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On a Christmas Eve some hundreds of years ago, the wicked-Earl of Reynham ‘was-found murdered-!

Acocording to legend, the phantom of 4he wicked earl haunts the castle—and It is death fo meet

him ! Plucky as they are, the thonght of the ghostly vision is unnerving to Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyiriars, who are spending the Christmas vacation at the castle.
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Johnny Bull stepped behind the ghostly figure in the doorway, a thick sﬂnk gripp_e.ur.ll in his hand !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
His Lordship Is Late!

“ Ba FREBERT "
“Yes, my lord ™
“My riding-kif, George'”

“Yea, my lord 1™

“Aud buck up, Francis—my friends
are walting for me!"” saiud Billy Buntes
Yanguidly.

“Very good, my lord "

James, the wvalet, answered to the
names of Ierbert, and Goorge,  and
Frauncie, without turning a hair.

Mow: that ‘Billy “Bunter, the fat orna-
ment of the Groyviriars ﬁemﬂve', had =
valet, he had becdéme far too aristo-
cratic to remember that valet's name.

Perhaps Bunter overdid it a little.

It was rather Billy Bunter’s way to
over-go things,

Fearfully aristocratic as  Bunfer
thought it was fo {forget servants'
names, there really was a limit..

Btill, it was harél"l;r a week since Billy
Bunter had become “my lord ™ at
Beynham Castle; so he waz not guite
used vet to being a nobleman,

. Being 2 nolileman, *in Bunter's happy
opinion, meant swank. Of that quality,
William George Dunter had lots and
lots., All he ever needed was a chance
to display 1it. Now he had the chance.
. Owing to a strange series of circum-
stances, Billy Dunter was playing the
part of Lord Reynham, in his lordship's
castle in Bussex.. And ﬁmlicr‘a idea was
to é}ia}r_that part for all it was worth—
and & ittle over, :

At was ten o'clock on a cold and frosty
morning.

Thiz was rather early for Bunter to

turn out in holiday time. But he had

arranged lo go riding with his friends
that morning.

Not that Buuter wonld have kept 1o
the arrangeément if left entirely to his
own deviers, Having lbreakfasted 1n
bed, he had settled down to ancther
snooze, regardless of the fact tlsat Harry
Wharton & Co. were ready, and that the
grooms were holding the horses on the
avenue, Bat his snooze had been intex-
rupted by Bob Cherry.

Regardless of the fact that Billy
Bunter was, for the nonee, a lord, and
therefore to be treated with great
respect by common mortals, Hob had
barged i, venked off the bedelothes,

and rolled his fat lordship out of bed

with a bump,
S0 Lord PBuanter
gnususl hour,

It was now James privilege to cncase
his lordship in his riding clothes, Lord
Bunter was quite unable to do anyihing
unailded.

Bob had announced that they waulid
wait ten minutes, When twiee that
length of tine had elapsed, Bunter was
still in the process of being dressed by
James. :

There was a tramp of feel in the
King's Room—the magnificent epart-
ment honoured by Lord Dunter's ocen-
pation.  Billy Bunter blinked st the
communicating deoorway. His guests,
ovidently, were coming to hurry him
u

was up &b lhat

28 .
“3hut that door, James!" he said
Trastily.
. In his haste, he forgot to forget that
James' name was James| '
“Yos, my lordt”
James shut the door on the King's
Room. '

The next moment it burst open again
with a crash. Bob Cherry framped .
Harey Wharton, Frank XNugenf, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh looked in
after hirn. Four members of the
Famouz Five of Greviriars were ab
Reynham Castle.  All the four looked
impationt,

“"Ready " roared Bob Cherry.
C"Don’t yell!™ said Bunier reprow
mq];.r. :

“Yon fal ass

“I wish vou follows wounld remiember
that souw're net in the Remove passape
at  Greviriars now ™  =aid Bauter
goverely. 4k

L]

“ Not z0 much row, Cherry !
“You Dblithering bloater——"'

Y That will do ! osand Banter, with a
wave of his fat hand. "“Go down and
wait for me. I may be down in a
quarter of an hour !

“We're to wait anothey guarter of aa
hour?'" asked Harry Wharton,

“That's 2t !™
-HT don't think!” remarked Bob
Cherry.

“1 know that, Cherey!

da 1"
“Why, vou checky porpoise-—""
"Bmﬁ: up, you fat ass!" zald Jrank
MNugent. “You can’t keep the horses
standing about in tha cold ™

“1 suppose I can do oz I like with my
own horses!” said Lord Bunter, blink.
in&at him through his b:g spectacles.
“Tran't be cheeky, Nugent ™

“My esteemcd idiotic Bunter——
bn‘gan Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

*You shut up, Inky!"

“Look here, fathead!”
Harry Wharton.

“I've asked you. Wharton. fo remem-
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ber that you'vre mnot in the Remove
passage now i -aid Bunter calmly. "1
expect rather better manners alb my
castle. My hoot:, Roneld! Shut that
doar first, thongh 1™

s James' name Ronald
asked Bob Cherry.

“1a, ha, ha'!"”

“I should prefer you pot to be im-
pertinent, Cherry ! said Lerd Bunter.
"ot our, and let Avchibald shut the

oy L

“Arcinbahd®'' gasped Bob.

I imean Yrederick ! You “are per-
foctte  aware, Cherry, thaet I e¢an’t
remember  that my man's name s
James 1™ anid Bunter, with dignity.

“0dh, my haf!"”

A faint grin Rickered, for a moment,
on Jumes' usually expressionless face.

James, like all the vumerouns =taff st
Rewnban Castle, from Jasmond, the
huatder, down {1 the voeungest footmnan,
helieves] that Bunier was Lovrd Reoun-
hane, iz lowdship’'s  guardian, Sir
Prever Lanchestor, Tiad contrived that,
for Btis own special purposes.  Even his
lnl=hiip’s  cousin, Caplain Reynham,
bedgovead (e sapw, To all of I_hmn,
Bunter waz hiz lovdship, home after
a long absenee.  But what they all
viwught of his lordship was another
MFRLTEL,

It was pozsihle that, 1n the servants’
fall, below sknira, ihere were inany ve-
marks that would have surprised and
anpoved  his  lerdship, could e have

ireand thiem,

“Now buzz off 17 said Bunter. "I
mean, lrave me! T prefer not ta Lo
Ji*jt_l}l‘l.w:d while my velet is dressang
Taper,’

“0h, rome on'” saud Harey, “We'll
vt off, Bunter, amd vouw can follow on;
we re going through the park.”

*1ve iold you to wait for me ™" said
Buner,

The captain of the Greyiriars Remove
gave him a look.

O the footing of an ordinary guest,
o donbt he would have departed from
Bunter's stateiy castle, and that would
have been that, But the chums of the
Hemove were not on the footing of
omdinary  guests at the castle.  They
worn there to protict Bunter from the
kidvapping gang that were afier Lord
Hevnham. ?!m‘iug‘ promised {o stay,
shey eould havdly go and leave the fat
ul of the Remove to it

" You fat, frabjous, foozling
freak—"" said Harry.

O, really, Wharton 3

“Yan burbling bandersnatch 1™ hooted
Tiob Clerey, “ Do you know that you're
a-king to he Looted ¥

Y Silenen 1Y

“VWhea-at?”

T saul silence! You distorh me!
Co gway nquietly, and weit downstairs
yll I'm’ yeady ! That's all !’

“aptain Revobam is waiting, too!”
samd Nugent.

“Let him wan ! =and Lard Buanter,
“I'm not likely 10 hurry myself for a
poor relation.”

“You silly, far, choeky, footling,
fralijous fathead—" hizzal Bob.

* Anv more cheek, Cherry, and I shall
order Froderick to twrn yvoun ouk of the
room ' osatd Bunter haughtily., " You're
not in the Rag at Grevfriars npow,
Cherry ! I iosist upon your behaving
yourself."”

Bob Cherry pasped.  1le did not
answer in wards, e made a sudden
jump at Bunier, and grasped him by a
fat neck.

There was & roar from his lordship as
e twirled in Bob's hefty grasp.

“Yoroooh! Leggo! Beast!™

Tl
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A riding-boot landed upon riding-
breeches, and Lord Bunter went whirl
ing. He collided with James, grabbed
at him for support, and dragged him
over as he went to the floor.

“Ow! Wow!" roared Bunfer.

“(Oh, my lord " gasped James.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removiles
as Lord Bunter and hia man were
mixed up on the floor, with the riding-
hoots that James had been about to put
on his lordship, It was guite a mix-up.

“Yoo-lwwop 1” roared o
crikey ! Wow !V

*“Ha, ha, hal" 2 :

Leaving hiz lord<hip and his lordship’s
man to sort themselves out, the chuns of
ihe Remove departed, )

A few minmtes later a clattering of
horses’ hoofs on the avenue told that
they had started on the- ride—which
was, of courze, fearful cheek on their
part, and extremely annoying to that
new, but imvertant, member of the
peerage, Lord Buater,

unter,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Hot Chase !
£ H.
C

ripping 17 exclaimed Bob
Gallop, gallop !

herry,
“The ripfulness is terrific
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Topping ! said Harry Wharton.

“Who wouldn't be a jolly old lord,
with a jolly ald castle, and jolly old
tons of oof, and jolly old gee-gees in
the jolly old stables ! said Bob. " Must
be a jolly old life—what "

“What-ho1” said Frank Nugent.

The keen winter wind whistled past
the juniors as they rode, and stung their
cheeks. The sky was like stecl, banked
hore and there with clouds that teld
of more snow to come. Just before
Christmas, the December day was cold
and bitter, the whole landscape frosty.
But it was a ripping morning for a
ride, and the chums of the Remove were
enjoying themselves.

There Liad been a fall of snow, but
it had thawed away. Mizsts were risung,
and looked like thickening later, but at
the moment all was sharp and clear.
was Christroas Eve, and that day
Johnny Bull was coming along to jomn
his comrades for Christmas.

It was not wholly satisfactory in some
ways to be Bunter’s guests; but, having
promised to see the fat Owl through the
Christinas holidays, the Co. really had
little choice about that. But there were
compensdtions. This glorious ride on &
frosty morning was one of them. Every-
thing that wealth could buy was to be
had for the asking at Lord R&inhnm’a
castle, and there was no doubt that
wealth could buy quije a lot of very
agreeable things,

The juniors had ridden through the
park and out at & gate that gave on
the open downs. They rode at a ﬂgal!np
on the frosty downs in a keen wind, with
a giim za of the sea in the distance.

