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YOUR EDITOR WISHES ALL
PR

Hmnﬁﬁdﬂwﬁ'ﬂmﬁfﬁmqﬁuﬂmmﬂ discuas fopics

inlereat.

ELL, chums, here vou have our
ially d Christmas
Nomber, end I sincerely hope

that, of all the pood things you

zpmple this festive seazon, wou will
find this issue of your old paper ome of
the best!

Ay staff join with me in extending ths
heartiest good wishes to you all, and in
wishing yon

THE VERY MERRIEST OF MERRY
CHRISTMASES AND THE HAFPPIEST
OF HAPPY NEW YEAR3!

May you have agll yon wish yourselves,
and may the festive board be groaning
under the weight of good thinga! DBut
den't have too many of them or you
may he doing the groaning afterwards!

We've done our best to make thia
iesne of the Mao¥eEr like 8 Christmas
puddiog—>full of * plums '—and we hope
wo've succeeded !

“Those of you who are giving parlies
over ilwe holidays, or who are attending
narties ﬁifmn by vonr chums, will ho
interested in the following reply to Ted
Hawkins, of Birmingham,
know @ few

Ted wants to

TRICKS FOR THE CHRISTMAS PARTY.

Here aro one or two which “ AMr.
lLias passed along ;-

Borrow a sixpence from a chum
wrap it in = kerchief. Then
lirn fo hold the sixpence through.the
hundkerchief. Now take hold of & corner
of tho handkerchief, and announce that
VOu are ﬁu to mako the ¢oin dizappear.
Flick the dkerchief and sha it
when, -to the amazement of everyone,
the coin will be found to have vanighed !

You use your own handkerchief for
this trick, and beforchand wyou must
have: prepared .it by putting another
sispenee in the hemm of the handkerchief,
When you preterd to fold your chum’'s
coin in the handkerchief, you push up
the coin which is already in hem,
and this i3 the one ho grips. You take
his coin eway in the palra of your hand,
arnd then, when you flick the handkerchief,
vuur coin, of course, remnains in tho hom t

You can do this trick equally woll
with a matchstick. Have & match-
stich in the hom of the handkerchief.
DBorrow another, and wrap it up, Thon
push the matehstick, which i3 in tho hiom,
mto vour ¢hum's bhond, and ask him to
breale it. After ho has dome eo, and is
cortain that tho matohstick is in two
picets, just unroll the handkerchiof, and
+how tho horrowed maich to be perfectly
whala ! The broken mateh, of courso,
-ig 0t Lthe hom, whers no one can sce jt!

THE THREE MATCHBOX TRICK

iy pnather nfnu:-}l'r‘i'.a_' puzzler,
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anl
asle

Plaeo throo

Write o him : Editor of the **
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ensure a reply.

the first with the left hand, shake it,
and prove that it is empty. Then pick
up second ghelka it, with o i

rosult. But when you ghake the third

it will rattle. Put the three boxes in -

front of .you on table, move them
about a little, and then ask your chums
to pick up the full box, whichever box
mﬂﬁfmk up they will ind it to be amptti_m
socret i v simple. All
boxes are empty, bu must have .o
ahﬁu f:tum box up F?cul-r.r right aleeve. Natur.
ly, when -you .up a box with your
rlg{lﬁ hand and SJ.ELkBu:Pt-, the box up your
sleeve will rattle, and give the im
that tho box you hold hes matokes in it !

Can vou

PUSH A TOUMBLER THROUGH THE
TABLE ?

It sounds impossibila until
how! 8it at the table an
tumbler and a sheet of newspaper,
the tumbler with the paper, and I:I-ﬁ'ﬂﬂ-f-hﬁ

oun know
take a

paper into tho shape of the glass. “Then, - .

with wour right hand wou smash down
the paper flat and produce the tumbler
from under the table with your left hand.

In this trick, when ycu have covered
the tumbler, you move it backwards to
the edge of the table, and allow it to deo
into your lap, picking it up quic m‘tﬁ
your leit hand and placing it under the
table, The paper will -still retain the
shape of the tumbler, and you push the
poper forward in. Whea you bring
down your hand, the paper crumples
up, and the effect is t{';.;at- as t.haﬁ?;oyau
had actuslly pushed tumblor ugh
tho table !

If you practise thepe tricks beforshand,
thers is no reason why wyou should not
gain the reputation r.:rf? being & modern
wizard when you perform them in publio,

THINK I have space for just one
.Gmy[rinrsblimhﬂ'ricl]:a, whiﬁh has been
sent in by E. Bogwell, 4, Luife

dandy

Placa, Lancaster, who darng o
pocket wallet for his fine effort.

Alenzo, the Greyiriars duffer,
Many sneers and jibes has fo sufler.
Buf where courage Is resded,
It must boe conceded
He may be a fool, but no biuffer!

MNow I have a number of qu-nriés to
angwor in

RAPID FIRE REFPLIES.

What is Yitrinvm ? asls & Glasgow
reader, This'is a rare metal, which was
discovered at Yiterby, in Bweden, Honeco
tho namse,

What place has the shorteat namo in

. of general
Magnet,!” The Amalgamatied Press, Lid.
Fleetivay House, Farringdon Sireet, EC 4, A ;tnﬁtped and addressed m:aﬂup;

you beat that T

ion -

Cover

' know., ‘The
named “0Oo" in Franes;
and also a lake with the
same name. Them is also o
river named . Aa " in Frenee,
and a village called * Ws,

" a town

Curionaly en . & man who
lived in the latter willage
rejoices in’- the opame. of

- " Mongieur Wzs,” But please
don't ask me to pronocunce
it

Is & mon the on
el e Prog 4
suake T (H. L., of Warwick).

No, other snako-killers are
the wild pig, the hedgehog,

. the opossum, the eyad- i
the crane-hawk, the arma-
dillo, the alligator, the

serpent-sagle, the swallow-tailed kite, and
the secretary-bird. Some snakes also
kill membwera of their own tribe, such. as

the king c¢obra, and the glpss make.
.. Tom Gardiner, an enthusiastic wireless
" fan," who lives at Guildiord, asks how

many wircless statioms is it possible to
hear 7. An Amorican olaims to be the
champion listener in the world, He lives
in ifornia, and reckons he has heard
8056 broadoasting stations in the paat
threo years—490 in the States, and, 115
in other parte of the world. Cen any of

Robert . of Littlohompton,
wanta to know which is the best Annual
on the mearket. Well, Bob, for six- shill-
ings, one cannot beat ‘The Holiday
Annual,” but’ if you want' somethin
cheapar why not get the * Popular Booi

~of Boys™ Stories,” published at 2s. 6d. ?

HERE'S just time for a laugh ot
- thiz warn, which hae been sent
.in by 7Thomas . Longworth, of

18, Linton BSizreet, arpurkey,
Manchestor, and which wins e pocket
knifa for this lucky reader:

Enthusiastlie
Motorist: *° Yes,
she’ll do elghty-
five 1 @

Wag : “ Per
hour, pec
gallon, or ' per-
hﬂp! ¥ ?- ¥

e

There's alill time for you to win n
knife or pocket wallet, so send along your
yarn or your limerjek !

And now wo come to a most important
itern—next week's programme of attrac-
tions, First and foremost ocomes:

“THE MYSTERY OF CAVANDALE
ABBEY 1 #

in which tip- varn of the Greyiviars
chums, Frank Richards continues their
adventures duriog the Chrisimas wacs-
tion. As is usual with Frank R's stories
there is pil«emmr;ijr of humour intermixed
with real good thrills, and for haiday
reading I am sure that there is nothing
to beat next week'’s comtribution irom

his III{pﬂn. - iy
any thanks to the roaders who havo
sent 1n enthusiastic Jetters regarding
“Up, the Roveral?” You'll enjoy the
coming instalment, I can assura you!
And youw'll also’ enjoy the “Greyfriarg
Horald ment, ** Old Refs " tulk,

BU
and the wsual shorter features,

Holiday-time without wyour copy of
The Maoxer would be well-nigh unthink-
able, so you'd better order next week's
copy without delay, if 3you haven't
already done so !

mautekboxes e the  table. Pick wp tho world 1 . D., of Berwick, wants to YQUR EDITOL,
DO IT Send ulong - your Johe or gour Greyfriors Limerick —or both—and win our wuseful prives of
N ﬂW ? leather poclel wolicts vnd Sheffickl sfeel penknives. ANl cofforis o e sent lo: elo

** Meagnet.” 5, Carmelite Stvect, Lowdon, E.Cd H_:ump. .



.llﬂm CHRISTMAS STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. !

THE FIBRST CHAPTER.
Of for the Holidays |
T AKL room for a fellow ['*
3§}h dear " toll i
, you fellows——a
sl o,
“Dh, really, Wharton—-" )
_ Billy Bunter glared into the carriage
through his big spectacles.
Hin fat face was pink with wrath. -
“There's room for one!” he bawled.

“ What's the good of that to youl!” R
cmanded Bob Che

rry. “You want
room [or two, at least.”

“Benst | roared Bunter.

There was a hustling, bustling crowd
on the platform of Courtfield station,

Greyfriars School had broken-up for
tho Christmas holidays, Crowds of fal-
lows swarmed in the station, and there
WaAS I incesaantd h;;n of vnzf clatter-
ing of feet, and banging of bmggage.
'*i‘ufa Famous Five, of the Remove, had
bagged a Grst-class carriage in the train
for Lantham. The sixth place in that
earrioge was vacant; and the chums of
the Remove did not expect it to remain
vacant in & crowded train at a busy
time. But they did sot want Billy
Bunter to fill it.

They had a sort of feeling that they
had secn enough of Billy Bunter during
the term, and did not want any more.

Moreover, thr:ly knew their Bunater!
It was ot merely for the sake of their
fmimtingh society oo the run teo
Lantham that Bunter had tracked them
W that carriage.

R TR e

e o i || |

Bunter had a way of sticking on in
holiday-time. Once he had stuck om, 1t

was difficult to make him come unstuck, .

s0 to apeak. Ilis stickfulness, as Hurree
Bingh expressed it, was terrific.

Any ot man in the Eomove was
welcome to that vacant seat. Bub not
untar.

Five heads were shaken at the Owl of

tte Remove. A large [oot—belonging

Christmas Is coming , , .
So iz Bunter !

But nobody wants Bunter
for Christmas, :
Where’s he going fo eat
His Christmas dinner ?

to Bob Cherry—was lifted in the door-

way. DBunter, in the act of ::hmheriul{g

in, backed away from that foot. It
ked as if it meant business,

“You rotters)” roared Bunitaer.
“Make room for s fellow! I@'m going
to have that corner scat,”

“Corner scats mll taken !" said Harry
Wharton cheerfully.

“Then I'll have a middle seat.”

“No room!” paid Frank Nuogent.

' BY _
Frank Richards.

“Look here, go along the train,”
growled Johony Bull, “We've had

enough of rnu. Bunter; wa're fed-
up. -Bunk [*
Y Beast 1™
“Lota of room along the train,”
szid Bob Cherry. “Buck uF and
t in before the crush, old fat
L.

“I'm_ecorning into this carriage "
eaid Bunter, with a datermined
blink through his hiq spectacles.
“If you jnt[lf woall don't lot me in,
I'll jolly well make youl®

“ Bow-wow ™

Bunter blinked round over & [at
shoulder.

“Porter ' ha howled.

There were peveral porters busy
with baggage on the swarming plat-
form. They wera too busy to-heed
Bunter. .

“Roll on, Bunter!” esaid Nugent.
“et's shut the door 1 It's rather packy
with that door open.” :

Bunter put a foot in the carriage.

Bob Cherry stamped with s terrifio
stamp, missing the foot Ly six inches,
He meant to wmiss it ; but Bunter was not
awarce of thet. He jerked his foot away
with a howl.

“ Yarooooh t"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
matter 7! asked Bob,

“ Boast !"'

“ Good-bye, Bunter!™

" Mercy Christmas, fatty "

“Bhut the dooz ™

“T say, you fellows, don't bo beasta,
vou know, I shan'é sco any of you
again till next term, and I'd like to g
as far as Lantham with my old pals.’

“ Where are thay?"' asked Dob. “If
you've got an_E pals on this train why
not look for them at once, and get in
aloug with them "

“*(h, really, Cherry—""

“(Zood-bye, Bunter!™ _

“Is thiz what you call proper Christ
mas fceling?'' said Dunter bitterly.
“This what vou call peace and good
will and things1'"

“Brr-r-r-r I said PBob uncomiort-
ably. .

“QOh, let's let him hop in!" said
Harry Wharton

“T.et’s " anid Kugent.

“Jump in, fatty, and be blowed to
yvou 1" said Johony Bull.

Bob'as foot was withdrawn from the
fairway, and Billy Buanter eclambored
into the carriage. :

He immedintely squatted down in the
noarest corner seat, which Bob had
momeatarily left unmcu?md. .

“'.Hj::lpih:a.lli lﬁauléﬂ. hallo!  That's my
seak !"* sai A
Tug Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,191,

What's the

{Copyright in the United Staies of America.)



4
- “1f you're going to be selfish, Cherry,

I'N—

* Look here—"'

“You know I like cormer seats,
Chorry ! Thoy're more comfortable.’*

Bob Cherry burst into a lsugh and
dropped into the middle scat. As Billy
Bunter had been admitted, he was
bound to act like Bunter. It was no
uim expocting him to act like anybody
elzo.

“1 pay, you fellows! Got enything
to eat on the 'inurmar:r 1" asked Bunier.

*No, fatty.

“There's still timo to cul across and
get & lunch-basket," :

“ Cut scross, then, old [at man."*

“Tha fact is, I'vo been disappointed
ebout a postal order——"'

“0Oh, ye gods " growled Johnny Bull,
“1 thought we'd heard tho last of that
postal order for a bitl 8but up,
Bunter "

“If you fellows like to lend me ten

“ Br-r-r-rrl"

“Jf you're going to be measn and
eelfish boasts at Christmas-time—-""

. ‘Eﬂhmm we lot “l%m 'iIEI Iﬂ:‘!;;
g Cherry. e jolly we

knew what to expect! Shall we eling
him out again ¥

"Gﬂﬂd BER j :

“Huollo’s here’s s carriage!” It was
the voice of Coker of the Fifth, en the
platform, *Stop here, Potter—*

:: 3*51 fu;]," ?Mdc]PﬂttEr- :, q i

nly fa ear out, you fags!
said Egkﬂr,gztaring into the cnrrf:ge.
“This train seems to be erowded—youn
can oatch the next.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" rosred the Famous
Five.

Coker starad at them.

“What ara you cackling at? I've

told you to out! This way, Potter!

‘g‘hiu::n:uy, reene ! Shift thes'a cheeky
a L]
Eikar tram into the oarriage.

Apparently, kor of the Fifth, sup-

posed that the jumiors were going to
be shifted to make room for the more
important Fifth-Formers, If that waas

Coker's idea, it waz erroneous.
Five juniors jumped up as if mnvai

- - :
x ‘B * i o 2 {'-"..'_-_._.-"n.

HT

HE COMPLETE
OUTSIDER ”

A Book-length Yarn
of Greyfriars
Ask for No. 137 of the I

SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN
LIBRARY nosopenes 4d.

Newsagerils
Tag Maigwer Lisgsey~—No. 1,181,

by five springs at tho same instant.
Five pairs of handa were loid .on
Horace Coker. e

What lm£ ened next Coker of the
Fifth, bar Il;r kpew., He discovered,
however, that he was eitting on the
platform, which he had smitten with a
mighty smite. And sll the crowd in
the crowded station could hesr him
rnannf;

* Whooooooooo 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Doors slammed. The engine shricked.
Potter and Greene hel the gaspin
Coker to hia feet. A porier push
him back as he made a move towards
the moving train. Heo shook an iniuri-
ated {izst at a carriage window crammed
with l:r.ughing facos,

Bob Cherry waved his hand in cheery F
farewell.

“Goodbye Cokerl Merry
Christmas 1 y

And the irain rushed out of Court
field, and tho wrathful roar of Coker
of the Fifth died away bohind,

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Takers !
BﬁRRY WHARTON & CO, settled

down comfiortably for the run to

Lantham. At Lantham Junction

they bad to change trains, and
there, for a time, they were to separate
and go their different ways, meeting
later in the holidays. They had pl&ng
to =ay to one another, and plenty
plans and arrangements to make,
Bunter had to speak three times before
his fat voice was heeded.

“1 say, you fcllows!” roared Bunter.
E"hﬂh, dry up, Bunter, old man I* said

Q.

“Look here, you beast——"'

_ "Well, what iz 1" asked Bob
1m;:a.t1ﬁnt]y.

“Fot any chocolate about youl™

“No!™ roered Bob.

“Got any tofee i

“ Mo, bother youl®

“ Any of you other fellows got any!”

‘“Bloss you, no!”

Billy DBunter grunted, frnpﬂd in his
coat pocket, and extracte therefrom a
packet of toffes, which he procesded to
davonr.

Tha Famens Five stared at him.

Apparently Bunter had only wanted
to make sure that there were no other
supplies to be drawn upon before he
drew on his own,

“Well, my hat!"™ zaid Bob,

B"]'li'nu fat porker!” growled Johnny
idle

“QOh, really, Bull! I'm sorry I can’t
offer you any of this loffee—there izn't
really enough for me. Tion't be
greedy.”

“You podgy piga!” bawled
Johomy Bull. “"Do you think I want
any of ¥Tour stly. eticky tolfeo

beastly, stick flea ™

“EhT Shut up, then {” said Bunter.

Harry Wharton Inu@hﬂd. )

“Good old Bunter | he zaid. “How
they must love him at home, and how
Luﬂ:; lad ¥ am that they're going fo

ave him therel”

“The gladfulness is terrifio!” eaid
Hurreo Jamset Ham Singh, with & ned
of his dusky head.

Bunter grunted, but he had po mora
to say for & time. His fat jaws were
busy. He waa silent, save for the noisa
of mastication, which was considerable,
until the toffee was gone. Then he re-
started after the inferval.

“1 say, you fellows! Do listen to a
chap, and don't kaﬂsﬂ an jawing! You
follows are like n sheep's . nearly

" to take a friend hormpe. I say,

all jawl Look hera! What about the
hols§*.

“1 kmew it was coming | sighed Bob.

“The: Incea was prenmdemul.”

“My idea -was” continued Bunter, ““to
ask tia lot of you to Bunter Court.
You'd like that] But, as it happens,
the pointers are inl' The pater’s having
tho place entirely redecorated, ready for
a vizit from royalty scom miter 15t
mas. 3o that rather muoks it up.”

“Oh crikey i

“Azx ¥ gan’t, after nll, ask you fellows
for Christmas, and =s thera won't be
much doing at home,” went on Bunter,

“T'd rather like to the hols with
ono of you fellows, 1 don't really care
which, as you're all friends.”

He blinked seriously at the Famous

ive,

*“ Don't all speak at once,” he said.
Harry Wharton & Ui;'?,ﬂid not all
qﬁank at once. They did not speak at
. [ 3

st Christmoas at your place, Fran
ashed Bunter, breaking the silence b
self, a8 no one else seemed disposed to
break it.

"Yaos, rather,” said Nugent.

““What will you bave on, old chap?™

“"My clothes. ™

“You silly a=a!" howled Dunter.
“What'a the good of mlstinﬁ- time in
idiotia jokes, when we shall be in
Lantham soon. ‘This has got to be
settled before we to Lantham.”

“JIt's pettled vy, 30 far an I';y
concerned,” said Frank Nugent
laughing.

“On second thoughts, Nugent, I
shouldn’t care to come bome w?th you.
Your pater is rather s fussy old
donk —-;"

i Hltl i ]

“A fussy old donkey. What about
you, Bob? Will there be nnsrth::f oh

in-

“1 mapposze you'll hawe mmﬂthinﬁ g&

at Cherry FPlace?” Bunter blink

§mrm 1y at Bob Ch . "Of courss,
don’t expect a lot, like we have at

Eunﬁﬁr Clourt. I kmow your people are

poor. .

“You fat idiot—->"

*“That's all right, old man—never be
ashamed of honest poverty,” said Bunter
soothin g‘l{é “We can’t all be million-
aires, hat sort of a Christmas sre
you going to havel”

" P“EJ lg:od, as you won't ba there,”
ANBWer b. “Your jolly old nbsence
would make any Christmas jolly.*

“1 suppose you mean you're too

poor
Johnny,
old chap—o-*

“If you talk to me,” said Jobany Ball,
in a growling voioe, “I'm going to his
you on the nose. That's a tip.”

Buntar aniffed.

“I was only dgning to say that I
wouldn’t be found dead in your place at
Christmas, Bull. I say, H . 25

eat ockel” said Harry

“Go and
Wharton.

“You're taking Inky home with you1®

“Ves, Shut upl™

“Bit rotton for you with no compn
but & nigger,” ssid Bunter., *
Lerc! If you want me, I'll come.™

“1 don't want you,” -

“PBunter will come, all the same!
said Johnny Bull esrcastically. ™A
little thing like that docan’t worry
Bunter."

“T wish you'd shut up, Bull, while I'm
talking to Harry. We shall be at Lan-
tham soon. What will you have on a%
Christmas rry, old chap?”

“1 aha!'] have a boot om, for one
thing, and 1 shall plant it on you hard
if 1 soa anything of you,” eaid the
captain of the Remove,



THE MAGNET~GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER' 5

“Yah! I'm now that I didn't
nccept Maouleverer's invitation,” said
Bunter. “He pressed me to go to
Mauleverer ‘Towers, !

“Yes, I heard him pressing you," said
Pob. “He said that if you showed up,
he would tell the footmen to kick you
off the place.”

“Ha, lim, ha I*

“Swithy was awfully kecn on my
coming with him;" satd Bunter, turnin
a deaf ear. “He's getting a run ab i
I'm rather eorry L turned the old
Bounder down now,”

“Turn him up egain at Lantham,”
suggested Bob. *He's on this train.”

Bunter passed that su %eatmn un-
heeded. fieri:rert Vernon-S3mith was
nbout the last fellow at Greyiriars to be
landed with Bunter for the holidays.

The Owl of the Remove grunted, and
sat back in his corner, with a dissatisfied
frown on his fat face. Harry Wharion
& Co. resumed the converastion the fat
Owl had interrupted. Bunter blinked
out of the window. Tha
train was drawing near to
Lantham now, and from the
train the Lontham racecourse
could be seen at a distance
out of the town, There was a
big erowd, tiny figures in the
distance, as Bunter Llinked at
th?rih all

‘1 gay, you ows—""

“Oh deart He's wound
up ! groaned Bob

“Do gim a man a chance to
speak I enapped Bunter. "1
g2y, do vou know that there's
racing on at Lantham to-day
—sgteeplochases, you know '

“ﬁat atout 1%, fathead 1™

*Well, look what a chance
it ia!” paid Bunter, bis little
round eyes glistening behind
his big, round speciacles.
“We're out of school now—
no beastly Erafanl:: locking
after us, and safe from old
Quelch's pimlet eye! What
about breaking our journey
at Lantham and seeing tho
racos 1"

“Riog off 1"

“Dash it all, be sports.
men | urged Bunter. “I'll
stand the admission—you can
lcave that to me, if that's
what's worrying you.
course, one of you fellows
would have to lend me the

L&

money-—

“Ha, hs, ha ™

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
s#t! Look here! We might pick up &
lot of money backing our fgﬂﬂ , you
konow. I've read in the papers sbout a
wonderful horse called something or
cther, which belongs to rd
Thingummy, and is expected to beat
every other gee-gee in the What-do-you-
call-it race.”

