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Nobody wanis Billy Bunfer—not even at Christmas !

Special Story of Exciting Christmas RHdventure—
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But as it happens, it’s very fortunate for %

Harry Wharton that the Owl of the Greyfriars Remove turns up unexpectedly at Wharton Lodge !
. ﬁﬁmﬁmmﬁﬁmﬂmsﬁmmﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁmﬁw-ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁmsﬁwm&ﬁmmm

i

ii:l l " ...:

|
1

]
=
i ==
I
-—]

"

Al T

ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁmﬁﬂﬁﬁ#ﬂ REE RN EEEEREEE ﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂ%ﬂﬂéﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂw

The Famous Five were busy with Christmas decorations when a plump figure appeared suddenly ﬁ

W
E at the open door of Wharton Lodge.

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Trust Bunter !

I ROT in, H;mter!"
“Roll in, old bavee]l i

“Just the man we want.”
O 1" péaculme d  Biliy
Bunicer, the fat boy of the Remove.
Billy Bunter's little round eyes and
big round spectacles fixed on a hox on
the fable In Study Xo. 1 i ihe
Remove.
It was a vather large cardbozrd hox.
It was tied with a wieely coloured

ribhon, and it bore on the hd En E:uli'

lotters, the inscription: “CHUXNK-
LEY'S CHRIBTMAS CAKE™ -~

“Oh " repeated Bunier.

He was deeply intevested in that box.
He knew what Chankley's Chriztinas
cakes were like! Bmithy had had one
the day before, and Bunier had had a
elice of it. His mouth still watered. at
the recollection

“Trickla in, old thing !

Harry Wharion & Ceo. all spoke io-
gether, in the most hearty tones.

They zecemed pleased te sece Bunter
They beamed on him.

Bunter rolled in. He was surprized,
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but gratified. He had not cxpected so
earty a welcome.

He had come to Study No. 1 {o catch
1the Famous Five before they went out
It was the last half-holiday of the tern,
angd the Co. were going over to ClLff
House Bchool, to say good-bye to
Marjorie & L:} there, before they seat-
rered for the Christmas Halidays.
Bunter was goimmg with them. Tea at
Chff House was worth the walk. He
was pmpared to disregard any objec-
tions on the part of the Famous Five.

But at the sight of Chunkley's .Christ-
mas cake, he forgot Clif House and
tea there. A bird in the hand was
worth two in the bush. An armchair
Ly a study fire was preferable, to a
walk on a bitter December afternoon.
S0 far from desiring lo fare forth in
the winter wind with the Fameus Five,

Eilly Bunter hoped that they would-

fare forth on their own, with prompt-
igss aned dispatch—so long as  that
cake-box remained in the study.

“TI =ay, vyou fellows, f vou're ghing
now, I=I'll look after thut cake for you
whila jﬂu’re_ gone !™ Billy
Bunter. “Going now?”

" Oh no; hurry ¥ zaid Bob Cherry
cheerily. =

saicl

““ I—I say, you fellows,”’ said Bunter hastily, ** I've looked
in to say something rather important to Wharton ! »

i
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*I think you'd beiter start pretiv
quick,” advized Bunter. *It looks 1o
g hl-..a snow—you. ﬂ{mt- want to be
cau ht in the snow.

Yell, perhaps we'd  Dbetter  be
going,” ogreed Harry Wharton,  * Bat
we want to stick that box in a safe
place. There are fellows up the pas-
sage who would scolf a raf-::lc if they
had a chanece.”

Bunter was aware of that!

He was one of the fellows, in
fact.!

“Bunter will look aficr it for ns!”
=mr:| Frank Nugont,

*That’s the 1dea!
Bull.

“We can trust the esteemod Bunter
not o scoff 1t 1" remarked Hurree Jam-
et Ramn E:rm%

“Will you keep it safe in your study,
Bunter " asked. Bob.

pgrecd  Johnony

“What-ho !" gasped . Bunter,  His
oyes fairl:.‘ danced behind  his specs
tacles.  “Bafe as houses, old chap.
Eﬂ.ﬁ? aAs—as—as m:}t!unn‘l Leave it to
me !

Btl'l;.* Bunicr was mere and more
surprisged. He was not uzed to trustfol-

ness like this, c:pecially in matters of
tuck. He was surprized, but he was
glad—very glad—to seo that these fel-
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—Featuring barry Wbarton & Co., the Cheery Chums of Greptriavs,

lows were so much more confiding than
was their wont, ,

Ho understood now why they had
been so pleased o see him when he
appegred in  tho  doorway. They
wanted to leave that gorgeous Christ-
mas cake in safe keeping while they
were out! It was surprising that they
should select Bunter. But the fat Owl
of the Bemove was very glad to oblige
them. There was no doubt that, when
they were gone, Billy Bunter would put
that cake into a very safe place—a very
safe place indeed!

“IWell, here you are, then!™ said Bob
Cherry. He lifted the box from the
table. “Hike it along to your study,

Bunter !
Toddy'a

L D];l:-
Bunter. :

“That's all niht—-Tcrﬂd}' wouldn't
scoff a follow's cake——"

“Nunno! But—""

“But what, old fat man?"

C“Well, you ecan't be too ecarcful !
said Bunter. “They're such rippin

cakes—any fellow might feel like z-ooL
fing it; any chap except me, of course.
I'm rather more particular than mosk
fellows, as you know——="

“(h eri 1" gasped Bob. “I—I—I
mefn—— k%{:, Eitaﬁ?‘
H’I

think Ill stay bere,” said
Bunter. “I'll sit and—and read by
the fire—the *Holiday Annual's’ here
—I'll sit and—and read it, and sce
that nothing happens to the cake——"
“Right-ho, then!” said Harry
Wharton. “Come on, you menl!”
The Famous Five walked, smiling,
out of the study, leaving Billy Bunter

there—"  said

qund. Five overcoated figures walked

away to the gates! =~ .
Billy Bunter blinked after them. with

ha E_'-,' satisfaction.
ey were gone—really gone! It
soemed almost too good to be true—_
but there they were, tramping oul of

tha school gates and disappearing
from sight. j
“He, he, hel™ chuckled Billy
Bunter. :

He rolled back to the study table.
Exactly how he was going to explain
to the Famousz Five how that box

‘came to be empty when they returned

from Cliffi House, Bunter had not yet
ﬂecidﬂi It had to be explained some-
ow.

. &till Billy Bunter was not tram-
melled, like some fellows, within the
narrow limitz of the truth! He could
say that he had ﬁnne to sleep in the
armchate, and had woke up to find,
with great surprise, that the cake was
gone |

Ho could say that Alv. Quelch had
sent for him, and that after going down
to seo his Form-master, he had re-
turncd to the studv, to fOind, with
great - surprise, that the cake was
gone [ ; :

He could say that he had gone down
to Hall to tea—or-that he had joined
in punting . footer inm the quad—or
started packing for break-up—and in
cach case had found, with great sur-
prise that the cake was gonel

The Famous Five mright not- believe
in the great surprise, but they would
certainly belicve that the cake was
gonc—for on:that point-there would be
noe  doubt—no possible,  probable

confided to emptv space what he thought
of "the Famous Five of the Remove.
And everything he thought was fearfully
uncomplimentary |

— — —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Skid In The Snow !

13 HRISTMAS weather " remarkod
Bob Cherry.
“ Brre-r ¥
# Seasonable, you know ™

“Br.-r-r-r 1"

.Bob looked on the bright side of every-
thing. But, seasonable as it was, the
Famous Five of Greyiriars did not enjoy
that sudden and tremendous downiall of
ENOW,

They were a good distance from Grer-
friars when it started. They had nearly
reached the stile in Friardele Lane,
bevond which lay the fﬂpi%th through
thoe wood to Pegg and Cliff House. Then
it oame down | :

There had been snow before, It was
& snowy Christras-tide. The wide, decp
ditch mlong the lane was filled to the
brim with snow. Leafless branches were
ridged with white; hedges were packed,
Still, that afternoon had locked fine,
though frosty, when they started .to
walk. The lane had been cleared since
the last snowfall, and was easy going—
till the new fall started. And it came
down in thick fHakes, in lumps and

unks. )

Thera had been a glimpse of blue in
the December sky, Now it was grey and
grim with snow clouds. And the snow
came. down, thick and fast, and thicker
and faster. It covered.the ground with

O")? K1V BeS ?:)[OW?TOO‘:TE@E‘O“TMH Véa za/od‘aﬁrﬁgw

The Mysterious Message in Greek.

contemplating the cakebox with an
cestatic gaee,

Footsteps rang down the passage to-
wards the staire.  Billy Bunter's fat
hands reached out to untie the ribbon
on the cake-box before thoze footsteps
had died way -

But there was a sudden patter of re-
turning footsteps, and Bob Gherr}"ﬂ
ruddy face looked in, just as the Iat
hands reached the box.

“lallo, hallo, hallo!”
Bob., .

Bunter jumped. ;

“0Oh, I—I wasn't going to open the
box, old chap—-"

“Did I leave my cap here?”
“]—I can't sco it! J=—I say, I—I'd
get off, if I were you—locks to mo like
rain—"

“As well as snow ¥

“(h, I-=I mean snow, old chap—"
“I suppose I left it down in the
lobby I e

To Bunter's great relicf, Bob Cherry
gut after his frienda again. :

" PBut the fat Owl did not restart on

exclaimed

the box. It was safer to wait tall the
owners wers  clear—that  fathead
Cherry might come seudding . back

looking for his silly cap! The Famous
Five scemecd unusually, uncommenly
trustful—but that wnusual and uncom-
mon trustfulness could hardly continue
if thoy found the cake-box open!

It was not easy for Bunter to wait,
with a Christmas cako fairly in his fat
grasp!  But he made tho neccessary
effort. He rolled across to tho window
to watch for the chums of the Remove
to go out. : ;

Five heads appeared in sight in the

-tho contents of that cake-box.

shadow of doubt, no possible doubt
whatever !

Grinning, the fat Owl unfastened the
ribbon | 3 posv

He gasped with happy anticipation,
his capacious mouth watering, as ho re-
moved the lid of the box.

And then—then as the poct remarks
—& change came o'er the spirit of lus
dream| .

He gazed into that box! Ilis eves
almost popped through his speciacles
into it ! : :

It did not contaim a cake! It con-
tained an ancient, disused hoot, appar-
ently rescued from a dustbin. It con-
tained also a half-sheet of paper, on
which was writicn

*BOLD AGAIN ™

. Billy Bunter gazed at it!  Thero
was no cake! There was a cake-box,
bitt no cako thercin! Ee realised that
this must be Smithy's old coke-box,
utilised by the Famous Five for this
nefarious purposel .

They had not left him with a Christ-
mas cake at his mercy |’ They had left
him behind while they went over to
Chif House! He was not going to scoff

Billy Bunter could not scoff an old
boot. And he was not going to ted at
Cliff House ! ike tho dog in the
fable
and lost the substance !

“Beasts !" hissed Bunter.

His fat face was pink with wrath,

“(ads] Swabs! Making out that a

fellow ean’t be trusted with & cakel

Beasts | Rotters!” .
And for geveral minutes Billy Dunter

Tt won't

Fven -

he had snatched at the shadow -

a white blanket, thicker and thicker. It
iled up on the already crammed ditch;
1t almost hid the hedges, And the
Famous Five pulled down their caps
pushed up their coat collars, and
tramped through it, not enjoriug tho
wonther.

“Rotten " said Frank Nugent,

“The  rottenfulness 18 terrific!™
mumbled Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
The junior from India’s coral strand did
not revel in snoewHakes and cunlling
December winds, “An absurd study
fire. would be terrifically preferable.”

“YWe'ra not turning back,” said
Johnny Bull,

“No; push on ™ said Harry Wharton,
be so bad under the trees
when we glet on the footpath.”

“Might have been worse,” saiudl Bob,

“The worsefulness could not be pre-
posterous, my esteemed Bob.” -

“Well, we might have vun out on the
bikes. We should be skidding vight and
loft if we had. We're all riﬁ b now——
Yarocooh !" Bob gave a yell as his feck
slipped in a snow-filled rut hic did not
observe, and he sat down in the snow,
“Ohl Ow!l Ooooh!" : -

“Ha, ha, ha!l Is that all righi®*

" Fathead 1" -

Bob scrambled up. e

“Time they did some road repairing
in this.lane!” he grunted. *“Can’t seco
s thing 1n this snow.”

“Tt's  séasonable 1 grinned TFrawvk
Nugont.

“Christmas weather !
Wharton, langhing.

“Trerggh i* Bob dusted snow from
his overcoat. " Anyhow, it would be
worze on the jiggers. - Shouldn't like to

Tue Muicxer Lisnany.—No. 1,608,
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be biking in this. Hallo, hallo, hallo |
There's somebody who doésn't miind a
epot of snow under his' wheels,”

Honk, honk, honk ! :

The juniors glanced round' at the
honking behind them. motor-bike
waes coming on at a great rate—a reck-
less rate, considering that the ground

was thick with slippery snow, and the -

edge of B deep ditch quite hidden from
cigrhit, :

t was not weaiher in which a prudent
man would have cared to soud njlaung on
a motor-bike; but no doubt the rider,
itka the Greyviriars fellows, had started
out when it was fine, and not foreseen
that heavy snowfall.

* Better give that chap a wide berth,»

saied Johnny Bull, ™
Jimnuate”

= This way " said Harry.

Un one side of the lane, which was not
wide, was the deep diteh, banked high
with accumulated snow. On the other
was a steep bank up to the wood that
hordered the road on that side. T
ihat bank the Famous Five seramble
o give the motorist plenty of sea-room.
1f the motor-bike skidded, as it locked
like doing any moment, they did not
want to be mixed up in the crash.

The motor-bike came roaring on.
They could see little of the rider, be-
tween a pulled-down hat brim and a
-urned-up coat collar, except a nose—
wiich was rather long and beaky., He
came on with a rush, and in a few more
rmoments would have been past and
whirling on to Friardale. But almost
in face of the spot where the juniors had
¢lambered on the bank was the hidden
rut in which Bob had stumbled, and as

& may skid any

ihe motor-bike struck that . :
struck that rut there was . where they were not desired.

u sudden skid. ;

Un o macadamized highwdy no doubt
ine rapid rider would have been safe,
more or less, in spite of the snow. But
i country lane was a different matter,
I'mere were deep ruts from heavy
country carts in the lane, left over from
rainy autumn, now frozen hard and
hidden by snow. And in one of those
ruts the rapid rider came to grief.

It was like a kaleidoscopic scene,
under the startled eves o
:«choolboys on the bank, One moment
te motor-bike was roaring én—the next
it seemed to he a catherine-wheel |

So swift and sudden was the mishap
that the eye could hardly follow it.

They heard a startled hewl and a
r:ruiil. 1

Then a sprawling figure lavy in the
niddle: - of I}thaz lihe,g twis#ﬁ'lg and
struggling, and the motor-bike had shot
over the edge of the ditch, sinking deep
m the snow there—only a seetion of one
wheael showing above the snow,

“0Oh erumbs!” gasped Boh.

“Come on ! exclaimed Wharten,

They scrambled down the bank into
the lane again to render aid. '

The motor-bike, obviously a hopeless
wreck, was sinking deeper in the ditch,
Jdisappearing from sight. That did not
matter so much as the rider, who was
evidently hurt.

He made an effort to seramble up,
cave a sharp ery, and tumbled dewn
agam. One of his legs failed to sup-
port him,

But the schoolboys reached him
quickly. Their only thought was to help
the victim of that sudden disaster. -

“Can

“Rough luck, sir!"* gaid Bob.
we help youi™

The ntan rose on one knec: the other
leg seemied crompled. His hat had
fallen off, revealing hiz face—n face
with 8 beaky nose and sharp, glinting
black eyes. It was not a face that the
juniors would have liked on its looks,
but they did not think of that., But

Tae MuGrer LiBRaRY.—No. 1,609,
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"wood  into Pegg

The Magnet

‘they could not help noticing:that the
beaky man, hurt as he was, gave them

a sharp, searching, suspicious Stll"i!-i L)
urk

they came up and surrounded him.
as he was, in need of help, be did not
seem pleased to see them. '

“Your leg's hurt,” said Harry, “Let
us help you up.” T

“Help me to that stile'!” muttered the
beaky man. =

The stile was only a little distance
away—not more than twenty yards. The
begky man was heaved up by willin
hands on his sound leg, and, supporte
by the juniars, ]imlz;ed aslong to the stile,
sinking down on the step.

His face was white. It was clear that
he was in pain. But his lock showed
that fierce and savage temper pre-
dominated. The bitter fury 1in his {ace
was not pleasant to see, and he muttered
somo expressive words that the Grey-
“friars fellows affected not to hear. Ap-

arently ha was pressed for time, and

-felt the interruption of his trip more

than the pain in his injured leg. He
sat on the step of the stile, breathing
in gasps, in the intervals of gritting a
set of tobacco-stained teeth. | -

“If we can do anything else” said
Harry.

“No—no! Go on your- way !

“1f you'd like us to help you to the
village—it's about half a mile 'on—"

““Wo, I tell you! Leave me slone!”

“Oh|* -

The Famous Five had to get to Cliff
House, but they were willing to be late
to help a stranger in distress, But that
ungracious gnarl was enough for them.

- It waa plain that the man only wanted
.to be shut of them, and eertainly they
did not want to press their services

runt and

Johnny Bull gave 'a grunt
13 friends

clambered over the stile.
followed him in silence,

But on the woodland side of the stile
Harry Wharton paused and spoke
again to the scowling, muttering man
with the beaky nose.

“Look here, you don't geem in a
state to walk, and your bike's a goner.
Tf you'd like us to help vou along to
Friardale—"

- "Mind vour own business, and leave
me alono ™ ;

That was more than encugh for the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove. He
walked on after “his friends, and they
diseppeared up the snowy path under
the frozen trees, leaving the wrecked
metorist to his own devices,

—

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
A Startling Meeting !

i LOW the snow ™
" PBloss it 1"

“What's the odds,” inguired
Bob Cherry, ‘"so Im'?g as

you're Tappy ?”

“Fathead !

“Same to you, old bean, with knohs
on §

i B-].ﬂ"ﬁ' 1

Harry Wharton & Co. tramped on
by the footpath through the snowy
windy wood. They were hardy, and
did not mind a little rough weather.
But really that zudden change was
disconcerting.

The leafless branches over the foot-
ath were some }I:rmtl:ctinn, but not a
ﬂt;,h There was plenty of snow on the
AL,
. And when they emerged from the
Lane, they were in
the open again, and the wind from the
ses was sharp . and burdened with
snow. They sot their faces against it
and tramped

.'The countryside looked like a Christ-
mas card—quite beautiful to the wview,
but rather uncomfortablé to be out in.
Not a soul was to- be seen. Pegg Lane
led down to the fishing villa GFPHHE.
on the bay. The ses could be heard
booming on the shingle. Boats were
tied up at the old slone quay. The
village street, the beach, an?:l tﬁa quay
WBDI'H all dcan;ted.h -

n any other half-holiday some of
the Clif House girls 'W'ﬂuldyhﬂ.\"ﬁ been
seen out of gates—but none was to be
seen now, [Even the hardy inhabitants
of Pepg scemed to prefer indoors, or
the cosy fire at the Anchor, that snowy
afternoon. -

" Not till they were quite close to the
village did the Famous Five spot s
single human being. Then they were
rather surprised to spot one. man
was standing in the middle of the
road, and from the amount of flakes
that had gathered on his hat and
shoulders, looked as if he had been
standing there some time. Why, was
rather & puzele. It was not weather
to walk in, if a fellow ecould help it,
and it assuredly was not weather to
stand about in,

“That chap 3scems to like snow 1™
remarked Bob Cherry, glancing at the
ﬁgurﬂ*}z thafl'uad.

“Lioking for somebody, perhaps!”
sald Nugent. P P

Near the gates of Clif House School
the road from Friardale joined Pegg
Lane, at the top of the willage strect.
The man was staring along the road
irom’ Friardale with a fixed stare—
but if he was, like Sistor Anne, in
hope 'of seeing anyone coming, he was,
like Bister Anne, disappointed. There
was neither vehicle nor
be séen on the lon
led round the wo
Friardale.

The man as he stood had his left to

juniors, ‘and they saw his profile—
clear-cut fentures under a bowler hat
white with snow. His stare was fixed
on the Friardele road, and Harry saw
"his lips move in an impatient mutter,
snd’ noted the brows pucker with
irritated anxiety,

Clearly, he was waiting and watching
for somebody — somebicdy who was
kesping him waiting. All the juniors,
tﬂﬂugh not specially interested 1m him,
could see that. And s sudden thought
struck Bob Cherry,

“That nhaE'a expecting somebody
by that road,” he murmured. “Think
14 mught be that sportsman on the
‘motor-bike.”

Ok 1" spid Harry.

“That sportaman would have come
round by that road if he hadn’t had a
spill,” ‘said Bob. *It's the only road,
the way he was going. He must havae
been heading for Pegg.”

“Yes, that's so,” agreed Harry., "I
that chap's waiting for him, he won't
gce him in a hurry ™

“He won't see him at all on
lngger!” grinned Bob. “That jigger's
gone dus west| Look here, might as
well ask him, and let him know, if
that's the johnny he’s waiting for.”

"Yes, let's!" assented the captain of
the Remove.

It seemed quite probable that Bob's
conjocture was correct. It had taken
the juniora a good time to tramp
through the snow-driven wood, but the
man on the motor-bike, had he kept
on, would have reached Pegg ‘long
ago, though he had twice the distance
to cover by road.

If this man was waiting for him, he
had probably expected him some time
since. At all events, his impatient

pedestrian_ to
white road that
to the village of

tha
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look showed that he was oxpecting
gomeons on that road who had not yet
Eut in an sappearance. If, as was
likely enough, it was the motor-oyolist,
it seemed only good-natured to put him
wise to what had happened.

Bob Cherry left his friends and
steppod towards tho man in the road.

" ﬁillﬁ, hallo, ballo|” he called out.

The man's face turned, his glance
swift, as- he was hailed, Then the
juniors saw his face in full view—a face
e little pale in complexion, with well-
cut features and eyes like steel, And
Harry Wharton, as he saw it, caught
his breath. He knew that face now.
[t was long since ho had seen.if, but
he knew eovery lino of that sleck,
smooth face.

“Did you speak to me?” The man's
voice came quietly—a well-
modulated voice, &3

have

Judging by his manner, ho might
err &fill the sleek manservant
of Bmithy’s father, without a crime on
his consciénce. = e i

“You don't deny your name!” said
Ha Ty at last. _

“To an old m:;uaintaune—mﬁy 1 nag.
with all proper respect, an old frient
like wyourselt, certainly not, sir!” egid

‘Hoames smaoothly, “To others, perhaps,:

I might give another name—and there
might be some diffieulty in proving
that I ever went by the name you have
called me by But I feel sure that you
young gentlemen do not nurse gru %ea
from other days—oespecially at- this
season of the year!” -
“Weall, my. hat!” said Bob, rather
blankly.

“He always was a cool card!™ said

familiar to Wharton's ears
as the face to his eyes.

“¥es,” answe Bob
cheerily. “You seem to be
waiting for somebody to
come by the road up from
Friardale, and if it's a
sportsman on & motor-
hike—"

“It is!” 'The man's
voice was cager. ' Have
you seen him 1 .

“ Yes, rather I said Bob.
“You see—"

He broke off as Harry
Wharton pushed past him,
hie eyee fixed on the pale,
clear-cut face of the man
who watched in the road.

“James Soames[" said
the captain of tho Grey-
friars Remove. “What
are you doing heret”

The smooth-faced man
started violently. And Bob
Cherry, Frank Nugent,
Johony Bull, and Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh ]unﬂ}cd
at the same moment. oW
that they looked at the
man, they knew him as
well as Wharton knew
kim |

“Qoamosl?

INugent.

‘ﬁ.['hu.t villain ¥ growled
Johnny Bull. ;

“Tha estecmed and exe-
crable Soames |”? exclaimed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“Hea has turned up like an
absurd penny [

For one moment the man
called Hoames stared at the
juniors, taken gquite aback.
A sudden deadly ghtter _
shot into the steely eyes; the lips shut
hard over tha even teeth. Buot the
next moment the smooth face was quite
calm {:mraim and a faint smile came
over it.

“You young gentlemen ™  said
Soames. “What a pleasure to see you
apain—a very unexpected pleasurel
Believe me, I am greatly gratified 1™

Harry Wharton & Co, stared at him.

It was Scames—onco Lhe manservant
of Mr. Vernon-S8mith, the millionaire;
once the free-booter of the SBouth Seas;
onece the kidnapper of Herbert Vornon-
Smith, the DBounder of Greyfriars.
Manservant, walet, frecbooter, kid-
napper, and many other things—a
strange man of many strange parts,
That he had been wanted by the police,
the Grevirviars fellows knew crng' too
well; but whether he was still hunted
for, they did not know. They werae
surprised to ses hlm there—and shill
more surprised by his suave coolness
and calmness,

stuttered

=

Johnny Bull. “He jolly well ought to
be in chokey, and I rather think we
ought to collar him al walk him
thero I

“It might not be easy, sir, to prove
that I was the man yon once knew,”
said Soames gently. * Neither, I think,
are jJunior schoolbovs authorised to
make arrests. Let us have no harsh
words[ It is a resl happiness to see
you again, and to have the pleasure of
wishing you a merry Christmas !

“1 supposo it's none of our business,™
said Bc-]i slowly. “But—"

“What are you doing here, Soames "
asked Harry Wharton quietly. *I
know you too well to think that you're
up to any good [¥

““At the moment I am, as Fou have
seen, waiting for a friend to join me,”™
said Soames- ““But if vou have the
kindness to be interested in me, Master
Wharton, I have no objection to tell
vou that I have learned a lesson which
I hope, you soung gentlemen . will

5

neyer forget—that honesty is the best
_ u'ﬂ. I am now gmmng & modest,
ut honest, livelihood as a commercial
traveller.”

“Oh!" ejaculated Wharton.

At present,” continued Soames, "I
am putting up et the Anchor in Pegg.
I hope to do a little business here
which will enable me to pass & frugsl,
but comfortable Christmas.

“Is that the truth 1 asked Harry very
quietly. . :

“Oh, Master Wharton ! said Boames
reproachfully. :

*1f you are tryving to make an honest
living, good luck. to you!™ said Harry.
“But —he paused a moment—"1I don't
believe a single word of it! And now
we've spotted you, whatever ;inu'm up
to, I don't th:;nk m;:;d better lose sight
0 Ol

‘Fﬂu fear!” said Johnny
Bull,

Soames’ steely eyes nar-
rowed. :

“"You do not belicve in

iving a man & chance,

aster Wharton " he mur-
mured. ¥

*“If you've told the truth
im‘. can tell it over again to

nzpector Grimes!” said
Harry. sarcastically.
“Now—"

Soames made 8 quick
step back. ' Johnny Bull,
who was nearest to him,

promptly grasped him by
the arm.

The next instant Johnny
was on his back in the
snow, and Soames was run-
ning as swiftly as a ‘deér up
the anowy village street.

“Owi1* gas Johnny,
as he sprawled. e

“ After him 1” exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

But it was not much nse
to think of getting after
Soames in the thick snow
and “the whirling fakes.
He vanished almost in a
moment beyond some of
the irregular buildings of
the village strect. Bob
made & step or two and
stopped. 3 Johnny  Bull
scrambled up, panting.

“Look Se—"" ke
gasped, L

“Come on 1" gaid Harry.
“We can get on the tele-

hone at Cliff House, -and
ot Inspector Grimes Tknow
that we've seen him. That's
all we can do.”

And the juniors tramped
nwag to the gate of Cliff House.

“But what the dickens can 8 man like
Soames be up to in s quiet place like
this 1 said Bob, in wonder. " Nothing
here in his line,” :

“Something,” eaid Harry—"some-
thing in connection with that beaky man
on the motor-bike. We know now that
that was the man he was waiting for.”

Bob chuckled.

*“He won't ses that sportsman in &
hurry,” he remarked

“All the better, very likely.”

The juniors arrived at the gate of
Clif House. Soames had disappearcd,
though it was likely that he was not
far away. As a matter of fact, the steely
eyes were watching the juniors from a
distance from the cover of a building.

