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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Slippery !
e OME on, Bunter ®

bawled Bob
Uhr:Irry.
v say, YOou
fellows: }’_’ y
“"Come 0o
fatty [
"I say! Scen
Mauly #*
: "™oever mind
. Maulv. Cowme on

and slide 1" called Harvy Wharton.
Billy Bunter sniffed.

sliding did not eppeal to Bunter. It
was & form of exertion, and exertion
was oot 1n his hine.

Bestdes, he had more important
matters to think of.

It was only a couple of days now

before bresking vp for the Christrnas
holidays, and Punter's arrangements for
the holidays wero not yet made.

That was not Bunter's fanlt. It was
Lord Mauleverer's faunlt. Bunter had
long been willing to fix it up defintely.

There had been o fall of snow, and
the old quad of Greyiriars School
ghimmercd white in the Decomber sun-
shing. In a secluded corner, between
the old elms and the school wall, some
of the Remove had made o =hide.

Harry Wharton & Co. were enjoying
themselves, with a dozen other Bemaove
fellows, They spun merrily along the
elide, one after avother, and tramped
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hack through the snow lo start again.
The Famous TFive shouted to Bunter
cheerily to join up. Bunter kept care-
fully away trom the slippery spot.

“I zay, you fellows, Mauly came this
way. I say, hold on a minute. I want
to specak to Mauly rather particularly.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

About =zix feet from DBunter Lord
Mauleverer was standing, leaning against
an elm, with his hands in the pockets
of his overcont, watching the other
fellows sliding.  Billy Bunter did not
see him for the mement, He hlinked
anylously at the chums of the Remove.

“1 say, you fcllows, therce's nothing to
cackle at,” he said peevishly, 1 want
to sce old Mauly very spemially. I hear
that he's leaving a day early, aznd we
haven't fixed up about Christmas yet.”

“Ha, ha, ha I

Lord Mauleverer, grinning, detached
himself from the elin and backed round
it.

Evidently he was not 20 anxious to fix
np about Christmas as William George
Bunter was.

For doys and days his lordship had
been dodging Bunter.

He was a kind-hearted soul, and hated
saving “No" to anybody —even to
Bunter. Besides, Billy Bunter was not
tho fellow to-take “ No ™ for an answer,

“I say, you fellows——"'

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five.

It struck them as comic to sce Mauly
cscaping, just abead of Bunter. A few

5 -
"‘-::t
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moments more and Mauly would have

been gone.

Then Bunter blinked round.

“0Oh, there you are, Mauly, old
chap " he exclaimed. "1 say, whera

are you going? 1 say, I'll walk back
to the House with you, old fellow. I've
been looking for ven, you know.”

“Oh denr 1 groaned his locdship.

“Caught ! chuckled DBob Cherry.

“The catehfulness is terrific I’ chortled
Hurree Jamset Ham Sipgh.

“Hsa, ha, hal*

“0Oh, really, you fellows, I wish yon
wouldo’t butt in when 1'm talking to
a pal. I =ay, Mauly 2

“Follow on, Mauly!” shouted Baob
Cherery, and he went whizzing along the
slide.

Wharton and Nugent, Johnny Bull
and Hurree Singh, whizzed after him.

“I say, Mauly!” A fat hand caught
Lord Mauleverer's arm as he was about
to follow. “I say, held on !

“I'm goin’ to shde.”

“Look hore, you don't want to slide,
Mauly. You jolly well know you don’s
You weren't sliding when I came up,
Now I'm hore——"

“That's why I exclaimed Mauly.
“0h, really, old cha 1
“Let go, old fat bean! T'm goin' to

slide.®

“Hold on, old fellow! I say, I hear
vou're leaving & doy before the school
breaks up——>=2

“Vaae

“The ear’'s coming for you from
Mauleverer Towersg——"
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—HARRY WHARTON & CO. AT MAULEVERER TOWERS !

“Yana"

“You never mentioned it to me,
Mauly,” said Billy Bunter reproach-
fully. " You might have left me behind,
You wouldn't like that, I suppose?”

“Yaas,”

“ Oh, real%y, Mauly! Here, 1 sayl
Hold on! haven’t finished wetl 1
sa% Mauly {" roared Bunter. )

ut if Billy Bunter had not-finished,
Lord Mauleverer had. He jerked his
aIM AWAY, Jum{ad to the slide, and
gtarted. %Ja doubt he hoped to escape
at the other end,

But Billy Bunter was not to be beaten
g0 easily as that. Me did not like
sliding. But circumstsnces alter cases.
As Mauly whizzed out on the shde,
Billy Buoter made up his fat mind on
the spot and whizzed after him.

Bunter was as useful on a slide as
anywhere else, He EM going at quite a

d rate, He whizzed close behind
anleverer. Then one of his feot, for
reasons unknown to Bunter, left the
glide, and he procesded, stork-like, on
.:rnaafeg for & little distange, spluttering,

Then .thers was a bump as he sat on
the slide.

* ¥aroooooh [”

“Ha, ha, ho |2

By that time, however, Bunter had
gathered speed, and he shot onwards,
sitting down, Ha finished on his back,
with his fat little Jegs sawing the air,
amid yells of laughter.

“Ow! ©Ooooghl Yoocoop!” roared
Bunter. “0h crikey! Owl Stop mel
Hold me! Save me!
Rescus! VYarooooh !”

“Ha ha, hal”

Crash! ..

'[th.was quite an exciting

nls
_ Billy_ Bunter crashed
intg Lord Mauleverer,
sent him -spinning in the
snow,  ecrambled  up,
slipped, and rolled over
him, )
“Qoooogogh "' came in
ap agonised gasp from i
his lordship as Billy Bunfer's extensive
weight landed on him.
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Owl {Grooooghl

Cooch 1™ BilI_y

Bunter sat up, on Lord Mauleverer's ‘#

waistcoat, an Euagl{zd for breath and
gouged snow from his erimson, fat faco,
“Ow [ Uogfh! I say, you fellows—
Qoooch | Where's Mauly? Ow |

“Ha, ha, hao!|"” yelled the juniore.
Bunter seemed unaware that he was
gitting on the unfortunate Mauly.

“ Cooooooogh |V came in a suffocated

rgle from Mauleverer. * Ooooooch!

aggimoff | Woooooh 12

“YHa, ha, Ra "

*“PBlessed if I see onything to cackle
at! I say, I've had a bump! Owl
Wow!l T say, where's Maunly 1"

i Hﬂrg. h&, & I}_J
“QOoooogh! Gerroff 1" gasped Lord
Mauleverer. “Oocooh ¥ He strugeled

spasmodieally under Bunter's avoirdu-

i8.

Bunter, having cleared his spectacles
of snow, blinked down at him, ap-
parently surprised.

*“Oh, there you are, old chap! Did
you get in the wa § 1 gay, wait a
minute t1ll I gét my breath |

i Hﬂu hh, hﬂ- Il_.:!

Lord Mauleverer did not wait a
minute, or oven-a second. He made a
terrific effort and rolled the fat Owl

off.
“Oh erikey! I say—— Grooocoogh!”
Lord Mauleverer serambled up breath-
lessly. For once his placid lordship
scemed  excited, He Eé*n-sped Billy
Bunmr:ﬁ? tho back of the collar and
proceeded to rub his face in the snow.

-with

“Theare, 1 silly am1” gasped
Mauleverer. 3ﬁ%Thv.:n?.:fr vou fat chump!
There, you benighted walrus 1"

* ODoooooooach 17

“There, you blithering bander-
ezl G !

" ar-ror-rg ug-gug-gug 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Urrrrregg !’

“There!” gesped Mauleverer, and,
leaving Bunter for dead, as it were, his
lordship walked away.

‘Bunter sat up. He clawed snow from
hig fat features and gasped and gurgled
wildly.

“Grooch! Qoooch! Beast! Rotter!
I won't come home with vou for Christ-
mas noew! Yah! Rotier! Oocoooch!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Roeasts! Give o fellow a hand up!™
:i'all-:zcl Bunter. “ Wharton, you beast,

Harry Wharton, lagghing, kindly
gave the Owl of the Remove a hand
up. Bunter staggered to his feet,
pufing and blowing.

“Ow! T say, old chap—grooogh!—
I'm going to turn down that rotter,
Mauly, now. Ocoocogh! I'll come home
you instead, old bean. 1 say,
Wharton, don't walk away while &
fellow’s talking to you——V

But Wharton was gone, leaving Billy
Bunter to waste his sweetness on the
desert sir.

BT e R e e e e e e s e s

Harry Wharton & Co. celebrate a Moerry
Christmas in an old-time mansion, with an
old-time ghostly legend to make their pulses
thril—and Billy Bunter thrown in info the

bargain

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Nothing Doing |
y HRISTMAS

il

“ Prep 1™
“Oh, reallw,
Toddy ! was
going to  say,
Chrisinas—-""
“Prep!' re
ated Peter
add.
“No prep for

e to-night, Iﬂ.ti-

Poter Todd, in Study No, T in the
Remave, looked up from his books. It
was time for prep; all the Remove were
in their studics. EBilly Bunter, leaning
back comfortebly in the study armchair,
was evidently not thinking of prep. Haq
was blinking at Peter with an expres-
?un of owlisk seriousness on hia fat
B,

“You getting off early, like Mauly t"
asked Petor,

" Yes, old nha-.EI I hope you won't
miss ma, Toddy.

“Not at slll” onswered Toddy
politely. “*If you're doing this to make
me fesl bpﬂkelfl on the last day of term,
much obliged.”

“Beast! 1 say, Toddy, Christmas is
the time for peace and goodwill and
forgivencss and things, 1sn't it?" said
Bunter. “I feel that, you know, Mauly
treated mo rottenly to-day, on tho slide
._unfecﬁnﬁiy, But I'm going to for-
giva him,

Peter Todd chuckled.

head 1™
ghan't be here to-morrow.”

answered Billy Dunter.

“There's nothing to ecackle at,
Toddy,” said Bunter, with dignity. “I
feal that it's up to me, at this time
of the year, you know; and I'm going
to forgive him snd—and go home with
him for tho hols, just the same™

“Does he know?" grinned Toddy.

“1 haven't mentioped it to him yct.
I don't seem to be able to get 4 chance
to speak to him—-2=2

S'Ha, ha, hal"

“I wish you wouldn't eackle when
a chap's speaking, Toddy, 1 hear that
Mauly has asked Wharton and his lot
for Christmas. As they're oll my pals
weo shall make s jolly party—what? I
ﬂmught of putting in a word for you,
Toddy—-"

“ Fathead !

“Only, it would hardly do,” said
Bunter, lE’:m-!iiuﬂ: his head thoughtfully.
“Wo're frionds here, of course, but
you're hardly tho ehap I should care to
take to a place like Mauleverer Towers,
Toddy. You don't mind my mentioning
it? I say, Toddy, wha-s-at are you
going to do with that die, "

“ruess ! said Toddy.

Bunter did not need to guess, as the
dioticnary landed the next moment on
his podgy choat.

Thers was & vell in Stody No. 1.

“"Yow-ow-o0w [ Beast! Wow!"

“Now shut up,' said Toddy, *and
vou'd better do your prep. You'll he
here to-morrow, old fat bean. BMauls’:
acked me, as a favour. to kick iou
across the guad if you
show up anywhers near
his car to-morrow morn-
1n

“Wha-g-at?"? )

“I'va promised to do it
I'm o man of my word.
Neow shat up I”

“Why, you
hm%—" i

1] ry upli

Billy Bunter dried up.
He gave Toddy a glare
that almost cracked his
speetacles and rolled to the door.

“Prep, you ais!” said Peter Todd.
“You'll have Wingate on your treck if
you wander about in prep.”

“Blow Wingata !”

Billyr Bunter rolled out of the study.

He blinked up ond down the Remove
passage. +It was a profect’s duty to
kecp an eyo on the Lower Fourth durimg
prep. But there was no prefect in sight
at the moment. The Owl of the
Remove rolled elong to Lord BMaule-
verer's study.

The docr of that study was half-open,

end Bunter heard the voices of the
inmates as he approached—Lord Maule-

awfui

verer and his relative, Bir Jimmy
¥ivian,
“1 wish you wers coming homa with

ma, Jimmny! But you'll have o good
tima up in Scotland, with D%'t_lv:.'." .

" ¥es, rather, Mau ;! Vhat time
will the car bo here?’

“Boon after brekker in the mornin’."

“Done your packing?”’

“Yans: the trunk’s in the lobby.”

“Mind Bunter doesn't get in the car
with you, Mauly !” chuckled Bir Jimmy
Yivian.

Lord Mauleverer chuckled, too.

*That's all right. I've asked Toddy
to Lkick him if he comes around.™

™ I'll kick him, tool"” said Vivian.

“Beasts ! murmured Bunter.

Ho paused for & moment, to shake
a fat fist at the study. Then he rolled
on to tho opon doorway and blinked in.

“1 sny, Mauly, old chap—"

Lord Mauleverer was stretched ac
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caeo on_his luxurious sofa. He stared
round in dismay at the sight of '.Bu,ntaf‘..
“Ok gad! Ie—is that you, Bunter?

H¥os old chap | said Bunter affeo-
tionataly. “I1 say, sabout to-morrow,
Mauly—"

Groan |

“ Mauly, old fellow—"

Groan !

“Feeling ill, Mauly?” asked Bunter,
i SUrprise.

“Ym"

“What's the matteri?

;'?ﬂu lﬂ

“0Oh, really, Mauly—" .

“Hun a.waL;':: old fat bean,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “What about ﬁﬁp?
You've got your prep to do, you 5
Wingate may spot you out of your
ﬁt-u'd.}"_"

- “Neovor mind Wingate—"

" Quelch may call on you to coustrue
in the morain'—"

“Never mind Qualeh !

“You don't want a lickin’, last day of
term, Buntor! I say, you buzz off snd
do your prep.”t ~

“ Never mind prep [ .

Lord Mauleverer grosned dismally.

“ About the hols—" ssid Bunter.

Groen | -

“] pay, don't be sn ass, old chap!
ssid Bunter. ‘' 'We've got to arrange
something definite, you know, Smithy’s
atked me to go abroad with him; he's

oing on the Continent, with his
3thﬂl"_" ] ’

“Good egg! Close on it, old bean !’

“1 hardly cara to go with the Vernon-
Smiths—hardly my class, you know.
Toddy wants me to go home with him
and——"

“That's right—stiok to Toddy "

“But I've declined. Not quite

gtyle, you know. Temple of tha F&u?k{ :

waa rather keen for me to go with him,
but I told him I waa sticking to my old
pal, Mauly. I thought I'd speak
old chap,
Qualch. I shall have to ask Queleh for
leave to go a day early, you know.
Now— Ow!”

Bunter broke off suddenly as there
was & grip on his fat shoulder from
behind. ‘H?a blinked round at Wingate
of the Bixth, .

“What are vou doing out of your
study I” asked the prefect. _

“Ow! Leggol It's all right, Win-

ate. I haven't any prep to-might, as

'm going & duy early. I'm going homo
with Mauly, in ths morning.”

Wingate looked dubiously at the Owl

of the Remove, Then he looked at Lord
Mauvleverer. - _

“Jz Bunter going with you to-
morrow, Mauleverer I’

“Oh gad! 1 hope not!”

“You woung assl” exclaimed Win-
ate. 1 suppose you know whether
%m::tar is gomng home with you for
the holidays or not.”

“Well, I say he isn't, but Bunter says
he is,” answered Mauleverer plaintively.
“I've got an awiul feeling "that he may
b S ally, Todd

‘Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Y*ve asked Toddy to kick him if he
comes pear the ecar in the morning *
“Look hera, Mauly, you hemt—ﬂ'

Wingate lavghed.

“Come hack to your study, Bunter.”

“T—I say, Wingate—I say—yarcooh !
ronred Bunter, as a finger and thumb
closed like & vice on a fat ear. "1 gay,
1135%:::-! Yow-ow-owooop [

“This way 1" said Wingate genially.

“Yow-ow-ow M

Bunter was led back to Study No. T.
Wingate twirled him into that study.

“Now, if I catch you out of your study
again—=" said.
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to you,
before mentioning it to RAER

_ down, only—on

Teaving the rest to Bunter’s imagina-
tion, the prefect drew the door shut and
departed.

“ Beast I" gasped Bunter. ,

He rolled ncross to the armcheir, and
rat down. Tuddg and Tom Dutton
worked at prep; but the fat Owl did
not join them. He sat with s wrinkle
of deep thought in his brow—thinking.
Billy Bunter had a problem to solve—
and he had to solve it before Lord Maul-
everer departed in his car the following
morning. Bunter had np time for prep.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.

END a
hand,
e i = “Oh dearl
Yyt : Lord Maul-
e1% g DVETEr was slone
in the lohby, after
prep. He was
olosing down the
lid of & large
trunk—s ver
largo trunk. Loxd
was an ouisize 1n
ut extensive as it was it did

i
!

1 i
vy -
| l"il‘.i--:!_!.-'

trunks,
not seem to hold his lordship's many

possesgions comfortably. Mauly was
exerting himself to fasten the lid when
Bunter blinked in.

An offer of help from any other fellow

Next week'’s “ Magnet”

will be on sale
FRIDAY, December 18th.

would have been grateful and comfort-
ing. DBut Mauly did not want to see
Bunter—very much indeed he did not
want to see him,

“I'll sit on it, old chap1” said Bunter,

“Think the trunk will stand it " asked
Lord Mauleverer, rather anxiously.

“0h, really, Mauly—"

Bunter sat on tho frunk.

The trunk stood it—it wae s well-
built trunk. The lid smapped shut.
Bunter’s weight was not to be resisted.

“Got the key, old fellow]!™ asked
Bunter,

“] beliove 1t's somewhere,” answered
Lord Mauleverer. *“But it's all right
—it fastens all right. No need to lock
it. Thanks, old bean! Ta-a!”

“Hold on & minute, old chap! I say,
Mauly, about Christmas—Ilook here, you

rotter, if you walk away while a fellow's
talking to you=— Benst !
Lord Mauleverer faded out of the

picture, leaving Bunter sitting cn the
trunk,

“ Beask | roared Punter.

There was a faint chuckls from tha
distanco as Lord Mauleverer vanished
into space.

Billy Bunter snorted. He sat on the
big trunk and frowned. It began to
look, even to Billy Bunter, as if he
was nob going home with Lord Maul
gverer, nitor all. Bunter had settled
it in his own mind long ago, and he
had counted on Mauly's good nature,
But Mauly seemed to have developed
unecxpected powers of resistance.

* Beast 1™ murmukr-ed Bunter. "After
gll I'ya dono for him, tool Talk about
the thankless tooth of a serpent’s child |
I've & iolly good mind to turn him
I wor't| I wonder—"

u a
ﬂiz I joke §

Billy Bunter was thinking again, Ha
rolled off the big trunk, amf stood blink-
ing at it t.hruu? his big spectacles with
a m:té of naihnu ating blinlk, .&.Efg‘t:-l gril:n’_
spread over his podgy visage. Evident
an idca bad ocourred to the powerful
intellect of the Owl of the Remove,

He measured the big trunk with his
eye, and then measured it with his fac
hands, and gave a nod of satisfaction,

“Big enough—plenty! And they
wouldn’t notice the weight petting it on
the car. It's not as if I was & heavy
chap,” murmured Bunter, “Bit of a
surprise for old Mauly if 1 arrive with
him after all! He, he, ha [”

“Hallo, bhallo, f:na,uu»_i” Bob Cherry
came into the lobby in time "to hear
that fat cachinnation, *Enjoying life,
old fat bean? 'What's the jolly old

LE]
“Ehl Nothing |” said Bunter hastily,

#I—I wasn't thinking of going home
with Mauly without his knowing any-
thing about it, Cherry.”

“Eh " ejaoulated b. “How the
thump could you manage that, Bunter 1*
“1—I ocouldn’t, of I wasn't

course,
¥ thinking of anything of the kind. 8till,

it would be a pleasant surprise for him,
wouldn't it, if I turned up when he got
home "

*“It would be a surprise,” chuckled
Bob. “I don'éd know aobout ihe
pleasant,”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I say, as you
tellows are going to _lum Mauly for
Christmas you'd be glad to find me
there, wouldn't youl™

“What on earth pub that idea into
e el s
ment, ow anybody
be glad to find you anywhere!

£F lS‘tljl.ll =

Billy Bunter rolled away, disdaining
any further remark. He was grinning
when he rolled into Study No. 7 in
the Remove again, Peter Todd was
there, sorting out soms of his posses-
gions to ”

I say, Tuddg can you lend me a
gimlet ¥ asked Buater.

“A—a—s what (" ejaculated Toddy.

“(Zimlet, old chap.™

“What the thump do yon want &
gimlet for{”

*“Well, a fellow would have to breathe,
you know,” snid Bunter. :

“ Breathe {¥ repeated Toddy blankly.

“Yes; a chap doesn't want to be
suffocated,”
*Buffocated ¥ ¥ Ara

lfaupad Toddy,
vou off your silly rockeri”
“QOh, resally, Toddy—"
“You want to borrow & gimlet becauss
on don’t want to be suffocated,” said
eter Todd. “What do you mean, tzrnu
fat chump, if you mean anythingt”
“{h, nothing, old chap,” answered
Bunter, *“I=—I don’t want a gimlet.
Besides, I can get one out of Bob
Cherry's toolchest, sz ho's downstairs,
Not that I want & ¥imlat, vou know—
nothing of the sort.’
And Bunter rolled out of the study
bafore the astonished Peater could ask
any more questions, Pater stared after
him in amazement. He really won-
dered whether the Owl of the Remove
was taking leave of his senses—such as
they wero, ;
Most of the Remove follows gathered
in the Rag aiter Pm'i' But Billy Bunter
did not turn up 1 that apartment.
Bunter, apps.ently, was
whare. : . )
obody, however, was interesied in
Bunter's procecdiogs, and nobody,
probably, gave him a thought.
Anybody who had given him a thought
would hardly have how he was
occupied. Certainly it never cccurred to

busy else-
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Lord Mauleverer that the fat Owl, with
& gimlet from Bob Cherry's toolbox, was
boring a series of holes in the sides
and ends of the big trunk in the lobby.
His lordship was aware that Billy
Bunter was hikely to leave no stone
unturncd to lond nmsclf at Mauvleverer
Towers for Christmas. But Mauly cor-
tainly did not dream of the amazing
scheme that had been worked out in
Bunter’s brilliant intellect,

1t was ncarly bed-timg when the Owl

of the Remove rolled into the Hag, He s2d

looked tired.

