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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolng |

m gr ERRY Christmas, Franky I
S “Oh, m} hat] Bunter!

exclaimed Frank Nugent.
“(ilad se@  you,

to old

IH
“You've got all the gladness on your

cha
gigle |' -

“h, really, Nugent—""

Frank Mugent had stepped from the
train at the little station of Wimiford,
in Sarrey. He waz on his way to
Wharton Ledge, where the Famous Five
of the Greviriars Romove were to gather
for Christmas, He had rather expected
Harry Wharton and Hurrce Singh to
meet him at the station. He had not
expected Billy Bunter. But it was the
wnexpected that happened=-in the shape
of William George Bunter !

Billy Bunter was on the platform,
blinking at the train as it stopped,
through his big spectacles, He spotted
Nugent at once and rolled up to him,
His fat face was irradiated by 2 friendly
grin. Apparenily he was glad to sec
Nugent. Frank Nugent did not seem to
shave that feeling to any great extent.

“71 zav, old fellow -—"

“1s Wharton here " asked Nugent.

“h, no! He sealdn't come. Inky
couldn’t come || enine [nﬁt-‘:lm'l.” gl
Bunter. “'I'hey were coming in the ear

to pick you up hut T faney something
happened to the car. Not that T know
anything about it, you kngw 1 T haven't
heon anywhere neat the gorage. If any
Lody poured cinders inta the petrol tank
it mnst have been the chauffeur. I
never thought mueh of that chap.”

Frank Nugmeore :fared at the fat Owl
of the Remove
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“Let's take g taxi,” went on Bunter
briskly. “There’s one outside. 'l
pay. Leave that to me. You can lend
me ten bob. Rather unfortunately, I
left my notceaze at home with all my
banknates in it when 1 came over to e
Wharton.”

“ Aro you staying at Wharton Lodge?”
demanded the puzzled Nugent,

T'o hig surprise, Bunter grinned at that
question as if he vegarded it as a joke.

*Yes, Mo, not exactly,” =aid Bunter.
“That is to say, sort of, if you know
what I mean.”

“1 haven't the faiatest idea what you-

mean. 1f the fellows aren't coming to
the station I'd better get off.”

Frank Nugent picked up his suitcase
and started down the platform to the
exit. Buunter rolled after him. Outsido
ihe station Frank glanced round him.
There was no sign of Harry Wharton or
Huyrreo Jamset Bam Singh, ov of the
car from Wharton Lodge; so ho started
to walk.

Bunter grabbed nm by the arm.

“What about the taxi1” he asked.

“Neothing about the taxzil™” answered
Nugent, I canm walk a mile, I
suminﬁc. o 1

“I've saud that I'll pay !"’ said Bunter,
with dignify.

“Well, you take the taxi and I'l
walk.” ;
“Beast! I mean, all right, old chap;

if vou'd rather

walk, I'il walk, too.
There's 2 lot of

snow  on the road,
though, A lot more coming down, too,
I faney. Botter take the taxi”

“Take it—and be blowed I"” answered
Frank Nugent, and he shook off the fat
hand and swung on his way.

Billy Bunter rolled after him. Bunter
had already walked from Wharton
Lodee that afterncon, and he did not

want to walk back. But, for reasons of
hiz own-—good reasons—he did not want
to part company with Frank Nugent.

Leaving imnford  behind,  they
tramped through & carpet of snow down
the read that led to Colonel Wharton's
house. Nugent walked rather quickly,
makin littﬁa of the weight of his bag,
but Billy Bunter puffed and blew oz he
kept pace with him

“1 say, old chap,’”” gasped Bunter,
“not so jolly fast! After I've taken the
trouble to walk to the station to meet

you
“Ch, all right!”  Nugent slowad
down, " What the dickens clgied you cote

to the station for, Bunter”

“1 thought you'd like to sce mel”
saicl Bunter, with dignified reproach.

“What on earth put that idea inte
youyr head 1"

“Beast! I mean, look here, old chap,
lot me carry your bag. T mean it! I
wank to save you trouble, old fellow."

Nugent could only starc. It was sue-
prising cnough for Billy Bunter to take
the trouble to walk to the stotion. It
was simply amazing for him to offer to
carry & fellow's bag for him.

“Hand it over,” said Bunter. * Let's
be pally, old scout! I've been thinking
about you ever since we broke up at
Greyfriars, We were always pals,
weren't we—the best of pals?”

“Not that I know of.’

“0h, really, Nugent! I used to be in
Study No. 1 with you before that boast
Wharton came—I mean, dear aold
Harry! Don't you remember how
miserable you were whon I changed
out "

“No; I yemember that T was awfully
bucked.”

“ Beast 1"

Nugent grinned and tramped on,
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—O0F GREYFRIARS, STARRING WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER.

Bunter’s little fat legs had to trot to
keep paco.

“ Don't race, you ass " gasped Bunter.
“"T've got something to say to  you
Lefore wo $u!;. in. I don't want vou to
get in Gest™

“Why not?"

“Well, it would be better for us to
arrive  together,” explained Dunter.
"Tha fact 15 there's bheen a bit of a mis
understanding. Rotten sort of thing to
happen at ristmas-time, you know 1
Chanco for you to act as peacemaker,
and gll that.”

t‘;?fh&t the thump are you driving
“- ¥

“Well, you see, it was frightfully awk-
ward, but when I phoned Harry that I
was coming for Christmas his unele took
tne call, and, not knowing that it was
that stulfy old colonel on the phone, T
happened to mention that I thought
I1i|3 an“uld donkey and an old fossil,
ang——

“Oh, my hat 1"

“"He secemis to have Loen offended,™
said Bunter,

“You don't =ay so?’ said Nugent,
with deep sarcasm,

“1 do, old chap. You know what
these old codgers are like,” said Bunter,
shaling his head. “It always gets their
backs up to heoar what a fellow really
thinks of them. Well, Wharton makes
cut that, his uncle being stufiy about it.
he con’t have me at the Lodge; and
when I came along, you'd hardly believe
it, Franky, but those brasts snowballed

me, instead of giving me the glad
bapnd—"
“ka, ha, ha!"

“Blossed if I see nnything to cackle
at! I'd have turned Wharton down at
puce, only, vou sec, Buanter Villa—I
mean, Bunter Court—is shut up for the
holidays, my people being away at
Southend—I mean. in the Houth of
Franee—and there’s enly Unela George.
And I've had o row with Uncle George,
end had to get ont. Bo ib leaves a
fellow rather stranded, deoesn’t i, old
chap ¥

“Then you're nok staving with Whar-
tom 1 asked the perplexed Nugent.

“Well, I'm going to,” =said Bunter.

“It will be all right wiik a little tact.
I walk in with you—"

“Oh " ojaculated Wugent. “ Do youn 7

"Tou mention to Wharton that vou'd
like mo to be there [for Christmas.
Beg i’

i 'jh -!fﬁ

“And he can hardly cut up rustr, you
beitng such a pal of his.  As for his
pnele, he's bound to be civil, at least,
if [ come in as your pal. What de von

thinlk *

Nugent gazed at the Owl of the Re-
move, He did not state what he
thought., Punter scemed {o have taken

his breath away.

“1 fancy it will be all right.,” =aid
Bunter. “That's why I came to moot
your train, old chap. I mean, I came to
meet your train because you're my boest
pal. Lacky I heard those fellows men-
tion the time of your train, wasn't i£7¥"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Nugont,

“You see how the matter stands,’ said
Bunter. “You're going to nct a5 peace-
maker and =t 36 all vight, You'll
manage 1t] IE von den’'t vou aay not
have my company this Curizimas 1

“What a fearful loss 1™

“And Marjorie and Clara will be
coming over on Boxing Dax, and they'il
havdly care for it if I'm wnot there.

Marjorie’s rather sweet on e, vou
knany ——

“*You {ab idiop—"

“0h, really, Nugent—-"

“You blithering bandersnateh !

“T don't think you ought to be jealous
of a fellow, like Wharton and Bob
Cherry, Nugent] It's not my faulb
tlgat I'm = gmd-!ﬁukilvlg chap, and that

irls run after me! hy, you remem-

r that time I was staying with you,
and wour sisters were always trying to
catch me wnder the mistletoo—
COh! Ow! Y¥Yarocoooop!™

Why Frank Nugent swung round his
sultcase and tﬁlumpﬁ-d it on DBunter's
podgy chest the Owl of the BRemove
never konew.

But that was what Nugent did.

Bunter went spinnivg.

He landed oan hiz back in a bank of
snow, with a bump and a fearful yell.

Frank Nugent strode on  at  an
accelerated  pace—a  pace that Billy
Bunter could never have equalled if he
had been in o state to try.

But Billy Bunter wasn’t!

He sat up in the snow, gurgling for
breath, and blinking after Frank
Nugent's disappearing form over the
spectacles that had slipped down his
fat little nose.

“Urrrrggh 1" gurgled Bunter. “ Beast !
Urrrrggh 1™

Bﬁ the time the fat Owl crawled out
of the snow, Frank Nugent had vanished

THE GHOST THAT WALKED
OFF WITH THE CHRISTMAS
PUDDING !

in the distance. Billy Bunter was loft

on his own, in & cold and unfecling
world,

o —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Boot for Bunier [

s HERE'S Tranky ! exclaimed
E Harry YWharton.

“As lorge as lifefulpess!”

] agreed Hurree Jamset IRam
Singh.

Harry Wharton and the Nabob of
Bhaninur were trudging up the snowy
road towards Wimford, Wharton was
locking worried and perplexed, and his
duzsky chum eympathetically  serious,
Having arranged to pick up Frank

Mugent ak the station, in the ear, they
had left it much too late to walk the
distance, The colonel’s car, they dis-

covered, was mysteriously, but totalls,
out of action. Instead of baving 1t
ready for them, Brown, the chauffeur,
was in his shirtslesves in an oily,
grubby, and infuviated etate, wrestling
with the engine,

Brown, wusuall 2  wellmannered
chanffeur, had been surly, in  fact,
savage, plamnly intimating his belief
that semchody had heon deliberately
Ei_:l.jfmg tricks with the car, and giviug

im endless work for nothing! 2o tho
two juniors started to walk, expectinz
to meet Nugent somewhere on the road.

They sighted him in the distance
coming along with his suitcase in his
hand. And they quickened their pace to
meeh him.

Ly that time, having carrvied his snit-
case about a mile, Nugent was finding
it ratber heavy., Bo he put it down
and sat on it, and waited for his friends
to come up. They cama up at & trot,
and FFrank ross and shook hands, with a
ciecry grin.

" E‘Drﬁ you I}Hd I,'.-D- 'E"i"ﬂ.l.k ik ﬁ[d mﬂnru

said Harry. “But at the Jost minuto
it ﬁurnad out that the ecar was
wonky—->"

“The wonkifulness was terrific, my
esicemed Franky,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur, ® and the execrable chauffeur
was_preposterously infuriated.” :

i - unagine sol” said Nugent, grin.
ning. “Cinders in the petrol must havo
given him some trouble.”

Harry Wharton stared,

“ How the thump did you know?®" he
stuttered. “That's what Brown said,
ancdd I thought he was dreaming! I3
this magie®”

_Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh gazed at
Nugent in blank astonishment. Really,
1t scemed like magie! Ilow Nugent,
gtill half a mile from Wharten Lodge,
knew what was the trouble with the
¢ar there, was a mystery.

*I've met Bunter!™ Nugent ex-
plained,
“DBunter!” exclaimed Wharion and

the nabob together,

“The one and only 17 said Frank, “ He
met me at the station and offered to
stand o taxi! But I can't afford to let
Bunter stand me taxis.”

“Bunter!" repeated W harton.
* Bunter’s not here! I mean, I never
knew he was anywhere about! He came
aleng a few days ago and was kicked
out. 1 haven't secn him since, Js he
gtaying in the neighbourhood, then "

“Must be! He heard you fellows
mention the time of my train to.day, so
he couldn't have been far off.”

“My onlv hatt!”

“The onlyhatfnlness is terrifie.”

“But what the thump did he meet you
at the station for, even if he had pried
out the time of your train?”

Frank Nugent chuckled.

“To walk in with me! I left him a
guarter of a mile back, sitting in the
snow! Tis company palled on me
stightly.”"

*But—bnt has that fat foozler been
hanging round the place and playing
tricks in the garage 77 exclaimed Whae-
ton in amozement, *Did he tell vou
he'd put cinders in the petrol-tank ¥7

“No—he told me he hadn't! So I
ktnew ha had!”

“Well, I'm daszhed ! exclaimed tha
captain of the Greyfriars Remove, “Tlis
beats it! I hadn’t the faintest idea he
was around. He's done a fearful lot of
damage to the car—accordin to
Brown. To keep us away while he
met you at the ziation, I suppose!™

“And it walk in under my wing!"
chuckled Nugent. “IJe seems to have
got himszelf stranded for the hels; and
it's o ¢ase of any port m a storm. If
vou waut him, I dare say he's still sit-
ting where I left him—he looked as if it
would take some time to get his second
wind.”

Wharton's eves pleamed.

“The fat villain?! Blessed if T know
how ha could have got into the place
without hr.-m% seen, I've a jolly good
mind to go along and kick him all the
way to Wimford.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh pave s
ciuckle.

“The ridiculous Bunter ia in the
offing !" he remarked, pointing up the
i-:mrg whits road towards Wimfor

rar in the distance, n blot on the
white enow, was a fat figure, coming
slowly on. A large pair of spectacles
flashed back the ravs of the winiry
sun! Evidently Billy Bunter had ot
his second wind, and was following
Muagent, though at o good distance be.
hind. Terbaps he still hoped to induce
Franky to make the attempt to see him
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through =2t Wharton Lodge. Hope
apr:i%[ga eternal in the human breast.

“Here ho comes!” grinned Nugent.
“1 zan d= wrea & rest, if vou'd like to
wait for him!*  And he sat on his
Eultcase again.

“Weo'll wait!” said Harry Wharton
grimly. “The blithering fat Owl has
got to learn that he can’t wreck my
uncle’s car.”

And the juniors waited. It was rather
a long wait, for the motions of the fat
Owl of :he Remove rather resembled
those of a fatigued enail. Wharton and
the nabob stepped out of sight among
the leafless trees by the road, before
they were within range of Dunter's
spectacles It was probable that Bunter
would have halted if he had sighted the
captein of the Remove. As it was, he
rolled on and arrived panting and
F:_Jﬁng at the spot where Nugent sat on
118 suiteasa.

“Waiting for me, old chap!” gasped
Bunter, “I say, what did you bum
me over f{or, you silly ass? But it's all
right—I can take a joke—he, he, he!

I say, old fellow, you're going to seo
mo through at Wharton Lodge, ain’t
you? That's why you've waited, isn’t

1t

“Not quite!” prinned Nugent, =as
Wharton ond I—Iﬁgrma Einghgﬁstepped
from tho trees behind Bunter.

“0Oh really, Nugent! I'm rerm'g{‘Iﬂn
you, you know,” urged Bunter. “The
fact iz, that stuffy old ass, Colonel
Wharton, has his back up! You know
those fossilised old ers! Wharton
has turned ma down, like a rotten, un-
irajﬂf;‘i cad, after all I’wﬁ dh;:-na far Em}

nd that rotten nigger, Inky—-— Wl
Who's that? What—7"

Bunter spun round as Harry Whar-
ton took hold of his collar from behind.
His little round eyes almost bulged
through hiz big round spectacles at the
unexpected sight of the eaptain of the
Greyfriars Remoaove.

“Oh'™ gasped Bunter. “ Youl”

“You fat villain!’ roared Wharton.
*You've been hanging round my uncle's
place and playing fool tricks in the
garage.™

“Oh, really, Wharton! 1 haven't
been near the place! Leggo my collae!
Not likely to come near your place after
the rotten way you've treated mae! As
for going to the garage, I don't even
know where i i3, and the door was
open, and I never watched Drown fillin

ap with juiwce—1 wasn't hiding behin
the door—— Ow! 8top shaking me,
you beast-—"

Shake! Shake! BShakel

“QOoooogh "' gurgled Bunter. " 3-stop
shaking ma, 1 tell you—  Qocorh!
If yor make my specs fall olf—ooongh!
—and they get b-b-broken—gurregh—
vou'll have to pi-pip-pay for them=—
wurrrgh [

Shake! Shake! Bhake!

“Wuzrrrgggh!” gasped Bunter,

Bump!

£ fufflgggh !u

Billy Bunter sat in the snow and
surgled. Iarry Wharton glared down
at him,

“* Mow. you fat rascal—"

ﬂurr}.rggh!n

"1 give you onec second fo pet out of
roach—-—="

“Wurrggh 1®

“Then I'm

eing to kick you-——"

“Gurregh ' Beast] Urrrggh '

“The kickfulness 13 the proper
caper I agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Let us all kick togetherfully

" Hear, hear [ said Nugeot “Give
a fellow room!”

Billy Bunter serambled up. He made
a wild leap to escape. 'Three boots
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landed on hias podgy persen as he
iea%:_:}.
“ Whoop 1" roared Bunter.

He rolled.

The chums of the Remove turned and
walked away towards Wharton Lodge,
leaving him rolling, roaring. When
Harry Wharton glanced back, from a
distance, Bunter was sitting up in the
snow, shaking a fat fst, his very spec-
tacles glittering with wrath. Then he
was lost to sight, and the Removites
trudged on, ing doubting that th
had seem the last of Billy Bunter till
next term at Greyiriars,

But they hado’t!

e "

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Unbidden Guest !

b HOMAS 1
T “Yes, Mr. Welle, sirt”
“Place the table before the

fire, Thomas.”

Wells, the butler of Wharton Lodge,
etood in Harry Wharton's sitting-room,
otherwise, his “den.” Thomas, the
Enf;e, wasz laying the table for tea.

olonel Wharton and his sister, Miss
Amy, were dining out that evening, and
had already left the Lodge. On such
accnasions harton was aconstomed to
“tea ¥ in his den, and Thomas’ was
making the arrangements under tle
lofty supervision of the ﬁﬂl’ﬂj’ Wells, At
the present moment arry YWharton
and Nugent and the nabob were down-
stairs, ¢ nttingDh:,r the fira in tha hall.
Dutside, the December darkness was
falling, and flakes of snow whirled on
a keen wind.

Wharton's room loocked very eosy and
comfortable, with a log fire blazing in
the prate and the electric light gleam-
ing on a well-spread tea-table, and on
the red berries of the holly that
decorated the walls in honour of the
season. Wells thought so, and so did
a third partﬂ, of whose presence neither
Wells nor Thomas had the slightest sus-
picion. ‘There were french windows to
the room, opening on an old stone bal-
cony with steps down to the garden—
a way by which Harry frequently came
and went. In the windy darkness of the
balcony a fat figure crouched, blinking
at the window through a pair of large
spectacles, and shivering 1in the wind.

“Beasts 1" murmured Billy DBunter,
for about the twentieth tima, wonder-
ing whether Wells and Thomas would
EVOor go

That was Bunter's way in |

Wharton had been astonished to learn
that the fat OUwl of the Remove was
still in the neighbourhood. 1l¢ would
have been still more sstonished had he
known how very near Bunter’s guarters
Were.

Over Wharton's den
reashed by a steep stair in the passage
outside. That attic was never used, anwl
was kept locked.

MNobody ot Wharton Lodze even
dreamed that that disused attic w3 no
longer disnzed. but that en unknown
and uninvited guest had taken up his
quarters there |

was an altie,

With Billy Bunter it was, oz Frank
Nugent }au.d? remarked, 8 case of any
port in a storm

Havipg had a “row " with tho nncle

who had taken him in for Christmas,
Billy Bunter really could not be very
particular.

_But thiz was, perhaps, rather the
limit, even for Billy Bunter!

Still, what wae a fellow to da?

Sooner or later, Bunter counted on
a favourable and propitious moment for
revealing his é)ramnce. That moment
had not arrive

He had hoped thas the coming of
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¥rank Nugent would see_him through.
It hadn't ! If ho was staying on, he still
had to utu¥ in secrat. omehow or
other, his fatuous scheming had made
matters worge, instead of better.

_ A fellow could not, of course, remain
imprisoned night and day in an attigl
But the secret and unknown guest at
Wharten Lodge had to ba very, very
careful how and when he emerged,

Discovery meant tha boot for Bunter,
and even the dismal attic was prefor-
abla to that.

Bo far, nobody knew.

The balcony to Wharton's den, and
the garden stair, was Bunter's way of
ingress and egress; but he had to watch
and wait for opportunities,

; Now he was on hia way back to his
it

He had cautiously left it till the fall
of the winter dusk, when he had heen
able to creep into the grounds unper-
ceived, and sscend the garden stair to
the baleony.

At the wsual tea-time at Wharten
Ludga he expected to find Wharton's
window dark, and his room deserted.
_Instead of which, the rgom waos
lichted, and Wella and Thomas were
thers, and the fat Owl had to etay
where he was, waiting for them to go.

He only hoped that they wauﬁj go
before the three juniors came up; other-
wise, he was booked for & long, long
wait on the snowy balcony.

Through the glass he cnu{d hear Wells'
fruity voice:

“¥You may gﬂ down now, Thomas!?
~ *Yes, Mr. Wells, gir I” Bunter, blink-
ing in from the darkmess outside, saw
the lad turn & reproachiul eys on the
butler. *“I "opa, sir, that that don’t
mean that you can’t trust me, sir.”

“I em afraid, Thomas, that I cannoct

trust you,” said Waells, with portly
dignity. “I _am sorry to say so—but
there it is. Being a relation of mine—

a distant relation—1 got you wour
rezent place here, Thomas, speaking
or you to the master—"

“And I was thankful to you, Mr.
Wells, and I've always done my dooty,”
said Thomae.

“Up to a few days ago,” said Wells
coldly, “I had no cause for complaint.
But there is some dishonest person in
this house, Thomas.™

“It ain’t me, Mr. Walls ¥

“1 *ope, Thomas, that it is not. When
Master Hurree Singh's bedelothes wers
taken away, & few nughts ago, it turned
out that a vagrant had been about the
place, and you were exonerated. When
the larder was broken into it was attoi-
buted to the same vagrant. Very welll
But sinece then, Thomas, thers havo been

pilferings.*
Bir. Walls!®

It wasn't me,

“I hope not. But who was it1" said
Wells, ""Several times food has been
taken from the larder after the whols
house was asleep. Candles have been
taken—why, I cannot imagine, tha value
being o small. An electrio torch has
heen missed by Master Harry A travel-
ling-rug ‘hﬂlungmﬁntu the master has
been  missed, yestorday tha
colonel found that there were no bis-
cuits in the box in the dining-room side-
btoard; yvet 1 had filled that box the
day before with my own "ands. Many
comestibles laid in by Miss Wharton
for the young ple on Bozing Day
have been purloined—boxes of choco-
lates, sweets, candied fruits, and so
forth! I hope that it was not you,
Thomas. But——"

Billy Bunter, with his fat ear to the
door, drinking all this in, grinned. The
hidden and unbidden guest at Wharton
Lodge could have told where the
miszing eatables had gone!

“8o you may go down, Thomas, and
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“It's not my fault, Nugent, that the girls run alter me,* said Bunter,

you, and your sisters were
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*“ Why, you remember that time I was staying ™ with
trying to catch me under the mistletoe—— Oh [ Ow ! Yaroovoooop ! * The Owiof the Remove

broke off suddenly as Nugent’s suitcase plumped on his chest and sent him spinning,

tell Master Harry that all is ready”™
sald Wells, with stately dignity.

“Very well, Mr, Wells, bu

“You may go, Thomas [

Thomas went. _

The butler looked after him and shook
his head sericusly. Ie had once had
a very good opinion of Thomas DBut
Le was very doubtiul now. There was
somebody at Wharton Lodge who per-

sistently snaffled trifling things—
especially eatable things! Who was it?
Buspicion rested on the unlucky
Thaomas,

Thomas being gone, Wells took a Iast
glance round, to ascertain that all was
iz order, end then quitted the room
himself. o was blissfully unaware
that a fat schoolboy on the balcony

asped with relief when the door closed

hind him.

Hardly had the door closed when
Billy Bunter opened the glass door irom
the balcony and volled 1n. He closed
the french window and wiped his feet
very carefully on the mat. That was
oot Bunter's usual customn, but he was
v&rg partioular now to leave no traces
of his entrance and hiz exits. Then he
gtood listening.

Any minute the beasts might come up
to tea! It behoved the secret guest to
ot into his hiding-place without the
ose of & moment. But Bunter was
hungry—his usual state! His latest
snafflings had long ago been devoured.
The plznml things on the table wera trre-
sisttble.  Listening with beth his fat
ears, Billy Bunter stood by the table,
cramming cake into his capacious mouth
with one hand and various articles into
his pockets with the other. Seconds
were precious; and Bunter did not
waste ona | .

