


SPECIAL STORY OF EXCITING CHRISTMAS ADVENTURE—
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Snowball for Smithy!

i UNTER, you ass!”
* Bunter, you fathead I*
Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent epoke simultanecusly.
Billy Bunter heeded ncither of then.
Wharton and Nugent were in their
study, No. 1 in the HRemove, on that
eold and frosty morning. It was brosk
ing-up day at Greyiriars, and they had
not quite finiched packing. They were
sorting out various things, when Billy
Bunter suddenly barged iute the stud
and closed the door hurriedly beln
him. 1Ir barged across- the study,
jammed up the lower sash of the win-
dow, and began to gather handiuls of
the srow that was thiekly packed on the
hwomil stone window-aill ]
Which was such an extraordinary
procecding that it caused the chums of
the Remove to  wonder whether
Williarn George Bunter had gone off his

rocker.

With hurried fat hands, Bunler
cathered snow. Quickly he kneaded if
into a larpe snowhall,

Wharton and Wugent sterved at him

What Bunter wanted a snowball for
indoors was rather a mystery.

“¥You hewling ssz " exclaimed Harry
Wharton, *What's that pame 1

Billy Bunter did not answer till he
had {inished manufacturing the snow.
ball. Then he turned from the win
dow, with the missile in his fat hand
and 8 grin on hiz fat face, :

“I say, you fellows. can you hear himn
coming ¥ he breathed.

"Who ¥ demanded Nugent.

“Coker! Ilo's gfter mo 1

£ 'Ijh- 1”
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“1 dodged him on the stairs,” gasped
Bunter. *“I say, the mekes oud
that I snaffled the Christmas pudding
from his study ;msmrdar—”

“Bo you did 17

“0Dh, really, Whatton! I never knew
hia aunt had sent him a Christmas
pudding—I mnever saw him unpacking
it; and if I did, I hope I'm not the
follow to snaffle a fellow's pudding!
It wasn't that kept me awake in the
dovm last night! T say, he kicked me
on the staire—"

“Good 1¥

“Beast! I say, you fellows, I dodged
the biate, but he's after me. He will
ba here in 8 minute. I'm going to et
him wiih this spowball, see, as soon as
be comes! You fellows get hold of the
poker and shovel, Coker will be wild
when he gets this snowball in his chivesr,
He, he, he!™

Harry Wharton laughed.

It was very proboble indeed ihat
Coker of the Fifth would be *wild ™ if
he put his head into the study and was
grected by & snowball on his features.
Bunter, undoubtedly, would need help--
and the poker and shovel would come
in useful.

“Stre he's coming 7 asked Nugoent.

“Yes, vou asst I say, vou follows,
et ready 17 said Bunter anxionsly, *f
want to get him with this snowball, but
I den't want him to get hold of me
afterwards, That's impertant.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton picked up a rnler
Mugent picked up the poker. They
wore in cheery spirits on hreaking-up
day, and not averso from a little shindy
with Coker of the Fifth, if that great
man started throwing. his weight abonot
in thoe Remove,

o
-,
3

“You stand by me, you know,*” said
Bunter. *“Kcep between me and Coker
all the time—seca? I'll get him with
this snowball as soon as ho puts his
silly head in. Thon you fellows start
bashing him. The other fellows will
come along as soon as they hear tho
row—] saw Bob and Inky up the pas-
sage, and I know Smithy's in his study
—they’ll all coma! All you've got to
do is to keep between me and Coker!™

“Right-ho I” answored Harry Whar.
ton cheerfully. “If Coker of tha Fifth
comes olong ond asks for ansthing,

we'll give him all he aska for.”
“And a little over1” agreed Nugent.
“But I don't suppose he's after you,”
added Wharton, * Coker won’t wiste
t-imE on you when the school's breaking
up.

“1 tell you he's after me!" hooted
Bunter. “ You just keep ready Lo bash
him as scon as I get him wilh this
snowhall.”

“Oh, all vight 1"

“T believa I can hear lhim coming 1

gasped Bunter.
hTh:I:ru was a foolstep outside Bludy

0. 1.

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed behing
his big s acles, Up went his fal
hand, with the snowball clutched in itk
Bunter was not much of a shot—but at
so¢ short o range there was no dopubt
that he wounld get the fellow n the
doorway as soon as the door way
opened.

The door handle turned; the door was
thrown open,

Bunter’s fat arm swept through the
air, and the snowlball flow.

“Hold on!" pasped Wharton,

“Btop 1” yelled Nugent. .

But it was too late for Bunter to stop !l
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The enowhall was already whizzin
across the study, right at the face o
the fellow in the doorway.

That would have been all right, of
eourse, had the fellow been Coker of the
Tifth !

But the fellow wasn't!

It was Herbert Vernon-Smith, tho
Bounder of Gregfriars, who appeared
thers. Coker, nz Wharton had surmised,
had no timo to wasto on Billy Bunter
on such a busy day. The Bounder, an
tire other band, naturally dropped into
tirat study, as the chums of tho Remove
were going with him for Christmas.
He dropped in at & rather unfortunate
moment for himself,

Souash ! )

“Qoovogh ' gasped Smithy.

e Etztggm'mf bacle as (ha fabt snow-
-all squashed in bis face, stumbled, and
tat down in the doorway with a heavy
S )

He sat and spluttered, and clawed
enow from his face.

Mo, ha, ha 1" yelled Wharton and
MNugent,

“Oh erikey 1” gasped Bunter, *“1—I
say, you fellows, that—ihat isn't Caker,
1 17 I sap, is—is—is that Smithy?
Oh lor* 1

Harry Wharton dropped the ruler and
Nugent tho poker. Thoso weapons
might have been needed for Coker of
the Fifth, but they were not required
for Vernon-Smith of the Remove.

The Bounder scrambled to his fect.

Smithy, who was not always good-
tempered, had been in a very briglht
and cheery ]
far! But the erash of the snowball, and
the bump in the doorway, scemad to
hove spoiled his temper |
uot, perhaps, surprising 1

“Who—what—who—" velled the
Boundar.
“Oh erikey! 1=l say, Smithy, it

vasn't me l” gasped Bunter. *1 mean,

Y thought it was that beast Coker! I— ]

1 say—yarrreooocogh 1"
Smithy

with one hand. With tho other, he
ﬁrabhed the ruler Wharton had just
ropped on the study table.

Whack, whack, whaek!

“Yooo-hoop I” roered Eillvr Bunier.
The whaeks of the ruler rang like pistol-
ghots on the tightest trousers at Grey-
friars School. "1 say—whoop! Leggol
mxe off | I say, you fcllows, draggim-

“Hun, ha, ba!" roared Wharton and
Nugent.

“I say—yow-ow-ow |l Beast! Leave
off 1" yelled Bunter. *“I won't come
home wI:tin ‘:?IJ ‘f?lr Eh:ﬁaﬁmﬂa if you—
Yaradoo Jjolly well—yoooop 1™

Whack, whack, whack | ®

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-whoop1” roared
Bunter, struggling and wriggling
w:ldl{y in the Bounder’s hefty grip.
H#Help! Resoue! Yaroop!”

p
(Greyiriara waa breaking up that dav.
The wild yells in Study %JQ.PI E::-und“gd
a3 :E Billy Buoter was breaking up,
oo

Wharton and Nugent ran at the

Bounder, grasped him, aod dragged
mmTEﬂ“f:‘ h, Smithy 12
“That's enough, Bmithy |? gasped
Wharton, * Eut.gBuntﬂr " X o
“Yaroooh I

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study,
rosring. Bunter was going home for
Christmas with Bmithy that day—but,
for the present. he preferred to put
the greatest possible distance in the
shortest space of time between himself
and Smithy 1 He rolled - down the
Remove pazsags, and, like Isor in the
poom, he rolled rapidlyt

temper that morming—so ¥

Which waa

mado a jump at lum. He
grabbed the fat Ow]l of the Bemove ¥

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buntsr Knows Better ]

1 ETTER tell Bunter,” said Tom
Bedwing,
Smithy laughed.
“Rot|” he answered,

There was 2 pleasant scent of hot
eoffee in Btudy No. 4. In that study
Tom Redwing had been brewing coffee,
and the Bounder had gone to Study
Wo. 1 to aslk the chums of the Remove
to hop along for & whack in the samo
—Lience Billy Bunter's little error with
the snowball.

Now, however, 8mithy seemed to have
recovered from the effe¢t of the snow-
ball; though, perhaps, Dunter had not
yvet recovercd from the effect of the
ruler.  Judging by Smithy's expres-
sion, he was looking forward ecagerly
ta the holideys, which wes not always
the caso. The millionnire's son had too
many of the good things of life not to
feal a little bored with them sometimes.
But this Christmas was going to be
spent in very strange quatters, which
sprealed Lo the. Bounder's adventurous
and rather reckless nature.

The Famous Five of the Remove
hiad gathered iIn the study to whack
outk the hot coffeo, which was grateful
and comforting on o frosty Decomber
day. And all of them nodded assent
to Redwing's remark.

" Much better tell him what to ex-
peet, Smithy,” zaid Harry Wharton,

Spending Christmas as gnests
of Vernon-Smith in a lonely
old mansion reputed fto be
haunted, appeals to Harry
Wharton & Co., of Grey-
friars. . . until, at midnight’s
stilly hour, the spectre of
Polpelly *“*drops In’ on

*Much,” agreed Bob Cherry. “The
fat ass thinks he's going homo with
you te your father’s placo in London—
to mingle in tho jolly old throng of the
happy and the gay—"

**Theatres and restaurants, and shows
and things,’”" said Frank Nugent,

“And, az a matter of fact—

“Ho won't like Polpelly,™
Johnny Bull

“The likefulness will probably not
ba terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Fam Singh.

"It will come a3 & jolly old zurprise
to him," said the Bounder carelessly.
“No end of a joke on Bunter ™

Harry Wharton & Co. made no re-
joinder to that. It was not their affair
though they were undoubted] of
opinion that Billy Bunter ought to
Enow what was coming to him.

To the chums of the Romove it was
quite & bappy aud cheery prospect to
camp in & lonely old mansion, reputed
to be haunted, on .a lonely stretch of
the Devonshire coast, and to spund a
Christmas within the roar of tho
Atlantio breakers.

Polpelly had all sorts of attractions
for strenuous youths of an adventur-
ous turn. But it was not likely to hava
many for Billy Bunter.

Bunter preferred the fat of the land,
when be could get it. The simple lifo
had no appecal for him.  Strenuous
exertion had even less, if ible.

But though the Famous IFive lot the
mafter drop, Redwing porsisted,

aaid

rather cautiously while the Bou

"Look here, Smithy! Bunter oughd
ko know what to expect,” he said.
“You ought to tell him., I don't be-
lieve he would come, if he knew.”

“Rather amusin' to pull hia leg,”
said the Bounder, “Fancy hia fab
face, thinkm® that he's goin' to rell in
jolly old luxury, and findin' that he's
landed in & solitary old show full of
draughts, and Em‘ha]':m ghosts,” the
Bounder chuckled. I told him I'd
telko him with me for Christmas, after
ho helped mo out of the clutches of
that dago the other day. He was
awfully keen to come. Hoe mightn't
have been so keen if I'd told bim what
it waz goin' to be like”

“Aftor all, he did help you ou* when
that kidnapping blighter got held of
vou, Smithy," said Bob Cherry mildly.
“It'a rather thick to pull his leg in
return’

The Bounder frowned for a moment;
tlhien he shrugged his shoulders.

MOh, all night ' he seid. “I'll put
himi wise. After all, if ho changes his
mind and doesn't come, we loze the

Joke on him; but we lose Bunter, too,

anid Bunter's absence is enough to
make any party a success.™

“0h, really, Smithy—" camc a fat
voice from tho doorway.

The door of Study No, 4 had opened
! nior
wna speaking, and o fat faco and & big
pair of spectacles blinked in.

“Trot 1n, old fat man!™ =aid thoe
Bonnder. “Coffes and cakes,”

Bunter blinked at him warily. It
was half an hour sinco the ruler hsd
whacked, but he etill folt twinges.

“No larks, you know,” heo said.

“"MNo, fatheadl Roell m ™

DBunter rolled.in. - Redwing handed
Lim eoffee, and Bob handed him cokes.
Bunter lost no time in boginning, A
little light refreshment waas always wol-
eome to DBunter. It was mpearly an
hour sinco he had found & cake in
Lord Mauleverers study and disposed
of it. Bo he was ready for more.

“Not boad ¢offee,” he remarked.
“*Not like our French chef makes at
Bunter Court, of course, but not bad.
I say, Smithy, I supposp the car is
coming for us. Bit B squeaze with

s0 many. Never mind, I ean rough
it. I suppose you'll be taking your
evening  elobber, Wharton. may

want to borrow it,"

“You won't want evening clobber
where  we're poing, Buntor,” grinned
the Bounder. * Sea-boots and ocilskins
would bo nearer the mark.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“Eh, wo're going home with you,
Smithy 1" he said.  “Wharrer yo
mean? I suppose we shall keep wp
some style in Courtmap Sguaref”

“We're not gmnﬁ? anywhers near
Courtman Square. We'ra going to a
place called Polpelly, on the coast
of Devonshire,” said Vernon-Smith.
“It's an old deserted Tudor mansion,
miles from averywhore, in & coomb——
sea on ono side, rocks on tha other.
o theatre within thirty milea; no
cars, and no road for s car, if thero
was o car.”

“ He, ho, he!"

“No servants, excepl onc deaf old
man who's neted as carctaker since my
father bought the place years esgo.™

“Ho, he, he!”

“If there's snow at Christmas, wo
may be snowbound, and cut off from
everything and overybody.”

“He, he, ho!l” ]

“What are you cackling at, you fot
duffer " demanded the Dounder, FHis
description of Polpelly House scemed
to cntertain Dunter,

Ty Magxer Libniny.—No. 1,453
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“Your little joke old man,” grinned
Dunter. “Pile 1t on. I heard what
you wore sayiog when I opened tho
door, you know. He, he, hel Pile it
on, Smithy! You can't take mo inl
Ho, he, heV?

“But it's true, Bunter,” said Tom
Redwing, “Weo're going to have a
good time, I think; but it will bo
rough and ready—anot what you would
think a good time."”

“He, he, hel”
“My estcemed idiotic Dunter——"
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“He, he, ha!” cackled Bunter.

Evidently the fat junior did not be-
liave a word of it. unter's view was
that it was a little game to shake him

l‘E{

He had landed himself eon  tho
jounder for Christmas.  1le  had
helped Bmithy escapa from Count
Zero, the mysterious Italian who had
kidna}QEcd him, and so 8miihy had not
felt like giving him the answer he
would heve given in any oither ciroum-
stances, Dut Bunter was aware exactly
how much his fascimaling society was
valoed.

Ho had ne doubt whatever that the
seven junlors, over the coffes and
vakes in Smithy's study, had been dis-
cussing ways and means of making him
vome unstuck, as it were, and had hit
on this cock-and-bull story as a methaod,

Sa Bunter cackled, and was amused.

“Thet kidnapping foreigner ma
turn up,” said the Bounder. “I'1l tel
you this, Bunter—that man Zero got
hold of me to threaten my father, snd
make him sell the Polpelly place—="

“Sounds likely, aflter your descrip-
tign of it,” grinned Bunter.

UWell, it's the truth, you fat idiot!
And I shouldn’t wonder if he turned
up agein during the Christmas holidays
—and that would mean a spot of

Jdanger.” )

e dear chap,” said Bunter
hre.e:ify, “if you'ro in danger, I'll pro-
icet you. I've dome it before, and T'I
do it again.'’

“¥ou howling ass——"

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Well, I've told youn,” =aid the
Bounder, shrogging his  shoulders.
“¥ou know what to expect now.”

“Certainly, old chap! I say, Whar-
ton, mind you don't forget your cven-
ing clobber! MNugent's 1s rather tight
for me.”

Evidently Dunter did not believe a
word of it. Ho grioned over the eskes
till they were finiched, and then rolled
sway, still grinning. If those beasts
fancied they were getting shut of
Bunter with o story like that, (hey
were jolly well mistaken |

Billy Runter knew bettor—at leas?,
ha was satisfed that he did. Al
whon the big car eame for the Hounder
and his party, Billy Bunter was m:m!y
to take his p[li-l.'ha i it, which he did,
in the full belief that in two or thren
hours he would land safo and zobond
in the millionaire's mansion in London.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
A Hot Chase !

HGI?E a fellow room!™ gruntod
Bunter, i
It waz o big car, Dut cighi
fellows filled 1t pretty full;
repecially as ono of the cight was
double-width,  Billy Dunter liked to
hava plenty of room in o-car,
“That's right,” added Bonter, as the
Bounder roso to his {eet. “You stand
Tue Maexer Liprany.—No. 1,483,

for & bit, old chap, and I shall have
enough room.”

It was not, however, to give Billy
Bunter more room that the Bounder
had rizsen. He wes looking through the
pane at tho back of the car, seanning
the road behiad. '

Harry Wharten & Co. looked at him
rather curiously, They guessed that
Bmithy was locking for a pursuer on
the road.

The car was about ten miles from the
school now, on the'way to Lopdon. The
day was clear and fing; but there was
3 ?ocw:l deal of snow left from o late
fall. They heard the Bounder whistle
softly, as ho lookcd back,

* Bister Annc—sister Anne, do you sco
un‘yﬂnﬁ Eﬂmmi‘f’" sked Bob Cherry.

“There's a blue Napier behind us!™
said  Smithy. “I'll jolly seon see
whether - they'ro following."”

“What vot!"” snid Billy DBunter. ™I
say, Bmithy, youw're nervy, old chap!
I'm with you, you know.”

Vernon-8mith looked at Bunter. He
refrained from kicking him, however.
Dunter was his guest now; E,ilﬂllgh not,

arhaps, a fearfully weleome  puest.
“ven an uhwelcoine guest could hardly
l_::s kicked, earnestly as he might ask for
1L,

Ho spoke to Mr. Vernon-Bmith's
chauffeur, who was driving at a steady
itwenty, and told Lhim to go all gut. The
man glanced round at him, apparent!
not wholly likiong the idea of going nﬂ
oot on & shippery road. However, he
obeyed, and the car shot into sudden
speed,

“Oogoogh!” pasped DBunter, as he
Eitched orward off his scat, and

umped on Bob Cherry's knces. Ha
serambled back, gurgling, *(oooght
I say, stop that, you gilly ass! 'Toin't
safo I

Unheeding the alarmed Owl, Smithy
looked back, and the other fellows
crowded - round him, looking back also,
A blue Napier was behind, aud the
sudden burst of speed almost dropped
it. But it accelerated immediately, and
came shooting on again.

In less than a minuto it was the same
distance behind aa it had been when
Bmithy first noted it

Harry Wharton whistled,

*That looks——" he muttered.

"The lookfulness is terrific!® mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ream Bingh.

Vernon-Smith snapped to the chauf-
feur again, The car slowed down, and
then, with a growl of brakes, came to a
stop. The MNapier, shooting on like an
srrow behind, overtook it, and shot

ast., As it went by, the juniors stared
wrd at 1k :

The man who was driving was almost
hidden by peaked cap and goggles—it
was «ifficult to tell what ho was like.
Anpther man sat in the car—a short,
thickset man, with & bull neck; but he
}md a slonched hat pulled down over his
ace.

The biue Napier shot on, and disap-
penred round a cudvein the road ahead.

“Gonel” said Trank Nugent.

“We shall ecel® answored the
Boundoer,
The chaunffeur drove en again. They

rounded the curve in the road, and at a
short distance passed the bluo Napier
at & helt.  The'driver had got down
and hed the bonnet open.

But if there was anything amiss with
the WNapier, it was evidently set right
very suddenly, for as the schoolhioys® car
passed, the Napier's driver jumped
back to his scot, and followed on.

Onece more the blue car hung in the
rear of Smithy's ear, at s former dis-
tance of about thirty yards,

Vernon-Suith breathed hard, and his
eves glistened. Tt was evident thau he
was enjoying tho thrill of the excite-
ment.

“They're after us!” he said. * That
blighter, Zero, camne after me last night,
in the dorin, and he would have got me,
top, 1If Bunter hadn’t happencd tobe
kept awake by Coker’s pudding—="

“Oh, reatly, Smithy! After a fellow
zat up to keep wateh over you—"

“Y dare :uy he knows that the school
breaks up to-day,” went on the
Bounder.  “Xasy enough to find out.
He'as been on the watch, and he zew us
leave, and followed.”

“*Lools like it,” suid Harry Whartaon.
“There can't bo much doubt that that
Napier is :hadowing us. If that is
Zero driving, the man’s got a nerve--
with the polive hunting after him—>"

“Hu's gol lols of perve! 1 half-ex-
pected to be followed from the school—
snd pow I'm sure of it. Plenty of lonely
stretches of road between here ond
London—{or o hold-up "

“Oh, my hat!” ejonculated Nugent,

“And now we're through Lantham,
we'rc coming to one!™ added the
Bounder. “We're all right, for two ov
thres miles on—but after that, I fancy
that if- we let that chap come up, we
shouldn’t shake him off very easily.”

“Rot!" zaid Bunter., “Don’t you bo
rervy, old ¢hap [

“You fat, Llithering owl——"

“QOb, really, Smithy! If that’s the
way you falk to o guest you've invited
for Christmmas—-"

The Bounder suppressed his feelinge.
He stood looking back at the [ollowing

car,
Harry Wharlon & Co. were looking
Very grave,

here could be little doubt now that
the Napier was in pursuit. That meant
that 1t was driven Yy the kldnappcr.

It could hardly be Count Zero's object
to follow Vernon-Bmnith to London. Ha
ecould easily have found the million-
aire's house in London, if he liked,
without shadowing the junior homo
fro machool, and he could know ngthiq’lg,
of course, vf the Bounder's destination
being Polpelly. Obvicusly it was a
“ hold-up * that was intended.,

The Italian was only waiting till n
solitary stretch of road was reached,
where interruption was not likely, and
now that the juniors had passed Lan-
tham, such a stretel lay ahead of them.

Signor Zero, for some reason best
known to himself, was determined to
obtain possession of Polpelly, which Mr.
Vernon-8imith refused to scll, and tho
uniors knew that he had ettempted to

idnap the Bounder, in order to coerco
the millionaire by threatening his son’s

gafety.

Mr. Veornon-3mith hed huu’ghb Pol-
pelly vears ago, ns & “Egec. on tho
possibility of tin existing thera. It was
not a preat distance from the Cornich
tin mines.

The count’s cagerness to buy the plaeco
had convinced the millioneire that he
was after a rich tin mine, and had
somehow obtained information that the
metal was there. For which reason
nothing would have induced Samuel
YVernon-Smith to sell. )

The Bouuder ineclined to the helief
that it was the legend of the sunken
Spanizh galleon in Polpelly Cove, and
itz lost elests of doubloons, that causcd
the count’s interest in the place.

Dut whatever his reason might be,
there was no doubt that Zero was deter-
mmed to carry out his plans, and that
he wouhld stop at very little,

Smithy was grinnieg back tbrough
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ihe window at the pursuing ear; but the
other fellows could see nothing at which
te grig. Excitement was all very well,
bzt they had no chanes of resistance
azainst o desperate kidnapper with an
pifomatic in his hand.

“Better have pgone by
think [ reinarked Nugent.

“Tao late to think of that now !™ said
Hﬂh- £ B“_tr‘_'"

“Wao're all cight 1" said the Bounder,
“This car can easily do seventy. We're
lelting that blighter keep up—but we're
coing to walk away from him
gz spon a3 we choose,”

“1 say, wo're jolly well not
poing to do seventy 1 velled
Hilly Bunter, in alarm,
“"Tain't snfe.™

“You c¢an pgoeb out and
walk,” supgosted the
Dounder.

" Beast [

“Better put it on, Bmithy
suid Harry, “We're just on
w stveteh of road wheve there
150t & house for five miles,

train, I

X GREYFRIARS .

by incl,
widened. .

The Bounder laughed gleefully.

“1 knew wo could beat him!™ he
cluckled. * All serene, old beans { We'ra
all right!™

“1f we don't shoot off the road and

the space between the cars

land on our necks in o field I grunted
Johnny Buil.

“¥aroooh

“My hat! Wo're moving ! gasped

Bob Cheiry, as a staring cyelist ap-
peurad for a split second and venizhod.

L\ GREETINGS -~ [
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Em‘hu at Greyfriars contributed to this feature, but
space forced me to cut it down to a chosen few.—Ed.

Bang ! roared the autometic againp.
The bullet barely missed a whirling
witcel, The juniors caught their breath.

They were dropping the Napier fast.
Count Zero had no chance of running
I;I}Hﬁil dmﬂ:i and the solitary streich of
road was disappearing st dizzy speed.
Ile had one chance gf g‘etting}r thep':—
Slﬁi:i‘:rt:[lg thern with a burst tyre—and
such o stoppage meant that the car
would go headlong at such a spead—
the desperado was risking the life of
every fellow in the car.

“Stop 1” shrieked Bunter.

But nobody clse thought of
stopping. t wes neck or
nothing now—and they went

through with it. Good shoot-
ing was not casy in the
cireumstances, and they hoped
for the best.
Bang |
Then the Tolls rocked
round a ¢urve, and the Napier
disappeared.
A couplo of minutes later
they slowed, coming into a
village. Beyond,

nned  thera's pre-
civus little traffic Hacry TAbarton:
ghout,

Vernon = SBmith
nodded end spoke
to the chauficur.
A wayeide house,

May everything

Hera’s to you alil My Chrisimas toast
Is full ol health and reasen

ou like the most

Be yours this fesfive season.

