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Feeding on the fat of the land at Reynham Castle and givmg orders right and left to an army
of lverled flunkeys is the ideal Christmas holiday ! So thinks Billy Bunter—until he fakes over
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R A Magnificent New Long

THE FiRST CHAFTER,

Startling !
§é ALLO, hallo, hallo!”™ roared
Bob Cherry.
* What—"
* Jolly old Bunter———*

* Bunter——-" .

“ And somebody after him! Took!™
velled Bob. He pointed from the train
window.

The other members of ‘the famous Co.
gtared from the windows, at the road
that ran beside the railway embank-
ment,

It was hreaking-up day at Greyiriars
School. The train ty Lantham Junction
whas erowded—not to shy crammed.

At the junction, the Greyfriars crowd
was going fo scatter to the four corners
of the kingdom. But they did not seem
likely to arrive there in & hurry. The
train was %rinding slowly up a steep
gradient. Johnoy Bull remarked that
it was crawling: and Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh d Lfare.d that the crawl-
fulness was terrifio. _

The Famous Five were in one
carrisge, with three or four other
Remove fellows, Some of them had
scats—sorae bado’s. Bob Cherry, who
was one of those that hadn't, was
stending by the door, looking out into
the wintry 4andscape.

Thus s was that he spotted the
strange and startling scene on the road

oW,

A handsome Rolls-Royee car, going
in the same direction as the trein, was
epeeding along the road.” Behind it
roared B Ford.

g Complete
GREYFRIARS, starring B

long &mt.
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L
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A liveried chauffeur drove the Rolls,
sitti like a graven image at the
wheel. TInside were two passengers—an
old gentleman with a gleam of silver
hair under his shining, silk hat, and a
fat Greyfriars junior whose podgy little
nose was adorned by a 1:51% sir of
spectacles—no other than Bil unter,
the fat ornament of the Greyiriasrs

Bemove.

Harry Wharton & Co. had not
expected to seo Billy Bunfter again till
after the New Year. But thera was
Bunter—in all his

lory.

True, Bunter haﬁ me& them to join
him for Christmess at Reynham Castle,
in Bussex. But as they did not believe
that that castle existed outside Billy
Bunter's fertile imagination, they had
not taken the invitation seriously.
‘They had put it down to Bunter's
customary “ gammon,” . -

It had been quite a surprise when Sir
Peter Lanchester turned up in that

-magnificont Rolls to take Bunter away.

How Bunter had wangled that, they
did not know. But they suppo that
the fat Owl of the Remove had wengled

it somehow. Wangling was Bunter's

Anyhow—ghers was DBunter-sitting
beside the tall, old baronet, with a
cheery grin on his fat face, under a
nice hat that belonged to Harry
Wharton.

But what made the Remove fellows
stare blankly from the train, was the
cbvious fact that the Ford was in
pursuit of the Rolls, .

That was startling, but unmistalinble.
The Rolls was going [ast—but could

HARRY WHARTON &
ILLY BUNTER as My Lord of Reynham Castle.
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the car—with

o
Im.l !

havp gone faster. The Ford was geing

=
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all e?lm The driver, bent over tthui_u
wheel, was ge every ounce out o
it. A man in anr:ﬁumhﬂ hat gat bosidoe

him, lecaning out a little, with some-
thing in his hand that glistened in the
wintry sunshine, :

Amazing as it was, the follows in the
train koew what that * something
was, It was p revolver)

Crack !

The sound flosted up through the
clear, frosty December air. It sounded
like a whip cracking.

But it was not the erack of a whip.
It was the report of a frearm.
man in the slouched hat was shooting at
the tyres of the car ahead. In alarmed
amazement, the juniors in the train saw
g spurt of dust kEicked up by the bullet,
& ;-ard from a wheal,

‘ Motor-bandits 1"  gasped
Wharton.

Crack !

The second shot Lnocked up the dust
under one of the whizzing, rear wheels
of the Rolls. .

4Great pip!"” exzclaimed Bob. “If
that villain gets & tyre, he may wreck

r old Bunter in it "

“The awful rotter " gasped Frank

Nugent.

“But what—and why—" stuttered
Johnoy Bull. g
g8

“Goodness
Bunter 1" .
The other fellowa in ths carria
scrambled across, to crowd at the win-
dows and stare. All along the tra
follows wersa starihg down at the ros

TraE MiGNET ARY.—No. 1,6597.
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now, At that pownt, tond and railway
van side by sido, and the speed of the
carz enualled that of the train. So the
slranze chaso of the Lantham road
ceaained in full view of the Greyiriars
ceond.

Crack !

Tt was a third shak

The Greviriars juniors stared down
hroathlessly, They were thankiul to see
it it was not a hit. Again the bullet
Luocked up dust near a whizzing wheel.
i “Well, this beats it1” gasped Bob
NETTY.

It was really an amazing scehe.

Thera wore plenty of motor-bandits,
eeefainly s bud it was amazing to see the
lawless game thus played openly, in
brroad daylight, on o public lnghway.

*Tunier's taking it ealmly, by gam ¥
sl Baoly,

I'hat was mosl amazing of all

At the crack of a revelver, any fellow
vho lknew Billy Bunter would have
cupected im to bound like a kaugavoo.

fusicad of which, the fat junior sat
tizht, taking no heod.

Blinking up the embankment throngh
Nig big speetacles, he spotied the line

wi starrled faces along tlie train staring
Jdown, and grinned.

e waved a fat hand to the Famous
v,

Evidently Bunter was not alarmed—
vhougi how, and why, Harry Wharton
% (o, eould not berin to understand.
Thev had, they flatiered themsclves, a
ot deal more  pluck  than  Dilly
Bantep; but eertainly they would have
heen alarmed, with a gun-man potting
ag the tyres of a ear in which they were
reaveiling,

And Bunter never turned a hair.

1le privned and waved at the staring
saniors in the train, regardless, z

But if Bunler was not alarmed, the
silver-haired olld baronct did not seem
«00 pasy, He was seen to half.rise, turn,
nid stare baek from the pane of glass
in tha baek of the car.

Tarn, no donbt, he spolke fo the
chauffenr: for the Rolls sutllﬂenl:r leaped
iulo terrifie spoed.

1t thot away like n flash, leaving the
sivaining Iford almost standing.

Crack! Crack! Crack! cama rattling
from the Ford, The man in the slouched
hat wasz piiching bullets fast. But the
Wolla simiply walked away from the
}}urgum'_._ now that the chauffeur was
ctting it out. and it vanished up the
voad in a eloud of dust. ST

The Ford roared on, evidently still in
parsuit, though with little chance.

A moment or two more and the road
turned from the railway; and the Grey-
iriava erewd, rolline on to Lantham
Junction in tho train, lost sight of both
cabs.

Well” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
wiliv a deep breath, "that beats it "

“Tho boatfulness is terrifict” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in wonder,

“Thoy're after Bunter!” said Bob.
“It isn’t the old sportsman they want—
it's Bunter. You remember, & few days
npo, two hli]%htars bagged him in a car,
and wo got him away from them. They
must bo the same two—in that Ford.
But why the thump do they want
Bunter 7

“Locks like Lkidmapping—m=»
Frank Nu;\imm

“But why chould anybedy hiﬂnap
Bunier " asked Johnny Bull, * Bunter’s
not worth anything to anybody.®

“It’s a bleazed mystery 1" said Harry
Wharton. *There can't bo any doubt
that they'ra after Bunter—though why,
is a puzzle.”

“Tia’s all right now, anyhow 1" aaid
Bob. * They'll naver get anywhers near

Toe Macxer Lisrany.~Nao. 1,557.
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that Rolle again. But what the dickens
can it all mean 1™ )

Nobody could answer that question.
Thoe Famous Five could not even guess
at an answer. It loocked as if Billy
Bunter was likely to have an exciting
Christmas holiday—but what it meant
waa 4 deep maystery, The chums of the
Hemove had to gpive it up.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Brave Bunter !

BEAVE lad!™ said 2ir Peter
Lanchester.
Billy Bunler bhinked at him.

“B

“*Ehi” ho remarked.
“1 do not think,” said the old
barenet, beaming, “that T have ever
witnesaed

such courage, such steady
nerve, in a boy hi![ﬂrﬂ.ﬁﬂ
“Haven't yont”’ gasped DBunter,
“MNever 1™ zaid Bir Peter. *'1 wish—
al, how I wish !—that my _wn.rd, Lord
Reynham, had the same iron nerve;
ghen it would be unnecessary for you

to spend your Christmas holidays at
Reynhamn E!asﬂe,”

“Oh?' gasped Bunter,

“"But ho has not,” said the old

bavonet, sbaking his head. *It would
be gquite impossible for him to go
through it ;i '
. Billy Bunter was glad to hear it.

“Bnch st&a:ii:, unshaken courage is
really remarkable” went on Sir Peter.
“1 soe that'l was not mistaken in you,
Clouraga 18 required, for the park you
have to play at the castle; but you
have enough, and to spare.”

Bunter could ouly blink,

What the silver-haired old gentleman
;.*.'_:15 talking about was a puzzle to
§ITEL.

Bunter, certainly, was brave enough,
when there was no danger about, - In
the absence of peril, a lion had
nothing on Bunter, for courage.

With danger in the offing, it would
have been a different story to tell.
But, so far as Bunter could sce—even
with the aid of his big spectacles—
there was no danger in the offing.

Bitting in a luxurious car by the
side of a baronet, behind a liveried
chauffenr, rﬁting comfortably an
eoft cushions, while the Rolls ate
up tho miles, suited Bunter. He was
plad that a crowd of Greyiriars
fellows had scen him from ihat pase-
ing trawn. It jolly well showed themn
that Dunter's tall iales of titled and

wealthy  connections  were not  all
i ammﬂn.“
ut where was the danger? Bunter

had heard a Elyarg popping behind.
He had taken it for a motor back-
firing.

There was nﬂl;hinﬁhmﬁng in that,
50 Buntor had not n alarmed.

Why old Bir Peter was praising bim
for lns couragae was, thpre ore, quite &
mystery to Bunter, Bull, it was quite
agreeable.  Bunter liked to  fane
himself a doughty fellow who f{eare
no foa,

Nobody at Greyfriars had ever
praised him for his pluck. That made
it all the more agreesble to hear it
from Sir Peter Lanchéster.

“I cannot say that I felt cqually
easy in my mind,” went on Sir Peter.
“Had a tyre burst—""

“Eh? . The tvres are all right, aren't
they #'* gaid Bunter.

“Quite] Put had a bullet struck
ong of them-———-"

“ A—~a=—a bib-bub-bullet?"’ stuticred
Bunter. :
“¥Yes; in that case, the car cer-

_been the firing of & revaolver,

tainly wouwia nave overturned,’” enid
Sir Peter. *I was far from easy.
My chauffeur, Denham, has been

through the War, but he was not easy,
Yet you, a schoolboy, sat through it
with perfect ooolness. = Buch courage
end nerve sre very unusual.™

Bunter blinked at him blankly.

Apparently, from what Bir Peter
said, they had d through some
danger. Billy Bunter had not been
awara of it. Hea did not even kuow
what it was—yet. 4

Sir Péter Lanchester, of couree, did
not guess that.  He so ihat
Bunter knew what had bappened.
And the fat junior hed not even
turned his head, when the man in the
¥Ford was loosing off bullets at the
tyres. ‘The grin on his fat face
had not changed,  No wonder Bir
Peter was impressed by his nerve.

“It is clear,” went om Bir DTeter,
“that T was watched, coming to the
school for you to-day. I bad no doubt
of it—and this is proof. That Ford
WwWas wmtmg to follow ue when we left
Creviriars,

“0Oh1” gasped Bunter. This was the
first he knew of the Ford.

“T had little doubt that we zhould
be followed on the road,” said Sir
Pater. “But cortminly I did not look
for such a dcsperate act as shooling
at our tyres™

Bunter jumped.

“The villain firod half a
shots—fortunately without result,
had one sirueck a tyre—""

“0Oh!"” pasped Bunter.

He understood now. .

He squirmed round and blinked back

dozon
But

along the road. To his immense re-
lief, there was no sign of & car
behind. )

He =at down again, gasping for
breath.

“We have dropped them,” sad Sir
Peter, *I have no doubt that they
are still following ws, but I shall take
care ihat they get no opportunity to
try such & trick sgain. - Let them
follow to Reyoham Castle, if they
ke

Bunter breathed more freely.

He realized now that what he had
taken for some car back-firing lat_mi
is fat.
heart foirly quaked .at the thought of
the danger the Raolls bad been in.

But having thus, accidentally, asz it
were, acquired credit, Bunter was not
the fellow to throw it away. With %the
danger over, and no harm done, there
WaE G 111%g the matter with Bunter's
nerve. If old Sir Peler made such
mistakes, Bunter was not the man to
set him right. :

Billy Bunter’s private opinion of
Sir Tater Lanchester was that he was
rather .an old donkey. This incident
confirmed him in that opinion.

That, however, was really all to the
good. Only an old donkey could have
thought so_ highly of Billy Bunter as
SBir Peter did.

“I am glad that this has happened,”
continued Bir Peter., “It proves-that,
in selecting you to pley the port of
Lord Reynham at the castle, I have
made no error of judgment, iy boy.”

“Oh, yes; quite ! szid Bunter.

“YTou will be in incezzant danger
and—"

'HEh le

“But you will face it with perfect

coolness—"

“Oht Akl Yes, rother!” gasped
i}lr{]ﬂtaﬂi‘. '“T].'IEE.-tuhﬁ fact 18, I_fI !_;.'& er
ike danger. A—a—a & of danger
makes-a' thing an?gy#ah]m" ;

“I am glad you take that wicw,”



paid Rir Peter. “That desperate mor
shows of what the villains are capable,
And yet¥—8ir ~ Peter pauzed =&
moment—"my dear boy, brave as you
ara, do you clearl
;E.'-u plﬂm ds_xhnut _tamdamu? 1 ﬂh?iuiqdai?
eeply disappoin el
to withdraw, and jrmr-—---gml

Eir Peter broke off ms the car sud-
denly rocked at a guick jamming of
brakes,

Ahead of the Holls, whera the Lan.
tham road ran between deag dark
wintry woods, & lorry bad pu Ted out
from p side lone zoross the road, com-
pletely blocking the way.

The lorry was piled with logs, It
pulled right across the road. A bigyele
could hardly have got by. The &lia
had to brake and halt, It halicd,
guivering from the sudden brakes.

mir Peter gave o gasp.

“Trapped 1

-THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunier Keeps Cool !

ILLY BUNTER suppressed a
squeak of terror.
lorry  barred

The log-laden
the way. Behind, somewhero

ont of sight, but coming on [ast, was
the Yord, with a desperats ganman
in it. MNext time DBunter heard that
revolver banging, he was not
to take it for ‘o car back-firing. He
shivered with apprehonsion

Sir I'eter Lanchester clenched his

hands,
“Trapped!” he repeated. “All my
plans aid for trapping  those

seoundrels: but I did net foreses that
they would act so quickly. Bo near
the school—before we are anywhere
near Reynham Castle—"

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet.

Like the old baronet, he had no
doubt that this was a trick of the kd-
noppers. That lorry had been timed
to pull out in frent of the car and
stop it—placing it at the mercy of the
pursuers., As the enemy knew that
ther were heading for Bussex, 1t was
vasy enough to lay an ambush on the
voad ahead. This was it _ '

Billy Bunter one idea in his
fat head at that moment, Christmas
st Reynbam Castle ceased to eppeal
to him, all of & sudden. His one 1des
was to jump out of the car and out,

That, certainly, would cause a qui
change in the old baronet’s belief in
his indomitable cours But that
could not_be helped. Dangers in the
distance Bunter could face with un-
shaken nerve. Dangers close at hand
were rather too much for him. He
was getting away—and getting away
Just &3 faai: g3 ho Lknow m;i n

But, &= his popping eyes blin at
the lorry ahead, he saw the lorry-
driver staring round, and his terrors
vanished.

That lorry-driver was old Joyee, the
woodctutter—on  ancient character well
Lknown to sll Greyiriars fellows. O1d
Joyce was doing & great business in
the last days of Decormmber, with logs
for Christmas fires _

Rocognising old Joyes, Bunter knew
nt once that it was all right, .

That willain, the *Smiler,” might
have planned an ambush on the road;
but certainly honest old Joyee was not
the man to have a hand in such &
thing.

That lorry had—Bunter knew it as
goon A% he saw old Joyce—nothing
whatever to do with the rascals in the
Ford behind. Old Joyce was thers on
his - lawiul occasions—irundling saway
& load of Yule logs

understand what

going W §

@rand Christmas Fumber

Fealising that, Bunter sat down
apgain.

Sir Peter was twittering rather like
a etartled chicken., He, of course,
knew nothing of the local woodeutter
of Friardale. He had no doubi that
thie was a trap. Really, it looked like
it, to an old gentleman who wes ex.
gﬂenng dangers all along the road to
ussex. Bunter, whoe kpew better, sat
and smiled.
That lorry was old, cranky, - and
heavily laden. It moved slowly and
reluctantly, It was likely to keep the
road blocked for several minutes; but
it was not going to stick there till the
Ford came up.  8ir Peter supposed
that, it wes. Bunter know that it
wasn'k. Sir Peter twittered; Bunter
took it all coolly and calmly. He
could afford to.

A AR S SRl R RN AR

hidden by that ztack of logs, and were
about to leap down and surround the
CAT.

Bunter's coolness eimply amazed him.

“Keep cool, sir!” said the fat Owl
cheerfiilly. “If this ia & trap, you see,
we're in it, and that's thet! ave it
me | I'll hapndle that pgunman all
right! You'll ges ™

As Bunter knew that old Joyce would
get out of the way ess fast as ho could
with that creaking old lorry, and that
the Rolls would be speeding on again
long before the Ford could come up, he
could afford to take the situation
calmly. And he did.

“The faet is, sir,” rottled on Bunter,
“I'd just as soon gome to close quarters
with the rotters! Leave it to me I

“Good gad |” repeated Bir Peter,
b T S
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“ Trapped I repeated the old baronet.
“I might have foreseen something of
the kind—but I did not I

Ones more Bunter was confirmed in
his baliaf that Sir Peter Lanchestey was

ck &n old donkey.

“All mg 1.13 ns laid—a trap laid for
the scoundrels in Bussex—but, here, we
are &t their merey 1" groaned Sir Peter.
“They will get you—we shall not get
them, as I had planned. My boy "

“All serene, sirl” said Bunter cheer-
fully. “I'm not afreid of them ! There'a
only two men in that Ford, if—if they
come up. You and the chauffeur can
tackle one of them—"

“*What 7

“And leave the other to me,” said
Bunter,

Sir Peter stared at him.

“A Bﬂgerat& mat—armed—" he

stamm

“That's all rig‘fgh, gir 1” eaid Bunter
reassuringly, “I'm not afraid of hia
gun | fancy I can handle him all

right !”

“Good gad!” gasped Bir Peter.

He conld only stare at Bunter. The
road shead was blocked—the Ford was
coming on behind. It had been dropped
—but it was certainly comipg on,
though at a considerable distencs in thoe
raar. Six or seven minutes would bo
encugh—ten at the outside. .

Bhifting that lorry was impossible
Indeed, Hir Peter bﬁ little or no doubt
that some of the kidnapping gang were

Denham, the chauffeur, was shouting
to the lorry -

_ “Hersl Clear the road! You stay-
ing there all day, grandfather? You
going to shift that lorry 1

Joyce locked round at him for
a moment, but did not trouble to
answer. He had glellty to do, hand-
i:m!g that heavy old creaking lorr
_ It grunted, 1t creaked, it puffed and
it blew; but slowly it obeyed the driver,
and drew lengthwise along the road.

The Rolle stirred again,

Ezﬂr F'st.ar E?Mhﬂ“r biinkﬂe]d.

*“Good ga ey are clearing the
road | he exclaimed, in infinita gali-af.
*1s it possible that this is not a trap
after all "

Billy Bunte. winked at the back of
the baronet’s head, as Bir Peter stared
in great surprise at the lambering lorry
—lumbaring slowly out of the way,

Evidently, it was not a trap. Sir
Peter ised now what Bunier had
realised 1mmediately he recognised old

o Rotl

o Rolla sped on, passing the lorry
and its stack of logs. Denham let it
out, and it whizeed. There was still no
sign of the Ford in the rear.

Sir Pater Lanchestor sat down, gasp-
i_ngl for breath.

o was immensaly relieved to got clear
before the Ford came into the picturs
again. Bo was Bunter, for that matter |

Sir Petar did not speak again till the
Tee Macrer Ligrany.—No. 1,557.
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car bad passed Lantham, and was specd-
ing away to the west. He glanced
soveral tines at Bunter, however. Tha
fat jumior’s eocl eclf-possession, during
thoso trymg moments on the Lantham
raad, had been spother surprise to ham.
That Buntm know the lorre driver, and
knew, therefore, that it was all right,
did pot oceur to lum. Bunter did not
think of mentioning it.

“1 an more than satisfied,” szid Sir
Peter, when he spoke again at  last.
“Twice to-day you havo proved your
vonraze, my boy™

“My pluck's f[atrly well kpnown st
Grevfriars,” remarked Bunter. * Thao
fellows generaliy select me i there's
anything a bit risky on hand.”

“T have no doubt of it. And wet,
what vou are going to face at Beyn-
ham Castle might make ecven a brave
hoy hezitate,” said Sir Peter. "It i3
iruc that I hope to trap the razeals, but
I may not be successiul, We are deaol-
ing with a dezperate gang, 1 fear”

Ile pansed.

“Hut I can rely on vou, William. I
shall call you William, my boy, as that
a my ward's name.”

“That's all right. sir!” said Bunter.
s my name, too—William George”

“You will be careful, William, not to
allow a single indizcreet word to pass
vour lips at the castle. The whole thing
sepends npon the utmost secrcey being
chzerved,” said Sir Peter. “Even to
my nephew Rupert I have said nothing,
No ono at tho eastle will dream, for a
maoment, that vou are not the real Lornd

Revediam. But o single careless
worfe—" )

“Rely oo me, sir !

"I do! I do!” said Hir Peter.
" MNevertheless, be very earcinl. Every-

ihing depends on  thoze =coundrels
taking you for the real Lord Reyn-
ham. It 15 four or five years, my boy,
since the first attempt was made upon
my ward=—and over since he has heen
in danger. Ouly by placinzg him at a
distant school, under an assumed name,
have I seenred hiz safoty.  Fow thoy
dizeovered what I had done, I canmot
even pucsi—but they have learned that
imuch—thouglh, very fortunately, they do
not know the name of the school, or theo
name taken by my ward there”

Ilo pansesd again.

“AMy visit to Mr. Quelch gave them
iho impression that he was at that
wwhool,” he went on. It was very for-
tunata that you heard, by sccident, my
convecsation with  Mr.  Queleh, and
learned how matters stood, as it led you
to make tho generous offer to play tho
part required. And yet——"

Onee more Sir Peter poaused.

“ At Reynham Castle,” he said, “you
will draw the fire of that gang of scoun-
drels. If only my u‘nr({; wera a boy
more like you—— DBut he is not—he
i= in delicate health, with a weak ner-
vous systemn—I dare not expose him to
such n slroin. He must remasin in safe
voncealment till that gang of raseals is
deait with. No one there has soen him
for four or five ﬁeqr&—ami almoat any-
one could play the part, so far as that
goss=but in view of the danper, only
» boy of wuncommon pluck and
neryg——

A fellow like me!” said Puanter
modestly. .

" Exactly I said Sir Peter, “ Exactly,
William! Mr., Quelch doubted whether
I ehould be able to find any boy with
muragﬁ and nerve to play the part of
Lord Reynham, to draw those rascals
mto the open, &nd give the law a chance
of securing them. But I have found
you.
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“Just pie to me, sir!” gaid Bunter
breczily.

“¥You will be in_constant danger,
William, now that I have made tggm
believe that you are Lord Reynham—
that my ward was placed at Greyiriars
School under the name of Bunter—"

“1 rather like danger, sir.”

“¥ou will be exposed to incessant
attacks while you are ot the castle.”
_“That will make the bols a bit
lively.”

2ir Peter smiled.

“Well, well, evidently wou ara the
boy I require,” he said. *1 should
have been glad to let you bring a
Eartjr of your schoolfellows with you

ut, in_the eircumstances, that, o
course, is impossible. Boys who have
known you as-Buntor could not be

resent where you are to be known as

ord Reynham,™

Billy Bunter made no reply to that.

The prospect of o gorgeous time at
Reynham Castle, playing tho part of a
pecy of tho realm, fecding on the fat of
the land, and giving orders right and
left to an army of liveried Hunkeys,
appealed to Billy Bunter strongly.

But the prospect of incessant danger
E}g not appeal to him the least little

1

For that reason he had asked the
Famous Five to stay with him for the
Christmas holidays, a3 well a
major and Skinner of the Remove.

With a crowd of Groyiriars follows
round him, Bunter calculated that he
was going to bo guite safe at the costle
in Sussex.

But as this was not in accordance
with 8ir Peter’s plans, Bunter sagely
did not mention it.

Once ho was received and acknow-
ledged at the castle as Lord Reynham,
1t would be too late for Sir Peter to
back out. ‘Then Bunter's bodyguard
could come alc-nszj'?; end if Bir Petor did
not like it, Sir Peter could lump itl

Such wera the thoughts in Billy
Bunter's fat mind, as the Rolls ate up
tha miles; and if Bir Peter Lanchestor
could have guessed those thoughts, cer-
tainly his estimation of William Gear%ﬂ
Bunter would have Leen considerably
lowerod. - o

Fortunately for Bunter, Bir Peter
wag no theunght-reader |

" Lord Reynham [

“J

Bir Peter was a tall gentle-
man, ond a little slim. Jasmond, the
butler at Heynham Casile, was nearly
as tall as Bir Petor, and twice as wide.

