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British Gift Books
for British Bovs!

The MODERN BOY'S
Book of AIRCRAFT 7/6

The MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF AIRCRAFT is a
magnificent new volume which tells about the romance of
man's Mastery of the Air in picture and story. It gives the
story of Aviation from the earliest days, and contains four
Full Page Colour Plates, 15 full page pictures and hundreds
ol photographs and drawings, There are articles dealing
with * Aviation as a Career,” * The World's Newest Aerc-
planes,” ** The Schneider Trophy Race,” and everything
else that the " air-minded " boy wants to know about.

NEW ZOO ANNUAL 6/~

Here s a fascinating book for the boy who loves the great
outdoors—a hook that tells all about the wonders of Zoo
Anmmals and Birds and Wild Life generally, 1t is profusely
illustrated with remarkable action photographs and also
contains beautiful coloured plates. Tﬁe NEW ZO0O
ANNUAL is amusing, astonishing, instructive. 1f you
want a book that cannot fail to please, make sure you get it.

CHAMPION ANNUAL 6’-

A budget of thnlls, mystery, and adventure—that's the
CHAMPION ANNUAL. Here are stories of hazardous
e:r.pluits in all parts of the world. True-to-life stories of
school, sport and many thrilling tales that carry you breath-
lessly to the last word. There are also many clever illus-
trations. lf you want a present for yourself or a friend, be
sure to get this exciting gift book.

POPULAR BOOK OF
BOY'S STORIES 2’6

Here's a wonderful collection of thrilling adventure stories
that are too good to be missed—a book packed full of swift-
moving action that holds you spellbound. That's what you
get in the POPULAR K OF BNYS' STORIES.
Here you can revel in gripping sea mysteries, stirring tales
of the Wild West, and exciting tales of sport, etc.—in fact,
every phase of adventure is represented in this grand
all-fiction Annual, which 15 splendidly illustrated,

HOLIDAY ANNUAL é6/’-

You will be thrilled with the big budget of ripping school yarns
and exciting adventure stories in the HOLIDAY ANNUAL.

Each tale will hold you enthralled. Here you can meet all %
the jolly schoolboy characters of Creyfriars, St. Jim's, and 4
Rookwood Schools, whose merry pranks cannot faill to
enterlain. ©here are lots of other interesting features, too,
including pithy poems, puzzles, and eight beautiful plates.
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Richards.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Quick Recovery !l

ROAN!
Lord Mauleverer starbed.
IIo had tapped at the door of
Billy Bunter's room, at Maul-
everer Towers, and opened it,

Az he did so that deep and hair-
raizing proan grected his cars.

It wns ten in the morning—oa Lright,
cold, clear Deocember morning.  Woods
and fiolds round Mauleverer Towers
ehstonod with snow in the winiry sun-
shine.

Harry Wharton & Co.,
staying with their noblo
pal Mauly for the Christ-
mas holidays, had long

who were

l
|

deating
Amazing Adveniures at Maunleverer Tow nrs.

Ili‘l-ll'l'

“Thn 111" said Bunter faintly,

Yolae much brekkor, poor old chap?”

“0h, really, Mauly ——"

"What's the trouble, thent™

Toord Muouleverer was sympathetic;
i had a sympathetic nature. And he
was not suspicious. Iiad he been sus-
%}ich}lt& ho mlght have swspected that

3illy Duanter’s sudden illncss haod de-
veloped specially {0 prevent him from
catciing a morning traun.

“1'm 1111 said Bunter. “I've got &
fearful pnin, Mauly! I—T think it's a

lonch  of pneamonia in my-—my
shiclder.” :
0 pad 1™ said Mauly.

with Harry Wharton & Co.'s

il

Gironn!

“You don't
and——"

Groan !

“I.ike me to phone for a doclor?”
azked Mauleverer.

Bunter shook his head feehly,

“ Doctora are no good 1" hoe answercd.
“T hod o docier last Christmaa, and the
silly nss snild I had been enrmg 1o
much! That’s the sort of stuff vou et
from doctovs. What are you grinning
at, vou beast? !

“Halle, halle, hallot” TBob Cheery's
powerful — voico  boomed  slong  the
corridor. ™ You mmqu Mauly?

“Yaas.'

“ Well, come on, pzs--the

car's ready.”

want to stick indosra

Eﬁ?é‘ Wit alsE-I"s{nFElumt?;r All is gay and jolly at Mauleverer Towers— L{;;f;'*”{‘i;ﬁ[;gwﬂ_};“ said
Christmas—or, at least, until the appearance of a sinister figure, which “Oh, my hat!®  Tiol
hoped that he was—was provides an unusual thrill to Harry Wharton & Cherry’s ruddy face loaked

not up yot,
To judge by that awiul

A RIS

groan, thoro was soine-
thing the matbter with
Bunter,

Mueuly looked quite concerncd az lic
gteppod inte the room,

Ciroan !

“RBunter, old beap—-—-—-—>"

{roan!

Billy DBunter was sitting np in bed.
Pillows propped him, Upon his fat
knees rested o tray. The wreck of a
breakfast—a very large breakfast—was
on the tray., Whatever was the matter
with Buntor, it did not sccme to have
alfected his appetite.

Ho blinked at Lord BMaulevercr. as
the schoolboy earl came to his bedside,
with a puthetin:: blink.

*“ Anythin' up, old bean®
Mauly,

ashed

Co.’s Christmas holiday,
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¥*I've hardly touched my brekkor—-™
“Oh' sauid Manly, with an invelun.
tary cglance at the tray,

“Onely o fow epps, and a fow ruzhers,
and a few kidneys, and—and a fow
other  things,  Dbanly! Practicnlly
nothing! I—1 ean’t eat™

“What abour goltin® upi®

Groon!

It was & deep amd dismal proan, The
mere thought of getting up scomed to
make Bunicr worse.

“The car's comin' round!?  said
Mauly.

Croant

AL the fellows are vomin' in the

exp ™

in at the doorway. *What
the thump's the natrer
with Buepger>™

“Pucumonia 1n
shioulder, ho suys.”

Pilly Dunter blinked acress the voowmn
{owards the doorway, with an indignasa
Lhink through his g specicles,

Five cheery fores wore looking
Harry Wharton & Co., of tho (irev
friars Remove, seemed in good sparins
that norning. Nedther :]itf‘ they sccmn
nnduly cast down by the news tha
Punter was ill.  Dorhaps they gresad
the cause of his muml.um And poer-
haps puenmonia in the shoulder was
not very convincing

“1 saw, son fellows, there's nnihinge
to enckle at ! said Bunter. *“I'm 1ll—
frightfully 1! T couldn’t catel o train
{o save my life™

Tae Micxer Licrany.—Mo. 1,245,
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“Ha, ha, hat” :

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I've & pain like a—a
burning dagger in m'r lungs,” said
Bunter. "I think it's plum g

“Oh crumbs ¥ gas Bob L

“Lot you care if a pal perishes under
your eyes ot galloping plumbago [’ said
Bunter i::uit.itm']{l;l

“ The carefulness would be terrific, my
estcomed fat DBunter!” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “But the believe-
Iulnaﬁs is nl-:lst. gf'uat," H

i really, nkw

"‘Fi'}’-!éll, if Bunter’s ill he can't come!”
said Lord Mauleverer, with a dubious
glance at the Owl of Greyfriars.

“0Of courea I can’t!” yapped Bunter.
“Like me to perish in the trein? Nice
sort of hoepitality, aiter jpressing &

. chap to come for Christmas.

“Oh gadl” ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer. “ But—but I didn't—"

“] can't movel” said Bunter firmly.
HWith these fearful pains iz my legs I
can’t get out of bed.”

“As well ag in your lungsi” asked
Frank Nugent. ;

“I mean in my lungs! I think I
caught & fatal chill in the turret-room
yestorday, If it turne out to be double
pneumonia in both lege—I mean n both
lun vou fellows will be sorry "

I!im amous Five chuckled.

“1 say, Mauly, turn those fellows out!
You oughtn't to let a mob of noiay
schoolboys disturb an invalid! 1 can’t
get up! I shall have to stay in bed
until—until—"-

“Urntil Mauly makes up his mind to
let you stay over Christmas?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, bhai"

“ Reaat 1"

“Well, if Bunter can't como out—>"
said Mauleverer.

“1 can't |’ declared Bunier. *“You
can send the car back to the parage,
Mauly{ If those fellows think they're
going to see me off at the station they're
jolly well mistaken. 'I'm afraid I shall
be il for some time! I feel like it. A
weck or two, most hkely—"

“Poor old Bunter!”

“1°11 try to come down for Christmas
dinner, Mauly! 1 ecan't move to-day.
You can tell the chauffeur to take the
eur back fo the garage.”

“PBut we're goin'—"

“You're not going to take me to the
station, Mauly! That's impossible—
gnite impossible! Il as I am—-"

"We're goin'—"

Groanl

“Oh gad!
Bunter ™

“Worse 1" groaned Bunter.

“Poor old chap! We'd better Jeave
Bunter here!™ said Lord Mauleverer,
“He can't come out in the car in-that
state, We'd better get off. Hope you'll
be better when we get back, Bunter.
Come on, you men [

Lord Mauleverer quitied Bunter's
room. Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh, turned to follow him
down the corridor. Bob Cherry lingered
in the docrway, with a cheery grin on
his face.

il faeiing bad, old fat bean? he

Is it sa bad as all that,

asked.
“¥es, you beast! Frightfully 111!
said Bunter, *“Much too ill to move!

If you think you're going to get me to
t‘hegﬁtutmn you're jolly well mistaken,
BB

Bob Cherry chuckled.
“Bul we weren't going to the station,”
be said.

Tue Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,245,

#Eh lt': of th id fat [
“ Mothin o sort, old fet frump!
We'd all k?ﬁk on out, with pieaﬁure,pii

Mauly gave the word, Hut he seems nsed

to have 8 up his mind to let you
rip.”
“Wha-a-t 1%

“We're haviog & day out in the
coar—="

“Oh 12

“Lunch at Bouthampton,
matines to follow.”

(1] gh Hikﬂj‘ Il!

“So sorry you're too ill to come®
¢huckled Bob. “Mauly woulde't have
left you out. But as you're so ill——"

“0Oh crumbs ¥ gas Bunter.

He blinked at ‘s grinning face in
dismay. Ho had taken it for granted
that that visit to his room was pre-
liminary to seeing him off at the station.
Ewdfé:;w he had taken too muck for
Eranied,

Bunter knew exzactly how much Lord
Mauleverer desired his fascinating com-
pany at Mauleverer Towers ut he
seemed to have under-estimated the

and &

long-suffering patience of the good-
natured Mau {.
Mauly had locked into his room, not

to turn him out, but to include him in
a merry party for a motor-drive and
& theatre. Bunter's sudden illncss had
hﬂahn absolutely superfluous!

The expression on Punter's fat faca
was too much for Bob Cherry. He hung
on tho doorpost and roared,

TE Hﬂ., hﬂ? h‘ e

“ Deast |7 gﬂﬂppﬂ Bunter.
was what the =il
couldn’t the silly idiot say so ™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared_Bob.

I say, I'm not ill—I mean, I feel
better—much better I gasped Bunter.
“I say, I'm not going to he left behing |
I say, tell the fellows to wait for me,
Tell Mauly I've recoverad—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I say, tauke this beastly tray away 1”
Crash | “I say, where’s my trousers?
Where's those blessed trousersi I
say—"

Bunter scrambled out of bed.

Bob Cherry, chortling, followed hia
friends. His merry laugh fAoated back
LE: I':I[E departeicli. X

“1 say, tell them to wait1” velled
]E!;unteh “Tell Mauly I'm all ggghh!
I'm not ill—not ill at all!
all & mistake ! I'm—I'm as well as—aa
gnything! I'm comin ou know|
Don't you leave me behind| Whers's
those beastly trousers®”

Honk, honk ! came through the frosty
air,

“Beasts ¥ gasped Bunter,

With one leg in his trousers he rushed
to the window, The big car was glidin
away down the drive, pack witﬁ
metry schoolbays. Billy B‘imter glared
down at it as it vanished, with a glare
that almost ecracked his spectacles.

Lord Muuleverer and his Christmas
party were gone. Billy Bunter was left,
and hizs only consolation was that he
had completely recovered from his
sudden illness,

i “If that
idiot meant, why

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Borrows a Few Things ]

ILLY BUNTER stood in his door-
way and blinked out into the
corridor. Like Moses of old, he
looked this way and that way,

and, like Moses again, he saw no man,
+Tim coast was clear. With a grin on
his fat face, Dilly Bunter rolled alon
in the diroction of Lord Mauleverer's
fﬂﬂ]’rﬂ. .

Billy Bunter had arrived at Mauyle-
verer Towers the previous day without
luggage, He had what he stood up in;

It—it was he

THE MAGNFT

?:d “H?;r ! ?h‘uﬁﬁ hﬁm‘-;“' i Pﬂdﬁl
m of atta was, in
rathor slovenly, all that he would

1 & or two during the
Christmas ays. He had said thag
he relied on his old pals to see him
through, but his ¢ld pals hed not seemed
enthnsisstio about it,

But in matters of this kind Bunter
was the fellow to help himself, Mauly
had gone out for the day, and Harry
Wharton & Co, had gone with him, o
this was an opportunity not to be lost.
Lord Mauleverer had a very exten-
sive wardrobe, which was not likely to
be quite so extensive when his charming
visitor had done with it.
SRS e e

8 BEOeW Wihero
mllm:ai :Er Ehﬁ f.ord

n such supplt Mauleverer's
apartments warael?ke unto & land fow-
in -w:;;h mitk l:::ui h:.-rnﬁv.

Mauly might possi
objections to such a uiﬁ he been
st home, But he waa not at homo, so
that was all right, This was, in fact,
the uppurtumtg Bunter wanted, and he
wed not the fellow to let it pass un-
im rwech!.

ut he was rather cautious as he
approached Mauly’s door. Even Billy
Bunter did not want to let the servants
eatch him despoiling his host,

Ho strolled slong the corridor with
& casual sir—an air so very casual that
it certeinly would have drawn altention
uﬁlﬂﬂ him had anyono been at hand to
observe.

But there was no one at hand. He

have raised

ﬂ[}ﬂ:‘!ﬂd IMauc}F‘a_ dﬂu:ha a.mé stepped in
cautious s10 1
Pt hJF;m using oor  guictly

He blinked round Mauly’s room,

Thera were two other doors to the
room-—one leading into a bath-room,
the othor mlm Lord Maul?iverer’s dress-
ing-room. 1t was towards the latter
that Bunter procéeded-—on tiptoe.

The servants were downstairs, but it
was possible that his lordship's man
might be in his lordship’s room, attend-
ing to some duty or other.

At Groyfriars S3chotl Lord Mauleverer
lived and moved and had his being in
the Lower Fourth, like any other junior,
though it waé rumoured in the Remove
that when Mauly first came to school
had innocently desired to bring his
valet to Greyfriars with him. It was
ssid in the Remove studies that Mauly
had been quite perturbed hiy the dis-
covery that Lower Fourth fellows could
}::ql: have personal attendants at Grey-

Tiare,

At all events, when he was at home
at Mauleverer Towers his valet was in
al:fngnn e, as E;.Jmtmi WaS RWETE,

nd with such nefarious. designs on
Mauly’s wardrobe, the fat l}wlmlfud a
wistural disinolination to butt into
Mauly’'s man.

The door of the dressing-room was
ajar, and Bunter orossed to it on tiptoe,
to peer in before &ntﬂi:;ng'. ;

a next moment was glad that
he had been so cautious, £

There was a sound of a movement in
the dressing-room. Evidently someons
was there, and as Mauly was miles
away, it could only be Mr. James Orris,
his wvalet.

“ Beast [ breathed Bunter.

_ He blinked through the narrow open.
ing of the door,

tanding before an open, tall ward-
robe, with his back towards Bunter, was
a rather plump man,

Bunter could not see his fuce, but
he knew who it waa, It was Mauly's
man, Orris.

The valet bad a grey tweed jackot in
his hands—one of the innumerable
garmenta belonging to his master,
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Apparently he had, for scme resson,
taken it from the wordrobe, for he was
now replacing it carefully on a hanger,
to hang up again.

Having replaced it, he closed the door
of the wardrobe, dand Bunter heard the
fatch elick, ]

The wardrobe door wns a mirror, &
full length sheet of glass, and as it
¢losed, Bunter suw the full reflection of
the valet in it.

He started.

He had seen Orriz before, serveral
times. The man had been more than
a year in' DMMauly’s servico. DBunter
rather approved of Orris. Ho was so
quiet and deferential. He had » rather
plump, cleen-chaven face, good-locking
mn its way; but as a rule it was almost
expressionfess, If it expressed anything
it was a deferential afoness.

T A
|

R l*_l.lll.

jrd”

‘1" come to ihe theatrs ! ™ gasped Bunier.

whether that
pinching y

Bunter shook his head sericusly,

“Bif thick, if the rotier comes in
pinching thinga white Mauly's cut ™ he
murmared. “Well, he's gone now,
thank goodness. I fancy I'll borrow
that tweed jacket—it would suit mae to
o T. Mozt of Mauly's tiungs suit me,
Inckily 1*

Qrrie, being safely off the acene, Billy
LGunter rnilef into the dressing-room.

Hge lost no time in getting to work.

Everything in the room was in perfeet
order. James Orris was a carcful and
methodical man; 1n fact, a jewel of a
valet.

Bunter was not long in making a
change.

Ho was rather anxious to get through,

biighlier has been
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Dunter blinked at ths stack in the
chair, His selection was so very cxlen-
sive that it scemed doubtful whether he
could carry ali his plunder oway it one
trip.

He gathered up innumerable aerticles,
cnfolding them in his fat arms. He was
lcaded above the Plimsoll line, as he
rolled away with his loot. He opened
the door of the corridor and blinked
out. Thoe corridor was empty, and
Bunter rolled out, heavy laden, towards
1115 own room.

Thore was u footstep.

“Oh erikey !” murmured Bunter.

A portly and imposing form turned
into the corridor from tho direction of
the stairs. It was Porson, the stately
butler of Mauleverer Towers.

He met Bunter fairly face to faco.

“I'm not f1—I mean, I feel better, much beiter I Take this beastly fray

away ! * Crash ! Bunter scrambled hastily out of bed, while his schoolfellows roared.

Now it was quite different; so
diffcrent that it made Bunter blink
through his big epectacles in aurprize
st the rollection in the mirrod.

It waos sihﬁnt!ﬂ pale. Thoe lips were
tightly sct, the brows knmitied over eyes
that had & atrange glint in them.

Orris stood for soms momonts quite
gtill, and Bunter could see that he was
broathing hard.

Then ho turned away and crossed the
room towards the door an the eorridor.
Buntor aimost gasped with relief.

Had Orris come through the bed-
room he could hardly have failed ro
discover Bunter thero at the communt-
cating door,

Fortunately, ho left by the door on
the corridor, and Bunter was glad to
hear it shut behind him.

“Well, my hat1” murmuared Bunter.
“DBlessed if I don't believe he's been
up to something! He looked hke ic!
‘I'?mt ass Mauly is ass enough to leave
money ix  his pockets, I wonder

before anyona could interrupt  him.
Orris might come back, and he did not
want any cheek from Orris, -

He had no time to bother about tidi-
ness,  Articies he selected for his own
porsonal adornment, he - piled ino an
armchair, The pile grew larger and
larger. Articles he did not require he
dropped carclessty.  Orris could paelk
them sway agoin, some time. What the
dickens was a valet for? _

The stack in the armchatr grew qaito
mountuinous, The floor was lLittered
right and left.

Dunter's selection was very cxtensive.
It included a grey tweed lounge suil—
tha jacket of winch be had seen Oupis
lmncfling. It was o very handsome, very
well-cut, and very exponsive suit, and
Dunter had no doubt that it would suit
him quite well. Neo doebt it wonld be a
little tight; DBonter bad a figure, and
BMauly ﬁndn‘t‘-l Bus fhat eould not bu
helped ; besides, the waistcoat could bo
lit up the back.

Porson was seldom, or never, known
to betray cmotion of any kind. He wes
taa  welldrained o butler for that.
Nothing ever startled him. Dol Choerry
had declared that if the crack of deon
loppened while Mauly was at heme,
Porson would announee with unper-
turbed calm: “'The ¢rack of doom, my
lovrd 1™

Iiut Porson, for once in hiz stately
carver, was startled, as he beheld Billy
Bunter rolling away from Lord Manle-
vorer's reom with his fat arms stucked
with plunder.

He jumpsd! For the fivst fime in hos
liie, Parson jumped. Ho stared. He
stared so hard thot it scemed, for a
maontent, that lis eyes wonld pop out of
Lis head,

"Oh " gasped Porso.

Bunicr blinked at ham.  He had just
roomm o blink over the'stack of plunder
piled on lus fat ehesy sl onclesed by
Iis fnt arms.

Tueg (acxzt LIspaly.—o, 1245,



]

“0h!" gasped Bunter. “That you,
Forsonf? I[—I—it’s all right, Porsond
I've—I've borrowed a few things from
Mauly—" Three or four collars and
a necktie and a pair of silk socks
futtered to the floor. DBunter made a
hasty grab at them, and a pair of
trousers escapeds; and as he grabbed at
ihe trousers, the whole cargo shiited and
streamed down round Bunter,

He stood in a sea of shirts and collars,
socks and pyjamas, trousers and waist-
conts and Jackets, shocs, slippevs, ties,
etuds, and oll sorts and conditions of

things.

“{Oh, my hat!” gasped Bunter. “I—
I—I zay, Porson, help me pick up these
things | Oh crumbs "

“Bir1"” gasped Porson.

“Come and lend s hand!” hoofed
Bunter. “Don’t stand there like a

stuffed dummy i

“(Oh1” gasped Poreon.

Like 4 man in & dreem, Porson helped
to pick up the scattered garments and
pile them on Bunter, Bunter was a
guest at Mauleverer Towers, though a
very remarkable guest. What a butler
ounght to do in such circumstanccs as
thiz, Porson did pot know. He was an
experienced butler, bus he had never
been up against a problem like this
Lefore in all his lopg carecr in the best
houses |

Bunter rolled on to his room. FPorson
almost tottered away to the stairs, shill
looking like a man in o dream.

What Porson thought, Bunter did not
know. He did not care very smuch., ln
his room, he proceeded to male a
change that was undoubtedly very much
for the better; and he surveyed in the
glass a tubby figure, that threatened to
burst out of an elegant tweed suit, with
great satislaction. And, having smirked
at his reflection with o happy and grati-
fied smirk, Billy Dunter rolled out to
take a walk before lunch,

-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter on His Own !

4 BE,AETE}” murmured BEilly Bun-
ter.
He was feeling rather fed-up.
Mauleverer Towers wasz a
magnificent place; it swarmed witl: sor-
vants, and the food was all that even
Buanter could desire. Thoe fat junior was
satisbed, so {ar as that went,

In a fow days the Towers would be
crowded with Christmas company, and
Dunier, assured now that Mauly was not
going to kick him out—was looking {or-
ward to the Yuletide festivitios,

Hazeldene of the Remove was coming
and bringing his sister Marjorie and
some of her friends from Cliff Holuse
School, and Bunter looked forward to
the pleased expression that would dawn
on Mearjorie's pretty face when sho saw
himm there. Dunter really was a kind-
hearted fellow, and liked giving plea-
sure to others.

But at the present moment, Bunter
was feeling fed-up. The beoasts—Lord
Mauleverer and the Famous Five—had
gono off and lefs him onm iz own,
Mauly’s upcle, Sir Reginald Broocke,
and his good lady, had gome cut to
lunch ; not that Bunter was keen on the
society of an elderly baronet and ap
elderly lady. At present there was
nobody else at the Towers, and Bunter
was a gregarious fellow. His own com-
pany was lascinating, of coursze; still,
3¢ liked the company of others

Mest to eating, talking was Dunter’s

Toeg Magxer Liskary,~-No, 1,245,

chicfest delight, though sleeping ran it
clese. But he could not talk without a
listener. Certainly, he liked to do all
the talking, and had little use for
replics; still, he wanted somebody te
listen-in when he talked. Ha really
could not ialk to himsell

He took a solitary walk before lunch,
and when he came in, he lunched with
nobody but 3ir Reginald’s secretary, an
elderly pentloeman who was a little deaf,
and would say nothing but “Hey, hey,”
in reply to Bunter’s caay flow of light
and gemial conversation,

The lunch was all that could be de-
sired, and Bunter, as neual, lunched not
wisely, but too well. ]

After lunch, he rolled away to his
room for a nap.

