his style,
but it was a caso of any port in a storm.
The glory had departed from the Houzo
of Isracl, s0 to speak, and Billy Bunter
had to take what ho could gei, And
Wharton, though not a philanthropist,
was benevolent enouglt to  resist  the
temptation to expedilo Bunter's depar-
ture from the Lodge in the same mannoe
a3 his departure from the maupsion in
Park Lane. But he camoe near it
geveral times; and, in fact, the rest of
the Christmas vocation was a serins of

narrow  eseapes:  for William Georpe
Tunrer.
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F vou met a professional footballer ak this period of
I the yoar you would s-a.‘hi‘ to him, of course: ™A merry

Christmas!” He would reply: "The same to i;:;u It

But if you looked at him closely you would probably
find that there was a look in his eye which suggests that
he would have liked to add: "I don't think!” There can
be very little of the “merry Christmas ™ stuff for the foot-
baller in the generally sccepted sense of the term. The
reason for this is, that of asll times of the year, Christinas
iz the busiest for the footballer.

In one respect the footballer is in luck this year—he
won't have to play a football match on Christmas Day, for
the timple reason that it comes on a Sunday, and we don't
play professional football on & Sunday i this coundry.
Thus it is possible that there may be some ‘footballers
who will spend Christmas Day of this year in their own
homes for the first :ime for many years. But therc won't
be many who will be ablo to sit heside their own fireside.

No Christmas Pudding !

One remson for this is that as a rule the manager of a
foothall team: is not particularly anxious that lus players
should spend Christmas at home, It is all very well to say
that the foothaller should look aficr ]'umrr-:-'lfl; that he
shouldn't cat Christmas pudding and indulge in huts and
wine, and that sort of thing, at Christmas-time.  DBut
there is & big and natural tewmptation to do so—just a little
of that pudding please! The player has the idea that just
once in & way it won't affect him, of course. DBut it-may.
And I have already heard of scveral managers who have
made arrangeimonts for their players-to be kept together
in hotels right over the coming festive scasdn.

Another rcazon why many of the fcotballersd won’t sge
their homes much during the week-end iz because of the
amount .of travelling which has to be done.  Although
there iz no actual Christmas Day  football. the player
doosn’t sscape o glut of matches. There are three games
in four days for Kl'nctiﬂally all the big clubs, and to give
voy on jdea gf what thiz meaps I have just picked out at
random the programme arranged [or some of the leading
teams.

Take Portsmouih as a typical example. On Christmas
Eve they play at homo to Huddersfield Town., DBetween
the finish of the mateh and Boxing Day they have to get
from Porismouth to Bury, This, for a certainty, will
mean spending practically the whole of Bunday in the
train—a chesry prospect!

Christmas in a Train!

That isn't tha end of the story, though. As soon as they
have finished at Bury on Boxing Day they will have to
peck up their Christmas presents—points, il they have
gained any—in their kit-bags, beeause they aro duo back
at Portsmouth to play the return match with Bury on the
dav after Boxmg Day—Tuesday.

It is & coertainty, {oo, that ti{:m-wﬁl Lo little of homo
for the players of Cardiff City. They have a Christmas
I%ve mateh in Lancashire—at Burnley—and then on tho
Monday they are due at Everton, while the Tueaday will
see them back at Cardiff. I suppose these Cacdiff players
will bo taken to some Lancashire seazide resort for Christ-
mas Day. Let us hope it is fine for them. Let us also
hopn that they won't have the same oxperience as befell
the Manchester United piayﬂrn somo years ago. Thoy were
away “special training ¥ for Christmas, which really means
that all the men were under the eye of the trainer. On
their way to the station on Christmas morning- the char-
a-bane broke Jdown, and they had to tramp for some miles
an & hitterly cold morning. So vou sce it isn't all nuis

and crackers being a “pro” footballer abt Christmas-time.

The Cheery Spirit!

Perhaps vou may think that the footballer gofs special
pay for his three matches in four days at Christmas, He
doean't, The footballer's wages are not reckored at 20 much
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__PITY THE HARD-WORKED FOOTBALLER!
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The Footballer’s Christmas
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Lois of people reckon that the prolessional lootballer leads a cushy lile,
but not much fun comes his way at Christmas, at any rale,
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per match, but at so much per week., Actually no foot-
baller can ever be compelled to play on Christmas IDay or
Good Friday. He san ery off without any punishment.
Beldom have players availed themsclves of this clause in
their agroements in the past, becauses they are conscientious
fellows, out to do their best for their clubs, And the
Christmas holiday games are very important.

The clubs are so closely bunched together in the various
Lea “Eiﬁ ;chab ﬂ:jrm or four ﬂf*lff'!lfﬁ may " send la_. tﬁﬂ.li'll in a
moderately pood position topp ing io & very ow place In
tho list. And the club which 1:[%.5 down at this peried of
the year can reckon on a hard struggle in the remaining
months of the seeson.

Jock Rutheriord, who told me not so long ago that he
had spent twenly years in football without ever having
had a Christmas Day with his family, also told me that he
loved to play on Christmas Day.. “Everybody seems
cheerful, and less eritical than usual,” he said. “The holi:
dﬂ-{! spirit 1z in the air, and a Christmas holiday defcat for
a4 home {eam never seems to be taken as seriously as a
defeat at any other time 'of the year.”

Fun Between Matches!