Lord Mauleverer, who was reclicing
gracefully in an armchair by the fire,
gave him & rather appreliensive glance,

urite-r mlﬁd T.rar t? him.

“1 spy, Mauly—" )

“Go away, Bunter!” said Lord Maul-
everer plaintively.

“0Oh, really, old chap! I say, I'm
SOTTY 1 shan’t be able to come home with

to-morrow, after all1* said Bunter,
blinking at him.

“{h, good "

“The fact is, they want mc at home,”
gaid Bunter.

il

L =
110

1 . ‘._... i 11';rlil'lii et
:;( " ky, ﬁ' e

your trunk put on the car ! said Dunter
earnestly.

“Eht I shouldn't be likely to forget
my trunk.”

“Well, vou'ra rather a forgetful ass,
vou know ! Just like you to go off with-
out it,” eaid Bunter. “Look here!
You'd better ask ono of the fellows to
remibd you about that trunk.”

“You're awfully good to bother about
luggage, Bunter,” said his
astonished lordship. “You can remind
me in the mormin’, if you like™
“You ass! Ilow could I remind you
when—"
“When what ¥

cheerful group by the fire. Lord Maule-
verer gazed after him in astonishment.
Billy Bunter’'s deep concern for s
luggage was really inexplicable.

“1 eay, you lellowsg—"

“ Hallo, .halle, hallo!” -

“1 say, Mauly wants you to {Emll}i
him about his trunk in the morning, In
case he forgets it,"” said Bunter. “JIt's
awiully important.”

“We'll remind him,” said Wharton.
“Gosling won't let him forget it, either.
Muauly shells out tips in eurrency notes.”

“JI say, you keep an eye on them when
thoy're shifting tﬁat trunk, won't you ™

Bunter was whizzing along at quite & good rate behind Lord Mauleverer when one of bis feet shot up Irom the silde and
sent Mauly fiyving.  ** Yaroovooh ! *' spluttered the fat junior, as he proceeded stork-like on one leg,

“Da they, really?” ejaculated Maul-
everor. ; : :

“We're doing things rather in style
at Bunter Court this Christmas,” ox-
plained the fat Owl. “There'll be & lot
of company—all my titled relations, and
some of the princes will be coming—"

#i Gh gﬂ.d !-"

“ 20, vou see, I could hardly sta%
away,” said Bunter. “Borry, and al
that, but there it 18.” )

Lord Maulceverer gazed at him,

“I'l1l1 sca you off if I can when you
etart in the morning,” added Bunter.
“Put don't be surprised if vou don't
soe mo—he, ho, hel 1f I'm not on the
Bpot don’t wailt to see me before you

“1 won't ¥ agreed Lord Mauleverer.
" And mind you don’t forget to bave

“Oh, nothing!” said Bunter hastily.
“The fact is, I'm poing out after
brekker. You'd beiter ask Wharton, or
somebody, ™

“It'a  all
Mauleverer.

“That's all very well.
foroetful ass, as L said.
left tho trunk behind ¥

“They'd send it on by railway.”

Bunter jumped.

right,” yawned Lord

But you're o
Suppose you

“QOh, my hat! You silly azs! Why,
that would take days—"
“Yans."

“Look herel I'll s;:neak to Wharton
for you, Mauly, if you're too lazy."

“ Don't trouble, old fat man!™

“ No trouble at all, old fellow.”

Billy Bunter rolled away to the
Famous Five, who were standing in &

gaid Bunter anxiously. “ Don't let them
drop it, or anything.”

The FVamous Five all regarded Bunter.

“What do you mean, you fat psal?”
asked Johnny Bull. “ What do you care
whe;her they drop Mauly's trunk or
I!.ﬂh M

":ELE']’L I might get hurt—"

“1 mean, it might damage Mauly's
things,” said Bunter hastily, “You
know what a careless ass Goaling is with
luggage. otter, too! If the:nr&bumped
that trunk down the steps, f'rinstance,
t—""

“ Anything in it to damage, if they
do " asked Frank. Nugent.

“Yes, rather! I—I mean, of—of
couarse not ! Look hare, you fellows! As

Ture Magwer Lisrary.~—No, 1,244,
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ou'ra going to stay with Mauly at
'E!hriutmaa&nf think you might kecep an
eye on his luggage for bim!" suid
Bunter warmly.

“1f you're enxious asbout Mauly's
trunk, you can keep an eye on it your-
gelf, I suppose ™ said DBob.

“ He, he, ha "

“What are you cackling at, you Iat
u&i?”

“Oh, nothing 1

Bunter rolled away,
Famous Five staring,

The Owl of the Remove was zo very
mysterious thut fellows might bavo
guessed something was “on® had Lthey
given Bunter any Umught.. But they
didn't!  DBilly Duntor's unimportanco
was unlimited, and nobody bothered
about Bunter.

Ho was grinning a fat grin when the
Remove went to their dormitory that
night. Whatever his mysterigua
thoughts were, they seemed to afford
Billy Bunter considerable satisfaction.

et et

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
After Lights Out !

HOS'T story 1" said
Bob Uherry.
“Hear, hear!"
“G o 1y
Mauly I*
Lord Mgaule.
verer vawned.
Lighta were aut
in the Remove
dormitory, but
——%7% nobody huad gone
Even Billy Bunter's snoro
was not heard,
Generally, the fat Owl began his nasal
solo a foew moments after his bullat head

leaving the

touched the pillow. On this especial
night, however, Billy Bunter wuas re-
minihing awake,

“Uo it, Mauly ! said ITacry Wharton,
“lledl us the story of the jally old ghost
of Mauleverer Nowers.”

“Oh, yans ! said Mauly, "1 don’t
think I reinemnber it all, but T'H tell you
gll 1 rewmernber, if you hike”

*“1 say, vou [oellows—>

“Bhut up, Duuter [

“Look hera! Don't vou fellows keep
Mauly owake!” egxclaimed Bunter
“Mauly's got a journcy to-morrow——"

“That's all right, old fat bean,” sard
Muuleverer,

“Bhut up, Bunter!”
VOLCER,

“Bhan'tl Better get to sleep,™ said
Bunter. * Maouly won't want te get up
in the morning. if you fellows keep him
awake! Go to sleep, Mauly.”

“¥ou silly ass!” roarced Bob Cherry.

ry up!”

"311, really, Cherry I

“"Chuck & boot at him, somebody !

" Beaat I”

“Go it, Mauly "

“Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer
sleopily. “You know, Mauleverer
Towers is a jolly old place—parts of it
date from ti-ua reign of King
Thingummy oy ' :

“Wa haven't had that king in history
clase,® remarked Skinner.

“I mean, King What's-his-name——"

“"That makes it quite e¢lear! Go
tﬂifl

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Well, in the reign of somebody—I
forget whom—there wes an Esrl of
Muouleverer, who secems to have been
rather a card. Ilis name was—yaw-aw-
aw——

“Is that & family name?"

sald a dozen
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Grealest Sleulh!

OME of the greatest mentalities

in the world have been strangely
warped. Uncanny intelligences
which would have worked wonders
in the march of progress,have been,
for some obscure reason, ranged on
the side of society’s enemies. Their
owners have become super-
criminals ; men who have brought
the practice of crime to a fine art.
Such men are more thandangerous.
But there 1s an even greater genius
for whom they are no match. Cool
and unassuming—yet ahsolutely
ruthless In the pursuit of a crook—
such 1s SEXTON BLAKE, the
world’s greatest detective. You may
read of his amazing sticcesses—
study his unfailing methods—share
his adventures in SEXTON
BLAKE LIBRARY. Four new
complete book-length tales are now
ready—they are listed on the left.

KE Library

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Sorey, dear men, 1 was only vawn-
ing. His mame woes—was soweihin’, [
forget what, Bub he was called the Red
Earl, beecanse—bocuuse—because he was,
yau know !

“Ulonldn’t be o betler reazon,” eaid
Veruonssmith, "1 suy, this s jolly in-
tepestin’, BMauly!  You well o story
widl”

“Yaas, I've told this story a lot of
times, and I suppose practice makes pex-
fect, and all that,” said Lord Maule-
verer placidly. “ Well, this Hed Earl
got into some frouble with King What-
ve-you-call-him——>"

U Not King Thingummy——" nsked
Skinner.

" Zhut up, Skinner I

“1 say, you fellows, if Quelch comes
;'Erl;tllild and hears all this juw going on,
IE e

“Shut up, Bunter !

“I think you fellows ought to go o
sleep. I'vo got o jomrney before me to-
morrow—I mean, Mauly's got a journey
before him—"

“What docs that fat idiot want us to
zo to sleep for 1 asked Squiff. * Haoas he

ot & cake he wants to kecp all to

imself 77

“0Oh, really, Squiffi—"

“If you've got a cake, Dunter, you
jolly  well whaek it out!” roared

olsover major,

“I haven't! I don’t want you {ellows
to go to eleep, you know! Nothing of
the kind, 1'm wpot thinking of going
down [

“What the thump are you going down
for, aftor lights out ¥ execlaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Uh, really, Wharton! I'm not going
down—1I1 said so !

“Bomebody left somo tuck
study 7" nsked Skinner.

“0h, reslly, Skinner—-*

“Hhut wp, Buuter! Go on, Mauly,
old bean !

There was no reply from Lord Maule-

in his

verer, only & sound of gentle breathin
from hia bed. His lordship had fallen
gsleap,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Mauly!* roared
Bob Cherry.

“Buzz a pillow ot him.”

“Ow! Ohl I'm awake, you men!”
gasped Lord Mauleverer. *I1—1 think
I nodded for a moment,”

*Get on with the ghost story, ass ™

“Yons. Where was I1"

“In the reign of King What-do-you-
call-him,” answered Skinner.

“Hs, ha, ha ¥

“Ob, vasa! Well, the Red Earl was
wanted for high treason or something,
and the king sent his—hia thingummies
—1 mean his—hiz—what the thump did
they cuﬂ_ those blokea? It begins with
&

* Policemen 7" aszked Skinner.

“Nunno! It begins with a p—pursui-
vants,” said Mauleverer, with & mental
effort. “That's it! Ilis Royal niba sent
his pursuivants to seize the Red Earl,
and they arrived on Christmas Day,
when the carl was holding high revel ot
the Towers. There was snow and ice
and frost, and so on—all the sessonable
thinﬁa, you know——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tha  what-do-you-call-ems came
tromping through the snow and jeco
und frost and fthings, and arrived at
the mansion,” weit 5o Lord Mauleverer,
“but the ear]l’'s cotef thingummy rushed
imto the hall in th nick of time aid
warned him of lus danger. He drew
his sword, and passed it though the
body of the king's chiel pursuivant=——="=

“Well passed I” said the Bounder.,

{Continued on page B.



PO YOUR BIT AT THE PARTY, BOYS!

A Seasonable Recita-
tion for a Christmas

Concert., By the
GreyfriarsRhymester.

or Amateur

And mark my story well ;
I'il toll of a calamit
. That has no parallel,
It is of Bunter, William George,
The fattest chap on earth,
That I relate” this littles tale—
A story that will turn you pale,
Arnd d=ive away your mirth,

OYEEI Oyeczl Attend to me

The day before the Greyfriars men
BDroke, up for Christmastide,
Billy Bunter's Uncle Ben
Rolled oa to Little Side, )
And when he saw his nephew Bill,
He promptly shook his hanod,
And said: “My boy, why you're not ill
I cannot understand.
Day after day
You stuff away
Enough to feed the town.
You opat tartz at an awiul rate,

And doughouts by the hundredweight
You steadily choke down. .
Thercfore, this year, my Christmas gift

Is not composed of tuck—
You'll get no puddingz or mince-pies,
1# you're -n::g-ecting otherwise,
ou're sadly out of luck.

*Thiz conjurer's compendium
I've bought for you instead;
These magio tricks and sleight of hand
Defy sour friends to understund
And stupefy the Head.
The Young Magician's Cabinet,
As issued out to schoclse—
Two hundred tricks,
FPrice ten-an-six,
Complete with book of rules”™

Now Bunter told the chaps about
Tho gift of Uncle Ben,
Aund said, " You koow
I'll give a show
To-morrow morn, at ten.
The show will take place in the Rog—
Onn shilling each admission,
That iz & nice,
Fair-minded price
To see the young magician.”
Ignoring Harold Skinner’s sneers
I—iu- planned this exhibition ;
(But Skinner had his own idoas
Regarding the position).

- L | L] K

PON the plaiform in
the Hall
The school saw
Bunter stand
And stater “1 pow
will show you all
A little sleight of
hamnd ;
I fancy that, upon
the whaole,
You'll find that I
am able
To make a goldfish in a bowl
Appear upon that table”

He waved his wond with all his inight
And sang a magic chant, o
When promptly there appeared in sight

A monstrous elephant.

IR

)3 Yai:f?i:mh 1" gereamed DBunter, dodging
L] 5

And gibbering with funk;

Tha creature fetched poor Bill a whack
With its cnormous trunk.

Cried Buntor: “Owl It's fish I want!
What is this awful rot?”

He waved his wand—the olephant
Then wvanished on the spot.

Baid Bunter, trembling on his legs:
TCOrumbz! No more fish—no fear!

I'l]l now begin producing eggs
From out tho atmosphere.”

He then stretched forth his magic wand,
And gaid: "“Now, chaps, I beg

You'll note what comes into my hand.™

__They looked, and saw—an egg!

There followed great applause, which took
Tho doubters down a 5&%

While Bunter grinned and shouted * Look 1
They looked—another egg!

They shouted out, "'midst loud ap;ﬂauaﬂ:
“Hend them to Uncle Cleggs' [

They roared and cheered until—a pause,
A gas dozen eggsl

They fall with a tremendous splash

+ On Bunter's tubby legs.

Came 2 reverberating crash—
A vell—a hundred eggs!

s~ OW Billy DBunicr

Q = ‘:.; 2t waved in weath
o e His wand and
. shouted ™ Beast ™

Fees roined on him
rom esouth  and
nolith ;

They rainad  from
west and east—
Egps, cggs, more

eggra  camo  sail-
ing by,
Till it began to secem
Ag if, on Dunter from on high
They poured in one large stream.
LEgge, cggs, and more cggs by the score,
%I.‘m hity and tho hundred|
They made a pile upon the floor,
And Billy Bunter, with a roar,
Completely vanished under it—
And still the eggs came pouring down
To cover and surround him.
The icllows shouted: *Oh, what fun |
As coloured streamers by the ton
Commenced to fall around him.

Then Bunter cried, with feeble sgueak :
“I don’t call this s joke!”
He pave s last despairing shrick,
And struggled—and AWOKEL

L L ]

The rising-bell rang out its chime,
Said Bul!, in manner tragic:

“"Buck upl You won't get down in time
For your display of magic!”

Said Bunter: “ What & dream I dreamed
And =nse, and rushed downstairs,

Where he found out what must have seemed
A sad stato of affairs,

The tragedy 1 must recount—
The Magie Cabinet

Had vanisﬁed on it8 own account,

. And basn’t come bnek yet!

Teg Macxer Lisgany.—No. 1,244,




THE GHOST OF MAULEVERER
TOWERS !

(Tontinued from page 6.}

“He, ha, ha!”

“Then he rushed v
inta the turrct, an
ﬂgain,.” went on

the winding stair
Was never EBgen
Lord Mauleverer.

The pleco is supposed to be full of
secret passages and things, and 1t was
supposed that the Red Eoxl had a secret
passage, or something, all ready. Any-
how, he disappeared, and they hunted
for him and never found him. What
became ‘of him was never kaown, but
when the next Christmas came round—
I say, though, I don’t want to mako
you fellows' Hesh creep—*'

“The piulness is not terrific, my
esteerned Mauly 1 )
“Well, when the mnext Christmas

came round, the new earl was feaslin
and heolding revels, and so on, an
there was snow and ice and frost and
thinge——-~"

“Bamo bag of tricks as before?"” asked
Skinner.

“Yaas! Well, in the midst of the
feast, n dragging foolstep was heard—
you fellows fceling scared?™

“Not quite] Get on with it!”

“A dragging footstep wes heard, and
& white figure advanced up the hall, and
—and 1t eeems that it was the ghost
of the jolly old BRed Earl, you knowl"
yawned uleverer. "It seems that
he must have perished, or something,
in his secret passage, or somethin' of
the sort, and set cut to haunt the place
on :t:h& proper anmiversary. Creepy, ain's
FL

“ Frightfully !”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

* Abzolutely uncanny, the way you
tell it ! paid Skinner. “I can feel wmy
marrow congealing !

“And ever since the IEiilil of King
What's-his-name,” resumed Mauleverpr,
“tho ghost of the Bed Earl sort of creeps
around with dragging footsteps—clad in
white, you know, as I believe ghosts

encrally are. He doesn’t scem to
ﬂuva been seen in recent times—"

“Go hon ¥ L

“But whenever that dragging foot-
step is heard, end tho touch of his icy
cold hand is felt, it means that the
johnny concerned is going to peg out.

n the dead of night, you know, when
the deadly stillness is only broken by
the roar of the wintry storms——"'

¥ Hea, ha, ha "

“When not & sound ig heard, but the
roor of the wind, and the crash of
falling branches, and so on,” yawned
er:lgMauIewmr. “Then the jolly old
ghost creeps forth, and—and szays his
piece, as it were, you know. And the
sound of a creeping footstep in the
slence of the mpght— Good gad!
What's that” ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer, hreaking off suddenly.

“That * was the sound of & creepin
footsteap in the Remove dormitory
Beveral of tho juniors sat up in bed.

“What the thump—7"

“Who the dickens——"'

i }‘Fhu's out atf ]'?ﬂdi" 1 ; {

g u fallo m not out o
bed ! ﬁﬁ'm fast asleep——"

“Bunter! You fat idiot—"-"

“I'm not out of bed, yvou fellows!
I'm not going down!"” exclaimed
Bunter hastily. “I—I'm asleep, you
know ! I mean, I'm just going to sleep!
1 wasn't going down to tie lobby—"'

“What the thump were you going
down to the lobby forf” yelled Bob
Cherry.

“0Ob, really, Cherry! I wasn't! I've

vou I waen't ! There was & creak

Toe Muoner Lisary.~No. 1,244,

say,

as Bunter ipIunggd into bed again. "1

you fallows, I wich you'd go to
sleep. You'll be awfully sleepy in the
morning !’

“You fat chump! Go on, Mauly!”

“Eh! That's the lot!” eaid Lord
Mauloverer, “I hope 1 haven't made
vour flesh ¢reep, and given you night-
mares and things,”

There was a chuckle along the row
of beds. Tho ghost story, as related by
Lord Mauleverer, had not made any-
body’s flesh ereep, apparently. Neither
waa it likely to cause nightmarcs.

“I say, you fellows, now Mauly's
done jawing, I wish you'd go to
sleep ! said Billy Bunter.

EBut tho Remove fellows were not in
a hurry to go to eleep. For quite a
time, there was a buzz of talk from bed
to bed. Billy Punter, who, for some
mysterious reason had determined to
remain awake, had almost to prop his
fat eyelids open. But he struggled man-
Fully to keep Morpheus at bay, and b
the time the Remove at last droppe
Lﬂtn da!umh-&r, his snore had not been

eara.

It was quite a late hour when Bunter
zat up in bed and blinked round him
in the darkness,

“I say, wvou fellows!” he breathed.
“You fellows asleep?
There was no reply.

The Owl of tho Remove chuckled
softly, and crept out of Led. He
dressed in the dark, and crept to the
door. Cautiously ho crept into the
passage, and cﬂ.utinuﬂli" he drew the
door shut after him. Then, on tiptoe,
he stole away.

If the Remove fellows dreamed, they
certainly did not dream of Billy
Bunter's mysterious occupation at that
lata hour.

Bunier wes bending over Lord
Mauleverer's big trunk in the lobby
downsteirs. The lid was open, and
Bunter was removing sll the articles
hie lordship exerted himself to
ack. It was rather a laborious task,
or the trunk was large, and flled to
the brim. But Billy Bunter worked
industriously, and the trunk was
emptied at last,

There were lockers in the lobby, and
some of them wers roomy. The fab
junior proceeded to pack Lord Maule-
verer's property out of sight in the
lockers, wherever ha could find room for
it, Shirts and collars and socks and all
sorts of things were mingled and mixed
and crumpled and rumpled, but that
could not be helped, and Bunter did not
worry about it,

The last article disappeared from
sight, and Bunter, grinning, closed the
lid of the big trunk. He chuckled.

“He, he, hel That's all ready now!
HE'* 'h&’ hE !.H- ,

The fat junior crept away.

All was gilent and still when ho tipteed
back into the Remove dormitory. All
the Remove, excepting Bunter, were
sleeping the sleep of the just.

Bunter crept %:rgl.ck to bed. In ths
dark he butted into somebedy else's
bed, and there was a startled
ejaculation.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! What's that?”

“* Nothing, cld ¢hap ! gasped Bunter.
“Tt's not meal"” ) .

Bob Cherry sat up and blinked in the

You howling ass!

darkness.
" Bunter ! What
the thump are you up toi™
*M-n-nothing! I—1 haven't been

down—-=7"

“YWhat have von been down for#’

“ Nothing, old fellow! I—I heard =&
noise, and thought it might be a

borglar! I mean, I haven't been down
st all 1™

*¥You silly owll™

“ Beast 1

Billp Bunter found his bed at last,
rolled into it, and scttled down, Andin
lesg than a minute alterwerds, a
Gargantuan enore was ewakening the
echoes of the Remove dormitory.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Trudk Mystery !
LANG! Clangl
Clang!