Lord Maunleverer ;

I hope that Christmas makes you glad,
But if ¥ makes you restlve,

Try sleeping all the dime, begad !
That's my Idea of festive !

they picked up
speed again. But
they locked back,
without aamn%
anything more o
the Napicr. There
were houses along

the last building
for many miles,
flashed by, Now
the road ran
botween high
hedgos, with roll-
ing pasture-land
gtretehing on
either side. Thero

J5ob Cherty :

A happy, healthy holiday

Be yours, and If you stow away
gtub on Christmas Day,
You'll haye it—ihat’s all I can say !

Sullcient

Jobnny Bull:

horace Fames Coker ;

A heap of fun to evvrywun,
Yes, evvrywun, 8 heap of fun,

(P.5.

the road, and a
{own ahead. Count
Zere had lost his

was not a wehiclo
to bo Bcen, BAVG
t h @ schoolboys'
cor, and the blus
Napior behind. If

Here's a Merry Chrisimas !
Here's & happy time !
Can't think of anything
Else that will rhyme !

May Christmas bring new joys along your

Count Zero was .
looking for a safo burree Ei“gb .
spot for a hold-

up, thia was it pathliuloess,

Harry Wharton &
Co. could not help
feeling a little un-
casy a8 they
pecred back. But
the Bounder was it well !
CrInnIng. ] ]

The car leaped into rapid speed.
Faster and faster it flew, to an accom-
paniment of startled squeaks from Billy
Bunteor. .

Fast behind roared the Napter.

There was hardly any concealment
about the pursuit now. Thoe man in the
peaked cap and ﬁaggiea was going afl
out to overtake the car ahead.

He had a good car, too; and he was
o good driver, For several minutes he
hung on, keeping paco with the big
Rolls as it rushed. But the Bounder’s
car was faster, and tho distance
widened.

“0w | Wow " gasped Bunter. * Stop !
Slow down! Wo shall all bo killed!
Suppose woe got a skid! Btop, you
Leasts! Lemme gerrout! Oh crikey 1V

‘I'hc Bolls roared on. -

The Bounder's eyes were dancing, He
was in his element now. They were
doing o good sixty—on a slippery road !
‘The element of dangor was certrinly not
left out! Harry Wharton & Co. had
plenty of pluck, but they did not share
the utter recklessness of tho Bounder.
ITedges and trees stresmed by, melting
into ono another in the wild speed.

Fast behind camo the Napier, but
dropping off. Foot by feot, almost inci

tell 7
bathiulness,

For what does honoured Euglish proverh
That Christmas is fike Bunter Sahib’s

It comes but onece a year—so spend

good cheer,

Of Iun, a heap, & heap of fun, chanco.
Of fun, of fum, of fun, of funml " Chucked it!™
Coker forgot to mention that e  grjd Bob Cherry,
wishes you all 2 heap of fun.} in  great rolief,
“By gum| A little
Frank Mugent: sxclatnnt. Tika
Day Christbastide gald you a wealth of uy Soetuly (%
Good health to sustald you throughout “"Oh dearl®

the Dew Year;
Thad’s all 1 cad wish you ; I'b goig to bed,

. I"be god such—Atishoo!—a gold id by head!

EBilly Bunter:

May you have turkees, ham and beel,
Guudﬁﬁppﬂlllﬂ and helthy teef ! (Groook 1—
d.)

5it ﬂnw‘u to dinner, and 1 trussed
You'll eef like me, uniil you bust [

asped Bunter.
‘T shall be jolly
glad when we got
to London! Oh
crikoy "

Vernon - Smith
looked back a
gocd many times
as the Rolls ate
up the miles. But

And Lastly:

May boys be surrounded
By buckets of water,
And pushed in and drownded—
From GOSLING, THE PORTER!

“The moveinlness 1 terrific.™

“Stop ! yelled Bunter. " You silly
asses, there ain’t any danger—wo ain't
Lbeing followed, and if wo are T'Il pro-
teet you! I say——"

Banz !

“That n tyre? gasped Dob.

They stared back. The sudden bang
had come from the Napior., A burst
tyre at that speed would have stopped
Connt Zero's pursuit effectually—and
probably for everl

Put it was not o tyreo.

Bang!

“He's shooting ! velled Nugent.

There wus a crash of s bullet on the
back of the schoolboys’ car!l DEven the
Bounder ceased to grin, He bad not
:I:Jmmif{i ou such desperale measurcs 8BS

1k,

e sef Lz teeth.

“he radl  He's shootin
wleels " ho breathed, *If
tyve—oh crumbs 1" :

at the
e gets o

the Napier was
not geen again, and the Buunger‘s coI-
panions, at least, were glad that they
were done with it,

Under a frostv, steely sky, tho ear

i.ms threading the London trafio at
azt.

“I =awx, this ain't the way, Smithy 17
squeaked Billy Dunter, blinking out

through his big spectacles. “I say, that
silly ass 18 heading for Waterloo, What's
he hending for Waterloo for 17

“Train to Devonshire, fathead 1

“0Oh, don't be a silfy ass " hooled
DBunter.  * Look here, Smithy, stop try-
ing to pull my leg ! I want some grub !

“You'll get some grub on the train
—restaneant ear !

“Yah 1™

Even yet, Dilly Bunter was not to be
convineed. Even when the party stopped
at ihe station and their baggage was
carricd in by tho porters, the fat Owl
still seemed to have the impression that
Vernon-Snuith wos Irying to pull his fat
Ieg, oand keep it up till the latest
possibile moment,

Even when they took their places in
the train, the fat junior stood blinkin
at tlhiewn through his big spectacles, with
an unbelicving blink.

Tug Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,453,
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“1 sav, vou feidows—" he howled.
“Conamg 77 called out the Bounder,
x\'Igi a c!huc'iilml
untcr came
e was puzzled, perplexed, and
annoyed. Dut thers wes comfort_in tha
vostaurant car! In that ecar, Bunter
found zolid comfort—lots of it, and veuy

solid |
j The old louze m ihe coomb was

full of sounds at night. More
than half of the ancient building was
in dismantled ruins—brokon old stone
walls, shattered slates, rvotting ballis of
old tumber. DBut the old cak hall, and

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Phantom of Polpelly !

OIIN REDWING liftcd his head
frora his pillow, and listened.

tho adjacont rooms, woere intact, and*

since Tom’s father had Dbeen  theve,
great log Gres had roared in every avail-
able fireplace to dispel damp. Al
through the durk winter nights the fires
were %)a,ul-:ed up with logs, and a plea-
sant warmth spread through the old
113NSI00.

Down tho coombs,
{(Jove pove anchorage )
Atlantie, tho breakers roarod. Even in
calm, swnmer weather, Polpelly House
cehioed incessantly with the sound. of the
sca. In the winter, the boom came loud
and heavy on the gigantic rocks that
fronted the occan. Buk the sailorman’s
cars wero so accustomed to e sound
that he hardly notieed it. )

Through old stone passages tho wind
whistied, and overy now and then some
stone or slato would be disledged and
vome rattling down. Ancient oak wawms-
cots creaked, rusty hinges  prowled,
windows groaned., To all those sounds
John had grown used in the days he
had spent at Polpelly, waiting for his
son to arrive with his Greyfriars friends,

They were due on the morrow. Ee
had heard from Tom that the party
wore coming straight down to Devon-
shire when the school broke up, and
passing a_night at Barnsiaple, where
they left the railway, Some time in thy
frosty morning they would arrive.

All was ready for them. AMr. Vernon-
Smith, surprised and rather amused by
his son’s faney for zpending the Christ-
mas holidays at Polpelly, had tele-
phoned lavish orders to local tradesmen,
and John Redwing had opened his eycy
wido at the stacks and etacks of sup-
plies that came in from Pilverton, six
miles inland—the nearest town., Every
day country carts had laboured down
ihe rouwgh rvoad that ran along the top
of the cliffs, DBut no cart conld come
guite near Polpelly House.

Built on the steep side of the coomb,
on vast, ancient foundations of stone,
the Louse wos spproached by steps {vom
the path; old eracked mossy stone steps
cut in the side of the coomb. Past
the steps, the path wound on down the
cooml to the vove and the sea—and on
cither side of the deep coomb, vast
cliffs rose against tho sky. Except where
it opened from the Atlantie, the eove
was shui, in by high rocks, honeycombed
with caves—some high and dry, others
flooded by the tides,

Level ground lhero was e, It was
‘Jla.rdlg passible to take a «ozen stops
anywhcrao withoub stepping up or step-
ping down.

John Redwing hked the plage. Tt
was rather like lis old liome at Ilaw ks.
clilf on tho Kent coast, only on a svale
o dozen times larger, wilder, and more
rugged. The sailorman, home from sea
for Christinas, was quite =atisfied with

Tie Magrer Lasnany.—No. 1,453.°

wlhere Polpelly
from the wild

The Maangt

his guarters, and he had no deube thal
Pam would like it, but he was rather
puzzled hy a wealthy follow like Herberd
Vernon-Smith  coming there for tho
holidays.

It was lonely enough. The Polpelly
cstate extended many miles inland, wild
and desolate moorland, now sheeted
with snow. Neo other habitation was in
sight—not cven the emoke of one,
Execpt for the tradesmen’s carls coming
and going, John saw nobody there but
ald Dan'l—Daniel Heard, deaf as a post,
who had lved for years m the old house
as carctaker. Old Dan'l talked little
ad heard less, and John exchanged fow
words with him. Old Dan'l could cook
—le had been o ship’s cook in his
younger * days—ond le was civil and
oblizing, but his remarks were generally
limited to " Hoy{—or a gruns.

John Redwing waz a soumd slecper;
ho had slept in a hammeock in s gale
by the Horn, in his time. ‘The roar of
the breakers down the cooml did not
disturh his slumbers, or the clatter of
the Decernber wind among the ruins of
tho dismaptled wing of the old house.
But ho had awakencd now, and he sat
up, listening intently. .

1io oceupicd one of the rooms opoef-
ing off the great hall, a vast apariment,
with walls of oak almost black with
age. The deep, old windows had wooden
shutters, every ong of which creaked and
groaned in the winter wind.

His door was open, letting in a glow
from the fire that burned m the vast
ancient fireploce in the hall. From the
tire & glimmer of light showed the
doorway, and on the deorway John's
eves fixed.

Something lad awakened Lim—he
felt ns if & hand had touched him in
lis slumber. DBut that surely was im-
sossible, There was no-one else in the
%musa but old Dan’l, fast asleep in his
rooim at the ond of a passage; and old
Dan'l was certainly not the man to
wander about at night. Ol Dan'l
never opened lis eyes when they were
closed til] dawn: and it (el 1o the
spilorman to see that fresh logs were
added to the fires to keep them burn-
ing. Yet John Redwing had a sirange
fecling that a hand had touched his
brow as he slept, and he awoke startled.
Now, sitting wp on the camp-bed, he
starcd at the apen doorway on the hall
into the dim glow of the firelight
beyond—and wondered if he was dream-
ing.

A Bguro stood there. _

It was not old Dan’l; it was nothing
like the stumpy old man whose mahogany
face was covercd to the cves by shaggy
beard and whiskers. 1t was sueh a
figure a3 John bad never seen hefore,
except in pictures. There was such a
picture, dim with age, on the wall in
the hall of the dead-and-gono :zea-cap-
tain Squire of Polpelly!

The hegure was clad in doublet asnd
trunk hose, with high sea-lioots to tho
thigh. A short cloak was Jung over
the shoulder; a helmei waz on the
head. The right- hand rested on the
hip: the left on the poanme]l of a
sword, Tha face, with tho peintad
board and the moustache of Tudor
times, was ghastly in its pallor—Iike
tha face of ﬁm dead.  Amd it waszs the
foco of the portrait]

From the dJdead whitencss of the face
the eves gleamed and gliticred, cateh-
g the gleam of the fAvelight.

Not a_sound came from the strange
figure., It stood there motionless, silent,
ihe glittering eves fixed on the starvtled
satlorman.  As the fire died Jown, it
alinost vanished in shadow; then, as

‘gazed

the Hue leaped up, it was thrown inte
bold rebef.

Sitting o the bed, Jolm Redwing
at it, paszsed his hand zeross his
eyes, antl gazed again. He was dream-
ing—surcly he was dreaming ¥ —that the
old Bquire of Folpelly had stepped
down from the dingy gilt frame of his
portrait in the hall, But the figurs vwos
still there—it had not moved.

In the days that he had spent at
Polpelly, getting ready for the arrival
of the Greyiriars party, John hadl
heard a pood deal about the phantom
of the old squire of Elizabeth's thme.
He had paid more than one visit te 1ho
fishing village round the clilf, o mile
from Polpelly; end in the village of
Crewey everyvone knew of tho phantom
—and some, indeed, had econ it oon
dark nights—or, &t all events, fancied
that they had, Except old Dan'l, whn
waa glad of a snug port to anchor in,
in hia old age, and who gave no head
to any spirits cxcept those contaimed in
a black bottle, not a man in the neigh-
bourhood would willingly have passed «
night under the roof of FPolpelly!

John Redwing was not without [os
share of a sailerman’s superstition.
But he had given little attention to the
story of the ghost; he had been oo
busy with more material matters sinco
he had been there. Now he sat up in
hia bed, staring at the figure with lis
eves starting and the blood running cold
to his heart.

A long, long minute passed. 5till
thinking, or hoping, that it was o wild
fancy, John Redwing gezed, and gazed,
expecting the'apperition to disappear.
But it remained there in the doorway,
fized and motionless, the dead white
faco staring at him.

“Douse my deadlights ¥ muttered the
sailorman faintly. .

Was it trickery? But who in that
lonely place could be playing such a
prenk? How could enyonc have goined
admittance to the house? Every window
was shuttered ; every door was shut ond
bolted. John Redwing was a brave
man, but ho sat as if in o spell—
petrified, frozen.

The figure stirred at last. Tt movel
without & sound, and passed ifrom the
Jdoorway. Only the low red glow of
the frelight met John's eyes as he
starod.

The spell was broken! IIe leaped
from his bed, hurriedly threw on a éoat,
and grasped an oaken eudgel. With his
teeth sef, he stepped swiftly through
the doorway into the firelit hall.

The Bgure wasz still in sight. It was
passing slowly through another deornay
that gave way on & stone passage.
Dim, but visible, he gaw it in the
glimmering frelight. ;

The chill of dread of the wnknown,
the unearthly, was still on e sailor-
man. DBut, with eet teeth, the ocaken
cudgel gripped in his hand, he strode
across the Hoor towards the phaniom
figure. It passed from sight wto tho
dark poassage beyomd,

That passage led to the ruined wing
of the house. Buat it was clowed by o
massive Joor, bolted and barved. That
door, Jolin knew, could not be opey, or
the wind would have been howling in.
Thero was no other way out. If this
phantom figure was o trickster, hie had
i earnerod.

Thae stone passage was dark. 1ia
pricked up an ancient iron candlestick,
ad highted tha ecandla at the fide.

; ;_h"u’ilih ﬂlm ciandlﬁéigci:l held high in :-[f.
ofbh band, the <u ripped o s
right, John Redwing followed Hiraogk
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the arched doorway into the old dark
passaga.

For m socond he had a glim;;:se of the

hantom figure, fleeting in the Hicker-
immg candlelight. Then 1t vanished.

Hiz heart beat in greoat thumps. But
with iron resolution he strode down the
gtone passaga to the massive door at
the end. It was setill closed. It was
barred and bolted on the inside, as ho
had left it.

. The candle shook and Hickered in his
hand a3 he stared round him. The
gtone passage was cmpty—but for him-
splf. He was alone—the phantom had
disappearadd! The sweat ran down the
sailorman’s bronzed facce. His step
was @ little uncertain as he stepped
back into the firelit hall.

Outside, tho wild December wind
watled; the boom of the Atlantic
breakers came echoing up the rugmed
coomb. John Redwing
stick on the huge old mantelpiece, and
with a hand that shook, piled logs on
the fire. He did not return to his bed.
The winter dawn, creeping over the
snowy moorland, and glimmering down
into the coomb, fnun-:f

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

In Glorious Devoen !

ful and watehing.
1 AR P asked Billy Bunter.
“ Abont thirty miles, as the
crow Hies,” answered tho
: Bounder. “Only we shan't 8y
like tho jolly old crow. It's 6ty or
eixty by road

|
!

i

set the candle-

him still wake-

d

N
.'I;'Iilb 2

€wery Saturday

sly by!

"Well, we shall get in all right for
Iunch,” said Bunter. “No hurry!”

“ Leave here at nine, ™ said Smithy.

“J shan't have finished brolkker by
then 1™

“Wao leave ot nine, all the same!™

“ Beast ™

It was quite a cheery party that
gathered to breakfast at the Barum
Hotel. The morning was clear and
frosty, with a bright sunshine, and all
the Greyfriars fellows were in good
spirits. Bunter did not like turning
out carly—he called sight early—but an
extensive and substantial breakfast re-
warded him for making the effort.

From Darnstaple, the party wore
going on by car, which was ordered
for nine; but as Bunter, by a quarier
to nine, had eaten only encugh for
three follows, 1t hardly looked as if he
would be finished on time.

He bucked up, perking foodstuils at a
great rate. The fat Owl had been
surprised and perturbed by the railway
journey into the West. He had been
astonis to Gnd himself in Barnstaple.
He had to roalise that the pariy were
not going to fx their quarters in
London.

But he had worked it out to lLis
satisfaction that the location was going
to bo one of Mr. Vernon-Smith's country
houses, of which the millionaire had at
loast five or six. A country house Christ-
mas was all right—Bunter was disposed
to bo satished with the prospect. He
would have preferred the theatres and
pentomimes of tovwn ; still, he was going
t0 have a good time in the well-appointed
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< Smithy ! ** shrieked Wharton, as the great boulder came rattling and bonnding down ihe steep. “* Look out, Smithy ! ™

Quick ont the upiake, the Bounder made & switt, lﬂmulﬂr of the clif. A second later, tho boulder thundered

went ocut to the car.

He

country house of a millionaire.
still refused to believe that the party
wera really heading for such a place as
had been described to him in Btudy
No. 4 at Greyfriars. That, in Bunter’s

opinion, was absolute rot—merely a
yarn to mako him fed-up! Bmithy had
apun him that yarn in roturn for the
snowball in Btudy Neo. l—so Bunter
considered. The astute Owl was not to
be taken in so easily as all thet!

Bharp at nione the Greyfriars pariy
Bunter was not
finished, but he followed the other
fellows. He had s euspicion that the
party would not have mourned deeply
if he had been left behind. Which
would have left Bunter in a difficulty;
for he did not know the address of the
country house for whioch "he supposcd
Smithy was heading.

“What's the place called, Bmithy?”
he asked, as the ecar, packed with
cheoery schoolboys, rolled out of Barn-
staple. g

“I've told you & dozen times, fathead
—Palpally t" .

“Oh, really, Smithy=—I'm pgelting &
bit sick of that yarn!” said the Owl of
the Remove peevishly, "1 sny, 13 your
fother there T

“No fear!” The Bounder laughed
at the wlea of the milliongire camping
for Christmas at Polpelly. *Redwing's
father i5 though!”

“Gammon!” snapped Dunter. A
tough old tarry-brecks of o sailorman
at a country house party—rats!”

“"You can kick him out of the ear,

Tax Micner Lispamy.—No. 1,453
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Redidy, if you like! said Vernon-
Smiith. ™ As he’s my guest, I feel bound
not to kick him; dnd I'm going to stick
to that ag long as I can. But any other
fellow here is welcome to kick iim s
far as Land’s End, if o disposed!”

“Let'al” gaid Bob Cherry.

"1 don't mind the fat ass!' said Red-
wing, “But don’t be uncivil when you
meet my father, Bunter, or I certamnly
shall kick you.

“1 say, you fellows, iz old Redwing
really there?” asked Bunter, blinking
vourkd at the juniors thmugh his big
zpeclacles,

“Mr. Redwing is really there, you fat
{rump!” said Harry Wharton. “He's
heen there for days geiting ready for
ns.’

“1 suppose the servanis have the place
ready, haven't they ! demanded Bunter,
“What about the staff of servants,
Smithy 7

“The staff of servants consists of ona
deaf old sportzman named Daniel
Heard * grinned the Bounder. “He waa
n sHip's cook once, and can cock—but
e will do precious little else. We shall
imake our own bed s

“What?" gasped Bunler,

" And wash our own necks!™ said Dob
Cherry. “ ¥You won't, of course—you
never dol”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"You hémstk——trrmi to pull m
pasped Bunter., I know I JGEF}
woulde't make a bed——"

“Any moere than you
your neck "

* Beast!”

Billy Bunter frowned over his spee-
tacles, as he blinked out of the car at
glorious Devon. He still did not believa
i Polpelly—but he was beginning to
teel uneasy.

Miles glided fast under the rolling
wheels; and all the follows were fecling
ua\;giar. They had glimpses overy now
and then of the vast Atlantie, streteh-
ing wide and blue under the winiry
sunshine to the infinity of tha west.
Hoads gave place to deep, eteep lanes;
and the pace slackened. There was

a'rr!-rr-—

leg 1
rowell

wash

wonld

plenty of mud, and there was snow
banked in the hedges and trees. Tha
car ran at last acros: g wide expanse of
moorland, beyond which the line of cliffs
barred the blue of tho sea.

asked Frank

"Getting  near it
Nugent.

“Only a few miles now,” zaid Vernon-
Smith. *“This moor i3 part of the Pol-
pelly estate. There's said fo be tin in
the earth here—tha pater's pgoing to
davelop it somwe day—if any! That's
what he thinks cur spaghetli friend ia
after in wanting to buy the place.”

“Ten to one on the jolly old galleon!™
sai] Bob.

“Rot!"” zaid Bunter. “How counld an
Iialian know anything about a galleon 7

“It was an Italian ship in the Spanish
Armada, called the Ban Iietrol”
answered Vernon-Smith., *“The squire
of Polpelly sailed with Drake, and
helped to beat the Armada, He captured
tha Ban Pietro, and brought it home to
Polpelly Covel It's sunk thers some-
whera; with 7yards and yards of
ﬁnuh[mna on board! So they say, any-

ﬂ‘..\"_"

“Bosh!” said Bunter.

“And the jolly old squire lost the
doubloons, and his ghost is still hunting
for them1” said Bob. "All we've got
to do is to spot the giddj’ doubloons,
and the poor old spook will get a rest.
He must need it, atter rooting about for
three hundred and fifty years!”

“Rubbish 1" sald Bunter.

"And there's caves that the smugglers

used fo use,” said the Bounder. *“The
old Squires of Polpelly were all
smugglers, belteva. Tha family

petered out about ffty years ago, and
the place has gone to rack and ruin
since, Hallol Is that it?”

The car came to a halt, and the Barn-

stapla driver looked round at his
[HLSSCTIEETS. ]
“*Polpelly, =iri” he said. “Can’t get

the car nearer.”
“Far to walk? asked Vernon-Smith.
“Tho houwse is about a guarter of a
mile from the read, sir, down the
coomb,” answered the driver. “Trades-
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The Modern Boy's Book of
ADVENTURE STORIES

R i 0 T T T T T T T T T T iR T TR T T N T

Thrilling Adventures on
Land and Sea—and in
the Air!

HOere is o magnificent collection of

adventure etories — 240 pages of
them, by leading auwthors! As soon as
you open the cover you're off on a non-
stop vovage of Lhrills—under the sea, on
fhe specd track or the Iron Way, penc-
tratiog into the heart of mysterlous Fibet,
fiving in an airghip, tackliog gun runbers
—and you'll meet o lot of old friends on
your journcy., too, favourite characters
whosa adventures will bring you excite-
ment galore. Two fine colour plites are
included In the wealth of illusirations.

T

men's carts get part of the way, T tlinlk,
But everything has to he carried the
last bit.™

“1I say, you fellows—->"

“Hop out, Bunter I

“Look here, what are we stopping
hers fori” demanded Bunter pecvishly.
“Wao can sea scenery any time, if that's
what you want, o don’t want to bo
late in for lunch.,” ]

Isn't he a dmll;r old doubting
Thomas?” chuckled Bob. “Leave him
gitting in the ear till he gets it into his
fat head that we're really going to
Polpelly.™

From the road a steep path led . into
the ¢oomb, deep and greenm, with ridges
of snow on the rugged slopes of it«
sides. Far away smmoke could be scen
rising against the sky, doubtless from
the ancient chivaneys ui' Polpelly Hou:e,
But from the read the houso itself
conld not be seen. _

Bagpage was landed by the roadside
t# be fetched down later. Each of tho
Greyfriars fellows picked up his own
suitease.  The crowds of menials in
Bunter’s Jma%matmn had no existenco
outside that fat imagination: but that
did not worry the juniors very much,
they were prepared to look after themn-
zelves.

Bunter sat in the car, blinking ot
them.

“I say, you fellows——" ha squeaked,
as Herbert Vernon-Smith, paying hin
no further attention, started te walk
down the path into the coomb,

“Como on, Bunter!” seid Redwing
pood-naturedly.