The home and away games betweon the eame élubs which
arc played at Christmastime—on Monday and Tuesday—
will mean that in many eases the players of opposing elubs
will travel together from -onc gamo to the other. And
there will bo plenty of fun and frolic in the trains, ‘even
though the turkey -and the Christmas pudding may bo
absent from  the menu. I have seen two football teams,
which’ had played a mateh on Christmas Day, having a
E«:;:-._—Eallnmatc o ﬂmara.t%tat%un i? th:‘ihenrly h-:-u}-s of
soxing Day morning. On tho day after they agai
each ﬁtl}er}rnn the fﬁnthali field. g TR

The big trouble so far as the footballer is concerned with
these three matches in four days is that he is apt to get
hurt, and yet be compelled to play ancther game because
there is no other player- available to take his place. And
then. of course, the pitches are usnally in a bhad condition
at’ Christmas-time, all of which adds to the troubles of the
players. But this rush of Christmas football is the pries
which tho player has to pay for being a public entertainor.
Let us hopo that therc is a lot in the story that crowds
are more charitable at this season of the yrar. They can
cheer up the player no end by being so.

And a Happy New Year!

Even when he las got through his Christmas rush the
footballer cannot look forward to anything like s rest.
The programme for the opening of the year iz net so
crowded as the Christmas festival, but as January 2nd
i3 & holiday in the North of England and in Seotland, many
of the elubs have League fixtures on that day as woll,
Thus in succession come two week-ends with extra matehes,
_And on top of it all, making this holiday period coven
more anxious, 18 the fact that she Cup-ties are just ahead.
All the big clubs now know who will bo their opponents in
the Third Round proper, which is really the first round
in which the biggest clubs are involved. Every. club wanta
to do well in the Cup; desires to be in a position to play
its very best team. These big Cup-ties are to be plaved
on the 14th January, and as no player can turn out for a
club in the Cup until he has been signod on for at least
fourteen dg%. there is no chaneo to replace a man injured
during the New Year holiday matches with a player from
another elub. .

RJ:!_mﬂmh-l._‘.rlni all things, you can now zes why such pre-
cautions are taken ab this time of the year by the trainera
in the effort to keep the men fit and well, The trainer's
nightmare is that the men under his charge will go stale.
This stalencss comes from teo wnuch football ow  to
prevent men from going stale when they have five or six
matches-in ten days is a problem nol casy te solve. Be-
capse 50 many trainers fail to solve it we get clubs cracking
up at this timo of the ycar,



THEY 5AY theve's maore than one way of killing a cal,

There's cortainly more than one waoy of identifying a*' wanled

nean. Ask Sergt, Curtls of the Novth West Mounted Police; mm'u meet him iwx this fmurinﬂ parn, boys !

The Thumb Peint !

VI the heavens  themsclvos
E appearcd to be frozen that night.
Nover had the oldest saurdough
known such bitterly cold weather
g0 late in the szcason. The moon was
like an aluminium plate suspended ovor-
head and round it was a cold halo of
sinister aspect.  Already & wind was
stirring in the Yukon Valley, aml dull
thumps heralded the fall’ small
avalanches of snow from the mer.nden
branches of spruce and pine.

“ A dirthy night, by the look of ut,”
muttere:] Terry, as he plodded alnng
on snow-shoes beside Jack.

And Jack, remembering his  ex-
perience in tho dog race, optimisticnlly
answered :

“You'll see, it will be as right as
rain when we get over the next range
of hills."

“Bagorra,” reiurned Terry wisifully,
“tis piving a month's washings of gold
I'd be to sce & drop of real spring rain.”

“Soon you shall, Terry,” smiled
Unele Dave, who had caught the last
remark. *The spring will scon bo here
—spring that makes a new world of the
frozen North, that puts fresh hope into
the hearts of men.”

On through the threatening night
thoy mushed on the trail to Dawson,

Unfortunately Jack’'s optimizm was
unfounded, and instead of gotting
better, the weather became worse across
tho range. It was no night even for a
husky dog to be sbroad. “The bottom

dropped out of the thermometer,” and
though uvsually at a very low
temperature, the atmaosphere was

deathly calm, to-night a gale was rising
fast. The moon and its halo, indicative
of wind, appeared fainter and more
distant owing to tho ghostly veil aof
powdered snow drifting 3“‘”"{, botweon
the white-cled earth and blue-hlack sky.

“1 don't like the look of it at all,”
munbled Uncle Dave, as though to
bims=elf. “I'm "Lfra.u:l there's o hlizzard
blowing up and we're in For something
had LE

Parlly to give the boys a rest and
partly to get exereise hunself, TUnele
Dave inzisted on his young companions
riding in turns while he “ mushed ¥ with
the tean.

For half a mila he gamely pladded on,
his head howed low as a measure of
protection against the keen-toothed

wind. Not o word of complaink did he
utter about his health or the conditions,
though with overy painful step of tho
Iernglu trail, he regreited bringing out
the boys. Then on the sudden, Naturo
took toll of the hards]ups and sullerings
of the past weeks which had helped to
undermine his  constituion, and he
gollapsed head foremost mtﬂ the snow.

Skookum gave a warning yap and
himself stopped the team, while Jack
and Terry hurriedly went to the aid of
tha fallen man. They got Uncle Dave
on to the sledge and wrapped him up,
vigorously rubbed the frost-bite ont of
hiz cheeks with snow, and revived him
somewhat hy a few fiery drops of
Lrandy on {he tongue,

“Faith, we ean niver heat osur way
to Dawson through this,” panted Terry.

INTRODUCTION.