Ter had boen laid for three —an nmlpla
teal In a few moments the supplies

were much less ample. A few minutes
would have sufficed for Billy Bunter to
clear the festive board from end to
end. But he had only moments, not
minutes. Thersa was a sound of foot-
steps and cheery voices in the corrider
outside, from the direction of the stairs,
Bunter jumped, and nearly choked!
Even then he staved to grab up & cake
before he seudded across to the com-
municating door of Wharton's bad-room
and bolted inte the latter apartment.

That door had hardly clesed behind
him when the door from the corridor
opencd, and Harry Wharton and his
friends came into the ™ den.”

Bunter gas for breath.

His escepe had been narrow.

Indeed, his extraocrdinary wvisit to
Wharton Lodge had been a series of
NATLOW eschpes.

“Here we are, Franky!” He heard
Harry Wharton's checry veoice in the

adj{?inin roam. “Just like tea in the
gtudy—what 77
“The likefulness iz terrifie!” re-

marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Yes, rather! said Nogent. “Top-
ping, old bean!”

Bunter did not stay to hear more.

The bed-room had a door on the cor-
ridor, and Bupter headed for that door.
He opened it & feow inches and peered
out.

There was a light burning, and the
passage was clear. DBunter tiptoed cut,
and reached the little stair that led up
to the disused athie.

Up that stair he went on tiptoe to
the little landing, and, taking a key
from his pocket, he opened the attic

door.

Onoe inside, he locked the door on the
inner side.

MNow he was safe!l

He Il.ﬂ{lhted a  candle—one of the
candles that Wells had missed—and sat
down on the bedeclothes—that had been
missed from Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh's room, There was little fur-
niture in the attic, and Bunter had had
to do somo furnishing himself.

" Beasts!” murmured Buntcr.

By the glimmerige candlelight he
turned his plunder out of his pockets,
and proceeded to park it in  his
capaciong interior.  After which Billy
Bunter felt bettor,

e ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Mysterious !

HEEE cheery juniors sat down
E round the tea-table, before the

l:::u;?ing log-five in Marry Whar-
ton's cosy den.

Frank Nugent was very pleased to be
with his friends and las friends wore
very glad to see him. The nexk day
Bob Cherry and Johony Bull were
coming, when the happy circle of the
Famous Five wcml.g be ecomplete,
Thomas was available to wait on the
tea-party, if they had wanted him, but
they preferced to wait on themselves, as
i the study at Greviviars School.
Huorry Whavton took the teapot to minke
the ten, and sorted out the biseuit-box
that was used as a tea-caddy.

* Hosses in the dish, Franky,” he said

Nugent lifted the cover.

He goazed at an empty «lish.

“Where avo the sosses?” he azked,

Wharton, busy tea-making, answered
over his shoulder.

“In the dish, fathead! Take off the
caver
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“I’ve taken it off |

“Well, then, whaek out the sosses 1™

MNugent looked aoross at him.

“1s that a joke, or what?” he asked.
“Are you taking to playing practical
jokes in your old age?™

“What the diclens do you mean?”
nsked Wharton. He locked round, tea-
pot in hand. “Hallo! Where ars the
sosses I

“Theat's what I want to know.”

Wharton stared at the empiy dish.

“My hat! Has that young ass
Thomas anaffled the sosses¥”

“Looks a3 if somchbody has,” said
Frank., “If there wern any. Perhaps
they forgot the sosses.  Homething's
been on the dish, though.”

EIE.TI‘F Wharton frowned.

Must have been that kid,” he said.
“I don't want fo get him into a row
with Wells, or with my uncle, but really
this is too thick. It isn’t the ficst time,
either,”

“Oh, mever mind the sosses,” said
Frank good noturedly. “Don't get the
young ass & ragging from Wells. Lots
of stuff.”

“Try the ham.”

“Where is it¥*

“Oh erumbs! Has he snaffled the
ham, too?” exclaimed Wharton, Ha
stared over the tea-table. *“ And wheres
the cake ™

: Was there a cake ?”

{JF course thore was!
aroe the muffins

“Wera there mufllns 7

“and the jom! Where's the jam¥”

Was there jam

Harry Wharton knitted his brows,
Not only was the jam gone, but the

And where

dish that contained it was gone also. A

busy hand had been at work on that

*Dash it all, it's too thick!” ex-
claimod the captain of the Greyiriars
Pemove. "“Too jolly thiok I

“The thickfulness is terrific!” agread
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I hate to get the kid into a row—
esFe-cmi!:,r at Christmas-time; but a
fellow can’t stand this,” said Harry.

“T'll get him here
bell for Themas.
Thomas appeared in & few moments,
with hiz usual chubby grin on his
chubby face.
"You rang, sie ! aaid Thomas,
“¥Yes, you young sweep!” exclaimed

And he rang tho

Wharton. “What have you been up to
hiere ¥
“Ain’t it ell right, sir 7' nsked

Thomas anxiously. “I did everything
what Mr. Wells told me, sir.”

“Did Wells tell you to snaffle thae
coke and the jam and the sosses, you
young rascal " cxclaimed Wharlon.

Thomas stared, . )

“No, gir! Cert'nly not, eir! I amn't
snaffled nothing I

“Who has, then!” snapped Wharion.
“They'ro gone.” He gave the aston-
ished Thomsas a grim ﬁmh He was
dee%y aonoyed. “ Look here——"

“Weall, it wasn't me, sir,” said
Thomas. “Mr. Wells wouldn't trust
me to stay in the room, sir, because
there's heon pilfering, and he fancies I
know something sbout it which I den™,
sir.# I went down before Mr. Wells did,
sir.

“Oh " exclaimed Wharton.

“And you can askk Mr. Wolls, sir!”
said Thomas, with dignity. “Mr.
Wells was last in the room, gir. Ho
will tell you so, sir, if you ask him.’

Wharton stared at him, guite non-
plussed. It was impossible, of course,
to suppose that tha stately Wells had
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snafled cake and jam from a schools
boys’ ton-tablo, But really it was very
mysterious. :

“Well, you can seo the things are
gone,” ssid Harry, at last,

“P’'r'aps it was & burglar, sir I* sug.
gested Thomas.

“Oh, don’t be a young ass!”

“Well, sir, it turned out that there
was 8 burglar when Master Hurrce
Singh's bedclothes was took, which the
master thought at first that it was me.”

“I know that; but that tramp cleared
off, after he escaped from tho cellar.
And he wouldn't come in in the day-
time for a pot of jam, even if he was

skill  about. You'ra talking rot,
Thomas !*

" P‘*r’ﬂﬂs it was the ghost, sir;” said
Thomas helpfully.

“What !” roared Wharton.

“Oh, my hat!” said Nugent. * Some-
thing new in ghests! I've never heard
of & -ghost going for o pot of jam and
n cake !

“Well, sir, there's been sounds "eard
at night,” said ‘Thomas, “ And Rebert,
who woke up one night and looked out
of his room, saw a shadder, siv—a dark
shadder.”

“You young ass!”

" Yes, sir,” seid Thomas.

“Did you snaak back through the bed-
room after Wells had gone ?” demanded
Wharton suspictously.

‘Thomas started.

“Oh, sir! No, sit! I #’pose I eould
‘ave, but I didn’t, sir. I wouldn’, sir ¥

“Well, get some more food, enyhow,”™
said Harry; and Thomas obediently
went for & new mpp&{:

The chums of tha Remove wera ablo
to sit down to tea at last. And Thomas
left them to it, with a worried and
troubled look on his chubby face.

“That kid looks as if he was telling
the truth, Harry,” remarked Nugent,
83 he helped himself to sausages,

“But who the deuce is it, then 1 said
Harry. “For two or three dags now
things have heen snaffled right and left
—such things as food from the larder,
and candles, and a torch, and my uncie’s
rug. It started with Inky's bedelothes,
and the silly ass thought I'd played s
trick on him, and got his back up.”

“The regretfuluess was terrific,” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“It's all right, fathead! But it
torned out that there was o tramp hang-
ing sbout the place, and we put it all
down to him,” went on Wharton. “He
was bagged, and locked in the cellar to
wait for a bobby, but he got out and
cleared. But it's gono on since then.
It can't bo any from outside the
house, The place 18 locked up safely
at night. And 1t's at night that the
things go chiefly.”

“What about the ghost?” asked
Nugent, laughing, *Is there a ghost?”

“'Ihere was & ghost once; but 1t's not
been seen in recent times,” said Harry,
smiling. “There was a jolly old Whar.
ton in the raiEn of Henry the Sixth.
Ha took the Leancastrian side in the
Wars of the Roses, and some enterpris-
ing Yorkists surErisad him in this very
house while he was feasting ab
Christmas, ond there waes & terrifio
scrap, abd he was killed, sword in hand.
For reasous not stated in the legend le
took to hsunting the place. It's been
recbuilt more than once sinee then, and

erhaps that has discouraged him. He
gasn’t been seen for s jolly long time.
But even when the ghost walked he
wag never szld to snaffle pots of jam or
H05508."

“A Bunter family %a ost might I said
Frank, with a chuckle., *But a Whar-
ton ghost would bs above it. I'll fnish
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with some of those choes. Shove the
box over!|”

There was a box of chocolates on the
table; a gift from Aunt Amy to her
dear nephew, which Wharton had not
opened EHL Ho pushed the box across
to Frank.

ugent opened it.

Then he blinked. The box was
stacked full of dey wood-ashes.

“Funny, I suppozel!” he remarked
rather dryly.

“ Eh~-what's funny 7"’ asked Wharton,

“If you're taking up practical jokes,
old bean, I'd advise you to chuck it”
said Nugent. “You've had rows with
Wibley, at Greyfriars, for his fatheaded
practical joking.”

“What the dickens do you mean?
Who's joking?” demanded Wharton.
“Don't you like the choes?™

“Not tnat kind I answerod Nugent.

“I haven't locked at them,” said

arry. My aunt gavo me the box the
other day, hut I hadn't upaned it.
They're J right, I suppose?’

Hpe reached across and took the box,
und stared into it in amazement. Every
choeolate was gone; but the place ha
been filled with wood-ashes, apparently
to make the box weigh as much as
before, and defar detection till it was
apened,

“My only hat!"” gasped Wharton.
"Who's done thist” .

“Didn’t you?” asked Nugent, in the
same dry tone,

“0Of course not, fathead! Do
think I'd play an idiotie joke
that 7 exelaimed Wharton
“Have a little senge!"™

He coloured the next moment. As
host to his schoolboy chum, in his home,
he had to be & httle more 1
manners than in Study No. 1 in the
Remove passage at Greyiriars.

“ Borry, old fellow1” he said at once.

“Of course, some blithering ass has
snopped the choes, and filled up the

U
ike
irritably.

box from the grate. Thomas, I suppose
You 3

—it can't have been anybody else. %
wouldn't play such s fatheaded trick,

Inky 1™
"%r‘:rtainful] noi, my -
Wharton,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Wharton's eyas gleamed.

“Look here, you chaps! It's s rotten
thing to happen at Christmas-time, with
upsts in the house; but there's no
oubt that there's some rotter in the
}ﬂam who's snaffiing things right and
L=

ft—pgenerally after evervbody has
gone to he:-;lli' I'm jolly well going to
sit up to-might and keep sn eye open
for him I* .

“Good egg 1¥ said Nugent. “I'll stay
up, too.”

“And my estecrmned self alzo!” zaid
Hurrea Jamsct Ram Singh. *We will
all threefully keep watch with termfic

weariness, and if the execrable snaffler had

takes a walk sbroad, the bagfulness will
bo complete and preposterous.’”

And so it was arranged. There was
likely to be a surprise for the secret
guest at Wharton Lodgo, if he prowled
out of his attic that night!

TBE FIFTH CHAFPTER,
A Narrow Squesk [

ILLY BUNTER hardly breathed.
B It was pitek dark in the
PRS3SE0.

Downstairs, all was cheerr
and bright. The strains of & band on
the wircless floated up from below. Ib
was getting towards bed-time for the
young people; but it was not yet bed-
time. It was, in fact a propitious fimoe

articular in

esteemed WA

for the hidden Ow! to venture out of
his lpir snd take s little trot.

Bunter was not keen oa exercise, or
on mwin?- at all, as a rule; but even
the lazy, fat Owl folt the offect of being
“eabined, cribbed, and confined ” within
the narrow limits of & garret.

Alsp, it was cold there, unless he
kept snugpgled in the bedclothes and
Colonel arton’s rug. And he had
eaten all he had to eat, and had a faint
hope of snafling something furthor. So
down from his attie erept Bunter—and
his first proceeding wes to turn off the
light in the passage that ran by the
dooras of Wharton’s rooms and the apart-
ments of his schoolboy guests. It was
safer in the dark.

Then he tiptoed along te Wharton's
den and slipped in. And then—-—

Ho listened at the half-open door, with
beating heart. Footstepzs came down
the passage from one end, up from the
other! Twe persons were approaching,

Bunter shut tha door, but did not
venture to latch it. " The faintest sound
might have been heard. Keeping it
about half an inch open, ke blinked out,
through his big spectacles, as the light
flashed on in the passage.

From one direction cama Wells, the
butler. From the other eame Thomas,
the page. It was Wells who flaghed on

al
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the light. They blinked at one another,
and Bunter blinked at both, unseen and
unsuspected.

“You, Thomas!” saiac Wells severely.

“¥ou, Mr. Wells I sauwd Thomas.

*I think I have caught you this time,
Thotmas.”

“Dh, Mr. Wells "

“L have been keceping observation,'

gaid Wells. “1I saw the light turned
off, from a distance, Thomas. I came
up at once. I Bnd you here. What

was your intention, Thomas, in turning
off the light
= I”didn,’t., Mr. Welle. I thought you

“Thomas 1" sgaid Wells, in a decp
voige,

“1 swenr, Mr. Wells, that T ain’t been
enywhere near the switch! Clook being
dono with me, I thought T'd coms up
and see if all was right,” said Thomas.
“Somebody’s pinching, I know that.”

“Somebody,” said Wells, “ecortainly
is] Thera has been extensive pilfer-
ing, Thomas! Almos~ ever since Master
Harry came home [or the holidays, it
ha: been going on—night after nigzhtt
It iz my duty, Thomas, to discover the
pilforer, and to discharge him—and
even if it ghould be a relation of my
own, for whom I obtsined a place
here—-=""

“It ain't, Mr. Wells!” said Thomas
earnestly. “It sin'tI™

“I hope not!’’ said Wells. ™I hepe
not, Thomas!| But it locks suspicious

7

—very suspicious! To-night, Thomas, 1
shall call you after evervone has gope
to bed, and we ehall kcep watch
together. 1f the piifering goes on,
while you are under rn: observation,
vou will be exonerated, Thomas.
not——"

“T'H elp you wita pleasure, Mr.
Wells,” said 'IFhﬂmas eagerly, « know
vou don't trust me now, like you did.
And the master, he looks at me very
odd, sometimes. Even the missus, too!
I'll be glad to 'elp I

“Very well,” suig Wells. At cleven
o'clock I will tap on vour door, and we
will remain in the hall, in the dark, on
the watch. I hopo. for wyour sake,
Thomas, that the pilferer will get on
with it again, while you zre 1 my
company. Otherwise—""

ells shook his head portentously,
instead of finishing the sentence. Then
he went to the staircasc.

Bunter grinned.

Many times the hidden Owl, listening
with all his fat ears, had picked up
information, but never information so
useful as this

That night, most assuredly, he would
have walked abroad, like a lion seck-
ing what he might devour but for this
timely warning.

Now, it was certain, the fat Owl of
the Remove would remain doggo in his
attic, so long as Walls and Thomas wero
on the watch.

Blinking throngh the narrow aperture
of the door, at Thomas, he sew the
worried and distressed expression on the
chubby countenance of that unfortunate
youth.

Bunter was guite sorry for him.

Ha felt that it was hard lines om
Thomas, to be unjustly distrusted like
this, Still, as it made things safer for
Bunter, it was all to the good |

Bui the grin faded from Bunter’s face
as Thomas came towards the door
behind which he stoed blinking. Thomas
was coming inte Harry Wharton's den,
doubtless to mend the fre.

Bunter scudded across to the bed
room door in time, Heo shot into the
bed-room.  But for the fact that the
sitting-room apnd bed-reom communi-
cated, he would assuredly have been
spotted. That circumstance had saved
the artful dodger more than once, when
he was rooting through Harry Whar.
ton’s rooms. But on this oecasion he
was barely in time. Thomas, coming
in, and switching on the light as he
entered, jumped as he saw the comrau-
nicating door just closing

He stared at it

“My evel" g d Thomas.

Someone wae there! Someons had
barely dodged himi Yt was the sccret
snaffler or nobody! Thomas’ brain was
not rapid on the uptake. But he
realised that at once.

He tore across to the door and
grabbed at the handle! Bunter, on the
other side, heard him coming! His
fat heart jumped almest inio his
throat!

A second more, and Thomas would
have had that door open! But in the
stress of peril Bunter's fat brain
worked swiftly. There was a key on the
bed-room sido of the door, He turned
it !

Click !

The key clicked, just ra Thomas
grabbed the door-handle. Dunter was
just in time.

“0Oh erikey !™ breathed Bunter.

He rushed scross the bed-room to the
door on the corridor. In Wharton's
den, Thowmnas was doing exactly the samao
thing |

Bunter stopped,
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He Lnew what Thomas would he

doing. Ho had no time to reach the

attic stair. Emerging into the lightod
ssaga  was to reveal himsell to
homas.

“Oh loz' | %aspﬂd Bunter,

Ho heard Thomas in the passage.

omas was coming to the bed-room
door on the eorrvidor, Bunter’s escape
was cut off |

He thought of dodging under the bed
a3 he had done before in Llimes of
danger. DBut this time, that was a
chicken that would not fight; for
I'homas knew that there was someone
];l tho room, and would certoinly scarch
it.

Dunter had little time to think.

As he stood there, Thomas' hand
touched the door-handle outside. The
iloor opened. Dunter was behind it as
1t opened.

Thomas switched on the light by the
doorpost and stepped in past the door.
Bunter was behind him as he stood
staring across the room.

Thump | Bunter acted promptly.

It was the only way to eseapo. Iis
i*al-. 1:;if.t, hit Thomas on the back of the
wead,

Taken utterly by surprise by that sud-
den attack in the rear, Thomas pitched
over headlong, landing on his face, his
nose hitbing the foor with & heavy hik!

Before hio quite know what had hap-
pened, DBunter had switched off tho
light, darted into the corridoer, and shut
the door.

"My eye ! gasped Thomas,

He sat wp diezily, feeling his nese
with one hand, and the back of his head
with the other,

“0h crikey 1" stutiered Thomas.

- Ha staggered to his feet. He groped
n the darkness for the door, and got it
open. But the corridor, when he looked
out, was vacant. Bunter had not lost a
split second. He had vanished as if he
had been the dghﬂst- of Wharton Lodge.
1le was already palpitating in his attic
—and Thomas, still rubbing his nose and
the back of his heag in a state of dazed
astonishment, went to speak to Mr.
Wells, to report this startling and
amazing occurrence,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Caught 1

IDNIGHT |
M Harry Wharton yawned.
Vory seldom did the captain

aof tho Greyfriars Remove hear
the chimes at midnight.

And on thiz occasion there was no
doubt that ho would have preferved his
warm and comfortable bed.

But the three juniors had arranged to
stay up, and keep watch that might for
the secret snafller; and that was that |

fohtls had been turned oubt at the
usual time. Wharton dozed in the arm-
chair before o dying fire while he waited
for twelve, when the vigil was to begin.
Now, at last :nidnifght was chiming.

EFe yawned. rose from the chair, and
rubbed his sleepy eyes. A dim glow
from the fire in the bed.room pgrate
fatntly illumined the room. There was
the faintest of sounds as the door openead

and Hurree Jamset Ram 8Singh ond
F:;gnk Nugent came in.

‘Ready1” asked Nugent, in a
whisper.

“Yesl Awfully sleepy,” said Harry.
“The slespifulness is terrifie,” ro-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur. “ But
the wakeful watchfulness is the proper
caper.”
Oh, yes, rather1” agreed Wharton.
" Got something to swipe him with if we
land him? Pillows would show in the
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dark. Whoever it is, we'll give him the
walloping of his life, if we get hold of
him. I've got a cushion j”

“I'vo stuffed a sock,” ssid Frapk.

“And I have a piece of rope with a
terrifie knot at the end,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Good 1M

The three juniors crept quictly into
tl}ﬂ passage. All was dark and silent,
They made ne sound in their sofl
sli pers,

roping along silently, they reached
the stairs. A wide landing joined the
double staircase that led down inta the
hall., The hall was an abyss of dark-
ness over the balustrade.

For more than an hour Wharton
Lodge had been buried in silence and
stlumber. There was not a gleam of
"%l}tﬁ no sound save the winter wind
whining over tho roofs and the old
chimneys and rustling  the
mantled ivy against the windows.

On the landing tho threo juniors
waited, leaning on the dim banisters
and histening,

From this eentral position they were
woll placed to catch sii;ht or sound of
ihe mysterious marauder of Wharton
Lodge, whether he stirred upstairs or
dowwnstalirs.

Quite cheerfully the chums of the
Remove had arranged to keep that mid-
night wateh | But now that they came
to keep it, they found that it was any-
thing but cheerful,

It was cold, 1t was dark, it was dismal
—and, above all, it was monotonous.
When ton minutes had passed, they felt
ng if they had been there two or
threa hours.

They reflected—rather late—that the
snzfller might not stir that night. Alsoe,
that if he did, he might not stir £ill
nearly dawn |

Undoubtedly it was weary work.

Tho only consolation was that if they
caught the marauder, they were fcring
to give him the full benefit of the
cushion, the stuffed sock, and the
knotted rope’s-end.

By the time they folt as if they had
heen walting and watching for the best

art of the night they heard the half-
wur chime out.

It was only hali-past twelve |

Wharton, suppressing a yawn, heard
a half-suppressed vawn at his elthow, It
came from MNugent. Then, suddenly he
hoard another sound in tha well of
It was the distinct
SOMeons was

BILOWW-

darkness helow.
sound of a movement.
stirring.

With a beating heart, he leaned aver
the banisters and listened. uick
breath on either side of him told that
his comraces had also heard it

IFaintly from the davkness came a
whisper. The words were not to be dis.
tinguished, But the whisper had a
warning note. The juniors reslized that
theve were two persons in the hall
bholow—not one, as they had expected.
One, it was clear, had clumsily mads a
sound—tha other had whisperad to him
to be more careful. Obviously thera
must have been at least two, or there
would have been no whisper,

Wharton's eyes glinted, .

He groped for his companions in the
dark, and drew them back from the
hanister. He was going to whisper, and
having heard that whisper from below,
he was taking care that his own whisper
should not be heard from above.

"They're there, wou Iellows!™ he
breathed. * Must bs two of them !”

“1 heard 1" breathed Nugent.

"The hearfulness was terrific 1" mur-
mured the nabob.

“Don't make a sound! If thoy hear
ug, there's a dozen doors they can dodge
awoy by, and leave us no wiser! We
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know already it's gomcbody belongi
to the house—no need to watch to ﬁnng
that out] We've got to drop on them
and catch them. !

“What-ho 1**

“Come down after me and don’t make
a eound,*

*Qo it I"
Slowly and cautiously, and without a
sound, Harry Wharton led the way

down the stairs, his comrades creeping
stealthily after iﬁm.

Noiselessly, they reached the hall
baelow.

It was pitchy dark there.

Standing in the darkness, they lis-
temed with straining ears, suppressing
their breathing. But there was somoe-
body in the dark hall who was not sup-
pressing his breathing, Faintly, but
unmistakably in the silence of the
night, they heard a sound of breathing
in the middle of the hall,

Harry Wharton listened intently, and
caleulated carefully the exact position
of the breather.,

Then, on tiptoe, he stepped towards
that spot,

His eushion. was held high in the air,
ready to smite | Dark as 1t was, he had
a glimpse of a faco when he was closo
to it!

Crash |

The eushion ecame down, hard and
heavy. It landed fairly on the head to
which that dim glimmer of a fnco
belonged.

Bump |

“Got him 1" panted Wharton.

He had got him | There was no doubt

about that. The cushion had smitten
the shadowy head, fair and square, and
the owner thereof had gone down with

& bump, and was sprawling on the
fdoor, gasping and spluttering,

. Wharton flung himself on the sprawl-
ing form,

His knee was planted on a portly
chost,

“Got ona of them !
vou men 1" he panted.
_Another figure was already wriggling
in the grasp of Frank Nugent.

“Got him! Turn on the light,
Inky 1" ehouted Nugent.

The nabob’s dusky hand ewitched on
thoe electrie light. Tha Lall was sud-
denly flooded with illumination.

