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‘A MERRY XMAS TO ALL MY READERS”’ IS THE SINCERE WISH OF—YOUR EDITOR.

of the

lowelulo %Iw

Your Editor s always pleased to hear
from his readers.
 Magnet,"’
Preas Ltd.b:'ntway House,

Write to him: Editor
The Amalgamated
Farringdon

blades of an Autogiro 0. 24 are
ower-driven, but this is not so 1

e blades, which work from a
central axis, are driven by the air forces
acting upon them.

The Autogiro (. 24 can attain a maxi-
mum sgeed of 120 m.p.h,, and & cruising
medu 95—100 m.p.h. It can climb at

rate of 600 feet per minute, and has a
Gipey III inverted engine.

LOTS of people think that the rotor

4 Street, . A etamped addressed How would you like to serve on & Dogger
envelope will ensure a reply. Bank Trawler, chums ! You've go$ to
) E;: gailor to do 80, bennmuam North
oan storms thaet eve
OSH, it seems only a few weeks K characters in Ferrers Looke, the famous| thees mmo oraft bob about hk::
G sgo that I was wishing my |detestive, and Jack Drake, his young|corks on the water. But they are trim
the usual compli- | assistans. So, what with footer and detec- | and little craft, with a forecastle
menta of the scason—and here | tive adventure, it makea & yarn that will | for'ard the crew, and & warm

we have arrived at another Christmas ‘m‘l”‘{vwﬂmﬁynu. You'll find | aft, j antersi of the @

number slready! Well, chums, all my |} f partioulars shout it on another| for the skipper and his first and sscond

staff join with me in wishing you all

A VERY MERRY CHRISTMAS
AND A PROSPEROUS AND HAPPY
KEW YEAR!

And, as ugual, you have not been for-
gotten by Frank Richarda! Here is
the message he wishes me to pass along
to you:

Once again, as Christmgs comes,
I send greetings to my chums;
May you have the best of luck,
Lota of fun and tons of tuck;
Skating, sledging, pantomimes,
Tons of really topping times;

And, in 1833,

All the best to you from me.

To amuss you all I'll strive,

With more about the Famous Five.

By the same post came another mes-
sage, scribbled on & piece of sticky toffee
paper. It took me some time to decipher
the writing, but, anyway, here it is:

gﬁr your Kristmus ssllebrashuns,
my titelled, rich relashuns,

Join with me in wishing you
Tuok enuff for twenty-two !

I don’t think I need tell you from whom
that greeting comes !

What do you think of our bumper
Christmas Number? Frank Richards
has certainly given you a * winner "
in this week's eplendi arn—and there
are many more to follow in the New Year,
30 _look out for them.

By the way, The Grzl:lim Holiday
Annual " makes the i Gift-book.
Have a look at this year's edition when you
visit your newsagent next time,

'VE gl?h a bit of news for you this
I week! Who

says & new serial ?
The last serial which we published,
from the pen of Hedley Boott,
groved 80 popular with my readers that
have prevailed upon him to write ancther
[or me, and you'll get the first fine
instalment in next week's issus. It it
entitled ;

‘“ NOBBY, THE ‘SHOOTING
STAR’!"

and, as you ¢an, perhaps, es8
from the title, ?: degﬁs l;:ii;h
footer. It introduces you
to & new chum in the
person of “ Nohby,” and
to  two  better-known

D%
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page,

And now for a joke for which P, Griffiths,
of 42, Market Street, Chorley, Lancs,
will receive a Christmas present of a hand-
some Sheffield steel penknife,

* Strange as it may seem,””
the teacher explained, * quite
& number of flowers have the
prefix ‘dog.’ For Instance,
. the dog-rose and
dog-violet. Cam
any of you
name another? ' .

A happy look [luminated
the face of a boy at the back
of ‘thlg lamlau. kg v o

* Pleass, miss,” called out, proud
his knowledge, ** collie-flowers ! **

They say that seeing is believing! Then
get your new. P
* The Popular Book of Boys' Stories.”
Onee you've seen it, chums, you'll want to
buy it. It's only 2s. 6d.

HE gix picture ubn.mﬁ iven free
with this issue are splendid, aren’t
i8 & brief

You'll ind a neat way of rendering an
attacker powerless, in the first of this
week's set of stampa. Beize him in the

manner shown, and then press your
right hand against his bended wrist.

Both his wrist and slbow are locked by
this wmethod, and you'll have him
(1] l L1

g.l'l?:ewsecond * Belf-Defence * stamp
showa you & smart boxing trick. If your
opponent swings or hooks a left towards
you, duck and step quickly in. Then you
can counter smartly wi ur left to
the mark, as shown in the illustration.

There are two great railway systems
in Canada, and the third of thia week's
stamps illustrates an oil-buming loco-
motive belonging to the Canadian Pacific
Railway. il-burners, being oleancr
and less cumbersome than coal-burning
locos, are being oxtensively uwsed nowa-
days on the North American ocontinent,
where, of course, oil ia eagier to procurs,
and also cheaper than it is in England.

The O.F.R, has carried out some wonder-
ful engineering achievements. Only seven
years sgo they spent two-and-a-half
millions pounds in constructing a five-
mile tunnel under the Rockies. In other
places the railway track has had to be
carved out of the polid rock. And, as you
will see by our picture stamp, this rail-
way is as much up to date in locomotives

g9 it is in engineering works !

t to show you a copy of | Than

The eatire portion of the middle
of the vessel is reserved for fish—and it's
surprising what fine hauls these intrepid
vessels can collar!

Have & look at the Great Dane, which
is pictured on the sixth of our stamps.
It 18 one of the most faithful, intelligent
and coursgeous dogs there are. Its
grand figure, bold outlook, and command-
ing appearance make it one of the finest
dogs you could own. It stands about 34
in high and weighs as much as 180
unds. The first Great Dane ever seen
in England was & savage brute named
“ Hultan,” which was exhibited in 1870,
but the Great Dano of to-day is as peace-
ful—umless provoked—as ita early ances-
tora were pugnacious [

Ready for a Greyfriara limerick ?

's one in return for which
Ra. Taylor, of Hoekley Crossing,
Hockley Road, Uttoxeter, Staffs, will

receive one of our topping leather pocket
wallets 8

Billy Bunter, one day, for a lark,
Thought he’d go for a row on the Sark.
8o he hirad a boat,
And set it afloat.
Alss, when he woke up it was dark !

Bear in mind, chums, that I've got
lota more penkniver and pocket walleta
in stock, so pile in with your jokes and
Greyfriars limericks.

ND now for the splendid pro-
A gramme I have in store for you
next week. To begin with,

you'll enjoy reading:

“THE BOY FROM THE UNDERWORLD !**
By Frank Richards.

There’s no need for me to tell you
what a ripping it is, because you
know what “¥. R." can turn out in the
way of first-class school stories. 8o
don’t miss it, whatever you do!

In addition to this, there will be another
amusing issue of the ‘* Greyfriars Herald,"
an interesting Soccer talk by * Linesman,"
the opening instalment of & grand new
footer and detective story, snd last,
but by no menns least, six more gorgeous
free picture stampa to add to your col-
lootion. Could you wish for beiter value
for money 1

Till next week, then,

Cheerio,

YOUR EDITOR.



A SPECIAL CHRISTMAS STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. AT GREYFRI{\RS.'

CThe First Chapter.
Slippery !

" 0000000000GH 1"  roared
0 Billy Bunter,
Bunter was taken by
surprise.

Bunter roared.

Anv fellow might have roared, when
tho solid globe on which he waa tread-
ing, suddenly slipped away from under
his feet! And that, jt seemed to
Bunter, was what was happening.

Bunter had not been aware that the
Remove fellows had made a slide on
the path under the old elms in the
Groyfriars quad.. While the juniors
had ~ been shding, Billy Bunter had
been frowsting over a fire in his study,
which he vastly. preferred to anything
in the wa olP strenuous exercise.
Slides in the quad, of course, wern
strictly forbidden; and the fellows had
cleared off at a warning that Mr.
Quelch was coming out of the House.
So the fat Owl of the Remove found
the slide deserted—and stepped on it
without seeing it—end then, so to
le, the band played! - =
Bilfy Bunter hadn't been thinking of
slides. He had been thinking of
matters much more important than
slides. With break-up only a_few daga
off, Billy Bunter was thinking of the
Christmas holidays—and debating 10
his fat mind who was going to have
the honour of his fat company over the
holidays. Catching sight of Harry
Wharton ~ walking under the leaflesa
elms, Billy Bunter headed for him, to
touch on  that important subject. It
was true that Wharton had taen an
utter beast this termh, and was more
likely than not to snap a fellow's head
off. 8till, something had to be done
about the “hols " —ar least, somebody
had to be done! 8o the fat junior bore
down on Harry Wharton.

He did not reach Wharton! He

speal

By

Frank Richards.

rgnnhcd' the slide, which lay between f

him and his prey.
It was a very slippery slide! Bunter’s
feet slipped as soon as they landed on

it

His feet flow!

It seemed to William George Bunter
that the solid earth was vanishing
from beneath him, and the whole solar
system getti wildly mixed up.

“QOooooogh” roared Bunter. “Help!

Yaﬁm !

Bunter sat on the slide with a con-
e e T o e L el o

At last the ‘“chopper >’ has
fallen. Harry Wharton, the rebel
of Greyfriars, is under sentience
of expulsion. But even now
Wharton flings a last minute
challenge to authority—for he
bolts !
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cussion that almost shook Greyfriars
chool.
“ Whoop 1”

Bunter was sitting down!' But there .

was no rest for the wicked! In a site
ting posture he shot along the slide.
With his fat arms waving, his ex-
tensive mouth wide open. and yell
after yell proceeding therefrom. Billy
Bunter travelled st a dizzy speed.
Yaroooch! Whoop!

“Qoogh! Help!
I'm killedl Yow-ow-woooop!” roared
Bunter.

I
Harry Wharton glanced round. .
He hed been pacing under the treed
in deep and rather gloomy thought; he
also had been thinking of the coming
Christmas holidays. But Billy Bunter's
frantic roars drew his attention. The
thoughtfil frown vanished from his
ace as he beheld Billy Bunter doing
the elide, sitting down, at about sixty
miles per hour. He chuckled.

“Yaroop! Help!” roared Bunter.

Wharton started to the rescue.

The fat junior shot along to the end
of the slide, where snow was banked
high. He shot into the snow-bank, and
almost disappeared from view. Half-
buried in snow, he rolled and roared.

“Ha, -ha, ha!"

“Ooooogh! Rescuel
su{, you fellows—groooogh!”
spluttered wildly. -
* Harry Wharton at-e%?ed on the slide
and whizzed slong. e had not been
sliding with the other fellows—he was
an outcast in his Form now, and never
joined the Remove in games or any-
thing else. Neither was he in a mood
for shiding. He took the slide because it
was the guickest way of reaching Bunter.
He went along it like an arrow.

It was then that Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, appeared in the
offing. Mr, Quelch had heard that there
was & slide, and he had come out to in-
vestigate. Slides in the quad were
anathema to the beaks. n_elderl
gentleman who stepped on a slide di
not enjoy the experience as a junior did!
The culprits bad disappeared long
before Quelch came to hand. But he
arrived in time to see Harry Wharton
whizzing along at top speed.

Black as midnight grew the brow of
the Remoye master. Tt was the scape-
grace again—the worst boy in the school
—he might have guessed as much!

“Wharton !” he shouted.

Wharton whizzed om

Tag Maexer Liseany.—No. 1,296,

Grooooogh! I
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" excuse !

“Do you hear mel” thundered Mr.
Quelch. ~ “Stop! Stop this instant!”
In giving that command, Mr. Quelch
was not displaying swest reasonableneps.
A fellow going top sread on a slippery
slide could not stopl It was a sheer
impossibility ! .
harton heard—but, like the ancient
ladiator, he heard but he heeded not!
e shot onward |
“Boy1” roared Mr. Quelch. N
Unheeding, Harry Wharton whizzed
on to the end of the long slide. There
he was able to stop at the snow-banlk.
Billy Bunter, rolling in &now, spluttered
and: gasped and howled. ¥
my specs
chynpl Oh

“Ow! Help! Where's
Yarooch! Beast]! Help a
orikey *
Wharton stooped, grasped the
by the collar, and dragged him
Ez. Billy Bunter clutched at him and

Har
fat OwlT

Id on. .

" d%hl Oh crumbs! Wow ! Beast,
why didn’t vou help me? Ow! I'm
winded! I've broken my neck! Wowl"”

“ Wharton |” thundered Mr. Quelch.

Heo came " towards the two juniors,

icking bis way very carefulg. Mr.

eh did not want to step on the slide

In the far-off days when Henry Samuel
(iualch had been a boy, no doubt he had
glid, But hia sliding days were long
over. He approached in a very gingerly

manner. -
, fathead [’ smnted Wharton,

“Let
as the fat Owl cluiched and clung.

“Ow! Beast! Hold me! Gimme my
gpeca!” howled Bunter. “Wowl
Where’s my speca?  Mind you don't
iread on my specs! I say, you heast—"

“ Here you are, ass|” Wharton rescued
the especs from the snow, and Bunter
jammed them on his fat little nose.

“ Whartoo——"

“Yes, sir—"

Harry pushed the clinging Owl off at
last and turned to his Form master. For
a whole term he had been in Mr.
Quelch’s black books. But accustomed as

he was by this time to the viala of

wrath, he wondered what was the
matter now. Bo far as hio was aware, he
had given no offence. :

“ How dare you, Wharton 1* thundered
Mr. Quelch. .

Wharton simply stared.

“T repeat, how dare you?”

*If you'd kindly explain what you are
talking about, sir—" said the scape-
grace of the Remove, with polite sar-
casm. X

Sarcasm, polite or otherwise, was not

supposed to be handed out to beaks!
Mr. Quelch reddened with wrath.
“Wharton1 You are well aware that

sliding, and making slides, is forbidden
—strictly forbidden—"'

“0Oh, quite!” drawled Wharton,

“Yet I find you sliding in the quad-
rangle, under my very eyes! You and
this foolish boy Bunter—"

“Oh, really, sir!” gnlﬁd Bunter. I
wasn't sliding | I never knew there was
a slide! I just stepped on it, sir, and
went wallop—"" -

“You may go, Bunter! As I did not
see you sliding, I shall accept your

Wharton, you will take five
bundred lines.” . :
Wharton's eyes flashed.

“Will you let me explain—7"" :
“You need say nothing, Wharton!
‘What I have seen is enough for me! Go
into the House at once. You will take
five hundred lines, as 1 have eaid.”

“1 tell you—>" shouted Wharton.

“8ilence!” exclaiméd Mr elch in
.8 formidabla voice. “How dare 'you
raise your voice to me) 1 warn you to
be (I,;:refuL Wharton, if you do mot wish
to -be expelled in last week of the
ferm. Silence!”

Tug Maener Lipnany,~No, 1,206,

Mr. Quelch turned and stalked away
“to the House, Harry Wharton stood
looking after him, wit
in his face. Quelch evidently believed
that be had made the forbidden slide,
and had been disporting himself upon
it—and refused to give him the slightest
chance to explain. And he had dome
nothing, but rush to the rescue of the
clumsy Owl!

“He, he, he!” came from Bill{
Bunter. Bunter scemed omused. “
say, old chap, Quelch is down on you,

ain't he? e, he, he! Youw've got his
rag out, and no mistake! It's your
cheek, you know—you're too jolly cheek
—and your rotten temper, old chap, an
—yaroop '

A backward smite. from Wharton gat
Billy Bunter down in the sngw again.
He sat 'and roared,

“Owl Beast! I say, you rotter, comae
and  gimme a hand—beast! Oh
crikey I

Harry Wharton walked away to the
House, with a black brow, leaving the
fat Owl to struggle out of the snow un-
aided this time.

The Second Chapter,

Parted Pals!
HE dim December dusk was

falling. . .
: Harry Wharton stood at the

window of his Study, No. 1 in
the Remove, and looked down into the
BNOWY, wind’y guad.

On the study table lay a pile of
foolscap—blank! The scapegrace of
the Remove had come up to the study
to write his lines, But he had-not
touched them, . - .

There was bitter anger and rebellion
in. his heart. The imposition wad an
n;gt of injustice—and it was a long end
hefivy one! The rebel of the Remove
did not, or would not, realise that his
Form master did not intend to ba unjust.
Offence after offence, exasperation after
exasperation, had embittered the Remove
master ; but Mr. Quelch was a just man,
and would not willingly have given an
undeserved punishment. Had Wharton

ne to him, after he had

own, and explained the matter he-
spectfully, Mr. Quelch would have seen
reason, But the angry fellow was not
thinking of doing anything of the kind.
He was thinking of leaving the impot

unwritten—reckless of the conse-
quences.

Fellows were coming towards the
House, in the falling dusk. Bob

Cherry and Johnny Bull, Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh and Frank Nugent, came
under Wharton's eyes, as he iooked
down-from the window., Three of them
were chatting as they walked towards
the House; but he noted that Frank
glanced up at the -study window,
though he could not see Wharton there
in the dusky room. '

Wharton’s hard and angry face
goftened a little,

He was on the worst of terms—almost
fighting terms—with his old friends;
. but what, after all, was it all about?
They had turned from him—and he had
bitterly resented it—he believed, and
wae determined to believe, that none
of the fault was on his side. And yet
a still emall voice whispered sometimes
that it takes two to make a quarrel,

Bob and Johnny and the nabob
‘seemed to have settied down to the new
state of affairs, leaving him to go his
own way. But he was well aware that
Frank only wented a sign, to make
friends again. Stubborn' pride . and
bitter resentment prevented him from
giving that sign. . '

black bitterness
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But his heart was heavy.

Christmas was olose at bhand—and in
happier circumstances his old friends
would have spent part of the vacation
with him, Eﬂfma Singh would have

ong home with him to Wharton

odge; the other fellows would have
come along. Now bhe was going home
alone |

Home?

What ''was home to be like? His
uncle was deeply displeased with him—
with or without resson. He had dome
a “mucker ™ at school that term—early
in the tern he might have been ex-
pelled; but for Colonel Wharton’s inter-
vention. He had gone from bad to
worse, and his uncle and guardian did
not believe that he was wholly in th
right, and his Form master, his head-
mastar, his friends, wholfy in the
wrong. As the thought ehaped itself
like that in his mind, Wharton started
a little. Possibly there was eomething
u; be said for the old .colomel's point
of view.

And yet— He was under a cloud,

and perhaps something was due to ‘his
.own stubborn spirit and obstinate
pride. But if he was a rebel, a ragger,

a sorapegrace, he had plenty of cause.
He was looked on as a “bad hat,”’ a
“shady swoep ¥—a “ pub-haunter ¥—
and in that, at least, his conscience was
uite clear, Yet he could hardly deny
that he had placed himself in such cir-
cumstances as to justify the suspicion,
at_least, '

Tapl He turned from the window
as' a8 knock came at his study door. It
was Trotter, the paﬁa. who locked in,
blinking across the dusky study at the
junior standing at the window.

“Master Wharton—"

“What is it. kid?” asked Harry.

Te other fellows in the Remove
Wharton was abrupt enough; to
masters and prefects he was scarcely re-
sg;eotful. But his manner was quite

easant to Trotter; he was not the
?allow to fail in civility to anyone who
was not in a position to hit back.

_“Mr. Loder would like to see you,
sir—if you'd go.” said Trotter,

“Loder!” repeated Wharton.

Loder of the Bixth, the scapegrace’s
bitter enemy, had not been seen about
the schaol for some days. Loder was
laid ug in the sanatorium with a bad
cold. It had been a relief to Wharton
to see nothing of the bully of the Sixth
—who was the cause of many of the
troubles that had fallen on him go
heavily that term. And certainly he
did not want to see him now.

“You can tell Loder to go and eab
coke, Trotter!” he eaid.

Trotter grinned. «

“What the thump does he want me
for?”” grunted Wharton. “He can't
give & Ee]!gw six, when he's in sanny.”

“He said he would like to see ryou,
gir, if you'd go,” said Trotter, “F'ra
it's because you pulled him out of the

water. sir. )
“*Yes—that will make a fat lot of

difference to a ocad like Loder.  All
right—T'11 go,” said Harry. )
Trotter  disappeared. Wharton

erossed slowly to the door, and as he
did so, his eyes foll on the untouched
impot paper on the table. He had not
written & line, so far, snd they had to
be handed in on the morrow. He
used a moment, and then, shrugging
is shoulders, walked out of the study.
o-was not going.to do the lines. an
that was that, i
On the Remove staircase be passed
the Co. coming_ up. hree of them
assed him without a sign. Fra
ugent stopped.
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“Wharton—" he began. The others
went on,

““Well? rapped Wharton.
& burry.”

“You can spare a minute,”
Frank, in a low wvoice. “Look
Wharton, can’t anything be done?”

*What do you mean?”

“I've been to blame,” said Nugent,
in the same low voice. “It was you to
blame at first, and then—-""

“Oh! Was it?” eaid Wharton
bitterly.

“Waell, let that pass, anyhow—I was
to blame afterwards,  Bince you've
taken up your new ways—-"

“Smoking, pub-haunting, punting on
the races, and all that?” said Whar-
ton, in a tone of bitter mockery.

“I'm not judging you,” said Frank.
“1 hote to see you going the way
you're going, but it's not my business
to get up in judgment.'

Wharton looked at him, lLis
hardening. Even Frank,
who had been his oldest and
best friend, believed what
the fellows said about him.
If the scapegrace’s heart had
softoned for a moment, it
hardened again now.

“1—1 was ratty when m
yo brother 00k up wis
you,'” went on Frank, falter-
g, “I—I thought it was
bad for him, considering
your new ways. I—I don’t
think you ought to blame me
for that.”

Harr; Wharton laughed.

“Then 1 found out—from
Dicky—that he wes in bad
trouble, and that you had
helped him out, asnd—and
that that was all., And—and
I told you 1 was sorry—"

“You found out that you
were a fool?” said Wharton
contemptuously.

“Pu. 1t hke that
like.”

“But you haven't found
out yet how big a fool you
werc—or arel” said Whar-
ton mockmngly. *You know
1 was flogged for being

“I'm in

said
here,

face

if you

Harry Wharton tremped out of the
House into the dusk. A few light
flakes of snow were falling. His brow

was darkly knitted. A fat figure loomed

up in the dusk.

“1 say, old chap, I've been looking
for you,” said Billy Bunter,

“Look for somahodﬂ else, then,”
enapped Wharton, and he passed on.

Bunter rolled after him,

“I sny, Harry, don’t be shirty!”
urﬁed Bunter, “Harry, old fellow—""

1f you call me Harry. you fat villain,
T'll bump you over in the snow [

“0h, really, Wharton! I say, what
obout Christmas?” asked Bunter, tug-
ging at the scapegrace’s arm. “I sup-

ose you're going home to your uncle’s
For the vac—what? I know you've put
the old donkey’s back up: but nobody’s
likely to ask you for the hols, sv you'll
have to go home, As you've rowed with
all {our friends, they won't comel

You’

| be lonely, old chap!”

caught at that putrid den,
the Three Fishers. If you
think over it for a year or
two, it may occur to you that
1 never went there to bet on
a glovelight or to yplay
billiards or to see a book-
maker. It might possibly
dawn on you—if you thought
it out for a year or two—
that 1 might have had some
other reason—not a rotien one at all.
But you haven't thought of that.”

“The Head l:houglh .

“0Oh, quite! Well, T can't tell the
Head what I think of him—it would be
the sack if I did. But I ckn tell you
Frank Nugent—and what I think o
you ig that you're & fool and a rotter
and a false friend. And now leave me
alone.”

And with that, Harry Wharton
trampced down the stairs, leaving Frank

Nugent staring after him rather
blankly,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!l” came Bob

Cherry's boom from the Remove pass-
age. ““You coming up to tes, Franky?”

Frank Nugent went up tho stairs, his
face flushed and distressed. Once more
he had tried to bridge the gulf, and
once more he had failed. Thers was
nothing doing—and mattors had to go
on as they were. But his heart was
heavy as he followed his friends to
Study No, 13.

“Can you possibly mind your ,own
business, Bunter ?” asked Harry.

“My dear old chap, let a fellow
speak I” urged Bunter. “You're let
down all round for the hols. Well,
gou'va been rather a beast this term,

ut ¥'m not the man to let a pal down.
I'm sticking to you, old chap! It will
be a bit rotten at your place, with you
in your usual rotten temper, and your
rum}:y old uncle and Erumgy old aunt !
ut I can stand it! Dash it all, I'd
do more than that for a pal! 8o 1
was going to say—— Beast] Leggo!l
Whooop |”

Harry Wharton walked on, leaving
the fat Owl distributed in the snow. Le
passed Walker of the Sixth coming away
from sanny, where, apparently, he had
been visiting his invahd pal Eoder.

Billy Bunter scrambled up, red with
wrath.