Boames watched them till they dis-
appeared from sight’ Then he gave a
last, long, anxious look up the Friardale
road; but nothing was to be seen there
but wh:rhni snowflakes. en he hur-
ried away, bu he did not head for the

Tae Magyer Lisnary.—No. 1,609.
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Anchor, where he had teld the juniors
that he had his guarters. He headed
for the beach, hurried across the old
quay, and dropped inte a motor-boat
that was moored to the sea-splashed old
stone steps there, :

e —

THE FOURTH GHAP'I‘ER
The Hidden Message !

i AT HANKEY,” by which name
the beaky mian on the motor-
bike was known to his friends,
leaned heavily on the stile 1n

Friardale Lane, whersa the juniors had

left him. 3

His charp, ratty eyes glanced again
and again in the direction from which
he had cone on the motor-bike. Had
Harry Wharton & Co. been still able to
BE@ l::im, they would probably have
guessed that the beaky man dreaded
pursuit. ' oo

But there was no sign of pursuit in
Friardale Lane. Boow was falling
heavily, snd every trace of tha machine
that had tumbled into" the ditch had
been completely oblitersted. Its tracks
in the lane were thickly covered. No
one.who had seen the~beaky man lean-
ing on the stile would have guessed that
he had arrived thera‘offi & motoi-bike;
not & sign remained. = -

He groaned and muttersd caths alter-
nately as he lemned on the stile and
rubbed his damaged 'leg. FProbably he
had not realised at fi‘st how badly that
leg was damaged. He had intended to
get on his way after the schoolboys were
gone—chiefly anxious to get their eyes
off him. But when he made the attempt,
a few limping steps ¢onvinced him that

it was impracticable. Heé had been glad -

to totter back to the stile and rest there,

He had a bad sprain, and he could
not walk. He scanned thie solitary lane
with savage eyes. He dreaded to see
a car, but the sight of a country cart
would have beén welcome—anything
that would have afforded him a lift.
But no vehicle was likely to pass 1n
such weather—not éven a pedestrian was
to be seemn.

The game was up for Rat Hankey.

Tenn miles away, in  the town of
Lantham, excitement rejgned. Hardly
an hour ago thare had. been: 8 hold-up

at Lantham Post- Office.. The hold-up
nmﬂ, WEIEE&E humi_]';lni h“"’k?ﬁ"ﬁ; 1;_11::“3
walle escaped on & Tnotor-hike.
This f;raa an old game with Mr. Hankey ;
Lantham Post &ﬂ:‘wa was ngt his first
by a dozen or more. : But it looked like

being his lass. .

He would have given all the bank-
notes packed in that leather wallet
under his coat for a-machine.to escape

to run &n !l

on—or even for a sound ltg _
eap, In the

Either wéuld hiium been
circumstances, & ; :
A very disagmeahia residence leomed
ahead of Rat Hankey unless he uquld
gu:- clear—and be koew that he cguld
ok, : s
Two or three miles by road on tho
motor-bike would have. seen him safe.
Hardly more than a mile by the short
cuts would have seen him as safe. But
his motor-bike: lay. buried in snow at
the bottom of the ditoh twenty yards
away, and he could not have limped a
dozen yards on his sprained leg. The
mile to Pegg might as well have been
a hundred miles ! ;
And at Pegg his confederate was wait-
ing, expecting hita by this time or
before this. The plan was ecut and
dried. From Lan . it was likely,
three or four ocars rushed 1n
pursuit of the holdup man on the
motor-bike. He chosen by-ways
THE Macrer LiBRARY.—Noa. 1,609,
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instead of highways, and was {fairly

certain that pursuit was off the track.
At Pegg hiz confederate waited with

8 motor-boat. The motor-bike—which

had been stolen for the oecasion—would

be - abandoned, and the two rascals
would disappear seaward with their
Munder. That was the plan—as good a
scheme as James Soames and Rat
Hankey had ever laid. But the spill
in thoe snowy lane had knocked it
utterly to pieces. . - :

Hardly more than a mile away, the
man with the motor-boat waited, and
Rat Hankey leaned on the stile and
cursed, utterly at a loss

Escape was Impossible. Sooner or

. later they would pick him up. Indeed,
~when ]D

the bitter December night shut
down, he would.be glad to be picked
up and taken away to shelter, if only
to that of & prrson %-E]L

For many long minutes the Hat
Ieaned on.the stils, groaming sud mut-
tering oaths in desperate rage. It was
long sivica . the . eschoolboys had dis-
appéared ‘thropgh the wood, and no one
clee hdd appeéared in sight in the lane.

But: he, calmed ~himself at last. Cap-
ture was. inevitable now, but there was
atill a chance of saving his plunder.

He could, at toast; hide the wallet con-
taining the bundlé''of banknotes, and
hope %u‘_: g chancé to get word to his
confederate where to find it.

Where to hide it, however, was a

roblem, . He' stared roupd him with

aggard eves at snow-covered fields and
woods. To shove it under the snow was
to ldave it to be discovered at the frst
thaw.  Where elsa :

He limped, with gasps of pain, across
the lane to the ditch on the other side
opposite the stilé. It was likely to be
long before that depth of snow melted—

duite possibly for weeks, or even months.

Ho gave a scarching look up and
down the lane; it was utterly deserted.
Lying on the edge of the ditch; he
groped down in the deep snow within.

At the length of his arm his fingers

roped in & hollow under the banpk.
fia grasped the leather wallet and
thrust it down, pushing it into that
hollow in the side of the ditch as far
as his extended fingers could push.

Ha drew up hizs arm, leaving a cavity

in the snow. That was quickly filled u
again, and over it the Hakes were sti
falling.

The loot was safely hidden now,

He limped back across the lane to the
stile and leaned on _it, somewhat
relioved in his mind. ¥wven when the
snow melted, that wallet might not be
found: and all the chances were that
the snow would not melt away in the
ditch—it was a hard winter. Anyhow,
it was safe for the tiroe.

They would get him, but they would
not get the loot of Lantham Post Office.
That was a comiort to the Rat.

He could hardly hope that it would
remain safely there till he "came out,”
would certainly be a long
“astretch ™ for his exploits at Lantham
that afterncon. But word must reach
hiz confederate—Soames was not the
man to let & partner down; the Hat's
share would be safe with him. How
waa he to get word to the man who

waited with the motor-boat at Pegg?

The first passer-by — any country

labourer—might carry a mésage for

him.

" Not a written note; there were other
means, Rat Hankey shot another
glanece vwp and down the lane; no one
was in sight. But surely someone would
?ass sponer or later, even in the snow-
all. A promised reward would induce
him tg go to Pegg with a cunningly
hidden message.

Now that he had thought it out, the
Rat lost no more time. A written note
might fall into the wrong hand—flan-
gerous hands. But there were other
Ways. , '

"Leaning on the stile, ho took a siver
eigaretie-case from his pocket—a flat,
oblong case. Tt was half-full of ecigar-
ettes, which he removed and laid aside.

He opened a penknife, On the inside
of the case, with the keen point of the
blade, he proceeded fo scratch & sue-

‘cession of letters,

But they were not English letters,

My, Hankey had been a man of zomo
education. He did not know the Greek
language. But he knew the Greck

aIP abot,

That row of Greek-letters might have
puzzled. any Greck to eludicate: any
meaning.  Lrkewise, it would have
puzzled any person who did not know
the Greek characters. z
. Having scratched the letters, the Rat
went gover them again &nd again with
the point of the hknifé, maeking the
in¢isions in the meofal deeper, till every
letter was clearly défihed.

Then he repliced the cigarettes in the
case and snapped it shut. - '

Leaning on’ the stile, he surveyed the
lane with eager eyes, hardly conscious of
the pain in his leg in his eagerness.

If only some passer-by appeared—
someone - who -:ulﬁd be persuaded or
hired and tristed to carry that cigarette
case to the man who waited at Pege!

Ho would not even know that thero
was a4 message in it 1 Even if he looked
inta, the cdse, a row of Greek letters
engraved in the maetal would mean
nothing to him, But Soames would not
need telling that it was a message; once
he received the case, he would guess
instantly why it was sent to him., If
only that cigarette-case reached Soames !

With the ecase gripped in his hand,
eagerness and despair mingled in his
breast, the Rat watched the lane, and
ab long last he fairly gasped with relief
when the solitude was broken by a fat
figure that rolled up the lane through
the falling snow.

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Comes In Useful |

¢ H lor' 1" groaned Billy Bunter,
Bunter wished that he hadn't

started.
But he had—after that sad
ﬂisappninm-eu with the Christmas cake
oX. '
The bird in hand having turned out a
delusion and a snare, Bunter’s fat mind
turned to the bird in the bush, as it
wera]l Tea at ClLff Houze was still
Hrm:tlicﬂ.l polittcs—if he got there In
time

So he started,

Bunter's progress was slow. He had
no hopea of overtaking the Famous Five
e their way to Cliff House, But he

hoped to roll in before they started tea
there. Which, no doubt, he would have
done, but for the sudden snowfall which
caught him in Friardale Lane, as it had
caught the Famous Five, and slowed
down his already slow progresa.

He trudged o,

Slowly but surely he frudged.
grunted and groaned occasionally az he
trudged. By the time he sighted the
stile in the lane he wished that he had
turned back. But now he had as far to

o back as [orward—and ahead was tea |
%{: he trudged on.

Ha reached the stile. A man was lean-
ing on 1t, to whom Billy Bunter gave no
heed. He clambered on the top bar, and
gat there to rest before he proceceded.
Branches overhead kept off the worst of

(Continued on page 8.)

Ha
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the snow. He sat and puffed and blew,
and the man with the beaky nose and
sharp black cyes watched him furtively,
Hﬁ A hﬂ ﬂt lﬂ-ﬁt'- F

* Going Pegg way I
Billy Bunter blinked round at him.
He had seen the man there, but taken
no notice of him. He was not in the
least interested in him. His interest was
concenirated on the fatigue in his own
little fat legs. - MNow, however, as he
blinked at the man, he noticed that he

had a damaged leg.

"“"Yes,” he answered.
the snow "

“That's 1t!" said Mr. Hankeir,
BI;SEQE over and hurt my leg. e
W ]

“Rough luck I said Bunter more or
less a:.*mﬁ:uthe-ucallr. “1 say, if inu
can't walk what are you going to dof
You can’t stick here.”

“Oh, I'll get & lift when some cart
pasges |" said the Rat, "That'a all
right. But I've got a friend at Pegg
wu.iti::f for me. Perhaps you'd take him
a word as you're going that way.”

.Bunter paused before replying.

The urgent matter, to Bunter, was to
get to CLff House before they started
tea. Taking word to anybody meant loss
of time, with possible loss of tea at Cliff
House as the result

Still, even Bunter could feel for a
man, stranger as he was, down on his
lack like this! He could see that the
man was reelly hurt: his face showed it
pim;:nlg enough, and his leg hung like a
stick.

“(Oh, all right!” eaid Bunter, after
pausing. ** Who ia 1t 1" .

“*Man named Thompson,” sawd the

“Fallen over in

L1 I
an't

The Myagnet

Rat. “He's walting in a motor-boat at
the uay at Pegg.”

“Oh 1 said Bunter dubiously,

The quay at Pegg was some little dis-
tance farther liff House. Bunter
did not like distances, even little dis-
tances—especially in the snow ! He was
willing to oblige a man 20 unfortunately
owrcumstanced, but he did not want to
exert himself, or to lose time.

“I don't know whether money's any
use to . went on the Rat, eveing
him, “but I'd gladly stand a pound to
hﬂ.‘i"-!;l? a message taken to Mr. Thomp-
BOTI.

“Oh 1™ hsaid Bunter
dubio this time.

It ?ﬂ perhapa o_little below the
dignity of William George Bunter to
ta.Eg a tip for rendering a service. On
the other hand, he had been dis-

again, not

appointed about a postal order he was:

expecting, and a pound was a pound.
There were twenty shillings in a

pound. There were no shillings at all in
dignity, Dignity was not legal tender at
tha tuckshop; shillings were! Bunter
decided to disregard di tgr MNeither
did it take him long to decide.

“1'1l with pleasure!” he said
affably. *“You'll have to get somebody
to help you, with that legi- I'll go1”
oot ﬁnt.'s kind of you, sir!" said
Mr, Hankey., “You go to Mr. Thomp-
son, on that motor-boat at Pegg, and
tell him the friend he was expecting has
had a spill and hurt his leg, and is
waiting on this stile in Friardale Lane.”

 Clertainly 1" agreed Bunter.

. take this to him,” added the
Rat casually. *“He mightn't take notice
of a word from a stranger, fetching him
out in the snow; but
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comes from me—he
!;mt 1k taﬂmu & feyir
AYS ARO. :
fiu Egld out . the
silver cigarelte-case.
Bunter blinked at
it and took it.
“You see, Mr.
Thompson wll
know that the mes-
sage .really comes
from me when he
sees his own cigar-
atte-cnge,’ ex-
plained the Rat.
“Y sea |™-assented
Bunter.
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" You'll ﬁ) as ?uick_ as you can, sir,”
hinted the Rat. “ It ain't pleasant stick-
ing here in the cold with a game leg.”
I'Il hurry like anything,” promiscd
Bunter, And he kept that promise for
nearly & hundred yards, after whicl,
being out of Mr. Hankey's sight in the
winding footpath, he slowed down and
lugged on at the leisurely rate to which

2 Waa morag n.must-umﬂﬂ,

Rat Hankey breathed hard and deap
as he sat on the stile and nursed his
aching, twinging leg.

His mm% had beon dispatched
successfully. Boames, alias Mr. Thomp-
son, would réceive it; he had no duugt
about that. It might take that fat
schoolboy an hour to reach him, but ho
would reach him.

Again the Rat shot-anxious glances up
Friardale Lane. Was pursmit near or
not! He could not tell, but so far, at
least, he saw no car on the snowy road.
1f the Lantham police had lost the track
he was all r:g‘hE If they had not, his
loot, at least, was all ngﬂ:c.

Soames, when he learned what had
heppened, would come to his help. If
he was still on the spot when Soames
came, the hidden loot would be re-taken
from its hiding-p! and Soames would
help him away to safoty, :

Iﬁlt Mr. Hankey hardly dared to hope
for so much luck as that. It was
much more likely that he would be
snapped up long before Boames had time
to come to his EBIIJ. e
_ But, in that case, the message incised
in the silver cigarctic-case would tell
Boames where to pick up thoe loot, Hea
would very soon find a safe opportunity
of pickmng it up,

hat, at all events, would not be lost !

Sitting on the stile, the Rat waited in
anxious mood. The minutes passed very
slowly to him. Once he made an attempt
to limp away, but the pain in his leg
drove him back to the stile.

He could only wait there—hoping for
Soames, dreading the Lantham police!
Half an hour crawled by, and then,
through the falling fakes, o motor-car
came grinding down the lane. It was
the first vehicle that had appeared, and
the hapless Rat hardly needed the sight
of a policeman’s helmet inside it to tell
him that he was run down.

He had yet time to crawl into the
wood and skulk in the thick snow, had
he been able to make the effort.

But that was far beyond Bat
Hankey's powers. .

His injured leg had swollen torribly
during tﬁu last hour; and ho could not
even stir it without a spasm of pain
that almost made him faint. :

Only an hour since, he had limped
and crawled across the lane to hide the
wallet in the ditch, opposite the stile.
Byt ho.could not have ¢rawled a yard
from the stile now without sinking down
helpless.

l'gdead, to tho wretched man, liberty
itself scemed hardly so attractive now
a8 a Bnd a doctor’s care.

He sat hunched on the step of the
stile, without movement, as-the car

und through the snow, approach-
ing. His face was drawn, and as white
as the snow around humn.

Sharp eves from the car gleamed at
him as he sat thore in & huddle. The
car camo grinding to a halt, & police-
inspector leaped out, and came quickly
towards him. They had his descrip-
tion; many eyes had been on him m
Lantham Post Office when he had
carried out his desperate raid, auto-
matic in hand, many eyes had seen
him as he fled. a police from
Lantham were hunting for a man on a
motor-bike; but they knew that they
had the man they wanted.

There was only ona comfort for the
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Rat, as he was lifted, half-fainting! into
the police-car. - Boames had his mes-
sage, and the loot was safe! Or, if that
message failed to reach Soames, it
would tell nothing to any other eye—
and still the loot would be safe. hat
was all tho consolation that remained to
the man who had *held-up ™ the post
office at Lantham—his last huld-uE for
many & long day!
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Beasily For Bunfer |
ILLY BUNTER trudged on
through the wood.
- Progress was slow,

The man with the nﬁnmu leg
had urged him to hurry, and the fat
COwl of Greyfriars fully intended to
do go; but fatiguc and laziness super-
Yorneo.

It was hard going through the
thick snow on the rugged footpath,
and Bunter's rate of progress slowed
mote and more, till, long before he
wag through the wood, it resembled
that of an old and tired snail.

The chief reason for haste, in fact, 3
was now gone; it did not matter
very much whether he arrived in
time for tea at Clif House or not.
With a pound note in his pocket, Billy
Bunter was in the happy position of
being able to stand himself tea at the
Anchor, if he liked. ' They did very
?md teas at the Anchor, in P ‘f I The
act that they had to be paid for was
like & lion in the path, as a rule. But
s pound note made sll the difference.
Moro .
E‘Iugged onward, and bofore ho sighted
egg Lane ahead he came to & rest
Under a thick oak by the footpath waa
a clear space, where the snow had not
accumulated, and there the fat Owl
gat down on & jutting root to rest his
weary, fat limbs. And there he drew
the silver cigarette-case from his over-

coat pocket.

That that eigarctte-case contained &
hidden message on a subject that would
have mado Eeunter jump, if he had
known, he had not, of course, the
faintest idea. But he could guess that
it contained cigarettes.  Anyhow, he
was going to seo !l

Billy Bunter had his faults—indeed,
their name wes legionl But he was
not, 83 & rule, given to cigarette-smok-
ing, like 8kinner, and Hnoop, and the
Bounder. The fat Owl was not over-
gifted with brains, but he was not ass
enough to spend money on smokes—not
s0 long as money could buy jam tarts!
If Billy Bunter ever smoked a cigarette
1t was somebody clse's cigaretie,

If zomnebody olse's cigaretfe came
Bunter's way he would smoke it—and
fancy himself no end of & rorty dog
while he did sol

That was what he was going to do
now. As ho had nothing to eat, he
was going to comfort himself with a
smoke while he rested under the thick
sld oask. Bunter saw no reason why
he should npot help himself to a smoke
or two.

He was goin mﬂnnrﬂg that cigarette-
case to “ Mr. Thompson * on the motor-
boat at the quay at Pegg, slong with
the verbal message the beaky man had
iven him. A fag or two would hardly
missed |

He snapped open the case,

To his satisfaction, he saw that it
was nearly half-full of cigarettes. Nice,
fat cigareties, oo, of a more expensive
brand than the wild and woolly Wood-
bine in Bkinner's studv.

¥ Grevfriars Greetings.

and more slowly Bunter.

He extracted & matechbox from
snother pocket and struck a match and
selected a cigarette.. In & moment more
he was happily smoking !
 The cigarettecase lay open on his fat

knees as he sat, faal_m%—or, at- least,
fam:jrihgb that  he ° felt~immensely
bucked by that smoke! - '

Thus it was that the fat Owl's eyes—
mﬂ spectacles—fell on the Greek char-
ecters incised on the metal on the inside.

He blinked at them in surprise.

He picked up the case again and
blinke-cf] at them Ewm n]use]}'.ng

“I wonder what. the dickens that
means " murmuréd -the fat Owl, quite
curions and interested.

Billy Bunter’'s Enowledge of the

All through the Alphabet we go

" To gather Greyiriars greetings,
And may their wishes cast a glow
On all your merry meetings.

ANGEL hopes yow'll back o
toinner

¥
BUNTER hopes you won't get
COKER T "N wake
opeE o' Ho oo c X

neighbours, g

DESMOND says : ** Here's Inclk
bejabers ! *?

EARIL, MAULEVERER hopes
wou'll sleep,

FISHY hopes yow'll get things
cheap,

GOSLING hopes the cops moy -
¥ drowend you,' _

HOBSON hopes that [riends
surronund you,

INKY hopes no ill§ come near=

fully,
JOHNNY BULL sends wishes
cli LF7
has confured wup a

KIPPS
greeting,
LINLEY hopes your luck wants

beating,

MHMORGAN sends you Iuck,
whaleper,

NUGENT aays : ** The beet time
ever !

OGILYY scrls, ' Auld Lang
Syne,"
PENFOLD hopes gour fun is

fine,

DUELCHY gcnds his Lind
regards,

RAKE wwould lilke to semd you
cards,

SHINNER hopes gonr smokes
are pleasant,

TODDY hopes you'll like cach

Present, :

UNCLE BENJAMIN - saps :
el MIF'

VERNON-SMITH hopcs all is
wight,

WHARTON sends gou all the

best,
AMAS vnshes from the rest,
YULETIDE greetings, kind and

true,;
FZESTFULLY they send fo gou !

lu.r:igunge, and the alphabet, of Plato,

and Pericles and Pindar, was strictly
limited. o

They did not “take ™ Greek in the
Greyfriare Remove. They took Latin,
and of that classical language Bunter

had as much knowledge as Mr. Quelch

“Hoawok

9

had heen able to drive into his fat
head—which was not much.

Of Greek he knew about as much as
he knew of Cherokee or Chinese. Still,
he had seen plenty of Greek books lying
about, and he knew a-Greek letter when
bhe saw one. ; -

“What the Jetters. meant, however, wax
o deep mystery to Bunter. He cowld

uess that they corresponded, more or
ess, to English letters, Some of them;
of course, weroe similar in appearanoce,
The Greek '“omicron’ was very like
the English “o *, the “epsilon ” had a
family resemblance to the “o ™, and the
“]f?f?,“ * would hardly be anything but
ﬂ 1 3 L aom
“But where the letters differed in
shape they had no meaning to Billy
Bunter. “So those letters cut in the
metal under his eyes conveyed no

e P « et 4

ut he wondered a 1 at
finding them there, hy n?::;;n:u
should seratch Greek letters on the

inside of his cigarotte-case was »
puzzle to Bunter—unless, of course,
14 belonged to a Greek, and that was
his name | : e
But the beaky man had told him
that that cigarette-case belonged to
% Mr. Thompson—and Thompson was
a8 good old British name, with
nothing- Greek about it. Moreover,
though Bunter did not know the average
length of Greek names, he could ha.rdfﬁ

R Suppose that that row of letters coul

possibly be included in the lengthiest
1I8rma., r ’

If it was & word at all, it was & tre.
mendously IEng] word !hn.&n the letters
ran consecutively, without spacing, it
looked as if it must be. s

~The fat Owl blinked at it very
¢uriously.. It was fortunate,” for the
sake of Mr. Hankey's secret, that he
had used Gréek letters! ' Otherwise,
ﬁlll}trl_ﬂuqtaft wm.:}_d h?m deﬂ:ived some

artlhing information from messago
seratched in the metal. Aa it was, he
derived none, and did not aven suspect
that it was a message at all.

He finished his cigarette and started
another, blinking curiously at ‘that
puzzling inscription asz he smoked it.

“Jolly queer!” commented Bunter;
and he helped himself to a third
cigarotte. : :
_Ho was, in fact, so curious about it
that "he almost wished that he had
learned some Greek, like that chap
Linley in the Remove, who was a
Mark Linley could probably
have read this at s glance. .

But the mere thought of learnin
Groek gave Bunter a Ei-'aeling as Ei'i hsu
had & headache coming on! On the
whole, curious as ke was, ha was glad
that Greek was not added to Latin
annf ; g the horrors and terrors of schoo
ife

Blinking at the curious object, Bunter
smoked a fourth cigarette; but he did
not finish that fourth cigarette. ., =

It dawned on him that he was getting

;ogu_aag, a very strange feeling, in his
gy inside. - '

He forgot all about that Greek in:
soription in the cigarette-case. © He
threw away that fourth cigarette half-
smoked. He had now something more
urgent to think about than mysterious
Greek lettors in a silver cigareite-casa

His fat face chan colour a liftle

“ Ooooogh " murmured Bunter,

He sat very still I -

Bunter had been through this before.
He had fur%utt.en it, :l.f ‘he g&uéinﬂr
forgot any lesson, howcver waluable]
But now he was reminded of it !

He wished, from the bottom of his fat
Tre Macker LisRaRY.—No. 1,609,
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hesrt, that he had been satisfied with
one cigarcite ! He wished ho - hadn't
smoked any at all! He wished that ho
had never met that beast with the beaky
noss and the game leg! He wished that
he hadn't opened that putnd cigarette-
casa ! All sorts of wishes crowded on
Billy Bunter—now that it was too late.

“Urrrggh 1Y murmured Bunter.

He shut the cigarette-case and
dropped it into his coat pocket again.
There were still half a dozen cigarettes
in it; but Bunter would not  have
touched ofie of them for love or money!

“Wooooogh I moaned Bunter
"Goooovogh 1" : e

He essayed to rise to his feet at last.
Hse tottered, and leaned on the trunk of
the oak. 3

“Gurrrrrgggh 1" _ :

He clung to the oak, as once he had
clung to the rail on a Channel steamer,
He gurgled. £

He was not feeling roviv now.. He
was not feeling doggish. e was not

feeling that he fancied a smokel Far

from 1t/
“Goooogh! Occo-er!l Qooh!’
The extensive interior of William
George Bunter heaved like the might
ocean. It was, perhaps, just as waﬁ
that thers had been no  Christinas cake

i that box in Study No. 1. Bunter
w:.;::.llljd hn\rehii:ist i%izllr:mwlf T »
rrr, Uurrr CHOOEE D
Woocooh ﬁg B £
Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle!
For ten minutes,” at least, Bunter
clung to the ocak, and suffered for his

sing. The sounds that cameé from

Bunter might have touched a heart of -

stone.  But 1 the lonely wood there
wora no ears to hear, except Bunter's

own podgy pair.
*Oaogh ! E‘-muz’hI Dog-er!1 Oooghl
Oh ertkey! Owl”

The fat Ow] detached himself from
the oak at last. He lurched on his
waﬁ'. He gurgled as he went, 8lowly,
sadly, he plugged onward. Graduasl
the keen winter air revived him, an
he no longer felt that sudden death
would have been the greatest of boons,

But it was not & happy Owl that
reached Pegg Lane, and plugged on
through the snow towards the village
on the shore, There was only one
comfort—he had ample space now for
tea at the Anchor,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Smokes !

£ ALLO, halle, hallo 1™
 Jally old Bunter "
“Ha, ha, hal"
The Famous Five chuckled.

It was rather entertaiming.

They had tea'd at Cliff House. They
had said their good-byes to Marjorie
& Co., and wished everybody a merry
Chrigtmas. And now they were start-
ir.-g back to Greyiriars,

o, a3 they turned their backs on
Cliffi House School, and tramped up
Pegg Lane towards the footpath in
the wood, it was rather amusing to
see & familiar fat figure approaching
them from that direction,

Bunter was in the offing. But he
had turned up rather late, ,

The Famous Five had not quite ex-
pected Bunter to be satished with that
old boot in the Christmas cake box.
They had rather fancied that he might
roll after them 1o Chff House.

Evidently he had rolled.

But he szcemed to have rolled at.

sbout the paco of & steam-roller. Ha
had arrived much too late. Tea was
and the

]m:ll_g over at ClLiff House,
HE Maorer Liprary.—No. 1,609,
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Famouz Fiva w-:rrc-.i like the plough-
man in the poem, plodding their home-
ward way.

Mo doubt the smow had slowed hun
down, Other things, if they had onl
koown it, had slowed him down still
more—especially the cigarcttes under
thg mﬁk in..]Frmrga.]e msdl::a st

Anyhow, here he was, slowly plug-
ging down Pegg Lane from the wcog,
and the chums of the Reomove chuckled
as they behéld him -

The Famous Five, grinning, walked
towards Bunter;. hfﬂ]‘fﬂr, grunting,
rolled towards them, ' They saw him,
but ha did not sea them,  Buntor
plugged on, locking neither to the
right nor the left. ?‘I

more or less, from those cigareties!
but he- still had an uneasy feeling
within, and he was tired, and he was

breathless. Heo trudged on, feeling as”

if his fat little legs were going to dro
off, not in the least inﬁﬁﬂatgd in hg
surroundings. g

“"The fat old bean’s taken his tinfe,
remarked Harry Wharton, “ Must
have crawled on his hands and knees,

‘I should think."

”Thﬂ crawlfulness must have been
terrific,” g:mned Hurres Jamset Ram

Singh. ‘The too-latefulness is also
groat,*”
“The old porpoise hasn'f F'spntted us

vat," chuckled Bob Cherry. * Let's tip

~ him: that we are here.”

There was an easy method of appris-
ing Billy Buntér that they were in the
uﬁ?n;g‘. Bob Cherry stooped, gathered
& double handful of snow, and kneaded
the same into a snowball, Then he

“¥Yoo-hoop "' spluttered Billy Bunter,
as the snowhall suddenly plumped on
his manly chest, and sguashed there.

Ho tottered, 3flpped in the snow, and
sot ‘down,

“Ha, ha, hal” !

";:h.s.'l Oh crikey 1™ gasped the fat

wl.

He struggled up, slipped again, and
rolled over in the snow, his feet flyi
into the air, Then he sprawled a.nng
spluttered.

“To the rescue!’ grinned Bob.

And the Famous Five rushed to the

resoue, grabbed .the fat Owl, and
heaved him to his feet.
“Grooogh I"" spluttered Buuter. He

gaalgcd and gurgled, and set his spec-
tacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked at them. ‘' Ooogh!
you fellows—— Urregh 1™

He spluttered singw.