Jasmond was plump, portly, and im-

rossive. DButler at a peer’s castls, ho
ooked the part. 3

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
hiz big spectacles.

MNow that ho stood in the vast hall of
Reynham Castle, Bunter was rather
glad he had made a careful asslection of
saveral other fellows' best clothes.

Ha realised that he bad to dress his
part, as much as possible, in these
magoificent surroundings. i

The December dusk was fnllmﬁ on tha
hills and woods of Bussex, when the
ear had rolled in at the immense gates,
and followed & drive that am:mg!, to

L r—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
His Lordship Comes Home !

ASMOND I”
“8ir Petor!”

Bunter, endless, befores the castla was

reached,

Bettlemented walls and turrets loomed
up through the winter gloom as the
car arrived.

Bunter had expected something on a

a3 Boleover

large scale. Bir Peter Lanchester was a
wealthy gentleman: and his ward, the
boy peer, was heir to sn enormous
fortune when he came of age. So Bunter
looked for something mpmng But the
old Bussex castle was far beyond hia
axpectations.

he mere idea of staying in the superb
eatablishment for weeks, playing tho
vart of lord and proprietor,” was dazz-
ing to Bunter's fat mind.

It wes worth a little risk. Indeed, it
was worth a lot Dh?iuuas in s a
place, the grub_wonld be | right. If
the grub was all right, everything was
all right. Bunter was going to sample
some. &3 soon &8 he could.  He had
arrived hungry. He was not thinking
of danger now. Blow danger!

The massive form of Jasmond bent
:h little, in respectful salute to his lord-

ip.

That nobody at the castle had seen
the real lord sineca he was a little lid
of eleven or so, Bunter knew. After
four or five years on from that age the
change 1 a fellow would naturally be
very great. Almost eny fellow of a
suitable age could have taken up the

art. Nevertheless, it seemed to Bunter

oubtful whether Sir Peter's numerdus
staff would reslly take him for Lord
Reynham. It seemed to him too good fo
be trus, in fact. .

But his doubts were relieved now.

Clearly the massive Jasmond had no
doubts. How ¢ould he, when his master
himself brought the echoolboy into the
castle .as Lord Reynham? Bir Peter
could not have been imposed on by any
impostor.  That he was deliberately
passing off someons as his ward, was not
an idea that was likely to ocour to
anyone. .

“May i respectfully weleome your
lordship home, ofter your lordship’s
long absence?” said Jesmend, in a
deep, throaty, fruity voice. “Tha whole
statf, my lord, will rejeice to sea your
lardship.” '

Bunter beamed on Jasmond.

Ho liked this.

Ho seemed to grow about am inch
taller on the spot.

Indecd as Sir Peter was presenting
him .as a lord, and the butler receiving
him &s a lord, and a dozen or so foolt-
men standing in the hall respectfully

regarding him as a lord, Billy Bunter
began almest to believe that he really
wf?t}?x lord.

]

quite I aaid Bunter, airily.
“(lad to see you again, Jasmond.”

“¥Your lordship does me the hunqur
to remember me ¥ asked Jasmond, with
an air of great gratiication.

“0Oh, perfectlyl” said Bunmter, “In
fact, I've often mentioned vou to the
other fellows at Greyfriars.

“Your lordship has honoured me I
said Jasmond.

“Not at all, my good fellow 1" said
Bunter, kindly.

“Hiz lordship’s apartments are pre-
pared, Jasmond 7" zaid Bir Peter.

“ Everything, sir, i3 in _perfect order,”
said the butler. “His lordship’s valet
i3 1n aoitendance.” '

‘Bunter caught his breath, He hed not
thought of that. .

It was & joke in the Graeviriars
Romove that Lord Mauleverer, who
had a valet when he was at home, had

wanted to bring his “man® to Grey-
friaors when he came. That had put it
into Billy Bunter’s fat head to tell the

Bemove fellows that he had a “man ™
at bomo at Bunter Coutt! Now, how-
ever, he .really was going. to_have »
“man *—his lordship’s man. This was
botter and beter. a_ wondered what
those hanstaﬁagi{um Wharton & Co.
would say.when they arrived and found



him with & “man ., They wouia not
bo able to make out that Bunter hadn’t
a valet now.

T will take vyou o your roomis,
William 1 zaid 8ir Peter. -

"]{'_j.,i,: it 1" gaid Bunter, cheerfully.

e '.l 1?” L

“I moan, certainly, Bir Peter [

Biunter followed the old baronet up
one side of a vast double staircase, into
s ghill more vast oak gallery that sur-
rounded the hall on three sides. :

Jasmond stood respectfully gazing
after him as he went. 8o did the
twelve footmen, What they thought of
liis lordship was not expressed in their
facea, Billy Buntor had had some re-
freshments on the way down to Sussex,
and it was possiblo that the staf had
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illy Bunter sat down in the armehair and blinked at the valet throngh his big spectacles,

George ! ** he sald. The respectful young man obeyaﬁ!:ha order and then encased the fat junior’s hoofs
o ;

not expected to ses a peer of the realm
with o smear of jam round his extensive
mouth. That smear was very evident,
though Bunter had wiped off some of the
jam on the sleave of his coat. .
From the oak gallery opened an im-
menge  corridor, into which DBunter

rolled mfter the old baronet. A bi
cak door stood open, and the glow
n fira oame from within. unter

rolled in with 8ir Peter.

A young man who was gitting in an
armechair by the log fire, bounded to
his feet, at the sound of footsteps, and

stood at respectful sitention as they-en-
tered—looking as if he had never sat in
his master’s armehair in his life.

That room was immenso. -Bunter
guessod that it was a astate apartment
of the ¢astle. Sir Peter, in treating him
as Lord Reynham, was going the whole
hog, so to speak, (5% =

3 The King's Room, William{" said

t [

“1 remember it perfectlyl” agreed

i
Y ] l“ Il il
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Bunter, * After all, I've only been away
from home a few years.” -

This was for the benefit of the respeet-
ful young man—evidently the valet.

Bir Peter blinked at Bunter.

Certainly, he desired that the “spoof ™
should be kept up, and believed in by
everyvone in the castle Unless Bunter
was bolieved to be the young lord, the
kidnapping gang would give him no
attention—and Bunter, as the young
lord, was to be the bait to draw the
rascals into the trap. So the better
Bunter played the part, the better it
was for Sir Peter's deep-laid scheme.

Vet the old gentlemen did not scem
quite pleased by Bunter's breezy seli-
EEEUTAN .

Deluding & gang of kidnappers was a
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slippers,

justifiable stratagem. But thers was &
gepot of deception in such a scheme,
which Sir Peter preferred not to think,
Bunter on the other hand, had no ob-
jection to deception, The fat Ananias
of Greyfriars, in fact, revelled in 1.

“The room scems smaller,” added
Bunter.

T E]'.'I. il.ll

“It's always 8o, when a fellow’s been
away & long time,” remarked Bunter.
“ As a small kid, I thought it immense.
Now it seems much smaller.”

“Oh1”* pasped Sir Peter. _

Bunter, undoubtedly, waz playing his
part well. It was just euch an r=
vation as the young lord might have
made, after not seeing the King's Room
singo the nge of eleven, From the point
of view of acting, it was busineas.
But it seemed to worry the old baronet
s little.

His aeﬁua.intapca with Billy Bunter
was briet. Owing to cerfain circum-
stanges, - Bunter had made a great ims

E LI W LT o
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pression on him. Now, perhops, he

was gotting & littls clearer insight into
the fat Owl. ]
Etiql, even if it irked him, he could

hardly complain of a fellow throwing
himself into a part which he had
selected him to play. But he turned from
Bunter a little abruptly to speak to the
respectful young man,

“James |

* Bir 1"

“William, this 1s your valet, James
Anderson.™

Bunter gave James Anderson a nad.

“Dinner is abt eight, William I said
S8ir Peter, turning to leave the apart-
ment.

“Right-ho I" said Dunfer.

He sat down in the srmchair by the

Al gl

* You may take oft

fire, which James had so recenﬂg
vacated. He blinked at hiz man throug
his big spectacles.

“You may take my boots off, George !"
ho said.

“ James, sir!"” hinted the respectful
FOUNE WAIL.

“(h, Jesl I never remember servanty’
names {* aaid Bunter, mmleas]!iy*_

James gave o little start. Evidently,
he had not expected this from Lord
Reynham. Bunter could see that, and
he wondered why. Forgetting servants’
names secmed, to Bunter, rightfully
aristocratic. : :

“Find me some slippers, Francis!”
ssid Bunter, when the boots were off.

“ James, sir1” faltered the respectiul
;rnuni man.

* Oh, quite I said Bunter.

James brought slippers and encased
Bunter's hoofs in them. '

“Thank you, Thomas!” eaid Bunter,
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James did not tell him again that he
wat called James, He lefs it at that.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
All Right for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER blinked at his
reflection in o iall pier-glasa,
and emiled complacently. He
was pleased at what he saw.

Afier a rest and a little light refresh-
ment which had been sent up to the
King's Ileom, Bunter had dressed for
dinner—with the assistance of James.
Ie was gquite unable to do it without
p=aigt ance,

That morning, in the Remwove dor-
tnlory ot Greyirviars, Buanter had dressed
tmaided.  But he had become a lord
sinee then, and that made a tremendons
differcnce.  Bunter was now unable to
do a thing for himself.

Already Billy Bunter was developing
a  eomplete  aristocratic  helplessnesa,
Marcover, be helisved in making ser-
vauts work, The more trouble he zave
tltem, the more they would be iinpressed
-—tlmt was Bunier's tdea.

Fellows like old Mauly at Greyfriars
il not understand thet. Lord Maule-
verer never gave servants troublo that
e could help. DBunter flattered himsclf
that he knew the nobleman Dbusiness
rather better than old Mauly. Allaf a
~inlden, as it were, Bunter had become
trcapable of picking up a poecket hand-
kerchick for himself,

With James' industrions assistande,
Banter was now in “full fig.” Looking
inte the glass, he could hardly help
lning pleased.

What e saw was a bhandsome, well-
set-up fellow, in evening clothes—whosze
~pectacles rather sdded to his distin-
guished appearanee. Probably that was
not what James saw.

James, in fact, saw a fat, self-satisfied
fellow, with a econecited smirk on his
npodgy face. However, he did not men-
vion  that to Bunter, and Buuter
reanained happily satished with what he
L3,

“Yon can go, James!™ said DBunter
carelessly: and James went rather
gladly. Bunter had tired him a little.

Bunter was not in need, for the
moment, of his " man.” And he wanted
1 got shut of James for a hit, while he
explored his new and palatial quarbers.
e did not want James to watch him
investigating,

His quarters were all that DBunter
conld have destred. :

The King’s Reom was an immciso
sitting-yoom, with a Persian ear
worth hundreds of pounds, beautiful
leather nrmchairs that it was a luxury
to sink into, & radiogram, a telecphone,
and everythimg else that Bunter could
possibly need, or faney that he needed.

;‘Ltlﬂmmng it was a bed-room on an
erually magnificent scale.  Adjoinn
the bed-room were dressing-room sn
bath-room. At the last-named Bunter
gave only a carcless glance. Hea had
not a lot of use for it.

But he examined with great kecnness
and interest the contents of wardrabes
and drawers. Bunter's measurements
having. been nupfrlied from tha school
outfitters, an ample supply of every kind
of garment had been prepared for him
af the castle.

He- wt?a abla to &isﬁtrdg :;'il.h CO1-
tempt, the garments ha had od
from the Famous Five at Gr h?tgfrs.
They could have their mouldy ul?iythings
hack as soon as they liked. _

Sir Peter hed, Bunter admitted, made
his preparations with a liberal hand.
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The only thing he sccmed to have for-
gotter was pocket-money. Dunter ‘was
gomg o remind him of it.

After all, it was up to the old boan to
ireat & fellow liberslly, when a fellow
was running such fearful risks for him—
or, at all events, be fancied that a fellow
Wi,

Bunter was not going to run risks if
he conld help it. He had asked Harry
Wharton & Co. to the castle, to see him
safe. He had asked Skinner and Bol-
sgver major chiefly because they had fed
himt and pulled his fat leg—still, the
more fellows he had round him, the
safer he was going to be.

Considering 8ir Peter’s views on this
subject, Bunter realised that he had to
break this rather gently to the old bean.
All the fellows were not ¢dming in a
bunch. Bunter's idea was to lef them
trickle in, as it were, one or two at a
time.

Btill, it seemed to Bunter now that
thers waa no hurry about that. He felt
safe enough in that crowded castle. He
tt:]r;m'l-.l phono them up when he wanted

I20LL,

The old bean, no doubt, would want
him to go out and about, taking risks,
to draw the attack of the secret gang
wha were after Lord Reynham. Bunter
had his own ideas about that.

Meanwhile, e was surely safo in the
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castle! The Bmiler and the Ferrat,
and the rest of the g, could hardly
get st him there. It was as good as
being in & fortress. At least twenty-five
servants, too—and his own man, with a
room on this corridor, Bafe enough.

Feeling so thoroughly eafe, Bunter
was less keen to pee the Famous Five
arrive, He was gning to have them
thera—he had asked them, and ho was
a fellow of his ward. But he jolly well
wazn't going to hurry about it—in fact,
he rather thonght he would leave it over
for a few days, to keep them on tenter-
hooks. - That would serve them right.
Finding himself so absolutely safe in the
ancestral home of Lord Reynham madeo
rather a difference to Bunter's views on
this matter, '

They had been checky—making out
that they dido’t really bolieve thot hé
was going to Reynham Castle for Christ-
mas—indecd, meking out that they
didn'é really believe there was such a

place,

Billy Bunter grinned, and rolled back
towards the docrway from his bed-room
into the King’s Room. He was going to
ring up Wharton on the telephone, and
tell him where he waa.

. Thare was a sound of movement in
that apartment.

Bunter frowned.

He bad told James that he conld go.
Distinctly he hsd told James that
could go. James -had no. business to
come back unless rung for. It was v
annoying to Bunter, to think that a
manservatit’s eye might have been upon
him ‘while he was rooting through ward-
robes and drawers, glosting over his
plunder,’ He resclved to tell James off
on the spot. The pooner that man-
servant understood that his  lordly

master was going to stand no nonsense,
th% better. g B "

_ Hrowning indignantly, Bunter rolled
mto the King's ﬁlo}om. '

“Look here, James—" ha rapped.
In his wrath, he quite forgot to forget
James' name.

He broke off, in surprise. James was
not thera! He waa certain that ho had
heard somebody, and had taken it for
granted that it was James. But it was
not Jemes—nor anybody else. Nobody
waa there.

“Oh I ejaculated Bunter.

He blinked round the immense aport-
ment, Half a dozen electric lights wera
on, and the log firo sent out a ruddy
gleam. Nobody was to be seen, Cer-
tainly, there was plenty of cover for
anyone to hide, among so roany massive
articles of furniture. Still, James could
not be suppozed to have hidden himself
behind the radiogram, or under one of
the big armchairs. Bunter coneluded
that he had got out guick by the door
on the corridor—or perhaps it was a

falling log in the fire he had heard, and

not & movemont at all.

Anyhow, nobody was there—~his blink
round revealed only the light reflected
on the walls and on polished furniture.

Dismissirig ' the matter from his fat
mind, Bunter rolled across to the table
on which the telephone stood, and sat

down to it.
Grinning cheerfully, he asked for
8 “trunks” and gave the number of
¥ Wharton Ladge,
¥ As he waited to get through, & sound
fzll on his fat ears, and he blinked

round angrily. If that man James was
butting in when he was going to speak
¢n the telephone——

“Oh crikey ! ecjaeulated Bunter, in

h BUrpTrise,

Heo was certain he had heerd somo
sound in the reom. PBut there was no
one to boe scen., He almost wondercd
whether Reynham Castle was haunted.

However, a voice came through over
the wires. He had got his number, and
he gave his attention to the telephone.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Harry Wharlon !

ASTER HARRY I”
“Yez, Wells ™
" “The telephone, siy 1™
“My uncle—"
Wﬂl]ﬂ W‘lghﬂﬁt
Mo, sir | Master Bunter.™
“Oh, all right! I'll come down "
Harry Wharton turned off the wire-
less in his “den ™ at Wharton Lodge.
He gave Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh a
smile, and the Nabob of Bheaipur

grinned.,

_Wharton had not its usmal fos-
tive aspeot of Christmastide. Colonel
Wharton and Aunt Amy wera away, and
Harry. Wharton was only home for a
day or two, before %'m g on with Hurres
Singh to Cherry Place.

True, all the Co. had, in a hilaricus
spirit, accepted Bunter’s invitation to

a castle in Sussox? But they were not
expecting to hear any more of Bunter's
castle. -

Tho captain of the Remove was not
surprised, however, to get a ring from
Bil gﬁ.ﬂunmr. As Wharton a was
to shut up over the holidays, even
Wells, the butler, geing away to his
relations, Bunter did not want to plant
himself there. But Wharton had no
doubt that he would gladly have planted
himself op any other member of .

*Jolly ...l Bunter, - Inky ™ he
remarked. “Come down and hear what

11



he's got to eay. I dare say vou can
guess.” : )

Hureeo Jamset Ram: Singh chuckled.

“The guessfulness is proposterously
easy,” he answered. “The estesmed
castlo hias fallen through, and the absurd
Buanter would like to see his old pals at
ﬂﬁistmp‘ﬂ‘i:h rton langhed:

arr arton laughed:

"‘Tlmjé’s it, I fancy,” he said, “The
old porpoise would like to roll in hore,
and go along with us to Cherry Place—
if ‘he yolled in there on his own, Bob
would most likely boot him! Como on I*

The two juniors went downstarrs.

The receiver was off the telephome,
and Har icked it up. o

The nabob, with a dusky, grinning
fneca, stood close to hear what came
througl.

“Hallo! Is that you, Bunter?”

*¥Yes, old chap!”

“Yen got awaey from those sportsmen
in the Ford all right?”

“Oh, yes, rathor.™
“IWhat ?!m dickens were they affer
vou for¥”

“ Kidnapping, old chapl They've
heard of ::I::;g wealth—"

“ Bow-wow |7

“TWhat—"

“Well, I'm glad you got awsy, what-
ever they wanted, DBut if they were
after your wealth, why not give it to
them, and have done with them? It
will ordy cost you o fow hob™

“You gilly ass!™ hooted Bunter from
Sussex. “If von're going to be checky,
Wharton, I shall jolly well wash out
that invitation I gave youl”

1 ghan't mind I” said Harry, laugh-
g,

*1 faner vou'd be jalljr_glad to spend
Chrisimas &t 8 magoificent casile,
crowded with servants, and feeding on
the fat of the land.”

“(h, guite! But it would have to be
a rcal castle!” .

“You fathead! I’m speaking from
Reynham Castle now 1™ roared Bunter.
“1 don’t think !” :

* “Where do you think I'm spraking
{rom, then, you ass?™

“Bunter Villa—alins Bunter Court.™

“Beast |

“Is that the lot i

“MNol! I'm at Beynham Castle fow—
it's an imumense, spfendi-:] place, bigger
than Bunter Court—->"

“Bigger than Bunter Court] It must
boe twenty feet long, then (™

“You-—vyou—vou blithering  idiot 1"
howled Buonter. “The castle slone
covera acres. The grounds are im-
mensge., I've got the King’s Hoom here
—yon eould put Wharton Lodge in the
middle of tho floor, and walk round it.
I've ;ust drossed for dinner—="*

“Whoze clobber have you pinched?"

“Beast| If you don't "

eliave me~——

“Hardly !” chuckled Wharton.,

“What do you think I was doing in
Sir Peter Lanchester's car, you fat-
head? You saw him fetch me away
from Greyirviars”

“I'va wondered! I can’t make out
.;;ﬂ?r vou touched thet old bean for a
i ‘JJ

“I came all the way to Bussex with
him in that car. I'm at the castle now.
It's magnificent. 1 haven't rung you
up just to make you green with envy,
of cour g

“{h, my hat1” _

“But I bet you've never seen such a
place in your life. I've got a valet hore
named James. I usually call him
George, because I can’t remember that
his name iz James—-"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Oh, cackle!” yapped Bunter. I
can't” be expected to +emember -ser-
vants’ names. being accustomed to such
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immens=e numbers of them. It's different
with you, in your poor little place.
dare say you always remember your
butler’s name. I nevel can remember
that it's Wells—"

*“Hea, ha, hal”

“Yah!™ enme & hoot over the wires,
Bunter did nob seem pleased by the
merriment. at the YWharton Lodge end.

A rathor peculiar expression cama
over Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh's dusky
face, a3 he listened-in. He was begin-
ning to wonder whether there really was
& Heynham Castle, and whether Bunter
waa thera,

“Well, - just hear this"™ went on
Bunter, with s snap. “I've asked you
here, Harry Wharton—-—"

“Thank vou for nothing.”

“You nngrateful beast! I've a jolly
od mind to wash 1t right ont I?
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“If you fancy I want you, you're mis-
taken!” hooted Bunter. - “It's not
dangerous, a3 I thought 1t was golng to
be—I mesn to ey, I'm not a fellow to
be scared by a little danger, and if you
think I want you to protect me, you're
jolly well mistaken, sea?”

Harry Wharton stared blankly at the
telephone. ‘Then he looked at Hurreo
Jamzet Ham Singh.

“What on earth does the fat ass mean
by that, Inky?” he asked. ™I suppose
there ean’t be & word of truth in Lis
gas, ecan thers?™

“The esteemed goodness knows ! said
tho nabob.

“I'm zafe enough here,” went on the
fat wvoico over the wires. “They can’t
pet ot me in a castle like this, crowded
with servants, And I can jolly well tell
vou that I'm not poing out Iﬂﬂkil‘:g; for
canger. I'll wateh 18! So 1if you fancy
I want you, you con go and eat coke,
EEE !!J'

“Well, my hat!” said Harry Whar-
ton, blankly.

“And you can tell the other followe

9

. Wharton. fairly bounded, as that yell-
ing voice came through over the tele-

phone, '
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh jumped.
“ Bunter—what—-" gasped Hirry.

“Help |* came & howl, in fainter fones
—gvidently farther from moith-

iece at the other end. Dead gilence
ollowed.

Wharton's startled evea met Hurreo
Singh’s. The nabob’s face was prave.
It sounded as if Bunter had been sud-
denly seized and dragged awsy from the
telephone, and yelled for help as he was
dragged. But how could such a thing

ba E)asihla?” _

“Bunter 1 Wharton fairly shouted
inte the transmitter. ™ Buonter ] Answer
rae, you fat ass! Are you trying o pull
mileg, or what?"

O BOSWEE.

“Bunter !

Dead silence |

The mstrument at the other end, evi-
dently, had cut of. I'rom whoresoover
Billy Buntor was tele honing, and for
whatever reason be had censed to spealk,
he was finished with telophoning now.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh, both vtterly amazed, Iooked
at one another with startled cyes, in
Blicnce.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alarm In the Castle!

6 ELP 1" shrieked Billy Bunter—
soventy-five miles away from
the two estartled jumiors at
Wharton Lodge.

Scarcd ount of his fat wits, the Owl of
Greyfriars strugpled and howled.

Only & few moments apgo he had been
burbling on the telephone, " passing ™ to
hiz fat heart's content, in the n%relief
that, quits safe in Reynham Castle, ho
did not, after all,. need any protection.
Eut now-—

It was like an awful nightmare fo

the same, when youn see them,” va.l;{ged Billy Bunter. i .
Bunter. *Fat lot I want yon [ooking o had grasped him, from behind,
after me—as if I can't lock gfter he had not the remotest idea. Thoe prip

myzelf 1

““This beats 1t ! said Harry.

“The beatfulnesa is terrific I agreed
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

It was diffieult for the chums of the
Remove to make hend or tail of what

that was suddenly laid on him was liko
iron. He had heard no footstep—wha-

-gver had crept behind bim, had crept on

tiptos on the soft carpet, and probbed
h%:n a3 he sat at the telﬂﬁhnnﬂ.
(Continued on next page.)

Bunter had to say
over the phone.
But one thing, &k
least, was clear—
the fat Owl was
not, as usnal, look-
for 8 chance to
land himself for
the holideys
Wherever William
Georpe Bunter

FAROUS
froom

PIANO ACCORDIONS

BY ALL THE MOST
s KERS

i

e T e o Tl S e
TR S o
i B 2 B e e '

1

wa3, he was con- ity

tont to stay there. Bonsili, Steldenl, ¥issimia,
ot thati” Pancottl, Hohner,

. - g Crusiane!ll,

jeered the fat

voico, *Mind, I'm ﬂ.‘.ﬁ value for 42/-

not turm:a FOou m ﬂﬁiﬂ “ﬁ:p'i}‘maa nir ﬂﬁﬂml.ﬂm at

L1 =

down! T'll hove] SoREC o ave Strzp. 21 FPiano , 8 Easaes, Onsb Price $2/- or 2)-
n here for & few | firm tpsiniment b-L noe 4/ monthly’untl TR hm!ﬂlﬁmh%‘gﬂm o, Tutor.
8, a3 epon as 1 gﬂ“ “ﬂﬂ'_ 15 E\u“ﬁ n} [ . shma mwm :

can arrange it with
Sir Peter. But not)’

=

On  CArIaN =, .
f104. DENMARNE HILIL.

48 Eamm: 41 Kers,
& Q0. (Dept. A.G.A8w

4 ]
oh LOWDON. B.5.5.

unless you'ra jolly e rFy

civil about itl Hey, you chaps!

Sea 1" #/- DOWN brings Immedwte dellvery of a Blley * Home'
“You fat assl” : mh%mﬂm&ﬁ&d m%mmgm Bﬂ?ﬁ‘i’,
“And ift 'Fnu;,m N O el Write for Fres Art Lk -

EC1OnE o ) :

cheeky, Wharton, I _ £. 4. RILEY, I.‘I‘lﬂ.. ;llm-;rm

‘-"“i“ jolly well P & W 147, Aldecsgats L, Lendon, E.0.1.