Even the worm will turn—and Bunter
was rather a worm | Having offered to
take pity on & fellow’s loneliness and

5

stand by him like a pal, Bunter had
expeoted civility, if not gratitude, All
he had got was a bump in the snow]

8o it was not surprising that Bunter was
wrathy. Ie grabbed up snow, kneaded
a hurried snowball, and rushed after
Wharton.

A shadow loomed up before him in
the dusk.

“Beast! That'a for youl” roared
Bunter.

And the snowball whizzed.

Walker of the Sixth jumped almost
clear of the ground as he stopped the
rnowball with his nose.

“Why — what — who —"
Walker.

“Oh lor' I” purgled Bunter, as he saw
what he had ong.

It wasn't that beast Wharton; it was
a still more dangerous beast—a prefect
of the Sixth! Bunter goggled at James
Walker through his big spectacles in
terrified dismay.

Walker brushed powdered
enow from his face, rushed
forward, and gripped the
Owl of the Remove by the
collar.

“Yon young sweep!” he
roared.

“Ow! Leggo! I didn'ul
It wasn’t me!” roared
Bunter. “1 never saw it was

gasped

you, Walker! 1 though: it
was another beast— Wow!
Yaroooh [”

“Bnowballing a prefect, by
Fa.dl" gasped Walker., “My
)

at, I'll give you something
to cure nfl that

“I say, Walker—I say——
Oh_orikey I"

Walker of the Sixth hooked
Bunter into the House. He
led him to his study in the
Sixth.

There he picked u;; an
ashplant from the table.

“Bend over, Bunter!”

“0Oh erikey I”

Whack! Whackl Whack!

“1 say, Walker—yaroooh!
I never moaht it for you—

Whoop |

Whack! Whaek! Whaelk!

“Next time you go snow-
balling,” said Walker geni-
ally, “mind you don’t catch
o prefect by mistake., Now
get out [

And Billy Bunter got out
and groancd his dolorous
way to the Remove
passage.

The Third Chapter,
Burping the Batchet.
GERALD LODER of the Sixth

Form sat propped against

illows, with an open novel in

1is hand and a scowl on his
face. He looked pale and rather worn
and fed-up to the back teeth.

Several days in sanny had tired Loder
of being an invalid. He did not miss
football much or yearn after lessoms in
the Sixth Form Room; but he missed
the game of banker with Carne in his
study, and the game of billiards at the
Cross Keys on surreptitious occasions,
Likewise, smoking was out of the gucs-
tion in sanny. And, though he had kind
attention, and was asked to state any-
thing he wanted, Loder could not even
state that ho wanted a cigarette !

Altogether, Loder's temper was rather
sore, and he had not drawn much solace
from Walker's visit. Walker had come
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rather reluctantly, and cleared off as
goon as he deoﬂntiy could, Carne had
not come at all. .

Loder adjusted the electrio bed-lam
and yawned and scowled over his novel.
He was glad when -l_:lnr? Wharton was
brought in as a relief from the mono-

tony.

?fin scowl faded away a little, Whar-
ton’s manner was civil, but it was not
friendly or very agreeable. He did not
like er, and could not forgive the
harm the scheming prefect had done
him. He did not want to see him at
all; but he had come, as the fellow was
leid up and had asked him to come. He
wag rather surprised to receive a genial
nod and something like a &mile from
Loder of the Sixth,

“8it down, lnd.” Loder gestured to
the bedside chair. “I wanted to speak
to you.”

Iiarr Wharton st down,

“ ope you're getting better,
Loder?” he said politely.

“Yes, But I've got to stick hera for
two or three days yet I grunted Loder.
“1 was fairly knocked out—a plunge in
icy water, and a chill afterwards before
1 aglol. mﬁr wet clothes off. I'm lucky,
really, t glt it's no worsee, but it's rotten

enouy, don’t suppose 1 shall seo you
osgain before the echool breaks uf.”
Harr{ Wharton could not feel sorry
for that. .
“Look here, kid,” said Loder
abruptly, “you helped me out of the
water when that plank slipped and I

tumbled in, It was plucky of youl”

Loder spoke haH-grudgingly.

The junior smiled faintly. He was
aware that Loder liked him no more
than he ever had liked him, and be felt
the same himself. But the bully of the
Bixth could oot help understanding- that
the junior had run a great risk in help-
ing him out of the woodland stream;
both of them might have been washed
away into the Bark and drowned. And
Loder had been “after” him at the
time, spying on him in the hope of
catching him in some delinquency for
which he could be reported and sacked.

Even Loder’s hard and selfish heart
was touched o little, and it was plain
that he had been thinking over the
matter, and was a little bit ashamed
of himself. Pnsaibl]y when he was quite
well again, he wou d forget all ahout it,
and bo the same old Loder! But at
present he woa in rather a chastened
mood. X

Wharton said nothing,

“It was plucky,” said Lodor again,
“and it was Jol]{ decent! Look here,
kid, we've had a lot of trouble this term,
You're a cheeky young raseal, and you
know it.”

“ Admitted !”
smile.

“I’ve given

“Too often I*

Loder grinned. .

“Well, look here,” he said in the same
half-grudging tone, “I'm rather sorry
for some things. You put my back up,
and I was down on yon, and—and I
dare say I went rather over the odds,
T've got you into rows with the Head
and gﬁe]c not—not always in the way
of duty, I'm afraid. Well, I'm sorry;
and if you keep off the grass next term
I'll leave you alone, and there needn’t
be _any more trouble.”

It was not much, but it was a good
deal from a fellow like Loder.

“Wash it all out,” said Loder—
“what 1"

“You can’t undo what you'vo done,”
said Harry quietly. “I'm in disgrace
in the school, mf uncle’'s down on me,
and you did it all, Loder,”
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you six often enough.”

“Not all,® grinned Loder. " You've
taken a lot of trouble yourself to put
ourself in the wrong and get fellows'
ks up. You're about nine-tenths to
blame for the scrape gou’l'e in now.”

Wharton looked at him.

“Well,” he said slowly, * what's donp
can’t be undone, and 1t's no good whin-
mf about it. I can stand it. Wash it
all out, as you esay. I'll be glad encugh
to have no more trouble next term.”

“Right | said Loder. *“And I'll give
you & tip, Wharton.” He lowered his
voice, “Chuck up playing the giddy
ox! It leads to no good. Youwll be
nailed and sacked as safe as houses if
you don't chuck it. Keedp straight I

Harry Wharton laughed, .

“Thanks1” he sal “But if you'll
try to believe me, Loder, that's all
bunkum. I haven't pla,v,vm'i| the giddy
ox. That time you spotted me at the
Three Fishers, 1'd gone there for a good
reason—nothing in your line at all. I've
never smoked in my study, never backed
8 gee-gee, never looked at a racing
paper, and never wanted to, [t'sallrot!™

oder looked at him long and hard.

* Honest Injun?” he asked.

“Honest Injun 1” said Harry.

“Well, you've taken s lot of trouble
to make the whole school think other-
wise, them,"” gaid Loder. “ But I believe
you, kid, and—and [’m sorry I’ve becn
rather a rotter to yoult”

Hearry Wharton's face was very
thoughtful as he left the school sana-
torium. His feud with Loder of the
Sixth had been a bitter one, and in that,
at least, the blame had not been on his
side. But with r in this new mood,
the feud was apparently at an end. The
leopard cannot change his spots, nor the
Ethiopian his ekin, and Loder would
always be a bully; but his persecution
of the scapegrace of Greyfriars was at
an_end,

Wharton, on his side, was willing to
bury the hatchet, so far ms that went.
But, as he had eaid, the harm had been
done, and could not be undone.
for Loder, matters would not have gone
so terribly wrong that term, and now
they were so wrong that notinng could
set them right. He had one enemy the
fewer, that was all,

Wharton went back to the House, and
went into Hall to tea. Fellows there
were discussing break-up and the
Christmas holhidays with cheery faces
and cheery voices. There were a few
of the Remove i Hall to tea, but none
of them spoke to the outcast of the
Form.

Wharton sat in silence, with a face
of indifference but a heavy heart, and
he got away as scon as he could.
Schoolboy memories are not long, and
much as the former ecaptain of the
Remove had exasperated the Form, it
was chiefly his own icy pride and
hanghty temper that kept open tho
breach, He was hardly conscious of
that, however,

When he went up to his study for
prep his eyes fell again on the impot
paper. Five hundred lines to be
written—or a row with Quelch! His
eyes glinted and his face hardened. He
pushed the impot paper aside and sat
down to prep When the Remove went

to their dormitory that night mot a p,

line of the five hundred had been

writton,

CThe Fourth Chapter.
Scagulls’ Cave !

&“® HARTON I*
w M:. Quelch called Whar-
ton back when the Retnove

were dismisssed after olass
the following morning, That day was
the last half-holiday of the term.

But |k
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“Yes, sir!” said Harry, stopping.

“Have you written your lines?”

“* No, sirI”

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch. “I1
will give you &ill tea-time, Wharton!
tThO“ es must be handed in beiore
ea.

“Is that all, sir?” asked the scape-
graco oooll

Mr. Quefﬁh breathed rather hard.
“II.I.'h“ is all, Wharton! You may

Harry Wharton followed the other
fellows from she Form-rcom, Herbert
Vernon-8mith was waiting for him.
Frank Nugent had lingered in the
gorridor, but Wharton did not seem to
see him, and Frank followed Bob Cherry
& Co, into the quad. But the Bounder
went out with Wharton, Bmithy was
tho only fellow in the Remove who
kept up anyth.ng like a friendly foot-
ing with the rebel of the Form.

“Wharton, old bean,” said the
Bounder quietly, “I'd draw a line if
% w?'fe you! Five hundred lines, in
aot |

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Only a few more dsa s to break-up,"
said Vernon-8mith, ou'll get a long
rest from Quelch in the hols—and he
will get a long rest from youl He
noeds it more of the two, 1 fancy.
Next term you'll have a chance to start
fresh. But—let there be a next term,
old bean! Beel”

“What do you mean?”

“X think you know! Quelch would
give a term's salary to get shut of
you. If you give him a chance he will
wangle it for you not to come back
next term. He's fed with you, right u
to the back teeth. If I were you I’
p]akn careful game till break-up.”

“No doubt—if you were me,” assented
Wharton “ But you're not.”

“Well, if you won't take a tip, you
won’t,” said the Bounder, shrugging his
shoulders, “A wilful man must have
is way, even if it leads to the long
jump.  But if you'll take a friend’s
advico you'll to your study after
dinner and de out those lines."”

“You see, I'm going nlong the cliffs
this  afternoon,” drawled Wharton.
“I'd arranged that already, and I can't
let Quelch’s antics interfere with my
arrangentents.”

“Look here, man, don't be a fool|”
urged the Bounder. “I'll tell you
what—I'll come to the study end lend
you & hand with the lines.”

“Thanks—but nothing doing 1”

“You've made up your mind, then?”

“ uiw I“

“Then you're a silly ass!”

“1 shouldn't wonder.”

The Bounder laughed, and walked
away to join Tom Redwing. Harry
Wharton strolled in the quad ill
dinner., The Bounder had given him
good advice, and he knew it. BSmithy
was o sagacious fellow, and it was
rather unusual for Smiuﬁy to take so
much trouble about another, But good
advice was not what the scapegrace
wanted. That afternocon he was gowng
on the clifie to take a last look round
before the holidays, with Dick Trumper,
the fisherman’s son, and Solly Lazarua.
o was not staying within gates to
rind out sn undeserved impot, and
Ehnt was that

After dinner he walked down to the
gates, A pair of ]gimlet ejes fell on
him from Mr. Quelch's study window.
As a matter of fact, the rebel of the
Removo daliberata&y Y‘asaed that
window and lingere ittle for his
Formm master's eyes to fall on him.
And the gimlet eyes glittered. But
Mr. Quelch had given the sc¢apegraco
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A{f;illl'iw |

Bunter grabbed
dusk. &

‘Beast | That’s for you ! ** he roared. Walker of the Sixth jumped almost clear of the

K

up some snow and kneaded a hurried spowball, Then he let fly as a shadow loomed ap before him in the

ground a3 he siopped

the snowball with his nose. * Why—what—who ! *' ‘l‘l’a gaspo?.' “ Oh lor* [ " gasped Bunmter. “‘I—I thought It was

till tea-time for the lines, and he could
only resolve that if the imposition was

. mot handed in &t the due time the

punishment should be hard and heavy.

Many glances followed Wharton as
he went, All the Remove knew by
this time that the scapegrace had lines
to write, and that he was not going
to write them. Some of the fellows
grinned, and Skinner winked at Snoop.

“ Asking for more!” sighed Skinner.
“What a fellow he is to keep on ask-
ing for more!”

“Some fellows never know when
thoy've had enough I" grinned Snoop.

“We shan't sce him here next term,”
gail 8kinner. “I've jolly well seen that
in Quelch’'s eye! And the silly ass is
giving him his chance 1”

Lord Mauleverer walked down to
the gates after Wharton. There was a
shade of thought on his lordship's face.
Harry Wharton started a listle as Lo
foun Mnu? walking by his side.

Ho looked at him rather grimly.

“Want anything 7" he asked.

* Nothin’, old bean,” answered Mauly
amiably.

“Take it
Wharton.

":Guiu"' out?”

1

and cut suggested

“You're an ass!?

“I've had that from Smithy 1*

“Look here, Wharton,” said Lord
Mauleverer earnestly, “we haven't been
sgpeakin’ for some time—you're rather a
rotter, if you don’t mind my mentiomn’

“Not at all,” sard Wharton sarcastic-
elly. “Pile it on—but guard with your
left i you pile it on too thick.,” He
broke 1nto a laugh, “ Aren't you afraid
of contamination speakinq to a smoky
Swaadi and & pub- aunter 7”

“QOh, that's all rot!” said Mauly

cbeerfully. “I've never believed a word
of that1”

“You're the only man
hasn't 1*

“ Well, I've got more sense than most,
you know,” szid his lordship placidly.
“1 don't claim to be one of those bril-
tiant fellows—plain common sense 15 my
long suit. You've let yourself be mis
understood, and you've made things look
worse than they are out of sheer
obstinacy and cussedness and rotten
stiff-necked Erida! lsn’t that ic?”

* Perhaps,” said Harry, half laughing,

here that

“When I say you're rather a rotter,
1 mean your beastly temper, and getvin’
shirty over nothin. o. next to nothin',”
oxplained Lord Mauleverer. “lt's a
fault you ought to try to cure. ['m
a patient chap mysélt, but 1 got fed
with you. I'm stil rather fed, if you
don't mind my sayin #0. But I don’t
want to see you askin’ fo. it like this.
May I, without unduly bustin’ in, advise
you to go baok and ger those lines
done 1*

“You may advise me, certainly,”

“Well, will you do it?"

** No l”

“Floored I” sighed his good-naturcd
lordship; and he gave it up, and Harry
Wharton went out at the gates

Wharton welked briskly along the lane
and turned into the footpath through
the frosty wood. He reached the cliffs
and descended a gully to the beach
below. On the beach he found Dick
Trumper and Solly.

“Here we are agamn!” said Trumper
cheerfully. * Lots of time to explore ihe
cave before the tide comes in.”

“Lots, old thon,” said Bolly. “But
we mustn't leave it too late—the tide
washes into that care, old thon, and a
fellow who was caught thers would find
himself in Queer Thtreet.”

Lhe three schoolboys went along tha
oliffs and stopped at a spot where the
chalk rose steep and rugged, seventy fect
or more to the summit. The billows of
the North Sea had piled sand and scn-
weed deep au the rugged foot of the
clifi. Seven or eight fect above. a cave
opened in the chalk, far above the water
at low tide, but at Bood tide Blled with
the roaring sea. The tide was far out
now, on the turn but they had plenty
of time. They scrambled up the rough
chalk ledges, and clambered into the
cave,

The cave extended thirty feet back
into the chalk. irregular fssures open-
ing from both sides of it, black and
gloomy. In several places the chalk roof
almost touched their heads, in others
it soared hiih‘ eloft, out of sight of tho
electric torch that Wharton turned on.

A cheery hour was spent in exploring
the cave, and then the three camo back
to the cntrance, wtere Trumper un-
wrapped & bundle of sandwiches, and
Solly produced a thermos with hot coffeo
—bath of which were grateful and com-
forting. From the high cave there was
a wide view along the ridged beach, and
the sea beyond, though the irregular line
of the cliffs bid the village of Pegg from
sight.

Qut on the bay danced a little lugger,
and, great as the distance was, old
Trumper, the pilot and fisherman, could
be recognised on board, Dick waved his
hand to his father, though even old
Trumper's keen eyes wu]f never havo
picked him out ngainst tho cliff.

“Jolly littlo craft, what?” said
Trumper. “In & day or two I'm gon
in her—coasting trip fith tho dad.
Christmas ot son for me. .

“Lucky bargeo | said Harry, his eves
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lingorjnﬁ on the trim litile lugger
coming down the bay before the wind.

It seemed to the Greyfriars junior
just then that the fisherman's son was
to be envied. Life on a coasting lugger
was rough and hard, but the salt wind
and the open sea had a call for Wharton,
a8 for most English boys. There was
but a gloomy home-coming for him
when he went home for the holidays,
and he spoke with sincerity, though his
words made Dick Trumper chuckle.

“Well, 1 shall like it all right,” said i

Trumper. “But you— Oh, my bhat!
Too rough for you, old chap. You'd
perish.”

. "TI've
it again

“What rot!” said Harry.
roughed it, and could roug
We're not soft at Greyfriars!”

Trumper laughed,

“Well, if you're fed-up with downy
bede and a butler at dinner, trot along
and join up for a coasting cruise,” he
said. “I'd be jolly glad to have you, 1
know that. Hallo, is that your beak "’

A tall, nngular figure came aiong the
beach. Harry Wharton’s brow darkened
as he looked down at Mr. Quelch walk-
mE“ below.  The Remove master was
taking a walk that afternoon to breathe
the keen air from the sea, and it was
rathor unfortunate that his steps had
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Lisr

ied him along by
the Beagulls' Cave.
He glanced up at
the three school-
boys. and Trumper
and Solly ex-
changed a glance as
thar saw thunder
gather in Lis brow.

The threc school-
boys ecrambled
down from the Soa-
gulls’ Cave.

“Wharton 1"

“Yes, airt"

“I find you
léaml” rapped Mr,

uel

“%Ilim *

“You bave no
more than time to
roturn to the school
for tea, Wharton.”

“I've bhad some
tea with these
fellows, sir, an-
swered Harr ¥
calinly.

“I1 am referring

t. your lines, Whar-
ton. which must be
handed in by tea-
time, You ¢annot
neve fnished them.”
“I've not touched
them.”
Mr. Quelch’s eyes
glivtered, But he
controlled his anger
in the presence of
the Courtfield
fellows.

“Gio back to the
school at once,
Wharton |” he said
harshly.

Without waiting
for an answer, the
Remove master
walked on. Trum-
rm- and Solly
ooked a little un-
comfortable.

"Well, 1’s about
time we 8 move
on,” said Trumper.
“The tide’s coming
m. We don't want
to. be washed out.
Let's get moving.”

Trumper and Soily
started  on  their
nomeward way, and
Wharton left them
und walked back to
Greyfriara with a
clouded brow and
an angry heart.

CThe Fifth Chapter,
CThe Chopper Comes
Look out for

“I Down! ’

fe lowa!l

@F
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Billy Bunter uitored that warning as
the Removo follows gathered at the
door of the Form-room the following
moruing.

“tJuelch 13 as mad as a hatter !" went
on Bunter impressively. *1 saw him
tulking to the Head. Furious!”

" Futhead 1" said Bob Cherry.

“Grinding his teeth |” said Bunter,
still more mipressively.

Some of the juniors chuckled. It waus
quite likely that Quelch was in a tan-
trum that morning. But they could not
quite fancy him grinding his tecth winlo
talking to Dr. ke,

“1 heard him mention Wharton,” went
on Bunter.

“You hear s lot of things, you fat
frump I said Squiff, .

“1 wondered what they were talking
about, you know,” said the Owl of the
Remove, “and 1 heard Quelch mention
Wharton. Then the beast looked round
and saw moe, and | ocut., 1 could see by
his lock that he fancied I was listening.
Suspicious heast-h you know."

“Ha, ha, hal

" He's got his rag out,” ezid Bunter,
“I'm going to be jolly good in class this
morning. wish I'd done my prep last
night pow. I hope to goodness he wen't
put _me on con!”

“Done your impot, Wharcon 1 asked
Slf‘mnm;‘ with a wink nt Snoop.

“Heard from Quelch about it?"”

“Nat IIg,ret."’

“You'll hear soon, I expect!” said
Bkinner, with a grin.
likely,”

“Very said Hsrry in-
differently. -
“Well, you're the man to ask for it,

old bean,” said the Bounder.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

It was time for Mr. Quelch to let hia
Form in for first school; but the Remove
master, for once, was uot punctual.
Possibly he was still talking to the Head
on the subject of Wharton.

Billy Bunter was not the only follow
who hed made up his mind to be very

d in class that morning. Ever
ellow who had noticed Mr. Quelch’s
face had made the same resolve.

Except, perhaps, Wharton. The scape-
grace of Greyfriars was not in a good
mood, and it was his belief, right or
wrong, that whatover he did made no
difference. Quelch was down on him,
and that was that

The five hundred lines had not bgen
wnitten. Wharton had expected to hear
from Quelch on that subject, but, so far,
his Form ter had noi spoken o him,
Possibly he was stretchung a point, and
had given the rebel of the Remove time
to reconsider his defi If so, he
made that concession in vawn, for
Wharton had not written a line of the
impot, and did not intend to do so.
All the Remove expected the Form
muster to deal with the matter m the
Formn-room that morning, as it had not
been dealt with yet. It could scarcely
be left in suspense much longer. What
was going to happen was an extremely
interesting question to all the Form.

That o ?eﬂow could “get away ” with
such a defidnce of authority was, of
course, impossible. Quelch would come
down heavy, and there was much specu-
lation as to exactly what he would do.
The impot might be doubled. But that
was pot likely. A "wh.tﬂ)‘pmg” was
much more probable. e doubtful
question was whether it would be an
ordinary whopping in the Form-room or
a Head's flogging. And there was a
probability that it would not be marel,x
a whopping at all, but the “sack.
Quelch was well known to be fed-up
with the rebel of his Form, and Whar-
ton's offences all through the term had
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been numerous. It was quite likely that
this act of disobedience would be the
last straw. If ever a fellow had asked
for the sack Wharton had. He had, as
the Bounder put it, sat upon his hind
legs and begged for it.

There was & good deal of excitemént
in the Remove., Wharton, the fellow
who was in trouble, was least excited.
His face was cool and calm, and abso-
lutely indifferent in expression. Fellows
who blamed him most could not help
admiring his nerve.

“I say, you fellows! Here comes
Quelch I murmured Billy Bunter, as
there was a rustle in the corridor,
“Mind your eye!”

Mr. Quelch came up the passage and
opened the TForm-room door. Tho
juniors took their places, and there was
s deep breath of anticipation.

But Mr. Queloh did not call Wharton
out; did not, in fact, take any par-
ticular notice of that trouble
some member of his Form.
Lessons bogan as wusual
Billy Bunter, much to his
dismay, was ealled on to con-
strue, and os ho had not even
looked at his prep the pre-
vious cvening, his con was
rather worse than usual.
Bunter had had no time for

rep. He lhad been ponder-
g on the subject of the
Christmas holidays, Bunter's
plans for the holidays being
still unfixed. Prep, in the
circumstances, seemed merely
en unnecessary worry, The
fat Owl wished, however, that
he had given it a little atten- ¥
tion when the gimlat eycs ¢
fixed on him.

A hundred lines rowarded
Bunter for his con, and ho sat
down gasping with relief that
it was no worse. Nobody
{iked the look in Quelch’s eye
that morning.

Lord Mauleverer, who had
gone to sleep over Lis prep,
handed out a con almost as
bad as Bunter's. Two hun-
dred lines fell to his lordship.
He, too, was glad that it was
no worse.

Wharton was called on
next. Mr. Quelch knew, and
overy follow in the Remove
knew, that Wharton could
have given a good con if he
had liked. He gave a very
bad one. It was not quite so
bad os Bunter's. A fellow
bad to have a genius for
bungling to translate as badly

as Bunter. But it was very
bad. The gimlet eyes were
geen to glint, and the
Removites waited for the

storm to burst.

But no storm burst,

“You may sit down,
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch,
in a cold and cutting tone,
and the Remove cxchanged
wondering glances. “You
will go on, Cherry.”

Wharton porhaps wondered,
as well as the rost., While
cvery man in the Form was
on his guard, enxious not to
catch tho gimlet eyes, the
senpefrace was asking for
trouble. Mr. Quelch, as avery
fellow could see, was in o
state of deep and suppressed

anger. Yet he took no notice
of the robel's obvious
“gheelk,” Until morning

break he Wharlon’s

existence.

It was not till the Form were dis-
missed for break that the Remove master
addressed a word to the scapegrace.