”'ﬂrr%‘:l Some beast knocked mo
over ! Gruggh!”

“What on earth did you go over
for?” asked Bob. *“Can’t you take a
snowball without falling down?'

I say,

“Ocogh! Was it you, you beast?
Groogh! I've a jollv mind to
punch  your silly nosel Coogh I''
gasped Bunter,

“Give him.a bunk up, somebody !”
said Bob cheerily. *“He can't reacﬂ it
without.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

HUrrght Beast! Wurrghl”
“Coming. back, old fat man?" asked
Harry Wharton, !auﬁin,g, "We'll roll
you home, if you like.’

“You fellows had tea?’ asked
Bmﬁfr' hal Yes! W "

“Ha, ha es ! o're jus in
back I ! R

“Too late, old

) dgy porpoise 1
chuckled, Johnny ']Sul)‘lz..O B

“The too-latefulneszs is terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter,” grinned Hurree
Jamset Ram SBingh.

e had recovered,

“Yah ! retorted Bunter. “Think I
want a measly tea at a girle’ school 1"
“Bort  of,” chuckled Bob. *“You

didn’t roll over hers just for the
pica;urﬂ of seeing our. kind faces, did
youl™ .. . Fih

“I'n dguin_p,' to the  Anchor fo tea,”
answered Bunter, with dignity. “You
c&n‘ﬁft jolly good feeds there!”

“The on’'t ive ‘em - away,”
grinned Bob. “O0h, my hat! Don't
tell us that your postal order's come "

“As a matter of fact, it has,’’ said
Bunter loftily. “I'm in funds, see?
I'd have asked you fellows to a feed
at the Anchor, if you'd treated mo
decently, now 1 won'tl ¥ah ™

And 13:'1]]:.: Bunter, with a snork of
scorn, rolled on into tho village street.
. ‘Bob Churr{-’gathued up BNOW,

“Chuck it micl.Harrﬁ

“I'm going to—— . Halle, hallo,
hallo! Look here!” Bob dropped the
snow ~ha had intended to- use as a
snowball, and picked up a glimmering
object. . : L

It was &:silver cigaretie-case.

. “That fat villain!* said Bob.
“" Buntér must have dropped this ous
of his pocket when he went over. He's
taken o smoking.’
“The potty porpdgise : ]
“ Stacked ‘with smokes!™ -said Dob,
snapping open the vase. “My only
hat | s a8 if the fat chump’s in
funds, for once, as he said, as he's stood
himself smokes I** b A
“The howling asi!  Taking u
Smithy’s gamés,** said Johnny Bulf
"HE“ would get six if Quelch szaw
at. G : e
“The sixfulness would be terrifiol”
“The blithering Owl!” said Harry
Wharton. He stared after Buntor, but
the fat Owl was out of sight in the
winding, rugged street of Pegp:
“Bhove it into your pocket, and give
it to lim when he gets back; -only
we'll give him the smokes down the
back of his uiI];,r neck I
o ﬂﬂ.l‘l ¥

LtiY

Bob Cherry chuckled as he slipped
the silver cigarette-caso into his pocket.

“I dare say the rorty young dog was

oing to have a smoke u}'tur tea ab this

istance  from Greyiriars,” he re-
marked, “He won’t now. Serve him
right to make him sit in the study,
and smoke the whole lot, but we'll Jet
him have them down the back of his
neck 1"

“Ha, ha, hal' :

The Famous Five tramped on their
way, the silver cigarette-case safe in
Bob's pocket.

That it had been dropped by
Bunter, when he rolled over thera in
the enow, was certain. Had it been
there more than a few minutes, the
falling flakes would have hidden it.

The juniors, aware that Bunter had
dropped it, had, of course, no doubt
that 1t belonged to Bunter. Thaq wera
not likely to guesa the curicus circum-
stances wnder which it had passed into
his ka?ping. _

S0 far as they could see, Billy
Bunter was following the bad example
of the Bounder, and supplying himsolf
with smokes. Which smokes they were
ﬁemg to ram down his fat neck when
¢ came In, a8 a warmng that Smithy’s
example was not one to be followed.

The chums of the Remove tramped
cheerily away up the ‘lane, and fol-
lowed the footpath through the weood
to Friardale Lane. As they aﬁmmhad
the stile thore, they remombered the
beaky man on the wrecked motor-bike.

But there was nothing to be seen of
him, and they hoped that, savage-tem-
pered and uncivil as he had been, ho
had not had to wait long for a lift.

As a matter of fact, it was a

L
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Under the startled eyes of the schoolboys on the bank, the motor-bike struck the hidden rot, skidded, and then went shooting
over the edge of the ditch, sending its rider hurtling through the air I
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considerable time since Bat Hankey had
had a lift.
in the police car by that time,

Unaware of that, or that anything
at all had happened at Lantham that
day, the Famous Five swung over the
atife. and tramped up Friardale Lane
to the school

They arrived at Greyfriars about the
time that Rat Hankey was arriving at
Lantham; and it was fortunate for the
Bat's peace of mind that he did not
know that the silver cigarette-case, con-
taining his nessage for Soames, went
into Greyfriars Szﬁm:rl in a Greviriars
junior’'s pocket |

Whatever became of that cigarette-
case, and its mysterious message in
Greek lettors, it was not likely fo reach
the man who waited on the motor-boat
at Peogg,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter!
OAMES stood in the motor-boat
looking. across the old stone quay;
his thin lips set, his steely aves

glinting,
The village of Pegg was a mass of

white; firelight glimmered from the
old diamond-paned windows of the
Anchor out into the snow. Not a

moving figure was fo be seen in the
stragglhing street of the little wvillage.
Only the moan ot the winter wind, the
wash of the sea, broke the wintry
silence—no sound reached his strainin
ears of the motor-bike he had wn.tuheﬁ
for. His thoughts were disagreeable
enough as he stood there, in the bitter
wind.

That hiz confederate, Rat Hanlker,

He was almost at Lantham

had succeeded in the hold-up, he had
litile doubt—the Rat was an old hand
at that game, and had always been
luckr. Ho had hardly & doubt that the
Rat had got through at Lantham, and
escaprd with his plunder. But it was
quite likely that the sudden fall of snow
had disconcerted hiz flight. The roads
were dangerous now—it was likely, and
likelier with every minute of delay, that
his partner in erime had come to grief.
The Rat could not afford to stop—he
had to keep on, snow or no snow: and
Soamos Smtured him with his motor-
bike piled up 1n wreckage,

ITad he only been sure of it, he would
have turned the motor-boat out to sea
and left danger behind., But he could
not be sure—many other things, besides
an accident, might have delayed the
Rat: ho might have had to take a longer
route to dl'ﬂi;.l- pursuit; any minute, in
fact, Soames’ ears might pick up the
sound of the engine. :

‘el Bob Cherry had been about to tell
him something—the Greyfriars juniors
had =een the man on the motor-bike,
and noticed him, for some reason. Was
it an accident that they had seen? What
else conld Bob have been going to tell
him, when Harry Wharton interrupted?

2tiil, he could not be sure,

He waited and watched with growing
uneasiness and impatience. The meet-
ing with the Greyfriars juniors had been
quite nnoxpected—and it spelled dangor
for Boames.

He no longer dared to watch for the
Mat in the village street. He was, in
fact, watching now as much for foes as
for a friend. At the sight of the police,
e had no choics but to run out to sea
andl leave Rat Hankey to his fate, what-
ever it was. Ho was ready to start, if

““0h !’ gasped Bob Cherry.

it came to that; he had no fear for his
own safety. :

But he watchod the shore in the hope
of sceing or hearing the Rat; in E.En
uneasy dread of seeing a policeman’s
helmot |

What he saw at last, when a E%um
finally appeared, was a fat schoolboy
rolling slowly through the falling flakes,
and blinking [‘ﬂ.thﬂl‘ghkﬂ an owl through
misty  spectacles.

Boames gave him a glance—then a
eccond glance. He had seen that fat
schoolboy before. He had forgotten him,
as he had forgotten Harry Wharton &
Co.: but he knew him at once.

He had no interest in Billy Bunter|
But as the fat Owl rolled nearer, -he
pulled his hat lower over his eyes, and
pulled up a muffler over the lower part
of his face. Bunter, if he got a
lock at him, knew him quite as well as
the Famous Five; and he did not want
to be recognised

Harry Wharton & Co. hdd eeen him,
and perhaps reported his presence to
the police; but they knew nothing of
the motor-boat. But he was sianding
on the motorboat now, if Bunter
spotted him.

Heo saw the fat schoolboy come to a
halt and turn his spectacles towards
the firelit window of the Anchor. That
building had great atiractions for Billy
Bunter—who was absolutely ravenously
hungry by that time!

However, tho fat junior turned his

ack on those enticing windows, and

rolled down to the quay, across which

Hoames was staring.

He halted, blinking to and fro, and
hia eves and his spectacles camo (o rest
Tue Macser Liskaey,—No, 1,608,
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on the man standing in the motor-boat.
He rolled directly towards Soames.
Why. Soames mrﬁd not guesa; for he
knew that Bunter could not see enough
of his face to recognise him; moreover,
it was certain that if Bunter had even
dreemed that that desperate man was
there, he would have taken to his heels
on the instant. Bunter had forgotten
James Boames long ago; but if he had
remembered him, he would have re-
membered him with dire terror,

“1 sayl™ gguen]{ad Bunter, blinking
at the muffled figure standing in the
moored motor-boat. “I say, are you
My. Thompson i

Soames started. -

He had borne more names than he
could have remiembered, in-his tima;
but Thompson was the latest, under

which he travelled in company with Mr.

Hankey | :

“OhY Yes!" he answered. Ho
guesscd instantly that thiz was & niess.
age from the Rat; it could be nothing
G153, .

By some strange chance, it was a
Greyfriars schoolboy whom the Rat had
found to serve him as a messenger,

8till, that was not, after all, so sur-’ ;

prising, as the school was only two or
three miles distant.

“All right, then!” gasped Bunter.
He wags out of breath, 1 say, 1've got
something for you.”

He groped in his overcoat pocket.

“¥ou have a message for me?” asked
Beames quietly.

‘Yes, and something else!™ gaid
Bunter, blinking down at him. *If
you're Mr. Thompson—""

“"'.E'el:r yea |V

“Well, the man never gave ma his

name,” gaid Bunter, * but he told me to
tell you that the friend you were expect-
ing had had a spill and hurt his leg,
and was waiting for you on the stile in
Friardale Lanc.™

“0Oh " breathed Boamas.

“He gave me this cigarctie-case to
give you,"” added Bunter. “He said
on had E&ut it to him, and you would

now the message came from him when
you saw it,"

“(h I" repeated Soames,

Bunter groped, and gro He did
not find the cigarette-case i the pocket
where he was gure he had put it. He
groped in the other, : e

- Boames watched ham eagerly.

He Enew instantly, though 'Euulcr did
not dream of it, that the cigaretie-case
must contain some kind of message. Tha
reason the Rat had given Buntér was
good  enough for -‘an  unsuspicious
messanger.  Bot Boames saw more than
that in it, as Rat Hankey knew that ho
would, - e - .

“GZive it to mo then ! ha broathed,

“Blesead if ¥ can find it} said Bun-
ter, puzzled. "I know I put it in that
pocket | At least, I think I did 1"

“Find it " hissed Soames. "

“I'm trying to find it as fast as I
can !” grunted Bumter. “What's the
burry? It must be here ™

Bunter did not see any urgent causo

for hurry, except that he wanted his tea

at the Anchor. But minutes, and
seconds, were precious to the -confeder-
ate of the hold-up man.

The Rat had had a gpill, and was dis-
abled, and had sent a message—in that
cigarette-case. That was clear. The
varbal messape, which Bunter had re-

cated, meant that he " hoped that

oames would be able to come to his
help. The written meesage must mean
something else—and Soames could easily
guess what 1t was!

It was easy enough for him to follow
the Rat's thoughts in that extremity,
and guess what he wounld do. His very
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first step, when he found himself dis-
shled and unable to proceed, won
to- hide the lﬂiﬂ?—‘lﬂ keep that safe,
whether his confederate waz able to
help him or not.

ere was little chance that Scames

would be able t¢ help him. It must be
a long time—probably over an  -hour—

Christmas
Chuckles

Recorded by BOB CHERRY.

Coleer of the Fifth has ordered
a new dress-suil for Christinas,
but as he is going home on his
maotor-bike, hin ftailor has
decided that, in ovder {o fit
Coker, the suit will have to be .
made in several picoes.

We understand that Temple's .
home i8 so frightfully aristo-
cratic that they have o foatman
at cach cfiimney to showr Sanio
Claus in “'M..“ he comes.

Bolsover tells us that last
Christmas he just managed to
stop o givl-friend from skaling 3
through a hole in the ice, and I
she Jointed in his arms. T W
should think any girl would §
faind in Boley's avmis ]

Figsher T. Fish has been trying
desperately to hook an invita-
fion for Christmas. He doesn’t §
teant to apend the hols. with 3
Fiaher T. Fish, because he's B
afraid of being swindled ont of P
his dollars.

The Friardale Waits are now
in full song, and last night they
actually went to Sik Hilton
FPopper’n ploce and strack up @
“ The First Nowel. It ivas
the Lasgt Nowel also, when .

Popper got busy ! :

One of Farmer Cobb's tur- ¥
§ kepys weas seen wwalking info the 3
F Courtfield Life Insurance Office 3L
& recently, but they told him o B
call again aflcr Christnus—if
possible.-

Here's lo old Christmas,
A time very jolly, .
When hatchels ave © berricd,’’
As well as the holly ! i

An article on Chrisimas B
prosents for gents says that
“* the an cane is comting inio
fashion again.’* It has ncrver
been out of faakion with §

Quelchy ! "

Mrs. Mimble has a nofice in 3
the ftuckshop window @ ** Have %
A Mince Pie and Ensure a ¥
Happy Month.” At the mo-
mend, Bunler is booked o be
happy until June, 1860,

o - L
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emice he had given the message to that
fat schoolboy.

HBoames, crook ag he was, was not the
man to let down his associate. He was
oing to hals’ the Rat if he could. Bus

o had hardly the faintest hope that
Rat Hankey was st1ll at Liberty.

A post office raider, fleeing from pur-
suing police, could not afford to linger
an hour in his fhight! It was ten to
one, 4 hundred to one, that the Hat hod

i“.gﬁ“ Lane. ©h trikey
be

- Buntar,

been snapped up, even before Bunter
arrived i Pegg. Indeed, it was plain
that Rat Hankey expected as much,
from the circumstance that he had sent
& seorct message—which. could only
refer to the loot ;

Bunter went through pocket after
pocket.

Hoames' eyes burned at him. He re-
membered Bunter of old—clumsy and
fatheaded; just the fellow to losc any-
thing confided to his care. If he had
loit that cigarefté-cape—— -

SGive it to me, wil]l you!” almost
hissed Soames, -~ . 7 i L,

“Eht I can’t till 1 find it, can I1"

‘said Buntet, blinking et him. - I know
I put it in that pocket ! It ain’t therel
-J=I wonder if i¢ dropped out when that

beast- knocked me 'q':-var_wi]t’l} a suowball
"Havé you lost"it1" eaid 'Soames,

N Ne, T jolly. well haven't* snapped
. No, I jolly well haven anappe

: It it d out whon a
beast knockad mhﬁﬁgpﬁ?ﬁh ‘s, snowball

"tain’t miy fault, is it?- Think I ssked
. Bob Chetry to busz a smowball at me,
and kndck me spinning—""

Soames breéathed hard.
. “What was it like?” "he asked. He
remembered tomething else of Bunter—
that he'was as'ourious and inquisitive as

‘o juckdaw. It was more likely than not

that he had examined the cigarette-cise,
while it was in hia fat hands. If so, he
might, be able to tell what Soames
wanted to. know, even if the cigarette-
case itself was lost. :
“Eh? I.suppose you know what your
own cigarctte-case 1s like, Mr. Thomp-
son,"” answered Bunter. “The man said
it was yours! A flat silver one——"
“What was in it 1”

" Only cigareties,” answered Bunter.
“Mot that I opened it, you know! I
mean to say, I never smoked any of the

cigarettes—I don't smoke, you know—
grococoogh!” -added Bunter, feeling an
mward heave at the remembrance of
thosa cigareites "

it, but

“You ‘saw nothing
cigarettesi” :

“Onily thosa letters scratched in it,*
answered Bunter, “ I supposa you know,
if it was your cigarette-cace—a lot of
Greek letters—" .

Soames’ heart beat faster, He dnder-
steod. - ¢

Rat Hankey had scratched a message
on the inside of the metal. And that

in

fat and fatuous schoolboy had read it

It ‘was clear, however, that if he' had,
it had conveyed nothing to him! Greek
characters, obviously meant nothing to
Bunter. Had the Rat used English
letters, - that 15 to eay, Roman, the fat
Owl would have read the messago. . But
the trick of using Greek letters for a
message was an-accustomed one between
the two rascals. e
“Blessed if I can find it!™ Bunter
ave it up at last. “It must have

‘dropped when I went over—I knhow the

place—T'll lock for it ss I go back—I've
got to go and have tea now—"
- Do you remember the Greek letters
you gaw cut inside the cigarette-case?”
asked Soames qmﬂﬂ? ;

“Eh? How could I remember them?”
asked Bunter with an astonished blink.
“I don’t know Greek! Wea don’t do
Greek in my Form.”

“Where did yon drop it¥»® . |

“Well, it must have dropped when I
went over—right at the other end of the
street, in the lane,” said Bunter cheerily.
“T'Il go and lock for it after tea—I will
really—"

With one bound Soames wias on the
‘quay a8 the fat junior was turning away.

Billy Bunter gave a startled howl, as
g grip of iron fell on his fat neck.

(Continued on page 14.)
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Here you are, fellows—presents you’ll be able to enjoy
months after your Christmas dinner is forgotten! Choose
one of these famous Annuals and you will be certain of hours
‘and hours of entertainment—long after ordinary gifts have
lost their interest. - These books are Btmngljr und in
coloured - covers and packed with splendid features. See
them at the Newsagents, today !

MODERN BOY’S Annual 6’-

Monater air-liners, streamlined trains, the countless wanders
the modern age, pass across the pages of this book in' a

ascinaling pageant of progress. The ideal gift for the boy
who i inlerested in the world about him.

MODERN BOY’S BOOK OF
HOBBIES Bf' A "’““d"’fﬂi ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬁ;ﬂk for

; the boy with a hobby and
the bog whe wants ene. Copiously illustrated chats on modsl

frains, model planes, stamps, radio, efe., end fwe Beantifully
produced picterial seciipns.

HOLIDAY ANNUAL 5/-

This is the famous all School Story Annual which enjops
énormons  popoelariiy umn:lig schoolboys and girly, and i
now in ils fwenlieth pear publication. ..-'yf the favoarile
sehoolboy characters ﬁnm Greyfriars, SE. Jim's and Rookwood
Schools are here found aof their best ‘and brightest. Twe fine
colaur plates.

MODERN BOY’'S BOOK OF
RACING CARS 4/- 7 rerence

the History of Motor-Racing in a beavtifully illustrated
gift book. The photographs alome are worth the price. In
phologravare ”rl'ﬂl.l!ilﬂﬁ.h

ON SaLE AT ALL
NEWSAGENTS AND BOOKSELLERS
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“Ow! Leggo! Wharrer you up to?”
ne yelled in surprise and alann. *Xou
leggo Jny co lar,

blow you—why,
you——r

Bunter broke off as he saw, at last,
the faco of the man he had been talking
with, He blinked at that face, now
close to kis own, and glaring at him
threatenimgly, in otter terror.

“Oh crikey! You ain't Mr. Thomp-
san at. alll] Oh, crumbs—it—it—it’s
Spameal That awiul. villain Scames!

Oh lor'! Leggo! Help!”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Lost!

UIET, vou fat feoel!™ hissed
Soames. :
“ Help * wvelled Bunter.
; Trqui&t’____??

“¥arooh! Leggo!™

“ Anothor sound and I will throw you
into the sca " hissed Soames,

Billy Bunter did not utter another
sound !

He blinked in terror at the pale, set
faco of the man who had once heen Mr.
Vernon-Smith’s valet, once a South-2ea
adventurer, once a kidnappér, his fat
heart . almost dying within- him. Only
too well, he knew that James Soames
was quite capable of carrying out his
threat. :
 The hapless fat Owl nearly collapsed
in Soames’ grip, quaking.

Soamics shot a swift glance round.
Thera was mo one at hand to observe
that little sconme on the quay, and
Bunter's - frightened yell ecould hardly
have reached the buildings in  the
distance. :

- 8till gripping the fat junior’s neck, he
bent over him and spoke in a low, tense
voico, :

“You fat fool, quict! You're in no
danger, you dolt] Take me at ¢nce to
the #pot where you dropped that
cigarette-case—that is all I want.”

“But—but it ain't yours!” gasped

Bunter. “That man said it was Mr.
Thompson ' g=—"' o _
“Fool! Take me to the place at
onee " hissed Soames.
“Leggo my collar, then!" gasped
Bunter.

Soames was not likely to let him go.
He was net looking for a foot-race!

_“Fooll Come, and lose no time " he
‘gnarlad.

“0h, all right I”* gurgled Bunter.

Ha rolled ﬂiamaﬁ]y .up - the village
street with Soames’ grasp still on his
collar. ;

Billy Bunter was tired. He was
breathless,. He was hungry, But he
forgot all these things, urgent and

ressing a3 they were, as he rolled away
iy the side of James SBoames. Terror
overmastored everything else. DBunter
would have given a dozen teas at the
Anchor, with a dozen dinners to follow,
tg get away from his terrifying com-
panion.

His one thought now was to get back
to the spot where he had rolled over in
tho snow as fast as his fat little legs
could ecarry him, and escape from
Soames. .

If Soames wanted to pinch the
cigarctie-case that belonged to " Mr.

smpson,” DBunter, ewvidently, could
not stop him. i ]

It did not occur to his fat brain for a
moment, that Soames and * Mr. Thomp-
son  werd one and the same person!

- It loocked, to Bunter, as if that villam,
Foames, wanted to pinch Mr. Thomp-
son's cigarette-case, .

Whatever he wanted, Bunter was not
the man to try to stop him! He rolled
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on through the snow,- and, like Iser, he
rolled rapidly,

They passed the gates of Chif Haouze
Eﬁh{?ﬂeﬂ nnd'tmdg&-_dg up Pegg Lane.

Billy Bunter blinked to and fro, in
search of the spot where he had rolled
over when smitten by " Bob's playful
snowball. ; ' ..

But as the flakes were strll falling, the
spot was not easy to identify. illy

unter would very soon’ have given u
the search—had gﬁ: dared ! ut wit
Hoamee' grip on his collar, and Soames’
steely eyes glinting at him, the fat
Ow! exerted himesolf to the utmost.

“ Here's the place 1™ he gasped at last.
“That's it! You can see where I went
over ™ -~ -

It was glear that some heavy body had
rolled in the snow at that peint. The
falling Aakes had not yet had time to
fill up the hollow in the snow. And
thers ware still signs where the feet of
tha Famous Five had trampled, when
they gathered round Bunter to help him
up. :

“You are sure——"" mutlered Soames,
with a-look at the fat Owl that made his
podgy knees knock together. ;

“Ow! VYes! This is the place!™
ﬁasped Bunter. "It must have r:gg.e&

ere, 88 it ain't in my pocket, I
never fell down anywhero else! I—I—I
say, [—I'll help you look for it, if you
leggo my collar I :

Hoames gritted his teeth. If the fallen
cigarette-case was there, it had been
covered by the falling flakes out of
sight. He had no doubt that the fat Qwl
had dropped it thers, but it needed
Jooking for.

“Help me look for it,” he snarled.
Ho released Bunter's collar at last.

‘“Make an attempt to run, and I will

follow you and twisk imur fat neck ™
“0Oh erikey ! I—=I'll] help you with—

with—with pleasural” groaned Bunter.
“Lose no time, foo] 1"

Hoames stooped, and began mra.t-uhigﬁ
in the soft surface of the smow, roun
about the spot where Bunter had rolled.

Billy Bunter ayed him—his fat litile
legs almost running away with him of
their own accord.

But he dared not try it an. They were
well out of the village at this spot—there
was no help—and the onetime sea-
lawyer of the Pacific would have run

im n in a few moments. Thare
was no hélp for it, and the hapless fat
Ow] followed BSoames’ example and
groped in the snow.

It was not an easy scarch, but there
was no doubt that, had the silver
cigarette-case still lain where it had
fallen, it would have been found. But
as it was now at Greyfriars Scheol, in
Bob Cherry's pocket, the searchers in
F?}ig Lane were not likely to bave much
uck 1

For a gquarter of an hour the ecarch
went on. Then Scames stopped at last,
his face white with rage. If the lost
object was still there, it was not to be
found—but he doubted whether it was
still there.

“Who was with you here when youn
fell over ! he snarled. his eyes glinting
at the gasping fat Owl

“That beast Cherry knocked me over BO

with & smowhall, cr I shouldn’t have
dropped it " groaned Bunter. * They
were all here, the beasts—the fve of
thEm—_—" s f

“Did you leave them hepre when you
came on

“Eh? Yes "

“Then one of them may have seen 1t
and picked it up.”

“Oh " ajaculated Bunter.

He had not thought of that ! Now that
he did think of it, however it seemed
very probable to him.

“ Do you know where they are now
asked Socames, between his teeth.

“They were going back to the school
when I met them—1 expect they've got
in by this time——" pgaspcd Bunter
through his chattering teeth. « *“I—1I say,
we—wao . can’t find it, and—and I—I'm
fearfully ‘hungry |l - Oh lor* 1™

SBoames did not heed him further. He
stood with his hands clenched, his

brows knitted, in deep and savage
thought. _ ]
Billy Bunter blinked at him, and

backed away. Soames’ eyes turned
on him, the Irightened fat Owl wounld
have come to an instant halt. But the
sea-lawyer was through with him;
Bunter was of no further uze to hiln,
and he did not heed him. -

Never had Billy Bunter been o glad
to be unheeded 1 ) ;

He backed farther and farther: and
then suddenly turned and took to his
heals. Ha charged breathlessly into the
village street of Pegg.

There, ha ventured to blink back over
a fat shoulder!| Soames was no longer
to be seen! Where he haod gone, and
what he might be up to, Bunter neither
knew nor cared—so long as he was done
with him! -

He was done with him now | He
dropped inte a walk, and ed and
blew up the snowy street to the Anchorl

There, at long, long, last, Bunter had
his tea | At long, long last ho got going
on the meost urgent and important
business within the wide limits of the
universe ! Bunter had had a worryin
afternoon—a  very  worrying - an
unpleasant  aftermoon, taking it
altogether | But there wasa still, so to
speak, balm in Gilead! It was an
undoubted fact that they stood you a

d tea at the Anchor m Peggl And
ﬁ_ﬂ Bunter, aa he encircled same,

sed that life was worth living,
after alll

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Smoking !

i BOUT Christmas, Mauly——"
“Comin' 1" called out Lord

Maulaverer.
! nobody’s
you—"

‘IFI “.FJ‘
But Lord Mauleverer was gone |
Whether anyb waa calling him or
not, Mauly seemed to be in a burryl
Billy Bunter snorted.

Mﬁﬁ;r Fruphthat evening he had -:auﬁht;
5 in the Remove passage. But
Mauly was clusive. He had been eluzive
for days ]

Bunter could not help fﬂ'ﬂ]mg annoyed.

In a day or two, Greyiriars was
breaking up for Christmas. The matter
of the %mla, therefore, was rather an
urgent one! It had to be seitled |

But how was & fellow to settle it, when
the fellow with whom it had to be settled
cut off in answer to imaginary calls
when Bunter got started on the subject?
It was really very annoying. -

If Mauly, let him down over the hols
—and it really looked as if Mauly was
ing to—Bunter was rather at o loose
end. Next to Christmas at Mauleverer
Towers, he rather liked the idea of the
hols at Wharton Lodgé. But thers was
a distinct lack of enthusinsm on the part

calling

' of Harry Wharton—why, Bunter did

not know..

He was going to have fellows home for
Christmas—not such nice fellows as
Bunter. A chap who could stand
Nugent and Bull and Cherry and Inky
ought to have been joll %lad to get a
really fascinating - Em'; ike Bunter,
But somehow or other, the captain of
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the Remove displayed no sign of jolly
gladness at the idea.
" Hols with Smithy would have been all
right—but the Bounder was too hard a
nut for even Billy Bunter to crack |
Bunter began to wonder dizmal
whether he would have to put up wit
Peter Todd, his studymate. But, really,
he need not have worried sabout that,
Bunter was propared to put up with
Toddy, at a pinch! But the severest
pinch would not have induced Toddy to
put up with Bunter | :
“RBeast 1" grunted the fat Owl, as

Lord Mauleverer disappeared down the
Remove staircase,

And he rolled along

WD IR R R

RAN info the Gregfriars Ghost
outlside the Remove Dorm.
fast night—in fact, I ran through

him before I noticed he was there,
A deep groan appriscd me of his
Pregence.