“If you'ra going wandering about I'l}
waib in the car ! snorted Bunter, " But
look here, don'’t be long—see?”

“We're not coming back to lhel car,

fathead I* hooted Johnny Bull Tho
car’s going back to Barnstaple.”
“dahl® :
“If you sit therc, Dunter, you'll go

back to Barnstaple, tool” said Ilarr?r
Wharton, laughing., * Better hop out!™
“ Ruast 17
“Well, please yourzelf, old [at man!™

And thoe captain of the Remove
followed Vernon-Smith.
"My esteemed idiotio Bunter—"

murmured Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“ Rats to you!” snorted Bunter.

Hurree Singh grinned & dusky grin
and followed the other fellows, Car:ri;*
ir!F their suitcazes, and leaving a little
pile of Iugﬁaﬁa by the roadside, the
juniors walked away—leaving Bunter
sitting in the ear n solitary state. The
fat Ow] breathed wrath,

The Barnstaple driver, apparently
puzzled by Bunter's antics, came to tho
door of the car, touching his cap. -

“You going back to Barum, sic?” ho
asked.

“"What the dickens de you mean?™
vapped Bunter, " What's Barum

“ Barnstaple, sir.”

“I1f you mean Barnstaple why tha
thump ean't you say Boarnstaple®™
snapped Bunter. “I'm waiting here till
thoze beasts como back.”

The Devonshire man looked at him.

“They're not coming back, sivl
They're going down to Polpelly.”

L1 ] c't' ].'J

“Well, the car’s going back!” said
the driver, “I suppose you ean stay m
it if you like! No business of mine.”

He took his seat and backed and
turned the car.  Billy Bunter blinked
at him, and blinked round at the line
of boyish figures going down_  tho
coomb. At long, long last conviction
was borne in on the mind of the Owl of
the Remove., He s?ueakcd arigrily.

“Heral Stop! Lemme get out}”

Bunter got out. He stood, frowning—
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and the car started off seross the monr
on its return to distant Barnstaple.

" Beasts I gasped Bunter.

He did not pitk vp his bag. DBunier
did not helieve in carrying his own
loggago, Leaving it with the other left
luggage hfy the roadside, he started in

uraytt of the Groyfriars fellows, and
ollowed them down into the coomb.

L i ikt

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Haunted House !

b HOY |” roared Bob Cherry.
John Redwing stood in the
old stone gateway of Polpelly
5 B House. He looked down at the
juniors and waved his hand.

The path ran along the bottom of the
coomb.  Polpelly House stood high
above it. Huge steps cut in

carth, ecach of them _

must have! No chance of seeing the
masts sticking up at low water, whut ¥

“"Not much, sirI”" chuckled John.

“Tho muchfulness wili probably not
ba terrific " remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “But the cstecmed
doubloonz will not have broken up.
any !” he added, with a cheery, dusky
Erin.

“Well, a lot of the shipz in the
Armada had treasure on board,” said
Harry Wharton. “But even if we don't
find the doubloon:, we may spot tho
ghost [

"Been anyihing of the spook, Mr.
Bedwing 7 asked Nugent, laughing.

John Redwing gave a start. The

expression that came over his bronzed
face made the juniors exchange curious
glaneces.

“Td rather not speal of that, sir!”

sbout fifteen feet by nine or
ten, led up to the old gate-
way, They liad been paved
with stone in far-off days,
but the stone was ecracked

and broken in many places
and thick with m and
rmess. DBeliind the liouse

rose the steep eido of the
coomb.

The Groyiriars fellows
looked up at the houss with
gront interest. Beyond it
the coomb ran for & quar-
ter of & mile o the sea.

The end, walled with
gigantio cliffs, was like an
open doorway on the shin-
ing Atlantic. A shelterad
cove extended some little
distance in from the sea.

John Redwing came down
the steep steps and met the
pnr!g at Lthe foot.

" HExpecting- ua this morn-

ing, father?” asked Tom
Redwing, with a bright
smile.

e .ﬁ:.': ay, Tom ! answeored
ithe sailorman.

Ho shiook hands with the
Enrtj one after another. Hé

sd met all the schoolboys
before, and they all liked

and respected Tom's father.
It reomed to them that thero
was a cloud of troubled
thought on his bronzed [sce.

But his manncr was
chearful.
i Made yourself eomfort-

abla here, Mr. Redwingi”
asked Vernon-Bimnith, as he shook tho
gailorman's horny hand.

“Ay, ay, sr!” answered John,
“It'a a lonely place—lonclier than
Hawkscliff, reckon, but that don't

worry me. But I'm surprised ot yon
voung gentlemen liking 1t for a holi-
dﬂ]’t”

"We're poing to hiave & ripping Lime
kere, ™ saiﬁ thga Bounder. Eeﬁf may
all be rolling in wealth by the end of
the hols.”

“How's that, sir " asked John, in
nstonishment.

"¥You haven't scen anything of a
sunken galleon  while vou've been
hare " grinned Bob Cherry.

John Hedwing grinned

“Oli, that!™ he said. “Neo, sir:; but
if 8 gollcon went dowa in the cove, in
the reign of Elizabeth, there won't bo
much left for any man to see. It mustk
have broken wup hundreds of years
ﬂgﬂ."

said EBob, "I

Al BF R suppose il

 Within the pateway waz an  exien-
sive courlyard, on which the mension
fronted, Thero was a  high, arched
stono poreh, and, within, the great deor
stood wide.

The juniors tramped in, and dumped
down their bogs on tho ocaken Hoor.
They looked round them with tho
kocnest interest. Decp windows lob in
tho sunlight, and in the great fircplace,
which almost filled tho upper cnd of the

hall, & gigantio log Gre burncd and
blazed.

Old oak sclitles wero reund the hall;
there was a grecat talble of anciout
mahogany; die old pictures on the
walls, and trophics of weapons and
armour. Whe old house was as it had
been left by tho last of the Iolpelly
family, and it looked ay if the old
squires had made fow changes in its
appointments  since  Tudor
tunes.

“Topping old show ! de-
clared Bob cnthusinstically.
SThe  topfulniess is  der-
rific ™

“If thero was such a thing
ns n giddy rhost. this is the
vary Eluuu for it 1 remarked
Frank Nugent.

* Yes, rather [

“Tha jolly old pghost
ought to show up, to give us
#  welcome, really,” re-
marked Bob nerey,
*Hallo, hallo, ‘hallo ! Bob
gave a cheery roar, which
echiood like thunder through
the old hall. “Ghost ot
homo? What

“Fathead 1” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Why
-~what—what-—-->

He  broke off,
=idelen jurnp

“WWhat the dooce—*
gasped the Bpunder,

Az the ccho of Dob
Cherry's roar died away a
sonnd  came  through 1he
eilence of the old house. It
way a groan |

- Whoenee b camo  the
juniors. could not tell.  Dut
every one of then heard i,
ﬂnrd ave o stert, and stared
(quickly round.

with o

eaid John sbruptly. *“Dut—but if von
boys tock my advice, you'd ifurn your
backs on this old place.”
"We'll watch !
Bounder. “Como  on,
Where's Bunter 7"

“I believe he stayed in the car,” =aid

the

grinned
i

youl

Harrg. "“May bave gone back to
Barnstaple 1 1t.*
“Too much luck!” said &Hmithy,

shaking his head. *Anyhow, let’s got
io. I'm rather keen to give the old
show the once-over.”

“Samsa here.”

“‘I'ho samefulness iz terrific.”

The juniors tramped up the mossy old
steps to the gatewar, John following
thein in silence. Tom Redwing cast a
rathor unguiet glanee, every wow and
then, at his father. Tt was cosy for
hima to soe that something had hap-
pened ot  Polpelly which had  dis-
turbed the sailorman, and of wiich ho
was unwilling to speak. DBut he asked
no questions.

Jolit Ruedwing caught Lis
breath, and his bronzed face
puled a hittle. The struuge,
corie sound

5 died  away,
Lhere was decp silence.
“What {he  Cthomp a

muttercd Jolhinny Dol
“You follows heard that? Was il the
wind "

“Tie wind makes queer =ounds 110 (e
rooks and crannics of an old pluce likn
this,” snid Harry Wharton: bul s
voics was involuntarily hushed as Lo
stroloe.

“That  wasn’t the  wind ! said
Vernon-Smith, Il brow kuoibled, wad
hiz eyes gleamed.  “1t's some fool pull-
ing our leg!  Whe's here, Me, Led-
winye B

“Only old Daw’l, sie.”

Ut odd Drac] s w0 practicad juker,
and I'll give him a tip not 1o play hLis

okes off on ws!™ pald the Bowwler
savagely.
“1ialle, halle, hallo! Fs thal the

sportsman " asked Mob, as a  figure
pppeared al o dovrway 1n e old pak
wall.

It was that of an old man, willh &
wooden leg, wnd a face sv covered by
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shaggy beard amd whiskers that it was
difficult te make out his features.

“Thet's Davicl Hedrd,
John.

The cld ship's cook advanced into the
hall, tonching his forelock, and ducking
hiz head to the visitors. The Bounder
strode towards him.. That the groan
that had answered Bob's thoughtless hail
to the ghost was a'picece of trickery, the
Routder had no doubt; and as old
Dan’l was the only. man about the
place, he was sure that he had no
farther 1o look for the triekstow.

“Look here, my man,” rapped the
Bounder, “you may be a funoy mor-
r_:harnt; but vou're not here to play tricks,
s |

“Her ' zaid the old cook IHo put
hie hand to his ear. Ay, ay, sirl
It's cold weather, and going to blow.”

“Can’t you hecar me?’ roared the

Bounder.

sir,”  said

(4] I‘Iﬁ?’ 'I'I“
"Ha's deal, s1,™ sad John.
“I know  he's deaf,” pgrowled

he'a

l1"l

"lr'q:rum}-ﬁ-mith ; “"but, deaf or not,
not Ig'mng- to play idiotic tricks on us

“I dow't think he did, siv!” said
John Redwing mildly.

“Who did, then?” snapped Vernon-
Smith. * Somebedy did I

John Redwing did not answer that
question. But Tom noticed that he
gave a quick, uneasy glance about him
—listening, as if in expectation, or fear,
of hearing a repetition of the strange,
unearthly sound that had startled tho

vigitora, But tho sound was
repeated.
“Jook here, you old ass—*" ox-

claimed the Bounder, with an angry
stare. at Dan']’s bearded visage.
1] H&:'.-?'Ij
"I you [play
tricks—"
YAy, ay, sir, you'll be hungry, and
I'll have it veady in a jff " saad the
ship’s eook; ond, fonching his forelock
again, ho went back down the pessage
to the kitchen.
“That old bean doesn't look much

any more silly

like =8 practical joker, Smithy,”
remarked Harry Wharton, “I don't
th}fn!: hoe was pulling our leg."

Who, then*" snapped the Bounder.

“T give that one up !
the wind, alier all—*
- It wasn't 1"

Wharton made ne rejeinder to that.
The Bounder was annoyed and angry,
and it was judicious to allow the su
jeet to drop.

And dropped it was; and the Groy-
friara fellows scattered over the old
honse, exploring it from end fo end
with great keenness, and soon forgot
the incident,

Poerhaps it was

— e ——

THE SEVENTH CH APTER.
Unseen !

0 EASTS!” mumbled Billy Bunter.
Bunter was tired.
Having coversd half  tho
qgartr:r of o mile from the
upper roid down to Polpelly House,
Bunter, naiurally, was tired,
Undoubtedly 1t was rather rough
going. At a short distanco from the
road the ground dipped abruptly into
the coomb, The path was rugged and
broken, slippery in places with snow,
and strewn with stones. It looked as
if abeout a century had passed since that
path had received any attention, and
wind and weather had not improved it
in that spase of timoe.
Billy Bunter slipped on paftches of
Tue Macuer Lisnany.—No. 1,453,

not ¥

snow, stumbled on stones, lurched ovar
rmgged dips—pufied and blew, and felt
mora and mare decply injured cvery
ORI

This, it seemod, was the show to
which he had been @sked for-the Christ-
mins holz, or to which, to put it more
accurately, he had asked himself!

It vwas no leg-pull, after all—it was
true!  That ass, Snmithy, who could
have passed the heolidays in a million-
nire's moension in the West End of
London, had come to this awful place—
apparently just to annoy Bunter! There
was no doubt that Bunter was sungved |

He was tewmpted to throw up the
whole thing and clear off. DBut the ecar
had gone back ic Barnstaple now, and
there was, =o far as Bunter conld seb,
ng ather means of tramsport. And ho
was gotbing Lungiy! The beasts had
interrapted his breakfast ot Barnstaple
Lefore he had eaten encugh for six

Ho plugged on, angry and irritated
and full of deep grievance. Then ho
atﬂpped to rest.

‘There was a little stone lodge in the
nﬁnumg of the coomb. It was more
than half in ruins. Thare was no door
in the old stone doorway; fragments of
mouldy shutters hueng from the win-
dows; half the roof lay piled in the
interior.

S0 gteep was the coomb that the
building was half-sunk in the carth,

ol I T R SO B0
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The next issue of the MAGNET
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which had been execavated for it. The
roof, at the back, almost touched the
sbrupt slope behind. Disinsl and dis-
nrantled as it locked, Bunter rolled into
the doorway, looking for something to

sit down on. He did not want to sit
down te rest on dammp earth—and ho
had to sit down.

Thero was a3 worn stone seat by the
doorway, and the fat junior plumped
down into it. It was a relief to sit
down, at all events, and rest his fat
little legs after tho seramble down the
ruggzed path.

** Beasts [” repeated Bunter. )

Sitting there, blinking through his
spectacles, ho could see the opposite
side of the coomb, rising steep to the
sky. It was thick with frozen thickets
and bracken, glimmering with frost in
the wintry sun. Polpelly House was not
yeb in sight, and Billy Bunter felt as
solitary  ond deserted as  Robinson
Crusoe on his island.

The other feliows had rcached Pol-
pelly long since, but Bunter was in no
hurry to get in. There was no oecasion
for hurry—unless he had been asssured
that & meal would be ready |

“Putrid place |” murmured Bunter.
“ Ahsolutely rotten! I jolly well shan't
stick hera| Deastal” )

He had rested for about ten minutes,
and was beginning to think of reswiming
tho weary seramble down the coomi,
when there was a sound in the little
Luilding hehind him,

He blinked round.

It had not occurred tor him, when he
stopped there, that thers might be any-
one on the spot. Tha lodge evidently
lielonged to Polpelly House, and lhiad no
doubt been ocenpied by a lodge-keeper
in the days of the eucivnt squires of
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Polpelly; but clearly it was a century,
at least, since the place could have bLecn
inhabited. '

But someons was thera amomp the
masses of fallen walla that Glled almost
the whole of the interior, -overgrown
with ivy and moss and frosty; creeping
plants.

Bunter distinctly heard a movement.
and he blinked round curiously. Une of
those silly asses exploring the place, he
supposed=—they werae just the sort of fat-
heads to root about a frozen ruin on a
cold day ! ; '

In the shadowy interior, he caught a
gllm[gsu of & moving form. A low,
startted exelamation, instantly cut short,
came to his cars. But the form, what-
ever it was, backed into cover instantly,
before he had fairly zeen it

Bunter snorted.

“You silly assl
well know youw're therel
Bab Cherry, you fathcad?®”

No reply.

“In it vou, Smithy, you beast?”

There was no answer. Bunter snorted

gin. He had no doubt that one of thoe
felows had stopped there to explore the
old ruined lodge, and, having spoticd
him, was trying to pull his fat Jeg.

“Think I don't know you're there,
vou silly ass?” hooted Bunter. “"Can’t
you ghow vourself, you dummy? Yah!”

He stond in the old doorwey, blinking
into ‘the building. Ile knew that some:
ane was there; there was no doubt in
his fat mind about that. Whao could it
be but one of the juniors playing tricks
on him? : = S

Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his big
spectacles.

Ho stepped back and gathered up o
double handful of enow, where the wind
had banked it up thmkfy against the old
stone wall. HMaving kneaded a snowball
he stepped into the lodge. If a silly ass
was hiding there to startle him, Bunter
was going to startle that elly ass,
instead—with a sudden spowball|

He tramped into the lodge, picking
his way amc-nﬁ the piled rubble, his eyes
wide open behind his spectacles for the
hidden practical joker. :

Stumbling  over hrcﬁm, slippery
slates, the fat junior lurched aud fcll
on his knees,

There was a gudden sound of move-
ment. .

Before the Owl of Greyiriars could
rise, or even turn his head, a sudden
grasp-was laid on_the back of his neck.

Ha squeaked wildly. ]

That iren grasp foreed him down, and
iz fat face was pressed into, the snow
and mud among the shattered slates.

“ Urrrergh 1 gurgled Bunter,

Ha felt & knee grinding into the back
of his overcoat. He spluttered in mud

I saw you!l T jolly
Is 1hat yon,

and snow.
“Warrgh! DBeast! Leggo!” gasped
Bunter. “Lemme gerrup, you rotterl

Boh Ghmil;;, yvou beast——— Yuareoooghl

rrrﬁh
Suddenly he was released.

ile rolled and squirmed, and szat up,
dizzily, setting his muddy spectacles
straight on 8 muddy nosce.

“Urrgh! Boast! Wuorrgh 1Y gurgled
Bunter.

From outside the lodge camo a sound
of rapid running feet! Whoever it was
that had downed Bunter had dodged out
and fled, unseen, whila tho fat junior’s
face was still in the mud. :

The running footsteps died away in a
few sceonds.  Billy Bunter stagpered
up. He was gasping with fury.

“ Beast ! ho roared.

Ho wiped hia spectacles and set them
on his noso again. Then Lo rolled to
the doorway and blinked out.
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No one was in Eight. :

Hia unseen assailant liad vanished
swiftly, Billy Bunter looked this way
ond that woy, like Moses of old; but
there was no man |

“Beast " he howled.

One of the fellows, of course, had
lurled in the lodge and played that
rotten joke on him! Bunter had mo
doubt of that !

With a fat faco crimsen with wrath
and- consicderally spotted with mud, he
rolled out of the old stows lodge, and
vesumed his framp down the coomb.
Ni doubt the beast had rojoined the
other fellows by that time, and they
wire sll elmekling over tho joke on
Bunter |

The fat Owl's only consolation was tho

and hroken Et&ianSE:i that scemed 1o
lead to nowhere in particuloar, ]

Of the upper roows, only one was guite
intact, approached by 2 sgunc stair, with
walls oak panelled, from the hall. It
was a large apartment, and had.doubt-
less been the state bed-rooin of- the old
mansion. If was in that room that Bob
was rooting about when his startled voll
announced a discovery.

There wes an immense fireplaee in the
room, in which s fire roared and
crackled. Eight' beds stood in 8 row—
locking rather like the old dormitory at
Greyiriars, Thére was room in the vast
apertmoent for three or four times as
many. Beds and bedding were new—
specially sent in by the orders of Mr.
Vernon-Smith, and there were other

H

Bob's aycs were ﬂaa-;lgiug with eucite-
mont. ig finger pointed to the old

ack oa ide firoplace.

“Look 1" he yelled. ‘

The juniors looked—and jwoped!
Deeply carved in tho old oak was tho
strango inscripfion:

“MARCO ZEROQ,

15 .”
“oro ' cxclammed  the Dounder
blankly, _

-nine '™ muminuraed

“Fiftcen -.eightir ;
Iarry Wharton blankly. “That was the
year aftor tho Armada [ _

Herbert Vernon-3mith Loent hig lwad
close o the carved letters. ‘There was
little light from the deep old windows,
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O begin with, I may eay
that it i3 very rare for
any Trespeotable F;l;uat

to contribute articles to

a mpgazine. I  should not

have donoe so m;,"s:&lf, hod 1

not run Across n junior oemed

Wharton in the Remnove passage.

He fairly heaunted me until I

agreedd to  write this  short

article.

I had so much difficuliv in
imlﬂin& hia pen-—which fell
right through ray hand to the
floor — that in the end he
agread to take down my words
a8 1 aned them. have
often n asked why it 18 that
L 50 pessistently grosn. On s
recent visit to the Remove
dorm. several juniors put this
ruestion, and ono of thon,
Bolsover major, offered to give
me soraething to groan forif I
didn't shut up. .

Ong reaspn why I find it convement Lo,
groan instead of langh is that there has
been, for the lnst three hundred years, a
lIntge dagger stuck through the muddle of
my waitcoat.

Avother thing I am often seked is why
t don't haunt the school all the year
round, instond of at Christress-titne as at
presant.  Well, there again, it is a matier
of experionoe, I have found, to my
disgray, thet I ereate absolutely no terror
ab all whon drifting along & corridor on &
Aummer's avening. I do not look my
Leat with the sun on mae.  If makos me a8
corapletely invisible aa a November fog.
Tu the latter case, I steor olear of November
for raore reasons than one. It is a habit
of Bemove juniora to leave the menu-
{noture of their puys until the last moment
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GREYFRIARS GHOST
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Gentle persuasion goes a long way—even with
“ rhosts ! "' Hence this seasomable article,

Iate. T have no desire to be roped in 08 o
substituto,

Tho cold raing of January and Februnry
are bad for my rheumatics ; in fact, 10y
apoolk doetor has told they would bo fatal
to me. And, apart from enything else,
a really good haunt i3 s strain on o ghost.
We simply can't do moro than s fortnight’s
haunting every year. Indeed, I am so
Lnocked up by it that T ususlly havo to
go to Monte Carlo for a month or fwo to
recover.’ I go to Monte beepuso it is well
known to be a shady spot.

Lot mo say emphatically that haunting
iz o eorious business, and should not be
sttempted by any ghost who has not
BTyl & Boven yoars' A nticoship at &
good baunter's. It i1z easy enough to
fhipunt perseons like Gosling, whose choieo
of bovernge makes him accustomed {o tho

o

pight of uncarthly shapes. 1b
is quite & simplo matier to
Linunt Trotter, the pago; ea-
cially after he has jush
nished reading * Tho Corpso
uf Cuat-throat Canyon ™ DBub
try haunting & man like Prout,
end you'll see the differenco.

In haunting Frout great care
raust be obsorved, or othorwiay
ho will hsunt you instead.
Often I have groaned my way
into his room with good qualily
terror on my features, only lo
be forced into o chair, and com-
slled to listen tolthe slory ol
!Pmut.‘s life fromn erodle to col-
lege. Then have I groaned my
way oub apgain, and my groans
would have moved & stono
statue ; whils es for the terrov
on my face, ib frightened cven
I0E,

The Remove dorm, is another
diffieult place to haunt, for,
like all boys, their chief idea is to take
me 1o picces to sco what I'm mado of.
Ak, my friends, toake it from me that
haunting is 4 tiring and thanklesa jols.
You wear yourself cut trying to haunt
pevple, and oot & word of thanks do you
ever pet for it.

If, however, any reader of this papor
has in mind a house he would liko to
haunt, I would recommend him firat to
becorns a ghost—which may bo done v
girnply by crossing the road al o Belisha
beacon—and after that to falo lessons
from sorao such past master of the art as
Williamn Bunter of the Rerovoe. .

The boy Bunter has reduced haunting
honsea at Christmas to & great science.
Just give a ¥, and see how Bunter
haunts it. You will necd no lurther
hints from me.
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prospect of telling thems what he thought
of them—which he was going to do, with
emphasiz, as soon as he arrived ab
Polpelly.

R L ]

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Name in the Oak!

64 ALLO, hallo, hallo 1" roared Dok
Chorry, *“Leook here IM
:: Wlhat 5:;*

The Grei.'friars fellows were scattered
over the old mansion, exploring. From
the sncient kitchen, wherse a goost
teened on the spit befors a roaring fire,
tended by the old ship'e cook, came an
uppetising secent.

ohn Redwing was piling logs on the
fires, Tom lending & hand., But tho
othier fellows were exploring, scattering
abput musty. ancient rooms, some of
them open to the eky; along passiges

Ehings frosh trom the shops at Piimr!ma.
givitg a modern touch to tho ancient
rooin.  DBut the original furniture was
still there—old, and maasive, and rother

mouldy.

The roaring fire, which had been
burning cver sineo Tom's father had
t?ken lefntrgl, ﬁ‘.'m'mnd the 4 (el it]
thoroughly, dizpelling ancient damps.
Bob had etopped at tho fre, stretchiug
oul his hands to the warmili, when his
eves suddenly fixed on the ancient oalk

minntelpicee, and he jumped.

There was o elattering of feok an
stairs and passages as the other fellows
arrived, They erowded in cagerly,

“Hpotted  the  ghost ™ exelaiined
~ngent.
“Fournd  the  doubdeons?” asked

Jobnny Dull.

“Wilint the dichions——" demandoed the
Boundoer,

thick with the dust of ages. Mo kicked
the fire into a brighter blaze and scanned
tho oak.

Evidontly it wa: long, long sinco
thoso letters had been eut, by a knife
long since gono to rust. Hundreds of
yoars ago somcono—who I—lud earved
the name. of “Zero® in tho ouk—tho
name of the Italian who bad attewpted
to Lkidnap the Bounder at CGreyiriars
School.

“ero!™  repeated Verwon-Smith,
alost dagedly. “That Dlighter's name ’
iow the dooce !

“Que of his giddy ancestors must have
been here, & jolly long fime ago, and
lefs his jolly eold sgnature!™  said
Jolimny Bull

“Looks like i1," said avey Wharlon.
“HRut Low " .