Nugent gave a vell as he recognised
the feIluwgha had Fsrupuﬂ. i

It was Thomas.
 Thomas blinked at him, like an owl
in the sudden light,

“0Oh! Master Nugent ! ha stuttored,
“1 thought—=—="”

“It's Thomas after all!™ g‘aa ad
Nugent. “Wa've esnafled him! Whe's
the other, Harey??

But Wharton did not reply.

e could not.

Dumb with smazement, hes stared
down at the portly plump face of the
man on whose portly cheat he was kneal-
ing. It was Wells, the butler.

(Get thea other,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Ghost Walks !

b RRRRRRGGCH I
Walls, .
Harry Wharton jumped up,

Wells sat up.

He gurgled breathlessly,

“0Oh, my hat? Wharton found his
voice at last., "“It's Wella!l It's the
butler! What the thump—*

“The estcemod snd ridiculous
Walls 1 gjaculated Hurree Jamset Ram
Hingh ‘And the fatheaded and
absurd Thomas ™

Never had the chums of the Remova
been so astonished. The discovery waa

gurgled
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utterly unexpected. They hed had no
doubt that when they jumped on the un-
seen figures in the dark hall, the seoret
snafler of Wharton Lodge would be in
their hands. Evidently there was a mis-
take somewhaere, ;
ol hore, Wells, what’s this
ame ! gasped Wharton. " What the
ickens are you and Thomas doing onb

of hed " :
“Ooooogh ¥ said Wells, gurgling.
“ Wooooogh |
“0b, Master Harry!”  gasped

Thomas. “We was a-keeping watch,
Mr. Wells and me, sir, for that feller
what pinches things at night, eir—"

“0Oh crumba! murmured Nugent.
“So wera wa!"

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.
Evidently there had been two parties of
watchers that night: and one party had
drapdaaﬂ on the other in the dark.

*Urrrggh 17 g*a:{anrd Wells. “Ugggh!
Porhaps you would kindly give me a
hand, sir. I am a little—urrrgghl—
winded! Wurreggh I

Wharton snd Nugent helped thae
portly gentleman up. Wells stood gasp-
ing tor breath, There was no doubt that
he was winded. His breath
went spasmﬁdmn.ﬂ{. j

“Bo you were keeping watch, fool”
cxclaimed Wharton,

“Urrrgh! Yes, sir!"

“T wish you'd told me what you were
going to do, Wells—then I ‘shouldn't

have got you with the cushion, I haope

you're not hurt.”™
“Gurrrgegh ™

“It is a terrific and lamentable mis- ¥
take,” said the Nabob of Bhﬁ?%iptugi
ne

with a grin on his dusky face.
is preposterously fortunate that I re-

cognised the esteemed Wells, before ¥

beginfully whopping him with thiz
absurd rnpn*avend?”

“Ha, ha, hat®

“Urrrrggh!¥ said Wells, “"lr"i'urri:gh!

Young gontlemen, you should not

been upe. I do nef think the master g
would be pleased if he knew.
Gurrrggh '

“Well, if the jolly old snafler has ¥

heard this row,
li'g catnhmg
ngent. °
think."
“The thinkfuloess 12 terrific.™
“Urrrggh| Leave it to_ me,
gentlemen,” said Wells,
tention to kee

my duty;

May as well get to bed, I
young

ut really—urrrrggh !—
vou are in bed.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

. "All serene,” he said, “I shall be
jolly glad to get to bed, if you're going
to keep on the sentry-go, Wells.™

“Certainly, sir! Urrrghl”

“We'll ketch him, sir, if he turns out
to-night I said Thomas.

Wells, undoubtedly, was anxious for
tha junicrs to go to bed. A zswipo from
& oushion and & bump on the floor had
considerably disturbed Wells, Harry
Wharton & Co were quite willing to
leave the night-wateh to the butler.
'They hed made a caich, certainly: but
6 vary unexpected ono. And at nearly
one in the morning they were fright-
fully sleapy.

Well, we'll ent”

said Harrs.
" Good-night, Wells 1™ :

“fiood — urrrggh! = night, sir]?
gurgled Wells,

The light was tarned off again,
Welle, still gurgling spasmodically, was
left to his vigil, with the faithful
Thomas.

The three Greyiriars juniors groped
up the staircase, across the landing, and
into the passags that led to their roomas,

They passed the littla stair in the
passage that led up to the disused atéic.

came and §

mve &

there's not much chance W -
him to-night,” said Frank ¢

“It i3 my in-
on the watch, that hem%

shall do so with more peace of muind, if 5

Certainly it did not oceur to any of
them that the attic door above was
ajar, and that a fat pair of ears list-
ened there,

‘BI::::]F Bunter was not asleep that
night.

unter was too hungry to sleep.

Omly his knowledge of the fact that
Wells and Thomas were up and watch-
ing had kept Bunter in his attic. That
was rather fortunate for the hidden
Owl, for there was little doubt that he
would have run into the juniors had he
emergad.

That the juniorz alse had been keep.
ing watch, Bunter was not aware; bub
hiz listening ears had caught a sound
from downstaivs, and he was wondering
what it meant.

“Good-night, you men!”  Bunier
caught Harry Wharton's voice and gave
:_.l- i el Tl T — e N o L .

CHRISTMAS-TIME
I5
JOKE-TIME!
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a start. Ha heard Nugent and the
nabob reply, and then there was a faint
sound of closing doors,

“0Oh lor’ I” murmured the fat Owl

Ha realized that the juniors had been
up at that uncarthly hour. He could

uess why, and what a parrow escape

& had hadl

But they had gone back to bed now,
that was clear, and the problem that
worried Dunter was, whother Woells
was still keeping it up.

For a long time after the three Re-
movites wore in bed, and fast asleep,
Bunter stood at the attic door listoning.

Ha heard no sound.

Many times he was tempted to lock
the door and turn in, Dut the inner
Bunter kept him awake.

His fat thoughts ran on the Christ-
man pudding, which was in Wells
pantry, all ready for Christmas.

His mouth watered at the thought of L

that pudding. Fo had spent & previcus

9

Christmas at Wharten Lodge, and. he
knew what the pudding would be like,
His fat soul yearned for that pudding.
But if that unspeakable beast, Wells,
was on the watch—— The fact that be
knew that Wells was on the watch had
saved him from discovery by the
juniors. He was really having & won-
derful run of luck. But what waa the
use, if he had to to bed hungrg.;
And there was the ﬂlintu'ingﬂdaj to
thought of. Ha had to fearfully
carcinl about venturing out of his hid-

ing-place in the daytime, He might
not have a chance of getting out st all
and. anyhow, in the daytime he coul

not venture near the grub depertment.
Whas Wells still on the watch?
Billy Bunter's fat brain was not ac-

customed to hard work. But his podgy
intollect was spurred on by the danger
of famines.

He went back to his bed and groped

for & sheet. More than once, during hia
hidden sojourn in Wharton Lodgs, he
had heard talk among the servants of
the *ghost ¥ that was supposed to walk
at Christmastide. That ghost was rather
& topic now, for there was no doubt
that sounds had been heard at night,
end one of the servants had actually
seen o “shadow ¥ sticring in the hours
of darkness.

Bunter draped his fat Ggure in the
sheet, and fastened it on securely. Ha
placed a white pillow-slip over his head,
in~the form of a hood, and drew it
round his fat faco, leaving only his eyes
—and spectacles—in view.

In that ghostly guise the fat Owl
vontured, &t last, out of his hiding-
place. s ;

Silently, in & soft pair of bed-room
slippers—bagged from Wharton's room
several nights age—the fat junler crept
down the nttic stair to the passage, and
tiptoed along to the landing.

All was dark and silent there.

Groping along the wall by the stair-
caze, he made his way down to the hall
below. If watch was being kept, he
had no doubt that the fact would be re-
vealed, when & ghostly white figure
loomed up in tho dark.

Ha was right,

Mr. Woells was still keeping watch;
but ho was seated in one of the deep
armchairs in the hsll, and nedding =
littla. It was Thomas who beheld the
white figure glimmering in the dark.

Thomas stared at it with distended
cves for 8 moment as it glided down
ti'::l:rl stairs, amld then let oubt a terribic
yeul,

“The ghost!’ yelled Thomas.

Wells started up from & half-doze.

“"Wha-2-t7 he gasped.

“Ow! Look! The ghost!” shrieked
Thomaz wildly,. He stayed only for
that shrick. Then he bolted. He
headed for the service door on the hall,
which he tore open and rushed through,
in pamic terror. A sound of bumping
told that Thomas was doing the zervieo
stairs in one.

Wells stood rooted te the osk floor
of the hall, gazing at the whita figure,
frozen with astomishment and alarm.

“Oh!” gasped Wells, _

The ghostly figure flitted up the stair-
caze before his staring oyes. It flitted
up very swiftly | Billy Bunter knew now
that wateh was still being kept, and he
was only anxious to get away.

* The—the—the ghost " gasped Wells.

The ghost vanished !

Wells still stood rooted to the floor, as
if petrified. In the servants' hall, Wells
was accustomed to pook-pooh thoe story
of the ghost of Wharton Lodge! Now
he had scen it! He etood and gazed,
is eves hulging from his plump face.

Tug Muicxer Ligniny.—Neo. 1,350
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He did not ¢ven think of switching on
the light., He stood frozen.

But the light was suddenly switched
on {rom gbove., Colonel Wharton, in his
dressing-gown, starcd down over the
banisters,

He stared blankly at the heorvified
Walls,

“Wells ™ he harked.

“Oh!" gasped Wells, “ Vo, sir ' He
blinked up at the frowning face over
the balusirade above.

“What ave you teing up at this tima
of might? What was that yelling that
awakened me?"” barked the colonel
teal;lli+

“The—the ghost,
Wells.

“What? What? Nonsense!
you_ been drinking, Wells?"

* I=—1T1 gpssure yvou, siv, [—I—J saw——'

“ Nonsensge 1

“Thomas saw 1t also, sir—"

“Rubbish! What ore you deing ous
of bed ™ _ _

“We were keeping wateh for the pil-
ferer, eir, and—and-——"

“And you have been frightencd, and
awaken me ™ sported the colonel.
“Go to bed ! Tell Thomas to go to bed !

bsurd

“But, sir—"

" Nonsense! Go to bed!" hooted the
ealonel,

“Very well, sir!™
. . Colonel Wharton went fuming back to

his room. At the colonel’s ape it was
not an easy matter to get to sleep again
after being awakened i the night.  He
was distinctly irritated.

‘The light was turned out; and Wells
disnppeared after Thomas., As a matter
of fact, h;e was rather glad to obey the
colonel's injunction and po to bed. After
whap he had seen, he was not keen on
staying up any longer in the dark.

Billy Bunter, on the attic stair, heard
the colonel’s deep veice, and grinned!
The coast was going to be clear now!
But the fat Owl waited nearly half an
hour, to make sure, before he descanded.

Then the ghost walked again! DBut
this time there were no eves to behold
it! The ghost's walk took the ghost in
the direction of the pantry! When the
ghost walked back sgain, the ghost was
breathing  rather hard—being heavy-
aden! Tt was not till the following
morning that the houzehold learned that

the ghost had walked off with the Christ-
mas pudding !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Perplexing Problem !
CDLQHEL WHARTON ware a

13

sip ! stammoered

Have

L

grim frown at breakfast the

following wmorning. Miss Amy

Wharton looked worried-—guite
a contrast to her usual placid benignity.
Wells, hovering over the dishes, had a
very thoughtful and scrious expression
on his portly face—not to call it solemn!
Thomas, who helped wait at table, was
m a jumpy state—looking over his
shonlder overy now and then, as 1
half c_:-tpmtlm? to seo & ﬁpE{:tr&i figure
¢ven in the :zgl';i}at, Wot thet t%u:frc
was a lot of daylight; the December
morning was misty and dim,  Harry
Wharton and IFrank Nugent and tho
nabob were more silent than usual.
There was rather an clectric atmosphere
at Wharton Lodge that morning.

The ghost had been =een!

Two pairs of cyes had seen it, so
ithere could be little further doubt. In
the servants’ hall there was broathless
debate on the subject. Thomas had
several bumps and bruises, due to his
rather hurried deseent of the service
stairs. DBut they did not worry him so
mnch as the ghost did.

Tue Magxer LiBRARY,—No. 1,350,

The ghost did not worry the old
coloncl at all!  But the fact thaf the
Christmas pudding was missing did !
Colonel Wharton, assuredly, was nob
keen on that delightful comestible; he
had reached an age when the less Christ-
mas pudding he disposed of, the better
he felt!

But it was an outrameons ack of
pilfering which exasperated lnm in-
tonzely; it was really the ¢limax |

Several times his stern eve turned
grimly on Thomas! o was not tha
man to ba severe without proof: but his
suspicions of Thomas were strong,

The ghost story only made him snort!
But it annoyed him all the same! He
did not doubt that Wells had seen a
figure in white! Neither did he doubt
for onse moment that 1t had been the
figure of some person with a misdirected
sense  of humour, playing ghost to
frighten the servants. Alogether, the
old military gentleman was in a rather
cxplosive state that wintry morning,

The three juniors were not sorry when
breakfast was over, That morning they
wera going down to Wimford to meet
Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, who were
arriving that day. They were saunter-
ing on the snow-powdered terrace when
Colonel Wharton camoe out. The grim
lock on his old bronzed face was guite
unlike his usual hospitable and kindly
expression.

“Which of vou was it?” ho barked,
rather to the surprise of the juniors,

TO READERS IN THE IRISH
FREE STATE.
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free gilts are offered with this
publication, they can oniy be
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non-dutiable character,

“To what does the whichfulness refer,
esteemed sahib?” inquired Hurree Jam-
sat am Singh.

“Someone plaved ghost in the house
last might ™ grunted the colonel. “ What
vou would call a jape, at Greyfriars, T
suppose { :

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Harry.
“Burely, uncle, you don’t imagine that
it was one of us?"’

“1 don't imagine anything else ! gaid
Clolonel Wharton, * With schoolboys in
the house, I think one need not lock
very far for a young duffer who plays
rhosts [*

H Not guilty, sirl”
with a smile.

“The not-puiltiness 15 terrific!™ said
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I certainly know nothing about it!”
zmicdl Harry.

Colonel Wharton eved them,

“It was not Thomas [”* he barked. ™1
suspect Thomas of the pilfering. But
he was with Wells when the pretended
ghost was seen. It was eevtainly not
Thomas that playved ghost.”

“ Couldn’t have been,” agreed Harry.
“"PBut perhaps Wells fancied it, uncle!
Might have foncied somcthing in the
dar ” )

“He saw something!” prowled the
colonel.  “And that somet 1:{:1% Was a
young ass playing phost! I'm bound te
take your word, of ecourse! Buat if it
:.1’315' trot one of you, I can’t vunderstand
it 1’

The old soldier stalked away, evidently
very much puozzled and annoyed. The
mysterions happenings at Wharton
Lodge were having s rather deteriorat-
ing effect on his temper,

said Frank Nugent,
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Nugent gave s whistle.

“Uncla’s p;ett-iu,g his rag out & littla "
said Farry. " It's really not surprising.
It's pretty thick for a pilfering rogue
to bag the Christmas pudding! And if
somebody really has played ghost—"

“Iut who the dickens!" said Nugent.
“1t’'s clear that it wasn't Thomas, this
timo! You haven’t been larking with
a sheet over your head, I supposeft”

“Of course not, ass!”

" Nor you, Inky?”

“Certainfully not!
estcemed Franky 7'

“MNever opened my eyes after I shub
them last might,” answered Frank, “1
was jolly eleepy after keeping watch.
I'd have kept it up later, though, if
I*d” l!a:;mwn tha phost was going to
WAL

“T'd hke to catch the silly aszs!®™
growled Wharton.

“The ecatchiulness of the esteemed
ghost 18 the proper caoper,” assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, *“ And the
whopfulness will be terrific! Now af
15 time to start for the station if we are
ta meot our ridieulous friends.”

The jumiors went tn for their coats.
Hurree Jamszct Bam Singh went up to
his room for o muffier, to [ortify himself
against the winter cold, which he felt
mora severcly than the natives of the
climate. He passed the door of Whar-
ton"s déh opn  his way; and beheld
Thomas standing there tapping, with a
puzzled expression on las face. The
nabob stopped.

“My esteemed Thomas!" he re-
marked, “If you want the absurd
Wharton, he is downstairs!”

Thomes blinked at him.

“Then who's in his room, sir? he
asked.

“Is there anybody in his ridiculous
room "

"1 came up to mend the fire, sir, and
jest as I pot to the door, the key wae
turned,” said Thomas, *“1 s'posed it
was Master Herry! S0 I knocked.”

The nabob's eves gleamed.

If there was someone in Harry
Wharton’s den who had locked the door
on the inside ot the sound of approach-
ing footsteps, it certainly was not
Wharton, who was downstairs with
Nu%mh waiting for Hurree Singh,

Y Perhapsfully it i3 the estecmed
pilferar I* gttﬁlgcstﬂﬂ the nabob, and he
stepped quickly to Wharton's f)ed-mm
door, passed through the bed-room, and
entered tho den by the communicating
door. Thomas followed at his heels.

They looked round the sitting-room.

It was empty !

“My eye!” said Thomas blankly.
"There ain’t nobody 'ere, Master Hurreo
Singh! But I 'ecard the door locked ¥

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh stepped to
the corridor door. It was locked on the
inside !

“My esteemed hat !* he murmured.

Someone hod been therel] That
soemoed certain!  Whoever it was, he
was gone! Hurree Singh stepped back
into Wharton's bed-room, and locked
round it. No one was thera! Then he
crossed the den to the french window on
the balcony., That window was closad:
but it was only latched, not Jocked, FPos-
stbly the mysterious intruder had gone
that way. But the industrious Thomas
had swept the snow from the balcony
and the cteps that morning, and there
was ne {race of fcotprints, 2

Leaving Thomas still staring, the
nabiob went to his room and fetched his
mufler, and descended to join his friends
in the hall. Someone, 1t eccmed, had
used Wharton's room surreptitiously ns a
means of egresa from the houge,  Who it
was, Was quite a mystery ! Billy Bunter
had had another narrow escape |

Nor you, my
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Again |

" ALLO, hallo, hallo! roared
H Bob Cherry.
Bob's ruddy, cheery face
logked from a carriege win-
dow, at Wimford Station., He waved a
woolly gloved hand to three fellows on
the plattorm, and roared. ‘T'han the car-
riaga door was hurled apen, and Bob
jumped out, followed by Johnny Bull,
Vharton, I'&ugant, and Hurree Bingh
trotted np the platform to meet them.
“Here we are again!” boomed Bob
Jherry, the powerful voice that was wont
t3 wake the echoes of the Remove pas-
sage at Greyiriars Bchool now rousing

those of the little Burrey station.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! IEnjoying life,

old beans 1"

“The enjoylulnesa 13 terrifie, now that
wa once more behold the light of your
cateemed mnd absurd countenance, my
idiotic Bob ! declared Hurres Jamset

Ram Singh.
chnckled.

Bob Cherr
“"Same old Inky!™ ho said. “SBame

jolly old flow of beantiful English! Rip-
ping weather, isn’t it, you men? Freez-
ng averywhere !

The ripfuluess is preposterous ! said
Hurree Singh. “The freezefulness is
perhapefully a littla too terrifie! But
what iz the oddfulness, =o long aas the
happiness is complete and execrable I

&, ha, hal”

"Jull;;r cold in the train,” eaid Johnny
Bull, “Hera's your bag, Bob! Chuck
out my rug ™

“Hers you are answered Dob,
chucking out the rug, as requested. It
landed on Johnny's head, and enveloped
him, and he sat down suddenly on the
platiorm. )

Owl” roared Johnny Bull, “You
aﬂ'}f‘_ir ass 1M

Ha, ha, ha®

Johnny struggled out of the rug, and
folded it again. Bob Cherry chuckled.
Bob was evidently in his usual exuberant
aptrjta, only a little more so0, under tho
genial influence of Christmas. Really,
1t was not quite safe to be too near Bob
when he was in high svirits.

“The car's outside,” sald Harry,
Iaurq’hmg. “Got your baga? Comeo
on

The Famous Five walked ocut of the
station. The colonel's car was waiting
outside, ond Brown, the chanffeur, was
standing by it, with a rather pacaliar
exprossion on his faos,

Is the other young gentleman going
in the ear, sir? he inguired.

Wharton stared.

“Which other?” he azked.
only us five,”

“1 mean the
man——"

“The which?"

*“Well, sir, ha got in the car1”

“Who the dickens—" Ilarry Whar-
ton stepped to the ear. He stared in, &b
a fat faco and a big pair of spectacles.

“ Bunter I'* he lgasped,

“Bunter ! exclatmed Nugent blankly,

“"The csteemed

13¥

“There's

stout young gentla-

and ridiculous

Bunter I*
“"Halle, halle, hallo! Jolly old
Bunter turpned up again like & bﬂ{}

Egnny 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
idn't knoew Bunter was here !”

* Neither did I!" said Harry Wharton
grimly. " You fat, frabjous fogzler,
what the merry old thump are you
doing in that car?”

"1 say, you fellows——"

“"Hop out ¥

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Sharp, fathead !

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famoua
Five through his big spectacles. Whera
ha had turped up from nobody knew!

Certainly nobody was likely fo guess
that he had furned up from Wharton
Lodge! Bob Cherry grinned! Johnny
Bull grunted! Nugent and Hurree
Singh looked blankly surprised! Har
Wharton was frowning! He had ha
enough of Bunter—in faet, & little too
much=—-though he was far from suspect-
ing how much he had had of Bunter
since Greyfriars had broken up for the
Cliristmas holidays, )

“ I sny, old chaps—" zaid Bunter.

“Get out ! roared Wharton.

*0h, really, you know [V

“Where on earth did ryou spring
from 7 demanded Wharton., * Are you
staying in Wimiord, vou fat foozler £

“Eh? Oh! Yes! I'm staying st the
George Hotel I explained Bunter.

“There 1an't a George Hotel here, you
fat nss!®

“Isn't there? Well, I forget its
name; but I'm staying there!™ said
Bunter. “ DBut thoe fact 15, vou fellows,
J——

“Jump out I*

“Tho faet ig-———"

“Get 2 move on 1 )

Billy Bunter did not get a move on.
Ensconced in the car, he blinked at the
chums ¢of the Remove uneastly.

Bunter was “tirying it on " opgain!
Ha had not done so badly in his attie,
all things considered——especially since
he had snaffled the Christmas pudding !
But Bunter, naturally, 4id not want to
spend Christmas in that surreptitious
manner, 1f he could help i1t. He wanted
ts spend it as an honoured guest—if he

could ! :

=1 sai, you fellows, do listen to &
¢chap 1" he urged, ”Ha.vm% fixed it u
with you for Christmas, Wharton, ol
fellow, it's rather late to alter arrange-
ments now.  You can’t let a fellow
dewn o

“Arc you waiting to be slung out on
vour fat neck

"BEELE'.’- 1!!:

"My uvncle’s in Wimford this morn-
ing,” said Harry. “He came in the car
with ws. If he spots you he's pretty
certain to smack your head.”

“The smackfulness will probable be
%qrriilc 1” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh.

“TIs the old beast still huffy asbout that
mistake on  the tclephona?” ask
Bunter, “0Of course, I chouldn’t have
called lim an old donkey if I'd known
h~ was taking the esll. Can’t you
smooth him over somechow, old chap?
Tell him that Christmas will ba abzo-

lutely rotten if I'm not there! That
nuﬁht to do the trick '™
I can’t tell whoppers to that
extont ™
“Beast! Think of Aarjorie. when
she comes on Boxing Day ! saild Bunter.
“What will she feel like if I'm not
there 7

“Frightfully bucked, I suppose !
“The buckfulness will be——"
“Tevrific I chuckled Bob,

e hero, vou fat duffer! Hook
1t1” exclaimed Wharton impatiently.
*1 might have managed it for you, but
you've put my uacla’s back up, and
that's that! Now get going ¥

“ Beast 1™

A tall igure & ;{rnached the group by
the car. Uolonel Wharton had come to
Wimford with the juniors, and left them
waiting at the station for the new
arrivals. Now, spotting the group from
a distance, he was coming over to speak
a cheery word of grecting to  his
nephew's school friends.  Brown, the
chauffeur, saw him coming. But the
Famous Five were all Imkin%ﬁnt Bunter,
in the car, and did not observe him.
Neither did Bunter, who was blinking at
the Famous Five. Colonel Wharton
strode up unnoticed,

¥
“Now, lock here, Wharton!”
squ ealre-i Bunter. “Do thes decent

thing ! After sll I've done for you—"

“You fat idiot 1"

"You can pull yvour silly old uncle's
leg somehow! After all, he’s a silly old
donkey ! gaid Bunter. “I wouldn't
have told him so on the phone, if I'd
known he was taking the call—but facts
are faots, ain't they?  All these old
military men are silly old ecodgers, and
your uncle is the silliest old codger I've
ever struck! A blithering old fathead,
if you ask mae! Well, you can stuff him
up somehow!  An old idiot like that
iE FF
y “Like what?” roared Colonel Whar-
o,

“QOh, my hat!" exclaimed Bob.