Jack  Orchard  arvives . Son
Froneizeo to find kizg wncle, Lare
Orchard, missing, hatving apparentiy
ni:rxmndﬂ with @ bag of gofd, Juck
Jolfs in with Terry "' Hara, a cheery
Irizk baop, and ﬂi:m Hardy, an ol
prospector, with whom e joing forces
in @ gold rush wp the Yukorm. At
intervaly the trio have trouble with
Il Morgan and Lefty Stmonsg, o
shady camp followers. Eﬂf«fﬂf Hardl ig
identified  ag  Dare Orchard arnd
arrested o bt he managez o efoape
again, Jack purchases a feam  of
huskies, enters rhen;iﬁr the great I
Derby, and wina n to gid IVprie
Dare in iﬂmemg Ris Innocencs b, orith
dorry ed Uucle Jwpe, sele out for
Iwrecson fo drown tha
necesenry oash from
L the B,

B (Now Jead On.)

(ol /anﬂw (etting

Stanlkon HﬂPE

A Stirring Tale of the Frozen North.

“ Phwat about turming back {o Kelile
Ereck, my bhoyi”

“It would be almost as bad tr_','mp;
to reach there,” returned Jack; 11.:3
must be about halfway on the journey.”

“There's an old deserted shack about
these parts,” murmured Uncle Dave
faintly from the sledge. “ That is Sugar
T.onf Rock over thera, and it’s about
half » mile due west of it, though
whother we can strike it #n  these
conditions is mighty doubtiul.”

Again thoy hit the frozen tradl, wilh
T'nele Dave Iving full length an fho
sledge and covered from head to foot
with blankets and rugs.

Gamely the twe boys plodded along
besicdde 11, whilo Skookum and the dogs
strained every ounce of their steel
muscles, as though aware that they wero
making for shelter. At times one or
other of the huskies ki-yi'd, aware even
as the boys and Uncle Dave were aware,
that the White Death of the North was
swiftly descending upon them in ihe
shape of & blizzard.

In intense anxiety the chums kept a
Inok-out for the cabin, and almost when
hopo had died and they believed that
thay had missed it, they caught
slimpee  of the shack lllruugﬁ tha
swirling snow-clouds.

The (inding of the log eabin was the
saving of them. The place was baro
inzide and indescribably dirly, but 16
pravided shelter from the blizzard, and
so salisliod their most pressing need.
They took the sledge inside and used
it as a kind of bed for Unele Dave, and
the dogs made themselves cosy trenches
in the snow under tho lea of the cabin
and huddled together for warmth.

The blizzard died down, though the
cold was still intense, and the wayfarers
remained at the log eabin long after
grey day had dawned over the pitiless
Yukon.

The snarling of the dogs shorily afler
breakfast gpave Jack and Terry the Grek
hint that olhces beside themsclves were
abroad.

Two men were approaching, and at
fivst Jack, who had opened the door fo
give them welecome, thought that lhf-:.r
wore o couple of prospectors. With
something of a sheck, he realised that
the men, both of w hom were WOATrIng
snaw-shoea, wero Bergeant Curtis, af Ll
Roval Canadian Mounted Police, and u
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GRAND NEW SERIAL NOW IN PREPARATION—WATCH OUT FOR IT!

[ B o gy —

With fast bealing hearts Jack Orchard and Terry O°Hara saw Sergeant Curils stoop and draw aside the coverings of the

improvised bhed and silently gaze upen the haggard, brown-stained face of the sufferer.

comstable whom he had seen several
umes in Dawson.

“They—chey surcly haven't got on the
track of Uncle Duve ¥ muttered Jack o
Terry.

“Uf course not, me bhoy,” answered
Terry, though a trifle nervously. *'is
but an accident thim coming ﬁ'ﬁrn-"

The boys warned Uncle Dave of the
approach of the police, and their old
pard, thongh anxious, profcssed to share
Terry's optimism.

“Ton't worry, lads,” he said: just
talk and bebave as though I were an
Indian you'd come across on the trail,
and the scrgeant will never suspect me
i this disguizse.”

Returning to the door, ile boys pave
the trail-worn sorgeant and constable a
rousing welcome,

]

“Come right in!”  invited Jack

cheerily.

“{alad fte sce you, sonnies,” the
cheerfully.

sergesnt oxclaimed equally
“"We camped under a ]\{Iir during tho
night, and we thought we'd better make
for thiz calun a3 there are signs of
another bhizzard blowing up. This cold
ig sure the worst I've over known so
late in the season. There's no wood
for a fire inside the cabin, T suppose?”

Y Wone,"” Jack answered. ' Anyway,
we re not bothering about fire now, for
we're going to hit the trail to Dawson
in a few mnutes.” '

The sorgeant and Lz companion e
moved their snowshoes, kicked the snow
from their bools, snd stumped inta the
cabin.

“ Please don't make too much row ™
Terry implored. *“*Tis old Nak-Ta, who
wgRs 1] It uliglrt_? bad way wheon wo
breught him along to the cabin”

Printed nnd publizhod evers Saturday Ly the F
rLoeL o] PUHIEND CVEr, :“t_'.'j_j' Em]"a. Farri ~ gy

Advertisomant offices : Tha
ratos: Inladd and Abrond. jis. per aooumn; B,

Australia apd New Featand; Mesers. Gordon & Gotch, Lid.; sod for Canada:

murmured. (See this page.)

“An Indian—ch*" omurmored Beoor-
peant Curtiz. “ What's the matter with
him—{rost-bite %"

“Exposure and lack of food were his
troubles,” Jack answered. “He's a bit
better now, and we're going to take
Lim on with us to the city.”