“0Ob, my hat1" .

*1 remomber mnow,” said Bunter
eagerly. “The horse is called Maha-
rajah, and belongs to Lord Cavandale.
You must have beard of him§”

“ Fathend I™
“Ho's uiz for & big race—the
Lantham Thousand Guineas,”™ said
Bunter. “I heard Loder of the Sixth
talking about him. It's only lately

come out what & ripper be is; and

or Bays——
“Blow Lodor1®
“He snﬂn that the bookies wish that
Maharajah would fzll down and break
hiz neeclk.™

“Cheesa it for dness’ zake ¥
“You fellows nim't a bit sporting,”
said Bunter. “Look lhiere, lot's stop

ovar at Lanthem for the races, and
back Maharajah for the Thousand
Guineas—"
“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry.
#“*What are you cackling at?” yelled
Bunter.

“I'm not so well up in racing mattors
as vou or Loder of the Bixth,” chuckled
Fob. *But I happen to know that the
Lontham Thousand isn't run till after
Christmaes.”

“Ohi* Bunter looked dashed for o
moment. “Well, never mind—we can
back some othor geo, What about it1"

“Dry up, assl

Evidently, Harry Wharten & Co. had
no intention of breaking their journey
bome, to back horses on Lantham race-
course. Only Billy DBunter's powerful
brain eould have evolved such a bril-
liant ideaz as that; and there wern
abzalutely no takers.

The Owl of the Remove snorted dis-
contentediy,

“Well, vou're missing a good thing,”™

ERYONE, at Christmas,

E\"

All things goed for everyone.

ho aa_ic!&g
my iu

might win &8 bhig pot.
ou’ll stop over at Lantham with me

“With me to hahiu {fﬂu, with
ment and Loowledge, u
l.ook here, if

or the races, I-—I'll give you an intro-
duction to Lord Cavandale.”

“Friond of youra?"” asked Johnny
Bull sarcastically.

S '

na of your titled relations, per-
haps?* grinned Bob, ; o
Well, not exmctly s relation,” said
Bunter. " Dut o jolly old friend! In
fact, ho's dandled me on his knee when
I was a kid.”

“You must have weighed a [ot lezs
then than rou do now.”

“¥Yahl Well, what about 161" asked
Bunter.  “You fellowa would like to
meot & lord. I'l=I'll introduce you, if
~if he's there. His racing stables aro
at Lantham, you know, though he lives
at s thuwmnping big place—Cavandale
Abbey, I think. Cavendals Abbey, in
Eurrrﬂ-ut know the place like a

PV
“If von fellowws don't belicve that
he's a friend of mine—>"

SAY.

sends
Hearty greetings to his friends,
Thus, my chums, [ send to you,
Cheery greetings, warm and true,

May you have just tons of luck 4
Parties, presents, loads of tuck

Stacks of gifts and hours of fun ;

Your Editor.

“Idict I

“Toak hore!” roared Bunter.

“What's he liket” asked Bob Cherry,
“H you know the jolly old lord so
jolly well, you know what he's like"

“Oh, #r htfu!ifr handsome. chap,
--a-vuﬁy inch a lord"” eaid Bunter,
:hﬂﬁ* -looking and aristocratic, and =il

ak.

“You frightiul fbber! Lord Cavan-
dale is the man who got his chivyy
mucked up in the War,” soid Bob. * He
wag in my father's rogiment, and I've
heard sabout him from the pater. His
face is disfigured all over—he got too
near & shell when it went off.” -

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. "I—I mesn
that—that's what I meant to uti:* I
mcan that he would be frightfully

cod-looking if—if he hadn't got dis-

gured. That's what I was going to
f you fellows don’t believe that
he's a friend of mine—-"

“Hsa, ha, hal"

“Lantham " said Harry
Wharton, and the train
stop in Lantham Junction
Btation, and the Famous
IFive streamed out of the
carriage, Billy Bunter, with a
fat, discontented face, rolling
ot their heels,

- THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Only Way [
4 SAY, vou follown=—v""
“Good - bye, DBun-
ter |
“Hold on =
minuta!” yvelled Bunter,
“It's important |"

Thore was a crowd at
Lenthom Station. Besides a
erowd of Creyfriars men,
looking for trains in various

diréctions, thers were &
number of horsey - locking
men, evidently drawn to

Lantham that day by the
races. ud volces, and loud
clothes, and big cigara
swarmed on the platforms.
Billy Bunter grabbed at
Harr harton’s arm. The
captain of the Romove had to
ptop, &nd he stopped im-
paticntly.
“ Look hore, you ags——7'
“Hold on & minatel™
grunted Bunter, *“Look here,
if I'm not comiog home with yon, old
chagr—"
“¥You're not! Go and eat coke!”™

“Well I'vo got to get home,” said
Bunter. “Who's poing to lend me the
money for my ticket? I'll settle up
noxt term.™
_"¥ou fat villaint
journey-monoy.”

“The—tho fact is—"

“The dear boy would rather spend
somecbody  else’'s money,” remarked
Johany  Bull.  “Bunter's frightfully
economical with his cwn money,”

You bad your

* Boast 1"

“Barge off 1" prunted Wharton,
shaking his nrm freo.

“Hallo, hsallo, hallo!™ esjaculatod
Bob Cherry. *“There's & friend of

urs, Bunter™

“Eht Whorat?

Bunter blinked round through his big
spoctacies,

Bob Cherry, with a chuckle, -

5 . b
dicated & group of men standing at 2
little distance, apparently waoiting fe
a fram,

One of them locked like a trainer;

Tme Maaxer Liskany.—Noo 1,181,
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another like & bookmaker; i
thizd was rather a tall, lean, sristo-
cratic-looking man—in a silk hat and a
fur-coliared ooat.

He weas s fine-looking man, in spite J

of the disfigurement of his face, which
had once besn handsorme. One check
was marked by a terrible scar, which
puckered up the skin, and gave one
side of his face a strangely twisted
look. On the other ocheek was &
smaller, white scar, | ;

Of hia mouth. and chin nothing could
be seen, as he wore a thick, hemf
moustache and beard, perhaps concesl-
ing other scars. %

“Eh! Who do you mean?

Bunter. i

“ That's Lord Cavandale——"

“Eht"

“Take us up and introduce ua to your
fnen; d, :-?M fat man.”

“(io it, Bunter I - )

#[—J—I say, J=I won't interrupt
him now—" o ‘

“"No time like the J:rrmnt," ssid Bob
Cherry cheerfully, Wa're quite keen
to koow your titled friends, Bunter.
Here, oollar him and pmake him.’

“Yes ratheri” ~ ° .

“The ratherfulnesa is terrifie.”

“Hasllo, hallo, hallo! Where are you

1
going, Bunter?

There was no reply.

Bunter was gone.

L1 ha l” P

Harry Wharton & Co. went on-their
way, untroubled further by Willam
George Bunter. Evidently William
George did not want to be marched up

aaked

to Lord Cavandale to perform introduc-
tions. Bunter promptly disappeared n
the orowd.

1 murmured Bunter, when
the crowd hid him from the Famous
Five. “Rottergl Now, about thet
rotten ticke T o

Bunter grunted discontentedly, He
had his journey-money; and there was
no resson why he should not take his
ticket on the railway like any other
fellow. But Bunter had his reasons,
He hated wasting money on railway
tickets, There wers so many better
uses to which money oould be put. On
focdstuffs Buntor was pm&au to ex-
pend cash with the wildest extrava-
gance, But money that was not epent
on tuck eeemed to Bunter to be

wickedly wasted.

T 4 beasts, with the selfishness
Bunter really expected of them, had
refused to take s ticket for him.
Bunter had to buy one himself, or to
travel without one. _

The latter resource was rml-:% and
conld hardly be called honcst, Bunter
considered risk, and fergot to think
:hhnu; :fhﬁ hunfhn;:.n A fellow cqulda’t

in everything.

LaHéh had Ita.l:a:n a tickct ;ﬂ hfar tza
ntham. It was casy enoug enter
o trein he liked, without taking
nngurthar ticket. The trouble was that
beastly inspectors and wsuch. persons
might demand to sce his ticket at any
station; and,a ticket which expired at
Lantham was no use to show them.

But William George Bunter had had
a lot of experiance at this sort of tlnpg.
What Bunter did not know about bil
ing, was not worth knowing. .

%u blinked along tho train till he
found an empty first-class esrriage.
He rolled into it and shut the door.

Teavelling without paying, Bunter
naturally chosa a first-clnss carringe,
not a third. It was as well to bo hung
for n eheep as for & lamb. ;

e would have liked to sit down in a
comfortable corner scat; but one drow-
back of being & bilk was that a fellow
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but tho could not travel in such comiori as if

ha paid his way.

The train was not booked to start for
several mioutes yet; sod et Launtham
unction a tsilway ingpector often
came round fo Joock at the tickets
before the train went. Bunter koew
that, for he had been caught thus on
one occasion when making use of rail-

wny facilities free, gratis, and {or
nothing.
Hoving closed the door of the

carringe, Bunter Hottened himsell on
the toor, and rolled under the sent.

There he intepded to remain until
the train wes safely out of the
Junction. - .

He hoped fervently that no other
passengors would get i, 1f he had the
carrisge to himeelf it would be all
right., 1f, on the other hand, other
nssengers got in, Bunter was booked
or a rather ppeomfortable journey—as
he could scarcely let other passengers
behold him emerging from under the
seat.

He had to take his chance of that, A
bilk, of course, had to expect to take
chances.

_Anyhow, he was booked for a free
ride. When he got-out he would pay
for .the distance from the last station
but ope—sixpence or so, He would

- bave to pretend that he had been on

the trein only between two stations.
But Bbbing like that. did not wﬂrr{
William' George. Bunter. One more §

was only & drop in the ocean to Bunter,
Like many unthinking membera of the
public, Bunter regarded a railway com-

as “fair gapme.” To-do bim
fﬁg he did not realise that swind-
ing the railway of a fare was as dis

honest as picking a porter’s pocket.

En&_ sattled down as comfortably 'as he
cou : ;

It was quite probable that he would
have the carringe to himsclf. There
was & rush on the third-cluss carringes,
but no rush on the first class. Fares
were too steep for that  Plenty of
traine travelled with the third clpes
packed like sardine-tins and the first
class empty or nearly empty. Bunter
hoped for the best, _

He heard doors slamming slong the
tram.

Then—almost at the last moment—
the door of Bunter's corriage opened.
A very clegant shoa and trouser-end
passed within a few inches of Bunter's
spectacles as semebody stepped in.

Bunter scowled at it. :

Of course, some beast had to hop in
at the last minuta! The public had no
consideration whatever for bilks.

However, Bunter was not n a
position to raise objections, In fact, he
was only too glad not to be observed
by tha newcomer.

That newcomer evidently had no sua-
picions that the carriasge was already
oceupied. He sat down in the corner
facing Bunter's hiding-plece—but, of
course, never dreaming of lookin
under the opposite seat. Bunter hear
voices at the door.  The man who was
sitting in the carriage spoke, in a deep,
olear, cultivated voice—a very plessant
voice.

“Well, good-bye. Boone!™

“ Good-bye, my lord ™

Bunter started a little, :

It was a “lord.” who was travelling
in that corriage! He wondered
whother it was Lord Cavandale, w+hur
had been on the platform, and with
whomt Billy Bunter was not so well
acquainted pa he had told the Famous
Tive. All Billy Bunter knew of his
lordship was that hia lerdship was
owner of the celebrated Maharajah—

and he would not have known even
that had he pot heard some of the talk
of the sporting seniors at Greylriare.
Billy Bunter rather liked the idea of
travﬂlhﬂf with e'lord, though certainly
he would bave preforred it not to be in
the present awkward circumstances,

“Let mo know about Maharajah's
trial run!” went on the desp, plensant
voica,

Evidently the psassenger was Lord
Cavandale,

* Cortainly, my lord (™

“ And tell your iriends, Boone, to pul
their shirts on him for the Lantham
Thousand I sdded Lord Cavandals,
with a laugh.

The trainer lavghed, too,
respeotful way.

% 've got ‘em on slready, my
lord; but po oan gek any more on
him now—the eodde are too short since
thfeﬁc»ukiu found him out."

nd ke an eye open, DBoonel”
Lord Cavandale spoke in & lower key.
“I know 1 peed not warn you, but
there are plenty of men who would get
at Maharajah 1f they could, A good
many thousands were laid on the Black
Frince before eanything was « known

in &

sbout Maharajah's form. But you're
on inur guard,”

The trainer laughed softly.

“You rely on me, my lordl

Maharajah’s guarded night and day—
watched and guarded every minutel
There's six or seven big men will lose
fortunes when winsg the Lantham
Thousand; and he's bound fo win,
Black Prince is the pick of the rest;
and Black Prince hasn’'t an earthly
beside him. Why, air, thera's ﬁhi
thousand nds at least on Blac
Prince. '!i:l'uu rely on me to watch
Mahlu;ah, my lord. They won't ges
gt bim.,"

“1 do rely on you, Boone! Welli,
good-bye IV o

Ln:;ar;rd17 Cavendale settled down in hia
scat, and Bunter heard the rustle of a
news r. The cerriage door closed;
the trainer was gome.

There was the shriek of a whistle,

The train be to move.

Tt was actually in motion when the
carriage door was torn open, B men
jumped in, tha door slommed
behind him.

A psir of boots and the irouser-ends,
in » grey check, of the newecomer,
pessed before Bunter's vision. He
heard the breathless gafhp of the man
who had barely caught the traim.

“Cloge shave, sir!” said a husky
voice, apparently addressing rd
Cavandale.

-I'fq.“imlﬂ'

‘Hia lordship’s tone was civil, but evi-
dently not intended to encourago
conversation from s stranger. :
newspaner rustled sgain. The man 1n
tha check trousers sat down in .the
corner seat facing his lordship, his heels
almost touching Punter's fat nose
under the seat, 'The express rished

“out of Lantham Station.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Baffed by Bunier!

& EABSTS I
Billy Bunter did not utter

that word aloud.
Ha breathed it to himself,
silently, but with emphasis.

His hopes of having & ecarriage fo
himsel, of being able to crawl out of
his hiding-place and take his ease on
cushioned soate, had been dashed to the
ground. There was no cushioned scat
{or Billy Bunter that journey.
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He lay under the scab, stifling his
_breathing os much as he could lest the
passengers should hear. That, however,
in the rumble and rattle of the train,
was nob likely.

It was stuffy thore, snd it was um-
comfortable, (f course, it was better
than wasting mopey on railway tickets.
But thers was no doubt that it was
stuffy and uncomfortable,

Buntor had plenty of neck; but he
had not neck cnough to crawl out into
view and reveal to two other
passcngers that he was swindling the
rmlw:-ly company. By some obscure
mental process, peoulinr to his own fat
brain, Billy Bunter was satisfied with
hia own mannerz and customs, and did
not regard this as swindling, But he
realised that other people would not
t.akaihm ﬁwi:d view u:i:_l hhug mn;lu::f. Other
people would regard bim simply as a
young scoundrel if they knew what be
was up to. Indeed, they might—and
probably would—hand him over to. a
railway inspector for investigation and
judgment. While other passengers
were in the carrisge Bunter had to
remain doggo.

Ho hoped fervently that they would
gek out soom. s

Lord Cavandale evidently had been
to Lanthem to visit hia racing stable

, where his horses were trained.
Probably he was goiog home. If hLe
wag going home hs would be changing
trains before long. The ather passenger
might be going al]l the way, however.
Bunfter could only hope that he wasn’t.

Billy Dunter settled down as well as
he could as the train rottled and
rimbled on. .

Hea anticipated discomafort. That wa

roeall inseparablo
from hif]{in . But he
certainly did not anti-

eipate what was going
to happen m:; that
journey—not tho re.
Ermt&nt euspicion
croseed his fat mind.

That tragedy was
brooding over, that
carriage was a
thought that never
occurred te Bunter.
That anything out of

he common was going
to happen he did not
mWh
. en it happened,
it happened w%t!g such swil
guddenness that it seemed lik
dream to Bunter.

For ten minutos the bobdts and the
oheck trouser-ends, close to his fat face,
hed not moved. The latest p
wad silent, etill; and from Lord Cavan-
dale came only an occasional rustls of
the newspapor. All of a sudden the
boots check trouser-ends moved.

Bunter heard a thud, a cry, a fall,
.He fairly jumped.

What was happening? Almoast Banter
fancied that ho hod g%nu to slecp under
the sent, and was dreaming.

“You scoundrel I*

It was Lord Cavandele’s woice, in
panting tones.

A gt le wns goiug on in the
ca or a gecond or two: then the
beavy fall told that the awsailed man
¥ Bantor gasped

r ga A

The man in check trousers—the man
whoe hed jumped into the meovin
carciage at the last moment—had sud-
denly, swiftly, without warning, flung
himzolf across the carriage ot the man
soated opposite.

Lord Cavandale, taken utterly by
surprise, gripped in fierce hands, went

startlin
& wil

out &

erashing to the floor of the carriage,
hig assailant upon him,

Bunter gave a squeak of elarm and
excitcraent, unheard by either man in
the struggle.

In wutter amazement and startled
terror, Bunmier put his head out from
under the seat, like & tortoise’s head
from its shell.

Lord Cavandale wns down
back on

on his
the fipor, streggling, but with
nance against his  aszailent
That sssailant—a thick-set, stocky man
~was kneeling on him, pinning the lean,
slim gentleman down with sinewy knees
and heavy weight, His back was to

Bunter as he bestrode the fallen mnilm
the
lack

Bunter could not see his face; onl
back of s bullet head, with =

As Bunter walched
from his

the rufflan the
loaded stick iﬂl‘ a

_ W=
ward blow at the
upturned face and

wn fed head of
fallzz == ]

LY

bowler-hat jammed down tight, almost
to the ears.

Bunter blinked at the startling scene,
his cyes almost starting through his
spectacles.

Une of Lord Cavandale’s feet actually
touched Bunter’s chin as his lerdship
lay extended on his back. His panting
voico was heard again.

“¥You scoundrel I

The assailant did not speak. ,

Yo Bunter's frozen horror, the ruffian’s
right bhand came out of his coat with
a8 weapon in it. It was a short, thick
life-preserver; a deadly woapon at closo
guarters, The hand was flung up with
the loaded stick in it for a smashing
downward biow at the upturned face
and unprotected lread of the fallen man.

Bunter shricked.

It was not robbery—it waz murder!
Almoast unbelievable az 1t was, it was
murder that was intended. That crnsh-
ing blow, if it landed, would crack the
skull of ihe fallen man like nn egp-
ghell. PBuanter knew it—there was no
doubt of it. The blow was not intended
to stun; it was infended o kill, e
shnieis:-&; and, {ortunately, he did more
thdn shrick. Billy Bunter was not of
the stuff of which horoes are mnde.

Had he atopped fo think, the helpless
man might have ‘been murdered under
his eyes. Impulse, luckily, came before
thought. How he did it, Bunter never
knew. Dut he squirmed cut from under
the scot, and both his fat hands, behind
the assassin, uﬂ.u%ht at the upraised
arm, grasping it {rantically.

There wos & sharp cry from the
ruffian—a cry of nstonichment and
alarm, Obviously he hnd never
droamed ~that asnyone was in  the
carriage but himself and his victim.
The grosp on his arm took him by sur.
prise, and Bunter dragped the ulp-
raised arm back over the rascal’s
shoulder, and the loaded stick slipped
Efm the man’s grasp and fell to the

oF.

_ The next instnnt the ruflian was turn.
ing on Bunter like a tiger. Aroaze-
ment mingled with rage in his face at
the sight of the fat schoolboy.

“Help1* yolled Bunter.

thouzend etars danced before

Bunter's vision as the ruflian strock.
Ho crashed down on thoe floor.

""Whooooop I

Bwiftly the ruffian turned on his
vigtim again, Lord vandale was
grasping him, and the loaded stick was
gono; it had rolled undor 2 seat. The
peor was stroggling  desporately to
throw tho ruflian off. He could not
fhrow him off, and two savago hands
woro gragping nt his throat. ]

Bunter, half-stunned Ly the Furious
blow, gasped on the floor. Like =
fellow in a2 dream, he heard the pani-

iu_g voliee of Lotd Cavapdegle,

‘Hoelp 1"

“Oh! Ow, wow! Ow!” g&sped
Bunter.

Hiz fat ehin folt aa if i had been
knocked thiough his head, But he sat
up, blinking dazedly.,

“Helpt Tull the cord, if wout ean,
Loy I

Buntor stapgered up.

Tre Mabser Liszwiy.~No 1,19L
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He understood.

The man in the bowler-hat released C

pne hand from his victim and made a
grab at Bunter.

But Cavandale gl;'uuﬂod at him ﬁerml:r
and dragged bim Bunter, 'I:rm‘e ¥
escaping the clutch of the ruffi J

rabbed the ecommunication cord nn
srugged at it frantical

“You had a hard knock,” said Lord
avandale. “The brute struck you
bard. You fainted.”

*1 dido’t1” said Bunter promptly.

“Eht"

“I may have been stunned!” Bunter
remembered it all now., *“*But I didn't
faint. Nao fear|”

Hisz lordship smiled.

“¥You see, having lost my ticket, I=—
T was afraid I might EUS
of travelling without one|” stammered
Bunter. “8o0 I—I mipped under the

geat."

“0hl” said tha Pooting station-
master. He uttered only that mone-
syllable; but he contrived toc put a lot

of expression into it.

Thera was p hoarse cath from the  “Do you feel better now my boy 7" “1t i3 immaterial,” said Lord Cavan-
ruffian. The tum was elowing down.  “Well, I'm hurt," said ﬁunter. “T'm dale haat.ug y: Qu:ta immatorial, The
He wrenched himself away from the mjurﬁril But I didn’t faint! Don’t boy's Iife, Any ques-
fallen man and leaped up, Enl:mnﬁ o saying 1 fnmmd you know! tion o Iua fara :nn:,r Eo left to me™
Bunter yelled with terror; but the hey‘%l nevor fe:t. ma hear the end of 1t “In the circumstonces, my lord, the
rascal was not beeding him now, The in the Removel I dido't faint, question will not be mm&, gaid the

train was aslowing dnwn- alarm
was given, snd the sttempted murderer
was thinking only of escapa. Hﬂ
flung the nl.'mm oor open and, und
Bunter's terrified ﬁ !uap-e& tﬁruu%
“Oh" gasped tor. “Owl

erl

Eyst-trﬁl dizzily through the open

o Smp s
r ing

ﬁ boad, pick ;:imulf up, mm?bar aver

1fmm 4 vanish into & leafy lana.
gone, It had been s risky

But the train had slowed down

B e e Yafare. hi
gt ore
:;::.: And what hﬂﬁﬁd nmtt Bunt:tr
did not kmow. Hﬁ

mmm
Brave Bunter |

RAVE lad!™
Billy Bunter
words faintly.

For the did not
remember. He blinked round him
wildly. There was s pain in his fat
ohin, of which he did not recall the
eause for the moment. He waa achin
all over. His fat brain was in a whirl.

b | By, you followa I‘“! e Bunter.