The juniors spun round. They had
not been aware of the old colonel's ap-
proach till that moment. Now they were
awaro of 1t—and aware that he was in
a state of towering wrath! His bronzed
face was purple, and his eyes gleaming
and glinting at the fat face in the carl

“Oh crikey ! pasped Bunter. “Is—
iz—i3 that your uncle, old chap? Oh
lor*! I—1 say, sir, I—I wasn't =aying
that you were a blithering old fathead,
gir! I—I—I'm muech too respectiul to
say what I think of wyou, sirl
mean—' _

A hand that seemed of iren ldpped
Bunter's collar, and he was hooked out
of the car, like a winkle from a shell,

“You disrespectful young rasecal !”
roared the colonel.

“Ow | i

“If I had my cano with me I would
thrazh wou—ves, thrash wou, sir, by
Jove ! roared the colonel.

“¥arcopoh !

“ As it i3, I will box your ears !*

“ Whoooop "'

Bmack, smack, smack !

Threo smacks were enough for Bun-
ter! Mo tore himself away, and Hed!
Colonel Wharton glared after him as ho
woent.

“What is that voung rascal doing
here, Harry ¥ he demanded.

“Haven't the foggiest!” answered
Haryy. “I think he must ba staving
in Wimford, goodness knows why I

““ The impertinent young jackanapes !
growled the colonel. “By Jove! If I
zop him apmin——>" .

The old colonel did not finizh that
sontence, Dut evidently something of
o drastic nature was gﬁing to happen
to Bunter if the colonel saw him again.
Billy Bunter vanished round s eorner,

aing strong.
¢ Efen Euﬁter renlised that there was
nothing deing, so far as the eolonel was
concerned ! Evidently it was etill the
attic for Bunter!

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Shut Out !
L O H lor' ™ murmured Billy Bun-
ter.
It was dark.
It was frightfully cold !

When Billy Bunter stole out of his
attio and got out of Wharton Lodge, he
had to take the risk of doing so in tho
day-time—for the escellent rcason thak
il:eiwns too lazy to get up before day-
1zt y :

Bot when he returned to his hidden
den he was careful to do so after the
fall of the December dusls, A fellow in
such very  peculiar  elrcumstances
couldn’t be too careful ! _

8o it was after dark that evening when

Bunter, hawving trudged back from
Wimford once more, :iodﬁ[l into tho
grounds of Wharton dge, and
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stealthily sneaked round to the old stone
garden-stalr under Wharton's balcony.

In the dark he ecrept up to the
baleony, and was relieved {o find the
window dark.

Having timed his return for the
Imriﬂﬂ when the family were at dinner,
e naturally expeeted to fGnd  the
schoolboys guarters deserted, and hoped
1o deodge in unsecen, oz he had dono
sevoral times before,

But this time there was, so to speak,
a lion in the path.

The french windews were locked on
the inside |

Generally, the door of Wharten's den
on the baleony was left on the lateh, ks
an easy way in and out for Harry and
his friends. That Lad seited Bunter
admivable

Perhaps the ineident of the morning
had made Thomas take this procaution;
or, perhaps, the late mysterious happen-
ings had enused.Wells to keep all doors
secured : op, perhaps, one of the juniors

had locked the french window after
gomg i,

Auvhew, 1t was locked !

Noboady was in the room-—DBunter,

with his fat face pressed to the glass,
could see that mueh, by the glimmoering,
rickdy glow of the log fire.

The coast was clear—if only he could
have gobt in! But he couldn’t! Unless
he eracked n ;_mnc and put a fat paw
through to unfasten the door, the Owl
of tho Remove was shut gut.

That, of course, was & very last and
desperate  resource! It would have
furnished rather too palpable o clue to
Bunter’s surreptitious prnc&edinﬁm Had
suspicion been awakened that there was
some extrancous person in the house, a
scarch wonld scon have uncarthed the
unbidden guest. That was leszs desirablo
than cver sinee the little scene with
Colonel Wharton at the station in
Wimnford.

Bunter shivered in the winter wind,
and groanod.

He had to wait and trust to luck !

S0 far, luck had befriended him in a
really wonderful manner! Bot it
seerped fo have deserted him now !

Indeed, had Bunter had the railway
fare in his pocket he might have lLeen
tempted to take his departure, and tr
his fortune once mors with his incense
Uncle George! But he hadn't!

The light came on in the “den™ at
last! Blinking through the glass, Billy
Bunter saw Harry Wharton & Co. como
in.

They looked bright and chearful—a
contrast to the fat Owl shivering on the
baleony ontside.

Wharton stepped across to the french
window, and Bunter popped- back.
huddling under the stone balustrado in
deep shadow, in fear of discovery,

But the captain of the Greviriars
Remove did not think of looking out
into the darkness. He put his hand to
the curteins, and drew them along in
front of the french window. Then he
turned back to his friends.

Punter approached the window again.

The curtains did not quite meat in the
middle, having been carelessly drawn,
and there was a slit between them,
through which the fat Owl could still
blink into the room within.

Harvy Wharton had laid a large
cardboard box on the table, and was
proceeding now to unpack it.

DBunter watelied him, and the members
of the Co., gethering round the table,
watched also.

From the box, Ilarry turned out a
number of faney costumes. Bunter, who
had heard a good deal of talk in the
houwze, remembered that he had heard
that there was a be a fancy dress
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funetion on Boxing Night, when & num-
ber of young Emple wera to gather to
0 INEerry.

*Pick out what you like, you fellows!”
Bunter heard the captsin of the
Hemove say, with his fat ear glued to
the keyhole. “ Plenty here! Costumes
o plain dominces, and masks all
round, L:f,nmaak at supper on DBoxmg

Higyht—

“Jolly good fun!” said Bob Cherry.
“T rather faney thiz blue domino.
Thero's a couple of them, I sce; but
two fellows had better not dress alike.
Anybody else want it?"

“Stick to it, old chap!® _

Dob Cherry picked out a blue silk
domino, an raped it on himself.
There was a blua mask to match, which
he fastened over his ruddy, cheery
countenance. Domino and mask com

lotely hid him from sight from head to
sot, and no eye eould have detected his
identity. He surveyed the result in a
tall glaze, and gave a nod of satis-
faction. ] ]

“Clood eggr I he said., “Topping fun!
Nobody could guess who a fellow was|
I wonder if Marjorie will spot me ™

“Sure to, if yvou dunce with her!”
sald Nuogent.

“REh—why 7

“She will know von by wvour weight
when you tread on her foot.”

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“You silly ass!” roaved Dob.

The juniors, chuckling, proceeded to
pick out the costumes that they fancied,
with the masks belonging to  them.
Quite & number were loft in the hox, to
be lent to other guests who might want
them. Harry Wharton lifted the box
from the table, and placed it in o eorner
of the room.

Then the juniors went out of lhe den,
each carrying tho costume he had

selected to his own quartevs, arﬁ;
Wharton Eassed into the adjoining bed-
room with & cavalier costume on his

L.

The hght was turned off; the room
was deserted and dark again.

Eilly Bunter groaned.

Having finished the matfter of the
costumes, the chums of the Removo had
gone downstairs again, little dreaming
of ﬁt’ha lgat Owl t:m the hfalmnya lika &

v Port at the gate of parvadise.
Fﬂ‘%mst& I oroaned DBunter.

The sight of the costumes had put an
idea into Bunter’z fat brain. At &
function where all the peopls wers
costumed and masked there was o
chance for & “gate-crasher.”

Bunter had already resolved to get
hold of one of those costumes, and join
the party on Boxing Night. He would
make sure of a supper, at least! The

uests were to unmask at the supper,
gut that was all right—Bunter would be
carly at supper!

But for tho present the fat Owl was
shut out! How was he going to pget
in? He had grumbled at has quarters in
tho attie, but o would have been very
rlad of the attic now ! At least, it was
g shelter from the December wind !

What awinl beast had locked that
french window? SBeveral times, since
his  extraovdinary wvisit fo Wharton
Lodge, PBunter’s weird ventriloguism
had stood hun 1n good stead. DBut it
could not help bim now ! It looked as if
e was booked for a night out!

He groped over the window. Dut
it was fast—there wes no chance! Almost
he made up his fat mind to break a
pang and get at the key inside! Bub it
waz altogether too risky.

But what was a fellow to do?

Ap?araml:,-, he could only wait and
hope! Bunter waited—but he felt less
and less hopeful as cold

the long,
minutos paseed )

THE MAGNET

At last, there was s light agam n
the room! Bunter blinked through the
gap in the curtains. It was the portly
Wells who entered.

Judging by the way the butler looked
round the room, Bunter guessed that
he had slipped up for a few minuics to
see whether all was righte. Wells was
fed-up with keeping watch at night for
the mysterious pilferer, but at other
times he was verv watchiul and wary.
Now that everybody was downstairs, no
doubt it cceurred to him that this was
a chance for that mysterious snaffler,
and he was talking a cautious look
round,

Bunter blinked at him.

At the sight of the watchiul Wells, his
first thought was to seek the darkest
and shadiest cormer of the balcony, in
case the butter looked out.

But second thoughts wore best!

This, he realized, was a chancel
Bunter twas getting desperate at the
prospect of a night out; and he had to
take chances., Under the stress of his
painfnl poesition his fat brain worked
at an vnusual rate.

He tapped at the window !

Wells Fuve a start, and logked round
at the french window, evidently sur-
prised by the tap.

And the Groyiriare ventriloguist, in a
voice that anyone at Wharton Todge
would have sworn was that of Hurreo
Jamwset Ram 8Singh, the dusky Nabob
of Bhanipur, called out:

“Please let mo infully, my estecrned
Wells! The deor is lockfully fastencd
on the inside 1"

“Dear me!” cjaculated Wells,

He came towards the window, nothing
donbting that Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh had gone out of the house and
returned by way of Wharton's den, ex-
pecting to find the french window on
the latch. He pulled the curtains aside.

Bunter popped back into cover of a
thick mass of ivy beside the window.

The next moment it opened, and
Wells looked out.

“Master Hurree Singh=—>" Wells
stared into the darkness, surprised not
to see the nabol standing there.
“Dear me! Where are you, sir?’

From the steps of the baleony, at o
little distance from the window, came
the voice of the Greyfriars ventriloguist !

“ Please comg and helpfully assist me!
I have slipfully fallen on the idiotie
snow.

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Wells,
and he stepped quickly from the french
window nrﬁ] erossed the balcony te the
steps.

e stood on the top step, peering
down into the darkness

His portly back was towards DBunter
and the window.

With hiz fat heart beating fast,
Bunter moved from the ivy and stepped
silently in at the french window.

In a twinkling he shot the window,
turned the keoy, and dragged the cur-
tains across. He closed them more
earefull% than Harry Wharten haed
dona. o had his reasons! Not a
fraction of a pap was left by which
Wells could have looked im.

Bunter pgrinned.

“ Bless me ! he heard Wells ejaculate,
*“Where are you, sir¥ FPlease call outl
Why—what—who—upon my word!”

Wells tramped back across the baleony
to the french window, His imrt.hr fnce
wora & frown. 1Jz tried the hendle and
found the door locked, and his frown
intenzified. = He could only eonclnda
that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bad

layed o practical joke on him, tricking
Eim out on the baleony and shutting
him out 1n the cold. He tapped sharply
on the window.

“Plezso let ma in at once, Mester
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Thomas, the page, stared af the white figure with distended eyes as it glided down the stairs. Then he let out a terrific

yell.

Hurree SBingh!"” he called out sharply.
“I am bound to say, sir, that I do not
like this kind of joke! beg you to
let me in at once,”

Billy Bunter gave mo heed. Wells
eould not get in, and could not lock
ia! If he wanted to pet back he had
to c?o down the steps, round the house,
and in by the door downstairs. ‘That
Efw? the fat Owl of the Remove plenty
of time.

Tap, tap, tapl came unheeded at
the window! Wells was nob anxions to
go round the house in the Decemaber
wind, without even a coat onl

" Master Hurree Singh!™ he shouted.
"Let me in at once!™

Bunter turned a deaf ear.

Ho whisked across to the box of
ecostumes and opened it.  He picked
out the blue domino and mask, exactly
like those selected by Bob Cherry! He
jammed the mask into his pocket and
erammed the domino under his arm,
and then whieked to the door. The
aszage outside was clear; and Bunter
];)nst no time in petting back to his
attie |

There he chuckled a fat chuckle!

Wells, on the cold and windy balcony,
did not feel like chuckling! He tapped
again and agnin! But as there was no
response, he realised that the practical
joker did not intend to let him in, and
he made up his mind, at last, to descend
tho steps and go round the house to the
door. And when, at last, Wells gob in,
cold snd shivering and decply exasper-
eted, only his well-trained respect for
his master and  his master’s guests
prevented Wells from telling the Wabob
of DBhanipur what he thought of him!

“The ghost 1" Wells, the builer, starfed up from a hali-doze.

The ghost ! ** shrieked Thomas.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,.
The Christmas Ghost !

CHRI&TM&E DAY was rather o
quict day at Wharton Lodge.
The fostivities followed.
‘%uiet&st of all that Christmas
Day was the unbidden and unsuspected
uest who had the disused attie all to
Eimseif! SBoveral times during the day,
certainly, Bunter vontured out when the
coast was clear. But he did not venture
far; and a footstep or & volco sent
b seatthng back to his atiic, like &
fat rabbit to its burrow.

Bunter had had an idea that on
Christmas Day he would show up and
take his chance! On that day, of all
others, a fellow was least likﬂf}" to geb
the "‘Eu:}cnt,”

But for the unlortunate row with the
calonel at Wimford, doubiless DBunter
would have taken his chanee.

But that, so0 to speak. had put the
lid on!

All Bunter’s proceedings, in fact,
zince he had been an unsuspoctod guest
at Wharton Lodze had made matters
worse istead of Tretter.

Ho had, as it were, run up a _lcmg
aceount, which had to be paid off if he
was discovered there

All his various snafflings. which had
been  attributed to some  unknown
pilferer from below stairz, would he
traced to thewr genwine author as soon
as it was known thar Unoter had been
hidcden there all the time

Tho ideniiiy of the “rhost” would
ba known at otce. Nobody would doubt
wherp the Christmas pudding had gone !

sull, Bunmier would have risked it
but for that row with the ald colonel !
Colonel Wharton had not  fOnishod

* Wha-a-at [ *" he gasped.

“Owl Lookl

smacking his head on that occasion
when DBunter got away, Bunter did not
want him to fwnish.

He pondered over it dizmall
seclusion of the attie, Lut ke
1t would not do!

Fortunately, he was not short of
provender,

The pudding was still lasting hun !

It was, luckily, an enormous pudding !
Even Bunter waos g long time getting
through it!  Christmas pudding, de-
lightful as it 1. might have palled on
any other fellow in the long run. But
it did not pall on Bunter! He enjoyed
every crumb and every plum

The pudding, eof course, had been
replaced downstairs. There was another
pudding for the family. Probably they
did not Enﬁ'ay the second dding =o
much as the fat Owl of the Roemove
enjoyed the first one

But cverything comes to an end! The
last fragment of that big pudding was
gone on Christimas Day

[n the dusk of the mrunm(gI
Owl wventured ont of his mdmng place
arain and as far as the landmg The
hall below waz: brightly lighted and
gleaming with holly and mastietoe.

Peering through the bamsters. Bunter
blinked at bright and cheery faces.
Miss Amy Wharton with her kind and
pentle amile, was pulling -a 'hrnisimas
cracker with Hurree Jamset Ram Siugh.
Dob Cherry’s ruddy face grinned under
o tall paper cap. Harry Wharton was
trying the wircloss, to see what was
coming through- ready to turen it on if
ithere was somothing cheerful and to

(Contintued on page 16}
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v (Continued from page 13.)

turn 1t off if there was ono of those in-

tovesting and improving talks! DEvery-
hod ooked ppy, and Bunter,
blinking down at them  unsgeen
considered once. more whether it would

Le judicicus to *show up”  Colonel
Wharton, standing before the fira with
Liz honds under Biﬁs coat-tails, looked
unusvally amiable. Frank Nugent's
voice floated upl

“ Heard from Mauly, Wharton”

“VYes: he's coming over to-morrvow,”
answered, Farry, ) )

“Cood egg! Is Dunter staying with
him

“Not that I know of.” i

“l wonder whom Bunter's staying
with '

Thero was a laugh

“Bunter I’ It was the colonel’s deop
voico, “Thet impertinent young jacka-
napes| Huh 1™
A“Mjr dear James!"” murmured Aunt

.

“0Oh, quite so, my dear Amy " said
the ﬂﬂiﬂ]‘b&!. “ At Christmasz-timo ono
must feel kindly towards everybody.
Still, I think I should box that checky
voung rascal's ears if I saw him, all the
same. What 13 thero on the wireless,
Harry 1" he added, evidenily to geot rid

disapreeable subject of that im-

pertinent yvoung jeckanapes, Bunter!
Billy Bunter glared through the
banisters.

He gave up the idea of "showing

: up 'y
and trustin

to luck and the spirit of

¥uletide. The eolonel evidently had not
got over it. It was still the ottic for
Bunter !

Squeals and Morsa came from
wireless. Wharton shut it off.

“What about a ghost story ™ asked
Bob Cherry. “Harry tella us that the
jolly old ghost has been seen this Christ-
mas. Lucky bargee to have n family
ghost; they forgot to tell the builder
.0 put one in at Cherry Flace.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Tell us about the ghost, sir,” said
Johnny Ball.

Coloncl Wharton smiled.

“If you would care to hear it—-"" lic
said.

“ (O, yes, rather|”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

There was peneral attention while the
colonel told the story of the rghostly
ﬁ‘%urr.- that haunted—or did not hauwnt—
Wharton Lodge. At Christmastide, it
geemoed, when the snow was white on
the reofs, and the wild wind wailed
round the chimneys, the ghost walked
en the scene where he had been slain
g0 many hundred years apo, and am-
nouneed his presence with deep and
dismal groans.

“0Of late.” the colonel wound vp, *
rhost haz not been secn or heard—"

Groan |

Colanel Wharton broke off sharply.

Groan !

“What—what—what was that ?™ ejacn-
lated Miss Amy. Her face bocame quite
pale in the firelight.
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tfood gad ] What—"" The colonel
stared round.

Groani .

All the juniors were on their fect.

Every groan seemed to come from o
They were, natur-
ally, unaware that s venirilogquist was
at work, . ]

It wasz startling—ecric—unnerving.

“What the thump—"" exclaimed Bob
Cherry blankly, *‘Did you fellows hear
that P _

“The hearfulness was terrific,”

“Hark! There it is againl”

Ciroan ! . C e

It was a long, horrible, hair-raising
groan. This timo it seemed to Colonel
Wharton that he detected the sound
from the oak-balustraded landing over
the old hall. He glared up.

“Bomeonc _is playing a trick!” he
snapped, “Run up the stairs, some of
you, and search 1" )

Billy Bunter was generally like the
tortoise in his movements. But as lc
heard those words he outstripped the
hare. Hle was back in his attic almost
tn the twinkling of an cye.

Harry Wharton & Co. ran up the
stairs.

“Nobody here (" ealled out Harry.

The groans were heard no more
Billy DBunter, locked in his attic, was
groaning dismally over the absence of
supper.  But in the atbic his groans were
unheard.

=l B —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bob!

HIMING bells zounded in the

frosty night, mingling with the
wail of t%m wind.

In the old oak-walled hsll of

Wharton Lodge there was still a dim

low from the red embers on the ancient

earth. Tvery now and then came a
faint erackle from a log. At long inter-
vals there was a little lemping flame,
that died down again and left all black.

The honschold slept—with soma excep-
tions. Five fellows were very wide
awake. It was a lark, Bob Cherry had
declared, to celebrate Christmas with a
ghost-hunt, Johnny Bull agroed that a
ghost gave the festive season the fnish-
ing touch. Harry Wharton was very
keen to lay hold of the mysterious
practical i_{n er who was playing ghost
—who had scared Wells and Thomas
with & sheet over his head, and startied
the whole party by groaning on Christ.
mas evening from some unsuspected
nook. The whole Co., in fact, were
keen on bapgging the ghost, and at the
shimes of midnight thoy turned out for
that purpose.

Thera was no danger this time of bag-
ring Wells by mistake., Colonel Whar-
ton had frowned so severely on the
butler’s exploit that Wells wosz not going
to repeat it, The Famous Five had the
field to themselves. And if the ghost
walked they were goinpg to “lay '’ b

They were going, n fact, to lay ik
hard. Tach of them had provided him-
enlf with o weapon of offence for laying
the ghost. If that ghost was caught ne
was likely to be tho soundest thrashed
ghost in the whole world of spectres and
phantoms.

The chums of the Remove had laid
their plans carefully. They posted
themselves ab various points to watch
for the ghost.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
tiptoed down inte the hall. Johnny Bull
posted himself on one wing of the double
staircasa, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh on
the other. Bob Cherry took possession
of the long, wide landing that connected
the two above.

THE MAGNET

Thus posted, the five juniors were well
]illm:ed to beg the ghost if he showed up
that Christmas night. They hoped that
ho would. It was, perhaps, a "lazk ™ to
E? %hnst-hunt.mg; ut it was cold, and

o follows grew rather sleepy, and they
wora not fescfully keen to I:E:Et the
performance. So they hoped t they
would have good luck this time.

Certainly there was & good chanco of
it—for the Ehnat of Wharton Lodge was
frightfully hungry. o

pother raid on the larder was indi-
cated, and Billy Bunter could only hope
that everybody was sleeping soundly on
Christmas night. N

Anyhow, he had to risk ik

If anybody was up, and he was seen,
a ghostly aspect would save him from
detection if he got clear. Carefully, by
a dim eandle-light in his attio, the Owl
of the Remove draped himself in a eheet,
and put the pillowslip over his bullet.
head. It was well after midnight when
he made the venture. He blew out the
candle, opened the attic door silemtly,
and crept omt. Tor several long
minutes he listened.

All was silent and still. )

Ha hesitated, but he made up his fat
mind. The thought of cold turkey lured
him on. :

On tiptoe he crept down tho attic
stair emg crept stealthily along the pas-
sage to tha stairs.

aintly from below came a dim red
eleam from the dying fire in the ball;
otherwise, all was black.

At the end of the passage Bunter
listemed ngain,

Thero was no sound.

He stepped forward to grope his way
to the stalrs, And as ho did so there
camo a sudden, startled gasp from the
darknesz on the landing.

“My hat! Hallo, hallo, hallo1™

Bunter stopped dead, He knew Bob
Cherry's voice. The beasts, as he had
hﬁlf suspected, were on the watch for the
ghost.

“0Oh lor' 1" breathed Bunter.

“Come on, you men '’ shouted Bob.

Ile was running along the lapnding in
thoe dark towards DBunter. Bunter
ponped back into the passage from

which he had emerged.

There were calling voices and footsteps
on the staira. The Co. were running up
in the dark to join Bob.

Bob did not wait for them, )

He rushed after the dizappearing
ghost.

Bunter turned the corner of the pas-
sago.  with really wonderful presence
of mingd, ho tore off the shest and the
pillowslip. Bob was only a few yards
away; there was no escape by runnimg.
In sheer desperation Bunter stoppod
just round tho corner of the passape,
backing close to the wall.

Two seconds later Bob Cherry came
barging round.

Something white fluttered in tho air
and descended like a cloud over his
head., It was the sheet.

“(Oh, my hat "' gasped Bob.

He struggled in the emveloping folds
of the sheet on his head That was
Bunter’s chanee,

Ho darted up the passage, leaped v
the attic stalr, and vanished—as swittly
and completely as & real ghost.

Bob grabbed wildly at the sheet that
had so suddenly descended on his head
and enveloped him. Ho had been taken
quite by eurprisa by that peculiar
manceuvre on the part of tho ghost.

There was & rush of footsteps across
tho landing. Johnny Bull's wvoice
ghouted ; ) ] .

“Here he 15! He glimpeed a white,
ghostly bGgure just round the corner
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in the passage and leaped at it. “Got
him |I**

Crash |

Bob Cherry, enveloped in the sheet,
went with & crash to the floor, with
Johnny Bull sprawling over him.

“Back up!” panted Johnny, “Got
hipm 1

“Hurrah [

“Pila in 1” panted Wharton.