Snora !

The rising-hell
rang out in the
dim Deccmber
IMOrning. But
thersa was one
member of the
Remove whom it
did not awaken,
Bunter snored on.
Clang !

Clang !
Billy Bunter had missed a good deal

Clang |
Snore |

of sleep the night belere. Ha
mala up for it now.

“Hallo, hallo, balio!” roared Bob
Cherry. " Wake up, Bunter |

Snora |

“¥ou'll be late for prayers I

Snora ! i .

Bob Cherry kindly jerked the bed-
clothes off rﬁunter’# llaad. Then the
gnore was changed for & wild howl.

“Ow ! Beast | Gmml;'hl It's
c-¢-c-cold ! Rotter! Wow!?

“Turn out, old fat man!" said Bob
cheerily. “Feel ecld '

“Ow! Yes! Beast[”

“Think a sepank or two would warm
you up ™ _

“Ow! KEeep off, you beast!"” roared
Bunter,

He rolled out of bed. Undoubtedly
it was cold, but Bunter did not want
to be warmed up in the way suggested.

He rubbed his eyes and yawned
deeply. He was grunting morosely as
he went down with the Remove to early
prayers. Ho was still morose when the
jumors went in to breakfast. Loss of
sleep did not agres with William
George Bunter.

After brekker, however, Billy Bunter
seemed to recover. A fat grin irra-
diated his face as he packed away the
foodstuffs, and he was still grinning
when he rolled out of Hall.

Lord Mauleverer gave him @ rather
apprehensive glance; but, to his relief,
the fat Owl did not even look at him.
Apparently, Bunter hed abandoned hia
intention of En:ﬂz home with Maualy,
and Toddy would not be required to
kick him when the car came round,

Bunter, in fact, disappeared.

Ha was seem, soon after breakfast,
talling 1n & ocorner with his minor,
Sammy of the Becond, and Sammy was
grinning,

After which, nothing was pecn of
Bunter.

The fact was not remarked upon, for
nobody, of course, had any desire to
sea anything of Bunter. Anybody who
had been interested—which nobody was
—might have noticed that the Bunters,
major and minor, rolled into the lobby
mgﬁ%har, and #hat a littlo later Bunter
minor rolled ot by himself, grinning.
But nchedv, a3 a matter of fact,
noticed either of tue Bunters.

It was not till the big car came for
Lord Mauleverer that anybody thought
of Billy Bunter,

Quite a crowd of Remove men had

was
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gathered to gee Mauly off. The magni-
ficent car, and equelly magnificent
chauffeur, drew quita a great deal of
attention. Harry Wharton & Co., who
were to join Mauly later for the Christ-
mas holidays, came out of the House
with him, to see him into the car.
Peter Todd came on the scene, pre-
pared to carry out his
promiso to kiock Bunter
if the fat junior turned
up. But Bunter did
not- turn up.
“Anvybody seen
Bunter 1" asked Toddy.
“Doesn't seem fo
here!” snid Harry
Wharton, laughing, .=
“He's tu ou
down, after all
Mauly.”
Lord Mauleverar
gtinned.

o
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Crashing and bumping from step to step, the heavy trunk finslly landed on the gro'.ud and burst open. There was a gasp
of stupe_!auﬂuﬁp from the onlookers as the Iat figure of Bunter rollvx out. ™ Yarooooh [

rin as he touched
His lord-
ship exuded generous tips st the end
of term.

“3ind gettin’ my trunk on the ear,

“Mauly won't get off without him!”
chuckled the Bounder. “DBunter 15 &
gticker 1™

“Tha atiokfulhesa 1s terrific!”

*Somebody ought to toll him Mauly's

] " axalaimed Skinnher.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“For goodoess’ sake don't!” ex-
claimed Lord Mauloverer. .

The Removites chuckled. Billy

Bunter's armngamenta for the holidays
rather appealed to his Form-fellows as
A& MArry ;.est. ;
“Rot " said Skinner. “Let's tell
him ! ]':[ﬂr'av5 young DBunter, where's
your major '’
Sammy Bunter had rolled out of the
House and joined the little crowd.
Sammy chuckled. But he made no
nnswer to Skinner's guestion. If ho
knew where his major was, he was not
going to tell .
“Well, good-bye, vou men!" =zaid
Lord Mauleverer, a-ucf he mede a step
towards the waiting ear. Porhaps he
was anzious to get off before Billy
Bunter appeared in the offing.

“Hold on, Mauly! What about your
jolly old trunk

“Oh gad, I forgotl Where's
Gaosling %

#'Ere, my lord !" mnswered Gosling.
The anecient porter of Greyfriars was

ﬁri.nning an amiable
is hat to Lord Mauleverer.

Gosling7” sald Lord Mauleverer
politaly. * Better get Trotter to help;
it’s rather heavy.”

Trotter was on the spot, ready. He
was no more likely than Gosling to be
out of sight when Lord Mauleverer
took his leave. .

The porter and the page went into
the lobby. But they did not 1mme-
diately emerge from the lobby door
with the trunle. )

A sound of grunting and gasping was
heard. Lord Mauleverer looked in at
the door. _

Gosling end Trotter were raising—
or, rather, endeavouring to rais:}—tk}a
big trunk between them. But they did
not seem to be getting on with it

“My word! It's Teavy!’ gasped
Cosling.
“‘Bayy ain't the word!® gurgled
Trotter.

“Now 'eave it up,” said Goaling.

Ha heaved up his own end of the
trunk. Trotter heaved et his end, and
lifted it off the floor. Bulb it landed

Bgain.

“By gad! I had nc idea it was s0
heavy o8 all that!” exclaimed Lord
Mauleverer. “Hold on! I'll ask the

chauffeur to lend you a hand.”

“Which I'll boe glad of it, my lord I
gasped William Gosling. *I've 'andled
some 'oavy boxes in my time, my lord,
but wot I says s this ‘ere, this ‘cro
trunk i3 o ocorkoer, my lord, this 'ere
trunk is!™

“'Arf 8 ton,
Trotter.

“ It conldn't weigh more, if there was
a bloomin hippopotamus in it!" said
Cosling, wiping his brow with & horny
hand, “Wot [ says iz this ‘ere, ‘ow
we're going to get this bleoming trunk
on that blooming car I don't know, and
I don't cara 'oo knows it.”

There wers several steps down from
the lobby door. Lord Mauleverer
stood on the steps, end signed to the
chauffeur, who was standing by the
car like a stately graven image.

* Robinson i"’f -

“"Yes, ord 1"

= E"laa.a:lgim s hend with the trunk ["

“Yﬁﬂ, my lﬂrd-"

The chauffeur came in to help. There
was a chuckle from the jumiors as they

Tar Migygr Lmuary.—No. 1,244,

at least!” gasped
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fﬁimmd round the doorway of the
obby.

Lord Mauloverer possessed o ward-
robo far more extensive than that of
any other Greyfriars fellow; but the
weight of that trunk was really rather
gsurprising, A dozen fellows watched
the porter, the page, end the chauffour
as thoy prasped the trunk and heaved
at 1t

Many handsz are said to make light
work ; but thero was no light work to
ba made of that trunk. Gasli was
muscular, ancient as ho was, Lrotter
was wiry, the chauffeur was quite a
powerful man. Bat they had to go all
out to get the irunk off the floor.

“Aly word ! gasped Trotter.

“'Old it!"” gurgled Gosling. “0Oh
lor' ! Wob 1 says is this "ere—— Ow!
I never "andled a weight like this
vefore.”

“My hat!™ ejaculated Skinner. I
say, Mauly, have you packed Bob
Cherry's boots by mistake 7

“You silly ass!"™ roared Boh.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Lord Mauleverer was gazing at the
trunk and iis staggoring bearers in
astonishment. Certainly 1t had never
oceurred fo his lordship that the trunk
could possibly bo so heavy as all that,
though he had packed it full.

“Good pad! Can von manage it?"
he asked. “Can't make out why it's so
heavy! Tt's a giddy mystery I

“ Mo, he, he!? camo from Sammy
Bunter, who was blinking on with a fas
grin. Ssammy  seomed  entertained
about something,

‘Ere, look out ! gasped Trotier,

Bump !

One end of the {runk smote the foor
again. Even threo pairs of hands did
not scom quite able to deul with it

“We'd better ull pile in!™ chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“ Anvbody seen a moving job¥¥
chanted Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!" i

“Lend a hand, sou chaps,” said

Harry Wharton.

“I'm dashed if I can understand
it " said Lord Mauleverer blankly., 1
know I packed a fow things m tho
trunk, bBut—"

“Must be DBob Cherrv'a boots!”
decleared Skinner. *“*Nobody else at
Groyfriars would make o trunk weizh
like that!™

“IIa, ha, halZ

"o i, Yo
Johnny Ball.

The Famous Five gathered round the
trunk to help. Ewven then, many hands
did not make light work. Dut the
trunk was swung off the floor and
oarried to the doorway.

“My only hat! It's really heavy!™
gasped Frank Nugont. “What the
thump c¢an Mauly bhave packed to
woeigh as much as thisf”

“The muchfulness is terrific ! panted
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“All together!” pgurgled Johnmy
Bull,

T G’ﬂ' it 1

“Wot I says is this 'ere—"

“Oh, my hat! Go it!"

The trunk was heaved threugh the
doorway by the comhined efforts of
Gosling, Trotter, Robinson, and the
Famous Five.

The juniors cutside erowded back out
of the way, The trunk bumped on the
top step. Then eight pairs of hands
grasped 16 again, to carry it down the
sfops.

“Hold on—"

“ Look out—"

“Bhe's going 1"

“What-ho, sho bumps!™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Stand clear !

cripples!”  exelaimed

“QOh crumbs!

Crash! Bump! Crash! Bumpl The
heavy trunk had slipped from the grasp
of the' breathless %earera and mlleg
down the steps.

It erashed and bumped from step to
step.  With s final terrific crash it
landed on the ground and burst open.

The contents shot cut, Dut it was not
an assortment of collars and ties, shoes
and trousers, and other such-like things
that were strewn on the earth. What
was strewn on ihe enrth was o fat figure
that rolled and roared.

* Yarooocaoagh 1™ n:

There was a gasp of stupefaction from
tlic onlookers. “I'he terrific weight of the
trunk was explained now.

* Bunter ¥

“Oh, my hat M

“ Bunter "

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lelt !

ILLY BUNTER
seb up.

Hao grabbed at
his spectacles, sct
them straight on
his little, fat nose
and blinke
round him dizzily.

"Bunterl”
shricked Harry
Wharton.

“Good gad 1" pasped Lord Maulaverer,
staring at the suddenly revealed Owl of
the Remove as if he had been a {3t
ghost,

ltHﬂ’ h[l., hll ln

“ Bunter 1'*

“The Bunterfulness is terrifie!”

“1 say, vou fellows—— Ow! You've
broken my back! Wow! My spinal

(Continued on néxl pege.)
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column's dislocated ! Yow-ow! I'm
killed ! Yoooop!”

“Wot I msays is this ‘ere!” gasped
Gosling, staring at the fat Owl in
amazement. “Wot weas you doing in
that there trunk?™ '

"Owl Wowl¥

“Ha, ha, hal” shricked the Re-
movites.

“Buntor—in the trunk?? gasped Tlcb
Cherry. *0Oh, my only summer hat! My
only aunt Selina Sempronia 1"

“ You fat villain | roared Peter Todd.
“B2o0 that's why you didn't turn up!

You ~ You — yOu were going in the
trunik |
Wow! Owl"

i 0“‘ [
“Ha, ha, ha 2 .
“That’'s what he wanted the gimlet

for!” gasped Toddy. " Boring holes in

tho truplk 1 _

“I—I say, I=I never bored those
holes in the trunk! JI=I
don't know how they got
thera."

“That's why he went
down from the dorm last
night!" roared Bob
Cherry, " 8hifting Mauly's .
things out of the trunk so
as to mako room for his fat
carcass I

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter followed him,

“Poor old DBunter!” gasped Bob
Cherry., * You've had a narrow escape,
Mauly. if we hadn't dropped the
trunk——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“"0Oh dear!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Now I'vo got to pack the trunk over
again! What has that fat villain done
with the things? By gad, I've a pood
mind to kick him round the quad!l Oh
dear |

“We'll all help, old bean!™ said
Harry Wharton, ?&ughing.

Lord Mauleverer's property was sorted
out of the lockers and packed back into
the trunk, after which the trunk, big
&g 1t was, was placed on the car without
difficulty.

"Then his lordship said good-bye to
his friends and rolled away in the car,
tminus Bunter,

‘istmag

3

“Oh gad [ gasped Lord
Mauleverer. * Bunter, you

benighted chum};——“ :
“Ow! My back’s broken !
What did you silly idiois
drop the trunk for?’
spluttered Bunter. “The
spinal column in my left
leg's broken! Ow! Ay
nock's  broken, too, I
boliava ! Wow ! You
clumsy asses !’
Al
“Jolly lucky we dropped
the trunl I chortled
Johnny Bull. “You were
taking Bunter home with
you, after all, Mauly!”
“Oh gad!”
“Bunter, you fat idiot,
you——"
““Bensts! Owl"
“YWhere have you put
the things out of that
trunk, Fou fat willaini®
roarod Lord Mauleverer.

“Ow! Blow the things!
Bother the things! Ow!
I'm busted all over!”
groaned Bunter. *I szay,

you fellows, you might give
a fellow a hand up.
Ow I

“Here you are, old bean ! said Beb
Cherry, and he helped Bunter up with a
grip on a fat ear.

“ Yarooooooh [

'Bunber got up quite quickly.

The Removites were weeping with
merriment. Bunter's wonderful scheme
was clear now. He had packed himself
up in Lord Mauleverer's big trunk, to
arrive at Mauleverer Towers with his
lurdsiu;i';. No doubt his arrival there
would have been a surprise to Maulg.
A pleasant surprise, Bunter hoped.
Hope springs eternal! in the human
breast !

But the game was up now. Billy
Bunter's tremendous weight had been
his own undoing.

“Bo—so0 that was the game |" gasped
Peter Todd. “Well, I promised Mauly
I'd ki}:k vou, Bunter, if you wedged
n "
“(Oh, really, Toddy—2
“"Here goes!”

* Yarcoocooooh I
Billy Bunter fed.

@Grecting
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was the only fellow in the Remouve who
couldn’t.

“1 say, you fellows—"

*“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Blessed if T zes anything to eackle

at1” said Bunter peevishly. “I say,
Harry, old chap, n're going home
ore you to Mauleverer Towers!

Well, look here, I'll come with you—-»"
“I don’t think ! chuckled Wharton.
“Then we go on to the Wowers

together, see?”

“Not quite ™
“I suppose you want me this Christ-
mas?"” gaid Bunter warmly.

“Something wrong with your sup-
poszer, then !’?
“Oh, really, Wharton! Mauly will be

jolly glad to ses me, of course. It's
only hia fun, you know,” explained
Bunter. “If 1I'd got home with him

to-day he would have beeon
overjoved when he saw

me M
“The overjoyiulncss
would mnot have bLeen

torrifio, my esteemed fat
Bunter " chuckled Hurrco
Jamset Ram Singh. "It
would have been a boot
on the other leg!"

“Deast! As we shall
travel together, Wharton,
old chap, to-morrow——"

“If we do there will be
a dead porpoise left lying
somewhere along the rail-
way line!" answered ths
captain of the Remove.

“1 was going to say I'm
gotry I sham't be able to
come with yvou to-morrow,
Wharton. I'm sticking to
Teoddy for Christmas. He
hasn't much of a place to
esk & follow to, but I feecl
bound to give him & turn.
1 wouldn't be foiind dead
at Wharton Lodge!”

“You'll be found dead,
or nearly, if you show up
there I'*

“Bﬂﬂ.‘!:t !JI

Bunter rolled on to the
House. The bell was ring-

%3

ing for cdlasses now, and
Billy Bunter joined Peter
Todd rz the Remove went

in. He gave Peter a
friendly dlg in the ribs
and grinned amicably as
Toddy gasped and looked
round,

“I say, Peter, old chap,

But as the chauffeur was fooling the
car out of the gates a fat figure de-
tached itself from the gateway, ond a
fat hand was waved to his lordship in
the car.

“"Hold on a minute, Mauly I yelled
Billy Bunter.

“Drive on, Robinson!” gasped Lord
Mauleverer.

“Hold on! I say, Mauly——"

“Good-bye, Bunter 1"

1 BLY, old chﬂ- i

“Meorry Christmas, old fat bean 1"

“Hold on, old chap! Btop, you beast |
I say, old fellow—— Listen to me, you
rotter] I say—— PBeast ™ roared
Bunter, as the car turned into the
Courtfield road and whizzed away.

Billy Bunter blinked after it thmulﬂl
his hi‘gMapactmlas, with a dismal blink.
Lord Mauleverer was gone !

The fat junior rolled back inte the
quadrangle. He blinked moresely at a

elling crowd of juniors. Bunter, at
cast, could sce nothing to laugh at in
tne failure of his brilliant schemo, He

you can rely on me!' said
Bunter,

i Eh ?u
“I'm sticking to you, old fellow 1" sard

Dunter reassuringly, * After the way
that rotiter Mauly's treated me, I'm
turning him downl Thera's nothing to
cackle at, Peter; and it's rather ili-
bred to eackle when a pal's talking to
you. Wharton’s rather keen on my
going home with him; but I've told
him it can’'t be done, old chap, s I'm
sticking to wou, although you haven't
much of & place to ask a fellow to.”

“Oh 1" gasped Toddy.

“I shan't mind that,” eaid Bunter.
“I'm no snob, Peter! Of course, your
people are not the sort I'm eccustomed
to mix with, cspecially at Christmas.
But I've got toet.™

“You—vyou—you've
gurgled Toddy.

“"Yes, old chap; trust me to put my
inferiora ab their easc!™ said DBunter.
“T know wvour pater's conly & poor
solicitor, and your relations will be

Tz Magwer Lisaart.—No. 1,244,
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rather & serubby Jot: b mu can rely
on me .not to tell thezy fhat I think of
them. As T saidy #vo gf:-t tact; fellows
of really good samily have. tm know.
I—I say, Peter, what are you going io
do with that?™ added Bunter, as Poler
Todd stooped and gathered a largo
handful of snow from the graiund.

“I'm going to shove it down o fat
idiot's hack [ cxplained Poter.

“J—I—1 say—yarcooch—stoppit—
yoooop—beast— Oh erikey! Owl”
yelled DBunter. *1 say, you rotter, I
won't come home with you now! I
say—— (Grooocoogh! Qoooooch 17

Billy Bunter was lato for c¢lass that
morning. It took him some littls time
fo extract the snow from his back., And
he had quite given up tho ides of going
home with Peter Todd. Tt really looked
a3 if Billy Bunter was bocked for home,
rweet home !

e

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.

Homeward Bound !

ARRY WHARTON
& Co. were in
%reat spirits the
ollowing d a ¥.
5o wera most of
the Groyfriars
fellows, Breaking-
up day was rather
jolly; Christmas
was going to be
jolly; in fact, as
Boh Cherry declared, 1t was a jolly old
world sltogether.

But thers woes one countonance in the
Remove that wore s worricd look, That
was the fat countenance of Willism
George Bunter.

Everybody else had his arrahgements
munde for Christmas. Most fellows were
going home, and glad to go there. Other
fellows were going with other follows.
Biliy Bunter, apparently, woas going
home; but, in spite of the unlimited
wealth. and general magnificence of
Bunter Court, he did not scem glad to
go there, As the poet has remarked,
“'Tis distance lends enchantment to the
view.” Tho magnificonce of Bunter

Court was likely to fade on a close
inspection. Attractive as that palatial
residence was, it scemed to have no
attraction for William Ceorge.

Breaking-up, therelore, was not quile
go joyful ta William George Bunier as
to most of tha fellows,

The Remove were still chuckling over
hig trunk adventure, and thoe Bounder
was offering three to one in dough-
nuts that Bunter would still land lnm-
self on somebody for the hels, without
inding any takers, But what secmoed o
merry jest to the Remove fellows, was
a serious problem for the fat Owl.

Ho kept a wary eye—and a wary pair
of spectacles—on the Famous Five that
day. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Frank Nugent were going to iheir
various homes; but Hurrce Jamsctk Ram
Singh was going with Wharton—
Bhanipur, in far-off India, being too
far away for vacations. As Wharton's
people Iived in Surrey, and Bunter also
honoured that beautiful county with his
residence, there was no reason why they
should not tske the same train, and
arrive, if Bunter could mahage it, at
the samc destination, Lord Mauleverer
had left him in the lurch, but the fat
Owl still had great faith in his sticking
POWErS.

In tho erowd that gathered on tho
platform at Courtficld Station, Billy
Bunter's oyes, and spectacles, were atill
on the Famouws Five, Bob Cherry and
Nugent and Johnny Bull departed in
their train, seen r:nﬁ" by their chums—
snd Bunter. Wharton and Hurrea
Singh wern going by the next train, and
as they walted on tho platform Bunter
rolled up.

“I say, you fellowsg—--"?

“Looking {or your minor?” asked
Wharton, “T saw him at the other end
of the platform.™

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The csteemed Sammy will miss your
excellont e#nd execrable eomipany, my
absurd Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh,

“1 say, you fellows, which train are
you taking? asked Bunter, apparently
not decply concerned about his minor,
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“We're not taking & train,” answered
Wharton, :

“How are you getting howe, then?

“A train’s taking us.”

“Yolh =milly ass!” hooted Bunter,

It was no time for frivolous jesting—
in Bunter's opinion, at least.