Tho Bounder's cyes !ghi!r.-w::l.

“Br pum!™ he oxclaimed. “That's

I'uE DIaener Laanany.—No, 1,453,
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aluel My pater ithinks that Count
Aero is mixed up with some [(inancial
gang, after a tin fmine. But as soon as
i heard that it was an Italian zhip
from the Armada that had been wrecked
lere, I jumped to it that there was
~ome connection. And now——"

“Bleeged if it docsn’t lenk like 1t 1Y
exelaimed Boln

Vernon-Smith shouted to Jobn Red-
wing, who came up the broad stone
=iair from the hall. He poinfed out
tha carved inscription to the satlofiman.

“Been that before?™ he asked.

John nodded.

*Ar, ay, sir] That name's carved
1 mors than ono place,” ha said., " The
puor gentleman found time hang heavy
oti his hands, I dare sey, o prisoner
here for yeares, while he was walting
fur hig rarsom to be paild.”

* But who——" exclaimed Harry.

“I asked old Dan'l about it when I
hrst saw it,” answered John, ' It was
the captain of the Spanish ship that the
E-:1 ire of Polpelly captured in the sea-
irht.”

" The captain of the sunk galleon!”
exelaimed Smithy,

“Ay, ay! Most of the crew were
drowned when the ship went down on
I*olpelly rocks; bul the caplaoin was
saved, and, of course, kept for rausom,
u# they were in those days.”

“And what became of him?” ashed
Smiathy.

“The story 13 that the ransom was
paid, after a long time, and he went
back to his own country, sir. But he
was kept here for two or three vears, so
they say, before the ransom came.”

The - juniors looked at one another.
Marco Zero, captain of the sunk gal-
lcon, had lived twoe or three years at
*olpelly, in the far-off reign of Queen
Illizabeth—a prisoner, watting to be
ransomed. He had commanded the ship
vaptured by the old Elizabethan sea-
captain—the palleon that had gone
ifown with chests of doubloons aboard !
And it was an Italian of the same name
who was seeking to obtain posscssion of
Polpelly—by lawlezss and desporate
mieans |

“It zpeaks for itself1” said Vernon-
Sinith.  His oyes. were glistening,
"Count Zero is after the jJolly old
Joubloons, It beat me how he knew
anything ebout them, but if his ancestor
commanded the galfe.m, that accounts
for 'it. The old bean may have left
=omla dacuments In the family, over in
Ii ul}'-;—c-ur macaroni friend may have a
clue,”

Bob Cherry whistlad.

“My hat! If he's got & clue where to
luok tor the doubloons, no wonder he's
keent to get hold of the place! DBy the
way, Whose ara those giddy doubloons,
if ever they turn up ?”

“Treasure trove ! paid the Bounder.
dero has no claim on them. Thae
money must have been on the galleon,
for thoe pay of the troops—they had
a lot of seldiers in the fleet, for the in-
vasion of England, though they nover
wot on shore. It belonged to the King
af Spain. It passed to old Polpelly as
vrize of war when he captured the
galleon—though I dare say Queen Dess
and Lord Durleigh would have wanted
i finger in the pie if the loot Ladn't
heen Jost, Now there aren’t any nore
I*alpellics—the estate was sold fo my
pater, zo the treasura is his, subject to
the elaim of the Government for thei
lreal whack in all treasure trove.”

"I don’t suppose that would worry
Zero-nwmeh, if he got hia paws on it,”
remarked Johnny Bull.

* Havidly 1" grinned the Bounder., " XNa
womder he's keen to plant himself here,
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if Marco Zero knew anything about the
lost doubloons, and left the news in the
family documents. Tf he was a prisoner
here for yedars ho may have known more
about the treasure than old Pelpelly
did, May have spotted it, and kept the
knowledge to himself, What 1

Harry Wharton nodded thoughtfully.
"“H that's the case, Smithy, a man
like that Italian sportsman wen't be
barred off by your father refusing to sel
the place. If he can’t get possession of
it I rather think ho will try his luck
here, without bothering about tho legal
side, It’s a lonely place; only old Dan'l
here, And—*

The Bounder chuckled,

“Weo're not done with him I he said,
“I1 was thinking that, having lost us
on the way to London, he would con-
clude that I was with my father; and
e couldn’t hope to bring off any kid-
napping stunt there. IIo couldn™t guess
that we were heading for Polpelly, Bug
le——"

“But if he had to chuck vp the kid-
napping wheeze, thinking you were safe
with your father in Londen, he would
be very likely to head for Polpelly
Limself 1™ said Harry slowly.

“ Iixactly I grinned the Bounder. “In
which case, he may have buzzed off in
that Napier, direct for Devonshire, when
we dropped himt on the London road,
and may havo got here befora ‘we did I

“ Nobody's been here, sir,” said John
Hedwing, staring at the Bounder.
“Only the tradesmen from Pilverton.”

“He wouldn't walk in at the front
door,” said the Beounder, laughing.
“But if it's true that he's got a clue to
the doubloons—and I believe it 15—I'd
go ten to ono that he's hanging about
the ‘vicinity somewhere; and fancy
it will be no end of a surpriso to him
to seo me here !

*“1 say, you fellows!” came an angry
squeak from the hall.

“Halla, hallo, hallo! That's dear old

Bunter [
- "X say, you fellows, where are yon?
I say, you rotters, I want to know which
onc of you it was, I'm going to punch
his cheeky head 1” ma:redg Bunter. “I'll
iqgﬂga well show you whether I'm goin

collared and bunged in the mud,

you beasts| I suppose it was you
Cherry, you beefy beast ™ :

. Harry Wharton & Co. went down
inte the hall, guite surprised by that
unexpected and extraordinary preeting
from Billy Bunter. The fat Owl of the
Remove stood there. He had arrived at
last, muddy, and erimson, and wrathy.

“Which of you beasts was 1t 7" roared
Bunter.

“Tho whichfulness 13 terrifie, my
ostearned, fat Bunter 1" grinmed Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. “"What is the
aheurd matterfulness ¥

“¥You 'jn:-ll_n,r well  knew ! heoted
Bunter. “I fancy you were all in it.
Look at my facal”

“You want a wash,” remarked Boh
Clhierry. " That's nothing new ¥

. Bun%ng a fellow’s face in the myd
roared Bunter.

“Yho did ¥ yelled Baob.

“You did I howled Bunter.

“You fat ass, I haven’t scen you since
we left the car ™

“Well, it was one of vou!” gasped
Bunter, I sat down in that old lodgo
to rest and jolly well heard you skulk-
ing, and you got mae from beliind and
jamimed mwy face down in the mud and
seooledd 1 And 'my going to punch the
bieazt that did it, see? Who was 1877

* Nohody here,” said ITavry Wharton,
m owonder., “We've all beon hiore, fot-
hoad—" _

“Gammon ! howled Bunter., * One of
you was in that lodze up the cooml,

and bagged me from behind, witiout
letting e see you.”

“Bomebody  skulking in  that  ofd
lodge I said the Bounder cﬁuietiy. “And
you'd have seen him if he hadn't pushed
your silly face in tho mud
I “’i‘:tfs, vou beast; and if it was you

“That docs 161" said Vernon-Sinith.
“I think I can guess the name of tha
sportsman who didn't want Bunter to
sp:}té_ him‘:" T

‘Zero Y sal arry Wharton, with a
deep breath. ¥

"You've got it 1"

“Rats |" hooted Bunter. “It was one
of youl Playning rotten practical jokes
on a fellowl Yah! Tf this is the way
you treat & guest, Smithy, after asking
him. ‘to a rotten show like this, I can
jolly “well tell you I'm fed up! I'm
gmrfl_lg;._ to phone for a car and clear.

ea

“Ia, ha, ha!®

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle

at. Where's the telephonei™ hooted
Bunter,
“At Pilverton.”
e e
nly five or six miles—"
“(Oh erike

1

0Old Dan’i)' came stumping elong on
his wooden leg.

“Dinner'’s ready, rentlemen 1¥ he said,
touching his greasy forelock.

Billy Bunter’s wrathful,
o e d, lik

o wasa angry, and, like the prophet

of old, hoe felt that he did wel? té} bo
angryl Eut the magie word “dinner *
banished angry feelings. The word
dinner wiped the frown from Bunter's
fat face. The delicious aroma of roast
ﬁman brought & smilo there. Bunter
oved roast goose. It had the mnext
placo in his affections to turkey.

During dinner Bunter made only one
remark.

“That chap can cook !” ho smid, with
deep fecling.

Xxeept for which Billy Bunter's jaws
were too busy for conversation.

fat face

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

6 NOW I” said Bob Cherry.

After dinner- Billy Buntor
retited to tho sleeping apart-
ment, to rest his fat limbs and

his equally fat head. He needed some
vest after lis exertions with the roast
goosa.

His snore woke the echoes of Polpelly
House, as it had been wont ta wake
those of the Remove dormitory at Grey-
friars. But tho rest of the party put on
caps and coats for a ramble 1In the
coomb. Nobody but Bunter wented a
nap. But averybody was pleased to seo
tho fat Owl roll off to snooze. It waos &
welcome rest from Dunter.

The flakes were coming down on the
wind from the Atlantie. Already thera
was & powdering of white along the
coamb.

“Coming along, Mr. Redwing #* asked
tho Bounder.

“1 think I'Il stay in, as Maeaster
Bunter's staying in ihe house, sir,”
answered the sailorman slowly.

“Bunter’s all right—ho won't wake up
{1  tea-time,” said Bob.,  “ Bunter
doesn’t need looking aiter, does he

“Well, sir, ho might,” said John hesi-
tatingly. “Belter not leave anyone
alone in the house; and old Dan'l's too
deaf ta hear anything”

The Bounder looked
Redwing.

“Are you Lhinking of the ghosti” he

hard at Jolin
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Squash !

Taking Bunier by surprise, Vernon-Smith up-ended the jam tart on the fat junlor’s head.

** Whurrrrooop !

roared the Owl of the Remove, siageering and spluttering wildly, as warm ;um ran down his face, his ears, and his neck,

** Gurerrrgh I Whoo-hoop ! You horrid beast ! Ywurrrergh ! ™

** Ha, ha, ha [ " yelled the Removites,
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demandid. “De vou think Bunter
wight faney he saw a spool;, or what¥”

*Ax, ay, sir, ho might

“ ot Y grunted Smilly,
vourzelf, of course.”

The juniors went out into the falling
flakes, loaving the sailorman standing
in the deorway, looking after them.
There was rather a worried loock on
Tom's face.

41 con't quite make my fathor out!”
lio said, as they went down the steps
from the gateway. “Is it possiblo that
somothing may have happened here that
he hasn't told us 't

“He would tell ws if anything hap-
pened, surely I said Harry, “But I've
thought, once or twice, that he had
roinething on his mind.”

“EE he's seen, or fancied he's scenm,
soanething, le might think it would
scare ud !’ sald Towr, *That groan we
beard when wo cawne in. I can't make
{hoat out.”

“0ld Daw'l playing a silly trick!”
snidl Smithy.

“T don't think so, Smithy ™

“The ghoat, then!” wyawned the
Biounder. * Bit upsetting for a ghost to
hava a lot of schoolboys gurging into his
slamping-ground.”

The juniors laughed.
back from tho gatewasy, and saw his
fathor still at the door, i\is bronzad faoo
thoughtful ond clouded. He could not
Lielp thinkiug that something must have
oceurred ot Polpelly of which tho spilor-
mnn had vot spoken, and le wondered
uueasily what @k was,

Smithy led the way up the coomb.
They stopped at the old stono lodge,
where Banter's peenliar adventure L
happened, That incident had convineed

“HBut please

Tem locked [

all the juniors that the enemy was m
the vicinity, though Bunter still
belisved that it had boem one of ihe
party playing a practical joke on him.

They rooted through the rubble
stacked inside tho ruipous building,
looking for somo trace of the men who
had lurked there. The back wall, of
big stone blocks, backed on the solid
side of the coomb, where it had
excavated to mako a level for the lodge
to stand. The roof was gone, and snow,
several days old, lay thore.

fisign 1Y grinned Bob.

The fellows did not need 1o be the
good scouts they were, 1o pick up
“gign.” Thers wero tracks of boots in
the enow, plain proof that soncont had
beon in the old lodge. Now that tho
snow was falling again the tracks would
goon be oblitorated; but at the woment
they werd plainly to bo scon.

“Blessed if I quite cateh on to what
the fellow was doing lere,” said the
Bounder. “Hoe can’t have camped in o

lace like this to wateh the house.

unter seemns to have taken hiin by sur-
Fn%c;; But what was Lo here at all
or?

“Saw us coming, and dodged in hero
out of sight, perhaps!” euggested Dol
Orry.

“Yes, that's possible.”

They left the lodge again; there was
nothing mors to be discovered there.
The snow was coming down miore
thickly, and the path from the road
was covered with it.  The Bounder

looked wup . towards the rvoad, and
laughed.

“Lueky the pater parked plenly of
supplies here for us!?™ Le remacked.

“Mradesmaen ¢an't got here when there's

been

o big snowlall. We mighs be cut off for

da%s at o time.”

. That prospect did not have a dismay-

ing effect on the juniors. Being snowcd

in for Christmas rathor appealed {o

them as & tremendous lark. But thoy
recd that it was Fortunate that sup-

?:f‘ h
ies were nof likely to run short.

They rambled down the coomb in a
weery crowd, to the sea. At the bottom
of the deep cooml the cove wound in
among the clifs, giving a aafo
anchorage from the wild Atlantic. But
outside, the ocean was wild and rough,
stirred by the winter wind, and great
waves rolled in and broko on the high
rools,

“That's where old Polpelly Lrought in

iho %l!ecm he had captured,” romarked
ithe Bounder. *“No wonder it went
down, if tho woeather was rough, 1
should say thi» waa as daugorous a lee-
shore as any along tho comst. Hero's the
boathouse—I've got the koy.”
_ At tho Liead of the cove, under a bulg-
ing oliff, was a timber boathouse, buck-
ing on the rock. It looked as if it hnd
born  recently ropaired—no doubb by
Mr. Vernon-Smith's orders, The door
was secured by e padleck, ond the
Bounder sorted out a key to open it.

“Jlalle, halle, hallo ¥ ojaculated Tl
Chervy,  “You don't want tho key,
Smithy.”

Ho jerked ihe padlock epen. It had
ulroady beon foreed.

Vornon-3mith kuitled his Lrows,

“Mr. Rodwing had this ker,” Le #aid.
“IMo wouldn't forco the lovk,  Sowme.
body elezo has beon here,”
¥Yervon-Binith throw open the door.

(("entinued on puge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.}

Within, the light was very dim; the
window was sr%u.lj, and the December
day was fading into dusk. But the
juniors could see & filteen-foof du‘;#-l.:,-_
with masts and sails lying in ik hay
had & natural boyish interest in boats
and sails, and they gathered vound 1t to
look at it. ‘

#“Wo'll get this out to-morrow morh-
ing, and have s sail in' tho cove,” sdid
the Bounder. “If it's calm, wo'll run
out to sea. Or up into the smugglers
cuve—I'vo heard you con go a long way
up on the tido.” _

“What-ho !” eaid Bob. “Might spot
the jolly. old doubloons in the smugglers
cave—porhaps 17 _

“Mho perbapsfulness  is  terrific1”
prinned Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

#¥on won't get this boat afloab to-
morrow tnorning, Smithy 1" said Johnny

Bull.

“'Wh;’.r not, fathead?”

“You'll get & dunl-:mg, if you do!”

“What tho thum o you muap?”
execlaimed the Bounder nngrgijr. “It's o

hoat—my father had it sent hewve
specially from Bideford 1"

“Somebody’s beer at it since then !
Lool 1 , ‘

Johnny Bull pointed into the boak
The Bounder gave a howl of rage. Iu
tho bottom timbers there was a large,
round hole, evidently bored there by o
brace and bit. Closo at hand wero two
more. Tho sail, which the juniors would
have expected to soa noatly folded o
furled, lay sprawling in the dinghy, and
it was probable that it hid other holes
in the timber. e

Smithy gritted his teeth.

“Sa that's why tho padlock was
forced,” ho said. “That blighter Las
beenn here—and made the boat un-
seaworthy 1" i g &

“My father will be able to repair it,

Smithy,” said Tom. “He's a useful
man et that kind of thing.”
“Good I eaid Smithy., “Let's sce i

thera's eny further damage.”

He caught heold of the sprawling
eanvas in the boat, and dragged it away.
What followed made the Greyiriars
fellows jump.

That an enemy had been there, thoy
knew, from tho stato of the padlock and
the dinghy: But that he was still thore,
and that they had surpriscd him st his
work, had not cccurred to them. Lhere
was no Place of concealment in the
boathouse—save in the dinghy itself,
under the canvas. Bub a5 Vernon-S3mith
dragged the sail away, a figure that had
been crouching under it leaped suddenly
up.

ThLe Bounder Etﬂ.ﬁ'ﬂﬂl‘ﬂd back in amaze-
ment, droppi the ssil. The Bguro
sprong from the bost, snd made onc
desporate leap for the door, which the
Juniors hod left open,

In an instant he had leaped out of the
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doorway, omd waz runping along the
rocky bank of the cove.

“CGrent pip ! ﬁaspﬂd Bolbr Cherry.

So swift had been the movements of
the cscaping man that, in the dimness of
the boathouse, they had had hardlv a
ghimpzo of him. = They lhad a vaguc

dmpicesion of o thickset figure with o

bull neck—but the running man was
pone in the twinkling of an cye.

“After him!™ rogred the infuriated
Bounder.

They dashed. out of the beathonse.

“Thera ho i2!” yelled Bob.

“ Aftor him 1" _

Dim in the falling gloom they had a
ghmpsn_.'ui a stocky but aclive .figure
clambering up the rocks at tho back of
the cove with the agility of a monkey.
With one accord tho juniors rushed in
prursnit.

“"There's a pallh here ' panted ilwo
Dounder.

It was o steep, zigeag path, suitable
rather to a gost than a human being,
that wound up the stesp oiff. DBut
stecp as it was the bullnecked man
had gone. up it, actively and swiftly,
and gmith:,f did not hestitate to follow,

Bolb was next after him. But ha
stopped, with a yell.

“Liook out, Smithy "

The fugitive had lﬂisup carcd among
ile rugged broken irregularitics of the
cliffi-face. Irom above a great boulder
came ratiling and bounding <down tho
path. Evidently the fugitive had dis-
lodged it, and sent it rolling down to
stop pursuit.

" 8mithy I shricked Whorton,

The Dounder was alfeady ten fect
up the cliff. Had the whirling boulder
struck him lhe would have been hurled
off, to crash on the rocks below,
Broken limbs, at least, would have
been the result.

But Smithy was quick on the up-
take. Hes made o swift long leap und
landed on the rocks he had just left,
clear of the cliff. Horry Wharton
prasped his arm as he landed, and

dragged hun farther away.
A second later the boulder was
thundering past the juniors. It rolled

and crashed snd rumbled over the
rocks, and plunged into the waters of
thie cove, sending up a great splash.

]';H:r ?fl!” the Bounder panted.
i v o 5k

“Bmithy [ Redwing ocsught his
breath. ”“Dh, Smithy, 1f that had hit
T O —

“It dida't,”” said the Dounder coolly.
“Bat I rather think I shan't go up

after that sportsman again.”

“1 rather think =not,* said Harry.
“"We'rp dealing with rotters who won't
stick at wvery much, Bmithy."

“Somo Christmas—what 1"
the Bounder. * body {
and running and leavin

“Falhead I” snswere
Tive, with one volce.

But their faces wers rather scrious
ns they walked back to Polpelly Houso
in tho falling flakes and the thickening
gloom. It was clear that, as the cag
tain of the Romova had said, thej
werc &ealﬁmf with men who would stick
at vory little, and thoy could not help
wondering what would bo tho outcome
of that wild Christmas adventure,

HI

juniors as they ¢amo into the lighted

grinned

eel like cutting
me to it?"
the IFomous

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
Jam for Bunter!
SAY, rvou follows ™

“Hello, hallo, hallol 8till
alive, Bunteri™
“Eh!" Bunter blinked at the
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hall, rather glad to gel baek to it out
of the darkness and the spow. *Yes,
you assl Why shouldn't I bel"

: "“fl‘f.ﬂll, after ecating a wheole goose,

“I didn't cat a whole goose ! roared
Bunter. “I had hoardly half of it

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Been any ghosts or things?’
Bob.

“0Oh, don't be am asy, yvou know!”
gaitdl DBunter pecvishly., *I say, yon
fellows, that deaf old ass=—I forgel his
name—has becn li%htin. candles all
over the place. Id EEE‘WIHE SRS
there isn’t any clectric light.”’

“Who does!” wssked the Bounder.
“Do vou mean Mr. Redwing

“¥You know I do, you ass:"

“Well, if you méan Mr. Redwing,
ou'd better say Mr. Redwing. Ii you
say old Redwing again, you'll get-vour
fat, nose rubbed in the cinders.”

“0Oh, really, 8mthy—"

“Bunter hasn’t been kicked todax,”
remarked Bob  Cherry  thoughifafly,
“"Ho can't got thrpl.:!gh & day without
Licking. Ture round, Bumbier!’

“PBeast] I say, you fellows., old-—
I mean Mr. RBEf:n'iﬂg"‘SHj’E thore isn't
any electric light, sand no telephonc,
and now it's snowing the tradesmen
won't bo able to get through from Pil.
verton, wherever that is. What are
we going to do for grubl”

“Tons of grub, you fat cormorant!'*

“Wall, that’s all very well, but if
the milkman can't come, what are we
going to do for milk for tea®™

Billy Bunter propounded that pescr,
Winking accusingly at the Greviriaes
fellows - who, insfead of looking
alarmed and dismayed at the poss-
bility of missing the milkman, ouly
grinned.

S That's an easy one, too,” satd Bol

H\Well, what are we going (o do,
thea?" demoanded Bunter.

“Without,” ex’l:-inincd Bl

“Ha, ha, hal

“Lots of condensed milk, 10 ense of
acoidents, old faf man,” said Frauk
Nugent soothingly.

“I den’t like condensed milk in my
toa,” DBuanter pointed out.

“That's an easy one, too,” zaid Bob
“Don't have any toal There's always
a way of mceting those fearful Jifli-
culties, if you take the trouble to think
it out.”

“Boast! Look here! If the milk-
man ecan't get through, the posiman
can't,’”! said Bunater, “What about
that 7"

“Wo shall have to wait €11 MNow
Year's Day for our Christmas cavds.
that's all,’” .said Bob cheerily. ,* Woran
things than that bave happened in tle

hizstory of the universe."

“What T mean 13, I'm ecxpccling a
postal order——"

“0Oh erikey ! Give your posial order
o rest over Christmas, old fat Lean ™
implored Bob Cherry.

“I told you fellows 1 waz expecting
o postal prder—" f

“You did ™ groancd PBol. “ About
o hundred times.™

“You mean 32
Jolinny Bull.

“Wasn't it a million?® atked 1lnrre
Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if T sce snyihing to cackle
at I"* gnorted Bunter. * Y want (o pive
the post office people proper diveclious
for sending on my extensive cor-
reepondence, and I want to pel il—sce?

*oarked

thousand,” said



w2arasGrand Chrighnag lumber At

Y dan't wanl my remitbances going all
over Devonshive, If I run out of cash
I shall huve to borrow of you fellows,
and youn know thatv's o thing I dis-
likg ——"

O zeizgors

“Ia, ha, hal"

“Oh eackle ! snorted Bunter. *DBut
I ecan jolly well zay——  Beastal
Prem’s w:dt-: off while a chap’s talking !

But the juniors dJdid walk off while
NMunter was talking. As he showed no
-ign of leaving off talking, they recally
had no cheoice in the matter,

“T gav, vou fellows ™ yelled Bunter.

The cheery chums of the Boemove
vleared off to clean off mud and snow
after their walk, leaving the Owl of
Lirexfriars to =nort,

There were likely to be somo hard-
zhips in that Christmas holulay ab Pol-
pelly if the sweather was hard, But
vhe non-arrival of Billy Bunter's ccle-
hirated postal order was eortainly not
the most secious item on the list

That celebrated postel order hod
leen #o long in coming that only
Punter believed that it was on ifs way
—if ocven Bunter did.

Nilly Dunter stood by the fire and
hlinked through his big speetacles at
vhe juniors when they ecome back into
he old oak hall, Every one of them
wag oarrving mmething for tha tea-
table; and Billy Bunter's fat little noso
turned up in scorm.

Harry Wharton & Co., accustomed to
“lening '* on their own in thg study
at QGreyfriars, had no objection what-
ever to doing the same at Polpellv.
Bunter did not like the iden at all

In Mr., Verpon-Smith's mansion in
Fondon, thera were at leastwn dozen
manservants,” It seemed to Donter

sitnply idiotic to choose Polpelly in-
~tead of the mansion in Courtman
sSquare. The only “staflf " was the
anctent ship's cook, and old Dan'l was
well provided with work by the cook-
ing and washing-up.

“Lend a hand, Bonter ! soggesied
Bob Cherry.

““Wahl*” wis Bunter's
emphatic if not elegant.

“Lazy as uzual? asked Dob.