“Urrrggh 1 came from Bob Cherry.

choked and blinded by the sheet and
unable to Eﬂt rid of it 1n Johnny Bull's
heft{I clutches. * Yuuurrrggh I#
Wharton was on him the next moment.
second later, IMNugent and Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh added their grasp.
“(rot the rotter I” gasped Nugent.
“The gotfulness is terrific |*
"Whera's Bob? Lend s hand here,

Dol
“Urrrrgeh 17
“My hat! He's pretty hefty! Hold

him.! Don't let him get away | panted

0

;:?hartﬂn. “ Never mind if you damage
111 P

“What-ho ¥

“Urrrggh! Grooogh! Ooooocogh t*

came in muflled splutterings from the
itnterior of the tangled sheect.
“Whurrrrggh 1*

“Keep hold of him1?

“et a light, somebody! Switch it
on, one of yon!” exclaimed Wharton.
“I'va got the votter all right 1"

Wharton's arm was round the
prisoner’s neck, half suffocating him.
Nugent and Hurree Singh held his
prms, tangled in the sheet. Johnny Bull
lot go, ran .-Jr.l:::nF to the switch, and
turned on the light. Then he ran
back and grasped the prisoner again,

“YWhera's Bob ! he exclaimed. Only
four members of the Co. were holding

the eapture. “Bob! Back up, Bob.I”
“Yurrrggh |
chook-choking !

Leggo! T'm  chook-
Yurrrggh ! came in

17

suffocated tones from under the tangled
sheet.

“SBerve you jolly well right, whoever
you are!” grinned .]'cﬁm_n Bull.
“You're going to have a jolly good
hidmg, tool Are you Thomas?”

“Groooogh! Goooogh! Leggo!™

“I seem to know that veico,” said
Harry., “Hold him tight, whila 1 get
the sheet off him. Don't let him get
away."

“No fear ™

“Whare's that ass, Bob,
time ?” grunted Johnoy Bull.

“Gurrrgggh ¥

“Keep him safe!”

Wharton grasped the sheeb to pull 1t
away, while the other three fellows
held ifhﬁ prisoncr a3 if in o vice. The
cia,pi;am of the Remove tore sway the
sheet,

all this

(Continued on next pagd.)

¥ Linesman,' who is an expert on Soccer, will he pleased to hear from MAGNET

chums who haye problems to solve. Write te him, ¢/o The MAGMHET, The Flectway
Houme, Farringdon Street; London, E.C.4.

T certain big football gounds,
A whers the space betweesn the
goal-lines and touch-lines is
some distance from the nearest
spectators, it iz the costom to employ
boys to kick the ball back when it goes
out ur{;la:,r. Haven't you somatimes felt a
bit jenlous when watehing the hoye who
have been given this job t I confess
that I have. They have a splendid view
of the match.

In this connection, one of my readers
sends me an out-of-the-way guery this
weelt. He wants fo konow how those boyvs

et iha job at & ground like that of
lgaa, at Btamford Bridge, for instance.
This reader friend of mine says he would
like such a job. I daro say he would.
There are no end of applications from boys
for this task.

I am afraid, however, that a
anerely ovdinary application to the
Chelsea club—or {o any other club
rehich uges thege boys—icould not
be of nmiuch uge. Thoso nice jobg—
like o0 many other jobrs—are mostly
abfained by ** influcnce.”?

At Hampden Park, Gl ., which is
the bigzest footboall arena in the British
Islea—Digger than Wemblesy even—they
employ cight lada for all the big matches
to kiele tho ball back to the ficld of play
when it has run over the line. Tﬁm
boya at Hompden Park, where the
Scotlond v. England matches are usually
played, are booked for two years, alter
which they are then given what might,
in o sense, be called an international cap.
And they retire with that honour to make
way for other boys who have grown big
enougl.

SURFRISE RESULTS !

ACH 2zeason, when the Cup-ties
E come along, we get o certoin
number of shocks,. Teama which
senrcely seem to have o chanes,
somehow manoge to beat their much more
fancied coropetitors, Last season, for
instanca, Arsenal, then leaders of the

Firat Division, were drawn against Walsall,
a olub which had done very little out of
the ordinary even in the Third Division.
But on their own ground, Walsal! beat
Arsenal by two poals to nil,

How i3 it that this sort of thing happens
in the Cup competition ! That is a
guestion which has been put to me. There
are different ways in whieh we can aceount
for these surprige results, For instance,
it may well be that a mistake is made in
aup;ijming that the clubs in the Third
Division, by way of example. are eo
much inferior to the clubs of the First
Division. We have seen teams like
Portsmouth climb apwards, fairly rapidly,
from the Third Ihvision, through the
Elemnd Division, and up to the very top
Clasa,

Again, it may happen that ocoeasionally
the players connected with a club in the
very ftop elass, mesting a team from a
lower League, are inclined fo treat their
opponents with o certain amount of
contempt ; to say to themselves: *'We
nesd not worry much about this game,
which we can win as we like Often
the players who adopt that attitude
towards & match don't wake up to their
mistake until it iz oo late.

It sams to me, however, that the biggest
reason for these surprise Cup-tio results
iz that the lowly club iz in the happy
position of having everything fto gain
and nothing to loae.

They now that crerpbody cxpects
thent to be beaten, gnd that nohody
toill be disappointed if that is their
fate, Therefore, they setile down to
the game in a care-free spivit, and
ify by theiv endhusicsm nind energy,
they mranage o ¢get the lead, they
hang on to i with grin determina-
tion.

On the other hand, if the players of the
highly-placed First Division elub do
happen to fall bohind they begin to worry.
They know that the whole football world
will lavgh at them if they are defeated,
and knnwingh this, they get anxzicus, and
don's play their natural game,

Anyway, whatever the explonation,
these surprise reaults are part and paveel
of the Cup comopetition. Thias knook.oub
affair gives all the clubs a second chance.
By the time the Cup-tio part of the season
somes along it is obvious that some elubs
haven't the faintest hope of winning the
championship of their League, or cven

etting near it. So they concenirate on
the Cup competition, and thus try to make
up for their failuro in the League. It is
a striking fael that suecess in Leagus and
Cup very seldom go hand in hand. It is
thirty-six vears sincoe the samsa team won
the First Division championship and ihe
F.A, Cup in the same season,

HALF-TIME !

i HEY watching a match tho
W other day,” writea one of my
readors, * I noticed what
seemed like an  argument
poing on immediately after the referes had
blown the whistle for half-time. It was
o dull day, and the referee seemed to be
ordering the players to change ends
without going off the fleld so that ihe
match could finished while the light
lnsted. Has the referes the right to
order the players to ¢hnn¥a ends at half.
time without going off t*
In reply, I have to say that the referee
has no such right.

He can, with o view fo getiing the
maich finished while the Hght lasts,
asl: the players if they would mind
changing ends immediately, with-
out going off the fleld. But according
to rule the players, if they fcel so
dispased, can demend that thcy
fiave an inferval of flve minuies”
duration.

fio when you read—as vou often do in
the newspapers—that the referee ordered
the players not to leave the field at hall-
time, the statement iz wrong.

There ia endless romonce in the findin
of faotball players who rise to the top o
the tree. This season, Tom Mills, the
inside-left of Clapton Orient, has played
for Wales. Do you Eknow how he was
discovered ¥ L'l tell you. “When he was

rowing up ho was a waiter at a restaurant.
"he firm which emmployed him hed o foots
ball team, and that team got to the
fina! of a trade Cup commpetition. At that
final tie, Arthur (;‘}?‘:;'jmsdﬁll, who wns then
manazer of the Orient, happened to be
present, and being struck with the promiss
of Aills, ho gave him a trial, Mills was
duly signed on. You never kneow, my
football friends, when somebody of
importance may be watebmg !

“LINESMAN.*
Toe Magrer Lispanry.~—No. 1,350,
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“Now, who—— Oh, my hat "
in utter stupefaction the juniors ga
at the red, wrathinl, and inferiated face

of Bob Cherry !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wrathy !

£ oB
B “Bob Cherry 1™
“Oh erikey 1"

“QOh, my estecnmed hat!™
~ Bob Chevry gurgled. The other fel-
lows pgosped. They gazed at their
prisoner as if they could hardly believe
their eyes. 2
“Bob! You silly ass!” gasped Whar-
ton. " Yon—playing ghost——"

“You unspoakable idiot!” exclaimed

Johony Bull. *Calling out to us to
come on—and ﬁl& ing ghost voursetf all
the time! Call that sense !

“The senselessness 15 terrific I
“Urrrrggh!™ gurgled BEob.
“Wurrrggh! Oh erikey! I'm nearly
suffocated | Urrrrrrggh 17
. “You silly ass|” exclaimed MNugent
indignantly. “8erve you jolly well

right1 at the thump are you play-
ing this game for "
You blithering idiot1” gasped Bob,

“There's a blithering idiot here,
that's & cert 1" said Johuny Bull. “And
his name's Charry 1

“You howling ags I#

“Look here, Bob, it's really too
thick 1"  exclaimed Hearry Wharton.

You've spoiled the whole thing!
What on earth put it into your aiﬁy

lkead to play ghost?”
lg.lrgligg chump 1™

“¥aou
“Oh. chuck it1” growled Johnny Bu'l.

“Of all the unspeskable, howling asses
to start play ghost yourself g

“I didn't 1" shrieked Bob Cherry.

"Oh, don’t be an ass | Hore you were,
w.‘:‘!,h a sheet aver your head—"

‘That tricky rottor chucked it there,
vou blithering idiot 1" hizssed Bob. I
;‘lﬁnr#j" had iﬁﬂ}‘] m\:illendhgolchlécked the

gat over my h n: e

“Who did by e Bl

“How should I know, ass? The
fellow who was playing the ghost! T
raa round this corner afier him, and he

chucked the sheet ovar n:"ﬂ head "
hooted Bob. “Then you sillly idiots
rushed me ovor——"

“(h, my hat "

* And while you've been %ﬂ.ﬂng‘ the
fool hae's got away 1" enorted Bob. “ You
silly owls, I'va pot about a dozen
bumps and bLruizes 2 )

“Mean {o say vyou weren't playing
ghost 7 gusped Johnny Bull, “ Well,
you silly ags, what was o fellow to think,
coming up 'in the dark and finding &
blithering 1diot with a sheet over his
head "

“I tall you he chucked it
and scooted 1 shrieked Dob.

“Why did you let him do it "

“¥You==you—you burbling bandor-
snateh, how could I help it? Do you
t_éugk I let him do it for fun?” hissed

ob.

“Well, vou shouldn’t have let him [
s2id. Johnny Ball, shaking hiz head.
*You've spoiled the whole thing. Ha's
got awsy now, whoever he is. You
ﬂu,fht to have had a bit more gumption,
old chap I

1 tell you——" roared Bob.

“Don’t wake the house, old bean®
said Johnny. “If Wharton's uncle
comes out he won't be in the hest of
tempers.  And he mayn't believe that
rou weren't playing the ghost when he

ears that we found you with a sheet
over vour head in the dark.”

“If you want your mnose pulled,
Johnny Buall—*

Bob Cherry’'s usually amicable temper
seamed to be failing him.

"Order, old beanz!® said Harry
Wharton. “No ragasl Anvhow, we
nearly had the follow. Better luck next
time |

“Peorhaps

over nmw

the betterfulness of the
esteemed luck next time will be
g.':lrriﬂc!” ﬂﬁgl Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh soo 7.

“We've got the sheet, anyhow,” said
Harry. “The housekeeper may be able
to tell which bed it came from, when she
goes It to-morrow. That may be a clue
to the blighler.”

““MNo sheet missing from your bed,
Bob " asked Johnny Bull

Johnny still ecemed to have his
doubits,
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Bob Cherry’s sanswer was not in
words, He was punched pnd pom-
melled, breathless and winded. e was
wrathy. It was due, from his point
of view. to the haadinng haste of his
comrades. To ba suspected of playing
ghostly tricks himself was sltogether
too muchl Tnstead of answerin
Johnony's question verbally he jumpe
nt‘ him an t his head into chancery !

O By Hat 1" btop that P g

» My ha top that!” gasps
Harry Wharton, N
::Et:-h, vou ass | exclaimed Nugent.

My esteemed and idiotic Bob—"

They grasped Bob Cherry ond
dragged him back. Johnny Bull, gasp-
mg for breath, glared at him,
"W;Eﬂ:th mill;.r ass 1M Iha spljnttered.
winat the thump—— I've o jolly good
mipd— rn—ﬁu—T"h& N

me go, you fatheads!” howled
Bob., “If that howling ass thinks T was
F[a ing ghost, I'll jo ly well punch w
ittle more sense into his silly head.”
Qull__ft. fathead! “You'll wake the
ouse

i | Eell”yml if that blithering ass

"1 know what it looks like I said
Johnny Bull. “I don’t mind your
pr&ntmn.] jokes, a5 a rule. But this—"

”Let. me get at him 1" howled Bab.

Rata!* hut up, Johnny, we can-all
fnlm Ztﬂﬂ:rba word,” said Harry. “Look

1ere, the game's up for to-night. Let's
et back to bed. Wa've lost enough
sleep over that rotten trickster.”
harton end Nugent walked with
Bob to his room.

The unfortunate outcome of the ghost.
hunt SEF-H‘.'IIBI.‘I likely to end in fisticuffs,
in Bob's present excited and wrathy
atat&—w}u&, of course, would naver
have done,

Johnny Bull ehrugged his shoulders
a3 he went to his room. Hea did not
exactly doubt Bob's word on the sub-
ject, but, as he had said, he knew what
it looked like! WNobody had eeen the

ghost ¥ except Bob; and Bob had
been caught with the ghostly shest over
his head. Perhaps the othar fellows

ad a lingeri oubt, too. Bob was
well known to have s rather exuberant
sense of fun, which might have lad him
over the limit, for once,

Good-night, old chap!” said Wharton
'”'f."? Hus:un_l; amicably at Bob's door.

Good-night, you silly fatheads!®
grunted Bob,

And they smiled, and went to their
own guarters,

Lights wore turnod ont; all was dark.
One o'clock chimed. Two! Three! At
tnat unearthly hour there was no eye
open, 1o ear alert, to see or to hear a
figure that glided and crept by dark
pastapes pnd stairenses,

t was g very late hour when the
unsuspected guest at Wharton Lodge ata
his supper of cold turkey by candlelight
in the attic.

But the turkey was good! And it was
better late than never!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Blue Domino !

TRAINS of merry music flonted
@ through Wharton Lodge.

The gramophone was grinding
out dance musie.

QOutside, snowflakes were falling end
dashing against the windows on the
winter wind.

Within, all was merry and bright.

The cld cak-walled haell was glisten.
ing with evergreens and red berries,
Everything had been cleared out of the
way to make room for the dancing.
ﬁIrEEdrq some couples were gliding over
the polished floor,
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Colonel Wharton was telling the story of the ghost that

borrible, hair-ralsing groan.

Guests had been areiving  during
Boxing Day. ]

Lurg Mauleverer had turned up in the
biggest car ever. HHazeldeme of the
Hemove had come, with his sister Mar-
jorie, and with Marjorie came Miss
Clara and several other CLff Houso
giria. Fisher T. Fish, the American
junior of Greyfriars, was there. Fishy,
whose home was in New York, stayed at
(ireyiriars ovor the helidays. obody
was keen on TFishy's company; the
feilows would almost have preferred
Nunter of the two. DBut Harry Wharton
had a kind thought for the fellow who
was left at school on his lonely own,
and he had rung up Greyiriars and
azked him for Boxing Day.

FFishy had s mental struggle before
he accepted the invitation, welcome as
it was to a fellow who was passing his
holidays in the far from msliv::ning
company of Gosling, the porter, an
Alis. Kebble, the House dame.

But, after a rapid mental caleulation,
he decided that what he would get to
eat at Wharton Lodge would be nearly
warth tho railway fare.

S0 Fishy came, still & little worried
by the unavaidable expenditure of cash,
but prepared to make the bhest of it

Other Greyiriars fellows furned up,
too, among them the Bounder and Tom
Redwing, the two of them coming over
in Emi%’mv’a ater's car—aopr, rather, 1n
one of Mr, Vernon-8mith’s many cars.
Bome fellows brought sisters or cousins.
So there was quite & nomerous com-
qany; on all of whom Miss Amy
Vharton smiled her kind and hospitable
smile, and the colonel grinned his most

:niable grin, Wharton was happy in
an uncle and an gunt who did not mind
if the honse was turned upside-down on
occasion, so long as their dear nephew
enjoyed himself. And there was no

. g i P
T ITRE AT EE
haunted Wharton Lodge when there came the sound of a long,

‘¢ What—what—what was thai ? ** ejaculated M
The party, naturally, was unaware that Bunter, the ventriloquist,

doubt that the house was considerably
turned upside.down. :

There was dancing in the wide old
hall to the meyry straing of the gramo-
phone, in charge of which stood Thomas,
with his widest grin on his chubby face,
The dining-room was the supper-room,
arranged in a way that would have
made Billy Bunter’s mouth water had
he seen it—as he was going to, if all
woent well. The colonel’s study, opening
off the hall, was tuynmed into a cosy
corner, with chintzes and holly decora-
tions,

Fisher T. Fish ascertained that supper
started whenever a fellow liked, and
that a fellow could have all tho suppers
he Hiked, one after another. Fishy was
carly in beginning, e only wished that
he had had an appetite like Billy
Bunter's. In that ease, he could have
been absolutely certoin of indemmifying
himself for the cost of his railway fare.
Anvhow, he was going to do his best,
and he ca]cu'lﬁmg and reckoned and
guessed that, on the whole, he would
not be much of a loser,

Wharten's den swarmed with fellows,
seleeting costimes from the ample box,
and most of thom talking at once. SBome
of them had brought their fancy dress,
some hadn't; but there was an ample
supply in the box.

Cheery voices floated up the attie
stair and reached the fat ears of a fat
junior who was lying doggo thera
cllows swarmed in the rooms and in
the passage of the quarter of the house
assigned to Wharton and bis friends.
Home of them even sat on the atile stair
whila they talked, little dreaming whose
fat care heard them from farther up.

“Scen  anvthing of Bunter these
hols ¥

Vernon-Bmith's voice flonted wp to
Bunter, as he sat on the attic stair

Wharton, her face turning quite pale.

was at work on the landing above !

putting on his dancing shoes. Appar-
cutly, he was addressing Lord Maule-
verer, for it was Mauly’s lazy voico that
answercd,

" No. Eﬁinndid luck—what .

“Beast !™ breathed Billy Bunter, in
the darkness above.

“Better luck than ours, Mauly 1 said
Dob Cherry, with a chuckle. “We've
seen the fat foozler! He was in Wim-
ford a day or two before Christmas.”

“What was he doin’ there 1"

“You mean, whom was he doin’?"
chuckled the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“1 rather like this jn]}f
doming,” remarked DBob Cherry, who
was in costume. “The Dblessed hood
makes o fellow’s napper rather warm 1"

“ Better put on the mask, too!” said
the Bounder,

“"T'm going to. DBut wh

“You'll be better-lookin

“ Tathead 1"

“* Your sister’s asking for you, Hazel,”
satd Redwing, from the stairs.

“Is she?” said Hazeldene, “IT'm not

old blue

?I'!-

i it 1"

ready vet. Hore, don’t shove a fellow
over, Bob Cherry, you ass! What's the
hurry 77

The junior in the blue domino did not
answer that guestion.  Hazel stared
aftecr him o8 he raced for tha stairs.
Hazel was not in o partienlar huorry
to join Marjorie in the hall—he saw no
oecasion for haste.  Apparently, Bob
Cherry did. - 3

Billy Bunter, in his attic, waited for
the coast to clear,

By candlclight he had fitted himsclf
up in the blue domine and hood and
mask that he had borrowed [rom the
box in Wharton's room.

The hood made him look rather taller
than was natural to the fat jumor, and
THE MagxeT LiBRARY.—No. 1,350,
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ie ijmsose folds of the domino, which
reasched to his fat unklev} completely
voncealed the rotundity of his ample
ASgure, :

Bunter had mo doubt of passing unde-
tected in the crowd,

Except that he was shorter, he looked
exactly like Bob Cherry, whose costume
was similar, and the hood over his
bullet head lessened the difference.

Bunter grinned under the mask.

A fellow in domino, hood, and mask
might be anybody in the merry com-

pany, and, unless were  séen
together, anyone would take him for
Bob. That added to his sense of

security, But ho had to wait till the

did not tear a yard off a dress, or tread
on & foot, Bob copsidered that he got
through pretty well; keeping time to
the music was sn art he had not yet
acquired. He was looking on con-
tentedly and  cheerfully, when Lord
Mauleverer touched him on the arm,
and he glanced round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Why aren’t you
danging, Mauly " he asked. *“You're
the man they want, you know."

“Have you gone off your rockeri”

asked Mauly.
“Eht"
“Look at may nose ™
“Bnoocked it hard apgainst some-

thing ” asked Bob in wonder. “It

coast was clear before he descended Jooks as if you have, old chap. Hard
i i S S tugk " i
unter peered cautiousiy ou roOug oan't vor we h ou
his big spectacles and the eye-holes of hepa & B
15 mask. “ Wh-a-at 7™

All the other follows had gone down,
g0 far as he could sce. :

The fat Owl rolled down the attio
stair to the passage,
i “Oh gad!” came a startled exclama-
ion.

Bunter jumped and stared round.

Lord Mauleverer, in aveniuﬁ clothes—
his lordship was too lazy to change into
faney dress—was leaning on the wall,
just making wp his lazy mind to
negotiato tho stairease,

e stared at the apparition in the blue
doming. He had seen Bob Cherry put
on & blue domino exactly like this one,
but he had also seen Bob rush down
the stairs ear!gi

“Where did you spring from, old
bean 1 asked Mauleverer. “I thought
you were down in the jolly old hall,
trippin’ the light fantastic toe and
treadin’ on Marjorie’s feet,”

The fat Owl grinned under his mask.

Instead of answering, he stopped
towards Lord Mauleverer. This was
the fellow who had left him behind
when Girayfriars broke up for Christmas,
instead of carrying him off to Maule-
verer Towers| It was duc to this beast
that Bunter was passing hiz Christmas
in such & very remarkable manner.

ing , Bunter disentangled a fat
paw from his domino, and delivered a
tudden and unexpected punch, which
landed on Mauly’s noble nose, taking
ki quite by surprise,

Bump |

Lord Mauleverer sat down suddenly.

“Oh gad!” he gasped, in bewildor-

ment. “Oh, great gad! Mad, or
what?! By Jove! Ow I

Bunter fled.

Heo had vanished before the astounded

Mauleverer clambered to his feet again,
Mauly dabbed his nose with his handker-
chief. There was a trickle of red.

“Oh gadl Is_ the fellow mad, or
what 1" gasped Mauly, *Punchin’® a
fellow's nose like that! Oh crumbs|
I'll jolly well have somethin’ to say to

b when T seo him again, by Jove 1"

Not till he had abolished the last
speck of crimson from his nose did Lord
Mauleverer descend the staircase jnto
the hall. The gramophone was roaTing,
and & donce was going omn.

Lord Mauleverer spotted s blus
domino—the only one to be seen. Bob
Cherry had had one dance with Marjorie,
and now he was stending by & window,

watehing her as she glided round with
the Bounder.
As there were rather more bogs than
girls, Bob was not in demand: and,
mdead, it was only kind friendship that
could have induced Marjorie to dance
with Bob, whe was a great man on tha
footbzll fiold, but rather like a
rhinoceros in the danoing line. If he
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Stepping quickly towards his unsuspect. B8
fordstip. Bo 4

“But_remind
friars, if I for
“What the jolly old thump do you
want to punch me for, Mauly, you
howling ass?" demended Bob.
“Becanse you punched me, you
obstreperous idiat | . If you're not off
your rocker, what did you do it for?”
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“I did?” gasped Boh.

T Yﬂ-ﬂrﬂ ll"l

“You're dreaming1”

“Oh rats!” grunted Mauleverer, and
he moved away, leaving Dob Cherry
staring after him in blank amazement,

In the supper-room, out of sight, there
was another fellow in a blue domino,
Mauly did not ses him. Neither was
he likely to ses him for some time,
Bunter was gm‘ng to distinguish him-
self in the dancing, which he did as
elegantly and gracefully as an elephant.
But supper came first! Bunter had
several lost suppers to make up forl
Now ke was making up for them.
Also, he would not be able to join the
supper-table when the unmasking came
on. o he had to fill up in odvance!
Which he was proceeding to do—with a
stendy determination that left Fisher T.
Fish far in the rear.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Extraordinary !

b Y esteemed Bob—"

M “Hallo,  hall, hallo,

Inky 1
“Do you knowfully recog-

nige rae ™

Bob Ehar;jy] grinned.