W Taek-tut ! T soid hostily. 1
beg wpour pardon for running
through you. I was in o Hit of o
Rhurry.'’

The ghost groancd again. *What
I ses is this here,” he replied.
H ¥You needn't apologise. I gotb
used fo being run through in my
time, If I 'appened {o lock the
gates on gome goung vip in the
Fifth after mizx o'clock, he'd like
enough run me through with Rz
sword 1when he got in—me, ¢ man
ald enongh to be his g er.'’

“ yreat Scott ! ' I eried. ** Whpy,
I thought you were the ghost of an
Abbot ! 7 :

it A4 haddock #'" groancd €he
spectre. Y Look 'ere, you young
rip, if you try Lo inault me, what T
ses is this here—I'Il report yer!*?

“ Not o haddock—an Abbot!
Aren’t you the ghost of some giddy
old Abbot who Hyved here in the gear
ot 7 *

# Noftme! Iwasaporfer, Iteas.
My name wos Hugh de Goslynge.
It still ia, us a matter of fact.”

# But you're wearing o cowel,’ ¥
objerted. I .

* That wag because of me pipe,”’
replied the ghost. * They wweren't
wwsed fo ferbacco in the Goad (HNd
Nayx, a0 when I staried smoking
0 pipe, the Abbot up and scs, ses
he, *If thia man wanls o furn
Yimzelf inlo a chimbley,” ses he,;
‘e must be filled with a cowl,
because the wind do blow *is smole
info our cyes something ‘orrid.
o they clapped this 'ere cowl on
me "ead."

i Was the Abbot strict weith you? *!

““ He wos thatl! " groaned the
ghost. ** Many a time he's soaid fo
me : ' Goslynge, if I miss any morea
bottles of sweel rweine oul of the cel-
Iur,' he ses, * I shall consider it my
painful dooty to give you the push.’

to Btudy No. 1 where the Famous Five
had gathered after prep.

“1 say, you fellows—"" -

“Raoll 1n, old barrel 1" said Ave voices
at onge.

Bunter rolled in—with a suspicious
blink! He had not forgotten how
heartily he had beon welcomed in that
study early that afternoen. He was not
to be caught twice with the same chaff,
and he did not want to discover any
morae old boots in Christmas-cake boxes,

“Did you drop something in Pegpg this
afternoon 1" inguired Bob Cherry.

“0Oh 1" Bunter remembered that silver
cigarette-caze. *Yes, I did! I thought
you fellows might have picked it up!”

“What was 17"

“ A silver cigarette-tase | said Bunter

¥

“wall

at once * A Christmas present from my
Unclo George1” he added. “Did you
pick it up?’ '

“Yes, wo Eiﬂkﬁd it up ell right,”
agreed Bob, “and if it's yours, here it
ig, you smoky porpoise!”

“It's mine, all right,” eaid Bunter
blinking at him. “I mean to eay, if
& man 1s0't there to take it, I can’t give
it to him, can 17"

“¥Eh, what man?"”

“Oh, nobady!” said Bunter hastily.
“As 1 eaid, that cigarettecase is a
Christmas  present from my Uncle

William—hand it over, Chercy——""

Our Special Reporter, TOM
BROWN, has a lew words
with a Phantom.

Ak T sex, ¥ Say not 50, for if aeasn™t
me, but o poung rip of a Friar
named Bunterre of the Remove.' "

o And did he belicoe gou 7 °°

“* No, ‘e did not,'' replied the ghost
gsourly., ‘' He said I carrvied the
evidence of my evil wrays in my own
nose, itchich shinetlh: ke o beacon.
I could ‘ave told 'imn that af any
vafe I didn’t sneak off down o a
Towe favern called fve Thyvee Fyshers,
like some of the bretheren in the
Rewmove !

I nodded sympathetically. * How
eid you become a ghost 7" was
mmy nexrt guestion.

The spectre snorfed. ** Worked
meself fto a shadder and faded
mueay,’’ he replied.

“ o gou mean fo fell me you
mever ied 7

v Not me! There wasn't enough
of ne Ieft to die; Fime P'd finished

“As well as from your Uncle
George " asked Baob,

“l—I—1 mean—I mean, my Uncle

William George! ILwok here, you i-:ﬂl,}'
give me my cigarette-cazel”
exelaimed Bunter warmly.

Bolb handed over the cigareite-case.
Az Bunter evidently had dropped it, it
was, presumably, Bunter's: though the
juniors were not likely to belicve thag
it was a present ta him from an uncle,
gither "r‘li-"iﬁiﬂm or Gam‘ge. Such articles
were, of course, forbidden to Greviriars
juniors, and they supposed that Bunter,

ing in funds for once, had stood him-
gelf a silver cigarette-caze with emokes
in the same,

The fat Owl received the cigarvette-
gase, with considerable satisfaction.

found it yet.
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Bunter rather fancied himself with a
cigarotte-cpse.

rue, it was not exactly his, but it was
until ho came across Mr. Thompson, to
whom he supposed it really belonged.
Bunter, of course, had no idea of
pinching that silver cigarotie-case, if he
came on the owner. Until then, how.
ever, 1t was Bunter's.

“wy sav, you fellows !" Bunter blinked
at the Famous Five, not quite under-
standing why they were grinning so
widely. *Look here, I dropped in to
EP;‘-‘% tia 'ii']l}u about Christmas—"

e
“Oh, veally, Cherryl I say, let's have

mo day's work. What weith swveepin'
ard polishin' and ringin’ the visin'-
hell and lockin® up at night, I never
'ad o minute fo caoll me own. So
twhen I'd wwore out me fesh and
blood and *ad become a mere ghost,
they said they'd pension me orf.
Well, I'm s "aunting this school,
lookin’ for me pension, and I ain't
You 'oren't scen it
Iyin® around nowhere, I suppose 7 "

1 Frald not. How, l-ﬂll?' have you
breen haunting us fow 7 °°

“* Three 'undred and fifiy years,"
reéplied Goslynge’s Ghost. ** And
between gou and e, I'm getlin'
a bit dis’artened. Scems $o me I
ain't goin' to get that pension.”

It you like your work at the
monastery hers ¥

“ No, I did not, except now and
then, when one of the brothers 'ad
to be flogged. Then the Abbot wonld
send for me and say: * Take him
hup, Goslynge ! *; while he got busy
weith o birch-staff. The yells of the
vielims was moosic in me ears.'

“ I suppose you gquite liked re-
porting the brothers for being
fute 7 ™

‘f Dooty being dooly,” replied the
ghost, * I did. If o Friar tried fo
sneak in after Tock-up, I veported
Yim, and he got 100 lines of manu-
geript {o werite. Served 'im right.
All Frinrs oughter "ave been dyoren-
ded at birth, that's what T ses.”"

“ From something in gour con-
versation,'’ I murmured, ** I have
an idea that Willinm Gosling,
our prescnt porier, must be o
relation. Were you HRis  greal-
grandfather 7'

“Me P shrilled the ghost in-
dignanily. ** Certingly not! Wot
d'yer mean ? He's MY great-
gramdfoathrer ! He took on the job
wwhen I faded out ™

At rehieh 1 gave a stavi, and woke
up fo find mypsclf in bed.

The ghost had vanished—pro-
bably to look for his pension. And
if the ghost's greaf-groandfathier
redds these lines, I shall inee 100
more fo do when he reporls me !

ol

a fag all round, what?" asked Bunter
breezily, “I've got gome rather good
smokes——"

“Have yvou?"” chuckled Bob.

o Tip-tu[;(I" said Bunter, “I'll stand
voun a smoke all round, old chaps, while
we talk about the hols, what?"

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“Blessod if I ean see anything to
cackle at!” grunted Bunter. "I sayv,
what are yvou fellows cackling at "

The fat Owl had not noticed, so far,
that the cigarettes had been tipped out
of the silver case. They lay in a little
heap on the study table, ready for
Bunter—but not for Bunter to smoke!

Bunter had recovered by this time

(Continucd on page 18.)
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from his exploit in the wood, and was

ready to be rorty again,
“What about putting on

s fag,
what?"” asked Bunter. “Don’t be
noodles, you know ! Don't be nincom-
poops ! Have a smoke "

He snapped open the case!
there waz & vell : -

“Peast | Where's my smokes "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Iook here, you gimme my smoles,

Then

Bob Cherry, you beast 1" howled Bunter, .

in great indignation. " There were fx
or seven at least—gimine my smokes!”

“Just going tol” grinned Bob.
“ Heve they aro ™ ]

He gathered up a handful of cigarettes
from the table,

“* Hold his head I he added.

“1 say, you fellows! Leggo!l yelled
Bunter, in angry surprise and indigna-
tion., * Wharrer you grabbing me for,
vou silly asses—leggo my ears—leggo my
collar—leggo, you rotters—ow !

“Hsa, ha, hat”

Harry Wharton took one fat ear and
Frank Nugent the other, Johnny Bull
prasped the back of Bunter's collar.

His head was jerked forward; his
collar Lackward ! That left a space for
the cigarettes to be dropped into |

Bob dropped them in !

The Fat Owl wriggled and roared as

thiey alid <own his podgy back !
w1l Beast! My smokes—oocogh 1"
“Phat’s & tip—"
“ Beast 1™

“MNot to play the giddy ox—"

“Yah! Rokter! I ghan't be able to
smoke those fags now! Ow!l Deasts!
Swabs! Ooogh!” epluttercd Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“(Oh, vou rotters!” gasped Bunler,
wriggling wildly., '"They're tickling my
baﬂg-—-ﬂ oogh 1"

“Ha, ha, hal” yellad the Famous
Five. ]

“You—you—you cackhnf:
say—oocoogh | I'H jolly well
.‘:h?!iny heads! Cooh IV

illy Bunter wriggled and squirmed.

Bunter fancied that he liked cigarettes;
but even Bunter dicl‘l not faney that he
liked them down his back! Those
m;ia,mttrzs were not likely lo be smoke-
able by the time he oxtracted them !
No doubt that was all the betier for
Bunter—the Famous Five really had
done him a good turnt Btill, he did
not seem pleased

beasts! I
punch your

“Urrgh| Beasta]” roared Bunter,
Enp[;gimg- and squirming. “ BRollers |

W Fa

“Ha, ha, ha [

The Famous Five, chuckling, laft the
study, and went down to the Rag!
Bunter was left to wriggle and squirm.

Fellows who passed the study on their
avay down, looked in and chortled, quite
phtertained b}y the sight of a orimson,
oreathless Owl, gasping and spluttering.
as he 5tr::£;glgtt to extract fragments of
ﬂuTrlmtle cigareties from his podgy

sok !
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Christmas Present !

L ARRY, old chap—""
B “Oh dear ! said Harvy, old

chap

Billy Bunter ran the captain ' of the

i Remove down in the Rag aftor morming

school. ;

- From Buntor's friendly—indeed, affec-
tionate—manner, Harry Wharton had
uo doubk that Christmas was coming,

For which reason he side-stepped
Bunter.

- “ I say, hold on, old felowI” ex-
claimed Bunter hastily. * "Tain't about
the hola I® .

O said Harry.

And hoe held on,

If 1t wasn't about the hols, ho was
willing te lot Bunter run on for a few
minuics, at least. A fellow could be
accommodating when he had the happy
prospect 1n view of not seeing Bunter
again till next term,

“The fact 13" =aid Bunter, with
dignity, “I’ve gob you a Christmaa
present, old’ fellow."!

“"Wha-a-at ;
““A rather expensive one—"
“Ehi '
“And here it is,”
in his pocket.
arr wrtan stared blankly at the
fat Owl. About tho last thing in the
world he would have oxpected from
William George Bunter was a Christmas
present—oespecially an expensive one !

Bunter, it seemed, had beon in funds,
though he had not revealed—and was
not likely to reveal—the source of those
funds. Bunter was not proud of having
takenn a tip from a stranger, and he
preferred to allow it to be supposed
that his celcbrated postal order had
turned up.

But for Bunter to expend his funds
on presents for other fe]?
unusual and unexpected,

Indeed, without bei unduly sus-
picious, the captain of the Remove
could not help suspecting that that
Christmas - present, ifp?].ﬂf, was rather
in the nature of & -sprat to catch a
whale.

The Christmas present was the sprat,
and the whale was the hols at Wharton
Lodge,

However, as Wharton had not the
shightest idea of accepting a Christmas
present from the fat Owl, that little
scheme, like most of Billy Bunter's
H.Efli.‘lt_ﬂchf_"lﬂfﬂ, was likely to prove a

rast,™

“Lots of thanks, old man,” s=aid
Havry, laughing, “but——"

“1 insist. old fellow!” said Bunter
firmly. *Wo're palz, ain't we? I got
it specially for you, old chap. I knew
you'd like it."

“Oh, but—"* ,

“If you don’t want to keep cigarettes
in jft—=" :

“Cigarettes?” ejaculated Wharton.

“It will do for something olse—
stamps, or cough lozenges, or—or pen-
nibe—anything, you know,” said
Bunter. “Look at il;L old top."’

Harry Wharton looked—or, rather, he
stared—as Bunter jerked a silver
cigareite-case out of his pocket.

“Got it specially for you, old fellow,”
said Bunter breezly, apparently forget-
ful of his statement the previous
cvening that the case was a Christmas
present from his uncle, variously named
Georgo and William. don't mind
f;:l?lng- vou that I gave thirty bob for
: :

O
Wharton,

; said Bunter, grop-
in : .

erumbs ! gasped  Harry

It ;'rns ihe following day, and_

lows was very.

_Bunfer '#:lmeril;-' held out the silver
cigarette-case. ‘Lhere was a sly gleam
in his little round eyes behind his big
round spectacles. i

Really it was quite - a nice little
Christmas present for a fellow who had
a use for cigarebte-cases—which Harry
Wharton certainly had not. And the
fellow to whom it was presented coulgl
hardly, Bunter considered, continue to

 be so stuffy and stand-offish about the

Christmas idays.

It was true thaot that cigarebte-case,
as & mattor of actual fact, was not
Bunter’s to give.

It was only Bunter's by possession—
which, according to the proverb, is nine
points of the law, g =

Bunter was liable to forget the tenth
point after a very short. lapse of time.

Bunter was honest. He would have
secorned the imputation of being other-
wise. But he had his own inimitable
ideas on the subject of property,

If a fellow lent Bunter a penknife
that periknifc became Bunter’s until
and unless the fellow asked for it back.
If he borrowed & fountain-pen that
some chap had left on a table, that
fountain-pen became Bunter's until the
chap spotted it in his fat paw.

us it was with the silver cigaretto-
case, [

Nothing would have induged Bunter
to “pinch ™ that case if he had found
“Mr. Thompson” at Pegg the day
before. He would have handed it over
to Mr. Thompson as a matter of course.

But Mr. Thompson had proved undis-
coverable. The man who had sent it
to him was equally undiscoverable. So
it had become Bunter’s.

The beaky men with the game leg at
tha stile had told Bunter that Mr,
Thompson was on a motor-boat at Pegg.
But there had been only one motor-
boat at Pegg, and Mr. Thompson cer-
tainly was not on that; that villain
Soamesz had been on that.

On his homeward way, after tea ot
the Anchor, Bunter had kept his eyes
open for the beaky man, but had seen
nothing of him, and had no doubt that
the man had obtained a lift—though he

-little dreamed what sort of a lift he had

obtained.

Bunter, naturally, never expected to
soe him again, Ha didsnot expect ever
to see Mr. Thompson. x

S0 the cigarctte-case remained with-
out an owner—and inevitably, in such
circumstances, became Bunter's.

Being Bunter's, there was no reazon
why he shouldn't give it to a pal for a
Christimas present 1f ha chose zo to do.

This rcasoning would not have satis-
fied some people, but it satisfied William
George Bunter; he was easy to satisfy
in such matters,

“Yours, old chap!"” ssid Bunter,
holding it out, and failing to compre-
hend why the c&ﬂtai‘n of the Remove put
his hands’ inte his pockets, instead of
taking it. “ Rather natty—what 7" ’
gasped  Wharton.

“Well, here you are—"

e Thanks no end!” said Harry, “ But
what would your Uncle George or your
Uncle William eay if he or they kuew
you' %wun away & Christmas present?”

“Oh " Bunter remembered. “The—
the fact is, I meant—I mean, I didn't
mean—that is to say, that was only o
og-jog-jcke! I bought this specially
or you in Courtfield yvesterday——"

“You didn't go to Courtheld yester
day; you went to Pegg |”

“I—I mean, last Baturday,™ ex-
?]ﬂ.lp-__nd Bunter, “I ufa.‘lm two guineas
or it at Chunkley's, old chap.”

“ As woll as thirty shillings ™ -

2 0h, really, Wharton! I—I mean, it



yas—was two guineas, but they let me
nave it for thirty shillings. I bhad the
bill with it.”

“Let's see the bill.”

“J—I—Dve lost it 1™ .

“And it looks to me,”” said Harry,
“aa if somebody's lost that cigarette-
case. Look here, Bunter, you blithering
owl, if you've picked it up somewhere,
it ought to be taken to the police station.
Findings are not k&apm]gu,.wu fat
chump; that’s what policemen call
pinching.”

“Why, you—you—you beast!” gasped
Bunter. “Think I'd pinch s cigarette-
case? I can ghow you the letter that
came with it from my Uncle George.”

“ As well as the bill from Chunkley's
in Courtfield ¥

*“I—I—I mean—"" )

“You howling ass!"” said Harry,
gquite serious now.

The Famous Five had been rather
surprised the previous day by finding
Buntor the possessor of such an article
and they had not, of course, believ
that it had been given him &N
elderly relative. Now the captain of
the Remove doubted very strongly
whether it was Bunter’s at all. He was
only too well acquainted with the fat
Owl's free-and-easy ideas on the subject
of property. .

“Wall, I like that|” said Bunter bit-
terly. “ A fellow goes specially over to
Lantham—I mean Courtfield—to buy
vou a Christmas present, and all you
ean do is to ecall him names! Talk
about an ungrateful serpent’s tooth
being sharper than a thankless child I

“Did you pick it up somewhere, you
dithering duffer 1
“No, I didn’t!” howled Bunter.

“Then whera did you get it1"
“My Uncle George—]I mean Chunk-
ley's—=" .

“0Oh, don't be an assl” exclaimed
Harry, really concerned for the fat Owl
now. “You'rn landing yourself in
trouble, you blitherer] Can't you see
the thing's not new? Anybody can see
it's been in a pocket a long time.”

“0h, they—they sold it second-
hand—" stammered Bunter.

“ Chunkley's don’t sell things second-
hand.”

“0Oh, I mean I got it at old Lazarus'—

not Chunkley’s at all! When I said
Chunkley's, I meant old Lazarus',” ex-
plained Bunter.

“Ye gods 1" gasped Wharton,

“ Besides, what does it matter where
I got it?” demanded Bunter. “It'a
mine, ain’t it 7" s

“It's pretty plain that it iso’t1”
snswered arry. " Homebody must
have lost it, and you've found it, so far

as I can see.” b

Nothing of the kind!” hooted
Bunter. “I bought it from old
Chunkerus—I mean, Chunkley's—that is,
old Lazarus | Epueiallﬁr to give you for
a Christmas prezent, old fellow.”

“Is there o name in 14" asked Harry.
He had, of course, not the slightest
doubt, by that time, that to whomsoever
that silver case III.I%ht belong it did not
belong to William George Bunter.

“No, unless it's a Greek name,”
answered Bunter, “I mean, there ain't
a name in it at all.? :

“ A Greek name,™ repeated Harry, in
surprise. “Not many Grecks about
theso Parta, 1 should think! Let's look
at it.’ .

He took the ecigarctto-case
Bunter's fat hand and opened it.

The fat Owl watched him, with a
morose blink. _

This little scheme was not working out
as Bunter had hoped and expected. In-
stead of being pleased with that hand-
some Christmas present and ceasing to
be stand-offish nhout the holidays, this

from

Grand Cbhristmas Humber

beast seemed to fancy that Bunter had
pinched it !

Harry Wharton scanned the row of
Greek letiers In the inside of the case.
He kpnew that they were Greek
characters, but that was all he knew.

“That can't be a name,’” he said.
“It’s too jolly long for a name—even a
Greek name, though they're jolly long

gometimaos,** }
iy courze not'" said Bunter,

“ That chap wasn't 2 foreigner—"
“What chap
“0Oh, nobody! Besides, Thompson

ain't a foreign name——"
“Thompson? Who's Thompson 1"
“0Oh, nobody! The—the fact is, old
chap, I—I had that inscription put in
apmin]l{;—-ﬂ!mim you knowl It—it
means * A Merry Christmas.” ™
“Wha-a-t 7"
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“ And—and *A Happy New Year,”"
added Bunter. "“That—that's why it—

it's so jol Iﬂ-nF—aEEI"’
“Oh crilﬁe:.r )’

* Look here, old chap, I'm giving you
that cigarette-case as & Christmas
present——"

“You're jolly well not!" said the
captain of the Hemove e_mphatm_aﬂg.
" :F'lp nok gmn% to get run in for pinch-
ing it, you fat fraud 1 .

Why, you beast—" gasped Bunter,

Wharton handed the silver case back
to Bunter, :

“¥You'd better take that to Quelch!”

he said.
“Eht '%mlch doesn't smoke," said
Bunter. “Catch me making a beak a

Christmas present if he did I’

““¥You burbling ass I" roared Wharion,
HTake it to Quelch and tell him where
you found it eo that he can get it back
to the owner, whoever he is”

“* Beast |” )
“Take my advice, you fat ass, or
you'll be sorry for it!” said Harry.

And with that he walked out of the Rag,
leaving the fat Owl with the silver case
in his fat paw.

“¥ah!” snorted Bunter.

That little scheme had been a failure.
The Christmas hols were still in an un-
settled state. Only the silver cigarctto-
case remained to 1-;l.ill_f,r Bunter, as & sort
of consolatiom prize |
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

(13 ASTER BUNTER |
© It was & soft, quiet voice;
but it made Billy Bunter

It was after morning school, and the
fat juﬂﬂ: waa rolling- down the lane to

riardale, :

Harry Wharton & Co. -had walked
down to. the wvillage after, class, and
Bunter was going to meet them on their
way back. - It was an opportunity for a
littla chat on the subject of the
Christmas holidays: a matter of urgent
interest to Billy Bunter, though of lezs
interest to the other fellows,

Eut Billy Bunter forgot all about the
Famous ive and “all  about the
Christmas holidays as he heard that
gquiet wvoice from the trees beside the
lane. There was a familiar note in that
quiet, smooth woice. :

Ho blinked round as a man, muffled
in & thick coat, with a soft hat pulled

down over his face, stepped into the
lane.

“Qh " glaspe& Bunter. i
**Stop, please I” said the smooth voice,
“I think you know me, Master Bunter.”

“ Bus-sus-Soames I stuttered Bunter,

He could not see much of the man
between the upturned coat collar and
the hat. But he knew who it was at
once,

He ﬁtu[;ped. Hoames had stepped in
front of him, and he had to stop. He
backed away promptly.

“I—I—1I say, wg}arr&r you want " he
stammered. “ You keep off, you kuoiv "

“Will you step under the trees
Master Bunter 1 e

“Oh, nol I—I've got tp get back to
tha school., I—" ;

“I think you had better, Master
Bunter,” said Scames. 1 want anlg a
few words with you; you have nothing
to fear, you fat fool I”

DBunter was not so sure of that! Cer-
tainly he could not imagine what SBoames
wanted with him. But his dread of the
cne-time sea-lawyer was deep.

“Lose mno time!” snapped Soames,
“This is a lonely {;lm but I do not
desire fo be seen Btep under the
trees |

Bunter rolled under the trees. Soames
followed him, and they were out of sight
of any chance passer-hy. :

“I—I—I say, what do you want,
HSoames 1" stammered Buntor, blinking
at him wuneasily through his bi
spectacles, “I—f say, you ain't safe
here, you know, I1—I believe the—the
bobbies are looking for you, Scames 1"

“MNever mind that, Master Bunter |
Soames’ voice was smooth and sleck—as
amooth and as sleek as when he had been
Mr. Vernon-Smith's deferential man-
servant. But it had a terrifying sound
to Billy Bunter’s fat ears. “1I simply
wizh to ask you a gquestion or two. o
of your friends, I think, picked up the
silyer cigaretie-case you dropped in
Pegg a few days ago.”

ames’ eyes were keenly on the fat
face as he spoke.

He was not sure, but he thought it
very probable that that was what had
occurred. He wanted to be sure. All he
needed was to find an opportunity of
questioning Bunter, and he had watched
and found it. It was not likely that the
fat Owl would be able to deceive him.

“Ehi” ejoculated Bunter. His fat
face told Soames all that he: wanted to
know, and the zea-lawyer's eyes gleamed.
“Ohl Yes! I—I—I mean, nol Not at

-all 1"

Bunter remembered how Boames had
hunted for the silver casze in the snow.
Evidently he was after it now !
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Bunter was not
ho could help it

He was prepared to hand it over to
“Mr, Thompson " if Mr, Thompson ever
turned up ! Until that unlikely event it
waa Buntoer's | ames was not gol
to pinch that ocigarette-case—not i
Bunter knew it | T "

“0Oh, not"” wenbt on Bunter, shaking

going to part with it if

his head. *The—the fact is, Boames,
that—that arette-case was mnever
found. I—I think it mnst be still lying

there, under the—the snow, you know."
Hoames made a step nearer to him.

“If you utter one more’ falsehood,
Master Bunter, I shall wring your fat
neck {” he said quietly. “Tell me the

truth.
case "

“ Bib-Bub-Bab-Bob Cherry 1"
Bunter, the truth ?-ap*pmg out of him, as
it were, like & pip from an orange at
the deadiy glittor in Soames' eyes,

“Cherry ! He gave it back to you, of
sourse §'°

“(h, no | He—he lost it—"
¢ “"What " ’

“I—I mean—keep off, you beast 1—ho
gava it back to me, of—of course!”
gasped Bunter, “The beast rammed the
cigarcttes down my neck, b-b-but he

ave me b o casg—— Oh lor'!
—1T sav, Soames, I—I was going lo meet
BOITL cllows, and—and they'll be
wondering what's becorne of me——"

“Where i3 it now "

. "I—I left it in—in my study!”
stuttered Bunter, '

“Chive 1t to me at once |- hissed
Boames,

- I—T'd gig-gig-give it to you with

leasure, but—but how can when—
when T've left it in m atuli_lj;{—- Keo
off, you beast!” yelled Bunter. **
mean, it—it's in my pip-pip-pocket, and
I—I'll get it 1"

“Quick 1" snarled S8oameos.

His look was gloating now.

It had seeraed to him likely, almost
certain, that that silver case was in
Buntor's fat hands sgein.  All he
needed, if that were so, was to imter-
view Bunter in a quiet spol,

All was plain sailing now, - Bunter,
he knew, had made nothing of the Greek
letters scratched on the metal inside.
But one glance at them would tell their
meaning to Soames.

Rat Haokey was in the “stone jug.”
From him Soames was not likely to get
a word for a very long time o comwe.
But the Rat's loot had nover been found.
Soames had read every word that
appeared in the newspapers on the sub-
ject of tho post office raid at Lantham.

. The sum of £L,200 in currcncy notes
and banknotes had been taken by the
raider, and what had become of it no
ono knew. The Rat had declared that
he had thrown it into Lantham Wood to
pick up later, a statement that Boames,
and no doubt the police also, knew was
not the truth. ;

© Boames knew, if no one else did, that
that wallet of banknotes had been
hidden somewhero after the Rat had had
his spill, and he knew that the hiding-
place was indicated by the Greek leiters
seratehed in the cigarette-case.

Bunter, of course, had not the remotest
idea of anything of the kind. He had
never cven heard of the post office raid
at Lantham; and neither the fat Owl
nor the Famous Five had any idea that
they had fallen in with & motor bandit
on the runl ,

But Soames knew, and_all he wanted
was that cigarette-case. His eyes fairly
burned at Bunter as the fat junior
groped in his pooket.

“Quick 1" repeated Boames savagely.

Tt was & solitary lane, but he did
not want to linger. It was dangerous
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Who picked up the cigarette-
gasped
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fprhilim to be there at all in broad day-
1. e Fo ”

M I=I—I've got it here!” gasped
Bunter. "It ain’t yours, vou koow—it
belongs to a man named Thompson—*

“Fool | Give it me 1" snarled Soames.

Billy Bunter's fat hand ecame out of
an inner pocket with the silver cigar-
ctto-case in it -

Soames' cyes pleamed as he saw it
He knew Rat Hankey's silver case—
there was no mistake about it. Ona

lanco inside—— He held out an eagor

and.

Al the samp moment Billy Buntei's
eyes and spectacles fell on five figures
coming up the lane from the direction
of Friardale.