“I'm accustomed to the decencies of
life,” =nid Bunter loftily. ** At Bunter
{ourt there are menials who wait on
ma hand and foot. Billy fatheadoed
idea to eome lore, if yon ask me™

“Nolody asked wyou, sir, she said,”™
sune Bob Cherry.

“ Ilere, Bunter, take this 1" ealled ont
Vernon-Smith. Ile was carrying in a
large dish, on which reposed an im-
mense jam tark, " Shove it on the
table, while T zet something else, lazy-
bones 1**

U8han't 1" retorted Bunter. “If von
fhink I'vo coma here to bo o dashed
waitor, Bmithy, you're jolly well mis-
taken—seo?  But U'll tell you what,
old chap. Tip old Redwing half-a-
crown to do the waiting.”

Vernon-Bmith  did _not  answer  that
cheery suggestion. With a gleam in
his eyes he stepped towards the fat
Owl of the Remove. DBunter blinked at
the tart on the dizsh., It was o large
and Juscious tart, and contained, at
least, a couple of pounds of jam.
Bunter's fat mouth watered as ho
blinked ot it. He was more than ready
10 dispose of that gorgeous jam tark
internally.

As it hoppencd, however, it was eox-
ternally (hat he was going to dispose of
k.

reply,

Souash' |

Buonter rearcd.

Taking him quite by surprise, Hexbert
Vernon-Smith up-ended the big jam-
tart on Bunter’s head.

“Shurrrrocep 1 reared  Benter,
:iaggering, ond spluttering wildly, =s
warm jam ran down his face, his ears,
and his neck, " Gurrrreghl hoo-
hoop! ¥You horrid beast—yuorerrggh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the jumors,

“Grooogh! Oooogh! I'm all sticky 1
shricked Bunter. "Oh, you beast
smithy 1| Wharrer you sticking mae all
over with jam for! Gurrrrgghi™

Bunter hiked jam ! But he did not like
it in his hair, and his cars, and his fat
neck ! He ¢lawed {rantically at jam.
He slmost swam in jom ! He was of the
jam, jaminy,

7

“Anything more to suggest about
My, Redwingi" asked the Bounder.,
“I've -got & jar of bhaney herel”

“Ha, ha, ha |"*

Bunter did not make sny mora sug:
geztions about “old Redwing.” He did
not want the honey along with the jam.
He spluttered and gurgled and gaspei
and rolled away for a wash. Washing
was not one of Billy Bunter's weak-
nesses; but even Bunter felt that he
needed a wash now.

He was still rather sticky when he
came back to tes  And he was in an
extremely bad temper.

But ncbody seemed to mind what sort
of temper Billy Bunter was inj so that
did not matter.

(Continued on néxl prge.)

Our clever Greviriars Rhymester has to work

hard for his living interviewing Greylriars

celebrities. He's not fortunste enocugh to be

able to get_his Christmas dinner out of a hat
pot 1 reasury notes out of vpace like

OLIVER KIPPS,
the conjuring genius of the Remove.

1. 2.
Before I reconnt what oocnrred While bells in the ateeple chims ont
When I interviewed Oliver Kipps, | That peace has returned to the earib,
You'll ind me repeating an old Christmas A happy and hearty, hﬁh-:r.ngu party
eeting Ba yours in this season of mirth ;-

ich noWw is on everyone’s lips |
8o just let me offer 3 word
(1 hearty good wishes

T

and A1 you
With memories good to recall |

'Hr-

To-day the Remove held a show,
A Bresking-Up Concert and Ball,

Ccurtain,
The picturss, the chairs, and the Hall |
"Twas really my fanit, as I Lkaow,
But no cne was injnred—maot much |

m,
And Desmond went home on & cruteh !

4

A Chrigtmaz-tres huog in the air !
It fell upon Coker Esquire ]

nearly),
And alterwards set him on fire !
Then Bunter {ripped over a chair
And landed on Bolzover’s head !
No harm was sffected by this, as sxpecied,
{(But Bolsy appears {0 be dead 1) |

stapce P )
I'Il do all your tricks like a shot ! ™
Said Eipps : *“* II you want
And then, in & genéral hosh,

gizzard
A pot of green paint and & brush !

neatly,

intended : : !
To makes the paint vanish 1 " 1 hissed.
“ Just look at me—ain*t I & sight ¢ *?
The audience did—and they roared !
I roshed upon Eipgn: and landed & ripper
Just under the place where he snozed !

S e e A e R e e e S e e e e

to all,
May Christmasiide thrill you with gladoess,

We broke up, it’s certain—the stage and the i :

The blackboard wes spili on Fitzzerald and
s pil ZE

No damage—it merely stonned Coker (or

¥om shall [ '
That fatheaded wizard produced from my Some ::11.3];!5 in Bpanizsh | Ths pajnt will all

This programme he soon carried ont-—
The first part 1the painting) I mesan—
tace was completaly, and really guaits

Enveloped in emereld green [
He looked at me then in soms doubt,
While thoughtfolly scratching his

herd
b, dash! This is retten] I Bod

Good health fo snatain yon throunghont,
Good things in galors st the feast,
Emﬁ“:m to prepare it, good comrades o share
Good sleep when the revels have ceaged !

8.
I went on the platform ns well, “ Wow gentlemen all'* we wora Lold,
To intmi&wp Eipps on the iFat. “ Yon see £ "ﬂ.'ll|r and ¢ at P
I paked {at o distgooe) : ** D'you want somae fo ose it on 'What's-His-Nam

I'm goin
o'g-It,
mR R st
T'll blindfold mywelt and resite
L]
And leave his lace porlecily while I M

B.

I've often .
The rest of ihe trick ! ** Kipper said.
8, 10
The sudience yelled with delight ! He walloped his lell on chin 1
While I shook a forious fis! : I tell on some holly and yelled !
7 know the trick’s epded |  You pever Mmd that seemed to toment the rest, for next

moment
A-general combat was Reld |
We made such a terrible din
That prefects rushed io by the score |
Five minuies of riot engved, and then quist
Returned to the college once more |
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Bunter Sings |
i j
Even Billy Bunter -had left off

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
OLLY !" said Bob Cherry.
Everybody agreed that it was
jolly 1
rousing, and seemed merry and bright.
, It wag’a wild, windy, snowy Dm:ﬁmr
night—tho wind. hbowled up the ccomb

from tho Atlantic, trees creaked and
oancd, and - the boom of stormy
E:ea!w:a came echeing from the dis-
the old

tnnce.  Snow was fnllx:?fﬁvar
roofs and chimneys of ﬂipﬂuﬁ?
But in the old oak hall of the lonely
mansion  in the coomb, all was bright
and cosy and cheery.
The log fire blazed and roared and

crackled. Innumersble tall wax candles Sch

in_anciont sconces, illumined the room,
glimmering on the red berries of holly

ranches  that decorated the walls.
Harry Wharton sst st the pianp, run-
ning his fingers up and down the keys.
It was o grand pisno of ancient design.
But it had not been overlooked in the
general attention given to the old
place by the millionsire’s orders; it had
recently been tuned, sand was quite @
COINE COTUCT. Wharton was quite a
good pianist, though ot Greyiriars he
had generally preferred the football
field to the"musio-reom, The old yellow
ivery kevs rippled under his deit fingers,

Billy Bunter sat in an immense areom-
chair, in which ancient squires of Pol.
pelly had sat in their time—perhaps tho
samo old sea-captain who had capturod

the Bpanish galleon, and held Marco
Zero o prisoner for years awaiting his
ransom. 'The cushioned arms of the

clhipie were about & foot wide, and on
them Bunter had gilari refreshments—
n plato of tarts, & bag of doughnuts, a
little kill of orenges, and a small moin-
fain of rozy ap : a plate of nuts, a
plato of almonds, a plate of muscatels,
urel soveral other things. He rather
looked as if he was expecting Polpelly
Houszo to be besieged, sand had laid in
supplies for the winter! i
John Redwing stood by the fire with
a chicery smile on his bronzed, weather-
beaten iaca—thuuﬁ? every now and then
he listened to the howl of the wind, and
glanced at the daqp windows, through
which caffo the glimmer of snow. He
liad said nothing to the schoolbays of the
phantom of Polpelly; but that wvision
of the night had not left his own mind.
The Greyfriars fellows were all in
preat spirits. Billy. Bunter condescended
to smile. Supper had been good. Old
Dan’l might deaf, and he might be
wooden-logged, but he could J—aﬂd
supplies were amplo. The grub was all
right, Bunter’s view generally was
that if .the grub was all right, evory-
thing was all right,
There was going to bo
—and Harry, ne the on
could handle the piane wit effect
was in great demand. A little musica!
skill was worth more, at the moment,
than the deadliest shot at goalt
And all the fellows were going to sin
—whether they could or netl As Bo
Cherry romarked, what was tho odds,
s0 long a3 you were happyi
Shut in by December spow ond dark.-
ness, in sound of the roering sem, of
clattering rocks and groening trees, the
old cak hall of Polpelly was ‘s spot of
Christmas brightness and gaiety. )
“Now, Jobn, we're going to begin
with & chanty 1" doclared the Bounder,
m%ping the sailorman on the arm.
om gave his chum s friendly
Smithy had plenty of faults.
wmi}idl:]llaumimad‘ﬁ ) !-:rﬁ.l }ut{. 'lEt:ttT?m
con ve forgiven all his faults, twice
old, for his g&ﬁ qualities. When he saw
Toe Musaner Lierary.—No. 1,463.

B “sing-song
fellow who

hey B

The Maanet

him with his father, Tom felt that
Smithy was one of the best [ellows
going. John Redwing was a dismond in
the rough; and Bmithy treated him as
4 diamond of the purcst water, The
millionsire’s son liked and respected the
seilorman; and though his hasty temper
was liable to snap out with anyone else,
ho nover failed to his respect to Tom's
father,

. YA chanty, sir!” said John. “Well,
if you like—"

* Hear, hear!”

“Bfﬂ‘ﬂ'ﬂ' .Iu

“I say, you fellows—"

“8hat up, Buntér1”

“But, T.say, I'll sing yon gﬂmathiﬁ%
when T've finished this orange,” saic
Billy Bunter, *I can o the Harrow
ool song o treat ! When I've finished
this orange—--=="

“When you've finished it begin on
another, old bean—you've only scoffed

about seventy so far!” said Bob.
“Now, Mr. Bedwing.” ] ;
“I'va pot & book of chanties hore!”

satd Smithy, and Tem gave his chum
another look., The ounder had
thought of everything. ““What about
‘ Blow the Man Down ' 1"

“I've sung it often cnough at sea,”
said John. *“If you rezlly hilke—"

“ Play up, Wharton t*

And John, in & deep voice thai almost
drowned the December wind, san
“RBlow the Man Down,” and finishec
amid great applause,

Thon Billy Bunter's squeak was heard
again. For the moment, refreshments
hiad cloyved. Ever since supper, Bunter
had beon packing them steadily away;
and cven Bunter needed a breathing-
space before he did any more packing.

*1 say, you fellows—"’

“Me. W, G. Bunter will now oblige !
said the Bounder gravely. Bl

ob.

“0On the bawl!” grinned

“"Up you get, Buntor I

Bunter hieaved himself out of the old
armchair. It was not easy, for Bunter
was hoavy laden. He put his fat hands
or the arms of the chair to heave, and
a hill of oranges went rolling, followed
by a mountain of apples. Then Billy
Bunter was on his fect.

“What's the jolly old song?" asked
Harry, smiling.

“Harrow song—" Forty Ycars On
said Bunter.

“Right-ho; I've got it here,” There
was &8 volume of school songs on the

iano,  provided by the thoughtiul

under. Harry turned tho pages
to “Forty Years On,” and Bunter
blinked over his shoulder through his
big spectoeles. :

“Rotten small print—can't sce ilic
words ! grunted Bunter. “It's all
right, though, I'll sing from memory.”

%-'hartqn ran over the keys. Twice hoe
camo up to starting-point; but Bunter
did not start. He paused.

“1 know that Eﬂﬂ% jolly well,” said
Bunter, *“only I've forgotten the tuno
aond the words."

“Oh orikey!"

“Except for that, I know the fhing
inside outl” explained Buntor, “Bat
it'’s all right—I'll manege. I'll hum the
words where I forget them.™

Wharton re-started after the interval,
and Bunter got going. Apparently
memory did not serve, for he had to
hum the fGrst verse through. A series
of squeaks and grunts accompanied the
music,

“Bravo |"” gasped Bob Cliorry.

“]1-say, read out s veorse, and. thon I
ghall remember the words!” suggested
upter.

Everybedy, in the true spirit of Christ-
mas, was veady to oblige. Frank
Nugent read out a verse. Billy Bun-
kor's singing, considercd as singing, was

T e

* Forty

perhaps not in (he Gest Qight. Dut as o8
Eqntcsrtummunt. it had its rasxiis.
‘Forty years om, growing -ider pnd
oldar,
_ahorter of wind, as in momnory long :
Feeble of foot and rheurmatic of
B.hnu]d:ar-
What will it help vou that once you
were strong ¥ ofe.

 Billy Bunter cocked his lwad on one
cide and listemed attentively. e was
eforing up the words for reproduction.
But Bunter's memory was rather in tle
nature of a sieve.
v Fhat's all right,” said the fat Owl,

You ¢an get going, Wharton! I'm ali
right now ! T'll give you that verse with
a swing | Lei's see! Groogh '™

And Bunter sanj :

gars on, growing colder and
coldey—-"

“ Ha, ha, ha!*

‘Hensonable, anvhow, ot Clujstinas !

”I‘saﬁ. you fellows, isn't that right ™
asked Bonter. “T &say, Smithy, yon
write it out for me in big letters thul
I can sec—sce 1

“1 soe—seo l” assented the Dounder,
“ Anything to oblige |

Keally, Bunter was ontifled to con-
sideration, for song-books wore printed
with ruthless disregard for the short-
sighted, and the words on the music
wore merely & blur to the fat Owl.

Smithy took a sheet of paper and a
poencil, and started to write, on the

iano-top, in large capitals, which even

illy Bunter could not fail to read.

Some of the follows, gla:mmg at what
ho was writing, gurgled.

Smithy was not copying down tho
words from the song-book. He was,
epparently, putting in some of his own.

It was a little joke of the Bounder's,
of which William George Dunter was
Lappily vneonscious.

“Here vou arc, DBunter!” eaid the
Bounder blandly, when he had finished.

Bunter took tho sheet, and blinked
at it.

“Good 1” e said. I can sce that!
You ean get going, Wharton! I've
rather got on to the tune now, and I can
sng those words o treat.” )

Wharton smiote the keys agamn, ol
Bunter sang—or, at all events, squeaked.
This time he had the word: pat—
Smithy's now words.

“ Torty years. on, growing fatter and

ij;ttar, ? ;

Short in the wind., but guite long in
the fonguce; :

Taeble of brain, full of lupz-winded

chatter—
Whe  would I;{:'li{:k'ﬂ that we cver
were young ! :

atill we y rerember  the  glovies of

. footer;
We chargod and we barged, or we
fancy we did !

Still wo remember the House and the

Tooter,
And how we backed Bluzer cach
way for a guid ™

“Ha, ha, he!” shricked HBuner's
aundicnce. “Brave! Good cgg! Top-
ping I ; . W

Bunter grinned wilh  szlisisetion,

Under tha happy delusion that those
worda really belonged to the Harrow
song, the fat Owl fplt that he was get-
ting through jolly well, Anyhow, he pot
thﬂ i htmdg." - . ;
Then the whole party came in with
the chorus “Follow up!® and the old
hall of Polpelly almest rocked. The
winter wind roared, and the stermy sca
hoomed and crashed ; but it wae o morry
Christmas in the old house of Folpelly,
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Words [alled Bunter, so he took aim at Bob Cherry with the orange, Whiz ! Squash ! Bob’s mouth was still open,

alter his final merry roar, when the whizzing orange arrived,

“' Urrrggh ! ™" he gurgled, as the juley fruit squashed in his

open mouth, **Ha, ba, ha ! The company roared at the unexpected finale I

;l#m#ﬁﬁlﬁﬂﬁﬁﬂm e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
About Bunter !

b OW, Bob—"
“Bpare my blushes ¥ mur-

mured Bob Cherry.,
“Go it, old man ™ said Billy
Bunter encouragingly. *Of course, you
can't sing like I do, old chep; but do
your best,”

“Well, if T wanted fo sing like yon
de, ald fat bean, I chould have to do my
waorst 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥al 1" said Bunter

Bunter was in the armchair again,
'."vfrt-shinﬁ himself ofter his musical
cifforts. With an orango in one hamd
and sn apple in the other, Bunter took
Lig bites, and was happy.

Harry Wharton roso from the music-
sfool, with a emiling face, and locked
ronned at the company.

“Centlemen, chaps. and sportsmen,”
he said, “the next item on the pro-
gramme, sung by the celebrated operatic
megaphonic artist, Robert Cheryy—"

“Ilear, heap!”

"Iz a new work, the words writien
by a famous puider, the music by an
cqually famous coeposer, on the subject
of a gentleman you ell know well—no
other than W. ;. Dunter——*

“FEh — whats  ihat?  e¢jaculaled
Bunter,

“The fame of W. G. DBunter,” con-
{inned Wharton, “ has spread far bevond
the walls of UGreyfriare School, Tz there
g far cormer of our far-flung Empire
where the name of Bunter is unknown,
and where the population are unaware
of the fact that he is rxpeecting o postal
order 7
“1fa, ita, hia!*

“ Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Lhe fame of Bunter,” continued
Wharton, “has now been embodied in
inmoertal verse, to the accompaniment
of equally smmertal music] Long after
Dunter has burst, he will he remcmbered
in this song-—*"

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“We have only the chorns here,™ went
on Wharton. “But you will all, I am
sure, oin in it with enthusiasmi, to
testify  your unbounded admiration of
its subject—or shall I say object?
Bunter, I believe, iz more generally
alluded to a3 an object—"

“Hza, ha, ha *

“Yahl"

“(lo if., Bob 1™

Wharton sat dewn again, and rattled
the keys. Dob stood up ab the plane to
amng. ‘Thera was not, perhaps, & lot of
mielody in Bol's sin%inm but there was
plenty of energy. He made himself
ligard ! On fhat poink, ot least, there
was no deubt,

Billy Bunter sat up and took notice,
It was the first he had heard of & song
about his fat and important self. No
song, of course, could have a betler
suhject ; Bunier admitted that. In his
keenness, Bunter sat with an crange
clutched in his fat hand, of which he
had taken only one bite. lle was s0
mnterested that he actually forgot to take
another.

Thero was a civartle in the old hall of
Polpelly, and then silence for the song.
Wharton rattled off o cleeve, snapp
melody, and Dob Cherry pealed forth:

“PBUNTER ¢
T zay, vou fellowa, da stop yaur robhing |

Just hold on a mimute; I can’t keep on
trotiang |

T,

Who said * That's Bunter—that far
grub-hunter

My postal order hasn't come |
Don't you think it’s rathor rum 7

The big bad wolf I cannot keep from

Qaor,
Unless my dear old pals stand me a
few bobs more !
Now, don’t you start walking,
While a chap's talking 1

Step, 1 say !
Don't walk away |

1 say—I SAY, YOU FELLOWS '@

“Ha, ha, ha " camo in a roar, when
Bob Cherry was through.

Wharton struck wp again, and the
whole party joined in "that rousing
chorus. Billy Bunter sat, with his little
round cyes gleaming through his spec.
tacles, the picture of wratl,

This was not the sort of thing that
Bunter felt that he had a rizlt to
expect, It was no deseription of a
handsome, athletie fellow, with polished,
faseinating manncrs, the wealthy heir
of Bunter Court—one of tho finest
fellows going, such as Bunter knew hin
self to bel Everybody elso seomed to
think that it wuas Bunter oll over—
which, of course, could only be due to
o secret jealousy of Lis good looks anl
winning ways! Bunter sat ond splut-
tered with wrath.

“T say, you lellows " he yelled,

“ My postal erder hazn't coma !

Don't you think it's rvather
chanted the company.

P T

* 1 say, you beasts—" roaved Bunter,
Toe Micgxer Lipnany.—XNo. 1,453,
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¥ The big bad wolf  cannot keep from
= L I
Unless my dear old pals stand me s
few bobs more "

velled the juniors.

*“1 say i
lizten to me

howled Bunter. “Yon

“ Now, don’t you start walking,
While a chap’s talking!"

roated the chorus.
“You silly assea!l” shrieked Bunter.

#“ Stop, 1 sarv!
Don't waii away [”

came & Foarl,

“T jolly well tell you—~
Dunter.

“1 my—I SAY, YOU FELLOWS"
came the final roar.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Y sny, you fellows!” came Bunter's
raar, like an echo.

“Ha, ha, ha!

Words faded Bunter! The orange
was still in his fat hand, with a juicy
gap in it where Bunter had removed a
sopment. Eo took aim st Bob Cherry.

¥hiz !

Sauash ! ]

Bob's mouth was still open, after his
final, merry roar. It would have been
shut in another moment. But in that
moment the whimnf; prange arrived.

“Urrrggh 1" gurgled Bob, as  the
orange squashed in.

Hoeo staggered, cluteched at Wharton for

raved

rupport, and dragged him over the back
of the music stool. :
“Here, look out ! gasped the planist,
“Oh, crumbs! Yooo-hoop !
Bump !
“Urrregeh 1
“0Ob crikey I” .
Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton and
EIE music stool mixed opn the old cak
QOT,
“He, he, ho!” chortled Dunter.
“Ha, ha, ha'!’ roared the whole

COmMpPany.
It was quitc an tnexpected . finale

and
it seemed to take them by storm. =]:J:lna'p:i"
voared,

“Ow ! Get your elbow out of my eve,

yvou ass!” pasped Wharton, “0Ow ! Ohl
Gerrof 1V

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gurrgh! Grooogh! I'm chook-

chook-choked—urrrrgh 1 pgurgled Dob.
spluttering as he scrambled up. “I'll
burst that fat porpoise all over Pol-
pelly ! I'll jolly well—"

“He, ho, ha! I say, you fellows, keep
that beast off I I say—" —

Nugent and Bull grasped Beob in time.

“Christmas, old chap!” grinped
Nugent.

“Keep smiling 1" chuckled Bull.
“He, he, he ! cackled Bunter,

'l jolly well kick %ﬂ:}u next term
at Greyiriars, you fat villain!” gasped
Bob, dabbing his mouth wi his

handkerchief,

“He, ha, hea!”

Next term at Greyfriars did not worry
Billy Bunter. Bob was not likely to
remember his wrath so long as that, As
a matter of fact, he forgot it within
five minutes.

has

nd

SLACKER"

With all his laziness, Ralph Reckness Car-
dew has an iron determination when his
mind is made up.
none too scrupulous, the slacker of the
Fourth makes a bold bid for the junior
captaincy of St. Jim's.
has set himself 1s not an easy one. Never
Martin
written a more exciting
varn of TOM MERRY
& CO. of St Jim's.

By methods that are

But the task he
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Face at the Window !
HSIE bells 1" said John Redwing.

It was cleven o'clock.
The evening had becu a merry

one, growing, porhaps, o little
uproarious, It was a fmé deal later
than the juniors’ usu bedtime, bub

none was disposcd for bed—least of all
Billy Bunter, who had started on a
third or fourth supper. But John was

in charge of the party, sod the Dounder,
usually careless of authority, and often
rebellious, sct an example of respect
to Tom's father. The gramophone had
beenn on, and Smithy wos about to pnt
on a new record, instecad of whiek, ho
slid "1t away into the box again.

“Norm, you men " he said.

“1 gay, you fellows, I'm not ready for
bed " sgueakod Billy Bunter. “1It's all
right—no nced to get up in the morning
in the hols, you know. I'm not going to
bed yet.™

“Lot’s roll him slong like a barrel !
suggested Bob Cherry.

85 12

“1 hopo you boys won't be disturbed
in the night,” said John Redwing, with
a rather worried look. ™ Perhaps you'd
better keep candles burning 1 your
room,"

““ We'ro not cxactly afraid of the darl,
Mr. Redwing " eaid Bob, with o laugl.

“(h, no! Dut——"

“But what, father?” asked Tom.

Mr. Redwing did mot roply. Dut his
bronzed face clouded. -

As the hour grew later, the vision of
tho previous night came back more and
moro to his troubled mind. He was not
conscious of fear. Fven if therc were
such thipgs as ghosts, there was nothing
for & man witgh g clear conscicnco to
fear, But he dreaded the effect of zuch
a visitation on boyish nerves. Ile bad
puzzied and puzzled over it, trying to
cxplain it to his own mind—without
success. He was doubtful whether he
ought not to havo told tho sehoolbors—
but he was wnwilling to cause them
alarm. - ;

* Mow, look here, Mr. Redwing ! said
E\"urnﬂiivﬂmilh. “We're Eﬁfm oll dax
ong that you've got somcthing on your
m?ngd. Something's  happened  while
vou've heen here om your own. Why
not cough it up?” ] :

The old saillorman stood ElIl:‘I'IJJ, lis
brows wrinkled in worry., e did not
want to alarm the juniors, yot perhaps
it was wiser to put them on their guard.

“Is it the giddy ghost?”’ asked
Wharton, with a smile.

“ Rot 1" said Buuter.