B1lbLf— i ERLIARD TABLES,
wl Yow-owl|®¢ 32 for dstails.

Helpl Help!/TIBIA PKT, FREE, Lt kb e 2 K Pon,
elpt™ = . Comm rop Canndian  Mountio, Pontnge 2d :
“Wha-a-2-417 | Bt approval—ROBINEON BROS. (A), MORETON, WIHEAL.



10

Whoe—what—coulid 1t be? Whoever it
was, whatever it was, it was—danger|
Only too well the tervitied fab jumor
krew that,

‘I'he Smiler and the Ferret had been
left a hundred miles away in the Ford
—but even had they been at hand, it
was npimzginable that cither of them
porehd Liave penetrated within the battle-
sients of Revnlam Castle. Bub a grip
of iron was on the fat junior, who had
arrived at the eastle as Lord ham
—a grip in which he crumpled help-
lozsly. Ilo waa in an enemy's graspl

Hao leb out 2 sevies of sharp, wild
ghricks, before ko could Lo silenced,
Dut a hand clapped over his mouth
from behind stifled his eries. :

Billy Bunter had no more chance in
that powerful grasp than o rabbit in
the eoils of o serpent. He could not
even turn his head to eeo who it was
thary had attacked him, i .

A sinewy arm gripped him like a
Land of stee]l—a hard hand was pressed
o his spluttering mouth, and was
Jragred backwards.

Hardly knowing what he did, in his
frantio tervor, the fat junior kicked out
behind him,

13y great good luck, that sudden hack
Ismlcg on o el

Bunter heard a gasp of pain behind
liim, and the grasp of his unzeen assail-
st relaxced for the moment.

That moment was enough for the
frantic Ohwl.

Te tore lumsell away from the relax-
iz grasp, and bounded.

MNobody, sceing Billy Bunter at that
moment, would Dave suspected that his
movements were generally modclled on
ihnso of & tortoise. He ?‘&irljr flaw |

1is fect hardly touched the floor, as
Liec whizzed for the door on the corridor.

Ile did net even glimpse hia assail-
ant; hut he heard, bchind him, a
leaping footstep snd o panting breath
as ho flew. He felt a fierco grasp just
mt=s bis fat shoulder from behind.

Then he tore the door open
bounded out of the room,

“Help! Help ! Helpt™

e shrieked wildly as he bounded.

“ Ay lord 1 came a startled exelama-
Lo, James appearad in the covridor.

“Help ! Help ! YHelp 17 roared Bunter.

“¥our lordshi !

“Help ! Help ! Keep him off | Help 1™

Bunter, in Jus terror, was unaware
1that he had not beon pursued beyond
ihe deorway. Ilia mysterious assailant
did not show wp. Bunter, by almost
miraculous luck, had escaped from his
rrasp, and 1t was too late to zeize himn
aeain, with help at Hand aond startled
~crvants hurrying io the spot. But the
fat junior, in his terror, yclled and

and

velled.
“What--what—what has happened,
my lord 1 stnitered the astonished
Janana,

“Help " yelled Bunter.

Alany footsleps sounded in the pallory
gver the hall and the corridora that
kranched therefrom. The groom of tho
vhambers, three or four footmen, and
several other menservants arrived from
vavious diveetions.  Moro slowly, but
with as much haste as was consistent
with his portly dignity, Jasmond
srrived. More swiftly than any of them
cama Sir Petoer Lanchester. ith Sir
Peter came a rather hard-featured man
with sharp eyes, dressed in  black.
Bunter h not eren him before, but
the household knew him ns Mr. Tomlin-
gon, the baronoet's new socretery.

“What—" exclaimed 8ir Peter.

“ Help 1 roared Bunter.

“ James, what—"

Tue Macser LiBRARY.—No. 1,557,
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“Really I do not know, siv!” gosped

Jrines, “His lordship suddenly tushed
out of hia lordship's room calling for
help, mir—"

“ Witliapg—="

“Eelp 17

“ Ay dear Loy 1™ exclaimed 8ir Peter.
He grasped DBunter by tho shoulder.
“Tell me what has happencd st once 1

*Oh cnke,{f!“ gasped Bunter. He
pulled himself together a littla aa he
realizged that he was in the midst of a
crowd and thet the danger waa past.
“0Oh loy’ | Oh crwnbs! I say, keep him

off 1"
“IHim! Whot”
“Ho ecollared me from bohind (2

gasped Bunter,

“ Whao did 1™

“He did! I didu't see him; he gob
me from behind while I waa sitting at
the telephone!” spluttered Bunter,
“He's 1 my rooms now! Oh crikey|”

“Good gad! Dapossible | What——"

“1 tell you he got me!”™ roared
Bunter. “Hg's there now! Tell the
rervants to collar hiw! James, go into
that vroom at once and bag thot beast!
Do you hear ma i

“Yes, my lord!” gasped James.

Dunter’s man went at once into the
King's Room,

Bir FPeter Lanchostor gave Dunter o

searching look, then ho turned to his
Eofretary.

"Tﬂmlinmn, scarch at oneo '

The hard-faced, hawk-eyed man
stepped quickly inte the room after
Jumes, Sir Peter vapped orders to the

clustering menservants. ‘Lhey gathered
roundd the door of the King's Room and
the door of the adjoining bed-room. If
any stranger was in either room his
escane was cnt off ; ancd as he had nog
followed Bunter out inte the corridor,
he was still there—if Le had been there
at all.

Thor tho old baronet stepped into the
YOOI,

Bunter volled aa far as the doorwary
and blinked in after him; he did not
mean to enter nnkil that mysterious
assatlent was securcd.

Swiftly the room was scarched.

There was a pood deal of space to
cover and a great many massive ariicles
of furniture to look under and behind,
but in five minntes Mr., Tomlinson had
ecanned every inch of space, :

There was a slightly sarcastic expres-
ston on Mr., Tomlimson’s hard face.

“"MNo one i here, Bir Poter,”' he raid.

“"Really it secims 1mpossible,” said
=2ir Poter.

“Quite !” said Mr. Tomlinson.

“Pon't talk rot!” roared Bunter.

Mr, Tomlinzon gave a sovk of convul-
sivea junp and stared round at Bunter.
“What did you say? he ejacnlated.
“1 emid don't talk rot!® hooted
Bunter. * That man’s got to be found |”

“No one iz herg-———"

“ Rubbizh 1

“Pleaso address Alr. "Loinlinzon more
respectfully, William,” said Sir Peter.
“AMr. Tomlinson is my—mny scorotary.’

“I don’t care who ho 13! He's talk-
ing rot!l™ i

“Really, William——"

“That man’s got to be found ¥
Buntar.

The haronot made a pesture fo
James, who left the apartment.

Billy Bunter, still no farther in than
the doorway, glared angrily through
hiz big spectacles. Obviously-—to Bunter
—the mysterious assailant waa still
there, and ke had to be found.

Bir Peter looked ingquiringly at Tom-
linson, The sarcastie expression had
returned to Mr. Tomlinson's face.

roared

U No one is heve, Sir Delen,™ he said,
apesking in a low voice. “The boy has
had an attack of nervea™

“"You are sbsolutely certain—"

“1 have been o dotective for twenty
years, and I imagino that aln
capable of mnrﬂhin% & yoom,™ answercd
Mr. Fomlinson dryliv.

*“ Oh, quite, quito | But "—the baronus
spoke in 8 whisper—"vyou kpow my
plan, Tomlinson. The boy is here io
draw the attacks of the kidnappers;
you are here to watch for them and lay
tiem by the heels, If there has been
an attack-—-"

“No ogne is hera 17

“But tho boy—** .

“Nerves!” said Me. Tomlineon sar-
ﬂaatiﬂalli,r “He fancies there ia danger,
and he has fancied sn atteck 1?

“On previous occagions ho has shown
remorkable courage and presence of
mind, Tomlinson.”

The detective fixed his keen, hard
eyes on the fat, scared face in the door-
way for a moment, then he shrugged hia
shoulders.

“Ha does not look it 1" he sald dryly.

“Perhaps not at the moment, but
cortainly he has shown great couragoe
this very day,” persisted Sir Peter, “1
can hardly believe that he bas been
friFhl‘.&nﬂd at nothing.*

“No one is herve, siv "

“It ia inexplicable,” said Bir Poler:
and the detective, with another shrug
nf tho shoulders, walked out of the
King's Room, Billy Bunter giving hjm
an mimical glave as he went.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business !

€l OW  the thump did
away

“Aly dear boy——"
“"He must have nipped
through the bed-roony—=*

“But——""

“*And dodged down Lhe corridori”
zaid Bunter.

“Really, William—"

“That must be it, &3 Le 1su't hore
now,” eald Bunter.

Even Billy Bunier waa eatisfied ot
Iast that there was no extraneous person
in his rooms, Havini; over the
whole ground himeself, he could trust the
evidenco of his own ecyes and his g
spectacles. '

Mo one was there. Bunter could only
suppose that when he ran yelling into
the corridor the assailant had cut
through the bed-reom and escaped by
the door on the corridor farther along.

In that .case, it was extraordinarvy
that James had not seen bim; but a3
it was the only possible explanation, to
Bunter's mind, he settled on it

Sir Peter Lanchester had a  very
douhtful logk, however.* Jamics had
been drawn to the epot at once by
Bunter's yells Burely he would have
reen & stranger in the corridor | Besides,
if the man had got clear from the
King's Hoom where was he? Rooms
and corridors up and down and round
about wera searchod by innumerable
gervants without & sign of anyone being
found. 3

Sir Petor inclined to the opinion of
Mr. Tomlinson. That gentleman was
an experienced detestive, engaged undey
cover of a secrataryship to keep watch
and ward in the castle while his “lord-
ghip * was there. Bunter was ths bait,
m«:f Tomlinson was the trap, as it were,
and between them Sir Peter hoped to
snaffle the mysterious ga;ag who were
after his ward; but he bhad no use for

he gob



a false alarm, and he was disturbed
snd annoyed. . :

“You say that you were seized from
behind a& you sat at the telephone,” he
gaid slowly. “In that case, how did
you get frec, William?" _

“T hacked the rotter’s shins | snapped
Bunter., “You needn't fanecy that- I
was seared, like that cheeky secratary
of vours; I was perfectly cool.”

“You did not see him "

“Think Fve got eyes in the back of
my head?" unter was annoyed as
well as Lord Reynbam’s guardian,

2ir Peter breathed rather hard.

* But when you got loose, did you not
sce him 3" _

“1 eut for the door. I wasn't fright-
cned, but I thought I'd better get help
in handling him.” - ]

“There iz no sign of him to be found,
William."

e oy FEF L L o

% From HARRY WHARTON,
Form-Captain.

Here’s {0 us and everyone,

May roe all enjoy the fun .

, O pood old Chyristmas while it's

ad here

And friendship through the corning
pear |

From FISHER TARLETON FISH,
ES‘Q‘-, 'ﬂr NE-'H!' lrﬂrhp ﬂ!ﬁii‘!t

Say, fou guys, a merry greeting,
Happy Uhrisimas and the vest,
May wour Christmas fun cant

L

Nay it be the very best!
Sure, jpou're y safe in betling

This child's being poid 1o writle,
Twenty cents a line I'm getting,

And Pmweorking here all night—
{The remaoining 548,568 Hnes of
i thia greeting hove been omited
¥ wmeing to lack of space.—ED.)

From PETER TONOD, Eag., of Todd,
Todd & Todd, Solicilors.
WHEREAS, upon  Decermber
freenty-flve
The FESTIVAL OF CHRISTMAS

will errive,
The wnineteon-thiriy-sceventh yeor
re »

Esg.,

¥

“I know that. He's got aw And
if he comes back again he will jolly wel
find me ready for him, I know that!”
said Bunter, with emphasis. * He's not
gotting hold of me sagain, I can tell
}.ml 1?!

“Now, listen to me, William,” eaid
Sir Pater quietly. “As you know, I
hope that vour presence here may load
those kidnapping scoundrele to show
their hand, snd enable me to deal with
them, Mr. Tomlinson, who is hers
under the name of a secretary, I3
actually a dotective, on the wateh for
them."

“Then he jolly well ought to be able
to snaffle that rotter whe cellared me [
snappod Bunter.

" His opinion is that there was no one
here™ i

“Then he's & fool |

“What 7"

“¥You'd better sack him and get &
Letter man.”

Sir Petor breathed harder.

“Mr. Tomlinson is a detective of very
groat experience,” He said, i

“Is hel!" snecered Bumter, * Well,
they say experience makes fools wise. It
hasn't done eo in his case.” .

“I agree with his opinion,” said Sir
Peier sharply.

¥ Rot 1*

(]

=

-about like & hen on hot brick
.. *What 1" gasped Bir Peter.

Grand Christmas 'RNumber
“What did you say?” gasped Sir

Pater.
“ 1 said rot[” retorted Bunter. “I've
been attacked. The man's a fool! He

ought not to have let that blighter get
if he's & tive. Fab lot of

oW
%ﬁ“ﬂ having a eilly ass liko that abount
the place !

“Listen to me! You know why you

. are hére. I have every hope that the

gang of rasoals will make an attack
upon you, and give Mr. Tomlinson his
opportunity. But that ean only happen
outside the castle, Within the walls you
are perfcetly safo, and I must tell you
plainly that I desire you to show more

-gelf-possession, and not to cause wun-

necessary alarms.”

“Think I was going to let that rotter
bag me!"” roared Bunter. **'What good
would your silly Tomlinson be if that
rotter had got away with me?”

"1:-":'- "o

¥ Grepfriars
! Greetings &

i e

NOW BE IT ENOWN, Lo cveryone
concerned,

I, Peter Todd, do BY THESE
PRESENTS send

My Gﬂﬂlﬂﬂfﬂ GREETING
unio every '

May he {or they) o RECORD
CHRISTMAS find,

This given upon my Hand and
Seal, and signed !

PETER TODD.

Fromx HOBACE JAMES COHKER,
Egq., Fifth Form.

May you share o joley party,

A jolley pority moy you share,
May the fare be good amwd harty,

Good and horty may be the fare,
May wour phun be verry jolley,

Jolley phun, muck joliey phun,
And maoy evvergroun be jolley,
Ferry jolley, ecvergiounl

{.tatj PRIZE awarded to this effort.
—lEﬂ'i

it
éven remotely possible that even if an
enemy penetrated fo this rpom end

“That is nopsensel Do you fanc

seized you, he could kave got you out
of the castlo?”
“Oh 1 said Bunter.
Really, it did not scem probable.
Billy Bunter certsinly been
grasped in that room by an enemy. Ho
knew that, if Sir Peter and the detective
did net. But how tho rascal had hoped
to get away with the sup | Lord
Reynham, after collaring him in the
King's Room, was quite & mystery.
Obviously he could not have carried a
wriggiing,'tr.&uanking prisoner down the
corridors msnd the grand staircase, and
out at the massive double doors, |
“¥on pee yourself that it is impos-
sible,” said Sir Peter severely. “A
trick of the imagination, " .
“I know I was grabbed from behind.”
“MNervousnese,” said Sir  Peier.
“ Fancy 1" =l
“I'm not a fellow to-get nervous!”
yapped Bunter. * Wasz I nervous in the
r when that blighter was shooting at
tha tyres, and then, when that lorry
barred the road, and you were jumping
s
“You snapped
Eunter. tellp you

nervy |

may be
And I can

“1'm not,

{his—I'm going to have some Greyfriars
pala heve with me.” '

" Nonsense 1" said Sir Peter decisively.
4 Buch o thing 1s impossible, as 1 have
already told you. In the circum-
stances——"

“I'm having - some friends here
vappod Bunler, -

“Nothing of -the kind! I ecannot
assont to that.™

“Well, I mecan it,” esid Bunter. "1
can jolly well tell you I menn business!”

"1] must point out to you,” said S
Teter sternly, * that much as T"am under
an obligation to you, you are here under
my instructions and orders.”

*“Oh, nm I?” said Bunter defiantly.
“ Perhaps you'd rather I went

“That is impossible now, You are
perfectly well aware that now that
metters have gone so far it is impos-
gible I” exclaimed Sir Peter.

RERCRENE T SRR

From The Right Hon., the EARL
MAULEVERER.

¥es, Legad, I'Il add my wishes
If X ik upon o rhyme,

Moy yor have somae decentl dishes
A this merry Christmas time.

Mind, X didn't mcaen o wrile
Anythin® like that, gou knotw ;

I'in feelin® rather tired to-night;
And—er—tumply-tumpiy-

timpiy-toel
{Sorrg—coar't think of a rhypree.~M,)

1T
L]

From WILLIAM GEORGE BUX-
TER, of no visible means of
suppork.

I say, wou felloes, may yox eal at
aile

Enwff fo sottisfy wore appetight,

And if gore stromg and stowt lilte
me, T trussed

You won't be sattisficd until gyon
st |

From THOMAS DUTTON, Esq.,
Remoarve Form.
Whot's that ¥ Eh ?
What did you say ¥
Ok, go qway I

TR T T T T R el Y T T A N 5 T T T PR R T T e e

i

Bunter grinned. He was guite well
aware of that,

Now that he had been shown to the
whole castle as Lord Reynham, he had
becomna absolutely indispensable.

This strange game was a game that
could be' played only once.  Obviously
Sir Peter could not discard Bunter, snd
trot out another follow to be called Lozd
Reyoham—not after all the castle had
seen Bunter as his lordship.

LEither he had to give up the whole
plan, or make the best of Bunter,

 Well, not go much about instructions
and orders, then,” eaid the fat Owl in-
dependently. “I'm jolly well taking
care of myself, I know that. Thas
blighter who collared me gob into the
castle somehow. He may be one of the
servants, for all I know.’

" Nonsense |

“Well, I'm taking €i!«:all:,r
he doesn't get hold of
vapped Bunter. “Why, look at the
telephone ! There's the receiver hang-
ing on the end of the cord! Think I
have left it like that if I hadn’t been
collarad while I was using it1"

Sir Pater compressed his lips.

“PDinner in a gquarter of ar hour,” he
said, and walked out of the Kings

Tag MagNer Lisgary.—No. 1,55T.
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Room. IHe geemed to have had enough
of Bunter, for the present,

Billy Bunter snorted as the door elosed
after the baronet. Then ho rolled aver
to the telephone and replaced the
reeeivaer.

A moment later the hell rang, and he
put the receiver up to a fat car. ¢

P W

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Gepulne Goods!
DERR? WHARTON gave a gasp of

vilief.
wl 1vc+m
claimed.

“{Good ego!" gaid Iurreo Jamsck
Itam Singh.

- It was an immense relief {0 hoth the
juniors ak Wharton Ladge,

That sadden breaking off of Bunto's
call, endding 1 wild howls for help, had
naturally alarmed them.

At a distance of seventy-five miles they
raald do nothing, Tf Dunler was, as ik
;uppmrcd, in danger, they could not help
11148,

All that Whartan eould o was 1o ring
up the exchange and ask thoen to ascer-
tain the number from which be had been
called, and put lnim back on it

That occupied some time, and even
whea the number was asceriained by an
abliging operalor, no gnswer came. But
Wharton [earned that the call had como

through ! he ox-

from  the Castlewood exchange in
Bussex, which indicaled that Buonter
really  had been phoning from thab

county, whether from a castle or not,

Then zuddenly Wharton got through,
and, to lis great relief, a well-kuown
fat veueo canie to his eara

“Tallol That you, Wharion ¥

“"Yes ¥ gasped Ilarvry.  “"LThat you,
Bunter

*You bet1?

“What did veu eut off [or? What did
vou  yell for?™  demamded Wharion.
"You made me think sencthing had
bhappensd to you, you fat ass "

" {Jh, really, Wharton——="

“Well, what did vou mean Iy i, vou
fat, blitheroy ™

“1've bean attacked—"

Le l“'r]lﬂt- I"I:r:r

“1 was grabbed from el while I
was phoning. I should be kidnapped
now, and taken goodness knows where,
tf I hadn't gob away.”

“Oh crumbs I

“I can tell you, T'm }:}mning now with
one eye over my shoulder, in caze that
blighter should show up againt I say,
I aw’t safo heree T thought T was, but
I ain't. I say, old chap, you promised
to spend Christmas wilth me at tha
castle—you know you did! I want you
1o come at once rink Inky with vou.”

“0h scissors! Where?™

“To Reynham Casile, in Sussex, near
o town called Castlewood. That's
where I am now.”

Wharton and Huorree Jams:et Ramn
Singh locked at one another. 'LThey
knew that Bunter's call had come from
Castlewood in Sussex. They wondered
iizeily  whether there really was a
Reynham Castle, and whether Bunter
coild possibly be there.

“Ciet here just as qﬁzick as you con 1
gasped Bunter, over the wires, “Fm in
danrer every minute, dey and night!
You ain't the fellow to let a pal down,
Iarry, old chap. The other fellows can
eome along as scon as yvou like, You’ll
all be together over the hols. But ]
want some of you guick. Just hop into
o car and cut gver—"

“Oh, my hat I gasped Wharton. “Is
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there really such a place as Koynnam
Castle, Bunter?”

“You silly idiot!™ wyelled Bunter.
“1'm phoning from it! Coma over at
once, and ask for Lord Revynham.™

“0Oh crumba! Think we can butt'in
on Lord Reynham without being asked,
Eﬂu fat chump—if therse really is a Lord

eynham? hat would he say when he
saw us 1™

“You can be jolly sure that Lord
Reynham will be glad to see you! He,
he, he! I can answer for that! Look
here, yom mayn't be able to get a traan,
and I dare say vou've no car available
I'll send one for you.”

“Wha-a-t?"

“TI'll send you one of my cors from
hore”

“Your cars ! gasped Wharton.

“Yes, right at once ! Léok here, I
don’t know how far it is—about sixty or

seventy miles, I believe—to your place
im Surrey. 'l tell one of my ¢E:a,u{-
fourge— "

“One of your chauffenrs!” gurgled
Wharton.

“Yes, I'll tell one of my chauffeurs to
cot across just as fast as he can, and
fetch vou f??r. Eﬂmﬁijﬂ[ my cara can do
2eVenty, ancy——

“Oh crikey | Only some of thom ™

“You'll gt here to-night, anybow, I
shall stay lu]ij for you. I jolly well
shan't go to bed hera slone, I can tell
you, I might be grabbed while I was
aslecp. 'l tell the man to go all but
Have your bags packed rcady.”

ITarry Wharton gasped,. .

“¥ou'll come?” asked Bunker anxi-
ously, “I'm relying on you, you know,
You said you'd come for Christmas™

"Ves: but it was all gammon——"

“Jook here, you fathead, will ému
come if I sond the car? I'll sond 2
Rolls-Royce with a chauffour in the

Heynham  livery! Will that satizfy
you, you ass?"

“0Oh, yes! Dut—"

“That's that, then! T shall have to
cut off pow, or 1 shall be late for
dinner! 1 don't want to be late for
dinner—that's important! You can

{'X‘]]ﬂ'ﬂt t-hillt CAT UnQer Fﬂ"ﬂl I'H.'I:I.'II.'Ea-
‘But——" gasped Wharton,
“Mind you're ready—yon and Inky

whppp—"

“DBut——" stuttered the ecaptain of
ithe Remove. here, you fat
chump, I can’t make out whether you're
gassing, or gone off your rocker, or
what! But if that car comes for us
before bed-time thns evening, we'll come
over. :

“That's all nght!” said Bunter. 1
shall expect you! I shall be all vight
ab dinnor, of course—and after that,
I'll keep James with me till you come.™

“"Who's JamesT"

"My valet V'’

“0Oh crikey 1"

Bunter rang off. ;

Harry Wharton put up the receiver
and gazed at the dusky face of Huorrec
Jamset Rom Singh. .

The Naboly of Bhanipur gazed at him,

“"Can vou make all this out, Inky?
askod Harrﬂu .

“The makcontfulness is not terrific !
answared the nabob, with a shake of his
dusky head.

“Ja thare really a Rﬂ:.‘n!lnm Castle,

and is Bunter really there?’ _

“It beging to look like it, my
esteemed chum,”

“But how—and why—end which
nnd_li

“Perhapsfully *~ the esteemed and

idiotic Bunter will explain when we sce
him,* zaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“But we know of our own dhsurd
knowledze that some ridiculous kid-

napper has been after him, so it is not
ell moonshine.”- .

“¥ea, that's soc—hut—blessed if I can
make head or tail of it] Who the
thump is Lord Reynham 1"

“Tha esteemed goodness knows.™

'If he's got a castle, how the dickens
did Bunter barge inte it1™

Hurren Jamset Ram Singh shook his
head, He had to give that one up.

“Well, if it's ntrniﬂ::th we've got to
go!” said Harry, “ unter’s really
im danger, of courss, I'd be glad to
stand by the fat duffer. We sard we'd
go to the jolly old castle for Christmas
—thinking it was all spoof-—but if is
izn’t, we shall have to p]-ag up, Bul,

suppose if Lord Reynhem allows
Bunter to send o car for us, we can tako
it that he's given Bunter permission to
ask his fricnds there. That's all right.
B e

“But—-—'" griopned Hurres Jamsct
Ram Singh,

“But 1t's all gpammon ™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton, “I can't make it ous
—but it’e sll pammon, or most of it.
Anyhow, I shall believe in that jolly
old lnrﬁship’a cer when I see it—and
not before,”

“The secfulness will be the Lelieveful-
ness '™ agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

And the chuma of the Remove could
only leave it at that.

If one of his lordship’s chauffenrs
camo to fotch them in one of his lord-

ship’s cars they had to take it as
genuine. But they did not expect that
car to arrive at ‘I.\'-?harbun Lodge.