“Wharton, yon did not hand in your
im;msitmn yesterday.”

“No, sir,” said Harry,

Thera was a deep breath in the
Remove. It was coming now |

“Have you written it, Wharton?”

“No, sir ¥

“ Have you written any of it?”

“No, sir|”

“Am I to understand, Wharton, that
it is not your intention to writo out the
imposition I have given you ?”

There was a breathless pause. Harry
Wharton's answer camo cool and clear.

“Yes, sir ¥

Another breathless pause.

To the amazement of the Remove, the

ignored

BOB CHERRY :—

What cheer, old tops P Here's all the

best
At Christmas-time for you.

May turkeys grace the festive board

And Chrisimas puddings, too !
When 1933 arrives

May luck be on gour side,

I hope your masters will not find
The need to tan your hide !

JOHNNY BULL :—

Best wishes to you, one and all

For Chrisimas 32,

And all through 1933

I wish the best for you !l

May lines and impots pass you by,
Your punishments be fer,

And may good luck be on your side
Wh you i

FRANK NUGENT :—

A Merry Christas to you all,

Good luck in "33 !

“ Be good, sweel child,"”
speare (7) said,

That goes for little me !

But if you simply can’t be good,

And mmst set rules at nought,

I hope gour luck will stand by you—

And that you won't get caught [

HURREE SINGH :—

The wishfulness of what T wish
This Christmuastide fo you,

Is quite terrific, honoured friends,
Esteemed and stupid, too.

May the eatfulnesas of your food be good

And your luckfulness be grand,
If pou were here I'd lilie to shake
Your est d and vidicul

HARRY WHARTON :—
What-ho, you chapa! All’s well again,

The hatchet's buried now,

The Famous Five are friends again,
For good and all I trow !

A Merry
W you may be,

In Timbuktu or Woolanmarroo,
In London or Dundee.

:&mmmmmma ]

as Shake-

Tiand,

Chrisimas, ** Magnetites,"
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thunder did not begin to roll.  Mr,
Quelch compressed his lips in a tight
line. But he was icily calm.
“That is direct disobedience, Whar-
ton,” he said quietly.
,“1 did nothing to deserve the lines,
sir,” said Harry. ]
“You will hardly expect me to discnss
that with you,” said Mr. Quelch. *For
the present you may go. I shall con-
sider this matter.”
Wharton left the Form-room with tho
others
There were sigmficant looks among tho
Remove fellows. They knew that there
was only one possible explanation of
Mr. Quelch’s icy self-control. His mind
was made up. He had, as it were, given
the rebel of the Remove enough rope to
hang himself! It was not going to be a
caning—it was not even going to be a
Head's flogging! It was going to be
the “sack.” z
“You've done 1t now, old bean,” said
the Bounder,
“Think so?”’ asked Whar-
ton carelessly. .
“Bet you ten to one in
doughnuts.”
Harry Wharton laughed,
and  walked out into tho
uad. He passed the Co. and
they looked at him. He did
not glance at them, but he
knew what their looks ex-
pressed, all the same. Bob
Cherry’s  ruddy face was
glum, Johnny Bull’s was
clouded, Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh's dusky countenance
8 was troubled, and Frank
Nugent was deeply distressed.
They knew that the scape-
race had overstepped the
™ [imit at last, and that there
i could be but one result. And
now that it looked like a cer-
tainty that the rebel of Grey-
friars was going to be ox-
polled from the school, they
realised that, deep as tha
breach between them was,
the old friendship was not
dead. Frank Nugent left his
friends, and hurried after the
fellow who had once been his

best chum,
He touched

“Wharton [”
Harry's arm.
“Leave me alone, please!”

“I've got to speak! Can't
ou see how it is?’ panted
ugent, *““Quelch has gone
to the Head!1” .
“I'm not interested in
Quelgh I

“Ho's taken it so quietly
because he's made up lus
mind. arry, don't be a
fool—don’t be & mad fool I”

R pleaded PFrank. “It's the

d sack! You can't defy a

8§ [orm master ta his face and

§ carry on! With all the resi,
tcc "

“It needn't worry you, £o
far a5 I can see!” Wharton
walked on. Nngent followed.

“There’s o chance yet.
Harry, have a little scnse!
Go to Quelech and tell him
you're sorry you haven't
done the lines, and—"

“But I'm not sorry!” said
Wharton mockingly.

“T tell you it's the sack!
Think of your people—think
of Colonel Wharton—-"

Wharton gave a harsh
laugh.

: “My uncle's let me down!
# He's as down on me as any-
one elso. Why should I think
of Lhim?"”
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“Think ot your sunb, then—Miss
Wharton—what will she feel like when
you're turned out of Greyinars?

Wharton winoced.

“Leave me alonel” he broke out
savagely. “Can't you mind your own
business? 1f I'm going, I'm going with
o stiff upper lip! 1 wil not yield ap
inch—not to save myself from the snok—
not to save my lifel Leave me alone!

He tramped away. with a black brow.
Frank Nugent rejoined his friends, with
a hopeless look.

“Jt's all up!” he said.

“The upfulness is terrific!” groaned
[Turree Jamset Ram Singh. -
“The chopper’s coming down at last
said Johmyppf}ull slowly. “He's been
asking for it all the term. He can’d
woni:le . 1 fault 1* muttered

“It—it's partly our fault!

Nugent miserably. “If we'd stood by

im—
“We did all we evuld!” said Bob.
“J—I know! But—* ] .
“A Je}loﬁw thcn IFt':heau blagging—"
runted Johnny Bull.
. “T don't heli’éve he ever did! That’s
what's his back up so much—fellows
thinking that of him. T believe ho could
expl‘%in if he liked.”

from his Korm master eannot remain ab
Greyfriars.”
harton drew a hard, deep breath.

“ After dinner to-day.” continued Mr.
Quelch, “you will pack your box You
will then go to your study, and remain
there until Dr. ke sends for you. 1
have no more to say to you.”

The Remove went out,

“ Sacked |” .

The word passed from lip to lip.

All eyes were on the rebel of the
Remove,

‘Harry Wharton sauntered away with
his hands in his pockets, whistling.

Che Sixth Chapter.
Barry Wharton’s Resoloe !

ACKED!
S It=had come at last!
It had been bound to come, un-

less the rebel of the Remove
mended his ways, and he had, it
seemed, no intention of mending them.
Luck had befriended him sgain and

ell, if he chooses to let fcllows g

Johnny.

+ _.'__J‘)
think grunted Y. ted  him 1”

“We might have
muttered Frank. )
“T.00k here, Franky, old man!” said
Bob Cherry qluietlly. “It's no good
blaming ourselves! Wharton rowed
with us—not us with him! [ dare say

there was blame on both sides—there

is, in any row. But we did all
. I'd be jolly glad to wash it
all out. I'd give anything to save him
from what's coming to him. But he's

ot his own dashed temper and pride to
thank for most of the trouble—and that’s
that 1" .

When the beli rang for third school
Harry Wharton came into the Form.
room with the Remove. He could not
help wondering
last time he would ever enter the
Remove-room. The other fellows were
sure of it, Third school passed off as
nsual. Mr. Quelch neither looked at
Whearton, nor, addressed him, and his
manner indicated plmnlf that he no
longer regarded the tebel as o member
of his Form.

Wharton was there, because he had
not been turfed out—but that was all.
Wharton realised that himself, ond,
though his face gave no clue to his feel-
ings, his heart was like o stone in his
breast. But there was no thought of
surrender in his mind, Even now ho
might have saved himself by “eating
humble pie.” If that thought came to
him, he spurned it away.

He had not expeeted it to come to this,
He had expected the usuel punishment
for failing to hand in his lines--more
severe in his case than in the case of
another, that was all. But Quelch, as he
reflected bitterly, had been too many for
him, Instead of doubling the impot, or
cunmg him for not having written it,
Quelch had turned it into a personal
matter—a_direct question of obedience
or disobedience. The plain faot of the
matter was that Quelch was “sick * of
him, end wanted him to go—and this
latest act of rebellion had given him his
chance.

When third lesson was over Mr,
Quelch addressed Wharton in calm,
quiet, iecy tones, ‘The Demove listened

generall
we coul

breathlessly.
“Wharton, 1 have discussed the
matter  with your headmaster. Dr.

Tocke fully agrees with me that a boy
who directly refuses to obey an order
Tre Maourr Lierany.—No, 1,296,

whether that was the ¥
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again—for a fellow who had run such a
reckless course his luck had been won-
derful. DBut it had failed him at last!

At dinner in Hall all the eyes of
Groyfriars turned on Huarry Wharton.
Sixth Form men at the high table
looked round at him—Fifth Form men
stared at him—Shell and Fourth
Remove and Third and Second, ali
gnzed at the fellow who was going to be
sacked.

Wharton seemed unconscious of it,

He ate a good dinner with a good
appetite. His zir was careless when ho
walked out of Hall.

Wingate of the Sixth stopped to speak
to him outside.

“ Sorry, kid 1* said the Greyfriara cap-
tain. “I hear it's all up with you, and
I suppose you'll admit that you've asked
for it pretty carnestly, But I'm sorry.”

“Thanks,” seid Harry, a little touched
by tho kindness in Wingate's look and

tone.
Beveral other fellows came to speak to

¥ who might have done better,

“THE MAGNET

him—cven the ineffable Cceil Reginald
Temple, captain of the Fourth,
enerously forgetful of the fact that the
move lellow had pulled his lofty nose
once upon a time,

“Borry. k1d !" sard Temple. * Nothin’
to be done, | suppose?”

“'Fraid not,” said Hurry.

“Haurd cheese, just beiore Christmas |”
said Fry.

“Oh, rather I” said Dobney.

Nugent minor of the Second came
running up to Wharton in the quad a
few mnutes later. Dicky's usunl&v
chubby end careless face was distressed,

“I say, Wharton, they’re saying that
you're sacked " he czeluimed.

“Not yet!" said Harry. “I'm seeing
the Head presently, That's all.”

“But it's the push?” asked Dicky.

“Well, yes, [ think s0.”

. “It's rotten " said Dicky. “I say, ia
it pub-haunting, or what§”

" You young assi”

‘Well, I'm awfully sorry,” said the
fag “You did me a jollg turn
last week. I should have been dished,
but for youl | dare say you thought
I'd forgotten all about it, but 1 haven't.
I suppose old Queloh has caught you
out at last. Everybody knew he wsas
watching for a chanco. It's a shame|”

Harry Wharton walked on when
Dicky left him, his face thoughtful. He
had beon an outcast in the school of
late, but now that the chopper had
come down, fellows seemed to feel
kindly enough towards him. [Even
Coker of the Fifth stopped him for a
rough, lindly word. obson of the
Shell made it a_point to tell him that
he was sorry. But he could not help
seeing that nobody was surprised, o
blamed Mr. Quelch, except perhapa
Dicky of the Second.

For a long time fellows had taken it
for gran that the ecapegrace of
Greyfriars was booked for the sack, and
that it was only a question of time,
They were sorry, not becauss they
fancied that he had had injustice, but
because they regarded him ne a fellow

whose
headstrong temper had led him to
disaster. No fellow at school could set

himself up against authority and “get
away " with it for long. The most
phenominal run of luck was certain to

ter out ot last. Wharton was “for
it"” now, and in tho general view he
was a fellow who had hard measure,
but only because he had left the beaks
no choice in the matter,

Wharton had plenty of food for
thought ss he wallked in the quad—not
by any means pleazant thought.

He had alweys known that it might
come, but, somehow, now that it had
come, it seemed unexpected, as well as
crushing.

His interview with the hcadmaster
was to be meroly a formal one. Judg-
ment had been decided on, and Dr.
Locke simply had to tell him so. Thera
was no question of doubt in the matter.
His departure from Greyfrinrs was left
till the fellows were in class. He was
to drop out umscen and unnoticed.
Quelch, relieved to bo rid of him. was
willing to spare him the ignominy of n
public expulsion. 8o long as he went,
that was all Quelch cared about.

A word from Quelch to the Head
would have saved him It was all
(iueluh. Wharton smiled bittorly at
that thought., Even now, if he had
“kow-towed " to Quelch, he might have
been given another chance. He had
only to eat humble pie—a sufficiency of
it. And his lip curled with scorn at
the thought, Never that!

In a few houra non he would be at
home—homal Ho could picture tho

Tim dm‘l;lemru and kmt brows of
&)Ionel. harton, greeting thio nephew
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i
Harry Wharton®s brow darkened at the sight of Mr. Quelch com
501 find you here, Wharton 1 What about your lines ? **
* Then go back to the sehool at once | *" said Mr. Quelch,

gont home in disgrace from school.
What was ho to say to his uncle?

His teeth set.

“Wharton!” Mark Linley came up
to him. *“1—! hope you'll believe mo
when 1 say I'm sorry lor this.”

Wharton looked at him. Mark had
taken bis pleco as head boy of the
Remove that term—that had been one
of his bitter grievances. But he was not
feeling that bitterness now, and ns he
locked at the kind, honest face of the
Lancashire junior, a faint feeling o
shame came over him,

“Thanks, Linley!” he said, in a low
voioe, “It's all right. k herel
I'm sorry for somo things. Let’s port

friends.”

“That’s moro like you used to be, old
chap,” said Mark. “T'm jolly Elad to
hear you say that! But, look here,

can't anything be donet”
L No [)I

“ Quelch isn't the hard man you seom
to fmoy Wharton,” said Mark earn-
estly, © ¥ou never thought so badly of
him last term, you know. He's hard in
some ways; but he's.a just man, if you
could only see it. You've really got
his rag out this term an awful lot, you
know

Wharton smiled faintly.

“n o L J

“If you'd go to him—-

“ Never I”

The bell rang for classes at last, Ro-
move [cllows headed for the Form-
room. Wharton watched them going
in the bright, cold winter sunshine.
They were going into olasa without him.

would never go into the Remove-
room again. The thought gave him a
ng at his heart. Yet. as he saw Bob
aarry & Co. pause on their way, and
turn towards him, he walked in another
direction. They went on silently to the
Form-room.

“T say, old chap1” He almost walked

into Billy Bunter.

- |

“ Cut off, Buntor!"
“QOh, really, Wharton—"

* Cut off, for Iness’ sako!” .
Bunter blinked at him through Lis
big spectacles.

“You're pretty checky for a fellow
that’s sacked,” said tho fat Owl reprov-
ingly. “Pride pgoes before a fall—
what? He, he, he! Look here! About
the Christmas holidays—"

“Ch, dry upl”

“It's not eve follow who would
stick to a chap that’s bunked from tho
school,” said Bunter. “I can tell you
that! But I'm not the man to let down
a pal. Kindest friend and noblest foe,
you know. and all that. If you'd like
me to come along in the v "

“I wouldn't!”

“What I mean is, I'm afraid I
couldn't do it,” said Bunter calmly.
“Cro't be mixed up with a fellow who's
kicked out of the school, you know. A
man must draw a line somewhere, and
1 draw it at that. I was simply going
to say—— Beast!”

Bunter sat dawn suddenly, and Whar-
ton walked on, leaving him to splutter.
He went into the House at last, after
all the Greyfriars fellows wero in the
Form-rooms. Rather to_his surpriso he
came on Mr. Quelch. Quelch was not
with his Form.

“Have you packed your box, \Whar-
ton ;q zit;s‘ked tho Removoe master coldly.

a

“Go and do so at once |”

Wharton made no reply.

“You will then wait in your study till
Dr. Locke haa leisure to see ﬁou. It
will be soon |1 shall personaily take
you to the station and place you in the
train for home. You will be ready.
That 1= all.”

Wharton went up the staircase.

A prefect was in charge of tho Re-
move that afternoom, leaving Mr.

Ing along the beaeh.

= |
' ”’/”J'_ﬂlﬂlm '_.,1

il

“ Ah 1* rapped the Remove master.
*1 haven’t touched them,’’ answered the Greylriars rebel.
controlling his anger in the presence ol the Courtfleld fellows.

Quelch at, leisurp to seo the "sacked *

the premiscs, Whar

junjor safely off
It resally

ton's lip ourled bitterly.
seemed as if Quelch could not feel sura
that he had got rid of the robel until
he had socn him off with his own eyos.
But thers were other thoughts in Harry
Wharton's mind.

He did not pack his box. He went to
his study and pacled a rucsack. His
face was set and quiet, his mind made
up. He was not going to sec the Head,
and hear the senfence of expulsion. Ii
he was to go, he could go without that.
A last aot of defiance was a solaco to
his pride. ﬁs was not going home to
meet the grim displeasure of his uncle,
the tearful distress of his aunt. Ho was
not wanted at Groyfriars, ho was not
wanted ot Wharton Lod’ge. But the
world was wide.

He remembered Dick Trumper's
words in the Seagulls’ Cave the previous
day. There was a resource, Trumper
had nﬁoken half in jest, but ho meant
what he said. He and his father would
mako the Greyfriars junior welcome,
if he cared to join them in the coastin
teip in the little lugger. That woul
see him through a couple of weeks, and
give him time to make further plans,
He was done with Greyfriars, done with
school life, and he was done with Whar-
ton Lodgo. To that desporate resolve,

at last, had tho rebel of Greyfriars
como.
The Seventh Chapter.
Bolted!

& TOP I
S The quadrangle was deserted

—all the fellows were in class,

By the gates, old Gosling could

bo seen, looking out of his lodge into

tho wintry sunshino. Wharton had
Tng Magner Lispany.—No. 1,206,
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expected to walk out of the schoel with-
out let or hindrance; but he ha
counted withont the Remove master.
The sharp voice foll on his ears as he
was crossing to the gates, and Mr.
Queleh camo hurrying towards him.
Wharton set his lips as he lalted.
His mind was made vp; his resolve
irrevocably fixed. He pgave the Ito-
move master a look of cool and hardy
defiance.
“What do you want?” he asked.
“How dare you leave the Houso?
Have you scen'the Head?” y
“I'm not going to,” enswered Whar-
ton coolly.
“Take care, Wharton! What are
you doin‘g with that rucsack?”
“That’s my business.”
"E[nve you pecked your boxi”
L1 o ”n

“Whers are you going?”

“Find out I

Mr. Quelch stood in the scopograce’s
path, breathing hard with anger.
was open war now. The last rag of
respect had been thrown aside by the
rebel of the Remove, no longer & mem-
ber of the Remove. :

“You'ro done with me,” eontinned
Wharton, with cool mockery. * You've
wanted to get rid of mo all this term.
Well, now you've done it. Now you
can leave me alone.”

“You aro 1o seo the Head”

“1 won'tl”

“Da you dare to make mo such an
answer, Wharton ¥ gasped Mr. Quelch,
searcely believing his ears. .

“Why not?” asked Harry, with tha
same mocking coolness. “I'm sacled |
You're not my Form master now! I'm
done with you I”

“It is my duty to see you safely home,
in your guardian's house,” said Mr.
Queleh grimly, “Knowing your reck-
less mature, your headstrong and sclf-
willed obstinacy, I bad somo suspicion
of " this.”

Evidently Henry Samuel Queleh Lad
been rather keener than the rebel had
gupposed. All the Remove knew that
Queleh was a downy bird!

“It crossed my mind,” said Mr,
Queleh, “that you might make some
aitempt to leave the echool surrepti-
tiously—that you might not intend to go
home to your guardian’s house,
Wharton.”

“Indeed, sir?”

“Aa 1 cannot trust you, Wharton I
shall mecompany you on your journey
home, and hand you over to Colonel
Wharton porsonally! There my respon
sibility ends; but until you are in your
guardian’s charge my responsibility
continues! Go back into tho House !””

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“You've guessed it ! he said q‘uiatly.
“I'm not going home! And you're not
gning to take me home, Mr. Quelch.”

“Where are you thinking of going,
Wharton?” asked the Remove master,
in a dgeutlcr voice. “Tf you have your
guardian’s consent to visit friends—"

“Colonel Wharton knows nothing
about it. He doeczn’t even know I'm
bunked yet, unless the Head has
phunu(!l I shall mot tell vou whera I
am going | But I am not going home—
and you shall not take mo there |

“Do you imagine for one moment,
Wharton, that you will be allowed to go
out into the world at your own
devices—-**

‘(Yos !”

“Enough !
instantly 1"

% Rﬂ.ﬁﬂ !!l

That was enough for Mr. Quelch—
more than enough!| He made a grasp
at the rebel of Greyfriars.

Tae Magner Lisrany,—No, 1,206

Go back into the House

Wharlen leaped back.

The next monient he had dodged
round the Remove mastor 2nd was
springing for the gates.

“Gosling 1" shouted Mr. Quelch.

The gates were open. Gosling, blink-
ing in amazement, stepped out of his
lodge and stood in Wharton’s path.

“HStop that boy I” shouted Mr. Quelch,
Lurrying in i)ursuit.

Gosling held up a horny hand.

“You 'old on, Master Wharton !* he
said. “Wot I says is this ‘ere—
Oooocogh! Wooocogh! Groooocoogh

Wharton did not hold on. He
charged 1 William Gosling pitched for-
'i:'_ard as if o cannon-ball had struck

im.

Leaving the old rier eprawling,
foce  downwards, arry  Wharton
sprinted out of the gateway.

My. Queleh came panting breathlessly
to the gates. He passed the gasping

4 Watch Out for Next %
Week's MAGNET and
Six More Free Picture
Stamps to Stick in Your

Album !

Order Your Copy NOW! B

Quosling, and stared out into the road.

“Wharton |” he roared.

Wharton, at o safe distance, looked
back, with' a mocking grin. The Form
master had no chance in a foot-race
with the active junior, and he did not
attempt it. Ho stopped in the gateway.

“Wharton! Come back at once!”

“No fear!”

“1 command you—"

o Rﬂtﬂ I"

“Boy 1” shrieked Mr. Quelch. *Listen
to me! I shall immediately telephone
to the railway authorities, and yon will
be detained at the first station yom
enter 1”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Get on with it!” he said.

“] ghall immediately call on the Sixth
Form prefects to follow you, and bring
you back to the school !”

“I don’t mind |”
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“Tor the last time—"

‘' Go and eat coko!”

Wharton swung away down Triar-
dale Lane.

Mr. Quelch made a stride after him—
and stopped! Tt was useless for him to
pursue! Crimson with rage, the
movo master turned into tho gateway
again, and hurried back to the House,
He almost ran o the Head’s study.

“ Ah, Mr. Quelch |” said Dr. Locke, as
he entored. *You havo browght Whar-
mn—’l

" H ”

"HNo, ”slrl gasped Alr,  Quelch.
“1 will deal with the boy hefore I gﬂ
to the Bixth Form room,” said the
Head. “If you will—"”

“Fle is [

The Head blinked.

“Gone !" he repeated.

Mr. qzmk:h panted.

“He has had the audaecity—the ims
pudence to run away!”

“Mr. Quelch, why did you not detain
him ?". asked the Head.

“Ho eluded me, sir! Ilo has ad-
mitted that he does not intend to go
home., He appears to be utterly reck-
less and irresponsible. Indeed, T fear
that it may be his intention to join same
disreputable associntes of some sovt )

“‘This must be stopped, Mr. Quelch!
The boy must be taken to his homo, in
charge of a master or a prefect! Wa
aro responsible for him until his
guardian receives him! Let him be
brought back to the school at once. X
will request the prefects to give their
assistance.”

“1 was about to ask it, sir.”

Five minutes later, Mr. Quelch, in
coat and hat, walked out of tho Honse,
accompanied by Wingate, Sykes,
Walker, and Carne of the Sixth. Win-
gate ran out hiz motor-bike, Walker
and Carne and Sykes .mountcd push-
bikes, and Mr. Quelch followed on foof,
The hunt was up!

Where Wharton had gone nono knew:

only that he had walked off towards
Friardale. But the hunt was up, and
it was scarcely likely that hLe could
escape.
In the Remove-room, where Gwynns
af the Sixth had charge of the Form
in Mr. Queleh’s absence, the fellowa
wondered whether Wharton was gone
yot. Thoy little dreamed in what
dramatio circumstances he was going |

CThe Eighth Chapter,
CThe Bunt for Barrp Wharton!

ARRY WHARTON heard the

I'{ chugfing of a motor-bike in

the lane, as he was steppin;

over the stile into the footpa.tg
through Friardale Wood.

He had kept on the trot, and lost no
time.

Nothing was known of his plans ab
Groyfriars; once ho was out of sight he
had no doubt that he would be securas
from recapture.

That night he would pass on board
the lugger in Pegg Bay. In the morn-
ing, the Trumpers, father and son, were
starting on the coasting trip; and he
would far from Greyfriara. What-
ever they imagined had become of hiin,
they were not likely to guess that he was
gone to sea.

But. loocking back along the lane at
the sound of a motor-bike, ho started as
he saw Wingate of the 8ixth. He had
expected pursuit—the beeks could not
possibly leave him to his own devices, if
they could help it! But he had hardly
looked for such prompt action as this}
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Wingate, coming down the lane like
the wind, had spotted him, and he was
waving his hand as Wharton stared
back. His voice reached the junior:

“Wharton! Stop!”