“Shut uwp, Dunter——"

“ O, ma?l:.', vou fellows! XE anybody
iz ass cnough to belicve in ghosts,
jolly well think H

“You jolly well don't,” said Bob.
“You'vo jolly well got notlhing to do
it with! Give your chin B rest™

“Was it the pghost, Mr., Redwing?®”
azked Frank Mugent, respectfully trying
not to smile as he asked the question.

*1 did sco sumulhinﬁﬂynun gentle-
men [ said John, at last, "1 wasn't
poing to toll you—if 1 had, it wouldn't
have mada you leayve—"

“ Hardly " grinned the Dounder. "1
voa mesn you heard groaning, like wo
did when we came, that was that old
ass Dan'l pulling your leg.”

“¥r, Redwing says he saw some.
thing 1" remarked Elarry. *Better tell
us ‘I-VIIE:E- you saw, sir, in casc we sco

it, too.

“I' tell you!™ said John slowly.
“Look I” Ho erossed to the wull whero
the portrait of the old sca-captain

{(Continued on poge 22.)
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nigger minstrel show.

up, the XNigger Minstrels, heavily

slibmerped in black boot polish, gave

o show, of whieh the flollowing is
part. The Minsircla were: Waanroxn
(Sambo), Hurrer Sixcu (who forgot his
make-up, Int nobody noticed it), Frasg
Nvazxyr, Bon Cuenry (us Bones), JoruRy
fivLe, S8mrruy, and Swinser (as Mazse
dolmson), ‘They started with o

GRAND OPENING CHORUS.
v Dieia)
We'rn gwine homa for Chrislimas,
We've packed up all our boxes !
Wae've packed onr trunks for Christmas,
Uwr ¢ollars, shirts and socksea,
Good-bye to school conditions,
Farowell to impoesitiona,
Our hearts ave turmed to Chrisimas,
And wo must go!

IH tho Raz on the night befere breaking-

(Tune :

We're gwine home for Chrisimas,
We're gwine home for Chrisimas,
We'rs pwine whore the puﬂ'{iing"ﬂ i ﬂ-gl{:ﬁ.'l.n
We hear old Quelehy ealling,
Dut never mind his bawling.
Wa'ra gwine home for Christinas,
And we must go!

Smithy ilen snnounced an ilem by
tho Minstrel Band.

SEIMNER : Say, dat will be just like
wacling de Maaxer in de Form-room.

Surrny ¢ What do yo' mean by dat 't

Sxmexer: It wil ke & * bonned *
performance,  {(Yells.)

Waarrox : I regreta to announce dat
Drudder Johnny has determincd to play
his banjo ! (Groans.)

SRINSER ¢ Dot ain’t o banjo—it's &
bnd-joko !

{Fohuny Bull here begon the threatened
folo, and continued it until the end of
the performance., No notice was taken
of himy after the tirst half hour; the
sudicnee and minstrels alike treating
him with silent contempt.)

Boxrs discovered s new riddle on the
subject of ' to-merrow,” and promptly
pob rid of if.

Cuerry : What i3 coming every day
but never comes §

Loun YELL FooM AvDIENCE ; DBunter's
postal order !

Hunree Sivem: Say, cateemed and
Iedicrons brudders, did yo' sec dat fynny
old professorful johony whe asked honour-
able Gosling if dere were any old rzins
al Grovivisra 7

Sairuy ¢ Sho” we saw him! What
did Gosling say 7

Witanrox = He soid, " No, =ah, nob
until you camo i ™

Bvin: Plonk, plonk, pilonk! ({One
)

Sursxren then burst inte a beautiful

ballad as fallowra :

If you want your Christmas Party to do wi

Ok, Greyfriors i3 o rotlen place,
They make ug work in any ease.
That's bad encugh, but who can tell
Why dosling ringa tho rising-bell—

Cuonrs : 8o early in de morning,
Ho early In de morning,
S0 carly In do mm‘ning,

ay 1

Defore de break ob
When all the ground is thiek with snow,
When bilter ey broeses blow,
When owls and bats fly round sbout,
Old Gosling eomes azd burns us out—

Coorvs: So carly in do morning, cle.

Cne night we'll take him by surprise
And slanghter Gosling wheve ho lics ;
And then, perhaps, no more we shall
Be wakenod by & beastly bell—
Croruz ; Bo carly in de morning, ete,

But now we'ro gommg honwe.  Hoovay !
The bell is silont from to-day,

And when wo get to bed, ne doubt
Old Semaon couldn't twn us out—

Cuorvs : 5o early in de morning, eto.

Nvgenr: Can any brudder tell me de
differcnee  between  Billy Bunter and
Nero 1

SEINNER : Yesgoh! Ono was o double.
dyed villain, and do other is o double-
wida willain ! {Mirth.}

NooexT: No, sah ! Nero worked hie
fiddlea and Bunter fiddlea his work!
{Cat-colls and carrots.}

BoLL: Plonk, plonk, plonk!

Woanrow : Con  you tell me why
Bunter's postal order is like water in de
air ?

SatrrEY : Becauso it nebber eryatalines !

WiarToN : No, brudder ! Because it's
“dow " évery morning oand ‘Y misk ™
overy doy !

Bouxzer : I soy, you fellows, I'm going
lo eing. Gimmme o leg-up!

g ;M DPolly=-Wolly-Doodle 17
You zoy I am an u:._',I]v freali-—
Cuonts : Sing jolly bally-howldls all tle
dlay !
I suy, vou [ellows, let o speali-—
Yea, jolly bally-hoodle all the «ay!

Avpiexee (pelting Buxren):

Fare thee well, fare theo well ;

Fare thee well, my fairy fviemud !

Give us songa at Lhe pianaa,
Or let’s warble ** Rule Dritanniz: ™’

But not Bunter's bolly-hoodle 1o ihe

end.

SEINNER : Say, bruddem, tell mo this)
If Miss-Ouri lent Mye. Sippi her New Jer-
sey, what would Dela.waro ?

Bairey : Alassk.a! (Louwd groana.)

WaanToN : Massn Dones, tell me wh
Bunter always weors dat horrid old chec
suit of his,

th a swing, boys, try
_ ) Harry Wharton & Co, tried it out on
breaking-up and fairly brought the House down—not to mention Mr.

“‘ putting over” a
the night before
Quelch's wrath !

CoeErpy : Shoe' to match his check
waistaoat,
WHarroN 1 Yes, but why wear do
watsteoat 1
Cusrry : Woll, Niggah, sho'ly rom
knowa dat Bunter hes to keep his uppotito
in cheelr ¥
{Loud

Buin: Plonk, plonk, plonk!
sod prolonged eggs.)
SEINNER (Tune: ** Cock Robin ) :
Who rogged old Cokor 1

CHERRY = “"1,” eaid Bob Cherry,
“ 1 felt rather merry,
I ragped old Coker!™
SETHNER * Wheo saw him rogped 7
WHARTQN ¢ * L, muttered Wharton,

“ Ag soon as I caught on,
1 aaw him rogged !

CrORUS :
All the men of the Fifth are e-looking
for the joker
Who dared lay his honds on tho pgrect
Horaeo Coler,
Who dared lay his hoods on the great
Horace Colier !

Whaot made him regeed ¥

“L" greaned the Owl,

“¥or Bob hoord mo
howl !

I modo him rogped 12
Who lost a cake ¥
**I," shouted Coker.
“Lwxo brought Doiter's

oker |

I lost o cake L2

Caorvs:

Al tho men of the Fifth, eto.

Bunter ond Coker left hurricdly at
this point, Buuter leading by three yorda,
i H‘ULL; Plonk, plonk, plonk!1 (Terri-

Qg -
HARTON : Soy, Massa Doncs, when ia
Bunter o cannibal ¢

CueRRy : Sho', when ho eals porck!
And when em vo' o conoibal, blassa
Hambo 7

WaairTod : 1, 8ah ¥ Nebber

Coenny : Yessah ! When yo' eats yo
mamma-laid on tonst! [Heart-rending
croans, during which Mr. Quelch pove
Cuerrey 50,000 linos, Frensied cgyes woero
roining upon the troupe, and alter o hurricd
congultation, they decided to finish protty
quuclaly.)

SEINMEL &
Bysice:

BEINEER !
CoORER ;

Cronwad {Twne : * Good-night, Ladics".)
Gooad-bye, Giroyiriare, Good-bye,
Groylrinrs ! X
Good-bye, Groylviars, weo're pomg ta
lenve you now !
Merrity wo roll along, roll along, roll alony.
Singing as wo roll along, good-bye sehool 1
Chriztmas-tide ia on the woy, on the way,
on the wey. °
Christinas-tide is on tho woy, gpood bye,
gehool !
Tiue Macxnr LipRiRY.—Nn. 1,453
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zquire oi Polpelly hung. Life-size, Lhe
rim ald Blizabethan sea-captain starcd
own.from the faded gilt frame at the
sohoolboys. ™1 saw—him |
So guiet and serious was his mannper,
that the Greyfriars fellows felt no desiro
to" smile now. They atared at the por-
trait, agd they stared st John Redwing.
was silenca in the cold hall, save
for the wail of the wind up the coomb..
“You saw—himi” repeated the
Bounder blankly, at last,

_ %o like him, eir, you'd have thought
he had stcpped down from the frame!”
said John, in ‘a hushed voice. “I don't
make out to explain it—but I was wide
awalic and I saw him1 I've seen ma

strange things at eea, end perhaps

believe more than landsmen do. But
I'vo mever banked much on ghosts. But
—I saw Liim as plain as I see you now."

“"Where and wheni" asked Smithy
quietly.

Blowly Jobhn told of that strange
vision-of the night. The juniors listened
quictly. Theoy could only suppose that
the eatlorman, hali-awakenced, had been
deluded by some trick of the frelight.
They looked ngain at the portrait of
the old seafaring »ctluir&—dta strong-
featured face, with the pointed beard
and mounstache, the ruf and the truni:
hose, the high sea-boots and the helmet
and sword. It was such & face and

ire a8 Lo impress itself on anyoue's
mind—to recur to the mind in sleep.
and haunt the dreaming fancy.

“You think you saw it¥”

“1 know I saw it, eir " eaid John
guietly. *“Whether it was s trick, or
whether it was a spectra, I saw it, and

followed it into the pessage yonder,
whero there’s no outlet—and there it
disappearcd, Ly meither door mor
“Window,"

“Rot " came from Bunter.

“Bhut up, Bunter, you fat ass 1"
grovwled Johnny Bull

el

*1 bLeliove it was old Dan'l doing the
groaning  stunt,” said  Vernon-Smith.
*"But he cnn't have made himself up to
look like old Polpelly—with his wooden
lex and his whiskers, But—nobody elso
was here-——>3"

“Nobody I said John,

“Esteetned  Bhakespeare  has
marked,” said Hurree Jamset
Singh, “that there #re more things in
the earth and the heavens, than are
dreamed of in your geology——"

The juniors chuckled.

r\E!
Ram

“1 think Shakespeare said philo-
5{-?11 1 grinned Bob.
'l say, you fellows—"

“Ring off, Bunter |”

“But I say, speaking of spectres, that
reminds mo of g jolly joke,"” said
Bunter. “A chap said to a fallow,
*Have you ever seen 8 talking ghost??
And what do you think the féllow said?
He, he, ho! ﬁa gsid * No, but I've seen
& gas-inspector?” See? A
spectre | He, ho, ha 1*

Dunter, evidently, was not frightened
by the ghost story.

“I eay, you fellows, don’t bo funky.”

gassin'

he went on.  “I ghall be with you, you
kncﬁji If you get [rightened, wake me
up I’

“You howling ass ™

“0Ohb, really, Cherry t®

Jotm  Redwing made a sudden,

startled movement. A slight sound from
one of tha tall desp windows had
canght his ear. He glanced round—and
ihen his look became fixed, concen-
trated, and the oolour died out of his
bronzed cheeks.

Stertled, the juniors locked at him;
cven Billy Bunter's fat face lesing his
derisive grin, They followed his glanco

Toe Maewer Lispary.—No. 1,453,
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—and then everr eye fixed on the win-
dow—{rozen there! Hardly believing
what thoy saw, the Greyfriars juniors
stared with starting eyes,

Preszed to the wind::-w-ﬁnﬂm was &
face—clear against the  glass, in the
bright light of tho many candles and
the glowing fire.

But it was such a visago as had never
been scen in life for hundreds of years.
The strong featurcs were thosa of the
soa-captain sqyiro of Polpelly—the face
of the portrait on the wall. The trim
moustache and pointed beard were the
same. Below the beard showed the
Elizabethan ruff round the mneck.
Abovre the thick dark eyebrows was the
helmet.

No more of it could
that; Dbut it was a visage of the
sixteenth century that stared in from
the snow and darkness into the old hall
of Polpelly. The whitoness of death
was in the face—only in that respect
it differed from..the portrait on the
wall. From that dead whiteness,
uvnder the bushy brows, the eyes
gleamed and glinted in the light,

No one moved! Transfixed, the
juniors stared at the strange vision of
the night—the phantom of Polpelly.

Bunter broke the silence! A howl of
terror camo from him,

“1 54y, you fcllows, what’s that? I
Bihy=—'

Bunter's howl! seemed to break the
gpell, Herbert Vernon-Smith shut his
teeth savagely.

“It's a trick!” he panted hoarsely.
“A trick! Tollow me!

He dashed to the door, .

“Stop ! panted John Redwing., *It's
not of this earth!™

The Bounder did not heed, even if he
heard. He clattered down the bars
from the great door on the porch.
Barcheaded as ho was he rushed out
intg the blinding snow.

*“After him!” breathed Redwing.

Phantom or po phantom, trick or
evil spirit, the juniors were not going
to let Vernon-Bmith face it alone.
Redwing darted after him, snd the
Famous Five tore after Redwing. Old
Jolin followed more slowly. Billy

e scon than

Dunter wae laft squeaking with terror

in the armchair. Bob caught up =
candle as he ran, but outside the wind
blew it out inatantly. The Bounder,
with the other fellows at his heels,
rushed round to the window, where the
apparition had been seen.

I'rom the deep window came the
ruddy glow from within. But it showed
no fiﬁ'um !;I:u:t}:*-3—114::‘.51&:»%!l but blinding
ENOW

akes, fallin ickly. The
phantom had vonished.
“A  light ' shouted .the Bounder
fiercely. " Who's got . n light?

*I'vo got a torch I" panted Wharton.
He whipped it from his pocket and

Aashed it on. He flashed 1t in every
direction; but only tho fast-falling
flakes met the eye. Smithy threw

himsalf on his knees under the window,

“The light here!" he breathed.
“There must be footprints—"

“Not in this snowizll " said Bob.

“The light—cuiock !"”

Smith%‘ almost enatched the torch
from Wharton's hand. With glinting
eyes he examined the enow unﬁnr the
window. But he had to admit thas
there were no tracks to be picked up.
But the snow was coming down so thick
and fast that the juniors’ own tracks

were &lready being obliterated. The
Bounder set his teeth.
“Trickery I he said savagely.
“What—wha-at's that?” stammoerod

Bob, with & sudden sghiver.

A low, deep proan came from tho

darknoss,

_The juniors, with beating hearls,
listened, staring with uneasy eves into
the December blackness, Dut thére was
no sound but the howl of the bitter
wind. Wharton shiverad.

“Lots get inl" The mutterad.
*“There's nothing here, and wo're got-
ting frozen 1"

They returned to  fhe  house
Smothered with snow, penetrated by the
bitter wind, they crowded to the fire.
John Re@wm put up the bars at the
door again. Bub the look on his faco
showed that he did not balicve that the
bars would keep out the phantom of
Polpelly.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Trapped !

ILLY BUNTERL was readrs for
bod, after &ll, when the other
fellows went. Not for worlds—

- not for the fattest turkey in

Christendom—would Bunter have re-
mained salome after that terrifying
vision at the window. He rolled up tho
stone stair after the juniors, quaking.
Having expressed such derisive scorn
for the ghost story, Bunter might have
been expeoted t0 ect an example of
ﬁﬂ!fv%ﬁ:siﬂ-u. But he didn't! Tho
lf]ql: wl wes scared to the marrow of
13

boznes.
Only the ulter impossibility of pet-

ting away from Polpelly kept hi
within the walls of tho ancient mansion,
In the state bed-room, where Marco
Zoro had carved hiz name in the oak,
and whore the Italian capitano had
elept mancf weary ond resuess nights,
three hundred and fifty years ago, ﬁilly
Bunter blinked round with uneasy eves
behipd his big spectacles into every
nook,

He rooted through the interior of a
gigantic cak wardrobe that filled a
ﬁreat spaco on one wall, and left the
oors wide open.

Tho other fellows were silent and
serious. They hardly knew what to
think.

Common eense forbade & belief in
ghosts and epcotres. Yet how to
acoount for what had happened was
bcgund their powera.

ohn Redwing had gone quietly to his
rgom. Old Dan'l was already in bed;
his snore rumbled from eome shadowy
cornar of the old house. The juniors
were glad that they wera all together,
Thoy were glad of the fire that leaped
and crackled in the wide old hearth,
and thoy heaped it with logs to last the
night. A dozen candles were left burn-
ing in the room.

o Famous Five turned in. They
wern troubled in mind; but they were
tired and slecpy, and it was useless to
remaln up. Redwing followed their
example.. Billy Bunter was slower.
Having blinked suspicicusly end un-
easily into every noolt and cranny, the
fat Owl proceeded to blink into them
all over again.

The Bounder stosd before the fire

with his brows knmitted, In angry
thoupht.
“Mot turning in, SEmithy?" asked

Tom, from his pillow.

Vernon-8moth shook his head.

“I'm staying up for that eportsman ™
he said, between his teeth., “It's pretty
clear, Heddy, that your father saw
what he teld us he saw last night. I¢
was ne fancy—unless we fanclied the face
at the window.”

“I'm sure of that!”

“Well, then, what's the zame *" asked
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*“ Bunter I ** Harry Wharton & Co, gave a sudden yell as Billy Bunter toitered into the room. ** [-Isay, you fellows !'* 3

‘he gasped.
twenty miles——"*
“What ! ™

“ What place Is this? You never told me you were asked out to 3 Christmas dinper. I've waiked about
* And you’ve come back io the place you staried from ! ** said Vernon - Smith.
Bunter's speetacles almost fell oft in his amarement.

! This is Polpelly! ™

3

the Bounder esavagely. “Wea're not
idiots enough to believe 1m ghosts, I
gupposo.  It's some sort of a trick to
frighten us away."

“But who?"” said Bob.

“That hound Zero!™ snarled the
Bounder., *“Heo had to chuck the kid-
napping etunt, end I've already told
vou that ten to ¢ne he would head for
Polpelly, to try his luck here, without
bothering about the law. Instead of
finding the place empty, as he expected,
he's found it erowded, and his game is
to scaro us off and leave him a clear

figld.™
Wharton

* But—"
slowly.

“I'm certain of it!" mapped the
Bounder. “When ho lost us he headed
liere, ana got here a day belore we
Jdid. That's it, I tell you!”

“¥You may be right, of course,” said
HFarry. “But loock at it, Smithy!
What wa saw  tonight, amd wlhat
Redddy's pater scems to have scen last
night=was the old sea-captain, Pol-
polly—the portrait over again. That
Italian, Zero, is nothing like him.”

“ Disguise—make-up 1”

“We've all seen Count Zero. He's
got o plump, chubby face: nothing like
uld Polpelly, with his square jaw and

He could fix up the beard

eaid  Ifarry

h:mdg nose,
and moustache, the ruff and the hat, J

but how the dickens could he alter his
features?™

The Bounder was silent.
answer  ready.,  Nothing could have
been more unlike the Iielian count’s
chubby face than the long-featured,
saturpine visage of the old Elizebethan
EcA-captain. .

“And how,” zald TFrank Nugont
quictly, “did he gect into the house,

He had no

Smithy? Mr. Redwing had it Dbolted
and barred last night, s it is now.”

“Theso old places ere full of secret
passages and Lidden deoors. I've hesrd
of their existence. All the squires of
Polpelly were smugglers, and they used
secret paesages to get the contraband
away after it was run into the cove
down the coomb.”

“Very likely; but how would an
Italian—a man over from Italy—hknow
anything of the secrets of the placet
We've rooted all over the house without
seeing anything of the kind. So far as
wo know, Count Zero has never been in
the housa at all.®

The Bounder stood silent. Hig hard,
practical mind rejocted anything in the
way of the supernatural. DBut he had to
admit that he could make out no
plausible connection between Count Zero
and the phantom of Polpelly.

Tho ecount, doubtless, had a motive
for scaring away thoe occupamis of tho
old house, if he designed to make a
scarch thers for the lost doubloons—as
Smithy firmly believed. But that was
all Smithy had to "go upon” He
stood and scowled at thoe leaping fire.

“Anyhow,” he said at last, " Zero
or not, somehbody is uwp to zame game,
and as likely as not there will be
somo more ghost  business  {o-mght.
'm going to stay awake and watch.”™
“1 say, you fcllows, supposo wo all
stay awake,” quaversed Dilly Bunter.
“"Wo can pet a slecp in the train i the
morning.

“IEh | What traini” asked Daob.

“1 supposs we're clearing out of this,
ain’t wo " demanded Bunter. *1 jolly
well amy, I can tell you that! Like
Smithy's cheek to ask me here, I
think I

*I never ssked you, and the sooney
you clear oif, the better!” growled
Yernon-Smith.

' Beaat 1"

“We'll manage to get you away in
the morning, Bunter, if you want to
g, said Harry Wharton, “But welve
all gob to stick it to-night. Go to sleep,
old fat man.”

“I—I can't[” mumbled Bunter, “1
—1 say, H that gig-gig-ghost comes—"

“Think of Christmas pudding and
mince pies " sugpested Bob Cherry.
“Think of turkey and stuffing I

“Ara you f[ellows olearing off when
Bunter doea?” sneered the Bounder.
“Aro you afraid of spooks?"

Harr’y gave him a steady look.

“Wea'ra hera to sse you through,
Swmithy, if you want us. MNobody here
mii going to let you down, ghost or ne
ghost,”

“You ¢can bank on that 1" said Dob.

“I say, you fcllows, what about me "
hooted Bunter.

“Mothing about you, old fat Dean!
Go to sleep, and dream of turkeys il
mince f)ic-a asnd pudding and pork \*’

“Yah!”

Bunter was under the impression 1 hat
ho would not be alile to sleep, after that
ghastly apparition at the window of the
old hall. But that turned out (o be o
mistaken impression. There wers few
things that Bunter was good at=—bus
sleeEing was one of the fow !

About ten minutes later a doep snorn
rumbled  through the Billy
Bunter was fast asleep.

Ona by ono the other fellows dropprdd
off into slumber. But the Bowuler re.
mained “?’ walking restlessly about the
rooin, to keep himself awake. _

Ile was tired and sleepy—and getling
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fuore and more sleepy. After o {ime ha
dropped into an armchaic by tho fire—
Lo rest, not to 5IEE-.E.

But in spite of himsclf he nodded.

It wns now long past midnight, and
drowsiness, combined with the warmth
of the fire, scon caused the Bounder’s
eves to close,

Tie night grew older.

The candles burned down, and
flickered and spluttered. The log fire
burned lower, the blaze died away, but
a red glow from the mass of embers
spread through the room.

The Boundor slept=—but it waz an un-
easy sleep, The face at the window was
ire hiz dreaming mind.
| Ferhaps some slight sound awakened
iim,

His cyes opened, and ho blinked in
the red glow of the sinking fire. It
was the only. light in the room=—the
candles were out, i

Vernon-Smith felt a sudden thrill as
he realised it. Tho candles could not
all have burned out. Had they been
blown out?

If so, it meant that there was a
strango - presence. in the room.

Sitting in the high-backed chair, vory
eiill, Vernon-Bmith listenod with beat-
ing lLeart,

Was that o sound?

Dutside the wind wailed round the ol
roofs—the boom of tho ocean came up
the coomb. Within, Bunter's snore
rumbled. But what was that other
sound=-=like a s&tealthy crecping foot-
step? It was in tho room somewhero—
belind the high back of the chair in
which the Bounder eat ! ]

For & few moments BSmithy eat still,
lstening, his heart throbbing, a orecepy
eerie clnll on him, in spite of his nerve
and courage. Homething was in the
room—natural er supernatural, there
was something |

He set his tecth. He was going fo
know. Alive or dead, man or spcetre,
ho was going to know what it was. Hoe
roze from tho chair and looked over tho
high back—along tho length of the great
room, The blood ran to his heart in an
icy chill

Standing in front of tho open doors of
the great oak wardrobe, was a figure—
the tigure of tho sea-captain of Polpelly
—the face and figure of the portrait in
the hall. Thoe Bounder gripped the
back of the chair as ho stood staring—
staring, with starting cyes.

From the dead white [ace, tho
smouldering cyes of the aepparition
burned at ﬁim. Then it backed slowly,
and disappeared—and the shadowy in-
terior of thoe oaken wardrobo ewallowed
1t from sight,

The Bounder stood gozing, hiz eyes
on the spot where the spoecire had
vanished.

He hod seon Billy Bunier root
through that vast old piece of furnituroe
—no one, certainly, had been thers
then, It was o massive piece, ten foot
wide, four or five feet deap, and extond.
ing from floor to coiling. The great
oak doors stood wide open as Bunter
had left thom aftor his search. Tha
interior wos densely dark—the glow of
tha firelight did not penctrate into it.