Many e€yes had lingered on DBunter
that morping. He wondered whether
the servants recognised the handsome
tweed suit he was wearing. Still, Bun-
ter did not care what they thought in
the servants’ hall.

That suit had fitted rather tighily
when Bunter put it on. It falt atill
tighter after lunch. The slit up the
back of the waistcoat prolonged itself a
little, and s button went west. Bunter
was used to little things like that, how-
ever. It was not the first time, by many
a oneg, that he had strutted in borrowed
plumes.

Having napped, and apprised all the
Towers of the fact by a far-reaching
melodions snore, Bunter came down.
There had been a light fall of enow out-
side, and he was not inclined te go out.
The library did not attract him, EI:-m he
iound diversion in the billiards-room for
half an hour, knocking the balls about,
and culting the cloth. Then he wan-
dered forth again, feeling more and
more fed-up,

It was like those beasts to leave him
on hia own like this—after all he had
done for them]

By this time Bunter had so much con-
versation bottled up in him, that he
stopped Porson in the hall to give the
butier the benefit of & little chat.

But household duties called Porson
away; or, perhaps Bunter's genial con-
versation pelled on him. disap-

ared, with a last lingering look at

unter's handsome tweed suit.

The foat junior rolled away to the
turret at last, to see whether the beasts
were coming back., Little as he admired
Harry Wharton & Co.—having always
found them fall far below his own high
standard—he was rather anzicus o ses
them come in. He was fed-up to his fat
¢hin with his own eatrancing company
by this time.

The old turret of Mauleverer Towers
was the most ancient part of the build-
ing. It dated from early Norman
times, and it had been left entirely
unchanged, whilo the rest of the place
was modernized. It was reputed to be
haunted by the ﬂhnst ot thse Red
Earl—an ancient Mauleverer who had
vanished mysterionely with the king's
pursuivants in pursuit of him, Acecord-
ing to the legend, the Red Earl had
vanished in that very turret, and, by
a strange chance, it happened that
Billy Bunter had learned that the story
was well founded. i i

EHe grinned as he rolled into the high
turret-room, & dusky apartment, with

black oak walls and tall shts of
windows.,

The old ocak panels were strangely
carved, and on ono of them a

gl'ﬂ'ﬁsquﬂ]{‘ carved lion's head concealed
a spring that opencd the panel.

Bunter blinked ut it, grinning.

le knew the secret, and no ome elss
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did—or if anyone else did, he eaid
nothing of his knowledge. Certainly
Lord Mauleverer and his friends knew
nothing of it. ! ;

Bunter had tumbled into the old dis-
used well in the grounds on the e¢ven-
ing of his arrival, and so made the dis-
covery that nobody else had made.

From the old well there was a subter-
ranean passage hadin%l te a epiral stair
in the thickness of the aopcient wall
which gave mccess to the haunted
turrct-room.

That was the way Bunter had entered
the Towers.

Harry Wharton & Co. were under
the impression that he had sneaked in
somehow unseen, and kept his srrival
dark till & late hour, when it was too
lats for him to icked out again.
But they did not dream that Bunter, by
gheer chance, had stumbled on the
s?':ret of the Towers, and made use
of it. :

Bunter had no intention of telling

them.

He realised that it was possible that
he might need to use that peculiar mode
of ingress er time, .

Mauly seemed to have submitted to
his fate, and made up his noble mind
to put up with Bunter over the Christ-
mas holidays. 8till, the position was &
littla precarious. F

Any fellow ought to have felt fright-
fully bucked at ﬁ‘m‘#ing‘ Bunter for the

holidays, but Bunter knew from experi-
ence that fellows did not always feel as
they ought.

Bunter blinked at the secret panel,
with the idea in his fat mind of open-

ing it and «xploring the recesses
beyond  to fill up time.
ut he shook his head.

Tt was dark and eold and chilly in
the secret passages; and though Bunter
did not believe in ghosts—in the day-
time, st least—he did not feel disposed
te venture alone into the g ré-
cesses roputed to be haunted by the
Red Ear }

He turned to one of the tall windows
and looked out. _

In the clear winter sunshine he had
an extensive view of the wide sores of
the Mauleverer estate, with the Belds
gnd woods and hills of Hampshire
beyond. Far in the distance a tall spire
indicated Winchester. It was a magnifi-
cent wiew, but it did not interest
Bunter very much. There was no ai
of the big car coming back with the
Groyfriars party,

He turned from the window as he
heard s footstep om the turret stair.
Someone was eoming up.

He blinked at & plump re and &
clean-shaven face. It was James Orris
who entered the turret-room.

» Bunter eyed him curiously. Unless
the valet had come up for the view
he could not guess what the man wanted
there.

Orris, “evidently, was unaware that

the room was ccoupied. He gave a
violent start at the sight of Billy
Bunter.

Bunter bestowed a geniel grin on him,
“Yon -::a.n‘m!nm in, my manl” he
said patronisingly. .
Buﬁ&r was prepared to give Orris
the benefit of his conversation till &
mora worthy victim could be found.
“Thank you, sirl” said Orris in his
quiet, deferential voice, *I was about
to look from the turret, sir, to zee
whether his lordship was returning.’ .
“ The beasts aren’'t coming back yet [
grunted Bunter. .
“(Oh, sir1” murmured Orris. _
Perhaps he was surprised to hear his
lordship's guest refer to his lordship and

bis fellow-guests as " beasts,™
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Suddenly Orris® ores beeame hixed on
the grey tweed saik.

Evidently he rccognised it,

He came quickly towards the fat
junior.

Bunter frowned. :

It was no business of Aanly's man if
he waz wearing Aanly's clothes—so far
as Bunter m:rufd soe, at all cvents. |

“Exense me, sir!” said Ornsg, evis
dontly perturbed. * May I ask whether
yvou have taken that suit from his lord-
ship's ropmn ¥

Bunter gave kim a glare. :

“T suppoze I can borrow a few thin
from l!rfm.ﬂy without asking youl™ he

B od,

i ?:51! certainly, sir! Bubt—but his
lordship intended to wear that suit to-
morrow monung.” e

“I supposo he's got others ™ jecred
Bunter,

“0Oh, certainly! But—bur—"

“Tt's all right, Oreis,” said Bunter.
“Yon can tell Mauly I've borrowed the
things—in fact, he will sco me In
them. "

“But, rir, as his lordship’s walet, I
am in charge of his lordskip’s gar-
mentes, and-—and——

“That's all right,” saad Bunter.
“Aind your own basiness, Orcris ! Hers,
keep off, you silly idiot!” he added,
jumping back. 2

Orriz had stepped nearer to him. with
a glint in his cyes that Bunter did not
like at sl .

For the moment ho had quite coased
to bo the quict, deferential manservant.
1t really looked for the moment as if
the thought was in his mind of march-
ing Bunter down to Mauly’s room and
making him change out of his lordship’s
clothes. .

Bunter blinked at him in alarm.

“You cheeky roiter!” he gasped.
“T'1 jolly well ask Mauly to sack youl
Go. and ecat coke ™

And Billy Buntor rolled out of the
turret-room, and descended the stong
stair rather hastily. _

Orris made a stride alter him, but
paused. .

For whatever mysierious reaszon, he
was evidently deeply disturbed at find-
ing that tweed suit adorning the fat
perzon of William George Bunter,

e stood at the top of the stone sfair
gtaring after Bunter as he descended,
and ths look on his hard, clean-shaven
face might have alarmed the Owl of ihe
Bemove bad he glanced back,

' |
looking well, Buntor i
“Iin, ha, hat”

“Quite recovered, old fat man?”

“(lad lo see you'ro well, Bunter
said Lovd Mauvleverer, “INd you have
a doctor, afrer all®”

“0h, roally, Maply-——™

“All those fearful paing  gone?”
chuckled Bol Cherry. " Got rid of the
plumbago in your lungs, and the poou-
raonia m your left earf”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton & Co. had returnced
in cheery spirits. Billy Buonier ot
them in the hall, evidently fully re-
covered from his sudden illness of the
Moy Ring.

“1 say, you follows, don't cackle!™
snic Bunter peevishhe, © I've got zomoe-
thing to tell you-—something that will
make you jemp.”

* Haz your postal order come ot from
Greviriars 1" asked Johnony Bull

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“Where did you get that elobber$”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Amazing t
SAY, vou fellows ™

“"Halle, halle, hallal Yeou'rs

grirned Bob Cherry., ®T1 saw Manly
wearing & suil like that yezterdav.™

“Oh gad!™ said Lord Mawleverer,
starving ot Bunter,

“Mauly doesni’t mind a pal borrowing
a fow things 1Y sald Bunter seornfullv.
“EHe's not mean like you follows] Dy
the way, Orris was rather cheeky abo
it, Mauly, and I told him 1I'd ask wvon
to sack him.”

“Oh gad 1" repeated Lord Maulevereor.

NOW HE'S COT
A
SPLENDID
PRIZE
FOR CHRISTMAS!

All he did was to send in a
funny story. Have you
heard 1t 2

“ Belisve mea, mum,'’ sald
the tramp,; " the aoles of thesa
‘sre boota i'm a-woaring ars
go thin that if | happenesd to
tread on a peanny—which |

o@, worga uck—I
if it was heads or

navar o
could tel
talflal®

Enngratulntinns to Des-
mond Wilson, of
Bessboroush — Avenue,
Morth Strand. Dublin.
Hope you'll hnd the
priEE useful, Desmond,

LOOK LIVELY,
CHUMS,
and win one of these

HANDSOME PRIZES!

Q@
by
&
X

“ Dt that izn’t what I was moine ta
tell you,” west on Bunter.  “It's
awlully important—fearfully important !
Matter of life or deuth

“Oh, my hat!”™ eojacolated DBob
Cherry. " Whese jeliv old life or death,
Euntty ¥

*“Mauly's 1™ eaid Bunter impressively,

“Wha-a-a-at ¥’

Thoe Famous Five stared at Dunter.

Lord Mauleverer blinked ot him,  "Tha
Ow] of tha Bemn e bal succeeded 1o
surprising the Christmas party.

“2o Mauly's in donger, iz he?"
rasped Dok Cherr.

“ Yes, ™

“Moann thot vou're likely to bore him
fo death .

T T TR O TR T T R O T TR R T T R TS MR T R
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X0 ! roarcd Bunter.
silly ass!”

* HFa, ha, ha I

“Well, L don't sce any other danger
he con be in,” said Bob, shaking his
head., " Fecling nervons, Mauly

“Not frightfully I grinned Lord
hlanleverar,

“I say, vyou fellowe——" Buntor
broke off abruptly, as Porson hoverod
near. He waited gl Porson was out of
hearing.  “I sav, I've not said any-
thing yet. I haven’t told your uncie
shout vour awful dancer, Moanly——

“Uood pad ™

“He's rather an old ess, vou kuow !I*

“Wha-a-at?"

“And I haven't told your aunt,
either—she's  rather o zilly  oid
frvmp—-""

“Shall I kick him, Blawly?"' asked
Johnny Bull.

“Nol” gosped Lord  Mauloverer.
“I'm goin' to kick him myzeli! Turn
ronnd, Bunter."

“{h, really, Muauly! I hoven't zaid
an word yet! I thought of phoning up
the police—"

“The—thn police ! pasped Mauly,

“IDut I thought 1'd leave it till you
came in. Better come into your den
and ' tell you., My idea is to keep i
dark till we spct the villein.”

“What vilain " gusped Mauly.

“Is the fat idint wandormg in his

"1 don’t, vou

mind Y asked Hurry  Wharton, in
amazorment.

“Has he any absord mind io wander
in " asked  Iluwiree Jamset  Raow
Singh.

“LCotne an ™ arged Bonter, T ean't

tell you lwre—lhe sorvants will hear—
somo of themn mar be in the prot-——2="

“Tho—the—the plot 1 statered
Mauvlevorer.

“Yes: Porson mas be in ti——""

“Pi-pip-Poison ¥

”':I‘I:‘ ﬂ!‘!‘iﬁ—'—'—'”

“Orriz?*

“Or Jolim, or Peter, or George, or
any of them (™

“John, or Poeter, or Ceoree?!
repeated Aauwleverer, like o fellew in a
drcnin.

1t's plain enough that itz somebaocdy
wiho's got the ran of Hhe house,” sgoid
Dunter.

"Who iz #*" shricked Alanlevorer.

“That villain 1™

“What villain, o Lepisldod ass '

“The onze I'm telling yvou about—ikn
ot whe 13 poiley 1o kaock you on Lhe
hogd—""

“Kn.nock moe on tie heml®™

“¥os; unless vor pav lern a thovsand
pornds,

YNy, goon mao M

“Adlad as a hatter I zaid Jolinny Ball

“Maoddert” sajd Fravk Nugenr, 1
suppnss the fue dofler s trving o pull
our leg =omchow,'

“T tell your I've found gt out ™ hooked
Bunter. T toll rvou voo're a0 feerind
domgger, and U teying 16 shave yony
wifg—""

“*Wha-a-at 7"

“1 mean, save weur Bfe! Rely on
me to protect vow, Slauly ! ek
vou've gob a loyal and devoted pal with
v,

“Oh eretnbs ™

Lapd Alauteverer mazed  Dlspek's ot
Fomter. The fat junior prabbod him
v e arin and tourly deageed Bim
rwav o the old avmeers, which  wus
pow' uzed 22 oa “den 7 by the schociboy
earl.

The Famous Five followed in ereat
surprise,  Unless Willinen  George
Bunter had gons off his “ vacker,™ it was
dificult to acenunt for hiz amazing
words and actions—ibpugh they had 2
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gtrong suspicion that the fat Ohwl was
making sote epregious attemipt to pull
their leg. o

As soon as they wore inside Lord
Mauleverer's den, Billy Bunter care-
fully closed the docr. ihen he blinked
cauntionsly about the soom—Ilocking
behind the old armoured figures that
sicod by the walls, and into various
niches ang recesses,  The jumiors
watched him, with growing astonish-
ment.  Bunter was apparently taking
precautions  against  bemg  overheard,
and he was evidentdy labouring under
deep excitement.

“ All sercne [ gasped Bunter al last,
“Uan’t be loo carefui, with your life at
take, Mauiy 1

“ You fat pass—"

“Don't be afiaid, ol fellowl I'm
here to protect vou!” said Bunter
reassuringly.  “Yo: know my pluck

I'm going to watch over vou. After all,
we're palsi”

“Are wei"” said Lord Mauleverer
doubtinlly.

“\Wily vou tell uz whet ibhis perform-
ance means, you howling azs?” asked
Horry Wharton.

*Yans, put us up to the gome, you
Enow,” zaid Mauleverer.

“Look at that!™ sawd Bunter,

He slipped his hana inte o pocket of
the twe jackew. He drew out a
crumpled paper amd, with a dramalic
resturo, throw it on  Mauleverer's
writing-table,

“What the dooce—"

“Look at itl"

Tord Mauleverer smoothed out the
erumpled paper and  looked st it
Harry Wharton & Co. looked. They

staredd blunkly at what they read.

Written it cepital letters, apparently
for the purpose of disgui-ing the hand,
was the following startling message !

“LORD MAULEVERERE—
PLACE £1.000 ON THE CLD SUN-
DIAL OR PREPARE FOR DEATH ¥

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Bumps for Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. starcd
at that starthng message in
stupefaction.

Lord Mauicverer opened his
pyna wide, .

For some moments there was silence,
the sileneo of niter amazement.

Billy Bunter bhinked from face to
Face, through his big spectacles, in eager
excitemant, . -

Apperently hoe expected his thrilling
exciternent to be shared by the c¢hums
of the Rlemova.

IE s0 he was disappointed.

The juniora were sstounded; but not
at all excited, They star at the
paper, and then they stared at Bunter.

Harry Wharton was the Aest to speak.

“You frabjous idiot—""

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“YWhat's this game, you bonighted
bandersnateh ™ gasped Bob Charry,

“0Oh, really, Chorey—""

“Holy smokel” said Lord Maule-
verer. * Isthiza jolly old joke? If it ie,
I don’t seem to get it] What did you
write this silly rot for, Bunter

Bunter jumped.
I—I didn’t write

“I1 You silly ass!
it 1" he stuitered.

“Ehl Who did, theni®

“That wvillain 1™

“What villain, you assi”

"The one wits wenis the thousatd
pounds of ecourse,” sald Buntor.
“Can’t you gee? It's & m30 of your
money oFf vour lifo''
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“¥ou pernicitus chump—" szaid
Johnny Bull.

“"¥You terrific assg—"

“1 say, you fellows, I tell you that
paper was meant for Mauly——" gasped
Bunter, "1 doa't know who wrote 12"

“Gammaon 1¥

“"The gammoninlness i3 terrifie I

“I zay, Mauis, you belicve me, don’t
you 't Tsped unter, with an appeal-
Mli}'k blink at the schoclboy carl.

Apperently the fat Owl had nob
expocted to have to deal with half a
dozen doubting Thomases,

“Well, I'll try, old bean,” gaid Mauly
dubiously. “If this isn't a little joke of
yours, wnere did it comes from ™

“1 borrowed thiz suit from your room,
old chap! I knew wou wﬂuf n't mind
lending a few things to an old pal,
though your valet was rather cheeky
about it. Well, goirg through the
pocketg———"7*

“What the dooce did you go through
the pockets for

“I—I wasn’t looking to sce if you'd
left any money in them, Mauly—*

" Eh'!!u

“If I found any, I wasn’t guingh to
borrow it to go to the pictures while
you fellows were out——"

“0Oh gad I

“Well, going through the pockets not
more than an hour ago,’’ said Bunter
impressively, “I found that letter,”

“My dear man—"" murmured Lord
Mauleverer.

“It was in the jacket pocket,” said
Bunter. *Somebody must have got to
vour room and slipped it into your
pocket, Mauly, for you to find there.”

“ Oh, my hat 1™

*Home awiul villain ™ said Bunter.

“A fat villain, you mean!" zaid
Johany Ball.

“Beast ! Yeou'd have found the letter,
Mauly, #s soon @3 vou happened to
chango into these things,” said Bunter.
“As I happened to be wearing the
jacket, I found it instoead. See ¥

“*Pile it on 1" said Bob Cherry.

“1 gax, vou fallows—mean to say that

vl don't  believe me?” exclaimed
unter,
“Belicve vou |l Oh, my hat "

“The believefulness is not terrifio, my
esteemned fat Bunter.™

“Not likely 1"’ chuckled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked at the juniors.

Lord Mauleverer was grinning, and
the other fellows were laughing. ere
was no sign of anybody’s flesh erceping.

“1 sav, you fellows,” almost weiled
Bunter, *it's true! I tell you it's
truel”

“How can it ke true, when vou tell
us ¥’ nsked Jobhnny Buell, “Mean to
say you're starting telling the truth "

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 found that paper in this jacket
pocket—""

“*Pile it on "

“The willain must heve sneaked in
somchow and stuck it there for Mauly
to find—""

“Go it

“Ho's trying to frighten Maula' into
paying him a thousand pounds—->"

“Why didn’t you maks it & million ™

"He's 2 murderous villain—7*"

“Oh, no!’ chuckled Bob. "“Only a
fat, frowsy, frabjous villain 1"

“Ha, ha, hal’

“Tt's true !” shricked Buntar,

“Ha, ha, hal"” roared the juniors.

Rilly DBanter blinked at them, his
little round eves goggling through his
spectacles. He had fully expected to
thrill and alarm the Chiistmns party.
Clortainly, had that extraordinary paper

been found by any other fellow, it
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:‘E:E}uld have produced a rather alarming
&ﬂt’+

But Bunter was suffering the fate of
tha boy in the old story who eried
“WaliI” so often when thers was po
waolf that he was unheeded when the
wolf really came.

Instead of being thrilled and alarmed,
the chuma of the Romove roared with
]athter. They wers not taking Bun-
ter's word for it that some desperats
scoundrel waa sceking to extort money
by threats from the schoolboy earl. To
their minds, it was simply an egregious
attempt to pull their legs, on the part
of the Owl of the Remove.

"I say, you fellows,” wailed Bunter,
“if {;}lt think 1 wrote that paper—""

“Wa don't think—we  know!"
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The knowfulness is terrifie."”

“Pulling poor old Mauly’s leg 1" said
Nugent. *“ What beats me is fat
duffer thinking that we should believe
a word of it! Did you get the wheeze
from the films, Bunter?''

“Oh, really, Nugent—" .

* Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said
Bob Cherry, “this fat idiot has been
tr:.rmit.a pull our leg. I vote that we
stuff his jolly old document down his
back—-""

*“ Hear, hear I

“And bump him—"

* Passed unanimously 1
“I sny, you fellows! Here, you kee
off I Fal'lad Bunter in alarm. “I te
vou it's true! I found that paper—
Yarocooch I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ’

Billy Bunter strug:?_le& frantically in
the hands of the Philistines. The mys-
terious document was duly shoved down

his back; then, 1n the grasp of many
hands, he was swept off the floor,

Bumpl

* ¥ ooooop 1"

Bumpt

“Yow-ow-ow ! Help ! ¥aroooh |
Fire |"

“Hga, ha, ha!"
“"Hold on, you men!” gasped Lord
Mauleverer. “It was only Bunter's

little joke—""
“Owl It wasn't! Yarcoghi™

Bump!
O | Eelp | Murderl

hoooooo

Firel Yooo-

|

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton & Co. streamed out
of the armoury, leaving Billy Bunter
gitting on the floor gasping and splut-
tering.  Billy Bunter’s sins had found
him out. Hie record as an Ananias was
his undoing. Almost for the firet time
in his fat carcer, Bunter had told the
fﬁlth—and nobady believed a word of
1

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Some Skater |

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
out in the bright frosty morning,
carrying thewr skates.  Bill
Bunter rolled after them, an

Orris followed, carrying his lordship's
skates. The lake was frozen as hard as
rock, glimmering like silver in the
winter sunshine. Harry Wharton & Co.
were keen on skating ; rd Mauleverer
rather Jess keem, as exertion did not
appeal very much to hia noble lordship.
IF appealed etill less to Billy Bunter,
but e was going to skate,

In a day or two the Clif House girls
were coming, and Bunter was going to
tuke them on the ice—at all events, thot
wns his intention. So a little practice
did not come amiss. It waz not till the
party resched the hut by the lake that
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Huntor mentioned the trifling cireum-
stance that he had no skates.

“1 say, you fellows, who's
lend me some skates?'” he aske

“Fathead |” grunted Johnny
“You can't skate "

“I'm going to show vou fellows how
te do it,” said Bunter calmly. " You
skate liko a rhinoceros, Bulll Perhaps
you'd better lend me your skates and
watch me and pick up the hang of the
thing., Beei"

Johnny Bull did not seem to “sece.”
He snorted expressively end procecded
to put on his skates.

“Isay, Mauly, you'll
lend me some
skates?™ said Bunter,

“My dear man, if
you'd told me vou
were goin’ to skate
thera's =kates in the
house™ said Lord
Mauleverer.

*Well, send Orris
to feteh them.™
Lord Mauleverer ﬁ.’

su}ing to
; Bull,

looked at Bunter.
Orris’ impassive faca
remained  expression-
less, The lake was a
parker of ‘2 mils
rom the house, sp it
was & half-mile walk
for Orris to fetch
skates for Bunler.

“You fat assl”
grunted Bob Cherry.
“Why couldn’t you
31¥ YOU Wero [EoIng
to skate?"

O h, realls,
Cherry—-"

“You ecan't akate,
enyhow! said
Nugent. “And we're
jolly well not going

to roll you round!
Sit down and dry
up ¥

“Besst]! I say,
Mauly, send Orris for
gomao shates.”
Bunter did not be-
lieve in saving servants trouble.

What
were servants for except to take any
amount of troublo for important persons

like William George Bunter?

“1t's all rlgg'aot.. old bean, I'll lend {-:-u
mine,” said Lord Mauleverer. “I'm
not keen on skatin', I'll wait till you're

Onen.

*Well, after all, you're not much good
on the ice, are you, Mauly?' said
Bunter cheerfully. “I say, you fellows,
help me on with these skates”

But the fellowa were already glidin
out on the ice. The Famous Five ha
comp down to the lake to szkate, not
to wait on Billy Bunter. The fat junior
blinked after them indignantly and then
Llinked at Mauly.

“71 gay, Mauly, lend me & hand.”

“(Oh dear! Would you mind lendin’
a hand, Orris?”

“ (prtainly, my lord.”

Orris lent & hand, and the shates were
secured. - Billy Bunter kept a tight grip
on (rris’ arm.