Ho glimpsed them between the frosty.

troe-trunks by tho lane, coming along at
a trot, their footsteps making no sound
on the carpet of snow.

A fow moments more and he would
have handed the silver case over to
Boames, snd the eager grasp would
have closed on it :

But at sight of the Famous Five,
coming on quickly, and almost on the
spot, Bunter clutched that silver case in-
stead of handing it over.

“I say, you fellows, help!™ yelled
Bunter, at the top of his vowes, and he
made a sudden, frentic bound, and
befare the sea lawyer could grasp him,
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ho was back in the lane and charging to
meet the Famous Five, letting out vell
after yell as hie went.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rescue |
i ALLO, hallo, hallo 1™
“Is that Bunter—"
“Or an escaped porpoise—"
“What the thum

Harry Wharten & Co., trotting
cheerily up the snowy lane, were sur-
prised to see  Billy Bunter suddenly
charge out of the trees and race towards
them, yelling wildly.

He had something clutched in his fat
hand as he charged and yelled. They
did not notice what it was, The next
moment & man in & thick overcoat and
2 pulled-down hat rushed out after
Bunter. Then they understood the cause
of the fat Owlz nlarm.

Scames would have run down the yell-
ing fat Owl in & matter of seconds, had
not help been at hand, Bunter had not
the remotest chance of escape in a foot-
race. -

But the Famous Five, coming on fast,
reached Buuter before SBoames could
reach him.

“Ow! I say, you fellows, help'®
yelled Bunter. “I say, yarooh| I say
—oh crikey I

Bump!l

Buntar slipped and went over. Ha
rolled and roared. Leaving him to rell
and roar, Harry Wharion & Co. gave
their attention to the man in the thick
coat. They could  only suppose that
some footpad had sto };lued unter in
that lonely lane, and f aF Wers moro
than ready to handle that footpad.

‘stopped, and, h

But Soames did not stay to be
handled. - : ; :
His back . had been towards the
Famous Five as he stood facing Bunter
under the wayside trees, and Bunter
had seen them first. He had leaped in
fierce pursuit of the flecing fat junior,
but at sight of the five schoolboys he
ardly pausing & sccond,
turned and darted into the trees.

*In the twinkling of an eye, almost, he

was gone, The Famous Five had not
had time to recognise him. '
LT say, you fel'fﬂwa t* roared Bunter,
as he rolled in the snow. “I1 say, keep
him off ! Helpl Yaroop!l I say, helpl
Rescuo [ ]

“All serene, old fat man!” eaid
Harry Wharton, laughing. ““He's
hooked it !” A T

“The. hookfulness was terrific, my
esteomed fat Bunter I’ said Hurree
Jamset Ram 8Singh scothingly. * The
dizappearfulness iz preposterous.”

“Oh [ gasped Bunter. He sat up,
spluttering, “I say, you fellows, he
was going to rob me! Oh crikey "

" Must & beginner at the game to
Emk. on you, old fat man [” said Johnny

ull, with a grin = “He would have
wasted his time.”

“He was after my cigarctte-case "
gas el?f?unl:er.

“What " . :

Bunter staggered to his feet. He
ﬁave an anxious blink round through

is spectacles. But the man in the thick
cont was gone, The snowy fields and
thickets had swallowod him from sight.

Tha silver case was still safe—clutched
in Bunter's fat paw. It had had a
NATIOW eSCAPC—A VOry NArrow escape !
But there it was, and the fat Owl pushed
it back into hia pocket.

“That's what he wanted!” gasped
Bunter. “Bagged me, you know,
specially for my valuable silver cigar-
cite-case,™

“ Fathead " eaid Bob. “"How
he have known that you had it?"

“He jolly well knew!"™ gasped
Bunter, “It was Soa ,

“Boames I exclaimed the Famous
Five, all together,

“Yes, that beast Soames—-"

The Famous Five stared at Bunter.
They had forgoiten, or almost forgotten,
Soames. That Scames had waylaid the

could

. fat Owl to pinch a cigarotte-case from

him was gtartling—if true. Soames was
a desperate character, with all his soft,
smooth ways, and they had no doubt he
had been up to some rascality when
they had seen him in Pegg a fow days
ago. But they found it hard to believe
that Soames would play the footpad for
& ocigarette-case that could hardly be
w-.:-rtg a pound. Soames had, no doubt,
been every sort of a rascal in his time,
but they could net picture him as a
petty pilferer,

Hasames |” repeated Bunter., ¥ After
my cigarette-case, you know.”

" What utter rot!” said Johnny Bull.

“(h, really, Bull—"

“Tt can't have been Soames,”
Hearry.

“TIt was Soames.”

“ Bow-wow | said Bob.

“T tell you it was Soames ! roared
Bunter. “He jolly well knew that I
'Iml:,';‘. that silver case, and he was aefter
it.

“Some footpad ! said Nugent,

O course

“Pon’t T keep on telling you it was
Soames?” hooted Bunter.

“Bosh 1" said Bob Cherry. *Boames
iz an awfiul bad hat, but he hasn't taken
to picking pockets; he's a cut above
ihat.” -

"It was Soames—"

“You'd faney anybody was SBoames,

:m.id
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after secing him the other day,” said
Bob. “I dare-say he's a hundred milea
WA A

tell you it was Boames|” yelled
Bunter.

“0Oh, all n ht I* said Harry Wharton
cheerfull ave 1t your own way, old
fat mnnf Soames, if you like. Come
on, you men, or we shall be late for
dinner |

“He was after my

“"What did he want 1t fori”
Bob.

cigarette-cage—-"

rinned

“"Must be faarfull:.r hard-up if

HE dapy before Break-up s
clways o grand time. Morn-
ing lessons take

that 're even less

welcome. But at dinner we have
turhkey and pudding, with extras in
the shape of nuls and oronges.
Afternoon  school {8 from £.30
pan. to 4 o'elock—this is the last
school of the gear! In the evening
there iz no prep, no restrictions,
arnd bed-Hme is half an hour later
than usual. We the time in
concerts, feeds, rags, raids, packing,
gamoes, and fareweell suppers.

But it's the afternoon school I'm
deseribing here. Nobody does any
real work. In the fag Forms they
make Christmaos cormids ond hang
decorations, while Wigginse and
Tewigg sit back with their feel on
the desks. In the Remove we're
more orderly—ocatch Quelchy shov-
ing his feet on a desk—but it's quite
good fun.

We have compelitions, with
Quelchy standing the prizes. This
pear he mwarded o hund.snnm_tmhunﬂ
of Shakespeare for the best four-
line verse on Christmas. We hod
to stand up and read out our efjorts,
of which mine was ea the best,
though it didn't lakec the prize.

This was it ;

““ Good old Christmas!
hooray !
Thred rousing cheers for Christmas
!

Day
I'm jolly glad it's come at last,
And I'H be jolly sad when it is past I’

Some gilly chumps oackled at
this, thereby cxrposing thelr ignor-
ance. Cackling of another chap's
work is jolly bad manners, ond
S hing to laugh at.  Far feom i,

0 . Far iy
ke soid. .

FBolsover mmajor twas next. Ile

got rid of the following ;

“ Chrigtmas is o jolly time,

A jolly, jolly time, I say,
I'a veally jolly, jolly primne,

And jolly, jolly, jolly.gay ! "

“ Ha, ho, hal? we gelled, while
Quelch bellowed for silence and
Bolsy turned ved ond gave us an
angry glare. Bolsy has no sense
of humowr—that’'s his frouble.

“ Rit down, Bolsover!' rapped

STout

he's taken to pinching cigarette-cases|”
“Well, it's jolly valuable, you know,”
said Bunter. * Solid silver,

“Worth a quid, perhaps,” said Bob.
“I can't quite see Boames rooting about
?t’tar a quu:l with the bobbies looking
l}].'

“M:l.r Unele Rupert gave five guineas
for t——"

“Was that before or after you bnught
it at Chunkley's, and old Lazarus’, too,
to give 1t to me for a Christmas pre-
sent " asked Harry Wharton,

W

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

o l’.}h mall}r, Wharton! The fact is,
it's an heirloom in our family, and jolly
valuable——"

“Oh crikey .

. “Where did you get it1* asked Bob.
“I've told you, you beast | My Uncle
ontagu
“Oh crumbs! Not Ruperti”

"1 maan Rupert. It was & Christmas

ﬁresﬂnh from my Uncle Rupert!” said
unter firmly. *“He gave a lot for it
fearfully valu-

I mean to say, it must

place an

Mr, Quelch. ' 1 thinlk it very tin-
likely that. you will ever be Poct
Faureate I 7'

i Jolliy, jolly wunlikely,'” mur-
riiured Smithy, and there was o
chortie.

Russcll was next. His musc had
goared to sublime REights.

 Oh, thou best geason of the year,
Thou art in sooth so fine and good
That 1oe art glad thou dost appear
And bring ws heapa and heaps
of food !

We leaned back and shricked,
wehile Russell glaved and Quelchy
fought to suppress his feelings.

“Hilencel” gurgled Quelch.
¥ The next boy woho laughs will be—
ha, ha, ha '—twill be severely caned
-—hn, lm.l' Mauleverer, it is8 gour
furn.’

Sﬂmehndy woke Mauly up and he
rose languidly and drawled :

*f Let us keep
Christmas vight.
Go to sl

coP,
Sﬂ—gﬂmi*nlgh“ o

“ Sorry i'a a Uit short, gir,"* -
explained Mauly. ** Too much fag
to wrile o longer one; you Enow.'

* Ha, ha, hal

“ Indeed 7' glared Queleh.
‘* Well, I haoge it woon’t be too much
fag fto write that verse oui fwoendy
times offcr class. FPerhaps that

teill help you to conguer Your
laxiness, Mauleverer.”

“Oh, gad '’

¢ Bunter will go on "

Ok, lor!” ‘groaned Bunter.
He wose weluclantly, clulching a
grubby sheet of paper, and eyed
Oueleh uncerfainly. Quelchy glared
at himm, and then took a cane out

able, or why should SBoames be after it
like that? He wouldn’t teke all that
trouble for a pound or two.”

“Bet you he wouldn't I” grinned Bob.
Come on, old fat ma.nT Don’t you
want any dinner i

“Don't walk so fast—I can’t race!”
hooted Bunter. *Keep with me, you
fellows, in case that awful villain comes

: say, you fellows, now I've
found out that this silver case is awfully
valuable—

“Is it 1" chuckled Bob.

ir

st _ il
of the Pear!

A Breaking-Up Sketch
by
BOB CHERRY.
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“Well, it must be if Boames is aftcr
it like thnt—”

“1f I chortled Bob,

“Tho 1f-fu~1nm is terrific.™

“Well, he is, and that proves that it

must jol valuable,” declared
Bunter. “'That Greek inscription in-
side may mean that it belonged to some

bi n, or something——"
] F'FA gnu dunt ﬁ; whom it be-
«CI-'I'I

1&-5! Mﬁ Unc‘la Herbert——"
"E[a, a, ha'

of his cupboard and laid it on his P
desk, in case if might be needed.
“ Proceed | V' barked Quelch.
Bunter proceeded. In a wvoice B
filled with dJdeep wmisgivings, he K
mumbled :

“ Christmas comes but once a year
With turkeys full of stuffing.
I cal these beasts with ginger-beer ¥
Because they're much better than 3
nuffing I ¥ Ph
‘“ What ¢ ' roared Duelehy,
through a howl of laughicr from: i
the Form. * How dare you com- §
posec such a ridiculously ﬁmnmprﬂ
hensibie verse as that, Buntor 7 7' .
“ Ha, ha, hal®"
““ Oh, really, sir——""
i ¥ Eiunmlﬁefruum: obliiseness
5 nolt o ma or huplqlai* " He
grabbied the canc and then slowly
put it down again. ‘X hove o
great mind to cone youw, Bunter., A 2
boy whoe can rhyme the word
ng * with ‘nothing '——*
“ Ha, ho, hal '

g FFHI]‘W be silent ¢ h"’ﬁl:lhﬂy— ?
Rake I ** p)
Rake's verse wasn't bad, but in
the end Penfold and Marlk Linley 3
tied for the prize, with Redwing ¥
second, and Bunler o bad last. o

1 disapprove of = theao
matters by chance,’’ sald Quelchy,
grimly. * Bmm i 18 nearly
fwrn'ﬂmﬁmﬂ!ﬁmhmﬁmm 4
write another verse, so0—'" He ¥
took out o permy. * ¥You may call,
Linley.'!

“ Headsa !l ' guessed Marky.

And heads it was, so Mark bagged
the prive.

“ And now,? sald Quelch, ** put
gyour books mreoy end tidy yowr 3
desks.'* We did so. * Well, my %
boys, tee have yeached the end of I
another ferm, ond pgour work has P
been quite good—with a fewr excep-
He glared at Bunter. ** Be- X

Al

tions."

fore you led me fake this oppor-
tunily i’nhl'rhtg wou aoll a very P
merry trmas indeed." '

H The same 2o you, siv,’’ came the
Clorys.

“ Thank ygon—and don't forgel 2
gour holiday tasks ! "

And then the bell rong ! -

A moment later, amid noise,
chatter, laughter, and good wishes,

the I.ﬂnl School of the I’mr-—- B
BROKE UF1 I

“Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at! What I mean is, being so valu-
able, I could very likely sell it for a
gnud round sum,™ said Buut.er. his oyes
glistening behind his spectacles, * What
about a big study supper to wind up

the term—what? 1 say, you fellows,
you wilk down to Courtfield with me
after dinner, um-:l 'l ‘sell it to old
Lazarue—"

“You howling ass!™ rosred -Harry
Wharton.  “If you yy to sell “some.
Tre Magxer Lisrsry.—No. 1,609,
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thing that doesn't belong -to you you'll
get - run inl” = '

“Oh, really, Wharton—-~" :

“You barbling bandersnaich, old
Lazarus would ask you, frst: of -all,
where you got it, and then very likely
phone for & policeman—*

“Dh erikey

“*Let him run on!™ grunted thnny
Bull. " .“He must have picked it -up
somewhora, anc{uhu ought to take 1t to
tho polict station. T .don’t see why he
ahm:?dﬂ’t be run in fbl‘;_pim:hin%-;t."
“Why, you beast—" gasped Bunter.

“I told you to take it to Quelch, you
idiotic bloater,” said the captuin of the
Remove,  “Quelch will know whdt to
do with it." :

“I'Il awatch it 1 enorted Bunter, “It's
mine, ain't 6f I mean to eay, I
couldn’t find that man Thompson-—-—="

“What man Thompson?” A
" 0h, nnthmﬁ"l ._It's mine!” said
Buntér. ~ “5till, I won't take it to
Lazarus. Come ‘to think of .
fellow oughtn't to sell a family heir-
loom—=I mean, & Christmas present. My
Uncle Thomas wouldo™ -like it if he
heard, I say, you fellows, I came to
ﬁet you to have & talk about the

o E_____J‘J

“Put it on 1™ said !IMH&

“Run for it1" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal” : it &

. The school gates were in sight now.
The Famous Five broke into a run,
Billy Bunter glared after . them

LEES
a

with a glare that almost cracked his

spectacles.
“T say, you fellows!” he roared.
Tho Famous Five vanished in at the
gates. And Bupter, with an indignant
snort, rolled on, and rolled in after
them-—with that urgent matter of the
Lols #till uwndiscuszsed and lmscith:-gl.

.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Blow For Bunter!

1] o™
On the last day of the term
a good many fellows were

doing some packing.

S0 was Bunterl! .-

Other fellows were packing some of
their own things, Bunter, as it hap-
pened, was packing zome of Smithy's.

So ho ajacula “Oh!” in gquite
startled tones when Herbert Vernon-
Bmith stepped into the study.

The Bounder stared at him grimly.

Smithy had, been sorting things out
in his study, ready for packing. He
bhad not yet sorted ont a box of cigar-
attes. he kept in the table drawer.
Bunter had saved him the trouble—
Bunter had sorted that out,

Bunter, at the moment, was standin
by the open table-drawer. _
celobrated silver cigarctte-case 1o ohe
hand, and a bunech of Smithy's cigar-
eltes 1n the other. He was packing—

when Bmithy happened in.
Immediately, Bunter put bLoth hands
behind: him.

As the Bounder had seem both, and
what they contained, it was really not
of much nse. Bunter was not quick on
the uptake, and he was geonerally
rather & little late. Flowever, as he
was not yet mware that Smithy had
spotted both the case and the cigar-
eites, he was hopeful of getting through,

“Welll” said the Bounder grimly.
"What are you up to?"™

*(Oh, nothing—I mean I came in to
sea if I could help you pack, old chap,”
explained Bunter., "1 haven't bagged
any of your smokes, vyou know—I
wouldn'tl I—Y don't smoke—nasty
linbit, you know! All very well for

T Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,609,
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fellows like vou, Smithy, but a bit no-
clnﬂaﬁ_fur a chap like me!”
i uu

rorker—— s L
“Oh, really, Smithy—" _

“You- prying, pinching, potty por-
POIge—"t :
“If you're geing to call a fellow

names, Smithy, I shan't stay here and

help you -pack " esaid Bunter with
dignity. “Don’t shut that door—I'm
just goang-—->"

Blam !
- “Look here, you beast, I'm
Eﬂg.“ ] .

-Not fil.q.E-l.: yet,” said the Bounder.
irst of all, you'rs going to shell out
those cigarettes—" - x

Smithy—" ;
“And then I'm going
round the study—"
“*Boast 1 T "
The Bounder came round one side of
the tfable.r Billy -Bunter promptly
backed round the other, - Cigaréticcase
nnd cigarctécs came - 1nto - view.
blinked at the Bounder in great alarm
through his big epectacles. d
Smithy had a hefty kick, Bunter
had samipled it more than once—and
he did not want to sample it again.
_Really, he wished that ho had not

fo boot ﬁu

pilfering, pifling, pic-faced .

He

dropped into Smithy's study to fill his -

cigarette-case. . But what was a fellow
to do? What was the -use of a
-:.i%arnlta«cas_a without any cigarettes in
it? " How was a fellow to get a smoke
in the train goin

smoke to smokef gBl,ml:ﬁt' was an ass,
but nobt ass ¢nongh to spend money
on smokes. Smithy was. There were
‘s dozen smokes left in Smithy's box—
and Bunter's case held a dozen nicely!
It was fearfully irritating to bo inter-
rupted like this.

They circumnavigated the table,

Biinter panting, the Bounder following
him up, ready with a boot.
-“Look here, you beast, I wasn't
enaffling these smokes!™ gasped Bunter.
“The fact is, Smithy, you'd get into
a. row if a.sim.ilr. or & prefect found
them here, I—I was going to put them
it a safe place for you, old chap1”

“Buch as your {rousers’ pocket?”
asked Smithy. :
“¥es—I mean no, you beast!

Nothing of the sort! Keep off I yelled
Bunter, as the Bounder put on speed
round the table.

He hopped and skipped round that
table like a fat rabh?h But he did
not hop and skip fast enough.

Thud !

"YII.:.I'G-EFDD-EI'!H

Thud!

“¥Yoo-hoop

Boot leather, landing twice on the
tightest trousers at Greyiriars, spurred
Runtrcr on. He flew. He roared as he
2w ]

“Beast ! Rotter | You kick me again
and I'll yell for Quelch!” ho reared.
“I know he's on the landing—I saw
him talking to Wharton thero? How'd
you like him to catch you with smokes
m your study, you beast?”

“By gad! I'll—"

“¥Yaroooh! Helpl” yelled Bunter, as
the Bounder, putting on specd, fairly

whizzed round the table and pgrabbed
him. “Leggao! I'll get Quelch heral
Ow 1"

Tha Bounder let go.

He was aware that Mr. Quelch was
on tho loanding, within earshot of &
vell from Study Neo. 41 Certainly he
did not want the Remove masier to
barge in-and ask what the matter was,
atd learn that it was a shindy over
smokes! Bmithy had no desire to wind

home without a -

up the term with six of the best [rom
Queleh's cane. . :
- He let go, looking at Dunter as if
ho could havo. caten Irim: -
Buntér grinoed breathlessly.
He had the whip-hand—or il;a fancicd
off, you beast!” he said.

he had. -

“You kee
* Like Quelch to come here and seo these
smokes?  VYah!l T jolly well bring
him here, you beast, 1f you kick me
again 1

Smithy ' breathed hard, and he
breathed deep. But his manpner was
quite quia angerously quiot.

“I don't want OCuelch here,” he
agreed—"not while there's smokes 'in

kp

: : the g;udzr- that's & certl Fill your
*“If you think I'd snaffle your smokes, e '

“I'm joll well going to 1" declared
Bunter. “I—I wasn't going to encop
your smokes—I'm not the sort of fellow

-to snoop a fellow’s smokes, I hope—but

now you've kicked me I jolly well will,
sea !l And-if you try to stop me, you
beaszt, I’ll yell to Quelch, and you can
1&11{ well tell him what you've got
smokes in the study for, see?”

“1 see!” asented - the Bounder,
“Shove *em 4in! The sooner those
sinokes are out of the study, the better.”

“He, he, he!” chuckled  Bunter.

And he filled his case with the
“I'll leave you one, if you like,

cigarcttos,
Smithy,” he said generously.

“No, take the lot,” said Smithy. *“I
don't want any left here, with elch
4 nualsl;igf amun-:l}i: : i 5
“8Bafer not,- perhaps!” rinne

Bunter. *“*All right " - €

_ He erammed the last of the:.cig-n.rettﬂ!.l
into his case and snapped it shut. As

‘bho did so, Vernon-8mith reached over

to him and unexpectedly grabbed the

silver cigarette-caze from his hand.

Bunter gave a yelp,

“Beast! Gimme my case! Wharrer
you up to? Look here, you gimme my
case or I'll well Quelch, and if he
sees those ' smokeg—"

“Quelch won't see any emokes in this
study I grinned the under.

Ha st? to the window., With his
left hand he threw up the sash, With
his rlgilgt. he’ sent the silver cigarette-
cage wiizzing from the window, -

Bunter gave & howl of consternation,
He bounded to the window. He was

“too late to stop the Bonnder’s action

—not that the fat Owl could have
stopped it, g_ni 8y. His eyes almost
popped through his spectacles at the
cigarette-case, as it went, glimmering in
ths winter sunshine, describing an ero
in the air.

“0Oh " gas Bunter,

Smithy had put plenty of foree Into
that throw. The metal ecase whizzed
fast and far, and dropped somewhers
at a distance from the House and
disappeared into drifting snow,

“0h 1” gurgled Bunter. * Oh erikey !

Ha gave the grinning Bounder a

devastating glare, “Beast! Rotter!
My aigarette-case—".

“And :'l‘l‘:;' cigarettes 1"  grinned
Smithy. “You can kecp them-if you

can find thom, old fat bean "

“Beast I roared Bunter.

“It will take wyou some time, 1
fancy 1” grinned the Bounder. “You'll
have to put in the hols in the school
like Fishy—"

i‘IR{:tteEl” howled Eitlmler. “I'veo
jolly good mind to yell to Quelch and
lot {uﬁ'l como here lj;'ld ﬂﬂdwﬂ-:nuk(-s [iln
yvour, study 1 it .

“Thera's na smokes in my study
now ! chuckled Smithy. “Not a
single cigarette—or even a cigarcthe-
case [

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.
—vou beast!

a

“ You—you
You—you—you—keep off,
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you rotter! If you kick me again, I'll
—yaroooh 1

Smithy did kick him again, and yet
apein, and the fat Owl rolled out of
the study in bhaste, _

He had not, after all, had the whip-
hand of Smithy. Smithy had gob rid
of the cigarettes in the st.nd:!{, and of
I?I.:fily Bunter’s cigarette-case along with
them.

Which, really, Billy Bunter might
have expected, in the circumstances.
But he hadn’t—and he rolled away
a state of great wrath and indignation
to look outside the Housze for that
cigarette-case. )

He might as well have looked for a
needle in a baystack. It had dropped
in drifted snow, where its weight, as
it fell, had naturally buried it. But
where it had dropped, Bunter knew
no more than the man in the moon.

It was a cold, shivering, and in-
tensely irritated Owl that plodded back
to the House after searching half an
hour—in vain ! .

There was no smoke in the hﬂ:newarﬂ
train for Bunter the next day. His
cigarette-case was full of _mgiarat.taa—-
but the fat Owl was not likely to see
it again before next term, if he saw it
then !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER,
The Man On The Train !

ILLY BUNTER. smiled.
Yuletide joviality seemed to
shine forth -i’rr:-m his fat foce.
The cause of that cheery smile
lay on Bunter's fat knees. It was a
large box of chocolate creams.

¥ *What are you doing ? ** said ?ainm-&mim, catching Bunter sianding by the open table-drawer. ** Oh, nothing ! *
said the fat junior, puiling both hands behind him. “*1 haven’t bagged your smokes, I—I don't smoke !

Bunter was seated in a train, buzz-
ing out of Lantham Junction, Bave for
one passenger, whe had pushed m at
the last moment, he had the carriage
to himself.

Greyfriars School had broken up for
Christinas. Greyiriars fellows were

scattering far and wide.

Billy Bunter-had intended to seatter
in company. But there had been, so

to epeak, no takers| He had to scatter

on hs ownl

But thers was a consolation. At
Lantham Junction, Harry Wharton &
Co. had clubbed topether a “bob”™
cach 1o buy a large box of chocolate
Creains. had asked Bunter to
carry it for them—which Bunter was
only too willing to do.

Hardly a minute later they had lost
sight of Bunter,

t was, in the opinion of the Famous
Five, well worth s box of chocolate
creams to lose sight of Bunter at such
a time! They were quite keen to lose
sight of -Bunter, though perhaps not =o
keen as Bucter, with that box under
hiz arm, was to lose sight of theml

S0 here was Bunter, homeward
bound, with an open box on his fat
knees, gobbling, gurgling, happy, and
sticky.

Trﬁe, he was not fixed wp for Christ-
mas, after all, and it looked like
Bunter Court or nothing. BStill, t
chocolate creams were a consolation
and & comfort. Therse was ancther
comfort—his minor, Bammy, was not
on the same train. Had Sammy Bunter

n there, he would have wanted a
whack in those chocolate crecams.

Coa
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HileJrI Bunter knew how greedy Sammy
was e :

Busy with tho chocolate creams,
which were %i down . faster than
oysters, Billy Bunter did not take any
heed of hiz fellow-passenger. He was
not in the least interested in that
fellow-passenger. :

8o far as ho had noticed the man at
all, he was'a complets stranger in a
brown ulster and a cloth cap, with a
reddish henr&—nuthin% ‘whatever to
interest Bunter in his looks, |

Neither was the fat Owl aware that
the man in tho: ulster had been loiter-
ing on the platform and had not got
into the train till Bunter got in, and
had then cut along to get in the same

carrisge.  Bunter, concentrated on
chocolate creams, gave him no heed
whatever.

It was not till the train-was wel] out
of Lantham and running on throug]
a snowy, frosty landscape that his
attention was drawn to the man in
the brown ulster. Then it was drawn
by & quiet, silky smooth voice that
Bunter knew—only teo well.

“Mapster Bunter t*

The fat-Owl jumped. A chocolate
cream in his fat hand on its way to hu
mouth to- join- one already there
remained suspended in. midair like
Mahomet's coffin.  Petrified, Bunter
b]inéﬂd aﬁr;}mhlt the m;n in the ulster.

‘Ooooch 1" he gasped. :

The man in the tﬁmr shifted along
the seat pearer to him. . Two steely
EFEEJH: ﬁ}:e:}l «mnI tE]Fiunter ~ander the tl'lfmtr.
ek of the cloth ocap- e B

unter knew, .thuﬁgﬁ he .!ﬁaan'lyeJa never

Tree Maigxer Lisrary.—No. 1,600.
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gsecnn them accompanied by & reddish
beard before.

The fat Owl cast a longing hlin'l_: up

at“the communication cord. - _
“ Don't move 1™ said the smooth voice.

“Oh, nol Grooghl I wasn't geing
to!” gasped Bunter. “Oh erikey!
Sus-sus-Scames| Oh erumbs! 8is-sos-
Boames [

“I em happy to see you again,
Master Bunter,” said Soames, in those
nuiet, emooth tones that had a terrify-
ing sound to Billy Bunter's fat ears.
“Wo were mnterrupted yesterday."

“oh crikey 1™
- “But I thought it probable that I
might find an opportunity of falling in
with vou when your school broke up
for Christmae,” smiled Soames. “It is
n pleasurg o see you again, MMaster
Buonter ! -

rF nh. I[}r'ﬁ IH

* Luckily, we have the carviage to
ourselves,

“{Oh dear(”
to Bunter |
"Xt 1= nearly ten minutes to the next
station,” smiled Boames. * Ample time
for onr little chat. Hand over the
cigarette-case 1™ .
- “0h, Jiminy |” gasped Bunter,

Alone in & railway carriage with
James Soames, Billy Bunter would
have handed over the cigarette-case, or
anything clse, like a lamb—had it still
been in hiz kecping, As it wos, he
couldn’t !