The loss of Lord Bunter's society did
not unduly depress them, Of that, in
fact, they usually had encugh and to
spare. And had Bunter been with them,
they would hava had to content them-
selves with & very leisurely trot; and
even at an easy treb, it was fpmhable
that his lordship would have fallen off
a few times, E.mf the othar fellows would
have had to dismount and pick him up—
which would not have added to the
enjoyment of the morning’s ride,

1 ﬂ“pémm Bunter will be all n%ht‘i”
remarked Harry Wharton, with a back-
ward glance at the mass of leafless trees
in Reyoham Park,

Haviug hung about half an hour for

Lk
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Puntor, the captain of the Greyiriars
Remnove felk that he really had done all
that could be expected. Looking after
Bunter was one thing, but hanging
about all the morning waiting for & lazy
slacker who did not choose to get &

meve an was quite another.
“Captain Reynham is_waiting for
him,” answe Bob. “He won't be

alone. I suppose we couldn't leave him
alone, in the giddy eires. But the
captain will see him safe i anything
turns up.”

“Jolly good-natored of him to wait
for Bonier ! said Nugent.

Beb Cherry chuckled.

“I don't think he's frightfully fond
of hiz rich Cousin William,” he said.
“But, sz Bunter _put it with such
exgitisite tnste, he's & poor relation, so
I supposo ho has to keep in with the
jolly old lord.”

“Jt's & gueer businesz1* gaid Harry
Wharton, with & thowghiful frown.
“From what I can make out, the real
Lord Reynhem is & chap in weakly.
health, with his nervous system upset by
those rotters trying to kidnap him when
he was a little kid of eleven or so. His
guardian’s parked him at some school
undér an assumed name to keep him

safe, and led those kidnapping blighters
10 believe that the school was fareyfriars
and the name Bunter, Apd—" .

“And thev've fallen for it 1” grinned
Bob,  “They're after Bunter like
terriers after a rat; and if they knew
he recally was Bunter, they wouldn't
take him at a gt 1"

“Put it's queer I said Harey, *“Of
course, such 8 game had to be kept fear-
fully secret from Evﬁri,‘buﬂ;f at the
cactle, or the Bmiler and his gang would
spon have got wise te it.  But 1 should
have expected old Bir Peter Lanchester
to let the captain nto it—hia own
nephew, and cousin of the real lord.
But Captain Reypnham 1 kept in- the
dark, hke cvervbody else.”

“1 suppose the old bean thought he
couldn’t be too careful,” said g“rauk.
“He was fearfully worried, I imagine,
when Bunter let us into 1t. He never
wanted any Grevfriars fellows here with
Bunter—though now we know he's
glad to kecp us under his eye.”

“ And there's more coming,” said
Harry. “Johnny Bull to-day, and
Bolsgver major and S8kinner later. The

old bean planned for Bunter to play ab
being a lord end draw the kidnappers,
and give his detective, Tomlinson, &
chance at them: but Buster doesn't
scem to be fearfully keen on running
into dangae.”

“The fearfulness i3 net terrificl”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“The fact is, that old bean, Sir Peter,
ia & bit of an old ass!” said
“(oodness knows what that g Are
going to do with Lord Reynham if they
ever get hold of him! It can’t be a
ransotn stunt; they wouldr’t be after
him for years on end if it was that.
Whatever they mean, it would be prelty
rough on Bunter if he tumbled inte it.”

“ Well, he asked for it by coming here
to play at Leing o lord 17

“Tho fat ass was thinking of swank
and turkeys and Christmas puddings I
chuckled Bob, * As soon as the danger
cropped up, he was in & fearful hurry
to get some pals round him! Halle,
halle, hallo! 'Is that & eari”

“ A car—here ! exclaimed Harry.

The juniors were two or thres miles
from the castle by this time. The frosty,
rugged downs spread round them on all
sides, with ne trace of a road.

It was open pastureland for mile on
mile, and not even s path was to be
seen, A motor-car in such a place would
have been very surprising,



But. Boli Cherry pointed ivith:  his
riding-whip. At a distance, half-hidden
by a group of frost-rimed willows, &
small seloon car stood at & halt, with
the driver sitting at the wheel, and a
man lounging by, smoking & cigarette.
* Harry Wharton pulled in his horse.
y “That's rather queer!” he said
gquietly. “Looks 'like a bridle-path
vonder, but it's no road for a car.
wonder——"

Bob chuckled.

“The jolly old kidnappers 7" he asked.

“Well, 1 don’t soe what & car is doing
here,” answered Harryv. ' Bunter might
have been with us.” )

“How the dickens would they know 2

“They might,” said the captain of the
Remove quictly. “They got at Dunter
in the King's Room, in ihe castle, a
day or two ago, and that means that
they -have a confederate in the place,
Lots of them in the castle knew last
night that Bunter was going out riding
this moening, and Smiler may have got
the tip. Auyhow, I think we may as
well have a look at that car.”

“Let's 1 agreed Nugent. ]

And the juniors wheeled their horses
and cantored towards the halted car.

They noticed that the man standing
by the car stared at them intently as
they approached, and, as they drew
nearer, they made out his hard, eold
face and plinting eyes. They knew that
face. It was ihe face of the Bmiler—
the crook who; for some utterly mys-
terious and unknown reason, wes after
Lord Reynham. The man at the wheel,
they had no doubt, was his associate, the
Terret. )

By gwmn!” said Bob, with a deep
breath. * That's the rascal, you fellows,
and there's not much doubt what they're
hanging about here for! They've got
the tip that his jolly old lordship is
coming out this mormng.” )

}'.!'-_[arry Wharton gripped lus riding-
witlf,

“‘}P.'uu fellows game? he asked.
“Weo've got a chance of gollaring those
rotters 1™

“Come on ™ said Bob. .

And the Groyfriars fellows put their
hiorses to-Lhe gallop.

The Smiler gave them a last hard
toole, and then suddenly jumped mto the
car. The buzz of the engine followed
mmediately.

“ They're off 17 exelaimed Nugent.

“Tally-ho 1" roared . Bob., " After
them [

The car shot away. It jolted and
rocked and bumped on the rough lrack
over the downs, but it put on quite a
good spead,  After it, with a thunder
of hoofs, galloped the Greyfriars fellows,

They werp four to two, but a tussle
with the two crooks might have been a
doubtful proposition. But it was plain
that the gmi]ﬂr and the Ferret were not
in want of a tussle—at all events, now
that they had secen that his lordship was
not with the other fellows.

On an open road, horseflesh would not
‘have been of much use 1n chase of a
car. But on that rugged bridie-path
over the downs it was a :?ili'erent. matker.
The car aceelerated, and then it was
seen to rock wildly, and the pursuing
juniors mwore than hali-expected it to
crash. But it righted again, and ran on
at & reduced speed; and, getting all they
could out of their mounnts, the four Grey-
friars .fellows kept pace, and even
gained a Little,

The ground fairly
galloping hoofs. -

In the exciternént of the chase, the
juniors hatdly noticed the distance they
were covering. But mile after mile Rew
by, and the sca loomed nearer and
wCETET,
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Neither did they notice at the moment
that a ‘thick mist was rising from tho
sea and drifting inland. They éﬂ-"ﬂ}.}{ﬂi
hard ‘and  fast, going sli out, the wind
stinging their faces.

Three or, four times the hard-faced
Sroiler was stén to lean our, and
stare back, with a dark and threateming
scowl. Whether the juniors overtook
the car or not, there was no doubt that
ther were disconcerting the plans laid
by the kidnapping gang. And- they
looked like overtaking it for & time.

But suddenly, the car turned at right
angles, and shot away at a terrific speed.

t had reached the road that ran along
the top of the cliffs. On the smooth
highway, the Ferrei let it out—and it
farrly walked away from the pursuers,
The Greyfriars fellows, breathless, drew
in their horses where the path jomed
the road, and stared after the car. It
was vanishing in the far distance.

YINLGL P gasped Bob, ® Well, we gave
ithem a run for their money, anyvhow.
They won't see anvthing of the jolly old
porpoise this morning.”

And the taniors wheeled their horses
te ride back—and behind them, as thev
rode, thoe st from the sea rolled
thicker and thicker. Tt thickened ronnd
them in a fog while long miles yet lay
between them and Reynham Castle,

e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Stranded !

ILLY BUNTER rolled out of the
reat portico at KHeynham Castle,
rowning,

James had completed s toalet
at last—and his fat lordship was ready
to ride. But it was clear that the other
riders had not waited for lus lordslup:
as, of course, they ought to have done,
when Bunter had told them distinctly
to do so.

Two grooms weve walking horses on
the drive-Bunter's and the cantain's
Capteinn Reynham, & handsome fgure
in. riding-clothes, stood talking to Sir
Peter anchester: and the latter
frowned at Bunter as he appeared.

Since Bunter had been a resident at
the casile in Bussex, old Bir Peter had
become better acguainted with him—
which had had the result of lowering
the fat Owl very considerably in lis
estimation. The ald gentloman  hadd,
in fact, realised that the artful Owl
had pulled hia lag to a considerable
cxtent.

But that knowledge had come to Sir
Poter tdo late to be of any use to him.
Having presented Bunter at the castle as
Tord Reynham, Sir Peter had to stick
it out, and hope for the best. But every
now aid then hiz  lordship got the
:.imrﬁne;lga of Iis guardian’s tongue.

“William ! rapped Sir Peter.
Bunter: blinked round at the old
baronct, through his big spectacles. Sir
I’eter seemed annoyed—hbut Bunter was
annoyed himself,

He was quite ready to give the old
“hean " back a4 good as he gave!
Perfectly well aware thet Bir Peler could
not part with him, now that he had
announced him at the castle as Lord
Revnham, Bunier was not going to
stand any nensense.  Not if William
Ueorge Bunter kuew 6!

“Well #** snapped Bunter.

You have kept the horses slandmg
more than half an hour!” said Sir
Peter, scverely.

To &Sir Peter, that was & serious
matter., To the fat Owl of Greyfriars,
1t- was no more serious than keeping a
bike standing. _

breezily,

“Havae I said Bunter,

5

“That's all right: don't you worry! 1
say, have those rotters gone off without
me £ )

o E?ur -friﬁda Ei:g.mquna, s?n&a time
ago " rapp it Pewer, “CUaptain
Reynham has kindly waited for 1031 .

Bunter blinked at ihe young Ariny
man who gave Lim a nod and a smile.
His fat lordship did not smile back.

Fathead as Bunter undoubtedly was,
he was not such sz frol as the cuptain,
on his looks, naturally iook him to be.
He had his own opinien about that
elegant young Army mamn,

When  the  captain made  himself
ﬁgﬁwul}[r_‘, Bunter regarded it as s

poor relation ” greasing up 1o a rich
relative—Bunter being, for the nonce,
the captain’s wealthy cousin William.
Iword yinhan, And rveally, Le hadl
some cause: for at other times, with
wary cye behind hiz big spectacles, e
had caught the captain fixing him with
a far from friendly or affectionate eve,

Bunter knew, in fact, that Ruopert
Reynham regarded him, in his own
mzndi s a fat and offcnsive bounder.