0

*He's comi
“Thank ness | brave
“I say, you where's my
™ ﬁ&rwnil;m mg. “Isay,
mme | you
?pm 3-:1:? ave to pay for them!”
Mrdmrbu:r—:twu:dﬂepr
leasant voice, strangely familiar
gtmter’: ears—*here are your glasses I"
Bunter jammed his & cles on
fat little nose and blinked round ham
in bawilderment. 5
Hs was ljmg on & sofa in a room.
Ettl.m ﬁn a chair clote by was a lean
entleman, whom knaw
ﬁb i:-a Lard (‘gmdila Another man—

heard the

spparent] .n. rallway official — was
ﬂﬁlds looking down en him with
ﬂmpﬂ:i:guhu goncern. There was a burz

of voices from the distance.

Bunter =at u mip. Lord Cavandale's arm
passed behind his fat shoulders and
sppported him,

“J1—] say, what-=what's happened 1"

Bunter. * wasn't
travelling withont a ticket i
“Whnt m
“I1—1 lost my tioket I”

“That is all ngh
neer, with a s a.
about your ticket.”

“(Oh dear! Wharrer marrer with my
shin?! I'm hurt!” Bunter d'msud a
{at hand over a fat chin. "Owl I'm
burt! Wow{*
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on't WOorry

a.pa& Bunter, -
qno M said the

course ™

“Well, well, vyou lost conscicusness,”™
said Lﬂﬂi {}'l#andnie

“I may have lost conscivusness,”
admitted Bunter cautiously, "I say,
where am I? JI—I thought I was in &
train |¥

“Vou have been unconscious some
little time,” said Lord {:amndale.
“You are now in the stationmaster's
room &t Pmtm Station. You remem-
ber you pulled gha mmmnmc:ntmn cord
and the train stopped "

“I—1 remember i -1 u

Bunter blinked round unm:l‘g wigh
his spectacles. “ Where's s
baast 7"

“The man who attacked me has
'Em EF )

HERE'S A CHRISTMAS
PRESENT

for H. R, Driffild, of 14, Have-
lock Rosd, Dartford, b

submitted the I.ttmhud Greyhiars
limenick :

' Gald ﬂﬁhmhﬂhrwﬂmm:
“ 0ld Buonter’s a fatheaded jay;
He souffs ail good 'hr-.
Than lolis in & chelr
And slesps for the rest of the dayl™

Send in YOUR limerick, chum,
and win a HANDSOME
LEATHER POCKET WALLET.

“] mean, I'm glad he’s not hera!l
He's broken my jawl I—I don't want
to see any more of himl {lh crikay 1

“Your jaw is not broken,” said
ﬂnmn-:iula reassuringly. “ But you have

b :
. “%::ﬁ It hurt.a 1" groaned Bunter.

| Ho caressed his damaged chin tenderly.

“Wawl It hurts! Ow!"

“The doctor will be here » any minute,”
said t.ha stationmaster. *“ Perhaps the
boy will explain how he came to be
travelling in the carringe under the
scat.”

Bunter thought he discerned suspicion
in the cinl'a eye. Perha
stationmaster of Pooting had had to
deal with bilks before in his time

“1—1 lost my ticket—" ganped
Bunter.

“No doubt. But why did tﬁ‘:u
under the seat? It agp-ann t :ruu.
must have been un a peat from t a
time the train lait La
to bis icrrdsh ip or t:::- th& villain whn
attacked him.

“¥es; you sce—" stammored
Buntor.

“It was very fortunate for me that
the hov was there,” suid Lord Cavan-
dale, though his glance was ra
curtous at Bunter, *Thera 1s no duu!:.'l;
whatever that he saved my hfe”™

:"‘Fary fortunate indeed, my lord;
yor——=

FPooting stationmaster.

“That's all well,” n.;'ul:l Billy
Bunter. " But \|:ha»£Y doesn’t satisf ¥ me,
If I'm E;mg to be mpentnd of travel-
hng without a ticket——

: no " eaid his lordship.

Y W 1, I want it clear,” said Bunh!r
mll::liy “..H. fallow doesn’t like

called a bilk. I think a Publio mlm:ﬁ
chap is anhtl&d to have his word taken.
gmubi;ﬁg Ereri;urh wnul:} dmmh ﬂdf

ou my wao r:m:lds T
ha ned fo be on that b

tall so. T ail uaw mu
taka my tu:zek." hey

“You sre a Greyiriara boy1” asked
Lord Cavandale.
“"¥es, rather—I'm in the Remove."
"Tha non of a friend of mine—Maj or
E is in the Greyfriars Remo
su.u:l s lordship, with interest.. “Iaiu
doubt you koow him.”
“One of my best pals,” said Bunter.
“He came to tham to see me
in that train, with a orowd of my other
Pnhs”‘ He blinked at the stationmaster,
think I was travelling without
Ehtmi:el: can joily well ask Bob

"Nﬂt at all, sir,"” said the station-
master, perha uttering his :cnl
thi:m ts.. “Please do not mention lt
are is doctor,” he added,
moment latar,

Lord Cavandale and the Pootin
stationmaster left Bunter in the ha
of the medical gontleman.: The m&dwul

ontleman did not seem 1o think that

unter waa so fearfully injured as the
reyiriars supposed; but be
bandagod his fat chin.

Bandaged, and feeling a little betlor,
Bunter rested on the sofa. He noticed
that faces were continually put in at the
door mtﬁlnnm at him. At first he fan-

gied, with tnward trepidation, that these
people were looking in at & suspected
“bilk.” But he discerned sympaiby,

concern, and even ldn:urmma, in the
curious faoes; and it dawned upon his
fat brain that they were interested im
him as the schoo who had saved
Lord Clavandale from a forocious attack.

His lordship had ﬂnl‘.ad that Bunter
hed saved hm i:fﬂ. in fact, ihero J
was no doubt about it. Bunter had

Bunter began to feel bucked.

How he had ever found the pluck to
fling himself upon that desperate and
murderous ruffian in the railway ecar-
ringe was now & mystery to Buntarl
But he had done it.

On that point there was not & shadovr

of doubt; no pumh!ﬂ shadow of doubt,
no pn-mbie doubt whatever.

Bunter had done it! He had saved
Lord Cavandale's life—saved the life of

the calebrated sportin r; the owner
of Maharajah; the n un famed for
hiz record in the War, s for the

terrible scars that the War ha.d left him.
That. was & happy and leama:t rofloe-
tion to Bi rc? Bunter. - He was thinking
loss of Lord Cavandale than of what i1t
might mean to him.

Of course, it was jolly to have saved
a man's lifs, espocially & nobleman’s
life—the lifa of one of Lierces of the

(Continued on page 10.)



OUR FOOTER FANS’ CORNER!
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CDH"FEEEIGH, 8o it is said, is

w geriea of incidents whioh _lm.i}panad during
B recant pame in Beotland, end of which par ars have been
sent to me by & Dundes reader.

If you are among the lada who road my notes r«a&llnﬂf you
will remember that I had something to say, two or three wooks
ago, about players leaving the field, and not being allowed to
come back until they had reported to the referee and received
his permission to resume. e problem which now reaches me
from Beotland touches on this selfsame point, and so far as
My CXperience ;;o-os it is an absolutely nowvel pituation.
ere are the facta ;

During o malch complaint wos mode of the
condition of the sinds on the bools of one of the
players, dfter examination the weferee ifold
the player that he must retive to the dressing-
room fo have the studs atfended fo. '

Now this was one of the ocensions when a player eannot
return to the fleld of play without the consont of the referee,
and clearly he must wait until there is & stoppage in the game
for that consent to be given. Tho referee would ebviously
want to see that the * offending " studs in the boots of the
player had been -ut right.

Well, in dus course, the player emerged from the dressing-
room, and steod behind t.ha?giml waiting for & sto o

during
which he could report to the referee and ask for ission
to return to take an active part in the game. While the player

wis waiting thus, an attack on his side's ame very
gerious. 8o much so that while the goalkeeper was some
w a;:l:. of his goal & shot was sent in which was going right
or ne

Getling very excifed, and befng despevately
keen that his side showld wot lose o goal, the

“ dismissed dashed on to the fleld and
fisted the ball cut from under the post, thus
saving a certain goal. :

What was the correst decislon which the referse shonld
give in such circumstances ! When I firat thought about this
El:ﬂﬁﬂn it looked easy, but on further consideration I came to

conolusion that it was really diffienlt.

BELIEVE if I had been faced with the above problem I
ahould, on the spur of the moment, have given a penalty
kick against the player who had dashed on to the field
-and saved a goal by the use of hia hands. But I am not

ut sll sure that such o verdict would have boen good law, A

int €0 be borne in mind is that the player, having been

iami from tho field in the circumstonces named, no

ﬁ,?ht- to come back to take any part in the game without the
referee’s sanction. Therefor , 1t can be suggested that for
the time being, ot any rate, he was not a player ; that ho was
in the same position s 8 spectator, and, consequently, the only
thing the referee could db would be to throw the ball down.

1f he had given such a decision, howaver, the referce would
rightly have begn sccused of an injustice to the side which
had thus been robbed of a goal. In the absence of a ruling by
the aunthorities regponsible, howevor, I incline to tho view Thet

to throw the ball down was the really correct decigion. I

give this verdict in a doubting spirit, however, because oa I

eaid ot tho outset the question bristlos with so many diffienlties

that I have u feeling of being * stumped " by it. Indeed, I am
inelined to nsk: '

good for the soul. Ihave a

confession to make this week, aid it is to the effect
that I sm * stumaped " in respoct of the proper decision.
concerning

[

. Post your soccer
quaries to ¥ Old Ref. ' .
o0 the MAGNET, It's his Job and hls
pleasurs to answer ll;nntir problems from
5 roRaers.

-

“ Why do ployers do these things 7" They
onght to know beiler than éo set problema which
. cause us fo xit for hours with a wel towsl round
our heads ithinking ouf the proper course of
action,

OSSIBLY you will agres that having had to puzzle a lonz
time over this guestion I am j ed in asking you to
think over one for a bit. I admit guite fml:.‘iﬂ;r that
thiz i a cateh, but 1 should ponder over it hefore yon read

on. to the solution. Can the same player score two successive
goels in a match without any other r of either side tonching
the ball 7 Don't say i can’t be dons, becauss it can, despite
the faot that the ball haa usually to be kicked off from the
centre by the side which lost the goal.

It “giveit up " I will now tell you the ciroumstances in
which the same ployer con seore two goals in & match withous
another player of either aide touching the ball mesntime.

The cenire-forwward scores & gool with the
very last kiclk of #he first half. Js his team
lost the toss, this same oonilre-forward had fo
Ieick off when the second half started. He fool:
a hefiy kich at the ball from the cenire of the
field in Licking off, and them dashed up to his
wﬂh’mmnmwhﬂathnbﬂm atill

ﬂ L]

Arriving there, the centre-forwoard was fouled
Ly one of the opposing full-backs. A penally
kick swas owarded, ond the cemitre-forward,
belng depuled fo take if, scored from the fwcelve
pards spot,

Thera you are—the same player scoring two succegsive

als
without any other player of either side touching the ball.
g lads who make good in

E are all intereated in the
football, and I take it euch interest has inspired
a8 question which reaches me from Burnley. Thia
im it s

Who 1s the yorngesi player who has ever been
on the winning side fn o Cup Final 7 .

I am not sure that I can answer that question wilh any

degree of confidence. It is now over fifty years since tha Cup
was first played for and the record books do not give any
hﬁimﬁun of the ages of the playera in the varions winning teams
of long ago.
"ﬁ’hﬁa% would not be dogmatic, however, I should think
that last yoar's Cup winning team—the Arsenal—contained
one of the youngest yplayers who has ever gained the moat
coveted prize whicl is d for by footbhallers—a Cu}g winner's
medal. This player is Clifford Bastin, the outside.left of the
Aracnal, who was only eighteen years of age when the aids for
which he played won the last saason, - A lucky lad, ch ?

In repard to this guestion of ybung footb Ilers, I thinls it
con safely bha gaid that thore never was a time when there
wers so wmany boys playing in top-closs football. Youth is
having ita fling to & remarkable extont. Eric Houghton, who
played for England againet Ireland a few weeks back, is now
m{'gé( twenty years of age, and thoro are several players in the
leading sides of to-day who are even youngor,

T would have gou remernber, hmocver, thot o
foolbalicer canmat bLe signed by a club ag a pro-
fessional until e is sevenfecn years of age.

“ OLD BEF.”
Tee Maicxer Lmmanr.—Ng, 1,191,
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BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS!

(Continued from page 8.)

Bomme. That was jolly; but still more
jolly was the anticipation of the form

that the peer's tude might take.
The man was bound to be grateful.
That stood to reason. He could hardly

fail to be grateful to the fellow who
ad saved his life at fesrful risk, and
was now lying with his fat face ban-

dinged in oconrequence.

nguntar had had rather diamal antici-

tions for that gs. His pals &t
E‘:eﬂrinn had let him down—as he
choss to regard it! After all he had
done for them, they had let him down
for the hols. .

Home, sweet home, did not a.pgeal to
Bunter. The society of brother Sammy
and sister Bessie net appeal to him.,
Indeed, he had .told his father that he

would 1!:@ away for the Christmas holi-
days, taking "1t for ‘fmnte& that he
would be sble to land himself on some

Remove man. )

M:. Bunter was certain to be sur-
prised, and oot at all ecertain to be
pleased, when he turned up at home
after ail. No doubt Mr. Bunter was
fond of William George;: but it was
-undoubtedly a case where absence made
the heart grow. fonder. & | i

In spite of the ache.in his fat chin,
Bunter's reflactions were pleasant ones,
as he at eass on the stationmaster’s
sofa., e smiled cheerily as bhe saw
Lord Cavandale come back into the
rGom.

But the smile died off his face as a
Enlimlms ¥ and a constable followed

iz lordship in.

He gave a squeak of alarm. _

Back into his mind eame the horrid
remembrance that he was a “bilk,” and
the grim suspicion in the stationmaster’s
eye. He was going to be run in for
bilking the railwa company |

“Owi” g guntﬁr. Keep off I”

“What—" began Lord Cavandale.

“1 didn't!" welled Bunter.

* You—you whet——"

“"Keep them away! I'll pay for the
ticket I howled Bunter. **You tell that
besst of & stationmaster to come here

and I'll pay for the ticket! 1'll pay
oxcess fare!l I'm not going to be run
in{ Helpl"”

ey, e at Poase
police-inspector, ing a er in
great astonishment,

“I—I think he is under a—a misap-
prehension,™ Lord Cavandale.
“My boy, this gentleman has come

“I didn’t1" yelled Bunter. il |
wasn't | Look here, I loat my ticket—"

“To guestion you about the man who
attacked me—>"

S | S—

“In the reilway oarriage.

(11 ﬂh l.

“He ia here to take your statement,
and any description you can give of the
¥illain 1" said Lord Cavandale.

“Oh!” nlped Bunter. “"I1—1
thought—- ﬁ! _right ! I—T thought—
I—1 mean, 1 dido't think—that 1a, I—I

wasn -

“Thia gallant lad saved my life, and
at great ¢t to hiwmseli, mmi the
peer, dressing the co-inspegtor.
“He received brutal blow, and 1s
oaturally somewhat upeet.™

“No doubt,” paid inspector, look-

ing very curiously at Bunter. * Now, if
you are nble to answer a few questions,

sir—
Billy Bonter smiled again.
“Right-ho!” he zaid.” Go ahead "
Lnreg Cavandale hod desoribed him as

& gallant lad. It was a fitting deserip-

tion, as Bunler resliced—no d%acnptmn
Tuz Muorer Lisriny.—No. 1,181,

could have fitted him better, in faot.
Obvicualy, his lordship was grateful;
and it was practically certain that his
ratitude would take a substantial
orm.

Bunter had already decided in his fal
mind what form it was pning to take-—
if he could wangle-it! In spite of the
acho in his hnnda.g%d chin, it was a
bright aud cheery Bunter who sat on
the sofa and eoswered the police-
inspector's quesiions.

—,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Fixes Up for Christmas |

EIAEVE me,"” said Lord Cavan-
dale, *I am wvery grateful.”
'iﬁﬂh Bunter was glad fo hear
it.

The Pocting police-inspector, having
taken Bunter's ‘statement, was gone.
No doubt he had tsken & statement
from Lord Cavandale also, concerning
the murderous attack in the train; but
Bunter had heard nothing of that.
Neither had he given 1t a thought,
Bunter was not bothziing about that
attack, or ile ressons for it, or the
a of the bullet-headed man in the
bowler hat. ; .
Bunter was thinking of other thinpgs.
The hospitable stationmaster of Foot-
ing did not seem to mind how long his
private room was taken possession oOf.
No doubt he was pleased t¢ be of ser-
viea to the calebrated sporting peer, and
to the gallant schoolboy who had saved
him from a murderous hand. But it

Lord Cavandsle, though perfectly
calm and-a_ﬁfq;mmd, wad fesling the
effects of: the savage, attack, He had
been saved-from serious injury, but he
was bruised ond shaken, though he
showed little mgln of it. He was anxious
now io be on his way, and Dunter was
aware that & car h&.::l’ been telephoned
for, from Lantham, to carry him home-
ward, his lordship not feeling equal to
the train journey snd changing trains.
His lordship waa under the impression
that he was travelling home to Cavan-
dsle Abbey alone in that car, Billy
Bunter was under the impression that
be wasn't. .

“Grateful—indesd gratefull” His
i-nrdih!l?’l voice was ly earnest, “I1
am fully aware of what you have done
for me—of what you have saved me
from, my boy. plicable as it ia
that any lg:n uld seek it 18
beyond dfubt that that dastard in-
tended to kill me. I feel that i is an
honour to have made your acguaint-
snco, Bunter.” :

Bunter mmiled.

He wondered what thosse beasts
Hearry Wharton & Co., would have 2aid
if they' eould have heard that]

They -would hardly be able to make
out now that he wam't sacquainted with
Lord Cavandale!

“ My old school is keeping up its old
traditions,’ said his lordship. It
appeared that Lord Cavandale had been
at Greviriars in the old days befora the
War—he was an Old Boy. Probabl
he was not much over forty now, thougi
the tcrrible sears on his aristooratio
face gave him an older logk. “I am
glad to sce that Greyiriars is still turn-
m%’?gt. good stuff.”

nter purred.

It really was rather rolten that no
Greyiriare fellows were present to hear
all this! Never had Bunter so much
desired an sudience.

* Now, my boy, I must see that joun
ate sent safely howe before I go
myeelf,” said his lordship kindly; “and

L

 was time to get a move on.

+ “Can I he

if there is anyihing else I can do for

He paused a moment,

“Believe me," he said, “you have
made a friend in me. Command mo if
I can serve you in any weay."

Bunter eq't:fhed.
_ Bunter bad fully made up his mind
in what way he desired Lord Cavandale

to serve him. But it was a delicate
matter to tell his lordship about it, and
undoubtedly required tact,

. “The fact is—'" zsid Bunter, blink-
ing st his lordship through his big
spoctacles, “The fact—er—is—"

“¥Yesi' said the peer kindly,

“The fact is, I'm in rather a hole.”

“Indeed ¥ The kindly gentleman's
manner became more kindly, more
keenly interested. Anyone ﬁnuid have
sten at a glance that he was glad to
hear that thore was something that he
could do in return for the immense sor-
vice that !Bﬁlg ?Jt:uter had done him,
p you
:The faat fa—"‘ Bunter hesitnted.

Spoak out ,ire;}#r, m{ boy,”” said t!iu
peer encouragingly. “I was not speak-
ing idly in ua.;,rjgng that I am grateful,
and that I desire to serve you. Any-
thmg; in my Ec}war-—»”

“I've got left, over Christmas!" ex-
plained Buntar,

“In what way 1"

“Bome fellows I relisd on for the
Christinas holidays turned me down at
the last minute,” gaid Bunter.

“Thet was rather awkward,” re-
marked his lordship. He had adjusted
an oyeglass in his right eye o.:uli wan
looking at the Owl of the Remove
rathar curiously,

“They let me down,'" sald Bunter,
“after I'd written to my pater to say
that- I shouldn't be coming home for
the hols.”"

“Yen?” His lordship was aym.
pathotic, but evidently did not zee, =o
far, how he could help. 8till, it wus
obvious that he was willing, indeed
eager, to help if he counld.

“In the ciroumstances,” said Bunter,
“1 don’t want to go home! Owing to—
to certain — certain circumstanecs —
family matters, you know—I'd rathecr
not butt in at home. But my friends
have let me down, That leaves me
gtranded for the holidays."

“That is very unfortunate,” ssid his
}nr-:&mtp. with & sympathetio yet puszled
OO,

“8o I was—was wondering——""

[ 1] YH?IF

“ Whether——" stammared Bunter.

* Proceed "'

“0Of course,” said Bunter, *I'm not
the fellow to fish for an invitation.
That is a tl have pever ns
any Greyfriars man would tell you if
vou asked him. In such maiters I've

always very delicate—very deli-
cate indeed! But''—he blinked at bis
lordship—" you'd hlrdIIr notios one
more, a big place like Cavandale
Abbey—-""

Buntar stopped

Even Bunter dimly realised the
colossal cheak of what he was asking
Lord Clavandale. And kind as was the
expression on his lordship’s face, it wea
growing s little colder. A sort of de-
fensive expression came over it, an ex-
pression often secn on faces of
poople who bhad to deal with William
George Bunter. ]

But Bunter mesant business. I the
man was grateful, as he said, he was
bound to play up. It was a terrifio
“neck ” to wek for an invitation 1o
Cavandale Abboy, But Bunter was, as
he had said, atrgudud, and it wos a coso
of neck or nothing.
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There was a ehort silence.
Obviously Bunter had taken his lord.

ship by surprize. Kind rs he was,
grateful as he undoubtodly was, higﬂ:ﬂi
as ho thought of this schoolboy who

saved his life, Lord Cavandale seemed
to have had & sort of shock.

When he ko—aflter a short zilcnes
which mme‘dp{t}n the fat junior terribly
long—there was a slight change in his
‘voice and manner, as if thoy had had &
touch of the refrigerator.

“Certainly I"" he said.

Bunter smiled again.

“IF it would give you any pleasure
to pass your vacation et Cavan-
dale Abboy I should be delighted!"

gaid the peer.
“Oh 1" u;ifd Bunter. "Good!"
- “F must tell yon, however, that you

will probebly find it very dull,” said
Lord Cavandale. *There is no young
society. I am an unmarried man—with
no mear relations. Friends who stay
with me aro, generally speaking, of my
own aga, The place is large and very
old, probsbly you would find if wvory
lonely. I fear that you would scarcely
enjoy & holiday there, Bunter.” i
Bunter wondoered whether hia lordship
WAS ‘hadﬁingi Ho knew that he wasn't
Lc;]l;- well going to let him hedge, &ny-
w

“1d like it no end.”” he declared.
“If you are sure of that——"" said the
poer doubtfully.

“0Oh, quite!” said Bunter,

“Then we will consider it arranged,”
said Lord Cavandale, his eglass
ﬁﬁmmering very curiously at Bunter.

But I must say agein that you will
find it dull. At the present time, aparé
from the servants, I have only one
friend etaying in the house—Captain
Lenkester—and he, although a young
man, is, of coureze, far too old for his
socioty to be of any use to you.”