“Told me!” he gasped.

Orris held him. )

“Now help me on the ice! Don't
ghove me, you idiet! And don’t pull
me, dummy! Have a little sense |”

“Certainly, sir!” said Orria

“Look hers, Dunter—"" began Lord
WMauleverer.

"“Take my other arm, Mauly ! 1 shall
be all right when I get going. This
silly fool is just going to let me elip!
Held me, you {athead I"

“0Oh gad " said Lord Mauleverer.

He took Bunter's other arm.

Loaded above the
Plimsoll line with
his loot, Bunter was
rolling away from
Lord Mauleverer’s
room when he came
face to face with the
bufler: **It’s all right
Porson ! ** gaapui
Bunter. * I'm only
borrowing thesae
things from Mauly!*

Between his lordship and his lord-
ship's valet, Billy Bunter was navigated
out from the bank.

Both of them held Bunter, and Bunter
held both of thom.

Bunter had no doubt that he could
skate, indeed, he had no doubt that he
was the best skater there. Nevertheless,
ho had a very uncertain feeling, with the
glippery ice under him.

Each of his feet seemed to want o
travel in o different direction, and each
of his feet, somehow, seemed to have
doveloped a will of its own.

“D-d-don’t let go!” f,'asp&d Bunter,
“I say, hold ont Hold on, Mauiyl
Hold on, Orris, you dummy !”

“Oh gad! Look here, Bunter, you
can't skate——=->"

“Shut_uwp, you ass, and hold on!”
howled Bunter. “I'm slipping! There's
=omothing wrong with these skates!

“Ha, ]‘::a, ha 1" came a cheery roar
acrosa the ice from the Famous Five,
as Bunter’'s feet shot into the air.

Bunter clutched wildly at his two
mipporters.

One arm was round Orris’ neck, the
other round Maunly's, and all Bunter's
torrific weight was thrown on  them
They bent like saplinga before a storm.

“Ow! Help! Hold oni” shrieked
Bunter. “I'm falling! Wooooh!”'

“Good padl  You're breakin' my
neck I wailed Lord Mauleverer. " Ob
erutnbs | Cet him off the ice, Orris ¥

“Yes, my lord ! gurgled Orris.

Clash! Clatter! Clash! Crash!
Bunter's feet came down again. and he
shot forward on the shates, dregging
Urriz and Mauly after him.

His feot fravelled fast The rest of
Bunter followed more slowly. The
invitable result was that the Owl of
Er&yirima came down with a heavy
ump.

Mauly and Orris strove against the
strein, but it was too much for them.
Both of them ecame down with Buntee.

Tha three rolled on the ice, with a
terrific elattoring of skates, gasping and
spluttering from DBunter, and a wild
how!l from Mauly.

“Ha, ha, ha!" seolled the Famous
Figa,
Help!

Ve DW !-
Bunter,

Lord Mauleverer disenfangled himzelf
and scrambled away. Orris was not o
fortunate. DBunter was clutchimg him
with the cluteh of 2 drowning man.

“Ow! Holp!™ :

“Let go!” yelled Orris

“"Beaat! Hold met! The ice is break-
ing! I shall be drowned! Help!
Reseue! Yooopooop !' shricked Bunter,

“For goodness’ soke, get off the ice,

Yaroooh '™  roared

Bunter [ gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“hw ! cen't! Hold me! Yow!
Ow! Ow!”

Orris struggled up. Bunter clung to
him., and he slipped and come down
ngain, with & crash that almost eracked
the tce, stout as it was. There was a
howl of anguish from Mauly's man.

His nose had established contact with
the ice. A atreamn of ¢rimson ran from

hie nosc.

“Ow! Let go!™ he yelled.

“Beast! Shan't! Help!™

Orris scrambied to rise, and Bunter
scrambled and slipped, and came down
on Orris. They rolled over together,
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yruzgling and splutiering. DBreathloss
fowls enmo from the unfortunate Orris.

Lord Mauleverer rushed in te help,
skidded on the ice, and added himseli to
the heap, Three fangled figures rolled
over, accompanicd by a packet of tolles,
w slab of butterscoteh, and a bag of
bullseyes, that cxuded from Dunter’s
pockets,

“Ob, my hat!* zasped Doeb Cherry.
“ Resene, you mien

“Ha, hia, hal"” .

The Fumous Five came gliding np.
With consideralle diffculty, they sorted
put the breathless, squirming three, and
tragged them to the bank,

Lord Mauleverer sat down and gasped
for breath, Orils stood gurgling, hold-
ing Lis atreaming nose. Bunter sprawled
and roared. .

“*You can go. Orrisi” gasped Lord
Manleverer. " Sorry you've damaged.
Tuu’nlﬂlheticr get somethin' done to your
noze '

“Yes, my lord 1" gasped Orris,

He gave Bunter a look—not his nsual
deferential look—and etarted for the
distant houze, Dol Cherry whipped the
skates oft Bunier,

“I say, you follows, let those skates
alone ™ gasped Bomter. “I'm going to
state, you hkuow! Two of you fellows
can_hold me " L

“1 eon eee us doing b chuckled
MNugent,

I wveou'ro
lrieasty—*"

“We are—we ial”

“Hz, ha, ha!"

“Here vou arve, Mauly," said DBob.
“ Here's your skates] Shut up, Bunter !
Wa've come Liere to skate, not 1o watch
¢ performing elephant "

“ Deast 1M

Tord Mauleverer donned the shates.
Even lis pood-nalured and long-suffering
lardship was fed-up with Dunter, the
skater. He followed the Famous Five on

going  to  he selfish

the 1ce, while DBunter sat wp and
spluttercd.

“I =may, you fellows! I've dropped
my toffea!l I've Jost miy butterscotel?

Where's my bullseyes? Eny, ¥you
f-‘:"-l:l't'.;!?, pick them up for me, can’t
you ¥

Apparontly the fellows couldn’! At
least, they didu't! Bix cheery juniors
whizzed away on the ice, leaving Billy
Bunter splutieving.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Discovery ]
B ILLY BUNTER sat and gasped.

Mo was left alone in his glory,

Orris had disappeared in 1ha

dircetion of the howse; Lord

Aguloverer and the Famous Five wore
tuw away azross the frozen lake.

Dogter’s exploits as a shater wwere
over. He sat and gusped and gureled,
erim=on wiln exeriien and imdignation.
But  he picked  himself wp oas last,
Viavions articies had seastered from liia
pockets o thut wild sivarele on the ien,
ard az they were of an odible naties,
irowas Hoapessilie to leave thom thore,

“ Beasts I gazped Buntor,

1]'::. crawlod oul on te the i vorw
funtiously, Teo  goomed to be w
coraclerous sork of thing, awd Bunter
did not teist i, Fo segotiated fhe
shppery surface on liz {fat hands and
frrens,

The latterseotell waz recovered, and
omedlalcdy transievred e Donrer's
eapacions esth,  Then the bullseyes
wora recaptored,  The tolee seemed to
have shipped Tarther away, sl Doanter
crasdod wud Litnked round for i A
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fnlded paper fluticeed in ihe breeze, and
Bunter grabled ot it and caught it
HMe suppnzed, for thoe moment, that it
was o letter that had dropped froin his
pocket among the other thmgs.

~ But, as be biinked at it, lie gave a
Juoip.

it wasz a lotter. but it was net Buntor'a
It had [ellen from somecbody else’s
pockes in the fuorry on the ice.  And
the name *'J. Gyris ¥ gave the clue to
the owner,

Any other member of the Greylfoars
party who had picked uwp ihat leiter
certainly would net have dreamed o
locking at it, except to ascerlain who
was the owner. Dut Williom George
Bunter was not parlicular in  such
matters as theze.

Boesides, the letter was o surpyising
one, to be oddressed to Lord Maul-
everer’s valet, Dunter blinked at it in
astonishmen:. In  his surprise and
intenso intorest, he forgot even the
toffea of which he was in search, and
ho zat on the jee, devouring the lettor
with his eycs and spectacies,

“Oh erikey!™ gasped Bunter, 1
faney that fcllow wouldn't keep lis job
long if Mauly saw this! 2Afy hat ¥

The letter bad an engraved heading
of & busines: firm, Aund the heading

Whss
“TOTITAM & TUKE,
Turfl Accountants,
Toplham Hoyse, Tafeabury Avenue,
London.”
Certainly, TLord Mavleverer would
have bLecn surprised, and no doubt

perturbed, had be been aware that his
“man '’ was a elicnt of a firm of turf
accountants. Undoubtedly he would
have boen still more surprised at the
contents of the letter,

The letter was typed, and it ran:

“r. Orets, Fig.

“Riv—I1t iz wanéecssary jor was to
point oul that pur éteérms, ag plainiy
stutod in gur ruales, are weekly scitle-
i ENEE.

“IWe must ask you o forward imme-
diutely a remittance for B256,

“Fours feithiully,
“Torpax & ToRE”

Biily Bunter blinked at that remark-
alsle epistle, with his eyes almost pop-
ping through his spectacles. He forgot
e tofec; he forget that the ice he
was sitting on was decidedly eold.

“Twe hondved aod Gfty-zix poonds 1™
pasped Bunter, “My only has! IHe's
been going il=-a biinking manszervant |
Phew ™

Really, it was amazing !

Mo dowlt 3Ale. James Oris had o

wlo sof out on that diffieul tusk, he had
found il:e winners vory clusive.

Judzing by this communication From
Messrs. Tophamm & Tuke, he hud
shotlvid losors.

Obviously, he hud an aecount with
Mosers Lopham & Tuke, whe received
tnsiructions from him by letler or duloe-
prany, to back the lovses ho fancied.
And the account munzt lLave been on
axionsive lines to allow o Jdebib of {wo
hundred and fifty-six pounds to acewnu-
late. It was possible—indeed, probahle
—that Muossrs. Topham & ‘Fuke were
rot fully aware of Orris' circumstances.
Possibly co magnificent an nddress os
Mauleverer Towers had given them con-
fidenee, and d]msﬁihf}' Orris had somo-
how ecncealed the fuct that ho was only
a manservant there.

“Anyhow, they had cvidently allowed
himm to run a heavy account, and
erpuadly evidently he hed uot paid, aud
they wanted their money,

“ I Mauly knew[* gasped Bunter.
“My bat! The chap ecan’t pay this—
of course he can’t] Ile's heen tokingz
long chances;, and got landed. Might
try to pinch seomething—X shouldn't
wonder ! He's checky, auybow.”

Bunter grinned.

Orris had been distinetly checky, in
Bunter's opindon, more than once.  And
ihe man, with all his outward aspect of
extreme respectability, was a reckless
and desperate plunger on the races, and
had landed lumsell in sericus trouble.
Quite likely such a fellow, in such o
fix, might “pinch “—and Bunter remmem-
bered how he lhad seen Orris handling
the tweed jacket, in Mauly's dressing-
rooml, the previous day. Looking for
somaothing to pinch, s likely as naot?

Billy Bunier elipped the letter into
his pocket. It was cold on the ice, and
he got into motion again. He found
tha toffea at last, erawled back to the
bank, and sat down in 1he hut {0 waib
for the ekaters to come off. The butter-
scoteh, the toffee, and the bullseyes, dis-
appeared In turh.
< 1 E&, he, he!” chuckled Bunter sud-

enly.

From the hut be obscrved a trim,
plump figure coming hurriedly down to
the lake. It was Orriz—and there wos n
starticd and alarmed oxpreézzion on his
smooth, clean-shaven face,

PBunter could guass that Iie had missed
the letter from his pocket, and was
coming back to look for it

He grinned as he watched the man
moving along the bank, bent double,
senyehing among thw frozen grass and
rushes,

Then Orris went out on (he ice, tread-
e earciully, and sconning the {rozcn
Iake with anxious eves.

The shaters wore at o dislanee, and

good salary at Mauleverer Towers. But Orris did not even glance towards them.
no servancs wages were likely ro be zo *Iis brows wore puckered willh anxioty

muntficent a3 to meot vacing lozaes Lo
this cxtent.

Evidently AMe, Orvis Iiad been back-
ine horaeg, and lbe had backed them
ot wizgely bt oo well !

Buonter whistled.

“Who'd have thought it I he gasped.

Nobhody would have thouvght ii—that
was ecrinin,  Orris, the gquiet, stcady,
deferential, slmest silky  manservant,
was the Iazk wan who would have been
sngpeciod of being 2 reckless painostor

Bot that leuver left no doubt on the
sulaject,

Chatwardly, Mo, Orris was impassive,
delerential, sedate, with no apparcho
ehicet in life but to bruzsh his master's
vlothos i & thorougbly eflicient manncr,
Inwardly, ho was quite a different sort
ot man,  Plainly, he had sct out to
“spot winners,” and, like mwost men

az ho continued hiz seaveh.

Ile gave it up at last, and as he came
off the ice he caught sight of Billy
Dunter's gringing face in the hut.

or an imstant his oves glinted as le
realised that the fat junior had been
watlching him, and his lips set hard.
The leok that came over his faco was
tilke that which had appeared theve for
a brief moment in tha tnrret-room the
previous day. Dot again it was only
for a moment. If there was a fiereo
undd savape tempoer hidden under Orris’
smooth suave exterior he kept it well
uwncler contral

I1iz mamner was ¢ivil and defcrential
as e camo towards Bunter in the hut,

* Kxcuze mo, sir,” ho soid guictly, “ 1
lost o letter from my pockat when you
pulled me over on the we——m="

(Continwed on page 12}
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ALEX
JACKSON,

of

CHELSEA
F.C

As Slippery as an Eel!

HERE was a time when Alex Jackson was studying in
order to take o doetor's diploma, but foothall called
him. Later he had a wonderful opportunity of be-
coming &n engineer, but again the cry of the winter

ame, Football was, and is, in his very bones. What was

to do? Make a failure in somne other walk of life, or
adopt football as & means of gaining huge success, both on
the field of play and in finance ? _

It was during the latter part of his stay ot Huddersfield
ihat he admitted arriving at that position where a brick
wall, as it were, hampered his further progress. The field for
his ambitions was necessarily smaller in Huddersfield than
it would be in London. Iis heart was set on carning money
during those hours when he was not ccoupied en the football
field, I ndvised him to go South, and—well, he's at Chelsca.

From tho first this brilliant winger endeared himself to
thoe Chelsea supporters, whilst the Chelsra management,
obviously satished with their recruit, saw fit to make him
captain of the tcam—a decision which pleased the “fans ™
vastly. . .

Alex is still & very voung man, haviog come into the world
at a place called Renton, near Dumbarton, twenty-five years
ago. 1 knew his father very well—a fine, bluff, superior
kind of man, who had interests in the trawling industry,
and was often away from home for guite long periods.

I am afraid neither he nor I tool the trouble to witness
any of the Renton School’s games, although young Alex was
gpoken of as being & clever player for his years, and was the
ghining light of the football team. Dut when the youngster
eventually entered Dumbarton Academy as & pupil, and
became talked about by reason of his prowess in a side of
boys much older than he was, we “sort of sat up and took
noiice.”

The first match young Alex’s father and I witneszed was
Durmbarton Academy ¢. Hutchinson’s Grammar School, and
I marvellad at the size and weight of the twe teams when
1 gazed at the slim figure of young Jackson. There was
somo rough play, and Alex was m and out of the opposition
like an eel. o was cheered by the big crowd of onlookers,
who, later, burst into a tremendous roar of appreciation
when, after the ball had gone over the line, one of the
opposing backs, instead of the g‘nn]l-r.cupc_r, tonk the kick,
merely tn;:gjmg the ball back to the “ goalie,”

Like a flash voung Alex sprang forward and intercepted
tha ball while on its passage of but & [ew yards., Then, with
a lightning shot, he scored. Buch strategy wes uncanny, and
two men who were standing behind me roared their delight.
One was Donald Colman, end the other Pat Travers, who
was then the menager of tho Dumbarton Club, and is now
the manager of Aberdeen. The fame of the boy Jackson had
brought them to see o school match,

I rgiud Alex’s father expressing a wish Lhat football would
not intecfere with his son's medical studies, but as the boy
was only aboul thirteen vears of age, I advized piving him
a free rein. Not long after this T met Mr. Wylie, the
soienca master of the Academy, who replied to my questions:
“Alex Jackeon! Ay, vera guid in the laboratory; but his
Latip—ach1” And he threw up his hends with disgust. A
minute later a Iiﬁht of enthusiasm came over his faca az hao
gfscribed the bov's play in & football match of the previous

ay.

A Wonderful Achievement.

OUNG Jackson must have left school when he was
sbout fifteon yoare of age. ¥ had little time for sport
during tha next twelve months, and then one day I met

Pat Travars, of the Dumbarton Foothall Club.
seedy through overwork.

I was
"Coma away wi' us!™ szaid Pat.

-

A wing-forward of Scottish
birth, who holds the unigoe
record of having earned three

-I:I-_EHI;IE “""‘mIMt walu’
Ireland and England—before
aftaining the age of twenty.

“Whera!" I asked. “XNorway, Sweden, and Denmark, I
am taking a football team on tour,” he replied, “and the
boy, Alex Jackson, is ono of them.”

1 went. It would be impossible to describe every incidernt
connected with the youngster during & scries of enjovable
games; but even then, when he was only sixteen vears of
age, ho was the outstanding player of the side—and that
side contaiged some professionals of high repute.

I saw Alex's father just before we went away, and pro-
mised to look efter the lad, at the same time suggesting that
it was time he was put into long trousers, sayving that he'd
feel somewhat awkward travelling in tho garb of a child.
Alex got his new suit with long trousers,

After returning to England, Jackson plaved for Dum-
barton for one season, and then, despite all the sdvics which
waz showered upon him by his numerous friends, he went
to Ameries, where his brother had gone to take up a

osition n some steel works., These were situated at Dethle
wny, Penosylvania, where Alex remained a year, playing
for the works football toam, and generally collecting friends.
The two men whe owned the Etﬂﬂf{bllﬁinﬂiﬂ. woere 20 interasted
in Alex that they offercd to pay all foes if he’d stay end
ba eoached, in order to take a courso at one of the leading
Amcrican Universities; then 1o enter their business,

He was nincteen years of age when he roturned to England
for a holidey of three weeks before taking his studies, but he
did not return to America, hecause almost ns soon ag he sot
foot in Bcotland, Pat Travers, who by this Lime was man.
aging the Aberdeen Club, tempted him with & good salary,
and got him to sign & profeszional form for that team.

From that day Alex Jackson began to take life seriously.

don’t mean to sugeesk that his happ disposition became
changed, but that be saw the path wme{x Ied to suceess, and
made a guick determination to concentrats on a great
achievement.

Five months after he signed for Aberdesn he plaved for
Seotland against Wales and Edinburgh, and what a magnifi-
cent exhibition he gave! And then came the unique record
of carning all three *‘caps "—against Wales, Ireland and
England—before ho was tweonty years of age.

Nine Goals out of Eleven!

T -the econcluzion of that wonderful first season, when
every follower of foolball throughout Scotland was
enthusiastic with praise for that youthiul phenomenon,
Alex was interviowaed by ons of tha most astute

managers connected with the game—Mr., Heorbort Chapman—
and, aftor negotintions whieh lasted but o fow days, was
signed on for Huddersfield Town,

Vhat the younz Scotsman did for the Yorkehire club iz
now a matier of history, for he lifted Huddersheld to dizew
heoights, even to winning the Association Cup twice in three
years. During the competition last year ha scored the win-
ning goal in each round vp to the Final, getting nine goals
cut of the total of eleven that were scored. For a wing:
forward the feat was wondorful.

Altopether, Alex Jackson has plaved on some sixtoen or
seventeen occasions for Scotland, and ha has been on the
losine side on only one eceasion—viz., Sectlond #. England
at Wombley last seazon, when Epgland won by 6—=1.

As g Scotsman T have the most unshakeanla faith in Alex's
groafb foture. What he bas done for Dumbarton Acadomy.
far Dumbarton, for -Aberdeon, for Hoddersfeld Town, and
for Seotland, ho will da for Clielsea. Furthermore. his sense
of serupulous fairness, of indomitable rourage, and of cheer-
fulnesa under adverze econditions, will vndanbfedle brear
fruit, and Southern football will ba the better for hi:
aseistance and his examnpla,
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THE UNKNOWN HAND!

{Continwed from poge 10.)

“1 didn’t pull you over on the ice™
answered Bunter.  “You pulled mae
over, like a clunsy ass.”

“Well, sir, I lest a letter from my
pocket—at least, I think I must have
dono go, as I have missed it since——"

“Better look for it,” suggested
Bunter, :

“I've looked, sir, Derhaps you may
have seen something of it,” said Orris,
his eyes sharply on Bunter's fat face.

“Whar sort of a .letteri” asked
Bunter coolly.

“{h, just a letter, gir.”

“Well, if you want me to tell you
whether IU'voe seen it yow'd  better
deseribo it,” suggested DBunter.

Orris was silent.

Certainly it was not a letter that
he desired to deseribe if Bunter had
not seen it. It was a missive that he
desired to keep very seeret indeed.

At the samg time, the Jurking grin
on Bunter’s fat face made him suspect
very strongly that the fat junior had
picked up the letter, and knew what
was in it.

“Well, what was it like?™ grinned
Bunter,

The fat Owl found it rather enter-
taining to tease Orris, in repayment for
his check the provious day on the sub-
Ject of his master’s clothes.

Orrig: compressed his lips.

“I think you must have seen it, sir,”
he said. “If yon have picked it up,
will you kindly return it to mei?®

“1 may or may not have picked u
& letter,” yawned Bunter. “That's mlff
ing. I may or may not consult Lord
Manteverer about it—that’s telling, too.
You may go, Orris.”

He waved a fat hand in dismissal,

But Orris did not go. His lips set
harder in a thin tight line, and the

Litter in his deecp-set eyes startled

unter. He made a step nearer to the
grinming Owl.

“Give mo that letter 1" he said in

a low, concentrated voice.

“ Look here, you checky rotter——"

“(rive it to me at once "

There was a snarl in the man’s voice
—a threatening glitter in his eyes.
Bonter jumped up from his seat.

“Hallo, halle, Il?uzllhznl" Bob Cherry
came whizzin uf to the hut. * Bunter,
old fat freak, I'll take you round if
you'd hke a turn.”

Instantly Orris recovered his eom-
posure. The doferential smoothneza
camo back to his face like a mazk
replaced. He stepped baeck from
Bunter, and left the hut, walking away
guickly towards the hounse.

Bunter gasped with relief.

“ The cheoky rotter 1™ he sjacnlated,

“Hallo, hnﬁu, hallel Rowing with
j‘;I:tu]ys man, you fat ass?™ exclaimed

O,

“He's cheeky ! said Bunter warmly,

“Making out that a follow's got hLis
lotter. As if I'd touch a fellow's
fettert T shall ask Mauly to sack him

—and if he doesn't 1 shall jolly well
feaval I'm mot staving here to he
chockod by a doshed manservant,™

“Then I lo he'll be awiully
cheeky.™ chuckled Dob.

EL] !i?-ﬂ-s-t IH

“Well, are you coming round on the
skatos T ashed Bob cheerily, “I'M take
you vound if yvou like”

Butlf from Bunter,

“You ecan't skate for toffee,” ho
answered, “Tak~ me round! T like
that! If vou want me to show you
how io shate—"
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“Talhead ™

Bob Cherry sheb away again, and
Billy Bunter was left on his own till
the skaters came of the lake to walk
back to the house for lunch.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mauly is Wrathy !

i AULY, old man!”
M ?ﬂﬂs.".
“I'm going to give yon a

[ET
.

ta

“Oh mrad !"P said Mauly,

“About that man of yours ™ said
DBunter,

*ELh

“That man Orrist*

Lord Mauleverer locked at Bunter,
Tho other fellows looked at him rather
expressively.

he Greyiriars fellows were chatting
before the blazing 1 fira in the
armoury, while they waited for Porson
to announce lonch, They looked very
cheery and ruddy after @ moming on
the ice, Billy Bunter was eprawling
in & deep chair, eyeing the cheery
group through his big speeteeles, He
had been silent for a few minutes; but
that, of coursze, was too good to last.

“Bunter, old bean,” said Lord Maul-
everer guietly, “I'm frightfully obliged,
but I'd rather not hear apythin’ on the
subject! Iy up, there's a pood
follow 1™

“Oh, really, Mauly—-~"

“The dry-upfulness is the proper
caper, my esteemed Bunter!™ mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 wish you wouldi’t butt in, Inky,
wnen I'm  talking to Mauly !’ said
Dunter peevishly. “Look here, Mauly,
T've asked you te sack that man. Ho
vwus checky to me vesterday.”