Had o fancied that vision? Ila
knew that he had not. He had scen it
—spen it disappear into that black in-
terigr—and it was thore—it must bo
theral With set teeth, taking his cone-
ago in both hands, as it were, Vernon-
Hmith rushed across the frelit room,
grasped at the heavy oak doors, and
slammed them shut.

Lhe crash of the thudding oal rang
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almost like thunder through the room.
It awakened every fellow there—even
Billy Bunter—and evory fellow staried
up i alarm.

“What—m"

“ Smithy—

“Back wup, you mon!” said the
Bounder, between his tecth. “I've seen

bim—he's here—and I'vo trapped him 1"

e amomnn g

THE ‘FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Yanished !
L UT—8mithy—" guasped Harry
Wharton.
“1 tell you he's hefe ! hissed

thé Bounder. “Cet hold of
somothing—get ready—I tell you I saw
him, and he backed into this, and I
shut the doors on him. We've got him
trapped ("

“Oh1" gasped Bob Chorry.

Vernon-3mith stood with hia shoulder
jammad against the closed doors. He
was prepared for a desperato push from
within—an effort on the part of the
l.rsﬂ}yed trickster to cscapo.

ut there was no movemcnt-—no
sonml.

“I—I sgay, wyou fellows, what havo
vou blown the candles out for?" gasped
Billy Banter, 1 say—"

“They were cut when I opencd my
eves ™ said  Vernon-Smith. *1 fell
usleop in tho chair. Light them, some-
body [ )

Nugent struck matches and lighted
tho candles, Bob Cherry stirred the
tire, sending up a glowing blaze.

The vast room was brightly lighted
now, from end te end.

Fvory  fage was  eagor—axcept
Bunter's. Bunler sat up in bed, with
his blankets huddled round him, blink-
g in terror, .

Dol kept the heavy, old-fashioned
poker in his hand. Johnny Bull picked
up an ancient pair of tongs. The other
follows selected bandy billets of wood,
from tho stack of fuel beside tho fire-
mlace. thq strange  visitank was
there, and if 1t was human, they weoro
ready to deal with him.

“You'ro sure, Smithy——" muttcred

Wharton.
“0Of course I'm suro.” Tho Bounder's
tfyes weore gleaming, “ We've got him
now-—Count Zero, or whoever -he is—
we've got him. I tell you, I eaw him,
and ho hacked into thiz enpboard—and
I shut the doors on him. I tell you,
we'vo got him trapped.”

His "volce was exultant.

Not for o moment did he Leliove that
tt was o spectre he had scen, strange
and uncacthly as it had appeared. It
was an imposition—a fake—ho was cer-
tain of it; and he had the trickster
Lrapped_

“Weall, we've got him, if hic's there !
sail Frank Nugent slowly. “Gek tho
door open, Smithy, and lot's sea ™

“Look out!” said the DBounder
tensely, “IXf it's that villain Zero, he's
armed—"

“I sny, you fellows,” howled Billy
Dunter.  “1 say, don't opeu thoso
doors| Keep 'ern shut! Stick all the
furniture against them {*

“3hut up, yvou [at ass "

“ Beady " asked the Bounder, with a

lance round. He gripped a cudgel in

s hand. “¥You fellows ready?”
“Quite!”  said Harry  Wharton
qguietly. "(Get

E-;nng. Smithy 1" )
The Famous Five and Tom Redwing
stood ready. IE a man was trapped in
the old wardrobe, he was ecortain to be
desperete, and most likely to be armed.

2k The 1Hagnet Dibravy Fasw.

But they did not shrink from the e¢n-
counter. Yet 1f a desperate man
skulked there, it was strange that he
made no gound or movement—that he
waited, in silence, till the juniors choso
to drag him from his hiding-place,

The %uundf:r, at least, had no doubts.
Unless it was a spectre, that could
vanish through selid walls, he had him
trapped. And he did not believe for a
moment that it was a supernatural
vigion. N

With 8 steady hand ho fAung wido
open the heavy doors that he had
slammed on the vanishing phantom.

Bob Cherry, with the r in_ his
right hand, held up & candle in his left.

he light glimmered into the dusky
interior.

It showed the solid oak walls of the
huge old Tudor wardrobe. It glim-
mered ond glistened on ancient oak.
But it showed nothing else.

The interior was empty.

Vernon-3mith star in, Il was
ready to strike:; but there was nothing
at which to strike.

For 8 moment he stood stupehed.

Then he snatched a candle and strodo
into the musty interior of the ancient
wardrobe He throw the light rownd
him, into every dim corner.

Nothing 1

The gtgher fellows collected ot £he
open doors, staring in, Oaly the glim-
moring old oak met their oyes.

Thera was & dead silence.

Vernon-Smith etood, candle in haond,
looking round him, his eyes almost bulg-
ing from his head.

1o had seen the figure of the old sea-
captain disapbear thero. He had
glammed the doors on it. There was
no other way out.

Yet the interior was empty |

Ile pulled himszelf togethier. Ho
moved along the cak-panelled back that
backed on_the stone wall of the room.
He tapped the panels with his cudgel,
listening for 8 nollow sound in reply.
Some secret panel that would opon—
that was the thought in his mind.

But from cvery tap came back the
solid sound of a solid wall. Thero was
thick stone behind the oak in eveory
spot, sy T

Tho perapiration started out on his
brow.

What did it mean? What could it
mean? Was it, in truth, a visitant from
another world that he had scen, in the
dim glow of the frelight? ;

Ho gtepped out again, his face white.

“T—1 say, you follows, is—is any-
body there ™ wailed Bunter.

L1} %n 1?!

“Oh lor’ I

The juniors gathered by the fire. Bob
Cherry threw on logs. The Bounder
pitched down his eudgel, and etood
with c¢lenched hands. What did it
mean? [lo was trying to think ount
what it could mean.

“You—vou're sure you saw i,
Bmithy " asked Tom Redwing at last,
i a low voleo,

“Fool " snarled the Boundar. “Am
I the fellow to dream it, or to bo taken
in by o shadow 1"

“If vou were only half-awake—¥
said Tom guictly.

“1l was wide awake—as wido awake

gz I am now!” said the Bounder
savagely. "I can't understand it, but
I know I saw it. I thought I had

it trapgud, and now—"

He broke off. Tnless there was n
secret way through the wall at the back
of the old cak, it was & phantom he had
spen. There was no sign of a secret
war. Tha wall was solid. And if it
was Count Zoro how ecould he know
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anything of the secrects of Polgelly,
known to no cne else—he, a forcigner
from a distapt country, a stranger to
Polpelly ¥ And if it was not the count,
who then? Who elsa could have any
motive for such ghastly trickery? The
Dounder felt himself utterly beaten,
and there was a chill of uneasy dread
mingled with his bitter anger.

Not an eye closed again k‘n%lilﬁ the long
hours of darkness lasted. The juniors
remained grouped by the fire, keeping
it-burning bright till the grey dawn
crept iooat the windows., DBut nethin
morea was seen, nothing was heard, an
itai\?, to their intenso relief, came at
ast

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter All Over!

ii @M poing IV

Billy Bunter made that an

nouncement at breakfast,

The events of that wild night
had becn cnough-—in fact, too much—for
I3anter. They had not, fortunately,
ilfocted his appetite. He was parking
quite & substantial breakfast, in pre-
}mmlmﬁ for his fourney, But he was
el up with Polpelly, Even Bunter
Court, and the cheery society of Lis
sister DBessie and his brother Sauaony,

seeing]  ettractive, im comparison.
Bunter was going |
e blinked round as he made the an-

nguncement, perhaps in expectation of
;_m_ing woks of dismay dawn on every
ace.

But nobody seemed dismayed. Indeed,
nohody seemcd to have heard his an-
nouncenrent, important as it was, The
other fellows went on with their break-
fast, passing Billy Bunter by like the
mlle wind, which they regarded not.

Bunter frowned.

I say, you fellows 1" ha hooted. ™ 1'm
going 1#

“Hear, hecar!” efaid Bob Cherry,
raking note at last of the fact that

Bunter was speaking. “Good egg!
Make it snappy I ] L
“I'va had enough of thisl® eaid

Bunter, glaring at Bob over a plata
piled with eggs and bacon, ham and
kidneys.

“Better leave the rest,” agreed DBob.
* ¥ou've scoffed enough for about fifteen
chaps already——" )

“I don't mean I've had enough of this
grub. you silly ass! 1 mean 52

*MNever mind what you mean, old fat
porpoise. Pack it up!”

“I mean, Y've had enough of this=
rotten show 1" said Bunter. * Of course,
'm neot afratd of ghosts, like you
rhaps! You looked a pretiy sickly lot
last night. What I mean 15— Groogh!
Coogh 1

Speaking with a mouth full—especially
a mouth 2a large as Bunter's—was
liahle to camuze trouwble. Trouble ac-
eried, as a portion of Bunter's cargo
wont down che wrong way.

“Urrgh| Grooogh! Qoooch ! splut-
tererd Bunter. “I sav, you fellows—
wooh I—what I mean is—— Groogh—
vooogh—mocogh—"

“You don't make your meanmg
clear,” seid Bob, shaking his hcad.
“Let’s have 1t plain. Do you mean
proogh. or :.-uungh, or mooogh, exactly

“Ha, ha, ha I"

“Urrgh! 1 mean—wogoch I Bunter
pi-:wped. and gurgled, and got over the
dillienlty  caus by the shifting of
carge. - I mean, I'm fed up—and 'm
roing !  You fellows got me here, prac-
tically on false pretences—"

“Oh grumbs I*

S Making out it was poing to bo &

jolly Christmas ™ hooted Bunter. * Jolly
=] don’t think] Well, 'm going! Aas
Fou goi me Lere, vou've got to get o
away, somsehow | There isn't any tele-
phane, or anything., How are we going
to get a cari” i

“The howfulness a3
esteamed fat Bunter™

“1 say, vou fellows——

“You silly ass!” grunted the Bounder.
“No car can t on the road i this
snow. You'll have to walk fo Filver-
ton, and take the railway. There are
local trains every now and then; they'll
land you at arpstapla some tine
during the day—with luck! Then you
can take tho train for TLondon. T1'l}
stand your fare—with pleasure 1

*“Eagier ito gtand Buntor's fare than
;&:- Hsta.u-_l Bunter " vemarked Johnny

ulk.

“¥ah! How can I pet to Pilverton?™
gte‘;nandad Bunter. “Think I can walk
’.t‘ K3

“Crawl on your hands and knees, if
you like. Or, if you zec a plane buzzing
about, ask for a Lift.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

* Beast I roared Bunter.

Having fnished breakfast, the Grey-
friara party strolled over to the door,
which was wide open, letting in tho
bright winter sunshine, and the gleam
of gnow in the coomb, It was cold and
frosty, but a glorious morning, and 1t
had the cffect of brightening faces that
wera rother clouded and thoughtful
after the ecric happenings of the night.

Whatever might be the explanation
of the night's strango mystery, the
Bounder was coolly determined to
“stick 1t out™ at Polpelly: and his
friends were golng to stick it out with
him, whatever might betide. Billy
Bunter was welcome to depart, if he
liked, and there was no doubt that there
would ba dry eyes when he left.

“1 say, you fellows!” yelled Bunter
“Don't walk off while o chap's talk-
ing fto you! I say—"*

“Don't you start walking while a
chap’s talking !” chanted Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

And the chums of the Remove walked

out inte the frosty sunshine, heedless of
the fat Owl.

Billy Bunfer snorted, and finished his
breakiast—or, rether; his third or fourth
Dbreakfast.

He was gﬂin%&'hr_‘ was determined on
that! The grub was good—he admitted
it! DBut for the first timoe in his fat

cavecr, Billy Bunter considered that
grub was not every-

tevyific, 1y

5

*“.X oy, you fellows.™

The juniors wero getting warm witl a
snowball %ELI'I:‘.[L‘. ut they ccascd as
Bunter rolled out into_the coomb,

“I'm going,” eaid Bunter. “I =holl
havo to ask youn to send on my baggoage,
Smithy—I can’t ¢arry it.”

“It won't causo o breakdown on the
railway,” agreed Smithy.

“¥ah! And I shall have to borrow
my fare, as my postal order haen't come
along in this outlandish, rotten lLels,™
o 13 fg:h!:—b»::u i
“I dare say I ean get home v Hve
ponnds,” said Bunter.

“1 daro sy you can geb home an
exactly two pounds threc-and-six,” eaid
Vernon-8mith, “and that's what you're
g'mni to have—though I ardmat s
worth double to sco your back.”

“Beast!”

“Merry Christmas, Bunter " shoulvd
all the juniors, as the fat Owl started.

“¥ah 1" was Bunter's repky.

With that cheery valediction, Dunter
rolled away.

Up the cooml he went, and up the
path to the road. From the coast road.
over the cliffs, the branch road to Pil-
verton jutted off. Bunter found it, and
tendged along it in the snow.

He started quito cheerfully. DBuauter
fancied that he was somo waller - ol
to wallk any other fellow's legs ol
That was, so to speak, before taking.
Aftoer taking, ho felt quite difforent.

Having plugged -half a mile, Bunter
was feeling tired. Also, 410 arrived at o
fork in the road.

Thero was a signpost.  Buab it was
high up, and blurred with frost, awd
Bunter’s limited wision failed at the
teat.

He plugged on, hoping for tho bLost.

But it was the worst that happencd.

A mile—which felt like ten—recednd
slowly under his feet, and then ho came
to crossroads again.  This time lhers
was no signpost at all.

Bunter blinked round on what scemed
a totally uninhabited country of snow
and frosty branches. No doubt there
worea inhabitants somewhere, bub tha
weather had not tempted them outk

He trudged on.

How many miles be covered he never
kpow: Hometimes ié was uphill. Some-
times it was downhill. But if ho covéred
five, it could not have been in the dirce-
tion of Pilverton, for that town
remeined distant snd invisible.

By muddy lanes he trudged, paszping
for breath—gotting bungry—hardly

(Continued on page 28.)

thing |

A five-mile walk
to the nearest ratl-
Wil station  was
rather a lion 1n the
path. But it was
the only way !

Fortified with =a
large—not to  say
cnortnous — hbreak-
fast, Billy DBunter
felt equal teo it
Warmly e¢lad for
the  walk, with
Nugent's searf
wrapped round his
fat neck, and Dob's] @
woolly gioves on his /
iat handszs and

Johnny Bull's pull-
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The Mysterlous Islander !
KE}:;»!ETI-I GRAILAM, son of &

millionamre shipowner, is rescued
off the Dogger Bank by the fhish-
ing trawler, Groy Seal,

Ilis past life a complete hlank, the
voungster ia given the name of * Dogger
Dan,” and signedd on as fifth  hand
nnder Skipper Atheling, Iinn Macoul,
Wat Griffiths and Buck Atheling.

Awarn of his nophew's fate, and
knowing that ho will be heir to the
«hipowner's money when his brother
dies, Dudley Graham engapes Jake
Rebow, commander of the Black Squad-
von, & feot manned Ly mon whom no
Lionest trawler would take on board, o
et Kenneth out of the way for ever.

Arriving at Amsterdam, IDan and
Buck Atheling go ashore, where Re-
low's confederates, make & fruitless
atternpt on their lives.

Late that night, the two chums catch
the crew of the Adder, the Blacks® dag-
<hip, smuggling. Bosrding the trawler,
ey imprison the two sguadron men
lefs in charge, and then make for port,
only to get wrecked on a lonely sand-
bank in the North Sea.

Thoroughly exbausted, Dan and Buck
malo for a lonely farmstead. Pecring
ihrough @ lighted window, thoy soe a
wicencd old man soatod before a table
loaded with gold coins. DBoth boya
swoon & moment or two before the door
is lung open |

" ' ¥ - &

Dan opened his eves drowsily: then
lie elozed them again in sleepy content.

“Yecls jolly comf'ble ™ he murmurad,
wriggling fiis toes.  “ But where are my
eq-boots 7

A drowsy grunt sounded somewhere
close D,

“That's DBuck I muiterad Dan, his
eves still clozed. ™ Buck, old boy., how's
weather f She's Iving ve'y quiet. When's
our watch on deck ¥

He ?]pnncd his eyes with a stark, and

realised that he was not on the Crey
Scal. It was the Adder, then? No;

she had gone ashore in the gale. Dan

Legan to remeraber things.

ITow was it ho was not Iying out upon
the sandhills, drenched to the skin, the
howl of the sea galo in his cars? Where
wero the shricking sea-birds that Qute
tered and wheeled 1n the darkness?

It waa broad daylight. He was lying
between clean sheets of coarse linen, in
a cosy bed, like a ship's bunk, let into
the well of a great rod room, with &
sanded floor, The walls wers covered
with strange old guns and ancient
copper vessels, and blue china dishes.
A fire was burning itself out on a large

open hearth.

Where was  fhe old  farmstead?
Where, alpve all, wns the hele in tho
flocr, the table loaded with gold, and tho
wizgened old man  whose eves  had
gloamed like the cold metal he fingered ?

That pert, Dan coneluded, was a dream,

Dan had never scen & gold coin—
except as an ornament on a watch-
chain.

Then, looking np, he saw the very man
himself bending over his couch. Dut tho
greyv eves in the wrinkled face were look-
ing at him kindly. The man seemed an
ordinary old Dutch islander, half sea-
man, half tiller of the seil,

Dan was in the farmbouse, after all.

“The gold was all my eye!” thought
Dan. “1 must have been dreaming !”

The old man spoke in  passablo
English.

“Yon focls beller so, ain't %" ho
paid. * Vers you from—eh

*Wreeked on the sands,” said Dan.
* English smack—Adder, of Lowestolt.”

Ha stopped suddenly. At the mention
of the name the old man’s eyes grew
sicern and grim. A hard light dawned in
them,

Dan tried to rize, Int the old man
thrust him back and looked =o flicroo
that Dan's hand went inveluntarily to-
warda his belt. DBut he was weaponless.

* Before you move hand or foots,” said
tho old man grimly, “tell me vat you
do on dot vessel? Whe vas you "

“He thinks wo're from the DElaeck
Tloet,” thought Dan, “Knows the
Adder! Well, we owoe him something

for taking vs in, =0 he shall have it
straight 1

“Oiek,” snid the Dutchman="tha
truth

“That's what I deal in,” said Dan.
“and this i1s how it was. 1 geo the
lacks are no friends of yours, and I'voe
heped they've got 8 sort of port of eall
somoewhers  in thess islands, Well,
thev're up epgainst us for all thev're
worth, and a3 wo caught the Adder
smuggling near Ymuiden, and most of
her crew ashore, we just borrowed her.

“Wo reckoned to tale her into port.
but the gale blow us along here, and
last night she struelk the sands nmr went
to pieces. Thero were two Eciuﬂdrun
men sabonrd, but I don’t think the pi;ot-
pshore alive. Then we saw your lLight,
and just managed to get up to the door,

don't remamber any meoro; but wo
WOre pret.ti( well done for, and 1 supposa
wo just wilted where wo were—went off,
you know.” -

“"That's right,” srid Duelk, from his
bad in the other wall.

The old mon crossed over to him,
rested his hands on the bed, and bont &
Eicming stare into the boy’s eves, Then

o turned and did the same to Dan.

"Goot 1” he said, his features relaxing.
“You vas honest, both of you!l I know
der honest man when I sca him. Yon
Lave told der truth—jyest You Eknow
noddings more ™

Dan shock his head. At the moment
he felt convineced that the dimly remem-
Lered vision of the gold was & dream.

"Goot 1” muttered their host_again.
“Now you feel all right—chi Dot vos
fresh food on der tab ¢, Doso vas your
¢clothea by der fire. You put dem on,
and make good breakfast. 1 come back
soon.’”

With a kindly word the old man went
ok,

Tha bovs tumblod out of bod and
began to dress. Dan, as he looked round
the room, began to wonder again as ho
noted every detail he had scen the night
before. There, too, was the window ho
had looked through at the weird sight
of the miser and his wealth.

“Buck,” he said, in an undertone,
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“was 1t o dream, nfter all? There's the
tablo and the chair. There was a trap-
door in the floor, and a big cashbox by
it. DBut there's EI‘ERh sand strown over
the pleee now.”

“It was real enough!” said Buck,
EILE“CEHE round. “I'm certain of it. I
thought it was o dream, too, at Arst.

Lie low! The old boy may be watching

“Hu's the right sort, 1f he's a miser,”
snid Dan.,  “Does himseli well.  Look
at the breakfast. I thought they lived
on crusts and water, and never gavo
anything away. Come on, I'm starving!"”

They made a hearty meal, and by the
time the old man returned, they were
feeling as Bt as cver.

“We'd like to do something in return
for your kindness, cep’n,’’ said Dan.
“Can wa lernd a hand at your—your
business {7

“My business? said the old man

sivly. " Vot you tink dot vos?”

“1 don't know,"” said Dan, “unless it's
furmmg:" , )

IHe did net like to suggest 1t was

smuggling, as he suspected.

“No,” said the old man, “not do
much farming, mit only sand and grass,
nor smuggling, nceder,” he chuckled,
guessing what was passing in Dan's
mind. *Dis 15 der island of Baltrum,
and I show you my buziness. Jan
Osterling vos mﬂ name. It vos o poor
business, but it st keep me alifc, you
know.”

The boys =aid nothing. They were
both keen to szee the business, on a
lonely zandbank of the North Sca, that
mu!ﬂy:.rield s0 much gold.

“ But first we must sce if dere are any
mare savéd from der wreck,” continued
Jan. "1 don’t like dose fellers loose
about my island.”

- The three went out together infe the
grey twilight. The wind was still Llow-
g freshly, though the gale had lTulled,
and a tremendous surf thundered on the
lonely beaches. It was a wild spot. The
white riltbon of sand that formed the
island, walled from the - fury of the
waters by low duncs, preen and fertile
only in tho middle, locked like o scg-
maent of the backbone of the North Sca
jutting abovo the sorface.

Oy its outer front the great brouskers
roured and fvetted without ceasing, and
beyond them lay the grey sea. On cither
side, like beads on a string, lny other
islatds, with long gaps of [rothing,
shoal-cumtbered water through which ihe
Norih 8Bea tides rished to Rl the
mighty wasto of shallow sca and sand
that lay between the islands und the
mainland, And far behind thamn lay the
liwd arzelf, ke an endless white line,
a0 low was the coast,

Jan and the boys walked round the
Leacles, a elreuit of nearly three miles.

The old Dutchman kept a keen eve for
any sighn of stvanpers, and secmod all
b case. Bub he grew more cheerfnl asg
they completed the vound withoul pass.
ing anyoue clse.

(M the wreek of the Adder, save for a
fow baitored spavs and the main-hiatch,
rplit in two and stranded at high-water
meavl, there was hot a tvaen,

“IDer enrrent on der ebbtide earrey
everyding away,” cxplained Jan. ® Dere
never  ecomwes nuweh  wreckage on der
beach., Und now po we to do a Jiddlo
work at my trade "—lie winkod condi-
dentinlly=—"1wul you shall help.”
~ Iio led the way o the foob of the
sundhills, where Jim and Buck had been
vast ashore.  All ronnd the island tley
had pasaml through great clouwds of
shore-fowl, but heve the birds rose ot
their u;l'.-l'.nrmch in a flapping, sereaming
mads,  Thore were thousands of theu,

Che Waanet—€very Saiurdav

Owvster-catehiers, n great black-and-
whtite companics, whealed and whisthed
around. Grey plover and ring-dot-
terels hung in the air, filling carth and
sky with their mourniul piping. Red-
shanks shrieked and da.sh-:dl almost 1
the faces of the intruders. From the
hales in the dunes rose scores of nestin
shelducks, and the wide marsh belun
the sandhills was thick with black-
headed gulls and peewits,

“Dey don't like stron
Jan. "Stop! ¥ou ha
nests already.”

Buck looked down at his boots. They
were vellow with the yolk of eggs.

The hoys stared in wonder. |

“MNow you sce vere der bread an’

rs," prinned
smashed two

een Qurselves
“Christmaz comes but once o year,

And when it comes it brings g
cheor,"”

ELL, here we are again, chums,
and as Dicky Nugent, author
of the tip-top tales of Bt. Bam’s,
would say: “All Jolly, Merry

and Bright.”” And bere we are again
with anather Bumper Christmas Number
of the good old Magxer. When you

lance through the pages of this issue,

think you will agree with me that it's
bang up to standard—with just the kind
of stories snd articles ohe can cnjoy to
the full, sitting round the old Yule log,
hoodless of the cold winds outside and
the whirling siowflakes covefing the
countryside in & mantle of white. 3till,
Christmas without snow would be like a
plum pudding without plums, wouldn't
19

To " Magnetites * all over the world
my stalf and I wish you

H Derp Merey Christmas and a
Bright and Proaperous Rew fear,

Frank Richards also joins with us in
wishing you &ll you wish yourselves,
with tons of tasty tuck and plenty of
forming “pop '’ with which to wash it

oW, ]

Onr popular author will eertainly add
o your enjoyment next week with
wiol ey scosonablo story of the chinms of
Groyfriars in which lHarcy Wharlon &
o, moet with the most theilling holiday
experiences of their lives at Polpelly in

“THE HOUSE OF MYSTERY!™

ringing the desolate const of Comwall,
The * Greviviars Heralld,” together with
e theill-packed chapters of David
Goodwin’s stirving sea story and our
elever rhymesier’s effusion will round
olf another grand twopennyworih.