“You've changed yonr domino,” he
said. “But I sort of faney I Lknow

our jolly eld variety of my native
anguage, Inky.”

THE MAGNET

Bob was standing by & big tub of
palms, waiting for the moment when he
could claim Marjorie Hazeldens for
another dance. A blue domino joined
him there. Ie had seen Hu_rreﬁ amsot
Ram Singh putting on a pink domino,
#0 he concluded that the nabob had
cnanged. For there wa: no mistaking
the variety of English that was spoken
from behind the mask As Bob did
not know that Billy Bunter was ALY
where within & dozen miles, and had, in
faot, quite forgotten his fat existence,
he was not li ELIY to suspect that the
speaker was that fat and fatuous youth,

ilfully imitating the nabeb’s beautiful
flow of English.

“Been at supper nlready, Inky?"

di Eh ?}j

“There’s soms jam on your domine,”
griu.n»ad Bob, “and gour mask looks a

i allo, hallo!

t eticky ! Hallo. I've
got to cut off —"

“Hbld on an absurd moment—->="

“Can't! Let go my sarm, Inky, you
ass—oan't keep Marjorie waiting, you
fathead 1**

“You are desirefuiiv wanted on the
esteomed telephone. The absurd eolonel
esked me to find you and tell you.”

“Dh, what rot!"’

“It i8 & call from Cherry Place, and
I fearfully think that something is

wrongfu
“0Oh, my hat!" A telephone call
from home, on Boxing Night, could
hardly mean nnjt.hmg, except that
something was amiss. **1 say, thanks,
Inky, old man— I say, this iz my
dance—Marjorte, you know— I say,
will vou explain to her, old chap?
She's yonder. Smithys _jJus.t taken ber
to that seat by the holly.
“Tho explainfulness wil! be terrific.”
Bob Cherry hurried away. Even a
dance with Marjorie ocounted for
nothing if something untoward hed hap-
pened at home. And what else muﬁi
a trunk call from Dorsetshire mean 1
Billy Bunter grinned under his mask.
Bob had not the faintest suspicion,
Heo passed & pink domino as he hurried
away, but never suspected that Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh was inside it. He
fancied that he had just Leen speaking
to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in a blue
domino like his own,
Bunter rolled over to Marjorie.
_Bmithy, who was the man in posses.
sion, 8o to speak, was rather reluctant
to quit; but Bob’s name was down on
Marjoria’s progpramme and that was
that! Neither the Bounder nor Miss
Hazeldene had any suspicion that ths
fellow in the blue dom no was not Bob.
Certainly, he was not to be recognised;
but the Bounder hac seer him puttin
ocn & blue domine, and Marjorie h
danced and talked with him, It was as
easy &5 pie for Bunter. now that he had
got the genuine article out of the way.

Marjorie gave him & sweet smila; all
the sweater use she rather dreaded
dancing +with Bob. Bhe liked Dob
immenscly; but she fearcd his feet.

The gramophone wis roarin ain.
Many couples were tripping the light
fantsstic toe, and Bunter and Marjorie

lided into action. Av all events,

atjorie glided and Bunter rolled.

* Here, Emk out 1" ¢ a handsome
cavalier, in the voice of Harry Whart-
1}:::_-:1, as the blue damino barged into

irm.

“Clumsy ass 1" said Bunter.

“Dash it all, don't krock s fellow
over I came Nugent'a voise, as the fat
Owl hurtled inte a 8panish matador.

“If you can't danon, why not get off
the floor I* said the blruo domino.

He barged on. 5 3

“Bob " murmured Marjorie softly.
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She was surprised to hear Bob talk to
his friends in that style. Bhe was also
surprised by the clumsiness of his move-
ments. Bob was a bad dancer, there
was no misteke abont that; but he had

never seemed quite so clumsy ss this
before.

“Billy lot of asses, what?'" said the
blue domino. “They can’'t dance, old
thing | Barging into a fellow]”

“Oh " murmured Marjorie.

“Rotten floor, what?' said Bunter.

“I thought it quite good,”

“Not what I'm used to | Pokey little
place for a dance; but, afler all, these
Pul}plﬁ ain't well off,” said Bunter,
“what 1™

Marjorie did not answer that. She
was too utterly astonished at hesring
such remarks from a fellow whom she
believed to be Bob Cherry.

“Keep off my feet!” came a hissing

volce recognisable a3 Hazeldene's.
“You hbarges! Keep olt a fellow's
feat [¥

““Don't epread your silly feet all over
the floor, you ass!” answered the blue
domine as he barged on.

#I-~T think I showd like to sit this
one out, Bob|” gasped Marjorie,

“0Oh, rot!”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Let's show them some real dancing!
Tired *" asked Bunmter. I dare say
that clumsy ass Bob—lI mes,
Smithy—tired you out. But you've got
a good partner now I say, did you see
that old ass of & colone! at it? Bit of a
goat, ot his age, whatt”

Marjorie was dumb.

“Crummy lot!” went on Bunter
a?reau.hl:.r. “Hardly my style, a show
of this sortt Beastly floor—I jolly
nearly tripped then! Rotten dancin
see how they barge into & fellow! Oh
mkﬂ? 1

P

Blue domino shouldered a pink
domino end slipped! Billy Bunter
clutched wildly at Marjorie to save

himself; but the tcgir!, fortunatoly,
ezcaped his wild clutech. The fat junior
woent akatinﬁ.

““Oh, my hat "

“Look out! Wha's that 1™

“That's Cherry—— Ha, hal”

Crash | DBump! : _

Billy Bunter, staggering and skid-
ding wildly, clutched a cavalier with
ona hand, end & Spanish meatador with
the other. Ho dragged them both down

in his_fall It war guitc @ miz-up.
The Bournder slipp n, b d
Marjorie, and steered her away from

the disaster. Heally. she was not sorry
to get to & safe distance from the blue
domino.

“0Oh, my hat!" gasped Harry Whar-
ton. Lot go, Bob, you ass!”
“Leggo, you fathead!”
Nugent,

“Ow!l Ohl
Dunter.

Wharton and Nugent wrested them-
selves loose, and jumped up. The blue
dormine lay gasping, emid a ripple of
mearry laughtor.

“Bob, gﬂu sss—" gasped Wharton.
He grabbed the blue domino by the
arm and helped him up.

Thump !

“0Oh crumbs!” howled Wharton, as
the blue domino rewarded him with a

thump on the chest, and he sat down
guddenly.

“Bob?* howled Nupgent.

“My esteemed Bob | gasped the pink
domine,

gpluttered

Oh erikey ! gurpgled
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“Well, that's the jolly old lLimigt”
chuckled the Bounder. *Punching s
fellow at o dance. What's the matter
with Bob to-night ¥

“1 can’t understand him I" said Mar-
jorie blankly. “I—I supposo that is
Bob! Ho seems very different from
usual.®

The blue domino—the cynosure of all
eyes now—rolled away. Wharton gbn;
on hiz fest, too astounded even to
angry. Almest everyone had seen that
amarzing incident. Unless Bob Cherry
had gone out of bis senses, 11 was not
to be accounted for.

“Is Bob mad?"’ gasped Nugent.

“The madfulness must be terrific,”
murmured the Nabob of DBhanipur.
“But the leastfulness said, the sponer-
fully mended.”

The dance went on. Blue domino
disappeared into the supper-room. Even
Billy Bunter could net consider that he
had scored a howling success as a
doncer.  But there was comfort in
supper. That, after sll, was the chief
thing. It was an hour since Bunter
had had his first supper, so ho wos
ready for another | ¢ tucked in again
and was comforted,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them ]

OB CHERRY, his blue eyes
B Elintmg through the eyeholes of
hi?i! mask, came back inte the

all.

He was looking for & blue domino.
There was none to be scen, save his
own; but he spotted o pink domino,
strode over to it, and tnpj'.:ed it on the
the sghoulder. Hurree Jemset Ram
Singh, who was standing by a tub of
palms, speaking to Miss Clara, who was
sitting there, turned his head.

2 M{g" esteemed Bob—" he mur-
mured. :

“SBo it's you!” said Dob, in a fone of
concentrated anger. “ You've changed
5*mn;§ idgl::ina again.”

113 1

“Vau silly, burbling idiot, what do
you mean by ibi" Sl

“HBy what, my esteomed and idiotic
Bob?” asked the astonished nabaob.

“Your silly fool trick, you dummy,
making me believe that there was sone-
thing wrong at home!” hissed Beb,
“ Ars you mad, or what?™

Hurrce Jamsst Ram Bingh gazed at

Tae Muiaxer Lisrany,—No, 1,350,
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him. Miiss Clara gazed &t both of
them; but just them IHarry Wharton
came up to teke her away, and the two
juniors were left to themselves.

“If we weren't here, I'd punch your
silly head ! gaid Bob, in a low, savago
voice. 1 wasn't wanted on tho phone!
I've got through to home, and they tell
me they never rang up. What do you
mean by it .

“The understandfulness 3 not
tarrific ¥ murmured the astounded
Nabob of Bhanipur. ]

“You pulled my leg, telling me I was
wanted on the phone from hom

“You are dreaming, esteemod
Bob 1* said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
“I ecertainfully did nothing of the
Eind,” . .

*What's the good of telling lies, you
a33 ' gnapped Bob. “Did you do 1t to
bag my dance with  Marjorie, jyou
robter ™

“Y.your dangce with Marjorie I"*
tered the nabob., i

“¥Yes—I've missed it, all through
you I.;;v gurn, if we were m a quiet
place, T'd jolly well punch youl”

Hurree Jamset Rarmm Singh looked at
him in real concern. The weird pro-
ceedings of the blue domino that cven-
ing had made some of the fellows
wonder whether Bob had gone off his
“ rocker.” Hurree Singh could hardly
doubt it, a3 he listened to this—having,
az he supposed, seen Bob in that dance
with Rlarjorie, mnd the disaster that
had cccurred. . L.

“Did vou dance with Marjorie?” de-
manded Bob, )

You did!”

“Certainful
gaspad the nabab,

“What do you mean, E;ml idiot ¥

“The meanfulness 1z the samo as the
sayfulness, m{m pstcerned Bob! Xeep
caimt‘ul, my absurd chum 1 murmured
the nabob., “This iz not a place for
esteomed excitefulness snd execrable
ragiulness,”

He slipped his arm through Bob's,
and gent]i’y drew him away towards the
supper-roam. In  this extracrdinary
state of affairs, his one 1dea was to pet
Eob out of the general view, A fellow
m & state of high cxcitement, who
fancied ithat he had been telephoming,
when the nabob had actually seen him
dancing amfd tumbling over, evidently
required to be led to a guiet spot and
reagoned with,

Bol i’frke& savagely at his arm. Put
;r._h& Inn oy haeld on to i, gently but
irmly,

“Come onfully,” he whispered. “The
cxplainfulness 18 better in private, far
from the madding erowd, as tho poot re-
markably observes.”

“0h, all right! grunted DBob. And
he went. @ Was more anxiuua’, at that
moment, t0 punch his chuom’s dusky
head, than anything else; and if & suffi-
clently quiet and secluded spot could
be reached, there was no doubt that he
was going to do so. Bo he went.

There was only one follow in the
supper-room at the moment; in & blue
domino, with his mask pushed up to
give free rlay to his active jaws. The
two Juniors did not observe him; he
was partily sereened by foral decora-
tions on the table. But, as he saw them
come in, that fellow ceased operations
on the wing of a chicken, and hastily
pulled down his mask to cover his fat
mﬂﬁennnﬁukentirely. 0 -

ow, Inky, you silly, cheeky ass)™
breathed Bnb{ v & "

“The calmfulness is the proper ecaper,

sgtut-

not |

my esteemed Bob!” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. “The exciteful-
ness is too terrific.  Perhapsfully you

hod Letter go up to your room—

“What do you mean, you cheeky ass?
THE MAGreT LiBkary.—No, 1,350

I'm not going wp to my room, unless
you like to come up there to have your
cheeky noso punched.”

“The punchfulness has already been
too preposterous, my absurd Bob. Yon
have alreadyiully created ludicrous
emazement—" )

“Eh? What have I done, I’d liko to
know?” domanded Tob, “I've been
bothering over tho telephone the last
halfi-hougy—"

“You have punched the esteemed
Wharton——=*"

Are yon mad

_“T think you must be, my absurd and
ridiculoyz  Bob!  Pleasefully keep
calm ! urged the nabob. “If you arc
1 ————

“Who's ill, you idiot?™

“Then what is the matterfplness?’

“I've told you what's the matter!?
You pulled my leg with a rotfen trick,
gnd made me miss my dance with Mar-
JOI jgrm—"

“But you did not miss the esteemed
danco,” =aid the bewildered nabob.
"o yvou not rememberfully recollect
that you tumbled over, and when the
esteemed Wharton helped you up, you
thumped him——"

“¥eou're mad! I've been on the tele-

hone! If anybgdy did it, it was some-

dy alsg—"

“¥You are the enly fellow, I think, in
a2 blue domine—"

“What do you mean? You had on a
blue domino yourself, when you pulled
my leg about the telephone callf”
shorted Bob. I see you've changed
back into your pink eno now.”

“0Oh, my esteerned hat! T have not
changad at all, my absurd Bob !” Light
suddenly dawned on the nabob. (ireat

ipfulnass! Is there snother follow

rea in a bluo demino? I remember
that there was & second one in the cs-
itecmed Wharten's box——"’

“Oh!” gasped DBob. “But—but I

knew your volce when you spoke to me
—ab least, knew vyour fatheaded
lingo! Look here, do you mean to say

that a fellow in a blue domine has been
dancing with arjorie, while I was
away at the phone?"

~ *Cortainfully [ You have been taken
infully ! SBome terrific blighter pulled
your estecmed leg, to bag your dance.
The seefulness is preposterous now! It
was not yon who punched the absurd
Wharton—="

_ 2 Did you think it was, you blithering
idiot suppose that's it—some jap-
ing ass has bagped that other blue
domino—— By gum! I'll smash him!
I'll—I'l——  But where is he? I
didn’t see him in the hall.”

“"He must be about somowherefully—
why — what——  Look !  exclaimed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as, glanc-
ing round, he spotted a half-hidden
blue domine on the other side of a
table,

Bob Cherry jumped.

o did the hfua omino !

Bunter leaped to his feet.

“That's the rotter ™ hissed DBob, and
he started round the table, followed by
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“0h lor’ 1" pasped Billy Bunter,

He blinked through hiz big spectacles,
from the eveholes of his mask, in deep
alarm. Discovery was imminent. Bob,
evidently, meant to know who it was
whao had played that extraordinary
trick on him—though certainly he had
not the remotest suspicion that it was
Billy Bunter. Dut if the mask was
jerked off the fat face, Billy Bunter
Euld be revealed—and the game would

up!

In that awful emergeney the fat Owl's
podgy brain worked swiftly. Bol had
almost reached him, when Billy Bunter
grabbed a_soda siphon from the table,
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Sguizzzez ] Sqguish ! Fizzza!

“Ureveggh ! spluttered Bob, stagger-
ing back from the sudden torrent thal
splashed on his mask,

Squizzz | Whizze ! Tlizze!

“Yurreggh!” gurgled the Nabob of
Bhanipur, as Bunter's defensive weapon
was turned on him.

Smothered and  blinded for the
moment, the twe juniors staggered
back helplessly, That moment waa
cnotigh for Bunter.

He dropped the siphon and fled.

Wells, who presided over the supper-
roomt, beheld that amazing scene in
astonishment and consternation, Ho
muode a step nlo Bunter's path az v
fled for the door on the hnfﬁ

Crash !

Bump!

“Wurrrggh ! gurgled Wells,

He went over as if & cannon-shat had
struck him. A  charge from  Billy
Dunter was not unlike that of a batter-
ing-rom. ;

unter, desperate, leaped over him
and bounded on.

Ho bounded out into the hall where
the gramophone was grinding out a
merry melody, and nearly everybody
was dancing. Bunter did not heed the
dancers, He had no time to think of
them. He was thinking only of escape.
He borged wildly through, and there
were startled eries and cxclamations on
all sides.

“Bob, you petty ass!” yelled Whar-
ton, as he recled to the right.

“Bob, vou dummay ! roared Jolinm
Bull, as he staggered to the left.

“Oh god!"” gasped Lord Mauleverer,
going over with a crash.

“That man Cherry's mad!” panted
the Bounder.

“What on carth——"

“Whet the thump—"

The blue domino vanished up the
staircase. Nobody eould have guessed
that 1t was Billy Bunter, from the
speed he put on. He fairly fashed.
‘lhe blue domino vanished above, leav-
m% amezement and consternation below,

Tortunately for the fat Owl the up:
part of the houso was deserted. ﬁ
whipped into the passage, tore off the
blue domino mnd mask, hurled them
into the open doorway of YWharton's
room, and dashed up the attic stair, A
moment more and he was palpitating
Lircathlessly behind a locked door.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Ghost's Last Walk !

£ HAT the thump——"
W “Good lord |
“Bob’a mad "

“Mad as a hatter!”
- “Why, what—— Loock! Who—what
15——"

Another blue domine hurtled out of
the supper-room into the hell. There
“.fﬂ:?:ta buzz of amazement at the sight
Q I-'+

“"Who's that "

“Two of them—"

il “’F‘h“t_”

“Whera 13 he?” roared Bob Cherry.

Colonel Wharton strode up to him,
and grasped him by the arm in & grip
of iron. is eyes glinted under his grey
brows.

“YWhat does this mean, boy? What
* hooted the colonel.

“Who

are——-

“That rotter ! panted Bob.
was ibf Where is he gone? Ie's been
making out that he’s me—I] mean, I'm
Bob lf_‘.herrf, and he—"

Bob pushed wp hs drenched mask,
He, at all events, could be recognised
now. The identity of the other fellew
in & blue domino was still a mystery.
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Billy Bunter, staggering and skidding wildly,

W /.

dragged them boih down in his fall. Vernon-Smith supmrh?ggeﬂ Marjorie Ha

" Where is he gona?” gasped Bob.

“H-ha ran upstairs|” stottered
Nugent. “Who was it? What's the
mw‘i”

“Explain yourself, Cherry!” snapped
the colonel.

“Bob, you asg—" .

“But who the dickens was 167" ax-
olaimed Wharton blankly. "I thought
it was you, Bob——"

“It's some japing ass!” gasped Bob.
“He's been making out that he's me
in a domino like mine, and he bagged
my dance with Marjorie, and—

“Oh 1" exclaimed

Arjorie.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated the
Bounder, “ What a game!™

“Hga, ha, hal”

" But who was it?"

“Well, wall,” said the colonel testily.
"It was o foolish joke; bnt this excite-
ment is out of placs, Cherry,”

Bob Cherry crimsoned. e realised
that himself.

“Sorry ' he stammercd. * Only—only
tha brute pulled my leg, malking out
that I was wanted on the phone. And
—and well, never mind. Borry! He's
drenched me with soda water, too. 1
shal! have to gﬂ and change.”

“Poor old Beb !

“ But who the dickens was it ¥

“Ha, ha, hal” )

Bob Cherry scudded up the stairs, It
waa true that hea wanted to change; but
still more he wanted fo asceriain
whether there was a chance of geiting
hold of that blue domino.

The domine itself met his eyes, lying
inside tha doorway of Wharton's room.
But it was unoccupicd now, and the
identity of the wearer still remained a
mystery.

Evidently the wearer had discarded 1t
in hesto, loft it lying thore, and cleared.
Bob looked alecy the passage, but thera

was nobody to be scen. Either the fellow
had got away by snother staircase, or
he was lying doggo in some room; and
Bob had to give 1t up. : ;

Certainly, he would not have given it
up had he been aware that there was an
unknown and unsuspected person in
Wharton Lodge, palpitating at that
moment in the locked attict ]

But that, of course, never crossed his
mind. He could only conclude that one
of the fellows had been japing him;
but which one 1t was, among the man
fellows thera, he could not guess. IHa
could only make up his mind that, if
he discovered that fellow later, he would
find a quiet spot and a quiet moment for
altering his features for him.

When Ilob came down at last, Lord
Mauleverer tapped him on the arm,
with a cheery grin.

“8orry, ald bean,” said Mauly, "I
know now that it wasn’t you whe tapped
my boko—it was the other idiot——1 mean
the other chap! He seems to have made
it a point to make himself jolly un-
pleasant all round. Whe was 11"

“ Goodness knows!™ said Beb. “I'd
like to find cut. Must have been one of
the fellows—poodness knows which ¥

Bob was still considerably wrathy till
he secured another dance with Marjorie,
Then oil was poured on the troubled
waters. .

“ I ought reelly to have guessed Lhat it
wasn't you, Bob,” said Miss Hazeldene,

“Well, he was got up just like me—
vou couldn’t really ** gaid Bob,

“I mean, Dbecause he danced s0
badly ! said Marjorie sweetly,

And all was calm and bright

It had been a rather ez-:mt.mi and
somewhat perturbing episode! But it
was forgotten; and all went merrily—
for evervone except the fat junior in the
attic,

Billy Bunter listened to merry musio
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clutehed a cavaller with one hand and a Spanish matador with the other, and

, and steered her away from the

and merry voices from below, but he did
not think of venturing again to mingle
in the throng of the Fappy and the gagi!
Fortunately, he had parked an ample
supper: and that, after sll, was what
really mattered! And later, he was
going to make that beast Cherry sit up
—Bunter knew howl

= - L3 L] -

Bob Cherry awcke suddenly.

Groan !

It was lote.

Long aro the last door had closed,
tha last %ight had been turned out.
Harry Wharton & Co. were sleeping the
slcep of healthy youth—Dob as soundly
as an¥. But he awoke and stared into
the deep darkness, a oold shiver runming
down his back.

Groan! L. i

It was a hair-raising groan in the
darkness and silence of his room. Dob
sat up in bed.

Croan!

From the darkness near the door came
a glimmer of white. Bob felt Lis heort
thumping. i ‘

Just within the deorway a dim, white,
ghostly Ggure stood. DBob's startled eyes
fixed on 1t

The ghost of
walking again.

Groan!

Eerily the ghastly sound came through
tho gloom. o

For a moment or two, Bob, sithing up
in bed, gazed at the phantom fgure as
if spellbound. .

Then, silently, he groped for a missile.
Iis hand encountered a heavy book—the
Greyiriars Holiday Annunal—which was
lving on tha little table within arm’s
reach.

Bob did not move from the bed. He
guspeeted that if he did, the ghost would
{(Continued on page 28.
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EIDH-ETGP THRILLS IN THIS GRAND ADVENTURE STORY !

WHENthe GREAT APES CAME!

i =

A Counter-aitack !

8 Gerry and Huskin stood
there watching the blaze, two
mounted policemen came to-
wards them,

“What are you two doing here, and
where did you come from?” asked one
of them.

“Take us somowhers we can have a
bath, officer,” said Huskin dizzily, giving
his name and rank. *“7This boy has
saved London from destruction. DBig
%.ing's army has lost this trick, any-

ow."

Gerry was not listening, He was
looking at s great form that bounded
into the darkness smong the tall trees
gnd disappeared from sight! It was the
form of Big Ling !

The crowds gathered in Park Lane
from Hgdn Pnﬂ% Corner to Marble Arch
knew that something roysterious, somo-
thing terrvible, had happened. There was
a emouldering airship in the Park, its
dying hre lighting up the sward with
a baleful glare. Dozens of policemen
worn ATTIVINGE 1N vans, DII.E] [!]:‘l'!ll.‘{l
soldiers were marching out of Wellington
Barracks.

All zorts of rumours were being whis-

ercd, some even saying that anethor

uropean war had broken out. Then
something suddenly cmerged from the
shadow of the trees near Park Lane that
sent the crowds scurrying pell-mell in all
directions. It was the monster ape-man,
Big Ling.

Blood was dripping from a wound m
his breast, and for a moment he stood
there, dwarfing everything around him,
The traffic was bleocking the road, but
Bigr Ling, in one stride, cleared the
thoroughfars.

A taxicab coming out of a side street
struck his leg before the driver could
pull up. Ling stooped, lifted the cab
bodily, and I:ﬁen hurled it among the
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traffic, where it c¢rashed into = bus,
throwing passengers into paroxysms of
terror.

The crowd lost its nerve at the sight
of the monster and ran hither and
thither, filled with panic and impeding
the movements of the bands of police,
who still strove to handle the situation,
Then, from the direction of Hyde Park
Corner, came the sound of marching
men, 'The soldiers had arrived, and the
first battalion entered the Park at the
double, an officer at their head. The
latter was somewhat hazy as to the
ncetual situstion: hizs orders had been
that an enemy airship had been brought
down in the Fark by Lieut. Huskin,
of the RATF. and a flying ace. He
halted his troops, and ran forward (o
a group of officials.