“Fou're kind-hearted lads!” the ser-
geant commonted.

He brushed some of the [frozen snow
from his trousors and kooe-boots, took
off his mitts with the leather thong
wttached to them, and stepped over to
the improvised bed.

With fast-beating hearts the boys saw
Lhim stoop and draw astde tho cover-
ings and silently gaze upon the haggard,
brown-stained faco of the sufferer.

“A  Chilkonot Indian®” murmured
Serpeant Cuortiz, at last.

*From the Clilkoot camp, somoewhere
bevond Dawson. 1 believe,” Jack
remarked easually.

Making no further comment, the ser-
geant took a small flat tobaeco-tin and
a pipe from his pocket, and seated him-
mﬂ% on Lhe edge of Unele Dave’s rough
couch. The patient stirred restlessly,
and the police-officer drew the covering
awavy, and took the sick man's hand in
his own.

A look of fear eame into Uncle Dave's
face, and he tried to draw his hand
away, but became incrt again with
weakness while the sergeant soothed
him.

“His pulse is poor,” said Sergeant
Cartis, “and he's got a touch of fever.”

As tenderly as a woman he drew the
covering up again over Uncle Dave,
who had kept his face partly averted
and hiz eves closed.  Then, %tckuning
to the constable to go to the side of the

S TEE R R

** A Chilkoot Indian!' he

sledge, he crossed the flear of the
shanty to Jack and Terry. .

“See hore, boys,” he said, “I've
always liked youw, though in the past
vou've given mo a denl of trouble. You
suceceded once in ::1:1:ting it across me,
but I reckon that there's no one who
twice ean pull the wool over my eyes.”™

“1~I don't understand,” said Jack.

“'Tis  riddles we're speakin  in!”
grunted Terry. “Phwat do ye meant”

The sergeant was frigidly calm and
his tone was maltﬂr-nf—fm:t-—nc more
ruffled than a father admomshing two
troublesome sons.

“You koow well enough what 1
mean,” he zaid., “The man on that
sledge 15 no Chilkoot Indian; he's the
man I've been after sinee Chrigimas-——
Dave Orcharvd, your pardner.”

It was az thoueh the chums had been
struck with the Dbutt-end of a cariboo
whip |

They lhad believed that ho one would
penctrate Uncle Dave's disguise—a dis-
guise made the more cffective by thoe
hapgard look caused by his recent
privations and the dirt he had been
unable to remove. Thair throats seemed
parched and their tongues incapable of
speech, as, with hypnotised gaze, they
watched the sergeant calmly restore his
pipe to his pocket and toy with the lid
of the tin tobaceco-box.

Suddenly Terry gave a rather mirth-
less cackle of luughter.

“'Tis off the rails this time wve are,
sergeant darlint!” e . said.  **Bhuro
vou've got Unele Dave on the brain!
And plwat preof have ye got at all
at all®”

“The most positive proof of afl,
Terry,” replied Sergeant Curtis gravely.
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“‘§ wonder if you ever heard of a great
Frenchman known as M'sicur DBer-
tillon '
" Niver!™ Terry said, positively.

“Where's his elaim, bedad #"

‘Lhe sergeant smiled.

“His eclaim isn't here on the Yukon
crecks,” he returned; “his claim 15 lo

fame as the originator of the Bertillon.

systorr of finger-prints, used by the
French Surete-General, Scotland Yard,
and the police of the United States, and
elsewhere. We use it oven in the
Yukon, and after Dave Orchard’s
arrest, his thumb-print was taken, os a
malter of routine. I've a copy of it
pasted insido the lid of this box.’

“Well 1 muttered Jack dryly.

In responge,. the sergeant opencd iLhe
tobacro-box and showed the print in
nuestion, and in the lower part of the
box was ancther freshly-medo thumb.-
print in soft plasticine!

“This thumb-print in the plasticine,”
snid the sergoant, “I obtained exactly
two minutes ago from the patient lying
on that sledge. It happens to be
identical with this printed one of Dave
Qrchard.”

The White Death !
OL"'I‘EIDE, the wind howled round

Lone Cabin. The beottom had
dropped out of the thermometer,
agnd 1t wes as though the botiomn
had dropped out of the hearts of Jack
and Teryy, e
Apain {Inr_-lc Dave—their old pardner
whom they had learned to love—was
under arvest. G
Tha prisoner himself was too ill just
then to take heed of the fact, even if he
actually understood it. No handculls
encirclod  his  wrists, -and  Sergeant
Curtie,” who ‘had acted like & sportaman
and o gentleman in the performance o
his grim duty, merely contented him-
self with a search to see that he had
no fire-arms or other weapon.
Through Jack's - head kept ringing
the words of an old miner whom he had
once heard discussing the Royal
Canadian Mounted Police: .
“They'll get ye—get ye in the end!
They'll track ye to the North Pole cr
Jdawn to the flaming fire that burns in
tha mnl.rfl a' the u':::;r'td, if tﬂ&&ds]lﬂn
But they'll get ye—get ye 1o the end.
Well, 1';hvr:;s.r had got Uncle Dave. The
red-coated trackers of the white waste-
lands had followed him—followed him
remorsclessly as the besr trails the
wounded cayiboo. The sunshine of
hope was blanked out by the leaden
clouds of despair; life had become
chaas again, bitter as thé weather
raging in the snow wastes outside.
Jack gave a choking sob. -
“For merey's sake don’t take him
back to gaol, sorgeant!” he pleaded.
clutching the officer’s sleeve.  “You
don't know Kim like we do, or vou'd
understand thag Uncle Dave could no
more have stolen gold from . a wan who
trusted himr than the sun can frecee!
1I0's had information that Morgan's
slill wot the Bear's Claw, and with a
fow more dayvs of ltherty--—-7
“1'mosorry, Jack ™ the swergeant il oy