Wharton's eyes flashed.

He vaulted over the stile, and ran up
the footpath into the leafless, frosty
wood. Pursuit was swifter and closer
than he had counted on; but he was not
beaten yet. )

The motor-bike chugged on to the
stile, and Wingate jumped down. He
leaped the stile and sprinted up the

path.

“Wharton!  You young rascall
Stop!” roared the captein of Grey-
friars.

There was no answer the
fugitive.

harton had left tho path, and was
winding away among- the trees and the
frosty bracken. Agsin and again Win-
gate had a glimpse of him as he pur
sued; but pursuit was not easy in the
wood, with snow banked among the
treos, and the elusive junior dedged him
successfully.

Wharton was out of siEht when he ran
out into Pogg Lane; but he did not
keep on to the fshing village. He
dropped into a deep ditch, fortunately
frozen—it was cold, but dry. Under a
sorecen of frosty brambles and drooping
willows he erouched, silent.

A minute or two later he heard Win-

ate's tramping footsteps and panting

reath.

The profeot stopped only a few yards

from

from hiz hiding-place, staring ul!.l) and
down the lane. Wharton hardly
breathed.

He heard Wingate tramp away at
last, in the direction of Pegg. The
Greyfriars ocaptain concluded that
Wharton had taken that direction—as

had, indeed, been his intention, had he
baon unpursued.

Wingate's footsteps died away, end
Wharton peered out, and grinned
breathlessly as he saw the stalwart form
of the Greyfriars captain vanish in the
distance.

He crept out of the frozen diteh.

To go on to Pegg was impossible now,
Wingate was there, searching for him.
He struck off through the wood: again,
taking a path that led to the cliffs at a
distance from the fishing village,

By descending the guﬁy in the oliffs
he intended to reach the beach and
follow the sands to the bay. TIf the
coast was not clear he could easily
hunt cover till the early December dusk
sot in; after which he could ocut down
to the lugger unseen.

He came out on the path over the
clifs and hurried along to the gully.
Then he caught sight of James Wallker
of the Sixth on a push-bike, coming
along from the direction of Friardale.
He dropped behind o rugged mass of
chalk, and waited.

Walker came on slowly. He did not
ssem to be in a hurry. He stopped, and
dismounted on the road a few yards
ffom the junior: but Wharton was in
no danger of discovery unless thoe pre-
fect left the road and searched among
the rugged inequalitics of the cliff-tops.
That was a task rethor too extemsive
for James Walker to think of under-
teking it. Wharton wondered why the
Sixth Form man had stopped; but soon
he heard the whir of another bicycle,
fr?'m another direction.

S8eer him Walkert” K was
Carne’s voice calling.
“No Have you?’
“Not a pglimpse of the young
villain |

“He was making for Pegg,” said
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Walker. “QGoodnoss knows why—
there's no rajlway station there, But it
looks, like it.”

“Well, we’ll run him down sconer or
later. Can’t see that there's a fearful
hurry,” remerked Carne. “This is
better than Greek with the Head.”

Walker chuckled,

“I spotted Wingate mnear Poggl
8ykes i» rooting in the wood. 8ecn
anything of his nibs?”

Q“ fllila nibs,” apparently, was Mr,
uelgh.

“Yes; he's gone along the beach,”
cnswered Walker, “If the young

rascal went that way, Quelch will spot
him, I fancy.” .

Wharton breathed quickly as
heard that.

if Mr Quelch wes down on tho
beach, the way was not clear for him
to reach Pegg Bay by the sands. Btill,
the beach was wide, and dotted with
outgrop: of chalky rock—there was
plenty .of cover there. He had to
chance it, anyhow. . -

“Well, we'll get the little idiot,
sooner or later,” said Carne, “Ten to
one Wingate will bag him in Pegg.
Let's kne;lo an eye oggm along theso
cliffs, If he dodges this way we ocan
run him down fast enough!”

Wharton heard tne two seniors wheel-
ing their machines away slong the
road. When he ventured to peer out
from behind the chalky boulder, they
were at s distance, with their backs to
him,

Keeping his head low, he ran for the
gully, and in a few minutes was in it,
descending to the beach below.

He came out on the ridged sands,
and his glance swept keenly to and fro.
Of all his pursuers, he had learned
that only Mr. Quelch had gone along

{Continued on next page.)
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the sands; he had now only one pair

of cyes to fear. But those gimlet eyes

were very keen indeed.
uelch was not in !]%]ht-

harton hoped that lie had already
gone on as far as the village, rbund the
great sweeping bend of the cliffs a
quarter of a mile ahead.

He tramped along the wet sand.

On his left the North Sea rolled to
the horizon, steely grey under tho
wintry sun. The tide had turned in, and
was booming on sand and rocks, great
waves rolling up towards the fine of
high chalk eliffs. .

ut as yet, the tide was distant;
there was ample time to pget to the
bend of the oliffs before it was any-
where nezr. If he was caught before
he got round the rugged, rocky base
of the great Shoulder, he was lost. But
thero was a good hour yet before the
tide would bo washing the rocks of the
Shoulder, and he gave that no though.
Once round that great cliff, he would
sce tho fishing village, and the craft
moored at the old wooden quay—among
them the lugger he intended to board.
He walked slowly. He could not linger
on the heach till dusk, for the tide
was in before dark. But once round
the great Shoulder, he could hunt
cover among the rocks till the earl
darkness fcﬁ. But he was not roun
the Shoulder yet!

Not a hving thing was in sight on
the beach that windy winter’s day. The
incoming tide roared with a daer,
booming sound, foaming over chalk
rocks, piling up masses of sand and
seaweed. The keen salt air blew in his
face, and he breathed it decp. As ho
came opposita the Seagulls' Cave,
where he had been with Trumper and
Solly the day before, he glanced up at
the dark opening in the cliffs, Iad it
been nbove high-water mark, it would
have been a safe refuge till the hunt
weas over. But ot high tide the sea
washed right into the high ecave. In
an hour's time it would be filled with
foaming, booming salt water.

Ile tramped on.

“Wharton |*

From behind a ridio of high challk
a tall and angular figure came into
sight. Wharton stopped dead,

Mr. Quelch was, as ho had supposed,
ahead of him. Byt he had not gone
on to Pegg; he was still on the beach.
'The high ridge of chalk had hidden
him from Lhe junior’s eyes till this
moment.

He was scarce six yards distant when
he sighted Wharton, and he came
striding towards the junior with glint-
ing eyes.

Wharton cast a des’perate glanco round.

The Form master’s outstretched hand
was almost grasping him, when he
spran, up the rgged cliff, and
scrambled into the Scagulls’ Cave. Mr.
Quelch, with an angry exclamation,
sprang after him, slipped on the wet
chalk, and fell back on the sand.

e gpeined his fcet, panting for
breath, his face pole and ect with
anger, Harry Wharton, from the dark
opening of tho cave above, looked
tllmifn at him with cool defiance in his
ook.

The Ninth Chapter,
€scape!

ENRY BSAMUEL QUELCH
breathed hard and deep as he
looked up at the cool, defiant
foce of the rebel. Never had

the Remove master’s severe face ox-
presred such concentrated mnger.
Tng Maener Lisnary.—No. 1,206,

% Wharton {* His voice camo hard as
gteel, * Descend at oncel”

“Not likely 1” answered Harry.

“You reckless young rasca

“Can it1”

“Wha-a-t1*

“Can it!” said Wharton coolly.

“ Will you come down, Wharton?”

“No, ivwon't g

“If you refuse to descend,” said Mr.
Quelch, his voice trembling with rage,
“] shall asscend and romove you by
force.” .

“Get on with it,” said the rcbel of
the Remave, laughing.

Wharton had little doubt that he
would be able to dodge successfully, in
the dark interior of the cave., Of that
interior, Mr, Quelch knew nothing—all
he could see was the gap in the face of
the cliff.

He approached, picking a spot to
ascend. The ledge at the mouth of the
cave was only two feet above his head;
but the chark was wet and slippery.
Mr. Quelch was long past the ago when
clambering over cliifs had any appenl.
He cast a searching Pinnc_e along tha
beach, 1in the hope of seeing some of
the prefects, But not one of them was
to be seen—the bedch had been left to
Quelch. It was imposeible to go and
call them to the spot—the junior was
only waiting for him to turn his back,
to escape. I Wharton wae to be
rooted out of the cave, Quelech had to
do the rooting; and he made up his
mind to it.

Taking careful hold of projcctions in
tho chalk, Henry Bemuel Quelch ¢lam-
bered up.

Wharton watched him coolly.

Had it been one of the BSixth-
Formers, he would have had no hesita-
tion in shoving him back, to fall on the
sand; the climber was entirely at the
mercy of anyone above. But even the
reckless rebel of Greyfriars, in his most
reckless frome of mind, did not dream
of laying hands on an elderly man—
that was very far outside the limit.
Ho stepped back from tho ledge, still
watching, as Mr. Queleh’s grim faco
rose before the gave. The Remove
master. breathing hard, got a knee on
the ledge, and clambered up, and stood
on his feet in the mouth of the cave,
panting.

Wharton
interior.

“Boy ! boomed Quelch. His voico
rang . with & thousand echoes in the
hollows and fissures of the chalk cliff.
“ S‘op 1”

" Rats |” camo cchoing back from the
gloom.

Mr. Queclch, his tecth sct, his eyes
glinting, tramped into the cave. The
floor was rough and irregular, heaped
here and there by sand and scaweed
washed in by the last flood-tide, with
pools of water in the hollows. The
angry Form master had to pick his way
carefully.

He glimpsed tho shadowy figure
dodging away in the gleom, and fol-
lowed on. Even at its mouth, tho Seca-
gulls’ Cave was dusky; facther in, the

loom was deep, and farther still, the

lackness intense. Innumersble Bssures

opened in the chalk. In a very few
minutes Mr. Quelch lost sight of the
junior. He poused to listen for his
footsteps; but no sound came to his
cars save the hollow echoes in the oliff,
Suddenly there was a Hupping sound,
and a gull rushed past him, startling
him so much that he slipped and fell

"Oh 1™ gasped Mr. Quelch, as he sat
down in a pool loft by the last tide.

3

rotreated into the dusky
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He splashed water right and left.
The gull whizzed on to the opening of
the cave, and vanished skyward.
“Ha, ha, ho!” came a mocking laugh
from somewhere.
Mr. Quelch staggered up.

Hig fury was at white heat now,
Water dripped from the tail of his
overcoat. e stared round him, frying
to trace the junior by that sound of dis-
respectful laughter. But the echoing
eave multiplied the sound on all sides.

“Wharton I” shouted Mr. Quelch.

" Adsum|” called back the unseen
junior, as if he were mnswering to his
name at call-over,

“Where are you, you young raseal?”
roared Mr. Quelch,

“Here, old bean!”

“Upon my word! Wharton, I shail
chastise you severely as soon as I lay
hands upon you !”

“Go it, old thing!”?

It seemed vo Mr. Quelch that he could
trace the direction of the voico,
he made a rush. In the gloom his foot
caught in irailing seawced and he fell
on his knees,

“Han, ha, hal”

The cavern boomed with sound.

The Remove master scrambled up
again. He realised by this timo that T
had set himself an cxoeqdin%ly difficult
task. But be was so bitterly enraged
and exesperated that nothing would
have induced him to relinguish it. He
sorambled on savagély in search of the
elusive junior.

From far up the cave came the sound
of a falling, clinking stone. Mr. Quelch
tramped on up the cave.

Behind hiln Wharton's mocking face
looked out of a narrow fissure m +
rugged cave-side. He grinned after tho
Remove master. That falling stone had
been hurled by Wharton to fall at a
distance and lead Mr. Quelch on a false
scent. The Remove master disappeared
into darkness, tramping furiouely up tho
cave into the very heart of the eliff. A
distant glimmer showed Wharton that
Quelch was striking matches to assist
him in the search for the fellow who
was not there.

With a subdued chuckle, the youn
rascal crept- away back to the mouth o
the cave. Mr 6uelch was welcome to
Fo on exploring the dark interior by the
ight of matches as long as he liked.
Evidently he had no suepicion that he
had been tricked—that ho had passed
Wharton and left the junior behind
him. Leaving him to his rather un-

rofitable task, Harry Wharton dropped

own from the ledge to the sand and
seindded along the beach.

He laughed as he went.

How long Mr. Quelch would rook
about in the deserted cave before he dis-
covered that the junior was gone was
an entertaining question,

Iaving scudded a hundred yards,
Wharton dropped into a walk and
strolled on towards the curve of the
great Shoulder.

The tide was much cloger in now.

Between the utmost bulge of the
Shoulder and the incoming waves was
only a narrow strip of sand, and this
waa crossed by ﬂcoSing water as far as
the chff when a wave came in with
unusual force.

But there was plenty of time yet; only
shallow water rcached the cliff, and it
receded again, leaving the way clear.
It was a good quarter of an hour yet
before it became dangerous to walk
there. .

Wharton sauntered round the base of
the Shoulder. A wash of watoer wetted
his boots as ho went and that was all.
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He came in sight of the distant fish-
ing villege across the bay, and the
lugger, with the lug-sail down, moored
at the pier opposite the Anchor. Even
at the diwstance he could make out a
figure in jersey and top-boots on board
the little craft, and knew that it was
old Dave Trumper. But he did not
follow the curve of the bay towards the
nlin.ge. Wingate was there somewhero
—and perhaps some of the other prefects

by this time. The runaway did not
intend to show up in Pegg till dark—
or, rather, he did pot intend to show

up there at all. His plan was to get on
the lugger under cover of the winter
dusk when it fell. In the meantime,
once round the SBhoulder, he had to hunt
cover. Any minute now Mr. Quelch
might be following; whether he dis-
covered or not that Wharton had fooled
him in the cave, he ecould not linger
thero till the tide came in..

Wharton sat down on a bank of sand
screened by chall rocks to wait. He wes
out of sight when Mr. Queloh should
come along.

But Mr. Quelch did not coms along.

A startling thought came into his
mind. He gave a low whistle and rose
to his feet, looking back at the great
bulging cliff he had passed round. The
tall, angular fgure of the Remove
master was not in sight.

“M hat{” murmured. Wharton
blankly.

_Burely the Remove, master would not
linger in the eave, knowing that the tide
was ooming in. He was not-fool enough
to be cut off by the tide. He had never
been in the Beagulls’ Cave before, out
he knew that it was below high-water
mark—he must know that. Was it pos-
sible that in his anger and exasperation
ho had forgotten about the tide?

Wharton east 8 desperate glance round, and then sprang up the rugged cliff.

Wharton felt o sudden sinking of the
heart.

He had escaped pursuit; there waa no
cye on him row, o was free to carry
out his reckless plans. Had he only
glimpsed the angular figure of the Re-
move master coming round the oliff he
would have hunted cover till Mr. Quelch
had passed, and laughed when he had
gone., But he did not glimpse that
angular figure. Mr. Quelch was not
coming round the Shoulder; he was still
on the unsafe side of the great bulging
olif. And now the incoming sea was
washing right up to the chalk.

Wharton compressed his lips.

Was the man fool enough,
enough, to have forgotten the tide?

Was he still rooting about in the Sea-

gulls’ Cave for the fellow who was not
thers, whilo grim death was closing in
on him?
— For it was death—death without hope
—if he did not come round the ohiff
before the tide cut him off. Once the
sea was up to the steep face of the
Bhoulder Cliff, no mortal man could win
to safoty: the strongest swimmer would
-have been dashed to death on the
rugged.chalk. Why did he not come?

Wharton watched, with sinking heare.
Then he ran back to the bu]g'inﬁecurve
of the great oliff and looked beyond.
Foaming waves dashed up to the chalk
and receded Only by running, and
dodging the waves as they came, could
anyone get past the oliff now. If Quelch
was coming——

But he was not comin

mad

1

It wes forced upon %th.rton's mind
that he had forgotten the tide, There
was a chill at the schoolboy’s heart as
ho realised it: Probablv Mr Quelch did
not even know the time of the flood-
tide. It had been coming in, but was
still distant, when he entered the cave.

Hr.

Quelch, with an angry exclamation,
gprang after him, slipped on the wet chalk, and fell back on the sand. ** Wharton 1 ** he bellowed. *‘ Descend at onee ! **
“ Not likely ! "’ answered the rebel of Greylriars.

Likely onough it had not occurred to
his mind how fast it was closing in
while he rooted about in the dim in-
terior of the hollow cliff. Anyhow, he
was not coming; he was not in sight.
l.\;haﬂon tramped on back round the
oliff.

He had regarded this man as an
enemy; he had grown almost to hate
him. Now it seemed as if the scales feil
from his oyes, In n fearful mental pic-
ture he saw the wild sea booming into
the oave; he saw a man struggling in
meroiless waters—struggling till  his
strength was spent—and then— Then
a lifeless form washed to and fro in the
derkness till the obbing tide carried it
out to sea,

He dashed slong the wobt sand. He
had to get to the cave—to call Quelch,
to warn him of his fearful danger beforo
it was too late, Likely enough it was
too late already—but he h to try.
His own escape, his own plans and pro-
jects were forgotten now. He had to
save—if he could—the life that had been
endangered by his own reckless rebeili-
ousness. Heaven send that he was in
time! That was his only thought now
as he dashed and scrambled on between
the steep oliff and the roaring tide.

Booming, foaming, the sea rolled in—

foaming round his knees, round his
waist. driving him against the oliff T&
receded, and he splashed and plunged

desperately on. Slipping on wet ¢'ones,
stumbling in tangled seaweed, be tore
on. Another great wave came hooming
in, flooding the sand, washing up the
faco of the cliff. tossing him_ on the
rough chalk like a feather.: He clung
on somehow till the wave went r;a_ck,
holding on to rugged chalk to save him-
golf from being torn away to the ' 1ngry
(Continued on page 18.)
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soa. Then, panting, blinded by epray,
with ebbing water washing round his
knees, he raced on—and rounded.the
bulging curve of the cliff just as another
billow thundered in,

He was beyond the outmost bulgs of
the great chalk Shoulder now. Beyond,
the oliffs receded in a deep embaymont,
and there was 4 stri sand as yet
uncovered by the tide.  The - junior
raced along the sand towards the Jea-
gulls' Cave, the sea bdﬁ'min% behind him
—flooding in as if eager for its prey.
But even na he ran and stumbled on he
knew, with & shudder, that the way
behind him was closing fast: that it was
a thousand chances to one that beforo
he could return, the tide, foaming up to
the oliffs, wou!(i have out off all escapy!

The Tenth Chapter.
Caught by the Tide!

ARRY WHARTON reached iho
H foot of the cliff where the Sea-
gulls’ Cave opened nbove. He
stared up, but notbing was_to
be seen of the Remove master. He
sorambled up to the ledge at the mouth
of the cave and plung»eds breathlessly in.
Far in the distance, in the dim interior,
he caught a glimmering flicker of light.
It was a matoch. It Bickered out, and
was f[ollowed by darkness. Echoing
from the dim depths of the cave came
the sharF. angry voice of the Remove
master of Groylriars.

“Wharton |”

Evidently Mr, Quelch had not dis-
cavered yet that the junior had dodged
unseen out of the cave. He was still
peeking him, in & state of intense anger
and exasperation, in those dim recesses.

Wharton ran up into the cave.

“Mr. Quelch!" he shouted.

He heard a sharp exclamation.

“Wharton! TIs that you, Wharton "

*Yeos—thiz way " shouted Harry.

There was a sound of footsteps in the
darkness. Mr. Quelch was coming
towards him—astonished to hear 'the
junior’s voice behind him. Up to that
moment, he bhad had no ‘doubt that
Wharton was ahead of him, in the
ubmost recesses of the ¢ave.

“Quick I”’ shouted Wharton,

The tall, angular figure loomed out
of the dimness. The Form master’s faco
was pale and set with anger, his eycs
glinting Mr. Quelch had had more
than one fall. and he was bruised and
shaken and wet.

“You — Wharton—1 thought — you
young tascall You have been in
hiding all this time—="

“I've come hack—"

“You have come back " repeated Mr.
Quelch, *“ What do you mean?”

“The tide!” panted Wharton.

“The tide?'" Wr. Quelch started.

*I'd oleared off—but T came bnck to
warn you! The tide—the tide! There's
barely time—if there's time yot! Don't
yon understand 7" gasped Whartnn, “If
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we're caught here wo shall be drowned
liko rats in o trapi”

| I\Er. Queleh gave him o long, hard
Q0K,

“Come!” he said curtly.

Ho strode away to the mouth of tho
cave, Wharton panting by his side.
He stopped on the outer ledge, and
looked scaward. A long lino of billows
boomed in towards the cliffs, under the
sinking winter sun. Below the cave &
strip of sand was still clear for some
distance on cither hand. But on the
right-and on the leit; the.cliffis bulged
out to the sea—and the tide was already
washing at their bases.

Mr. Quelch’s lips set, and he breathed
hard. On the left lay the way back
to tho gully by which he had descended
to the ian.ch; but on that side the sea
was right up to the cliffs, and the gully
itself was flooded deep. On the right
lay the great Shoulder, and round it

the way to Pegg Bay and aafat{l. But
the tide was roaring round the Shoulder
now.

“Good heavens!” brcathed the

Remove master.

Wharton caught his arm.

“We've got to get round the Shoulder
—if it’s too late, we're donel! Quick!
Quick |

“Como ! said Mr, Quelch.

He slipped down from the cave-mouth
to the sand, and Wharton gum ed. Bide
by side they ran along the cliffs. But
it was too 'rn.m—-long minutes too late,
a3 Wharton had [eared it would be.
Where the junior had scrambled round
the bulging cliff, barely escaping being
washed away to sem, there was now
deep water, thundering against the high
rocks. So far from passing round the
utmost bulge of the chalk, they could
not even approach it. A roaring wave
g;oie them stumbling and breathless

ck.

“We've got to get through I” Pamod
Wharton. “It’s the only way! If we're
shut in here—"

But he broke off hopelessly. He knew
that they could not get thmqgh. Thoy
had to back away from the tide before
it engulfed them.. There was deep water
all round the Bhoulder now, fcaming
and booming. Ouly by swimming could
the attempt be made—and in those wild
and whirling waters, the stoutest swim-
mer would have been dashed to death.

“We'ro done !I"”* breathed Wharton.

Mr. Quelch stopped. His faco was

pale, but perfectly calm. Booming,
another great billow came rushing in,
and the wild water surged round the

Remove master up to his neck. Wharton
grasped his arm and dragged him back.
Only hy a desperate scramble the
oscaped being torn away by the swirl-
ing ‘waters. Panting, stumbling, they
reached the cliff below the Seagulls’ Cave
again. Retreat was out off now. Scarce
gix feet of sand remained uncovered
by the tide, in the extremity of the
embayment of the line of cliffs. And
the water was creeping over it, the
spray dashing into the cave above. On
that narrow strip, they leaned back
against the chalk, and panted for
breath.

Wharton osst s desperate glance at
the cliffs above. Seventy feet over his
head rose the summit, and the ascent was
steop and slippery. !T'hara was a ghance
—a chance in & thousand—that the
active junior might have climbed to
safety, But there was no chance that
the elderly Form master could have
done so.

A fqu.mini billow washed round them,
They scrambled up to ‘the ledge again,
But tho tido was rising fast now, and
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it was soon washing: ovér the ledge into
the Seagulls' Cave.

“Good heavensI” breathod Mr.
Quelch. There waus a stony look on his

ale face. He knew that there was no

ope.

The tide was running into the cave
now, It was round their feet, rising
to their knees.

The noise of it boomed in tho cave,
filling the hollows of the cliffs with
unceasing cchoes.

They backed farther away, on higher
ground inside; the floor of the cave
sloped upward, But tho wash of the
water followed fast. Tho mouth of the
cave was now a small gap, glimmerin
with surging water. The minutes coul
be counted before it was entirely closed
by the incoming sea. In the deep dusk,
Mr. Quelch peered at the face of the
junior, and saw that it was calm an
steady. Tho Remove master spoke.

“ You had left tho cave, Wharton——"

a“ Ym.IJ

“Why did you come back?”

“To warn you."

“But, you foolish boy, you must have
known that the tide would cut off your
return to safety.”

“1 took the chance I”

“] wish that you "had remained in
safety, Wharton," said Mr. Quelch
quietly. “Bug it is too late to think
of that now. I have never been in this
cave before—but, doubtless, you are well
acquainted with it?”

“Yes; I've explored it more than
once, sir.”

“Is there any way out—on the land-
ward side?”

“Not that I know of."””

“Then—we are shut in hero——"

o Yu'"

“Do you know how high tho tide
risrs here, Wharton?” Mr. Quelch’s
voice was a8 calm as if he had been
asking the junior a question in clasa
in the Remove-room at OCreyfriars.
“PDoes it rise to the rock over our
heads1*

“Yes, sir] Farther back the roof's
higher though—plenty of room to

Quelch.

swim,” said Harry.
“To swim?’’ repeated Mr.
He went on quietly, “If there is some
Eurtion of the cave floor that rises above

igh-water mark. we may be saved yet.
Do you know of any!”