~ “Is Licutenant IHuskin here?” ha
tnguired, ; g
“That’s my name, sir,” =aid Huskin,
stepping  forward, “And  this 15
Gerryp—-" .
“The airship iz burning itself out,
sir!”  imterrupted a police-inspector,

“ But look over there ™

Out of the tangle of traffic in Park
Lane the monstrous figure of the ape-
man towered beside the {leod-lit entrapeo
to one of the nowest hotels, Eeizin%thﬁ
hotel deorkeeper, he hurled him high
into the air, to fall and lay still almost
at tho officer's {foet.

Wheeling round sharply, the officer
ordered his men to charge, As the
troops raised their rifles, Big Ling’s

reat hands tore at the Eilass canopy,
Fihing the framc entirely from ifs
socket in the wall. Another heave,
and he raised it above his head and
throw it as the soldiers took aim,

The missila broke in fragments a% the
rifles croshed out, and bullets whizzed

erilously near the giant ape-man.
(E‘.-lutching at _one window-sill after
another, Big Ling haunled himself up

o
A

girl nemed Lola—in an wunderground cave,
escapes, but Billy and Lola are taken aboard Big Ling's
fying ermade, which caplures Gibraltar.
army makes for London in « stolen Zeppelin,
while, Gerry pwts the Golden Clipper to rights, and flies
ek to London, ]
in bringing down the Zep, a flaming wreck, in Hydes

-
(&

HOW THE STORY STARTED,

GERRY LAMBELRT aund BILLY MURCHIE, tiro
young arrnen, ure fying over the African jungle when
therr plane, the Golden Clipper, i3 forced down by an
araly of apes veared fo erush eivilisation by a renegade
catled Stein. By the prders of Big Ling, a giant ape-
man, the pilots are tmprisoned—together with’ o white

Oe

Tien the ape
Mern-

Azsisted by Liewt, Huskin, he succeeds

(Now read on.)

the front of the hotel. Hand-over-hand
he went, turning a corner of the build-
ing for cover, and was within reach of
the roof before a second volley could
be discharged. Then, lying therc on ths
tiles of the immense hotel, he tore ak
the roof and flung broken rafters and
chimney-pots at the soldiers below.

This fusillade did not last for long,
however, for the_tmu)ia scattered at on
order, and, pushing their way through
the ézmrgamsed traffic and the mo
endenvoured to surround the hotel, and
thus cut off Big Ling's retreat. Some
were ordered to enter the hotel, while
others were sent to position themselves
on the tfop floors of mneighbouring
houses,

Gerry and Lieat. Huskin were amon
those who entered the hotel. (uests
were panie-stricken, erouching in every
corner, and the staff was helpless to
prescrve order. Up the stairs ran Gerry
and Huskin with the officer, followed
by a company of soldiers.

They reached the top floor, where, by
means of sn emergency ladder, they
were able to climb up on to the fat
roof, There was no sign of Ling, save
the holez he had torn in the roof and
the broken chimneys ho had smashed in
hiz rage.

“There he goes 1" eried Gerry suddenly,
pointing northward; and all eyes wero
turned 1n that Jirection.

Several builldings away, the figuro of
Ling could be scen as he leaped ncross
the recfs, some of which ga?a way under
fris weig!hl: and impeded his progress.
He fell more than once, and now the
troops on the roof of the hotel had a
gond sight of him as he was outlined
against the glaro of the lights of Oxzford
Strect,

The scldiers fired, but whether the
ape-man was hit it was impossible to
say; for, big though the target was,
Ling was dodging and twisting with all
the agility of a gorills.



The ape-man succceded in reaching
Oxford Mtreet at last, dropped to the
ground, and then gped away up one of
tha sida streeta.

FPeople who were in the vicinity saw
the monster striding ahead, heedless of
the terror his appearance occasioned.
As Big Liung passed on his way, he
snatched at the food which was cxposed
i small shops that were still open.
A fruiterer’s window was raided, and
its contents strewn across the road os
Ling grabhad at the trays that were dis-
E!:re . A butcher near Marylebone

ad, who was closing for the night,
waa lifted by an immense paw end
thrown into the street, while Ling
thrust his other hand into the shop and
tore the carcass of an ox from a hook.
He flung the carcass over his shouldar
and marched off, eating his stolen food
as he did so.

_His passage was swift and terrible,
like the passing of a frightful dream,
In two strides he was acrosa Marylebone
HRoad. Before those who saw him could
helieve their eyes, he was in the gloom of
Regent's Park, where all trace of him
ﬂ:sa}ppeamd.

The alarm had been telephoned to
every district police station, Armoured
cars had been summoned, and more
troops had been rushed to Park Lane;
but it was impossible to trail the monster
with accuracy. By the time the news
of his appearance in Marylebone had
been sent to the authorities, he had
vanished again.

Inquiries, hawever}, showed that if he
bhad entered Regent's Park, there were
a dozem ways by which ho could
“Quiek don of ¢

uickly a eordoen of troops were
thrown round the place. Machine-guns
were hurriedly brought up. Seachlights
were trained, and poured their beams
into every likely cormer, along every
g:rd of the ground, and inta the
renches of every tree.  All this took
time, and while it was being carricd
out, scouts werp scouring the outlying
districts on swilt motor-cycles and in
ears in the hope of picking up a clue.

Little did the pursuers know that Bia
Ling wos actually sitting within reach
of their guns and within earshot of thoir
W assing,

For Ling had made for the Zoo
within the park, and was at that vory
moment preparing for a counter-nftack
such as his pursuers did not dream.

While the searchlights were throwing

their floods of light across the green-
eward and into the clumps of trees, Big
Ling sat on the ground near the Zoo
ﬁaﬂlmn. Around him roamed the lions
8 had let loose by tearing the bars of
their cages asunder. Elephants which
had borne children on their backs wera
standing behind him. Wolves were
sneaking herte and there, whils bears
crouched on the grass. Kvery animal
was present at that strange mecting.
The peculiar sense which aninals im‘@
when they meet their moster had penc.
ﬁte:i the blood of the inmates of the

There were two among these dwellers
of the jungle, however, who wore rebels,

Alone of all that multitudo of beasts,
the tigers were unknown to the taming
hand of Lm§; and, although the massive
brutes had, like the others, crawled from
their cages gt his command, the two
nativea of the Indian forests had not
vet developed the slave-like attitude of
the other creatures.

Ling had massed the animals where
he might imbue them with his savago
desire for revenge. He had spoken to
them in the jungle growling, the forest

method of communication that ias the T

language of the beasts; but all the time
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he knew thot the tigers were suspicious.
hey were natives of a land he had
never visited, and the sight of this aps-
man bad arcused in them the ferocity
exhibited to their own keepers,

One of them, a grest striped beast,
kept up & continuous low growl, first
raising its head and glaringh at Ling,
then snarling and clawing the ground
menacingly, carcass of tha ox
which Ling had stolen from the butcher’s
thop during his travels had been
devoured hﬁ the lons and the beasts
that fed on flesh. The bones lay sround,
and this tiger, having scented blood and
having enten flesh, kept eyeing Ling,

The huge ape-man rose to his feet and
sent out a loud cory, the howl that had
brought the beasts to him in the forests
of Africa. It waa the war-ory of the
Jungle. Then he made for the direction
of the main gateway with the beasts at
hiz hecls,

As be did so, however, the tiger made
a bound and landed on Ling's broad
gshoulders, elashing at him with claws
and teeth.

Down went Ling, rolling over and
over, his great hands secking the hold
he know in such & E%hl‘-. In a matter
of moments his great fingers spread like
a sieel band round the tiger's throat.
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T]:‘mﬂ, heaving himnsell to his knecs, Bi
Ling raised the tiger in his puw-:trl‘r.ﬁ
arms, heedless of its wild clawing, and
sent 1t crashing to the ground, to take
no further part in the fight.

Sending Fﬂrth another howl, the huge
ape-man moved towards the gate. One
heave, and the sidepost was drawn from
tts socket, and the gate crashed to the

ground, and away acrosa the park
streamed the freed pack of savage
ereatures, let loose on London 1

For a moment Ling listened to the
riot of sound, The machine-guns broke
out in a rattls of death. he zearch-
lights flashed up and down, then
steadied, Ling leaned on the broken
gate and watched.

He saw the troops pouring a hail of
bullets into the maddened animals.
Some of ihem broke the cordon and
escaped. For long time tho ape-man
watched the battle; then, with a savage
grin on his face, he turned and tottered
towards the Mappin terrace. Inte ons
of the caves in that terrace he dragged
hiz limbs, and lay down to rest, listen-
in eaﬁer[:sh

e had killed in plenty that night.
wo night-watchmen of the Zoo had
heen slain by him, besides the people
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he had AM%d when he escaped from
Hyde Park. The Iust for knlling was
strong within him. His Mongolian face
had assumed the aspect of & gorilla,
His wounds gave him no thought. Th
would heal a5 other wounds had heal
He lay, listening and watching.

After a long time his quick ears heard
& stealthy foolstep on the gravel outside.
Semeone was moving by tga terrace,

moment later a voice whispered his
name :

“Ling, are you there 1"

. 1he ape-man crawled out of the ceve
in which he had stowed his bulk,

“Is that you, Steini”

“Yes, Comel”

Big Ling stood up, and saw the other
on the steps beside the polar bears’ pool.

Together th? glipped through the
deserted grounds,

“I arrived just in time, Ling," said
Btein,  * They'll searching soom.
Everything is reedy.”

He piloted Ling under the bridﬁﬁ
towards the camal. They entered the
water and waded under the bridge,
climbing the bank some distance down,
Then they clambered over the railings,
close to where a large pantechnicon was
drawn up. The doors of the pan-
technicon were open, and Big Ling
slipped inside,

Stein closed the doors, mounted the
driver's seat, and drove off, passing
through the police cordon and the
crowds that were gathered in the street,

Billy to the Rescue !

HE telephone-bell in the brightly
lit room in the War Office ran
furiously, and the Chief lifte
the receiver, with a sigh.

It was after one o'clock in the morn-
ing, and he had been receiving and
answering canlls inceseantly for some
hours, Mostly they were calls giving
him details of the e of Big Liug an
the authreak at the Zoo.

8o {ar as the latter was concerned, the
late calls had been reassuring. Most of
the wild auimals had already been
accounted for, while many of them had
been slain by the machine-guns. But of
Big Ling there had been no sign. It
was expected that he would be dis-
covered when daylight came, however.

But thiz call made the Chief sit up
vigid in his chair.

“This is Billy Murchie speaking !”
camo 8 voice over the wires, tense and
anxious,

“ Billy Murchie ! eried the Chief.
“¥ou mean you are the person who has
been sandmg ué the mysterious messages
of warning

"Yes, that's me. I'm in London—in
o house somoewhere; I den't know the
district. I was brought here to-night
with Btein, the madman who iz behind
B‘E Ling 1"

“*What is your number 7

T don't know. Listen to what I hava
to eay. I've only got & moment to
speak. There ave bargeloads of apes in
the Thames now! They are going to
attack London——"

The voice died away, as if the speaker
had been forced from the instrument,
The Chief listenced eagerly.

*Hallo, halla!" he shouted several
times.

But there was no response.

A knock sonnded on the Chiel's door,

“Come in [

Into the room marched Gerry and
Lientenant Huskin, Both were wear
and tired after the night's events, an
the Chief turned to them swiftly,
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“You are Gerry, the boy I have heard
so much about? Tell me your story
right away. I have 'iust had a telephone
call from your friend, Billy Murchie,

“From Billy " e;;ied

crry  quickly.
Tz he in Lond

on {

“Evidently. He tells me that there
are bargelonds of apes in the Thames.
I want you to tell me in a fow words
how you came into touch with these
apes. Hurry i

“We were made prisoners by them
when we were on a fying record-
breaking trip to the Cape. 1 escaped,
and Billy was taken prisoner with a girl
named Lola. They are led by Big Ling,
who has been taught by a renegade
called Stein.”

“That's all right, T have reports here
that tell me something of this. I sent
far you two to be brought here after this
Big Ling was chased across the roofs in
Park Lane. Lieutenant Huskin, you
will write out & report of how you came
into this affair. but in the mcantime
tell me & few details.”

“1 was sent up in the plane with this
boy, sir, to pursue the sirship. We
brought 1t down in Hyde Park—="

“And we have other planes up now
ecarching for any further raiders”™
anterrupted the chict, as if speaking to
himself,

Then he turned towards Cerry,

“Now I want to hear the whole story,
boy, so far as you hknow ik of the
organisation behind this fontastic affair.
Do vou know any of the plans of these
apes? What is their objeet?®

Details, details, details were what
the chinf wanted, for the events of the
evening had crowded so  closely  that
everything seemed a jumble. The
official mind wantod to mect an attack
in_ the wusnal leisurely maonner of
oflicialdem, and Gerry was on his feet,
about to give what information ho
could, when a noise outside broke in on
the room.

The Chief rushed to the windeow that
overlooked Whitehall.  From the wide
thoroughfare c¢ame the  strangest
rumbling, then howls hroke out. ‘he
ielephone bell reang again and again,

Gerry grabbed the receiver.

“Iz that you, Billy ¥ he yelled.

But it was not Billy. It was a voice
asking for the Chief, who snatched the
voeeiver guickly

In a moament he dropped 1t hke =
ztone, and began to press buttons sum-
foning assistants from different parts of
the building.

"It 1z true,” he said, his face white
and sobt. " Apes have been brought up
the Thames in barges. MThey ave dizem-

barking at Westminster. That was
Seotland  Yard What's  the
matter 7

Iliz guery ended in a pasp of terror,
for the door of the room had lbeon
Hung open, and a gigantic figure, that
fill them with terror, entered the
room. It was Big Ling!

He stood viewing them, gleating over
the impression his appearance had
created, his shoulders bowed and touch-
ing the ceiling, his gigantic head thrust
forward.

His eyes, filled with malice nnd grim
habe, were on Gerry.

“I've enme in time "' he said grewl-
ingly. “"Your friend tried to speak our
plans over what you eall 4 telephone.
We got him in time Yoo muszt not ha
allowed to tell what you know ™

Ho stepped forward, brushing the
table and the chairs aside with his leg,

s

and Iaid a hand on Gerry's shoulder.
With the other hand he tore the tele-
phone-receiver from its position, ripped
the cord from the wall, and Aung it into
4 COLRer. ) ] _

“l1 am Big Ling, King of the
World I he cried, in a voice that
thundered threugh the room. “ My
troops are in your stroats!™

He waved his arm in o magnificent
gesture, and gave vent to o howl that
was answerbd from the street. In vain
Gerry founght agaipst that clutch, EHae
might as well have tried to escape from
the claws of a steel trap. Ling held
him by the collar and dragged him
towards the door.

As he did so, Gerry saw Ling's
mighty arm  raised towards the
chandelier that hung from the ceiling.

{One tug, and the lights were extin-

uished, and half the ceiling came down
in a smother of plaster and mortar.

Along the corridor and down the wide
steirs strode tho ginot.  Reaching tho
door, he raised his hand in salute to his
apes, who were massed in front of the
War Office. )

An ape-man stepped forward, seized
Clerry in his arms, and ran round the
corner. A large saloon ear stood there,
its engine throbbing.

Into tha car Gerry was bundled, and
the ape-man followed, still elutching the
bov in a grip that almost stranglod himn.

Mext moment the ocar gatherod pace,
awept out into Whitchall, through into
Trafa]lﬂa,r Bguare and then up Charing
Cross Hoad, to disappear intoe the night.

Half an hour or so passed before the
car drew up in front of a tall building
in a terracr of large houses. Flere
Crerry was dragged out and carried up
a flight of stone steps. The door was
opened, and he was bundled into the
hall, and then pushed inte a room, the
iin;mr of which was afterwards closed on
L1TT).

It was o waﬂct!_‘? bare room in which
Cerey found Bimself  Over the window
a massive shent of heavy material had
becn hong, and the omnly lLight in the
place was & tall candle that was stuck
on the mantelpiece. The faint glimmer
of the light added a2 woird condition to
the atmosphere of the place. There was
a curious smell, too, everywhero; it was
the odour of gorilla.

But Gerry's eyes had been busy az he
was dragged up the stcue steps. IHe
had observed that the house was one
of geveral which hacd " To Let ™ boards
in front of them He heard mutterings
bevond the door of the huge apartment.
. The door opened after a while, and
in stepped Btein, followed by a squad of
the young gianis who were the licu-
tenants of the ape armies.

They squatted on the floor, forming
a semigircle on both sides of Stein,
museular half-men, all of them, gorillas
from the waist downwards Alongolian
from the waist upward.

“Btand  over there! commanded
Stein sternly: and Gerry took up a
pozition facing his captovs.

“You are gaing to be tried for vour
fife,™ went an Btein. " This is the court
and these are your judges, 'The charge
against vou 13 that you are an ancny
of Ling's army, that you were insten-
mental in destroying the Zeppelin and
itz erew. Have vou anvthing to say in
your defence ™

“¥Yes,” said Gerry, between hiz tasth.
“And I'd do it apain if I had ihe
ahaneas |
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Stoin turned to the ape.men surround-
ing him,

“VYou hear that?” he eried ficreely.
“The prisonsr has admitted his guld
and dehies ns.™

A murmur of enger arose from the
ape-men as they glared at Gerry.

“Listen to me,” said Btein venom-
ously, turning to Gerry., “The verdict
of this company i3 that you have
merited death. Is that not so, men of
the foresti” .

Without exception, the ape-men raised
their hands to their heads and bowed.

“Death I they cried in desp tones
that sent & shudder through the boy.

“Death it will be,” zaid Stein, " but
the manner of it wil! be left for the
final decision of Ling, Ia will be hers
betore long. For the prosent he is busy
diserganising London.”

Stein then gave ovders for Gerry to
be tied up, and a dozen haads were laid
on the boy, and he was roped securely
and thrown in a corner.

Meanwhile, Btein took from his pocket
a large map, which he laid on the floor.
Then, taking the candle from tho
mantelpicee, he placed it beside the
map. Next he bent down and carefully
marked off severnl points on the map.

* Our work must be done in the dark-
ness,™ he sald, addressing his ape-men,
“for it ecan then be done with the best
resulfs. I have here mrarked the various
points which we shall attack before
dawn to-morrow, Ihe raciog car is ak
the door. 1 will do the driving. LEach
one of you will come when I call for
you. The first 15 you 4

He pointed to o young spe-man who
stood up and squared he shoulders.

“Wa ghall carry bombs. It will be
your duty to throw them: whore and
when I say. First, we shall wreek the
force that drives thus city—we are goin
to the clectrical works. We shall brea
into them by swiltness, One bomb will
wreek the machines that make elec-
tricity. Are you repdy ?”

“I am ready.”

“And wou others remain here. I
shall be back soon”

Stein was in the act of rising to his
feet, when a voies rong cut:

“Bit still, all of youl Cne move of a
Bnger, and I'll blow you all to picees|”

(zerry twisted his head round and
nttered a cry of surprised delight, for
Billie Murchiec was stending on the
threshold, holding a BTills bomb threat-
eningly above his beoad

Billy's face was white and drawn, but
hiz sct expression told the group of ape-
men that he was in deadly earnest,

“Crawl this way, Gerry ™ he =aid,
“Can you make it

“"¥ou wateh me, old son ¥

Across the floor Gerry managed to
wriggla until he lay beside the door,

“Now out into the corridor, Gerry,”
zaid Billy anxiously. “T'll fix tlns
bunch.”

Gerry obeved. while his chum held
fhe bomb menacingly.

‘The ape-men had not stirved o musele.
Btein was about to leap to his feet, but
Billy raised his arm to throw, and Stein
slid back to the flocrk.

“Leola l®
A girl's form eame out of the dark-
nese at the end of the passage.  She

knew thoe eue, and in a trice had cut
Cerry's bonds, pushed a revelver inte

Lis hand, and uarged him towards the
door,

“I won't go without Billy!” snid
Gerry,
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“I'm coming, Gerry!™

Out of the room Billy leaped, slam-
ming the door behind him and locking
it He withdrew the pin from the
bomb, laid it on the fcor, and then
raced sway with Gerry and Lola.

Stein’s car was by the pavement.
Into it tho three scrambled, Billy taking
the wheel. A moment later they were
speeding down the street.

They had gone somo distance, when

the girl, who was in the back seat of the
car, uttered a scream.

“Whet is it, Lolat”

“ Someone—something is climbing up
the back of the carl”

As Gerry turnad, the windews of the
car suddenly darkened, and thers camo
the sound of scratching above their
heads.

The girl screamed again,

. "1t 12 one of them!” she cried,
i3 climbing on the roof !*

“He

27

At that morgont & hairy arm appeared
at the window beside Gerry. A bright
brass bracelet was on the wrist, and the
fingers were fumbling for the door-
handle,

“It is Manbe—the one who was our
gaoler '™ eried the giel.

Gerry drew his revolver and fired. A
grunt of pain was heard, and the arm
was withdrawn,

(Continued on next page.)

the following address ;
Street, London, E.C.4.

ELL, chums, for many years
now—twenty-six yvears to be
recise—I have picked wp my

pen ab this festive semson of
the year to wish vou all the old, old wish of

A VERY MERRY CHRISTMAS AND
A HAPPY AND PROSPEROUS NEW
YEAR |

And, T need hardly tell you, that I hope
Tl go on wishing you this same wish for
many, many years o come | E day
now Christmas gards arm coming in by
the hundreds from readers who are
soattered all over the earth, and I can tell
vou I appreciate them! Many of those
roaders are " old bovse,” and thore i3 a
bond of affection bebtween them and their
old gapar which seems to be strengthened
as the years roll on. I feel that sll of us,
new readers, old readers, and, of courss,
my staff, form a happy family bound
together by the traditions of the MaoxEeT,
end you may take it from me that thoss
traditions are going to be worthily carried
ou.

And now, here is a greeving to you all
frora the men who has won a s in
your estimation for his wonderful school
glories, As toastmapsters aay at  big
banguets; '*Pray silencs, gentlemen,
for Mr. Frank Richards!™

Here is his Christmas %realaing to you all :

* All you wish yourselves, chims, ia the
heartfolt wish of one who likes to think
that he can oumber you all amongst his
gincereat friends. May you all live long
and be happy, and may our f{riendship
be ever strengihened in the years to comes.

“ Frang BHicHanps™

By the way, how do you like this week's
g0t of free coloured pictures ¥  Aren't they
really top-notehera ? How %lad vou must
feel that you're a reader of the MiawrT
and able to come into possession of so
wonderful a collection of pictures, the like
of which has never before been presented
free by any other boy's dga?ar. Don't
forget that next BSaturday's bumper
number of the MagwET will contain
ancther set of coloured pictures to atick
in your album. Don't mizss them, what-
aver you do !

E  much-disenszed Indian rope
trick has bobbed up again, and
I've had n letter from s Halifex
reader who claims that

HE ENOWS HOW TO DO IT!

You all know the triclk, of courss. An
Indian magician suddenly takes a rope
and throwsa it into the air. The ro

stiffens and stays upright in the air, while

Ahcays glad {o heor from pou, chums, g0 drop me a line
The Editor, The ' Magnet ** Library,
The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway House, Farrvingdon

A stamped, addressed envelope will
engure a reply.

“day and he had sown the seeds of a quick-

et = Ttk L S T g T

o gmall boy actually climba up it. There
have been so many arguments about how
it 18 done—and even asbout whether it
ever has been donse—that perhaps this
latest molution of the mystery may
interest you,

According to this reader, the rope has
o rubber tube inside it. When it g
thrown into the air a hidden pump forces
& tremendous pressure of water into the
tube. There are also three invisible silver
wirea attached to the rope like the guys
of & tent, and thess are held by unaeen
helpers in the crowd. They hold the rope
steady enough for a very light, amall, and
agile boy to climb.

That reminds me of & yarn I heard of a
conjursr 'who was t.rn.v&]lit;% in China. He
gove a performance before a mihty
mendarin out there, and the mandarin
was %rﬂatl}r impressed. When the caon-
jurer left, after a stay of several days, he
told the mandario ho would do

AN EVEN MORE MARVELLOUS PIECE
OF MAGIC1I

He gail that if the mandarin elimbed to
the toprost tower of his ace on &
certain  day, several months later, he
would find hiz name written on the
opposite hillside in letters df blood-red.
he conjurer ‘confesses that he never
wont back to see if this actually happened,
but it should have done ! For, during his
stay, he had been on that hillside every

and bleod.red flower, forming
them into the characters of the mandarin's
namea. The d&ﬂ he had told the mandarin
to look from the tower was the day the

conjurer reckonsd the flowers would be
in bloom !

I

in response to many
readers. Hero they are:

Faathered Hunismen—Golden eagles
have been trained by a tribe in Central
Ania to hunt for game. In China
cormoranta ara nsed to ecatech fish. A
collar round the bird's neck prevents it
from ewallowing tho fish, which it takes
back to ita master.