T Was

f arm.

posed, gazing into the bo¥'s swimming
eves: “but 1 can do aothing but take
him back to Dawson with me, where
he'll be well cared for. Any informa-
tion he has I will investigate person-
ally, .and you can rest assurcd he shall
bhave a square deal™

It was cold comfort. Uncle Dave's
disguise as a. Chilkoot, Indian would
have emabled him to have associated
with Morgan and Lefty Simens entirels
unsuspected.  And as the  two ropgucs
had sccreted the stelen geld frem the
Fn:_sh::r: after the burning of the High
Jife, they would assuredly do so agatp
as spon as- they.got wind ol another
investigation,

There was no question of starting yet
for Dawson. The weather had’ grown
steadily worse again, and- the blizzard
beginning to sweep the Yukon

Valley with-renewed force. The cabin

-afforded shelter against the howling

wind; but it wag bitterly - cold ' cven
winside, without stove or fire, and tha
snow shaken from the clothes of the
wayfarers lay mingled among the dirt
an the floor.

Soon the blizzard was raging with
terrific force again.

. Powdered snow came whipping in
little streams through every ecrack and
crevice of the log walls, roof, and door,
and . the wind beat agaipst the old
shanty like a legion of shrieking fiends
clamouring ta get in,
having its last mad fling ere releasing
i3 iran stranglehold on the Yukon.

“Bedad, ut fecls loike abont Afty
below: zero!” muttered Terry, beatin
his armi_ .]:n:'m-as hlﬁl {‘hﬂi-:th “"Tis slip.
mng out to sno phwat’s happening to
the dogs (3% he'!]?’ i S

“¥You stay Tright here, my boy!®
grunted Sorgeant Curtis. gripping his
“Bhkookum and the rest of the
dogs are under the lee of the cabin in
their snow tronches, and well able to
look after themsclves. They'll come to
no harm, The white death stalks eut-
side, and the avetic frost can strike
down a man as surely as ecan the
flaming tropic sun., While this weather's
raging. you mwmsn't stivr outside tho
shanty.”

He began to unpack soime provisions:

from a small knapsack, and with & small
tomahawk began {o. chop fragnients
fram . soma  frozen butter in a  tin.
Jack and Terry went to-the =ide of
Uhiele Dave, who had revived a little,
though he now took no inbterest in the
presence of the police.,

The howling of the blizzard made con-
versation diflicult, and no one fult in-
clined for much tallk, anyway. The jets
of powdered snow, whinping through
the crevices in the walls, s=pread o soft
carpet on the foor, and a while countop-
pane over the rugs and blankets which
eovercd Unele Dave on the sledgn

The vapping of dogs bioke out. Al
thought ~ the huskies were morely

narrelling amoug thomselves nntil, on
tho sudden, a knm—'ﬁ;imi: sohnded ‘and a
lerpfied voice Fanlly b
howling of the blizzaxd:

Lok wme in! By heek, et me in!
m edyin'—dyin® [* {

Tling Jack full length on the fioor.
among a wild - swirl of

Winter was.

cat through the

All inside the cabin became rigid,
%amng in surprize from one to another.
‘hen Jack, who was nearest to the
door, tore back the rusty bolts,

Immediately the foree of the slashing
wind and tho weight of a heavy body
ountside Hung the door backwards, hurt-
And
| genow, which
swept into the cabin, steggered a man,
with bowed head and arms pressed
tight across his snow-blinded eyes and
bhalf-frozen faoce.

“The door ™ gasped Bergeant Curtis.
“Bhut the door!”

Together #ith the constable, Jack, and
Torry, he Oung himsell against it with
all his force, and even then found great
difficulty in shutting it against the wind
and driving home the holts.

The refugee had dropped-down upon
his knees, his blue tlips quivering, and
whining with dveadful fright.  His
hands, concased in ire-covered mitts,
closed togother as though in supplica-
tion as he swayed backwards and, for-

wards.
“By the great mackinaw, if it isn't
Lefty Simons!” exclaimed Jack. “In a

jolly bad, way, too, by the lock of him!”

“ Mighty lucky he stumbled on_this
cabin!” cried. the sergeant. “He'd
have been frozen stiff if he’d have ro
mained in the oppn much longer 1

He made 2 sign to the constable to
hold Simons firmly while he began the
painful process of rubbing the frost-bite
out of the vietim's:face with handfuls of
snow, Simons grovelled through the
snow and dirt on the cabin floor in
alarm, and Jack, who had been strock
by a sudden thought, hegped the police
cficers ta. “walt a moment.,”

“Did you como hern alone, Binthns ¥
he demanded. “Or was anyone with
you? That pard of yours—Morgan—
where is he 3"

*He—he was with m-me,” he stut-
tered, “ontside the c-cabin. — not
far—"

Thenr ho loosed & food of ahuse in
selfish frar of his own plight. utterly
callens o the fact that hiz own pard
was in the iey grip of the white death
outside.