. However, if it come, they were going
in tt; and they pachked their suitcasea
ready, But they could not help feeling
that thcg wore allowing the fat and
i'atunus wl of the Remove to pull their
s,
After packing, and supper, they sat
down to the radio in the hall—not cx-
pecting to bo interrupted by the arrival
of a Rolls from a castle in Sussex—and
yeb wondering,

_Ab half-ﬁast nine, which was bhed-
time for the Remove fellows at Grey-
friars, Wharton shut off the wircless,

“Any good sitting up, Inky?™ he
asked.

“Let us give hia esteemed lordship’s
chauffeur half an hour 1" suggested the
Nabob of Bhampar.

But it was only & few minutes later
that the grinding of a car was heard
on the drive outaide.

Wharton and Hurree
exchanged quick glances,

Then Wharton Tan to the door, and
threw it open. Headhights flashed
through the frosty December night.
The car halted. It was a Rolls-Royce—
& handsome end very expemsive car—
driven by a chauffeur in livery.

“Aly only esteemed hat 1" murmurced
linrres Jamset Ram Bingh.

Harry Wharton ran out to the car,

"The chauffeur touchod his hat.

“You—vyou've called for usi’" gasped
1Earry.

“Lord Reynham's instructions, sir,
were to esll at Wharton Lodge for M.
Wharton and FPrince Hurrce Singhl”
said the chauffeur.

“TLord Revnlvam ™

“Yes, szl

“Any message from Bunteri"

“Bunter, sir? 1 have not secon any
%Euﬂ‘uma:n of that name at the castle.
Aly instructions were given me by his
hrdfw.}'ﬂ ' mﬁ"; attles it, I p

“Well, that seftles i sappose I’
gasped Harry. :

It was settled. In five minutes, the
guitcases were on the car, Wharton and
Hurren Jamset "Ram Eh'&g‘h having
donned coots and searves and hats, were

Singh
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sitting in the Rolls—gliding out of the
gates of Wharton ge.

The car shot sway=—the headlights
elaving through December darkness

lo the car, the two juniors looked ab
onc another in hopeless puzzlement.

“Can you make 1t out, Inky "’ asked
Harry.

“Not in the leastfully I

“Anyhow, we're gomg' to Reynham
Castle on his jolly old lordship’s insirue-
tions | I suppose Lord Beynham knows
whether he wante us or not [”

“Probably I grinned the nabaob.

“But 1t boats me 1

“The beatfulness 18 terrific "

And the two perplexed juniors counld
only wondor as the ewift car ate wup
thie miles for Sussex.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Lordly Lord !
NORE |
“William 1™
Snora |
“ Really, William—"*
sSnore |

The lord of Reynham Castle sat, or
rather, sprawled, in a large deep arm-
chair gﬂﬂte fireside m the great Library,

The hour was late,

Late as it was, the new lord of Reﬁn-
ham showed no desire to go to bed—
and was, In determined not to go
to¢ bed, On the other hand, he was
sleapy. .

Being sleepy, he went to sleep. Being
asleep, he soored, The decp ra-
verberating rumble, that was wont to
wake the echoes in the Remove dormi-
tory at Greyfriars, now woke them in
the library of the gml‘- casila.

Bunter had dined well. Hias anticipa-

Grand Christinas Fumber
J‘r |
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tions with regard to the food had been
realized—more than realised.  IE was
good, and it was unlimited, Dining in
state, with a footman behind his chair,
suited Bonter—though his aitention was
given mors to tho food than to the
stateliness. How many courses there
woere abt dinner, Bunter hardly knew;
but he knew that he had made & regulax
meal at every one of them.

After such exertions, he needed a rest.
But” he was not going to bed—not till
hiz Greyfriars pals arrived. He was
not going to be grabbed again—not if
Bunter knew it. Harry Wharton and
Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh would be at
the castlo that nigiht, and as soon after-
wards as he eould, he was poing fo
gather in Bob Cherry, Frank Nngent,
and Johnny Ball. With the Famous
Five vound him, he wﬂa-gain% to he
safe. And “safeiy firet ¥ was Bunter’s
moito, -

Siy Peter shook him by the shoulder
at eleven o'clock. Bnores were his only
reward-

Bir Peter Lanchester was in rather a
difficult position with regard to the new
lord of Reynham. One day and even-
ing with DBunter had rather changed
his opinion of that fat youth, But he
was, so to speak, *for ik Bunter was
there for a special purpose—which,
without Bunter, eould hot be carriec
oubt. He had takon it for granted thal

schoolboy would carry out all his
instructions with respectful alaerity.
He had learned alre 3; that Bunter'z
idea was fo suit himself; and that the
fat youth had to be treated with tack

It was rather awkward. By his own
act, Bunter had been recognised as
Lord Repoham, owner and mastér of
the castle and the vast estate, True,
Sir Peter had authority as guardian,

e "-I.‘f'- r‘r:::l r_!.,lll _.|I ?,I'I !':IJ' i :"'Fr t.;-.

A sinewy hand gripped Bunter like a band of steel and he was dragged backwards. Hardly knowing what he did in his
frantic terror, the fat junior Kicked out behind him, Thers was a gasp of paln from his assallant !
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still, a noble lord had to be allowed to
have a will of his own.. And it seemed
ithat Bunter, being for the once a lord,
was going to have a full Jord's ticket,
a3 1t were. Bunter was, in fact, the
fellow to take full advantege of the
peculiay  position in which he was
plaoed.

Shake, shake, shake!

Bunter's eyes opened at last behind
his spectacles. He gave the baronet an
irvitated blinlk.

“Legpo—lemma  along | Wharrer
vou waking mc up for?™ he vapped.

“Willtam, it i3 long past Eed-timm
It is past my own bed-time " znapped
hEa:“I oter., . “¥You really must go to

e 7]

“Have my friends arrived yet "

. “No ! said Sir Peter, compressing his

17,
“Then I'm not going to bed I”

I ropept-——="

“¥ou ecan go, if you like! said
Bunter, blinking at_ him. "I'm net
kecping you up, am I? I'm not going
till my pels arvive " \

“1 had betier speak to Iv{ru plainly, T
think,” said Sir Peter. “In the cirewn-
stances as 1 have told vou, you cannot
have your friends fromr OGrevirinis
here,” i

“an't 1?" said Bunter, now fully
awnke, and giving the old gentleman o
belligerent blink.,  * Well, I've sent a
CAr E:rr them, and they're coming |

“1t was a great eh to me, to loarn
that you had dispatched
William, without consulting me——
“ Y suppose o fellow can do as he likes,

his own castle 1"

“YWhat " rosred Bir Peter.

(Continued on page 10.)
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(Conlinued from poge 1a.}

“Yan neean't well at a follow i said
Punter coolly.. “Am [ Lord Licyulioem
or not?" i

Sir Petor plared at him,

1 sent that car,” went on Duulern,
“Leenuse 1 jolly well chose to. 1 vou
think I'm going to be grabbed in the
middle of the mght, you're mistalien.
That's plain Dnghsh! I'd eather clear
off this blessed minute than go to bed
without some other fellows in the room.
T'in prepared fo take risks—nothing
wrong with pluck, I hope-=but I'in
not going to be grabbed while I'in
asloop—""

“No one could possibly pencirale into
the castle—"-" Pl s

“SBomebody jolly well did, this even-
mg t”

g’l‘hnt was sheer imagination—"

“Rol 1™ said Bunter,

8ir Peter Lanchester appeared on the
point of choling, for a moment. :

Bunler sat up and blinked at Lim
calmly. He was in the strongest of

ositipns: he had, in fact, the upper
Enml, now that Sir Peter had announced
hwim a5 his ward, Williamm Lerd Royn-
haan,

The baronet could not unde wihat he
had doene. Only by throwing u{x his
whole elaborate plan, could he deal with
Bunter az he fervently wished to du
And that was not to be thought of.

“1 know whether 1 was bagged or
not I eaid Bunter. “It's no good tali-
ing rot—I've got mo use for iti I'm
wailting for my friends—"

“1 tell vou—" roared Sir DPeler.

1lo broke off suddenly as the hlu-aac'iv
door opened. A rether tall and hand-
sOMEe JOung Iman in  evoning clotles
eame in, smoking & cigarette. 'This was
Claptain Reynham, cousin the youilfg
lord: and the only near felative of
Lovd Revnham, old Sir Peter beig o
disianit connection.

The voung Army man glanced from
his uncle to Bunter, and back ogain to
[ir Peter. He could see that he had
juterrupted some dispute.

A frintly sarcastio and contempinous
emile eame over his face as his glanco
dwelt on Bunter. A

Rupert Reynham, like all the other
residents in the castle, took Bunter at
faco value. Sir Petsr had browght him
there as Lord Reynham, and that was
ithat, Nobody at the castle had seen
the real lord since he was o small bor:
Lbut Rupert, as it happencd, had not
seen him sines babyhood, having been
abroad for veara with his regiment. Sa
I had not. naturally, the remolest LS
picion of the trick that wa: being
plaged.

But having met the young lord at
dinnor, he had not been favourably im-
meSE& h{ him—and now he scemed
still less favourably impressed. There
wern several traces of dinner loft round
Bunter's mouth, and some splashes on
Lis expansive white shirt-front, which
really were not 1in accordanco with the
best traditions of the nobility.

Tho captain took him as Lord Ileyn-
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ham; but he took Lord Revnham as &
feaviul “bounder.”

“Sill up, William " drewled the
captain, loungiog clegantly across Lhe
room, and leaning on the mantelpicco
az ho smoked his cigarette.

“I suppose 1 can stay up as late as
I like in my own house!™ Enapped
Boeuter,

Birnter senscd, rather than saw, that
the clogant young Army man regarded
him with a sarcastio and amused eyo.

Awnd Bunier was not going to take any
cheel: from him. The son of & youngoer
son, Captain Reynhbam was poor, while
his Cousin William was rich. And
Bunter, just at present, was his rich
Cousin William |

With all his Army swanly, ps Bunter
regarded it, the captain was, in point
of fact, a hanger-en of a rich relation
=it was only as ne;ahew of the young
lord’s guardian that he had & footing in
the castle at all. If ke wanted to hang
ou in Bunter's castle, he waa going to
Lo eivil about it, or Lord Bunter was
poing to know the reason why ! '

“Oh! Naturally I drawled the cap-
taiz.  * But I suppose you did not stay
up till midnight at school

“I1 can do as I like in the hols," said

Bunter. * Pretty state of things, if =
lord ean’t do as he likes in his own
ancestral halls.”

“OL 1™ gasped the captain., " Quite !

“I—I was just suggesting to William
that it was timme for bed, Rupert”
stammered Sir Peter. " Now, my dear
William—"*

Snorel

Bunter closed his eyes behind Lis big
spectacles, and snored. He was not
nsleep—but he wes going to sleep. Lovd
Eeynham was poing to do wﬁnt was
vight in his own eyes, in his own castle.!

Captain Hevnham looked at him, and
now that Bunter's eyes were closed, did
not take the trouble to conceal his con-
temptuous scorn. There was, in fact, n
striking contrast between the faf,
snoring owl, and the tall and elegant
young Avmy man.

“Good gad!l” the eaptain murmured
in a low voice that did not reach
Bunter's fat ears. *I've wondered a

good many times what my noble cousin.

was like, Uncle Petor, but I naver
imagined anythin' like this{ What a
shockin® bounder 1™

“The box has lms faults, no doubt!”
murmured Sir Poter, No doubt the old

entlemar was wishing that he had

rome rather more elosely acquainted
with Bunter before sclecting lum to
play this extraordinary pert at Reyn-
Iinr Castla. . .

“Ha was aft Grevfviars, I think vou
told me ™

[ 7] EEE‘*I!

“Ho does not do the school much
tredit.”

Bix Peter made no reply to that, Ia
Dhieard the sound of a distant ring, and
loft the library hurriedly.

Captain Reynham was left to finish
his cigarette, and to regerd the sprawl-
ing figure in the armchair—and Bunter,
opening his eyes suddenly behind his
gpectacles, was stortfed by the black
antid bitter look he unexpectedly spotted
ou the caplain’s face. .

Dut that look was gone in & moment,
and the captain was smiling affably.

Bunter blinked at him suspiciously.

“Wheve's the old bean?” he asked.

“The—the what?”

“ My guardiant®

“Oh! Sir Peter wont out & few
minutes ago--1 think esomebody has

arrived——" _

“B#y friends, most likely!" said
Bunter, and he heaved himself out of
the .armchair. ¥ Good i ]

“One moment, William |* eaid the
caplatn softl] “TFor some reason—I
really dont know why, but I could sce
it casily enough when vou told hin
about the car pt dinder—your guardian
doez not want your Greyfriars friends

ere—"" :

“Nothing to do with youl” =said
Buntor.

The captain seemed to gulp.

“0Oh, no! DBut—I thought of suggest-
ing that you might think fit to regard
:.'n:.l]r gl!f.trdiau'a wishes in thisa matter
ang-—"

“Did youl" maid Bunter, blinking at
him. * Wall, when I want advice from
pootr relations. I'll ask .for it. EKeep it

. till then !

With that, Billy Bunter rolled away
to the door—leaving the captain staring
aftor him, tronshxed.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Reception !
6 B UNTER?™ repeated Jasinond.

. *Ho's here, I suppose 1" said
Harry Wharton,
; “1 do not know the name,
BiT

Yy, my hat|"

IMerry - Wharton and Hurree Jamsot
Ram Bingh had arrived. The car bad
stepped at o vast portico. A footman
hrad let them mm—but the butler swam
up from somewhers, They stood 1o the

reat hall—hats and coats taken by
ﬁnferi:ut.ml hands.

The two juniors bad, naturslly, ex-
pected Bunter to meet them when they
came in, as he had been so eager for
them to come.  Still, the journey had
taken time, ond possibly the fat Owl
had gona to bed. But when the butler
stated that he did not know the name,
it was something like a knock-down
blow. The car from Reynham Castle
Lad convineed them—how could it havo
come to fetch them, if Bunter was not
therc? Yet, it seemed, Bunter was not
there. It scemed as if mystery was
piled on mystery

“Look here, we
Bunter—a Groyiviars fellow—here | ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. “Isn’t he
staying heve with Lord: Reynham "

“There aro no guests in tho castle at

resent, sir, except Captain Reynham,
yig lordship's consin.”

* Who sont the car for us, then?"

“His lardshﬁ: gave his instructions
persanally, sir.”

The two juniors locked &t one
another. If Bunter was not there, they
had no business there. But if he was
ot there, why on earih had Lord Beyn-
ham sent the car for them—how, indeed,
did his lordship even know of their
existence ¥ ] 1

They knew nothing of him: and—
unless from Bunter—he could know
nothing of them | It was quite bewilder-

IF¥

expected to  seo

g,

EW-:.-H, I suppose we'd betier see
Lord Revnham, as he sent the car for
us,” said Harry. 1 suppose he's here.™

“His lordship is in 1he library, sirl
I will inform him—"

“You need mot trouble, Jasmond [
It was Sir Peter Lanchester’s voer  as
lia came hurciedly from the direction
of tho library. *¥You may leave these
voung gentlemen ro me.”

-* Very good, sirl” ]

Jasmond fsded out of the picture;
and at a glance from Bir Peter, the
other menservants faded awus The
gilver-haired old baronet was left alone
with the two new arrivals.

S Master Wharton, and—and Hurree
Inkpot Jam, I think—"



“My estoemed name is Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, excellent and
ridiculous sir]” purred the Nabob of

AIIPLLT; . :

Sir Peter blinked st him, s

“Oh 1" he gasped. * Exactly ! William
Ias montioned your name to me, but I
did not quite recglle——"

“The rememberfulness of my absurd
name is not always terrific!" assentod
the nabob, politely. .

"0Oh ¥ sped Bir Peter agoam.
“Quite! Now, my boys, I-—I under-
stand that you have come here on the
invitation of a—i—a schoolfellow 1™

“That's it, sir 1" said Harry. “Wo
cxpected to find Bunter here—but it
seems to have been Lord Reynham who
sent the car——"

“(h, yes| Precisely! Lord Reynham,
as I daresay youn know, i3 my
ward—" stammered Sir Peter.

“Wa don't koow anything about
“We've

him,” said Harry Wharton.

GEORGE WINGATE.

My most exciting Amas was chen
Iwas a kid. On Christinas tnorning
I climbed a foot el and was
sillng on the fop when the branch
slotely brohe in halves,

thought into fwently seconds., Why I
wasn't killed I don't know. I kil
the ground with no mora damage
than a doven hefly bruises,
spent Chrisimas Day in bandages.

ME. PROUT.

Christinas, 18588, found me in the
Rocky Mountaing. I had frailed a
grizzly bear to o narrow  defile
befwween lwo rocky crags, when it
suddenly turned. And af thai mo-
siventd I realised sy gun was jammed.
Figure the position yourself. What
did I do ¥ (A bunk ]—ED.)

DICK PENFOLD.

From out o circus, years ago,
A liom once broke free

Bul wohat eccurved, I do nol knolg—
I didn't wait to seel

HARRY WHARTON.
One gear at Mauly's plage, we sat

S e e e e S e e G R B S S

!

only seen you twice, sir, when you
called at Greyfriars before bresk-up.
We had never heard of Lord Reynham
at all, except from Bunter.’”

“Yes! Precieely! Now, I am sorry
—truly gorry—I fear that 1t may seem
inhospitable—but—but—there is an error
in this matter,”” stammered Sir Peter.
“Owing to—to certein circumstances, it
would be wery inconvenient to Loxd
Reynham to entertain guests here this
{Christmas.™

ETs E}h 1"

“Tn theso circumstances, it was—was
really an error for the car to be sent
for youl'* explained 8Sir Peter. *“The
truth is, that—that William—my—my

word, Lord Reynham—acted without B

consulting me, as his puardian—->"

The rabob’s dusoﬁ featurcs expressed
nothing : but he looked very keenly and
curiously at the old gentleman.

“1 apologise profoundly 1” said Sir
Poter. *“I cannot sufficiently express my
regret, that this—this mistake should
have arisen. But—but it is actually
in%r&eticab]a for you to stay here.”

Wharton mm&msud his Lips. .= His
chief desire, at the moment, wag to kick "
Billy Bunter, and kick him hard, for:
l&wng placed him jn s position like

18,

Never before @
or stce have I cr;meded so rnuch

oae Xa ol

Grand Christmas Mumber

“If that is the case, Sir Peter Lan-
cheater, we shall go at once,’”® he said
curtly. “But plesse understand that
thers is no fault of ours in the matter.
We bad a tclephone easll from Bunter,
s chap we know at Greyfriars, and he
tﬁuld us he was telephoning from this

ouse;

i ‘E'Z'-S, yes, b t——*"

“Wea should not have come here on
that alone |” snapped Wharton, “ Bub
when -the car came, and the chauffeur
told ua that he had bean sent by Lerd
Réynham to fatch us here, what were
wa to think

“Tt is very—hem—very unfortunade.
I am truly sorry!” Sir Deter was con-
fused, compunctious, but resolufe.
“ Maturally, it is too late for you to
return home to-night, 1 understand from
Williamn that you come from Surrey—
but there is an excellent hotel in Castle-
wood, and the car shall take you there

¢ Exciting
¥mases

Greylriars Celebrities recall
thrilling times,

qghost, and caught a burglar. Next
Hme we'll walch for a buvglar, atel
perhaps we'll ealch a ghoat |

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER.

Fun geer, Bunier Courf cori fire
in the middel of the nite. ith
wreckiess herolsm X fort the flames,
while the distingwished gests
evowched at any feet, wimpering to
be saved. ‘f Cotcherds!’ I cride
acornfully. “.Why not Jollo my
egagsample and have a Hilel pluck |
My burning elolavence pooled them
together, and they helped me fo
fing buckits of teater on the blaving
srcptshiune ol put the fire owt. Then
iy pater, with teers sitreeming
dowen hix face, said @ ** Willyum, you

up on Xmas Ere fto walch for o have saved the antsistral home of the

—all expenses will be met by me, and
to-morrow the car shall convey you back
to vour home——"

“We want nothing of the kind!™
snapped Har harton. “We came
hera believing that Bunter was hm;:i
and that the master of this place ha
gent spectally to fetch ws. If 1's a mis
take, the sooner we go, the better—
and we can look after ourselves, and
certainly we rshall asccept nothing at
vour hands, or at Lord Heynham’s,
either,” )

“My dear boy——" said Sir Peter.
“1 eannot say how sorry——" His face
was red with discomfort and contrition;
but he was quite determined that Lord
unfer was not going to have his
way, if be could prevent it

“Never mind thaet,” said Wharton,
“oome on, Inky! We ecan walk to
the town and put up somewhers for
the might. I'm sorry not to see Lord
Reynham before I go, that's all. I'd
like to tell him what I think of him,
for playing a rotfen trick liko this on
fellows be doesn’t even' know.”

“The rottenfulness of the trick was
terrifie,” said Hurrea Jamget Ram
Singh, “but the rapid departfulnesa is
the proper caper, my esteemed chum.”

“1 say, you fellows 1”

17

There was & fab ﬂcak, and a fat
figure rolled into the halll

Billy Bunter, with a beaming, fat {ace,
rolled to greed his Groyfriars pals.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamseb
Ram Bingh stared at him in sheer
stupefaction,

They had been told that Bunter was
not there; and, of course, had supposed
E]Lpbk he waﬁ’t ﬂ.n& hﬂ:ﬂ&_ l'.'luf was—

inking at them through his big spec-
tacles, and beaming on them, wilh
obvious gladness to see them,

Sir Peter Lanchester bit his lip hard.
He had hoped to carry this through
without Bunter coming on the scene
till the juniors were gome—hoping tiul
the fat Owl was asleep again in the
library. Bunter bad appoared at a
very awkward moment for him.

The two juniors stared at Bunter—
stared ot the old beronet—and stared
at Bunter again. If thay had been

et gt

CRERER

Buniers. tﬂrnw, ﬂﬁ-;wnuf Im”t:
But I just lorfed went back
bed. (And reoke up |—ED.}

WILLIAM WIBLEY.

When I played Hamlef at s
Remove Brealfdng-Up Concert, the
Hghis in the haoll were put out, and
on the brilliantly HE stage I held
them spellbound. Not a sound could
be heard as I gripped them with my
words, When the Hghts went up,
I saw they hod all Iy
at the beginning of the gel—bul
thot doesn't alier the fact that I
would have held them spollboirnd
if they'd been there.

LORD MAULEVERER.

Three Chyistmases ago.
snightmare.

I had a

HORACE JAMES COEBER.

Wun yeer I took Geerge Policy on
the back of my motor-bike, ol {he
rodes wora ond we skidde:l
a good deecl. It soas grofe junl!
(There's no need to ask George
Potter which was his most exeiting
Xmas—nor why he is going greg.—
ED.)

]

bewildered before, they were doubly

bewildered now.

Bunter grinned at them cheerfully.

“I say, you fellows, I'm ju!ir glad to
seg you!” ha chirruped. “I've zat up
to wait for Em, though I jolly neavly
fell asleep. Had s good run in the car,
what "

“ Bunter 1" glsl}:n-ed ‘Wharton, “ You—
you-=you're here |

“The esteemed and ridiculons
gymtur " stuttered Hurreo Jamset Ram

ingh.

“%h? You expected to soe me heve,
didn't you, when I phoned to Fou to
come 1" 'aai;ﬂd Bunter. “ What are you
goggling at, as if s fellow was a ghost 1"

“The butler told wa you weren't horo
—he didn't even Lkpow tha namel”
howled Wharton.

“Oh! He, he#, hael That's all vizht 1™
said Bunter., “Don’t you worry nbout
that! He, he, he "

“Angd Bir Peter Lanchester haa jusk
told us to g:&t out, bocause Lord
Beynham hadno’t his leave to send the
car for usl™ hooted Wharton., * And

we're gﬂinF—md' ou can go and cas
coka, Enu at fraud 1”
“ What " roared Bunter.

Tee Maoxet Lmraer.—No, 1,557



“Ay dear Williame——= gazped Sir
Teter.

“You'ro turniog my friends oub?
roarved Bunter. " Who the dickensz ave
you to turp my friends out?”

*“Boy 1" purgled Sir Peter.

“I1f they go, I go!” roared Bunter.
“Got that? My hat! OF all the cheek
—laking it on yourself te¢ turn my
fricads away from the door! Wharten
—Inky—don't gol It's all right, old
fellows! Don't take any notice of that
old jossor [

“Wi-a-t 1" gasped Wharton.

“Beick hero 1" said Bunter. I want
you! I've asked you! You'ze oy
ruexiz] Why, if you let me down,
may be Lkidnapped this very night, or
prdered in my bed very hikely ! You've
pob o stand by a pall I =say, jou
fellows, it's all right |

“ But-—" pasped Harry, Lopolesly
Lewildered, *“If Sir Peter Lonchosior
isu't in authority here, who is?"

“T1 am 1" retorted Bunter.
< Vou " yelled Wharton. -

Year ome”

“You howling ses | Look Lovi vwhen's
Lord Heyonham "

“Ile, he, hel”
~What are you cackling at,
ungge "

“Uh, nothing! He, he, he! Come
up to my rooma and I'l] explain!”

“Don't be a zilly sesal We can't stay
Lerve without bain% pskad by the master
of the place, vou blithering Dloater !”

“That's all right—"

"It asn’t, you fathead!l Lock here,
why dovsn't Lord Reynham ehow up
and say a word for himself? The silly
asz sent a car for us—"

Oy, really, Wharton——"

“Anvhow, If this old gentleman is his
guardian, it's for him to say—and he's
said ! We're going 1

“YVou're not!" roared Bunter. * Look
Lieve, Hir Peter Lanchester, I'm fed-wup
with this1 I refuse to gtay here without
my friends! If you can't be civil to
my friends, I'm d‘:'-ne- with you!l I say,
voit fellows, if you I'm coming with
voul I'm not staving here te bo kid-
napped i bed M

Bir Peter gasped for breath.