. “Well, I might ask a few friends!”
said Bunter brightly.

#!FJ: rl'l -

“A fow Greyfriars men—"'

ﬂuh tl‘l‘ .

“ Cheor the dull old place up s bit!™

sted Bunter.
" 1 |
 “Bo if vou'd really like me to come,

pir—' .
I.Thteﬁ was & fi".“"‘h{'ﬂ of a socond be-
ore peer repli

“*Plassa du!’Fhﬂ gaid. "I ghell be—
W m—delighted ! _

“Then it's & go!"" said Billy Bunter
cheerfully. ,

And a “go’ it was._

Five minutea lator Billy Bunter was
geated in a big, well-cushionod e¢ar by
the side of Eﬂ-lﬂi Cavandale, rolling
away for Burray, :

Bunter had *fixed-up *’ for the Christ-
mas holidays.. He was going to bs the
guest of a peer of the realm. He was
quinqt to ask CGrayfriars fellows thera
sad “chow off  to his fat heart's con-
tent..  The grub, it was certain, would
be good ; Bunter had not inquired about
that, but he felt certain that that would
bo sl right! And if that was all right,
everything weaa all right!

Bill‘_i Bunter was fea]iudg
snd glorious as he rolle
car with Lord Cavandalo! He talked
nlmerilg as be rolled, tolling Lord
Cavandale all about Greyiriars, the
hoats of friends he had there, and how
thﬁ* liked bim and admired him.
is lordship, perhaps, was not feel-

ing s0 happy and grlorious as Bunter,
for he wan very silent, and the Owl of
the Remove had the conversation nearly
all to himsalf.

That, however, did not worry Bunter,
Flo rather liked the "one-woy traffie

quite happy
away in tﬁa

iden in conversation. If his lordship
had nothing to say, Bunter had enough
to eay for two, and eaid it. Bunter,
st least, felt jolly as the car rolled
away, and that, after all, was all that
mattered.

* L] - ] L3

Bet if William George Bunter could
have Iooked = little into the near
future, his anticipations of Christmas
with Lord Cavandale would probably
not have been se happy and glotious.
Little did he dream of the shadow of
tragedy mnd terror that hung over the
mmmﬁ days. If he could have peeped
into the future, probably Bunter would

Under Bunter’s terrified eyes the attempied murderer,

i /,: oy
<44 /
L, o A _,-"_I,-

n

sunshine of his native land. In wintee
the Nabob of Bhanipur felt like an
Arctic bxplorer. .

“ Noxt station Wimford,” said Harry,
turning from the window. “Feeling
the geld, Inky?"

“The fealfulness of the esteemed cold
is torrifie!”" murmured Hurree Singh.
* But, as the proverb remarks, what is
the oddfulness so long as the happincss
iz proposterous

“Hgalf an hour, and we'll be tossting
before a bi log fire at Wharton
Lodge,"” said the captain of the
remove l

comfortingly.
“The toastiulness will be an esteemed
blessing 1"

boonful oonfessed the

/T.r.-"
il

%,

r
’

7,

through the

carriage door, to go rolling down fhe steep em $1

have wished himself mnywhers but in
Lord Cavandale's car, heading for
Cavandale &bbe-};.

But Bunter, of course, couldn’t!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Mesting !

ARRY WHARTON looked from
the train windows, over the
Burrey downs. There had been
an early of snow, and the
downs were powdersd whito iIn

the wintry sunshine. It was & cold
koen Docember day; a sharp win
rushed by the train, with light Aakes
whirling on it.

Harry Wharton was glad enouzh to
sae pigne of a enowy Christmas; bug
Hurree Jamset [lam Bingh, muffled in
greatcoat and muillers and a thick rug,
wasn’t. Even in summor, Furres
Jamsct Bom Singh missed the burning

Nabob of Bhanipur. And his tone im-
lied thet another half-hour seemed to
1im & rather long time.

Thoe train rat on te tha countr
station of Wimford, the noarest rail-
way station &0 Wharton 0, but at
s considerable distance from. that
ransion.

Wharton and Hurree Singh wera
slone now. Boh y, dJohnpy Bull,
&nd Frapk Nugent had left them en
rovte, to depart to their reapective
homes. They wore to meet later in the
holidays; but home claimed them first.
The nlé-ah, of oourse, could not po
“homa™ in the wacation, hiz homea
being at Bhanipur in far-off Indis, and
hiumimlida].rn were slways spent with
one or another of his friends, generally
st Wharton Lﬂ-&Pa,

Wharton was locking forward to get-
ting home, to seaing his uncle, the
oolonel, and his aunt, the kind-hearted
Miza Amy Whartcn. Hurree Singh, no
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doubt, was looking forwnrd to seeing
the olonel and h%s sister; but there
was stil] less doubt that ho was looking
forward to sccing the big log-fire thot
his c¢hum had mentioned. Coais oand
mufflers, scerves ond ruf;a did not
protect the Oricntal youth from the
enetrating cold of an Euglish
Beuembe A _

“Hero wo ars, old bean !” said Whar-
ton, cheerfully, as the train stopped in
Wimford Etatlml';. "?I'tmr g run in &
taxi, and we're home !™ )

'They desconded from the train,
Hand-luggage, rugs, and coats they
carried, and a porter trundled their
bulkier bapgage after them. But out-
side the station o surprise and a dis-
eppointment awaited them. .

“No taxies!” said Wharton, with a
whistle. .

‘Hurree Jamset Ram Singh suppressed
a groan, He wanted to get to that !GI?
fire, and he wanted to get to it quick.
Lig
whitening, locking like a Christmas
eard. It was pretty enough to look ai:i
but the junior from India’s coral etran
shiv

Wimford was a small place; there
were generally four or five taxicabs—
no more—at the station. Evidantly
therg had been & run om them; none
wera left for the Greyfriars jumors.

“ Bother 1" said Harvy.

“Tha botherfnlness is terrifie!™

“Like to wait while I phone home
for the car to fetch us, or wolk 1" asked
Hsarry. " Iﬁ wu'ﬁldn’l:- take long for the
car to are. .

Hurrggt Jamset Ram fingh shivered.

“The walkfulness is the proper
can s he e e
ness of ¢ med wa ness wi
bettar than the execrable coldfulness of
the woitfulness " _ .

Wharton nodded assent. Certeinly it
woa warmer walking than -:-;rnaui;u:ngl:I and
it was possible, too, that Colonel Whar-
ton’s car might be in use and not at
home in the garage. _

Waiting for a taxi to turn up did not
appeal to either of the juniors, as there
was none in sight. n & rainy or
snowy day texicabe always ran short
in a place like Wimford.

“Lat's, then!” said Harry.

And, mﬂng their bugg::.gﬂ ot tho
station to sent on, wo juniers
started walking. They left Wjim[urﬂ
and swung on down the road towards
the lodge, comsiderably more than a
mile distant. it hioker 1 kﬂ

*Coming on & bit thicker !"' remar
Wharton, En-.a s gust of wind brought a
eloud o snowflakes in his face.

“The thickfulpess is preposterous [*

There was not much snow, as &
matter of fact; but the wind from the
downs was keen as 8 knife. Wharton
liked the healthy sting of it in his faco,
but it was only too clear that Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh was nobt enjoying
1t

~ Oighh get & Jift on the way,” re
marked Harry, as & car bu
#If we spot snybody who knows my
uncle, I'll stop him and ask for a lift.
The mafn road passes the Lodge, you

know."” :

Hurree Emgh nodded, and they
walked on. Wharton kept his eyes open
as cars passed—a good many of them
on that Euajf high-road. Any friend of
Colonel Wharton's would willingly have
given the schoolboys a liit as far as
the Lodge gates. But nobody that
Wharton knew by sight seemed ta bo
on the road just then.

“Great pip!™  ejaculated Harry
suddenly.

Toe Macxer Lisriny.—No. 1,191,

t flak f snow were falling in-
Wimford. Mis and window-sills were Lod

paat, -

A handsonie Rolls-Royce was comin
up the road behind the jumiors, an
‘-"?hurtun had gianced back at it, Clialpm
to see somo acquaintance of Colone
Wharton'’s in it. What he saw was an
scqusintance of his own, and lLo saw
him with great amagzemont.

“My hat! Billy Bunter !”

Hurree Jomset Ram Singh stared
round. .

Both jupiors fixed their eyes on the
car that was repidly approaching.

Alchough it was closed, they could see f

the two occupants clearly encugh in
tha Ehﬂ-l}] winter sunlight. ; s
One of them was a lean, aristocratic

pentleman, no other than the scarrcd
gentleman they had seen at Lantham,
and who, Boll Cherry had told them
was the well-known sporting peer, Lﬁrc‘i
Cavandale.

There was nothing surprisin
ing Lord Cavandale there, as his home,
Cavandale Abbey, was in Surrey, and
not & very great distance from arton
a,

;;"-’ ?bi;u_ aurﬂiuing Was cltg sea g.t_fata
BCho0 n spectacles mifting

hia side—no other than William
George Bunter, tha Owl of the Remove.

“My only hat!” pasped Wharton.

“The only hatfulness iz terrifio "
ejavnlated Hurree Bingh, equally
astonished.

The Famous Five had taken it as a
matier of course that Billy Bunter was
fibbing when had olaimed the
ac%umﬁt»nma of Lord Cavandale.

unter, of course, had been talking
out of the back
usual,

The chums of the Ttemove had taken
that for granted. And here he was—
in Lord vandale’s car, sitting beside
hias lordship; evidenily on terms of

uaintance, if not of friendship.
hey gazed ap him blankly.

Bunter’s {at chin was bandaged. But
the rest of Bunter had ita usual familiar

as%cfu .

o blinked at the two juniors by the

roadside, through his big spectacles,

and grinned as he recogmised them,
grinned with glee.

These beaste had mede out that he
dido't know Lord Cavandale! Now
Eﬁaﬁl the time to convince them that he

The chums of the Remove saw him

sk to the sear gentleman, sow
rd Cavandale glance at them and
'i’%ﬂ to the chauffeur to stop.
» big car drew to a ﬁﬂt at the
roadsido.

Bunter threw the door open.

1 say, you fellows ! he sgucaked.

“ Bunter |” said Harry blankly.

“TFhe esteemed and prepostorous
Bunter i

The junicrs raised their hats to Lord
Cavandale, but their astonished ?ﬂ
wera ot the Owl of the Remove, he
peer gave them & nod.

"Gn:nﬁg homa 1" asked Bunter.

ﬂY“']‘

in soe-

of his fat neck—as

“Walking 7 grinned Bunter,

“Couldn’t get & toxi at Wimford,”
answered Harry,

“My dear chap, you should have tele-

phoned to my ﬂiaee,” said Bunter
patronisingly, " The pator would have
sent you one of the cars from
Bunter Court.

The juniors made no roply to that. In
the presence of & peor of the realm
thay did not want to tell the fat Owl
what they thought of him.

“But 11 tell you what,” eaid Bunter.
“I'lt give you a lilt—I mean, Laord
Cavandale won't mind giving you a lft,
Wo ahaLl pass mear jyour place,

YWharton,
Ha blinked at the peer,
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“Would you mind, miz?® ho saked,
“These chaps are echoolifriends of mine,
They'ra going to Wharton Lodge, sbouk
a mile on.” .

éﬁnrtu?hﬂ!ﬁ" said Iﬂrdhﬂﬂundﬂu._
“Get 1 by all means, ya."

Wharton end the n’:{oh hesitated,
Bunter, as usual, had mug&t to “stick ™

for the Christmas holidays, and hed
een upceremoniously pushed off. In
these circumstances, Harry Wharton cer-
tainly did not like ecoepling a favour
rom him, and it was from Bunter that
the favour come, as they did mot know
Lord Cavandale.

“Jump in!” ssid DBunter. “Lord
'!f._'-n;ﬂ.ndnla will be pleased—won't you,
HL

“ Cortainly I said Lord Cavandale. "

Bunter bad required plenty of " neck *
to wedge into his lordship’s car L
More neck was l'-l’.q'E!ll‘ﬂ-d: to wedge his
schoolfriends I;?:.E:nad it. -EEPI; ]f_t Billy
Bunter ever onything, 1t wWas
not neck! His neckfulness, es Huwrree
Singh would have said, was terrifiol

But, as 8 matier of fact, Lord Caved-
dale was rather inierested in omne, ab
least, of the juniors on the read. He
turned bis eyegloss on Wharton.

- *You're going te Wharton Lodge "
he asked.

“Vea, air,” answered Harry. _

“I had the pleasure of mcetin
Colonel ‘Wharton oace,” eaid
Cavandale. '

“You know my uncle, sici” ¢

*Your uncle? said his lordship.
“You aro the eolonel’'s na;ehuw? Then
I'm glad to meet you. It'a many years
since I met your uncle—and then it was
only for a few minutes.” He smiled a
smile that was very pleasant, in spite of
the terrible scars t rived his faoce.
“*¥our unecle lent & hand getting me on
a strotcher aftor I'd been too near »
bursting shell, Jump in, wmy boy, and
your f{riend, too”

The two juniors could not hesitate
after that. 'They Itﬂp&éd into the car,
and the chauffour started agpain.

Billy Bunter grinned at them.

He was quite aware of their amazos
ment at seeing him mthnﬁ beside Lora
Cavandale in the Rolls. He thoroughly
enjoyed their amazement. They did not
know how he came to be on such
friendly termns with the peor—and
Bunter preferred tham not to koow. Ha
preferred to let them suppose that the
acqualintance was of apcient

Lord Cavandale had boon very silenk
hitherto, in Bunter's compapny. Bu$
now he talked qﬁita freely—to Wharton 1
ﬁ;ﬁmmntdj he liked the junior's looks,
and was npaturslly ioterested, too, to
meet the pepbew of & man who had
been with in the terrible days on
the Bomme. Needless to say, Wharton
waa plezsed and gratified by the peor’s
attention—not because ho was a peer,
which counted for much less with
Wharton than with Billy Bunter—but
he bad & boy's natural adymimtim iﬁ_r @
man who bhad been through the War
frora start to Bnish. .

But Wharton Lodge came in sight
very soun, and the car stopped at the

tee. 'When Wharton and Hurroa
E’ing: elighted, Lord Cavandele shook
hands with them very cordially.

“By the way,” he paid "my young
frion
over Ch

Bunter is stzying at my placo
ristmas.”

His young friend Bunter gave the
juniors a vaunting look, fortuantely
ungecn the

"1t will ba

friend,”
“There

pocr.

rather dull for my young
went on Lord Cavandale,
is no young society ihere
(Continued an page 14.)
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BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS !

(Continued from page 12.)

‘!!_'LT time you lads care to run across you
will be mors than welcoma,™
“Thank you, sir,” said Harry.
“The thankiulness is terrific, honoured
sahib 1" said Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
?t?mrk that made his lordship start
1ENLLY.
* Yes, do come, you men,” said Bunter,
“I'll be glad to see you. In fact, I'll
ne later, and we'll talk about it.
ood-bye |
The cor rolled on, leaving two
astonished schoolboys standing g:.r tho
fat-:xs of Wharton Lodge, staring after
t.
“Well, my hat!” said Harry, “This
beats it 1 _
“The beatfulness iz preposterous !
apreed Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“That fat bounder knows Lord Cavans

dale, after alll”
“The lnowiulness
fact.™
“Blessed if I understand it!" said
Harry., "1 thﬂu]ﬁlt the fat 253 was talk-
ing out of his hat, as usual, But be
must know him pretty  well, if

is an estcemed

he's

going to his place for Christmas. I
?mr; er what E-.’}nia chin was bandaged
ﬂl‘.,”

“Perhaps o painfulness cansed by the
terrifie  jawfulness !  sugpested the
naboh.

Harry Wharton Isughed. _

“Well, I like Lord Cavandale; but I
don’t think I shall run across,” ho said.
“We get enough Bunter in the term.™

“Too much,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh. *“In fact, the too-much-
fulness is terrifically Frtpnstemua 1"

“He was telling the truth [or once”
said Harry, still ﬁash in wonder at that
remarkable circumstance.

“The esteemed age of miracles is notb
past, after alll” assonted the mabob,

And, wondering & good deal at that
vnexpected and surprising meeting, the
chums of the Ramove walked up to the
house, whoere Hurres Singh was soon
happily toasting himself over a big fire,
his dusky face glowing with warmth
and sati ion.

THE FIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Shots from the Park !
BILLI BUNTER smiled the smile

of satisfaction a3 the Rolls-Royce

rolled on past Wharton Lodge.

_ The meeting with the two
HRemovites had been quita unexpected;
but nothing could have happened better
from Bunter's point of view.

Seeing is believing, and the beasts had
to believe nmow that he was on very
friendly terms with & peer of the realm.
Bunter had made the statement, in the
first place, from sheer fatuous swank,
but happy chance had cnabled him to
substantiate i, Bunter felt quite
braced. '

Lord Cavandale, too, who had hitherto
been wvery sllent, and not particular]
cheerful in Buni;ar*s COMpany, sceme
more c¢heerful since the meeting with
the Greyfriars juniors. Bunter was not
likely to guess it, but he had gone up in
the peer’s estimation sinee Lord Cavan.
dale had seen his friends.

Grateful to Bunter for having saved
his life, his lordship undoubtedly was.
Genuinely anzious to do anything in
return that was in hia power, he most
pssuredly was. But Bunter’s “plant-
ing * himself on him for a holiday ut
tho Abbey had certainly given his lord-
ghip & shock, and ter's conversation

& Magrer LasRary.—No. 1,191

g}n?é: haa somechow deepencd the effect
1

Bunter, in those tragic minutes in the
railway carriage, had acted with a
courage rather iurﬂiﬁn to his usual
character. But his lordship wos not
aware of that; and, a brave man him-
self, he valued courage highly. He was
under o deep obligation to Bunter, and
prepared to meet any draft that the fat
junior drew on his gratitude. But &
gort of depression seemed to have
settled on him in the car as he listened
to Bunter’s talk,

Now he was brighter,

"1 am glad I have met some of your
friends,” he remarked, “.A very fino
voung fellow, Wharten.”

“Oh, not & bad chap at sll!” =aid
Bunter. “I take o good deal of nolice
of him at Greyfriars™

-I!I'Gh I:I'J

“0f course, being popular and all
that, I don’t have a lot of time to give
to any particular chap,” explained
Bunter. *"A fellow with so many
friends cam hardly ecall his time his
I)Wﬂ."

i ﬂh !II

Lord Cavandale was becoming mono-
syllabic again, ; : .

“But tuke notico of him,” said
Bunter cheerfully. “Of course, he's
glad to be taken up by a fellow in my
position in the school I’

ilﬂ__'hlﬂ

“He was in my study when he firsk
came to Greylfriars,” rattled on Bunter.
“I stood by him, and saw him through
~fought his battles for bim, and all
that, I can’t 33; he's as groteful as he
might be. But I'm used to that,”

“Oh ¥

Depression once more scemed to he
sottling on lis lﬂrdsh;g. .

Bunter, however, did not notice that.
Had he noticed it, certainly he would
not have realised that there was any-
thing in his conversation to have o
depressing effect on anybody. :

Lord Cavandale relapsed once more
into silence; and Bunter, not getting
oven an “Ohi” in return for his re-
marks, presently gave his fot chin a
rest,

The ear rushed on through a glimmer
of snowflakes. Billy Bunter’s ayes, and
gpectacles, were on the watch for
Cevandale Abbey., Buntor had once

agsed that greoat establishment on a

iko—which was, hitherto, the full ex-
tent of his acquaintance with Lord
Cavandale and his mansion It ;us, ho
knew, a hugo plece—in ancient day: an
abbes, bestewed on an muacstor of Lord
Cavandale’s by that rather predatory
old gentleman, King Henry VIIIL
Much™ of it hed been rebuilt in more
modern times; but much of the ancient
buildings remained, in the midst of a
vast park. The drive from the lodge

ates to the houso was half & mile long,
weoen stately rows of osks and
becches, so Bunter had heard. Now he
was going to make a closer acquaint-
anco with that magnificent mansion,

Ovor tho park walls, over the hﬁh
trec-tops, the soari rocfs of B
mansion appeared in sight at last~—~moro
roofs and chimneys than Bunter could
count. His fat heart thumped with
excitement. A bowing lodge-keeper
cpened the great gates tor the car, and
the Rolls glided up the famous avenue.
For in the distance, through innumer-
able trees, twinkled innumerable lights
from the muny-windowed facade.

Bunter wishoed that all Greyfriars
could have boon present to see him now
—arriving at one of the “stately homes
of England,” sitting beside a peer of
the realm, in
Rolls.

&

that peer’s magnificont round

The car glhided smoothly up the tong,
shadowy drive, Great ancient trees
lined it with wide-spreading branches,
leafless now in the winter winds.

Bunter, about to arrive at _that
splendiferous aboda without bagRage,
without even a clean collar, might have
been e:-apnctgd to feel a little dis-
concerted, But he was not in the least
disconcerted. Bunter was accustomed
to travelling light, Genecrally he relicd
on other fellows for anythmg
wanted. His baggage—such as it was—
had gone on in the train., But Bunter
was not bothering sbout that. . Having
saved the life of ono of the richest men
in England, and haviog an undoubted
and acknowledged claim on his grati-

tude, Buuter had no doubt that his
lordship would szee him through In
fact, his lordship would have to. It

was not a matter of choicea with his
lordship. Bunter wos a little excited,
but he was not in the least dublous or
disconcerted. He knew that ho was a
fellow born to grace the highest circles

.with his distinguiehed presence. What

conld a fellow want more than that?

The ecar glided on, up the stately
avenue, beneath over-asrchod, gigantia
branches. Bunter blinked round him
with great interest,

“This is bigger than Bunter Court ™
ha remarked modestly.

"Fh.i;:“ lace 1" said Bunter } ]
“Tip-top place 1" said Bunter hoartt
“In fact, spifling 1” i

Tk Gh i.ﬂ‘

“You see—— Oh ecrikey!” yelled
Bunter suddenls,

fIWha A¥

“Oh lor’ I”

Bunter, staring from the car window,
whilo his lordship sat looking straight
before him, jumped a £ out of his
fat skin, :

Half hidden behind a massive trunk
was the figure of a man, To Bunter's
utter amazement and horrer, the sun-
Light glinted on something in the half-
hidden man's hand, as his armm was
throvn up. It was an automatio
pistol; and it was levelled at the car.

Bunter let out a yell of terror.
Amazing as it was, incredible as it waos,
that dim figure lurking under tho thick
trees on tho Abboy Park had lifted &
firaarm to fire on the car as it cameo
lavel with him.

I3 Yﬂrﬂﬂﬂﬂh ]M ;

Bunter flung himself down in the car. -

“Good gad I ejaculated Lord Cavane
dale. * at—what——"

His impression was that the fat junior
hed fallen in & fit. Thero seemed no
other explanation for the momens.

He stooped over Bunter, greatly con-
serned.

Smash! Crack |
A bullet emashed through the side
window, and buried itself in the

cushioned seat behind Lord Cavandals,

a8 he bent over Bunter, _
Had his lordship been mtt:n‘f upright,
the bullet would have passed through

his bedy. As it was, it missed him_ by
inches! His movement towards Buter
had saved his life. i -

The crack of the sutematie echoed
and re-echoed through the silent park.
Iéﬂﬂi Cavandale gave a convulsive
start.