"Oh, youw've waited, heve you?”
grunted Bunter. “Well, I jolly well
shouldn't go riding along, I know that!
F'm not going to be snaflled by those
kidnapping rotters!”

“¥ou may rely upon me, Witliam, if
there should be any danger i” said the
captain, with a smile,

=nort, from Bunier !

“Don’t fancy I want profeciing ™ L
vapped. “1 ean look after myself, I
hope ! Biill, vou can ride with me ™ .

“1 am honoured !” zaid Rupert, with
a sarcastic inflection in his voice that
he could not contrive to keep out of it

Ife walked across 1o lis horse, awd
took it from the gream. Sir Deter drop:
ped his hand on a fat shoulder.

"I desire you to be more civil to my
nephew, William ¥ he said, in a low
volee. T should be very sorry if Rupert
took offence, and left the castle, instend
of remaining here over Christmas.’

“ Rot!” said Bunter.

Sir,
R

“Wha-a-ti7  gaiped

“I said rot !" answered Bunter, coolly,
“He won't hike off in & hurry—you
can trust him for that! He's in clover
here—living on the fat of the land, and
riding my horses! A ton-shilling hack
would be nearer his mark, on his own '™

And Bunter rolled away to his steed.
leaving Bir Peter Lanchester speochless.

With the atd af twe groams, Bunter
was hoisted into the saddle. He had the
stirrups altered, snd then altered agnin
—not because they peeded it, but to 1m-
press on the menialz that he was boss of
the show. Then he gathered up the
reins in o fat paw, icok his viding-whip,
and rode away down the aveime—look-
ing a3 graceful as a sack of coke boeside
tho c]e%:ant captain,

His lordship had given special in
structions, that an extremely quiet and
well-behaved “gee ” should bo selectod
for his lordly wse. Those insiractions,
evidenily had been carried oot: for
Buonter did not fall off his horse, all the
way through the park to the gate on the
downs. Moreover, he was careful not to
veniure o anything more than a gentle
trot, .

Bunter liked to tell the fellows m the
Remove, at Groyfriars, about wild
gallops on fery steeds at home at that
magnificent residence, Bunter Court.
But when ho was nciually on a horee,
he prefarred slow mction.

Captain  Reynham looked at him
several times: unaware of the fact that
Bunter, short-sighted as he was, caught
the amused contempt in his looks.

Like so many short-sighted Fﬁm
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Bunter sensed things ss much as he
saw them: amd though ihe captamn’s
face, at ten fect off, was dim to lis
lteitod wiston, he was perfectly sware
ef the varying expressions that passed
over 1k

He knew thal ihe captain disliked
him—which, Bunler admitied, was
natural cnough, for had he been really
Lord Reynhiam, as Rupert believed, he
wonld have been the fellow who stood
between the impecunious Army man and
w great title amd a great estate.

=till, it was like lhis clicek, Bunter
vonsidered : and he did not like it
Uontempt is said to penetrate even the
<hell of the tovtoise: and even Billy
Bunter was not s0 thick-skinned as a
Lot o=, ;

For which reaszon, Bunter, gencrally
tatd lomself out to e disagreeable o
that checky *poor relanon "—and he
-ucoeeded 5o well, that Harevy Wharton
& Co, had wondered, a good many times,
why the captain il not leave the castle.

The juniors, when they rvode ont of
The park, had closed the gate after theun,
Iu bind to be opened again for the two
riders to pass out: aud as a schoolboy
viding with a man. it was up o Bunier
1o jump down and epen it

Buirter had two good reasons for not
doing o, however.  Swank was one of
vhowr : mined the othoer, a dounbt whether
lie could have ot on hizs horse again,
onee e had gou off.

“Get that gate openl”
checriiy. )

Captain  Revnham  locked at ham,
ﬁ,-.ml%:-‘, {rnr a moment. Bunter spoke to
iy as he might have spoken to a
groon:. iz was Bunter's masterly way
of gering his own hack for {he young
Arpey man’s supereilious looks,

[t  was mnot surprising that Rupert
Revuhwn's groip {'llmcd on hiz riding
whipy, havd, for a sreond. During that
hrief cocond, Lord Bunter had a narrow
vscape of a whop across his lordly
shonlders ! .

Then the caplain dismounted, aud
openrd the gate, holding it for Bunfer
to vide through. 1

Buntrr grinued as be passed him. He
was, he flattered  himself, Lkeeping
this checky poor relation in his proper
place ! If he did not like it, he could
Vdcar—Bunier would not have been sorry
1o see the last of him.

Rupers Reyuhaon remounied and rode
after Dunter. They trotted in silence
over the frosty downs, Bunter blinked
vouwnd * several times, through his big
wpoetaclos, for Harvey Wharton & Co.
But the Co. were miles away, and he
was not likely to see anything of them.

As the fat junior knew notning of the
ways ahout the castle, he left the
rutdance to Captain Revnham. Rupert
led the way, inte a bridle-path that
croszed  the  almost  trackless  downs.

In the pavk he had been annoyed by
Bunder™s leisuvely rate of progress; but
now ke =eemad content to amble along
at hitle more fhan a walk, His eyes
which were very km‘u.lr-w:wﬁt the downs
continually—perhaps, like Bunler, look-
ing for the Grexfriars fellows.

snid Bunter

A couple of miles from the castle, he

seannml the ground, as he rode slowly
along the hrlﬁiﬂ-pat]l. His keen glances
picked up the receng AIEN, of motor-
tyres—quite lost to Bunter's eyes. A
puzzled cxpression came over his face—
esibly he was wondering what s car
Egd heen doing therve at all!
“I zay——" said Bunter suddenly.
Y Tooks to me like a fogp conung on!”
The captain smiled. For the last half-
hour, or more, he had heen obeerving
the ihick mist rolling vp from the sea,
growing thicker and thicker. Looking
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Lack, the iall turret of Reynham Castle
was hiidden in mist.

“1 think we'd better be getting back 1
said Bunter. *“I can’t see anything of
the other fellows, and I don't want fo
be caught in the fog here, see?™ '

“Perhaps you sare right, William "
said the captain, :

“Mo perhap: about it1Y yapped
Bunter. “I'm right! Why, if 1 lost
sight of you, I couldn't find my way
back—I can't see the castle from herc!
Might wander off anywhere.”

Captain Reynham gave him rather a
strange look.

“ Do vou think sot" he asked.

“T don’t think—I krnow ! Let's get
back,” said Bunter. “ Besides, we might
Lbe late for lunch 1™ :

He wheeled his horse—carefully.

“Right!” szaid the captain cheerily.
“The fact is, we're rather in danger of
being caught in the fog, now vou point
it out, William. - We had better put on
u spot of speed, I think.”

\{?ith a touch of the whip, the eaptain
set his horse to the gallop.

Billy Boanter glared sfter him, and
yelled :

“1 sav, hold on.
race! Hold onl Stop!
me, blow you? Btop, I tell you!”

PPerhiaps, in the thunder of the hoofs,
and the whistling of the wind, the
captain did not hear, At all events, he
did not heed., He rode on at & sharp
gallop without looking back.

* Beast 1 roared Bunter.

Lord Bunter did not want to gallop.
He knew-—as doubtless Rupert knew—
what was likely to happen, if he did.
But the prospect of being left alone on
the lonely downs, with the fog thicken-
ing ahout him, was terrifying.

%unter’ made the venture. He galloped
after Rupert.

After so much slow motion, on a cold
and frosty morning, Buntor's horse was
nobably glad to stretch hizs limbs a
ittle, He galloped on after the cap:
tain, already far in the distance. In &
couple of minutes Bunter had lost the
reins—in two more, he had lost the
stirrups—his riding-whip flew from his
fat hand and vanished as he eluiched
at the horse's neck—and after rocking
onward, with squeaks of terror, for
about another minute, Bunter rolled off.

Bump !

4F Ynmh!n

Bunter landed on Suassex, with a con-
ectssion that almest made that county
jump. He roared as he hit Bussex.
The lLiorze, possibly glad to be relieved
of his lordship’s uncommon weight,
dashed on, and left him there,

“Ow!”  roared Bunter, % Wow!
Beast! Oh crikey 1 .

Hao sat and blinked after his vanish-
ing horse. The captain wa3s almost out
of sight. In a few minates more,- he
was quite out of sight—and Bunter's
horse pas out of sight 1n ils turn,
And the hapless fat Owl, blinking round
him over rugged, misty downs, utterly
lonely, deserted and silent, tottered to
his Icet, and ejaculated dismally ;.

[

“(h erikey!

I'm not going to
Do vou hear

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Kidnapper’s Hands!

i ELP ! roared Billy Bunter.
Bunter had been tramping for
twenty minutes, If seemed to
him [ike the same number of
hours. :

Now he halted, gasping for breath,
and blinked round him through the
thickening mist that clothed the dim,
rolling downs. 2

He had seen nothing more of his
Lorse, D'robably the animal had gone

neme, knowing, better than its _rider
did, the way home across the downs.
Neither had he seen any more of Rupert
Reynham. | Apﬁarentf;r the ecaptamn
had supposed that Bunter was nd
after him. Anyhow, he hamd disappear
without looking back—and looking back,
now, would have been useless, lor visi-
bility in the mist was shortened to a
matter of yards .

Btranded on the dim downs, Bunter
had started to walk back, in what he
hoped was the right direction., But he
was soon tired of walking, and he knew
that the chances were many against the
diregtion being right. As he had not
the remotest idea where the castle lay;
and could not guess north from south
or east from west, he might have been
heading for any point of the compass.
Really, exertion was rather futile,
such circumstances, .

But the idea of remaining where he
was, was simply terrifying. Ho was
lost on the downs—hopelessly lost!

In clear daylight, even Billy Bunter
might have arrived somoewhere—but the
thickening mist wrapped him almost
like wool.

It was the fault of those beasts for
starting without him-—not, of course,
Bunter's own fault for not starting
when the other fellowz did, - But the
worst beast of sll was that unutterable
beast Rupert Reynham,- who - had
brought him here and left him stranded.

Harry Wharton & Co. were some-
where on the downs—but that was little
use to Bunter, as they might be miles
away, and would have been invisible if
twenty yards away. They werg mot
likely to help.