The Siesplejack Cow.—A man found a
cow on the roof of his house in North
Caleutte. He had been in the habit of

iving it food, but, as he was away from
ome, the cow ontered the house. Not
finding him on the ground floor, it elimbed

e r———

HAVE been looking up & fow more
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE

rogquests from

up the stairs from floor to floor until it
reached the roof! The local firs brigade |
reseucd it |

Crows Like Goll Balls.—Golfers in
Australia are perturbed by the number
of orows which prey on the golf courses
and steal the ha?la. Rewards have been,
offered for dead crows, bub the erows are
too wily. Local boys are earning exira

ket-maoney by acting as erow-searors,

Is He the Oldest Swimmer ?7—A man in
Colorado swima regularly, although he is
a hundrod and ono years old. He claims
to be able to beat most local sawimmers
for speed,

— —

OME of you fellows are certainly
adventurous — and ambitious.
Heto ia a letter from Tom Gibbons,
of Helensburg, who wenta to go

PROSPECTING FOR GOLD!

Ie there much to be done nowadays, he
nsks ' Certainly there is, ao long as the
would-be gold-finder confines himself to
“ placer ' mining, which does not require
much knowledge of geclogy and minergls.
* Placer "' mining means washing deposita
of sand, gravel, and debris to discover
whether it contains gold. The beginner
must learn to * pan Y—that ia, to wash out
lighter material from a pan while retaining
the heavier substance. IF Tom wants to
Ergmt-mﬂ he can mix some iron and lead

lings with sand and light gravel in a
pan, thon lot water drip in tﬁm' and
wash it round until he separates the filings
from the other matter.

Frogpectors in certain parts of tha
United states and Canada are finding
“ pay dirt " along strésms where former
Elﬂ.ﬁﬂr doposits have been worked out,
cepuse even when o deposit has been
worked out, & certain amount of gold has
been left behind, and in time this has
become coneentrated in new deposits.

Needless to gay there iz not a fortuna
to be mado in placer mining nowadays,
or the big commercial gold-mining ecom-

ieg would set to work. But thers is
still enough gold to be found to meke
things pay for a sclitary prospector whao
does not mind the loneliness and monotony
of washing tons of dirt in order to obtain
cunces of gold.

There'a a firsterate ** New Year ™ varn
for you next week, entitled ;

“ BUNTER, THE CRASHER ! ™
By Frank Richards,

in which all your favourite characters
lay a prominent part. Mr. Richards
a8 put his very best into tho varn, which
for excitement and enjovment hoa all
other school storics * licked to o frazzle.”

Stusrt Martin ia going very atrong, too,
with " Yhen the (%n:-ut. Apes Came.” I
have received lettera galoro congratulnting
me on salecti this magnificent yarn,
which will add to the long list of Magwer
suoeesses. Don’t miss next weelk's full-
of-thrills ehaplers.

You'll fnd chuckles galore in the
* Greylrinre IMerald,” while ** Linesmnan "
will be answering more Soccer queries.

Mozt important of all-=don’t forget
that there will be another set of superk
coloured picturca FREE with this isauo,

YOUR EDITOR.
Tiuz Macxer [iprany.—No, 1,350,
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“The rvaof, Cerry—fire through the
roof I" ealled Billy, ot the same timo
pressing his foot on the sceelerator and
manipulating the stecring-wheel in an
DEﬂrt io thwow the unwanted passenger
off.

Craeck, erack ! went Gerry's revolver,
as he aimed dipectly above his head.

Crack, erack!

Something slid past the window ab the

buel, sl the cay seemed to leap
forward.
Lola  looked DLack, and peered

contiously through the rear window.
_ " He is goue " she cried oxcitedly, “It
13 Manbe! [le lies still 1%

The ecar's headlights picked out a
figure stamding in the middle of the
road. Tt was a policeman, and the man
in blue was flashing his lamp as a signal
for them to stop.

Billy put his [oot on the brakes,

" Now, then, what's all this?®"

The policeman blew his whistle for
assistanee, and then flashed his lamp
mie the ear, revealing the girl 1n her
]lIJEF{{Tﬂ attive, and the two boys,

hat are you doing with that
gunf” was the policeman’s next
guestion,

In a few words Gerry cxplained the
gituation, Other policemen arrived,
followed by an inspector.

The latter serutinised the trio closely,
listening to tha jerky explanations.

Suddenly he became alert.

AL right,™ he said, “I've heard of
an two at the Yard, So vou're Billy

lurchie, then? All right, we'll have
the house you describe surrounded right
away, and get hold of this Stein and
iz ape-men.  This has been a night.
What with the animals at the “oco
broaking loese, a monster in Park Lane,
and trouble in Whitehall—*

He turncd and issued some orders to
ihe policemen, who ran off, blowing
their whistles as they ran.

“Where are you geoing in this car?”
asked the inspector, ]

“1 was thinking of making for the
War Ofhice,” replicd Budly. “1 can give
them information about the gornlla
altack—"

“"There's & police-box down the road.
Drive there, and I'l come with you. I
want reinforcements to surround that
house—and machine-guns, too !

“"Ba careful with the ammunition,
mspector,” said Billy guickly. " Tha
cellars nf that house are stored with
Enmb‘n and stuff.  Hero's the police-

ox [

They drew up, and the inspeetor and
Billy dashed to the box, its bright
light burning above, twinkling like o
gtar to attract attentioo. ;

The inspector lifted-the recciver and
mude his eall,

llTlﬂﬂtlﬂlitli he
operator to hasten.
he was guestionin
the position swiitly., i

“&tein came over with me, having
arranged to meet Ling at the Zoo at &

waited, wrging the
While he waited
Billy, who outlined

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

certain hour. The Zoo business was
only a kick-off, so to speak. One of
their armics commmandeered some barges
1n the Thames. Their only hope is to
make sudden raids until they have con-
solidated their positiong=———"

“How maony armies have they got "

“1 don’'t know, but they have several,
all under the leadership of ape-men like
the ono Gerry shot dead 2 minute ago
on top of the car——"

The inspector broke off suddenly, and
darted from the box inte the street,

A terrible explosion had rent the air,
and somwn distance off a ficrce glare lit
up the sky, Flames and smoke rose in
g pillar into the heavens.

"Ity the house you've eseaped fram 17
he eried. " They have blown 1t up 1"
He dashed beck to the police-box,
lifted up the receiver, and began shout-
ing into the mouthpiece. Prezently a
puszled expression came over his face.

“They can't get any connoction with
the Yard or with the Ware Office ! he
said, in a strange voice. “1 wonder
i ""_".J

e lifted the receiver again and tried
other connections—local police stations,
YERCIVE COIpS, _

He put the receiver down at last, and
wiped his brow,

“The Chief is tuking command,” he
saic,. “I'm to take you to Whitehall
nf——""

“"But 1f the gorillas are thera———"

“There are no gorillns in Whitchall
now,” replied the nspector. “I'm told
that all is quiet there. The Chief, how-
ever, can't get in touch with the
Yard, I'm to po down direct and
make my rveport. Come on!”

The ear sped along, and it was a good
thing ithat the inspector was with the
party, for they were held up time and
againn by dfficers hurrying to the sceue
of the explosion.

“There are short cuts we can take”
the inspector told Billy, “Don't worry
about speed -limits,”

They whirled through the main
thoroughfares, reached Oxford Strect,
and then sped down Regent Btrest into
Piccadilly Cirgus.  Here a cordon of
soldiers barred the way, and they had
t» cut through a side street, only to be
confronted by more cordons of polico
and soldiers. . i

“Been any gorillas, inspector ¥ asked
an officer, as the cor drew up before an
inquiring offieial.

“1 was about to ask you that.
What's happened to the mob that got
into Whitehall 7

“Don’t know. We are only just on
the scens. But the gorillazs have gone.
They raided Covent Garden—cleared
the stalls and the shops of evervthin
eatable, I hear. As for Whitehall—
don’'t know.”

(feily & Co. are booked for the Dig-
weat surprize ever when they reack the
War Office! Don't miss next week's full-
af-thrilis choplers, whatever you dol)

THE GHOST OF WHARTON LODGE!

[Continued from page 23.)

hear himy, and vanish before he could
get to close querters.

He pripped the EHoliday Annual
silently and tock carciul and accurate
aim.

Whiz!

Crash!

" Yoooopogoop M roarcd the ghost.

The Annual flew—and so did ithe

host' 'The bulky volume landed on o
at nose, and the ghost flew backwards
into the passage, wnd sat down with o
heavy bump!

“Trrrrgegh " came a wild and breath-
loss splutter. “ Wurrggh ! Urrrgh | Ow!
Wow! Urrrggh!®

“Got him Y gazped Bob.

He leaped from ihe bed, and roshed
to the door. At 1hie sound of his move-
ments, the ghosily figure leaped up.
There was a pattering of rapid foot-
steps! Bob rushed down the passage in
pursiit.  Something white fangled in
hiz feet and he stumbled. It was tho
sheet thrown down by the ghost as he
fed.,

“Oh!” pasped Bob as he stumbled
Lo o o

Bump !

The pattering footsieps died awar.
Dob Cherry serambled up, groped along
the passage for the switeh, and turned
on the hight.

But the passagoe was emply, excopt for
himself ! The ghost had vantshed |

Bob Cherry looked up and down tho
passage. He cven glanced up the attic
stair. Bot there was nothing (o be
seent—and he turned off the light at last,
picked up his Holiday Annnal, and went
bark to bed. TFor some littlo time he
stayed awake, rather hoping that the

host would put in another appearance,
3ut he fell asleep ot last!

Ilo had, in fact? lzid the ghost!

In the attie, Billy Bunter was tenderly
caressing his fat [ittle nose, which felt
considerably damaged from the impact
of the Heliday Annual. Bunter bad not
oxpected that whizzing book.,  As s
often ocours, it was the uwnexpecicd thet
had happened. Billy Bunter was fed-up
with playing ghest. It was gelling too
exciting !

How his extracrdinary visit to Whar-
ton Leodge was going to end, Dilly
Dunter did not yet know ! But the ghost
of Wharten Ledpe had wallied for the
last time.

THE EXI.

(¥ow look pui for next week's grond
New Year and Free (rift Number of the
Macwer, which will contomn another
rallicking fine yarn of Harry Wharton
i Co., centitled: “DBUNTER, THE
CRASHER!” s fall of fun und ez-
citing situations, chume, Be sure o
order your copy EARLY /)
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CAN ANY GENT O

microscope ?

BLIGE? #

Begging your pardon, young gents,
but ean any of you lend me a powerful

I want to have a look for the Christ-

mas Box Master Skinmer promsed

me last term !—Wm.

Porter’'s Lodge, Greyfriars,

GOSLING,

i

Oe

%mmmmmﬂmmﬂmmg No. 65 (New Series).
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EDITED BY HRY WHARTON.

Do My
L

NON-SWIMMER WANTED
g To skate over thi_rl ice and faI.[_ m,
4 g0 that | can rescue him from clra*:-wml[lg*
This is the only way I can imagine
of overcoming the pater’s hostility since

)

[ EXTRA )
{GOOD [
EDITION

December 30th, 1933.

|

reading my

G.BULSTRODE, ¢/o“GREYFRIARS
HERALD.,"

rotten School Report !—

e

“MANNERS
MAKYTH MAN”

Bunter Laments Lost
Chivalry

Having failed to discover Bunter Court,
ouy reporter had a look round the suburbes and
found Rilly Bunter in front of an enormous
fire in the dining-room of a modest wvilla,
munching ¢hocolates, He nodded thought-
fully, when asked for a New Year message
to the world.

* That's easy,” ho said. “ My New Year
messaga to the world is: ‘Be Better
Monnered !

** Mannera malyth man’ is an old saying
and a true ome; but it's fergotten to-day.
Lverywhere avound us nowadays, we soe the
decay of good manners, and it simply disgusts
6 gentleman of the old school like myself,
Don't eit there, you silly idiot; you'll ba in
my way |

“The laws of hospiiality scem te hove
vanished completely.  Ilosts treat gucsts as
though they were dirt. It scems awiul to
chaps like me, who treat their guests as
honoured and revered friends. Leave those
choes alone, you beast; they’re mine !

“ Tha .ﬂga of Chivalry iz past. Time was
when gentlemen regarded the fair sex as o
raco of euperior Leings, entitled to worship
and wveneration. It alas, not many can
say with e, that their ehivalvy towarda the
fair gex remains unchanged.  Mind your eye-
sight, by tho way ; here comes that pie-faced
gister of mine !l

" Well, you'd better buzz off now. Dinner
will be served in a jiffy, and if you bargo in,
there won't be enough left for me !

“ Don’ forget to toll your readers to Be
Better Manneved next year, will you ?  See
yourself out; I'm too jolly tivedi™

'LONZY’S LITTLE
LETTERS

Dear Editor,—FPeradvonture your percep-
tive powers have recently intimated to yvour
intelligence the eircumstantial phenomenon
of the uu&mnmpmitiﬂn on my physicgnomy
of a discoloration particularly related to ane

MY WORST

AND BEST

EXPERIENCE

By Bolsover Major

It was in the last wesk of;

lost Christmas term that I
struck my worst experionce,
and I don't mind broadeasting
it a3 2 warning to others.

When I went into Courtficld
to buy a few Christinas presents,
there wasa nothing but peace and
goodwill in my heart. It's true
that on the way I tweaked one
fag's nose and twisted another
fag’s ear, and knocked the
heads of two other fags together,
but it was dope in a purely
jovial epirit.

When I got to Courtfield,
however, peace and goodwill
took s back seat. The shop-
ping crowds were enough to try
any man’s Ppatience. They
jostled me off the pavement,
trod on my toes in the shops,
and jabbed me in the eyes with
their clbowsa when I sat down to
have a cup of tea. By the time
I got back to Courtficld Station,
well laden with purchases, 1
don’t mind telling you I was
not in a very mood mood.

The tramm for Friardale was
pretty full. I made a rush for
the only wacent seat I could
sco ; but a grinning youth, whe
wasn't hampsred with pareels,
calmly stepped in front of e
and claumed it,

It was the lost straw | Having
dumped my paveels on the rack

DICKY NUGENT'S

WEEKLY WISDOM

When Tubb of the Third went
karolling last weel, a bulldeg
tore out the scat of his trowsers.

Tubb has everybody's hart.
folt eirnperthy, and T'm sure we
all wish him a HAPPY NEW
REAR!

of my visual eroans. l
May I, in justice to my known views on the
pacifieation of juvenile social animale existence
ond my preference for pusillanimity owver
puznacity, assoverate with iho ufroost
vehemenco that the ephthalmic frrecularity
reveeled i3 not the consequence of a fistical
encounter, but tho sequel to an inordinately
violent eausation of contiguity between thoe
suterior porlion of my enatemy and the

study door ?

Eamesily yours,

ALONZO TODD.

(If all this means : I didn't got my blaci-
eye from o serap, but from a bash from the

E;u%;r door,” then, "Lonzy, wa belisve you !'—
D

I said : ** My seat, I beliava ™
and yanked him out.
The

cuth stopped grinming
and tuls me it was his geat, I

romptly sat down, and told
Eiu: he was welcome to the seat
if he gould get me out of it !

Much to my surprize, he
grabbed me by the hair and
{ried to force me out, Seeing
that he was about a stone
lighter than myself, 1 had no
hegitation in giving him & biff
on the jaw. Naturally, I e=x-
pected that would end the
matter.

But it didnt! DBefore I had
time to say “ Jack Dempsey 1 "
an earthquake and o hurricane
comnbined seemsd to hit ma. An
instant later, I found mysel
lying on the platform, with all
my pareels piling on top of me !

My best experionce wist &
Christmas party last yeuphen,
for reasons I couldn't fam,
overybody seomed fofm a
violent faney to
fellows plied me with§
iﬂﬁmi &mlhhlu

spoke, while t irjs &
round me, aod almest
for the privilege of s

-
i
L3
]

s
L]

with me., Ewven the § “ans

seemed to follow my
with fascinated eyes,
over themselves with
when I spoke to them |

Could it, I wondered,
I had et last got inko
wherd my true men
appreciatod ¥ Wha !
explenation, it woa jolfrati-
fying to mo to be the s the
svening, and I enjo a8
I've enjoyed no othe
hefore or einoe. ]

Afterwards, I lo the
venson for all the fus Fhey
had besn expseting a Gater
named Alfonse Darkbig to
turn up, and I happensdfook
rather like him! :

But I didn't leam

ta
all
ht

t
le
re
the

till

late in the evening, andf the

It turned out that the grin-
ning youth was Young Slasher,
the featherweight champion of
Wapshot |

Moral : Beifove yon tackls any
grinning youth who weighs a
stone less than you wergh your-
gelf, sae that his hands are tied
behind hia baclk !

-

KW L

BT
o e
R A

=

.f : [:;-'1

It

g e

1

Harry Wharton i3 a skillel When W, G. Bunter tad tha Bapl W erjf " Lascalles wyp P Bowove. Eives essons in  Besudes boxing Fisher T. Fish ¢stimales
“ fignre ** skater, and has given London Zoo, be took & huge hn% goutig aubaitern, won the DAL the aet of sell-delence, Hig olients Russell goes in  for Nataral all his money-

some remarkable exhibitfions oo of buns—but not for *he bears tho Great War, 101d] uently leave hiz stody atter History, and enjoss siudying this term b

the Sark., Marjoric Hazeldene is Bunter oruelly

tho best of the Cliff House girls,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?
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I speals as one who knowal

meantime, I'd been hay the
timo of my life
Tcm}ila 8 theatricdl «d tm 5
village hall waa spoilad
the oudience felt cold vlg to
the failure of the hot i
But thers's no nead forSgaple
to wo
We

L]
eel pure It w VE

COKER ORDERS MORNING
DIP

On waking up the firat morning
after their arrival at Coker's house,
Potter and Gresns were surprised
to find their clothes missing and
bathing-costumez and bath-wraps
lying in their place. Ere they had
recovered from the Grst shock of this
discovery, Coker himself came along
the landing, whistling cheerfully.

“ Bhow a leg, you wasters!™ he

sted boisterously, ns Pqttar and
ireeme looked out from their respoc-
tive bad-rooms. * Ready for your
morning dip 17

¥ Qur morning WHAT 7 " howled
Potter and Greene in chors, with o

evident surprise. I helisvo in
tarting the day well with a dip in
the miver before brekker. No
rooting about in a stully bed-room
for met™

“But the
shrielced Potter.

“ Only to o depth of about two
inches ; wa can goon break through
that,” smiled Coker. * Somehow,
I thought you slackers would jib,
a0 I wot the gardener to tako your
clobbar to the other side of the
river. Unless you want & mile
walle to the noarest bridge, you’ll
pmply have to go aeross—sco ?
Vell, let's go! ™

And Cokez, who was also attired
in bathing-costume and bath-wrap,
led the way down the stairs.

To say that Potter and Greeno
objected would be putting it mildly.
Their eyes goggled, and they foamed
at the mouth as they followed their
leader. But, knowing Colkor, thoey
knew that all the objections in the
world would make no difference to
him; so willy-nilly they tramped
with him across the iece-bound

river's frozen!™

been a complete * frost”s any |ficlds to the river,

BE.-EE; ]

| As Coker had anticipated, thoy

But Guests Laugh Last

had ne diffienlty whatever in
breaking the ice. Coker made sure
of their having a real good dip by
running ahead of them and jumping
threugh in szeveral places !
Eventually, with a final siring
of maledictions, Potter and Greeno
toolk the plunge, and waded through
the ice floes to tho other side,
where a grinning gardener was
waiting with two suit-cases full of
clothes and e supply of rough

towels, :
“Braa ! Well, that's that1”
remarked Potter, zs Le started

rubbing himself vigorously with a

horrified loolk at the icicles hanging | towel. “ These my  clothes,
outsidle the landing window. Smithers * 7 : "

“ Your morning dip ! ” repeated | Yessir; an' these here are
Coker, with & hearty &augh at their | Master Greene’s, = Which, I hope,

you enjoyed the dip, gentlemen ™

* Br-r-r! B.g.g-2-simply  g-g-
gloriona ! ™ seld Coker enthusiasti-
cally. “ N-n-now we’ll have g-g-good
appetitea for b-b-breakiast! DBy
the way, w-w-where's my ¢-c-clob-
ber 1%

It was then that Smithers’ jaw
d'l‘ﬂ{]'ipe-ﬂ.

3Well, if that warn't silly of me,
Mestor 'Orace ! I remembered the
other gents, bubt I've forgoiten
yvou ! he gasped.

“WHAT " shrieked Colker.

Colker’s turn came now to goggle
at the eyes ond foam ot the
mouth ! Alas! No photographer
was present to preserve a record of
his expression for posterity, but we
are assured by Potior and Groone
that for o few minutes Coker would
have teken & prize at any freak
show.

Potter and Creene, for reasoms
which Coker still fails to under-
stand, found something humoroms
in the situation.

Coker didn't wait for them to
finish dressing. He beat it for the
bridge, and didn't stop running
till he got back to his bed.room.

LANGUID LORD'S

LUXURIOUS TOBOGGAN

Winter Sports a la Mauly

If you imaginy that tobog-
ganing at Mauleversr Towers
15 just a matter of getting out
an old soap-box and sliding
down the hill, you've made a

big mistale.

Mauly does things in style,
Firzt he tells the

halieve us.
Butler that
tobogganing.
tells the Head

the Head Footman tells the

Becond Feootan, The Sceond
Footman passes tho word to
the Third Footman, and 1he
Third Feoolman passes it on
to the next threc—who pass it
on to tho Pago.

The Page
Winter Sporis
(Garage, and
the Hend
Chouffour
orders ono of
the Assistant
Chauffeurs to
get out the to-
boggan., The
Ageistant
Chauffour sits
in the driver's
gaat of the
toboggan,
which 13 then

| hauled by a

I i §

vt _;.-.-'.
: o ﬂh'ﬁﬂ -

o

Tt

[11 E{I-Dﬁﬂﬂ 13
belplessly |

} tha Veory few people know abon
buns, while the bears looked on however—** Larry

s

being
modest and retiring hecol

the
sad

first lesgson with black ayes
swollen noges—and they

don't coms bagk |

minute organisms under 4 powor-
microscops. He has
welrd specimens in stock |

aoma

making schemes
L mmﬂ nﬂl‘Ti hn
would now be worth roughly
£50,000. Untortunateiy, hawaver,
his sehemes bave left bim ‘broke’l

team of Gu.mr%a Hands lo the
{romt of the Towera.

We need hardly say that the
tuhu%gan iz a hm_tdﬂnm_a,p!usha
upholstored affair, dosigned by
ona of London's most exelu-
sive firms of body-builders,
with seats for a driver and
threa footmen, in addition,
of eourse, to Mauly himssli.

As soon as DNauly has
donned his fur coat, top-hat,
and mittena, and beon carriod
to the cushionsd passenger-
sont, and the electric foot-
warmers have been adjusted
to the required heat, the
toboggan is houled {o Lhe {op
of a.%xﬂl and releasod.

The run having becn ac.
comnplished in safety, Mauly i3
hauled baclk to the Towers,
and carried up to bed for o
woll-earmed rezt,

And that is tobograning ab
Mauleverer Towers !

If we've slightly oxaggerated
tho facts, we apologi=e.

The fact is, this is the firsk
tinee our Winter Sports Bepre-
senitative has wvisited Aauvle-
vorey Towors, and he's =o
overwhelmed by it that his
impressions ard apt {o got w
little distorted!

Our Né'ﬂ; Year

Resolved—

THAT we're going to make the * Groyiviars

Terald " even better and brighter than bofore.

THAT we'll worthily up]gm]d the fing ol
traditions of Greyiriars.

THAT these whe add to the leurels of tho
old sehool in fleld or Form-room shall recoive
our. unstinted praize.

THAT rogues, bullies, bad sports, and
boasters shall be fearlesaly exposed in our
volumns,

THAT wo'll anoint the first spring post who
calls on us with o bottle of host blue-blaelk ink.

THAT we'll strew Billy Bunter in little
siccoa all over the Remove passage every timo
-.Jl:u:: burgles the Iditor's tea.

THAT we'll buy Dieky Nugent s Look on
Spelling—il he'll promize not to burn it m
the Porm-room grate during the noxt Seeond
Form herring-{rying jamboree !

THAT any request from Mr. Queleh to
publish the frst 1,000,000 words of his
" ilistery of Greyirviars * in sorin] form, shall
bo goutly, but firmly, declined.

THAT we're poinz to bhump Coker every
time he offers to beecome Edilor,

THAT even if ho stops offering to becomo
Editor, we're going lo bump bun just the
sarme |

ha i8 going
Tha Butler
Footman, and

S o

vngs up the