“Chuck it, old bean!” implored
Mauleverer,

“"He's beon cheeky agein ! gaid
Bunter.

“Did you cheek him 7 asked Ha
'Wh:lrtﬂﬂ}: -

“Eh! Don't boe an ass, Wharton!
Cheek o maonservant! I can jolly well
tell you that I talk pretty plainly to the
wenservants at Bunter Counrt I

“It any " pmrmured Nugent.

“"Ha, ha, ha

“But that isn't all,” said Dunter.
“It's not only his cheek, though a
goentleman and a Publie school man can
hardly be expected to stand cheek {rom
a valet, IIe's a bad lot, Mauly,”

“{zive us a rest, old man ™

“1f f}'ﬂu knew what I koow-
say, I
fcllow's
Bunter.

“ Ok
SVRLCE,

“You remember that that silt;r fat-
head dragged ine over on the jce,” said
Bunter., “1 drepped some things out of
iy pocheis, owing to his clumsiness,
Well, he deopped something, too. }
picked it up”

*Well, what about it, Bunter 7 aszked

1
auly, don’t walk away while a

talking to  you!™ bawled

dear!™ grooned Lord Maul.

Manly pauently. I suppose vou
handed it back to Orris, if it was his ™
“No fear! You sce, it was a

fetter——="

Lord Mauleverer's face hecame sud-
denty stern.

“¥ou picked up a letter belonging
to my valet I he exclaimnd,

“¥es, You needn't glare at o a
fotlow——*

“¥ou wouldu't bo such & worm as to
read it, I'm sure, Bunter,” said Lord
Manleverer quictly.

“0Oh, really, Mauly! I hope I'm not
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the fellow to read o man’s letier--
especinlly a servant's.”

“Oh, good!” said Mauvleverer, in
relicf. It was plain ithat hoe had feared
that Bunter was just such a fellow!
“You're such an inquisitive, pryin’
little beast, you know, I was afraid—
I mean, it's all right. Hand mec the
letter, and I'll give it back to Orris.™

“1 fancy 3uu'ﬁ sack him fast enough
when you know what's in that letter 1™
chuckled Bunter, fumbling in his pocket
—ar, rather, 1n Lord Mauleverer'a
pocket. The fat Owl was still wearing
the annexed tweeds.

Mauly’s face became stern again,

“Does  that mean that you know
what's in the letter, Bunter * he ashed,

and there was a grim tone in his voice,
. “Well, a fellow eouldn’t help seceing
it, I suppose,” said Bunter. ** Besides,

it might be a fellow's duty, in the—the
circumstances ! Considering what iz in
that letter, and whom it’s from—>»

“Bilenee I rapped out Mauleverer, in
m_ voiee that made Bunter jump.
“Don’t daro to tell me a word of it,
or, by gad, I'll boot you!*

‘Hear, hear!” cluckled Bob €herry,

Billy Bunter blinked at the schoolboy
earl in angry amazemont,

In his own fat and [atuous way, the
fat Owl was intending to do Mauly a
d turn, by apprising him of his
valet’s rather shady secret proceedings.
It had not occurred to his podgy brain
that Lord Mauleverer was rather more
pa.rlﬂmlka.r I-_];:: suchMmuIttﬂrs. L

* Loo re, auly ' he .
“If that's the way F};ﬂu tnikgaiupedu
visitor—="

“Bhut up " rapped Mauleverer. His
long-suffering patience and politeness
seemoed to bave entirely desarted the
echoolboy earl for the nonee. *“ How
dare you look at Orriy’ letter? Dy
gad, how ¢an I face the man, when a

uest of mine haz read his private
etters? You eneakin’, pryin', spvin’
fat little rotter——*

“0Oh, really, Mauly—""

“Give me the letter I rapped Maul-
avarer.

“Loock here——7

“If you don’t give me that lettor at
onece, Bunter, I'll heave you out of that
chair, and bang your head on the
foor.”

“Beast! I wag just going to give iy
lo you! Hera it i5!" gasped Bunter.
“Here you are, you beast! MNow look
at 1 and sce what sort of a blighter
hz TR

“ Silanca 1

Lord Maulevercr took the lotter,
carcfully keeping it folded so that La
ecould not see what was wrilten—a pro-
cceding that was absolutely inexplic-
able to William George Bunter,

“1-—1 say, Mauiy, look at it—*

"&ilence, T tell voul™

*But its {rom——  Yaroooool !*
roared Buater, as Lord Mauleverer,
taking him suddenly by tho collar,
bonged his bullet head on the hizh
back of the chair. “Yooop! Whooop!

Legeo! Beast! Wow 12

“There, you fat rotter ' pasped Lord
Mauleverer. “MNow, 1f you say
another word, Buntor——**

“ ¥ arooooh I

“You've read this letter! You're o
disgraceful spying little beast? If you

say n single word to a soul-of whas
you've read in it, I'll boot you out of
the house!™

“Owt! Wow! Beast! I was going to
give you a nip—"

“ Shut ap ™

Harrv Wharton & Co. looked on in
siloneo.

Never had they seen the young masters
of Mauleveror Towers so angry.
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They understood his feelings, if Billy
Bunter did not. Bunter was a gusst at
thoa Towers, though an uninvited one,
and ho had read a private letter
belonging to a servant of %in heost ! The
position in which his action pl
Lord Mauleverer was extremely uncom-
fortable; though DBunter was quite
unaware of it.

Mauleverer, keeping the letter closed
in kis hand, touched the bell.

Orris sppeared in the doorway of the
ATMOUrY. ; 3

“(ome in, Orris!” said Lord Maul-
everer, his face almost crimson, with
annoyance and humibation. “I hear
that you dropped & letter when you
were helping Mr.
Bunter on the ice this
mornia’."”

“Yes, my Jord 1"
said Orris, .

His face was quiet
and impessive; but
the juniors, though
they did not look at
him, were conscious
of something like

tension in his
oanner.
It was pretty clear,

from what DBunter
had said, that there
was something in that
letter which James
Ovrizs would not have
liked hiz master to
se. And Lhoy
gathered the same
imnpression from
Orris. Calm and im-
passive as he was,
thers was something
vhout him that sug-
rested a man expect-
ng a blow to fall.
Here it i3,
Orris!"  said Lord
Aauleverer.

Orris took the
latter from the
schoolboy earl.

“Look at it, and
ece if it's yours(”
added Mauleverer.

rris  gave the
schoolboy  earl one
swift, searching
glance. Then he
glanced at the letter
and slipped it iuto

a pocket.

“Yes, my lord, this
is mine,* he said.

“I hope there's

nothin' of a private naturs in it, Orris,’
zaid Lord Mauleverer, “for I'm afraid
Mr. Bunter has seen 1t by—by sccident,
I—I think— I mean, hope. I
hope you will exeuse him 1
_Billy Bunter spluttered with indigne-
tion. A manservant asked to excuse
him—him, Willilam George Bunter! It
scemed to Dunter that it was time for
the skies to fall.

“Certainly, my lord,” said Orris
smoolhly. *The letter is of very little
consequeneca, ™

“I'm glad of that, Orriz! I'm really
very sorry | saild Lord Mauleveror.

“MNot at all, my lord.”

Orria disappeared, with hiz usual

¥

gliding, noiseless step. Lord Maul-
AVOTEr i}rﬂathed hard as the door closed
behind him,

Billy Buntier rolled out of the arm-
chair. . He fixed his oves, and his
spoctacles, on Lord Mauleverer with a
devastating blink.

“You've called me names, Mauly!”
he zaid accusingly.

“ Mot =0 many as voit deserve, you fat
scoundrel ! answered Mauly.

“If that’s the way you're treating a
guest——"'

“ Bow.-wow |7

*“ After pressing a fellow to comeo for
Christmas——

[d4 ﬂh Eﬂd IJI

“I'm not the fellow to be treated like
this, T ean tell wou,” said Bunier
warmly. “ Not like these chaps, glad
to butt in anywhere for the vac——""

“0Oh, yo podst” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“I'm waiting for an apology, Mauly "
said Bunter, with dignity. “Otherwize,
I shall, of course, leave at onece.”

“Gooc !

1

%)
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“J—I say, you fellows! What has
Mauly got his rag out for?” he asked.

“You don't know ! grinned Bob.
‘““Haven't the least idea! He seoms to

have got his back up about something,”
sald Bunter. I hope he'll be better
tempered after lunch. Of course, I'm

not going to let him down over

Christmas™
“You jolly well are chuckled
Johnny Bull, *“Mauly locks to me as

if he's made up his jolly ohi mind,”

“1I say, you fellows, Mauly's a silly
ass, you know, Now he's gone, I'll tell
you what was in that lefter——"

L

= ff}ﬂ!{m _-I.

Clash ! Clatter I Crash | Bunter's feet came down again, and he shol lorward on the skates,
dragging Orris and Mauleverer after him. The resnlt was ineviiable. The three rolled on the

ice, gasping and spluttering !

“Wha-a-at did you say, Mauly "

“Good!l Pl order the car at onee,”
seid Mauleverer heartily. *'The fact is,
Bunter, after what you've done, I don't
sea how you can stny. I'n dashed if
I'm not ashamed to look my own valet
in the face, Shall I order the car now,
or after lunch *

“If you think I can travel a hundred
miles on an empty tummy, Mauly—"

* After lunch, then!” said Mauleverer.
“I'll ask Porson to look you out a train
from Winchesier.”

“0Oh, really, Mauly——* Bunter
blinked at five grioning faces, and at
one frowning one. * Thoe—the fact is, I
—I'll overlook it, old chap! Apologics
aren't needed among friends. It’s all

right, Mauly! You—you needn't ask
Porson to look out that train. I-=I'll
stay

“You won't! szaid Lord Mauleverer,

“I—1 say, old chap—"

Lord Mauleverer walked out of the
armoury. Billy Bunter blinked aftor
%l_m._ and then blinked at the Famous

1%8.

Defore Billy Bunter could proceed,
five pairz of hands were laid on him,
and he sat down on the floor with a
heavy concussion and roared. And the
Fumous Five followed Mauleverer and
left Dunter to roar.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Loses His Train |

IR REGINALD BROOEE glanced
at Billy Bunter, at the lunch-table,
rather curiously. His good lndy
glanced st the fat junior with

something like alarm. Porson eved him
several times, as if [caring that Bunter
might burst over the polished foor.
Bunter's gastronomic performances were
always remarkable. But on  this
occasion the Owl of the Remove was
breaking bis own record.  If Bunter was
going that afternoon, he had a long
journey before him, and apparently he
was packing away the }mﬂstnﬁs in
{Continued on page 16.]
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readiness. He really scomed to be pack-
ing away encugh lor a journey to the
North Pole.

By the time lunch was over, Bunter

‘looked fat and shiny, and was breathing
with some little difficulty.

Many times during lunch Bunter had
tried to catch Lord Mauleverer's eye.
E‘-‘t—:rﬁ time he had failed. He had
hoped to read relenting there. But
there was no relenting.  Mauly's kind
and good-natured face was unusually
SOVETS 1IN CXProssion.

After Iunch Bunter rolled
the stairs. Lord Maulevercr
him on the arm.

“I've asked Porson—"" he said.

“Oh, really, Mauly—""

“"Train at half-past two.™

“Look here—"

“The car will be ready—

“I'm goinr to have a nap!” said
Bunter, with dignity. "I always have
a nap after luoch in the vae. You ean
tell Porson to call me.”

“ Very well 1M

Billy Bunter rofled his considerable
woight wupstairs. There was a
thoughtiul frown on his fat face.

Yord Manleverer, it appearad, had
made wup hiz noble mind. Bunter's
fatest had Leen too much for him.
That very ]gﬂ:‘.u]iﬂr guest was to shake
the dust of Mauleverer Towers from
s feeb.

A few minutes later a deep snore was
heard proceeding from Bunter's room,
That snore was still going strong when
Poraon came up with the news that the
car was at the door.

Porson tapped.

=nore !

Torson turned the door-handle.
daor did not open.
inzide,

Rap, rap, rap!

Snore !

“Mr. Bunter!

Snorc!

Wirh a2 baffled look Porson turned
away and descended the stairz. The
car was walting to eonvey Billy Bunier
tn the railwey station. It continued 1o
wailt,

Harry Wharton & Co. had pathreed
te soe Bunter off. Lord Mauleverer was
there to speed the parting gunst, Tt
the parting guest did not turn up ta be
sl Porson coughied as hie cawe along
it hall

“Yaou've ealled Mr., Donter?™ asked
Lord Mauleverer, apparenily surprisod
not b oo the fab Owl.

“NYez, my lord!  He—"heme=appe:rs
tn D sleeping,” said 'orson.

“Heotter wale him, then: he muasin't
lvee hiiz troonl’® sand Manloverer.

e ! TLis cloor i5 locked, my lowd 27

“Tidn't yon knock®”

“1 knoecked wery lowdly, my loard™

“0Oh gad ™

“"Bunter sleeps very sounediy”
Dol (iwery  pravely, "and  on
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£1" «nother and grinned.

It was locked on the R

very soundly indeed.
“The soundinlness will probably be

terrifie!” 1nu rmured Hurrce Jamset
Dam Singh.
Lord Aauleverer  breathed rcather

“ Very well, Porson,” he suid, and the

T utler retired

Lord Mauvlevercr went up the stairs,
the Famous Five looked ot one

“ Bunter's jolly well not going '’ said
irob. “He won’t unleck that door in &
hurry. He's going te stand o siege!
He's laid in provisions for a siege.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“let's go and help Mauly,” said
Johnny Bull. “He won't hook Bunter
out without bursting in the door, and he
may want help.”

“Ha, ka, ha!™

The Famous Five followed his lord-
ship upstairs, curious to see how the
?Ecu]mr affair was going to end. They
aund Mauly rapping at the Jocked door
of DBunter's room. A series of
Gargantuan snores answered his raps.

Bunter, apparenily, was f{ast asleep.
Perhaps he was determined not Lo wake
L

Bang, bang, bang

Snore!

“The tat scoundrel ! breathed Lord
Mauleverer. He glanced round at the
chums o©f the Remove. “Look here,
vou men, what's a man to do? T can't
lat. that fat villain stav, after prying
into & servant’s letters! IV's allogether
too thick! IF it had been a lotter of
my own I'd have stood it; bul—it's foo
thick! He seems Irightfully fast
asleen,”

“Halle, halle, hallo!™ bawled Bob
Cherry, through the keyhole, “ Hallo,
halle, hallo! Bunter !#

“ Boast 1™

“0Oh, you're awake, are vou?”

Snore !

“You fat villain! We know you're
awake !I'” roared Johnny Bull,

Snore !

Bunter had inadvertently awakened,
as it were, for a momont, Now he
was snoring again.

“¥You'll lese your train, Bunter |
shouted Lord Mauleverer.

Snora !

*“The losefulness of tha train will not
ba a preposterons disaster to the absurd
unter " grinned Hurree Jumset Ram
Singh.
“Bunter! Wake
door "

Bnore !

“Like us to barge the deoor in, old
Lean " asked Johnny Ball

“Oh Eﬂd! No, thanks! I-—-I—I aup-
pose he'll kave to eatelh a later train.
Bunter!  There's amother train at
four.™

“ Beast 1™

“*“What "

“T—I mean, I—I'm aslecep—"'

“Ia, ha, ha!™

“l.ook hoere, Bunter——:"

snore !

Tt was evident that Rilly Bunter was
rame to lose that train!

up! Open the

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Second Messzze !

nj UMPIN® Moses ™

lord Mauleverer uwtbered (liat

startled ojaculation suddenly.

It was somo hours later, and
thie ehiurne of the Remove had gathered
in tha old armonry, aftor dressing for
dinner.  Lord Mauleverer, 2 handsome
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and elegant figure in his evening clothes,
stood before the fire, with his hands in
his trouser's pockets, and a slightly
thoughtful expression on his noble
countenance. Billy Bunter was still in
his room—having lost train efter train;
and as he was cautiously keeping the
door locked i1t looked as if he was going
to loae all the trains in the time-tahble.
Harry Wharton & Co. wondered whether
even the dinner gong would draw the
fat Owl out of his lair.

The Famous Five glanced at Mauly,
o he -uttered a sodden ejaculation.
Mauly had drawn one hand from hia
pocket, and in that hand was & slip of

aper. Staring at the slip, Mauly cjacu-

ted “Jumping Moses® in fones of
great astomishment.

“ Anything up, old bean?" asked Bob
Cherry.

“Good gad!” said Lord Mauleverer,
“ What the themp's the meanin’ of this?
Has Bunter becn up to his tricks
again ?"

e held out the slip of paper.

The Famous Five looked at it. Then
they stared. It bore an inscription in
capital letters, like the previcus paper
thut Bunter had found—or stated that
he had found—in the pocket of the tweed
jacket, And the message ran:

“LORD MAULEVERER!
THIS IS THE SECOND. WARNING,
AND THE LAST!

PLACE £1000 IN BANKNOTES ON
THE OLD EUN%II,‘%‘I? TO-NIGHT, OR
YOUR LIFE IS IN MY HANDS!®

“Now, what does that mean. yom
meni"” asked Lord Mauloverer. *lIs it
o new Chrigtmas game, or what ¥’

The c¢hums of the Remove were too
surprised to sfaml: for some moments.

They could only stare at the mysteriona
messnge, Harry Wharton was the fiest
to speak

“Yan found this In your pocket?™

“ Yaas

“Somebody must have put it there!
And it can only have been—m="

“ Bunter ' growled Johnny Bull.

“ The Bunterfulness is terrific.”

“The fat old bean's keeping it up
prinned Bob Cherry. “ Hoe got the idea
from the jolly old films, 1 supposc; and
he's frying to make your flesh ercep,
Mauly !”

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

“] suppoes that'a it "' he said. T
don't quite got the joke—but it may be
Bunter's idez of fun, The fat chump !™

“Well, it couldn’t be anybody but
Bunter playing the goat,” eaid Nugent.
“{ suppose there isn't some awful raseal
aftor your tin, Maunly "

“ Rather not "

“ This was written by somebody who
knows his way about here,” snid Harry.
“Tho old sundial must be the one near
the well, in the grounds, And whoever
put it in- your pocket must have the run
of the house; it was put there for you
to find when you changed fer dinner.
Fither it's that fat idiot glnymg the
goat, or there's some memhber of vour
]n!l:rr' ?Id houschold after you for bLlack-
mail.'

“ Buntee, of eourse,” said Lord.
Vauleverer. **DBut it's queer! Bunter's
overy kind of an idiet; but & jape like
this is really the limit. 1 suppose ho
slipped into my reom durin® the after-
noon, and put this into the pocket of
my bags; Orris had -laid the things
aul ready for me. DBy Jove! I wish
Duntor had ecanght that framn.* .

“The catchiulness will not be tern.
fic,” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

(B2
L
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Lord Mauleverer compressed hLis lips
a little, Tho problem of Billy Bunter
was cne that his lordship bhad not yet
been able to salve.

Tha fat Ow! had remained in his room
all tho afternoon. He had even missed
tea; though, after his uncommon
exertions at lunch, probably even Bunter
hod not missed it very much,

“My lord I'?

Porson appeared in the doorway.

“"Yaas, Porson.” 5

“Mr. Bunter has rung, sir, and sent
down & message to your lordship.”

“(Oh, good ! Is he ready for the car?”

Porson coughed. -

“1 think oot, my lord. He desired
me to inform you that he was ill—2*

“Tii 1" ejaculated Lord Mauleverer;
and the Famous Five grinned. .

Tha fat Ow! was evidently * trying it
on ' again. ooy

“Ytﬂt or *

”W’ha{n gn enrth’s tho matter with
himi"

“ He thinks it is pneumonia, my lord,
Heo desires your lordship to step up and
spoak to him.”

“Very well, Porson.”

Lord Mruleverer sighed, as the butler
retired. He glanced round at the grin-
ning faces of the Famous Five

“If ha's really 111!" he murmured.

“T1f ' chueckled Bob Cherry.

“The if-fulness ia terrific I .

“Weall, let's go and speak to him,”
soid Mauleverer. *“A fellow doesn's
want to be suspicions, of course; but I
ean't help thinkin' that perhaps Bunter
1:n't veally ill, you koow. ™

“(3o hon !"? grinned Johnny Bull.

"The juniors went up to Bunter's room.
They found the door still locked;
apparently Buanter had talked to Poreon
through the door. Lord Mauleverer
tapped, and o faint voice answered.

“Tg that you. Mauly, old mani*

“Yans'" j

A | suf, Mauly, I'm ill 17

“Well, let me in."

“T don’t think I ¢can move! T'va fear-
ful painz in my legs, owing to that
clumsy fool Orris dragging me over ob
the ice. I've something like e Rurnin
dogger in the spinal column of my riba.

*“¥a, ha, ha!”

“VYou can cackle, you beasts! I can’t
get off this bed! As for catching a
train, that’s abeolutely impossible, 1T
gay. Mauly, you'll have to send my
dinner up to my room.”

“And pass it through the keyhole?”
chuckled Bob, “T1f you can’t get off
the bed, you can’t opon the door.™

“J—I think I could manage to gat
as far ae the door.™

“YWoll, got as far as the door, and
unlock it, vou fat fraud!" eaid Lord
Maulevorer.

“1 say, no larks, you know!" said
Dunter. “I'm too ill to movel I mean,
to move out of the room! I've pot
galloping g}umhagn. I thin 2

“{ipen the door, nss™

“T gay, it's pax, lzn't P" amid
Bunter. “T1'll catch a trein in the morn.
ing, Mauly! T may be well enough to
move then. I'm not sure—but I'll try.
Seepi™

“Look here, Bunter——"

“TWell, vou look here, Mauly! I'm
not the fellow to stay where I'm net wel.
come, 1 hope! But I'm simply too ill
to movee Am 1 staying to-night or
not i*’ demanded Bunter eategorically.

“Yaas, Now let me in.™ _

There was a sound of movement in the
room. The door opened. and the juniors
enterad. Billy Dunter blinked at them
with a pathetio blink. He did not look
ill. But whether he was ill or not, he

was hutigry. MNow that dinner was at
haotit, something had to be done.

“I say, vou fellows, there's nothing to
cackle at,” said Bunier. " I've got [oar-
ful paing—" i

*Too ill to ¢at any dinner?" asked
Nugent.

“1 think perhapa a meal might bring
me round a bit. I don't {eel like cating
never do, really—but I'm going to
try to take a mouthful or s0.”

“Oh, my hat!' said Beb., "If yon
take a mouthful, Bunter, there goos the
whole dinner! What about us?™

“Hap, ha, ha!”’

“ Beaast !" roared Bunter.

Bunter's mouth was capacious; but
really it was not 20 capacioua ns all that.

“ Mow. look here, Eiuntar," spid Lord
Mauleverer. “ ['m sorry, and all that;
but you're the jolly old limit, you know,
and yvou'rs catchin the mornin’ train,
And if you play any more tricks like
this *—he held out the slip of paper—
“I'l have youn bundled head-first into
the car and buzzed away. See?”

Billy Bunter blinked at the mysterious
message with a startled blink. .

“(Oh, my hat! That’s the same villain
again ™ he ejoculated.

“Don't be an ose! You sneaked zlong
to my room and j:rub this inte my
pocket, vou fat ass!’

“1 didn't!" roared DPunter,

“ Fathead 1"* ;

“1 haven’t been out of the room sinco
I came up ! howled Bunter. “I've kept
the door locked all the time.”

“Then who put this in my pocket 1V

“How should I know, you fathcadi®
hooted Buntor, “It's the same villain
wha pnt tho other paper in your pocket,
of course !”

“And we jol
chuckled Bol.
villain—""

“0Oh, really, Cherrg—"*

“Loock here, Bunter, what are you
playing these idiotic tricks [or®’ de-
manded Wharton, * Are vou ass encugh
to think that you ecan frighten Mauly
with such reoti™

“1 didn't 1" yolled Bunter.

“What'a the gond of telling whoppers,
when we kaow ihat you did i

“Tf you can’t take a fellow's word,
Wharton—"

"Oh erambs

Lord Mauleverer tossed the paper on
the bedside table.

“¥You can have it beck, Punter,” he
said quietly. * And J warn you to chuck
it. If it’s & joke I'm fed up with it.
If my uncle or aunt saw that they might
think it was serious and get alarmed.
I tell you plainly that if I find any more
of these idiotic messages vou go neck
and orop into the car to be driven
home, ill or not.