“No, sirl”

Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath.

“] am glad to sec you are keeping
ufl _your courage, Wharton,” he said,
after a long pause,

Wharton smiled Iaintli.

“No good whining, that I can see,
sir] We've got to face it 1"

“Quite 50,” said Mr. Quelch. “While
there is life there iz hope—and we must
not despair, mg boy. If our situation
were known, a boat might reach the cave
—and it is possible that Wingate—or
some other may guess—""

A rushing billow flooded into the
cave, and foaming water filled the

ap, shutting off the last gleam of day-
Fig t It was the gea's answer to Mr.
Quelch's words. No boat could enter
the cave now, even if it came—and who
was likely to guess that the Remove
master and the rebel schoolboy were
Erisoneu’ mn the Seagulls’ Cave, shut in

y the tide? -

In the darkness, Wharton's voice came
in low, but steady tones,

“1t’s not much good now, sir, sayin
that I'm sarrz! It’s my fault—I've got
you into this.

“1 am afraid the fault was partly
mine, Wharton, T shonld have been
more on my guard. But [ am not well
acquainted with the tides here—and X
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did not think of it. I suppused you
wero etill in the cave—" Mr. Quelch
broke off. ‘It wes brave and generous
of you to come back to warn me—you
must have known the terrible risk you
were taking! Dut lot us not give up
ho:Fe 1"

he tide was swe!lin'? round them
again. They retreated iarther up the
cave, knee-deep in water. In black dark-
ness they stood, while the water surged
round them, rising higher and higher.

A

The E€leventh Chapter,
TMissing !
8AY, you fellows!”
“allo, hallo, hallo "
“They've come inl” grinned

% E
Dunter.

“IHave they got him?”
The Foothallers’ Christmas Fare !

HRISTMAS is roally half-time in
@ the football world. Half the
scagon has gono when the Christ-
mas games have beon played,
and the big football elubs know, more or
less accurately, whera they stand. There
is very little interval, however, although
it is holf-time, In fant, it is a busy time
for the Cfootballer. This Christmas is
not so bad as some Christmases, for the
foothaller will at least have the actual
Christmas Day to himself—because it
falls on a Sunday. But he won’t be able
to let himself go in the festiviiies line;
and this, believe me, is & matter over which
plenty of professional footballers think
they ought to have a bit of sympathy.

The good things of the Christmas
fable are mnot for the footballer.
They have a feast, but it is o feas?
of football, twwith three malches in
four days, often on muddy pitches,
and certaginly demanding for most?
of ithe players a iderable
amount of fravelling under other
than the most perfect of conditions.

Mention of the Christmas feast reminda
me of a story told by Hughie Gallacher,
the centre-forward of Cheleea, conceming
his Newcastle days. One Christmas Day
some time ago, Hughie was on his way to
the 8t. James' Park ground to play a
match after a lunch c?tha sort which a
footballer must have—quite light. As
Gallacher entered the ground, came
across & young lad with a half-eaten
minee-pie in one hand, and anocther
minee-pio, untouched, in the other hand.
They emelt hot, those pies—tantalising,
too, as QGallacher enid in telling me the
atory.

As ho passed the boy with the pies,
thiz polite invitation to bave one was
conveyed @

‘“ Here, Mr. QGallacher, take this pu.
It will put some kick into youl™

Hughie confesses that never in hia life
had he ever wanted anything quite so
much a8 he wanted that pie. But be had
to go without it.

Black-Eyed Santa Claus!

NFORTUNATELY, footballers

% j who havo to play three games in

four days often get hurt, and a

long tale of trzgoedies could he

told concerning playeza who have had

logs broken et Christmaa. Bur that s a

dotcful subjeet which can well be lefb out
of our Christmas ideas.

Let us hope ilat the footballers
will have nice jull stockings o
points, beecause that is what makes
the festive season vewally /festive
jor the footballer.

Thero is just one more or less senous
tory of a tragedy wlich may be told,

“No fear!®

The December evening had closed in,
derk and musty. All Greyfriars had
beard by that time that the scaiegrace,
who was booked for the ‘“‘sack,” had
bolted without waiting to be sacked,
and that the Remove master and some
of the prefects had gone in pursuit.
There was the keenest interest to learn
the result. What the rebel’s intentions
might be, rio one could guess; but there
was much speculation on the subject.
Billy Bunter had rolled into the Rag
with the news that “they * had come
in—without the fugitive, Evidently,
so far, the rebel had succeeded in
keeping olear.
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that dorkness had fallen, however, the
pursuit did not scem likely to
suceessful,

“Wharton's got clear!” said the
Bounder. “But what the dickens is his
gume? He cun’t have gone home—there
was no need to bolt, f he was going
home! Queleh was going to see him
safa home—that’s why wo didn't have
the dear man in the Form-room this
afternocon.”

“1 say, yvou fellows, perhaps ho’s run
away to become a pirate!” suggested
Rilly Bunter.

“Ha. ha, ha!™

“Coodness knows what ko’s up to,”
said Bob Cherry. “He can’t havo gone
anywhere by train; tho beaks will have

Wingate ond Sykes, Walker and 1y

; : taken care of that.
gf;ne,ulsiléi %oﬂenlgiel}fc;‘mﬁfgfsféﬁtokﬁ “The carefulness will have been
as if ho was etill on the hunt. Now (Continued on mext page.)

OUR FOOTER FANS’

FEATURE !

ZINESMAN CALLING/

QOur sporting contributor

time write to

18 never happier
with problems of interest to the Soocer fan.
“ Linesman," ofo MAGNET

than when he's dealing
i you're Iin doubt at any
The Flestway House,

Farrinad

however. A famous forward, playing a
match at Christmmas-time. went up near
goal to head a ball. The goalkeeper came
out, to fist the ball away at the same time,
and by one o' those accidents which do
happen occasionally, the rorward ran bis
eve right into the 8st of the goailesper.

After the match was over, the forward
taking o look at himself, noticed thst he
bad a ** beantiful " b'ack eye.

“That's done it1"™ he eaid to hie
colleagues. “I've got to dress up as
Santa Claus to-night. and 8 nice sort of
tigure I shall cut with thiseye. The kiddica
will think I have come down the chimney
all right !

Although the footballer, genarally
speaking, has our sympathy when Chriat-
mas comes, the fmet romains that there
are quite a lot of young lads who swant to
join the ranks of the big fnotballers. This
18 vvident from my post-bag. This week
1 have & note from a reeder on these
linea : * How can a boy of sixteen years
of age set about bocoming a professional
footbailer 1** Rather a tall order, that
question, but as the same sort of query
has reached me from other boys I must try
ro answer it.

Souno Advice !

N the first piace, of eourse, the one real

E way to become a professional
foatballer 18 to play the game in such

o way with your partirular elub thar
attention will be drawn ro your doimnys.
L&t me tell you what bappened. not lpng
ago, when 1 was ' the office of a bip
footbail club. A young fellow came ip
and asked if he might ba pgiven o tunl, as
he wanted to bocome a resl foothaller.

“ fDon’t be m such a big hurey
te have a tral,” was the adviee
given to him by the mnanager who
nterviewed ithe lad. WWhat pou
musi do is to get atiached to a good

dinateur club: ong in wlaeh you

Street, London,

E.ca.

are capable of at least holding gour
own. Then wrilte to me and let me
Enow where you are playing, and
whot you are doing, Iwil) then send
one of iy srouls Lo walch you—when
you don’t know he is there—and if his
reporf is javourable gou will be
asked to conm: along and have a
trial,”"

Now this. | think, was very sound ad-
vica. It is not much use for a young
Elnrer who thinks he is good emough to

e promoted to professional rank merely
asking for a trial. He must have same sorb
of record behind him: must be able to

roduce evidence thot he ia a good foot-
ller. [ he does that, then there is not
mueh risk of his going for long without o
rrial in the best company. Managers
and their snouts are always on the look-out
for the better than-ordinary youngsters.

Many letters, too, reach me reparding
the Dbest position for young footbaliers
to occupy on the feld , that is, the Ensitinm
which ig tikely to suit them best in view
of their qualitications and physique. Ib
13 really very diflicult to give advice under
this heading To one of my readers who
says that he 8 fiftcen years of age, five
fest three, and ran kick well with either
toot, though he is not a good dribbler,
1 should say ofi-hand that he eught to
devalop ne a full-back.

Pace und skill in dribbling
es tial lo tackera, and
dribbting slall & good tor half-
backs. But tull-backs de not nced
to dribble. They musi be good,
though with both teel.

In any case | alwaye doubt the wisdom
of a young player really making up h]s
mind, when he 1 still youne a8 to s
hesi posmibion without experimenta. Try
playmy in different positona; switeh
abour a bi. That 18 rhe bust way to
tind your partseutar “ corner " in the gume

LINESMA |
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terrific,” agreed Hurres Jamset Ram
Bingh. “But he may have hired an
sbsurd car in Courtfield, and cleared off
motorfully.”

“0ld Gosling says he went off towarda
Friardale,” said Johmny Bull. “He
couldn’t get a car there.”

“What the dickens is his game?”
asked Vernon-Smith.

'Goudness knows |

Every tellow at Greyfriars was eager
for news. The scapegrace had been very
much in the public eye of late; but his
Intest oxploit brought him more than
ever into the limelight. From the Sixth
to the Second, every fellow was keen 1o
learn what had happened. Dozens of
fellows watched for Mr. Quelch to come
in, wondering whether he would bring
the fugitive junior with him.

It was known that Walker, Sykes, and
Carne had seen nothing of him. But
Wingate had seen him, making through
Friardale Wood, and had lost him 1
Pegg Lanel That looked aa if he ha
been making for the fishing village.
the other hand, the Greyiriars captain
had inquired up and down and round
about Pegg, and nothing had been geen
or hoard of him there. Mr, qluelch. it
was known, had gone along the beach
from the gully, in the direction of Pegg:
but evidently hg had had no luck, or he
would have been back Ionias 0. It
seemed rather odd that t %&e ve
master did not come in, for obviously it
was fufile to keep up the search after
dark. But he did not come in.

“Quelch is sticking to it!” remarked

Vernon-Smith, as the Remove fellows
went up to the studies for prep. “May
be on the jolly old track and following
Wharton across country! I don't envy
Wharton if Queloch’s hand drops on his
shoulder.”
. Prep claimed the Remove, and the sub-
ject haed to be dismissed for a time.
After prep, the fellows came down from
the studies eager for news. But there
Was no news.

By that time nobody doubted that the
elusive rebal had got clear. But it was
surprisin% that r. Quelch did not
return. Billy Bunter went along to his
study, and pscertained that the Remove
master was not there. The fellows
learned that the Head had sent for
Wingate and questioned him, and that
he seemed perturbed and anxious. No
message had been received from Mr.
Quelch. If he was, as the Bounder had
suggested, following the fuﬁ-itive aCross
cuuntrﬁ. he would surely have let the
Head know. As the evening grew older,
the continued absence of l!rfr‘ uelch,
and of any news from him, caused more
and mors surprise,

“I say, you fellows, I've got it1” Billy
Bunter announced in the Rag, his fat
face full of excitement. “I say. old
%ue!ch went along the beach, you know.

o never got as far as Pegg, or Wingate
would have seen him there. Ten to one
he was still rooting after Wharton when
the tide came in—what?”’

“The tide I'" repoated Frank Nugent.

“You silly ass!” roared Bob Cherry.
. “Oh, really, Cherry! I think it's
jolly likely that old Quelch has been
caught in the tide and drowned—"

“Kick him1"

“Yarooooooh 1*

Billy Bunter was kicked for his cheer-
ful suggestion. But now that the idea
had been mooted, a good many fellows
thought it over, with serious faces.
tween the gully and the Shoulder the
beach was dangerous when the tide
turned ; people had been caught there

fore, more than once. And fellows re
membered that the tide would be in
bofore dusk that day.

“Utter rot1” growled Johnny Bull,
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*Quelch wouldn't be such an ass! But them

where the dickens is he all this time?"
Nobody, could answer that question.
That the “bolted ” junior hed not
ne home was known for certain at
ast. It transpired that the Head had
telephoned to arton Lodge, to make
the inquiry, and that Colonel Wharton
had replied that he had heard and seen
not.hmﬁeof his nephew. It was rumoured
that the colonel was coming down to
the school—no doubt very much E:er-
turbed by the news that his nephew had
bolted And when the headlights of a
car gleamed through the mist in the
quad, there was a rush of fellows to
see whether the new arrival was Harry
Wharton's uncle,
“TIt’s the jolly old hean!” murmured
the Bounder, as the tall, bronzed-faced
old military gentleman was seen to step

from the car.

Many eyes were turned on Hearry
Wharton's uncle. Nobody failed to
notice the deep frown on his grim brow.
I d as Trotter was showing him
in to the Head, and called to Frank
Nugent.

“Nugent! Is my nephew here?”

““No, sir!” answered Frank.

:]1:\'10 I'Wu know where he has gone?”

o
. The colonel bent his grim brows at the
junior.

“1 believe you are his closest friend
here, Nugent,! Did he tell you nothing
of his intentions?”

Nugent ooloured deeply.

“We—we haven't been go [riendly
lately——" he stammered. *® Wharton
never seid anything to me——"

Grunt from the colonel.

“You know nothing of him thent"
he snapped.

“No! Mr. Quelch is still out looking
for him,” seid Frank.

The colonel grunted again, and fol
lowed Trotter to the Head’s stud_.

“Looks like a merry Christmas for
Wharton, when he goes home, with that
jolly old gent |’ murmured Ckinner, and
some of the frllows grinned.

Frank Nugent went to the window of
the Rag and stared out into the
December darkness. Far away, the boom
of the sen came faintly. IMist hung over
the quadrangle, and light flakes of snow
were falling, whirling on the wind.

Where was his estranged chum that
grim winter’s night? Ile wondered, with
a clouded face and a heavy heart, little
dreaming of the terrible truth.

The CTwelfth Chapter.
In the Shadow of Death!

ARRY WHARTON groped in
the inside pocket of hie
drenched coat as he stood in the
blackness of the fooded eave.

A sudden bright beam of light shot into
the &Ignm. and Mr. Quelch gave a start.
o a n

“Thank goodness I had. it, siz!” said
Harry. “It's my electric torch. 1 'ad
it with me yesterday when I was explor-
ing this cave with Trumper and Lazarus,
and left it in pocket.”

In the dense biackness of the cave the
light was a great reliel. But the gleam-
ing beam sghowed only the rough, wet
chalk walls, and the surging water
sweeping in, washing agninst the sides

Be- of the cave, and Aooding on far beyond

where they stood. Strange lights and
shadows danced on the water as Whar-

ton fashed the light round. The sea
was washing into a hundred fssures n
the chalk, ming with hollow echoes.

They had retreated as far as 1ble,
and the rough chalk at the bucm the
cave stopped f[arther retrest. Round
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now the water was to thoir knees,
with an icy chill. It was fast rising.

Wharton flashed the light up.

At the back of the eave the roof was
h_lghh. soaring beyond the gleam of the
light. A boat could have kept afloat
there till the falling tide made egress
from the cave possible. But no swimmer
could have kept up through the long
long hours, Both the Form master and
the junior knew that when the deepen-
ing water washed them off their feet'
the end would be near.

With the torch in his hand, Wharton
scanned the wall of rugged chalk, It
was almost as stwep as the wall of a
houge. Here and there hollows and pro-
ections made it possible for an active
ellow tp climb. But a climber could not
have held on long. But the junior’s
brain was busy now, the peril of death
sharpening his wita.

“ Will you hold the light, sirf”

Me. Quelch took the torch.

“What are dyou thinking of, Whar-
ton?"” he asked quietly.

“I'm going up the rock, sir! It's
barely possible that there may be n
ledge or‘shelf. or a fissure or something
above hlgh-wstar mark—it's a chance,
at least.’'
I* said the Itemove master.

He held uF the torch, gleaming on
the roagé: ace of the chalk rock.
Ha:;lc'r arton grasped hold, and clam-
bered up.

Twice, thrice, he slipped down the wet
chalk, and splashed into the water that
surged below. But again and again he
made the attempt.

Mr. Quelch watched him anxiously,
while the water rose higher and higher
round' him.

Active as a cat, the junior clambered
on ahd ug. He ?mpad for handhold
and foothold, and found them, and rose
slowly, but surely, up the steep wall of
the cave.

Suddenly he disappeared from the
Form master's view. His voice came
rinqli‘ug down with a hote of joy in it.

“There's a fssuro here, sir—six or
seven feet daeP If you can climb as
far as this—

“I shall try,” said Mr. Quelch. *Re-
main where you are, Wharton. Keep
in safety.”

Wharton's faco rearpen.rad from tho
gap n the chalk wall that he had dis-
covered. It was a mere slit in the rock,
two or three feet wide, six or seven

feet deep into the olif. Whether it was
above high-water mar% the jumior did
not know. He could only hope so.

Whether it was or oot, it was obviously
the only chance they had.

“Throw up the torch, sir, and I will
hold it for you,” said Harry.

Mr. Quelch tossed up the torch, and
Wharton caught it in his cap. Then,
leaniug from the gap, he held it to show
the Remove master light to climb,

Mr. Quelch made the attempt.
Again and agsin he slipped back, and
the water was up to his neck. It was
for life or death. And he tried again,
and again. Harry Wharton, lying on
his chest in the tissure above, reachod
down to him. He jammed the torch in
e crevice of the chalk, and had both
hands free to help the Remove master,
if he came within reach of help.

Cramped on the rough chalk, Mr,
Queleh exerted himself to the utmost.
But every upward inch cost him great
eftorts. But he came within the junior's
reach, and Wharton grasped one of his
wrists, and pulled. ith the drag
from above, and & last desperate effor}
on his own part, the Remove master
clambered into the gap in the chalk.

He sank down there almost exhausted.

Wharton took the torch, and stuck
it in the side of the fissure. It lighted

MaoNer LBRARY.~No, 1,
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the liitlo, confined spuve. Below, the
water boomed and roared in the cave,
rising and risinﬁ; Spray splashed into
the fissure, but they could not get much
wetter.

Mr. Quelch rose ot last, There was

lonty of room for thoe gunior to stand,

ut Mr. Queleh's tall head tapped on
the chalkk ehove. He leancd against the
side of the fissurc, breathing hard and
dee[:. .
“Wo ore safo for the present, sir,”

said Harry. .

Pcasihﬂ' the water will not rise so
high as this,” said Mr. Quelch. *Wo
must hope thet it does not, my boy.”

“It’s a chance, at least.”

Wharton looked down at the flooded
cave below., The sea was still rising,
the tide thundarini in through the ouker
cave. If it rose high enough to flood
the gap in which they had taken re-
fuge, it was the end. They could do
no more to save themselves, and could
only wait. Closer and closer tho rising
wator was creeping.

“We shall kpow soon sir,”
Harry, in a low voico. * H—if we do

t through this, sir, J—I'd like you

know tga.t—tha.t I'm sorry for—for a
lot of things this term. d there's
something else I want to tell you. You
might not have believed me before, but
you will believe me now.”

“YWhat is it, my boy?” asked the Re-
move master gently, “You may be
sure that I shall believe whatever you
may tell me now.”

“1 know I've been rather a fool, sir,
and given a lot of trouble. But it was
never so bad as you thought, You caned
we for smoking in study, did
not believe me when 1 told you I had
not done so. But it was the truth, sir.”

“1 believe you, Wharton.”

*“ And—and that time I was found at
the Three Fishers. I was flogged by
the Head for pub-haunting. But—but
it wasn't as it looked. I couldn’s tell
im“ then, but I can tell you now, sir.

went thera for only one reasen. It
was to warn another fellow—a fellow
who had done me a good turn. Only
that, and nothing else, sir.”

“1 believe you,” repeated Mr, Quelch.

“There was never anything of that
sort, sir,” said Wharton earnestly.
“I'vo boen a cheoky ass this term, and
I know it, But that’s all. 1 can sce
a lot of things now that I didn't realise
beforo.”

“1 fear thot I may have done {Iou less
than justice, Wharton,” said the Re-
move master. “To-day you have risked
your life for me. nd if we should
aacagg this peril, I trust that we shall
be better friends. The past shall be
forgotten, my boy, and a fresh start
made, if we only escape this terrible
peril.”

There was a wash of water aver the
edge of the gap.

Slowly, surely, the rising tide flooded
the Bssure in which the Form master
agnd tho schoolboy had found their lest
refuge.

It rose highoer and higher.

They were silent now, watching the
rise of the water in the gleam of the
electrio torch. Like a creeping enem
it came. In silence they looked deat
in_the face.

It was Wharton who broke the silence

at last.

“1 think it’s stopped, sir.”

“Heaven grant 1it!” breathed M,
Quelch, A

For long, long minutes there was
doubt as the water washed and surged
round them. But st last there could
be no further doubt, The tide had
ceased to rise. The floor of the gap in
which they stoed was only a foot below
high-water mark. The tide was at full
flood, and still they lived.

g
-

. W (i

Mr. Quelei: was up to his neck in water when Wharton, lying on his chest in the
fissure above, reached down to assist him.

; il
o QY = VA,

Exerting himsell to the utmost, the

Remove master came within the jumor’s reaeh at last, and Wharton grasped one
of his wrists and pulled !

The CThirteenth Chapter,
The Clouds Clearing !

LANG, clang, clang!

Gosling was ringing the ris-
ing-bell, and it clanged out over
Greyfriars School in the misty

wintar morning.

But some of the Remove fellows were
already up, and came down from the
dormifory  while the bell was still
clanging. Frank Nugent had slept
little that night. He did not suspect,
did not dream, of the peril. of his
estranged chum; but his thoughts -were
with the wayward junior who had fle
from the school, and disappeared from
all knowledge. ‘Nugent’s fnce was pale
and troubled in the glimmer of the
December sun as he came out of the
House with Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull and the nabob.

“'There's the jovl]_g]
Bob. “He must
school over night.”

Colonel Wharton was walking at tha
early hour in the gued. His bronzed
face was dark and qrim. He looked
aa if he had slept little, if at all. He
did not observe the juniors. He was
pacing to and fro in deep and troubled
thmﬁ t. 3

“Might ass well ask him_ if there’s
any news,” eaid Johnny Bull.

“The miﬁhtfulnasa 1s terrifie,”
sonted the Nabob of Bhanipur,

And the Co. procceded to intercept

old colonel,” said
ave stayed at the

as-

the old militar ntleman, and capped
him politely. Colonel Wharton glanced
at them, and halted.

“Go -morninﬁ. sir |” said Bob cheer-
fully. “We'd like to know whether
there's any news of—of Wharton?”

“Yes,” eaid the colonel terzely.

“Has Mr. Quelch come back, sir?”
asked Johnny Bull.

“He was brought in before dawn,
and my nephew with him,” snswered
Colonel Wharton.

“ Brought in!" repeated Bob Cherry.
“Has—has anythin ha.p];nuned, gir 1V

“Where is arry I*  exclaimed
Nugent,

“Tn bed in the sanatorium,” answered
the colonel. “Mr. Quelch is _in his

room in the Houss, I believe. Both of
them have had a very sovere experience.
But the doctor gays there 18 no danger.”

“The doctor !"' repeated Bob.

The juniors realised that there had
been happenings during the night,
while they had been asleep in the Re-
move dormitory.

* But—but wg'at' has happened ?” ex-
clpimed Nugent breathlessly.

“It seems thht my ne%haw and Mr.
Quelch were caught by the tide
under the clifis vesterday afternoon,”
answered Colone% Wharton curtly.
“They were shut up in a cave called
thaa Seagulls” Cave by the incoming
tide.”

“Good heavens!” breathed Nugent.
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“But that oavd'a bélow high-water
mark, sir, It's doath to be omught in
the tide there.”

“They seemed to have gamed soma

rof righ up the cavern wall out of
thewr;:nchg;‘f l.ll:e tide,” said the colonel.
“But thoy were unable to leave the cave
until the tide went down, They must
havo passed many terrible bours there.
They reached Pegg in a state of ex-
haustion, and some of the ﬁsl},cmen
brought them back to the school.

The colonel walked on, leaving tho
Co. staring at one another.

*So that's it,” said Bob, in a low
voice. “My hat! Bhut up in the Sea-
gulls’ Cave most of the night{”

“And—and Wharton's back at Groy-
friars,” said Johnny Bull. *Laid up
in sanny. No wonder, after that.”

"bLucky to get through slive,” said

“The luckfulness was terrifio!”