Ie conld not let *Lord Bezuliam ™
walk off with the two Greyiriavs
juniors, that was eclear. And it was
plain that Billy Bunter was in deadly
carnest, As a matter of faot he dare
net remain the night at the castle
unprotected, after his awful experienco
that evening.

“#I—I—I—" stammered Bir Pcler.
“ [—I—please remsin, my boys! In the
=the circumstances—I—I consent—-"

“That's not good eonough!™ eald
Iarry Wharton curtly, I don't knew
how Bunter got here—but do yvou think
we're the fellows to barge 1Im where
wo're not wanted? Unless the master
of the house asks us to stay, we can do
nothing of the kind. Apd as he docsn's
choose to show up and say a werd, it's
pretty clear what he wants,”

“The clearfulness ia terrific.”

“I eny, you fellowa, hold on!™
eueaked Dunter, in alarm. *I eay,
come up te my rooms and—and I'l]
explain.”

“UPlease del” gasped Bir Peler, only
anxious for this extraordinary secnc to
be ended. "Pleass go with—with
William, my dear boys, and—and—and
I assire you that persomally, on your
own account, X am delighted fo see vou
heore -

The two mystified juniors exchancged
glancea,

“1 say, you fellows, come on!™ urged
Bunter. :
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“Please go  with—with William!”
pasped Sir Peter.

Utterly bewildered, unable to begin
to mako head or tail of what it all
wmcant, the two juniors ~ followed
“Willinm * up the staircase  And
Bunter, with great relief, led them
o the King's Room.

e ——

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.

An Astonishing Secret]

i AXTS |
My lord I
. “Iave you carried out my
instructions about the bods?™

:: 11'*:-5, my lﬂlx;w:ll."

: i everything
fiiends ¥

“ Perfectly, my lord.”

“Then you can ecot,” said Punter.
“L shall not want you again to-night,
James 7

“Yery good, my lord I

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamsct
Ram SBingh listened to this like follows
i1 a <hream. They stood dumbfounded,
while Lord Bunter dismissed his valet.

The door closed on James, As it was
nearly inidnight, no doubt James was
rlad to be cismissed. He had been
vawning his head off while ho waited
for his lordship.

Billy Bunter turned to the two
astounded juntors with ‘a cheery grin,
Ile had not been o lord long, but lLe
was very glad to show off his lordliness

ready’ for my

to his goests.

“YWhat does this mean, Bunter?®™
asked Ilarry Wharton, finding his
voice. “Why did that chep call vou

‘v lord " ?"

e, he, lie!™

“The lordfulness of the estecmed
Dunter 18 not  terrifie,” remarked
Iurree Jams=et Ram Singh., “What is
the absurd meaning of this?”

“8it down, you men!” said Bunter
breczily. “Jolly comiy armchairs here
—warm your toes by the fre—help
vouraclves to the tuck.” I've had some
stuff left up here, in case I should get
peckish in the night. Have some cake
—or biscuits—or applés—or candied
frinite—or peaches{™

“ Never mind that,” said Harry:; “wo
want to know what this means, Bunter.
What ?nrt of idiotiec humbug are you
up to heret”

E‘{'}It, really, W harton—""

“What deoes it mean? Whero is Lord
Boynham

:iiu, he, he!” ‘e ot ,

It you gol explain or not#*
demanded W rl:gn. K

“Won't you sit down, old chaps?”

“No! If we're staying here, wc're
going to bed, as it's hours past bed-
time. But we're not staying anless we
understand what's up. What did that
man James call you * my lord * for®”

“You—yon seg—"

“1 don’t 1

Billy Bunter blinked at the two
azlonished and irritated juniors. Tt
was, Bunter realised, rather a difficult
matter to explain.

In Lis keenness to bave a sort of
bodygusrd round him to defend him
from hidden dangers, he had rather
overlooked that difficalty. But he had

to face up to it now.

All the castlc accepted him as the
voung lord., But fellows whe knew him
yuite well were hardly to be taken in.

The Bmiler and his gang knew that
Lord Beynham had been placed at a
school under an assumed name. They
had no doubt that that school was
Greyfriars, and that assumed name

Bunter. But it would not have been
of much usa to 2pin such & yarn to
Wharton, who knew that he was Billy
Bunter, and knew his. brother Sammy
in the Becond Form, and his sister
Bessio at Clif House.

Bunter had no strong leaning towards
the truth—but even Bunter had to fell
the truth sometimes, and only the truth
was of any uszo to him now. Btill he
waz going to tell. as Little as he could.

“Well, look here, you fellows!” ho
said. I‘f-a gave a cautious blink round,
and lowered his voice *“1 couldn't say
anvthing downstairs, whero a lot of ser-
vants might hear—and, you sce, I'vo
got to be jolly careful. © That man
James might have his ear at thoe key-
hole, for all I know.”

“¥s his name Bunter!” asked Harry.

“Eht No.”

“Then I don's suppose he's got his
ear to the keyhole.”

“You cheeky ass—"

“Are you going to explain or notf”

“¥es, you beastl Just listen!™

Bunter gavo another eautious blink
towarda the various doors of the great
apartment. Like many people, Bunter
measuced others by his own measure;
and his own fat ear was very often
near a koyhole. 80 he lowered his
voleo 0 & whisper:

“The fact is, vou followse—*

“Oh, let’s hear the fact!” snorted
Wharton. I can tell you that we'ro
not stopping here unless wo see Lord
Rerpham, and he asks us to”

He, he, he!™

“What osre you cackling at, you
blithering owl ¥**

“¥ou see” breathed Bunler, “I'm
L 1

“*What 1"

“I'm him!™

“HMim! Who? What?"”

“lLord Revnham " whispered Buanter.

Wharton and the nabob pgazed at
him. They looked concerned. For ono
dreadful ~ momeént they fearod that
Billy Bunter had gone completely off
his rocker.

They had not known what to expeet;
but most calr!mm!ii they had not ex-
pected anything like this.

1 mean, I'm him,
exploined Bunter.

“Have you gone potty !

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“If wow're not wandering in your
mind, or trying to pull our legs, what
tha dickens cﬁa you mean, you fat
idiot ¥

“Don't shout!” wvapped Bunter
“Don't I keep on telling you that there
are kovholes to the doora? It's an
awiully deep secret

“What is?" roared Wharton.

“Don't yell!™ Bunter whispered
again. “I'm here as Lord Reoynham.
Zee? Now do you understendi”

“No. You can’t have epoofed that
old bean, if the chap is his ward—"
“Ha asked me to do it, you ass [V

- “Rublbish!  And if you're req!li,‘-
spoofing to thet exwent, do you thin
that we'ro going to have s hand in 1t?
Are you off your doti"

“Will you shi. up and let a chap
explain " hissed Bunter. “I'm mng
to tell you how the matter stands
don't want to tell all the castle, you
ass! Young Lord Reynham is hidden
away somowhere by bis guardian, be-
cause he's in danger of kidnappers.
He's some sort of a weedy, seedy mer-
chant, and old Peoter is afraid of his
nervea breaking down if he goea
through it Seei™

" But——"" gaspod Harry.

(Continued on page 20.,

temporarily [



Grand Christinas Rumber

Hiatacks of gifts and bours of fun;
Al good things 10r eVerRoNgme—"" Faps—

o A R R N e i S O N e T G T I ﬁﬂw ’
A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL. The Kitchen.

(1)

Tho kitchew's [ul! of appetising steam

To hungry schoolboys it must sure
soem

That working here i3 like a lovely
dream,

BDcuauI:,ig ts; ba wished Ih e

ut cooking for zo many hungry 3

Means WUERK-—ﬂ. thing wEE:'.h nﬂ{)qdj'

anjoyrs,

(2¥

eyes o

Like Peri at the gates of Paradise,
And longs to make & swoop |

Alas, he very swiftly meets his doom,

As in the busv clatier, heat and noise,
(Good things are cocked and dished.

raom,
His farewell word—" Yaroop "
13)

time d
Preparing extra dishes so sublime

rhyme |
Ah, turkeys,

whaole of ye on sight,

I would devour
< left and

Lesy waste among your army,

right
Andg leave no single crumb !

Ly

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

WILLIAM GREENE,
Coker’s studymate in the Fifth Form,

(3 is for GREENE—I beg to state
He's merely Coker’s studymate,

And having got that off my chest,
Pll now ignore him. For the rest,
I wish to say I'd like to know
Where all my Christmas presents go.
My Uncle Bill, so they rclate,

Went out and purchased 381

il

e r'

T T T ST

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Breaking-Up Night!

We're off for Lhe vac,
And we're not coming bock
Uniil Christmas is doue aml the New
Year begun,
And it’s fun and frivolity,
Joking and jollity,

All the way home in the morning |
For Christmas iz coming oand holly is
green, -
And Greyfriars is humwing with happi-

ness keen, _
So pack gﬂur portmantesu, your hamper
aund bag, .
And [fmne to the concert we hiold in the
ag.
We'll eing the old straing
f the Christmas refrainsg,
Till lwnps of the wall break asunder
and fall )
We'll sing "em nnweariiy,
Happily, cheerily,
All the way home in tie morning !
The Owl iz usfoldinz a plan o the
Form,
A supper he's holding to-night in ihe
dorm:.
For once he digcovers he's really in Tuek,
Wo alngwE bim moncy to purchase the
tuck.
He scuttles away very nimble
To interview poor Mre, Alimbla,
Then soyuggles m postiies and pop and
minca pies,
And joins ua in eating the lasts sapplies.
hen etories are told
Of the spectres of old,
Which make our fesh crecp as we zo off
to sleep, .
To-morrow we're verily
Travellipg nierrily .
All the way howe in the morning !

And if he’d only thought of mino

He would have purchased 381

My Unele Joe has sent away

A bundred presents, so they say,

To all tha beastly family,

Except. of course, his nephew—AlE,

If I lived out in Timbuctoo

I might expect & gift or two,

But while 1 sgend my Christmas here
They'll all forget me once a yoar!

“/l- GREYFRIARS GUIDE o

=

Upon the Christmuas puddings and mince

pies ‘
Collected here, poor Bunter turns his

A busy cook, with &till more busy J§
broom, P
Boon chases Master Bunter from the §

On Break-up Day the staff work over- }
That sll words fail me—not to mention

ddinge—comal
Come hither, ﬂ%& marsels of delight,

9

WEEKLY BUDGET 3
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

L L

CHRISTMAS C
“ Birds are intelligent crestures,” coys
a Natura book. ¥You wouldn't beolieve
the numboer of loeal turkeys who Lave
guil}nmittad suicide to save the farmer »
1ob
Christmas comes but onee a vear,
And Bunter's glad of that|
If Christmas came but twice a jear,
He'd soon be twice as fat!

Stewart of the Shell is & boon to his
relations. Hia birthday is on Christmas
Day, so they only have to give him one
lot of presents !

Bootles’ Fertiliser Mokes Plants Grow
Like Wildfirel Having hesrd this,
Fia]&:‘ bought a bottle—and a - packet
of Christmas-tree seedsl (They're sell-
ing at five bob esch 1)

Christmas waits, who sang * Christians
Awake l”. under Bir Hilton FPopper's
window, wished sincerely they'd lett him
aslecp 1

Loder said yestarday he was just going
to “slip down to the willage.” But he
waa wrong, becaise our slide didn't go
o: far as thatl

We wish “breaking-up " included
Quelchy’s tanesl '

Fishor T. Fish bas been collecting
empty match-boxes. After all, overyone
%‘q:h to give Christmas-boxes, including

ishy.

Somebody sent Gosling a bottle of
cherries-in-brandy tha other day, Ha
didn’t care much for the cherrvies, but
he was grateful for the spirit in which
they were sent.

A Chinese visitor to Wun Lung soma
tima sgo called on Quelch, ond bent
over in a polite bow. Fortunately,
Mr. Quelch recollected himself just as
his hand closed on the cane.

Fisher T. Fish, walking in the K
found a shilling, sanother shilling, and
et another shilling. His beaming smile
asted $ill he discovered the hole in his
trouzers pocket.
Tox Magxer Liagany.—No. 1,557,
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“They’ve hicen after him for years—
gaodness knows whv, but there it isl
He's packed away at some school under
another mnamel” whispered Bunter.
“0ld I'eter’'s gob mo to come hore and
take his name, to draw them."

“{h, my hatl*

“The idea is that the kidnappers will
et after mo, ond he's gol & detective
m the lhouse to nab them, 1f they do.
Sep i

“(3reat pip 1¥

“When they'ro snaffled, the yvoung
lovd will bo zafe  That's the game |
Old T'eter’s picked me out for 1t be-
canze I'm so jolly plucky—"

*Oh crikey 1" '

“Thoy're taken w1 all right,” went
ot Dunter *You saw them alter me,
m the car. What 1 thought was a
mofor back-firing was a beast shooting
at the tyrog—"

“Ha, ha, ha! 5S¢ that was why

“What I moean is, I koew that that
beast was shooting at the tyres, and
never turned a hair!  You Know my
pluck ! said Bunter. *And so does
old Deterl Ang one of tho gang gob
after o again this cvening, just before
dinner, when 1 was phoning you. 1
Lhad an awfully narrow escape. Old
Poter tlinks I fancied yt—so doos thut
cilly deiective of his—but I suppose I
knew whether a  beast grabbed me
vound the neck er not. I'm not
chancing it again, I can tell you !”

Wihavion ana the nebob  looked
Dunter—und leoked at one another,

They were utterly mmazed; but they
realised that -this was—and must be—
the trufh, stronge os 1t was

Joames had called Bunter “my lord V
~—and that wos explained now—Bunter's
prescnce in the castle was explained-—
and the fact that ** Lord RBeynham * hod
sent the car to Wharton Lodge  But
1he explanation was rveally more stag-
gering than the mystery.

“Vou—you=-you fat spoofer!” gaspod
Iarry at last. “ You've made that old
bean Lelieve that you've gobt a spot of
pluck somewhere, and—and——"

“ Precions fow fellows would have the
noeve fo do i, I think,” =said Bunter
varmly, “¥ou jelly well wouldn't, and
chance itl Or Inki,'l I'm taking all
the rizk—just to oblige old Peter, and
to sive a chap I've never scen from
daneer. PMlucky and generous, I eall it
Yacine fearful dapgers—"*

o

nk

“Then what do you want vs lerg
fort*
“0h. tho=—the fart is I—I want to

rive vou a good timel Don't you
fancy you've here to protect mel It's
nothing of the kind! Being in clover
like this, I'm 'BE;]{IHE o up—"

“Avo voul' ssia Wharton grimlr,
“Well, you can keep sour clover all to
yourself, and we'll ent—-"

“I—I—I mean, =1 want you herve,
old chap—— Don't be a beast! Look
Lere, I've had beds put in my room for
you—oinw on each side of my bed—and
—gnid—anid=— 1 &ay can't let
me down! Stiek to a pal old chap!”

Swank_departed from Bunter on the
spot at the prospect of boing left alone,
His fnt face was deeply anxious,

“Loak here, I dare not fﬂ to bed
alone!” he breathed. *“I—I say, von
follows, you ean’t leave a chap to be
'l-:i{'lnan{mdl I say, stick to & pal, you
Lnow '

Harry Wharton laughed.

“If vou put it like that—"" ho said.

“I do, old fellow " gasped Bunter,
“Btick to mel”

*We'll stick to you for to-night, any-
how, and think it over in the morning."
saidd Horry, “What do you say, Inky "

Tuz Magyer Lmsany.—No.. 1,557,

The fagnet
'"Tha stickfulness is

the proper
caper " agreed the nabob,

Really, the chums of the Réemove had
little choice, for, amazing as the state
of affairs was, there was no doubt that
Dunter was in danger at_Reynham
Castle. True he had, according to hia
own account, come there to face danger;
still, the juniors did not want to leave
him to 1t

Ho for that night, at least, i1t was
settled, and Horry Wharton and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh turned in, in the
bewds that had been specially placed in
his lordship's room for them; and Billy
Bunter, in ihe middle bed of three, was
able, at long last, to settle down 1in
safety and snore in comiort.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Booting 8 Nobleman !

RIGIIT wintry sunshine glimmered
on the ancient walls and turrets
and battlements of Reyobam
Uastle.

It was a fine winter’s morning when
Harry Wharten and Hurree Bingh
walked out aftor breakfast.

They had not been up early that
morning. But though they rose rather
late, for once, they left Lord Bunter
still in bed when they came

down,

James was called up to sit by his bed-

zigle €ill it pleased his lazy lordship to
turn out.  His lordship was not going o
be lefb alone—neither was he going to
tIurn out till the spirit moved him to
Lo 20,

At n rather late breakfast the two
itniors had wmet Claptain  Reynham,
whom they had found ecivil, but not
particularly cordial. They had not scen
Bir Peter Lanchester vet. |

What they were going to deo, in these
strange circumstances, and exactly what
they onght to do, the chums of the
Remove did not quite know. The
gityation waa so extraordinary that it
was a little diffieult to get their
bearings,

“Jolly here, Inky!” Harry Whartion
remarked, as they spuntered by a path
in the frosty park, “No end of a
show 1

“Copyific 1™ agreed the nabob,

“What are we poing to do about i,
old chap "

“ Goodness knows. ™

“That fat ass Bunter wants us here,
I suppose he has a right to ask fellows
hore if the boss of the show has set him
up as master of the place. But—that old
bean doesn’t want us.”

“Hardly 1" grinned tho nabob.

“We can't stick on where we're not
wanted. It's a gueer bizney, and if that
old mzs has turned Bunter into a lord,
to suit himself, he really eught to let
the fat duffer have the game as well as
the name. DBut—— " !

“The butfulness is terrifie.”

““That fat chump must have spoofed
the old bean somehow fo make him
think he had the pluck for such & game,
If he hasn't the nerve to -':arr% on hae
will have to chuck it, that's all, We
can't stick here on his account, looked
on as intruders by the man who's really
boss of the show, We'd better tell him
g0 when he gets up—if he ever doos,™

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh nodded his
dusky head. He was in full agreement
with his chum. :

Bunter evidently had taken on a thing
beyond his powera. He was, in fact,
hedging. The glorious prospect of play-
ing the part of a lord 1n & iticent
castle had dazzled him and blinded him

accrucd he wanted to dodgo it. That,
of course, was Bunter all over |

But it was not good cenough for the
Co. They had seen him through the
dangers of the night—if any—and now
it was time to clear. * It was up to
Bunter to stay and face the danger he
had s0 lightly undertaken to face, or to
clear off slso. To remsin where they
were unwelcome was impossible—to
fellows who did not resemble William
George Bunter. o

Heaving come to that decision, the two
juniors walked back to the castle. In
the vast gardens that lay between the
park and the castle they spotied the
tall fizure of Sir Peter Lanchester, Tho
old baronet was coming towsrds them,
and they guessed that he was looking
for them., No doubt he preferred whag
he had to say to be said outside tha
castle, safe from listening wars,

Wharton's lips set a little, |

“Here's the old bean, Inky 1" he said.
“We may az well tell lum what we'va
decided on and velieve his mind 1Y

“The sooncriulness ia the betlerful-
pesa Y agrecd the nabol.

Ther capped the old baronet politely
os he came up.

Sir Peter goave them a nodd and o very
theughtiul and worried look. ]

*ood-mornmng, my boys " he sand.

“(Good-morning, sirl™ said Iarry.
“We're just going in to tell Bunter that
we're leaving this morning, and ho will
have to decido for himself what he is
going to do,”

Sir Peter looked more worried than
ovel.

“leate do not act in haste,™ he said.

“I presume that William lLas explained
to you Liow matters stand heve, No one
was to be told; but as you are his
school-fellows, and know him so well, it
wa; unavoidalde—since you are here,
an )
- " ¥ou need net foar that we shall say
anvthing about it,” said Harry quiotly.
* It 13 no business of ours, and we know
how to Lold our tongues about maiters
that do not concern us.” :

The ald barenet scanncd the twao
routhfnl faces keenly, Ile secancd to Lo
satizfied with his scrutiny.

“1 am sure of it,” he said. "You
must, of course, have been very much
surprisea.’”

“Very 1" zaid Wharton duyly.

“I rmust explain a lLittle, my boy. Dy
ward 1s a lad in feelle health, and has
never guite recovered from the shock of
attempts to kidnap hinm when he was o
mere child—a boy of eleven. In zome
manner do not understand, his
enemies have discovered that he has
been concealed at o school under an
assumed name, If they should find him
1 dread the result for him. It is for that
reason that I have laid this plan to
entrap them."

mir Peter paused.

“They fully believe that Bunier is
Lord Reynham. If nothing is said they
will continne to believe so. Their
attacks will be directed against him—
and sooner or later, I have not the
plightest doubt, they will be eaught in
the act, and tho law will be able to deal
with them. Ixtraordinary as this plan
may seem to you, it is the only mesans of
protecting my ward—he will never be
gafe till hiz enemics ave discovered and
gent to prison,”

“Y understand, =ir!” snid Harry.
“¥We shall not eny o word of what we
have been told when we leave here ™

“Now that yon kuow so much,” said
Sir Peter, smiling, *'it is unnceessarw
for you to leave.. I zm sure you will
cxcuse my inhospitality last night—it
was due wholly to sy desive to keep the

to the danger. Now that the danger had secret. . Now that you know the scerct 1
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Bunter gave an apprehensive yell

“Ow ! %Eﬂﬂﬁ-l Wharrer you up toi”

“Treating you in the right way.”

“Look here, if you kick me, I'il—
Yarooop |

Thud ! _

Wharten's boot landed on his lord-
ship’s troueers. Hies lordship roared,
and rolled over on a costly Persian
Tug.

ehould greatly prefer you to remain.”

Harry Wharten snuled fointly, ~He
could understand that Bir Peter pre-
ferred to keep them under his eye now
ihat they knew,

“You can trust us, eir ' he said.

“I am sure of it, But please forgeb
what I said to you last night—mnow that
I have explained my reason. Please
accept my inwitation {0 remain . at

‘Reynham  Castle  for . Christinas  * Yow-ow-yoop | roared Bunter.
holidays,” said Bir Peter in o stately “Have another, my lord!” asked
manner. “I had ﬂﬂ]{ one objection to Harry.

vour coming, which I have now . B _ .
explained, t objection has : AP AR 2l el TR TR

NOW diaufpan.ms}. I shall be de-
lighted if you will remoin here
w3 William's guests,”

¥

¢ “Tide’

“0h, certainly!” paid Harry

at once. “If you look at it like § with these Greyliriars teasers
that, =ir, we ehall etay, of ¥
course.’

“The stayiulness will be terui-
fic I concurred tha pabob,
Sir Peter smiled.

"I am glad[” he said, and, with &

stately bow, the old gentleman

on, aw.df:nﬂ’y relioved 1n his min
“Well, wo're landed, Inky ™ said

Harry, as they walked on to t'gﬂ castle,

“Lookas aa if we're going to be the

puests for Christmas ﬂ?LIJI‘EI Bunter,™
The nabob chuckled. ;

énlasaed

“But what will the esteemned old bean

“Pule”

A MERRY Christmos and a
HAPPY New Year To Al
Which gives us Puszzle No. I—
a simpie word ladder. Can you
change HAPPY inia MEREY
in four moves, aliering one leiter
at each move ¥

CHRISTMAS IN THE
COUNTREY.—The blank spaces
in the following Hille essay can
be filled in wilh Gregfriora

say when the other fellows blow in " be nomes to = make  sense.
asked. “Bunter has asked Bob and g‘m& ﬁthﬂbeﬂmﬁ The
I'ranky and Jobnny—as well as the ke ek W g i
esteemed Bolsover and the absurd o Ty e ?
Skinner.™  The —— in the country finds
Harry Wharton whistled. the grass still e but should
“{zoodness knows!” he said. 4 he —— off the dead leaves which
They found Bunter in the library % — i, the earth is —

when they went in.  As it was petting e lilie a traet of —— —— from
near lunch-time, his lordship was down the plough. He may see a bird
at last, toith ﬂ?m N on 6

“X say, yvou fellows, where have you @ ——— enfless —— tree and
been gl thilia time " asked the fat Owl start to —— If the farmer hos

peevishly. “I don't expect you fo go
clearing off like this, and leaving a
follow alope, If that’s how you're
going to behave—""

“Yathead !™

YT don’t want snv of Lthat, Wharton,

You'd better remember that you'ra not ¥

in the Remove passage at Greyfriars
now,” said Bunter severely. “And
vou'd better call me my lord, too. 1

prefer it.”
looked

Harry Wharton
thou ht.fi.l.]l.?.

“Wo've just told the old hean that
wa'll stay,” ho said. “We seem to be
booked., But don’t be cheeky, Bunter.”

“Call me my lord, please,” said
Dunter., Evidently the terrvors of the
night being E‘iﬁr, gwank }:“ia superven:
ME SE&I. Jou <an f respect-
tal, Wharton, T ahall have to.comsider
whether I can allow you to stay in my
castle,”

Harry Wharton laughed. ;

“That doesw’t depend on you, old fat
bean! We've been asked by the -boss
of the show, and, s he makes a poins
of it, we're stayiog on: You can go
and eat coke I’

“What 1" roared DBunter.

i Eﬂka‘!ﬂ

“Mow let's bave this cear, Harry
Wharton,” said Bunter, with s glare

at  him

of wrath and scorn. “I'm taking you j

T W T WPLE g

-

& fake the names

forgotien to —— the gale of

the —— where he keepzs his

savage , e may become o

the hedge, but i the creatire
o e

has other — to ——, he will

not chase him af any ——.

No, #. “ FOR READING
HEALTHY YARNS.'—Add the
Letlera ILAD tfnh t:;iu :;ttng::&
rearrorge the
mualce the Hile of a book Lo which
the words would apply.