“Don't kee
Boames gezﬁnlfj’.

It did not seem lucky

me_ waiting !  said
"I should be sorry
to hurt. you, Master Bunter. But if
vou do, not instantly hand over that
silver cigarette-case, I shall throw you
off the train!”

“Ow 1™
“Better not  waste time ™ eaid
Soames.  “ Now, then 1™

ft‘hI*--I_—]'dl gig-gig: ig-giw; it 54:3
with pip - pip - pip - pleasurs 1 gaspe
Eunter, . ¥ I—-l'-—IPwEuld, r&n]]y,ghlﬂﬂ
but—but I—"

“I have warned you not to waste
time,* Master Bunter,” eaid Scames.
“It 15 & matter of complete indifferenco
le me whether feave wyou in this
carviage when-1 step out at the next
iljafil{rn. or whether I leave you on the
e 17

“Oh erikey 1™

“Haned over that cigarette-caze, you
fat fool!" snapped Soames, his tone

coanging. “Now, then, before I wring
your fat neckt”

“J—I—1 haven't got it!" gazped
Bunier.

Soames’ oyes glittered. Ho had seen
the silver case in Bunter's fat lLand
the day before, so he was not likely to
believe that statement.

“Aro you going to bandy words with
me, you fat foolt"” he asked, betweoen
hiz teeth. “You should know me well
cuongh to know that I am not to be
trifled with ("

“But I—1I havoen't, really
gasped the terrified fat Owl. *I—I'd
give it to you like=like anything if 1
had 1t, but—it—it's loat [™

AR R R R R R R R T
SPEED MERCHANT.

How's this for & oycling record, lads?
When Cyril Heppléston rode from Edinburgh
to London he broke the former record by
sne  hour, &ix minutes, and put up the
amazing average speed of twenly miles per
hour -for owver 385 miles—and that includes
many terrifio hills. He used a Herculas for
this ride and certainly proved the super
gquality of thess machines, Incidentally,
over L7T0,000 Hercules Cycles were sold
during the year ended 25th November, 1937,
What an achievement!

t:l'l

The Mhagnet

Soames gavo him a stare of contempt.
It dropped out of your pocket that
day in Pégg when you weré snowballed
ﬂm] fell over |” he said, with a sneer.
Are you going to tell me that has
happened again, Master Bunter ¥

"Yes—exactlyI”  Bunter did not
nund in the least what he told Sodmes,
50 long as Boames believed that he
hadn't the. silver. case, ' e

“Give it to me at once!” snapped
E-Ir.mmc:a, I'tll.l: aa'rc:_st.iﬂ,
changing one of =avage menace,
“I—I—it's  lost ! gagpgd nter.
‘You—you can lock in my pip-pip-
pockets if you like. A chap toock it
away from me ¥

“Tell me no more lies, Punter "
snarled Boames,  ** Where is it 77

W[ , .

“Btand up!” said the man in the
Lrown ulster savagely. :

Bunter stood up.  The box slipped
from his - fat knees —the chocolate
crcams rolled on the carriage foor—
vnheededi Even Bunter was not
thinking of tuck a$ that moment! He
was .wngﬁﬁng with terror.

Slim  fingers proceeded to "go
throvgh hLim * so swiftly and so skil-
fully that it was clear that this  was
not the first time that Soames had

searched ets,
For f five minutes the hapless
fat Owl stood shivering and unresist-

img while the light fingers searched.
But the result of that search was only
the certaipty that the silver case was
not on Bunter,

T8t down "

Bunter flopped into his seab.

The lock on Boames' face sent cold
chills down his podgy back. It was
Eagu that the ses-lawyer did not
elicve that he no longer had the
silver case—did not think for a moment
of believing it. He kneow Bunter too
well to think for one moment of taking
his word on that subject.

Hoames at one time had seen 8 good
deal of Billy Bunter. He was aware
that Buntér had never sat at the feet
of George Washington. Geo ceord-
ing to his own account, at least—could
not tell a lio. Bunter could—and did—
lots and lots| Bunter would have pre-
varicated to any extent to keep that
gilver caso out of SBoames’ thievish
hands. Soames had not the slightest
doubt that he was prevaricating now,

*You—you—you see, ain't gob
it [* groaned Bunter,

“What have you done with it? Have
you a box on this traim?"

“ Eh—yes1”

“Is it in your box "

“Oh, nol You see, a—a chap took it
from me—he really did!¥ gasped
Bunter. “Grabbed it away from me ["

Hoames oyed him narrowly.

“8omo other boy has it -now ¥ he
asked. g

He did not believe Bunter, but he was
anxious to make sure. :

“Ow! Oh, nol He—he—he chucked
it away " : .

“What " roared SBoames. " You lying
young rascall Do you think you can
take me in with a tale like that? Tell
me the truth at once, or you go head-
first from the trainI*

‘And he grasped the fat Owl and
wrenched him from his seat,

Billy Bunter. his head swimming as
he whirled in that sinewy grasp, howled
with terror. :

It was extremely improbable that
Seames would have pitched him from
the train; but the fat Owl, guite un-
aware of that, felt as if his last moment
lLiad come. !

“The truth!™ hissed Soames. hiz eves

sneering tone .

burning at the frightened fat Owl, “1la
it packed in yw.r%:-ox? Answer me !*
Oh, ves!” gasped Bunter. He was
prepared to say “Yes" to anything at
tha. terrifying moment; the one thing
he wag concerned about was to get out
of that awful grip. “Yes! Oh erikey |
In—inh—in by %}i -bub-box, you know—
pnﬁkﬂd in my sus-sus-socks! Oh lor' ¥
ump . :
_Boames flung him back on the seat
like a sack of coke
Bunter bumped there, and gasped.
“You lying young rascal | ¥You should
have told me at first1” eaid Soames,
between his teeth. “Do you faney 1 am
B man that vdun ecan deceive, you fat

bl ot
_ 0h, yes—I mean, nol” gasped
Bunter. ) Oh lor* 1" Eaape

. “Why did you pack it in your box
mstead of carrying it in your pocket
snapped Soames.

“I—1 didn't—"

“}#hIEHI" I—I—1
. 9 I=I—I mean, I—1—1 pip-pop-packed
it in my bib-bob-box bmusaﬂhﬂmm—
because you nearly had it off me yester-
day I gasped Bunter, suddenly struck
by a bright idea. *“I—I—I thought you
might be looking out for another chance,
a I—I—1 packed it in my bob-bob-

I_._ﬂ

“Enough, you troublesome fool !”

“0Oh ::rg::ke; * groaned Bunter.
.Evidontly Soames believed that that
silver case was packed in his box.

That, naturally, seemed most probable
to Boames, as it was not on Bunter, and
he was hardly likely to leave it behind
at the schiool when going home for the
holidays.

Bunter was willing to let him believo
anything he liked, so long as he did not
grab Bunter again.

A few minutes later the train slowed
down in & station and stopped. Boam
taking no further heed of the Owl B:i
Il‘.:_flz‘rl'-naanjr riars, stepped. out and shut the

0OT.

He lingered by the door till the train
restarted, ~perha snspecting  that
Bunter might esll to a porter or the
guard. But Billy Bunter was not think-
ing of anything of the kind. His one
longing was to ses the last of Boames.
h‘In a minute more he saw the last of

im.

The train rolled on, and Scames and

the platform disappeared from sight.

Bunter wiped a spiring fat brow.

“0Oh crikey I hnE;:SEEd.' ?

It was some time before tha fat Owl
felt equal to gathering up the chocolate
oreams. But he gathered them up at
last, and ing comfort -in them,
finished thera to tfm very last one,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
_ Home For The Holidays !
o SAMMY I
“Br.r-r |

“Like to cut out and post this
letter for me ™

“Hardly I )
“It's mot five minutes to the pillar-
box, Sammy!” wurged Billy Bunter.

“Don't be a lazy little beast, old chap!”

Bunter minor of the Second Form at
Greyfriars did not answer in words.
He merely grinned, settled himself more
comfortably in his chair, and devoted
his attention to & bunch of muscatel: in
one fat hand, and a fistful of slmonds
in the other fat hand.

Billy Bunter, sitting at the table
lﬁmllgnted at him with a deoply scornfu

ink.

Bunter had written a letter.. Ha
wanted it posted. It yas rather an
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urgent lefler, and SBammy was too lazy
to walk down to the pillar-box and
post 1k

It was very irritating. That lotter
was addressed to Harry YWharton, at
Wharton Lodge, and was designed to
remind the captain of the Remiove of
Bunter's fat existence, which he had
perhaps happily forgotten.

Reminded of that fat existence, it was
possible—if not probable—that the beast
would realise that no Christmas festivi-
ties could be really a success without
Bunter’s [ascinating company.

A couple of davs at Bunter Court
seemed to have sufficed for Bunter in
the way of home, sweet home. -

Perhaps that was becauze Bunter

ourt, at a close wiew, diminished to

unter Villa; the flocks of liveried
flunkeys to a house-parlourmaid who
seemed to have a rooted objection to
doing anything for Bunter; and a’cook
who had a still more strongly rooted
objection to snafflings and snoopings
from the kitchem| - :

Hﬂ.vingi drawn Sammy blank, as it

were, Billy Bunter blinked rvound at
Bessie,
- Bessic’s occupation was rather like
Semmy's. She had an orange .in one
hand and an apple in the other. She
was giving attention to both.

“ Bessie, old dear——" eaid Billy in
his most affectionate brotherly tone.

“Haven't got onel” answered Miss
Elizabeth Bunter. .

- "' Eli—one what "

i EtamE i

"] don't want a stamp ™
“T've got a stamp.”

“0h, I thought you wanted a stamp,
as you said 'old dear’!” said Bessic.
“What do you want, then?™

Billy Bunter breathed hard. This was
the way he was misjudged in the
family circle, just as he was at school.

Ie couldn’t call a fellow “old chap”
at echool without the fellow fancymg
ihat he wanted something. Now DBessie
fancied that he wanted something
because he called her “old dear,” like
ithe warm-hearted, and affectionate
brother he was. It was pretty sickening.

“It's a lovely, frosty night, Bessie|l”
said Bunter. “A trot down to the pillax-
box will de you good, after all you've
enten "

“I knew wou wanted
agreed Bessie.

“I waa thinking of you ! said Bunter,
with dignity. “Just what you want—a
irot in this beautiful fresh air—"

(1) Itfs fﬁgg? EJ\.I

"Who cares for a spot of fog?" zaid
Bunter. "1 shouldn't!” -

“Well, you go and post your letler I

Bunter breathed hard again. Bessio
was as Jazy as Sammy; there was no
doubt about that. ﬂ looked as if
Bunter would have to post that letter
hii.mt:]f if 1t was gomg to be posted at
all.

“Laziness &ll round!” =aid Bunter
bitterly. " Blessed if I don't think I
might grow lazy myself if I sitick here
all through the hols[*

And Bunter picked up his letter, and
went for his coat and cap. He jammed
on

said Bunter.

something !™

coaf, wound a muffler round his fat
neck, and stepped out into the
December night.

“GrooooghI” he remarked to the

lil%hh ] .
t was only five minutes to the pillar-
box up the road. Bunter had hid no
doubt that & trot would have done
Bessio good, but be did not seem: to
anticipate much pleasure from the trot
himself.

However, he rolled down the dark
garden path, let himself- out at the

the cap, crammed himself into the.

creaking gate, and turped his fat face
up the damp, foggy. shadowy road. It
was & wide road, with leafless trees on
either side, lighted—more or less—by
lamps that were few and far between.

It was- dark, it was damp, it was
nrisky, it was distinetly unpleasant, and
B:lfiy Bunter snorted and grunted as he
trudged up the road. :

Had he blinked round, he would
probably not have zeen a dusky figure
that emecrged from the shadows and
followed him.

He trudged on, reached the red pillar-
box, groped for the orifice, and dropped
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in the darkness of the winter mght at
Bunter Villa was terrifying,

“Then where is it7" ;

It was useless to tell SBoamea over
again that a fellow had grabbed it at
Greyfriars and chucked it away! He
had told him that on the train, and it
had not been good enough. .

Soames had no doubt that that silver
casa had reached K Bunter’s home in
Bunter's box! That was why he was
there, lurking and watching in {ho
December darkness.

Bunter had to start, as it were, from

(Continued on next page.)

hig letter therein.

Turning to walk
back, he almost ran
into an' evercoated
Bgure.

';'1;1;1 ere, 1-:-:::]:;i
o Yyappe
Bunter irr?l:n.h]:.r.
“Don't walk into
a chap! I—I say,
who— wha t—
Leggo! What—
Oh erikey! What
are——"

“Quiet 1V

“Uh lor *

Bunter was quicl
enough after he had
heard that smooth,
low wvoice. He
hardly nceded the
iron grip on his {at
armn  to- keep him
quiat.

Bunter had for-

otten B oames!

unter had a way
of forgetting any-
thing that was not
right under his
little fat nose !

Ho had got rid of
Soamesz on the train
by “astuffing him *
that the silver case
was 1n his box ! It
had not even oc.
curred to him that
Soames might trail

him home an apshops everywhere, of all
wateh for a ﬂhﬂ.ncl::]; W. H. Smith Sen’s thops
of enafflin R and Bm!ﬂﬂ-‘:. Kingston-
after hé had ub ait- 1 karres.

sacked that box!
o guessod it now |
He  wriggled in
that iron grip.
The man in the
overcoat drew him
inte the shadow of
irees by the road-
side. Then his
volee came sharp,
slaceato :
“Giva me the
cigarcite-case 1"
“{h erikey !

Po

FAMOUS

These games create intense sxcite-
ment and interest wherever intro-
duced. 1deal for parties, at home
or eliewhere. =" Be s sport™ and
carry your game with yvou,

1"- each

On sale ot Siationers and

PIANO AC

BY ALL THE MOST
MAKE RS

TS

These astonishing little novelties
are convenient enough to carry in
your pocket yet either will enable
you to enjoy the fun and excite-
ment of the popular game of
which it is a mintature, with the
added thrill that it really is
operated by each player's per-
sonally generated electricity.

CORDIO
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“Quick 1" hissed
Soames. .
“I—I—1 haven't [Bonelll, Steldeni, Vissimio, |§
ot YL asped | Pancotti, Hohner, Crucianeill, S
unter. “J—I told

{uu on ithe train

“¥ou have un- With

£8.8.0 varoe ron . W

Piana Finished Cabinet. * Stoldan]. Ex
Metal bound Bellows, triple Chord Actlon,
Con vulder-sirap, 21 Plano Koz, § Bassts,

Lo

g

until 48/- la

ked your box prioe 42/, or 2/ first instalment, balance 4= month]
rom sohgol befora | it Aekeate ey A SRRy Does el 20RA1 o G
41 Heys, 13 ri . . B.P.48).
maw,  Mester|dl i Sl Bl ndon whe s & 0. (L B.24Y)
our pocket’ FNERS BE A BILLIARD
1l L W
“0Oh, no!*? .

“In yoor house "
breathed Soames,

“Oh, no " gasped
Bunter, in terror.

The thought of
Soamnes  paving a
surreptitious - visit

CHAMPION!

Learn to ﬂnr like a resl ‘‘erack ™ on gm
OWN table. Eend for cabtalogue of Riley
““Home ' Billiard Tables and details of
32 Billiard Tahles: 'I}E'E'I]_g ﬂl‘?Eﬁ ATWAY.
3. 3. AN L7p. Mo, works

ACCRI t. 30,
i 147, Aldersgate Streat, DON. E.€.3.
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that peint—t was no use
Soames now that that silver case never
had been in his box. The grip on his
fat arm secmed like eracking the bone.
He did not want it transferred to his
fat neek! :

“Where!" breathed Soames.

He compressed his grip; till Bunter
squeaked with pain.

il I_I_I-‘_.__J?

“ Quick L™

“I—I[—I've just posted it1” gasped
Bunter.

Bunier thought that that was pretty
ood. Soames, certainly, had seen him
rop something into the latter-box. Ho
would not believe the truth—and
Bunter had to tell him something !
he told him that |

“Posted it1* repeated Sosmes. “He
bent his head, scanning the fat, scared
face in the shadows. “Where—to
whom ™ ' :

“A—a—a Christmas present "’ gasped -

Bunter. Like an inapiration, - he

remembered that he had offered ‘that
the captain of the

silver case to
Remove as a Christrnas present | | That
gave him the idea.. “JI—I—I didn't
want to keep it after—after you got
after me for it, so—so—so I've sent it to

—tﬂ—"—‘”‘

“To whom1"

“Wharton " said Bunter promptly.
“I offered it to him at Greyfriars,
rcally, but he wouldn't take it there,
20 I've sent it to him by post, see 7"

Soames searched his face. He had
seen Bunter post something, but he had
not been near enough, in the dark, to
see what 1t was, whether a latter or a
small packet. But the fact that Bunter
actually had posted something, under
his eyves, gave colour to the fat Owl's
slatemeont.

“Jolly glad to got shui of it, too!”
added Bunter. I couldo't find BMr.
Thompson, and sp—"

“IFool 1"

“Well, I mean to say, if I'"d found
Alr. Thompson, I should have given it

io him, ss that chap asked me to,
bg—?™

“Is  this the truth?” mottered
Soamoes.

Buntcr gave an agonised squeal as
the grip on his arm cﬁ:md like & vice.

“Ow! Yes! Wharton will get it in
the morning, first post | You—you can
ask him, if yon lhike 1" gasped Bunter.
“You can get him on—on the phone
gt Whartion Lodgoe. I say——"

Bunter blinked round in the gloom.
The grip on his fat arm was released ;
Hoames Wwas gone. Bunter gave one
blink round—then he startéd down the
road at top speed, runnming as if for his
fat life, and did not stop t1ll he reached
the front door of Bunter Villa, where
he gasped and gurgled for breath, and
spluttered and  spluttered, as if he
would never leave off gasping and
gurgling, and spluttering and splutter-
i

e

““THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Looks In—And Out !

£5 ING lmi?h-hc-, the holly !
This lite 18 80 jolly I

Bob Cherry was singing.

That, at least, was Bob's own

helief: other fellows were often in

doubt whether Bob, when he sang, was
singing or just shouting for fun.

In the old hall at Wharton Lodge, in
the suowy winter morning, Bob sang,
from cheery exuberance of spirits, as
he stood on top of a pair of steps, put-

Tme Magxer Lisnsny.—Neo. 1,609,

telling

grintied Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The¢ magnet

ting up holly, to adorn a set of ancient
antlers.

#Then heigh-ho tho helly I

‘The words were Shakespeare’s; the
tunz.was not recognisable as anybody's
Johnny  Bull, whe was putting u
mistletoe, called back—misunderstand-
ing:- g

“Haven't you it
. "Eh?" Bob left off singing. *Got
what #" :
“The holly | answered Johnny.

.. “Then what the dickens are ‘you ask-

ing for it for ¢" - .
“Eh? Who was asking for it?"”
inquired Bob.

ohnoy Bull turned round from his

- deporative labours to stare at Bob on

the steps.

S Potty?™ he asked, “You were

‘shouting out for the holly. Didan't you

hear lum,
*“Tho

Iﬂ [ ALH .

hearfulnezs

was  terrific !

“ Bawling for it,” said Johnny,
you've got it all the time!”

and

“You—you—you silly owl!” hooted
Bob, "1 wasn’t shouting for the
holly, you fathead! I was sing-
in ;

i‘uh t:I'J

“Ha, ha, hal?

The Famous Five were busy with
Christmas decorations. Stacks of holl
had been cut and carried in, and all
hands were at cheery work, The bi

. door stood wide open, letting in a flo

of winter sunshine and a glare from
the carpet of snow outside.

It was a bright, frosty morning.
Every face was as bright as the morn-

LIREF.

guh, as usual, was in oxuberant
ﬁi::irim Some fellows might have been
shirty when their ﬂmgmﬁaa song of the
holly was mistaken for bawling for the
same—but not so Bob! _

Perched rather precariously on top
of tho steps, with both hands full of
holly, Bob restarted after the interval:

“Then heigh-ho, sing heigh-ho
Unto the %ruen holly !
Then heigh-ho, the holly!
This life is so jolly I

Bok's friends know now that he was
ginging—as ho had teld them! Bo that
was sll right

flcrum the sunny doorway a shadow
fell.
figure. A pair of spectacles gleame
in. : '

“I say, vou fellows |

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jomset Bam
Singh spun round, to stare at that un-
oxpecte recting—and Bob, turning
his head also, nearly fell off the steps.
He righted: himself in time, the steps
wobbling wildly.

“Bunter!"” yealled Bob.

“The estoemed and  ludicrous
Bunter !

“What the thump—-~"

“I—I—I'va just looked in!” said
Bunter hastily. * SBomething rather im-
portant to tell you, Wharton, old
chap.” :

“Look out again!"  suggested
EHarry:

“But I haven't told you——>"

“MNever mind that. Tell somebody
elza I

“Dh, really, Wharton—"

“ Good-bye | :

The Iamous Five resumed decora-
tions.

Billy Bunter blinked at them. Then

;?'ca,-.l’vu got it here—sticking - it -

It wes the shadow of & plump

he rolled in.  He gave Bob, on the
steps, rather an uneasy blink.

“Look here, if iﬂu fall over, don’t
fall on mo|” squeaked Bunter. *“You
lock as if you're going over any minute,
I don’t want you to come down wallop
on my head, you know!” - :

“Just like youl” agreod Bob., “If
vou wera a good-natured chap, you'd
like IEE"W to fall on something soft."

Billy Bunter stood with his back to
the blazing log-fire in the  hall, and
blinked at the Famous Five—with &
special uneasy cye on ‘Bob. -

“I say, Wharton, any -mince pies
shout #*

“Not till lunch,” .

“Well, I don’t mind if I stay tg
lunch.” ¥

“I do!* -

“ Beast | I-mean, look here, old fellow,
I've run across to tell you something
rather special. 'Tain't cvery fellow
who ‘would téar himself away from =
throng. of guests on your account!™
said Bunter “warmly. “We've tﬁqt-
rather a érowd at Bunter Court this
Christmas—pretty distinguished people,
too! We're expecting one of the
princes——"

“Then for goodness’ sake don't risk
missing him! Good-bye!”

“0Oh, all right!” said Bunter. "If
vou want a dangerous villain knocking
vou on the head, all right! I won't say
anything! I came over specially to
warn you! Now I won't!”

Five surprised stares were fixed on
Billy Bunter at that!  Four juniors
stood and stared a4t him. Bob balanced
himself on top of the steps and stared
down at him. Bunter had succeeded mn
astonishing the natives.

“That villain Soames—" went on
Bunter. .

“Boames!” repeated the Iamous
Five, with one voice. :

“Yes, Boames!” said Bunter. *“He
fut after me last night—caught me as

was posting a letter. By the way,
did you get my lotter, Wharton?" .

“Yes; you can take it away with you
if ‘you 'l: | - It's there, on tho hali
table.”

“Haven't vou read iti"

 How ﬂ:uli I, when I haven't opened
it?’

“PBeast 1"

*Ha, ha, ha "

“I've a jolly good mind not to warn
on about Soames now!” roared
unter.. :

 Btick tt:!rll.hﬁtii 1" assonted Wharton,

“You silly chump, you're going to
have him after youl” howled Bunter.
“He's after that cigarette-case—"

“Oh, my hat! - Ho won't get any
cigarette-cases from me!” said Harry
laughing. **I'm not'a rorty dog, londed
with cigareties—" s

“T1 mean that silver caseg, you fat-
head! He thinks itl]u’m got it!" ox-
plained Bunter. “He's fearfully keen
to get hold of it, as I told you. It
must be awfully wvaluable, Ec?u know.
Ile wouldn't believe me when 1 told
him it was lost, 20 I told him ¥'d sent 1t
to vou for a Christmas present—"

113 “’hﬂ-' E-‘t ?!J

“1 had to tell him something, to ﬁﬂt
shut of him! I thought that rather
neat ! said Bunter. “ You sce, think-
ing you've got it, he will let me alone
a.her”fhis. and get after you, instead.

of

“Oh erumbs!™ :
. “But I wasm't going i{o let von
down,” said Bunter generonsly, *1
thought I'd better give you the ttf). I
came over for that entirely—not think-

(Continued on page-28.)
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SCENXE: The Widow Wibley's cotlage,
(8 washing socks, with ¢ morese expression and a bar of
soap. Her son, FAT JACK, s eafing a Christmas pie and

WIDOW WIBLEY

cexpecting a postal order from a tiiled relolive. It is

Christmas Dey.

THE Wipow;: Guzsle, guzzle ] Gnaw and nuzzle |
Where you put it is a puzzle] -
It’s really time you wore a muzzle |

Oh, really, widow ! Be a sport!
This pie was sent from Fat-Jack Conrt |
I haven't been to Coker Castle,

Or pinched the Baron Coker's parcel |
He didn’t rave and tear his hair,
Besides, you know, I wasn’t therel

THE WIDOW wrings her socks and then her handa,
THE Winow: Alas, alack | It’s past a joke!l
I’'m husted to the wide, and broke !
My meagre earnings have been spent,
I cannot pay the baron's rent.
And now you have to make him wild
By pinching pies, you bloated child 1
Fo Gh

Far JacK:

ristinas Day festivities
or mea, alas—— But who are these?

BOBBY and BLACKY, lwo BROKER'S MEN, dance in,
singing:

A Merry Christmas, miesus |
A Merry Christmas, barrel !

For we're the ** Waits,” and this is
Our lLittle Christmas carol :

We wait here for a pittance
Of two pun’ twelve and ten!

Wa wait for a remittance,
And will not go till then,
For we'ro—the—broker's—men !

Boepy : Halle, hallo, hallo ] Good-day !
Well, hera we are, and here we stay!
BLACET : "The stayfuloess will be terrific

Unless the money is prolific !

Tue Winow: This is a trick of Baron Coker’s,
{wailing) He's been and gorn and sent the brokers !

Far Jack:; Oh, really, I will pay the rent,
And sce the back of these two warders;
I'm sure my titled uncle’s sent
My long-expected postal orders !

Tee Wipow: Take Clara out, you fat disgrace,
And zell her in the market-place;
Bring back the dough on s eedy ,].EES,.
And if you stop at Uncle Clegg's
I'll flog and ﬂa{t you—~that's & tip |
And now 1'll take my daily kip !

THE WIDOW drops on e sofa and off to dﬁ-% while FAT
JACK leads out CLARA THE COW.

Far JawcE:  Come on, you beastly, horny brute,
Or else I'll help you with my boot |
Tae Cow : Leggo, and give a cow a chance |

I want to do a farewell danee,

CLARA does a slow dance as FARMER FISH looks in.
FaruMer Fism: Bay, bo, you wanna sell that cow ¥
Sure, I'm your antelope—and how |

Bogey: Hallo, old fat man, here’s a bidder !
He'll give you money for the widder!
Far Jac: I say, you fellows, he's so mean

He wouldn’t give a chap a bean !

Fapuen Fizn: I kinder guess you're wron es, sir !
Why, leck, I gotta bean right hyer!
And is this bean the gooda? Why, gee,
It's sure the caterpillar’s knee |
Just plant this bean and try your luck,
.‘.?ou’lli sute have beanstalks full of tuck !

i Wibley’s latest was &
i the mock Panto 3

¢ performed in the
g Rag on the night &

® & thinks [t's great, §
Y &% Good job someone 3
# thinks so.

: EDITOR, =

FAT JACK: T =ay, old follow, it's & deal !
s It's ages since I had a meal !
Tue Cow: Good ‘evings! \Have I really seen
(dazed) That fat ass sell me for a beanf

Fanuer Fism: I'll tell the world he's sold you, and
ou're for Clucago, to be canned |

He leads CLARA away fo the ecanneéry as “the WIDOW
wakes. BOBBY and BEACKY dance round hér, singing:
He's sold the cow, he's zold the cow,

.And, lumme, won't there be a row?

He's sold her for a measly bean,
And, lumme, won't there be a scene?

- THE WIDOW starts and looks fiercely at FAT JACK.
The Wipow: You've only got & bean for Clara?

Far JACK Oh, really! Nothing could be fairer!

THE Wipow: A bean! A mouldy scarlet runner!
(sereeching) Give it to me, you twenty-tonner !
She flinga the bean ouf.of the window.
And you’ll go after it, you chump !
Just let 'me find a cricket stump,
I'll give vou heans | ' I'll slaughter youl
Oh, here it is| '

Far JACE: Ow-wow | Yarogoohl"

(wildly)
Tre Winow : That dancing cow was worth no end
(whacking) Of money to a circus;
And now she’s gone, I'll have to spend
My Christmas in the work'us !
To sell her for a bean! My hat |
Take that and that and that and that |

Boeey {pﬂfﬂﬁﬂ?‘ out of the window):

Ere, 'old "ard, 'ow 'uge and ’igh
That beanstalk's growing on the sly!
Oh erimes ! The growfulness is weird,
The top’s completely disappeared |

FAT JACK dashes to the beanstalk and climbs it rapidly.
Far Jacx: Yarcop! I'll climb up past the stars
To dodge that ericket stump of ma's!