"Let  ws  walkfully exercise our
cetoemed  legs!™”  suggested  Hutree
Jamsot Ram Singh. “The coldfulness
15 preposterous,”™

“Let's I" assented Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows, don't walk awny
while a fellow’s talking to you! Oh,
all riﬁhh_. I'll stroll along if you like.2

“The likefulness is not preposterous,”

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“Hadn't you better look for your
minor

“0h, really, Wharton——"

“Hallo, there’s the train 1?2

A good many fcllows were erowding
into the train. Harry Wharton and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh entered a
carriage and the Owl of the Remove
promptly rolled in after them., Three
goats were available, and Bunter
annexed one in the corner.

“"Rather jollvy to be
together, i=n't it, old chapst”
remarked, as ho sat down.

“0Oh, frightfully [ said Wharton,

“ Hava you got & rug, Wharion?”

L] H{IIJJ‘

“¥ou might have brought a rugl
You jolly well know I liko one! But
that's you all over—selfish as usmal.”

“Borry, old bean!”

“Beast! I sav, Inky, what zbout a
lunch-basket 1

Hurreo Jamset Ram SBingh locked
thoughtful, Billy Dunter cyed him
hopefully. In the samo irain with the
chums of the Hemove, he had great
hopes of arriving, somehow, at the same
destination, But his 1mmediate
thoughts were fixed on tuek. That im-
portant matter was never long sbsent
from Bunter's fat mind.

“Do you thinkivlly opine that thero
is time to order en estecmed lunch-
basket, my ridiculous Bunter? asked
the nabaob.

“0h, lots "' exelaimed Bunter eagerly.

“"Don't be an ass, Inky!” said
Wharton, “You'll lose the traid, and
we don’t want a lunch-basket, anvhow.”

“You shut up!” excizimed Bunter

travelling
he

i:r:u:ii;gn::r,m:i'\‘(iir “You let old Inky do as
he likes, Wharton! Inky’s not mean
like you! 1 say, Inky, if you cut off at

onea there's lots of time. “I'll keep
your place for you.™

Hurree Ei?ﬁi closed one eye—the one
that was fa st from Bunter—at his

chuni.
Wharton grinned,
Ho divined what the nabob was think-

ing _of—not a lunch-basket for Bunter.

“Let us chance it, my esteemed
Wharton,” said the nabob, “The absurd
Bunter will keep our places for ug——"

“Yes, rather I said Bunter. “T aay,
vou fellows; don't lose time! I say, T'm
hungry, you know."

Wharton and Hurree Singh stepped
from the train., They walked down the
platform. There was another train in
half an hour, which had the advantage
of not having William George Bunter
on board. It was worth waiting for.

“Y say, yvou fellows, hurry upi®
shouted Bunter from tha window; and
the two juniors, chuckling, disappeared
in the crowd on ihw platiorm.

Billy Bunter waived anxiously. Ha
was hungry—he gene ‘ally was—and the
mere thought of & lunch-basket made
bim hungrier.

* Here's some places ! Bolsover major
of the Remove tramped into the
cerriage. “Come on, Skinner 1™
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1 say, you fellows, those places are
taken 1"  execlaimed Bunter ™ hastily.
“Wharton and Inky—"

“They haven't laft anything on the
seats I said Skinner. “They should
leave something on the seats if they've
taken tho places.™ y

“They should jolly well =it in the

lages if they want them!' grunted

lsover major. "I know 1'm not
gotting out again. And he sat down.

“I gay, they'll turn you out, you
know " expostulated Bunter. “1 say,
I'm keoping those places for them——"'

“I'd like to see anybody turn me
out 1" said Bolsover major.

" Bame here!" grinned Bkinner.
Le drow the door shut and sat down.

“Well, they'll jolly well have o
stand,” said Bunter. “Serve 'em right
—they needn't have got out if they'd
brought a lunch-basket! But I say,
leave that door open, Skinner—they’ll be
in & hurry——"" _

“ Keep that door shut!" said Bolsover
major. “ There's a draught!™

“Oh, really, Bolaover—-" o

“Wa don't want people standing in
this ecarriage, either. There's room
uwlong the train.’

“ Look here—""

“ Zhut up, Bunter ! ; :

“There goes the whistle I'"" &aid
Skinner, with » grin. “If they're
coming back they haven't much time.

Billy Bunter blinked anxiously {rom
the window.

“The silly asses! They'll lase the
train!"" He slid down the window in the

And

carriage deor and put his head out and
blinke atnng;i_he platform. *“1 zay, you
fellows! Wharton! Inky! Hurry upl

The train’s going—""
The train was in motion now, the
platform gliding rapidly away. Dunter

et

ave a last blink back, He spolted bwo
aughing foces—and two hands were
waved ‘to him from the, distance,
"{zood-bye, Bunter!”

“Nerry Christivas, my absurd
Bunter 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh erikey 1™ gasped Dunter,

He sank back in his seat, His very

spectacles gleamed with wrath, He com-
prehended at Iast! He was not going
to get that lunch-basket! Neither was
he going to travel with the chums of the
Remove! ‘The train whizzed out of the
station, and the last that Harry Wharto
and Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh saw of
Bunter was s fat Sst shaken from the
window.

————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Too Late !

HARTON LODGE
glistened white
under a mantle of
snow. IE was &
snowy Christmas-
tide. Wells, the
butler, stood at
the open doorway
of the Lodge,
logking out into
the bright, cold.

keen December morning. Wells locked

plump and comfortable and cheerful.
Thera were to be no Christmas cele-
brations at the Lodge, the family being
away, and there was an unaccustomed
guiet shout the wold house—un-
accustomed, abt least, in heliday time.

Wells, locking from the doocrway,

watched a taxi-cab grinding up the drive

through powdery smow, and wondered
who it contained. And a faint smile

The taxi had almost stopped when

Buntsr jumped. Bump ! He

landed face first in the snow. ** Haoly

smoke 1 ** the t{aximan.

“Bilk [ Stop! ['ll have you
run je 1"

crossed Wells' plump, clean-shaven face
when the taxi halted aud a fab
countenance, adorned by a large pair of
apaﬁtmiasf pecred out. He could guess
that William George Buntor was ubi-

aware that the Lodge was tenanted
unly by tho houschold staff.
The owner of the fat faco and

spectacles alighted. ]

He came up the steps and blinked at
Wells. Wells was atanging in the middle
of the doerway, and he dul not nove.

Many a time had Williaim George
Iunier stayed at tha Lodgs, but the more
he was scen there, the less, somehow,
Wells had scemed to like him. Billy
Dunter rather prided himsell on a way
he had of keeping servants in their place.
‘I'his did not, perbaps, make him popular
below stairs. The faint smile on Wells'

fanco grow rather more pronounced and
o tritle sarcastic. .
“ Br—good-morning, Wells!" said
Bunter. .
“ Good-morning, sir!’™ said Wells

gravely, and still without stirring.
o funﬁ! Wharton at home "

* No, sir.””

“ Miss Wharton at home?"

* Ne, sin.'’

“1 suppose Harry's hero?"

“ No, mir't | .

“Or Inky—Hurree Singh, you know?

“No, sir."”.

“All gone outf” asked DBunter
peevishly. _

“(Colonel Wharton and Miss Wharton
are at Bournemouth, sir,"” arswered
Waells suavely. “They left yesterday,
sie.'”

“Oh! Away for Christmag?"

“Yes, sir." )

“1 suppose that’s why Wharton's
going to Mauleverer's,” g'runted”Bunte-r.
“ Wharton and Inky gone out?

“Master Harry and FPrince Hurree
Singh are not hers, sir.”

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 135.)
* They'll be back to lunch, I suppose "™

AT Nﬂj Sil‘.”

*%When are they coming back, then?”

* I understand that they will be back
for a fow doys at the end of the
vacation, sir, before returning to
school."”

Dunter jumped.

“Mean to soy they've gono?* he
ejnculated.

" *Yes, gir.”

“Oh crikey(”

Wella smiied. John, the footman, who
had .aplimnrﬂd behind him in the hall,
gave a little chuckle, Wells glanced at
him szeverely, and John immediately

Mmé& Eravec.

Tiilly Bunter blinked at Wells,

“The rotters!"" he ejaculated.

“1 beg your pardon, sir["* said Wells.

“The beasts!"” exclaimed Bunter
wrathfully.

“Really, sir—"

“It's only two days since we broke up
at Greyfriarg! 1 thought Wharton
would et homo. I asked him
specially, and he said distinctly that he
would be at home some days before we
WE:J&‘ on 1';:!:: I'-'[aulc?ﬂmr‘ii” .

“Tweo daye is some days, air!”’ sup-
gested Wells helpfully, &

Bunter snorted.

Having spent a couple of days of the
vacation at home, Bunter had had
enough of the de!igilta of Bunter Court,
imora than enough of the society of his
brother, S8ammy, and his sister, Bessie—
a feeling that was fully shared by
Sammy and Bessie! And certainly he
had expected to find Harry Wharton
and Hurree Jamset Rim Singh still at
Wharton Lodgo. Possibly he hoped that
they would bo glad to sce him, after
the lapse of a couple of days, during
which they had missed him—or ought to
have missed him.

“This is jolly awkward, WellsI"* said
Bunter.

“ Indeed, sir|™

“¥ou gee, I was going on to
Muauleverer Towers wit harton,”"
explained Bunter, *“and—as it happens,
I've left &all my money at home. That
wouldn't have mattered if I'd been
travelling with friends. As it is, it's
rather awkward.”

““No doubt,
sympatheticaily.

“There's a pound run up oni the taxi,”
said Bunter. “T was going to borrow a
];-aund from Wharton when—when I

ound 1'd left my money at home. It's
rather awkward to find nobody here.”

4 It must be, sir!" assented Wella,

In the circumstances, Wells, I think
you had better pay the taxi and
mention 1t to Wharton later.”

“I am afraid, sir, that that would be
taking a liberty I said Wells, shaking
his head gravely.

*"That's all right,” said Bunter, “[I'l]
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gir!""  maid Wells

tell Wharton how it was, see? Ii's quite
all right, Wells.,”

" Wot quite, I think, sir.””

Billy Bunter breathed hard. He had
a suspicion that Wells was being cheeky !
Many times at Wharton Lodge he had
suspected Wells of suppressed check.
MNow it was not zo supprossed.

“Look here, Wells, are you going {o
pay that taxi?" he demanded.

“WNo, sir!" zaid Wells urbanely.

Bunter breathed harder.

He gave Wells o long, long blink.
Welle met it with a suave and gquiie
deferential smile. Yet Dunter had an
impression that this cheeky menial was
laughing up his sleeve.

Slowly the fat junior turned away. It
was evident that there was nothing
doing at Wharton Lodge! IIe tramped
down the steps to the taxi. Woells, with
a scdate smile, watched him cnter the
taxi and grind away down the drive
Something scomed lo be amusing Wells.

The toxi turned out of the gates of
Wharten Lodge, and rattled away.
Billy Bunter leaned -back in his seat,
with & wrinkle in his brow.

Ha had ample food for thought.

He had told the taximan to drive
back heme, PBut who was geing o
pay him when he arrived there Bunder
did not know. It was obvious that the
taximan would want to know.

“0Oh lor’ 1” murmured Bunter,

He bad counted on finding Wharton at
home, and upon his good nature and
the genial influence of Christmastide.
Ha d felt that a pal could hardly
refuse to lend him a pound to pay tha
taxi. And Wharton was & hundred
miles away, in ancther county. And by
the time the taxi got back to Bunter
Villa the fere would be nearer two
pounds than one, It was guite un-
pleasant,

Besides, how wazs he to get to Maul-
everer Towers, in far-off Hampshire?
Railways were sun on sordid commercial
lines—and Bunter was not in possession
of the sum required to pay his fare. Ha
had counted on hiz old pals for that—
after all he hed daone for them!

It was quite a problem !

More pressing was the problem of pay-
ing for the taxi when he got home, His
cash rosources wero limited to  two
pennies—one of which was a French one
—and neither Sammy nor Bessie could
ba relied upon to help. They wers not
g0 fond of William George nx so excel
lent & brother deserved. Mr. Bunier
would have te pay—and if Mr. Bamuel
Bunter had to pay nearly two pounds
for & taxi for his hmg)eiul son, that hope-
ful son’s life would searcely bs worth
living afterwards. DBunter shuddered at
the prospect.

Half-way home Bunter made up hisz
fat mind. Heo realised that a fellow
might as well be hung for a sheop as
a lamb. Hes tapped on the glass, and
the driver glanced round and halted,
Bunter leaned from the window and
blinked at him.

“I've missed my friends,” he ex-
plained. “They've gone on to Hamp-
shire without me. I think, on the whole,
I'll go right on.”

“Cost you ten pounds, sir!* zaid the
taximan,

“That's all right,” said Bunter airily,
nngling an English penny against a
French one in his pocket, *“Get on the
Winchester road—Mauleverer Towers is
the place—about ten miles from Win-
chester.  I'm going to stay with my
friond Lord Mauleverer there, you
know."

# I shall havo to stop for juice, sir.”

“Buck up, then [

Dunter leaned back in his zeal,

Heg had still more food for thought as
thg taxi ate up the miles westward,
Bunter was not accustomed to meeting
troubles half-way—or to meeting them
at all if he could help it. But even
Dunter could not help fecling that his
present proceedings were of rather &
risky nature. Still, as there was nothing
e!s-nd t;} be done, what was a fellow
to do?

L

THE NINTH CHAPTEE.

Haunted !
o HE jolly old
& havcnted furrck?
"Yaas."
“T ho the

jolly old ghost's
ut home 1"

“The at-home-
fulness is prob-
ably not terrific |
remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram
Singh.

Harry Wharton held up a lamp, and
the light glimmercd on walls of panelled
onk, black with age.

Muuleverer Towers was an aneient
building, some parts of it dating back
to Baxon times, some to early Norman.
But the residential parts had been
modernised, and the ghost of the Red
Earl—had that phantom really walked
at Christmastide—would ne doubt have
been surprised and disconcerted at find-
ing itself among electric lights, bath-
rooms, garages, wireless installations,
and other things that certainly would
have made any returning spirit from
Tudor times sit up and take notice.

But the Haunted Turret had not been
changed—ihern was no electrie light
there, and all was dark and shadowy
when the chums of Greyfriars visited
it. Tha old square torret was
approached by a winding stair of stone,
and it had not been inhabited for con-
turics, though it was quite near the
quarters of Lord Maauleverer's gucsts.
From the turrct there was a wide view
over the hills and meadows of Hamp-
shire, iu the daylight. In the Decomber
night it was wrapped in gloom.

“Jolly old show 1" said Johnny Bull,

looking round the square room, with
its tall. pointed slits of windows, and
walls of blackened ocak that plimmered

in the lamplight. “If T were wou,
Mauly, T should make this my den. Bus
rmtl’gl want & few modern improvements
put in.

Lord Mauleverer shaok his head,

“This part of the old show is never
goin’ to be changed,” he answercd.
“Bort of historia rolie, you Eknow.
People trot up here for the view, but
it’s never ooctupied. You can sce as far
a8 What's-its-name, and almost as far
ns -—as What-do-you-call-it on a clear
day.”

“Fino I chuckled Bol, “And I sup-
pose when the visibility’s really good you
cat: zee as far as Thingummy.®

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Must bo jolly old,” said Nugent,
Tooking r-.':rr.u‘u]J+

“Yaaps, It dates from Saxon fimes,
or Norman times, or somethin’,” gaid
Mauly, rathor vaguely. *I know it
dates from some time or other, My
unele ecan tell you all sbout it—old
Brooke's got a wonderful momory. But
I know it dates from the reign of some
Lking or other, or elze a queen—I'm not
guite sure which."

“When they tax the nobility out of
existence, Mauly, you'd better get g
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job as & Cook’s guide,” said
“¥You do it so0 well.”

Tho Famouz Five chuckled.

It was their second day ab Maul-
everer Towers, and they had left it
till after dusk to wvisit the Haunted
Turret—perhaps in the hopo of seeing
soma sign of the historic ghost. Thas
ghost was duo to appear at Christmas-
time, but could mnaturally not be
expected to show up in the daytime—
a thing no ghost .was ever knewn to do.

“ And this is where the Red Earl dis-
appeared, in the reign of King Thin-
gummy ¥ asked Johnny Bull

“Yaas"”

“Well, if it really hLappened there
must be o scceret panel or something,”
gaid Bob, *“I dare say there's a secret
door behind this oak, Mauly ! Have you
ever looked for onet”

“I've oftcn been goin® tol”
Hnulﬁ.

“There isn't one known, then?” asked
Harry. . _

“No; but it's very likely.”

“Youn could find it, if it'a there, by
having the panelling taken down," sug-
gested Johnny Bull .

Lord Mauleverer looked at him.

“Dh, yaas!” he gasped. 1

Tho idea of having that ancient and
historio turret handed over fo such
vandalism scemed to be a shock to his
lordship.

“Might find it by tapping cn the
walla ¥ said Bob., “If there's a hollow
place it ought to sound when you tap.”

“Rather a lark to find it,” said
Nugent. “Then if the ghost doesn’t
walk this Christmas we could go m:i
look for him. Tf the mountain won’t
come to Mahomet, you know, Mahomet
has to go to the mountain.”

Bob Cherry stepped to the blackened
onk wall, and lifted his hand to tap.

“I—I 8o * murmured Mauleverer,

Bob looked round.

Bob.

said

“My hat! Fou don't reall believe in
the jolly old ghost, auly I  he
ejaculated.

“No fear! But, you see, I've been
bronght up on that ghost,” said Mauly.
] helieved in it when I was a kid.
And—and—" .

“Fla, ha, ha I roared Bob. “I believe
you half-believe in it now, old bean."

Lord Mauleverer laughed, too.

“Rot 1 ha answered, * Still, before
you tap on the well T may as well tell
vou that the ghost ain’t supposed to
like it—szort of particular about
private residence, you know. I've heard
that he was heard to groan when some-
body tapped on the wall™

HHa. hﬁ, I'.'IE-I“ ] .

“But go shead, if you like”
Bauly. “I¥'s all rot, of course”™

Bab raised his hand ogain. .

Wharton held up the Jamp, Lights
and shadows danced round the group
of juniors. From without came g faint
whine of the winter wind. The place
was silent, lonely, cerie, and even the
cheery hesitated for & moment
before he tapped. Then, with a laugh,
he smofe.

It was rather & smack than a tap,
and it echoed through the turret-room
and down the winding stone stair, _

“If~the jolly old ghost's there, thet

said

will wake him wp!” chuckled :
“Hallo, hallo, hallol What—what's
that 1™

Groanl

The juniors started almost convel-
sively.

From somewhere—where they could
not guess—that deep groan came, M
response to the tap on the wall,

It died away, and thers wag a dewd
silence,

his:

fellows were glad {0 "ﬁﬂ;ﬁ“ﬂm
find themsslves back ey “Tom ¢
n  warsth  and

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at ope
another.

Lord Mauleverer's face was a trifle
pale. The other fellows looked utterly
startled,

“What — what — what waz that?”
starnmered Nugent.

“Great pip!™ breathed Johnuny Bull,
staring round him blankly, “1—1 say,
you heard that—"

“What the thump—=>"

“Not one of you fellows larking?i®
asked Bob, lecking round.

“MNa, you ass!™

“Then, what the dickens—"

“ Must be somebody larking, trying to

wll our leg!™ said Harry Wharton at B

ast. But he spoke without conviction.
“There's nobody in the place at pre-
sent but ourselves, my Uncle Brooke,
and servants!” gaid Lord
Mauleverer.
The juniors were silent.

They had left 2ir Heginald Brooke
downstairs in the library when they
came to explore the turret. They could
hardly imagine that the stately old
gentleman was playing tricks. It was
oven less imaginable that any of the
well-tyained houschold staff at the Towers
could bo doing so. ‘The thing was a
mystery.

“Nebody koew we were coming up
here, so nobody could have got ready
for us—even if snybody koew a scoret
way up!” said Nugont, in a low voice.

* But—but—>" stammered Wharton.

The juniors stared at ome another
blankly. ~The happening was utterly
inexplicable, unless indeed thers was a
phantom bhaunting the ancient recesses
of Mauleverer Towers. Mauly shivered.
_"dI guy, it's rather chilly up here I ho
said.

“ Blessed if I cah make it out ! said
Bob, and hoe raised his hand to on
the wall again. But he let his hand fall
without tapping.

In spite of him-
self, an eerie feel-

i7

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Tribulatlons of s Bilk |

ILLY BUNTEER
blinked through
Becember dark-
ness and a lighs,
powdery ialling
of snow. He
knew the great

ateway, with the

fi ght burning

1f, HBanked

great pillars

surmounted by stome liona. He had
arrived at Maulevercr Towers. )

It had been a long run. The winter
dusk was deepening mto darkness when
unter arrived. He had stopped twice
for refreshment on his way—which was
not only necessary, but indispensable, to
Billy Bunter; but which, indispensabla
as it wos, would have been impossible,
had not the taximsn listened to the
voice of the charmer,

Bunter felt that he had got through
the journey well—that he had manage
it rather cleverly. Few follows,
stranded as Bunter was, could have
managed it so well. He could not help
feeling that.

8till, his difficulties were not yet over,

In fact, they were only beginning.

Bunter felt—he could not help feeling
—that Lord Mauleverer ought fo be

lad to pee him—that Harry Wharton &

cught to rejoice at this foscinating
addition to the party at the Towers.

But it was an undoubted fact that
follows did not always feel as they ought
to feall

Tt was possible, at least, that Lord
Muanleverer might kick him out.

It was -possible—quite possible—that
Harry Wharton & Co. might not rally
round him, and urge upon Mauleverer
that he, Bunter, was the one thiog
needful to make that Christmas party »
success, It was cven possible that they
might add their boots to Mauleverer's

(Continued on neéxt pagd)
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ing was oreeping
over him,

St I-—1 suppose wao
didn't imagine it!"”
muttered  Johnny
Bull.