“1 su he will go heme with his
uncle am!:wg?'?e said Nugent. “No chance
of boltinq' egain. I'm glad of that, at

a rate,

r*he news was all over tho school by
breakfast-time. Harry Wharton was
not gone, after all. He was in the
sohocﬁ sanatorium. _And Mr. Quelch
was confined to bed in his room wn the
House. It was learped that the Be-
move master had a severe cold, and that
he would not teke his Form that dar
and that it was not likely that he wou d
take it again before the end of the term.,

“Quel is a tough old bird,”
remarked tho Bounder. “But even
Queleh must be knocked out by a night
out like that. We shan’t ses the old
bean again before we break up for
Christmas,” ;

“ Yes, that's luck, ain’t 167" sard Billy
Bunter. “I've got lines for Quelch, you
know, and he can’t ask for them now,
can he? And even a beast like Quelch
won't ask for them next term, 1 should
think. What do you fellows think?”

Billy Bunter. at least, was looking
un the bright side of the matter.

Fellows wero sorry to hear
Quelch was on his beam-ends, as Skinner
deseribed it. Still, they did not exactly
miss him in the Form-room. Wingate
took the Removeé in first and second
lesson, which all the Form agreed was
a great imrmvament on Quelch, and in
third school they had French with Mon-
sieur Charpentier, which was quite a
nerve rest in comparison with Quelch.
On the other hand, it was rumoured that
there were to be extra maths with Mr.
Lascelles in the afternoon, which rubbed
some of the gilt off the gingerbread, so
to speak. Bifly Bunter, when he heard
that, almost hoped that Quelch would

t well enough to take his Form again.

f there was gomng to be extra maths
to fill up time, what was the good of
Quelch being ill at all Bunter wanted
to know?

While the Greyfriars fellows were in
class that afternoon. and Billy Bunter's
dread anticipations of extra maths were
being realised. Colonel Wharton visited
the Remove master m his room. He
cume away from Mr Quelch’s room
with o grave and thoughtful brow, and
walked peross to the school sanatorium.
Harry arton was in bed there, but
he was sitting up and. except for the
paleriese of his face, looked little the
warse for the terrible experience he had
been through. His pale face fushed
as the colonel came to his bedside and
stood looking grimly down on him.

“How do you feel now, Harry1*

that

The colonel’s voice was gentle,
though his look was grim.

“I'm all right,” answered Harry.
“Nothing to stey in bed for.”
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“You feel well enough to travel?”

“Quite.”

“Y shall speak to the doctor. As
only a fow more days remuin of the term
it will be best for you to be at home
in your aunt’s care. 1 have been speak-
ing to your Form master.”

arton was silent.

“You are very r
been deeply displeased with your con-
duct this term " said the colonel. * But
1 was somewhat surprised, and ver
much gratified. to hear from Mr. Quelol
that he hes very much modified his
bad opinion of you He is of opinion
that he has misjudged you in_ some
respects, though I cannot help think:
that your own wilful and waywar
tomper was chiefly the cause. At all
cvents, he forgives you fully and freely,
and so far from destring the Head to
expel you from the school he desires that
all offences shall be forgotten.” .

“He is very good,” said Harry, in a
low wvoice. "F know—now—that I've
been a good deal to blame. But—not
80 m a4 you may think, or as Mr.
Quelch thouﬁ]ﬁt- ro was a fellow
who made things look as bad as he
could— But I don't want to say any-
thing about him; he's told me ho's sorry
since, and that’s all over.”

“You will come home with me to
day, Harry. Next term you wiil meke
& tresh start here, and all will go well,
1 hope. Mr. Quelch has the kindllest
feelings towards you. He has told me
thai you came back to the cave to warn
him of his danger at the risk of your
life, and it scems that it was you who
found the refuge that saved you' both
from the tide. 1 understand also that
you have satisfied himm that certain
charges made agamst you were un.
founded, though it was your own reck-
lessness that caused you to be doubted.
If it is your intention, Harry, to make
the best use of a fresh shance here, 1

shall say nothing tmore sbout what is
past, nnry hoping that you have learned
your lesson.”

“I'm going to try my hardest,” said

He boy. If
“That is good enough, my boy.
syou try hard you \‘-\-'IIT not fail,” said
the colonel, with a smile.

Harry Wharton lay back on the
illows, ‘thinking, when his uncle had
eft him. Fortune had boen his Eriend,
after all—it wns not the “sack!” He
was going home, but he was comung
back to the school next term—as the
scapegrace of Greyfriars? That was
over and done with It had been
Loder's plotting enmity that had caused
most of the trouble, and that was ended
now. But his own pride and temper
had caused much of 1t, a8 he was now
able to realise,

He had lost his friends—and was the
biame on their side, as he had believed ?
In his cooler, calmer mood now, he knew
that it was not, There had been faults
on both sides, no doubt, as in all human
quarrels; but the chief fault had lain
with him, and he acknowledged it.

He was in the mood to acknowledge
it to tbe Co. if he had seen them then.
But the Co. were still in class when the
car came round to take Harry Wharton
away. He was well enough to mnake the
journey, and, warmly wrapped up, he
waa helped down to the car. He would
have liked to see Mr. Quelch before ne
left, if only to tell him once more that he
was sorry and to promise better things
for the new term. But at all events he
could write from Wharton Lodge.

Dr. Locke came down to the car to
shake hands with the scapegrace of Grey-
friars before he started, and to give him
s fow kindly words.

Bitting by his

unole’s side, Wharton drovy oivay
through the December afternocon.

He smiled faintly as he remembered
what had been his intentions when he
had bolted from Greyfriars tho day
before. Dick Trumper naver know how
near he had been w having Harry
Wharton as a companion in the coasting

well aware that I have~-trip in the luvgger! Then his thoughts

turned to his friends—the fellows who
had been his friends—left bebind at
Greyfriars. Would that breach ever be
heated? Would the Co. ever be re-
united? Would the Famous Five of
Greyfriars be onco more tho hu.ppi‘ nnd
united comrades they had oeeni Thero
was & pang of bitter regret in his hoart
08 ho wondered

Che Fourteenth Chapter.
Bunier MNeans Busingss!

1

% SAY, you fellows| .
l “Hand me that cushion,
Johnny I said Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter, blinking in at the
doorway of Btudy No. 13 in the Removo,
stood ready to dodge. He did not wanb
tho cushion,

“Look here, you
Christmas1”

“Where will you have it?" inquired
Bob, taking the oushion from Johony
Buig) I:.mi:md ilSi“ it for a throw.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ Buzz oﬂ‘,jf you fat bluebottlo!” said
Frank Nugent,

“QUh, really. Nugent—"

“The buzzfulness is the
my esteemed fat bloel
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter did oot buzz off. But
he eyed the cushion very warily, It
was the last day before break-up, and
metters were gotting wurgent. II
arrangements were going to be made for
Christinas there was not much more
time to lose And Billy Bunter's Yule-
tide plans wore sti! unsertled.

The Co. wero infinitely umnterested in
Bunter end his plans. They had been
discussing Christmas, ruthlessly regard-
less of Bunter. Since Harry Wharton
had gone home they kad realised that
they missed nim, wide ns the gulf had
been between them and their former
chum. The approach of Christmas—the
season of will. of peace on earth—
brought the 1den of & reconciliation mora
and more into their minds. Yet thero
seemed little hope of it.

They had learned, with deep satisfno
tion, that it was not the sack, after all,
for the scapegrace of the Remove, They
had learned, too that what Bkinner
called Wharton's * j;lwy" reputation had
been undeserved. r. Queloh bad been
satisfied on that subjeot, and he had
made it known that arton’s nawme
was cleared, sv fa: a: that went—that
there had been misunderstanding and
misjudgment. And the fact that they,
in common with the whole school, had
thought badly of their old chum weighed
on the minds of the

He had been headstoong, wilful, stub-
born, but he had been wronged and
misjudged.

A word from him would bave becn
enough—the Co. would gladlg havo
washed out all offences, given and taken,
and resumed the old friendly footing.
But no word camie from Wharton, and
if hia stubborn pride prevented him
from making an edvance. the Co. did
not eee that they could make any, Yet
they hated the idea of Christmastide

ing and leaving them still estranged
rom their old comrade

Bunter’s’ asmsistance in the disgussion
was not ded ut F was there

(Continued on poge 24.)
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“ The Qw! oF the Greviviars Remove requests the honour of pour comrany at a bal
10 be haad at Ciff Bousg.” And it’s absoiu ¢Iv on he L vel—at least, that is what Barry
Wharton & Co. believe when they acc.pt the mvitat on to—

By B

o

1

1Y Billy Bunter, of all

people, shuulé have

run « party was a

mystery. But he did

jt1 And was it 8 suocess? Well,

when we tell gvou that every

guest agreed that it was the greatest

night of rollicking enjoyment and up-

roarious mirth ever known, ;ou'll get a

faint idea of the answer to that
question ! .

The invitations camo from Cliff House.
They were tastefully printed on gilt-
cdged cards; Mr. Bunter (“by kind per-
mission of Miss Primrose ™) requested
the honour of our company at 7 F.m,

He got the honour all right! Fellows
who had oft been invited to see the
glories of Bunter Court. but somehow
never reached that mythical domain,
made up their minds to a man to sece
what was doing in this affair.

And it wasn’t a “sell,’”" ns many had
thought! It was a real, slap-up ha'il.
with a tip-top band, refreshments ad lib.
—and what refreshiments —and novelties
and amusements that kept the conpany
in roaring good spirits up to the very
last moment !

The Bunter family have really come
into their own at last! Whatever short-
comngs we may have noticed about
themn in the past, you can take it from
us that, as hosts at a Christmas ball,
Billy and his sister Bessio stand eupreme
and unrivalled |

To begin with, we bad a sit-down
supper o¥ such dimensions that some of
us thought we should nover stand up
again! ~ Bunter said he believed in
starting well. So he did! He laid a
good, solid foundation—and the good,
solid foundation laid him out for nearly
half an hour afterwards |

As soon as supper had been cleared
away, a magnificent Father Christmas—
who gave a clue to his identity by utter-
ing o number of *“Wot I says is this
ere’'s” —rolled in and istributed
preseats from the hugs Christmas-tree in
the corner. What a cheer old Gossy
got! We always eaid that a kind heart
was _hidden esomewhers beneath that
gruff exterior, and we weire dead right !

After tho present-giving, dancing
started with a waltz, led off by the host
and hostess. We don't pretend to know
an awful lot about dancing, but an
expert who was present described that
dance by Billy and Bessie as a “grace-
ful and exhilarating exhibition of
rhythmic perfection,” and you can’t ask
for more than that, can you?

It's true that half way down the room
Billy slipped up and bit the floor a re-
sounding thwack with his peck. We
admit also that he accidentally tripped
up his partner a little farther on and
that they finished up by knocking over

a X -."\ e
NS
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a waitress carrying a trayload of glasses.
But what, after all, are incidents like
these to accomplished dancers like our
hosts? Bimply trifles that add zest to
tlilleir Terpsichorean performance—that’s
a

IL
BILLY and Bessie rotired to the

refreshment-room after the first

dance, What the dancers lost

. in the way of Bunterian

hospitality the sitters-out gained, for

Billy and Bessie saw to it that all got

everything they wanted—themselves in-
cluded |

The fun was fast and furius in ball-
room and refreshinent-rootn alike. In
the ball-room, first-class dancers like
Wharton and the Bounder emong the
fallows and Marjorie Hazeldene and
Barbara Redfern among the girls pre-
vented the dunce from degenerating into
a riot. Meanwhils, in the refreshment-
room. cheer, ton_Fua-wag ors like Petor
Todd and Clara Troviyn iept the crowd
in fits of laughter.

At nine o'clock the lights went out
suddenly and the band stopped.
rattling of chains was heard at the end
of the ball-room soon after and, amid
shrieks from the girls and cheers from
their cavaliors, a ghostly spectro stalked
in,

It was one of the little diversions
Bunter had arranged for us! We had
them at intervals rom then on—a stern-
looking Queleh vigorously smiting a
stuffed durnmy with a cane, an n.wquo!d
hag called Mrs. Grundy, a comie police-
man, and other hilariously funny char-
acters. Wibley acted them all, and
acted them with the skill that only Wib.
possesses
By ten o’clock the din almest drowned
the heroic efforts of the band, but. tho
dancing went on without a break! By
eleven the carnival spirit held complete
sway. Confetti-battles were going on all
over the place, and multi-coloured
balloons and streamers floating about
everywhere made the scono one of wild
gaicly.

Nearing the midnight hour, wheon the
ball had to end, Billy and Bessio
emerged from the refreshment-room at
last. They were looking shiny and con-
tented, and' they seemed to expericnee
a little diffieulty in walking.

“ Ladies and gentlemen !" said Bunter,
when the cheers had died down. "“To
finish np this little party; I suggest we

EE!,

have a little community carol-singing.
If you're all in favour—"*

o need to ask that! We were just
wound up for it. The band struck u
‘“Good King Wencesles” and we di
our best to raiso the roof with that well-
worn musical yarn. One after the other
they rolled out after that, till it seemed
that we'd either burst our Iunfa or bring
down the solid walls of Cliff Iouss
School |

And then, reluctantly, we had to pre-
Eam to go. Bunter called for a toast

efore the end and we gave it with an
enthusiasm that would have done yaur
hearts pood.

The toast was “To all Magnetites, the
wide world over—and may every one of
‘em have a Merry Christmas!”

With the singing of *“Auld Lang
Syne™ the pa roke up at last
Bunter had eaten fully half a ton of
solid tuck, Bob Cherry had danced till
a waitress had mistaken his face for a
lobster, and Skinner had surreptitious}
smoked three cigareties and was ill aﬂ
night. In other words, we all had a
real good time!

1f anyone ever 8 & word againsh
Bunter in future, it’s certain now that
he can use one phrase that will silence
all eriticism :

“BUNTER’S CHRISTMAS BALL®

IMPRFSSIONS OF BUNTER'S
CHRISTMAS BALL.

HARRY WHARTON: The jolljest
evening ['ve ever spent in my life, bar
none!

FRANK NUGENT: Topping! I
think Barbara Redfern’s wonderful !

BARBARA REDFERN: Ripping!
hFrguk Nugent's rather a nice boy, isn's

o

WILLIAM GOSLING: Wot 1 eays is
this 'era: may be young rips, but
they knows ‘ow to enjoy themselves |

MISS PRIMROSE: [t was pleasant
to sce them all enjoying themselves, but,
really, the noise! Perhaps on_similar
oceasions in the future s few decorous
games like oranges-and-lemons or ring-
o’-roses may have a restraining influence !

WILLIAM WIBLEY: It was a jolly
fine evening, and the finest part nimuﬁ
it was the remarkable character-acting
of William Wibley !

BILLY AND BESSIE BUNTER:
We hoap you all enjoyed our boundless
hospitality. We can essure you wa shal
appreciate any invitations any of you
care 10 eggstend in return}

LORD MAULEVERER : Yaas, it was
'y frightful‘liv good evenin’. But what I
fail to understand is that Bunter has
been dndgin’ me ever singe, an’ that all
the jolly old bills for the show have beon
addressed to ME1

Tre Migyer Lisrany.—No. 1,206.




24
THE RUNAWAY REBEL!

(Continucd jrom page 22.)

to assist, all the same, As a matter of
fact, his fat ear had been very close to
the study door for the last ten mnutes.

“I say, you fellows, I've como here
to advise you,' said the fat Owl. “ Don't
you chuck that cushion at ‘'me, Bob
Cherry, you beast—I mean, dear old
chap—*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“The fact 15, I haven't settled about
the hols yet,” said Bunter. “['m not
going home with Mauly, after all—
can't stand that ass Mauleverer—and
I've turned Smithy down—B8mithy’s not
really class, you know. The fact
is I'm sticking to my old pals. As you
haven't heard from Wharton—"

“How do you know that, you fat pcmes

frog ?*

*1sn't there a keyhole to the door?” %

growled Johnny Bull.

“Qh, really, Bull! 0f course, 1

haven't lisiened to & word you fellows

have been saying. If you think I've

been outsmde this door for ten minutes &
it only shows what a rotten, suspicious ¥
Wharton on §
ueloh is laid up, isn’c
Any fellow can get at his phone &

lot you are, 1 say, I got
the phone. Lucky
it?

now."

“That would console Quelch if he knew
it " said Bob sarcastically.

“Eh? VYes! Well, I've rung up old
Wharton, at Wharton Lodge, you know,
and told him I should be coming
along to-morrow. He seemed shirty
s M
rudely—" -

“Go hon!”

“] dare say his grumpy old uncle or &

his frumpy old sunt worry the chap,

you know; a fellsw can make allowances ¥

for a real pal,” said Bunter. “I'm not
going to take offence because
shirty on the phone, I advise you men
to follow my example. Kind hearts are
more than coroners, you know, as the
poct says—"
~ “Oh, my hatl Did the poet say
coroners or coronets{”
“Well, aometl’ung of the kind,” said
Bunter. “I'm a forgivin
I'm going to be kind to
and friendly.
Wharton Lodge when we break

arton—kind

come,

“Tsn't it kind of Bunter to invite ua 3

to Wlarton Lodge, you men?” asked

b Cherry.

The juniors chuckled.

“To tell you the truth,” said Bunter,
blinking_at them, “I'd rather not go
alone. ~Wharton seemed very shirty
about something when 1 said I was
a_:cumn%. He made some joke about kick-
ing a fellow out,”

““Was it a joke?" grinned Bob.

“Probably the jokefulness was not
terrifio, mﬁ esteemed, idiotic Bunter!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Evidently that was what was troubling
William George Bunter. He had a
lingering feeling that Wharton had
made that remark on the telephone in
deadly earnest.

“You see, you know what a rotten
temper heé's got,” said Bunter, “He's
been in hot water all through the term
owing to hia rotten temper——"

“ cheese it 1"

“A fellow never knows how to take
him,” said Bunter. “But if we all go
together, it will be all right—sea? You
follows weigh 10 in a bunch, and tell

im you’ve come for Christmas.”

“Oh erikey | I can see us doing it 1"

“Take my word for it; he'll be jolly
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something—he answered quite §

he was 3

chap, and ;-

I'm going straight to )
up to- ¢
morrow. Now, I want you fellows tp ¥

1ad,” said Bunter. “He’d be as glad

fo make it up as yon chn.?s, only he's
too jolly stiff-necked. Let's all Eo to-
gether, and say—— Beast! If you
chuck that cushion at me——"

“Ha, ha, hat”
Billﬁ Bunter dodged, but Bob did not
hurl the cushion—yet. He kept it poised

in the air, keeping the fat Owl on tenter-
hooks. E‘;very time he made a motion
with it, Bunter jumped. Really, it was
a rotten way to trest a fellow who had
come o see his pais to do them &
service.

chnp, | is forgiven and forgotten!
Let's be pals "—sea?”

“PFathead I”

“Or we could say: * Here's my hand,
with my heart in it’—what?” said

WANT A POCKET KNIFE
FOR CHRISTMAS, CHUM?
Then

send me an amusing

storyette like Joe Mees, of 2,
King William Street, Stourbridge,
Worcs., has done.

A CHRISTMAS “CRACK"-ER)
Y “This,” sald the phrenologlst,
as he ran his 1I‘|||t fingers over
'l‘l'molhra head, ! Is the bump of
inuluhlt veness.'
1 know,” replied Timothy.
"] wae peering into a school

Bunter. “That would be
rather neatly, don’t you thi

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if T seo anythin
at! Or we could say—
Put that cushion down |”

“Ha, ha, ha”

“We could say: *We'ro still your
dear old pals!" Something like that,
If he cuts up rustﬂa—well, we could jolly
well. wallop him oro we left—""

“0Oh erumbs |

“But my belief is that he'll be jolly
glad to see the whole periy—especially
me,” said Bunter. “Is it a got”

“The go-fulness is not terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamsot Ram_ 8ingh.

“Have you finished?” inquired Bob
Cherry.

“1 think you fellows ought to play
up. They have jolly grub at
Wharton Lodge at Christmas. Of
course, it’s hardly up to Bunter Court,

nﬂutting it

to cackle
ou rotter!

but they do you quite well. I feel that
I ought te stand by Wharton at
Christmas—"

“ At Christiaas dinner, do you mean "
*No, I don't!” roarcd Bunter, “I'm

“Wea ﬁa to him, and say$ ‘ Harry, old 4
a

of his company,

i came

; say, can 1 speak to Cherry. If's rather
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sure the dear old chap has missed
o—"

m

“Well, this dear old chap isn't going
vo miss you {” said Bob.

Apd he didn’t| i

The cushion flew at last, and Bob did
not miss Bunter. He landed the cushion
on the fat Owl's well-filled waistcoat.

“Whoooop I” roared Bunter, as ho sat
down in the passage.

Johnny Bull closed the door.

“ Beasts |" yelled Buater through the
keyhole; and be rolled away before the
study door could open again.

In Btudy No. 13 the Co. resumed the
iscussion umnterrupted by unter.
The fat Owl was dismissed from mind.

But William Georsa Bunter, though
dismissed from mind, was far from
done with. William George had decided
on Christmas at Wharton Lodge—it was
a case of any port in s storm. Lord
Mauleverer was not taking any;
Vernon-8mith had declined the honour
not politely; cven’
Peter Todd did wot want to take him
home, though Bunter hed told Peter
that he was quite willing to rough 1t in
Peter’s humlﬂe home, Wharton, on the

telephone, had not been encouraging;

Bunter bad a well-grounded apprehen-

sion that if he turned up on his own
% at Wharton Lodge a boo i

t might be
introduced into the affair. If the Co.
would have joined up, it would have
been all right, But, a&puwntly, the Co,
wouldn’t, Billy Bunter bhad te think
again,

He thought again—to some purposo!
Finally, with a fat grin on his face, he
rolled away to Mr. Quelch’s study,
Quelch was still confined to his room—
which, as Bunter had said, was lucky
for any fellow who wanted to use
telephone, The fat Owl shut the study

: door and sat down to Queleh’s telephone,

and the number

friars number |
The voice of Wingate of the Sixth

through from the prefects’ room.

Hallo t”

Bunter coughed.

“Hallo1” he answered in husky E:nes.

gave was a Grey-

# “Wharton speeking, Wingate—

“0Oh! How sro you, kid!” said Win«

i gate unsuspiciously,

“All right, thanks! Only a slight
cold; you can hear it in my voice, I
dare say.” Bunter coughed again, “I

unportantf—about Christmas,”
“Oh, all right! I'l send for him,”

* said the Greyfriers captein. “Hang on,

Wharton |’ .
Billy Bunter grinned, and hung on.

——

The Fiteeenth Chapter.
Working the Oracle!

5 OTHING doing!” said Bob
N Cherry at last. . )
“I  suppose noti" said

Frank Nugent, with a sigh.
Grunt { from Johnny Bull,
“If the chap wants to mako it up, he
can say so ! ave it at that,”
The door of Study No. 13 was pitched
open, and the chubby, checky face o
Dicky Nugent of the Becond IForm

looked in.
“Cherry here?” he asked. “Oh, hero
you arel You're wanted |”
“Oh, blow !”" said Bob erossly,
“Wingate—"
“Bless Wingate {”
“He says Wharton ia calling you on
the phone in the prefects’ room—"
&hat o
“Aﬂd you can go and take the call.”
“0 I!!
Richard Nugent departed, whistling
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shrilly. Bob Cherry looked at his comrades, his ruddy face
bright. Frank Nugent’s fuce had hghied up, Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh grinoed a dusky grin, and even Johnny Bull
gave a grunt expressive of satisinction.

“I'll go—rather |” chuckled Bob.

And he wont.

Only Wingate was in the prefegts' room whin Dob
arrivod there, He lcft the jumior to toke his call. Dob
foirly jumped to the telephone.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he bawled into the transmilter.

A husky voice cume back.

" That you, Bob, old fellowi”

“V¥ds, rather! Got a cold, Harryi”

““Not much to spoak of—a bit husky, that’s all. I'm
spoaking from—from Wharton Lodge, of course. [ want
you to come for Christmas, and bring the other fellows—and
—and Bunter—"

“Qh 1™ said Bob.

“Wo've had rows,” woent on the husky voice. " Well, lot's
wash 1t all out—what? What's the good of nursing
grudges?”

“No good at all!™ gaid Bob heartily. *1 dare say there
was blame on both sides, Wash it all out, anyhow. I =ay,
Pm jolly glad to hear you speak hke that, Wharton!”

Bob was ruther surprised t. hear a chuckle on the tele-
phone in answer to that remark. But the next moment the
husky voice went on:

“Pvo missed all of you! I want you all to back moe up
over Christmas! It won’t be like Christmas without my old
pals round mo. Can I rely upon you to come along? You
won't retuse, old chap?”

“My dear old top, we'll come. 1 can answer for the
othor chaps,” sasid Bob, “The fact is, we've been talkin
ubout it, and I can tell you I'm jolly glad to have & wor
with you.”

s Tﬁat’s right! Come straight here when you leave the
school to-morrow-—1 shall be anxious till you vome. If you
don't turn up, I shall think you're still shirty—"

“We'll come all right.”

“ And don't forget Buncer.”

“Bunter !” repeated Bob. “Bure you want Bunter?

“Qhl Yes! Rother! Mind you bring Bunter!”