Mo bhoy,” mottered Terry in o hor-
rified tone te Jack, “we can’t leave the
other =palpeen to freeze! T'm going

tﬂ_'_l‘l
out of the way!” snapped Jack
roughly,

Thrusting his chum aside, he dragged
hack the holts of the door before any-
one could stop him. This time he
avoided being hurled backward him-
self as tho heavy door crashed back on
its cicaking hinges, and bowed his head
to ithe furious burst of wind and snow
that drove inte the ecabin., Then he
stnggered blindly across the threshold
inio the blizzard, with Terry following
hird at his hecls,

_ "¥ou crazy voung galoots!” gasped
Elrphﬁr;}'ﬁcm]t. “Come back!l Comse
ack ¥

(Thiz pawerfnl glory.of the Ywkon wiil

b vonclwded i “hewl weel’s huieper
wwmher, hoyad
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L4 HERE'S ANOTHER AMUSING AND AMAZING STORY BY DIGKY NUGENT,

THE " GENIUS" OF THE SECOND FORM AT GREYFRIARS! 1l

Stony broke as usual, Dr. Birchemall hits on a novel wheeze for 1aising the
wind, His idea sweeps the scholars of 5t. Sam's off their feet and, in the
general excitement, he gets swept off his feet, too!

Oyexz! Oyezll Oyexll!

b ISTEN.IN, skollera of St. Sam’s,
ond lend me your ears ! A grand,
performance of my new ahd novel
Christmas pantomime,

fTHE COMING OF BANTA
CLAWS '

will ba held in ¢he consert-hall on
breaking-up night. Curtain rises ob
B sharp..

DRAMMATIS PERSONNAY
{peoplo in the panto):
BANTA CLAWS Dr. BIRcHEMALL
DE. SKINFLINT

(the mean and
misorly mnster of
Dr. Bkinflint's
Academy for O
hinns with Foor

Tarbmniz) v Mpr. Licxmam
TOMMY TUCK-

LESE . .. JACK JOLLY
BAMMY SR EL-

LINGTON .. Fraxk FEanLess
LITTLE WILLIE B, MErnvy

LITTLE ALFIE NB. Brioxr
{Four of Dr. S8kinflint"a half-starved

pupila)

BIG NOISE " OFF ™"

{and “0ON"},, Dn.BIRCcHEMALL
Producer, slage

manager, lirrick-

writer, principls

boy, omnd head

ecok And  bottlo-

washer o D IMRCHEMALL

Scenery by Mrs Dr. Birchemall,
Costumos by Mias Molly Birchemall,

FPRICES OF ADMISETON : Mas-
tera, & * tonner.” Juniors, o * tanner.’
Reniors, half-p-erown. Fags, hell o
* brown,’

The whole of the takingas will ho
devotad to Charrity ; and Charrity
{whoso ather nams is Dr. Birchemall)
will e devated to all loval akollors

L

who roll up and awell the [unds,

This will be positively THE FIRSP,
LABT, and ONLY APPEARANCLE
of DR. BIRCHEMALL as the prin.
ciple boy in a panto |

ROLL T IN YOUR THOW.
SANDS 1M

uaﬂﬂ_iwﬂzm&ﬁ m_nﬁﬁ_ m?mE_nm.
and the sbove poster hod beon plackarded
all ovar the school.

T¢ waa common nollidge that tho Head

after mnight, behind locked doora, M.
Lickcham and Jack Jolly & Co, had taken
port in them ; and the Head had Jashed
them wnmersifully—both with his birch-
rod and with his tung—until he had
brought thom to the pitch of perfectiom.

All waa now in _._m&n_umsuﬂmm for the grato
panto to be played ; and from tho moment
that breaking.up day staried to break,
Bt. Sam’s was in & fever of epgeitement.
There ware no isolated cases. Ewverybody,
fron the youngest fag down to Dr.
Birehemall, had tho ** panto ' fever badly.

Long befors the appointed time for the
eurtain to rise, the consort-hall was fnirly
besioged. There were cues of epgsited
follows outside, shoving and struggling
and atraining for admission.

Dr. Birchiomall, attired asz usual in gown
and morter-board, was at the door, taking
tho " tonners ™ and " tannera " a3z fast
as ha gould go., Thero were not many
* tenners," of eourge. That had meerly
been the Head's littla joko. Bub there
were  Vtanners”  and " hobs?  and
“browns " in plenty : and the Head's
oyes gligsened as he survoyod the HnEn:W.
wﬂaﬂmu.m. pile of cash on the little table.

& plonted with gles, and rubbed his
mrmu..m.u__ hands like o mean old miser.

* Charrity ix doing well, and no ercor ! ™
epprelaimed Dir. Birchemall. * Roll up!
Roll up! DPon't miss the chance of a
lifetime | Come and see your headmaster
in the roll of Santa Claws! Came and
geo0 my perfectly priceleas panto—the
sensation of the toerm ! Don't hang back,
._“.._..EE fr

The follows didn't., They pressed for-
word, barging and charging as #H they
were taking part in & Bughy serum.

Dir. Birchemall found himself suddenly
overwholmed by a surging tidal wave of
humanity. In vain he strove to stem the
tide. It swept over him and post him,
sending the tablo fiying, and seattoring the
munny in all direotions:,

Cragh !

The Head was fairly bowled off his feot
by the onrush., He lay sprawling on hia
back, and the eggsited mob used him as
& doormat, wiping their foet on him as they
E._.umﬁ— inte the consert-hall.

; Ha_% ! Reskew ! roarsd Dr. Birche-
roall. Yarooooo ! I refuse to take this
lyig down 1™

But the Head had no choice in the
mbtter. He bad to lis on his back until
the last pair of boots had passed over
him. Then hoe crawled arcund on his
hands and knees, making a frantick serch
for the scattered munny.