“What—what—"

He stared round dazedly.

There was a ory of alarm from the
chauffevr, : ;

Instantly the car leaped into light-
ning speed. It shot away like a flash;
um:ig a second bullet from under the
beeches missed it by & yard. A third
shot rang out as the car flashed on
und a turn of the winding avenue,
missing by yards.
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As the dim figure lurking ynder the

thigk trees lified a flrearm, Bunter,

logking Irom the window of the car,
let out a yell of terror !

“Groat Lord
Cavandale. 3
Hoodless of danger, lost in . amaze-
ment, he put hiz head from the window
and stared .back. But the racing car
had rushed round a winding turn, and
a masa of trees hid the men with the
nu%mﬂ.tiu from sight. it i

“Ow " gasped Bunter, crikey
Oh loe' | f’-’nw 1"

The ear halted before the groat
entrance of Cavandale Abbey. A great
doorway was wide open; several ser-
vants n livery could be seen. The
chauffcur leaped down and opened the
door of the car.

“My lord!” he gasped. i

“Good gad!™ said his lordship. The
sg:sma had passed; and he was per-
fectly cool. His eves were fixred on the
bullet-hole in the back of the seat. He
nhrl.igge'd his shoulders slightly.

“1 had a ﬁhmpm of bim, sirl”
gesped the chaulfeur. “1 put on speed,

gad 1" _ gpluttered

my lord. He was fring——"
"¥ou acted very sanaihlﬂ.) and wvery
romptly, Hudson,"” said rd Cavan-

ale. “The fellow meant business”

“Oh, my lord! Won't you get into
the house—quick? He may be coming
pp the avenue—"

The chauffeur stared back along the
drive, with distended eyes.

“Not likely, Hudson,” said his lord-
ship.. tranquilly. “He has missed—
‘owing  to my young friend here.
Pepend cn it, he is running pow.”

Ha step guietly from the car.

“The danger is over, Bunter,” he
said eoothingly. " Btep out, _mr boy."
] little round

Buntor jumped out. His i
eyes hlinl'a]:ud round him throogh hia
spectacles.  Bunter was still shuddering.

Lord Cavendale’'s hand dropped
kindly on his shoulder.

“Come with me, mi boy.”

“Oh dear! Yesl All right!|” gasped
Bunter. “I—I say, I—I waen't fright-
ened, you knowl| Sure he—he ain't
coming after usg?”

Lord Covandale emiled.

“Quite sure!” he answerad.

“I—I sny, he—he fired st ua 1" gasped
Bunter. ”f—l_nu.;r,f I—I believe it was

same raan in the train—>»"

“Quite probable [” gaid his lordship
tranquilly, “ The man seems determinad
mﬁ:t his work done, Come!"

led the shuddering Owl of the
Remove into tho house.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Pig in Clover |

13 ILKINGHAM I
“My lord I"

Billy Bunter blinked 'at tho

plump, #orid, cleau-shaven,

almost  majestic  personage  who
answered to the name ot Pilkingham,
This personoge, evidently the butler of
Cavandala bey, soemed rafther to
awim than to wallk. DBunter had seen
all gorts and conditions of butlers; hbut
he admitted to himself that Pilkingham
took the cake., A sense of his own
majesty below stairs, mingled with =

due sense of tho majesty of hiz master

above stairs. In the butler line, Pilkin
ham was what Fisher T. Fish of the
Remove, would have called *the
gooda.” )

The butler, while he gave his respect-
ful attenti te his lordship, eyed
Bunter from ‘the corner of one eye.
he wad surprised to see a fat schoolboy
with & bandaged chin in Lord Cavan-
dale’s company, he did not, of course,
botray it. No emotion, except that of a
solf-respecting respect, was ever allowed
to appear on Pilkingham's well-trained
visago.

“This young gentleman,  Master
Bunter, will be staying for—h'm—some
time,” said the peer. “You will make
av arrangement for his comfort.”

“Quite so, my ford™

“1 may tell
this young gent
my life to-day.”

‘Indeed, my lord

Bunter's idea was that that onght to
have made the butler jump. But Pil-
Lkingham did not jump. Only a sudden

man has twice save

IH

irra
T RS L

ou, Pilkingham, that. 1
lyﬂ orice” d went to the station some time ago, to

{BER
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electric shook could have made Pilking-
ham jump. 5 v
“No doubt you will eee it in the

=

ovening papers,” said Lord Cavandale.

“ An atbock was made on me in the train
from Lantham. This boy saved my

life. I havo just been fired on in my
own park, possibly—indeed bably—
by the same man. Owing to Master Bun-

ter the bullet missed 1ts ‘mark. 1 am
telling you this, Pilkingham, so that you
will fully understand that Master Bun-
ter is & very honoured guest in this
housa™

Possibly the peer was aware that
Pilkingham, on first eppearances, did
not think much of Master Bunter. He
was making the matter quite clear.

“1 understand, my lord,” eaid Pil-

“Very good[? - :

“] heard a shot, my lord,” said Pil-
kingham, “Is it possible that the shot
waa fired at your lordshipt™

“Quite. The man, whoever he i3, 14 &
doocid good shot, too,” said Lord Cav-
gndale. “Had 1 not moved at the
moment, owing to Master Bunter, I
should be a deand man now.”

A gravely shocked exiresszm appeared
on Pilkingham's face. An ottempt on the
life of & peer of the realm was suffictent
onuse for Pilkingham's professional calm
to concede that much. _ :

Thera were six or seven footmen in
the hall at a respectiul distance. In
their faces was a trace of excitement.

“You may send men fo scarch the
drive, Pilkinghar,” said Lord Cavan-
dole. “I have no doubt that the man 18
gone, however, Is Captein Lankester
in tho house " _

“No, my lord! Captain Lankester

meet your train,”
“ Ah, I ohanged my plans and came
(Continued on page 18.)
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(Conttnued from poge 15.)

by ear,” said Lord Cavandale. *Bun-
ter, Pilkingham will show you to your
guartors.”

“INot just yet, sir!"” said Bunter.
*1 think I'd better go and look for that
man with the revolver, sir.”

As Lord Cavandale had no doubt that
the man with the revolver had already
fled, Billy Bunter was resdy, indeed
eager, to lead the search for him.

The peer zsmiled and shook his head.

“1 cannot think of letting you go into
danger, my baoy,” ho said.

“That's nothing, sir,” said Bunter val-
orously. “The—the fact is, air, I—I
rather like danger. It bucks me.”

“"No doubt; but I cannot permit it,"
said Lord Cavandale. “1 il report
this ocourrence to the police; it is their
affair. Desides, the man must be gone
ti';af?fa this. Go with Pilkingham, Bun-

r.

“Just as you like, air,” said DBunter,
gracefully yielding the point. *I'd be

glad to lay that villain by the

oll
F-Lee 5; but, of conrse, it's for you to say,

sir 1™

#1 think we shall be able o make you
comfortable here, Bunter,” said the
peer. ““¥ou will in every way regard
the house az your own during your

Ef.ﬂ.;.f." -

“What-ho " said Bunter, “1—1
mean, think you, sir ("

Lord Cavandale smiled, a kind smile,
and Bunter followed Pilkingham. The
peer looked aftor him thoughtfully.
Grateful as e was to Dunter for his

timely aid in the Lantham train, Lord
Cavandale possibly had not heen de-

lighted by the fat junior butting into
his tial establishment. Yet if Bun-
ter had not come home with him in the

car his lordship knew that he would
now be lying with a bullet in his body—
dead or dying. DBunter, certainly,
had not shown a lot of courage on the-
second occasion—far from it ;.but equally
cartainly, he bhad saved the peer’s life &
second time. One obligation piled on
ancther like this could not help but
make the peer feel very kindly towards
the Owl of Greyiriars. If Bunter's
conversation in the car had given the im-
pression that he was & fatuous ass, the
peer was unwilling to recaive that
impression, and tried to dismiss it.

Half a dozen of the apparently innu-
merable fooctmen of Cavandale Abbey
loft the house to search the avenue,
led by the chauffeur to the where
the shot bad been fired. Lord Cavandale
went to the telephone to speak to the
police on ithe asubject. Billy Bunter
gccompanied Pilkingham, with e cheery
grin on his fat face.

That sudden and almost tragio hap-
pening on the avenue had atartied and
soared -Bunter; hut impressions never
remeined long on his fat mind. Within
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the stately walls ol this mansion ne was
safe; and when he was safe Bunter de-
fied danger. He was thinking now of
other and more important things, He
was in clover to begin with. And he
was hungry. He had not lunched that
day—anda 1t was long past lunch-time,
It would havo been nearly tea-time at
Greyfriars. What the mesl-times were
at the Abbey Bunter did not know—
but he knew that the next meal-time, for
himself, was Eﬂl-l.:,g to ba vory socon.
Lord Cavandale said that he was to
regard the house as his own during his
ga%'. Obviously, that ineluded the ?:::nd-
uifs.

Billy Bunter, owing to his peculisr
propensity for butting in whera he had
no concern, had @ rather unusual
experienca of wvarious establishments—
some of them on a large scale. But
Cavandale Abbey was the most tre-
mendous establishment into which Bun-
ter had evar butted. The oak-panelled
hall, adorned with armoured figures and
priccless statuary, was immenss in ex-
tent. A double staircase gave access to
tho caken gallery that surrounded it on
three eides, and from this wide, lofty
gallery opened more corridors and atair-
cases than Bunter ¢ould bave counted.
He wondered that the inhabitanta never-
lost their way in the building.

A grave gentlemean—whom DBunter
later learned was the groom of the cham-
borg—met Pilkingham, snd they spoke
together in low  tones for a few
moments, unheard by Bunter. Then
Pilkingham swam on sgein with Bun-
ter mt his heels

A door was opened by the groom of
the chambers. Pilkingham stood aside,
ang Bunter !::nliefd !iﬂfio t};]a TGO,

was B lar ofty, pleasant room,
overlooking thg;ﬁ* great park. It was
{Continued on next page.)
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furnished with great elepance and com-
fort. Already—as if magic—a man-
servant was igniting a log fire on & wida
hearth. Lofty windows—the middle one
a french window—gave on a balcony.

Pilkingham swam in and opened a
farther door.

“Your bed-room, sir.”

Bunter realised that he was bein
accommodated with s sitting-room an
& bed-room as well. There was no lack
of secommodation at Cavandale Abbey,
and no lack of service. No lack of any-
thing as far as Bunter could see.

Pilkingham opened another door.

“Your hn.t.hamﬂ-mi gir,™

There was a private bath-room as
well! Bunter, hewever, did not enthuse.
He had no great use for & bath-room.

In the dooway on the corridor a young
mau appeared, s footmen with a pro-
fcssionally wooden face, ‘

“Albert1” gaid Mr, Pilkingham,

barely nolicing the existence of this
young mean. “ Lhis is Mr. Bunter, upon
whom you'll be in personal attendance
durmgt- ia atay.”
_ Bunter almiost chuckled! He was go-
:nﬁ: to have a footman fo himself! Ii
only all Greyfriars could have been
there to seo 1tl

“This bell, sir,” said Pilkingham,
“will summon Afbert should you re-

uire him. The telephone, sir, is

era.’’

There was u telephone, too!

“Dinner, sir, is at seven!’ said Pil-
Eingham. i

Ecmathinﬁ«-dinnar or not—was going
ko be 2 jolly long time before seven,
Buntoer told himsalf.

“Your lugpage, sir—" gaid Pilking-
ham, and af last, like Brutus, he paused
for a reply.

“My luggage!” said Bunter. “Ahl
That went om in the train. There was
pot much of it—only a dozen suit-cazes
and o few trunks. And a couple of hat-
bozes. And-—and my gun caseal We
changed our plans "—Bunter spoke of
Lord Cavandale and himself as “"wa™
ns became an old friend of the pear—
*“and there was no time in secing about
the luggage. Tt's rather unfortunate.”

“Quita so, sir,” amented Pilkingham.

“In fact, doocid awkward,” remarked
Bunter. He falt entitled fo use Lord
Cavandale’s * doocid * over again. *“I
must dresa for dinner. Dooccid awk-
wﬂrdf'] -

“Quita, ar.”

Pilkingham was tespectiully m-
pathetio. Bunter wished, however, that
he could have read what was passing
"behind Pilkinghem’s imposing forchead.
He wished be knew what was going on
behind Albert’s wooden face. Bunter
liked this stately sort of attendance; but
it was rather a drawback not to be ahle

to puess what these blessed flunkeys

wera thinking of a fellowl

* 1a this place anywhere near a town 7"
ashed Bunter. :

“ Ashwood is three miles, sir,”

"Tﬂn]- tradesmen there—tailors, end £o
oni" o

“Quite a large number, sir."

“I mean, wnything decent?” ashed
Bunter. “I don’t expect Saville Row in
the country, of course. But ing
fairly decent 7’

“His lordship sometimes employs Mer.
Yooster, the tailor at Ashwoed, sir.”

“Very good,” said Bunter. * Whaut's
the time, Pilkingham ¥ ' ;
" Bunter did not sea why he should
take the trouble to look at his own
watch whila there wore servants about.

“Four o'clock, sir.,”

“I will take a little refreshment in
my room,” said Bunter. *“Nothing
much, you kuow--soy, o cold chicken.

And & pie! Some asparagus! And
pate de foie %mu. A cake or two. Some
biscuita. A Dttle fruit! Just & snack
to keep mo going till dinner."”

If Mr. Pilkingham {elt any surprise
Le did not show it.

“Vory good, sir.”

Mr. Pilkingham swam awavy.

The fire was now burning nicely, and
tho servant who had lighted it glided
away. Albert retained.

Outsicde 1w house the December dusk
wag decpening. i

“Put on the light, James!” soid
Bunter, He had not forgotten that his
personal attendant’s name was Albert,,
But Bunter had a belicf that it was
aristoeratic to forget servants’ names.
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“Quite so, sir.'’

“When the dickens is  the grub
coming i added Buntor peevishly.

“The—the what?"

“Y mean tho cold collation. T'm
hungry,” said Bunter.  “Look here
you cut off and buck them up, George!'

“Certainly, sir”

Albert cut off, closing the door sofily
behind him. Billy Bunter stretched out
Inz fat toes to the fire, and prinned.
Soma fellows might have heen put ouk
by a stately butler like Pilkingham
and an army of menservants in livery.
Not Bunter! Bunter Hattered himself
that he knew how to handle servants.
Tha thing was to let the menials zee
that a fellow was accustomed to this
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The MAGNET'S special
Rhymester has lost his Rhym-
ing Dictionary, but the loss
hasn't materiaily aflected bhis
weekly contribution!  The
character of Bolsover major,
of ihe Remove, leaps vividiy
into life in the po Yerso
below.

gezred me,
And. mads
tore}
fte contents have greaily perplexed me;
You've never reproached me before.
You say it has come to your knowledge
That 1 em a bullying lout,
Whe apends all Liz letsure gt rpollegé
In knocking small infants about/

DE.-LE PATER—Your léfier has

me exceedingly

I want you to undeérstand fully
That I'm a most popular chap;
If enyone says I'm a bully
I'll banish him clean off the mapl
I'm beefy and brawny and burly,
My bieeps bulpe oud of my suit;
And pometimes I'm sullen and surly,
But no one can say I'm a brugel

Just ask all the fogs in the Second
Their candid opnion of me;

By them I have always been réckoned
Ads gentle ax gentle can bel '

I never sztari I their noszés,
Or twisting their delicate arms;

In faet, everybody suppores
That I possess wonderful charmst

They call me their dear Uncle Percy;
They never go down on their knées
With pansionate pleadings of " Merey!”
* Or “ Spare us, good Bolsover, plearel™

They run to my arms lké o family
When daddy comes home every week s

Their dear little faces resd jomily
And happily, close to my cheek!l

So, now that I've mode their confession,
I hope you will no longer nuree
The fals¢ and fanlostie impreéssion
That I am a bully—or worse.
I hope you will realize, pater,
That I am balh gentle and meek
{And if -my young minor furns iraitor
His nose I'll arsurediy tweak!),

Your leller confained no enclosure,
An oversight, Pop, on your part,

To add to my peacsa end composrs
And gladden my manly young hears,

Please send me a nice postal order-—
I't azk all the fellows to tea,

I'm not o mean, miserly hoarder,
But your loving 20n, PERCY B.

ﬁgha ligh;ﬂdwas mtimiﬁﬁ on,
ort coug respectiully.

“ Albert, sir! he hinted.

“Ahl Ves, Albert!" yawned Bunter,
“ My valet at home is named James—
excusa the mistake, Albert. Talte my
baots off I

Bunter reclined, with ease if not with
grace, in the softest and easiest of casy
chairs, and stretched out his fat littlo
legs.,  Albert removed his boots

“Find me some elipners, Gearge I

Thizs time Albert did not remind the
young gentleman that his news was
Albert. He plided from the room, and
returned with slippers, which he placed
on Bunter’s aristocratio feck

“TDoocid awkward te losa one's
lupgage, Frederick 1" said Bunter,

“It must be, sir!" asconted Albert.

A follow must dress for dinner, you
know.”

and

sort of thing, and thought nothing of
it. That, Bunter had no doubt, he was
doing. He was feeling happy and
sotisfied. He might not, perhaps, have'
felt 8o matisfed could he have hear

what Albert respectfully pmurmured to
Mr. Pilkingham and what Mr. Pilking-
ham condescendingly said in reply to
Albert. Fortunately, ho could not hear.

There was a discreet tap on the door.

It opened.

Albort re-cntered, followed by two
othor servants bearing trays. Billy
Bunter's eyes glistened biehind his big
spectacios.

With soft and silant fooisieps the
sorvants nlaced & table beside Bunter,
and sot the table. Bunter sat up and
took notice. At & glance he saw theb
fthe grub was pgoing to be good at
Cavandala zhbﬂj, It was only a "cold
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collation,” but 1t was excellert; and,
still more to the point, it was ample.

1J:E!iill,z.r Buuter proceeded w0 enjuy bim-
iE L]

There was no doubt that he wus in
clover. Heo kept Albert in the room to
wait upon tum while he ate; and
Albert was kept fairly busy. Alboert
wag & well-trained young wan, trained
under the skilled and experienced Pilk-
ingham; but surprise, eod then
astonishment dewned on his wooden
tace as Buntar travelled through the
foodetuffs. He wondered whether Mr.
Bunter was ever going to finish, and
whether he would burst before he had
finighed, or fter he had finished.

Bunter fnished at last. He finished
with regret, for there were still food-
stuffs on the table. But even DBunter
had s limit.

“ Horbert 1”

“E‘it tl* .

“¥ou may bring me a box of cigar-
ottes."

The table was cleared—Bunter had
not left much to clear except crockery—
and Buntor lesned back in au arm-
chair and hFi}t-ad s cigarette. He was
not at Gr:i,' riars now; and the gimlet
eye of Quelch could not fazll upon him.

Bunter could let himself go.

He was careful, however, not o
smoke the cigarette through. He had
a misgiving that it might disturb the
foodstuffs he had packed away.

“If wyou don't reguire anything
mora, sir-—" ventured Albart.

“Don't talk, Harbert.”

“Oh! Very good, sir!”

Bunter lay et ease, the cigaretie be-
tween a fat finger and thumb. Albert,
spparently, would have been glad to
retire, Bunter did not see it! If
Albert was his personal sttendant,
Albert could attend him! What the
thump did Lord Cavandale pay him his

wages for?

Albert waited.

Bunter was thinking, Thinking was
e glow process with Billy Liunter, and

Albert had to wait for the oulcome.

Bunter Lad to dress for dinner at
Oavandals Abbey.  Probably Lord
Cavandale would not have minded if
he hadn’t—might not even bave
noticed whother he had or not. But
thara wers tha servanta to be con-
pidored, Bunter had to keop his end
up there. The meninls had to respect
him. They would not have respected a
fellow who dined with his lordship in a
ackot that had mnﬂ Et;vmthm &3

ve passago ek Grreyiriars, that
rather shiny ocuffs and olbows, ond
more than a frace of dried jam hera
and there. ' He had missed his luggage
—not that that mattered wery much,
for there -were -no dross-olothes in his
luggaga, On the morrow, Bunkter was
prepared to give a liberal order to the
Ashweood tatlor. It would be Lord
Cavandale's privile nd, no doubt,
his pleasure, to pay the bill. Still, that
didn't fix Bunter up for this evening.

“Robert 1” - .

*“8ir " said Albert.

*1 Elmll vequire a oar for an hour
vy, ’ﬁm >
UV , B p¥

“Tell them to have ii ready in ten
min{lrl:m."

“Very good, sir.”

“If Lord Cavandale inquires for me,

inform his lordship that I have gone to
see & friend, and will bhe back for
dinner."”

“Veory good, sir.™

Albert left the room. Billy Bunter
sat and grinned st thq cheery fire.
Albert hnd not turned & hair when

Tue Mscxer Lisrarr.—Ne, 1,191

Bunter told him that he would want a
car, Evidently Bunter could have =
car when he wented ome. (Guests at
Cavandale Abbey had little te complain
of. Duntsr was poing to enjoy his

Christmas holidaya.

There was no doubt about thatl
There had been doubt—very sericus
doubt—but there was none now. Bun-
ter was deeply thankful that he bad
not been able to hook on to the
Bounder for Christmas—that he had
failed to glue himself to Harry
Wharton & Co. Better than eny of
thess was Christmas with Lord Cavan-
dale—much bettor! William Georgo

Bunter was a pig in clover |

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Dresses for Dinner |
[T ASTER HARRY !
m “Yes, Wellal”
Harry Wharton wos un-

packing when Wella, the butler
of Wharton Lodge, put hiz head in at

NOW HE'S GOT
A SPANKING PENKNIFE|

All he did was to send ms a
funoy storv. Have you heard it ?

Willia
Jimmy,

whispering) : £ Ba
{-huww 'l'-:'s}:h-r )'mrl:
and he'll st you go |

: " No fear ] | want tha
whole olass to catoh ‘em, a0 as 1

oan have soma of ths s to pla
Bitn, iy boy play

Congratulations to Stapley Arm-
strong. of 16, Whotehall Barsde:
Ormeau Road, Belfast, Ireland.
Hn;fn you'll find the pocket knife
usetul, Stanley.—Ebp.

F————— T e—— |

the door, with a cough. Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh had finished unpacking,
and was in Wharton's room, his dusk

face glowing before a bright fire, Buti
the juniors were very cheery after a
good tea. They noticed a rather

curious expression on the face of Wells.

* Mr. Bunter, sir!” coughed Wells.

“Bunter!” ejaculated Wharton,

“He has arrived, sirl” ;

Wharton opened his lips—and closad
them again. If Bunter had arrived it
could hardly be to stay. His friendship
with Lord Cavandale could hardly have
come o g0 sudden an end.

“Mr., Buntor is now waiting in the
hall, sir,” said Wells, “as I was un-
awere whether—h'm t—whether——"

“I say, you fellows!("”

Mr. Bunter evidently was not waiting
in the hall.’ He had followed Wells up
to Harry Wharton's room.

. The esteomed Buater has turned up
like a ridiculous bad penny after alll
temurked Hurree Jomsct Ram Bingh

Wells, with a peculiar expression on
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his face, faded t.w:isn Wells, from old
experience. knew of tho butting-in pro-
pensities of Willlmm (George Bunter;
and he had no doubt that William
CGeorge was butting in now. But ke
left Master Harry to deal with him.