But surely that unspeakable beast,
Rupert, would miss him, and come back
for him! That was reatly Bunter’s only
hope! The beast did ‘not hke him—
ggreeeble fellow as he was—but he could
nci be brute, enough to leave him losk
on the misty downs,

Bunter, at first, dreaded to be late for
lunch—then he realized that he was
going {o miss lunch-—and then came the
awful thought that he might still be
wandering on ihe downs when the early
December darkness fellt

In one direction lay Reynham Castle ;
in another, the town of Castlewood, in
another, & village; in another, the road
by the sea., But all thesa directions
wers equally wnknown to Bunter—and
Le was miles from any of the places,
anyhow. Unlesa  that beoast upert
came back for him, his situation was
very unenviable,

Wealking about at random was not
much use—but if the captain, or anyono
cl=e, was in search of him, calling for
lielp might guide them to his lost lord-
ship! As soon as he thought of this,
Bunter hegan to roar.

“Help! Help! Help!®

He put plenty of beef nto it, on his

top note. His shouts echeed and re-
echoed in the mist,
“Help! Help I"

He roared till his breath was ex-
pended. DBut, after & little rest, he re-
sumed roaring. Far across the downs,
mn%hig frantic yells.

“Help! This wayl Help!® \

Suddenly, to the fat junior’s immense
volief, thersa came an answering call.
Ho could see no one; but frem the dis-
tanece, in the clinging mist, & call came
back, 4

“Halloo 1"

“0Oh ertkey ! g‘aaﬁed Bunter, and he

ﬁut all the strm}l_%; of his lungs into
is next yell. “Help! Herel Help!”

“Halloo 1" The answer sounded
closer. -
“Herce ! roared Bunter. *“ Help!”

“Coming ! called back a voice guita
close at hand,



Billy Bunter galloped on,

1t seermed m- Bunter that he had heard
that voice beforc; but it was not the
captain's.

;. “Ielp!"” roared Bunter again. I
say, mind vou don't miss me! I can't
see you! Thiz way! I'm standing
;]IE'I'E.' ol

An overcoated fgure loomed up in the
mist.,

Billy Bunicr gasped with relief.

“This way!” he squeaked. “Don’t
miss me 1’

To his surprise, there was a laugh.

- “I'm not hikely to misa you, my lord !
vame the answer; and a stocky figure
came towards Dunter at & ran, -
= “0h!? gacped the fat junior. Close
at hand, he knew that stocky figure, and
the hard face with its iﬂg oyes. “Ohl
Help! I say, keep off ! Oh erikey I
«The Smiler, grinming sourly, grasped
him by a fat shoulder, The fat Owl of
Cireyfriars blinked at him, his eyes
almost popping through his spectacles in
ierror, (R

i "T'oo late, he realised whom his eries
for help had guided te him. His fat
knees knocked together.

In hiz terror of being lost on the
downs, Bunter had forgotten the kid-
napping gang, But even had he thought
of fhem, he would not have imagined
that the Smiler was anywhere at hand.

| By what strange chance had the
Smiler been on the downs, within hear-
ing of his howls for help? It did not
occur fo him that it was not by chance,
and that the kidnepper had been hunt-
ing for him, when he heard his cries in
the mist. | ; ]

Not that i1t mattered. He was in the
kidnapper’s grip now, and that grip
fastened on his fat shoulder like a stesl
yice,

after the captain. In a couple of minutes he !
stirrups.  Nexi, his riding-whip flew from his fat hand as he clutched at the horse’s neck, squeaking with terror.

Every Saturday

Qooch ! Wooogh I ¥

“You have lost vour horse, my lord¥”
grinned the Bmiler,

“Ow! Obh dear! Yes!” groaned
Bunter, *I—I—I say—oh lor’ I”

“TIt megns rather a walk for your lord-
zship, I tear! But for wour mcdd::—:f
fricnds, I could have given your lord-
ship & lift in @ car!” said the Smiler.
“You can thank them for having to
walk ™ . Sl

“I—I zay, I—I don't want to go In
a car, you know!"” groaned Buntor.
“I—1 say, [—I—I want to get back to
the castle! Oh dear!”

The Biler chuckied,

“1 fear, my lord, that you have
looked your last on your lordship's

caztle " he auswered. “Clome  with
r!]-

“I—=I—I'd rather
Bunter. :

“Come !” snapped the Smiler.

“Oh erikey ™ :

Bunter had no choice in the matter.
The grip on his fat shoulder jerked him
into metion. He tottered along with
the hard-faced rascal. What direction
the man was taking he did not know
except that it certainly was not that
of Raynham Castle.

The Smiler released his fat shoulder,
Bunter had no chance of dodging sway
—had he attempted to do so, the rulfian
would have clutched him again before
he had taken three steps.

Quite aware of that, Bunter did not
think of making the attempt. He tot-
tered on dismally by the kidnapper's
side. ¥
The mist, which had been thickening
and thickening, now blanketed the
downs in a billowing fog. Alarmed and
terrified as he was to find himself in
the bands of the crook, Bunter reslised

no *  gneped

had lost the reins-—in two more, he had lost the

* Yoooh !

-

-

that if he lad got away from the man
he would have been utterly and hope-
lessly lost and helpless. "Heo somm
ohserved that *the * Smiler  himsell
seemed to be in a little doabt, % &

Every now amd then the man stooped
and examined the ground, as if to
malke sure that he was on a path. The
fat Owl nohiced, at last, that there wery

trocks of moior-iyres in the damp
anrlh.
e realised that a8 coay must liave

passed that way nobt very long ago. It
was some sort of a path over the downs,
but the path itsell was difficult, if not
unpossible, to frace in the fog. But
for the indentations of tho car’s wheels,
even the Smiler might have boen at a
loss to pick his way through the blinds
ing fog, as well as Bunder.

The Smiler was, in fact, following the
track of the car in which he amd lis
associate had Hed from the Greyxiviars
riders a couple of hours ago. That car
had been waiting for Buuter; and it
was, aa the Smiler said, thanks te the
juniors that he had to walk. Fad the
sidnappers’ schemes that morning gone
according to plan, Lord Bunter would
have been whisked away in that car
befare the fog descended on the downs.

“0Oh loc’ 1" groaned Bunter, as he
tottered and stumbled on.

The Smiler tramped on without =2
word, When Bunter lagged, ho gave
him s look with his cold, glinting
eyes that caused the fab junior to hurry
on_again. s -
« Where they were heading for
Bunter could not guess. FPerhaps a
road, where there might be & car wait-
ing; perhaps for the sea, whero some
veasel might be lying off the shore to
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take him ahoard. In a state of dizsmal
apprehension, the fab junior stumbled
on by the side of the seowling Smiler.

Suddenly, from iha bank of clowd
shead came a sound—ibo jingling of
bridles and stivraps.  Unseen, ot quite
cloze at hand, horsemwen were ahead in
the pist,

Bunder jumped.

Instantly be thought of the Hemove
fellows. Instantly, also, did the Smiler,
and he swung rvound towarvds Bunter
and clutched.

Bunter bounded like a fat kangaroo,
and the elutching hapnd nnssed hnn by
inches. Forgetting that he was {ived,
the fat jumior fairly bolted onward,
yelling ns he went.

“Help! I say, vou fellows, help!
Oh, help ™ :

A moment more, and the Smiler had
clutelied him.

Bunter, strugglhing wildly in lis grasp,
yelled, and yelled, and yelled |

“Ielpt Ielpt Llelp!™

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
An Unexpected Meeting !

i Cll]ﬁ,” remnarked Bob Cherry, iz
bo1 g'ﬂ' :b:-
His comrades agreed thab it
WALE,

For somne diztance, after turning hacl
from the sea-road, where they had lost
the car, the four jumors had vidden at
a canfor—then at o slow trol-—and then
they had dropped info o owallk, Now,
for a long time, they hod been procecd-
ing at a walk, picking their way through
ihe fog which blanketed the downs,
almost a3 if they werve playing blind
man's bulf.

Thicker and thicker the mist relled
round them, and it was impossible to
gec mare than a yard or so before one's
QW Bose.

In their hot chase of the car, they had
forgotten all else; bat they wizhed now
that they had been a litlke move thought-
ful. It was nobt a light matter to be
caught in the fog on the lonely downs.

But for the chase that had led them
over miles, they could have ridden back
to the casile hefore the fog thickened.
Now they had to feel {lieir way.

Harry Wharton was walking, his
reing looped over his arm, scamning the
carth as he went, picking up the tracks
of the car. The tyre-tracks were & sure

wide back to the spot wlhere they had

rst seen ihe car—which was only a
ecoupie of milrs from the castle.
that, they had to trust to good fortune
and to the instinet of the horses in Gnd-
ing their way back to their stables,

So far, however, the tyre-iracks had
guided them; but 1t was slow work,
and the captain of the Romove had to
keep a sharp eye on the ground, and
stoop every now and then te make sure
that he was not missing the way.
Behind him his three companions sat
in their saddles, walking the horses at
the elowest of walks.

Alizsing that track meant wandering
off into the wilderness of thoe downs,
But Harry Wharlon was very carcful
not Lo miss o, and the tyre-marks were
decp enough to be casily picked up by
o keen eye.

Heo hittle drecamed, az he followed
them, that the same track was guiding
the SBwiler—though in the opposite
direction.

“This iz & go, and no mistake ! said
Bob. *The fact is, you fellows, we're
a set of =illy aszsea! Wa ought to have
ka‘?t an eve on the weather(”

The oughtfulness is terrific,

my
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estecrned Bob '™ murmured  Hurres
Jamzet Ram Singh.  “But the too
latefulness 12 also great!™ .

“We'll get in some time ! said Frank
sugent. T wonder whether Bunter
came ont, after all?”

“3Well, he'd be all right with the
jolly old captain ! said Bob, "I
beliove Captain Reynhem  spent s

boyhood hereabouts—he used to live ab
the castle as a kid, so he would know
his way all vight. If Bunter's with
him, he won't lost—""

“ Anvhow, he'd turn back as soon as
the fogr came on,” said Harry.
“Bunter's all riﬁht.l I only hope we
are! We must have been a couple of
hours  crawling this
already.™

“Blow that car!” said Bob. * Blow
the kidnappers! Blow the for! Blow
evervthing 1

“The  blowlplnesa 13 terrific |V
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Bam Bingh.
“ But we shall arrive late st the idiotie
caztle soonerfully or laterfully.”

“Laterfully rather than sconcrfuily, I
faney 1" pgrinned Bob., “This is a
rotten end o & jolly ride. But what's
tha odds so long as youw'ro "appy!
BAy—— Why — what — what  the
thump—=="

He broke off with o gasp of astonish-
ment as a sudden wild yell came peal-
tng throuch the fog.

wmww 1

along like
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“Help! Help! Help!”
“What—"" gasped ﬁﬂl‘l‘j‘ Wharton,
“1 say, you [lellows, help [V

“ Runter ' yelled Nugent.,

"Helpt Oh, help

"Huarry Wharlon drvepped the reins of
his horse and rushed forward.

He could see nothing but fog; but the
wild howls of tha fat Owl were just in
front of hnm. He crashed suddenly
imte  two  Hgures—DBunter struggling
frantically in the grasp of the Smuler.