It was ocstimated, oafterwards, that
nearly a hundred fellows had got in with-
out ﬂ#ﬁ:ﬂ. This was a bitter blow to
Charrity, but Charrity had to pgrin and
bear it.

Having collected such of the spoils as
he could find, Dr. Birchemall hurried away
bohind the scenes,

Lad heon get np & panto, bekawso
thero had ﬁgﬁmﬁnﬂn_ rehearsals, nizht

There was & long delay bofore the

Tuckless & Co. as Jack Jolly

RS/ TP

curtain  rose, and
the audience Gdget-
ted impatiently.
Thers were soumnds
of bunpings ond
bangings eon  tho
stage, a3 of heavy
ferniture being
hurled inte place,
and above the din
the voice of Dr.
Birchemall could be
heard, wrapping .oub
orders, and thretten-
ing certain membara
of the cast with
birchings. Then there was a sudden wild
yell of angwizsh from the Head.
“*Yaroooo! Why did you
Lickbara, before I was ready 1
my pot corn !
" Ha, ha, ha ! "' yvollod tho sudience.
At long last the curtain rose, revealing
8 dormitory seeno at Dr. Skinflint's

let go,
That was

JAcademy. The time was supposed to be

Christings Eve. There wera four beds in
a row, and four wery miscrable-locking
boys were in the act of undressing, The
were Tommy Tuckless, Sammy Skel-
lington, Littla Willie, and Little Alfie—
Wﬂm&m of tho crool, hard-harted tirant,

r. Skinflint.

In spite of their make.up, the audienca
had no difficulty in E_mu..ﬂ_ﬁqm:% Tommy

Co., the
heroes of the 8t. SBam’s Fourth.

Tho first words. fell to Jack Jelly, whao
was suffering badly from stage-dright.
It was in a feeble whisper that ho began :

* To.nite iz Christmas Eve, you chaps.”

¥ Louder ! hissod the wvoico of Dr.
Birchemall, which appeared to come from

the roof. * Let your words ring out loud
and bold ! Thiz iz & pante—not & dumb-
show 1"

Jaclk Jolly tricd again. But it wasg
still in o very wesk and foint voioe that
he managed to mumble the opening lines :
" To-nite s Christmas Eve, you chaps,

And Banta Claws will come—perhaps !

Whaon the firat stroke of midmight tolls

Banta will roll up in hiz Rella ! ™

“ Rotten ! ™ xu_wm. the voicn
from the roof. * No idea at all,
Joll¥y ! JIf you don't put moro
pep inte your part, I'll drop

down on te the stage before I'm
due, and ginger you wup with
my hirchrod 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the
audionee. Thoy woro enjoying
theso unrehearsed effects ter
than the show itseli.

It was now the turn of Sammy
Skellington to apeak. Sammy'a

art  was played hy ¥Frank

earleaz, and he playved it with

oto feeling and ferver. He
WM@E.. by burating into toars,
and hiz wailz and lamentations

rang through the consert-hall,
In o choking voice wpoor

Qur author —Dicky

Bammy eggsplained
that he never got
enufi to eat, and
never enjoyed a
Christroas treat. He
never had, like other
boys, plum-poodi
turky, sweets, n_“...mm
toys. - Old Dr. Bkin-
flint was o tarter, and
he—a  half - starved
little marter.

It waa 2o pathetick
that the sudience
wag deeply mowved.
Mr. Justizs, in the
mastors’ seats, broke down and eried like
a child, Herr G nheimer poked his
knuckles into his M%MM. and wept noistly.
Monsure Frogpay drew his coat-sleeve
acroas his eyes, and then shook his arm.

“Good 1 oried Pr, Birchemall, from
his invisible perch up in the roof, * That's
fotehod "em, Fearleas !

From this point the panto went along
merrily—or, rather, miserably. For every-
hody felt sorry for the poor, half-starved
pupile of Dr, Skinflint's Academy. And
they felt even more aorry for them o fow
nunnits later, when Dr. Skinflint himsalf
came stalking on to the stage.

Mr. Lickham played Dr. Skinflint. It

was & villanus part for the meck-and-mild
maater of the Fourth ; but Mr, Lickham,
casting an apprehensive glancee up to the
roof, vesolved to do hiz best. He [rownoed
fearcely at fommy Tuckless & Co., and
demanded to know why they had hung
up their stockings. They told him that
they weore egrspecting o visit from Soanto
Claws,
" Poh ! gnorted Dr. Skinflint, ** You
little hs, with grimy paws, there's no
such bloke as Santa Claws! I tell you,
Hanta ig o fietion; I will not hoar of
contradiction ! 8o go to sleep, without
delay, ner dare to wako till Christmas
Day 1"

#o saying, Dr. Skinflint strode off the
stage in what was meant tp be a digenified
manner,  Unfortunately, he tripped over
a peace of scenery, and wont sprawling,

Bump !

* Oweow.ow 1"

* Lickham, you clumsy nas!™
Lissed Dr. Birchemall’s woice
from the unscen heights., *“What
do you think you're doing of ¥
Don't lie grov :um there, man !
Get off the stage ! ™

With o ¢rimgon face Dr. Skin-
flint scrambled to his feot, and
fairly bolted through the wings.
His exit woas followed by wells
of larfter from. the audience,

Meanwhile, Tommmy Tuckless

1 & Co. wero crying themselves to

g 3

Nugent-—pat work.

B :lcop.  There was to be no visit

from Bants Claws that night—
unless a mirackle happencd.