Bunter rolled into the room.

Wharton fixed a rather grim look on
him. How Buuter had landed himzelf
on Lord Cavandale was a mystery to
Wharton. But if he had un-
landed, =0 to speak, Whearton did not
want him landed ab Wharton Lodge
He had made that plaiu to Bunter, and
he was %mparﬂd to make it plaicer.

Probably Buster, short-sig as he
was, read something in the face of the
captain of the Hemove. His fst lip
curied 1o & sheer.

“"I've dropped in for a few minutes,™
he said. "If you think I've como to
stay ou're jolly well mistaken—ses ("

‘f im:‘ls ink 80, answered Harry
cheerfully. “I wes afraid you thought

“Yah!"
“My csteerned udicrous Buoter—"
“Don't jaw, Inky; I've no time to
waste. I can't keep my friend Lord
Cavandale waihngj for dinner1”

“Don't kee m waiting, by all
means,” said Harry; and he turned to
his unpackin

Bunter blin at his back.

“I've run across here in & car,” he
enid=—"cna of the many cars my friend
Lord Cavandele has placed at my dis-
Emul. Lucky it's only a ten-mile run;

_ghall have time to pet back for
dinner. Sorry I can't ask you to come,

Wharton."

*Mothing to be mrriy about, old {at
bean. I shouldn't be likely to go out
my first evening at home."”

‘Or you, Inky. Later on, perhaps
But I couldn’t very weil spring a nigger
on my friend Lord Cavandale the first

d’ﬂ- I??

‘?Mj’ esteemed idiotio Bunter—"
“Don't chatter, old chap—I'm rather
i;mm for time, You might g;ve ®

llow & little attention, Wharton.
Owing to moy friend Lord Cavandale
changing his plans rather suddenly, and

ing home by car instead of tram, my
uggege went on to Bunter Court. I'm
ptranded, without even s changg of
clothes. It's doocid awkward ¥

“It’s what?” asked Harry, staring.

*Doocid awkward! That's why I've
run acrosa here. I want you to lend
m“_'_-""

“ Monoy's tight,” eaid Wharton, shak-
ing his head. . “8till, I dare say I
could find five bob!*

“If you think I'd borrow money of
you, Wharton——"

#Eh‘ﬂ

“I'm not the fellow to borrow money
1 hgzl-a.': szid Bunter, with a grest dea
of dignity.

“Oh crikey " _ _
“1 want you to lend me some clobber.”
“Oh! I—I seal

"We dreas for dioner at Cavandale
Abbey,” explained Bunter. “They kecp
up a8 much style there as wo do at
home at Busnter Court. Quite ag much.”

“Even a little more, perhapa?” sug-
gested Wharton, '

“My lug having gone astray, it's
doocid awkward!” uifo Bunter. "I
want gnu to lend me your dress-clothes.”
“Oh, my hlt [# .

“And o shirt, and a collar and tie,
and so on,” said Bunter. “To-morrow
my tailor will fix me up, But a chs
has to lock decent. Not your second-
best, you know. Your best.” Bunter
blinked st the stariog captain of the
Remove. “You only wear dress-clothes
on special occasions here,  You won't
want them this evening. I hardly seo



want them at all {for in your
homa. Well, thove them mtt.
tharen a good chap. 'T'll change here.”

“Great Christopher Columbus!”
gasped YWharton.

“I'd rather you didn't keep
waiting,” said Bunter; “I can’t be ]ntﬂ
for dinner. We're tather pa:hﬂuiar
about such thi at Lord Cavandale's.
Where's the clobber i

“DBut, you fat dummy, how are you
gumg to get intoe my clobber, when
you're three times os far round as I
am ” demanded Wharton.

“That's =ll rnght. I've worn {?ﬂur
clothes before,” said Bunter. * La:
time I was here I had to borrow :.u-m:
clobber, as I came without any lufm
I can split the waistcoat up the back. »

“I'Il pay for an
said Bunter zcornfully.
stand you & new auit, if you like, at
- my tailor’s at _Ashwood. It will all go
on the mean, I'll treat jou
fanamunl:,n Nething mean about me

]mpe. Hand out the elobber, wil

simply can’t kee Lord
nvund&lﬁ waiting for dinner—I mean,

irmnd Lurd vandals |
and hard

arrg harton looked lon
gt the Owl of the Hemova. It was true
that Bunter had worn his clothes before
—and Wharton remembered the oon-
dition he bad left them in, Certainl ly
he could mot have donned Wharton's
waistcoat without splitting it wp the
back—which hardly improved the gar-
ment. The dinner-jacket would be in
dunger of bursting. The trousers would
certainly not hn out of danger. Buttons
were lii fiy off right and left
whenever unter mn*m& Bunter was
reparad to toke the risk of all this;
Eut Wharton fclt a patural hesitation.
“You're not going to let me dowm i
aerked Bunter anxiously. “I'm relying

lr‘h at E;l.'-u

damage done!®
“In fact, T'll

on you as a friend. After all I've done
for vou——->="
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when I'm dining with my [riend Lord
Cavandala |”

“Fathead | “Pleass yoursoll™

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Look berel "™ Where's your now lot?" demanded
Il have you at my friend d Bunter. :
Cavandale’s place for istmeas. It's " Wherever it is, it's going to stay

an invitation. Therel”

“Take it away and boil it 17 answered
Wharton ungratefully. *“I'll see what
I can do, ;,mn £ut chump1 It's like your
tum mg‘u&n I Huth---‘

ou're wasting time,” pointed out
Bunter. “My c.n.r’u waiting for mel
Do buck u‘g snd don’t jaw so much|”
Harry Wharton breathed hard. But
he was goodnatured. And Dunter coer-
tainly was in rather s hole if he was
dining with Lord Cavandale, and bad
not 50 much as & clean oollar. The one
he wos wearing looked as if it had been
through o dog-fight, as Bunter’s collara

genérally did.

“0f course, Cavandale would lend me
ag;thmg I hiked,” said Bunter. *But

not my size.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The mﬁntn.l t_ph:!.urn of tha fat Owl
atuﬂ-‘m%‘ into the clothes of the
tall BOT wna too much for
Wh art-&n Ive

“Blessed if an;;'thl ta cackle

at! Look herel Are you dgumﬁ to lend
ma some clobber1” demanded Bunier.
“I'll do my best,” said Harry,
Ia%hmg
sorted out evening clothes. Billy
Bunter looked them over with a critical
aye.
I"Thm ain't your best!™ ho said
accusingly, “You've new ones
gince these. Thiz mark on the jacket
js where I dropped the pie last $ime I
hnrl;z_gwad 1t-1;' 3
ou might mp FOImMa more
lenad \'ﬁh
‘T can’t wear your old. clothes,
Wharton. You can hardly expect ib,

pial”

there |

Billy Bunter breathed hard snd deep.
The =corn that irradiated hia fat coun-
tenance could not have been put into
words. p
""Ver mlli" he said ot last. " Very
well. 1f you're too mean to lend me
your suit, very well, It's what I
might have ezpected of you. 1 knew
you'd be green with envy at my stay-
ing for Christmas with one of my noble-
man friends. I must say I despise you.
I’m bound to say that|”

There was a soft chuckle from Hurree

Jamset Ram Singh.

“The hcll:{ulnau is the proper caper,
esteemed Wharton 1 he remarked.
he expression on Wharton's face

hinted that he was in agreement with
the Nabob of Bhanipur. But he remems-
bered that it waa Christmastide, and
that he was sesing no moro of Bunter;
at least, tha.t WA i:: present belief. As
a matter of fact, he was destined to
a0 & g_h reat deal of Bi.".j’ Bunter during
ri

thoso istmas holi

“You fat blighter o he said, and
paused. -

“Eh?" Bunter blinked at him. *“Not
getting your rag out, are you hat's
ey Whiniton langhed.

arTy a aug

“All serene, fathead! 'Take the
clobber if you want them, and bunk!
Bunk soon !

“"I'm going to change hera. I may
want your help,” explained Bunter.
“My wolet at the Abbey could help me
botter, of course, bub—but— I'd

rather he dide't sea me changing into
{Continued. on next page.)
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your old eclothes.
you can help.”
“Oh, my hat!”
“1 sup youw're going to help a
chap,” said Bunter warmly. “ L supposc
you can lend me & band, 1 suppose
m——
T Oh, all right!
buck up.™
Bti!:i; Bunter
As he pr

T'll dress here, and

For goodness' sake,

roceeded to change.
d, it was clear that,
if Bunter was to keep his end up
before the menials st Cavandale Abbey,
it was just as well not to let one of
. those menials helmim ta dress.

The waistcoat had to be eplit up the
back and tapes pinned scross to keep
the front in someth like ition.
Albort, probably, would have n as-
tonished at that. Obviously, that was
not the ususl mode of dressing for
dinner at Lord Cavandale’s.

The dinner-jacket, however, covered
this ingenius arrangement from sight.
Bunter filled the jacket like a muauﬁ:

in' its gkin. Every seam was on t
point of starting. How be squeezed
into it was ‘a mystery. DBut he had

done it before; and he did it again.
Cortainly, it had to remain rather un-
E:iimll wide open. That eculd not be
he trousers were tight as a drum
when Bunter got them on—after con-
siderable efforts and with the aid of
both Wharton and Hurree Singh, They
crammed him into them at last

Shoes and socks, fortunately, were an
easior fik Billi Bunter was breothing
hard when he had changed.

But he surveyed the result in Whar-
ton's glass with considerable satisfac-
tion. gleaming white shirt front and
a clean collar and = nice tie looked well.
The evening olothes, if they looked
rather tight, as certainly they did, were
nice clothes and well cut. So long as
Bunter was careful how he moved he
was likely to escape disaster. Had he
bent down hurriedly, it was certain
that something would have gone. Bun-
tar h‘m:'[ to be careful not to be caught
bending

“ Better lend me a topper, old chap,”
he said. “I can’t well wear a
cap with these. Your best ar.” |

rton, in silence, handed out his
second-best wpgr.

Grunt from Bunter.

“Well, gimme my coat! Whaere's my
ecoat? ©Oh, I laft 1t down in the hall
By the ?ﬁ}‘, I'll have that five bob you

e of.

Wharton handed over the five hob.

“ Anything else®” he asked with a
'lﬂ}lfﬂ# of nm:;am b I beli

"“"You've got a ruby pin, elieve,
Tnky "

“The answer is in the esteomod
affirmative,” assented the nabob.

“Lend it to me, will voul”

S *Phe answer is in the ludicrous nega-

tive.™
“Beast! Well, T'll be going! I can’t
waste my time here,” said Bunter.

*“Seo 5!:11 men later, when my friend
Lord Cavandale can spare me. Ta-ta.”

Bunter rolled to the door. As soon
g: his back was turned Wharton and
Hurree Singh became aware of a cir-
cumstance thet Bunter had not scen in
the gless, One of the tapes that sccured
the split waistcont at the back had
‘come looss under the strein and was
gtreaming out below the back of the
dinner-jacket.

“Hold on, Bunter!®
Wharton.

"g!n't:[ !-tﬂp."

“ But EH‘.}"—'—"

*Don’t bother.”

Tae Maoner Lispany.—No. 1,181

exclaimed

Bunter rolled away.

“0Oh, my hat!” cjaculated Wharton.
“He, ha, ha! Bunter—I say, Dunter,
FO‘EYH.II I

Bunter was gone.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterfous |

1 UT the motive, my lord—"
Lord Cavandale shrugged his
shoulders slightly. .
2

“Unimaginablet”
wered quietly,

Inspector Chapmean of Ashwood, sat on
the odge of a chair, his notebook in his
rather plump hand. The plump, ruddy-
faced coun police-inspector was uﬁ-
viously utter orploxed ; as well as a
little overcome by the noble presence in
which be found himself. An attempt
upon the life of a nobleman like Lord
Cavandale was a shocking thing to Mr.
Chapman; and it wa: mors perplexing
than it was shocking., BSearch in the
park had, ns was expected, revealed no
trace of the man with the sutomatic;
he had fled instantly after his failure
to “get ™ his lordship. Inspector Chap-
man was keen, anxious, eager to lay
the villain by the heels; but the task
befora him mlgshct;a have daunted the
keenest man at tland Yard; might,
in fact, have puzled Ferrers Locke
himself.

“You can suggest ne motive, m
lord was J

“*None whatavar.”

“Some enemy—"

“8o far as-I am awsre I have no
coemier,” said Lord Cavandale. * Cer-

ans-

tainly I bave never dreamed of having

en epeiny who would attempt my life.”

“¥Yet your life has been attempted
twice in one day.”

“That is certainly the fact. I am
completely at a loss,” said the peer.
“But I leave the matter in your hands
mtfgﬂ_ confidence, Mr. Chapman.”

“¥You are very pgood, my lord.
But—" Mr. Chapman chewed
end of hia pencil. “Unless the man is
a lunatic he must have had soms motive
—and & very powerful one. It is your
impression that the mar who fired in
the park iz the same man who at-
tacked wyou i1m the train from Lan-
th?"%ht“

“That is my impression; for the
reagon that i1t s hardly possible that
two desperate unknown persons can be
secking my lifo at the same time,” aaid
Lord Cavendale. “One is surprising
enough.”

“The distance is considerable——*"

“I came on from Pooting by car
after a long delay., The men had
ample time to pet to Ashwood by train.
Probably he knew that I was returning
home—he may even have watched the
car at Pooting. No doubt he cut across
country by train end reached Cavan-
dale Abbey long before 1 arrived here
in the car”

“It seems likely,” asscnted the in-
spector. “I must guestion the boy,
Bunter, aa he actually saw the man who
fired on you in the park. The lad secms
to have saved your lordship's life.”

“Twice,” said Cavandale.
“There is no doubt whataver on that
point. It was fortunate for me that he
was 1n the car.™

“The description of the man in the
train is a little vague. "“The inspector

lanced at his notes. " A common-place
ooking man of medium size, in gheck
clothes and a bowler Bat. H'm! And
you can think of mo mofive for this
amazing attack, my lordI"
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Lord Cavandale shook his head.

“None,"” he enswered, *“If the man
is mad there is method in his madness.

8 a 2
That is all I can eay.”

“Both attempts were very desperate
and determined,” said the inspector,
“1It iz unguestionable thet the ‘man had
a powerful motive. You must pardon
ml;{ ".!..ard Cavandale, 8 question { must
&4

“I am quite at your servies, Mr,
Chapman.”

“In the event of your—h'm—demise,
my Jgrd. who will be the chief bonefici-
ary?
*“My nephew, Colonel Cavandale, of
the Loamshire Regiment, will inherit
the title and the entailed cstates,” ans-
wered the peer with a faint smile.
“He i3 at present stationed in India.”

p

“Quite so, my lord, but apart from
the entailed estates, I understand—if

vou will pardon me—"

_*1 am bound to afford dyc-u every as-
sistance, 6ir,” said Lord Cavandale.
“My personal fortune is disposed of
by will; but that will ia locked up in
my solicitor's safe and the contents are
known only to me. Relatives—siaters,
nicces, and nephows—will benefit under
the will; and certain charities; and, of
course, persons in my service.™

He smiled again.

“I em aware, sir, that a gentloman
of your profession cannot afford
to be a respecter of persons,”" he said.
“But it is certainly in some other
direction that you must look for my
asaailant.” :

“IMhquah no dﬂuh;o?f it, ni?' ]l.'ﬂ'tiBt"
said Mr, Chapman apologetically. *' Bug
the total absence of a motive—"

He rose from his chair.

“If I may see Mastor Bunter—"

I am sorry to bay that my butler
has informed me that he has ?nn& out
in & oar,” ssid Lord Cavandale. “He
does not appear to have realized that
he would be wanted. I am truly sorry.”

“With your lordship’s permission I
will see him to-morrow,” said Mr. Chap-
'man, and he took his leave; the most

the puzzled polico-officer in the county of

Surrey.

Lord Cavandale remained with »
thoughtful shade on his brow. He waa
ag puzzled as tho police-inspector; but
his scarred fase showed no sign of per-
turbation. The man who had had four
voars under fire was not likely to be
easily pertarbed.

The door cpened, and & young man
came in, : :

Dlélmd Clavandsle gave him a friendly
n i

"Thﬁ impﬂﬂtﬂr hﬂl iuﬂt EOT,
Lankester,” he said. “A puzzled man,
by Jovel The whole thing's rather a
bore.”

Captain Lankester lounged across the
room, and stood leaning a shoulder on
the mantelpieco, He looked about
thirty-five; & sinewy, }mtl_f rﬁathvr
olegant young m in perfect tting
avﬁing olothes. alHﬂi"m faoe, clean-shavon,
save for & ﬂnli moustache, wns hand-
some, though the outlines wero hard.

He lighted s cigarotte, in a short,
amber holder, before he answered.

" Bather more than a bore, I should
aay, Cavandale,” ho said. “The man,
wl{nemar he was, meant business.”

a iu'#

“You've no ideg—"

* None."

“Bome homicidal manisg=—e—"

“] think not. But I am hopelesaly
at gen,” said the peer. “No man in
existence, o0 far as I know, has any
motive for barming me. However, no
doubt the police will find the rascal
gooner or later,™



"Ilf doas not appear to disturb yon
much,”

Lord Cavandale ‘f’lﬂi a alight shrug.

* Buk, dash it all, the man must be
secured,” said Lankester. "“Hea may
try the same game on egain.” e

" He will hardly venture here uia.m,
I imagine., T ers have
warned to keep a look-out; the
houschold is certainly on the alert,” said

Lord Cavandale. * And "—he laughed
—“I have a sort of mascot in the
house,”

“That fat mhmlbar_‘—” .

“He saved my life twice to-day,
Laukester,”

“No doubt. But I had a glimpse of

to wi
to die.

A fif night for the ghostly Abbot of
Cavandals to walk iﬁ drawled the
captain.

Lord Cavandale langhed.

“The ghost has not walked in m
time,” he remarked, “though he is :ﬁs
walk when a Cavandale is doomed
No doubt the phantom abbot
knew 1 should escape to-day, and did
naot bother.”

The eaptain laughed, taa.

Ho threw open a ecasement: and the
kecn Dgcember wind whistled in, bear-
m? a snowflake or two. Lord Cavan-
dale shivered a little.

“A smowy Christmas!” repeated the

e

return Journey fo the Ahbey he had to
take heed of it, for it was dangerous
driving in the snow, and several iimes
it seemed to Bunter thet the car was

going to skid=-im fact, for a good man

miles Bynter passed through the thrills
g:fm hmﬁﬁmt imaginary skids and
shea.

In the avenue it came suddenly. At a
turn in tho long drive there was a skid,
Emi Bunter jumped as he felt & heavy

ump.

Instantly in his fat imagination theecar
erashed into fragments, and Bunter was
reduced to & thousand small pilecea.
But the reality was not so bad as that.
The car bumped on a troe beside the

him guing out to & car,” =zaid the Army captain. avenue and stopped, right side upper-
man. “I have never seen anything "It locks like it," agreed the peer. most; and Bunter, except that he was
quite like him before. pitched off his seat, found that he had
VW ho and H'Ea.t iz he, Pad - sustained no harm,

Covandalae “Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

“His name is Bun- He scrambled up. Under his overcoat
ter—he is & school- ‘J{ thero was a sudden “pang.” One of
boy —of Greyiriars, *j Wharton'a buttons had gone,

My old school.” Bunter did not heed that. He glared

“But why here?” 1 / from the window of the car.
asked Lankester. 3 w Vhat the thump—’

rcs n = “8orry, sir!® The chauffeur loomed
likﬂHt?h . g&ame&w }‘;‘; 77 in the dl:lll'kﬂm. “Bkid, sir—it was the
nat1"”  Lord Cavan- e e L

¥You silly 1dictl
ﬂlﬂﬂ I?mmﬁthﬂ"r;"’ﬂ- rd Cavandale’s chauffeur was not,

Be kind to the IEFp perhape, sccustomed to that mode of

f;n‘:] :rkiga !m t':;Hﬂ nhﬁl ?hddrm+ He stared at the fat face in
| ) < @ car.

gutm]:rém to hlﬁﬂ; Bﬂ%_I | " Might" have killed meal” _mﬁrta-d

would npt have fls . b Bunter. “¥ou silly chump—

fEﬁhﬁgﬂ" hurt for I could not help the skid, pip——*

worlds.

“He mepus a ::Jr:s'
queer young ass! . .

: I'_:Pn«aaitgl i but as g

ave sai

b dear fellow, ———-=—01 “‘ﬂﬁ[ﬁm
I shall freat him as " -
if he ware‘the apple
of my eye!" drawled
the ecaptain. “No . ™
doubt he cannot hel
haing nhnutlgdar; hﬁ '
ho goems to have mn < ; b it
a very useful b e " l'";;": 5
bounder, anyhow.” '”rﬂﬂuﬂ‘“ e ;

Lord dﬂﬁvaﬂdale TR = é(- _ :
compressed his a . " 11
little, . “Bounder,” . i
no doubt was an ac- ,F,“
aurate desoription of
William George Bun-
ter. But it jarred on  The enowball flew from Bunter’s fat hand, and on the back of assassin’s neck. As

the man whose lifo
ho had saved. .
“My dear Lankester—"

“My dear Cavandale,” said the cap-
tain, becoming grave, too. “ Burely you
cun rely upon me to be decent to a
who has saved my best friend—the onl
friend who has stood by me—a frien
who—"

“Of course—of ecourse!” said Lord
Cavandale hestily. ' Say no more, my
dear fellow., By Jove! There is the
dressing-bell.”

“We are going to have a mnowy
Christmas,” ssid the cnptain. “ii's
comning down thicker. Look1”

He stepped to the window of the
smoke-room, and drew aside the heavy
ourtains that covered it. Lord Cavan-
dale joined him at the window.

Outside, the December darkness was
thiok; the light from the window fell
scross the broad terrace in front of the
great house., Bnow lay on the terrace,
and the flakes were falling faster now.
Dimly in the distance great leafless
trees, white with snow, stretched their
ghostly branches sgainst the gloom.

Captain Lankester stared out of the
window at the speotral trees and the
falling snow. o pecr stood by his
sida,

“A cold one, at all events.” He gave
a slight start. "“Did you see—"

“What1” asked his companion.

“Homething—beyond thosa shrobes—
I thought I saw something move——"*

Lord Cavandale broke off.

From the December darkness came a
sudden flash a ringing report. Lo
Cavandale staggered back augofell head-
long to tha floor.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Bunter on the Spot!

ILLY BUNTER jumped.

?;Ea iﬁr sud:;ﬂénl rmt;ebe&.

wi” gas unter.

The car had turned in at the
lodge gates, and wes half-way up the
lomg winding avenue, when it skidded,

The snow hed beon falling thicker and
thicker ; the avenue was carpeted with it
The hkeadlights of the ear glare
through dirmm darkness,

Bunter, in paying his visit to Wharton
Lodge, had only been thinking of the
matter in hand—bagging Harry Whar-
ton’s drese-clothes. e had pot taken
heed of the falling snow, but om his

H did 80, the report of the revolver lovelled ai Lord Cavandals rang out in the night aic §

“Then you ought to help it you
dummy | k here, get going, and
don’t skid .egain, you fathead!