"Wa couldn’t all
have imagined the
game thing!" said
Harry. "I heard a
groan distinetly,”

“The graanfulness
was terrifiel” said
Hurreo Jamset
Ram Singh. *Bub .
perhapa it was an
esteemed echo.”

“These old places

was left to silence
and darkness sagain,
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in inducing him to take & prompt
departure.

Obviously, a fellow who arrived for
Christmias in the way Bunter was arriv-
iu%, had to be wary.

unter realised that.

During that long run in the taxi he
bad had plenty of time to think and
maoke plans. And he had deeided not to
knock boldly et the door, like an
expected visitor--being such o very un-
expected one. Especially as somebody
bad to pay the teximan twelve pounds—
which DBunter obviously could not do
with two pennies, one of which was
¥rench.

A better plan, Bunter considered, was
te land himself at the Towers, and
watech for an opportunity of enterin
unnoticed, He knew the place—he ha
been there beforec—he knew what quar-
ters the Famous Five would be ocoupy-

ing; he knew how to reach those
quarters once he was within the
building.

He folt thet it was wiser—in the
peculiar eircumstances—not to let his
presonce be discovered, if he could help
it, until so Iate an hour that it would be
practically impossible to kick him out.
Beast as AMauly was, he would have
tﬂmfiva him & night's shelter, at least—
a cnce Bunter was landed there for
the night, he felt that he could depend
on his fot wits to prolong the stay.

After all, Mauly was “soft.” And it
was Christmastime! And Bunter was
s plonsant, charming, fascinating sort of
fellow—the kind of fellow any fellow
would be glad to have, if hs only

realised it. Oneo the difficulty of
gotting installed in the house was got
over, Dunter felt that he could fee!

fairly confident about the result.

But there was the rub!

Bunter was prepared to sneak in at
one of the servants’ doors, or.even to
climb in st & window—indead, he would
rather have dropped down a chimney
than have stayed outside. Rut there
were difficulties in the way, 8till, diffi-
cultiez were only made to be overcome.

The first thing, evidently, was to get
rid of the taximan. With the sordid
gelfishness Bunter was accustomed to
expect from his inferiors, this man
would be thinking sbout his fare—he

would want to be paid. Dunter, of
course, wanted him to be paid. Bunter
was no bilk. But he could not pay him

himsalf, and &0 he did not want to fgure

in the scene,  He had done with the man
now, and wanted to see the last of him;
having landed him at Mauleverer

Towers, the taximan had, =0 to speak,
mtthe;& his usefulness,

“This the place, sir?

The driver leaned round end asked
the question.

“*Yes; drive in™

The great gates stood wide open. An
immense drive eurved among snowy oaks
and becches towards the distant house.
The taxi turned in, passed the lightod
windows of a lodge, and ground on up
the drive.

Bunter’s fat heart palpitated.

crucial moment had arrived.

Mauleverer Towers stood on  high
ground, and the drive was rather steep.
The texi went slow'y. Bunter had
calculated on that.

He opered the doaor,
, With the taxi going slowly, he could
Jump out and vanish. The driver wounld
arrive st the house with an empty
vehicle. What would happen after tﬁnt
was no concern of Bunter’s

But even with the taxi poing very
glowly, Bunter found, at the last
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moment, that he did not like ihe idea of
jumping. These things were easicer to
plan in advance than to carry out when
the moment cuine,

His fat heart fluttered as he stood in
the doorway ready to jump, but hesitat-
ing to jump.

The driver glanced round at him.
No doubt he was surprised. Bunter had
intended to jump oot unknown to tha
driver, but he had hesitated too long.
Tha driver stared hard—verz hard—at
his passongor, whose proceedings were
0 peculiar.

" We ain’t half-way to the house yet,
sir,” ho said.

Buntor started.

“Oh! ¥Yes. No. All Tl;i ht! I-—-I
‘asn’t going to j i :
“%?!_‘:\? haﬂ:tﬂ‘.:ﬁg jump out e gasped
“I—I was just looking at the
scenery,” gasped PBunter.  “It—it's
rather—rather besutiful, you Lnow.

Driva on!"

CHRISTMAS BOX
of a topping
POCKET KENIFE

has been !:Prﬂwar&ed to C]iﬂ’urd

gory, unnyacre, G
down Lane, Ewell, _Surre:.rfmsﬂn
ﬂchapgﬁ for the amusing storyette
herewith.

" Now, sald the sohool teacher,
" we all know about Noah's Ark.
Can any little boy or girl tell me
of mnother Ark 7%

' Yeou, miss,’” came a volce from
the rear, ' "Ark the 'Erald Angsla
singi®

The driver was not only staring now

he was glaring.  Perhaps ho had had
to deal with bilks before, in his career
a5 & taxi-driver.

“Go slow,” added Bunter. " Drive
very slowly. I'm not going to jump out,
you know; but domn’t fast. I don't
want to break neck, you kpoow.”

“My eye!” said the taxi-driver.

“Get on! said Bunter peevishly.
“We—we shall be late for dinner!
Don't keep looking round! Look where
you're gowng.”

Y| eye I
blankly.

”Nuthing to look round for,” said

repeated the driver

Bunter. “I'm not going to jump out
befora wvou get to the housc.
should 1"

Quite an extraordinery expression
was coming over tha driver's face. Even
in the gloom Bunfer could see it. The
man was suspicions! Why he was sus-
pictous Bupntor did not know; but he
could not doubt the fact. He realised
that he was going to have troubls with
this mant

It was neck or nothing now, The taxi

had almost stopped, and it was Bunter’s
chaneo.

Hea jumped !

Bump !

“Yaroooooh I

Bunter rolled and roared.

‘“ Holy smplke!” gasped the taximan.

Ho stopped the car and stared after
Bunter., Bunter owed him a pound for
the drive to Wharton lodge, ten pounds
for the drive to Hampshire, and another
pound that he had borrowed ca route.
And he was escaping bofore the house
was reached ! ]

The driver jumped down.

“Bilk!” he gasped.

The taximan was not, perhaps, closel
acqusinted with the maonners an
customs of the nobility. But he knew
that thiz was not the way & nobleman’s
guosts usually arrived at a nobleman’s
residence.

He had no doubt that he was dealing
with a particularly impudent bilk, whe
had *“diddled * him into driving a hun-
dred miles by pretending that Maule-
verer Towers was his destination, This
made him very anxious that his peculiar
passenger should not eseape,

Bunter sorambled to hias feet,

He blinked round him,

The taximan was rushing towards
him. Even in the gloom Bunter caught
R-i!&&d}y lint 1;&5 e taximan's eyes.

w " he gas .

He holted. =

Barely escaping the clutch of an out-
stretched hand, the fat junior bolted
into the trees that lined the drive.

“Bilk ! roared the taximan. “Bilk]
Btop! T'll have you run in! I'll knock
your blooming nose through the back
of your ‘ead! Stop!™”

f Bunter had beon disposed to stop,
the prospect of having his nose knocked
through the back of his head would
have urged him onward.

He flod wildly.

He heard a tramp of heavy foct
behind him. TLeaving the taxi on the
drive, tha taximan pursued Bunter.

Dﬂ i‘Jh grikey !" pgasped tho hapless
wl,

He bumped into & tree and yellod, and
recovered himself, and dashed on,
Behind him he heard the tramping fect
and a voice raised in wrath, Ha had
not caloulated on this.

He caught a glimpse of the lighted
facade of the great house, shining
through the winter dusk. Ho was
tempted to rush towards it for refuge.
But he reslised that the very worst way
to arrive at the Towers for Christmas
was running for his life with an enraged
taximan at his heels. Such an arrival
could not possibly make a good im-
prossion.

But he had to escape that obnoxious
taximan, The wintry dusk befriended
him. But there was a powdering of
snow on the ground, and Bunter's fat
figure showed up on the snow. To his
horror, he henrd the deep breathing of
the - pursuing taximan behind. gI‘inzn
wrabch was getting nearer and nearer.

“Ow! Oh! ow! Keep off!"
gurgled Bunter.

* Gotcher I gasped the taximan,

But ho had not quite got Bunter, The
fat Owl dodged desperately and got
away again. Where he was runmin
now he hardly knew. He ran for his
fat life, panting and puffing and blow-
ing, strearping with  perspiration, in
spite of the Docember cold. He had lost
sight of the lights of tha house, and
was barging ~mong trees and drifted
snow. He Leard s bump and a howl
behind him; apparently his pursuer had
slipped, and landed in the snow. Bunter
tora on. A bank of snow appeared
before him, dim in the gloom. Ha
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clambered over it desperately, and the
next moment, with a yell of terror, he
felt hiimsel falling through space,

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
Way In!
ILLY BUNTER
e yelled.

It was enough
to make any
fellow yell.

He had clam-
hered over the
snowbank, exX-
pecting to  con-
tinwe lis wild
Bight beyoned.

-l'i'\l'-h.ﬂqq.". o

Instead of which, ho

had plunged head-
long inte an unsecn
and unsuspected
opening and shot
downwards info the
interior of the solid
round globe.

Bump |

Bunter landed.

“Oooooph |7

He sat in thick
snow and gasped.

What had  Thap-
pened and where he
was, he did not know
for some moments
His first 1mpression
wns that he was
killed; but even
Doster's fat intellect
fl;.i*ﬂ”-‘f realised thot
this was not the ense.
Hiz szecond impres.
sion, swiltly follow-
ing the first, was that
he was half Lilled,
ervippled, smashed,
and dislgeated. Bue
even this proved to
Le unfounded.  And
he rvealised at  last
that he had fallen
into deeply pilad
snow, and was' not
Lhart at all, save for
the knocking out of
all his byeath,

And his breath
come back,

* Doooogh
mured DBunter,

Then ho was silent.
If that onraged taxi-
man was sti]]l scarch-
1 for him, DBunter
did not want to give
him & clue. And he
suspocted that the
man would go on
searching ; for there
was no doubt that the
taximan had been in
o bad temper—obviounsly annoyed about
something !

Having recovered gome of his breath
and made the happy and interesting
discovery that he was not damaged,
Dunter blinked about him. He was et
the bottom of o eircular opening in the
earth, of whieh the sides appeared to
bo bricked. Tho top was open io the
skv, and the apening was surrounded by
a stone wal, covered now with snow,
which Bunter, in the gloom, had
seramblod over, without knowing what
it was. Put now he realised what bad
happened. From o former visit to
Aanleverer Towera he romembered thot
there wos an ancient well, long sinco
dricdl up, in the grounds, a couple of
hundeed yardas from the houze, and it

niur-

was evidently this old well inte which
he had pitched.

“0h erikey "' murmured Bunter.

He was safe from the exasperated
taximan, That was something, But ho
was awaroe that the old well was deep—
very deep. And he realised, with a
shudder, that bad it not been half-
choked with snow his fall would have
eaused him very serious damage indeed.

As it was, the snow had breken his
fall, He had dropped upon it almost
a3 softly as on & of down, and he
was un amaﬁﬂd, though nearly buricd.
o serambled up, slipped, rolled over,
sod found himself in utter darkness, on
cold earth, that was free from snow.

He sat up and spluttered

i _.I,'I;.I-:..

¥
e 11
e .'i'

secrel panel

FRound him was dJdeep darkness, and
a noisome smell of earth and close-
ness. It was a narrow opening, through
which he had rolled, and the snow
glimmered cutside, almnost choking ik

00 erumbs "' murmured Bunter.

" IIe (umbled in his pocket for o match-
ox,

He blinked round him in amazement
in the flickering light of a nateh. It
was nob, as he mught have supposed,
) gaﬁ broken by the paszage of time in
the bricked side of tha old well, into
which he had rolled. It was a narrow
passage, with bricked walls, leading
away into dense darkne:s,

His liitle round eyes almost bulged
throngh bhis big round speetacles in Lis
astonizhment.

i

1?
It dawned upon him ihet he had, by
& strange chance, discovered a secreb

of Mauleverer Towers thet was unknown
to the proprietor. _

The ancient well, he know, had nok
been used for centurics; not the ie-
motest trace wos 'eft of bucket or chain
or windlass, It was zimply & relic of
the past, and probably i1t bhad never
occurred to anyone to jﬁ&cend it—there
was no imaginable reason {or doing so.
Bunter ccrtainly would not have de-
seended if he could have helped it—and
nohody hut the short-sighted 1 of
Greyfridrs would have blundered into it

“Oh crikey I"* breathed Bunter.

He struck another match.

Obviously the passage in which hs

-
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Eunter struck 8 match and examined the panel of the haunted turret before closing it. Then, pressing
a [at finger on the carved lion's head, he discovered that it concealed the spring that worked the

stood led somewhere, Ik was one of the
seeret passages that were known to esizh
at dManleverer Towers. though all koow-
ledga of them had long been lost.

Billy Bunter's intellect was not of o
brightest. But even Bunter could guess
that this secret passage leading out to
the old well under the trees ecald only
have been planred as o sveret way of
eseppe from the mansion—in the ol
days wien builders put 1n seeret pos-
sages in a nobleman’s vesideucn od
maticr of conrse. 1f that wes the ecasn
—gz cortainly ik mmst be—the passage
led to the mansion.

Dunter grinncd.

e had tensted o hech—and it leoksd
as if Iuck was befriending hamn |

Tig Magsey Tanrary.—No. 1,244,
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There was no way up from the well,
excopt by shouting for help—a method
that was more likely to attract the ex-
sspetated taximag than anyone elso
aftor dusk. Bohter seemed to have
found o way out without going up.

Horatching mateh after mateh, ho trod
eaptionszly along the narrow aga. It
wag ao parrow that the fat Owl seraped

the sides as he went.

“Ow 1"

He uttered a sudden ejaculation as he
banged a fat shin on a stone step.

Holding up another match, ha saw a
flight of narrow stops winding upwards
spirdlly, disappearing into gloom.

Very ecarefully he tested the steps
before he ventured to mount. But they
were as esolid as in the ancient days
when the masons had laid them—solid as

rook,

Slowly, but steadily, the fat Owl]
olambered up the steps.

He could have no doubt now that the
pecret passage led ints the housze. The
spiral stair could mean nothing else.

Up and up he went, puffing and blow-
ing and gasping with his exertiona.
E::jl;er c!u:} tnf;- ike stairs %Bhfll'mdl too

weigh carry up. But he clam-
bered on E::nanfu]]y.ry E

It seemed to him that the spiral stair
would never end. He knew that he
must have passed beyond the level of
the pround—the stair wound on upwards
in fEa thickness of
an ancient wall
Mateh after mateh
lighted him on his

WAY.

ﬁrewthing has
an end, and the
gpiral stair ended
at last, Tt ended
in a smeall stone
cell, and Bunter,

sasping for ;
bresth, leaned on
thae wall and
reated in the dark-
ness,
Hilence as of
th?gnéd omb hug
rei rToun
him during his
ascont. But as he

stood  breathing
hard and deep,
leaning on @
wall, sounds oame
to his ears.

He started and
listened.

It waa the

sound of voices
that reached him. '

“Oh  erikey |
breathed Bunter,

Evidently he was within the mansion.

murmur of voices ¢ame to him, and
then they came more clearly, as if ile
speakers were approaching. And he
noed a2 he m]tflgmae:i the tonea of the
amous Five, arry Wharton & Co.
were within & few feet of him !

‘“ Boasts I" murmured Bunter.

. Thera was a wall Letween him and the
%qnmrg. So fer as he had seen by the

ickering match the walls surrounding
him were of solid atone blocks. But it
was olear that the sound of voices did
not come through solid stone; in some
spot the wall was thinner.

Bunfer did not wventure to strike
another match lest & gleam of light
should betray him. But he felt his way
along the wall, and felt an opening in
the stone.

it waa & narrow doorway—or, rather,

paenas,
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- He groped into it. His fat fingars
came in contact with eold, hard wood.

This obviously was the way in.

And now the voices im the room

beyond camo clearly to his ears, mufled
by the thick oak, but easily
distinguished.
Bunter grinned as he listened, hear-
ing every word as the chums of the
Remove in the turrst-room discussed the
ghost of Mauleverer Towers and the
possible consequences of tapping on the
wWall,

Then came the tap.

And Bunter groaned.

He gave o deep, hair-raising groan-—-
poartly because the beasts jolly well Jo-
served to be frightened, partly because
he wanted to frighten them away froin
the spot while he searched for a way in
ungeen. .

He grinned in the darkness &z ho
overheard the breathless discussion that
followed that unexpected groan.

Then, to his great resief, he heard the
sound of receding footsteps and a clos

in%. door.
hey were gone!

The Owl of the Bemove waited {ill
all was silent. Then he struck & match
amill examined the recess in the stons
wall,

He remembered the story Lord
Mauleverer had told in the Remove

dormitory at Greyiriars. That story,
he had no doubt, was true; for this was
the mysterious way out of the turret hy

(¢rom the Edilor):

The worde, “A Merry Christmasl™”
:H ow frequently thev're ppoken.,
Like promises, they're someiimes reant,

But very often broken.

Lhree words! And very ehéap to prind,
You read the same words yearly.

LRead them agein—they come from oné
Who writes them most sincerely,

Your EDITOR.

ey e

(Fram Frank Richards):

Sometimes I think a tale 1 write
AMay make some reader'sa Christmas
bright,
And “ Rl one home wilh glee
It any tale of mine has brought
My readers happiness, the thought
g far more joy to me.

With sincere wishes for a right royal
time this Christmas,

FRANK RICHARDS,

ey

{(FProm the Ofice-Boy):

W.&%; I asked the boss for ¢ Chrizsmas
ax
He pave me one—non the carf
So I wisher to ell, bue the Edditor,
Merry Chrissmaz aend Happy Noo
Year!

which the. Red Earl had escaped  the
king’s pursuivants in those far-off days.
Where there was a way out there was
a way in, and Bunter had only to ook
for it. :

By the light of matches he blinked
over the thick black oak that closed the
rocess. Heo found a large knob,

Grasping it, he pulled, _

A panel in the cak came open so sud-
denly that the fat Owl almoet sat down.

“Oh erumba I'" he gas

He recovered himngelf and put his head
through the opening in the wall. The
room beyond was dark, on a pale
glimmer coming in the tall slits of
window from the December dusk
without,

Bunter elambered through.

He struck another mn.t:ﬁ and blinked
round him. He chuckled. He kbew
where he was now—in the haun:iad
turret-room.

“RBeaste !"" murmured Bunter. "1
they jolly well knew 1™

e struck soveral more mabches to
examine the panel before he closed it.
The old oak was strange ond

rotesquely carved, and Bunter found a
ion’s head, correspondiog to the knob
on the othor side. Evidently this con-
cealed the spring that worked the pancl.

Having found the secret—easy enough
when the secret door was open—Bunter
snapped the panel shut. He knew how
to open it again now if he needad to
retreat. But he was not thinki of
retreat. He would not need to
use the panel unless the beasts
came back—which they were not
likely to do. And he did. not
intend to leave tha turret-room
vet, His presence in Mauleverer
Towers was not to be discovered
until it was too late to kick
him out.

Fortunately—with great fore.
thought, in fact—he bad ex
pended & couple of shillings out

of the pound he had borrowed
from the taximan on toffee and
chocolates, He sat down in the
turret-room  and proceeded to
munch toffee and chooolates
alternatel erivin consider-
able comiort therefrom, as well
as from the reflection that that
unpleasant and disrespectful and
suspicious taximan was probably
still hunting for him in the snow
snd derkness,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Where ls Bnnter ?
¥ lord [

person desires to

¢ see your lord-
. ship.” Porsgn
- coughed apolo.
it petically, appar-
: , ently fuhél realis-
il o how cheeky it
was of any " person ™ to desire to sce his
lordship.
“Yaas,” yawned -Lord Mauleverer.
He sat up.

Harry Wharton & Co. were grouped
before & erockling log fire, and Lord
Mauleverer liad’ streteched his roble and
elegant limbs rn a getiee. The Grey-
friars fellows were in an apartment
which had ancienfly been an armoury,
and which was used by Mauly ms a
“den ""—a rather magnificent den, with
trpphies of arms on tﬁg walls, and suits
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of armpur worn in bygone daye by dead-
and-gone Mauleverers reflecting the
bright glow of the fire. ;

“Who iz it, Porson?"” asked Lotd
Mauvleverer., “I'm rather busy just ncw
—in fact, frightfully busy.”

Whereat the Geryfriars fellows
grinned. Lord Mauleverer was " busy ”
in taking a rest before dinner. But that,
no doubt, was very important.

“Tha person's name iz DBrown, my
lord,” said, the butler of Mauleverer
Towers. “#He is the driver of a taxi-
[‘."-E.TL”

“One of you men phoned for a taxii”
esked Mauly. :

The Famous Five shook their heads.

“The—the person siates that he bas
driven from Eurre}‘iotﬂ-dny,_ my lord,
with a passenger who told him that he
was & guest of your lordship'’s,” said
Porson. “He iz—'hem!—sa little ex-
cited. Hae states that his passenger
jumped from the cab in your lordship’s
grounds, and, to use his own expression,
myv lord, bilked him.”

“Oh gadl® ejaculated Lord Maule-
Yorar.

“The esteemed snd ridiculous
Bunter [ murmured Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh,

The same thought cocurred to all the
juniors at omece. A nger from
Surrey who had bilked the taxziman
was mnot likely to be anybody but
William George Buntor.

“1 have informed the person, my lord,
that your lordship can know pothing of
any such matter. But——=!

“Bhow him in,” ssid Lord Maule-
YETer,

“Very well, my lord 1™ )

Apparently Porson had done his best
to “'shoo® away the taxi-driver, but
that person had refused Lo be “shoo’ed ™
away. His fare bed vanished in Lord
Mauleverer’s grounds, and no doubt the
hapless taximan nourished a hopo of
collecting his money from somebody.

FPorson showed him into the armoury.

Lord Mauleverer rose gracefully to
greet him., Cap in hand, with a very

petl face, the taximan blinked at the |

schoolboy earl. ;

“Borry, sir,” he said. “Sorry to
trouble anybody. But a man can't
afford to loss twelve pounds, sir, if he
can help it.”