“1 say, Mauly—"

Lord Mauleverer walked out of the
room witheut wait-

Iy well know the villain 1**
“ A fat villain—a podgy
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zaid Dunter. "I ean toll you that le
will look on the sundial to-night, and
if the money i=n't there, what do you
think he will do?”

Harry Wharton & Co. pgazed at
Bunter. Really, they might slmost
have believed that Bunter was speak-
ing the truth if thoy had not known
him so well,

*“Mauly's in danger I'’ said Bunter im-
Ereaswaiy. **Some awiul villain is after

is money. There’s a villain in this
house, you lows "

“And he's talkin%t«n us at the present
moment,"” grinned Boh

“You eilly ass " hooted Bunter. *' Do
vou think I wrote this stuff for a lark??

“We jolly well know you did.”

Bunter blinked at the juniors in
intensa exas tion. Really, it woa
hard to be doubted like this when he
was telling the truth—almost for the
first time 1 his lifel
. “Can’'t you fellows see that Mauly's
in dangeri™ hoe gasped. “His uncle
ought to be told—*

“1f you try to scare old Brooke, you
fat idiot, Mouly will kick you ocut on
the spot. That's a tip!"

“The police ought to be told—"

“Oh :::rumhﬁ! hey n;u'ght run you in
for trying to ?DH their log.”

“I say, you fellows, let's st up and
Lkeep watch to-night,” said Bunter; *or
vou fellows can keep watch and call me
if thore's danger—=—"

“Ha, ha., ha!"™ roared tlio Famous
Five,

“ [Slepsed i I ean sce anything to
cackle at! Look here——"

“1 can seo us sitting up and keeping
wateh 1" chuckled Bob, “I can seco us
having our IE'_H‘B pulled to that extent
Ly a fat, frabjous owl "

“1 tell yonu—-" yelled Bunter,

“Hallo, halle, hallo There's the jolly
old dinner-zeng! Better buck up and

et well, Bunter. There's tuikey for

inner 1*

“Ha, ha, hal" 4

The Famous Five went down., Billy
Bunter, as it turned oub, was well
enough to eat his dinner—aquite a large
dinner, His illness, in fact, was not
necded till the time came to calch his
train in the morning 8o the fut Ow)
postponed it till the moruing.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Wateh !

IDNIGHT!
Mauloverer Towers was

buried in silence and darkness,

The winter wind rustled in

leafless branches, shaking down snow
on the frozen earth. and wailed
among the ancieat chimney-pots and
round the tall turret, haunted—or not

({Continued on nexi page)

ing for Bunter to
finish.

it EE‘Bﬂt I"

Bunter picked up
the slip of paper
and blinkad at it.

“I say, Jyou
fellows, the villain
means bhustness this
time,” he said. * He
gays that if Mauly
doesn’t shell out tho
money to-night, you
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haunted—bs the phantom of the DRed
Earl.

Lord Mauleverer slept the sleep of the
just. Harry Wharton & Co. wers
slumbering, dreaming perhaps of Christ-
mas festivitios. )

The morrow was Christmas Eve, when
many guests were to arrive ab the
Towers, among them, Marjorie and her
friends. Yuletide was going to bo nobly
colebrated, and it was going to be a

time. And the chums of the
temove ceriainly were not dreaming of
danrer to their noble host, or of giving
the loast heod to the strange message ho
hod found in his pocket.

That, to their minds, was only a
fatuous jape on the part of the cgregious
Owl, and they would have been sur-

rised, could they have been aware how

unter was ﬂ-ﬂﬂll]i)iﬁd while their own
heads lay peacefully on sofi pillows.

Bunter was not asleap.

Bunter had been thinking.

This was unusual ; but the fat Owl un-
doubtedly had food for thought.

Bunter—and Bunter alone—knew that
those mysterious warnings, writien In
capital lettors, on strips of pa.pm-L wera
genuine—threats froms some un GV
and mysterious enemy of the schoolboy
earl.

But for DBunter's presence abt the
Towers those warnings would have
fallen intoe Lord Mauleverer's hands,
and he would have known how matters
stood, But tho firsk had fallen into
Buonter'zs hands: and not onp of the
fellows doubted that he had produced
it. and followed it up with the sccond.
Only Bunter knew the truth.

"Aftar dinner that tzn.rc-.mngi_l Bunter had
slept. He needed slesp, for he was going
to remain awake all night! '

while the other follows were buried
in slumber Bunter was sitting, fully
dressed, in an armchair before the fire
in his room. He had put the electric
light cut. He did net need a lizht; and
besidez, a light would have alarmed Fhe
unknewn *villain.” On a table beside
Buntor was & large dish, confaming an
immense stack of minoe pies. ess
wers DBunter's comfort while he sat

awake. From moment to moment he
vobbled & mince pie, and was com-
forted.

But as the hour grew later Bunter
forgot even the few remaining mince
pies and listened intently and anxiously.

The later the hour grew the less
Bunter liked his vigil,

But he was sticking it. .

Tha warning in tha second missive
was plain enough. Lord Mauleverer was
ordeted to hand over & thousand pounds
that very night. That night, thercfore,
something was likely to happen—or
rather, fairly eertain te happen.

Had Aavteverer known the truth—
that the mysierious missives wors
written by A sccret encmy in his house-
hald, if was not likely that he would
have falen heed.

Hiz lordshitr woe 20 kind and good-
naturcd, and gentle in thought and
manner, that &8 desizming vogue maght
vary likely bhave supposed him  the
fellow to vield ta throate  As a matter
of fact, Maule, though kind to o fault,
was by no means “soft,”” and was any-
thing but a coward.

The unknown rasesl, hed he known it
had no chanco whatevor of frichtoning
tha schoolboy earl. Mot even in the
shadow of death would Mavleveraer have
yiclded to a threat.

Az the matter stond, he attributed the
whele thing to Billy Dunter's fatuous
folly, and gave it no thought at all,
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Bunior goave it a good deal of
thoughi.

1f danger threatencd Mauly that dark
winter's  night and Billy Bunter

weighed In to the reseuwe, it was abso-
lniely certain that he would not lLave
to cateh that dreaded train in the morn-
ing.

fjut, fo do Bunter justice, that was
not his only meotive, Ha thought of
himself first, sccond, and third; but he

really was concerned for the unsus- g

picious Mauly, too. .

Bunter piciured himself watching over
the safety of poor old Mauly, of grab-
bing some stealthy villain by the throat.
It was quito a fascinating picture, and
it bucked the fat Owl to think of it—
until the bour grow late and tho housze
silent and still. After that, 1t was not
50 attractive.

Bunter was always prepared to faco
the deadliest danger; so long as it was
nok in the offing. When the time came
to be woighed in the balanee, he was
likely to be found wanting.

Az the dark night grew older Bunter
grew more and more uneasy.

Grabbing a stealthy villain by the
throat was an easy thing to plan—-a
fow hours ahead ]

But when the time came, the actual
grabbing was quite a different matter!

Tho stealthy villain might grab back
—in fact, hoe wasa pretty certain to do
sTi—and the idea was not attractive at
all.

Bunter felt 'a palpitation in his fat
heart at the thought of it.

His plans werc cut and dried, At a
late hour he was going to creep along
the corridor and keep watch outside
Mauly's door in the dark. Then he
would be on the spot, ready to grab the
villain when, and if, he came.

But thnug’h the time to take up his
watch had come, and gone, Bunter was
still in his armchaiy %Efﬂt"!} tha dying
fira.

Ha did not admit to himself that his
far courape had failed him, and that he
dared net step out of his room into the
shadowy corridor. Bunter was not the
fellow to adrmit that, even to himself.

He decided that, all things considered,
he might as well stay in his room, and
keep watch therel

S50 he staved!

_ Midnight chimed out from somewhere
in the distance, and Bunter gave a
start, and shivered a little, oz he
listened to the deep strokes dving away.

The wail of the wind, the enapping
of old wainscots, came with an ecrie
effeet in the silence of midnight, as well
as the reeoilection of the ghest that
was soid to haunt Mauleverer Towers at
Christmas-time,

Buunter was  strongly  tempied  to
plunge into bed, draw the blankets over
him, and forget the whole affair in
sleep. And in spite of 2 generous allow-
ance of sleep during the day, he was
drawsy.

But he nobly resisted.

In fact, he was now reluctant to stir,
even o t into bed., He had long
ceased io help himself to mince-pies, or
to drop logs en the Ffre, which was
burning very low, Ile had set his door
a few inelics ajar, so that he coould hear
any stealthy sound from the passape.
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Now he wished that he hado'e; but it
was too late; lie had a strong disinelina.
tion to approach the door or to move at
all. Tho fact wad that, in the sidence
and stillness of the December midnight,
all Bunter's courage, such as it was,
had ocozed out at his fat finger-ends,
and he was in a state of hopeless funk,

He sat in the armchair, quite still, in
thickening darkness, as the fire died
out, and palpitated with nervous
read.

W. . Bunter, ag a matter of fact,
wos not of the stuff of which horoes
are made! Too late he realised it.

Buddenly, and involuntarily, ho gave
o violent start, and his fat heart almost
leaped inte his meouth.

There was a sound from the corridor.

Bunter’s heart beat like & hammer.
His eyes almost popped through his
spectacles. He hardly breathed.

No sleeper could have heard that
faint stealthy sound, Even awake,
Bunter would not have heard it had not
his door been ajar and his nerves on the
stramn.

But he heard it—and there was no
mistaking it! It wae a soft, creeping,
stealthy footstep |

Bunter could have groaned from sheer
terror.

But he made no sound, only listening,
with straining ears and throbbing heart,

Anyone. desiring to reach Lord
Mauleverer’s room had to come along
the corridor from the stairs, as the
passage was a * blind alley,” ending in
& tall window with no outlet. And that
stealthy, creeping footfall came from
the direction of the stairs.

_ It seemed to Bunter, in those terrify-
ing moments, that the unkmown who
was creeping down the passage must
hesr the thumping of his heart and take
the alarm!

The stealthy creeping paszsed his
door. It died away down the passage,
the unknown had gone on.

That was a relief, at least! TBut he—
whoever he wps—had gone on to Lord
Mauleverer's room! That was cortain!
The mystorious danger that threstened
the schoolboy earl was close upon him
now.

Still Bunter sat without motion, glued
by tervor te his chair.,

Hiz pluns, cut and dried with care,
ware forpotten. Bunter would ne mors
have followed that creeping figure, and
grabbed him by the threat, than he
would have tracked a tiger to his lair
in the jungle. His fat limbs would have
failed him if he had made the attempt!

Minutes passed—while Bunter quaked
with horror, too terrified to move;
terrified of drawing the wunknown
wretch’s attention upon himself.

What was happening to Lord Maule.
vorer T

That thought, at last, spurred Bunter
into motion.

With an effort. shakin
limbk, he dragged himself from the
chnir. Slowly, as if his feet wers of
lead, he dragped himself across to the
door. There he listened, shuddering.
There was no sound—and at length,
with another effort, he put his head
out. A dim glimmer of snowy starlight
fell in at the high window at a distance.
The corridor was vacant. Billy Bunter
pulled himself together, taking his
courage in both hands, a3 it were, and
mada a frantio rush acrosa the passage
to Farry Wharton’s room, tore open
the door, and bolted in., And once in-
gide, ho yelled, with a yell that wake

in every

neerly every echo of Mauleverer
Towers,
“Help! Help! Helpi™
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Unknown !

ORD MAULEVERER opened his
eyes.

He blinked.

A touech had sawoheoed him.
And as his eyes opened. a beam of
bright light dazzled them.

It came from an electrie-toreh held in
an ungeen hand.

He blinked duzcdly.

With the dazzling light in Ina cyes
blinding him, he could seo nothing.
From the blackness behind the gleaming
beam came a muttering, husky voice.

* Silenca 1™

“Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer.

e made & movement to disengage
himself from ihe bedclothes, and sit
up, utterly amazed and confounded.
But before he ecould do sc a grip was
Jaid on his throat, pinning him down,

He gurgled.

“Bilence!” repeated the voice. “Ona
cry and you will never utter another.
I am a desperale mant”

The hight was shut off,

Lord Mauleverer stared dazedly into
the darkness. He wos dimly aware of
o dark form that bent over the bed.

Iis heart thumped and throbbed, e
could not speak. The grasp on his
throat was like iron; it cheked him
iuto silence, and it seemed o him that
it would choke out his life. He gurgled
for breath,

*Listen to me.® The voico wos a
husky wlasper. " Ulter a ¢ry to alarm
the house and it will be your last! Do
not attempt to strugglo—you are an
infant in my handsl ‘There ia a chloro-
form pad within a foot of your head—
once 1t 18 placed over your face you
will never konow anything again! Take
warping [

g,
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The echoolboy earl lay still.

He was too dazed and amazed to
think clearly, but he was aware that he
was in desperate hands,

Faintly, & sickly odour cnme to him.
Ho know that the unseen assailant had
sﬁnkﬁn the truth. It was the smell of
chloroform.

The grip on his throat relaxed.

“1 have warned you!” came the
husky whisper. “Take care! Speak in
a whisper or you will pever epeak
egain.”

“Good gad!” gasped Lord Maule-
Yeror,

He ecolleoted himself a little, but he
did not attempt to stir, The grip on
him was that of a powerful man, and
he waz well awara that he had no
chanee in a struggle. And the sickly
seout of the chloroform wasa very near.

“Who—who are youi” ho breathed.
“"What—what's this pame?”

“MNevar mind whoe I am! You have
roeceived two warninga frem me—and
you have not heeded them.”

Mauleverer staried violently.

“What? What do you mean? What
do—"

“You have not placed thio moncy on
the sundial! ¥ou have defied one who
holds your life in his hands."

“{Food gad I breathed Mauleverer.

Ha stared upwards in <iazy amaze-
ment. Dimly he made out the ghape of
the half-seen figure; and he could
diseern that the fnce in-r:rmmg over lum
was covered by a blaek mashk.

Slowly he realized the truth.

“You understamd??

“Oh gadt I—1 thought it was a silly
trick of that fai ass Bunter, and—and it
wag—"

”!-'H'-Fr'ﬁl 1 LR :LJEM

Mauleverer opened his eyes and hlinked In the biinding
light of an elecirle torch held In an unseen hand. He
could see noihing, but from the blackmess behind tha
gleaming beam came a mullering, huvsky volce :

“ gilenee 1°*

“Thiz is your last warniog I went on
tha husky whisper, as Mauleverer's
voice trailed away, "1 am a Jesperate
man! You are rich--richer than voa
neced be, A thousand pounds is the
ransom of your life”

:‘ Oh!* gasped Manleverer.

‘Place @ thousand pounds, in bank-
notes, on the eld sundial, and yon will
never hear of me wgrain, Do this te-
morrow. And give me your word of
honour 1o leave the sundial unwatched.
You understand 3

“0Oh, quite! said Lord Mauvleverer.

Ho was cool again now.

“ Yaou consent

" No fear1”

He caught o glitter of the eves from
tha eye-holes of the mask that loomed
shadowy over his upturned foee.

“Take ears!” poame the whispering
voice. “You are in desperate hands,
You should realise that™

“I know it,” answercd Lord Maule-
verer quietly. Y1 don't know who you
are, you scoundrel, but I know jon
must be a preciouvs villain, Dut if you
think you can frighten me, you are
mistaken. Go and eat coke!?

He heard the deep breathing of the
wan leaning over him., ‘The gra:p on
Itz throat vightened a litlie,

“You refuso

“Yaos"

“Your Lifo—™"

“0h. ean 1! said Tord Mavloverer.
“You don't darnt  Yeu've gof anly
one neck, and 1 fancy you know hew (o
take care of 1t

There was o pause,

Lord Munleverer made no movement,
Ile was at the mercy of his uohioown,
beif-seen assailant. Bur ba was copl as

Tog Miexgr LipraBy,—Iivo., 1,745
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ice. And he was aware that his cool-
ness startled and surprized the un-
known. He knew that the man had ex-
pected to see him trembling.  Wheo-
ever he was, if he knew Maulevercr,
he had not judged him well. :

“You are right,” camo the whisper,
at last. I have, as you say, only one
neck, and I ehall not place it in the
noose, But there aere other means.”

He. paused again.

“¥ou will disappear from your
home,” came the voiee agam. ™ You
will be secured in a safe place, end
neither food nor drink will pass your
lips till you come to my terms. Your
training has not fitted you to endure
an ordeal like that, Lord Mauleverer.”

“You won't get away with it easily,
whoever you are,” wanswered Lord
Mauloverer coolly. “I’ll take the
chance. But if I were sure you could
do a8 you threaten, I wouldn't give you
a penny piece. Do you think I'm a
coward, you scoundrel 27

Ie heard & hissing breath from the
unknown.

“That is your final answer "

“That's it [* ]

“Then you leave me ng alternafive.
When you have starved in the darkness
for a few days—" .

The stronger scent of the chloroform
warned Mauleverer that the hand that
held the pad was-approaching his face.

He had no chance, and he knew if,
but he was not the fellow to submmt
ramely. He made a sudden, fierce
effort to rise, et the same time attempt-
ing to utter @ shout for help.

But no sound left his lips, Something
soft and clinging was jammed down
over nose and mouth, and he sank back
helplessly. For a few scconds his sonses
whizled, and then came uneonseiousness.

He knew no aora. .

He did not know that he waz lifted
from his bed, and wrapped in a dress-
ing-gown; that he was vaised on a
strong shoulder, nnd borne to the door.
He did not hear the sudden, startled
exclamation that broke from the masked
man, as & sudden din of yelling came
ringing along the dark corridor [rom
a room farther on.

“Help! Help! Help! He's gob
Mauly ! I say, you [ellows, wake up!
Wake up! Help! Murder! Help!”

There was a curso between gritted
teeth. From an open doorway up the
corrider a light flashed, as it was turned
suddenly on. It streamcd ont inte the

passage. The wild yelling went on.
“Helpl Help! Helpt!™
“What the thump—-~" .
“Ileip ! Murder! Mauly! Help!™
The nsensible schoolboy ecarl was

drepped to the floor. "The mashed man
raced down the corvidarn.

tle had to pass the open, lighted door
to escupe, and be had not a fracfioa
of o second to spare. Ile ran like the
wind, but a2 he ran o figure appeared
from the lighted doorway, and he
grushed into it

The Man in Black !
ﬁ ATDRY WHARTON came out of
Lut had he slept Like Rip Vun
Winkle the frantic yelling 1n his room
Manly? I S0y, help 1™
velling en lis top note

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
the land of dreams with @ juing.
He was not a heavy sleoper;

would have awakened him.
“IHelpt  Help! Help! Muordep!?
Bunter wus
Wharton stavted up in hbed
Tee Maicxer Lapnany.—No. 1,245,

Bunter, fambling b¥ndly for the
clecleie swilch, turned it own, and the
room was fiooded with light.

Wharton sprang from the bed.

“ Bunter, what the thump——"

His first impression was that the fat
Owl was in the grip of nighumare,
Bunter's face was while, bis ¢yes start-
ing behind his spectacles, and he yelled
and shricked frantically. in his wild
cxciternent he grasped Wharton by the
arm, and with the other hand pointed
to the open door, fairly jabbering.

“Mauly—Mauly! Go end help him!

Murder! Mauly ™
“ What utter rot! What—" gasped

Wharton.
“Help him! He’s got him! T
heard him! For Heaven's sake—"

groancd Bunter,
Whether it was nightmare or not, tha
fat Owl was wildly excited and alarmed,
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almest pibbering with terror.  And
Wharton, leaving him te gibber, ran
ta the door. Obviously it was wizest
to asceriain whether anything was hap-
pening to Mauly without losing time.

ITe rushed out into the passage, tuen-
ing in the direction of Lord Maule-
VEFCT'S FOOIR.

Crash!

A runnine ficure coming down the
vortidor like the wind carno past the
doorway as he van out, crashing into
him, and bowling Inm over hike a nine-

4
’ Whartan spravwled helplossly.

;Hm {izare stumbled over him, and
fedl.

But it picked itself wp egain in-
shanitly, Whaerton, staring, had a
gliepse of a figure in black, with a
Blacl toaslk drawn closcly over the
whele of the fece, leaving only the eyes
visiblo.

Tut it was only on instant’s plimpse.

The man in Huck raced on, vanished
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ronnd the corner of the passage towards
the stairz, and was gone.

“Oh ! gasped Wharton.,

He staggered up breathlessly.

He made one step after the fleeing

man, stopped, turned back, and ran up
the corridor to Mauly's room. He knew
now that it was not & false alarm.
That glimpse of the fleeing figure in
black was proof enough for that. What
had happened to Mauly?
. Bunter’s wild yells were still ring-
ing. Every member of the Co, had
been awakened, and lights were fash-
ing on, and doors opeming.

Harry Wharton reached Mauleverer’s
door, and stumbled over & form that
lay half-in in the doorway, half-out in
the passage.

“Mauly! Is
panted Wharton.

With a strangs dread at his heart,
Wharton dropped on his knees beside
the still form, dimly seen in the dark.

that you, Mauly?™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came Bob
Cherry's startled voica. " What's the
jolly old row?

“Turn oo the light!” shouted
Wharton.

The electric light in the corridor
was switched on.

“ Mauly—Mauly, ¢ld mani™

The sudden light revealed Lord
Mauleverer lving on the Hoor, his face
white, set, lifeless.

“ Mauly ! panted Wharton.

The fearful thought was in hiz mind
for o sccond that Mauloverer was dewd,
There was no gign of life in the still
face with its closed eves.

But the schoolboy earl’s heart was
Leating a5 Wharton presscd a hand
to hiz chest. And at the same moment
he beeame conscious of a faint, elinging,
sickly odour. Manly waa living, hut |
was completely insensible, under the in-
fluence of chloroform.

“What the dickenz—

“My esteomed chum——"

“What the thump—-="

“It’s Maunly! Something's happened
to him !" =aid Wharton huskily. “ He's
been  alfacked—chloroformed ! Tielp
mno get him back to bed !

Ol crumbs

*But who—"

“Help me with him." :

The msensible Manleverer was lifted
and carried back to hbis bed. Ife lay
there. inert as a log.

“rnt who — who — what — how—or
stuttered Nugent.

“T] saw the man just for a second.
Ho's got awav [Y said Harry, “A man
wikh h.is face covered. DBunter woke me
up—"

Bunter was still welling. Footsteps
eould be heard now., The house was
alarmed. TPorson, hali-dressed, enme
hurrying up tho eorridor, followed by
geveral monservants,

Harry Wharton ran out into the
corridor.

“ Bunter |

kP

Shut up, Punter ! It'z all
right now. Porson, Lord Mauleverer
hus been attacked. The man ran down
the stairse. He must be still in the
house. Search for hum ™

* H-his lordship attacked " stuttered
Porson.

“Yes, yesl”

o1 say, you fellows—"

“Tt's all right, Bunter.
for goodness' zake 1™

“ Oh, really, Wharton--—"*

“His lordship attacked 1" gasped
Porson, as if ho could searcely beliave
his ears. “His lordship attacked in his
own mansion ! )

“Some of you eall Sir Reginald

ey up now,
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Brooke 17 said Wharton. *“ Hera, Orris,
go and wake Sir Reginald !”?

Orris was coming up the corrider at
8 run.

“What has happened, sicr?”  he
exclaimed,
“Lord DMauleveror has been at-
tacked 12

“Good heavens [M

“Call Bir Reginald at once [

“Very good, sir 1" said Orris, and he
hurried away.

Porson entered Lord Mauleverer's
room, and stood staring blankly at the
insensible form on the bed,

“He 18 not—not—not——" gtammered

Porson. His plump face wos az whjte
as chalk,
““MNo, no! It's chloreform. Call all

the servants, and search for the man}”
rapped out Wharton. “A man dressed
in black, with a masked face. I saw
him as he ran. He got away down the
stairs”

“"Good gramousl”?

The portly butler hastened from the
room. Sir Reginald Broocke, in dresa-
ing-gown and shippers, came hurrying
oo the scene, startied and amazed. The
whole house wae in an upreoar by this
time, lights Aashing from almost every
window, stairs echoing to hurried foot-
Etﬂfaﬂ voices calling and almutmg;a

“Herbert, my boy I”" gasped old
in horror at Lord

baronet, as he ga
colourless face.

Mauleverer's  still,
" Herbert |2

“1 say, you fellows, 15 he alive?”
gasped Billy Bunter,

“ ¥es, you ass 1™ grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, if he's alive, I've saved his
life I** gaid Bunter. “I say, MMauly,
old man, lucky I was keeping watch—
what? Why, what's the matter with
him, you fellowsi"

“Chloroform, fathead |

“Oh crikey |

“But what—what—what—" gasped
Sir Reginald. ]

“He's coming to,” said Bob Cherry,
dabbing Lord Maunleverer's face with
o sponge dipped in cold water. “He's
all right 1"

“But what—what—— Wharton, tell
me what has happened. Who has done
thia?” exclaimed the old baronet.