Tre Winow: Come back! I haven't done !
(wrathfully) I'd hardly just begun |

BLACEY : The climbfulness is going strong,
He'll reach the moonfulness ¢'er long !
His rotund figure's growing dim—
Some bean, to stnndg the weight of Lim/t

FINAL CHORUS.

Farewell, O fat one, thou art gone,

Whao knows what star to light upon?

But this we hope with might and main,

That thou wilt not come back again |

ACT II is better still. FAT JACK gets into GIAN'T
BOLS0'S castle and sees a goose which the giant has bought
for his Christmas dinner, The giant sces him seize it, and
throws him into a dungeon until he has written a million
lines of Virgil. But FAT JACK throws his voice and makes
the gooze order the giant to let him out or he’ll never lay
ancther golden agg'. Qur herc then spafles the goose and
legs it, pursued by the giant, who offers a term's pocket-
money to anyone who will stop him,’ :

A III.—Thsa cottage again. FAT JACK comes down
the beanstalk head-first, and the WIDOW at once gets bus
with the ericket stump. But suddenly the goose lays a clute
of eggs, and the WEDDW immediately pockets them and
forgives everyone all round. When the GIANT BOLSO
arrives, BOERY and BLACKY knock him stone cold and
sell him to a c¢ireus for enough to pay the rent. Just when
they're all going to settle down to a happy Christmas, Fat

c{’h postal order arrives, and they all gm of astonishment,
to slow music [rom the orchestra.
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ing anything about the hols, you know.
Simply to warn you of your di_mqer, old
fellow—wholly out of friendship.”

“You blithering, blethering, blather-
ing owl!"” gasped Harry Jﬂ’hﬁr!cnn.
2 ou fancy I'm going to believe
that guarnm is wasting his time hunt-
ing for a silly cigarette-case, when he
could buy one like it for thirty bob?"

“He seems to want that one
specially,” said Bunter, *There must
Le something very special about that
cigarette-case, for him to want 1t so
much. I think it must be worth a lot
of money, somehow. May be more
valuable than it looks—an antique, or
something, I—I mean, I—1 know it's
an antique. It's been in our family
since the time of the Plantagenets——"'

“Ha, ha, ha 1" shrieked the Famous
Tive. i

“Blegsed if I see anyvthing to cackle
at| Look here—" ]

“ Anybody ever heard of the jelly old
Plantagenets smoking cigarettes—before
tohacco was heard of in England i”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“I—I mean the Tudors—that is to
say, the Btuarts!” said Bunter
hastily. “The fact is, it dates from
James the—the Fourth—"

“Oh erikey [

“Or Charles the Third—I forget
which,” said Bunter. "That Greek in-
scription in it is really an ancient motto
of the Bunter family. See?”

“The seefulness is not terrific.”

“Tt must be awfully valuable, and I
jollv well wish I etill had it,” said

unter. “Now Soames thinks you've
gat it, Wharton—"

¥ Gammon 1"

“"He's after it—"

“Rats!"

“ And he will be after you——"

i Rinq: off " )

“Don't vyou believe me?" reoared
Dunter.

“Believe you! Oh, my hat! Not
quite ' '

“He got me,” said Bunter, “and he
will get you now 1 If you feel nerveus,
old chap, T shouldn't mind ﬁfnyini a
day or two and looking after you a bit,
I hardly like leaving a swarm of dis-

tinguished guests, but, dash .it all,
fricndship comes firstl  What about
it ¥

s Nﬂthiﬂl}‘ i

'"Beast [’

“Now you've told your funny story,
pood-bye, old fat man! Remember me
to the prince—when vou see him——""

“And take a bit of holly with wvou,
old fat bean!” said Bob Cherry. *“Here
it qal”

Whizt

“Yooop!” roared Bunter, as &
section of holly landed an his fat little
nose. “Owl Wow! Beast! Yarcooh ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter gave the playful Bob
a ferocions glare through his big spec-
tacles. Then he clutched up a cushion
from & chair.

Whiz |

"Ehl“t oo

“Great paip 1™

Crash ! F

Bob's position, on top of the steps.
was none too safe.  That cushion did
it! It mizsed Bob by about & yard—
but it hit the steps | The steps wobbled
and went over. 3o did Bob Cherry |

The steps erashed! Bob  Cherrey
erashed 1 o rolled on the floor—and
the holly |

The holly was rather sharp to roll
on! Bob Cherry roared-—and mared,
and roared again, as ho rolled over the
holly, and then sat up on it! Ie sat
wn it for shout the mllionth part of &
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second, and then bounded to his feet
like & jack-in-a-box | :

“Dwil Ohl Wow ! Yaroop! Whoop 1"
roarad e

He geermed damaged.

“He, he, he!” purgled Bunter. "1
say, you fellows—he, he, hel: HEHJ:
keep off, you beast—  Oh erikey !’

Bunter mado one wild bound for the
doorway as the infuriated Bob rushed at
him. & bounded like a kangaroo.

He shot out.of the doorway like a &E
from an orange. After him shot

erry.

"Hi. ha, hal” came a roar from the
doorway, where four fellows gathered to
watch. :

Bunter was going down the snowy
drive on his highest gear; and after
him went Hob, gathering snow as he
careered, and whizzing snowb

Bnowball after snowball squashed on

Bunter az he Howl Wild ucaks
floated back. Billy Bunter and Bob
Cherry disappes down the drive,

both going strong, leaving the Co. howl-
g with merriment in the doorway.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFTER.
Doggo !

6 B EASTS1®  murmured  Billy

Bunter.

His face, and his big spec-

tacles, were glued to a pane of

aza.

The “heasts” to whom he referred
were within the room. If was Harry
Wharton's *den,” and the five fellows
there seemed to be very merry and
bright—quite & contrast to the fat Owl
outside !

Billy Bunter was rather in the posi-.

tion, at that moment, of & fat Peri at
the gate of Paradizo | . '

Thero was a balecony outside that
French window, approached by steps
from the fnrdan and shadowed by 'a tall
tree. Billy Bunter knew his way about
Wharton ﬂ'odgﬁ-—nnd_them he waa!l In
the room, the Famous Five were play-
mﬁ darts. The December evening had
fallen, and outside all was dark, and
snowy, and fearm_]lg cold. Within, all
was warm and bright. .

There was a blazing fire, there was a
dish of fruit on a table, there were
roomy armchairs.  Billy Bunter's oyes,
through tho frosty glass, lingered on
them longingly. a window was s
little ajar, and ho could hear, as well
as see—though the Famous Five,
within, had not the faintest or romotest
idea tﬁat. Bunter was there.

Bob Cherry, cheery as he looked,
every now and then gave a wriggle—
reminiscent, no doubt, of the holly!
That was & slight comfort to Bunter!
And, really, he needed some comfort !

Buntcr was rather in_a bad box!
That morning he had—with somo diffi-
culty—extracted his fare to Wimford
from Mr. Bunter. He had not been
able to take & return ticket—neither had
he expected to need one !

A fellow who travelled in wild and
snowy weather to give a friendly warn-
ing to a ;ﬁl might naturally have
expected to be asked to stay the night,
at least! Bunter had banked on a
night—which he relied on his skill in
gsuch matters to extend io another, and
imi:-ther, right up to the end of the
1ols !

But alas for Bunter! 8o far from
staying the night he had not even
stayed the dayl He had departed in
hot haste, smothered with snow, and
only too happy to get away.

With tho return half of a ticket in his

ocket, no doubt the fat Owl would have

caded for home, sweet home. With-
cout the same, Bunter was landed! He

had no rooted objection to bilking the
railway, if it came to that; but that
was & risky and desperate resourco, and
far from -& reliable onel Hence the
gmmnm of the fat Owl] on that enowy

alcony |
His friendly wumi“i to Harry
Wharton had brought him nothing!

Wharton did not ieve that ‘Boames
was ofter the cigarette-case; did not

- believe that the fat Owl was telling the

truth, or getting within yards of it.
That warning, in fact, might- easily, if
genuine, have been given by telephone,
o it was fairly obvious that that was
not the only reason why Bunter had
arrived in person !

8till, there was Bunter—and he could
not walk home! S0 Bunier was going
to stay the night ! :

But, in the circumstancos, his stay
was going to be, so to speak, private—
very private indeedi

Knowing his way in by that door
on the back balcony, it was really eas

door was .not even fastened,
Only at the moment thers was a lion
in the path—five lions, in fack. Whar-
ton's “den " being occupied, Bunter
had to wait till it was unoccupied. It
was rather amusing to watch: Bob
Cherry still. wriggling from the holly,
but it did not encourage Bunter to
venture within reach of his boot.

“That fat ass!” He heard Bob's
voice,

“3till feeling the holly, old bean?”

“Ow! ¥Yes! I wish that podgy
baerel hada't rolled ‘off so fast! Dd
have liked to boot him all the way
back to the station!”

“May turn u ain " grinnoed
Nugent. “Ehmnl?ln’ﬁe. ﬁurpr'?snd to
gse him roll in to-morrow, then you
can _boot him." -

“Won't I justl’’ said Bab,

“Beast "’ hizzed Bunter.

A bell rang below, and the game of
dartsa was left unfinished. BAVING
dart board and darts, the Famous Five
trooped out, Wharton shutting off the
light as he went.

Which was a great relief to William
(feorge Bunter.

'He pushed open the french window,
step softly in, and pushed it shut
again.

He did not venture to turn on the
light again, but the leaping blaze of
the log-fire gave him plenty of
illumination. For & moment he
listened at the door; the chums of the
Remove were gone, Then he whizzed to
the table, on which lay the dish of
fruits,

Bunter was, of course, hungry., That
was his usual state. Now he was more
so than usual. He stood and gobbled.

Thera were apples, oranges, nuts,
muscatels, and other things. They fol-
lowed one another rapidly on the down-
ward path.

Bunter would have preferred turkey,
followed by Christmas pudding and
mince pies. But it was a case of any
port in a storm, and all was grist that
came to hiz mill., The fat Owl was
happily occupied for & good half-hour.

1en he listened at the door again,
hut there was no sound of returning
footsteps.

He tiptood to tho other door, which
gave admittance to Wharton's bed-
room. IHe blinked into the latter
apartment.

He was in want of a hideoul: but
there was no hiding-place there, unless
he parked himself under the bed.

He shut the communicating door
again, and blinked round the den.
big armchair before the fire
tempted him, But he did not yicld
io that temptation. He was not going
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to be found ithere till it was too late—
much . too late—for him to catch. any
froan.
- It would be safer not to be found
till mormng. A fellow could not be
too careful. Once Wharton had gono
to bed and gone to sleep, it “:ﬂulg'l:_ra
safe to park himself in that big chair
before the fire, Not till then.
Blinking round the den, he made tha
happy discovery of a box of chocolates,
This delayed him for ten minutes or so.
He left the box empty, and resumed
]Jlmkégg. Then he found what he
wanted.

The dartboard was fixed up on a
tall sereen, which stood across a corner.
It was & rather old screen, and it did
not matter if durts, missing the board,
bored into it—and, in fact, a good
many had done so, It was unlikel
that that sereen would be shiftecf
And behind it was ample space for a

THE HEADMASTER :
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Christimas would be o quiet gather-

I have ever known since my school-
days long ago.
o this is the foel that I should be
obliged fo hire the Rogal Albert
Hall or (Mympia in which o enter-
tain, for I ane glad to say that they
smumber many hundreds.

much to spend the festive season in
¢ lovely house surrounded by phea-
sants, partridges, grizrly bears, and
other ferocious creatures. Although
I am wotf, I trust, o bDioodthirsty
mran, I should spread havoe and
dismay through their ronks, and
they would fall before my gun like
chaff before the reaper. In the
cvenings I should wish to haove o
little chat of flve or sie hours with
iy host before retiring to my well-
carned yvest. Such g Christmas, I
venture o say, teonld be unpre-
Wd- { Or even unparalleled.—
Mr. QUELCH @ My ideal Christ-
mas would be spent with my type-

wriler and my ** History of (rey-

friars ' in a secluded spot where
Bunters cense from froubling and
the weary are al rest.
GOSLING, THE PORTER, says
this Rhere ¢ ** Which muy ideal Chrisd-
mas would be at a first-class hotel
atl the seaxide; where ¥ could drink
my Christmas dinner in comnfort
and look out of the window to see
all young rips in the country being
marched off the pier and drowned.'?
FISHER T. FISH: I guess my
ideal Christmas would be possed in
the State of Towa—sure!

fat Owl to cram himself inte the
COINeLr,

" Btill there was no sound of anyone
coming up.  After supper, in fact
they were doing charades in the hall
downstaira. naware of that, and
dreading discovery, Bunter was anxious
to get safely parked,

He gave a last searching blink round,
failed to find anythin ?urther of an
edible nature, annexed a cushion for
comfort, and squeezed into the corner
behind the screen.

There he sat on the cushion, warm
cnough and comfortable enough, and
prepared to wait till the fellows had

gone bed.
Sitting there, leaning back in the
angle of the walls, the fat Owl was

rather disposed to nod off to sleep. But
he resisted it manfully., According to
what fellows =aid. at Greyfrars,

Bunter snmored in the dormitory.
Bunter did not really believe so. a
had never heard himself snore, at any

rate. Still, he was not going to run
r1aks.
It was about an hour IJlater -that

Bunter, half-dozing, was thankful that
he had not gone to sleep. He heard
a sound. in- the room, and started, and
listened with. all his fat ears.

One of the fellows, he concluded,
had come up to look- for something,
though it wae odd that he did not turn

hght, Apparently he was look-
in%rdun ‘by the flare of the firelight.
ho it was Bunter could not seo,
parked behind the screen, and he was
very careful to make no movement and
no sound. :

He grinned as he listened.

Whoever it was, the beast did not
know that he was theére, or dream of

hold had  set
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Wharton was left alone. Bunier heard
“him lock the french window.
The, light was shut off again. The

communicating door opened and closed.
Harry. Wharton had gone to bed, and
Bunter, at.long last, was safe.

He had only to wait till the house-
d down for the night,
and then he would be free to crawl
out of his hiding-place, heap logs on
the fire, and park i.ms:e’li in & comfort-
able chair. e wailted.

All was silent and still, save for the
wail of the winter wind round the old
chimneys of Wharton Lodge.

Billy. Bunter stirred at last.

With great caution he- crept out
from behind the screen, crept across
to the fire, which was burning very
low, and stacked logs on it immed:-

ately plunging the reom inte deep
darkness. g
Then he packed himself in the deep

My ideal
ing at twhich teere all the friends ¥
The only drawback

Mr. PROUT : I should lhke very

My Perfect
Christmas

suspectimg it

Greylriars Celebritlies Give
Their Own Ideas ol An
Ideal Christmas.

LORD MAULEVERER : I guess
-mny ideal Christmas would be passed
in o State of Coma—snore [

HARRY WHARTON: I could
gpend g perfect Christmas anychere
as long as it was move than 10,000
miles aweay from Bunter.

SQUIFF: A hot day, a cold
furkey, and a wreal good evichet
moatech. That's Chrizstmaos in
Awustralia.

RBILLY BUNTER : You couldn'i
have a perfechier Crigsmnus than we
have at Bunler Court. s the poet
puts it :

And kings and princes you kan meect
In twos and threes on every seal,
Indulging in a race fo eat

Their various provishuns !

Awl my titled vellatives are there,
showering postel-orders on their
Joverile neveew. For dinner, wiltch
lasts from 8 a.m. to midnight, we
have a duzzen turkeys, fen geese,
euveey of chickens, a jflock
phessanis and o herd of grice—

weilch ix the plooral of Y grouse.’.

Then for meat we have o Borce's

his presents.

ﬂ i
of

Heoad and o noxr roasted hole, in
addishunr to a hunch of vennizon——-
{The rest of this menu ewill be pub-
lished in seven ativactively bownd
volumes at £5 each. Order yours
o —Fd. )

HAROLD SEKINNER: Me jJor
Monte Carlo. After winning a
Fortune af the tables; I should go
home with a fat cigar and play
hanleer and nap for £5 points. A
man conld have a really fine Chivist-
mas at Monte., (But suppose «
v LOST a Jortune at the tables
instead of winning one P—Ed.)

WILLIAM WIBLEY : The ideal
way to spend Christmas is to por-
Jorm a panformime for your guesis.
You can lcave gussling and gorging
fo prigs like Bunter. Greasc-paints
ad wigs are the things 1o give jou
a Merry Christimnas.

BOR COERRY : Ilave six howrs
sleep; rise at seven, take a six-ile
walk and ¢ seven-course diner——
and gouw'll necer be al sixes and
SCUEHS.

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE : A
Jellmp needs o long vac. at Christ-
mas to recover frown the shock of
If a fellow's aunls
mive him purple sochs and lilac
waisicoals, o fellowo I8 naluwraliy
in .a stale of nervous exhaustion
until they've been burned, and even
then o fellow dreams about them at
nights. My ideal Christmas is for
a fellow to be alloteed to choose
his own Christmas presenls—
what ¥

TOM DUTTON'S only reply fo

‘our question was ; ** Hear, hear ! *?

We wish he would,

i
;
;

He heard the communicating door

open.  Whoever it was, had passed

into the adjoining bed-room. In a

feww minutes he returned, and Bunter

heard him agsin, ' Then the sounds of

movement suddenly ceased. . ;
Whoever it was, was gone.

Billy Bunter, happy to be undis-
covered, dozed again. He was in dan-

r of slipping into slumber, when in-
allibly his snore would have betrayed
him, when there was a bang of an
opening door, a tramp of feet, and a
buzz of voices. - e -

Bunter suppressed his breathing as
the light was switched on. The beasts
had come up to bed.

For two or.three minutes they re-
mained chatting in Wharton’s den;

then four fellows went out, good-nights
were ‘=aid, and the door closed. Harry

armchair, and seitled down with a
happy grunt of comfort. His little
round eyes had closed behind his big,
round spectacles, and he was about to
slide oftf into happy slumber, when a
sudden sound magu him start hke a
scared rabbit.

. It was the sound of the lock at the

French window snapping open,
THE NRINETEENTH GHAPTER.
In The Dark Night !
ARRY WHARTON woke—sud-
denly. ;
He woke, but he fancied that
he must be still dreaming. For
he woke with & hand jammed over his
mouth, stifling any ory- that he might
have uttered, another hand gripping
his peck, and pimmng him down.
Tae Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1.600.
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o lay utteriy amazed—too amazced
cven to be scared—but, realising that
it was no dream, that someono.in the
dark was pinning him, and holdiug
him silent.

“Quiet!" said a soft, smooth .voice,
"A sound or a struggle, and I shall
uze harsh measures, Master Wharton,"

It still zeemed like a dream—or,
rather, a nightmare. For it was the
sinooth, sleek voice of James Soames
that was Dreathing the words 1n Iis
ear.

Wharton could not speak;: he could
not cry out. He was so utterly startled
that it was not easy for him to collect
his senses. He lay with his heart
pounding, staring up into the darkness.
Only a Black shadow in the dark
showed. that o figure bent over the
bed.

“FProbably you know whoe I am,”
went on the simeoth veice. ' No doubt
vou know what I want, I have taken
care that you did not erv out when I
awakened “yvou, Master Wharton; but
now I shall let you speak. Only I
warn yvou that I have a leaden pipe
in my hand, and =t that first attempt
to give the alarm, your .skull wall
crack like an egg-shell.” :

The grasp was taken from the Groy-
friars junior’s neck, snd from his
mouth. Heo was frec to cry out, but
he did not. Ho knew quite well that
the threat was not an empty one,
that the wvnseen weapon was ready to
erash, Only too well, of old, he knew
of what Scames was capable,

“You may sit up.”

Wharton dizzily sat up in bed.

There was & sudden gleam of light—
a Hash-lamp turned on by the man
beside the bed. Leaving it on, Scames
placed it on the bedside table, where
it shone on Wharton's pale, startled
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face, and on his own, and cast & dim
glimmer over the whole .room, :

*Boames!” breathed Harry, as his
eves rested on the -cool, ecalm,
cut, smooth-skinned face of K the one-
time nanservant, - tho one-fime sea-
lawyer. .

“ Preeisely, Master Wharton !

There was something strange, almost
terrible, in the sleck, polite tones of
the man who held in his hand the
leaden gas-pipe, which he would have
crashed down on a defenceless head
without the slightest compunction, had
it suited his purpose to do so.

Harry Wharton looked at him—more
amazed than alarmed. s

He could sea that the communicating
door into his sitting-room was open—
that was the way ames hsd come.
From that it was easy to g5 that
he had entered by the french window
on the balcony=—easy of mccess by the
steps from the garden. A lock was
not likely to stop .him, e

How he had come, Harry did not
need telling, but why he had come was
a mystery, That chance meeting, o
week sgo, at Pepg, had been gquite
unexpected, and Harry certainly had
nover expected to 1ee Scames again,
neither had he dreamed that Soames
could have any motivé for seeing him.

Soames looked down at him quietly,
but grimly; and @ & motion with his
right hand that held the lead pipe.
Then he sat by the bedside facing t
junior sitting up in bed. i

“¥You seom surprised to see me!” he
romarked. h

#1 think you must be mad to come
here,” said Harry. “What do you
want ! The police did not find you at
Pegg last week—but they will be look-
ing for you again, when this is re-.
ported—"

“They will not find me easily 1"
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clear-

gmiled  Soames. 1 am not alarmed!
neither shall I interrupt your slumbers
long, Master Wharton—I am sorry to
interrupt. - them at -sll—but necessity
knows no law. fancy you know well
enough why I am here, and I warn you
not to try to deceive me—I would not
willingly harm you, not being by
nature a man of violence: but your life

will be in r if you play the fool.”

b | hav&nm fngyiustpidiu why you
are here,” answered %iurr;r. “What do
you mean " de -

“Thenn I will enlighten you gaicl
Soames, with a bitter sneer. . I am
hera for the -silver cigarette:caso thas

(L]

Bunter sent you ]:cIE post yesterday.'

Wharton jumped. _

“The—the—the silver cigarette-case !
he stuttered. :

“Exactly! Hand it over, and I shall
be gone! It i1s of little use to you,
Master Wharton—I trust thn_tw, at your
age, you do not smoke!” said Soames
ironically, *“But it has certain associa-
tions for me—it belonged to a comrade
from- whom I have been parted, and
for which reason I value it considerably
—give it to me, and let me go 1™

“Then that fat idiot was telling the
truth I"" exclaimed Harry blankly. *'We

‘never believeds—"

~ "Our young friond Bunter does not
deal largely in the truth—but if he told

-you I wanted that cigarette-case, he was,

or once; giving. you the facts,” said
Soames. It 15 all that remains to
remind me of a comrade, as I have said

—and I want it."

“If it is yours, and if I had it, I
would hand it over at ones;” answored
Harry. *But as I haven't—"

Soames’ eyes narrowed.

“Take cara " he said. _

“¥You may threaten me as much as
vou like, as you have the upper hand,
yvou scoundrel,” said Harry quietly,
“But if Bunter told you that he sent it
to me, he was pulling your leg. He
offered it to me at school, and I refused
it. I have not secn it since.'

“I have warned you to take care!l”
said SBoames. “I saw Bunter dropping
something into the post—he said that 1t
was the silver cigarctte-case, -sont vou
for a Christmas present——""

“1 certainly nover received it,-if it
“_B'_Lu
: Soames’ eves, pleaming, scarched his
acae,

Harry Wharton's lip eurled con-
temptuously, He conld sce that S8camecs
did not believe him. .

“You received it, if Bunter sent if,"
said Soames guietly, " and he said that
he had; and ? have little doubt that, as
he’ said, he was Eiad to be shut of it.
But if you're tellng the truth, Bunter
still has it."” .

“I don't know whether ho has or
not |- I: know nothing about 1t !™

“Then must question Bil.mtnr'!
Where iz hat” B :
“Eh?* At home, I suppoese. Do you

think>hé lives hera?”
Hoames’ eyes glittered.

1 have warned you not to play the

fool 1" he breathed. *I found out thas

this' was your room, Master Wharton,

by -exploring it some time ago, esrlier

in the weplnrulllchll{' finding a french

window ajar on the baleony. Having
fourid your room, I did not risk making
further investigations; so am un-

acquainted ‘with the quarters of your
guests. Where is Bunter!™

“1 tell you he iz not here!” snapped
Harry. . *“He. called this morning, and
went, and I haven't seen him since.”

“¥ou deny that he is in this house?"

“Certainly I do " :

“That is encugh, Master Wharton |
I am sorry to seo that you have nok

(Continued on page 32)



Grand Cbhristmas Humber

HAVE two zets of Instruetions for Alling
my page. The first i from the Remove
fellows. They want me, In thelr name, to

wizhh yoe all A RIGHT MERRY CHRISTWAS
AXD A HAPPY NEW YEAR., Wall, that's
opo job folibed |

The other rommand is from:
the Editor. ** 1 want you,' ho
writes, " to give us a lew easy
conjuring tricka for the Christ-
mo3 porty. XNothing that needs
n ot of npparatus or practice,
Uan yon pass on o fow of your
litkle tricks § "

Well, Mr. Bd,, I'll - do my
hest, but a3 o matter of fact,
nearly all my tricks need a
deal of hard practice, T conld
give you o book full of real
vopjuring  tricks, i you msd
ey reslers had the time to
rr:‘:-:'.l.iﬁsn:} them, but as that's
tpess,, here nre o few that
nfed B hard work, Though cven biefe the
tricks will go hetter iF you praclise them a
Irit Tenforeliud,

o

L4 TFM r = T
THOUGHT READING

Nobhing in g Christmas party s sooevstorlons
aml bullling a3 a gl thought-reading frlck.
My Lavoarite is this., [ dish out an cuvelope
and a picse ol paper to cach goest. 1 tlen
ask eaeh of them to write the nanie Al o
tonns o the paper, to put Ehe papers in the
{-n'v.'-.-lr:|}w5, atl =thek then dowie=—oael | owill
read the names they have wrltfen, withous
apening the envelopes. I do this by taking
wp one of the envelopes, pultlnﬁ it to my
tocehead, concentrating hard, nd thien =pelling
ot & name, thus—""B-R-1-5-T-{}-f.. This
envelope containg the town Briztol. YWho
wrobe Bristol 1" The writer has to zdmis
Fligb 1 am right, whereupon [ open  the
vnvelope, conlitm the fack, omd  deop it
earelossly on thee tuble while I pitek wp sustlbor
U,

Now for the wav iz worked., T aknown o
th rest of the party, one of the felliows is my
confoderate, though all he haz to do §s to
wrlte an agreed town on hls paper——zav,
Xorwich, When I colleet the envelopez aml
take them away to read, T keep s envelope
to be opened LAST. I pick up ouy other
ervelope ad atart by gpelllng ont the nama
NeO=R-W-I-0-H: My confedernte pgrees that

he wrote . I then carclessly open the
envelope as though to confinn the faet, bab
really to see what nmne ia inside i, It may

Le Leeds, perbaps, 5o I seize the next envelopo
anal spell out LeB-E-D-3. When the fellow
who wrote Lecds has owoed up, 1 open the
eivelope to spot the next town-—uand co on,
Tast of all, I pick up the Noerwich envelope,
but give it the name of the town L have just
pead in the one befope. .

I give you my wond that if you Jdo this
trivk cleverly it is alniemt impossible to puess
vour method—unless your confederate gives
it away, In which ease kick bip—TDand !

A PAPER PUZZLE

e o ghiaple pozele. Cut o hiola the zize
of a sixpence o o sheet of paper and ask your
chum iF he con paza & penny thvengh i,
without tearing the paper. 1t ¢an be done
by Tolding the paper across the wididle of the
hole, Jdropping the penny between the Yolds,
and then gendly pulling the holé Wider apart
without tearing it (See diagram.)

™ % T
CHEMICAL FUN
You have o fug of clear water and fwo
empty glasses, Yo pounr some of the waber
into the Brst giass, and it imacdiately bogonics

OLIVER KIPPS (Conjurer)

a
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Study Na. 5 Remaove.

-

wine ! Yon le[‘ the wine into the second
glass and ib changes back Lo water !

This is done with a queer chemfeal called
Phenopthalein, which we wse In the Grevfriars
Chemany Labh, for testing ncids, (I ahall eall
It P in loture, to save space.)
Yon ean buy some at  the
chemist’s for a few pence, but
remaember to get 1B in liguid
form, mnot powder. P, fa quitc
harmless, but the chemist will
mix it lo aleohal or aoine other
spirit, g0 don't geb it near o Nre,

The weird thing abont 1F s
that it clianges to red when it
eonies in contact with ordipary
washing sedn awl  disappears
agalin iF ik conbaets with vinegar,
Your jll%_ of clear water has o
teaspoonind of 18, in K. One of
your glasses hins been rinsed in
n slrung solutiom of =oda ad
swater, which makes the water
Fioem inte eesd ™ wine,™  The ofher glnzz Ling
been ringed in vinegar, which changes the
wine haclk to w:}tm'.