* Halp ! Yaroohl Oh, help
shricked Bunter.

“Oht erumbs 1 gasped Wharton.

He dodged a savage blow pimed at
hitn, and grasped hold of the Bmiler,
shouting to his friends. Three riders
loomed up in the fog, and Bob Cherry
was oubt of the saddle in a twinkling,
and springing to the aid of his chum,

Billy Bunter tore himself loose and
totteved away, still squeaking for help.

The SBmiler, grasping Wharton with
savage hands, bore him back, and
hurled him to the earth.

Then he leaped away, barely in time
toe dodge Boby Cherry’s grasp. A
moement more, ond he was losté in the

fog.
“I say, f'ml. fellows, help!"” roared
Bunter. “1 say——"

Harvry Wharton staggered to his feet,

“He's gone!™ gasped Bob., “Whe
was it
“The Smilor, T think!” gasped

Harry. “That blighter we chased in
the car a couple of hours ago. How on

carih did he get hold of Bunter?”

“I s=ay, you f{fellows, is—is—is he
gone ¥ gasped Bunter. )

“The gonefulness js terrific, my

esteemed’ fat  Bunter | said llurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Al right now. old fat manl” said
Frank XNugent reassuringly. *' DBut
how the  dickens—"

“Oh lor' ! groaned Bunter.  * That
silly fool, Captain Reynham, left me,
and I fall off my horse, and——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if T gee anything to cacklo
at 1" howled Bunter. "I mean, I noever
fell off my horse—I got down to—to—I
mean, I got down, sea? Only the horso
ran off—"

“But why did Captain Reynham
leave you '™ asked Wharton.

“1 supposa the silly fool thought I
was riding after him! He never looked
back oneca! I was wandering about for
hours and hours and hours ¥

“All those hours, really ¥ ashed Bob.

“¥es, hours and hours and hours and
hours and hours |

“Tt i=n't threo hours sinee we sat your
lordship dewn on your lorvdship’s floor
with  your lovdship’s valet and  your
lordslnp’s hoots 1

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Teast | It zeemned o jolly long time,
anyiiow ! groaned Bunfer. *'Then
was calling for help, and that beast
heard e and came up—oh erikoy 1"

“He must have ecut across on foof,
from another direction, after gething
away i the car ! said Beb, “But how
the thump did he know where to pick
up Bunter? Even if some blighter at
the costle told him Buptor was poing ouk
riding thiz morning, ha couldn't have
known what direction he would fake!
How the thump did he know #*

“Anyhow, he got me!” proancd
Bunter. “All your fault for not wait-
g for me, as you jolly well hnow I
told you to! You needn’t dony it—
you know pericetly well that I t-::ﬁ;l you
to wait 1

*LGuilty, my lord I grinned Bob.

" And that beast going off and leaving
me I growled Bunter. “ I'll jolly well
tell him off when I see him again! I
shouldn’'t wonder if he did it on pur-
pose—he's ecad enough! 1 say, you
fellows, let’s get in! That beast might
come back with some more of the gang.”

“They wouldn't find us vory easily,”

saidl arrv.  “Not much danger of
that. You'd better get on my horse,
Bunter,”

“Lend me a hand!”

Several hands had ta be lent to gﬁt
Bunter in the saddle. Thankfully he
sgquatted there, to rest his weary fal
limbs. Ie blinked round uneasily in the
fog as the party proceeded once more.

“I =awy, you fellows, can't you go
faster ' vapped Bunter. " We're fear-
fully late for lunch alreads ™

“Wo've pot to keep to these tyre
tracks, [fathead: They're the anly

wide.”

“Dh! That's what that beast was
doing |" Bunter chuckled. - ¥ Fll bet he
never thought of you fellows doing the
same ! That's how we ran into youl
He. he, he!”

The horses tramped on with exaspera-
ting slowneze. Now that he was safo
in the company of his pals, Billy
Bunter'z fat thouphts naturally turned
to lunch. They turned to lunch with
deep longing. §

But there was no help for it. The
juniors had to procecd at o crawling
pace to keep to the track, and it waa
nearly another hour before they reached
tha spot where tho car had first been
SEC.

There the trail of the tyres ended.
The bridle-path, hardly to be discerned
in the t.hi+.':E+ fog, ran on, but whether
in the direction of the castle or not, the

juniors did not know. :
‘there was only one thing to be done



now—to leave the horses to their own

uidance, and trust to them te find
their way home. And as the horses kept
together, taking the same dircction of
their own accord, the junlors were
hopeful at long last of sightinﬁ Reynham
Castle Jooming up through the fog.

Every now and again Billy Dunier
grunted. Would he reach the castle in
time for lunch?

TIME FOR STOPPAGES

AM. afraid somte of you will be
beginning to think that i1f football
matenes are stopped as often ss
this pame we are playing together
has been stopped, they are not going
to be vory iﬂrtilling affairs.
hasten to tell you that proper games of
football do not have so many stop-
pages 1 them. Or, rather, perhaps I
should say that in a real game the
stoppages sro pob guile so long.

Az & matter of fact, 1t has been
worked out that 1n a first-class football
mateh, twenty of the ninety minubes'
play is taken up by stoppages—for
mjuries, and for the ball going out
of play., The players don't notice
this, of conrse. To them, the hold.-ups
are all part of the game.

The point 1z, that in our match the
stoppages ave longer becanse I have to
keep cxplaining things to youn. Some
of them take a long time, but you can
take it for granted that 1 never stop
the play unnccessarily. I have always
somtething’ to toll you, so even 1f you
wish we could get on with the game
a bit faster, cheer up, this practice
match is helping to make you into good
footballérs.

Just to show you how often the stop-
pages may come, even in a real game,
here js another one. When our goal-
keepir "took ‘the goal-kick, as he was
doing, vou remember, last weel, he did
as I told him, and kicked the ball to
one of his own players. He chose the
oufside-left. But the outside-left hasn't
quite got the hang. of trapping = ball,
and it went under his foot and over the
touchline. .

That means a throw-in.

The throw-in iz taken by a player of
the opposite side from  that which
Licked the ball .out. Our goalkeeper
was the last player to touch the ball,
s0 the other side must throw it in.
| The job is usually given to the wing
half-backs., It doesn’t matter really
who takes a throw-in, but for some
reason which I can't really explain,
becansa I don't know, it is taken for
granted that the wing-half i3 the
playor for the job. The linesman will
icll him where the ball went over the
line, and he must stand on that spot.
A part of both hiz feet must remain
on the ground all the time he 13 throw-
ing. That means that he-can raise his
heels, but his. toes must stay on the

round. ¥le holds the ball with two

ands,—taking - it hack over his head,

q

I must

JWEOng,
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'THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

it FA00KE a whopping place 1™
By pum-—it does '™
“How the thump did Bunter
ever barge in herc?”
“Goodness knows! I—1 suppose he's
reeliy here?”
Hkinner, of

the  Remove, scomed

This week our special con-
tributor tells you the correct
way to take a “‘ throw-in"".

Follow his
carefully.

instructions

— —_

and then throws it to one of his own
players, keeping both hands on the ball
uniil bhe finally leaves go. Do you see
how I mean?

THE THROW-IN

ME action i1z the same sz when
you are coing a touch-toes
exercise, raising both  your
arms ahove your head, and then

bringing them down. Do that exercise
with & ball in vour hands, and you
have got the proper throw-in. There
are three things to remember. TFirst of
all, the {est on thoe ground rule.
Secondly, the arms must be taken well
back over the head; and, thirdly, the
ball must be thrown with both hands
If vou break any of these rules, and
the referee sees you, you lose vyour
chaitce, and the throw-in is taken by
the other side '

Teoo many foothallers think that the
throw-in i3 unimpeortant, and so long
as the ball gets back into play nothing
else matters. That's where they are
The throw-in can VEry
nseful.,. One of the Grat plavers in first-
class football to realise just how wuse-
ful it could be was Sam Weaver, the
former Newcastle man who now plays
for Chelsea. He praclised and prae-
tised at throwing-in until he got so good
at it that he could throw from the
touchline right*into the middle of the
field. '

Imagine what this mesns when

Weaver “takes a throw-in near his
::-pfmne‘nta’ goal. He can throw the
ball right- inte the aalmouth.
Although & goal cannot be scored

direet from a throw-in, it pgives the
forwards a jolly good chance to score.
Other players have learnt this trick
since caver thought of it. Tom
Gardner, of Aston Villa, and Jack
Crayston, of Arscnal, are two  which
come to mind. - Believe me, many goals
have been scored from their throws.
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smitten with a doult. His companion
Bolsover major, scemed more doubtfu
still. A taxi from (lastlowood was
Erinﬁing up the vast avenue at Revn-
am Castle, and the two Demovites
were looking out ot the imposing facade
of the old Sussex castle,

The fog, rolling up frem the aca,

(Continuced o nral gerge.)

RS R R IR

SURPRISES ARE USEFUL

DON'T expect vou to be able, just
yeb, to throw a ball from the touch-
Iine right into the limonih ; but
I have told about ithese plavors t
ahow you that first-class playera think
the throw-in is worth & good deal of
thought and practice.  And hore's
another hitle dodge 1u conmection with
the throw-in. It will sometimes pay for
the fellow who is slanding nearest the
ball when it goos out to throw it in
quickly, before the othier plavers guther
round. .
1 remember secing Frie Brook., the
Manchester City oui=tde-left, do this in
a match. He doesn’t uwsually take iho
throws-in, of conrse, bnt on this oeca-
ston he picked the ball up quickly and
threw it in to one of his colleagurs, who
caught the defence by surprise and went
on 1o seore a goal.
I think I see a misclievons sparkle
in the eye of one wing-half who is read-
ing this. Ha thinks he has worked out
a good way of taking a throw.in. He
imagines himself taking the throw-in
in the proper wav, but instead of
threwing the ball o another plaver, he
throws 1t to himseli—in other words,
he drops it at his own feet, so that he
can have & free-kick at it. I like fo
sea you fellows working out ideas for
yourselves, but I am sorry to say that
this chap will have to have another
think, because he i1z not allowed to do
that, The law says that he mustn't
touch the ball again uutil it has been
played by anolher player,
- Ineidentally, this goes for all free-
kicks as well. A player who kicks off
from the centre of the field, who takes
a goal-kick, s cornerkick, a penalty-
kick, or & free-kick, must not +ouch the
ball & second time until it has been
touched by anpther player.
Here's «a h?f of luck, Just to prove
what I have been saying about the im-
ortance of the throw-in, look what has
]JalpFEII.ETj[ The half-back of the other
sida took the throw-in, but the ball
went to our inside-left. He wasn't
marked, you see, because the plaver
who usually marks him was taking
the throw-in, and, foolishly. nobody
had come to take thie half-back's place.
Therefore, our inside-left was able to
gat the ball, and he went right through
to finish off with a nice low shot into
tha net. The gna.ll:&eEer tried hacd,
but he couldn’t stop the ball, sand we
have scored a goal. s
Tre Macxrr Lerany,.—No, 1,558
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acrosz the downs, had nobt vet reached
the castle, though wisps of it were drift-
mg acrass the park. Batllemented
walls and tall tvrrets glimmered in the
wintry sunshine.  DBolsover major and
Skinner had a good view of the castle,
arid they were duly hupresied—and a
little uneasy.