No. 4. . Another Iliftlc re-
arrangement pussle. T:; fol-
lowing groups, rearvanged, will
of things
familiar ot Christmas. The
hyphenated poirg mole one
toord each, the others fico words.
SPICE MINE. TRUE-SKY.
SPARE-IT. AT PERHAPS.
BETOLE-TIME.

No. 5. Which {Greyfriara
feliow weoara cherry-coloured
shoes, rose-colouwred handher-

The woell- -
- narnes of eight ilmoz:“
buried in the following four
i 175 S0 P e
Em his head.'")

up, and I'm goiog to give you a good 2 .
ti::na; but ij;ﬁu got to be un , & He slood upm e stalrs in
right at the start, that youw've gut to ¥ ghastly glee.

treat me in the right way. I insieb on

that 1*

“ (o, sling gour kookl!" the
rotier sald fo me.

% juniors,

' hat. - Wharton and the nabob foll

“Well, if you insist—"" 5 My m, I'm

“1 doI® Jui Bunter firmly. 5 bleased if I shall "ﬁ, e
m“ﬁ]iu.iight hif-_jgu?ixskifn# it, why % For there’ ;iﬁw y HOou §

o you have 11’ knote -
The captain of the Remove gras {Thas sclutiona to thess lan
]I;prd Bu.%.er by the collar, and twirled 3 wilk be -Tound on pags 95.)

im Toun e T R R T P T TR O T P

. strategio old gent

g when he had more

& Lord Rewynham had

h and, with so n

® from all other ears,
Tz Migner L

2l

“ Boast 1"

“Lots more, if your lordship likes”

“Y¥ah "

Bunter rolled wrathfally away. His
lovdship, it seemed, did not want more.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Has To Walk !

1 01 fellows had better come.”
“0h, all right!”
Ancither morning hatd
dawneg on Ra{uham Castle.
That morning Billy Bunter was
‘up unususlly early—it was ouly
cleven o'clock when he rolled
out on the steps of the greab
entrance,

But Bunter had his reasons for
carly rising that morning. Guests
¥ wera coming io the castle thas
N day. b Cherry and Frank
Nugent were booked to arrive

% at Castlewood Station, and Bunter was

going to fetch them in a car.
What old Sir Peter thought abaout

% 1t. and how Bunter fixed it with him,

Wharton and the nabob did nobt know.
It meant two more fellows in the secret,
which could hﬂrdlif have pleased the

eman. But what-
éver Bir Peter thought, Lord DBunicr
had his way.

Matters wers not going quite sccord-
ing to Sir Peter’'s plans. Bir Peter
had an idea of lonaly walks for his
lordship, shadowed by Tomlinson under
coyer. ‘That was the way to entrap

® the kidnappers.

Bunter's ideas were quite different.
Lonely walks had no appeal for him
whatever. No kidnappers for Bunter

So far, he had not been out of aight

% o the turrats; snd even in a walk in

the frosty gardens, he required his two
pals to walk with bim, one on either
gide. This was not giving the Smiler
and his gang muck of & chance.
Indeed, Lord Bunter was liable to
ap and snap, if his pals were out of
iz sight for a quarter of an hour.

{ He couldn’t, and didn’t, forget that

iron grasp that had fallen on him from
behind on his first oveniog in tho
castle. =

Nothing had happened since, Bunter
had been in no danger, unless it was
the danger of .burstiog at the well-

® gpread board.

But ha did not feel safe, all the
same. He was going to feel much safer
round him.

Bob Cherry and Frank Nogent were
coming together; Johnny Bull, who
waa up in Yorkshire, was coming later.
Having been informed that Wharton
and Hurree Singh were at the castle,
and, having ascertsined that 1 was a
fact, t.hﬂ;r had sgreed to come.

Bunter's invitation had been backed
notes from 8ir Peter, and the
of course, oould mot guess in
what framo of mind "the guardian of
: _ written _ those
notes, " Bir Peter, having landed him-
self with Lord Bunter, had, in fact, to
toe Lord Bunter's line. Bunter was
going to have his pals with bim—and
that was that ! ;

Hiz fat and fatuous lordship rellcd
out ioto the’fine and frosty mormng,
arraved in fur-collared coat and io

up by

him out cheerfully. They had no eb-
jection to a run in the car, and the

wanted to meet their chums at the rail-
way ctation. Matters had to be ex-
plsined te the newoomers, of ocourse;
- n socret to keep,
it was better for' the exphuining to be
done out of doors,’ and st s distance

Loriey.—No.. 1.557.
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To {heir surprise, the juniors found
Captain Reyoham sitting at the wheel
of the Singer car that was waeiting ot
the stops.  There were soveral cars,
and several chauffenrs at the eastle,
and though they had noticed that the
captein hoad & ear of his own, they
had not cxpected him to bring it round
to take them to tho station,

Rupert Heynbam gave them &
pleasant smile and a nod, Tho young
Arimy mnan was noet qlwa}': p!ﬁ&gnnt.
The juniors had scen him several times
in a pgloomy, and far from cordial,
moml, DBut hio could bo agreeable when
he liked-—and he hiked now, ]

“Hop in, my lads 1" said the captain
cheerfullv., “Ripping morning for a
ron=—=what "

“TFinc!” eaid Harryv., “Are
taking n3 to Castlewood I* .

“That's it—if my Cousin William will
Iet me take lum in my car” sawud
Rupert, with & cheery smile at Bunter.

Bunter 1dinked at him.

“1 t1wld Jasmond to sond
Benbian: in the Rolls,” he said. )

“Oh, guilel” agreed the caplain.
“If vou prefer it, of course, I will ve-
tnrn 1o the grrape, and send Denlan.
But I should bo delighted to drive you,
Williaie, if you will do me that
lionour, ™

“Oh, I don't mind!” snid Bunler
graciousiv.

Ile griutied az he packed lliﬁlit'l.l'ﬂ['-]'-.‘!
persols in tho car. The captain was
making Limsolf agrecable in the belief
Ahat lwr was dealing with lus rich relas
itve, Lord Reynham, It vather enicr-
tained laopd Banter.

Wharion and the nabob followed the
fat Ouwl in.  The Singer shot awny
down the drive—more than half a mile
10 the grest gates—and turned into the
Castlenocd rond. i

It was ouly threo nules to the little
Sugsex town—a guick run in a car.
M'he jubiors expected to arrive in good
time for the eloven-thirty, by which
Lioh Cherry and Nugent were coming.

Diutk they were not destined to arrive
go soon as dhey had cxpected.

[alf the distance had boen ecovered,
witen thie car came to a jarring halt.

Capiain Reynham steppoed down, and
openced the bonnet, with o knitted brow.
h]:Bl;II:,' Bunter gavo lmm an icritated

.

“I gav, what's up?” he snapped,
“YWhat are we stopping for?*
“Yugine trouble, T'm

answered the captain.

Bunlcy snorted.

He felt that it was like any man's
check to have engine trouble when he
was careving &6 important a passengeor.

“Well, don't keap us hanﬁing about,"
he said. “It’s too jolly cold for hang-
ing gbout in this weather.

“0Oh, quite!™ drawled the captain.

ITarry YYharton and the nabel
waited patiently—DBuntor impatiently.
Futk ns minute followed minute, and
the caplain was still tinkering with tho
engine, they began to E-:-a? worried,
Dol and Nugent expected to be mct
at the slation, and it woas close on
balf-past cleven now.

“I'm awtully sorry,” said the cap-

Tou

rolitd

afraid,”’

tain at last apologetically. “I'in
afraid this nceds 8 more skilled hand
than wmiwe.  Porhaps you boyes had

better walk on to Castlewood. It's

havdly over a mile—"

“I'mi not going to walk!” yapped §
and Frank .4

Buanter.

“Wo can't keep Dob
hanging about at the station, fathead 1™
eaid Harry, “The train's duo now.” .

“I'm not going to walk” said
Bunter itively, “Think I'm going

Tue Macker Lisgasy.~—No. 1,557,
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to walk & mile and more?" He ﬁlm
the captain an inimical blink. “Whr
the thump did you bring us on thia
votten car?”’

“Shnt  uwp, you as=!™ breathed
Wharton, .

“Bhan’t I retorted Buntor,

“I'm rveally eorry—" said
captain, :

“TFat lot of good that 15, after landing
vs  hero, miles from everywhere I”
vapped Bunter. " Catch me letiing you
drive me again!  Look here! As youw've
done it, you can jolly well walk back to
the castle, and send another car, aqc?”

Harry Wharton glanced uncasily ab
the eaptain. He half-expected the
voung man to box Bunter's fat ears.

Captain Revnham's eyes gleamed at
Buuter for o second., But he anzswered
guictly ; %

“That is only fair. I will walk back
at emee. Perhaps you two boyz will
walk on to the station, while William
vemains in the car™ ;

“ Yeg, that's a pood idea,” =aid Harry.

“1 say, vou fellows, vou're not going
fo leave me here alone 1” roared Bunter.
“Ruppese those kidnappers turned u{:'?"

“ﬁﬂﬂ“}-‘, William, in broad day-
Tight ¥ said the eaptain, shrogging his
shoulders, - . . .

“You mind vour own bizney ! said
Buantey.

The capiain looked at lim; and then,
without making any rejoinder, turned
and strode away in the direction of
Roevnham Castle.

“You fat ass!” said Harry, when he
was gone. I wonder that chap didn’t
vank yvou ouf of the car and smack your
vheeky head

“Yah! I'm not standing any cheek
from hinr—a poor relation ! sneered
Dunter, “Like lis dashed cheek to
Lring us here and strand usl
shouldn’t wonder if he's done it on pur-

50 17

“You fot ass! Why should he?”

“Well, “he deesn’t like mel” said
Bunter. “ EHe can be as jolly civil as he

the

lilkes=—=but I jolly well know hLe doesn't

like me™ |

“And youw're such a likeable chap!”
zaid Flarry, lnughing. ]

“The lilcableness iz tervific 1" grinned
Ilurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥ah! Anyhow, I'm not going to be
left alone hore 1" smapped Bunter. “It's
a besstly lonely road—that silly ass had
to choose the very loneliest spot to break
down in. You fellows will have to stay
with me till the other car comes along.”
* “¥ou can jolly well walk 1 i

@ 3han't!™

“Youn fat chump, wo can’t keap Bob
and Frank hanging about at the
station 1™ - o

“Blaw 'em! I'm not poing to walk ¥
roared Bunter. :

#Then you can jolly well sit there on
vour own, and be blowed to you!”
exclaimed the exasperated caymin of the
Remove. “Come on, Inkyl’

“T say, you fellows " roared Bunter.
“I tell you you're to stop with me—I'm
not going to stay here alonet Benats!
Hold on. I tell you—wait & minute—I'm
coming ¥ '

i = AT )

SR e

Owing to lack of space the

football article by our
International

Coach has
been held over for this
v.jenk. '

And Bunter came !

Bnorfing with wrath, the fab junior
rolled out of the Singer, and rolled
after the other two fellows. He had to
walk, or be left alone—and he was not
gommg to be left aloue. His only con-
solation was to walk at a snail’s paoce,
and the more his companions were
annoved therebr, the more the fat Owl
was consoled.

e il

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
. Bagging Bunter ]
i l

HAY, von fellows—"
“ Buick u;;;.' Bunter !

“Bhan't !
“Youn fat ess!” said Harry
Whartan, “We've done about a quarier

of o myle singe we left the car—and it's
past twelve—"

“I'm tired ™
dignity.

“Will vou buek up®®

“No, I won't!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grionned.
Harry Wharton looked, as he felt, in-
t-ﬂn!;“-&i]f exasperated. .

It wasz etill a mile on to Castlewood;
and already hiz chums' train had been
in half an hour. There was no sign of
another car coming on behind. Ruport
Reynham hed a couple of miles to walk
back ta" the castle; and it was guite
probable that he was not hurrying him-
self on William’s account. '

Wharton, looking back in the hopa of
=opl the car from the eastle, saw
nothing but a bare, frosty road.

Wharton tramped on -again, supprosss
iugi his angry irritation. Bunter was no
walker—and he had several broakfasts
to carry, as well oz & heavy, fur-lined
overcoat. Bunier modelled his pace on
that of an old and fatigeued snail, and
the other two crawloed in company.

A litile farther on, the road dipped
between high baunks tfrir:l:!:,* elothed with
dark fie-trees. As the thres juniors
tratled down ints the dip, there was a
rustle in the thickets on the bank at tha
roadside, and a2 figure leaped out sud-
denly into view.

Another second, another figure leaped
oug behind them, and it was follewed by
& third. -

The startled juniors halted.

Billy Bunter gave the man in front
one surprised blink, and uttered e yell

of terror.
HEIP | Oh

said Bunler, with

“ODw!l Help! Save mel
crikev | JTt's the Smiler ! Ilelp|”

“What!” gasped Wharton.

“My esteened habl”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton and the nabob stared at the
man who had so suddenly appeared
before them. 3

They, like Bunter, knew the hard,
cold face, and the glenming slits of eyes.
It was the Smiler—the rascal who
had attempted to kidnap Bunter before
breaking-up at Greyfriars,

The Smiler gave one swift glanes up
and down the road. Not w soul was in
sight in either direction.

Evidently the raszcals had picked the
lonclicst spot for their ambush. Though
how they could have known that Bunter
would be on the road that morning was
a mystery, if the juniors had had time
to think of it Clearly they knew, for
they were there—on the wateh for him |

But, lonely as the rosd was, the
Smiler. had no time to waste~and he

wasted none.
“Quick.!”” he rapped. “Terrct—Ratty

uigk 1
_%n leaped at Bunter, and grasped the
fur collar of the overcoat.

cxclaimed



e

** Quick ! ** snarled
value your skin 1**

o T T M gt VR0 . W, M N

The fat junier struggled and yelled.
Wharton and the nabob had no chance
to go to his help, The other two rushed
f}t %hug ab the a;etﬂaﬂmcm&n%i Eﬁhé
urty Horret gras arry rerton,
and bore him _ﬁa.ck._wit.h a crash, to the
earth. “ Ratty,* seized the nabob,
they struggled furiously. ,
“I szay, you fellows, help!” Bunter
yelled and roared. “I say— ©Oh
crikey ! Gerroff, Efﬂu beast! I ain't
Lord Reynham! Halp1* :

‘The 8miler tightened his grasp on the
fat Owl's shoulder. Leaving his two
confoderates still struggling with Whar-
ton snd the npabob, who resisted des-
perately, he q:agge;& Buuter up the
stecp bank beside road.

In a few moments the fat junior would
have been dragged out of mght among
the dark, shadowy firdrees.

Wharton and Hurree Em}gh Were

iving their assailants ;)!entj of trouble.

unter was not the fellow to give much
trouble in a sorap, especially in such
desperate hands as those of the Smilar.

But terror sharpened Bunter’s fat
wits, As the Smiler dragged him ap
the steep bank by the collar of the coat,
the fat junior suddenly squirmed out of
the coat. ' ) ]

The Smiler, dragging with all his
strangth, suddenly found himseli drag-
ging -at an empty overcoat, and pitched
ever by his own momendum. :
yvell of rage as he tumbled headlong in
among the firs, with the fur-lined over-
coat empty in his gra.ﬁeg.

Bunter, yelling, rolled down the bank.

He huﬂai;d in the road—and bounced
up again ke a ball. Hitherto, pinea
lﬂnvinﬁ the car, Bunter had crawled kike
a snail, Now he went up the road like
n streak of lightning.

Any QGrevfriars fellow who hod seen

s 3 )

and

The ambashed juniors stared as the kidnapper

He gave-a .
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Billy Bunter at that moment, would
have considered that he had a healthy
chance for the school 100 yards,

He flow. He fairly whizzed !

The loss of that tremendous fur-lined
overcoat was a relief to his movements.
His top-hat flew off in the wind—and

* clattered, unregarded, behind him,

Bunter was not likely to stop for hia
hat. He would not bave stoppad &t that
awful moment for the treasures of Gol-
conda !

He ran and ran! 2

‘Down the bank cama the Smiler, with
a leap, his hard face convulsed wit
rage. . Wharton and the nabeb, still
struggling, were pioned down by the
Terret and Rafty—resist as hard as
they could. The Smiler did not waste a

lance on them. He shot like an arrvow
in pursuit of Bunter.

Hea could have little doubt of running
the fat junior down. DBut Bunter's
escape from his hands, and szudden
flight, spelled danger for the kidnapper.
Lonely as the road was, cars or pedes.
trians might come along at any moment.

Such a gams needed swiftness—the
Hmiler bhad caleulated on dragging
Bunter into the wood, out of sight, in a
fow seconds, whilst his associates dealt
with the other two. Certainly he had
not calculated on Bunter slipmng out of
his overcoat and taking to his heels. It
quite disconcerted the Smiler’s plana.

He raced after Bunter.

Bunter charged madly on. .

Ho heard rapid, ecuttling footsteps
behind him. The sound spurred him on
to frantic efforts. Cold as tha December
day was, the perspiration streamed
down Bunter's fat face. He %a.a.pa he

lad, he puffed, and be blew. But
g_u pounded desperately on.
Pattor, pattér, patter, came the run-

L
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the volce of the Smiler, as he dragged Bunter away from the lodge. * Quick—and be silent, if you %
The ag-a.gg&d the quaking Owl along the snowy path, -
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ning feet behind. An outstretched
gi_il'as ing hand touched Bunter's fus
shoulder.

As if the contact electrified bhim, the
fat junior shot on out of reach, scudding
on 1n a frantic spurt

The Smiler, gritting his teeth, vaccd
after him. ]

A%Jain tho outstretched clutching hand
touched Buntar. This time it hooked
on. And the frantioc Qwl, ss e waa
grasped and dregged to s halt, let ous
yell after %ﬁﬂ of irantic ferror,

" Ow ] elp! Wowl] Help! I=lp!
Yaroocoh |"

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry to the Rescue [

i ALLO, hallo, hallo 1 gasped Bab
Cherry.

“That's Bunter—" ex-
clpimed Frank Nugent, in
wander.
“ But what—"
“ Look I gasped Fraok. ]
The two juniors wera tramping

along the frosty road, swinging their
Buitcases. :
More than half an hour ago, the train
ha;ld Ianied tﬁl:;] at Gast{llewanéd Etai;iﬂﬁl.
where they expectad to Do met Dy
a car from tho castm‘:with their friends
in it. But there was po car—and no
sign of their friends; and after warting
about for ten minutes or so, they
decided to walk. If the car was mmm%n
there was no doubt that they would
meet it on the road—spyhow, they ex-
acted to see something of their friends
fora they orrived st the castle.
But Whubthefhé uartumin]giﬁd %ﬂt ex-
ect was what saw—hEilly Bunier,
¥ TeE Maoner gmnmt.—-ﬂn. 1,557.
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con{less and hiatless, charglng up the appeared inte the wood—twisting paio-

road from the distauce, like o runaway*
bull, |

They =taved nt Lim blankly.

Why Dunter wae charging along ot
that rate, without his hat, was a mnys-
terv—for a moment. Buot the next
moment the mystery was_ explained as
they saw the Smiler charging after him.

Iiven os thoy stared, the pursner
clufched  the nting fat Owl from
Lohind, and=-dragged lum backwards
Ii.t]éf gr-:r

ob gave & ga

“Gnr'ﬁ.n o, Frﬁks 3

Ile tore down the read at top speed.
Frank Nugent tore after lLim. 'They
were o good hundred yards off when
they eightod the chase. They covered
those lmndred yards in record time.

Buuter, squealing frantically, crum-
pled up in the Smiler's iron grasp—a
grasp ns resistlessly dpmmrfn! as that
whieh Dhad been laid on him in the
King's Room a couple of days ngo.
Helpless in the kidnapper's hands, and
with no second chance of slipping out
of them, Bunter vwas dragged beodily to
the roadside, nnd up the bank to tho
shadewy wood

In his baste and breathless hurry fo
get his prisoner ont of sight, the Smiler
probably Lhad not observed the 4wo run-
iing firareas approaching.

Svifi as they were, Dob and Nugont
were net quick enough to eollar the
Smiler before he got Buunter off the

voad.
Lut, as the Lidnapper drogged the
Liapless fat Owl wp the bank, Dob

Cherry reached the spot, panting. He
swnng up his suitcase, and burled it
It was rathier a heavy objcct to use
az o mizsile. Dot Dob's vight arm was
sirong and sinewy. With a powerful
swing, he sent the suilcase huriling ot
the kidnapper, and it struck the Smiler
in the middle of the back, just as he
yveached the trees with his prisoner.

Crash !

Pheve was n gasping yoll from the
Smiler. That erash an his back knocked
him spinning He let go Bunfer, and
crashed to the earth.

Buunier, released, rolled down the
bank again. Bob's suitcase rolled afier

im.

Ele landed in the road, yelling. The
gnitease olattered down, bumping.

The Smiler dragg{u:l himself to his
feet, twisting painfully. His back had
a scvere pain in it _

He leaned on a tree, gasping, and
glared down into the road. Bob Cherry
and Frank Nugent faced him with
clenchiod fists, roady for him if e came
back. Bunter sat and yelled. :

But the Smiler did not come back,
He could hardly beve handled the two
juniors together. His game was up.

Afler o pavage glare at them, ha dis-

fully as he went. It was likely to be
some {ime before the Smiler forgot that
bang on his backbono.

"f}wi Wow!l Yow! Help!"” Dunter
WAL IOAring. '

“All sevene, old fat mian ! said Bob,
with & cheery grin. " You'ro all right
now, old porposel” )

“Right as rain, old fat bean!™ said
Frank Nugent .
Billy Bunter blinked at them dizzily.

*“Oh1"* he gasped. “Ow! T say, you

fellows—oh evikey! I—I—I say, that
beast—the Smiler—has he gone? Oh
dear | )
“He's gone ! said Bol.  * 8tick with
us, old grampus, and we'll sea  you
through! Where's Wharton and Inky?

Didn't they come out with you”

“Eh? Oh, yesl The other beasts
collared them——>" :

“YWhat?" howled Bob.
they, then?™

“Back along the road somewhere! 1
say, you fellows, don't you leave me
Lere ™ syellad Bunter, as Bob and
Nugent started at a run down the road.
*“1 say, stop for mo—I eay Boasts t"

Bob and Nugent fairly flow. They
were not likely to linger when they
Leard that * other beasts  had collarcd
their chums bock along the road.

Bunter had rovered a good distance
hefore the Smiler ﬂIut.uhef him. Thera
was & bend in the road, shutting off
from zight what was farther on.
Cherry and Frank Nugent ran as if
they were en the cindor-path—and Billy
Bunter, in panie terror that the Smiler
might show up again, pushed after
them, panting :

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” panted Bob,
as he tore round the bend of the road.
“Hore they are!”

Harry Wharton and Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh wore still resisting man-
fully. But both of them were pinned
down—the Terret had a knee on
Wharton's chest, and Ratty o knce on
thic nabob’s

The two rascals were holding them
gecure, until the Bmiler had got away
with "“Lord Reynhom ™ — and the
juniors, quite understanding what was
intended, made desperate efforts to free
thomselves, v y

But their cfforts were in vain, They
could not help Bunter—ilicy conld not
Lelp themselves.

They wera still atruggling, in vain,
when Heb Cherry and Nugent came
speeding up—and at the sight of them
’tﬁe Forret and Ratty promptly released
their prisoners, darted up the bank, and
vanished into the fir wood, -

Wharton and the nabob scrambled to
their feet, panting for breath. They
did not realize for a momont why they
had been so Enddenly released. Then,
az they saw Bob

“%Where are
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“All right now, fathead!™ said
Harry., *“They wou't tackle the lot of
us togethor!™

“Coma on [#

I tell you roared
Bunter. “ Wlm;&'n my hbat?! Giome
my coatl Look here, you bessts, you
come on, see?  I'm not gowng to hang
about here to be'kidnapped | T say, you
fellows, come oni"

Billy Bunter started. It was doubt-
tackled the whole bunch of them—but
ful whethor the kidnappers would have
Bunter was not taking chances. Hia
| twmkled down the
road to Beynham Chastle—and the grin-
ng Co. had to step oul—to keep pace
with Bunter.

“But what,” asked Bob Cherrf'
“does 1t all mean? Those jolly old
Lidnappers ara after Bunter—this is the
third time! You fellows got the faint-
est ides whyt”

“Oh,  yos—we koow mow!" said
Harry, laughing.
“Tha knowifulness 1= terrifiol”

grinned Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.
“Give it o name, then !” paid Bob.
“It's » dead secrot,” ssid Har
Wharten. * You fellows mupst be told,
as you'rs coming to the ecastle—but
mind, not & word, not a whisper.”
“You're jolly mysterious " grioned
ob. *“Cough up the deadly old
secrot 1V ' ;
Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent starod
blankly when they were told. Thoy
blinked at the captain of the Remove.

“You're not pulling our leg 1" gespad
Eoh,

“Honest Injun”
“Well, my hat!1” said Nugent.

“Not & syllable at the castls, cven
among ourselves, in case walls have
carg " said Harry. “ Dven Lord Reyn-
ham's cousin doesn't know—nobody'a
been told. His lordship’a own cousin
takes Bunter for bis lordshipt”

“But why on earth did the old bean
pick out Buoteri1”

“His pluck—-" gaid Harry, with a
chunkle.

“His whatter?” wyelled Dob.

“He must have pulled ihe old bean’s
ﬁg somehow ! Anyhow, there it is!

mnd you keep it nwfuﬁ}r dark I

“I say, vou fellows,” squeaked
Bunter, ‘?hara’s the car | e

Reynbamm Castla was in sight before
Denham was seen in the Rolls. The
captain seemed to have taken his time
about sending out that car,

Bunter packed himself in it with great
relief. . :

“Get in quick, you fellows [ he said.