You ean play other tricks with P, Tob o
little in a havky aud give It Lo 8 guest In
wipee g nose, A JEEle Laker, givoe Teiow souitet ler
hanky wlhiely iz damp with soba-wabee —anid
Iz bako will cub-Gosling Gosling's,

Sprinkle some P oon vour Jdoor-hamdles, anid
then put 2ome <ola iy the water when voar
puestds wode fhele hamda,  Their ands will
et sherped In bee-lud | §t's very gpond staft
lor practios] fokos |

Saltpetre (or Nitrate of Potash) 18 nlso poad
fum.  Get threcpeppyworth amd mix 8 in
strong sofnbion with warm water,  This makes
thé famoua * fire ink.” You can now write
messages or Jdraw Jibtle pictures on blank
cheets ol thin zoft paper, nking care that all
the lincs tonch another line semewhers, and
making a pencll mark where the message or
picture starts. XNow put the glowing end of
# match on this peneil mark and the spark
Wil traviel alomg the invisiblo lines and Larn
out the message or picture as it goes. A
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slarpened stump of wood is a good thing with
which to draw the pletures in the solution, as

ou want your lines at least sn eighth of an
nch wide,

CANE and STRING

We know all about the cane at Greviriare,
g0 here's a trieck with two short plecex of
hollow bamhboo eane. Bore a hole through
fach piece near the top. Fasten a pleco of
gtring hetween the canez by threading e
mﬁllgl‘l the inside holea, pulling it out of the
top of each cane, knotting it, and letting the
knota slip back inslde. Now thread n longer
picee of string through the outside hole of onn
}:I:‘L‘E of canc, take it down one eane and up
nside the other, Lirlng it aut of the farther

hole, and tie o =mall rog to each end of the
string.

Now show the trick Uy pulling the rings,
with the ecancas held together. Ib appears
as thongh the atring gocs stralght through,
Open the cones slightlv, cut the etring, put
them together agnin, and pull one of the rings.
The other humr»r'l}utr:]ar reaponds,  showing

that the string la still whele, although yon
have cot b, A very mystilving little trick,
The diagram will make it elear,

this.

MATCH TRICK.

Hall opahr 2 full boss &F tratehes amld ooy
that all the heads are ob the aine end,  Close
e Lox, opendit again, gid one of the inatches
bios climgod ponmnd | *

= Easy," vonr guests may say. " You had
a nmatelh weldgel oot of sight Lotween the
fuvbcde oof £l Dox pied the oliding tear.™ .

"L, Y aava you, and yon shut the hox,
open 18 again=—nivl  hall-p-dozen  mnatehoes
have cliangol rownd,

The seeret 2 You have previonsly pmﬁmrml
that box of watches by breaking a number of
mateher in halves. At one end of the trow
yvour put all the heads, and at the other end
nxture of heads and half-a-dozen ™ tails.'™
By only half-opening the box . you conceal
the breaks i the mntcheticks, and when son
want to sliow the half-dozen turned malches
you siwmply open the box at the other end.

And that's all T have room for, Mr. Editor.
I vou will send me hall-a-crown I vanish it
and prodoee s dozen doughnuote, which will
also vomlsh-one by one, This tviek would
Lafle anyone.

OLIVER KIPPS

Kipps of theeRemove haz won great fane
as & schoalboy conjurer. . Coming from a
familfF long connocted with the highest art of
canjuring, he could " do trieks almast before
Iy’ el walk, © His «kill in sleight of hand
cimbles him fo play smusing jokes on other
:}?ni 4.« Apart from his prowess at conjuring,
-in&"-l_s eldomt - in the limelight.: He is a
natured Ind, but iz not brilliant
either In class or on tha g fleld, His
Ivome i8 in the West Knd of London.  Bunter
Iz often & vietim of Kipps' sense of humonr ;
nnéxpected postakorders have been found in
Hunter's pockets, tn the great astonizhment
of Buuter himself, At the Remove Concert
on Breaking-Up Night, Lil?pa can be relisd
on-for. a ngwc? turn—pulling balloons and
rabhits “ 4 %ﬂ]ﬂ'ﬂﬁ-ll from Mawly's topper,
amid lond -applanss,  He shares a study with
Dick Hilary, with-whom he i3 very friendly,

(Cartoon by H. SHIHHI,ER y. i
Tue Miexer LisraRt.—No. 1,603,

cheerful,
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learned to tell the truth, among the

other valuable insiructions you have no

doulit received at Greyfriars Bchool !

I know that Buuter is

hmu secn h':m-—--—'
“Not gince this morning.'

I eaw lum at mghtfa'l] in the
fl ounds while I,was watching the house
rom  cover 1V  said Soames coolly.
“From the dircction he was taking, 1
belicve be.was eoming to the french
window on the baleony here—no douht
a_wny by which you and wvor friends
are accustomed to como and g

i 3 o] imd Harry? * You must have
fanecied——"

“That will do! Buonter is in the
house, andsvou have denied it! "That
shows me exhetly how much your word
i$ worth?® ‘zaitl Soamea bitterly., *You
have lird to me about Bunter—add I

wra, because

have, therefere, ro doubt that you have | o
You

led to mme about the silver case,
will now produce it—at oneo I
"“¥ou fool .and scoundree] "
Harvry, his eyes pleaming.
1t=and 1f I had %
yoli—"

Hoames rose from the chair, His right
hand  went up—his left grasped the
Greyfriavs juntor h;"'tlm shoulder, His
eved hiarne

S silver c&s-e. " he said, between
hlar teeth,. "1 give you one minuto,
Havpy-Whartgn'l? If that case is not in
my. handz in'sixty seconds, 1 will crack
vour skull ke an egg-shell 1™

eaid

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bunter On The Spot!

ILLY BUNTER ]iardlj breathed.
Through the ° open - doorway
between  tho two rooms, every

terrified Owl,

~word rqm:fmd tho fat ears of the

.Buuter had not stirred since he heard

the window lock BnaAp open. I‘111 hiad
mn:trlled decp inthe avmehair, in the
devk; aa a shadowy. figure pusz{rd atid
1.".1::11: silently into "harton's bed-roam.
1§ o supposed, in his terror, that‘. if was a
’t.'-u'rgla.r--l.ﬂli "he heard the sleek, smoocth
voira from the adjbining room—then he
Keew | :

- His fat heart almost died within him,

Whila"the law-voiced talk went on in.

he did not sbir—

the adjomin
But at Boames' last

terror chaine

TOOIm,
him.

m:rfd;, and tha deadly threat in his
voice, Bunfer tried to pull himself
together. -

His fat knees almost failed him az he
lifted " hinself from the armchair. He
gave one blink through the open door-
way—and shudderad at what he saw, in
the light of the flashlamp on the bedside
table—Harry Wharten, in the grasp o
the despovate erook, the lead-pipe lifted
over his head

To hurl a cushion—a hastock—knock
the brute oVéEr, and give Wharton a

chance—that flashed into his fat brain,
Then he remembered -the dart board
on the scroen, the box of darts beside it
: Billy Bunter, seldoin. moved
or actcd promptly I

npv) 110 grgpad.

quickly,
But he du:l both
av ¢ tha durt baard

“I- haven't '
woulld Nt give 7t 1o had ati instant’s vision of a fat face and

and grabbed up darts. Anotlier moment

and F{m was I:rIm!:.mg in*at the doorway

again. - .
Enam-:!a Voice camo to his cars.

The fidagnet—Eyery Saturday,

BMAZING presenec uf William Gmrgc-
Bunter! Heally, 11 was surprising |
wnter seémed tos have popped up sud-
denly from mowhere like a Christmas

“Your fate is_in, :,n:mr own hands, gimsL

Master “"hnrtnn 1
seconds-
. Yun scoundrel 1" amr'! Harrey huskily.
iftcen seconds——"'
Billy: Bunter's fat right. hand '-mnt up !
Buntoer wns noa shot, with davtz or any-

Twenty . moro !

‘thing else !+ But o broad back, ‘at a short -

disfanco, was a farget that even Billy
Bunter could not miss!

Whiz 1.

He flung three darts at once! They
whizzed at ves, and all three struck
him,, sudden]y and sharply.!

There was a sudden, startled, ngl.'rmsr'd
howl from Scames, taken utpeely by

surprize, by that 511{?:1!:!1 shower of daris "

15 linek 1 . "
Ha spun round, stumbled ngalnst the
r:halr. and sml'ﬂhled over. -
Hurﬁ Whnlt:}n. m utter nrrmfr-me.nh

a large paic of speetacles at the d:::um By
~—t 1en it vanished |

: But Wharton whs quick on the uptake
—even, a3 . Bdéames © stwubled | over,
howling with paim, he leaped from the
bed "and struck, and the sca- ]:w. ver
ralled on the Nosr,

“"Hel I say, you fcllows!” Billy
Bunter ?md rushed out into the Cm’l“ldﬂf
\\hem he was velling on hiz top  note.
“1 say—help! Wake up! Help!”

Soames sprawled and shrieke I

Harry Wharton bounded to the door..

Qoames, for the moment, was haors do
combat, and l'u:r did nut wait for him to
seramble up!

. He tore out of the room, and there
was a frightened howl as he -:ra.ﬂlmd
inte a velling ﬁgm‘e in the pnssagoe.

“Yarooh ! Help! Keep off | T say—

-3._nmm:rp i

“Bunter, 'u:m ass " gasped Wharlon,

roped. for. the passage light, and
aw Lttﬁ'l lt on ‘Wake up, yon
fellows——"" '
- “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
“What the thump—"
“ Aoames—in - my . room [V shoutod.

Hurrj.* “ Get Wold of su1uet'!:|ng--rﬂhurs
er_anything—quick 1"

The juniors were quick. But Soames
was qgiicker. When (hey ruslied into
the room, Soames was gone. The fronch
window on the balcony “was wide open
—the snow outside trampled—and in

the datkness e eve conld “see tho
- breathless  figura  that fled in  the
December. night.
. . - i &
# UNTER P
B " That fat ass.
_S"The absurd .and idictie
‘Bunter !

The Famous Five gazed at Willinm
George Dunter,  Colonel Wharton, in
fowing dressing-gown, gazed at him.
Wells, the butler, gazed at him! The
Owl of the Remoye was the cynesure ol

all e]s

onel Wharton heard with astonish-
ment  what had happened | Cin his
nephew's room. Buit "he , scemed  still
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* What=—how—why——" said the old
“"How—how did Bunter get
here, Harey '

“ Goodness knows !” answered Harry.

"HBonmes thought he was in the house—
e said he had =cen him—but—anyhow,
e jolly well saved me Erom gelting my
nut cracked! If he hadnt chucked
those darts at Boames——

“I jolly well did!” smd Bunter.

" You -rl:-:l " agreed: Harry., ™ Then—
thon ¥l neter went im‘mp after DBob
saw vou off this morning o

"Hdw could I, when [ hadn't my
return fare ™ demanded Bunter. !
“You fat ass, I'd have lent you your

EF

]

“Well, I'm not a cliap "to borrow
INonev—"

“"Eh?T

" Besides, T wasn't keon to go home,
really ——" s

‘Ha, ha, ha!".

“"Blossed i1f 1. mr- an'-'.'ll'ung o _cackle
at ! "Tain’t every fellow w hu would ‘sit
up all night to wateh aver a pall™ said

unter warmly. “Watchin over
Wl:nrmn th—lll..r-—'Illm a brother, ¥ou
know ! wasn't just’ keeping out of
sight till the last train had gone, and
wasn't going to sleep in that arm-
{'hﬂll' aither—1" was—was n:l:tmg up nnﬂ
ng wateh—"

‘he boy Ecems to have afiml with
same pretanch of mind ! saiil Calonel
Vhartan, stgring &t ﬂua- fat. Ol

“As for thinking Iﬂ'ﬂ.t Wharton might
ask .me in . the morning to stay over
Christmas, of course. I ncver thought
~anvthing of the kind!” . explamed
Buumr

”Gm:u:l gad 1" saild the colonel.

“Ha, bLa, hal!" roared the Famous
1 l L
i Ehl'l. i ]1{- did ask mc}, after wlmt
I've-dong for - him I shouldn't refuse,”
added Bunter. ﬁmng such an old pal,
L should Jthink it ,up, to me 1o ncw_-ptl
Did you '1 ak, Wharton "

‘Wartoh Iupp;huﬂ -

“It's a ;m 1 he saudi " Stick 1"

“ Well, that's not. a very pnilv way of

utting, -it—still, T dop’t oxpect muck
rom you," in the. way.of manncrs, old
chap ! [ shall have.to turn dewn rather
n 1::11:- of pressing invitations if I stay
here~but dash it all, friendship first "
said BBunler nobly. % Rely on me, old
|:~Im:|'4 —TI'll stay over Christmas.. In fact,

T'll stay right I:-"hng* wp -to the end of
the hols! "hore 1™

“Oht™ -

“It's a promise ! said Bunter,

And Bally Bunt&r, not ‘always a fellow
of his word, t that promise to the
very Jetter! The fat Owl was safely
landed al Irﬂt aml there was going to
be, after all, a Merry Christmas |

, THE EXD.

(A topping Christwar Number, what

Guesaed you'd like 1! Now Inok out

for: “THE MYSTERY "OF WHAR-
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Methods

Blundell of the Fifth waa coritioal of the modern
Christmas, when he stood on the Behool House stops,

waiting for the hired car that was
te take him home for the holidays.
" Christmas and high-speed trans-
port! Pah! The two don't go to-
gother | "' ha said contemptocualy, as
a crowd of cheering fags drove off in

“GIVE ME THE GOOD E

OLD DAYS!”

Blundell Bewails Modern

Very mMert

s

hay Every Pleasure l@f H

.--1;.‘-

GREYFRIAI

v—

s
3

=
————

s

p Christmas e Pours——EDdIitor,

RALD

e

a roomy Daimler. * No gquestion
about it, you men—all this rush and
tear have killed the
irit of the old-time
Christmas ! '
" You'd prefer the

olden days, eh?¥"
migpeated a *f Grey-
friars Herald ! re-
porter, who waa
standing near.
Blundell smiled
expansively,
“"Every time!l
Compars this scene

with the sort of thing
you'd have seen here
a hundred years ago,
and there's not much

doubt abhout which
you'd prefer.
“Cara about — everybody

dashin

hat up—tha t.m.aﬂ of petrol all over the
place—all these things are right out of
placa at Christmas ! But everything
fitted in with it & hundred years ago.

tor and

ds Christmas at home, he ja talk-
After leaving Temple, I asked ten

No. 323. EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON. December 17th, 1938.

" Then, you would have seen a don‘ for another day. Waell, that “ Five minutes late ¥ What tho 3 - - W e - Can you survive the shock, chums,
carriage or two—perhaps a pony |didn't matter, either. The next day dickens——" } | i£ 1 tell you that in my opinion Temple's
chaise. Luggage would be going| would be just as B _ " E suppose they got your message “MERRY CHRISTMAS. # idea of Christmas is all ? 1 Gare
glowly down to the village on a farm| “ I should think the uncertainty of | all right at the . what ? ' ssy you can 80 I'll go one
wagon. A lei y group of fellows|it must bave been rather trying,”| * Of course theydid!" said Blundell Pm'ﬂ { | stats that when he says nobody ever
would be car%ing their bags dnn th“r;: remarked the " Greyfriars Hun]lﬁ " | angrily. : 2 i . k| spen :
shoulders, as meandersd down " e ave i roak-down, JIF " ;

e i glmﬂd'l emiled. what ;ﬁ aeked our syporter, ing out of the back of his neck !

the gatea to wait for the
coach.

“If thoey had an hour or two to
wait—what of it ¥  Time didn't matter
then. Perhapa the conch was stuck in
a anowdrift somewhers and wouldn't be

etage-

" That's exactly where you're .
kid. They d.il:lnﬂ t thi ﬁl
eut and dried like we do now. It was
L‘I}l‘b that same uncertainty that made
ife such & glorious adventure | What
fun it mnst have been, i down
from the coach to help to dig it out of a
m;dri.ﬁi ine the thrill of being

up waymen! What a
hrktuun{n home at about three in
the moming, when the coach was due

in at six the previous ! How
i mn

they must have enj
ive me the good

hundred years ago |
old days!"

Bland, who was going with Blundell,
looked st his watch just then and
started §

“My hat 1 That car is & time
coming, ian't it, Blundell ! It's five
minutes overdue already!™

Blundell dropped the good old days |

and frowned.

WELL DONE,
GREYFRIARS!

“A Very Successful
Half-Season!"

Says Vernon-Smith, ouar
Live-Wire Reporter.

T e T T R R

The last footer game of the term
has now been played, and as I write
these uotes, Greyfriars is busy packing
up for the Christmas hols. I think the
best thing I can do, under the circum-
etances, is to give a brief reviow of the
sporting events of the term now ending,

First for the results of the last week.
Three matches only were played, and
they have left the position in
to the championship table very much
fE It was,

Greylriare visiled Claremont on
Wedneeday, and the fact that the score
wag 4—mnil in our faveour will indicate
to you that we had little difficulty in
beating our opponents,

Truth to tell, we found them a very
moderete team, and we could probably
have douhled the score had wo set
about it in earnest. But the Christmas
spiril. was in the air, and once we had
made sure of our win, the game
degenerated into something akin to a
light-hearted rag.

Clarcmont, a very sporting crowd,
took their defeat with great cheerful-

neas, and altogether it was a very
pleasant afternoon.

8t. Jim's fulfilled expoctations by
winning on the 8t. Jude's ground.
score was 4—2, and I hear that they
bad a harder task than we, the two
winning goals being scored only in the
last ten minutes.

In the last of the three games,
Abbotaford, th"jﬂf. their upward
trend, beat heli 2—mil, and
thereby promoted themselves to the
mixth place on the list. As they have
played two games more than their
nearest rivals, however, they will have
& hard j-nh to retain their ition next
w.mﬂm I give them full credit for

ir achievement in obtaining 7 points
out of four games, after loming a
soquence of seven matches. Form is
decidedly o fickle factor in footer |

Looking back on our record this
term, I think we can congratulate our.
selves on a very succeasful half-ssason.
It's a disappeointment to find 8t. Jim's
at the top of the table after we had
held the place so long. They are,
however, only ono point ahead of us,
and we remain the only unbeaton team,.
Furthermore, we have the better goal
AVETAge.

Ona uul;_i-}m: circumstance is that
two out of our three dropped points
were lost in home matches, Beglgrﬂi
and Higheliffe both holding us to a
draw on Little Bide. On the other
hand, we beat the leaders by three clear
goals at Bt. Jim's. If we t that
score when we entertain Bt. Jim'a
next term, we shall surely be pgood
enough to take their place at the top
of the table and stay thers |

The record score out of all the games

The | whole' ssason—tho

e

layed was our 8—nil win against
Abbotaford. 1 shall be surpemed if
thia dpesn't remain a record for the
is & wide margin woen the goal
averages of the top and the bottom
teama,

In Form matches, aa in inter-school
!I;]liiﬂ, we have done exceptionally
well.

The First Eleven also have done
very woll this term, their only la:

their defeat on Big Bide by Bt.
Juda's, ,

There has been littls olse in the way

inutdmr Irt.hfuidmfmhr.lndiha

item ing for special mention is
Rogm'.ng‘a fine win in the B-mile cross-
country run. This was & big scors
for the Remove.

And so, friends, we ring down the
cartain on a rattling good term’'s
in which we more than held our own.

I shall continue to pass on to you
such sporting news as comes my wa
during the wveac. Meanwhils, f wlﬁ
conclude with the season's merry
greotings to you all |

CHAMFPIONSHIP TABLE.
Goals
P.W.D.1.F. A.Pls.

1.LBT.JIM'S ... 1090125 9 18
2. GREYFRIARBIOT 3 0 30 6 17
3. BAGEHOT .. 1061 3 18 12 13
4 ROOEWOOD 9513161211
§. HIGHCLIFFE 11 4 3 4 20 19 11
6. ABBOTSFORDI13 17 13 25 7
1.1&H1ﬂﬂﬂ MBE 92261320 6
8. REDCLYFFE 9P 214 9018 &
0. BT.JUDE'S 102171124 &
10. CLAREMONT 9 1367 22 &

h I admit there

Blundell's jow mmpped. His eyes

gleamod.
“I'll jolly soon tund out
on the

wo had s train to ditch !

phona to then at onoa !
minutea late, eh ! ‘Be all the same if
I'll tell the
blighters what I think of them."

I'l get
Fﬁa

Fourth if he was

Harry Wharton Calling

When I asked Temple of the Upper

at home, & look o

Beven of

ding Christmas
sheer horror ap-

Greyfriara men, ch
¢ | where they were

osen ot random,
Christmas.
em wers going home for the

great festival ; the other three were
going to the homes of friends.

I suppoee I'm old-fashioned. I like
sitting round a big fire with my own

“ But, Blundell [" interjected our od on his classic face. :
reporter. " Didn't fou Sy whon 0 | et e peped. - Spead o 'n;ﬁulmr;' Pring. 17 ihe o
were talking of the old-fashioned | Christmas at bome ¥ Great gad! I|oupestion of making whoopee, I can do
Christmas how niee it was not to have :huuldhw;:anutl" b i il i an mmlnta';nnintha
all that rosh and-e"' * What's wrong with home, then ! "' | yue  But for : itself, give

But Blundell had vanished into the | I asked m_r.wnn‘t:ly. “ Got burst pipee | me home every time—or, &t the very
House like s tornado. or somathing ! least, the home of one of my chums !

For reasons whise we are unable to Asa " sna Temple. " If you| And now. befors I fnish. lot me
fathom, the delightful lack of pune- | had any idea wishs il resders of the “ ﬂ'«'ﬂ?ﬁ“ﬂ

]m ]
Wharton, you'd k:ﬂ'l" -'n]i::?‘ &ﬂfqﬁ

Heorald " a very merry Christmas,

HARRY WHARTON.

tuality so charscteristio of the good
old c)l; # had sddonly E:l!-l-l-l!(f to | NOBODY EVER 8P CHRIBT-
attract him. MAS AT HOME NOWADAYS|™
d F AGTE L 4 hear the blud- " some more grub has been
curdling wailing | aneaked in the nite. A meer
A GHOST HAUNTS § o somio ‘oo | nihing, of sorse, to
bodied spirit or | of our fabulous ‘wealih.
BUHTER COURT' the sinnister | Justacupple of cold chickens
. klanking of|a Christmas pooding and
chains ! & duozzen mince pies. A
Deer readers, | ™eer bagatells, as you mite
DeclaresBi I can tell you |S8¥- But it's misterious."
claresBillyBunter § I S I 1 % Vonire ik gk
L R AR T M T such intelligent | have answered, t-m.F my
antissipations are | brows thoughtfully, * You
I suppose it only | not far wide of the mark. know, thinﬁi;ng it over, I
natcheral that thess ghould It is potly true that a | shouldn't be at all ser.

be & ghost at Hun!i. Court.
The f:u. mﬁmh of
the Bunter s eggs-
actly the place where you
;i::k t tﬂnfl'm:'l sOme
t irit o past.
As yaunprmdn' through
those  grato halle and
galleries and broad corridors,
where countless jenserations
of Bunters stare sombrely
down eon you from their
magnifficent gilt frames on
the walls, you can’t help
saying to yourself: * Here,
if anywhere, s te jdeal
place whers a spotk could
cut his ghostly capme | "
As you stroll past the
suita of armour whch war.
like Bunters of khygone
days wore at the Ewtle of
ey
yemith, you t
it wuldn‘tfgamh {16 loast
parprizing i tame to
life .mcf d:nl.«i stalking
acroes the floor befire you !
When silence falls on the
areas of the stew-
pendous manson, you in-
stinotively prick 'p your
earg—Ifea gure “ou will

ghost hawnta the hallowed
precinkts of Bunter Court |

I am not going to
tell to wyou that I
have actually seen
this ghostly wisitor.
I haven't. But I
have indisputable
evidence that e

B‘m out of

number, Wintring-
ham, our imposing
butler, has complain-
ed of weerd, unac-
countable happeni
in the dud?gf mFtE;
Doora open and
shut, Furniture
moves lbnu}‘;“ Boft
specktral tate
are heard pi.ddirl:;
about the richly
carpeted floors.
Most misterious of all,
tuck has been known to

dlisa r from the wast,
ma£¢]?::'l pantry !
"ilﬂmiﬁl'ﬂif pater, in

ot

confidential moments, has

mentionsd the matter to me.
* Billy,” he has said, in

his deep, aristocrattick voice,

i if it's the Ghost of
ter Court, After all, I

suppose o ghost needs grub

like anyone else, duzzent

he * ™

h“H:.-' hat 1" the pater
an  eggeclaimed, with =a
sudden gleem in his dﬁ&ﬁv
set eyes. " I never thoug
of that | =

I ecan recall several con-

versations on thess linea
between the pator and me—
conversations that made me
evenchally take the mo-
mentous step ]:Ea'rhinh I
hopad to eolve mistery,

I went down to the pantry
myself in the dead of the
nite—hoaping to catch our
epecktral W: at his tuck-

hafﬁmm ud e
ili with terror
at the meer idea of such a
weerd, melancolly vigil. But
a Bunter fears no foe,
whather in ira ArTour

or spockiral I want
downstairs to the pantry

and waited.

I bave done so on many
occasions since that time,
Have I ever seen the
ghost ! Deer readers, I
cannot tell a lie. I mever
have. But I am absclutely
ceftain the ghost has been
there, all the samo ; and if
imil-.‘l"ﬂﬂl- my reason, here
t i

EVERY TIME I HAVE
WATCHED OUT FOR
THAT GHOST, LARGE
QUANTITIES OF TUCK
HAVE DISAYPEARED
FROM THE PANTRY |

I consider that this proves
my case entirely. thout
a single shaddow of doubt,
a ghost—a ghost with a big
appetite, 400 [—hawnta the
ancient interior of Bunter
Court |

There may be a flaw in

my it, somewhere,
But I'm dashed if I can
see one |

: ETIQUETTE FOR BOYS

CHRISTMAS PARTIES!
By

I feel I ghall be deing you
you & few hinta on how to

AT

Barbara Redfern

a good tumif T give

e X :?th“ & Christmas
party. For, really, out being unkind
most of you don't seem to have the fog-

glest notion.

at the beginning, when
you arrive at party, the first thing to
do is say how.do-you-do o your hosgte
This is not so as it sounds,

ﬂd&xgﬁpﬁw way E'vu seen you do il

Some of you shuffie up sheepishly,
mumble some inaudible remark, and;
rush off at onee to join your pals; others
shake hands as though they're working
& pump handle, beam and grin all over
their faces, and stand by for at least
half-an-hour, _sapposedly funny
remarks to impress all hearers
that they are the life and soul of the

party !

Tg;right ing to do is to shake hands,
modestly, but '?‘, inquire of your
hosts’ health and say it was nfee of t
to invite you, then retire and mingle
with the tm.

Having joi the throng, don't im-
mediately omsemble a little crowd of
eronies and talk footer and school ﬂ;«n
for the rest of the evening. You'll hel
E-ll_!:‘.rmlgnm by m.hm% new friends an

on matters o interest.

l]]:; uu:}:ﬁ‘ our hﬁm about
ita being chi to enjoy part
and pleass don't think that igl up 1o
you to treat them with lordly indiffer-
anee or - o8 of boredom.
You'd a.'llugl:f stufl like & hot brick
lfhn{mm what an ass it makes you

!

Don't for gooduness’' sake ireat girls
with lofty di , as though v
wers & race of inferior beings. We are
already n.wmthﬂ.ynummng::mﬂ
braver and brainier than we are ; but we
begin to have our doubts about it when
you greet our fesble conversational
efforts with remarks like : ** Oh, rot "
When su is served, don't make a
wolfish for the eats—even though
you do feel hungry! Do a little play-
acting and pretend thst you're more
concerned for your girl friend's appotite
thl.n‘inur own. Bhe'll like you for it—
and the tuck will probably taste bgiter
if you wait for it, mEly 1
ing etiquetto o8 your gpecial
attention. You ﬁhﬂ ] e that
you'ra Fred and Jack Buchanan
into one. But even if you mre. it
creates & pleasant effect if you say:
;;kﬂmnrl FHEEE““ when you land
ike & ton weight on your ner's
dainty toes ! % pos

And here's a very important point :
whatever you do, dnn't-l?wpm up u.]:;:nny
book of jokea and riddles before the
ﬂ:‘tj' and insist on onloading the lot of

m on your unoffending ow-guesta,
Remember that humour arises naturally
out of spirite ; they'll get a lot
more laughter out of the evening, if you're
ju?mrﬂg:ant pull leg too much

¥ % my m
over these hints if you happen to be
invited to my particular Christmas
party. Thnﬁ'm probably not meant for
ﬂn" personally, anyway ; but if the cap
ta, well, I can nn]!',-
-

recomménd you
to wear it as gracefully as possible |