* Hardly,” agreed Lord Mauleverer.

“The bloke had your name guite pat,
gir, and your address, too, and I &'paso
you know something of bim," said the
taximan.. “Picked me up at Reigate,
in E»mmyi this bloke did, and tells me

1

to drive him to Wharton Lodge this
morning, sir.Z
“Wharton Lodge 2 ejaculated Harry.
“Yes, sir. T ha talls me he's

miszed hiz friends and is going on to
Hampshira, sir."” ]

“The fat wvillainl” ejaculated BEcb
Cherry. 1 ) )

“I see you kmow him, sir. Fat he is.
Never saw such a cove with so much
on his bones, if he's got any bones.
A fat bloke in specs,” said the taximan,
“1 doen't know his name, but 1'd koow
him agsain if I see him anywhere,
Borrowed a pound of me on the way,
he did.2 _
B“Eha.t’s Bunter!” grinned Johnny

[ 1

“The Bunterfulness is terrificl”

“And I drives in at your gates, sir,"”
said the indignant taximan, “and he
jumps cut and dodges away, with me
after him, sir, guessing what he was up
to. I been hunting for him for a whole
hour and more, but he's got away. But
what struck me, sir, was that he never
hooked it out of the gates. He's still
sbout somewhere, s0 I reckoned he
might be known here, sir.”

GREYFRIARS HEROES.

Nﬂi 12,

In keeping with t{he spirit of

Chrisimas the Greyfriars Rhymester

has selected a seasonable subject In

Larry  Lascelles’  hero—Charles

Dickens, the famous author of
““ A Christmas Carol.

c.HE hera of Farry Lascelles

Is the fhere of hundrods of
olthers—

Young nmen love the tales that
fie tells,

And grandjatheras, sisters. amid mothers,
Al sorts and conditions of folk ‘

Are fond of the books he har written,
For laughter and tears they evoke

From every odd corner of Dritain,

Pick up any novel or book
Which has come from the pen of
Charles Dickens;
¥You may not care much at first look,
Bul after your interes? quickens
You'll read from beginning lo end,
And when you have read it agan, irdu
Will feel you've discovered a friend
You know will tndeed enteriain you.

Now Larry Lascelles is a judge
Of writings of classical order;

He revelr in Barnaby Rudge,

himself

And laughs hoarre af

Micawbher,

A ol N A
At Pickwiek, Sam Weller and Pell,

At Snodgrazz and Tupman and
Winkle. i
Wihen he's reading that masterpiécé—

well,
You ought to see Larry’s eyes twinkie!

At Christmastime in the deluge
O happiness, Dickens has merilr.
Whkat chap hasn't heard of cld Sercoge
Who went for a walk with the spirilad
Of Gabriel Grub all have hea
Phat crosp-prained, kard-hitten old
sexton,
Who was collered by goblins, and feared
What adventure he'd find himeel] nexd
an.

The here of Christmas iz ke,
As well ax the hero of Larry}
He eaptured the sperit of glee,
Arul showed us all how {o be mérry.
And then we musl never forget
The evils thai Dickena has banished
He lnughed al our prisons tfar debt,
And zhamed them wuntil they all
vanished.

His bookr may ecch reader enjoy,
And may he delight in perusing
The works in whick grown-up and boy
Can find something fresh agnd
amusing ;
Like Larry Fascellées, we may find
In Lickcne the joy we are after,
And take ¢ll our cares from our mund
In the pleasure of light-Rhearled
daughler.

“Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer. " Fat
fellow, as broad as he is long—what{"

“That's him, sir I*

“With a big pair of specs, and a face
like—like—like an over-ripe tomatoiZ
acked Lord Mauleverer thﬂyghtfu_lliiy.

“] see you know him, sir,” said the
taximan. ‘“And if he's here, sir—seein
as he told me he was a guest hero——"

“Not at alll But I'm plad you've
mentioned the matter,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “ How much hos he ulked
you of 7" ,

“There was a pound from Reigate to
Wharton Lodge, and ten gquid for the
drive to this place, sir, ood o quid
he borrowed—"

“Bunter doesn’t do things by halves !”
murmured Nugent.

“That's twelve ‘f{ﬂuﬂdﬂ, sir,” said the
taximan, “and bilked- at the finish! If
I get ‘old of him—="

“You're not likely to get hold of him,
Mr. Brown,” ssid Lord Mauleverer
shaking his head. “I fecl npm*mceé
that he will never let you sce hum again
if he can possibly help it. But you
necd not waste your time looking for
hin, as I'm sure he hasn't any money,
even if you found him.”

The taximan breathed very hard.

“But if he's a Iriend of yours, sip—"

“He isn't|”

“If he's here—"

“Thank goodness, he isn't! If he

turns up here, I'm relyin' on my friends
to kick him out % .

“Depend on us, old bean!™ grinned
Johnony Bull.

“The kickfulness will be terrific [

“I ain't losing twelve pounds!” gaid
the taximan, showing signs of excite-
ment.

“Certainly not 12 agreed Lord Maule-
verar  soothingly. "“That would be
rather hard cheese, by Jove! But you're
really not likely to %Et. it out of Bunter,
so parhaps you would not object to my
paym' itt"

AOrd Mauleverer looked inquiringly
at the taximan. The taximan looked at
Lord Mauleverer. Really, there was nv
doubt on tho subject, and the inquiry
was superfuous.

“"¥You'ra a gentleman, sir!” said the
taximan,

“Thank you wery much!” said Lord
Mauleverer urbanely. “I beliave I've

t & wallet somewhere. Yaas, here it
is. Let me seo. Two fivers and two
pound notes—I mean three. That's right
—what? © Porson!”

" Yes, my Lord?”

“This gentleman has driven from
Surrey to-day. A very long and cold
drive in thiz weather, Porson. You will
see that he has refreshment before he
deives home, Porson,"

“¥Yes, my loxd [®

It was & happy taximan who followed

THE Magrer Lisgary,—No. 1,244,
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Porson, though still troubled with a
lingering dmga to get hold of his late

r.
FEL-::;[H ‘Mauleverer sank down on the
gottea again, :

“There's time for a walk round before
dinner,” remarked Bob Cherry, with a
glance at his ehums.

“Yes, rather I” said Harry Wharton.

Lord Maulever grinned, and did not
inguire whal lis guests were going to
look far when they walked round.

‘They looked for Bunter.

Naturally, it did not ocour to them
that the fat Owl was within the walls
of the mansion, biding his time till it
wes safe to put in an appearance. Had
{they guessed that, undoubtedly Billy
Bunter would have taken a prompt
departute, with fve boots to help bim
on hin war. y g 2

As it was, they looked for him in vain,

At dinner that evening Lord Maule-
verer hnd rather a thoughtful look. But
if he feared an snnouncement of the
arrival of a visitor he was agreeably
disappointed. There was no annbounce-
went, Bunter, apparently, had vanished
into space after landing at the Towers,
And the Famous Five, lovally prepared
to stand by their noble host te the
extent pf kicking William George Bunter
a conziderable dislance on hia home-
ward way, cnrme o the conclusion that
tha fat Owl had decided, aller oll, to
depart unkicked. Which showed that,
even after their long experience of him,
ther did not guite know their Bunter.

THE -THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Only Bunter |
NORF
“My hat!™
Snore |
Harry Wharton
stared blankly.
Hours in holi-
day -time were
rather later than
£ y at school, and s=o
Lk it was past his
; ~ usual bed-time
Wharton said good-night

when Er

to hig friends at his door and came ialo

his room, and he was rather sleepy,

But slecpiness vanished at that un-
expected sound from his bed,

¢ jumped and stared,

Wharton's reom was large and com-
fortable, with a canngmd. bed of ancient
solidity, and a log fire burning in an
ancient grate. For a moment he fancied
that be must heve mistaken the room
mg he heard the sound of that decp and
hefty snore. Dut it was his room,
obviously already occupied. And as he
srondered blank] f' who could be there,
something familiar about that de?
snore struck him, It was an old,
familiar sound that he had often heard
in the Removoe dormitory at Greyfriars

Eh{y only hat! Bunter!”

no

ral

Wharton :tap?ed to the bed.

There lay a fat figure, fully dressed.
Its eyes were shut and its mouth was
open, and round the mouth were many
emears of toffes and ghocolate,

Harry Wharton gazed at that sprawl-
ing figure as if he could hardly believe
his eyes—as, indeed, he hardly could.

* B-b-bunter I* he ﬁaspﬂcL

The sight of the ghost of Mauleverer
Towers eould hardly have startled bhim
more. He stared blankly at tho snoring
fat junior.

Bunter did not awaken., He had not
gona to bed—apparently he had lain
down to take a ?iuh} rest, after which,
of course, ha had fallen asleep. Now
he was deep in elumber and snoring
away &t & terrific rate.

“Bunter | How the thump—*

gasped Wharton, He seized the sprawl-
ing Owl by a fat shoulder and shook
him. “Bunier! You fat scoundrol !
What are you doing here? How did
you pot in, you villain ¥”

" Grooocogh 1"

“Wake up. vou fat burglar!”

“ Ooooogh !

Billvy Bunter’s eves opened, and he
biinked at Whartor ove-r hia big
spectacies. o sat up on the bed.

“Oh! Youl!” he grunted. i |

thought this was your room, old chap.
I say, you'ro jolly late up to bed, ain't
you? L'm hungry!"”

“How did you get in here?* roared
Wharton.

I'he Owl of the Remove rubbed his
sleepy  eyes, Dblinked at him, and
grinned., Billy Bunter had no intention
of cxplaining how be had gob into
Mauloverer Towers. That little secret
was his own., That unknown and un-
sugpected " way in ¥ might come in use
ful again. if Bunter did not receive the
hearty Charistmas welcome whith 5o
agrecable o fellow had a natural right

e expect.

“Oh, X just walked in!™ he answered
atrily.

“Ind Porson let you ini*

“Eh! Yes! Exactly I Bunter
chuckled. *Just that, old chap.”

“Then I'd better ring for him to show
you out agamnl!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You fat villain! You must have
encaked iIn  somehow without being
scen 1" pgrowled th: captain of the
Remaove.
here ™

“Go and tell him, old chap—in fact,
bring him here.” saic Buntor., “I want
to sce Mauly., I want some supper.”

Harry Wharton went to tha door.
Evidently Lord Mauleverer had to know
that his unexpected visitor had, after
all, arrived,

Bunter rolled off the bed, grinning.
It was too latz for him to be turned
out, he felt sure of that., Mauly wasz a
beazt, but not such sn inhospitable
boast as that, Fle was szafe for the
night, and he relied on his fat wits for
the rest. The matter of the inost press-
g immoediate concoern was supper.
Tofice and chocolates wore all very
well; but thers waz an aching void
inside Bunter that a Christmas dinner
could hardly have filled.

“Oh gad I”

He heard Lord Mauleverar’s voice.

The schoolboy ear’ eame in. and after
him came the Famousz Five. All the
Co. were amazed by the news that
Bunter was there.
a3 if he had beea iho glost of a fat owl,

“How did the villein get in?* asked
Bob Cherry.

“1 say, voa fellows, glad to see me?™
asked Bunter affably. “1've had a nap
while I waited for you to come up to
bed. DBuat, I say, I'm hungry. Masauly,
old man, what about supper 1"

“You fat sweep !

“0Oh, really, Mauniy——

“How did you get here?”

“Friend of mine gave me v lift in his
car from Surrey—one of my titled rela-
tions, in fact,’” grinned Bunter, * Quite
a good run, in my friend's Rolls, at
arc you gMnning at?

“Your titled relation’s stnck Mauly
for the tazi fare!™ roared Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter started.

“Oh erumbs! Did that beas'r"[‘%' taxi-
man come up tor the house? hat a
nerve ! I—I thought he'd gone. I sup-

oge he's gone now, if Mauly paid him.

‘Il seitle with wou  after the hols,
Mauly, I'm expecting a good many

- tu-morrcﬂr,

“AMaunly doosn’t know you're |

They stared at him &

rather substantial Christmes tips—from
titled relations, you know. I say,
what about supper "'
“Say the word, Mauly, and we’ll sling
hinr out for yon sairf Johnny Bull
“0Oh, really, Bull—"
“The celinglulness is

“Look here, you shut up!” said
Bunter. *“Mauly was expeeting me here
for Christmas, weren’t yon.. old chap t*

“Yaas," groaned Lord Mauleverer.
“1 was afraid so.”

“0h, really, Mauly!

the proper

: If I'm not wel.

come e, said Bunter, with dignity,

“I'll go at once, of course! Y hope I'm

not the fellow to butt in where I'm not

ﬁ“'ﬁdh You've only to say the word,
auly.

Y Oh, good! I'li order the ear, then,”
sm::t Lord Mauleverer, brightening up.
“I'll let the chauffear take you nll the
way home to Surrey, Bunter.”
“Of course, it's too late to-night,”
said Bunter calmiy. “ We'll talk it over
shall wei What about

sufgur?
deeprd Mauleverer breathed hard and

“Let’s kick him out, Ma o

chony Bull, Stauln " weed

“Well, it’s rather late,” murmured
Mauly, “and—and—tho ear can run
him home to-morrow. Ande—and—I']]
tell Porson to Bx ur a roem for you
t:::j:ught, Bun’t_er, and--and some supper

“That’s all right, old chap. 1 don’t
want much—a cold chicken or two, and
some beef, and——*

“Come along !

" Certainly, old chap ™

illy Bunter followed Lord Mauleverer

from the room. Ho gave the Famous
Fivo a triumphant blink as ho went.

He was fecling quite zccure now. He
waz landed in Mauleverer Towers; and
he had great sticking powers and great
faith in them.

The chums of the Bemove did not dis-

rza to bed. Ther were not thinking of

ed now—but of Bunter,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Only Way |

BAY, rvou

fellows ™"
Haorry Wharlon
Co.,, scated
round the log firs
in Wharton's
1OSITL, slanced

routnd  as Banler
rolled in.

It was an hour
: Iater; but the
uniors had not ye: gonc to . And
unter had been busy. His fat face
shone, and his breathing was a little
sterlorons.  Apparently he had done
well at supper,

He grinned as he rolied in. [He
seemed to be in a cheerful and expansive
mood—which was not shared by the
Foamous Five.

“Well, vou fat sweep!” growled
Johnny huh.

“I say, sou fellows, F've had rather &
decent supper,” said Bunter cheerfully.
“Not like what 1 ghould have had at
Bunter Court—but pret decent.
Mauly's not here? Gone to bed, T sup-

ge. I say. Mauly isn't ill, or any-
thing, i1z hef” .

“Not that T knew of,” said Harry.

“I'vo told ki Tm sticking to him
over the wae," said Bunter. “EHae
seamed in low spiritz about something,
though. I say, you fellows, I shall want

some of you to lend me a few things.
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Scarcely knowing what he did, Bunter
acilpn on the fat junlor's part seemed

I've come here without any luggage. I
was going to ask Mauly: but ho seems
to have gone off to bed. I suppose

cu've got some pyjamas I can have,

harton 1"

“Go and eat cokel"

“0Oh, all right—I'll go and wake up
Maonly—"

“You can have soma pyjamas, fak-
head 1™

“Thanks! I'll gev my tlings zleng
later from DBunter Couct, I say, you
follows, if my things don’t arrive in
time, I suppose I cen rely on my old

ala? Your evening clothes will fit no,

harton—you won't mind if I sht the
waistcoat up the back—I'm not bony
like you, you know. I can do with
shous, Inky.” :

“My estecmed idiotic Bunter—"

“I shall want sowme socks, and ties,
and collars, and shirts, and things—
but we'll arrange all that to-
LOTTOW i

“"You fat villain " said Johnny Bull

“That will do, Bull 1* Bunter wagged
& fat forefinger at Johnny, "I want
vaou fellows to undevstand one thing—if
you're staying on herg——>*

“T¢ wa're staying on hera " repreated
Nugent. .

“¥es; if you're siaving on here for
Christmas I shall expect you to be alvil.
I don’'t expeet a lot from you in the
Wy manners, of course, but vyou
simply must remember that you're not
in the Remove passago at Greyiriars

A

1

-

on the caken floor |

now. There's going fto be a lot of com-
pany hers over Christmas, and peoople
will know that we belong to the same
school, and sa I don’t want you follows
to let me down.”

“Oh orumhbsi®

“"Hazeldene will be coming, and bring-
ing hia sister Marjorie,” went on Bunter,
“Some of the other Chff Ilouse girls,
too. I don't want you butting 1 too
much when Marjorie’s here, {:ﬁerr i

Bob Cherry opencd his lips, and closed
them again,

“Marjorie can't stand you, you
know,” said Bunter, blinking at him.
“¥You'd better not get asking her for
o dance, or anything like that, I'm
?mng to look after Marjorie, and give
ey 8 good time here. "Uhe fact is she's
only coming because I told her 1 ghould

be here”
“Im going te kick him!™ growled
Johnny Bull.

“8hut up, Bull! If vou can't behava
sourself here I shall ask Mauly to pive
vaia a hint to clear,” zaid Bunter. “I'm
blegsed if I quite know what he's asked
you for=1 suppose you wangled it some-
how.""

“Whaot 7 gasped Johnny Bull,

“If there’s gne thing T despise it's a
fellow fishing for invitalions and shov-
ing himself 1n where he’s not wanted,”
sa1d Bunter scornfully.

“Oh, yo godsl|”

“ Not my style,” gaid Bunter., *“Bui
you fcllows would hordly understand, of

his pillow and made a frantle smite at the ght. Crash ! The sudden
rm ﬂmp;hmt by surprise, It staggered back as the piliow landed and crashed

courso—you're not sensitive, Trot oud
thoso pyjames, Wharton, and I'll get off
to bed—1'm sleepy.” o

Tho capiain of the Remove, in silence,
sorted out pyjamas, and Dunter put
them over a fat arm and deporied.

“My cstecmed and idiotie chums,”
murmurad Hurrce Jamset Ham Singh,
a3 soon as the door closed on Bunler.
Thera was o thoughtful wrinkle in the
dusky brow of the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“My ridiculous friends, a wheczy 1dea
has ocecurred to my idietic brain®

“Nothing doing I grunied Johony
Bull. *You can’t think of a way of
making Bunter come anstuck 7

The nabob grinned.

“Tha esteened Buntor is a terrifie
funk,” he remarked, “and there s an
honourable and ridiculoys ghost that
haunts this idiotic mansion.”

“Fathead |l I jolly well wish there
was a ghost, and that he would scare
;{:Imtt- ]fnt- scoundrel into fits] But there
an't 1"

“Thera are more ways of killing an
ahsurd cat than the chokefulness with
creatn,”  saxd  Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. "“If the ridiculous ghost should
walk to-night—"

“Thero 1sn't a ghost to walk, ass

“ut an csteemed ghost mmight be
manufactured, my worthy Johnny, for
the benelit of the absurd Bunter.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Johnny Bull

“"Good egp " exolaimed Dob Cherry.

Tae Micker Lrany.—No. 1,244,
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“tood old Inky! I the jolly old Red
Earl dropped i::; on Bunter—"

“Ha, ha, ha [

-:r%txﬂ‘[,' l“

‘Rippin

* Wf F:mf bag his old suit of armour

Manuly's den!” exclpimed -

“ And the jolly old ghost con walkl
nhuc&:leﬂh Ht;ﬁge;ﬂ:. :

i By o i 1]

"Hgi a word to Mauly, though!
ciuckled Bob. “We're gomg to do
good by stealth—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Five grinning faces reflected the glow
of the Bro—five cheery heads were put
together. And while the chums of the
Remove discussed that startling wheeze
for ceusing William George Bunter fo
come “unstuck ¥ a deep sound from
the distance reached their ears, like the
rumible of distant thunder, or the break-
ing of surf on a rocky shore. Billy

Bunter was asleep—and sooringl

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Thy Ghost Watks !
LANG I
Billy  Bunter
started in  his
sleep. i
it was past mid-
night.

‘he December
night was darck
and winbry.
Round ¢the
ancient turrets of
the wind how

and moaned. }
drifted against the cascinents, and piled
‘thick on window-sills and ledges, on red

old chimneys and creaking, lenfless
branches.

The ancient building was full of
stranga sounds—cracking of old wains-
cot, echoos of the winter wind, thud-
ding of fallen stacks of snow that slid
from slanting roofs. But Billy Bunter
woaa deaf to the cerie sounds of mid-
night. Indeed, in Bunter's room such
sounds were quite drowned by the nasal
soloe the fat Owl was putting up. Billy
Bunter's snore was going atmn]g.

But when that loud metallio clang
rang through Bunter's room, even
Bunter's snoroe took a second place.

Clang !

Bunter did not awaken, He was not
casy to woke. But he started and
shifted in his sleep.

Clang! Clang! Clangl

Bunter's eyes opened. He awakened
at last. .

There wes a log-fire burning in the
wide, old-fashioned hearth, It was
burning low at this late hour, with a
deep red glow from the heart of the
embers, and cccasionally a leap of blaze,
It shed & dim light thiough the room.

Bunter blinked round sleepily.

Something hed awakened him. He
lifted his fat face from the
blinked 10und to ascertain the causc.

Then he gave a Jump.

“(w!” gasped Buoter,

Hp raised himself on a fat elbow, and
blinked. Io the red glow o figure in
grmour appeared, passing with a heavy,
clanking stride between Bunter and the

1L
The armour-olad figure elanked on, and

disappoared in the shadows. Bunter lay

on his fat elbow, tromslixed.

Was he dreaming?

He had been dreaming while he slept,
but not of the ghost of Mauleverer
Towers. He had dreamed of turkeys,
of mince-pies, and Christmas pudding—
a happy dream, which had caused him

Tree Macxer Limgany.—No. 1,244,

lank
Snow, falling steadily, * This

to smile in his slumber, Was thiz a
dream, of dreadiul reality !

With a shaking fat hand he groped for
his speotacles, jammed them on his fat
little nose, and blinked again,

Clank ! Clank! Clank!