“Tet her out, Denharmn 1

“Yes, my lord.”
“My lord |” murmured Bob Cherry.
“ My hat 1”

“Billy Bunter blinked uneasily from
the windows of the car until it passed in
at the great gateway of the castle,
Then, as 1t glided on ug the drive, the
E:I:hjuniur was easy 1n hig fst mind at

E ]

He was quite bimsslf once more when

he rolled out of the car at the steps of

the castle door. He gave Bob sod
Nugent & cheery blink through his big
epectacles.

“ Weleome to my castle, you fellows I
said Buntcr grasciously,

“Thanks ne end. my lord I” gasped

ob.
“Hga,; ha, hal”

And the chums of the Remova fol-
lowed Lord Bunter into Bunicor's castle



THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPIER,
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' NCESTOR of your lard 1
H asked Bob Cgerr;f 4

And the other fellows

] grinned.
Exllﬁ_ Bunter was showing his guaesia
over his quarlers. were atial

quarters, and Lord Bonter naturally-ex-
pected the puests to be impressed.

But Bunter, as 8 nobleman, seemed to
appeal chiefly to Bob Cherry’s senss of
humour.

Bunter had, iz vain, requested Whas-
ton and Hurres Singh to address him as

“my lord.* But ho did net need to
make that requesi-to ihe hilarious Bob.
Bob addres him continually a2 “my
lord,” and sgeemed fo derive great

amusement from so doing.

Looking round tha spacious King'a
Room, Bob stopped ‘in front of an
angient portrait let into the wall in a
heavy metal frame. It was the portrait
of an ancient. monarch, and certainly
bore no resemblance to Lord Bunter—
oxcept in one respect. The figure had a
voery extensive circumference. It was, in
iﬂﬂtil a portreit of King Henry the
Eighth, whose roysl fizure had been
lmilt somewhat on Bunter's lines.

“Oh, really, Cherry!' grunted
H»;mdh:.r:1 “If you're going to be a funny
12g——

“*Leaving that to you, my lord, Xou
do 1t better than I do!™

““Ha, ha, ha I

“That's & portrait of King Henry the
—ihe Ninth, I think,"” snapped Bunter.
“The room's named after him. He
staved in this castle the tlﬂ;}f before the
battle of—of Waterloo—"

“0h, my hat1”

* r—or Trafa.]fa.r; I forget which,”
snid Bunter hastily.

“Not the battle of ihe Sommei?”
a:ked Bob.

*“Ha, hg, ha "

“Well, anyhow, the old blighter

stayed in this castla, and that’s why this
is called the King's m," said Bunter,
*1 think he was the king who let the
rakes burn in the neatherd’s hut——"

“Oh erumbs | Wasn™t that Alf 1

“No, Honry the Ninth, I think," said
Bunter,” “ You don't know much about
history, old chap!”

“It's Henry the Eighth, fathead™
eaid Nugent, “the sportsman who cub
off his wives® heads.”

“0Oh, yes, I remember,” said Buntor.
“I know a good bit of history. He cut
off l1is wife’s head, and she never ‘smiled
agFaip——

“Oh crikey 1"

“ JTames 1" yapped Bunter.

“Yes, my lord

“Have the beds been placed in my
room, &3 ¥ ingtructed you, George t"

* Yes, my lord.”

" Very gmth Frederick! Come and
look at the bed-room, you fellows,”

Tho juniors followed Bunter through
the communicating doorway into the ad-
joining bed-room. Two more bedsteads
ware thera now.

Bob and Nugent looked at them in
soine surprise.

There was a huge canopied bed—the
historic bed in which that feracicus old
gentleman, Henry Tudor, had slept soma
hundrede of years ago. It stood in state
At some distance from the walls, Hither-
ta there had been a bed on either side
of it. Now thera was a bed at the head
and a bed at the foot, slso,
bed, which was Bunter’s, was guite sur-
rounded,

“What's that game1® asked Nugent.
“fr:si;we all camiping in this room, or
whati”

The state }

@rand dbristmas Rumber

“That's it 1 grinned Bunter. " Lots
of ‘space I This room is jolly nearly as
big a3 the dorm at Greyiriars. Ii thet
blighter comes in the night ha will find
vou fellows all round me, see P

“I sea I** gasped Bob. * Jolly glad to
be useful to you, my lord I

“When Bull comes I'll have another
bed ed in for him, too,” said
Bunter, *“They won't get at mo if I can
hel.pI it, I can tall you.”

“I don't see how they could get at
you at all here,” grnid Nugent.

“Well, one of them did, the day I
gob hE[‘&E'" answered Bunter. -*I'm not

taking chances of that happening again.
Now, %ﬂu fellows had a pretty good
lunch, I hope.”

“Fine 1" grinned Bob. “Your lord-

ship’s prog is A 1.7 -
“I dare say you'd like 8 rest after it

You ¢an sit up here while I have o nap,

geal™

Billy DBunter
King's Room, and disposed his fat limbs
in a deep armchair before the fire.

The four juniors looked ot one
another, smiling.

They were guite prepared to camp in
Bunter’s room, and guard him from
dangers, real or imaginary, but they
were not prepared to sit around in the
afternoon, hstening to  his  loedship
snoring.

The carly December dusk was falling,
but it was sgtill light encugh for a
ramble round the castle, and the frosty
air appealed more to them than frowst-
ing indoors aver a fire. )

" Good-bye, my lord I said Bob.

Bunter blinked round. .

“1 say, you fellows, stop here, will
you? I shan't want more than an hour.
You'd batter not talk. I don’t hke jaw
when I'm poing to sleep. Just sit
round."

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob.

“What are vou cackling at?" hooted
Bunter. .

"“Your little joke, my lord! Come on,
you men,” aaid] Bob. * Lotas of time for
a trot round before dark.”

“Beasts [* roared Bunter,
juniors headed for the door.

“(h, my hat! Are tha nobility all as
polite as that?” asked Baob.

rolled back into the

as the

“Took here, wait till I ring for
James, then I’ hooted Bunter., *I'm not
left alone, gce? I'm in

ing to be
Egn or here when I'm left alone.”
“(Oh, all right; buck up, my lord 1"
Bunter rang, and James appeared.
There was a patient, long-suffering ex-
pression on James® amooth face. A fow
days of his lordship secmed to have
made James

i N
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“Hiay here, Frederick, whila my
friends are gone out |” said Bunter.

“¥Yes, my lord.™

“¥You may sit down,"™ added Bunter
considerately. ' 8it down, Herbert.™

“Thank you, my lord I"

James sat down in & far corner of the
vast apartment

“¥You fellows can cut nowl!” said
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. ¢ut, and his
lordship was left to repese. They did
not need a rest after lunch. His fat
lordship did, having exerted himself at
that mesl much more than the other
fellows, A minute after they were gono
his Jordship's snore awoke the echoes of
the King's Room.

And in five minutes more James rose
softly to his feet, stepped softly across
to the sleeping beauty, and peered at
him in the thickening dusk, and then
softly trod out of the apartment.

The December dusk thickened in the
great apoartment, only the red gleam of
the fire cast an uneartain wavering light.
Light and shade denced on  Billy
Bunter's slumbering face, and the gleam
was reflected from his big spectacles.
His snore rumkled.

If there was enother sound in the
Liusk:.r_ apartment, Billy Bunter did nos

car tf.

A slight sound was not likely to walen

Billy Bunter.

The sleeping fat Owl did not know
that another shadow stirred, among the
shifting shadows of the dusky room. He
did not hear a stealthy icotfall.

He did not awcken—till a sudden
grasp was laid on him: and then it wes
too latel . .

As his eyes opened behind his spec-
tacles, and his mouth for a startlod f?eli.
a thick eloth was pressed over his ,
etifling his eries. With & muffled squeak
of terrar, the hapless fat Owl felt him.-
self dragged bodily from the armchair,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Struek Down |

OB CHERRY grinned.
* James derick Georgae
Herbert seems to have got fed

up I ha murmured.

Harry Wharton & Co, were in tha old
gak gallery, over the great hslb of
Reynham. They were looking from a
tall window, over the gardens and tho
for-stretobing park. Snow was falling—

the first snow of Christmas. Thick dark
clonds were banking over the park, blot-
ting oub the red glimmer of setting

Bun.
_ Locoking out into the falling snow, the
uniors were dehnhmh&thar to go out

r a ramble, regar of the weather,
when Hab's eye fell on the nest, dapper
figure of James, emerging quietly irom
the broad corridor on which the King's
Room opened. :

James passed on his way and disap-
peared, sod the chums' of the Remove
grinned. .

No doubt Lord Bunter had a right to
command his “man® to remain while
he slumbered. On the other hand, it
was not surprising thet James was very
soon fed up with listening to his lord-
ship’s snore, WNo doubt be had learned,
by this time, that his lordship, once
asleep; waas not likely to swaken in a
hurry and miss him.

. “Well, let's get ont, you Iellows 1" said
Bob.  ** Whe caraes for a little snow ¥

“Let'sI* agreed Nugent.

Hurreo Jamset Ram Sing gave a
shiver.

Teg Maorer Lmranyr.—Na. 1,557,
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Bob was glad to see the snow: bub the
delighy- s northern winter had a
diffcient  etfect on the junior from
India's coral strand. 3

“Ghe freezefulness is ferrific
marked the nabalb. :

“T'I1 warm you up witlh a Fow snow-
Lalls, old ebhapl”

Hurree Singh grinned .

“You fellows go outfully, and I will
remain under the shelter of his lordship’s
ridieulous rool 1 he said. I will turn
on the iligtic radio while you are gone.™

Right-ho,” eaid Bob. *CUome on,
rou chape I” _

Three of the Co. went down the stair-
case; and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
for whom a snowfall had no attraction
whatever, walked up the corvidor agniu
to fhe linz's Room.

The radiograra was not likely to
avaken Lis lovdehip—if that mattered.
MNoiling sheet of a thunderclap—and a
vory hefty one—was likely to awaslien
Lord Dunter, when he was enco safe in
the emivace of Morphens.

Hurree Singh turned the door-handle,
and opencd the big oak door of the
King's Iloom. Ak

The interior waz doeply dusky, with
only a dancing beam from the log fire,
erackling on the wide, ancient hearth.

The nabob expecied to hear Bunter’'s
snore, as he opeped the door: but there
wwas no sound of encring in the room,

But, as he looked in, the Indian junior
Licavd a faint mufiled gurgle.

He was fecling for the lighting-switeh,
which was near the doerway, when he
suddeply stopped, and stared, as if
petrificd.

Agninst the red glow of the fire, was
a moving mass of shadow., Dumb-
Hounded, E;lurrea Singh stared. Dim as
it was, he could see what was happening.

Billy Bunter wilh a cloth twisted
round his head, gurgling faiptly and
wriggling like an ecl, sras beifg dragged
ot of his armechair, in the grasp of a
dark shadewy Rgure.

Even as the nabob stared, blankly, at
{he startling and unexpected vision,
Dunter was dragged ocross_the room,
lownrds the wall whero the King's por-
lrait glimmered in its heavy frame.

But only for a second did the nabob
stand amazed. Then Lie woke to sudden
and vigorous action. .

Iic ehot neross the room, like an
arvow, and a dusky fisk shot out, with
all the force of a strong arm.

All he conld eco of Punter’s assailant
was o dim, dark outline: but it was
enough to guide his blow,

There was a sharp, savage howl, as
hiz knuckles crashed on the side of a
head,

Bunter, suddenly released, rolled on
the floor. ]

Instantly, he tore the wrapping cloth
from hiz face, and velled. e yelled
frantically, on his top note. .

“"Help! Yarook! Help! I sary, you
follows! Help ™

The dark fgure turned on Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh with tiger-like swift-
ness.  The dusky junior was grasped, in
a grip of iron.

That grip was twico or thrice too

e

strong for him; but the nabob gave
erosp for prasp, and stru ﬁ!ﬂrﬂ maniolly.
“Help I he panted. * Help ¥

“Help I roared Bunter

He eerambled to his fect. Too tervified
even to realizo that one of Lis friend:
was there, siruggling with his wnscen
En{-m,}', the fat junior bolted for the

Do

He barged into the corridor, and flew.,

The Magnet

In a split second, Billy Bunter was
doing the oak gallery at about 50 m.p.h.,
and senttling down the staircase, 10 &
series of wild, kangaroo-like ;Jul'l'tps. At
every jump, he let out a well.

“Ilallo, hallo, hallo!® "roared Bob
Chorry.

‘The four juniors were in the hall
below. Ther had been ahout fo go out,
when Bunter happoned.

They stared up blonkly at the fab
figure bounding down the stairs.
Jasmond, who was in the hall, stared
up, with raised cyebrows 8ir Peter
Lanchester came hurrying from the
library—and Captain Reynham emerged
from the smoke-room, with a cigaretle
hetween finger and thumb.

“IWhat—" exclaimed Bir Pefer.

“What the dooce—=" drawled the
capfain. -

“ Bunter—" gasped Harry Wharlon,

“You fat ass, what's up?” yelled
Mugent.

“Help ! Yaroch ! Help ! He got me 1™
velled Butiter, as he staggered from tho
staivs info the hall. I say, you fcllows—
vavopol !  He got mel Owl”

“Fou absurd boy 1™ ¢xclaimed  Sir

Pofer. * Dops this mean that you have
hod  another fanciful attack of
eryves——"

“You old asz!” yeclled Bunter.

" Wha-a-tt" £

“1 tell you he got me! Oh erikey !
Tle had a bag or someting over my
liead, ond was dreagging me away [”
gasped Bunter.

* Nonsense I )

“I tell you he did 17 shrieked Bunter.
“That beast James must have left me
alone—I'll sack him—oh erikey 17

“Calm yourzelf, my boy |”

Fd anm !?F 4

“ Inky went to Bunter’s room,” gasped
Bob. “He can’t have been larvking with
the fat chump, surely I¥ :

“] say, you fellows, was it Inky?
Somebody came in, I think, I—I think
he's fighting with that beast now——"

“%What ¥ wyelled Wharton.

The captain of the Remove bonnded
up the staircase. :

After him flew his chumns.

Ilie bare possibility that the nabob
was in an enemy’s grip was enough for
them. After them, more slowly, went
the old baronet. Bunter remnined
spluttering in the hall.  Captain
Reynham with a shrug of tho shoulders,
went back into the smoke-room.

Harry Wharton & Co. fairly flew [

along the osk_gallery, snd up the
corridor to the King's Room.

“Inky 1” shouted Harry, as he reached
the door. It s wide open—and the
room was dark—only the firelight glim-
inering within.

“Inky ! yelled Bob.

But there was no answer from the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Wharton groped for
flashed on the light.

The next moment there was a cry of
horvor from the Greyfriara juniors as
ﬂlf}!’ crowded in.

n the Persian rug, at full length, laz
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh—unconscious,
In the light, his face was set and shill,
os a face of bronze.

“Inky, old man ! panted Nugent.

Tlarry Wharton ran to the nebob, and
lifted hia head. .

There was & dark bruise under the
dark heir, whore a savage blow had
been struck, That blow had stunned
the Nubob of Bhanipur. His head rested
on Wharton's k is eyes closed,

“ Knocked out—poor old Inky I” gas-

the .switnh, and ]

ped Bob Cherry. Then—then—then
thers was 6o bere—"

* Look for him I* panted Harry. “I'll
look mfte: Inky—you look for that
villain I* L. .

The three juniors began a bhurried
search, .

But the mysterious assailant had had
ample time to get clear. That soma
ouerny had reacned Bunter was certain
now—Hurres Singh's unexpeeted return
to the King's Boom had saved himm.
Bunter hid escaped—and the nabob,
at ling with the kidnapper, had been
struck senseless, while the rascal fed.
There  was no sign of him to be
discovercd. ; _

“Whot—" cxclpimed Hir Deter, as
he strode into the King'a Room.
“What—why—evhat has  happened
hergi” He stared down in horror at
the nnbob’s still face,

“ Nobody: heral™ snid Dol coming
bock from the bed-room. *“The Lrute's
got away. Dut how the thump did he
got in at all@"”

“Inky's coming tol” breathed Whar-
ton, as the nabob’s cyes opencd, with a
wild stare. *“Inky, old fellow—"

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh blinked in
the light. His hand groped at the bruise
on his head. He tried to speak.

0wl My esteemed napper!” woero
hiz first words., “Ow ™

“What has happened here, miy bhov?”
cxelaimed Sir Peter Lanchester. “Tt is
clear that you have been attacked—but
how—who——"

“The Tudierous raseal had hold of
Bunter I gasped the nabob. " He gave
me a terrific rap on the head while I
was strug Iing with him—-=" ]

¥ But who 1" gasped Sir Peter.  “ Dud
voul =co him ,

“Not clearfully, esteemed sahib. but
I think it was that ridiculous rascal
called the BSmiler—"

"(io0d gad! But how——" stuftercd
Sir Peter helplessly. “One of the kid-
nagl?r:rs—-nhere—m the costle] Good
ga n

Leaving the nabob to his friends, he
hurried from the reom, in guest of
Tomlinson. This was o matler for the
detective to deal with. - .

“¥on think it was the 8miler, Inky "
asked Harry Wharion,

“The thinkfulness is terrific ™

“That means,” said Harry quietly,
“that they have & confederais insitgﬂ
the castlo. He could not have got here
without that—he could not even have
inown, which room Bunter was in. This
means that sompbody inside Reynham
Castle has a hand in idnapping.™

There was no doubt sbout that in tho
minds of the Greviriars fellowa. DBut
who, in & numerots household of forty
or ffty persons, was the confederate of
the Bmiler and his gang, they had no
means of guessing--and i1t was probable
that BIr. Tomlinson was cqually at a
(R

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Bait !

IR PETER LANCHERTER
ritbbed his hands, )
His ruddy face wore a beaming
smile.

It was o cold and frosty morning.
Wintry sunshine gleamed on & white
carpet of snow all round Reynham
Castle, Standing at the great doorway
which was wide open, the old baronet
beamed at the wintry weather. ]

Captain Reynham, who was smokin
an after-broakfast cigarette an the hall,
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El&nmd at him once or twice curiously,
ut did not speak.

Harry Wharton & Co. came out of the ke

breakfast-room, with cheery faces. Billy
Bunter rolled after them, equally
cheery, Meals always had & cheering
effect on Bunter.

Bir Peter glanced round from the
doorway, smiling.

“Ready for a walk, my boys!” he ex-
claimed.

& rather, sir!” snswered Dob
Cherry. “ Ripping morning |”

“I should Tﬂm- to show you the old
hihting-lodga in the park!™ said Bir
Paotar. “It is about half a mile—a
pleasant walk in the snow——*

Gt ; By,
go outl” exclaimed Billy Bunter.
eay, don't you leave me alone

“You sre coming also,
said SBir Peter. " Get your coat and
on! I 1osist!

d*

And as the Co. donned coats and hats,
to walk out with Sir Peter, Lord Bunter
unwillingly did the eame.

Heo prunted
cheery party.

it |

here.”

hat

They followed a path

hid the castle from sight; except the
tall turret dark egainst the stecly

“Christmes is close at hand now, my
boys I said Bir Peter. "I hope that we
shall have a merry Christmaes at the
casfle—a very happy Christmas.” The
old gentleman beamed on the ﬁnmm
“If all goes well, my ward will be able

sky.

to join us at Christmas, snd we shall be §

& very happy party.”

" rgi” asped Buntoer.

He blin at the smiling old gentle-
Tan. :

Tha other fellows grinned at the ex-
pression on his fat face. They did not
need telling that Lord Bunter was far
from keen to discerd his borrowed
plumes, when the time ceme for the real
Lord Reynham to show up in his an-
cestral halls. '

“If wa aro successful this morning,” 3

eontinued Bir Peter, “it will un-
necessary for Bunter fo play-the part of
Lord Reynham any longer.

"Oh!” repeated Bunter.

The juniora realised that Sir Peter
had some plan on ha.nd—thﬁugh the
could not guess what it was. That wal
in the frgsty park had some epecial
purpose,

“From what has bappened,” went on
Sir Peter, “there is no doubt that my
ward's enemies keep watch on the bo
they believe to be Lord Reynham—
should not be surprised if we are
wafched at this very moment.”

“I—1 say, hadn't we better go back ¥ ;

ga.a;;ed Bunter.

“I am relying on Four courage,
William 1™ _

“Oh! Ah! VYes! But——"

“And vour nerve—"

“0Ohl Yes! Certainly! But—*

*T1 have no doubt whatever,” went on

the beaming old gentleman, “that when: §
William remains alone in the old lodge

in the park—"

i Eh?u

“He will be seized by that rascal who
bears the odd name of the Smiler——"

" Wha-a-t 1” _

“And all will be well!” said Sir
Peter. “Once that scoundrel is in the
grasp of the law, T shall not fear Jor
my ward. That villain—that dastard—
has been seeking to kidnap him for
years—for what resson, I do not know—
it ia a mystery—but once his teeth are
drawn, my ward will ba safe. -William
will remsain alone in the old hunting-
lodge——-""

“Look herg——*
slarm,

*You need have no fear, my boy't”

roared ' Bonter in

you iﬂilow%_dun’t sl of you !
j

William I 3
A walk will do you §

2 5
as he rolled out with the

ihmutih the frosty park, and the trees .

Grand dhristmas BHumber

said Sir Peter reassuringly. “Tomlin-
ton is already concealed in the lodge,
eping watch, e will be on the spot.
You will be in no zesl danger. ou
will simply be the bait to draw the
dastard into the trap, as I planned when
I brought you here under my ward's
name,
“Oh crikey 1™

“It's u u, PBunter!” mned
Boh E‘herl: e «

“Boast1” hissed Bunter.

Between Qurselves

ELL, chums, another Christ- &
mas i close u us, and
another round of festivi-

ties will shortly commence.

all the good things you sample B

this festive season this splendid g
Christtnas Number of the Maaner =
will certainly be one of the
best | . -

My staff and I wish every g
“ Magnetite ™

A MERRY CHRISTMAS! §

May you have all you wish
gurselves, and may the feative

ard groan under the weight of
good things ! ]
At Christmas-time I never fail
to think of the vest army of 3
MaGKET readers scatterad all over
the world, and wonder how they §
ara spendi their Christmas, #
I'm looking forward to em:ugmi
myself this - Christmas, an
% sinceraly hope that all of you =
% will enjoy yourselves every bit as §
much. Have a good time, and 9%
remember that Christmas comes
but once & year—so.make the

most of it! Bo jolly—make
others jolly—let tho spirit of B
peace and will be with you. W

_{;;ood

Meanwhile, you can look for-
ward to snother topping number
of the Maguer noxt FRIDAY, n 3
which, together with our usual ¥
M programme, you will find some
maore ristmas features.- The
special Greyfriars yarn is en-
titled : .

“THE WRAITH OI° :
REYNHAM CASTLE!™ %

and tells of Harry Wharion &
Co.’s further exciting adveniures 3
during the Christmas vae. And =
rou’ll meet the ghost of Reyn- B
?ga.m Castle, toc! Fun and P
thrills abound n plenty in this &
seasonable story, chums. Take
my tip and order your copy
to-day! By the way, if
not yet got your copy of the
“Holiday Annual,” ‘see your
newsagent sbout it at the same ¥
time, -
: YOUR EDITOR. :
o P TR T R T s s T T M
Sir Peter Lanchester took Bunter's
fat arm, :

“Clome ! ha sald. “"We are close on

the lodge now! You other boys please
walk back.”

oy

“1 say, you fellows, don't you leave -

me 1 howled Bunter,

But there was no help for Bunter
now ; and he disappeared past the frocty
trees with Sir Peter Lanchester,

The old hunting-ledge lay 1n a thick,
secluded corner of the park. It was sur-
rounded by thickets of evergreens, and

2 .part. he was playing st

ou've &

27

the leafless branches of treecz almozt met
over it. It was partly in ruins, and only
one room retained a voof, with & door-
less aperture where a door ance had

been,

It looked dark and diamal and dreary
to B:ggr Bunter as the hapless fat Owl
arrived with Bir Peter.

*“I—I—I say—"' stammered Bunter,

“Thia is the 'place!” smid Bir Peter,
unheeding, He led Bunter in st the
doarway.

There were two or three benches, bub
no other furnishings in the interior,
which was dim end dusky. Snowflakes,
blown: in by the wintry wind, wers
scattered on the mossy stone floor.

Sir Peter glanced round.

. “You are here, Tomlinson I he asked
in a low voice,

“Here " came the rather acid tones,
of Mr. Tomlinson, and Billy Bunter
blinked round through is  big
spectacles. :

There was an aporture in the old stono
wall—a deep, dark alcove, From that
recess came Mr. Tomlinson's voice, but
the detective was not to be seen.

“Very good 1" said Bir Peter. " Now,
you may sit down on one of these
benches, William, s if you were staying
here to rest sfter your walk. have &
newspapar hera; you may read it whilo
you walt. Do not stir from this spot for
an hour, If the rogue i1s on the watch
he will find you before that time."

“It's klk-k_:k—hk-m : -

“Never mind that!™ said Bir Peter
cheerily. -

Bunter breathed fury. He did
mind it,

“Thderstand me,” said Sir Peter,
with a touch of sternness, “I rely upon
you, William! You are heme for a
certain. purpose I' If you fail you are, of
course, no use to me, and Fou may as
well leave the castle at onee.”

" Beast "

SV e TR e

—I—I mean, I'tn ready [ ges
Bunter, -* I—I—F'va got pluck, Iﬁopla.”

**1 hope so,” said Bir Feter. Possibly
he was -beginning to have doubts on that
poipt. 1 triast yvou! Mr. Tomlinson is
watching over youl I will leave you [*

“Oh lor' 1" ‘groaned Buanter, “ss the
old baronet walked out of the lodge and
disappeared. '

Bunter did not sit down. He did not
read the newspaper, Ile moved about
the old lodge restlessly like s {at rabbit
1n & cage. v

Again and again he was tempted to
cut. But that meant thrl::-wmg up the

eynham
astla !