The chauffeur seemed to breathe hard.
Possibly ho was wondering whether his

lace was worth too m to hym for

im to indulge his strong desire to pull
the nose of his master’s guest. No doubt
he decided that it was, for he did not
pull Bunter’s fat little nose.

“T'm afraid I can't on, mir.”

“What 1" yelled Bunter. .

“There’s something wrong with the
engine, sir, That bump on the tree—*

“¥You idiot{”

s hare, sir—"

“You fathend |*

The chauffeur. turned awasy from
Bunter. This kind of conversstion
seamed to afiord him no satisfaction.

B:Ei' Bunter leaned out of the car and

la st the dim form of the chaui-

eur, with a glare tbhet almost oracked
his spectacles,

“You can't go on?"” he howled.

"Nol" eaid the chauffeur, forgetting
the "air.”

“Than what am I to do!” hooted
Bunter.

Tag Migxer Liraer.—No. 1,101
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BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS!

{Emrinued from page 253.)
The man du:l not answer. Possibly he regarded thal
question as a riddle, and he was not good at riddliea,
“How fer are we from the housal?” hooted Buntah
““ About a quarter of a mile by the drive, sir.”
“Do you think I can walk s quarter of 2 mile in the
snow §” shrieked Bunter,

“I ]mdn’t thc-uiht abhout it, air.”
i 1" hooted Bunter, "Mean to say I'm
Ett"ﬂ.‘lidﬁﬂ hm? 'E'nu howling idiot. How long will it take

you to got the car g'umg_?*’

“I'm afraid 1 ﬂ.nnls get it going, sirl I Ehﬂ-ﬂ hﬂ.‘i’ﬂ to
fetch another car and va it a tow to the garage.”

Bunter spluttered with wrath. Half-way from the lodgo

tos to tha mansion, in the middlg of the immense avenue,
it was like a wilderness of snow an darkness, An estgblish-
ment on the secale of Cavandale Abbey had its disadvantages

a '
t‘&ﬂéﬁﬁ wait here all that time!” howled Bunter, *Look
here, what sm I going to dot"
“It's a short wzz by tho ‘plrk sir, if you follow the path--
istance,’ thﬂ chauffeur.
“Qh!l" said Bunter.

He was about to step from the car when he remembered
that he had put on arton’s evening shoes. A framp
in the dnow would certainly have ruined those shoca, Bunter

. aperted, and sat down again to change bm:k into his boota.

Ha ahppad the shoes into his overcoat pockets, sad stepped

" from the car and blinked round him.

The chauffeur had the bonnet open, and was peering into
it. Bunter gave him an scowl.,

*Bhow me whers that beastly path is!" he snapped.

The chauffeur pointed out the path that left_tho avenue,
and lay through the leafless trees. Bunter grunte-d

It will take you to the terrace, sir,” said the chauffeur.
“‘Ym: Il geo the lights in the windows.”
. “Brr-rr1" grunted Bunter. *1 supposs you haven't an
umbralh!‘"

“Na, air|”

Blllj' Bunter turned away. The chauffeur stared after
then gave his attention to the
Bunter, in an a.niry and discontented frame of

o o over-arching boughs of the
great trees.

In the distance through the leafless trees, he could see the .
many-twinkling lights of the great house front. There was
little smow on the path, the branches above sheltering it.

But as the Owl of Grajfrmrs drew nearsr the houss the
trees thinned, and the snow was thicker underfoot, and the
flakes fell more thickly on Wharton's eilk hat, Bunter
snorted angrily.

It was true that he could see moany lighted windows in'the
digtance, but light in the distance only made the surround.
mg murk murkier. Now that he wss more in the open the

wae hidden under snow, Bunter blinked round him
aava ely, and then wound his way among scattered frosty
trunks, his temper growing more embittered with every

“Boast!"” he breathed., “I'll 1:31!3 well get Cavandale to
gack him] Brute! Blow him!*

How long Bunter mi ht have wandered among the gaunt
trees, trying to pick way towards the distant lights,
nanna-t b ﬂmd—hut all .u.t onta he found himself walking in

rints. Bomeone had along before him, and
Iaﬂﬂgmly recently, for the falling snow had not had time tn
obliterate the tracks.

“Oh, good |” gasped Bunter.

The track Iedg tawards the distant hghtﬁ. and aﬂdantiy
whoevoer had made it had bsen ﬁmng towards the house.

Bunter had & guide now, and he had only to follow it to
arrive nt the building. He followed it, carefully blinking
at tho footprints in the gloom.

He was not, after all, very far {rom the house. The
lighted windows became clearer to bis vision, and he arrived
at the broad granite steps that gave access to the terrace,

This wae not the main entrance, he knew, but ho had only
to mount the steps and pass altm,g- the terrace to the great
door. The footprints that guided him wers clearly marked
in tho snow on the stepe.

Bunter tramped up.

On tho terrace he paused to blink sbout him. Almost
exactly opposito him, across the wide terrace, was a lighted
window, at which a chsement was open.

Two men were standing at the open casement full in the
light. He Mﬂuﬁﬂmd one of them as Lord Cavandale—the

ar's soarred, rded face was not to be mistnken, evon

y & short-sighted fellow like Bunter, The other waa a
(Continued on page 2b

CAr again,



SING, BOYS, SING! Or—

When yon I:Ill.pl are hnld:in.: your Christmas party get your
tunes suggested in the novel feature below. Then sing the
The result will amuse and entertain you.

ALL :

WrAnRTON &
SEINNER :
CEERRY :

CHERRY :
NUGENT :
HSEINMNER :

HoRREE SINeH:

Briyn:

SRINNER !

NUGENT :
SEINHER :
Buoix :

SBEINNEE :

ALL 3

ALL*

BUNTER :
ALL ¢

BoxTeER :

YWHARTON &

ALL

BUNTER [mmrhm} Ym:
ALL:

WEARTON &
ALL ;
CEERRY

BoNTER:

SEFNNER &

{Tune » * John FPeel)
D'ye ken the boys of Greyiriara 8chool 1
We're here before you, ireeh and cool,

To wish you a very happy time this Yule;

For we're all goin v&hm in the mornin

]}‘ya- kanﬂurr arton of Greyiriars &hm’l!

D’ye ken Harry Wharton—be is rather a mule?

He's i:heiuptmn of our Form, and the fellow
& jowel

And we're all going home in the moraing.

D'ye ken Bob Cherry with his tang}

D‘yakm Bob is fair and uquam?

Cherry's all nghmimt- (confidentially) he isn't
quite all

And we're all going home in the morning !

The Hurree Singhiulness is most terrific as

Ha's u?mk aa a nigger; but the whiteat
man I know ;
And he never needs to wash his neck ; the
dirty marks don’t show ;
And wo're all going home in the moming.

e

; nam grace

¥o ken Juhnb%uﬂ—

'I‘hat-nha, behind the faca 1

And d'ye ken Harcld SBkinner, who is merely a
disgracs T

For we're all going home in the morning.

{Tuns : * Sally in our Aly.")

01 all the boys who are 8o iat,
There's none 8o fat as Bunter ;

Oh, really, Wharton, don't say that.
Yes—none &0 fat a8 Bunter.

His little nose—it npward.ﬂ ETOvwa,

He's daily getting b
My face is M ? m:p
And stately is my Egum

{Tune : " Will ye no come back again ¥ ')

Billy :Etmtar"t eome to
Triea the saxe old bilking ge's

Going home thro Rai WAY,
Sliding into _ o el
Will he awa n !

Will he E‘iawar e

lr:nnw wﬂn’h lot me go
Em g0 BWAY ngain.

(Tune + “ Billy Boy.")

Where have you ham all the day,

Billy boy, ray Billy boy !

bﬂ;w;w you n all the day, my Billy
T've born snealki
Ouat of Mrs. Mimb

Mrs. Mimble wn.m‘t nim Ia.
S0 I caught her on the hop.

Tune : “ Annie Laurie™}
Catford’s braess are bonny,

There stands an old pigsty,
And the place is low and horrid—
The smell, of course, ia high !
The smell is very high s
The walls are damp and short ;
OM Bunter bought that sty,
And Lie ealled it * Bunter Court.”

§

1

i =

BoxTER:

L

pist merchant to thump out the old song
reyfriars” version of these popular ditties,

{Tune : " The h.rﬁad Row.™)
A wh rL,aw r

111 tﬂoipﬁy’dmﬂppﬂ ¢ per,
He'll whop you, my

And that will stop your tricks.
Our mansion, our mansion,

Has very sXpansion ;
1'T'l'ﬂ.u built by Baron Bunter
In fifteen-eighty-six.

(Tune :- * Oh dear, what can the matier be # ')

NugeENT &
Boin:
WHARTON I

CHERRY :

BRINNER %

Hunnee Smom: My

SKIMSER »

Art :

WaaAaRTOwW 3
NUGENT :

CHBERRY :

Buix:

SHINNER ;

WHARTON

SEINNER !
ALL ¢

ALL:

{h dear, what can the matter be ?
0Oh dear, what can the clatter be 1
Oh dear, way down in Battersea,
Bunter Court now can be found.

{Tune: **The .Miﬂ#'ﬂﬂ-l
Old Hurree Bi Bﬁm has gone,
In Indis you wi ﬂnﬂ him ;

He's packed hie things in & trunk and box—
And he's left them hﬂt]:l. behind him.
fatherful parent waite me ihere,

In me his trost

Hea'll say, "My I:-a;.-‘.rutum right welcome home;
1 owe you a ]uli}r good hiding.™

(Tune : *' Jokn Brown's Body.")
Groyfriars School is a-breaking up lo-day,
'Buses are waiting to take the chaps away,
Tall chaps, short chapa, miserable and gay,
They all go marching off.

Doctor Looke looks s bit the worse for wear,
ﬂuﬂ'luhy has packed up all bis birch-reds in

despair,

A jolly sound of langhter comes a.ringing
through the air,

An we go marching off |

We've packed all our belongings in our
hm:as, trunks and grips,

We've made a slide along the drive on which
onch porson slipa,

The whoss name i Trotler, and old

osling wait for tipa,

As woa go marching off 1

{(Tune: * Good King Wenceslaus™}

We snowball poor old Goesy's lid,
And he says, ™ No more trickses.”
Wharton gives him hoalf-a-quid,
Ekmanmflm him nixes

Gesling forth they go,
Huttan Christrmas wiahea,
One to sweep the falling snow,
One to duast the dishes.

(Tune ;: ' Rule Brilannia.")
Now we go home again for Christmas Day,
The time, tha time will scon have passed away,
The time will soon have passed away, have
BWAY.
Meenwhile we wiah you—our chiwms both far
and near—
A Merry Christm w and a Bright New Year.

Wel-come Christmas, we give it {hres limes
tlrea,

Boys ahall nuwr, never, never tire of Ltheo.

Wel-come Chrigtinoes, to-night we'll merry be,

Boys shall never, never, never tire of theo.

THE END.
Tue Maigxer Lisriry.—No. 1,191
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BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS !

{Continued from page E4.)

iinung man in evening clothes, whom
unter had not seen belore.

The fat junior was about to move on
when he gave a sudden jump, and then

stood rooted to the snow an the
terrace.
“0h orikey "* he breathed,

Between him and the lighted window
of the smoke-room, & little to one side,
was & meass of ornamental shrubbery,
thick with snow,

.. Bunter_ had poticed, without particu-
Jarly heoding, that the tracks in BROW
ran directly towards it. Whoever had
left the trail in the mow had gone
acroes the terrace as far as that
sbrubbery. B

Apainst the snow a dark figure caught
Buntar’s staring eyes,

He blinked in astonishment at it. Ha
ﬂhﬂ & back view of a raincoat and =

&

Bunter's heart thumped.

The man was crouching behind the
maes of shrubs, peering round it at the
open casement where the peer and his
eompanicn stood. the window he
was hidden, but from’ Bunter, who was
behind him, he had no eover. In spite
of the -glooon Bunter saw him plainly
encugh. He wos quitp near at hand.

The man did neot ook round.
Bunter's footsteps had mede no sound
in the snow, and he evidently did not
dresm that anyone else was on the
terrace in the snow and darkness.

Bunter trembled.

Back isto hia mind came the mur-
derons .attack on ‘the r in  the
Lantham teain, and #ha shot that had
been fived in the purk. And he was not
surprised, though he was almost frozem
with horror,. when he saw the lurking
figure behind the shrabs 1ift his right
arm, with something i the hand that
was levelled “at open, lighted
window,

Lord Cavandale, full in the light at
the window, was an easy mark, The
unknown, lurking behind the shrubs, was
taking aim at him with a revolver.

For » second Bunter stood frozen.

_ He dered not approach that -crouch-
ing ro. ‘The automatio might be
tarned on him, Hardly knowing what
he did, the fat junior grab up =
double-handful of snow. - Any socond
the desth-shot might ring out. The
sfiowball few from his fat hasd and
crashed on the back of the assmssin’s
neok. :

At the same moment the shot rang

Bunter heard & gesping exclamation
of surprise -and rage—he Lnew that it
came from the man whase sim he had
spoijed éven as he was pulling tho
-trigger. He saw the Sgure whirl round
towards him.

He did pot atey to see more.

Like a frightoned rabbit he -bolted
nhng the terrace, l,\'ulllng'.

“ Holp, help, help '’ shrieked Bunter.
Tha t door was o when he
reached it. Three or four stertled
sorvants were staring out into the dark-
ness. Bunter bolted in likp a fat rabbit
into its burrow.

“Bie I gasimd Pilkingbam. *8ir—
what— Oh1I"

Bunter did not even msea him as he
erashed. The stately Pilkingham sat
down suddenly.

- Bunter realed from the shock.

“Owl - Shut the door?' hp {'elh:rri.
“He's there—holp! Yarcooooh I’

THz Maicrer Lipgary,~No. 1,191

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape |

ORD CAVANDALE sat up dizzily.
His hand was to his hoad,
Captain Lankester had spun

round from the open caserncnt, his
face white, his eyes starting. He fiung‘
thashmsameut to, and it closed with a
¢rash,
“Cavandale 1" he panted.
Ha eprang towards the fallen men.
In sheer amazement he stared at the

r. Lord Cavandale had gone head-

long to the floor under the bullet, yet
in & moment ot two he had sat up, and
now he was rising unsteadily to hiz foet.

Lankester stood transfixed, his eyes
F ek e
o len a help: snd. Beem
rooted to the ﬂmnms

But as Lord Csvandale stood on his

feet again unsteadily the captain
ttirred. He reached the peer, snd gave
him a nupJJurt:ng hand.

*Cavandale | You are hurt—
wounded! Good heavens!” The cap-
tain's wvoice was hoarsa and husky.
“My dear fellow, you are—"

Cavandale leaned heavily on hiz arm,

*“1 am not hurt.” He panted a little.

“By gad, it was a shock—I was
knoe over—but——" Heo passed a
bhand along his temple and shivered a
little. **Gad, it was a close thing!

Eeep cool, Gerald, I'm not hurt.”

< Not hurtI” gasped the captain, “I

“The bullet grazed my head! The
tellow'a losin® hia skill,_ or elss some-
thing B?Oﬁl!d his aim,"” said Lord
Cavandale. He was perfoctly cool
again now. “ ad, this is beginnin'
to remind me o ‘the old days in
Flandors, Lankester--gniping, hy Jove !
I womnles what made him miss! He
couldn’t have had a better target, with
the light behind me.”

Captain Lenkestor psnted for breath.

The startliog incident scemed to have
distur him more than tho victim of
the attack. _

His fare was absolutely colourless.
The arm upon which Lord Cavandale
leaned was trembling as if with the
ague,

The peer drew himself from the eap-
fi-um’u arm, o faint smile on his scarred
ace,

“Braca up, old man !" he said, “I'm
?ﬁt h%r}j ! You gseem more knocked out

an L.

“I—I thought—* Lankestor's voice
was b . choking. “I—7 thought—"

“I1 understand, dear fellow,” said
Lord Cavandale, with a softer note in
his voice. “ But pull yourself together—
“I'm not hurt! Ba 8 graze, the
skin hardly broken! ethin' spoiled
the brute's aim, I fancy. Eumeggdy’a
yelliog out there. I suppose he was
interru "

The wild howling of Billy Bunter
;mnel:rnted tha <l windows. It waa
ollowed by =zonods of disturbance in
the greaft hall.

Lord Cavandale, with a reassuring
glence at the captain, want to the door,
and threw it open. The smoke-room

was one of the innumorable apartments
ihl;.t opvnad off the vast cak-panelled
ho

a‘}'Bunim I* ejaculated Lord Cavan-

o.

“Ow! Isay| He's there! I say—"
Billy Bunter blinked wildly at the tall,
lean figure of the peer. “J gay—
Ch ﬁeu. n.int’t vou 'bl;:d t Oh guuﬂ"

TNot quite, my boy " gai rd
Cevandale. “Bunters mu boots
snd snowy hat, which wus still on his
head, showed that he had just come in,
“ Did you see him, Bunteri™

THE MAGNET—GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER

“Oh dear! ¥es! Owl I say—
h{" gasped Bunter. %Eecp thak
door shut, Pilkingham! Ha's just out-

side! Oh crumbs!”
Captain  Lenkestor came stridin
His face was sti

through the hall
white, his eyes burping. There was a
beovy Malacca in his hand. Lord
Cavandale gave him a quick look,

“He may be there still; there may
be a chance of getting the scoundrel!”
the captain Aung over his shoulder, and
the next moment he had dashed out
Oy L R S ikingh

] a aspe am.

Pilkingham had hardly m!ggred his
usual ‘calmness. Bunter bad nearly
winded him.

“I was fired at at the smoke-room
window,"” said Lord Cavandale, with
perfect colmness. “Let a scarch be
meda on the terrace, Pi ham.

“Instantly, my lord1*

Lord Cavandale looked nt Bunter,
The fat junmior was recovering himself
now, He took off Wharton's hat.

you saw the man, Bunter?!”

Bunter shuddered,

“Yes! Oh dear! He—he was just
going to shoot—oh doar!—and I bunged
a anowball at the back of his head, and
I thought it would make him miss, and
—and-—-oh dear |—he ran at ine—oh
dear—— QOw!”

Lord Cavandale’s eyez dwelt on
Bunter, curiously, almost whimsically,
Something, he knew, must have dis-
ordered the aim of the assassin in the
act of Pul!mg the tr:gﬁmr and spoiled &
Ecmt—h ank shot at closo range. Ie

new now what it was.

“By Jove!”" said the peer. I told
Captain Lankester that you weres my
rangcot, Bunter! It looks as if yon
nre! The bullet missed by the froction
of an inch! You've suved my life
again."”

" “0Oh!” gasped Bunter,

“It was a fortunate hour for me when
you came here, my boy,” said Lord
Cavandale. “You seem fated to stand
between me and that confounded
sfiiper. You hoap cbligation on obliza-
tion, by Joval™

Bunter grinned cheerfully.
quite himself sgain now.
_t;‘j-?nlhr lucky I was here, sir, afn't
i

“Very lucky indeed ™

Lord Cavandale smiled, and turned
away. Billy Bunter beckoned to
Albert, who was among the startled
servants in the hall.

“Take me to my room, George.”

“Yes, sir.”

Bunter did not yet kmow his wa
about the vast interior of Ga.randui:
Abbey, and he had only the vaguest
ides where his room was.  Albert
guided him there, turnod on the light,
and stirred up the fire.

“Your coat, sirl” said Albert.

Buntor sat down, still in his ovorcoat.
He was uneasy lest his late exertions
should have ca any disaster to
Wharton's dress-clothes, and he did not
want Albert to take his coat off,

“That's all right! Take my boots
off, Herbert! Put these shoes on for
mel That will do! You van go,

ge.

Albert went.

Then Bunter peeled off his overcoot
end surveyed himself carelully in o tall
pier-glass, He was  considerably
relieved, A button had gone; but
nothing had burst, fortunatels.

Bonter grinned with s pleased grin
at his reflection. It was, to Bunter's
oyes at least, a picture well worth look-
ing at, Having no cves in the back of
his head, he could not seo o long topo

He was



etresming down From under the back
of Wharton's dinner jacket

Dunter smirked at the glass, gave a
touch or two to his hair, smirked again,
snd went down to dioner.

Cr———

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Tragic Pariing !

ORD CAVANDALE smiled,
Captain Lankester grinned.
Bunter did not know why.

He, of course, could not_have
becn the cause of either the smile or
the grin. Thera was nothing to smile at,
or grin at, in the sight of s handerome
fellow in well-cut evening clothes.

Captain Lankester was the
only other guest at Cavan-
dale Abbey, and, =aa they
were not yet scquamnted, Lord
Cavandale introduced them.

“It's a pleapure to meet
vou, Master Bunter,” said the
captain, and he geve Bunter
a Einewy grip the hand
that made the Owl of Grey-
friars wriggle. “I hear that
you have displayed remark-
abla cours i

*0h, that's nothing 1" said
Bunter.

if Eh?ﬂ'

%1 mean, nothing to me”
oxplained Bunter. “ Any
follow at Greyirviara will tell

u that I'm as brave &3 a
ion., '

£ R‘?‘-ﬂ;ﬂj il.l.l'
captain.

“Tha fact is, ¥ rather like
dangoer,” said Bunter. “It
bucke me | Sort of exhilarates
me, you know.”

“Oh! Ah! By Jove!” said
the captain. “Well, certainly
your — h'm! — remarkable
courage has been very ser-
viceabla to Lord Cavandale.”

ejaculated the

“Yea, rather!” apreed
Bunter, “Jolly lucky I was
around! But I always was

the right mean in the right
plmgThﬁt's me, all over.”

Lord Cavandale coughed.

Another man entered the
dining-rocom at this moment,
wi a2 quiet tread and
a deferontial manner. Bunter blinked
at him. He saw a young man with &
jenn face end gold-rimmed glasses. This
young man was introduced as the peer’s
secrotary—Mr. Parker.

Bunter gave him a careless nod.

' He was rather surprised that Mr.
Parker was going to dine with Lord
Cavandale. unter, anyhow, hadn’t
o lot of politeness to waste on a mere
amployed person. i

A footman placed 3 ehair for Bunter
at the table. Being behind Bunter, he
had a view of the tape streaming out
under the black dinner-jsckot.

Bunter heard a faint, mstm'tt.I%_
preseed sound from hini. He bli
round at the man.

But the footman's face was imme-
diately expressionless, Bunter gave
him a suspicious blink, and sat down.

His fat faco besmed over his soup.
It was cxecellent soup. He was dinin
with o peer of the realm! He blink
over the great table, gleaming with

lass and silver, under shaded electric

ulbs; he gave a blink at the stately

butler and glding footmen: and he
liked what he saw, More than ever he
realised that ho was in clover for
Christmas.

The Bsh was as good as the soup. It

Enp-
nked

was st good that Buoter had three
helpings.

How meany courses there were to that
dinner Bunter did not know. But he
knew there were many; he know thay
were all good; and he knew that he
did the fullest justice to all of tham.