Wharton hurriedly explained, as far
as he could. Sir Reginald listened in
utler amazement.

“1 will remain with him,*” he said.
“Go and help search for the wretch who
has done this. Tell Porson to telephone
to the police and for a doctor |

The juniors were eager eriough to join
in the search for the mmlﬁoy oarl’s
assailant, but they had been uwnwilling
to leave Mauleverer. Now that his
uncle was present, however, they hurried

from the room. Billy Bunter rolled
after them as far as the doorway, and
Btﬂplpei

s say, you fellows, T'll lock after
Mauly I he called cut. “Rely on me
te protect him I

nd the fat Owl remained in Lord
Mauleverer’'s room, though whether he
was thinking of Meuly's safety or his
CAVIL wu_pnﬁnps doubtiul,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Vanished !
.4 HAT'S the way he went, air,"”
said Orris,
“Cone " said Wharton, be-
tween his tecth.

Porson wag at the telephone, splutter-
ing into the transmitter in wild agita-
tion. Imnunierable menservants wers
searching the groat building for Lord
Muouleverer's assailent. It woes Qrris
who discovered the open window.
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GREYFRIARS HEROES.
No. 13.

HAROLD SKINNER.

- This week’s clever effort by the
GreyIrlars Rhymes{er Is devoted to
the hero whom the leg-pulling Skinner
professes to adore.

barmy

After Skinner told me calmly
That old Eneas was the hero he

REALLY thought my ears must
be deceiving ;

I felt, tn point of foact, com-

pletely floored, 5

e

And I thought T must

dored ; h
Constdering the fact that Le's o
rolter,
His hero should have been a cad
ar har;

Good HFneas tx called " pius,”
Not @ Wt ke Ananics,
Whom I guite expected Skinner o
admire.

When wrestling with the Eneid of

Virgil,

Weth Quelchy looking out  for
tdlenezs,
Which he ireafs in manner
drastie,

Skinner's not enthusiastio
On the hera he Ras chasen o
profeag:
In fact, he hater Good Lneas worse
than poizon,
And zaya, “"We all dislike him, [
suprose
I Enew, at least, thaet I da,
And I offen think Queen Dido
Should have bomped a bludgéon
an fiia Frojan nose,

“Then Turnus hnd a chance 2o kil
the boundcr

. window on the
ground floor in & room adjoining the
library used bi_'}i;ﬂlr Reginald Brooke's

It wes a casement

seerotary, Mr. er, It was wide open,
letting in the keen December wind,
which Huttered snowfakes into the room.

Harry Wharton leaned out and stared
intp tho winter darkness,

Snow was falling in bight, powdery
flakes,

The light from the window streamed
out on spotless snow, which coverad
the ground like a whiio mantle. There
wes no sign of footprints on the snow.
But the feathery flakes were falling fast,
and [cotprints were not likely to remain
uncovered. -

Wharton set his teoth,

Ho had had little Imfe that the
mysterious assailant of Lord Maule-
verer would be captured. Obviously, the
man, whoever he waz, would lose no
time in secking safety ouee the alarmn
was given. A minuie would have bean
enough for him, and he had liad many

z
.

R R T R R R A P R P S R R B R R A A N I R N Mo TR e R R el

By chopping him to pieces in a
eleck )
it mifri’a! hawve Relped diminish
Harrtd Virgil near the finizh
If the fathead hadn't ceied Hike o
fool;
LDut, of course, old beastly Eneas
wwon fhe contest,
sAnd siretelied the slory uvmplecn
prges more”
8o geid Skinner, movalicing—
Which remarks moy be sur-
Frisin g
On the here he professes to adore.

Fot Skenner still says Lneas iz his
fers.
“My love Jor Rim,” he aa'd, “is
widely known
Az I read, my breath i= Laded,
U'm completely fascinated,
And, in fact, I camnot put my
Virgil down;
the scenes in Africa aid
Carthage;
I often shed a rolttary tenr
Al the dragie lermination
OFf old AFneas narrotion—
(How I wish I was bekind Mim
with a spear)”

I fove

Bui Harald Skinner has o scnve of
humour,
And loves the gome of “haring
one on foost,’’
We're right ©n pre-supmpoexing
That the hero he hax closen
Is the very person he disliles thc
moxty
Food Father HEneay may have his
~ admirars,
Hizs fome no ancient warrior cai
AN IIMTSR
Bul he'll never raite o bellow
Fram the ordinary fellow
Who 12 made to read old Virgii's
works tn closs.

T T A T s T e e

b

minutez whilo tho juniors were looking
after Maulaverer.

“Ho must have got in this way, sir,”
sald Orris, in his quict, doeferential
tones. ““You can sce that tho catel of
the window has been foreed. And lie

went the same way”
“Looks Like it," said Harry.

“Don't see any footprints,” said
Jolmny Bull.

“The snow is falling, sir,” said
Orris.  “It would cover up his foot-

printg very quickly.”

Johnny Bull looked puzeled.

"Ifa must have made pretiy decp
footprints, jumping from thiz window,”
he gald. “JI hardly believe the soow
would cover them up so quickly without
leaving o sign”

“Tut he's gona 1" said Bob,

“Well, I don't get it,” said Johnny,
in his slow, Lhoughtful way. “I don’t
bolisve fontprints mado by a man ju!nE-
ing down could pect covered out of sight

Tre Muiexer Lienany,~No, 1,815,
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so soon. Thére i’ a trace, I—I
suppose he can't have opened this
window for a trick while he's dodging
about spmewhers elsa?™

“Well, it stonds to reazon that he got
out of the house ns quickly as he could,”
said DMugent. “Why should he open
this window, fathead, and then go and
lock for another way outt®”

“Mell, I sappose he wounldn
agrecd .Jolmny Bull. “All the same,
1 don't undersiand no sign being left if
he got out this way.™

arry  Wharton started. Johony's
remiark had put a new and slarming
wder inlo his mind.

L5
Ttp

“Is it possible that this is & trick,
and that he's hiding somewhere in the
house—to get at auly againy’ he
exclaimed, .
“*“QOh, my hat! That may be it ! said
Nugent. “‘Mauly mustn't be left alono
for a minute. is uncle's with him,
but———""

“I will go to his lordship at once,

gir 1 gaid Ovria.
“ Good 1

Tho valet hurried away.

“Mauly will ba all right with his
uncle and Orcris, not to mention Bunter,”
said Bob Cherry, “Leot's go on rootin
round the house, If the villain'a stil
here, we'll jolly well nail Lhim {”

Wharton was about to close the
windaw, but he stapped.

“Detter leave things as they are [or
tho police,” he said. And, leaving the
window open, the juniors rejoined the
nutnernuz  eearchers who wore  still
rooting through the house.

There was no more slcep in Maule-
verer Towers that night.

Befcre long the doctor’s car come
rinding through the snow, and Porson
ed the medical gentleman up to
Mauleverer's room. A  fow minutes
later another car honked throuph the
night, with an inspector and a constablo
from Winchester.

By that time the search had been
given up. It was clear that the mys-
terions esgailant was not to bo found
within tho Towers. Ewven Johnnv Dull
no longer had any doubt that tho
wreteh had escaped by the window of
the secretary’s room.

Inspector Evmer was a very puzzlied
gentleman ns he listened to the account
of the strange happening. Lord baule-
varer was in lhe doctor’s care, nnd
could not vet bo guestioned. Dt Sir
Heginald eame down to the library to
gee Lo inspeelor, and BMr. Rymer guies-
tioned the Famouns Fivoe, and then Orcris
told how he had found the windew
open, antd the inspector proceeded to
examine the open window.

hkad been

That Lord BMauleverer

attacked while in bed, chloroformed.
and carried as far as the desrway of
s room was ccrtain. but the motive of
ithe mysterions assatlant was as set a
mystery. Harrs Wharion gave the hest
description be could of the man he had
glimpzed. but he could only describe a
figure in black with a masked face. The
inspector rubbed his chin thoughtfalle,

“FTou zay sou wern awakened biv
Bunter 1 ke zaid. T muet coe Master
Bunter at once. Hes he cxplained how
he knew what was going on?”

M INo,” said Harry, “1 haven't ashed
him. I only know that he came yelling
into my room and woke me up.”

“Let Buoter be called at onece ' said
Sir Regpinuld, “1 sent him hoek to his
own room, &3 he fell asleep in Herbert's
rooTn.

“I'll got him 1" said Harry.

He hurried out of the ll'l‘hrar_? and
seadded up the stairs. Lnnter was in
hizs own room, Az a decp and resonant
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shore announcod when Haery Wharkon
arrived there.

He turncd the deor-handie, bnt the
door did not open. Bunter was not
taking ritks. The door was locked.

Wharton thumped angrily on the
ranals,

“Bunter !

HSnore |

Thump! Thump! Bang! Eickl

“ Bunter 1" yelled Wharton,

“Oh! Wharrer marrer? I say, yon
fellows, has he come back? Yaroooh!

say. keep him off 1"

“You fat chump1” roared Wharton,
“¥ou'ro wanted |

“Oh v gasged Bunter,
old chap? Al right! T say, wharrer
you waking me up {for? I've been
awnke nearly all night! Can't you lct
a felow have forty winks?®”

iy ‘IFEH the door 1*

“Main't light vet '™ hooted DBunter.

Bunter, you fat idiot”

“ s that vou,

“'Tain't breakfast-tine, you ass! I'm
not getting up yet1” =
“You frabjous chump, the police

have come, and the inspector from Win-
chester wants to see you 1"

“Oh 1" gasped Buntor.

Wharton heard him roll off the bed.
Thoe door was opened, and the fat Owl
blinked out.

“Como on, you dummy!"” growled
Wharton.

“Beast! I'm coming I

Bunter followed Wharton down the
stairs, sleepily blinking behind his big
spectacles. ut hizs manner was very
important as ke rolled into the Libracy.
Bunter was, so fo speak, the goods for
once in his [at life [ He was the fellow
whe mattered!

fThis is Bunter, Mr. Rymer,” zaid
Bir Reginald. " Bunter, cxplain to the
inspector.”

“ Cortainly 1" said Bunter cheerfully.
“I know all about it. sir—know the
whola thing from start to Bnish!™

“Indeed !” said Inspector Bymer ve
dryly. To Bunter’s surprise, Fthn wﬁ"ﬁ
ciiester inspector glared at him instead
of I::euﬁ- properly impressed. “In that
raso aster Buonter, a great deal of
trouble will be saved.”

“Talk senze, you fat ase I whispered
Nugent,

“Oh, really, Nugent, don't butt in!'*
satd Bunter.

“It geemns that it wos you who gave
the alarm, Master Bunter I’ rapped the
inspector.

“¥Yes, rather!” said Bunter. “You
soo, I was keeping watch, Mauly Lein
my best pal, T stayved awake to wat
over his zafetv. 1'd do more thon that
for & follow I really like. As for tho
danger, of courze 1 nover gave that a
thought. Not my style.”

Mr. Bymer stared at Bunter., The
fat Owl of Greyfriars scemed to be a
new cxperience to him.

“Do you mean to imply that you knew
ithat an altack waz to be made nn Lord
Mauleverar ™ he cxzelaimed.

O conrse T did ! That's why T kept
wateh,” spid Bunter,  *1 told Mau?g
and all these fellows, and they wouldn™
take any notige™

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Chorry.,

“You see,” =said Bonter, hWlinking
choerfully ot the amazed inspeetor,
“there's a villain after Rlauly fm— his
money.  Lle's written 1nessages warning
Lhirm to put the moncy on thoe sun-
din l=——*

“You fat pss!” hissed Johnny Bull
“Iaven't you sence enough not to spin
tlat varh to n }q‘-:gc mspector £

“ My esteerred idiotie Dunter 1

".!hﬂ fﬂ.tlﬂ"#l gave them a lofty, dis-
dainfu! blinl,

*I euy, you fcllows, you shut np!®

THE MAGNET

he gaid. “Don’t ‘von butt in! Yon
leave this to me! Look here, sirl”

And, to the consternation of tha
juniors, Billy Bunter produced the two
mysterious missives—the ome he had
found in the pocket of the tweed jacket
and the one Mnuleverer had found in
the pocket of hia evening *“bags "—and
threw them on the table before the Win-
chester inspector.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Vicdieatlon of W. (. Bunter !
'N’EPEGTGR RYMER stared

blankly at the two papera. 8ir

Reginald Broocke jam hiz eyoe-

glass a little tilghtor into his eyo
anet  blinked at them. Both were
utterly astonished.

Bunter grinned.
 Harry Wharton & Co. looked on in
silence.

They bad almost forgotten those mrs-
terious missives, and had never
dreamed of any connection bebween
them snd the strange happenings of the

night. They had looked on these
menacing messages as a fatuons prank
of the fat Owl of the Remove. Iiven

now they could only wonder st Bunter's
nerva in producing them for a police
officer’s inspection.

“What the deoco——" gjaculated the
old baronet. “ What—what—what is all
this? What docs it mean*

Insvector Rymer knitted his brows
over the papers,

"LORD MAULEVERER.
PLACE £1,000 ON THE OLD SUN-
DIAL, OR PREPARE FOR DEATH.”

“ That’s the first,” said Bunter, indi-
vating ik with a grubby finger. " That
was found in Mauly's jacket pocket.”

“Who found it?” rapped the in-
Epeclor,

“I did. I borrowed the jacket,” ox-
plained Bunter., “"These silly nsses
thought it was a jape, eo did Maulv.
Made out that I was spinning a yarn,
vou koow ™

“8o wyou were,
growled Johnmy Liull.

“Oh, really, Dull—"
~ “And the other paper?” asked the
inspector quietly,

“LORD MAULEVERER]
“THIS IS THE SECOND WARN.-
ING, AND THE LAST! TPLACK
£1,000 IN BANKNOTES ON THE
OLD SUNDIAL TO-NIGHT, OR DIE:
Y¥OUR LIFE 13 IN MY HANDS.™

“Good gad!” said Bir Reginald
“1If that was written by the man whe
attacked my nephew, his motive 1
clear.™ i
+ " But was 17" zaid Inﬁpnctnr Rymer.
“Where was this paper found, snd by
whom "'

“Lord Mauleverer found it in his
trousers ‘pocket,” said Wharton, “We
all thought it was o japt, Az we
thought that Bunter had wrilten the
first papor, we supposed he'd writicn
the second-—"

“{h, really, Wharton—"

“Ho he jolly well didi™
Johnny Bull.

But thoe other fellows were looking
dubicus now. It was dawning on their
minds that they had jul&ped to a con-
clusion rather hastily. What had hap-

nod g the night let in & Rood of new
ight on the strange affair,

“You supposed that this was some
rort of a practical joke?" asked the
inspector, lapping the papers with his

ger.

“¥Yes," suid Harry, ™ Dunter’s such a

vou fat idiot!”

prunted
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Bunter distingnished himself at the danes, though not in the w
Bob Cherry, barged Into Wharton and his pariner,

howling ass—I mean—well, he's such a
blithering idiot—"

* Look here——" hooted Bunter,

“ But—but now it looks——" stam-
meced Harry.

¥ Was it I{eca use of these messages
that you remained awske on the watch
man}l?‘h@, Master Bunteri"

“Yes, rather!” answered Bunter,
“You see, in the second message the
villsin says 'to-night,’ so I jolly well
sat up to watch. And I jolly well heard
him creeping past my door. And—an
I was jwst poing to—to rush after bim
and—and m%']c“ im, but—but I thought
T'd call one of the fellows first, because
—because——"' [ .

The inspector smiled faintly. Per-
haps hs could guess the reason wh
Bunter had not rushed after the villain
and coll him.

“Well, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry blankly. *“Is—is it possiblo that
Bunter was telling the truth all the
time "

“ Esteemed wonders will never cease,”
murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“1 asked these fellows to sit up and
watch,” satd Bunter.

“They wouldn't.
Funky, you know!” }

“You silly Owl!” snapped Wharton.
"Wo Ehﬂug}{t it was mll your fatheaded
ponsense. If we'd dreamed that Mauly
wus in danger—7"*

“Any excusze 15 better than nonel”

jeered Bunter, '
“You plfﬂ]ﬂﬁypﬂrpmﬁﬂ—”
“Well, T jolly well kept watch, and

you didn't 1" said Bunter. “I've jolly

,l(‘f-'} i
.'Irl L
f' Ii’l"r
poaty, -
l‘j[ .'_. ‘E I.- ;

well saved Magly's life, anyhow!
Haven't 11"

“Hia lordship's life does not appear
toc have been threatened,” said Inspector
Bymer dryly. “I understand that he
was chloroformed and removed as far
as the door of his room.  That, Sir
Reginald, would indicate that thero was
gome intention of taking him away,
which was, fortunately, frustrated by
Maszter Wharton—"*

“Me, you mean
warmly.

“Tt was fortunate you gove the alarm,
at all events,” conceded the inspector,
and he turncd to Sir I{eglinald &-Tﬂln;
“Wo doubt his Inrdship will be able to
let in some tht on this matter when he
can speak. Perheps wou will ascertain
whether—""' ;

“ Cortainly I said the old baronet.

Hao left the library. Inspector Rymer
aat with his syes ﬁxedi: under his
knitted brows, on the two papers.

Eilly Bunter gave the Famous Five a
vaunting look. Bunter was vindicated
now !

The Winchester inspector, it was
clear, was taking the threatening mes-
sages seriously, In view of what had
ocourred, it was scarcely posszible to do
otherwise. Harry Wharton & Co. had
to ndmit as much. )

“I =ay, you fellows,” grinned Bunter,
“perhaps yoa're sorry now that you
counldn't take a fellow’s word—"

“Don’t bo a silly ass ' snid Wharten
tersely. “If you'd ever told the truth
before, we might have believed you were

" gaid Bunter

23

he had antlcipated. He slipped and cannoned into
finally Ianded with a bump on the fleor [

tclliilﬁ it this time. But you never
have.

“The neverfulness iz terrifie.”

“He ought to be ]icrlly well kicked !’
growled Johnny Bull, " If we'd known
we'd have watched over old Manly and
seen him safe. If Buntor wasn't such
a rotten fibber we should have known
that—-"

“Why, you checky beast !’ exelaimed
Bunter indignantly. “Afrer I've saved
old Mauly, while you fellows were
sporing——""

""Oh, ratsi™

“After I've risked my lile—"" roaved
Bunter.
~ "“Br-rrer-r! If you'd had the pluck
of o bunny rabbit you'd hove collared
that ras::aE instead of letting him get
away while you went howling to Whar-
ton I snorted Johnny Bull.

“Why, you—you—you—"" Words
foiled Bunier.

There was & tap abt the door, and
Orris entered, with his stlent sicp,. Hie
eyes went quickly and curionsly to the
thoughtful ince of the inspector.

“Hig lordship can see you now, sir,”
said Orris.

Inspector Bymer followed the waleg
at once. Billy DBunter rolled oafter
them: and Harey Wharton & Co., after
exchanging a glance, followed.  They
wera vory anxious to hear what Mauly
had to zay.

Lord Mauleverer was sitting up in
Led. Hizs face locked very  white
against the white Lady Brooke

i lows.
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was at his bedside mow, her kind old
face troubled and pérturbed.  Mauly
gave his friends a foint emile and a
ol aa they followed the inspector in.

“If your lordship can make a state-
ment now-—"" said Lthe mmspector.

W Certainly, sirl” answered Blnule-
vercr. “I'm all right—rizght as ran)
Eit of a headache, that's wil.”

“Then please tell me what happoened,
g0 fur as you know, my lord."”

CQuiet Ii.f and suecinctly Lord Manle-
verer told what he knev, The inspectar
made notes, while the juniors listencd
in silence.

“Then it was kidnapping that was
intended [ said the irspectoy, when tho
schoolboy earl had finshed.  “There
seems no doubt about that—Lkidneppioyg
with intent to extort moncy "

“Looks like it,”* assented Mauleverer.

“You did not know the man "

“Not in the least.” .

“You cannot identify him in any
wav i’

* Sorry=-—no." .

“YWas his voice familiar to you at
all ¥

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“He spoke in & sort of hoarse whis-
per,” ho answered. “1 couldn't sny
what his voice wos like” )

“¥ou do not thiuk you had heard it
before i

“] imagina potl' said Lord Maule-
veorer, & Jittle surprised. “I'm not
likely to have come in contact with the
rotter.” —

Inspeetor Rymer pursed his lips.

“That is by no nreans cerlyin, my
lerd. His words to you prove ‘“hat he
was tho writer of the threatening _lul;tcrs
that were found in vour pockets.’

}‘:Yaas,:: assented Lord Mauleverer.
= .ﬂﬂt"_

“The man evidently knows his way
allout the interior of this house, my
lord, and it appears that he hus acccss
to yvour rooms, as ho placed his messages
in vour pockots, to be found when you
put on the clothes.”

“ YVaas," said Maouleverer slowly.

“The inforence, miy lord, is that the
man has o confederate in your house,
or may actually be an inmate of the
houschold hunself **

“ Impossibrle I
Lnrﬂpmﬁiiuu!m'umt spoke  with  the
utmost decision.  Bir Reginald Brooke

ghook his head decidedly.

“There is no one in the houschold in
whom von have not sbsolute trust®’
azhked the inspector.

“Ne one,” apswered Lord Maule-
verer. My uncle will say the same.”

“ Assurcdiy I'" said  Sir  Regioald.
“ Porson is i‘asi:ror:sibla for enguging the
servants, and Porson is & very carofu:
man.”

“Well, at all ovems, the matter will
Lo very carcfully investiguted,” euid

Inspector Eymer, and he leit Lord
Mauleverer's room, a much puzzled
min.

“% sayv. Manlyp—="*

“ Herbert muost slecp now,” raid Lady
Erooko.

“1'm all right, auntie—right asz «ain 1™
protested Mauleverer. “Look here,
vou're jolly well not gpoin® to maeke an
invelid of me !

“You must rest 1" wuid his aunt fimly.

“T say, I dare tay it would do Mauly
good if T sat with him & bit and cheered
him up,” said Billv Bunter,
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“I—I think T'Il rest, after all 1™ said
Mauleverer hastily.

And Harry Wharton & Co. gently, but
firinly, exteacted Billy Bunter from the
room, leaving Maulererer to rest.

— e ——

. THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Bhan't!

A Merry Christmas !
4 ARJORIE, old dear—"
“Dey wp, Bunter [
Clara, old
thing—"

Billy Dunter was slill at Mauleverer
Towers on Christmas Eve. Fat and
fatucus as over, he grected Marjorio
andl hier fricnds when they arrived.

Bunter bad not cought his train.

He was not going to catch any traim

Catehing trains was entirely dismissed
from mind. DBuater, iudeed, had lon
pgo dismissed it fromy his fat mmdg.
l‘~T]ﬂw Lord Mauleverer had dismissed it
nlso.

Bunter—amazing as 1t was—had
been the mcans of eaving Lord Maul-
everer from the grasp of the unbnown
enemy. Ie had pot, perhaps, shone as
a hero, but vndoubtedly 1t was Buntor
who had watched, Bunter who had
E:rwen the alarm, Bunter who had roused
Yharton in time to savae the echools
boy earl. In the circumstances, there
was only one thing to be done. Bunter
generously offered to stay with his pal
Mauly for the whole of the vacation,
and protect him; and Manly siphed and
gave in.

Bo there was Bunter, as large as life,
almost buvsting out of one of Mauly's
niost expensive suita, to greet the Chiff
House girls when they catne,

“ Expocted to sce me here, what?™
atked Buntor.

* Blessed if I did!” said IHazeldene.

“Mean to say you've landed vourself
on Mauly for Christmas !

“Oh really, Hazel! I sav, Marjorie,
come thizs way!” said Bunter, with aa
eoticing wink

“Eh, what for?" asked Marjorie.

**Mistletoe ! whispered Bunter.

T'o Bunter's surprize, Marjorie- did’

not come that way [ Sho turned another
way—apparently having no wuse for
imtatletoer and Bunter !

“I'my going to kick him !" said Johmn
Gull. “If Bunter's sta 'Ln% all through
tho vag, he will have to im icked sooner
or later—so I'm jolly well going to
kick him now ¥

Bunter dodged away in time.

It was rather a prievance with Dally
Bunter that he was pot the object of
general admication, after the way 1o
which he had distinguished himself,

But he wasn't!