Belore break-np at Greviviars School,
Bally Ihmter i':ati) told all who wanted
to listen, and a pood many who didu’t,
about the gorgeous Christmas holiday he
was going to have at Reyoham Castle.
Faw of the Remove fellows believed a
word of it—Lbeing too much accustomed
to Bunter’s castles in the air to beleve
in_his castle in Sussex. B

But Bkinner, having looked inte the
matter, and witnessed o mecting of the
fat Owl with Sir T'cter Lanchester, had
satisficd himself that it was all right.
He had coulided his belicf to Bolsover,
and the twe of them had pulled Bunter’s
fat leg to the extent of extracting an
invitation from him to join him at the
magnificent eastle.

Since break-up, however, they had
not heard from Bunter,

Possibly tho fat Owl had forgotten
them. Anyhow, he had not taken the
trouble to write.

dtill, he had asked them to come—
and, aflter waiting in vain to hear from
Bunter, they had come.

Thoy had expended a good deal of
tnek on Bunter to extract that invita-
tion from him. Having thus expended
a sprat to cateli o whale, they did not
want to lose the whale!

So here they were, on Christmas Eve,
coming up the drive in a taxi from
Castlewood—hoping for the best, but
feeling more and more dubious, as the
magnificence of the castle impressed
them miere and mare. i

IKnewing nothing of the extraordinary
part DBunter waa playing there, they
could not guess how, or why, the fat
Owl of the Remeove had contrived to
barge into such an cstablishment.

The idea that he had, after all, pulled
their leg, and was vot there at all,
was quite dizmaying. ]

“You said you knew for ecertain, you
azs ™ said ]]{ism'ﬂr major, with a glare
at Skinner. “You told me you'd seen
him and ihe old bean——"

vaes I did!” snapped Skinner, “I
saw him mect Sir Peter Lanchester
and I could sec that he knew him all
right. And the old bean came and
fotched him away when we broke up—a
lot of fellows saw him.” :

“Well, that looks all right,” said
Balsover. ""But Bunter’s such a fearful
spoofer—he might have wuuﬁlnﬂ a hift
in the old bean's car on break-up day—
and never gone with him at all ™

7 dan’t think =o!" SBkinner shock
his head. “I fancy it's all right—though
I simply can’t imagine how Bunicr ever
wangled lhimself into a place like this,
Iut he must he there !

“Well, we shall soon see, anyhow !

The taxi rolled on, and stopped at
last at the great granite steps at the
entrance of the castle. '

Leaving their suitcases in the taxi,
the two Removites asconded the steps to
the great door. |

A footman admitted them, and they
entered a vast hall, adorned with figures
in glistening armour, If Bunter were
there, he was not visible. And the foot.
man, to their dismay, did not know the
nAame.

However, he called the butler, and
the two uneasy visitors hoped for better
news from the butler,

Jasmond, the portly butler of Reyn-

ham, swam towsrds them, after
had waited a few minutes. He eyed
them rather curiously. T were not

Tue Mugxer LisrarT.—No. 1,558
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the first callers at the castle who had
mmguired  for  that unknown person,
Bunter, Harry Wharton had asked for
Bunter, on his first arrival, not bein
then aware that the fat Owl h
become Lord Reynham.

“Isn't Bunter here? demanded
Bolsover major graffly.
1 do not Eknew tha wame, =r,"™

answered Jasmond. “No one of that

name, certainly, i3 stayving at the
caztle I

“Not here ¥ breathed Skinner.

“XNo, siv!”

“Oh erumbs 1M

“Look here!™  growled Dolsover.
major., “Wea've been asked here by a

Greyviviars chap named Bunter, who
told us he was staying here for Christ-
mas. Sec? He cume here with an ald
gentlemnen named Siv Peter Lanchester.”

“There is some mistake, =sir!” said
Jasmend politely, * No one of the name
of Bunter came here with the master I

“He jolly well started in the ecar with
him. I know that!" asid Skinner,

* Indced, air ! ;

“Didn't anybody come here with Sir
Petor ' asked BEkinmer.

“Onty his ward, sir.”

“His ward ™

" Lord Beynham, sir!™

“ Not Bunter 1™ - :

" Mo, sin,” said Jasmond, with a faint

smile, “ﬂnl}r his inn]shiF, sir.”
“That fat frog was pulling our {E;;!"
muttered Bolsover major. “We'd

better get out of this, 8kinner !

“Je Sir Peler Lanchester at home??
asked Skinner.

“MNo, sir! The master has gone out
te look for his lordship, whe went
riding this morning, and did not return
when cxpected,”

“You're quite sure that nobody
named Bunter is staying herei”

" lite, sir ™

“He hasn’t been here at all 7

¥ :'\TD.. ﬁil' 124 : }

Percy Bolsover and Hareld Skinner
looked at one another, with feelings too
decp for words.

They wers unwilling to believe that
the fet Owl of the Remove had pulled
their leg to the extent of causing them
to undertake & long journey, and pre-
sent  themselves at on  establishment
whera they were not expecied. But
there seemed no doubt about it now.

- If Bunter was not at the castle, and
had never been there, and his name was
unknown to the butler, it was hardly
possible to doubt that the whole thing
waa spoofl.

“ By gum, I'll make him sit up for it,
next. term ! breathed Bolsover major.
“Tha fat rotter, making fools of fellows
like this t*

Skinner sot his lips hard. He thought
of all those jam tarts, all those dough-
nuts that had been wasted on Bunter to
extract that invitation from him.

A faint smile BRickered over Jasmond's

ortly face. Hc showed the two un-
}:apmr. fishers for invitations out with
great politeness. -

They went back to their taxi.

“(iet back tc the station!” grunted
Bolsover to the driver.  And the taxi
buzzed away down the avenus to the
gates. :

“You silly ass, Skinner " growled
Bolsover, as they went.

“1 jolly well thought—"="

“You stlly fathead 1™

“By gum—wait till T see Bunter next
term 1 breathed Skinner.

The taxi rolled away dewn the road
to Castlewood. Up that road the fog
was now rolling in thick banks. The
taxi-driver slowed down t6 a crawl
Vistbility was only a couple of yards,

“QOh erumbg!” said Belsover major,
giariuiemat- inte the rolling h}%. “This
puts the tin lid on! We hall lose the
train back I

“And the next after it, at this rate!”
groaned Skinner.

“That fat ecoundrel—"

“That pedgy blighter——" ;

“Oh, won't I give him Jip next term

"Won't I burst him all over ihe
Remove 1Y

“Blow him "

“ Bother him!?

_ The taxi erawled through the thicken-
n:% fop. : ?

olsover major end Skinner had one
consclation—and one only=—the prospect
of dealing with Billy Bunter next term
at Greyfriars. Judging by iheir
remarks, Bunter was booked for a really
fearful time next term !}

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Better Late Than Never |

IE PETER LANCHESTER, in
those same meoments, was peering
over the gate from the park, into
the dim, swirling mist that

enveloped the downs beyond.

Through the smoky mist came the
sound of plodding hoofs, much to the
relief of HE‘E baronet. :

He had been vather alarmed when he
was informed that hia lordship’s horse
had. been found by & heeper, coming
back without its rider. That looked as
if his ]nrds”!uf: had had a fall—which,
considering what sort of a horzeman his
lordshapr was, was not serprising. It
was & greal relief to Sir Peter to hear
horsemnen approaching from the fopgy
downs. He held open the gate for them
to ride in.

“What 1" ejaculated Sir Peter, as
they came into view.

He stared at the party—Harry Whar-
ton walking, Bunter on Wharton's horse,
and the other three fellows following. -

“Hera we ave apain!” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully, “The jolly old geea
knew their way home &l rnight!
They've taken their time—but here we
are 1" '

“I am glad to see you safe again, my
boys 1" exclaimed Sir Peter.  “J was
afraid you had ridden too far, and been
lost in the fog.”

“ Exactly what happened, sirl? said
Wharton, “But we ﬁ*ft it to the harzes,
and they've brought us back al right.”

“But where 13 my nephew 1" asked Sir
Peter, “You seem to lhave picked up
William=—his horso came back some time
;:;g-n—”hut. Captain Reynham was with
LI, 3

Snort fram Bunter,

“Hasn't he got back ?" he demanded.

“Ho has not returned yet, Williem !®

“He, he, he! X darve zay he's lost in
the fog, then 1 Bunter chortled. “ Berve
him jolly well right 1 -

“William 17

“h, you needn't William me!®
vapped Bunter. * That beast——"
- “Whaot”

“That beazt ! hooted Bunter. “ That
beast cleared off, and left mea io0 1%, when
I fell off my horsa—I mean, when I dis-
mounited, and that beastly kidoapper
got me, and if thesa fellows hadn’t found
me, where should I be now 1" :

“(ood 'gad!” ejaculated Bir Peter.
i But—-=" __

“"Herve him jolly well right, if he'a
lost himself I yapped Bunter. “I jolly
well hope he has! I hope he'll be cut
all night, so yah1”

“Zhut up, you fat ass | breathed Bob.

[ 14 Ell:].ﬂ]ft IH‘



“Kindly tell me what lias happened,
Wharton ! said Sir Peter Lanchester,
as the "party moved on by the path
through the park.

He listened to the tale of the morn-
ing's happenings.

“It 15 extraorcinary!” he
"William has had a narrow
QHE&EK}I It is unfortunate that
l'omlinson was not on the-spot—
lie might have—"

“Fat lot of good he wonld
Twave been!” grunted Bunter.
“You'd better sack that detee-
tive and get a better one ™

“That will do, William !" said
Sir Peter, breathing hard.

Crrunt from Bunter,

“I'm fearfully hungey ! he
snoricd.  "It's nearer tea-time
than lunch-time, I know thak!
T'm glad that beast has missed
his lunch, anvhow 1"

“Captain- Reynham iz most likely
searching for you on the downs ™ said
Air Peter severely, *That must be why
he has not returned.”™
- "Lot he cares whether I'm lost!”
grunted Bunter. "I believe he jolly
well left e stranded on purpose '™

* Monscense ! said Sir Peter sharply.