“ Any old thing you like,” said Bob cheerily. “We can
stand Buntcr somchow, 1 dare say. I'll tell the fat frump
about—""

‘ Look here—"

QfEh?”

“1 mean, all right! See you to-morrow, old fellow.”

“Right as raint”

“Good-bye 1"

Bob Cherry’s ruddy face resembled the sun at noonday
as ho walked out of the prefects’ room. He really seemed
to be walking on air. e went up the Remove staircase
two or three ot a time. Meeting Lord Mauleverer mn the
Remove passage, he scized his aswonmwshed lordship and
waltzed him round the passage in the exuberance of his
spirits,

“Oh gad!” gasped Mauly, as he ntajgered breathlessly
agamst the banisters, while éob sprinted up the passage to
Study No. 13, where his chums were awaiting him.

‘“All sereme, old beans|™ roared Bob. " Look hers! 1
think we might as well have said the first word! Anyhow,
Wharton's got it off his chest! He wants us to go straight
to Wharton Lodge when wo bresk up to-morrow! We can
arrunge that—what "

*Yes, rather I” said Frank,

“The ratherfulness is terrifiol™

“He’s really anxious that we should come,” said Bob.
“'Thank goodness he made up s mind to break the jolly
old ice!l 1 wish wo'd done it, now! Anyhow, it’s done!
Ilo wants us to take Bunter—goodness knows why| He was
always a good-patured chap—"

“The goodfuiness of his absurd nature is terrifiol” said
the Nabob of Bhamipur. "It will be an esteemed boonful
blessing to behold his ridiculous countenance again, with
the frownfulness of pugnacity abohshed by the idictic smule
of friendship 1

“ Hear, hear |” chuckled Johnny Bull,

“1 say, you fellows—"

‘““Hallo, hallo, hallo] Here’s Bunter! Good news, old
fat bean!” roared Bob, as he grasped the fat Owl and
waltzed him round the study.

“Ocoogh! Leggo! Yarcoogh!” yelled Dunter, as he
barﬁd wnto the table and sent it flying.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Waltz me round again, Billy I chanted Bob.

“Wow! Leggol!” roarcd Bunter. “You silly ass!
Whooooop I

* Ha, ha, hal™

Billy Bunter, out of breath, jerked himself away,

(Continued on next puge.)
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stumbled over somehody’s foot, and sab
down with & bump that shook the
study.

* Whooooop I" he roared.

“Good news, old fat bean—"

* Beust [*

“We're gowng to sce Wharton to-
morrow——

“ Wow 1"
Ilu And he'’s asked us to roll you along,

f

"“He, he, hal”

“What are you cackhing at, you fat

Qwl?”

Billy Bunter picked himself up—
chuckﬁng. Apparently the tat Ouwl saw
something amusing 1n Bob's statcnient
that Wharton wanted his coums to bring
him along |

“'['hat's the only fly mm che ointment,”
remarked Johnny Bull.  “Sull, I sup-
posc we can stand Buuter ¥

“Oh, réally, Bull—"

“Hip-lup-hurrah!” roaored Bob
Cherry.

“Well, I'll come!” said Billy Bunter.
“I'm not keen on it, bet ['ll come! [f
Wharton's made a pownt of it, 1 won't
let huin down—not at Christmas| Of
course, 1 knew he wanted me! FHe
would hardly enjoy Christmas without
his best pal. I'll come!”

“I had @ sort of fecling that you
would I agreed Bob

“Ha, ha, hal” )

Billy Bunter rolled out of the stud
with a fat grin on his face. He leit
four bright and cheery juniors behind
him, discussing the new aspect of affairs
with buppj satisfaction. They were re-
fieved and plessed and satisfied; but
Billy Bunter had a faint, lingering
dount. As Harry Wharton Lnew
nothing of the party that were to arrive
on the following day, the fat Owl could

-not help having a faint misﬁiving as to
what their reception might be like.
Still, Bunter felt that he had done
everything he could, ana he had to leave
it at that, and hope for tho best!

The Sixteenth Chapter,
Unexpecied !

ARRY WHAHLION bent his

H head to the keen December
wind.  With his cap pulled
down and bhis coat-collar

turned up he tramped through tho
lightly falling Bakes, tossed to and fro
by the wind like teathers.

There was sunow ridged along tho
Wuntord road, snow bunked in the
fields, the leuHess brunches slong the
road gleamed with [rost; the distant
roofs of Wharton Lodge, red in their
natural state, were a sheet of white
Blowly, his hands driven deep in his coat
pockets, his head bent, \Wharton
tramped along the road, coming back to
his uncle's house after a long ramble.
His brow was clouded with thought—
not happy thought.

He had done plenty of thinking during
the few days he had been home from
school, and the more he thought after
the last term at Greyfriars, the more he
saw to regret in it. He had written to
Mr. liuelch, and had received a kind
reply from the Remove master. In that
direction all was clear And when the
new term came, a fresh start would be
made, with confidence on both sides, An
act of courage und devotion had wiped
out many offences, and all was forgiven
aund would be forgotten. That, at least,
was a pleasant thought

At home, too, the scapegrace found
comfort. Dear old Aunt Amy had never

Uy ==
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doubted her dear Harry, and tho colonel
had dismussod his displeasure, and wns
the kind and affectionate uncle that
Wharton bad always lmown.

But the thought of his old chums was
ever in his mind, If only the breach in
the Co. had been healed |

There had been disputes with many
other fellows, but these had blown over
casily cnou]ﬂ. He had parted frionds
with Mark Linley. uiff had written
him & g‘g[ly lettor, Lord Mauleverer had
rung him up on tho phone and given
him cheery and friendly words.

But from the Co. he had heard
nothing.  Frank Nugent, his best and
closest ehum; Bob Cherry, ruddy and
hearty ; Hurree Singh, with his cfaecry.
dusky emile; Johnny Bull, slow and
stolid, but steadfast ns a rock. What
friends they had been, and what a fool
he had been to let them gol But they
were gone |

Again and again tho thought was in
his mind of ma mﬁthe first step towards
o reconciliation, He wonderecr whether
the same thought might be in the minds
of his friends. " Some lingering stubborn-
ness, perhaps, prevented him—or, rather,
a doubt how such an advanco might be
received. If they wanted him, they
could say so—and perhaps all the time
they were thinking that, if he wanted
them, he counld say so! Whot s foo! he
had been !

And now_ it was breaking-up day at
Greyfrinrs School, and the fellows would
be scattering to their homes. He had
hesitated to break the ice—doubting

whether it would be any use! Now it
was too late! Duri ?is long ramble
that wintry day he had been thinking of

it all the time, Ho was thinking of it
now, a3 he tramped back through tho
wind and feathery flakes to Wharton
Lodge.

They would be gone now—long ago
they bad started from Greyfriars, head-
mng for their respective homes. urree
Singh, he supposed, would be going with
) erry. The nabob was
used to spending his vacations at Whar-
ton Lodge, but Harry Wharton's home
was closed to him now.

Christmas was coming—the season of
peuce and good will to men—and it
would pass without his sseing the faces
of his friends—and he had his pride
left, for what that was worth ! The cloud
deeg | and darkened on his face, If
only they had made a sign—how gladly
he would have weleomed it, how joy-
fully be would have met them half-way |
But they had made no sign—and he had
made none,

A whir of wheels on the snowy road, a
honking of & horn, and a car rushed by

im. glanced 2ot it idly when it was
past, and gave a violent start, It was a
car from Wimford, evidently bearing
passengers from the station, and there
were five fellows in it, and among them
the first that caught his eye was a fat
face with a large, glimmering pair ‘of
spectacles. The next instant he knew
the other faces— Bob Cherry's, Frank
I\'uﬁent's. Hurree Singh’s, and Johnny
Bull’s.  He stared blankly after the
rushing car.

If they bad noticed huu b
side they had not recognised Eim—or. he
reflected with sudden bitterness, had not
chosen to recognise him, He stood and
looked after the car

It was the Co.—and Bunter! What
were they doing in this part of the
world ?

None of their homes was in Surrey.
None of them lived anywhere near
Wharton Lodge, except Bunter. They
could not be going home with Bunter,

He trampeﬁ on again, wondering.

Wherever they were going they would

the road-
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“‘ Hallo, halio, hallo | Here’s Bunter I ** roared Bob Cherry, Eraslllng the fat Owl and walizing him round the stady. ** Good

news, old tat bean | **

* Good news, old fat man ] ** repeated Bob.

pass the gates of Wharton Lodge, only
a little distance ahead.

Zhe car slowed down.

It did not pass the gates; it turned
into the open gateway. Harry Wharton
gave a dtart as ho saw it.

For a second he stared blankly. Then
he broke into a run. The cloud had
lifted from his face. A sudden lightness
hed come to his heart. He had doubted
whether to make the first stBE, but they
had not doubted, The ad come.
There was baggugo piled on the car.
Had they just dropped in for a kind
word and a Christmas greeting on their
way to somewhere else? If that was
it, ho would take jolly good care that
they did not go on to that " somewhero
else.,” He had been a fool, a proud,
stubborn, obdurate fool. But they had
given him a chance of setting thinga
right, end he was not losing it. He
raced after the car, his heart %ight., and
his eyes dancing.

It had disappeared in at the guteway
and was grinding up the drive, under
the leaflesz old beeches, as he sighted
it again. It was going slowly, and he
rapidly overhauled it. From the packed
car a squoaky voice was heard:

“1 say, you fellows!|”

“Don’t tell us you're hungry, Bunter.
Wo know that|”

“Q0h, really, Cherry—"

“ Hallo, _hulla, halfo!" came a Toar.
“There’'s Wharton |”

All eyes in the car turned on the
figure running behind. Billy Bunter
blinked at it through his big spectacles.
Nugent called to tie chauffeur to stop.

say, you fellows, don’t stop the
car I squeaked Bunter. “I don’t want
to get out——"

“Kick him 1”

" Wow ¥

The car stopped, and four juniors
jumped out. illy Bunter did not
alight. He squeaked to the driver to get
on, and rolled on to the house. But
nobody missed Bunter, .

Harry Wharton came running up, red,
and rather breathless. There was hand-
shaking all round.

“You fellows!” gasped Harry.

“Here we are, here we arc, here weo
ara again|" sang Bob Cherry.

“The herefulness is terrific, my
osteemed and ridiculous Wharton |
chuckted Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 won’t tell you fellows how glad
I am to see you,"” said Harry. “I hope
you'll be able to guess that.”

““Speech taken as read,” said Bob.

“The gladfulness of our osteemed
selves to behold your friendly and
idiotic countenance is preposterous !”
declared Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“The absurd clouds have rollfully passed
by, and all is calmly brightful.”

“Merry Christmas after all, what?”
said Johnny Bull,

“The merrifulness will be—"

“Terrifio I’ chortled Boh Cherrﬁ

“Harry, old chap”—Frank Nugent
gave his chum’s arm a squeeze—" ]—I
came jolly near ring’inq you up half o
dozen times. I wish I had——"

“] wish you had, too,” said Harry.
“I've been rather an ase. I might have
known you fellows would play up. I
could kick myzelf I

“My dear man, I'll do that if you
like,” said Bob Cherry. " Where will
you have it?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Come on.,” he said. “ My uncle and
aunt will be jolly glad to see you.
Aunt Amy thought all tho time that yon
would be coming, and I—I've never
told her different. Unecle's been jolly

** Qoooogh ! o ! Yarcooh !*® yelled Bunter, as he barged Into the table and sent it flying.
g vy i We're golmil to see Wharton to-morrow ! **

kind, but he thinks it was my fault chat
—that there was a row—or, rather, he
knows it was.”

“Oh, no {” said Bob. “Faults on both
sides—more or less, anyhow. We're not
little tin angels, any of us.”

“That’s 80,” agreed Johnny Bull. “It
was mostly Wharton’s fault, of course.”

“My esteemed and idiotioc Johnny—"

“Well, it was,” said Johnny Bull
calmly, “What’s the good of spoofing 7"

Harry Wharton looked rather fixedly
at Johnny Bull for a moment, Then
he laughed—a laugh that had a merry,
cheery ring.

“Johnny’s right,” he said. “Leave it
ot that, old bean. No need to rub it in
now we're friends again.”

“The esteemed speechfulness is silvery,
but the idiotic silence is gilt-adgad, a8
the English proverb remarks” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Let us
rejoice that the infuriated frown of dis-
agreefulness has been replaced by the
absurd smile of restorated friendship.”

“Don’t he talk like a picture-book 7"
said Bob Cherry. “That old moonshee
in Bhanipur who taught him English
was some lad1”

“Ha, ha, hal? )

“Come on, old beans!|” said Harry.
“You fellows are staying, of course.
Bv Jove. this is going to be a merry
Christmas 1

It was a happy little crowd that
wallked on to the house after the car.
Colonel Wharten and Aunt Amy wera
in the hall when they arrived, and botl
of them smiled to see how bright their
nephew’s face wns as he came in with
his friends. The sudden and un-
snnounced arrival of the Co. had no
doubt rather surprised them, but th
wero glad to sce the cheery foces. an

Tre Micyrr Lipriny.~No. 1
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the colonel was moroe than glad to see
that his nephew's friends were his
friends once more. The old gentleman’s
freéting to the Co. was very cordial.

t was a happy %al‘ty that sat down
round the dining table, and the brightest
face of all was Billy Bunter's.

Che Seventeenth Chapter,
Thanks to Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
Five other faces wore cheery

B

smiles.
The hour was growing late.
The Christmas party at harton

Lodge had gathered in Harry Whar-
ton’s room aistar supper for a chat before
going to bed.

Outsidé the wind roared and dashed
snowflakes against the windows., Within,
a log Bro roared almost as loudly, and
the firelight played and flickered on
hnﬁpy faces.

unter had tfully brought a
cake up with him. He sat and munched
it and grinned, while the other fellows
chatted cheerily. ;

The fat grin faded from his face as
Bob Cherry made a remark:

“Got over your cold already?”

“My cold?” repeated Harry.

“Yes—you seem all right now.”

“1 haven't had a cold,” answered
Wharton, in astonishment. "I was a
bit knocked up after that time in.the
Bela ulls’ Cave: but I haven'd had &
<o

“] say, you fellows, hadn’t you better
be off to bed——"

“I thought you said
voice sounded & bhit
phone.” said Bob.

“On the phone!” repeated Wharton
blankly. *Dreaming, old beant?"

“1 mean, when you rang me up yes-
terday—" .

Harry Wharton jumped.

“Whon I rang you up yesterday!”
he eijaculatad.

Bob stared at him. The other
fellows stared. Unless Wharton was
losing his memory, they did not under-
stand thia,

Bunter was not He
was looking worried,

ou had—your
husky on the

rinning now.
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“I gay, you fellows,” he exelaimed.
“1 gpy—" '

“Shut up, Bunter,”” said Bob.
“Look here, 'Whurton, are you pulling
my leg, or what?! You haven't for-
gotten phoning yesterday, and asking
Wingate—"

“I haven't forgotten, certnin!;," said
Harry, in blank amazement, ‘ becauso
I never did! What did I phone about,
fathead?”

Bob gave him a rather queer look.
“You phoned to ask us here for
Christmas,” he answered. “You can't
have forgotten; but if you've changed
your wmind—"

I say, you fellows—" squeaked
Billy Buntor anxiously. “I say, have
some of this cake! It's good.”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Blessed if I make this out,” said
Harry Wharton. “I'm as pleased ms
Punch to have you fellows here—jyou
can't imagine how glad I was to seo
ou—and I could have kicked myself
or not having teken the first stug—’

“But you Sid " said Bob, Look

here, what do you think we all landed P

here for, baggage and all if you didn't
ask ust”
Faces were grave now,
longer smiling.
*“My dear chap
uietlﬁ. “when
tt

and mno

* gnswercd Wharton
I saw you here

i gu at you'd had more scnsoe than
ad—*

“Right on the wicket!” sanid
Johnny Bull. “We had! But we

shouldn’t have come here if you hadn't
asked us.” \

“Harry, old fellow—" said Nugent
anxiously.

“My esteemed Wharton—"

“1 say, you fellows, don't argue,”
said Bilfy Bunter. “What's the good
of arguing? You'll be rowing again
soon, at this rate.”

“Shut up, you ass!” said Boh.
“ Nobody's going to row; but I want to
know what this means, You phoned
me at Greyfriars yesterday, Wharton—
that’s why I asked you about your cold.
Your voice was husky on the phone—
too husky to recognisp—"

“But T didn't phonel” gasped
Wharton, “I wish I had, I was a
fool not to; but I didn’t.”
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I made a point of it.

“Then who did?" grunted Johnny
Bull. “Bomebody did. Bob ocan
waltzing up to the study to tell us—"

“I eay, you fellows,” gasped Bunter,
“it’s timo to Eu to cake—I mean, have
some of this bed—I—I1 mean—’

“Bunter” roared Bob. Cherry, s
sudden light breaking on his mind,
“That far villain! Spoofed !’

“ What the thump—*

® Bunter |” Bob Cherry jumped up,
end the fat Owl gave a squeak of
glarm. “Pulling my leg—to get here
for the hols! My only hat! He wanted
us to come here and chance it—and
land him here—and then—then there
came that phone call—and—and—-
BUIL\EER ™ 4 %

» esteemo at!” gasped Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Bunter{"”” said Wharton,
dazedly.

“I—I say, you fellows!” gasped
Bunter. “It wasn’t me! I say, keep
off, Bob Cherry, you beast] I did 1t
entirely for you . fellows’ sakes—making
frlgm{:uo%ll _lr]cu.:ncfi nﬁ:d all that—peace
an will and things, you know—
esides, 1 nover did it1h" °

* Well, hat 1" gasped Wharton,

“As if I'd do anything of the sort,
you know! I've been crowded with in-
vitations for Christmas—I've turned
them sll down to come here, s Wharton

) £ Besides, if I
hadn't ohipped mim{ou'd still be at
loggerheads—the whole lot of you too
fatheaded to meke friends agam,
though you all wanted to. I think you
might be grateful. Not that I did it,
you know,” added Bunter, %I know
absnlt_:tel]y nothing about it,*

“Diddled—by that fat porker!” said
Johnny Bull,

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

Harry Wharton rose to his feet. Ha
understood now. He came over to
Billy Bunter, and the fat Owl gave an
apprehensive howl,

“Look herc, you beast, you keep off!
It's too late to catch a train home
now—and if you jolly well kick me,
rli—*

“Give me your fin, old fat bean,”’
said Harry.

‘(Eh ”

almost

. Wharton shook hands with the aston-

ished Owl, Then he glanced round at

his friends, who were eyeing him
rather blankly,

‘‘Gentlomen, chaps, and fellows,” he
said, “I've been a fool—and I thought
fon fellows had more sense than I
iad., It turns out that you hadn’t.
Bunter had more sonse than the lot of
us put together. Bunter's worked the
oracle—and I think we ought to pass
a vote of thanks to Bunter.”

*“Hear, hear!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“The hear-hearfulness is terrifie!”
Billy Bunter beamed,

“The fact is, you fellows, I did it
for your sokes,” he said, "I wasn't
thinking of myself a$ all—you know I
never do—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“It was my tact, you know—tact’s my
long suit. You fellows being suc
silly asses, it was up to me. Now we're
all together, and we're going to have
a jolly Christmast”
Mg—thﬂnks

Ar : to Bunter—a jolly
Ciristmas it was!
THE END.

[And s0 we come to the end of this
splendidl series featuring Harry Whar-
ton, the Rebel of Greyfriars. But
there's unother series, even belter, start.
tng tn next week’s Maoner. The first
story ia entitleds “THE BOY FROM
THE UNDERWORLD!” and it's the
real goods, chums, you can take it from
me.—ED.}
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THE CONCLUDLIs¢ CHAPTERS OF OUR GREAT HIGHWAYMAN STORY !

The Return to Rewgate!
HE party reached London Bridge
- T and crossed it, drawing mun{‘ a
gaping stare as they went by.
) To St. Paul’s, and past it down
to the Old Bailey they went, and soon
Martin Cosgrave was pulling at a bell

at Newgate prison.

A wicket was opened; a word was
passed. Then some gates were swung
wide, and they rode into the high-
walled yard. .

Here the ropes were unticd and the
handcuffs removed, and Jerry and Hal
eased their cramped limbs on the stone-
paved yard.

Jerry’s hands caressed Galloper’s soft
muzzlo lovingly, while Hal fondled Bow

© Street Beauty, from whom he was about
to be parted.

“I'm not sorry I stole him from you,

; Mr. Cosgrave,” said the boy,

“for he's ¥wan me the hap-

piest time' I've ever had 1"

1 “Its good-bye, Gualloper|”

gp- said Jerry “Well, you're a
e gand horse, and I hope you'll

d a master who's worthy of
you |I”?

Onl: one or two of
the Runners had
entered thn prison with

ol g
-

B,

Cosgrave, and now that famous officer
stepped apart and had a talk with some
of the gaolers who had ¢ome out to take
charge of the prisoners.

Presently he came back again. .
“Time to be moving!” he snid

gruffiy. -

Escorted by Cosgrave and the Runners
Henshaw, Aymes, and Baker, and
soveral warders of the prison, Jerry
MecLean and Hal Lovett were conducted
along dark, bare, cold corridors and
passages to a part of the prison with
which they were unacquainted.

Late though the hour was, seunds of
coarse revelry echoed through the gaol,
Prisoners who must have paid highly
for the privilege were cvidently ind&;lg—
ing in a drunken orgy.

Hal walked with a firm step and his
handsome head uplifted. Come ‘what
might, he had lived a life since that
fateful night of his arrest outside Drury
Lane Theatre. He was not afraid of
Newgate Prison now.

Suddenly he heard Jorry whisper
“Hal I” and he looked at his friend.

Jerry’s eyes were bright. He seemed
surprised, .

“We're heading for the governor’s
quarters, boy,” said Jerry. .

They were shown irl:{o a panelled
room. There Martin Cosgrave gripped
Hal by the coat, undoing the buttons,
He undid the boy’s waisteoat, and shirt
as well, and bared his breast. Then his
eyes lit greedily on the red falcon
tattooed so plainly. on Hal Lovett’s
white flesh. :

“You can’t get away from that!” he
muttered. “It's a red falcon, whichever

way you look at it |

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE,
Sent to the hulks on a false charge
enginsered by the Earl of Hunttord,
Hal Loveit and Jerry MclLean escape
and tane to the open road. After a
series of exciting adventures, thay
fedrn that their enemy is making for X
London with a quantity ol gold.
Riding hard for Blackheath, they hold
up the coach, Before they can decamp
with their prize, however, thay are
trapped by the Bow Street Runners,
§ who escort them in the direction of

- Newgate Prison.

Wounldn’t you say
that's a red falcon, Jerry McLean?”

“Bayond a doubt, it is” answered
Jerry grufily.

Footsteps echoed along  the passage
outside. A door opened and shut. They
could hear voices. Then into the room
strode Isaas Quilt, followed by two
turnkeys. Isaac’s face was grim, but
his chin was raised. He scemed com-
pletely at his ease as he took his stand on
the opposite side of a table and looked
at Hal piercingly. Quilt wore neither
leg-irons nor handeuffs.

%n the pause that followed, Martin
Cosgrave took some snuff, and, after a
moment’s hesitation, offercd the box .tg
McLean.

Jorry was puzzled and wondering.

There was something in the wind,
beyond a doubt: e
“There'll be en inguisition, boy,”

whispered Jerry in Hal's ear, “ After
which, T suppose, we'll bo tried again
and hanged !’

Agoin footsteps echoed in the stone-
paved corridor, and this time a prisoner
in irons was led unceremoniously into
the room,

“Take him over there,” said Cos-

rave, pointing, “and guard him
closely 1” :

With a gasp of astonishment, Hal
saw that the man was Samuel I:ovett,

his supposed father—a more surprisin
thing even than the way in whi
Martin Cosgrave seemed to have taken
charge of Newgate Prison.

Samuel Lovett's face was hnngdog
and ashen, and his eyes were dull wit
fear. One glance he gave Hal and
Quilt, and 51011. biting hiz under lip,
he lowered his head.

The governor then arrived—a hard-,
faced, powerfully builf man, who
stalked Eri&k]y into the room and set
a chair for himself.

Darting a swift glance at the
risoners, he turned to tho Bow BStreet

untier. i
- “You've been as good as your word,
thanks to Colonel York |” he gaid, with

“8ao! These are the gunol-
birds "

Very roughly he bared Hal's breast
and stared hard at the red falcon. Then
he peered into the boy’s eyes and studied
his face.

“H’m! He's no gutter brat,” he aajd.
“No Lovett strain there—eh, Martin?
And; hang me, you can ‘see the like-
ness ! :

There came more nowses from the
passage. Another prisoner had arrived.

“Pring him !’ shouted

]



“And one of you snutf those

1

governor.
smoking candles . .

He dropped, sprawling, into his chair
again, and partook liberally of snuif.

The wondering adventurers turned
their eyes expectantly towards the door.

“Colonel York, for a million!” said
Jerry.