From the shadows by the farther wall
the armour.cled figure came clankin
back, again passing between Bunter a
the red glow of the fire. e

His cyes almost popped through his
spectacles.

It was the figure of a knight of old,
clad in armour from head to foot, the
barred vizor closed.

Clank ! Clank! Clank!

The old oaken planks of the floor
raug to the heavy stride,

Bunter scarcely breathed,

. Bunter did not believe in ghosts—not
mn the daylight, st all events. At pud-
night, in the gloom and solitude, it was
a different matter. Ghosts did not seem
g0 1umprobable then. .

Bunter remembered, with & shudder
the ghost story Lord Mauleverer had
related 1 the Remove dormitory. At
Christmas-time, when the winter winds
howled, and the winter snows gleamed
on roof and sill, the ghost of the Red
Earl was wont to walk ite ancient
round, and the touch of its icy fingers
spelled death to the hapless beholder.
Bunter, with his evez atarting through
his spectacles, watched the hn:ﬁy
figure as it clanked on towards the
door. From the bottom of his fat
heart, he hoped te see it vanish through
the door.

But, at hthei: door, it turped and came

back.

This time it did not pace acrass the
room before the fre. It paced towsrds
Bunter's bed.

£1] G_w !IJ .

o Ii*.- waz a terrified squeak from the fat
wl.

MNearer and nearer came the armour-
clad figure, towering over the fat junior
25 he lay blibking in terror threugh
his big spectacles.

It halted by the bedaide.

A gauntleted hand was raised, point-
ing at Bunter's fat, scared face. To
Bunter's horror, the out-stretched hand
approached closer and closer to his fat

D05,
“Ow! Help! Fire! Murder! Eeep
off 1" yelled Bunter,
what he did, the

Senrcely -knuwin%
fat junior grasped his pillow, and made

a frantic smite at the ghost of Maule-
verer Towers,

Crach |

That sudden action on Bunter's part
seemed to take the ghost by surprise.

It staggered back as the pillow landed,
slipped, and stumbled over, and there
was o terrific crash of armour as it
landed on its back on the caken foor.
That terrific crash rang far and wide.

‘:Ewi Eelph!:’ velle Buntﬂrr

“{Oooonocogh ! came a gurgling gasp
from within the closed helmet of the

illow, and ghos

k.

Bunter did not heed it—if he heard.
He leaped from the bed and darted to
the door.

Dunter's movements were not often
gwift, especially after supper. Now he
crossed the room at aboub seventy
miles per hour.

He reached the door, fore it open,
and dashed out imto the corridor,

Crash! Bump! Thud!

= Whnt tha Pt

: t the thum

“0Oh crikey I

The dusky corridor outside was not
deserted, as Bunter naturally sup-
posed it would be at that hour of the
night. TFour ehadowy HGgures wera
gathered close by Bunter's door, and

the fat junior hurtled into the midst ol
them, knocking them right and left.

“Ow]! Wow! What the merry
thum ;

p—.—.""
& Who the thunder—*
“ What the terrific dickens—"
2 Ow! Oh crikey!” spluttered Bunter.
Owl HH}!{;]! Ghosts!| Muzrder| Firel
e Mt &
& ¢lu at a shadowy fgure as
he stumbled and fell, and E-.:Irag'gad it
down in his fell. re was a wild
hn‘t-.ri in Frank Nugent's voice.
“Balol Ghoste s reliog | B

N L3 elle unter,
Ee&g off| Help!™ >

Oh, fat idiot 1?
:It’u; unter —-—-""

Oh! I say, you fellowsi” Bunter
recognised the voices at last. *'I say,
%ermwayl It’s the ?:hﬂatl I say, helpl

b crikey! QGot & light! I zay, don't
stop me! Oh nrumbn% Cw ¥ *

Heo: scrambled to his fest. Frank

Nugent lay gasping on the foor. Three
other fellows were staggering breaths
lessly. A door opened ferther along the
corridor, the door of Lord Mauleversr's
room, and & light shone out. 'The
terrifio ‘din had awakened his lordship,
Mauly, in a dressing-gown, peered ocut

1n amazrcment.
“Out B | Chosts 1 ottt Bunt
w p | Ghosts nter.
Ot e Jickons u; u
w ve me ! ye Bunter,
Lord Mauleverer gwitnhed on the
B ey "Erame, hurrgiey S0
) arement, a ugent
himself up. The four chumgs lmﬂaﬁ &
ohe another—expressively Bob Cherry
was not to be seen. Billy Bunter
clutched Lord Mauleverer's erm.

el say, it's the ghost!” he gurgled.
I say. ring for Porson! Order the
car{ Do you hegr! EEI not staying

here! I'm going!® J——
“CGood gad lm%ut what——»

‘I tell you I'm going!” howled
Bunter, “I tell you I won't stay in this
beastly place ancdther minute! Ow | I'm

ol ome | ou can keep your

contly ghosts! Ow ("

“My dear man, there isn't a
ghust ii_"' gasped 'Lord ulavmng
*Nothin' of sort] It's ‘your

BUPPar-——
"You silly idio |
“The second chicken, you know——"
"I tell you I saw it 1" shrieked Bunter.
“It's in the room now! I tell you I'm
going | Oh desrl I won't stay hcre
another minuie! Qwl”

EBunter blinked round in terror at the
open doorway,

Clank!" Clank! Clank!

“It’s coming !” yelled Bunter. “Look
out| Holp!” He dodged round Lord
Mauleverer, still clinging to his startled

lordship.

“Good gad! What—"

Clank| Clank! Tt was not the
clanki gtride of the armour-lad
figure, however. It scunded =as if the
steel-clad ghost was beating a tatico on
the oaken planks,

“But what—" gasped Mauleverer.
“Let go, vou fat duffer—"

“Help "

Clank, clank! Clatter!

"Help! Keep 1t off I

“Lend a hand Lere, egnu silly asses ™
came & half-suffocat voice. “‘For
goouneszs’ saka lend a fellow a hand 1%

“That's Bob!” pgasped Lord Maul-

everer.
“Ow! It's the ghost! Ow] Help!®
Lord Mowwverer reached into the
room and switched on the electrie light,
He stared blankly into the doorway.
The sudden illumination revezled quite
a stranbge scene.

Crash!
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A figunre in complgle armour was
stretched on the oaken Hoor. It was
making frantic efforts to rise; but in
vain. The armour clanked and
crashed, and rattled and clattered, as
it strove to get on its feet, But, as
often happened to knights in ancient
days when once they lost their footing,
the “ghost™ could pot get up. Im-
prisoned in the heavy, cumbrous
armour, it sprawled, and struggled in
vain to resume the perpendicular.

" Who—who—- %hab—” gasped
Mauleverer,

“Ow! Lend a fellow a hand, can't
youi" welled the ghost. “I can't get
up In these haaatlﬁhha‘a! Can't you
help a chap, somebody? This blinking
helmet is suffocating me! I can’t get
it off! I can't get upl! Are you going
to leave me Iike this all mght, you
dummies 1"

It was the voice of Bob Cherry, in
tones of considerable excitement.

Clank ! Clatter! Bang |
- “Oh gadl Ha, hs, hal” yelled
Mauleveraer.

“1 say, you fellows—-"
he armour-clad figure heaved itsclf
up with & terrific effigrt. But it slipped
and rolled over again, with a terrifio

orash. There was a [rantic yell from
tho closed vizor.

“Dw! Oh orikey! Will you help a
chap, you dommies? Will you give &
man a hand, you fathesds?

Harry Wharton & Co.
glanoces. T8 Was o g:nflp from Bun-
ter—n gasp of relief and comprehen-
sion. Even Billy Bunter was not likel
to believe that a genuine ghost would
talk in that sirain and in the well-
known voice of Robert Cherry.

Bunter grinned.

*I zny, you fellaws, *tain’'t a ghost !*

exchanged

gasped Bunter, “It’s that silly ass
Cherry, playing the goat—he, he, he!¥
“Tha game's up ! murmured Johnny
Bull.
“The upfulness iz terrifie!”
Crash! Clank! Clatter!

“Will you lead moe a hand 7™ camie in
concentrated tomes from the wunfeor-
tunate ghost. “Will you help a chap,
you dummiesi”™

“He, ho, ho 2

The Co. ran to the ald of the ghost,
They grasped the armour-clad Lgure,
and, with a combined effort, dragged it
up. They got the barred vizor open,
and Bob é’herq'a crimson face was
rovealed in the light. He was gasping
spasmodically.

“You silly asses] Why couldn't you
help me up?®
“You gilly phump!

want to sprawl over for?"” demanded
Johnny Bull,

“How could I help it, you fathead,
when that ﬁ}} scoundrel biffed me with

“He, heo, he!®

Billy Bunter was himsclf again now.
He rolled back into the room, grioning.

“*PBut what's the pame 1" asked Lord
Maunleverer, “What the thump are
you doin' in m)i jolly old ancestor’s
armour, Bob? t's a bit heavy for
walkin® about in, 13n’t it ¥

“Ha, he, he!” chortled Bunter.
“The silly aes was playing ghost! Ha
fancied that he was going to frighten
me! KHe, he, ha!”

“Oh!” ejaculated Mauleverer,

“Trying to frighten a fellow away !”
chuckled Bumter, "“Not likely to
frighten me! I've got pluck—""

Hea broke off with a yell, as Bob

What did you

F

Cherry—safe on his feet once more—
m?"dl.} a c!nnki:ig :ﬁri-ufiEal H‘ﬁl.‘iﬂrdﬂl hiIEL

&ro, you a agk cep
off 1M %unt&r -i.ggged round the bed.
“I say, Mauly, keep him off I”

“Ia, ha, ha "

" Chuck it, old man!” chuckled Lord
Mauleverer, catching Bob by the arm.
“1 catch on, end I'm much obliged, but
chuck 16! This way, old bean, and for
goodness’ sake don't tread on my feet.’”

The ghost of the Red Earl was led
out of Bunter’s room, much to Billy
Bunter's relief. Its clanking stride
died away down the corridor. Harry
Wharton & Co. gave the fat Owl an
expressive look, and followed. Bunter
blinked after them from the doorway,
grinning.

“Y sny, you fellowsa! Try it on
agzin, if you like! He, he, he! I
knew it was & jape, sll the time! He,
he, he! ¥You can’t pull my leg, you
know! He, he, he!*

Billy Bunter, chuckling, closed his
door, and this time he locked it. Then
he went back to bed. A minute later
hig deep snoro was once more awaken-
ing the echoes of Mauleverer Towers,

Billy Punter had not “como un-
stuck,” after all. It had becn & near

thing; but he was still sticking. The
ghost had walked in wein, and Billy
Bunter cheerfully settled down et the
Towers as a member of Lord Maul-
everer's Christmas Party.

THE END.

(¥ow ook out for the néxi yarn in
this topping Christmas seéries, entitled ;
“THE UNKENOWN HAND!" It's o
real corkeér, boyal)

differant models.

are hoildin
Ak your

Write to-da

illustrated, describing
feats.

MECCANO LIMITED

SEND FOR THIS FREE BOORK
TO-DAY

for this fine new
contains a number of thrilling atticles, profusely
many {amoeds engineening
In additipn, the full range of
Outfits i3 shown, and there are illustrationa
of many wonderful Meccano meodels.

We will send vou a copy, post free, in return
for the names and addresses of three of your
chums. Write vour own name and addiess
clearly, and add 35 after your mame.

BOYS! BUILD HUNDREDS
OF WORKING MODELS

When you bave Meccano yon are abls fo bulld hundreds of real
engineering models. No. 1 Meccano Outft, costing ros., builds
over 173 models—a different one every day for more than eighteen
months. There is endless vardet
a Crane, the next day a Sleam
Gear, or an Aeroplane or a Motor Car, ;

The models you build with Meccano ars vesl engineering models
in minfatore because they are built with real enginecring parts.
These parts can be uged over and over agaln to make huggnds ot

¢ne day vou can build

too,
the day after a Pit-head

agon,

Be sure you get Meccano this Christmasl

£500 IN PRIZES !

There Is no hobby In the world more thrilling
building, bub the intecest a5 Taseination are increaed on-Told when you
A a prize o our mpe
aauaﬂu desler I'.nu!:’l.n entry form uﬁ-!ufumﬂcuhn.

than Meccano model-

MECCANO i

book. It

eCCAnO

PRICES OF MECCANQ QUTFITS FROM 2/6 fo 450/-

MECCANO

{DEPT. 35}

QLD SWAN LIVERPOOL



NO CHRISTMAS IS COMPLETE WITHOUT A THRILL!

Reunited !

' HAT on earth is it, dadi”
Silos Merger looked
through the fisld-glasses his
. deughter Beryl hended him,
and stared hard at the snake-like line
of men advancing up the long avenue
leading to his mansion on tho shore of

Lake Tilicacs.

Heo thought it was a gang of convicts
drive alon i:gﬂ their warders,
until he lu-cuaaf face of the
youngster who was bringing up the
Ies

i

¥
“By th’ great horn it's young

Rick Daro and that ney engineer
of his—what's his name? ay've got
nine or ten men all roped together like
en old-time slave gang! \What th'
dooce has that young daredevil been up
to! That kid's always up to mischief I

When Rick and Alf Higgs arrived
mt; tﬂr pfimnerh:, nﬂd Ek}_r their
story of their long chase by the Flying-
Bandit and the manner in which they
had eapturad his gang and his wonder-
ful wireless plane, bowever, BSilas
Moerger and his guegts could not make
enough of them.

"I hope you've got over the ides that
I'm & burglar, sir?” Rick asked ai
length

“Ges, furgsji{. it, lad!” eried the old
Westerner, his face crimsoning. “I
ought to have known better, but that
bogus *tec had sure hot me wp with
ﬁgms. If T could only lay hands en

im, I'd give him something to be goin'
on with!®

Rick and Alf Higgs laughed.

. dilas Merger ed at Ritk's grimy
aea,

“Had & goodish tramp, lad, heyi™
hs asked,

“Bixty miles, #air, and most of it
through virgin forest. But the worst
of it was, either A or I had to be on
guard night and day, otherwise some of
those beauties might bave thought fit
to chance their arm and have & stab
at getting eway. Old Alf fairly put
the wind up them by making the most
bloodecurdling threats as to what he
would do i anj' them tried any
hanky-panky, end kept asking me in e
loud aside to let him shoot cne or two
ne an example to the rest, and thereby
gave us the fag of looking after them|"

“'Twarn’t that so much as kep’ 'em
quiet, sir,” griomed Alf, whe was get-
ting outside a large drink. “They
looked on us as bemn’ unnatural bein’
'avin’ dropped fve or six thahsan
foot wi'out 30 much as erackin’ th' shell,
g yer might eay. I told ’em we waa
wot they calls hinvulnerable, o that
stapped “em gittin® too saucy 1

he prisoners were bundled in a large
cellar until such time as they could be

Oom, the
Cerrible!

The Story So Far,

Dom, the Terrible. fo a Flying.-Bandit who aims to ha master of the world. Ha fings
two formidable Toes in the two brothers Dars, who have sworn to bring him to book, &
An attempt to raid the houss of Bilas Merger, a millionakre, Ia frustrated by Rick- Ll
Maantwhile, at the Flying-Bandit's secret headguarters, Tom Dare succoeds ;
.- n wraoking the rpecial wireless apparatus which conirgls Oom's asropianes.
o At the moment when tha Flying.Bandit's capturs stems certain, the wily
Qom turns ths tables by commandesring his foes' plane, 4o

handed over to the authorities, snd
loud were their curses at the man who
had left them in the lurch and escaped
himsoli.

“*“¥Yer needn’t {ret yer fat abaht that,”
Alf assured them. *’E's nearly at th?
hend of ‘ia tether, doncher furFit it.
?‘.IE and th' young guv'nor's goin’ arter
in 89 scon &3 we've mede hadequeto
harrangements, an’ then Mister Oom
will bo no more!”

Jmks, I couldn’t have believed it

“Eg ks, I ldn't h lieved i
possible ! cried Silas Merger, ns Rick
gave 4 minute description of their drop
from the giant planeé, and their
sensations before tho “angol’s wings ™'
cloak opened out. “ You were abiolutely
risking & erash without knowing whether
an uhtried invention would work or
nof—-~==

“(Oh, as to that—old Tom’s inventions
always work, sir " laughed Rick airily.
“1 wasn't a bit afraid of that, The
only thing I didn't feel sure of was
whether it would support two——""

“’Ave a'look et this ’ere snuff-box
Oom gave me ™ said Alf

There was & roar of laughter as Rick
told the story of the manner in which
Alf had been discovered by tho bandit,
aend of how the Cockney had eventually
mnduced the American Commandant to
“allow ** them to taks the plane.

“That box is pretty valuable, Senor
Gomez, is it not?” Beryl agked a bald-
!leafipé old man who had beer examin-
mg it very carefully.

enor (omes shrugged his shoulders
and smiled at Alf.

“Its value as a jewelled gold box is
E&rhaps forty, feefty t'ousand dollars,

ut as it is probably a heestorical piece
it may be worth—just whatever: a
collector would like to geeve for itl"

“*Old me up!” muttered Alf. “I'd
‘ave taken ten bob for it, hensy!”

As he cast his eyes skywards, the
Cockney suddenly sat wp with a fixed
lpok and yelled :

“'Hro, look thore—there's some feller
shootin’ th’ moon, sure as I'm alivel
Bust me, if it ain’t old Tom!™

Heo vaunlted over the railing of the
veranda and rushed down the lawns
towards the lake, waving his arms and
yelling like a madman, while the
remainder of the party stered skywirds
to see o small dot in the distance which
f_ﬂiiﬂally grew larger in the moon-
1

‘It's o ip.hmﬁ right enough, but how

can he tell who's in it 7" queried Silas.
iz can tell Tom's fHying at first
sight, and, by jingo, he's right!”?

shouted Rick excitedly, as the plane
circled reund the edge of the lake and
then  began a leisurely and graceful
descent to the grassy slope. “Tom
always lands like that—-"

— Hero You Are, Then,

Rick was over the rail end rushi
towards the plane by the time it landed,
and, in s few minutes, was gripping
hiz brother’s hand and esking questions
ningtecn to the dozen.

“Why, 'erc’s old Ham, large as life,
an’ twice as hugly!” crowed Alf, jump-
m% up to grip the negro’s huge paw.
“Wot are yer givin' me yer [&%I: fori

“Mah right hand’s tem’pry -out o
order, Mister Higgs!” replied Ham
with %reat dignity. “Ah wuz wounded
in & battle with deo heathen back dar
in de mountai "

“Is there a doctor bhandy?”® Tom
asked, &3 the guests surged round to
congratulate the young airman. “We've
got two ocasualties. Terry Page is
pretty badly wounded and wants im-
mediate attention, and Ham stopped a
fourpenny ome, too!”

Luckily, one of tho guests wens a
medical man, and in a very short time
Terry was tncked comfortably away in
bed., Then Tom had to give a detailed
nccount of their escape from Oom's
stronghold.

The guests listoned in wonderment as
he modestly related how ho had sue-
ceeded in circumventing the Flying-
Bandit's large force, and getting fres
at last, after smashing up his wireless
power plant.

It was you who
blow, then?” eried Rick. " Thaok'ee,
Tom! In another five minutes he'd
have had us cold, ¥ou couldn’t have
done it better if you'd seen us trying to

8 him !”

“L couldn't ses you, but I could hear
you, old man,” said Tom quietly. *“At
least, [ didn't absplutely know it was
you, of course ; but I sort of had a hunch
it might be, 8o I took the chanco. The
scoundrel’'s still at large, though. [
shan’t be Imp::;dy until we've absolutely
downed him for good and all, and

ave him the final

sraashed wp his  orgenisation and
released his prisoners.”™

“Yes, he'll be able to fiy back to his
blessed stronghold in that De Hay

bomber, and once there, he'll sat to
work to ropair his wireleass power

E-ﬂ.'l:!_”

“ That's ing to take him & month
of Bundays ™ grinned Tom. I wrecked
thoso good and proper. I studied the
details of the plant, too, and Fve got
& scheme at the back of my mind for
building one as powerful—perhaps even
more so—in & very short time™

*We'll go into that in tho morning,
my boy,” said Silas Merger briskly.
“You've got workshops on your ialand} 2
perhu.,l.ta yart could set up your plang
thers.”

“Thank you,-sir! I had an idea you’d
look =after the financial part of it
grinned Tom. “I've got all the plans

“ .‘
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m my head. Ok by the way, we
clipped Qom’s winps & bit in another
fashion! ‘Would you mind having
Ham up here for 3 minute, siri”

Silag pave the order, and in g few
minutes [Tam, with & grin from ear to
car and his arm in a sling, sidled into
the room, He was a bit nervous at first
at  being asked to present himself
before “ladies an® gem’men,” but Silas
soon put him at his case,

“It was recally Ham who found oub
Qom’s seerets which led to our eventa-
ally getling away,” said Tom. * Now,
Ham, bring forth the pretty things we

t out of Uom’s safe. Hope you

aven't lost "em 1"

“No, Mas2’ Tom, no, sah. Ah done
got ebbery one ob dem gll safe an’
sound.”

He withrdew a large bandana hand-
kerchicf from his poeket, which fairly
bulged with itz wvaluabla contents,
whilst Tom produced another assort-
moent,  As they spread their loot on the
table where Lhe gorgeouns jewels glit-
tered in the rays of the eleectrics, the
gucsts fairly gasped with amazement.

“0Of course, these will be handed over
to the authorities and their owners
traced,” said Tom. “Luckily, I got
possession of a sort of diary, in which
18 given details of overy one of QOom's
raids, so that the ownership of most of
these can be traced. He's methodieal,
is Oom, the Terrible ™

Tom is Confident !

OR the noxt two weeks the island
in Lako Tititeaca was like a bee-
hive. Practically the whole of
Merger's  household removed

there, and a huge camp was [ormed
of the workmen whom the millionaire
had imported by the hundred, with
Tom Dare in sole command.