By the way, if you're undecided as to
what yon would like in the way of
Christmas preseniz, there's =till {line 1o
maoke a selection from our wile range of
Annuals, namely: " Holiday,” ™ Iobly,"”
“Modern Bov's DBook of  Adventure
Btories,” and “Popular Dook of Boye
Stories."

Sorry, this speeial Christmas Number
lias left me without space to answer the
varions querics I have received Lhis
week, but 1T will do my best to answer
them next week.

{hee again wishing you all the very
Lest for the 2510, and hoping to mect

again next week, _
' YOUR EDITOR.

2

chocse comic from,” said Jan.  “You
don't sce der nesta—eh? I show you"

The sand and stones amel rough grass
were all tho boys saw. But, stooping
rapidly, Jan picked up, within o fow
yards, a dozen  brown, mottled eggs,
pointed nt one end like plovers’ cggs.
Ihen ho showed the boys how to scareh.
The eggs were exactly the same colony
as the stoncs-and sapd. 'They lay, their
pornts  turned. inwards, without any
nest, and it was easy to ),mss clutches of
them by without sceing them,

Jan produeed o pilo of flat baskets
from a little shed in the dunes, and
showed the boys how to pack the eggs.

Then they went to work, taking only
the eggs that lay in threes, for the full
clutches, Jan coxplained, had Tboen
already sat wpon.

Waorking swiftly, Dan and Duck
gathered an enormous number, and then
went to the marsh, where they blied o
dozen large baskets with gull and
plover eggs.

“ Dat voz nodings,” laughed Jun, sce-
ing the boys" astonishment, as they
carried load after load to the farmstead.
“ Der season vos nearly aver. LEach bird
lay four times if der cpps taken, and
der fourth time 1 leave der eopgs
to hatch Dot vos only von place. Dere
are many millions of hirds an der island.
But yoo haf done very goot, boys, nmd
safe mo & lot of time.,  Now we haf
dinner—eh

After dinner, Jan packed all the
baskets -on & eouple of large handearts,
and Buck and Ian helped to wheel them
down to o little landing-wharf on the
inmer- gide of 'the island.

It was high tide, and soon o red-
sailed, long-prowoed craft came running
astoss from the "mainland.

A guud-lmki:jg soung  Dutchman
handled the sails, his wife, in snowy
white Duteh henddress, was at the helm,
and a baby kicked and crvowed in a
hasket i the storn.

“Dis vos my nephew and his wife,”
sand Jan, introdueing "the boys, whoso
prosenca seemod to astonish the now.
comers, * Dey take der cgps, wnil send
dem  up-country. Gif me der bag,
Max." '

Max handed over a stout leather hag
that chinked suggestively, ond Jay
shing it to his bele.

Then the vessel—the hasketz having
heen taken on board-—set ont for the
imainland ngain.

The Loys and their host went back lo
thir fevmatead,

Jan Ostevling grew vestless and all ot
cuse,  The cheery, hospiiahle hght died
from his eyes, amd the hard, ecold glesn
took 1ts place.  Presently, he came up ta
Line |::_}:.'s, nervous aml sallen, alingst
HICTEACHIE.

“"You vould do me o gpreat favour o
walk round der islamd for an honr,™ he
said. "I had liddle accountzs (o make
of der ponnics I get for der eppa. 1
cannot think unless I vos nlone.”

" I'he boys glanced at cach other,

“Cerininly 1" said Buck., *We'll keep
ot of your way (il you've dope. Alter
ihat, we must see about geiting away.”

AL T da all dat for yeur,”™ saud Jan.
He clutehed Buck's arm convalsively,
his eyes ghnting like knife-points. * You
vors conne back in o vun honr Y
“Mot a ninute before!™ sad Buel:.

And the boys went ont.

¥

{foek aut for more thedl-packed
chapiers of tha stireing seq stdry in
aext week's M.m:c:m.]
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THE SPECTRE QF POLPELLY!
{Continazd from page 25.)

haping to get to the rmln'a}r now, but
hoping that he wpuld emergt from those
awful lanes on to & highroad, st least.

“Oh lor' 1" fl‘ﬂﬂﬂ?ﬂ the hapless Owl
“Beasta ! erikey 1 © I—I wonder
whera I am | Oh aciw:-ra i

Ha trudged. Freguently ha stoppad

to vest,” and then lie trudged again.
Tradging at a shail's ar.d ong

and frequent rests, used up the TE.
Bul: he o on o rogd at last—and
gaspoed with rolief,

Hg trudged along-the road.

Another turning, It led downhill-so
Bunter took it.

Ho plugged on downwarde, If eoal
ho could meet gomeont who would tell
him -the wayl He happily, un-
aware that, having wandered m ciroles,
ho. had never been as much az & mile
from “his starting-point,-on the loneliest
strotely’ of tho Devonshire cosst.

Gasping for breath, he tru fgrf:r] and
plugged. The path he w Howin
?rew morn t'ugsf&d and wild, It looke

ka a path through one o« thoze heagtly
coomba, shut in hkigh, sloping sides.
But, suddenly, to his intense relief, he
saw & building, with smoke rising from
n gmat chimpey-pile.  Ho halted, gasp-

, Bnd blinked at-it
stood high op coomb,
pr-::mhad by steps, just hha P-@Ipelljr
\'?hu.twer it wes, and wlimmur i‘:& whuu.
Bunter did not care—sg long as ad
reached a humaen habltation at last] -

The Nagnet—€Every Saturday

With o last effort, Bunter dragged
himself up the great steps, passed
rough an arched gatoway, and
plugged across a courtyvard to an ancient
stone porch. The door stood wide open,
and- ﬁrel ght pla}'ed within—a welcomo

sight 1o Bunter’s woeary eyed _
Heo plugged on ints the porch. Ho
tottered into the wids doorway. A scont

that seamed sweeter than attar of rozes
grected him—the scent of dinner—
turkey and stuflin He gasped, -and
tottered in. If nn%;r,r they. let him have
some of that dinner |

There was a sudden well:

“ Bunter 1

Bunter jumped.

He blinked.

His eyes almost popped through Lis
spectacles,

Harry Wharton & Co., the Bounder,
Tom Redwing, John Redwing, all rose
from the tab o and the t-urk&:,'—siarmg

at him " And Bunter staradd at them |
" *I—I say, you fellows——" he gasped.
“ Bunter I %1 aspad Bob.
“I—I say,. how did you fellows get
here 1" gas Bunier.
“How did we get: here?” repeated

Harry Wharton.

“Yea, . What place is this?”
“Wha-a-at place is itT" stuttered
MNugent.

- “¥ou beaste!” groaned Bunter.

“You never told me you were u?k&d out

to a Christmas dinner, or I'd have
stayed on, and-gone with you. Yoo
know thiat! MNow I've walked about

twenty miles, snd happened on yon by
chance! What is this place callad 1™
The Greyfriars fellows stared blankly
at Bunter. For a mwoment or two they
did not understand—then they roared.
“Ha, ha, H&!"
velled the

“Ila;s callod Polpelly I
ar. .

Banter's spectacles almost fell off m

B B polpelly 1 be: stuttorsd,
ip-pip-pip-Polpelly 1" he s

“Hg, hs, hal”

The juniors yelled. Bunter, ewﬂ
having wandered in weafy circles, hmt
got back to whete be hid started from—
without being in the least aware of It-

“Hungry, old man?" ‘grinned
Bounder. “Weo've pgot turkey. Elt
gm;r]?, you blithering: idiot1 Ha, ha,

Billy Bunter collapsed into a chair at
the table. He had walked and walked
and walked—how' many miles he
shuddercd to think of. And he had got
back to Polpelly. But there was still
balm in Gilead, so to speak! He had

back in time for dinmer! And the

inner was good | The turkey waas
—in  fact, rippihg—rnot to say spifling |
Grmm:ﬂg faces surrounded Bunter aa go
gobbled turkey: But he did not mind—
in fact, ho grinned himself. The grub
was all right—and, so, for the time, st
lenst, everything was all right!
THE Es5D.
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THE SKOOLBOY
SKATERS

By DICKY NUGENT

* Lickhwm, old seout ! ™ eride
Toctor Birchemall, poking his
head round tho door of Mr.
Licklham’s study. " Prepare for
a very plezzant rize | "

Ar. 1. Joltiwell Lickham looked
vp from the portmantcee he was
pocking and grinned,

* A plezzant serprize, sir ? How
jolly 1 ho czpeelaimed. “1I
SUPPOSe YOI mean you've brm:;;ht
inn along o Crissmas present 7 °

*It’'s somoething you'll enjoy,
oven more than a Crisemas
pregent,’ grinned {he Head. “ The
I'akt is, Lickham, I've decided to
honner you by staying with you
over the Urissmas hollerday I

Mr. Lickham's jaw dropped.

“ Btay with me over the Crisa.
mng hollerday ¢ he pgasped,
“ My hat 1 I thought you said it
wad & plezzant serprize, sir! "

Dr. Birchomall eullered.

“ Ahera | Well, Lickham, if you
really want the truth, I am in a
hit of & dilemmer this Crissmas,”
he odmitted. “ Owing to the
inereased eost of living and what-
not, I'm stony broke—er, to
put it wvolgarly, financially em.
barrassed ! Where my turkey
andCrizsmaz.pudding are eoming

JOLLY,

from—unless 'm
mvited out somie-
whero—is o reul
puzzle !

Mr., Lickhamn
atarted.

“ My hat! T'vo

MERRY AND

BRIGHT

CHRISEAS TO ALL

¢“HERALD?”

MNo. 168.

WHARTON.

READERS !=ED.

just rermembered

picked up a
letter for you in the letter-rack
just now,"” he suid, diving 1nto
his trowsis pocket. 1 wonder
if thero's an invitation inside it ?
Catch | ¥ .

The Head caught it—on the
tip of hia nosc—ithen opened it
and read it eagerly. As ho read
on, his eyes began to gleom.

“Few!l® ho wisslodd,  * Guess
what it i3, Liclcham!"”

* A enmmons for tho rates "
hazarded My, Liclkham.

“TFatheadt It's a challenge
from Doctor Wackingham, the
headmaster ol 5t. Bill's—a chal-
lenge %0 a carnival ice.hockoy
match ta he played on the frozen
River Ripple on Crissmas Iive 1 ¥

* Between the two of yjou 77
cjaculated thoe master of the

ourt b,

*Ass! Detween o St Bill's
team oand o St. Sam’s {eam, of

corso ! A nwmber of

Wingate, North,
Lader, and abont
halt a dozen othor

mighly men of the
sixth saw ib——so it
must bo true. That's 27
Lhioweveryhody looked
o the ghost that
was alleged to have
appearced in the Sixth

wssage just hefore 2E
wealking-up ! Rt
Of course, if the -
Remove had seen it, &
thoy'd have heen ¥
ealled yo idiota.

nn
But it's a J%i[i’f‘»zznr'«mt-

his boys are staying
on at tho skool -::w%
the wvack., wvou seco,
Lickham, oand Le
thinlks this will be a
good way of keoping
them amused.'”

“ But the 5. Sam’s
hoya are all goin
home,’ objceted Ar.
Lickham.

The Mend winked.

“1 fansy many of
- | them will be glad to
R - |slay on for o fow
days when they hear
about this attrae.
tion, Lickham | *

* Dot tho tuel:, siry

matter  with  tho How are you going to
h”:ir}"}‘-i!m S feed a big erowd
ov im-l.l ‘W"Eﬂ EE‘ VacR wed havand
crybody ; . L, enuff tuck even for
number of fellows who zaw it.  Ib's true 1hat yourself ?
they were just returning from a breaking.up |- -
ﬂﬂ{:pﬂr-pnrty in tho Profeets’ room. But mrﬂ-ff tor Birchemall
no '

ody mnaturally suggested that they had

xen mf.ing

slart seeing things !

Hear what Wallior had to say about it
when I ealled on him for the ' IHerald,” and

nelind him for his version of it :

* Oh, ves! It waa o ghost, all right, kid—
] All white, it was—
whito and eeria ! Wo could seo thoe shape of a
head and crms and body—but below that it
zeemed to fade away to nothing !

*“ It takes a lot to seare me, thouph I sy
it myscd; but I don't mind admitting that
when I looked at that Nomeless Thing, my

no mistake about that |

heart misgod a beat |

*Weo all felt the same way about it, oo ;
but our numbers pave uas courage, and after
wi'd got over the first shock, we made o

rush.

* Bolieve it or not, kid, tho Thing scemead
to nothing—and then
Wo searched the passage from
cnd to gnd, but thero wasn't a troco of it

to shrivel awny
vamahed b
anywhero |

(Clontinued !

‘oot af  cxfrome
velumn. )

] mince pies and Christmas-
pudding on such & scale as to make them

" Strange as it may
gound, Lickham,
Doctor Wackingham

Tha

Owl. T

ﬁyh!-ﬁﬂnd Eu‘t"’a

was glad
was past ]

| 5am s

YOU BELIEVE

?

ap?earame of Santa Claus in
Bunter’s room on Christmas Eva
was oot & pleasant surprize for the

] ng i1t wag a ghost, ha
dived under the hedclothes—till
Bob Cherry, his " Santa Claug ™
disguise removed, dragged Bunter
out end remssured him.
111 prmncu !!‘

himsolf has answered that
tion for me! He sujjests, just
48 a sporting jesture, that the
headmaster of the winning team
shall pay the cost of & wacking

ques-

Ferate Crisamas feed for the entire

party ! &o it i3 only necessary
for 8t. Sam's to lose and—
presto l—my  Crissmmas problem
will bo solved ! ™

“Yes, but supposing

win ¥

“They won't!*" prinned the
Head, *I ehall sce to that!
Just to make sure of the result, I
shall play for 5t. Sam’s myself.
Well, Lickham. what about stay-
ing on for this ripping affair ¥V

“Thoanks, awfully, sip!™
erinned Mr. Lickhan, “Teo be
quite frank, I wasn’t feeling heen
on spending Crissinng with my
Aunt Aggertha, Tt will Le o real

they

trcat to stay on for an iecc.
carnival | »
“Good ogg! Now I'l go amd

sce who olse I ecan get for the
merry poarty t Y

_And the Head scompered off
like a two-year-old to find somo
roeruils !

Needlese to say, it como 43 a
ﬂtnggermg gerprize to the &t

boyas when the Head
started running about. asking
who would stay behind for Criss.
mas,

But when they thought over
the matter carcfully, there were
many who eame to the conclusion
that thore was a lot to be said for
stayiog on at St. Sam’s for & fow
days. Doctor RBirchemall's terms
wero certainly attractive, ‘There
were going {0 be no lessons and
o dissiplin and no locking-up of
gates.

Finally, there was the carnival
1ce-hockey muteh with St. Bill'a
to be considered. It would be
letting down the St. Bill's fellows,
Jack Jolly of the Fourth argewnd,
if overybody eleared off.

The result was that there was

R R R R R i T T T U e e i e B R e o ﬁﬂﬂﬂ*‘
WOULD

IT ?

& ripping response to the Head'sj
appeal and crowds of fellows
decided to spend the firab port
of their vack., at 8t. Sam’s.

When the rest of tho skool had
gons, they scttled down to haves
jolly good time., “ Rags”
concerts and study fecds and
vigits to Muggleton turned the
day into ome giddy round of
plezzuro.

Crissmas Eve davwned, bright
and frosty, a&d a::_ aﬁmu as breklor
was over, the fellows crowded =
down to the frozen River Rippla m‘iﬂfguﬁﬂﬁﬁ Eﬁ? Lo saGatle
to prepare for the grato ice car.f ey "
nival, Japanese lentcrns aud| . Surely, my deor Birchemall,
flood.-lights were rigged up, and 2 finned  Doctor  Wackingham,
rink marked out for the ic.| What you really mean is that
hockey match, Then they sliijou hoop the best team w il
¥ort badk b the skol to put cnfin ¥ 1
their fansy dresses, " Oh—or—oggaactly ! 7 gosped

After dinner, things began tefee Hoad, furning es red as a
warm up—although it was {reez-fony, as he rcalized how he was
ing harder than ever ! From tholutting his foot in it. " Woell,
moment  when the St Bill'slontlemen, # sujjest that wo

the St. Bill's fellows simply
eked when their eyes fell on
ctor Birchemall in tho guise
an old-iime highwayman !
& Merry Crissmas, overyhody
fide Doctor Waekingham, when
could make himself heard.

' Bame to you and maony of
1" retorted Doetor Bircho-
1. * Welecomo to tho St. Som's
gamas Ieo Carnival ]l Thenks
vour ico-hockey challenpe,
tor Wackingham! I housp

['II

Gotb o
Mrong toam with you, Wacking.
Larn :I. ¥?

“ Yea, rather [ " answerod the
Fond of St. Bill'a. "I feel con-
ident that &St Bili’s will lick
our team hollow—and that I

crowd, who
cornival costume, arrived in £
sharralbong, tho {fun was fast und
furious. Tho 3t. Sam’s fellows
lacfed Lt to bLust when Doctor
Wackingham stepped out of ihe
sharrabong, dressed up as a clows

wore  already  inpudjorn to ihe ico atb oneo.

“Nap ™ Dupont

miss the turkey and
Pudﬂ.in;!

“Nap ¥
cooking ! ¢

Bonter o¢ook himsell,

. . i3 spending
Christmas in his native France,
Cherry pointed ount that be will
plom=
of Old Eogland, but
gaid ke prefers French
Nap ™ i3 no mean
He cooked a fare=
well spread at which the gnests
“lared ' very well indeed |

n e et e S e

shall 1therafore havoe tho plezzule
of standing Sam for our grate
Crissmas fegat !

* T trust you're wrong,”' grinned
Doctor Birchemall, with his tung
in his check. * I shall be keeping
geal for 5t Sam’s mysolf, g0 wo
oucrht to win ™

Five minnite later, tho iwo
weerdly-arrayed feams lined up
for the grato hockey matceh.

Fhe-cep !

They were off ! Amid deffening
cheers, Slogham,’ of 8t Bill's,
glogped the puck haelf-way down
to the #3t, Sam's goal. Another
St. Bill's player skated aficr ib
and gave it another nock for
goal; but the St. Sam's sup-
poriers brecthed o sigh of releef
when they saw that it was an
easy shot which the moerest
novice could save.

An instant later, they sasped
with astonishment. For, inslead
of glamaming tho puck buck to
the St. Sam's first line, Doctor
Birchemall, in  poal, ecalmly
hooked it in with his stick and
pushed it info his own net!

“(loal 1 '* shrecked thea St.
Bill's men. And a goal it was |
Bul what on carth had made tho
Head play so badly ¥ That was
tha gquestion the S Samn's
follows were asking each other,

Timmo and time again, Doctor
Birechemall muffed easy saves, or
presented tho puck to St. Bill's,
and it was plain to all that the
Head was bent on losing tho

ame for his side !

The first half onded with the
zcore =0 in favour of St. Bill's.
But the raomo wasn't over yet !
During ihe interval, Burleiph
had eallod together all tho home
players bar the Head, and begged
them, for thoe honner of St
Sam’s, to o all out for & win.

Lurleigh's words acted Lilko a
Lonie on the team when play was
resnrned.  First, Tallboys srored;
then Burleigh himself; then

Jolly and IlFear-
less in quick
SUXNCHS10TL.
Tho Head, in
sonl, almost
nocked ot the

will o worth maling the
effort if it saves usg from
committing arain the fear-
ful blundsr we made over
the Christmas Party thoy
held in the Fifth Camcs
Study thiz weelc!

It was partly Wibley's
fault. 1f ho hadn’t feft the
props hasket of the HRe-
move Jramatio Society
unlocked, Coler wouldn’t
have hoen able to wallz in
and help himsolf to the Santa Clans oulfit inside.
But ho did lcave the props hasket open,
Coker did come along and help himsclf

When we trooped in for the dress-rehewisal of the
Bemove End-of-Term Rag, tho outfit was missing—
whiskera and all!

neeze when Bur.
letgh brought 1hoe seorca lovel.
Surely St. Sam's wasn't going to
win ? Buat they did ! Juat betore
the finel wissle, Jack Jolly sent
g smasher that left the 33,
Bill's goalie standing.

11 Uﬂaj 'rl iy

“ 8t Sam’s wins ! 1

“ Hooray 1 "

The crowd went nearly mad
with cggsitement. Buk not so tho
Head | If he was mad with any-
thing, it was chagrin |

Thg ice-cornivael went on. When
dorkneszs camo and thoe aoenoe was
illewminated with flogdlighis and
Japanese lanterns, the reovels
reached their hite. But ihrough
it all the Head went about with o
llzzog as long as o fuddle.

Thoe die had been cast now.
It was up to the Head to provide
the provender for lo-morrow's
Crissmng feast. And what tho
Head waz wondoring was, what
would happen whoen his puests
foumd that no Crisemas feass
would bo fortheoming !

(Will the Head find & way of
conjuring up a feed for lis hungry
horde of Christiras guests 7 For
the answer, read " Sauta Claus o
Se. Sam'sl in nert wek's
seasonable number 1)

CHRISTMAS FIRST-AID SETS,

One Shilling enly! Each set
containg indigestion pills, thumb-
pusrds (indispensable when nail-
ing up decorations !}, donecrs’
anti-elepliantine ¢ o o-protectors,
wrist-bands for sufforers from
girain  after pulling Christmas
crackers, and meny other gadgota,
Writo {with cash), H. SKINNLER,

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Box No. 99, ¢ Greyfriara Herald.”
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I'm in favour of Jdoing 5‘ T :
m;'.-_u;.rk witlhh Banta Claus’ NIAS an
whiskers ! :

This erounds revolu- Slmln BE f
tionary, I know., But it ABOLISHED,

SECLARED _ MAREY ‘wHARTOM

=

aul

When wo heard thet Coker had
bren seen taking them away, we
promptly mado & move for the Fifily
Games  Study. We  knew thoir
Christmapa Party was in full ewing
juat _ithen, and the inference was
obvious. Coker had horrowed the
props in order to act Father Christ-
maos himself |

Off wo dasghed to the Fifth Games
Study—bent on getting back our
Santa Claus outfit snd  toaching
Colker he couldn't touch our stull
without asking pormission—evon at
Christmas |

We were in luck—or so we thotigin.!
We ran into Santa Claus, wearing
our stuff, right outside tho Gomes
Study. There was a yell {rom our
crowd.

* There'as Coker "

“Bump him!"

“ Take our clobber off him 11

Before * Santa "' could ray o word,
wao were piling into him. Ho erashed.
Westarted peeling olf his scarlotcloal:.

And then someonc pullod off hia
whiskors—and we discovered our
horrible mistake.

Sante Clous woes not Coker, after
all, but Mr. Prout, the Fijth Form
Master + Coker himself was inside
the Coames Study, having mermly
borrowed thoe outhfit at My, Prout’s
request to enable Mr. Prout to join
in hia Form's festivitics, like the
reat, in foncy dress,

Now you koow why I'm all for
abolishing those wvery misleading
appendages, Sante Claus’ whiskers !

FOR SALE.

Poler Todd offers for sale a good
garden-sieve, He told Cousin Alonzoe
he could do with an extra Christmaos
Kve for his Christmas shopping—amd
"Lonzy bought what he thought Poter
wanted—AN BXTRA CHRISTMAS
“SIEVE™!

Fisher T, Fish says he likes T Sammy Bunter has resolved not

tide because it is good for frade tq,b try fo ‘‘invite ™ himsell to
Trade is all Fisby thinks abock the same place as Billy Buanter
Last year he ‘‘{raded ™ all b this Christmas. The reason is not
Chrisimas presents for objerts s counrtesy, but because Sammy fears
thought more waloable. Bé there would not be emough to
Cherry says Fishy would colls: eat for both Billy and himsell |
and gell the Christmas auun.qag é]'i Dicky Nugent's home last
it be could—Dbut it's ** snow arigtmay, Sammy ** shifted

teying I thirty mince pies at one sitline }

Lord Mauleverer
Chrisimas hols because hs can
take a snooze withoul being
asked to play crickel or go swin-
ming.
Co. snjoyed a soow-fight on the
terrace at Mauleverer Towers,
however, Maunly’s * forty winks **
wers intecrrupted by & snowball
whizzed through an open windowl

plumps foz

When Harry Wharton &

Billy Buaoter i3 convinced that
some dozens of Christmas cards
must have been lost in the post
Iast wear. |
received was one he hod acci-
deut;ﬂli sent to himasel! |

it he 1
other 1ellows, he said he had no
cash to waste on them ! A gueer

print.
The only one ha

Agked
ad sent many c¢ards to

‘i gard,” Buoater |

(Continued  from  foot of edfumn 1)

* Without o doubt, what we witnessel
wans o Paychic manifestation !

“ A whatter ' I gasped.

“That iz to eny, a ghost 1™ cxplained
Wullker, with a condescending emilo.
nover used to believe in ghosts ; bt I beliovo
in 'ern after this, and nothing now will ever
shake my belief | "

If I'd only had the nerve, chapa, I eould
have shaken Walkor's belicf in ghosta then
and there. bilo
postponge that process till L coubl get it inta

'a'u]

But I thought it advisable fo

You see, tho truth about tho * ghost ™ that
Walker and tho other seniov chaps saw, is
that it was only a * fake,” eomposed of silk
gearves and worked by slrings from the
landing abovo ! .

I ought to know ; T'm the one who did it |