Even when he had related to Marjoria

and Clara how he had saved Mauly'

irom deadly peril, they did not gaze at
him with the eacstatie  admiration
whiclt he felt was his duo.

Everybody adimitted that Bunter had
comre in useful, but nobody secmed to
realise what a hero he was.

But if Bunter was misunderstood and
m]':e.iu.tlgmi, ns usual, there were com
pensations—solid  compenszations. He
was safely landed at Mavleveror Towers
for Christinas, and thore .was no longer
that worrying question of catehing
trains and, that, after all, was the chief
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thing. A Christmas dinner out-weighed
lesser  consideratidns, and  Bunter
cartainly dmmgmshe:i himself on that
DCCAS TN,

Indeed, he distinguished himself to

such an extent, that serious fears wecre
entertained that Mauleverer's clothea
would not stand the strain, end that
th?l would burst—if Bunter himself did
not !
_ The follewing morning he was looks
ing rather pale and pecvish. He
frowsted before s fire, while Harry
Wharton & Co. and the girls were on
the ice. But he was himself again in
time for the dance on Boxing night.
When Lord Mauleverer went up to dress
he found his dressing-room already
cogupled. - Bunter was there—pgelting
into the beautiful evening clothes Orris
hacl laid out for his lordship,

“Oh gad ! said Lord Mauleverer,

Bunter blinked at him.

“You don't mind, old chap! he
asked. ™ As you know, I came hore in
rather 8 hurey, and never brought my
things. I say, you don't mind if [
slis shis waistcont up the back, do you?”

“Not at all1" said Lord Mauleverer,
with gentle sarcasm.

“I'm not bony hke you, old fcllow!™
explained Bunter.

“¥You're not!” agreed Mauly, " Any-
thin' but that, by gad!”

“I've & bhgure, you koow,” said
Bunter, surveying hunself wn the pier-
glass with great satisfaction. "&'irlﬂ
admiroe & f)':)ud figure in o chap, Mauly.”

“(h | they " grsped Mauly.

*Ycs, rather! I can tell you, when
I've beon an the Eiur at Margote, lots
and lots of girls have looked round at
me, snd smiled liko anything.”

“Ha, ha, ha t"

“Blessed if I see anything to cacklo
at! It's rather rolien to be jealous of
a follow’s good looks, Mauly ™ said

Bunter severely. "It's not my faulk
that I'm the handsomest fellow hers, I
suppose ™

“On gadl No! You've pot your

faulta, old bean, but that's certainly not
one of them!" gasped Mauly.

Bunter gave a final smick at the
attractive rellection in the glass, and
rolled out. And Orris sorted out
gnother suit for Lord Mauleverer.

Bunter distinguished himself at the
dance, though not in the way he had
anticipated.  He declared afterwards
that it was Miss Clars's fault that be
sent Wharton and his partner reeling,
and Mauly’s tailor’s fault that an
alarming nuiber of buttons burst off
Maouly's best evening clothea. He alzo
declared that it was not by accident that
Frank Nugent fell over him while bo
sorawled, and that it was not by accident

chony Bull spilled an ice down his
neck. Certainly it was not by accident
that Hurree Bingh and Hazeldene took
hold of his fat ears to help him up

But, in spite of little incidonts like
thesa,, 1t was a merry Christinas for
Billy Bunter, as for everyone else, and
in tha general festivity Lord Mauoleveror
quite forpot the danger through which
he had passed, Indeed, if he thoughs
of the mysterious man in black at all,
his kind-bearred and charitably lordship
probably hoped that thet obnoxious
individual was alse having s merry
Christmas |
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“The SECRET of the TURRET!”

Don’t Miss It, Chums!
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THE OLD WISH, CHUMS, BUT IT'S NEW AGAIN—A HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO YOU ALL!

|

b onecs

ELL, churns, what did you think of
lagt week's splendid Christmas
numbaor 1 It waa worth while
walting for, wam't it? 1 hu];e

you'll enjoy this number every bit as much.
Hwtﬂlam aliow me to wish every one of
you the old, old wish—

A Bappy Chiistmas
and a
Prosperous Rew Year!

All my stafl, my asuthors, and my
artists join me in pending =slo the
compliments of the sesson, and an
asgure you that they are going to do all in
their power to make the jolly old MaawET
botter and brighter than ever next year—
if that is iblel But, as you all seem
to agree that it's already the finest boys’
papar on the marlket, it's going to be hard
to improve it, ian't it} :

I have also reosived the following to
pass along to you:

Whoever you are, and wherever you be—

I'n England, or far away cver the sea—

Accept our best wishes for Christmas, each

one,
éndm, when the old year s finished and
In the New Year to come we all hope you

may thrive,
And that 42 the wish of your chume—
Fawovs Five.

Accompanying the above, and seribbled
(with lots of blota) on a piecs of old toffee
paper, was the following :

Now that Eristmus has cum I wiak you all
good Iuck
I hope you'll all soon be a-burating with

¥

FPlum duff and prime turkeys and lots of
MO -PREs,

W#hmchud#? and ginger-pop, gorged io

&

Each anﬁﬁm’amﬂ ba hungrey oz any old
hunter,

And that 12 the wish of yours éruly,

G. BunzTER.

BRISTOIL. chum of mine writea to

ask me if I can tell him something

about
THE MARTELLO TOWERS

which ara fo0 bo found all round our
ecoasts. Thess ware built during the time
that it was fearad this country waoa to bo
invaded by Napoleon. The ides_ gamo
from the lsland of Bortella, where there
wag a round fower which strenuously
resisted the efforts of a British floet to
bombard the island. Because of that,
hundreds of so-called * Martolio Towers ™
were built all round our coasts, in the
hope that they would ecome in useful
agoinst any fleet which Napoleon liked to
sond. But, actuslly, the ides of round

Towelnlo The

Here your Editar is pleased to answer ques-
tions and discuss topics of general interest
Write to him : Editor of the “ Magnet,” The
Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, A stamped
and addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

towers with an entrance which could only
be reached by ladders is as ' old as the
hilla [ * ‘W’]l;r. the ancient Picts used to
consttuot similar structures |

The littls * items of intereat " which I

gave you recently under the heading of
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE

apparently caught on. Dozens of my
readera are sending in curious  little
paragraphes which they ask me to pass om
te wyou, while oihers are sending along
uaries conoserning some of the astoundin
“ traveoller’s tales ™ they have heard, &
asking me if they are true. Send along
your gueries, chums, I enjoy answoring
them. Here are some to be going on with :

An Joseot Can Travel Fasfer than ihe
Faztest Schnelder Plana ]! Boientists havo
messured the & of the Cephenamyia
Fly, and atata that it can travel at the rate
of 840 miles an hour! It is the fastest

living thing !

You Can Actually 5ee the Sun Alter It
Has Set! Raya of light are bent in
fﬂﬂing through the atmosphere. There-
ore, when you sppear to sse the sun on
the horizon it is aoctuslly below the
horizon |

Butter Is Used to Light Houses I In
Tibet butter iz used as & fuel for lamps
by the natives, It is alec moulded into

motrical designs to decorate the
interior of temples!

Squirrels are Amongst the Finesi
Swimmers In the World ! They are often
soen swimrning acress the Missismppt, and
have an amazing sense of direction. Ii
taken in & boat they know exactly if the
boat swerves from the pro directicn
and will jump overboard and finish their

journey by swimming !

England Is Twice as Densely Populated
a5 China ! There are 701 ple to the
gquare mils in England. Although China
has the !argaﬂt]fmsa population, thers are
only sbout as many people to the
ggquare mile |

Stories of
TREASURE TRAILS.

are always interesting, so perhaps you'll
ltke to lmow that an English explorer
claima to have discovered the famous
Queen of BShebas mines. He and a
companion were exploring in Abbyssinia,
when thoy obtained a map from an old
Arab, which revealsd the whereabouts of a

it of alluvial gold, Off they went,

after vnduring untold hmdsh;f}a. and
loging nearly all their mules and stores
through rov bandits, t.hﬂ'a%: arrived at
a spot in interior unexplered

=

Lorritory, near where the mines
are supposed to have mhgmdary

Gt}la of t.hﬁn 1:;“ stricken down with
an illness t although mpplies wore
runnin short, the other pus on into
the hills, where he came aoross an under-
ground river, running 8 suries
of caves, in which he f diamonde,
rubies, and allavial d. The shortnoss
of stores, and the illness of his com-
panion, however, forced him to return, but
ho is now to fit out an expedition
to trace the underground stream, in the
hope that it will eventually bring them
to the reef from which t{u lg muat
have been washed. This reef, ho clzims,
must b'é' the famous Quesn of Sheba'a
mines, for which many explorers have
sought in wain. 4

o, you see, there is still adventure and
treasure to be dizscovered in thia old earth
of ours, provided that spe is adventurous
enough to go in search of it 1

Have you ever soon &
MEXICAN JUMPING BEAN Y

It iz a little bean-shaped arrangomont
that suddenly jumps and writhes about
in & remar manner, and J. G. R., of
Heytas , aakks me if I ean tell him
why it d behave like this. The
reason is that thess beans contain tho
larvas of a ceriain moth, and as thess
, they wriggle about in their shell-
ike prison, thus cauvsing the beans to
jump and jerk in their peculiar manner,

ON'T forget to Fﬂﬁ inta your news.

' agent's thism week—if you haven't
v dong so—and ask him to

lot you have a at some of Lhe
gplendid Annuals which are on eale now !

k him in icular to let you look at
" The Holiday Annual' “Ths Modern
Boy's Book of Aireraft,’ * The Modern
Boy's Annual,” * Every Boy's Hobby
Annual,' “The New Zoo Annual,” and
*The Popular Book of Boys” Stories.” If
you don't think that they represent tha
abasoluta tip-top notoh in value, then call
ma & Dutehman ! They're all written by
the best suthors and illustrated by the
beat artiata,

Just have a look at ‘em, chumas, and if
you don't want to becomo ths owner of
gﬁ or more of thom—well, I'll sat my

1

next week's programme,
what

Nkt S inais

ou’ w i

further sdventures are going to
befall Harry Wharton & Co. this

Christmes-time, and in next week's long

complets yam of the Greyiriars chumas,

which is entitled

** THE SECRET OF THE TURRET I ™
By Frank Richands,

vou'll get an inkhng of the exciting times
that are in astore for them, Franl
Richarde’ new series of tales is going to
be cne of the most succeasful we have ever
published, so my advice to you all is not
to misg them, whataver you do. Wy,
Christmas-time. wouldn't be complete
without the Miexer to read by the fire.
side while the wind iz howling about the
house outside |

There are thrills galoro for you in * Oom,
thoe Terrible,”" a angther really iine
iggue of the ' Greyfriars Herald," not to
mention our other grand features. Don't
raigs them, chums,

YOUR EDITOR.
Tee Maiowgr Ligpary.—No. 1,245,



OUR POPULAR SERIAL OF ENDLESS THRILLS!

In the Nlck of Time!

OBM DARE had had a mattress and
somo  blankets placed in  the
power-house, where he would
stanctimes snatech o few hours’

sleep when fagged out. The drone of
his engmes sccmed to exercise u sooth-
g effcet upon his tired brain,

Late one ni ht he slipped oul of the
Tienise, where he had been working at
some of his plans, and woent for a stroll,
clat in a heavy frieze overcoat over his
priamas and a smufler, with the idea
of getting some fresh air before turn
g in.,

o was dog-tired, and yet his active
brain w-:rlr.glgl not allow him to slecp.
Titicaca Lizke is 12645 feot
above sor 'evel, and the night
nir was like a tonic to the

his beloved ongines, than in
& house which seemed
close and stifling to
i restive nature.

jnded young invemior.  Sud-
denly  he  bethought  himsolf
that he weuld roonef slecp:
in his  power-house  bhosido

Oom,

the Cerrble!

Cory, thie Terrib's, I3 & Flying-Bandit who aims to be master of the world. He
fincs two tormidable fods in the brothers Dars, who have sworn to bring him to

bhook. An attempt to raid the house of Bilas Merger, a millionaire, is trustrated
hy Rick. Meanwmle, at tne Flying-Bandit's sedrat héagquarters, Tom Dard

sucoeda in wrecking the spacial wireless apparatus which controls Dom's asroplanes,

—h . .

Tomn had an electric toreh with him,
g0 did not trouble to switch on the
lighta. Ele sank down on tho mattress
with a grunt of exhnustion, and in two
minutes was in deop sluombor,  In his
dreamz he zeomed to hear the beat of a
propeller, but that was nothing to an
airman, who had boen accustomed to
being arcused at any hour of the gay
or night to take part in & raid, or repel
one.

I[le aweoke with a start, and that un-
casy feeling that he was not alone.
Thoere seemed to be the [nintest custling
from some place on the other side o
the great enginea, He lay for & moment
or two, with o feoling that a humnn
and menacing presenco was at hand,

Lying atill aa 8 meuse, he listened
intently, and heard a distant ticking
sonnd.

‘I'his was curious, for o clock had not
been put in the power-house by ronson
of the cleotric dynamoes and other thin
which would npact any clock, Yet the
ticking porsiztod.

‘Torn jumped out of bed and slid on
his shocs, then cropt to the switch and

At the moment when the Flymng-Bandii's
capture séema certain, the wily Oom turns
the tahles by commandeering his foes* plana,
Undaunted, howaver, Tom dosides 1o sot

Up & wirciess plant avén mors powerful than
Oom's.

depressed it expecting to sce  the
brdliane light, by which ho worked at
right.,  Except for the elick of the
switch, there was no result, and he
knew that his worst feurs woere vealised
wnd  that somcone was m the power-
housts Lo put the lights out of commas-

sron and  fwper  with  hiz  beloved
CNgINes.
instinetively  the young  inventor

ducked oot of the line of the switeh.
It was well he did so, for something
whizzed pest his car and hit Lthe wall
with & nasty little “ pas.”*

Tom dodged sgain, and sprang in tho
direction le thought bLe discerned &
movernent.  His foot struck against the
raised conerete bed of one of the engines
and he ncarly fell on his face. He re-
covered his balance as he felt & solid
ligure dart pest him, and he thrust his
Lhands oyt, te encounter a smooth body,
obvionsly oiled,

Tom ielt a blow on his shoulder, and
a sickening, secthing pain that paralvsed
his shoulder. Tho next moment he wenb
rocling  back.

The steel bar which protected the
engine canght bim behind the knces and
ho collapsed helplessly over the rail,
hitting hiz head a terrifio thump on tha
steelwork as ho did so.

L2 [ [ - [ ] . L

In o mist of pain, Tom Dara
saw a tiny, agile fHigure spring from
the lathe bonch to a small window,
I'or o socond it was outlined sgainst the
fuint light outside, ond the young in-
ventor saw it put something to itz
mouth. Apgain be ducked. eovering his
face with his hamis Then something
come with a soft thud against his thick
sleove, and a3 he shipped sideways the
tiny figure dizappeared.

After what scemed hours, but in
reality was not more than a fow
minutea, Tom struggled back to con.
ECONETRST,

There waa a hot trickle down his
shouldor, and he realized that he had
hoen stubbed: but the uppermost thing
in his mind waa the rocognition of that
tiny fipure—Maleze, tho sinister dwearf
of Com's stronghold,

Where the servant was thore would
the mastor bo: and whet object could
he have but the destruction of those
engines  which monaced  his  soeret?
Dully, Tom could hear the beat of an
neroplane propoller and the smothored
ranr of an  exhaust fitred with a
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silencer. But above it all there secmcod
to come to hia ears that menacing
ticking which he had heard in his

dreams.

The malignant dwarf had placed
something right near hizs  beloved
engines, some hideous infernal machine
timed to explodo—when?

The young inventor roeled to his
inatiress and fumbled about for his
torch, finding it at last where it had
rolled a few feet away, Worn out with
less of bleod and excitement, he
switched on the tiny hght and throw
the rays round the power-house.

Foreing himself to keep his senses,
he elutched anything Eaﬁd to hand,
trying to conguer the deadly nausce
that almost overcame him.,

Tick, tick, tickl!

Would he never find that hideons
thing that seemed to heat in upon his
brain in meeking cadences?

Then the white light of the torch
shone upon something that reflected the
hight, and Tom saw a common alarm
clock with the bell removed and the
striker attached to a length of fulmi-
nate fuse, which, in turn, was wired to
a stec] canister.

Iad he been in his normal senses the
young nventor would simply  hove
ripped away the fuse, and s0 rendercd
the deadly infernal machine useless.
But he was hall unconsecious, recling in
a mist of poin, worn out by overwark.
and now weakened by the loss of blood
which was pouring g‘n-m his lacerated
shoulder.

He ¢clutched the deadly thing to his
chest and staggered blindly ot of the
building, his one thought being to get
it as far away ng possible from his be-
loved engines, the child of his industry
and mvention.

With whirling head, Tom staggered
down towards the lake, dully visible in
the moonless night, The cool breaeze
rovived him somewhat, and, as ho
staggered towards the water, he heard
n clock up at the house strike the hour,
At the same time a slight whirrng
gound came from the clock, and, with a
Inst effort of sense, he swung the in-
fernal machine around his head and
sent it spinning into the lake.

Fre it struck the water there was a
mighty roar. He felt as if o giant
hand had strack him right on the sclar
plexus, and he collapsed on the shingle,
st elear of tha water that come rush-
ing up like o tidal wave from the effcets
of the terrific explosion,

From tho house, from the worlers
camp, from every part of the little
island, peoplo came rushing in various
stages of undress,. Toremost amongst
them was IRick, who, with that peculiar
tolepathy that existed hetweon the
brothers, had spent o restless and un-
easy night.

As o matter of fact, Rick Dare had
jumped out of bed with the idea of
poing to Tom's room when that deafen.
ing roar camo and he felt the shock of
the explosion.

Thinking first of his brother's
engines, Rick rushed immediately for
the power-house; and, linding the door
open, tricd, without swecess, to turn
on the light., Luckily, he had a pocket
torch, and by its light saw the tumbled
bedclothe: and the ominons streaks of
rod which led in e trail to the sater's
cdge.

Y Gee whia!
been zome cxplozion
cried one of the men, shining an
electric torch on a deep holo in the
shingle, which waa filled with water, on

Look here, -1t must have
to eansa this ™
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the surface of which dead fishes of all
sizes foated.

Then Rick saw the still form near the
hole, and next moment was tearing his
brother's coat open and feeling for his
heart. It still beat, though wvery
feebly, and he yelled for the dector. In
the hight of half & dozen torches he aaw
the deadly little dart sticking in the
thick sleeve of Tom's jacket, and he
groaned aloud.

“Maleze and Oom!” he muttered.
“Tf my brother has been struck by one
of those ghastly darts—"

But his hand touching the blood-
sonked shoulder reassured him. TbE was
the loss of Llood that had caused Tom
to lose consciousness. I1f he had been
hit by the tiny poisoned dart he would
ot be breathing at all!

“How iz he, doctor?™
anxiously.

“Knocked out—nothing dangerous!”
the medico zaid. “T.ost a lot of bload
—but that's nothing. Do him good—

Hﬂ#ﬁmmﬁ

YOU'LL LAUGH—
YOU'RE BOUND TO—

at the following ribtickler for
which Master H. Grant, of 14,
Linskill Terrace, North Shields,
Nﬂrthumbtrlam]., recelves a
HANDSOME  CHRISTMAS-
BOX in the shape of a
DANDY POCKET KNIFE.

Rick asked

" Any orders
whila | was out 7'

Storekeepsar :

Mew Aseislant: * Yes, one;
two geantlamen ordered ma to
put up my hands while they
took the cash register ! *

g Pile in with your efforts, boys |
e e R g e e e

whaot he needed! Jeen working at too
high pressure.  Wonderful constitution !
Be all right in o week or fwo ™

Rick held out the tiny dart he had
found.

“P-think he was touched by thiz?” he
nshed.

Briefly he told the doctor where they
had come from, where he had szoen
tham last, and how they had beoen used.

The doctor listened, smiled, and gave
another glance at his potient, Then he
patted  the anxious Rick on the
shounlder.

“¥ou necdn't worry abant that, old
man ! he whispered.  “IF it had be.n
that” it wolld have been fatal!”

Tem Dare looked as 1f he had bheen
tattooed. by the marks of the kicked-up
gravel from the high explosive which
had gone off in the air within a few
vards of him, The verv fact of his
eollapsing at the water's edpo had zaved
him from the brunt of the explosion,
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But he was thinking about his power-
houge, the machines he had given his
lifo to, and his brain worked back
always tq them—not only to them, bu’
what they ware connected with.

“Rick—Rick: old man,” he breathed,
as he was being carried up to the
houge, “I'm kind of done—I shan't be
able to sece to things, Can yon carry
on, old man? There's Oom’s plane back
it the forest—I\ve got the power stuff
going—his perfectly good maching s
gowng spare !

He grinmed up in his brother's foce,
and IRick smiled back bravely, for he
could plaml:,f_sm thut Tom was going
through agonies,

" Want me to earry on, Tommy?™ he
whispored. “Me and Alf, and the
poys, anid Ham?*

“That's it, old chap ! came the faint
response. “Jump to it! You've scen
what Fve got back there in tho work-
shops? They're all saved, thank good-
ness!  There's the power there, old
man—use it! And use it to down
Oom ! Use his own wireless power plane
against  himself—and good luck, old
Rlilcll:! I'll be with you in no time at
u l?ﬂ‘

Rick locked down at his brother s

fack, saw the urgent message thore, and
wasted na time.
_ “Tommy,” he whispered, “I'm Leat-
ing it right away for Oom's plane in
the forest, and I'll have it flying as
soon as your 'fellers can give me the
wireless power. Host casy, old man,
and os soon as you can join ws—do!”

He gave his brother's hand one
squeeze, then raced for the hangar and
called.for one of the little experimental
planes.

Almost as soon as Tom was tucked
pway in bed he could hear tha low hum
of the tiny two-scater zooming off over
the forest frees,

The doctor ceme along with =
sleeping-draught, but Tom waved him
azide.

“I don't want any depe!” he mur-
mured sleepily,  “Rick is in charge,
and I can only rely on him, Just lemme
sleep for a bit and I'll soon be with
old Rick on the job. Go 'way, doctor!
Dures don't want doctors—they  just
want to be np and dnin% i3

Itack in the forest, Alf Higgs was
listening io the hum of two planes
approaching with his red head cocked
on one side.

“Tommy Parc's experimental bus, for
a tanner!™ he crowed, Y T'other one 1
wouldn’t bet hon; but o sounds fo me
like that De Hay bomber wot me and
Master Rick commandeered. Can it be
Oom? I shouldn't wonder !

A Duel in the Air!

L HIGGS was showing almost
seeond  sight in placing  the
two planes as they came over
the clearing.  Ilis air sonse

and hearing had told him that the first
plane was the little De Hav bomber,
and he had had hand enough in the con-
giruction of Tom Dare's cxperimental
maching to know the sound of her in
the ar. In that respeck an airmen’s
sense is akin to a motoradviver’s, which
15 soqnetimes almost uncenny to o lay-
miai.