“Well, he must have heard me call-
ing to him, and he cleared off, all the

said.

santc—never looked back once 1 snorted %

Bunter. . “Just like he did with the car
the other day—stranding me half-way to
Castlewood, and making me walk! 1
jolly "well shan't go out riding with him
agait, 1 can tell you, 1'm fed-up with
him leaving me spotted aboui for those
Kiduappors to get hold of !

“You had better say
William
Gerunt !

'l;lae{ weary party arrived at the castle
ast.

Hapry Wharton & Co. went up to

change ; but Billy Bunter did not bother

whout changing.

"Hia lordship could do as his lordship
jolly well liked, in his own castle, and
s lordship jolly well did. In riding-
brecches and muddy boots, his fat lord-
ship made a bee-line for the dining-
room—heedless of the lifting of Jas-
wond's eyebrows.

. What Bunter wanted was grub—and
he wanted it quick]! And he had 1t
quick—and piled into it without delaxy !

He was going strong when the other
fellows came down, newly swept and
garnished—more than ready for thar
very late lunch.

. 8ir .Peter had lunched long ago; and
he was very anxviocus and worricd about
his nephew.- The December dusk was
falling, thickening and darkeni the
for that now wrapped the castle like a
blanket, and the captain had not yet
returned. .

. “By.gum, if that chap’s still out on
the downs looking for Bunter—" said
Bolh Cherry uneasily.

# Rot 1" said Bunter,

“Why hasn't he come in, then, fat-
head ¥

“1 jolly well know he wouldn't lock
Hfor me 1 said Buntar. * He doesn’t like
me. He knew jolly well ho wounld lose
ane, when he galloped off like that, all
of a sudden!”

“That's rubbish 1” said Bob. “Asifa
wan would play a rotien trick like that
ott & schoolboy! Bosh i

“The boshfulness is terrific [

“Oh, 1s 1t ?” snorted Bunter. “If he
makes out that he wos look
whon he comes in, he'll be telling whop-
pers, zea? I know he jolly well ¢leared
off, and lelt me to it—that's the sort of

ng morc,
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ing for me, .
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chierky cad he is] And I'll jolly well
tel]l him so, too—a cheeky poor relation |
Yaht"

“0h, shut up, you fat ass !

“* Benst 1"

Buntey had started frst; but he was
still going strong at the late lunch when
the other fellows had finished,

GBrevfriars Gbhost

Belng ye True Storie of ye Hounted Class-
Eriars Schoole, discovered

and tolde by DICK PENFOLD,

The boy sat at the class-room desk
Whence all but he had fled ;

The collage, old and pleturasquoe,
Was silent as the dead.

The school had broken-up and gone,
The Chrisimas Vae. begun,

Yet stlll thai schoolboy Ilngered on,
The last and only one.

The day before the Christmas Vac.
He'd besn detained to stay

Until the master should come back
And let him go away.

The masiear, busy In his den,
Forgot the hapless boy,

And all the other Greyfrlars men
Were Iar toe full of joy.

| Throughout a long and slesplass
night
Ha sal in sllence grim,
And in the morning’s wild delight
No fellow thought of him !

His eyes were fixed with longing gaze
Upon the open door,
But boys and masters went thalr
Ways
And silence lell once more.

“ 0h, tell me, can I go now, sic ?
Please, master, glve the word I **

The master, then at Winchester,
His voles no longer heard.

“ Oh, master, this Is past 8 joke—
Oh,heed my Irantic call 1 **

Hls volce rang wildly, and awoke
The achoss—that was all.

Day after day, though cold and
nnmb,
He sat with sinking heart
Still waiting for his Beak to come
And tell him to depart.

Day alter day In silenee passed
Withont his masier’s leave,

Until the village bells at last
Rang out for Christmas Eve.

“* A Merry Christmas, everyonas [ '
He found the sirength to say,
And then, his sarthly labour dones,

He gently passed away.

And wh?!n re-opening day came
roun .
They wondered where he'd gone,
Unill Inside that room they found
A dusty skeleion !

And now at Christmas this uncouth
Young speeira we bshold—

The Ghosily figure of the youih
Who Did as He was Told |

(Other youths take warning 1)

| - il 'R LY 1 L
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Leaving Billy Bunter still parking the
foodstuffs in great guantities, the four
juniors went back inte the hall, where

ir Peter Lanchostor was staring from a
window 1ute dusky fog,

They were & little worried thomselves,
not so much on-the captain’s account, as
on Johonny Bull's. Johnuy was Leoked
to arrive thal day; but trams
were a little ' uncertain  on

Christmas Fve:; and at what
time  Jobuny  would land ai
Clastlewood  Station they did

not know.

It was arranged for Johnny
to ring up, when he did arrive,
when a car would be dispateled
for him at once. But now that
& fog like a blanket lay on the
whole vicinity, trains would be
more uncortain than oever; and
it was guite  possible  that
Jolinny might blow in very late.

The four juniors were very anxious to
hear from Johnny: and it was a great
relef when a footman came fo inform
Wharton that he was wanted on tho
telephone.  He ran to the telephone-
cahinet.

“Hallo ! ecame Johnny Bull's deep
voice over the wires. *That you,
Harry 1"

“¥oes, old chap!

Jolly glad you've

- got through all right !

“I1t's mg thick as pea-soup here, and
tho trains are mll ot sixes and sevena!
But T've got in—I"in speaking from the
station ! Don't let chem send a car—it
would take half an hour to crawl hero
thruugh the fop. I'll pick up a taxi
here'

" Right-ho 1"

“They tell me 1it's about two mules!
I shan't do it under the lhowr, In this
pea-soup ! Bee you later, old clapt!”

IT Rig t-h{}!”' &

Johnny Bull. at the station, ent off,
and Wharten went back fo his friends.
They were relieved about Jdalinny, pow,
But old Sir Peter was still anxious—
peering from the windowsz in the hopo
of seeing  Ruapert  Ravolbeun, B
whether the captain wns scarching for
his lost lordship on the downs or nof,
he remained obzent, and the old baropet
watched in voin.

e —- |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Volces in the Mist!

OHNNY BULL looked out of the
station entrance, into iho old High
Strect of the Sussex town, rather
grimly. _

e was warmly wrapped against the
eold, with a scarf tucked under his coat-
collar; but it was chillv and darmp and
dizsmal. e could not see acrosa the
street in the fog: and he was wondering
whether he would be able to get a taxi
to take him to the castle. Not a vchicle
wai to bo scen.

He debated in his mind whether he
had better walk. It was & direct road
of a little more than tweo mmiles, he had
learned, and he could hardly miss his
way; and he was Likely to walk as fast
as a car could venture to move in the
blinding fog. He was thinking it over,
when a gleam of headlights came dimly
through the vaponr, and a taxi stopped
—and, to his astonishinent, two Grey-
friars fellows got out.

He blinked at Bolsover major and
Skinner. They did not observe him
standing there for the moment. Both
of them seemed in fearfully bad
tempers.

“Ob, that fat rotter, giving us a time
like this!” said Skinner. “I believe
Tue Maaxer Lisnagy.—No. 1,558,
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we've been a couple of hours crawling
back herec.™ '

“Won't I smash him, when I sse him
again ! kissed Bolsover,

B““ia.]iﬂ-, you [ellows!” said Johnny
ull.

The two spun vound and stared at
hine. Ekinnsy besigwed on him a rather
unpleasant grin.

“M ! You herve to vizitk Bunler at the
jolly eld castle " lLe jeecred.

“TThat's it 1" said Jolhnoy, with a nod,

“Well, vou won's find lum there: it's
all spoof I said DBolsover major. He
asked us a3 well as you, the {fat
seoundre! - and it's all ganmmon—we've
been there, and that [at spoofer’s not
there at all 1"

“MNotl” exclaimed Jolmny in aston-
ishment,

fNever been there—they didn’t even
know hbis name ! said Bolsover major,
and having paid the taxi-driver, he
tramped into the station, snorting fog.

“ But say—what the dickenz!™
exclaimed the  astonizhed  Johnny.
“Bunter must be there—I'm going to
stay with him, with mv friends—look
here, Skinner, what the dickens do you
nrean

Skinver langhed. '

Hizs amiagble nature feund a littlo
conzolafion in another fellow getting
the same digappeintmoent. |

*Bo you let him take you in, too 1" he
said.  “Well, it's all gammon—puie
gammun ' You've had your little trip
or your pams—same as we have | We've
been to Heynham Castle, and the butler
had never even seen Bunter—he fold
us that nobody of that name wos staying
there, or had bieen there at all®

“But Wharton——" said Johnny, in
bewllderment.  “ Wharton must know,
and he said

"“Ha, ha,!” chortled Skinner. " His
Ma.guifim:ram taken in, too? Well, he
waon't find Bunter at Reynham Castle,
any more than weo did! By gum, I'll

punch the fat porpeise next term,
though! Won't I boeet him "
“Bot—1 say i

“I've got to get ® train!™ said
Skinner,. and he tramped away alter
Bolzover major, leaving Johnny Bull
staring in bewilderment and surprise.

What this meant was beyond Johnny's
comprehension. | Evidently Bolsover
major and Skinner had been to the
castle, had failed to find Bunter there,
and had clesred off again—anxious to
get a train home,

But whether Bunter was at the castlo
or not, 1t was certan that Harry
Wharton & Co. were there; for Johnny
hed been on the phone to Wharton ten
minutes earlier,

He stepped out to the taxi in which
Skinner and Bolsover had arrived at the
station.

“Think yon could %,Et to Reynham
Castle through this?” he nsked.

“You'd walk guicker, sir,” said the
taximan, evidently very unwilling fo
repeat the trip. “It's too thick for a
car, eir! I've been over an hour dein
two mile, and me 'eart in me mouth a
the time. Theve ain't & car on the

roads. ™

“0h, all right 1™

Johnny Bull started to walk, swingin
his suitcaze. Outside the lights cﬁ
Castlewocod, it was thick and dark on

the road. But he had inquired the way
carefully at the station, and he only had
to keep to the main road—and he
tramped away quite cheerfully.

bout a mile out of the town, he had
been told, the park wall of the Reynham
estate commenced; and after that he

hed ungutu keep on along that wall, to
reach reat gates. He had been
tramping about btwenty minutes, when
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he glimpsed & high.wall. on his riiht,
over-topped by ghostly, froéty, branches,
dim in the olinging. vapour. Fhs,
evidently, was the Reynhamy park wall;
and he tramped along under it

A plimmer of light came to his eyes
at last. lIle ]cn:r!-:eg in at & great gate-
way, where the gates stood wide open.
The light came from the window of a
ledge within.

Jolnny Bull turned in at the gateway,
and tramped up & vast avenue, lined
wilh {all, leafess trees that loomed
spectre-like.