But the prisoner who was escorted
into the panclled room was not the
highwayman with whom Jerry and Hal
oxpected to be confronted, but the Earl
of Huntford, He was a _prisoner,
beyond o doubt, for he wore darbies on
his laced wrists.

“Now I think we are ready!” said
the governor, with a grim smile, Sh:}t
that door and guard it! My lord, won't
you take a chaimr?”

The Earl of Huntford threw his head
proudly back.

“1 prefer to stand 1” he cried. “And,
sir, I protest against my detention hera |
My arrest was an outrage! I shall take
tho matter to the House of Lords, to
the King! I shall—"

# Silence |’ thundered the governor.
“T’ll have no argument! I am master
here | Now, supposing we get down to
businesa |”

The bags of gold stolen from tho earl
were placed upon the table as evidence.

“Y am all at sea here, boy,” said
Jerry. “The earl a prisoner | Why—"

He did nob conclude his sentence, for
just then the governor cried: .

“Now, stand forward, Isaac Quilt

Quilt strode up to the table and faced
the Governor o}) Newgate Prison. |

“At your service!” he said, darting
& malignant glance at tho earl, and then
gmiling broadly at Hal,

1

The Secret of the Red Falcon!
% HOM do you say that boy

W is?” asked the governor,

pointing at Hal Lovett,

* Qupposcd to be the son
of Samuel Lovett, the fonece, but really
he's tho Earl of Huntford.” answered
Quilt,

Hal's gasp of amazement was drowned
in a ficree ery from the earl.

“It’s o lio !” he said. “Quilt says that
because he's been trying to blackmail
me. Nobody will ever beliove his made-
up story—"'

“J believe it,”’ said Martin Cosgrave
gruffly, “Y've been making inquiries
ever since you had the boy wrongfully
arrested outside Drury Lane Theatre,
my lord.” Cosgrave had a smilo for
Hal and Jerry mnow, and mnodded
cncouragement in the friendliest pos-
sible way. “Quilt, tell your story.”

“It's s simploe enough story,” said
Quilt, eyeing the earl vemomously *I
was onco & servant to the late earl. But
he eaught me thieving, and discharged
me. I swore rovenge. A little while
later the earl was thrown whilst hunt-
ing, and carricd on hurdles to Huntford
Hall, & dying man. But i{ was not an
accident; it was deliberately attempted
murder. The present earl, his brother,
s bankrupt, crossed his horse and
caused it to tumble at & jump, because
ho wanted the titlo and tho estates.”

“But there was a son,” prompted
Martin Cosgrave, busier than ever with
snuff and handkerchief,

“Harry  Burbidge, the leir,”
answered Quilt grimly. “A  mero
child. The baba was stolen from the
Hall, carried to London, and given into

the hands of Samuel Lovett, who
brought the boy up as his own son.”
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“8tolen!” exclaimed the Governor of
Newgate. “By whom1"’

“By me,” replied Quilt., At Thomas
Burbidge's instigation,” and he pointed
accusingly at the earl. “He gave me
money and I entered the house and stolo
the babe from its cradle the night tho
earl died. [The house was in con-
fusion and the task was easy.”

“It’s a lie!”’ repeated the carl. Ho
was livid, and his lips were bloodless.
“This man is a thief, a rascal, a vil-
lain, who—"

“YWho was going to sup at your house
to-night, and to whom you were going
to pay hush-money,” retorted Quilt,
with a wicked leer: “The money '{0“
were bringing to London town. . The
money your nephew and the rightful
oarl stole from you on the king's high-
way-’l

“What did you get for stealing the
babe ?” asked Martin Cosgrave. “Tell
us that, Quilt?”

“A thousand guineans, paid to me by
instalments, the bulk afier Thomas Bur-
bidge was given the title on the pre-
sumption that the babe was dead.”

“And the red falcon, now—that
tattoo mark ?* Cosgrave pursued.

“Was done by me. An nct of revenge.
I took the babe from its cradle one
night and did the work in a hut in
the Hall grounds, I am an expert_at
it, gentlemen. And, Dbesides, having
been approached by Thomas Burbidge
and snsked to steal the child, I thought
it might serve as a mark of identifica-
tion that would bring me more moncy
to keep me in my declining years—
when the time was ripe.”

Jerry McLean shivered, whilo Hal
looked at Quili unbelicvingly.

“Quilt, you doserve a doubla hang-
inF " burst out Jerry.

‘But I shall escape even a single
cne,”’ grinned Quilt.

“Who is there to produce proof of this
lying tale?” said the earl

“8ampel Lovett can,” returned
Quilt, pointing at the fettered rascal.
“Y married his sister, rest her soul,
a good woman, not like him! Ho knew
tho secrot of the red faleon from the
first—know who the child was.” Quilt
pulled out o packet of letters tied with
red tape and tossed them on to the
table. “Theso letters from the bogus
car]l to Samuel Lovett and to me will
provide further proof.”

It was then Samuel Lovett burst into
a torrent of whining confession.

“What Tsanc says is frue, every word
of it,” he whimpered. *I admit I took
maoney from the earl to take carc of the
brat. It was ordered that we drown
him in the Thames, but Jsaae would
not hear of it.”

“Nor you, Samuel. Speak the truth!
You wanted to use him as a blackmail-
ing instrument when he grew up, and
which you did.”

“As T can bear witness to,” said
Martin Cosgrave. Doy, you know how
I came to haunt Sam Lovett’s shop
and to make up to you? I was on
the track of your story then. The false
accusation which led to your arrest con-
firmed suspicions, but I thought you'd
he safer vnder lock and koy than a
frce man, I wanted to savo you from
murder—"

“And = that why you let me escope
when you scemed to bungle after yon
had run Jerry and me down?” asked
Hal clatedly.

“That is whv. And tha anthorities
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haven’t a thing against you, boy—not
even highway robbery,” answered Cos-
grave, with a beaming smile. “The
affairs of that tradesman and of the
Maidstone ecoach, which Jack Pryce
robbed, have been forgotten.” Cos-
grave picked up a bag of gold and
chinked it. “'This money you and Jerry
took from the carl to-night, but I reckon
you can’t jug a man for taking what
is really his own.”

“That boy is the Earl of Huntford,”
interrupted Samuel Lovett, fointing at
Hal. “The earl arranged for me
to rob htm of his diamond star as he
came out of the theatre and to plant
the bauble on the lad. T'Il confess
anything, sign anything, if only you'll
give me a chanco.”

“The chanco you'll get, Samuel,” said
the Governor of Newgate, “is a flog-
ging, instead of a stretch, and trans-
portation for lifo.” He made a motion
with his hand. “Take the rascal away
and put him in a dark cell and double-
iron him.” .

Cursing and pleading and begging Hal
to intercede for him, Samucl Lovett was
dragged away. .

Then the ear! turned to Hal. His
pallor had gone. His handsome face
was full of colour again, and his eyes
aglow.

“ Nephew.” he said, “I may as well
own up now, since the truth is out.
These men know too much and can
prove too much for me further to deny
the facts. Vou are the earl, I stole the
titlo. But”—here he raised his
manacled hands above his head—"as
God is my judge, though I often
thought of encompassing my brother’s
death—your father—I flinched at the
act! I rode him close in that hunt, but
I did not cross him. It was really and
truly an acecidéent. Your father and I
both rode at & jump together. A
startled rabbit tore right scross my
horse as it was about ‘to rise, and it
collided with and brouglit the other
down. I ask you to believe me——"

Licking his dry lips, he took a pinch
of snuff from the open box which stood
upon the table, the handcuffs jangling
as he raised his hands to sniff it.

“When I knew my brother was bound
to die the temptation was too much for
me. I was beggared; should have been
taken to the Fleet Prison, disgraced.
As Quilt says, I connived at your kid-
napping, and usurped the title. For-
give me if you can; I shall suffer
enough in the hell to which I am
going 1”

Hal Lovett looked at the man spell-
bound. The grey, wistful eyes were so
full of intelligence, tho face was so
supremely handsomo. Boy though he
was, he could understand why the earl
had snared him and sent him to the
hulks. It was a lost desperate chance.

““And you are my uncle?” he said, in
wonderment.

“T am your unworthy Uncle Thomas,
a thief, o rascal, a villain, but, withal 2
—and lere the Earl of Huntford took
snuff egain—"I trust I am a gentle-

Cosgrave,” said Hal Lovett,
“am I to understand that Jerry and I
are free to gol? ¥

“Yes. We know the truth about the
stealing of that diamond star. Isaac
Quilt has been working in with me to
help restore you your inheritance, and,
rogue though he is, he is free {o go,
{oo.”

(Continued an next puge.)
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“Then picase Temove my uncle's
irons,” begged 1llal, gnd lot him go!
I don’¢ wauf, to pumish him, Tet him
go, plense!”

The Governor of Newgate glowered at
Hal Loveti. 3

“Boy,” o said, “do you mecan it?
You want mo to let your nnale go?”

“Of course I do,” answered Hal.

“It is outside ‘my policy-to disoblige
an earl,” eaid the guvernor, with "o
smile, “but I’ shall hate losing so many

of my prisoners! . Usually I make the -

pay heavy toll; and mostly they -hang.”
1o turned to two of lis men. “Take
‘Thomas Burbldg-’b away and sirike
off his irons,” he snid, and let Lim out
by the little door.”

The ear]l stalked off, with his chains
clanking at every stude

"4 Mr. Cosgrave;”, said Hul T shan’t
know' how 1o thapk you! T stolo your
lLorse,” and I—7

“You u.ud Jerry saved my life out ot
Epping,” answered XMuartin Cosgrave,
with o happy smle. “That's thanks
enough; ond as for Deauty, why, keep
him, my lmd. for he's o ﬂ'umd horse |7

“Cosgrave,” eaid Jerry ‘you knew
the truth about Hal. I suppose you
knew that I, too, was mnor'em. ™
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sir, you weroc beggared, and might have:

turned Lighwayman in resl ‘carnest if
you hadn’t been jugged. Of course, you
rather crabbed my plans when you
escaped with his lordship from tho
hull\u I hadn't got cnough proof to-
gether to uproot the falso ecarl then.”

Tho honr that followed was perhaps
tho lappiost ever spent in that gloomy,
panelled, room. Into the small hours of
the night they wined and dined and
talked.

The grey of morning was breaking
over the gloomy prisen when the young
Farl of Huntford and Jerry McLean
mounted their horses and, with Martin
Cun rave, were let out of tho prison

As they clattered away to the burst-
ing .glory of the new risen sun the boy
carried with him’ the vision of a dis-
torted and malign faco seen buohind
prison bars—the face of Colonel York,
still half drunk from an omm:ght
debauch.

“Curse you! Curse you!” York lhad
Liowled after them as.they went. “May
the pair of you hang and rot!”

Which, however, -was the dismal fate-

rcsuwu.d for himself.
To the Bow- Street station the three

the present. and the future, beforo they

took their leave and sought West End
npartmonts there to stay until the time
camo when Hal, as Farl of Huntford,
the legal (h!llcultles disposed ‘of, should
go io livein the home of Lis forcfathers
out in Kent.

Wine was brought and a_bottle
cracked. Cracknells wero handed round
with it.

Raising his goblot on high, Martin
Cosgrave lowered his riglt eyelid in a
prodigious wink.

“Earl and you, Mr. Jerry,” he said—
“a toast! IHere's to the Red Falcon!”

The glasses were raised and chinked
and the wine was iasted.

“Here,” belléwed Jerry McLean, “is
to the Red Falcon and his title and
fortune, and may his good pal Jerry
hnl? the Farl of Huntford to spend it!

my boy, good luck *
THE END.

(Enjoyed this thrilling highwayman
story, chums? Good! Well, now you
can ook forward to the opcning instal
ment of e grand new fooler and detee
tive story entitled: “"NOBBY, THE
‘SHOOTING STAR'!" Its grand,
it'd great, and there's some KIOK in it}

“Of coursg 1 did,” replied {he

stalwart Ruumner;

rode, and thore Hal Lovett and. Jerry
MeLean sat long, talking over the past,

Look out, then, for the opening instal.
went in neéxt Sutdrday's MagNET.)
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in 1932, he d into hia orystal
threw a E.pmuﬁ and told Mﬂ E__.

CHRISTMAS GREETINGS | BIG FIGHT FIASCO
FROM—THE EDITOR |

Dear Chumes,—I'm always niming at originality, and thia weel,

In honour of the ac-

casion, the contributors
to the “ Herald” have

Friardale Fire-eaters’ Feeble Farce

for our Bpecial Christmae Number, 1 think I've struck a really How much longer are the|namby- by ecreaturcs wae allowed their imagina- about it. -
original wheezo—a reproduction of the *Greyfriare Herald ™ | nublia going to tolerato the | knooked out befora tho 150th ,_ . H._m_ ““1 gee a strange land with wides Visions of 100 Years Hence
Chiristman Number of & hundind years ago ! miserable apologies for fights | round was reached ! tan to picture life at shiny roads,” he said. * St “ All thigis true, and moro than) out with pride, yet pocpls rofes

The idea suffered from the slight difficulty that the * Greyfriars | shat are serv by pro-| The blow that felled hima ¥
Hernld " didn’t exist in 1832, mﬁ it would be a poor newspaper | nioters in this 4%:?.&%3. was nothing to write homse
stail that couldn'r overcome o minor drawback like that Weve | 1939 ¢ The feable exhibition | about, either. We don't sup. |
gimply solved the mﬂ._u___mﬂ by writing-up what we imagine would | o0 oo in Friardale Fields|pose for & moment that it

coaches rush down them at ¢ TR 2
: thisa! " said Gi Ceorge, *"In| to it ds & Iat worm or slug.”
”ﬁ m.m.ﬂmn_ Mhmﬂ H_._mwn_n without horses to | ;1,0 nir, winged mrﬂmm_.m nn:n_.._,.mﬁ Ay like] *“ Draw it mild, Geo m__ " wo
7 z . eaglos, In the school, voices are | protested. * If it's as aa that,
Here, can i, old bean!" wo _ heard of men who are far away ..q_m. don’t they get rid of it {”

Creyfriars as it might
hue been a hundred

bave gone into the ** Herald " for Christmas, 1832, if it hao existed | 100 bof Hraaliding. ears aerol : ' |
at that time! All names are authentic and belong to ﬁmn_...ﬁ_n who __m.._wuu:mw .”Mm _.uwuww uﬁﬂm_____w. .!.MMM ”Mn__..”_.w_ Mwﬂmwh_____.& the average s J & remonstrated. coming EﬁMﬂmww the air m_uu_ﬁﬁ.m < mﬁu ,.prmﬂ_wwﬁﬂm J"“ its mﬁﬂ_._.d...
were actually at Greyfriars at the time; ?.mm if you ask me Lo and old-time fightera turn in| At the end of thia farcica), Wememogrenenns crnoesermr oo — n_w Emw uwwa.r_p 0 mﬂw EE n_.nn me : .w.r Emu_Emn in
guarantee the Eww_uanmu: __mﬁ anything clee, I'm going to answer | 4haip graves | ao-called fight, Forger S8mith, . ko 1086 Wio  wo #waw _u_.ua_._...n_.. it w._.u E..mm. ._m an
H_M._W very decided Hm_. Sl ! ol 3 ek Forger 8mith and William | the winner, was awarded the ; theses st wretehes from the i.b.—..mﬂ—..aa ﬂ_.oz ur. H “m“mnmﬂw__: nmw_wﬂu_ E“uT mn_.mmw
nd now, chums, in closing, bere’s all the brightest and best for | 1o Hlaughterer were the | purse of 4d. And his opponent | prize 1mg and brings back “ Great pip!” i ody =g E.ﬁ? n.___
t__n.ﬂnnm old Festive Season | May the E&m groan you __.”_anam ﬁ_ﬂm principals in this wretoched | & consolation prize of 1§d.|the pep and punch of the old ON LITTLE SIDE ! 4 “ Bat o o _um_smr.ﬂﬂ..m. _,,._”_n ' [N “H._m_u
oﬂwﬁﬂﬁ _sn e granaing of your table under the weight of the | comedy. It was scheduled to| What they did to earn it |days, tsodness knows what's : i BSANE RN | popta K18 . ¢ Emﬁwﬁ e
e B9:YF Sincerely, YOUR EDITOR. _F_ﬂw:u_u_ wmmn Mw_mﬂwmhﬁw.:_wmiww vnm__.‘..ﬁwgn_ﬁﬂ. smatioly ‘diliee ““_Jm to:bappen to the fistic _.G._.ﬁﬁi_:.m gave ﬂu.m Hu_..._.rm ..h__u.unﬂ%_. Eaﬂmmﬂa_.:m m.h uEH_q it 1 :. we asked, mu_ _...EEE_.MH.W

: — : . o =_ il i ol rellingion a real gla this future Greyfriars. eorge’s answer only mystifio

——— — hand when he twned up It is like unto & pump- [ us still more.

wall ms the last stroko of mid-|for Last Day of Term

FIVE HOURS FEED GREYFRIARS mmoﬂ, WALKS "M% conese, gouye | Sigmtions.  Jones major

expecting 18 to explain that it | rhythm as the Iron Duke's
TOO MUCH i ail '8 ik o tho part of | valriage appoared and. the
Smith majcr or somebody. Well, [ cheering might have becn

. House Haunted .—uvu Weird mﬁﬁﬂ.ﬂﬂm if you do, you're in for n big|heard at Courtfield, but
disappointment | This is not 1932, | for ono of George Stephen.

kin, yet it wolks on lege,| ' The answer comea through o
ghort though they bo. | mist in the crystal, but it stands oub
[t looks on tho world | quite olearly,” he said, " They
through glass, and like | call this strange thing BUNTER 1 **
the lion, seeks what it Blessed o wo know what to make
me devour. Deceit|of it. We wizsh we could live a
:a%. dishonesty ooze | hundred years to find out what old
from it. It is puffod CGeorge was talking sbout!

A spectral visitor in the shape | had been ereeping down a corridor 5 : -
“Four Hours Enough” says |[of the celobrated Ghost of|on %m.ﬂ&_r b Sodiial aaid | - oy R AR BRGE WHR EAOIAY] son i losdmutives sxplodivy :
reyiriars @ : by Tt - A
School D s 167 bolore qmunm_wwwm-ﬂwm e nwnwm_n%.MMm:ﬂ.uﬂhFQ. ﬂrm_“.,.m _._Wrm Courtfizld d f The Head greeted the AL “ They're the playing-fields of , violently to hide his emo-
Cnoo OC. nsually oxciting, mﬁmﬁn. The ._.Eu“muuﬁﬂu%ﬁna u_..._”w urtfield Colossadrome! Duke with a warm jopiy, but surprised the | Greyfriars!™ tion.
5 e frightened to be able to pivo & - handshake at the top of | crowd by ecizing the Head | ' Exactly!”™ retorted the| If anybody ever tells you
“ Don't Overeat " ghould be your motto this Christmas, e doherent desaription of the ghostl Programme, Week Commencing |the School House steps | Ly the elbow instond. Iron Duke. " Well, that’s|now, that the Iuke of
according to Chaa. Gargoyle, Esq., School Doctar. i s Dacomber 16th, 1832. and his voice could be | .. where the Battlo of Water- | Wellington said the Battlo
"M - le in 1832 too rauch,” said the learned Yisisor, agreod, nevertheless, that Gripping, Pulsating Drama : heard above the din Bee thoso flolds ovor lco was won— on the|of Waterloo was won on tho
w_ﬁaﬁwuﬁﬂﬂzgﬁﬁﬁﬂmn interview givon in the . o % menen costume and | gEARTS (IF STEEL, or DEFYING [aaying: “Howdy, | there 1" be asked. playing - fields of Groyiriars, | playing - flelds of another
stage coach leaving Greyfriars for Courtfield. * This e Nend along with him [ BpATH A’ 12 MILES AN HOUR ! | Duke { I'll tell the world | The Hoad nodded in|fee'?® nforior school, just show
Christmaa in most houscholds, I suppose, dinner will On the followin nlght the whit Amazirip Wild Amma: Brenes | wo'roglad to know youl" | mystification, He then marched into the|them this, will youtl
2 °lLOST IN THE JUNGLE, oo HALF His Grace made no “ Yes, of course,"” ho said. | House, blowing his mnose | Thanks | z

gtart at five o'clock and end ot ten. This imposes too
great a strain on a boy's digestion, Four hours of solid
eating should give him sufficient nourishment to carry

tigure of & monk was seen glidin
through the Cloisters at mid. | HOUR, eﬂmﬁﬂﬁm HH.,. RIARDALE

ittt rarsing.of shaimy.. Th | Brand-new Pantomime 1 Tirss time | SPEED FANS BEWARE | 22 maitvey tmoins! Tho almoet in-|  NIQNYSUS’ " LITTLE

him through till supper-time. pinister rattling of chains, The :
*The simpler the meal, the betler. The customary two servants, who were the only ghown in any country ! gt ey
HE%.MPEEG.JM Hrﬁmﬂ urges could easily bo cut down ﬂmnzwmmmm .nm. the supernatural LATEST ﬂﬂﬂm# LLA'| Head Epllls Beanaon Rail Dangers H__.w“__ﬁ“uw .ﬂnﬁwﬂ:ﬁﬂhﬁﬁnﬁ .._,E.._.uu. Hkmjwwm
of hmﬂ. .ai_p out : ﬂw.wa_.._w  hont alf & eaa aleati manifestation, fainted, COLUMBUS DISCOVERS Dr. Lashwood cortainly said a | remote. Just think! Some of (EDITORIAL NOTE: Ono of the
2 w plates of sou Kt & Dl T aa b The ghost waa Ister seen by ! AMERICA mouthful in his final address to the | thom apctually reach the colossal | _ p 3o 2ot Greyfriars in 1832, was Dionysua
Steak and & dish of game-pie, with vegetables followed Mr. Lines, an assistant master.|  GyNPOWDER PLOT " |Schoal on Breakingup Day. His | speed of 14 miles an hour! Toke | moj3 whom we understand to have
by e o o P g o e S e | Tho G wacsing the S| 1 S o ke el | COROINTION OF U |k i o S ith G 0 | 2 Uy v st o do il | 3"t Honto Rolis st
; ’ 3 » - . ocomotive ough 8 = = in hi ibuti
t into his stride and uﬂ:ﬂ. for the q.m.ﬁ serious | received of tho ghost’s presence |on the night before Breaking-up WILLIAM 1V. 1832 wary of thi EME.%E now M.M-.E Eﬁ_*.aﬁa our colleagues will show mm.nun_ .m_”? W_.:u _ﬁ_ Ew. Mﬁwﬁhﬁﬂﬂmﬁﬁ
usiness of stuffed turkey and mpﬁnmnt m.m i should | was when a serics of terrified H__m.ﬂ. he saw it glide acrogs the| The entiry programme as set out [of travel. how grateful they aro to the Head Booald o ot ¢ _.E___Mﬁﬁ un-muu: &
be the most sustaining part of the me ¥ uk one should | shrieks remg out in the middle | hail, clanking its chains and |above will be given through the| *“ Whatever you do, boys," he | for putting them wiso by not Horald ™ a4 C -
M..”M. MHHEEE _u.awwmw MEE_.,EE pudding, mince pies, Hmu.”w.mdﬂmr? It ﬁ%ﬁhwm_ﬂ% that JHHMEM E.m.__w E.”“..Emnm _hu Emnmsmﬁ .E__ that astounding new |said, * dov’t trust yourselves to | venturing within a mile of these Dear Editor,—At this festival of cons
. Uresome -Formers | i 80, . i hes i 4 2 . . . ore e -
o round off the meal, I suggest plenty into the ' invention, the Magic Lantern theso new-fangled inventiona known | perilous eontrivances, H_uw:hmﬁw-m_“q%mﬂm.ﬁﬂh .w.nﬂaﬁ.m_u._. aw%wm_unmﬂﬁ_ﬂ |

of cheese and fruit. At this stage, the
average boy should be able to last out till *
supper-time on nuts and froit and

contectionary.
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manifestations pleasurable to

the ptive powers of the
=nma_m_oh.nmnn" allow moe, with-

gut down our menu (o

such an alarming extent = hilologically,
* L] _ .'

at Christmaatide ONYSUS

Anyoné ofoght at the
Cross Keys is linble to be Oliver Eipps spends muoch of Bunger
HE B

Th most popn master glare (1

instantly expelied. In it his spare time six-valva bui he __..u_,ﬂ_hﬁn-. EEJE mp in the -.E_u._ EF-_H _.-au-ﬂ_...ﬂ In I.._..E ...—hﬂ.um“ it m_nnnun :.-u n_.%_._-E A wuu

Ne & of this, soms u__-_..__.hu .nﬁ wireless set wihueh he cone ﬁ uiumua to Ewﬂﬂr tm- Bunter's -H-I!ﬁ Lasoeiles, Maths and Bporis M-E. and is ons of the hardeat
turnal wisits for & * little p— " lon's share at fea, - o uvn..l.. oy

futter,”