The "young asirman inventor hardly
went to bed at all himself, for ha alone
knew just what machinery was needed
for sctting up the powerful, yet simple,
wireless plant which wnu]ci' transmit
power to any part of the world.

With thoe backing of the millionaire
and the enormously wealthy syndicate
behind him, it was a simple matter to
procure and assemble the deliente
machinery which would send that
wonderful foree into the air, to be eol-
leetad by tho apparatus on board the
plane.

Tom had a mind like a phetographio
plate when it came to machinery or
acrial Bying. He had stored divay in his
brain the cxact arrapgement of each
and every “gadget which went to
make up that extraordinary power-
house which had for so [ong becn the
heart and lungs of QOow’s dastardly
ralds upon socicty.

Tom and Rick had several interviews
with the chiefs of police and the other
authorities who wera so deeply inter-
ested in the Flying-Bandit's doings,
but they wore both mighty ecareful in
what they said. They were deter-
mined that if anyone was to cap-
ture the World's Greatest Bandit, as
he ‘had been described, they wera
entitled to the honour, and in this
Ailas Merger backed them up.

Another rveason for their secming
reticence was that in all honesty they
did mnot gectually know where the
stronghold was situated. Even the
very members of Oom’s band were just
as 1gnorant, They would have been
perfectly willing to turn State’s
evidence had they known, for they
ono and all, were bitter against the
chief whom they felt had hbetraved
them and left them in the lurch 1n tho
hour of necd.

It must be remembered thet when tho
brothers Dare were forcibly taken io
the secret stronghold, they did not
really know whether they were still on
the South American continent or not.

Likewise, when Rick had been
Lrought away by Oom for hours, all he
had scen through porthole and trans-
parent floar was the tops of mountains.

When Tom, with Ham and Terry
Page, had escaped, it had been in the
darkest hours, and they had been
fAving “blind."” Before they could pick
up any landmarks at all they had
simply streasked away in s general
eastwards direction,
to geb straight.

As a matter of fact, Tom declared,
they very nearly flew away from Houth
American altogether!

Tom made a rigorous search through
the diaries and other documents-he had
taken from Com's study. But gathered
nothing from them as to the location of
the stronghold.

“¥You caon bet your life he was too
smart to leave any cvidence about for
either his gang or prisoncrs to get hold
of. When you come to think of it it

trusting io luck

27

was casy cnough for him to keep the
place secret, for he could elways do the
actual piloting from that tiny wheel-
house sort of place in fromt of the
eabin and next to the instrument-room,
and though some of his men were real
gﬂnd engineers, they hado’t o dog's
nﬂwledq;e of navigation.™

“That's s0,"" agreed Rick. *“And if
you remember, the actual crew’s

uasrters were sort of shut in by the
ormation of the plane. They'd never
be ablo to seo a thing of what was
passing underneath them, and probably
nover troubled ‘emseclves, cither| They
locked on Oom as & sort of ommipotent
humi, and stood in such awe of him
and his sciencoe that they never thought
of guestioning him or thinking things
out for themselves!'’

“¥es, when we do got started we'll
have te sort of fumble our way about in
the Andecs until we find seine landmark
that'll give us a ¢lue,” laughed Tom.

They had taken Alf and some of their
export mechanics to the forest, where
the great plane was still lying derclict.
Alf nosed around the engines and every
part of the giant machime, and at lasc
giltsfcla.red that e “twigged * how to run
i

“Bimple as a dollar watch!” he de-
clared, with grudging admiration.
“Oom’s a blinkin' thief, ar’ ecrocked as
a dorg’s “ind leg, but give 'im 'is doo,
‘o’'s & masterpiece at suckin' other’s
brains, and 'e’s got all th* hup-to-datest
gadg@ts gathered together in that "ull
wot's simple in haotion, but cfective.
(ziven th' power, I e¢'ud run  themn
hengines blindfold—

“You'll get the power all right, A,
and in a very few days now,” responded
Tom confidently. “You'll bo flying this
plane with twice the power that Oam
had on tap, take it from mo!"’

Rick felt a cold chill run through him
at his brother’s words, and he glanced
at the pale and worn face of the young
inventor, who had been sparing neither
himszelf nor those who worked under his
direetion. Hoe knew that Tom - was
getting but half the necessary amount of
sleop, and was wearing himself to s
shadow.

Still, whot Tom had set cut te do ha
would accomplish.

(Look out for anoihér gripping instol.
ment of this fine serinl in next week's
bumper CHRISTMAS WEEK ISSUE
of the MAGKET, chumsl!)
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Get all the boys collecting for this
““ Match ” football. Only seven
coupons per head if the whole team
joinsin. It’s a real winner. Stout leather
case. Bladder of pure Para rubber.
Deon’t spend club funds when you can
get your new-season’s ball FREE—
with B.D.V! Get together—INOW.

Oid King Cole was a merry old soul,
A merry old soul was he,

He called for hia pipe,

He called for a Light,

And he called for his B.D.V.

EVEN LESS COUPONS REQUIRED FROM B.D.Y, TOBACCO—EACH

TOBACCO COUPON BEING WORTH 13 CICARETTE COUPONS.
lssued by the Proprietors, GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD,  ESTABLISHED 1844,

BOYS! HERE'S
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GREAT “MATCH”
FOOTBALL

80

COUPONS

CIGARETTES
each Coupon worth 3
TIMES other coupon values

/Jl
27 |
”  Ger
/ THE
GOLDEM
#  QIFT BOOK,
P T ——

/ 30, mm‘ﬂ'uﬁal trest,
/ Pleas ﬁwd P t.hﬁ nmtﬂn:
/ B.D.V. lﬂig?ﬂ @it Book, 1

full cologr, with 8 fres cou

d showiog 275 ieblovilus Eifte |
f H-A-H-E!lqu-l|--|!!!f-llii-'l-l-'!'iiiill'""l'l' L I

/ A-DHEESE-I-h-iFI-I-I-#IIE EEREN TR L]

”

__..._...._.:.*.......__‘.'.I‘LE*J

& 1912-31



BUNNY BILTER,

Marsked Ventrilokwisat,

Pl il

ing vack. Terms, One Ginny per Day

grub is speshally good.

&

TRRAH! Here's
good old Christ
mas with us
again | Readers

all oyer: the world
ara cheerfully plan-
ning all the things they'll do—tihe Yule logs
they'll eat, tho mince-pies they'll burn, the
pantomimes they'll pull, the erackers they'll
goe, the Christmea trees they'il mﬂ in their
stockings, and the presenis ihey Il light up
with candles. We seemn to have got that lob.
& hit 1ixed up, but who cares at this glad
season of the year? ;

The Christmas epirit has been simply
:..E_m_ﬂ:ﬂ at Greyirinrs during breaking-up
week., Quelchy came into
vleas yesterday, for in-
glauce, grinning away
Iike o blessed hyena.

“ Never mind lersons,
bovs!"™ e choriled,
fairly bubbiing aver with
suppressed mirth, “Here's
ariddle! It really iathe
funmest thing 1've ever

heard ! When fa o door
not a dgaor 1
“Give it up, er!"

wea chorussed, after reflec.
ting for a few seconds

on the problem.
Quelchy roared.
“Ha, ha, hal 1

thought you would ! The answer, my boys: s

is: ** When it'sajar’! Ha, ha, hal?
“ Ha, ha, ha |l ™ we howled.

In the midst of our laughter the Head came
prancing into the elass.room.

“ Don't stop for me, boya!™ he grinned,
88 pome of us straightened our faces a little.
“Only too glad to know you're enjoying
yourselves ! Merry Christmaa, Mr. Quelch !’

“Bame to youw, old chap!™ eaid Mr
Quelch, and he accompaniéd the wish with a
hearty thump on the back that sent the Hoad
epinping to the floor with a crash and a yell |

* Whooooop |

" Awiully sorrp, sirl™ chuckled Quelchy.

The Head rose, grinning.

‘“* All gercne, Quelch ! " he said. “ So long
aa it has caused a little amusement I am satis-
fied, And now, boys, for a little recreation
instead of the stuffy lessons wo've been doing
. all the teym | I've brought along some chest-

nuta in thia bag; help yourselves and roast
them on the fire,”

“ Ob, thank you, air]"

There was & wild rush to obey. In o few
sceonds chestuuts wero  sizzling
and cracking on all the bars of the
Form-room grate.

Tho Head had furlher surpriges
up his g'eeve. When wo were git-
ting round the room, taking our
cnse and eating roast chestnuts, he
hopped out of the room for a

gecond  and  re-ap ed
with paper hats, balloons,
streamers, and Christmues
erackers.

“Turn it inlo o car-
rival, boys! " he ordered.

Again offers his deliteful, high-klass entertain-
‘ment to country houre parties during the com-

Board. Will consider Full Board alone, if the

Rite, “ Bunny Bilter,”
Box No.-77, GREYFRIARS HERALD.

T R A T R S T A _

Chree Cheers for Christmas

Greprriars 60¢s Gay

and Full

¢ Blow lessona ! Just have a jolly good time !

“ Thank you, sir ! " we gasped.

A wild and whirling carnivel was goon m
progress.  The fun was fast and furious.

Ag soon as he saw that the enthusginam was
dying down a little, the Head raised his hand
for silence,

* You may leave ns soon as you begin to
fesl m little bored, boya1* ho said. * You will

find Gosling outside the door. He has been
leit instructions to pro-
& gent each boy with an
: orangs and a bun on
leaving ! ¥

“Thanks awially, air t"
wo chanted.

Bunter led a rush for
the door, and in a
mattor of momenta the
claza-room had emptied.

{ ecourse, nonc of
this is true. But we
know our readers don’t
mind heving their H.u%m
pulted once a year, do
they 1

Thanks, old heana! We

EAT, DRINK, AND BE MERRY TH5 HAPPY CHRISTMASTIDE.

Give Books
Chis Xmas

fatest Publications

R ﬁlﬁ.._.ﬁ >
The STAIF of the
* Greyfriary, Herald "™
wish all they readers

Reviewed
g rig LR A RIGHT MERRY
PORTMENT CHRISTUMAS. .
TIES.” By W. G. ETi i A B e i
Bunter. (Fish's Dupli- e "
cator Publishing Co., :
41d.}—In this wveluable book Mr, Bunfer{-William Wibley.

rives wus tha benefit of hia extensive
knowledgzo of how to bo well-mannered at|y
parties, One extract will suffice to Em_a.pﬁ_ﬁm
tho nature of the information revealed by the t
suthor: * Don't under any sercumstancea
arsk for a seventh helping of anything until
somebody else has had a second helping.” A
vory .useful present for o young man jush
entering society.

“PARLOUR GAME3 AND TRICER™
By P. Bolsover, {Penfold’s Publicetions, 7d.)
—Indispensable to those who aspirs to

tho essential th

ntor of brilliant
mnd, Yea, but w

“ Well,

Iy waa :
M.m_ ogs T What

.H.Fﬁum Service, 6d.)}—The words of Mr.
ibloy, son of a celebrated ector, must be
with respect. We gather from this book

ay is to ses that you got in your party an
¢ w.w:?mﬁﬁﬂ mﬁm__m Emn o free
ere ia thero such a genius t
Wa asked Mr. Wibkley yeaterday, and his

b leave it to our readers to determme.
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Into My Parlour,” the UNNING a house
playera walk, one ata party this Christmas,
time, into a darkened old chap * Execel-
room, where the or- lent 1 t me tell

ganiser of the game
13 waiting to hit them
on the head with o
mallet. These games
ore probably very
exhilarating, but we
doubt whether they

Kecp

will provo universally | them a laughable swrprise. Rig up & booby- ( wooden rolls,
popular, trap over the door for one. Fling a custard.

“ AVATPUR THE- | pie at anoiher. And so on. They I roar
ATRICALS.™ with laughtar !

by

Herald When

* Greyfriars

very lon
ing in running an smateur celeulate

clevernesa.

where do you think, you | things as:

that means we shall have

of voult™

Em:ummu parties and ' entertainments, Cur e
only ecriticisrn iz that some of the games,

recommended the author seem & _:._Em_
rough. In * Biffo,” for instenco, the players’ |
take it in turns to hit one of their numbet|’..+ uothing

STOP PRES

We have just stopped the press to announce
impoertent has turned up to stop
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Make Your Bousé-party a Success

Decamber 19th, 1931,

you how to make it a
ataggoring sUCCCss,
it jolly ’
the idea you've got to bear in mind. From
moment your guests eroas the HEEEEH_@. they
must be made to understand that they're in
for a really joll

they'vé eleaned
assemble themn round the fire and amuse them
with stories of yourself, The stories must be
and must bo
to impress the
vigitors with your extreme

awfully buckoed at having
to keep on murmuring such

“ How very remarkable !
“You surprise
“ Well, that WAS clevor

dinner
arrangs places .
those who are unacquain-
ted or are on bad terms

i
s w..m
s

particular.
turn ‘im downi

o, o

. 3ot b e b e
i
PR i

To ANl You Youna Rips!

'Ere's wishin® you all a Very Merry Christmas an' a
Erizht an' Prosporous Moo Year.
era: | zhall ba on dooty at tha gates all
Breakin*ayp Day, If any young geni wants 10 20 me
Mind you, | ain't suggestin’ nothink,
If any young gent offers mwe five bob or so, | shan't
Yours respectful,

=+ g

Wot | saye In
day

this
o

but

WM. GOSLING.

i ha
L5 gea if the

tical jokes.

time. Start off by giving

themaclvea up,

They'll {feol

“ Really 1V

me!"

tablo
g0 that

Pow o Do It = = = By barold Skinner

make friends !
thia results in & slightly atrained atmosphere,
This gives you achanee of playing & few prac-

You may find that

Hand round cardboard biscuits,

and tip sauce down their necks.
the welkin will be ringing again ! n
Dinner being over, organise games. Inmat
on overybody joining in, If two fellows sneak
off for a guiet chat or & game of chess, make

and s on;
gervants to apill the soup over people’s heads

gignal to tho

Vary soon

up your mind that they're
not enjoying themselves,
and see thot they do enjoy
thomselves.

When bediime comes
pnd your guests reluo-
tantly tear themaelvea
away from the fun, jape
them all, 8o that the ovon-
ing ends with a final laugh.
Put a hedgehog in cue
bad, a clockwork mouse
in another, ioed wator-
bottlee in another, and
po on all round. They'll
simply roar ! .

thought you didn't ! on the nose till he drops. Again, in ** Walk !k for. sit noxt cach other, and Finzally, in the middle of ths night, dress up
—— - — - = e zs a ghosat and ﬂn“._a“._uﬁﬂﬂw ﬂﬁw_u ﬁﬂi up
= d giving them o nocturn ri
OBODY, deer reader, was less super- Fe —- 3 ﬂ | 24 RAMP! Tramp! m—.:—mﬁ—uﬂ .m———w@_-o @ﬂ Ez..m_MHmaﬁs simple, you see. Of course, it
S ) ot B IRV 1 GNOSIS - Bramp 1 2, fagth g st of e wine o e
move ready 10 skoll an at tho but when yvou see the happy smiles on
meer supgestion of phostal But I .mﬁmw_ Crash! h—m= —WO#—W“ thamﬂam u.,.n__wH gueats when they say good-bye
learned my lesson last Christrmas at Potter's Coker's Dramatic Conlewsion Crash ! vou'll fee) amply repaid. '
place, and mow I have no hezzitation in d Calm mﬂo fonra, - We don't know where Skinner intends spend-
&ﬂwﬂ#ﬁ.ﬁ .__.—m__uq.—_ 1 EHH._H&.._,..._J._.HE EFMMW&WHEH_. —H_Mﬂ_wmﬂ.w%mﬂ“wr:ﬁuhuﬁ m-—n Qﬂ \nﬂn-..-,- w_ﬁ.-— .H.Hm the H“__Hiw*_-.ﬁn_nh ..__q.n__umnlr..__mﬂ_&._..—ﬂﬂmm ﬁﬂ”ﬁhﬂw
otter’s place woa gaid to be : b =] = his home nobody from Greyiriars wi *
laried when I heard that. Remarkable Disclosmes that it's & mad ele- ;

Bosh 1" I eaid, with my veusl reedy wit.
your life it was some japer disguised.”
They're not very brancy, poor fellows |

this cter 1

repartee. " Why not Potter, too 7™

agreed to keep the vigil on our own.

the old prandfather eclocic:
Suddenly there was an esrie rustling.
" The ghost 1™ eride Greene horsely.
But in & moment my curridge- returned,
the weerd specter,

T ran after him.

“If ever a ghost was seen in thia houee, you can bel
FPotter and Greene ssemed surprised at the puggestion.

“Just to see if you're right,” said Greems, “ what
about you and I waiting up to-nite to see if we can soo

* All sereen 1 " I replied, with my customary brilliant
otter replied ihat he was tired, so Greency and I
Well, down we went {o the hall and sat in front of
the dying embers of the fire. Midnite chimed out from

then three o'clock—then
one, for tl:ere was something wrong with the worka.

T looked round, I must may I eggsperienced n bit of &
shoek whon I sow a white figger standing oo the stairs |
“Come on, Greeney ! " I yelled, and made a dive for
The ghost turned on his hecls and raced up the stairs.

1 gaw the thing open the door of
Potler's bed-room and disappear inside. I mado o dive

for the door. 'To my utter amazenent, it was locked |
I nocked londly on the door. A
* Potter, old chap, wake up!? I shouted. * There’s

& ghost in your room |
heard a skhufiling scund from isade the room, and

Potter's wvoice replying: “Bhan't bo a minnif, ord
bean ! "' Half-a-minnit later Pottd--opened the door.
I rushed in, then blinked round me n sstonishment.

The spector had vannished |

* Didn't you see the ghost 1" I aked Potter.

Potter, who was panting a likle—from fright, I
q:wﬂinaw hria head.

* Mean to say you didn’t sce & ghi st dash in bere and
look the doort™ 1

demanded incredu.
toazsly.

“I ocartainly
Emﬂﬂ Potter -

1O,

3—.% Well, that besta
Bamey!l' I re-
markad.

“It must hove

vannished inte thin
air, In other words,
it muat have boeén a

—

- ool Zhost |

For Mammoth Chrostmas PMantonume
WIHITTINGTON.” Mozt leamn

¥

Lirke's OT

gister, — Wire, 'phone,

Amateur Actors Wanted at Once!

*ROBINSON
peits end  do six
rchearsnls in next 24 hours, or no pood. Regular actors
wll taken to hospital efter ealing minee.pies made by

__..,.E..mu WILLIAM
WIBLEY, ¢fo Richard Rake, Park Avenue, London, W,

Tiwe mistery was
reves solved., And
nww you know why
I belreve in ghosts.

Somatimes I recall
tlie ingident to Pot-
ter and Qreons, They
usnally  snigger to
themeelves,

phant or an earth.
quake. As a matter of fact, it's
merely the Remove contingont at the
great Cliff House ball |

And now, following the example of
the B.B.C., we will give a broadeast
account of this brilliant social gathering
by our two expert radio commentators,

Messrs, Framk Nugent and W, G.
Bunter,

NUGENT : GQood-evening, every-
body | Hers I sem at the CLff Houss

Chrigtmas Ball. Happy. smiling faces
are to bo seen everywhere, All around
me is nurth, jollity, wuvnrestrained
gaiety, and good will.

BUNTER: There's the Bounder,
being cerried off on & atretchor after
that bessgt, Cherry, has trodden on his
feet. Boleover and Bulstrode have just
returned to the ballroom with black
eves and cut lips; they hove heen
scrappinz about who's to have tho
next dance with Barhara Rediern.
Runssell bas just jabbed his elbow into
Stott's eye at the refreshment table,
and Bull has put an ice.cream down
Skinner's back. Thore's 8 lot of bad
feeling about to-night.

N.: Lanzuorous meledy fills the
alr, whils the gracelul dancers move
round {ue room with rhythmic pre-
cigion.

B.: . The band's rolten and the

daneing aimply awful |
MN.: Gay chatler and npplng
laughtor are heard from the refresh.-

ment table, where youlh and henuty
sammple the wviands set out for their
nﬁL?

B.: The rofreshment table looka
more like a wﬁmr“.., gerum than any-
thing elss. Fellows are fighting like
Trojane to ﬁs.. near the grub.

N.: Tho lighting and decorations of
the belirgom are exguigite |

B.: Half the blessed lighta seem to
have fused. You can hardly see the
decorations—which is just as well,
econsidering, by the look of them, they
hoven't been dragged out since the
Boer War.

N.: Rogged msnly besuty and
mﬂ.:.,i;m wﬂa mME ﬁﬂwﬁ geen hero to
their greates vAn

B.: There goca that weedy bounder
Snoop with my {al sister Deasie !

N.: The choicest snacks thal human
ingenuily can devise are provided for
our refreshment.

1. : The grab’s simply awial!

N.: I'menjoying myeelf immencely |

B.: I'm going homs,

We really must tell you that Bunter's
interval refreshments got mixed up
with the refroshmenta intended for the
orehestra. Bunfer finished theirs in
five minutes, but they manoged to got
through only half of his, sfter twenty
minutes’ determined- ealing. 1t's
literally true thia time that Bunier
beata the band| |

w..—wﬂ.

gix |

w —E___ m._..u.m.ﬂ.._ 1
body, but you can't leave it cub.

% ozs. Flower. :
you got from the florists, of courss |

} lb. Rensona. These ure needed {or
more raising than one.

Ib. Candid Poel. :
stuff in we candiedly can't says

} |b. Grated Bred. This
ta recommended by all° cooks
who have been well-bread.

Coodnesas knows
why it should be eggsactly

8 Ex.

Put in o basin and boil
for onra.
Q. Why not for
yours P A, mn__ﬁu.ﬁ.—
washould havesaid
TOUR HOURS |

Christmas Pudding

ReCipe

This won't suet everys

Wot the kind of flour

Why they pub