And thon. whila thoe audience

looked on brethlessly, the miracklo staried

lto happen.

1

“ Lower me gently | " muitered a voice
from the roof, “ 1 don't want to dash
my branes out on the stoge ! ™

There was n loud creaking sound, as
of an overhead H”_:_H.m.‘ boing worked ; and
prezzently a pair fect come dangling
mto view. They were very large, flat
feat, nnd they kicked viggerusly oa they
hovered above the stage. They danglad
there for fully & minnit, in a state of
suspended animation,

The audienca stared at those feet in
amazement. Sammy Skellington,
was lying in bed, in the direct line of
descent, stared at them in apprehension.
He trembled to think what might happen
if gornething went wrong with the works,
a0 to apoal.

Y Quicker ! Lower me quicker ! "' mut-
tered a wrathful voice. **The audienco
must bo tired of Eaﬂ:ﬂ at my feet!
L Quicker, you cubs, or I'll birch you black
and blew | "

“All sereme, sic!' eame the response
from above. And then, with & sudden
jerk, tho feet shot downwards into m%:ﬁe.
They were followed by a pair of long,
lean legs; and theso wore followed in
turn by the body, and then the head, of
Banta Claws,

Dr. Birchemall had made his dramatick
appearance ! He hovered in  midair,
auspended by an invisible wire. He was
dregged up aa Father Christmasz, and his
red face and long, white beard gave him
the true Santa Claws touch. But he
looked very ogitated and alarmed as he
dangled there. His eyes were bulgin
from their sockets, and he had an awfu
fear that the invisible wire might suddenly
snap,

" Looks like a trussed fowl, duwzzent
he ? ' remarked 8 member of the audience,

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Dir. Birchemall rolled his eyes upwards
towards the roof.

“You've stopped again, you youn
seamps ! " wmﬁmeﬁmm. % You're w.us.minﬁ
me in jerks, instead of praduslly an
m_ﬁnmnﬁsw.. It woa my intenshun to float
down on to tho stago like & bewtiful
ange] ! "

“*Ha, ha, hal"

There was & wisper of dismay frem
above.

* Borry, air, but somathing's gone wron
with the works ! We can't got the blesse
thing to unwind any further | "

*Then haul wme up again—guick !
gasped Santa Clawsz. ‘1 eannot romain
any _E._ME in this leodicrus and perilus
position ! ™

Again there was a creaking sound, and
Santa Claws started to soar slowly up-
wards. But he didn't soar very far. The
invisible wire suddenly snapped under
the continuous strain, and Santa Claws
dessonded like a bolt from the blow!
Clutching wildly at the empty air, he
shot downward through space, to alight
with a terrifick concussion on top of poor

Sammy Bkellington [

who

C'ragly !

* Yoonoop
* Yargooo !

The unfortunate Sammy Skellington

[

was Hoattenod out like a pancake., As for
Sants Claws, he made frantick signals for
the curtain to be lowered.

“The eurtain—quick!" le gasped.

A cupple of stage-hands sprang to the
curtain, and ran-it down, :.aE:.:.,m‘._u__ shut-
ting off Dr. Birchemall from the yells and
shrieks of the nudience, whoe were in
histories.

The peorformance was suspended  for
guite ten minnits. During that interval,
sounds of stondy swishing comld be heard
fram behind the curtain. "And the swish-
ing sounds were accompenied by loud
wails of angwish.

Evidently the juniors who had heen
respongible for worki the overhead
pulloy were going through it—hbadly !

Dr, ”_wm_un_.:w.:...mm ru.nrﬁmﬁmmaﬁn_ and. ho
was making doubly sure that the stage-
hands paid in full for their corclessness,
Hiz birchrod swished over their backs
nyercilessly.

When the curtain went np again Santa
Clawa was observed to toss a birchrod

“through the wings. The performance then

proseeded—though Banta Claws made no
more  spectacku descents from tho
clouds, That tumble had shaken every
bong in hia body, end he was not anxjousz
to repeat the cgpaperiment.

The remainder of the panto passed off
according to programmo, i

There was a lively scone when Sagta
Claws chastised the rascally Dr. S8kinflint
with a whip, chasing him round and round
the stage.

The Head had assured Mr. Lickham,
heforehand, that it would only be n make-
beleeve thrashing. But, judging by Mr.
Lickham's wild yells of angwish, there
was 1o make-beleeve about it.  Ho doanced
like o dervish as the whip curled and
lashed about his sheldors; and final
he fled from the stage in n pannick, wit
mwmwa Claws in hot pursoot. :

corse, the panto had & ha ending.
It showed o Ehristmas E_uuwﬁ__. ,ﬁ.u_m__...mH
with Tommy Tuckless & Co. waking u
to find thewr stockings filled with g
things. Santa Claws had trinmffed over
the ménn and miserly Dr, Skinflint, and
all was jolly and merry and bright,

Tho ....._E..F:.p fell amid roars of & lawa,
and eries of ** Orther! Orther ! ﬁﬂaﬂum
the merry producer t'*

But ‘the producer—feeling far from
merry ot that moment—was behind the
geenes, rubbing embrocation intoe his
broozed ﬁnﬂan,.m; and vowing that it
would be & long, nu_m time before he again

layod the part of Banta Claws in a

iristmes pantomins |

THE EXND.

{Whaelever you do, chums, don't miss the
fiext amusing parn tn this lopping series,

entitled » “THE TERROR OF THE
ﬂmﬁ__ﬂ WAY 1™ Every line will raiss a
WTh. )