Rick had wasted no tume 1n gettimg
off 1 one of the fasicst machines from
the Titicaca Island Depot. and L hit
up @t speed which the plane had never
been ealled npos to give before. He
had prrfect Fnith in her, s siee woz

Tae Maiawer TXsraery.~ Noo L35
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Gried with one of Ine brother’s inven.
$hne—the Dare Stabiliser—which would
viably her fo drop from top specd, (0
b Beld, as 1t owere, e ndeany by phe
Capinningropn ool the pvroestope, amd
thivn flowit down Dhike @ feaf 1o tho
srrgnencl,

oven as he emerged over the tops of
tle furest teees, Rick had spotied the
i%: Moy bpmber soarmg vp to got
position over the great wiremess plane,
ile thoaght, guckiy, that Al and los
engineers wonld be all asieep, unaware
of the arvival of the bombor and lam-
0T o s bt ler's express plane.
S ome's cither got npews, or rumbled
that Loms fixed "up a pew wireless
plant thar hos got hix licked to_a
syeel, " the lad thonght, even us b
fizit glumpaed the other pline and could
S0¢ 00 npenvong for position, ke
ncans 10 o il befode Tommy Las o
chanee to ke wvse of i Closh, bas
eagts’s guack b1 The manages 1o deop
st ere toon the wireless prooe, it won't
Le'wonth ol Pin gowng fo show
tim what Tommmy s inventions can do,
Amd D wou't ball oy Thank you !
when I've shown him=-T doo’t thk !

vk put s all the power peossibile
gl stavred the helicopuer, and ohe baele
miachine Formal ahead, dmd was awavy
pver the Ive flay Tiger almosr letor:
Dwr bed tnue 1o vealize 11 was e

‘Biat T il Paoing-Hamdit was a0 raaz-
athieeat airpnan, minl he koew o desn
arr mrirks o Bwelk’s omes. e bore o

o right, oo np, and then execubeld
o mavvelleas ferning movenneal  thae
Baroorerhr hiemn woll sibmove 1 lne feap iaf 1l
oflvor miochiome. e b shamnaed
gown onee wmore, and was rigln aboe
the deselict wieeless plawe when Bick
Sopped in mid-air, warh the lwlicopter
whirline wadly, and  deappeal Like o
glome wptil e owas level wethe Qo'+
Gorrovved mechinme

Tleer, witlh & roar from ne eahana:,
ih;: :I'.h'lt';.{rll Tl .‘hir:u:i'l.t at 1 loe Glisisr e
if e wonld deive wielie ilvongls i
Ohogy was connpeiivd o banl, and, oo
g all ookl Lo fa vaes awiy mrain as
vick lonsedl oft o hedl of baliets §rong
the awall maoehie-gon withe wloely fees
Brotiver’s pliaee lanl Do liitesd,

Foioh Doordd 0o iliwer Beemseennde 1 b ot bpoy
chiites o nvon] o n o poecenn collis o,
el aa e swooped, D dreoppead ope

g
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of the bombs with which he had pro-
vided himself. It wonld leave finished
tho fight 4f 1l had strock its objective.
Biut Kick was gong too fast to bo hit,
cxeept by rank bad luek, and he was
igzagging an the aic in addition.

Ahere was a mighty explosion which
made botly the planes reck and drop
mio  atr pockets. Bat the  Dare
Staliliser  steadied  Wiek's  machine
seconds before the oller had rimined
contvgl, and he seized his opportunicy
and swooped down like 21 bawk on
dove,

B-ror-rap ! Beveprrp!

There came the :ihftrp sarealo Lark
of les machime-gin, and for the flazh
of a second he had a giimpee of a 1oy,
warened, Hetle monkey-like face chaticr-
ing with fury ! feom the back of the
cockput of “the other plane, Then the
dwarf-like object threw up its hands,
amd sank down oni of sighr.
be A the same wwoment the machiue
mutele i sharp wose-dive, looking as if
she Wir 2 about to erasli; then, with a
wignilicent bie of work from Com, re
coviered, stalled for @ moment, then
aonmedd up above the vees agatn, amd
L A ]| :..'.

Two seeonds after. ek Jwanl a
thodering  crash, and the very e
sevmed 1o be split in the roar of o
mighty "explosion.

“Tanpint jomny, what's he up fo
uoaw U gosped ek, as hie swomge upoin
provseii, s e foosing off woie © oeares
b pmostithe. o has jee fomd  soue-
Thingge U

L o very few woneintess bee chased rigly
snto noeord oF emokes that owas Tike g
rhiteh fone, whilse Debow D (s were
Loir=iine  forth from the thick  Toee-
ptdergeewih,  Sgddeniy, Lie et oul
sl skd hend 1o vl o gw il swerve,
o, e of vhe camonflaging sinoke the
b il_:l:'l r|.i_l_'hl."l' AR l'EI;rTg:Il[H. sl O
R A TEE T4 1T T F 4T & ljip_gr-r ol L=
vazeclgine ian with dewdly inten,

'Eix_'i.;' benrd seores of bollii< P
theontich the frail body of bis machive,
thets theve wis a0 lowd Twang gopog ! oas
o estloey mistelitne sped prasi, aoned somne -
Hoy :I'I.H"-:LHEII{_: past his dweand,
taliite hitg doel so sghavp thal b
vappred B forchesd against the par-
finton of the eoclpt, )

l'1l'_:"r' i b'ﬂ.:"ﬁ“ll ;]1"' Wil ':ll”l:'i.':l_;'i ]i.F'IHI:']\.I'I:!

—

-u"|4-|

GROSE'S o

LUlvsaTE
CIRCUS.

BILLIARD TABLES 1/- per week

RITH Deposic P imen’ly e m's) R
Sl Zam, = ) Er 8, 10/ 3. o
o LA 1 Pl - | SR 1 BB 2.
b LI O L R | 10/ B'6 32 .
L LI B P | S O L 1= 1276 42, -
S G, UE L H i 1’ i 15'g - &2 -
LEN T O T S, Y e B TV 10 - i G B0/ -

TUnknlote Wil ® Cies, & Laroed Balls [guaeanLevd -onbreakihic), Marking

_I!-ursl. Hpirit Level, rrghe. anl 1'i|.-|ﬂ£_ {:BHPLEEE LIST FREFE.

BLHEHIHG-—FHEE Lo all sulferers, parbicelars of o proved
a Dlome treatment  that  quickly removes  all
the Fave and neck., Eoclode stainp to pay postage Lo—
Mr. A, TEMPLE (Specialist), Palace House, 128, Shafteshur
Yeur Helght wereased in 1 dava, or municy beck.
BE TALL Arveazitg Conrse, B/, Hond sa-n.{mgz-:'r?m'ﬁ]- e
Road. LONDON. N.W.2
| -+ REPUBLIC & CATACOMB" PHKT. FREE! I
LISBURN & TOWNSEMD (U.J).8.), LIVERPOOL.
STAMMERING. STOP NOW! {ijoperetar
' Enymets, " Nerver,” Bell-conzciousnecs,
BLUSH I H G Ho 'I:'I Uorsamonablé Fears, ete,| cored or E-;;:;
ik Y  STERBING. 2, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2.
Yenbriddapnists LnsLemmeal wn FRER 4
FRE ! ' rll gending a:i!'vl‘n. (P.0.] r:prul.-fuﬂgiﬂngm T.-i.;,'.;
g - o Liar Large  Farcels, 208, . 8)-0—
de (Abrosd 140, bnetudines Arpst, dsis
ET-A—HPS FDH E Fareboag, £3idl Tr'l-'il:-h.g}il;?:“. b .:"3:3-7,:’:;- 1."'1'-r||14|-

eizhurrazsment, amd pormanently cures: blushiog amd fluzbing of
Avenge (Ind Floory, London, W.1, {Eatablished over 25 pears,
Buok, — STEEBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean
spanlsh Ropublic amt 62 different, iree. 24, postage only,
FRANK B, HUGHES, 285, Hart Strast, LONDON, WG
b Pooklet Free privately —L A,
e i
aﬂ{] J. Harfon, 368, daedieyr Rl THirntipshaon,
Yy

YU Covaly ot =W 8, WIITY, Ysgine Lvss, LY G Sienrhoile:
o WEEhee Lome s RY G Stenrbivhlge,

Ll

i
FiETOR SASCREOFT
Fhibia by Borrins
ety
oxbia

[ e i

oul, amd the experimeniul plane pot ant
of control. She dived down nose first,
ad Rick chioked and splutiored in the
dense smoke and werid [vme: of 1l
furrnaee helow.

With o Frantie effort he shook off the
fechng of [mininess, and switched on
tee grre.  Ie knew something had
gone racically wreng with cither on-
gines or propellor, suul be would love
to depend upon his brother’s invention
to et hipw oue of difficolies,

Nobly the gyveo vesponded, and e
little nucline rose almost pevpendicu.
larly unril a4 vagrant gast of wine Dlew
it oul of the danger zoue of the burning
forest.

Hastily Rick tested his codvels, o
fud dhat b= epgioes seemed 10 1w
vorking all rvight, but the plane bad no
forward movemnent, and  was  Leang
borne by the eddies of the brocee like a
leaf on the surfoee of o stream.  hen,
to his anezemewr, he realised that Fis
prop shalt was spiuning with vever u
blade artached.

Oom’s Jast borst of machine-gun fire
had it the blades whilst they were
revobvig ot foll speed, and hod tripped
the =zhaft  olean, As the  propeller
Llades arve invisible when spanning at
top spweed, Rick bad not noticed his
loss at lpst,

The stallteer {ook the maclone up,
and by good Tnek the wind Was 'in the
right divecuon,  sd cavried <tek’s
nrachioe ke o Jonwe aliek pver the 1rpee
taps towwards the spot where A T Hiprs
wieel  his engineers were  anxiously
awa e re=niix,

Tl bndd heseead the tevnneandons expla-
st aned thwe sharp eraelbe ol as
el Follow el lev the dhistant
]'HI“:I ”E '.]”rill"l ]5!“"" L i"l l'f'll.'-l'ﬂ.l'H'[-I. Ili,r.'.'h
above there Beads aned vamislasd ju the
disiatee.

e rr!li' MNOMELTED ,‘.{H'l."]“_li'l'i f"[]l.ll'll“’l.l [k
prcket U maspedt AL anxionsiv, “That
pevisher Uome Jas gor ol scob-Feee,
curst i, aid me Cavin® fo sguan dabas
e not habile oo ger ot the Blighier. H
thani @i’ enndt fo givnne 1" “orrvors,

il Teleas tor borpovwy wwend 32!

(Fape, wow sfwopdg wwst  preel  wieet
week's e szl it —o0 aligwds o
Plovefle,  thder g copy of The Madiser

w1
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COME T0
MAULEVERER TOWERS

Young nobleman, spending vack. at
this famus manshun, is willing to reocove
one or two [riends as
Charge : Five ginnies a weck, incloosive.
Rite at once to the Hon. W. G. BUNTER,
¢jo Mauleverer Towers, marking cnvelope
“STRIKTLY PRIVIT. NOT TO BE
OPENED BY MAULY OR THE OTHEIL
BEASTS.®

vacation in Switzerland
for On¢e Penny

10 1he Best

Spend Your IMoney
Advantage

“€asy !’ says W. 6. Bunier

HERE aro timés when even the welthiest and most
blue bludded are short of munny. I have boen

As T rite this artikle I seem to hear you farel with
estonishment. Nevertheless, il’s true m_m_wn .ﬁm.uﬁ mﬂ_ﬂﬁmﬁq
to run short at times.

On those occasions it’s very useful to know how to spend
onc’s n“ﬁ_n:n__nn pﬂmwﬁﬂmmm to the beet advantage. Hence this
matruktive little artikle on “ How to Have & Holi }
mﬂhﬂmlﬂﬂﬂ far ﬂﬂum._m Penny,” el

‘s rather & small capital, I know. Dutb it can be done,

In the first place, you'll have to start out from & station
where they run Continental trains, Having found e suitable

station, epend a
penny on a platform
ticket, You need

gpend no mora !

m.mwﬂ into the train
B8 goon a8 it arrives
et the platform and
pelect a third-class
karringe. It's rathor
a drawback having
to travel with the
common poople, but
egpsperienae has
teught me that tho
space provided be-
necth the seats in
first-class Lenringes
13 not 30 eggatensive
as that in the third.

Whon the train has started, play a little ventriloguial
trick. Imitate the collector’s voice calling out [rom the
corridor :  * Tickets, please!™ The passengers will then
hold their tickets rcady, and when you yell out: * Fire!
Take to the corvidors 1 you'll find it quite oasy to enatch
one in the méles,

At Drever, a slite difficulty arises about passports, if you
don’t happen to have one. The best-way to get throngh
unchallenged is to disguise yourself as o barrel and roll
through 1

On the boat, make a beeline for the dining saloon and
order & big m2al. Leave the last few erums and
rush out, holding & handkerchief to your month,
and in many cases the waiter won't oven
guestion you l

You may have to work the barrel trick again
after crossmg the Channel ; but once on French
goil, your trubbles are well nigh over. By the
time you arvive at the Swisa border you've
found youwr frienda (natcherally, you
kpcw they'd be going all along!), end
they are going to ece you righied for
the restof the holiday. I am sssuming
that you arc as popular with your welth

. frunda as I am wit
mine, I'm awtully
Ne o POPUlar mysolf !
e Arslk Mauly, if you
doubt what I say |

fellow-guaeats, &

it myself, deer reader. It secms inoreddible, T know.

Editorial Staff in
Ancestral  Bomie

Strange €fTects of
Surroundings

Passing It On

HIS number of the * Greyiriars
Herald ™ 158 wunique., It has
been edited and produced

entirely at Mauloverer Towers. |

That statement may not mean much
to you chaps who havon’t etayed at

Maouly's place, but those who have
already experienced the sedate mag-
nificence of the Towers will not be

surprised to hear that the stmosphere
hes had s decided effect on the
editorinl  staff.

At Mauleverer Towers, you ses, they
have a kind of * caste’ syatem by
which orders are paseed from one
servant to the pext, and from him to
& rogular series of others. You ask the
butler for & pglass of lemonade; he
‘tells the head footman, who tells an
under footman, who tella the page,
who tella tho cook, who executes ﬁﬁm
order, which has becomo so diatortosl
by this time that the butler eventually
brings you up & sheet of blotting paper

- | and a mousetrap !

When I came to the job of editing
the * Herald " I found that this little
peculiarity had spread heyond the
sorvants |

1 told Nugent to sub.edit some of the
MS3. we'd brought with us {rom
sehool.. Nugent promptly handed over
the MSB. to Bull; Bull gave them to
Cherry ; Cherry planted them on Inky ;
und, hall an hour after I had spoken to
Nugent, Inky calmly dumped them on
me agoin, with the comment that an
esteerned and ludicrous order had pone
forth that I was to peruse them sub-
editially 1

Shortly after that I approached
Bull and steraly ordered him to write
a topical orticle on * Snowballing.”
Johnny responded by sternly ordering
Nugent 10 write an article on * Snow-
balling.” Nugent passed®it on to
Cherry, and Cherry passed it on once
maore ta Inky.

In desperationa, I wont to Mauly.

“ Think you eould wrile up ono or
two cheery articles for the * Herald * 1%

* Yaas ! " answered Mauly, yawning.

“Good egp ! Get buay at onee, then.

I'd m:qummr as  suitable subjects,
* Bnowballing,' * Carels,” * Christmas
Pudding,' and * Yulo Legs.” O.K. "

Mauly didn't reply, He had fainted |

I could see that unless somethin
drastic was done the * Hereld * woul
suddenly ccase publication. Accord-
ingly, I donnoed o suit of armour, armod
mnyself withh & battle.axe and o broad-
gsword, and bursb in upon the crowd.

“ Jump to it, you lazy lubbers 1™ I
roarcd.  ** Curfew must not ring to-
night—1I rean the * Herald * must not

glop thia weck | Up to the temporory

{Continued in next edlumn)

CORDIAL GREETINGS FROM EVERY MEMBER OF THE STAFF

HERE arc Losts
and hosts, but
there's no
doubt thas

Mouleverer Towers
above all others in

Copical Talk

He says he has nevar
seen 6 “ blue mince

ressmblance to one.
Of <ourge there's

his lavish hospitality.

Bunter eays he's
awfully fond of enow
—a0¢ long a3 it re-
maing on Christmas
cards. Yuals do, Bunter|

Beliovo it or not | Fry of the Fourth
is staying at o house where other
uasts are named

oy, Bakewell,
Butler, Cook, and
Carver. Bomse **meat""
when they all pget
togather !

Maouly says he lilkes
parties, but fods
them an awiul iag.
Fartiea mean only
“ part emse,” 80 to
gpenk 1

W._.._H”._ﬁﬂﬂ .Hm:u_ was
canght rowlin
round uﬁﬂ un_-n_.umu
kitchen just before
wa broke up, strongly
resented the cook
ealiing him a
“bloomin' spy”

m_

Bright Bits from the
Bomader

They tell me that Bolsover, by way }.
of & joke, lassoed a Christmas caroller |
~outside his house and started baulin

everyexcuse for Bun-
ter, With minoe pies
—aaity, 1 mean eyes
~—like his, ho can’t sco
further than bis nosa.

himm up to one o
the bed-room  win-
dowa, It'a nobt sur-
pricing. When you
aome to think of
it, Bolsy always was
rather good ot
* wait -l E”mﬁ
Johnny B finds
Mauleversr Towers
@ contradictory
place. He complaina
that it's & family eeat,
yvet the servants
stand aboutas
though there wamm't
a geat in the house !
Epecial groeting to
Tom Dutton: A
Happy New Ear |

uuuuuuu T 1

E hear that the Wild West
Rodoo organised by Georgs
Bulstrode at »is uncle's place
1n Essex went off with o real

Tom Brown and Russell, who

W

bang |

others besides Dulstrode taking part,
and the events were, therefore, limited
in number. What they lacked in
in quality 1

w Rodeo wag held on Broadacre
TParm, which forms part of Bulstrode's
uncle's eatate., Dulstrode renamed it
Broad X Ranch for tho oceasion.

aditorial sanctum before you get a jab
with this—like that snd that "

' Whoooop | ¥

“"Ow! Mon's mad! Ieepimoff | ¥

“Get busy!" I eaid foresly,
brandishing battle-axe jn one hend and
broadswomnd in the other.

The chaps fnirly flew for tho deor |

Within five minutes they were all
working in  Mazuly’s study, which
served as our editorial offica for the
time boing.

At
it, but once they got into their stride
they were soon as cheery and chirpy
a8 they normaliy are in produsing a
number of the good old ** Herald."
When at lnst the work was completed
they ehowed their appreciation by
giving mo & vote of thanks for calling
them to their duty. Not bad, in the
circs, waa it ?

All the best, cliuma!
Harny WHARTON,.

wore Bulstrode's guests, were the only

quontity, however, they made up for-f

T Wild West Redeo

€XCiling €vents ont €ssex €sfale

)

-

firat they were a littlo sore about fonc

!

galloping their bronches across the field.

__r.sm_mum of the eattlo—until the cows
fgiided to nﬁmﬂﬂwﬂm out of the gate

With & wildly en-
thusiastio audienco of
one farm labourer,
two village youths, a
stray  motor-oycliat,
] end several sheep and
ehicltens, the three daredevil cow-
punchers started their programme by

Parden ! We should, of eourse, have
esid * aeross the rolling preirie.”
A thnlling  exhibition of buck-
jmping ended in tho intropid horse.
men being bucked into the hodge.
Rising ismayed, the eowpunchers
retrioved their horses and gave =
skilful displey of lariat-throwing. It
woe rather epoilt when all threo got
their loviate tangled up, with the regult
that they landed on the grass in a
roped-up heap. But i cortainly was a
success—a howling suocess, in faot |
‘The cowpunchers next got to work
rounding up & herd of cows, and
ghowod remarkeble ekil in  their

which Bulstrode had left open !

_ The rounding-up ovent having per-
¢ ree been abandoped, Bulstrode and
k3 boys got out their six-shooters and
gave an oxhibition of mounted marks-
manship. No damage was caused
bégond the ignition of a hayriek worth
hundred pounds and the puncturing
oi the motor-cycliat’s tyres.

The programme ended somewhat
abruptly at this etage owing to the
suddon appearance of Bulstrode’s uncle
and his cattle drover, who had just
informed him of the disappéarance of
the cowa.

We understand thet the atmosphere
around Broadacre Farm since the

deo has even been more irigid than
thermometer has indicated |

Bacember 2Bth, 1831.

Radio Mystery

Warning by Post jnm..n

S¢nsational Sequel

HE deay after wo arrived at

MMM.EM#ﬁEH Towers, Mauly um.

ved a mysierious Heard,
which read as follows - i

“Tune in o 55 metres on the wire-
less at 0 p.m. ond you may hear some-
thing of unusual interest.—Yours in
oscillation, Harp-sowep Harorn.”

What the thump counld it mean 31—
woe wondered. ¢ waited [or mine
o'clock in & state of keen anticipation.

Johnny Bull edjusted .umﬁa_.ﬂ_m
sumptuous radio down to the right
wavelength and, on the stroke of nine,
we all gathered round.

Less than a minute after, p voice
that was slrangely familiar came
through ¢

* Good-evening, everybody! ‘This
e G608 C.0.D, ecalling! I have several
8 0 8 announcements o make, Here's
the firat .

“* Lost, stolen or strayed: a ripe
tomato, last seen on the face of Hobert
Cherry, of Greviriara School. It 1is

' i euspected in some guartera that it is

not g tomszto, but Cherry’s noset’"

" What the merry dickens ! * gasped
Bob Cherry indignantly, while the rest
of ua yeolled :

“Ha, ba, ha !

“* Missing from home,” " wont on
the mystery rodio aunouncer, * *shy,
girlish creature, with charming manners
and piping- treble voico, Answers to
the name of Frank Nugent.' "

“ Why, the howing idiot—"" ex-
olaimed Franky.

“"Ha, ba, ha!™

“* Waonted by the police for man-
slaughter : wyoung gentloman with a

face like a boiled pudding, hands like
shoulders of mutton, and big. hangin
CArs, Enown among hia crimi

asgociates as Bull-pecked Jcohnny, or
Johnny Bull1'"

“Lemme gevrat him!” roared
Johnny Bull, shaking his fist at the
radio. " Whe's dommg thist I'li
slaughter him 1 ™

* Another announcemsnt ! " went on
the unknown ker from the ethowr.
“* Will Harry Wharton, late of Grey-
[riare, go at once to the neareat mental
home and tell them who he 2t He

will bo gladly invited in 1" "

“ SKINNER | ** yolled Wharton, his
face quite pink. © It%s that japing ass,
Skinner ! *

“Ch crikey ! Soitist™

We all remernbercd then that Sknoer
was spending Christmas with an uncle

of his who runs an amatour broad-
odst station. The myasiery was
aotved. Doar old * Hard-boiled
Harcld ” had seized a chance of doing
a bit of uuuﬁmaﬁmzuﬂ himsclf
Chrigtmas i8 o time of peases and
godwill, of course. Skinner

ppens to look na up we shall troat
bim with the utmost politoness,

But wait till next term, when we got
back to Greyiriars |

~ QUANTITY
OF COKE WANTED

Advertisor would be greatly obliged by
giit of emall quantity of ecke. On my
requesting from Cousin Feter a sub-
geription {o the Spats for Notives' Fund
he ordered me to go and eat coke, and 1
am anxious to see whot good it will do.
Send to ALONZO TODD, clfa this Paper.

e T I R R R R R

Christmas Pudding Cha
. failed

[ Shock Tor Celebrated Schoolboy Cook

URING the last woek of the tormm Bunter made himaelf
b & maonster Christmas pudding out of the proceeds of
o colleetion of ingredients contributed w« variong
kind-hearted Removites. Among ths latter we

should mention Skinner, who gave flour ; Rake, who gavo
candied peel ; and Trevor, Smith minor, and Bolsover, who
contributed currants, raising and almonds, respeoctively.

Bunter mixed the great pudding in his study, assisted by
the donors of the ingredients, and, by kind permission of tho
cook, afterwards boiled it in the echool kitohen. Owing to
the fagt that large quantities of free tuck werc knocking
about during tho last few days at achool, Bunter was abl¢
to resist the temptation to cat the pudding before the
holidays started, .

When ke did eventually unpack it, Bunter regarded i
with justifiable pride. It certainly looked good.

He tipped it out of ita basin on to a plate and grabbed z

: R B o spoon, intending t«
= make an onslaught
on hia magnificen:
ereation,

Then Bunter gol
& shoclc |

Inatead of pene
trating the pudding.
the spoon e
bounded from it
with o hard, metal-
g “ clank !

Closer examina-
tion revealed that
the pudding was a
solid, impenetrablo
B mazzs of material,

F:omewhat like
granite !

Thers wus a weeping aond o wailing and & gneshing of
weoth ofter that, we assure vou! Buoter simply couldn’t
understand what had hoppened. He had made the pudding
bimsclf | How could it have gone wrong 1

The explanation arrived next morning—in the shaps of
five lettors addressed to Bunter. ]

One was from Rake to say that what he had given Dunter
was not candied peel, but solid glus |

Tho second was from Trevor, and stated that, by aceident;
he had given Bunter a packet of match heads inastead of
currants | i

The third was on apology from Smith Ewc_uq.nﬁ. in-
advortently prosenting Bunter with chopped rubber finger-
stalls in mistals for raisins !

The fourth conveycd Bolsover's inguirice o8
to whether the wooden chips he had given as
almonds had mode any differenco to the flavour
of the pudding 1

The fifth, and last, wnz Shinner's. He
deeply regretted that what he hod taken
to mm flour had terned out to be plastor
of Paris, nnd hoped that Bunter hoadn't
ceholed himsolf.

Bunter, with o wild, agenised
raoan, dropped the pudding sad took
a flying kiek at it, therelyy dislocating
his foob {the pudding weighed ono
hundredweight and a hall 1)

EHo setms 1o lLave fost
big uppetite for Chrisimue
pudding now }
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