And, after all, the kidnapper might
not appear. And Tomlinson was parked
in the alcove only ten feet from him.
Alternating between hope and ferror,
the' ‘unhappy substitute for Lord
Reynham blinked inceasantly st the
doorway. and when, 8 quarter of an
hour after Sir Peter.had departed, there
was o steslthy foolstap on the snowy
path outside, he geve a squeak of terror.

A stocky re blocked the doorway:
a cold, hard face, with a pair of glinting
icy eyes, looked in at Bunter.

Bunter blinked at him, speechless.

Sir Peter, after all, had caleulated
well, They had been watched in the
park. Tt was the Smiler i

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Co. Take & Hani!

Lk

i UIET1” whispered Harry
Wharton. -
“Mum 138 the esteemed
o word !'" breathed Hurree
1

ngh.
Tre Macxer Linany.—No. 1,557,



24

Four juniors crept  soflly  and
cautionsly through the thickets that sur-
rennded the old hunting-ledge.

Sir Peter Lanchester, wallung back to
the castle after leaving Bunter as bait
for the kidnapper, had seen notbing
more of the Greviriars fellows. No
doulst he ﬂh}ught—'tgdt. they had gone for
a m-;ajﬂble if he gave them any thought
abt alh

But Harry Wharton & Co, as a
matter of fact, were net far away.

While admitiing that old Sir Peter
had & right to expect Bunter to play
up in the part he had undertaken, they
worg Dot disposed to leave the hapless
fat Owl to it.

If Bunter, as bait, drew the kidnapper
into the snare, amnd the detective got
the handeuffz on him, it was all rigﬁ;cll:.
But if it did not work out like that it
was all wrong. And, in the latter case,
the Co. decided unanimously that they
had hetter be on the spot.

Harry Wharton had already seen the
cld bunting-lodge, during his days at
the castle, and he koew his way about.
He led the way, and his comrades
follorved him to the thickets n the rear
of the old lodge,

Then, with great caution, they worked
there-way through the thickets to a’spot
whese théy had ‘a view, between the
frosty twigs, of the path that led to the
dooeway of the lonely lodge. s

It was cold, it 'was damp, and it was
unplzdsant, - standing  ankle-deep in
snow, ,with frosty twigs brushing their
facox ‘and flakes dropping ‘on them from
branches above,

But they stuck if out manfually,

As it happened, théy had not very
long to wait. Thére wai a soft footstep
on-tie path on the other side of & mass
of snowy Jaurels. )

. Harry Wharton put his finger to his
ips. _

_ Suppressing their breathing, the four
Juniors “watched and listened. - They
glimpzed a stocky figure in overcoat and
cap: pazzing, and it ‘stepped into the
doorway of the lodge,

“Was that—" whispered Nugent.

“Bleszed if T know ! Listen
peraéd Harey,

Froni tho direction of the lodge they
heard o voice in eool, mocking tones:

* Good-morninig, Lord Reynham 17

“Oh lor’ 7 eame a faint squeak,

“Is . your lordship taking a little
rest ¥¥ went on the mocking voice. A
somewhat dismal place for vour lord-
ship.: . Perhaps vou will be kind enough
to accompany. e, and I will find you
somewhat hetter quarters. I have a car
not yery far away—quite a shorb walk,
your lovdship 1™

* I—1 say—— Oh crikey 1"

The : ambushed * juniors  exchanged

wick pglances, They hwavd every word

istitretly from the old ledyge, Tt was the
kidnapper—there was no further doubt
about that,

" whis.

blankl
an Ly

“My lovd—" went om the mocking
voice of the Smiler.

Hea broke off suddenly, There waa &
sudden tramp of feet, & sound of a fierce
struggle and a fall,

Tha juniors listened breathlessly,

. Evidently the detective had weighed
im. He was at %nps with the kid-
napper. A clink of metal reached the
ears of the juniors in the thicket.

Bob Cherry gave a gasp.

“He’s got hun! hat's the hand-
culfs 1"

Harry Wharton nodded.
~ “That's it! No need for us to bargo
in, if he's got him—I don’t suppose
he'd be fearfully pleased to zee us. He
wouldn't be flattered at our thirking
he might have made & hash of it.”

Bob chuckled.

But——  Hallg,

“MNot . likely!
halle, halle! Look 1™

An_overcoated figure emerged from
the doorway of th~ lodge. Itz grip
was on & fat arm, drageing Locd
Bunler out.

“Quick " snarled the voice of the
Smiler, no longer mocking, but savage
apnd  threateming. “8o  you wers
watched, you fat fool—much good it has
dona you! Quick—and be silent, if you
value your skin!"

“Oh erikey! Owt™

For a second the four juniors stared
through the frosty thickets.

Evidently it was not the detective
who had got the upper hand in that
brief struggle.

But ohly for a second they stared, as
the Smiler dragged the quaking fat
Owl along the showy path,

“At him " yelled Baob.

He burst out-into the path, followed

by his chums. Three or four fists hit

the astomsbed  Smiler &t .the same

moment, and he went staggering, let-.

ting go Burifer.

“Oh crikey " gasped Bunter, his
eves ‘slmost popping through his spec-
tacles. "I say, you fellows—  Oh
crumbs I :

*Collar him " roared Bob.

“Bag hin!”

The Siniler staggered over; but as
the juniors rushed down on him, he
leaped to his feet. He sprang back
and dodged the rush. and for a second
he glared at the Grevfriars  fellows,
evidently more than half-inelined to
spring at them. But the odds were too
great, and he koew it—and he turned
and bounded away.

“After him " gasped Harry.

“1 sav, vou fellows—"

Unheeding  Bunier, the juniers
dashed after the kidnapper.- 1ut the
Smiler ran like a deer. and in'a few
moments ho had vapished smong the
frocs.

“I say, vou fellows!"

The Smiler was gone.

Harry Wharton & Co. hucrird back
to the lmting-ladge.

velled DBunter.
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Mr. Tomlinson met their eyes. - His
face was crimzon—and &' crimson
stream- was flowing down frem- his
nose., His hands were joined together
in front of him. The juniors won-
dered why for a moment. Then they
saw that {m had handcuffs on.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob.

“HH-, -.har hﬂ l!':

The Greyfriavs, fellows
Really, they could not Lel
Pater had ﬁ;ﬂ- hig fat bait for the kid-
napper, nothing doubting that Tomlin-
son would get the man if he showed up.
Tustead of which the detective met their
eyés, handcuffed with his own hand-
cuffs ! - .

“When you have -dene sniggering.”
gaid Mr. Tomlinson, in ‘& gt‘mdmg
voice, ‘' perhaps you will kindly help
me out of this 1"

And Har+r5 Whﬁarmnlﬂt Co., sup-
yressing their m‘lﬁgering, kindly helpod
um out of it. ¥ 1thnu5-wasting time in
expressing thanks, Mr. Tomlinson
stalked out of the hunting-lodge, and
stalked away. And the juniors did not
chuckle again till he was gone.

_roared.
it,.  Sir

“I say, you fellows!”

“IHalla, halle halla!
lunch :

“Blow lunch ™

“ Wha-a-t 1" _

Bunter was frowning datkly.

He had frowned all the way back to
the castl. Ie bhad frowned ever
since,

“I'm fed-up!" said Bunter, as he
went in‘-to’ lunch. « “I'm jolly 'weill
chuicking it! ‘That silly old ass—thet
blithering 'old chump—that fathédded
old josser—if he jolly well thinks I'm
going to be left spotted azbout to be
snafiled,: he's jolly -well .mistaken! I'm
going—after  loanch ! added DBunter.

But as he sat down the frown disap-
peared from Buonter's fat brow,

He ghave an appreciative sniff,

“I say; .vou iellows,” he breathed,
“it's turkey I

And Bunter smiled gapain.

It was iurkey fod lunch.

Billy Bauter forgot narrow . escapes,
e kidnappers, and impending perjis.
Tuwrkey filled his fat thoughts—and was
ayon  filling hiz " fat”  circumfercnee,
Bunter beamed.

Ready for

Tord Bunter did not chuek it up!

Keally, 1t was too good s thing to be
Lghtlvy. chucked np. Un . =second
thoughts—proverbially the best—Bunter
decided to “carry .on. ' Turkevs and
Christmas puddings weighed more in
the balance than ki nagmra and
perils—and it was going to be & Merry
Chrstias !

THE EXD.

(The wert parn wn this_grand Christ-
miere geefes ix entitled P " THE WRAITH
(i REYNXHAM CASTLE!™ Watch out
far i in nexf Fridey’'s Magxer!)
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Xmas Serial,
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1.

Mo-ow-ow ! Yeow-ow-owl !

“Grate pip! What's thati™
aszked Jack Jolly, starting up feom
iuis chair at the fireeide in the library
of Jolly Lodpe.

“ Bounds hke a ecat concert!™
vernarked Frank FPearleaa.

“* Either that or a radio sot ossi-
lating ! * grinned Merry.

“ Mayhe it'a somo foreshima wild
animal that has lost its way in the
snow ' said Bright, with a slite
ghiver. * There mite easily be
wolves about on a wintry nite like
this ! ™

“Ha, ha! I tiink
chuckled General Jolly, Jaek's biull
und harty pater. ** Even though
it’s doubtinl weather, it’s doubtiul

westher  it's  doubdful enefll t{o
bning out wolves 1"

> Ha, he, ha "

The chums of (he St Suam's

FFourth luriod hartily at their host's
little joak.

Larftor came easily to their yung
Lps now that they were st Jolly's
ancestral home for the Christmaa
hollerdays.  The enow lay thick
in  the epggstensive grounds of
Jolly Lodya and a wintry wind
howled and wizslod round the towers
sl turrets of Goneral dJdolly's
mansion ; but all was mercy and
bright in the flickeving light of the
firo in the old library.

Even the HRajah of DBhoang
scemed to have caught the heller-
day  spivit. This distingwished
prince, who, had been o firend of
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' HERE’S

Chortles

it's the sound -of hap

General Jolly’s

in India, usua
wore & feerce gnwn on his lace
but he allowed himself to smile
plitoly, as he lissened to the cheery
chatter of the Fourth-Formera.

" OQur, yung friends like well to
be away from school, is it not, yes,
no [ ™ he cried, as he fingered the
glittering  diamond pin  which
adorned his tie—a jowel ra]?awwd
te be worth a fortune. ‘It ie
roleof to them[to
bé {ree from bur- 85
den  of school-
master sahib, no,
g P

“Yeos, rather,
rajah ' larflfed
Jack Jaolly.- ** Our
Hoead, Doctor
Bircheomall, ia ono
of the biggest
tivants that ever
lived. It's & load
off our minda to
know that we've
left him behind
at St. Sam’s.™

Yeow-ow-owl! Mee-ow-ow!

“ Ny hat! There's that awiul
noise again | " epesclaimed.-Frank

Fearless, * Is it possibul that it's
a yoewman bLeing in pane ¥V

“ Perhaps it’s a ghost,” said
Merry, with a nervusa glance over
hia sholder. * I'vo beeu told that
in o hysterical maunsion like this
there's always o haunted wing!'"

“ Bomebody hos been pullin’
your leg, my boy ! " lorfed General

Jolly. “ X'l wager my life it's
only a cat on the front d .
It's & feline howlin® that’s harrowin'
our fealin'a!”

" Yow-owll DBMee-row! Yeow-ow-
ow

“ Yo gods!™

* Can’t something be done about

it ¥ ' agked Bright, with a shudder.
“It's —it's garatly |

“1 know one certain way of

etoppin’ i, b ad " grinned
Gnﬂfml Jolly. Y n the front
tloor suddenly so0 as to take the
dashed animal by eserprize an’
tlhirow a bucket of water over it 1 '

“ (Good ides, by Jovel ™

“1It won't ba very plezzant for
tho cat on o cold nite Like this. but
wo've simply got to do Eﬂmethia%,“
aaid Jack Jolly, rising. *° This
way, you fellows 1™

¢ WHEN THEY BREAK UP THEY

BREAK

DOWN!

% | on them.

O BT

You might think the Christrnas ,
hola would be greeted with delizht
by Gueviviars chaps,

Nothing of tho kind, okl pals, wo
neEsura you l

Touriayg the school with breakicg-
up day in the ofiing, wo lound quito
# number of lellows bordering on
teara at the prospect o1 zoing home.

Bolsover major, lor instaneo, was
in a state of utter dejection.

“Holidaya! Don't talk to me
sbout holidays ! ” he groancd, when
wa tried to console hm. ™ What
can I do on hoeliday, lor goodinces’
sake 7 No aymas to twist, no noses
ta tweak, no eare to pull, no trousers
peats to kick, no——""

Wao fled, leaving Bolay still reeling
off his list of " noes *! to tho oir of

the guad |

Fellows Who Don’t Like Holidays ;

Soon after that we bumped into
Vernon-8mith. Therse was a woe-
hezone look on his hard-bitten face.
“ Lookin’ forward to Christmas ?
Why ghould I 7 ¥ -he asked, twistin
hia lips into a cynical encer ang
uttering a bitter laugh. (Don't
mind 3mithy—he has to do theso
things !} ** What's Christmas to me
without Quoleh 1 *

“ Without Quelch 1" we yelled
imcredulously.

The Bounder nodded moodily.

“How can I enjoy myself, do
you think, whon I've no Quelchy
to listen to my cool insolence and
caustio wit ¥ Without Quelchy to
work up into a daily fury, I shall
feel like & loat soul 1

Wa crept away, leaving Bmithy

great man of the Fifth

weoping quietly against the School

Then we ran Into Coker. The
was WeRring
a frown on his noble brow.

" Blow the Chriatmas hola 1" he
anorted, when we timidly touched
“I'm interested in re-
forming thoe Fifth just now—not
Christicas hols.- And o man ean't
reform the Fifth when tha Fifth are
scattered far and wide all over the
country, can ha? Christmas be
blowed § **

And Coker went his way anorting
loudly.

Finally, there was Loder of the
Sixth.

“0Of course, I'm not keon on

in' home for Christinas!™ he
ﬁ:rﬂd. when we looked round the
door of his study to ask him about
it. *I'm far too keen on Latin
prose an’ Roman history an’ mathe-
matics an' what not fo want to
loave tho dear old school.™

And Loder lit a fresh cigarette
and returnad to his task of marking
& poack of pliying-cards to the
acmmia.nimmt of & roar of laughter

; { Houso stepe,

lesa laughter, we concluded..

. Bo there you arel! Follows are
not all 8o keen on holxlays as you'd
think, and some of them are nearly
breaking:down when it comes to
breaking-up | '

-general ; your 2on has just emptisd before.

i —

o

The rest of the company nodded step before ringing the bell to tell
and followed their leader. They you I had come mgspa'nd Christmas
didn’t guite like wetting a cat on s with you, when he mistook me for
cold wintor's nite, but something a cat ! ™

had to ba dome to put en end to  "“Haw, haw, haw!” yelled
this tortcher, anyway | General Jolly. * Gad, sir, that's
Jack Jolly woent down to the what I eall funny ! Haw——"

kitchen to fetch & pail of Jater, Then the general broke off in the

and then the quartette t etel- middle of his lacf.

thily across the hall to the mesive “ What was that T heard you

front door of Jolly Lodge. Feariess say 1 ' he cried. ** Somethin® about

turned back the handle and pre. spendin’ Christmag hers 1 7

pared to ﬂinq open the door. * Right on the wicket t ** ned’
“Ready 1™ whi Fearless. Doctor Birchemall. “1 have
Jack Jolly poised bis pail and decided to pay you the prate

nodded. bonner of staying with you over
The next instant, Fearless flung the hollerday ! ™

:gem the door and Jack Jolly haﬁ “Help !" mermerod Fearless.
o contents of his pail thyough the “ Oh, gad | Awfully kind of you,

open dﬂurwaér. T'm sure, Birchemall!™ gasped
SWO0000008H | General Jolly. “ But I mal%y feel
“ Yaroooo ! ¥Yoocop! Help!'™ we've done nothin' to deserva auch
“What the merry dickens!” an honner. Can’t you honner
gesped Fearleas. : someone else instead §
Instead of the feline squeal he Doctor Birchemall pghook his

had eggepoctod to hoar, it was the hoad,

bellowing of & yewman voice that <« No general : mv mind j

. : my mind is made

cameo from the porch—and o YOW: uny, 8o it-gﬂ no good of you argewin
man voice that wos familiar ! yhout it | I know your natchera
o' The Head ! " g Fearlees. modesty malkes you think that
Grato pip ! Soitial others are more worthy of this grate
The chums of the Fourth zazed honner ; but I shall bestow it on
out on to the porch in sheer :(maze- {m: all the same and stay at Jolly

ment. It was Doctor Bircuemell, @ right through the Christmaas,
the revered and majestick head. ATISHOO 1™
master of St. Sam’s, who was " Oh, gad! Well, if you must,

standing before them—not & cat |
“You eilly yung asses!® ho
roared. * What do you
vou're doing of 1 " cold ! ¥
“Borry, sir!”™ grinned Jack “ Thanks, awfully | ' beemed the
Jolly. " We thought wo wers Head. And he axxepted the
throwing water over a cat!" invitation. :

you wust ! gighed the general,
‘You'd better comn inside an’
think your clothes before you ca

Tho Head gowged water cut of Doctor Birchomall had come to
hia eycs and glarad. stay !
“Do you imagine for ons IL

moment, J DH;_IF, that ¥ should allow
a cat to remain on a doorstep where The Head soon made himselfl at
I was singing carcls 1" home at Jolly Lodge. When Jack

* SBus-sus-singing carcls, sir?* Jolly & Co. came down to brealkfast

* Yes, sigging carols | " snorted on the following day, it was to find
Doctor Birchemall, * Eum"f yvou him already in the brealfast-room
heard me ? 1 was singing " Good wading into eggs and bacon with a
King Wence's Lasga.® " ravvenous appetite,

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" Forchunitly, however, their first

“Dashed if I see anything to fears that he mite interfere with the
larf ot ! "™ ull enjoyment of their Christmas

“ No, but we do, sir ! " grinned soon vannished. The stony-harted
Frank Fearless. * We thoug + it tirant who ruled them with a rod
was & oat carolling—not & yewwan of iron during the term turned out
being | * to be & horse of a different culler

“Ha, ha, ha ! " ; when he was on hollerday.

There were footsteps in ihas hall.  As goon as breakfast was finished,
General Jolly and the Rajoh of Doctor Birchemall was the first to
Bhang ap d from the direct*m gujjest a run down to the frozen lake
of the library. The gallant gensral for skating. He proved to be an
farely blinked, as higeyea fell on the awlful duffer on the ice. While the

gapected visitor. i:.lmm'ﬂ were cutting figgers of eight

“"Gad, air! " Burely it's Doctor he waa cutting & wvery comumical
Birchomall or his dubble 1 figrer. But he took it all in good

“It's me!' roplied the Haad, part, and the juniors hod to konfess
with his usual faultless grammar, that the H oasensed redesmin
* Eggscuge’ my walery appearance, feetchers they Ei:m.d nover notisse

a bucket of water over me ! ] After an enormous lunch, he ac-
the mistake arose forely bests me com the yungsters in General

QW

panied
I was ginging a carcl on the deor Jolly's Rolls-Rice to the nearest

town for a visit to the pictures.
In the evening, while tho boys and
Mrs. Jolly and the rajah lissened
in to the wireless, he played snocker
in the billiards-room with General
Joly.

It was here that a really bright
wheeze occurred to the general,
whoen he was wateching the Head
tuck his beard under the table
before taking & diffienlt shot.

“I've got a rippin' ides, by

ad!' he cried gleefully. * It's

vistmas Eve an' I've beon
rackin’ my branes to think of a
suitable man to dress up as Sonta
Claws on’ take round the presents.
Birchemall | You're just the man
for the job ! ™

Tho Head jumped.

“ You mean you want me to go

round in the dead of the nite,

filling up people's stockings 7"

“E tly 1 cried eneral
Jolly. *“ With your long white
beard an’ ghinin® red nose, you'll
fit the part like n glove! I hoap
yvou won't mind ?

“Ahem ! 1 shall be delited, of
eorse, my doar genoral | ™ eaid the
Head., * But—er—don't you think
there's a dangor that some of the
guests may mistake me for a
berglar T ™

i Hﬂlt
fellow t ™ grinned Genora
“ There are no wvalluables about
apart from the rajah’s diamond
tiepin which he keeps on a table

the slitest, my dear

Jolly.

by his bed ; and in hiz case I can
assure you that he sleeps like a
topt'

]_E‘ All gercen, then, goneral!™
grinnod the Hoead. *‘For your
gake I'll do it. You'll keep it daxk
from the rest, of corse 1

“Yes, rather!™ chuckled the
general, ‘ Mum’s the word ™

That nite, a bearded figger,
wearing the familiar garments of
Father Christmas, mite have heen
ﬂ-b&ﬂr?&dth flitts &mfrgﬂﬁr t?.. ;dgﬂ-e:rm
4n the u r door of JO B
In the pupﬂﬂlight of the moon, he
mite have been seen carrying over

hig ghoulders a grate sack that
Bt:ﬁpl:.r bulged eut with. presenta.
ut although be mite have been
sesen, he woa not asen becawse
El:mm was nobody swaoke to see
F i 8
Doetor Birchemall wea grinnin
all over his face as he went almu%
his taak. The idea of such an im.
portant perscnage as himself play-
ing the part of Banta Clawa ap-
pealed fo his semse of yewmer.

But his prin faded sglitely when

he reached the rajah’s room, and
he tiptoed across the e t with a
grate deel of cawtion. o waa nob

guite suro how that grim-lookin
Eastern potentate mite behove |
he found a stranger at hia bedside
m the middle of the nite,
Forchunitly, thero waa no causs
for alarm. The Rajah of Bhang
wias sleeping soundly to the tune
of & loud snoring worthy of one of
the elephanta cﬁ' hiz native land.
He nevor so much a3 moved an
eyelid when the Head leaned over
hia bedside table and slipped
Christioss preseuts into one of his

BOX.
Hia work completed, Doctor
Birchemeall returned to his bed.

A lasa! A rude awakening was
in store for tho Head next morning.

Juat as Jack Jolly & Co. were
laying the foundation for Christmos
Day with a good, solid breakfast,
there was a wild shout from the
floor above that sent them racing
upstairs in alarm. 5

Reaching the landing, they found
the Rajah of Bhang prancing up
and down, flurrishing a nife—and
looking daggers brod

at ave 3
“ My tiepin!* ho s;hﬂubrgd. ‘FM

so-bewtiful diamond tiepin! It
13 E'm“ e

“ What 2

‘* Tmpoasibul |

“ Gone ! « Vaniched ! " shrecked

the rajah. “ 1 leave it at bedaide
last nite. Now it is gono ! I ask one
guestion : who come to my room
lastau.}tﬂ?te"ftf&nn?" o ;

“Ohgrategad ] "' ga Sners
Jolly, whoe had juﬁ arrived.
o Ziimh&ng]ali H ﬂ,I]I]id you——"* "

garstly or crept into the

Head's face. o e

“I never took it! I sware I
never ! "' ho panted. ** I admit that
I wont into the rajah’s room to
deliver presentsa. But I never took
h}? Itiﬂpin and-—yarcoooo | Keepim-
o r

Tho Head brokse off—then broks
out in & cold sweat—and then broke
into & run! The rajah, rolling his
eves furiously, ran after him.

Persower and persewed farely
raced down the staircass of Jolly
Lodge three at & time, with the rest
in full cry behind them |
- [Looks like being an exciiing
Christmas for the Head | Don't miss
the thrills and larka in sext week's
apiffing instalment )

FUN FOR THE ;
FESTIVE SEASON!

HAROLD SKINN.
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If there’s one thing I like better than any other
py laughter at Chri
_Tl:::itfgs why I Euf] in t-ﬂuu::.:i _with a
seiontific genina end v obliging.
asked him if he ﬂuuldail:l:&gn et
already worked out in the rough. He could and did—

1stonas.
1 who's a
wrote and
cortain modeals ¥ had

and, boy, am I going to

joy !Em Dhriﬂtgmu.ag?

'm taking home with
me the mmftiest little
bunch of surpriges a fun-
lover e¢ould wish for.
When I get busy with
them on Christmas Day
I can imagine the laugh-
ter will fairly make tho
welkin ring !

Firat, I've a rathee
anusual Christmas pud.
ding. Tt's just an ::-Elﬂi*
OATY cOMmMOon.or-garden
Christmas p};-:i. to look
at ; but wat till some-
body talies & dig at it !
He'll got the shock of Nis
life when it blows to
piecea in froot of him !

I've aleo got somoe nice
mince pies. Nice to out-
ward appoargnces, ab
any rate. What they'ro
like to eat I shouldn’t like
to pay. I shall never
know, either. I'm goinp
to take good cars not to
allow my molara any-
where near them.

You seo, thess mince
pies are made in euch o
way that as goon as any-
one attempts to eat them
a hidden spﬁng jumps
int;} action and shootas
out an 1wron paper-gri
that gives the biter ];
nasty tweak on the noso !

These brainy littlo
%ﬂ-ﬂEﬂtﬂm pal has madn
or me don't stop at
articles of food, by tho
way. I've provided fun
for the party as well aa
the meal. There aro
half a dozen of thoso in-
flating squeakers, for in-
stance, % blow soof
back inte the user’s faco
as acon as he blows into
thom |

Aa for tha Christmas
tree, that's going to be o
regular mine of fun. If
I have my way, thers
won't be a Pmmﬂ on it
that doean't squirt mk
of give an electric shock
a8 soon a# it's touched |

Oh, yes, there'll be
fun for the feative sea-
gon with & wvengeanco
when I take home my
little bag of tricks this
Christmeas |

He'd be too Blown Qut!

We refuse to beliove
the yarn that Bunter
mistooly Peter Todd's

 football for a Christmas

ding and ate it beforo
K:dmaluad his mistake,

That's too mueh to ask
any man to swallow.