Mr. Parker red at him th;nu%h
his gold-rimm lasses, more curiously
than ever. Doubtless he was wondering
where Bunter was pi:lttmg i

Pilkingham must have wondered, too.
Once Owl of the Remove caught
Pilkingham gtm?f at him, open-eyed,
almost n-nrguthed,

Bunter did not heed,

Bunter waas hwingh
life. As usual, when

the time of his
e had a tempting

As Bunter stumbled on the slippery floor thers was & Jond, rending
Jacket split right up the hack. ** Ha, ha, ha ] " roared Lord Cavandale and Plkingham.,

spread befors him, Bunter forgot all
about the Plimeoll line. He was nccus-
tomed to taking his provender sboard
in bulk.

From the soup to the savoury Bunter
packed away the foodstuffs as if
were provisioning the inner Bunter for
a long siege.

There was _something like alarm now,
in the way_ Mr. Parker peered at him.
Captain _ Lankester waa  grinning.
Bunter did not know why. Lord
Convandalo’s face twitched, as if he sup-
pressed smiles,  Some hidden ernotion
seemed to bo doing its best to t
FPilkingham's stately gravity. ,
Bu{;:mrl heard a footman gazp.

o
“Oh!"” gnsped Bunter.
A button had gone!

Dinner was over. Before dinner,
those elothes had fitted Bunter like tho
skin of a2 drum. Bunter had had to
move carctully in them. Now hoe won-
dered, with dismay, whother he daved
to move at all,

An awful feeling rushed en him that
something might happen if he did. Ii
the rest of the buttons went—if the
waistcoat burst—if the dinner-jacket
split—

Pop 1

he ovear been planned to bear.

27

Lord Cavandale rose. Inspector Chap-
man was waiting to seo lum, Captain
Lankoster rosa. Mr., Parker ross,
Bui::tari—ﬂnwly, almost quaking—rose.

op

There was a gurgle from somewhere.

One of the footman had failed to sup-
press  hia  emotions. Pilkingham's
ahatai;ﬂef: should have with him ;
but Pilkingham’s stately eye was
on Bunter, ss if fascinsted.

Bunter hardly dared to breathe. He
could not afford to lose Fhany more
buttons }

He moved-—oautioualy !
moved too cautiously.
on the ished foor,

"0Ow 1" gasped Bunter,

Perhaps he
Hia foot slipped

R

He stumbled. That did it

‘There was a loud, rending crack.

I+ was the dipner-jschet. Nobly, up
to that moment, it had stood the strain
—& strain that no dimner-jacket had

Now it
gave way, and parted.

It gplit right up the back, to the very
neck. The two halves dropped apart.
The parting revealed a criss-croas of
tapes, which the two sections of a
slit waistooat were held b?gether.

Lord Csvendale's eyeglass dropped
from his eye. tain Lankester gave
a suffocated gurgle, Mr. Parker a gasp.
Pilkingham, motionless, nrudyglcd with
emotions unworthy of a butler.

Hut it was in vain,

The repose which stamps the caste of
Vers de Vere failed Lord Cavendale,
The stately traditions of butlerhood
failed Pilkingham.

“Ha, ha, ha

“0Oh ecrikey ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter fled.

THE EXD.

{¥ow fook out for the next topping
yarn in this speeial Christmos serics,
entitied: “PHE MYSTERY OF
CAVANDALE ABREY ! Boys, its a
real corkerl)

Tne Maigwer Linnany.—No. 1,191,
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Four Bumper
Christmas Gifts

Make Sure of One
of These, Lads!

HOLIDAY ANNUAL

If you like school stories you will revel in the wonger-
ful budget of ripping school varns and thrilling
adventure stories in The HOLIDAY ANNUAL. Ali
the favourite schoolboy characters of Greyfriars, St.
Jim's, and Rookwood Schools are here to entertain
you. There are thrilling stories as well as 6
interesting articles, colour plates, and many { -
clever drawings. Net

The BRITISH BOY'S
ANNUAL

Here is a book for the boy who likes thrilling stories
—a wonder budget of exciting tales of school life,
sport, mystery and adventure that will thrill every
boy. It is lavishly illustrated with clever black-and
white drawings, and also contains several beautiful
coloured plates.. The boy who has the 5

BRITISH BOY'S ANNUAL will have a book -
that he will want to read again and agam. Net’

Xd
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The POPULAR BOOK

of BOYS’® STORIES

If yvou delight in lively stories of gripping action—
at sea and in the Wild West—you u.gﬁ enjoy every

. page of the POPULAR BOCK OF BOYS' STORIES.

Scouting, flying. motor-cycling—in fact every phase
of adventure 1s represented in the budget of splendid
yarng in this grand all-fiction Annual, z 6
And there are many fine illustrations, /
including a plate in full colour. | Net

CHUMS

The finest and biggest gift book for Boys! Eight
hundred and thirty-twe pages of gripping fiction and
articles. Something like a book, that. It's CHUMS
ANNUAL, and there's no finer gift for any boy. There
are twelve splendid colour plates and twelve pages of
interesting photographs—just the sort of pictures boys
like to look at. There are many, many months 1 2 /6
of delightful entertainment in CHUMS | -

NOW ON SALE
At all Newsagents and Booksellers
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OUR POPULAR *“ FOOTER* SERIAL CONTINUED !

R =

By

A Smashing Vietory !
HEEPF ! g

Tim touched the ball to the
ineide-right, and the two teams
sprang inte life.  Jimmy's
deputy, Grayson of the Reserves,
norvous in his first appearance for the
League team, fumbled the , and a
Westhamepton man robbed him. Before
the latter had gone & stride, however,
a slender figure darted in front of him,
and what followed brought joy to the
Railton so ters. .

Ball at hia toes, Tim swerved on his
hesl, tricked the Wnsthamgtcn centre,
and, like & weasel, :igngiaa olectrically
thro the huddle. instank he
was the centre of a bobbing orush, the
next he was out on his own, beaten
the centre-half, deawn another; and
fast and true as & brown bullet, the ball
went fiying through the gap to where
Pavton picked it up at top speed. In
a solid line the Rovers’ attack swepl
gloriously dgnnlwnrda, the ball came
across, and Tim, bobbing up from
nowhers, got his head to it.

“ Goa-ocoh 1 .

By the very tips of his fiugers the
Weethampton 'keeper had reached it,
tipping it over the bar. But the terrifie
attatk. right from the muffed kick-off,
set Railton alight. )

Payton’s corner kick went behind ; the
hall tcame downfield, Harvey trapped it,
feinted to pazs to Miller, but puched it
to Tim instead. The Westhampton pivot
roshed in, seemed fo slip at the last
moment and fall—Tim was awa.g apain.
The end of an uncenny dribble saw
Miller in possession unmarked, and
once again only a splendid save by the
visiting poalis saved a score.

From his seat in the crowd, Jimmy
watched wilontly, shininp-eyed. No
wonder old Bill Nye had been satisfied;
no wonder Datective-Ingpector Daniels
had proposed his scheme so confidently.

P

JOHN BREARLEY.

(Opening chapters retold on page 30.)

ike & Hcotland Yard man than anyone
the world, Tim Osborne was a born

footballer. As a centre-forward he was

1IMmensa. :

During the next few minutes Railton
supporters toock him to their hearts.
They forgot his lack of weight and

ueer, thin figure; all they could do was
cheer as he went swaying and weaving
through ths Westhampton o,
never selfish, but nover parting with the
ball till exacily the right moment, and
then pasing with o flashing decisiveness
that sent the man ahead without a
second’s loza of pace.

For the first time that senson Railton
had a worker in the middle; a centre-
forward who “led * his line, made open-
ings himsolf, yet was always up to finish

fl{xart from the fact that he looked Jess
I
in

A long streak of skin and
grief is Tim Osborne, but he
proves A REAL SURPRISE
PACKET on the footer fleld !

off a raid. Westhampton crowded him,
tried to knock him off the ball. But he
was mnever there, His body bent
boneath burlier ehoulders, yet somchow
bis twinkling toes kept the ball glued
tight and the would-bo charger sat down
to & howl of laughter. Jimmy would
have given his heart to be out thore,
working beside him, as the visitors’
defence struggled against the storm.

The Miller-Atkina wing, sharing light-
ning pastes from the centre, ran circles
rou the Westhampton right-back—
only Grayson, steadier now, but un-
inspiting, dimmed the brilliance of the
Rovers’ sttack. And no one minded
that. because—mnoext week—" Youn
Jimmy * would be there to take his
place !

Curiously enough, it was Grayson who
opened the sco letting fly at a Brst-
time pass from Tim that reached him
three yards in front of goal. A pretly
raid by Miller and his parimer led
Payton in from the other wing to score
with & darzling qross-drive; and almost
on the nick of balf-time Tim got the
ball just outside the penalty srea, put
the visiting backs on ths mﬂ?‘ foot
with a feint to Grayson, and ran lightly
through on his own.

% Shoo-oot 1™

A bellow from the crowd—the thud of
a shot—and the Westhampton ‘keeper
dived at full length. In the last yard
of its flight the rousing shot swerved
dizzily away, beat bis outatretched
hands by inches, and curled hissing
into the side of the rigging.

Then *“half-time* went, and ' the
Rovers were leading 3—0.

Mo trace of excitement or exuberance
showed on Tim's quiet face &s he ran
off through the storm of cheering. He
knew he was playing the game of his
life, and he meant to keep 1t up, nartly
for the Rovers' sake, but chiefly
becauze he had to make s name for him-
gelf in Railton as & footballer. Once he
was talked sbout, once he was HArmly
fixed in people’s minds as s Rovers’
®otar, ¥ then experience told him he
wounld have all the disguise he needed.

The second half was another dazzling
whirl of attacks. Wade desnerate by the
first-half swamping, the Westhamptaon
men rallied fiercely, fighting for their
share of the game. A gosal ten minutes
after the interval rewsrded them;
ancthar gunt afterwards made the score
-2, hard-breathing home crowd
graw fidgety and anxious,

But then Oeorge Harvey & Co. de
cided that that wa enough of that.
They settled down; and the Rovers' line
came into action sgain. Onee more 1he

Tas Maorer Lisrary.~No. 1,191
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intricate attacks Tim started swept
-down the field, although he was not
dribbling so much now, for the strain of
his first game was beginning to tell
Yet he was still all there, and West-
hamptoo know it

From a lovely centre by Paylon he
just beat tho right-back and nodded his
second goal, aftor which, cutting out an
opening for Miller, he slipped the ball

rough for the insidﬂ-riggt to put the
Rovers five up. Woesthampton fought
gamely, but they were a li} ]
now, A crashing clearance by Riley was
trapped
Tim, who switched the attack in a fash
to Payton, the outside-right,
breasting down the ball, {:ranhatlg it
mercilesaly home. When the whistle
woent at last Railton were leading 6—2,
their best and biggest wvictory of the
BEasON. : )

And the crowd know to whom that
victory was duo, The frail, slim “boy
they had laughed &t when the gamo
began- was nosrly mobbed before he
could burst through into the dressing-
ropm. Jimmy Brennan was the Girst to
meet him thoere, a flushed, laughing
Jimmy, whose band2ge had slipped over
ong ear and whose freckied face was as
red as his hair. Ho gripped Tim's hand
with a strength that hurl.

"Th-thanks '’ he exploded,

Tim grinned his quaint smile,

“Batisfied now, Jimmy?"

And all Jimmy could say, as he
thought of the games ahead and the
chances of his baloved Rovers, wes:

“Fathead !

He had almost

forgotten Tim's
Y mission *" already !

Ty

" Burglary at ths Firs!
UT Tim Osborne had not.

Late ' that night, soft as a
wraith, he et himself into the
grounds of the

beneath & laurel shrub for over an hour
with the rigid patience of an Indien.
Old Jeff; the butler, hobbling out to
lock the garden gate, passed within a
few yards of him; once he caught »
ﬂt;nm of Mr., Thurgood, the Railton

ker and present owner of the house,
a3 he pa before his study window,
cigar in mouth, for a brief stare into
the mglm One by one the lights that
stabbed the darkness went out; the old
house sank info a great blur of shadow.
Tim waited another fow minutes, then
prowled from his hiding-place.

Across the shrouded lawn he crept
until he ¢came to the veranda eieps, his
rubber-soled shoss meking no sound as
he stole up the worn stones. At the top
he paused to teke a bearing, having, in
his methodical way, found out the lie of
the land beforehand from Jimmy—
although Jimmy wasn’t aware of it !

“First two wind rawing-room ;
next—the study!” he murmured, an
moved along the verands, hugging the
//lﬁil‘; In a few moments he was opposite
his goal, pecring into the darkness of
the room beyond, :

A little grim smila tiwitched the
-gorners of his mounth, but his eves were
hard and wary. With a firm, ccol hand
ha Eentir tested the window-catch,
found it fastened, and, teking a thim,
pliant steel blade i'mm hiz inside pocket,
went to work quickly. Thoe litile smile
deepened on his lips.

ick !

A faint sound, scarce louder than a

dead leat rustling on the path, and the

caten side .

by Gravson, who passed it to
“killer.

_and crevice in t

Firs, crouching

catch waa lifted upwarde and back. Inch
by inch Tim pushed the window

and sidled into the room. A dying fire
murmured on the hearth, .cigar smnoke
hung in the air. Thero was a silence
everywhero that told of & slecping
house. :

Tar a long minute Tim Oszborne stood
thore, mnarg nerve ‘on the alert. Im
this room, ho know, was tho kay to the
mystories surrounding young Jimmy.
Jazmes Brennan had met his death hera
—someons had glided throo the
window to kill him, just as Tim himeself
had come the game way to find that
What was the meaning of the
mozsage the dying man had tried to
gasp? Tim's smile faded suddenly, and
ho stole forward,

Bkilfully he picked his way
fireplace, guided by the last glow of the
ashes, and nfter another pauss began
his task—a long, painstaking examina-
tion of the big caken mantelpicce, fan-
tastically carved by hand. It was a
nerve-wearing  business, there in the
eilent study, but tho young delective,
confident in his “hunch* ecarricd on
calmly, e:plnrinﬁearery CTENNY, Ccurve,

mouldings, listenin
intently while he tapped the woodwor
with a tiny rubber hammer.

. All down one sido he went, across the
front and down the other; tap—tap—
searching—presaing. Another tap—
again; he bent forward, eyes gleaming.
For the first time the little hammer had
returned a different note.

Holding his breath Tim. tried it again.
Yos, it was right; there was a caviby
hidden in that solid structure. MNow for
the spring! His.hands, long, rlender,

and sensitive, crawled among the cary-

inga like spider’s legs until—hia heart
gave & sudden leap—a small raised leaf
on the inner edgs of the mantelpiece
sanl bencath his middle finger.

Jame: Brennan's secret safe slid open
before his eyes,

And, although neither Tim nor any-
one else in the world knew of itz exist-
ence, the moment the panel slid back a
‘burgler alarm, fixed by James Bronnan
many years ago, shrilled ih an upstairs
bed-roora and did not ceasa until the
hidden ¢avity in the study was closed
again.

.Meanwhile, wunaware of poasible
danger, Tim was u:aminin#.. the
“treasure '’ he had found by the aid
of an electric torch no thicker than a
fountain-pen. He drew a loag,
bresth. All he had hoped to
thera:y the missing -passbook, with
“ Jamea Brennan " on its vellum cover;

THE FIRBT CHAPTERE BRIEFLY
RETOLD.

Jories Bronnan, otrner of (ke Railion Rovers
F.0,, decides to apend thres Uhousand
fo gecure o wew eenlre-

the Rovers' supporiers gresiy the

%)trﬂ-fu ar he Hnss with the of
Jod the wmateh a6 W,
Togm,

(Nowo recd on.)

to the.

d was -
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the fatal cheque for £3,000; some
sccounts; and a faded photo, that made
him grin crookedly.

“Ges I" . '

In the midst of hiz trivroph he froze
to a statue, ears ocodked and eyes
narrow. He had heard somothing-—his
face became masklike in its oold
hostility. Quickly but carefully he
stuffed the papers. and book into his
inside pocket, and his hand dropped to

his hip. Bofore he could move ‘ﬁﬁn
the st door flew open, electric light
flooded the room, and ries Thurgood,

his pink, jolly face mottled with groy,
stood with a henvy army revolver raised
to shoot. '

But he had no chance—no chance even
to get & clear view of the burglar. From
Tim’s right hand, so fast that the whip-
like reports merged into one, two
rapier strokes of red fire darted. Thur-
good’s gun was .twitched from his
numbed hand as though by invisible
fingers, the electric light disappeared in
a million fragments. and plunged the
room into derknesa.

With & last shot into the coiling to
discourage pursuif, Tim fi himeself
through the french window, hurdled the
veranda et top speed, and vanished into
the darkness. ;

An Unpleasaut Morning !
“AHGTHEE CUTRAGE AT THE
FIRS!

ARMED BURGLAR B8URFRISED!]

SHOTS AT WELL-KNOWN
BANKER i

“The Firs, once the residcence of the
late Mr. James Bronnan, of Rovers
fame, and now the property of Mr.
Charles Thurgood, of the Railton Banlk,
was the sceno of another sensation last
night. Shortly before midnight Me,

urgood was awakcened by a mysterions
bell, and on proceeding to hia “uﬂ
surprised an armed man there who h
entered through the french window, The
intruder, on being discovered, imme-
diately fred thros shots, the socond of
which smashed the clectrio light, before
making good his escape under cover of
darknoss. :

“Careful search of the premises
afterwards revealed the fact that
nnlh:Tng had been stolen, apparently,
Mr. Thurgood, who was foun auffering
severaly from shock, deseribed his
nsgpilant a3 & ruffian of gigantio
physique, and we congratulate our
popular townsman on his plucky and
timely intervention. We are informed
EE the police that they have every hope

offecting an arrest bofors many houra
have passed.™

“"M-my sasinted aunt |

- Jimmy Brennan, staring at the faring
headlines on the front page of the
“Railton Bunday News"” scanned the
story i astonished silence and passed
g:‘e aper across the hrukfawtliia to

ill Nya.

"'Hui! Railton's gettin'® worse'n
Chicago, I reckon 1" grunted the vetersn.
tnmerﬂ":'rl!ftin he.h'tﬂo, had ?i:;h%ﬂd'th
news. red & uh—-%lgu.n phrysique
—gufferin’ from shoo Yen, I'll bot
he is. Charles Thurgood ain't the sort
to like bein' shot at, I krow I

“Well, = does anybody?” snorted
Jimmy, remembering that tho hearty
bank menager had acted as a friend in
need to him as quickly as anvone in_the
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tume ;

glzo, an

town. “I'll go over ami sce the poor
l:rld hoss straight awa:r.

He was as good as his word, The
moment breakfast was ended he strolled
glong to the Fira, not without a pang
at -entering his old home once more,
and found the Railton bankér huddled
in an armchair jn his dead father's
study., It was plain at once that Ji
Thurgeod had ranawu:l a thorough
shaki -u through his midnight adven.

is ruddy face was drawn and
his eyes, enc:meﬂ by deep black rings,
& queer, hunted gleam as he glanced
up sharply at Jimmy's entrange. His
umal]g mrml manner had disappeared

31 to the youngster's first words

this crazy

tam
hig

W
a3 g

ﬂfé;mcting hic gave only n surly growl]

““'Mornin’, Mr. Thurgnnd*
hear of the trouble, but 'm glad
blighter didn't bag nnsrthms.” '

Thurgood looked at him murlf.

“Is there anything wqrth ba
house ™
» whan he was suro ho had h-aard
aright, gu!pad in surprise st the con-
Then, realisin
's nerves were somewhat
he shrugged and grinned disarming -
I dunnol

s judge of that es I am by
now, Bren t. you

If his innocent reply had beon a

us rap],?. i

£}

deadly iosult the cffect on Thurgood
could not have becn more devastating.
In a flash the man was on his faat, his
broad face haggard: wﬂh ra

something very like fear; geie his
it, rose ito a

voice, when he found
eracked sor

“What do you mesn by that?
What're you gei-tm,? att re
insinuating-—— B I wish I'd never
scen the rotten tpinm [

Jimmy rose from his chair m&tl:r',
white to the lipa. Badly rattled or pot,
Thu 'a remark was too much.

{TWhat's bitten Thurgood? Is he —p&zy-
ing o double part in the mysiery over-
shadowing Jimmy? Read next week's
grand instelment, bops; it's tiptopl)

Borry to
tho

:ng m
he growled;

that
rayed,

But curely you're

dear Dad

Please thank Mother for her last
fetter. | hope you are guite well.
Last week 1| was second in maths.
Not long now to Christmas. [
wonder . . ... .

Whm Dad receives your letter he will
know exactly what is coming next—and
because he knows, you may be sure he will
give vou Meccano this Christmas!.

When you ‘hawz Meccunu you are able to
build hunﬂreda of yeal engineering models,
One day a crane, t e next a steam wagen,
the day after a pit-head gear. There is
enﬂi:s& variety, endless fun, for Meccano-
13 real engineering in miniature—all the
parts are miniatures of the correspondin
parts In en mt!,-nng practice. are a
standardised and interchangesble and can . §
be used over and over lgam ta rmake hundyeds
of different wmhng‘ mad

FREE TO BOYS
The New Meccano Book

MECCANO

PRICES OF COMPLETE MECCANO
QUTFITS FROM 2{- TO 450/-

Gut ta are full
this wonderful ﬁn

Write for thia thrilling Baok,

in return for the names and addreszeos of thres of your chuma.
T]'.If: book is brimful of illustrations showing the splendid engi-

necring models that can be made with

We will send vou & copy, post fres,

Meccanna. the ECCARO

described, snd muny other interesting details of
b‘r | F1 Il“l'l
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BOYS AND GIRLS can carn BIG MONEY

In their spare Lime simply by distriboting cards to their frl i
Write for fall Darticulars, stating age, to | T T00S

SEELIG PUELICITY SERVICE. Dept. A.3, 23, Whits Gtrect,
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'BASSETT-LOWKE
‘DUKE OF YORK'

J}NI"'..-.

<

i

BO YS f Here's the loco. you've

"' always wanted! The
LM.S. “Duke of York "—exact in
construction and ecolour, with crests,
numbers and lull railroad details.
14} ins, long. Weighs 2 lbs. 9 ozs,
Develops high speed. Fitted with {or-
ward, réverse and stop levers operated EV
from ecab or track, Supplied also in

EN fewer coupons than ever! Instead

of 375—only 200 needed now! Show

%&i;h:;: Eﬂﬂiﬁlﬁékim I:“tg'}{ﬁﬁ father, brother, uncle and all your grown-up
shops for 25/-., But free to all boys friends this advertisement, Ask everywhere
?;wha collect B.D.V. coupons ! for B.D.V. coupons. Yoeu'll soon have

200 to send up‘

%ZH
I v : K .:__.
Godirey Phillips, Ltd., N
‘ : Dept. M “ n
l 112, Commercial Street, ~, 2 0 -[ r
London, E.L, N,
l ouon “H o
i b F N 1 R e T T T T T L LE L \ ___as ﬂ'ﬂd as the bESt ﬂﬂn-ﬂﬂupon
L B > cigarettes.”
I A’DﬂﬂEEE-l|-iii-i-l-l-llllllIl-!!-!-lll!-l-i!-!!"!flll-li‘iill!!ihx.
§ -  Also coupons in every packet of B.D.V.
1 ii-i-i--l--i--lll--'l--l|J-I-l--l--!-i-l!l-lr++illi-i-iiil‘llili-llrl-"lil',*ﬁi_*‘h\h : Tﬂhanﬂﬂj 1ld Wr ﬁ.zl‘ Ei.ip;‘
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