He hkept to the middle of the broad
avenue—but every now-and then found
himself almost walking inte the trees,
on one_ side or the other, and cnee he
bung;ed his nose on a frosty trunk. .

ChHlow I murmuied Johnny, rubbing
his nose, :

After that he trod on mgore slowly
and cautiously. How long that avenue
was, he did not know=—but it szeemed
endless; and he began to wonder
whetiher he would ever sight the lighted
windows. . ! : :

Suddenly from the dense, foggy darks
nesg round him eame the sound of a
voice—s0 starthing, in the eilence, that
Johinny stopped dead az he heard it.

‘Bomeone clse was on the dion avenue,
though he had heard no foolstep and
had not had a glimpse of anyone.

“You fool, Smiler, yvou focl 1"

It was a low voice, in tones of intense
anger and irritation.

Johinny Bull almost wondered whether
he was dredming.

The voice was quiie strange to himg
he had never heard it before. Butb the
name, or rather the nickname, that it
utterved, was not strange to him.

Ha knew that the Smiler was the
name of one of thae mysterions rascals
who had atiempted to kidoap Bunter
before break-up at Greyiriars: and who,
from what he had heard from his friends
since, was still after Bunter at the
castle in Sussex, 2

Johnny Bull steod quite still.

The speaker, and the man to whom he
was speaking, were both lidden fron
him, 1t mist and darkness; but they

were quite close at hand. 3
He had, in fact, almost walked into
them—and might have done so, had

not that sudden sound of a voice caused
lhim te stop. They were not ten fest
away—standing under one of the trees
by the side of the avenue.

Johnny Bull had plenty of pluck;
but s heart beat v hittle faster as hae
realised that it was the kidnapper, with
sone eonfederate, who was so close to
him in the fﬂ%.

“¥You fool I went on the passionate,
angry voice. “Are yvou always going
to fail? What is the use of this—failure
after failure?”

“Not my fanlt, guv'ner!” came
another veice. *That Ist yvoung covey

tseems to have all the luck! Hold on,
guv'nor—did vou hear something 1

“Don't be & fool! Do you think anye.
ona would be out in this weather—I
can hardly sece my hand before my
{-ﬂ.m IJ]‘ ]

“1 thonght I heard—"

“Don't talk nonsense !

Johnny Bull bhardly breathed. He
could see nothing, but he felt, and knew,
that the Bmiler was peering round sus-
piciously in the mist. BSome faint sound
Ei: the }lﬁuﬁr’ab‘:}mtﬁte thu.d reaﬂh%d

im, probably ore Johnny stop 3

2 P!.!mught I hesrd—" Jcrhlzﬁly
caught the muttering voice.

“The wind, vou fool 1"-

“Well, this ain't the weather for a
walk, that's & cert.” The Smiler seemed
to be eatisficd., “Look here, guv'nor,
it's mo use ragging & man. Everything

was ready this moerning—all ready for
that fat bird to drop into the trap, if
he had come along without his friends,
as you reckoned you could fix it—"

“Tha fat fool saved me the trouble
of fixing it. They started without him,
as he was late, like the lazy, fat, slack-
mg young rotter he is" :

chnny Bull grinned. Had he not
known that they - were ﬁpﬂ&kin%‘ of
William George Bunter, ha would have
guessed b now.,

“That was how it was, was it ? said
the Smiler. “Well, we never saw him,
but the others camme on us in a bunch,
ang we cleared off in the cor—"

“I know all that. But when the fat
fool waz left alone on the dewns,"1 got
word-1o yvou where to find him—"

“fAnd T did find him, guv'nor! 1 got
him all right! But the feg had eoméb
down by then, and I had to pick my
way, and 1 ran right intd that bunch of
young blighters, and-————"

“I know you failed; I know you have
always- fai ! Five years ago yon
failed, and old Lanchester_parked him
samewhere where " he cuui' never - ba
found. Now that he has come out into
the. open again it is casy work—or,
should be. But you have only a tale'of
Fatlure to te]l”

“1f them young coveys wasn't here
with him—"

* Yes, yes; that has saved him—again
and again_that has saved hina,  There
15 & detective in the house watching over
him, but he has given us no trouble. If

those schoolboys weve not here—"
“We'd have had hun casy, but for
thet! Next time——"

Johnny Bull heard an angry, scoffing
laugh. :

“MNext time!  Alwavs next time! I
am tempted to throw up the whela
game, PFortune is agatnst me—Ilailure
after failure,”

“¥ou can't afford to do that, guv'nor.
I'here’s ioo big a thing at stake for that
and I faney there's three of us wn'ulé
have something fo say about that. We
ain't in this game for our health,
guv'nor." ;

“¥ou dare to threaten me, you dogt
You dare—"

“Hieep’cuul. guv'nor | I tell you, next

time——"

“Bah! I have waited here—how
long *=—for you io comne aud tell me that
the fat fool was safe in your hands-—
that he was already out at sea. And
this is the news I have waited for I?

“Not my fault, guv'nor. In this fog
ibuwas’t}'t easy for me to get here at
a

“And all you have to tell me, i
another failure—when all seemned certan
at last! Bungling fools, all thyee of
you! This will end with you and Ratty
and Ferret in the prison cells—and per.
haps myself after you! A fat, stupid,
obtuse fool, and you cannot handle
him 1™

“If his friends wasn't with him—="

“They are with him, feol V™

“Couldn't they be pgot shut aof,
guv'norf There's ways—*

“I have been thinking of that. I
raay be possible, but it is useless to dis-
cuss it longer. And I must get back to
the house. I shall have io explain
already. You had better go. I will gt
you on the phone when I want you.”

Johnny Bull had not stirred—in dread
of the two unseen rascals hcaring him
again if he moved. But as those words
reached his ears he cstepped back as
soltly as he could. .

But, sﬂft]_}; 83 h-a-ateEped. thero was a
sound, and he heard the quick, snarling
voice of the Smiler.

“ What's that? Who's that? I told
you—— Thera's somebody —
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Billy Bunier lighted up—puffing out smoke with a great air of enjoyment. ** Dash it all, put on a smoke, you fellows! ™

he sald.

Jolwny Bull heard a guick footsiep, at the crackling log fire, grinned at his
and lie knew that.a hand was groping. friends, and looked round him,

e dashed uﬁv the avenue at a run.

“Good gad! Who—" It was the
unknown marn's voice, in startled toncs.
" Haz someone—who——-—"

A dim shadow loomed in the fog.
figure, hardly seen, collided with the
junior a3 he van It was the ¥ guv'nor ¥
—whoever the “guvner ¥ was—and he
;l‘l_.lll:iljlﬁ."!] mto  Johony  without secing
im. )

Without. even stopping i{o think,
Johnny Bull hit out with his free hand,
pud felt his clenched Enuckles crash.

P Therve was a gasping cry as the man
staggered, and Johnny Bull raced om.

In a few seconds the fog swallowed
himi, and wheéther the Bmiler and hes
mysteriong companion hunted for him oy
not, he never knew. e zaw and heard
nothing more of them.

Mot till he bumped into & tree did he
drop into & walk again, and at length,
io his great relief, the lighted windows
of the castle gleamed out mto the
December dark 1n front of him.

A

‘'THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Johnny Bull !

14 ALLO, hallo, hallo 1™

“Here he 1z1”

“I say, yvou fellows—-"

“Here you are, Johonmy, old
be;n'!“ Bull inned cheeril hi

onnny Bull grinned cheerily as his

friﬂn'dz greeted him in the &b'ri%htly
lighted Lall of Reynham Castle. They
were glad_ to see him, and he was very
glad to get in. A footman took his suit-
case, another his coat, another his hat
amd mloves., Jphony warmed' his hands

-

“Home show [ he remarked. " Jolly
glad to see you fellows again! Hallo!
Is that Bunter? You're here, then, old
fat man?”

“Eh? Of course T'imm here!” said
Bunter, blinking at him through his bhig
spectacles, “Haven't I asked vou here
for the hols, fathead? Welcome to my
castle ! added Bunter lofiily.

“Wha.a-t 7™

“Getting deaf? I said welcome to my
castle I

Johnny Bull blinked at him.

“ Your castle ™ he
“Potty

*“0h, really, Bull—"

“Is that fat ass off his chump " asked
Johnmy Bull, losking round at his
friends 1n wonder. “Look here, you
chaps, T'd like to know what all this
means. vYou've told me in a letter that
vou're here, and that it’s all right, but
I’rﬁ blessed if I can make head or tail of

repeated.

Harry Wharton langhed.

“No wonder,” he said. “You're going
to have a surprise, old bean, same as we
had when wa got here. Couldn't put it
in a letter; it's & dead secret.”

“The deadfulness of the esteemed
secret i terrific " grinned Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Who's the boss of this show ™ asked.

Johnny., “I don’t know what you fel-
lows are talking about, but I suppose I'd
hotter see the boss of the show as I'm
here. Whe is it

#Me " said Bunter,

“ Fathead |"

“Look here, you checky ass,” hooted

the fat Owl indignantly, “I jolly well

tell  you—-->"

““ Quelch hasn't got his eye on you now ] Be men for once—like me ! "
R T O T T P P PR T M T

“Chuck it. ass!”™ said Johnny Bull,
“I've heard thet HRevoham Castle
belongs to Lord Reynham, Is he
around ¥

“Yes, and no ! said Harry, laughing.

“Well, that's' lucid, at any rate!”
zald Johnny, staring.

“Better speak to Sic Peter,” said
Marry. " He's really boss of the show,
being Lord Revnham's guardian ™

“(3h, really, Wharton—""

“That old bean who came to Grey-
friars to see Quelch last week of the
term,” said Nugent. “ You remember
him ¥° Hera ho comes 1™

Bir Peter Lanchester had gone into the
library. Now he sppeared at the door-
way, looking into the hall. There was a
worried frown on the old gentleman’s
face. He was still worried about his
nf_-El_'mw s ahsence. But he summoned up
a kind and hospitable smile as Johnny
Bull was presented to him and shook
hands with the lafest arrival at Heyn.
ham Cazstle.

“You are very welcome, my boy,” he
said, “William will explain te you how
the matter stands, and I am sure 1 can
rely on your diseretion,”

“Eh? Oh, ves!|" stultered Johuny,

.quite mystified.

“"Coma up to my rooms, old man™
said Bunter. “I'll put you wise. He,
he, he! I can jolly well tell you, I'm
boss of the show here [

“Rats

1] BEB-\}t 1.'!

“Bunter's king of the castle I grinned
Bob. “Every doy I'm expecting to sce
him bursting all over his ancestral halls
with importance "

“(Oh, really, Chorry—-"

{Cantinued on page 16.)
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(Cantinuced from page 13.)

Jolinny Bull, guite mystificd, secom-
pratiiedd has friends up the stairs inio the
Livug’s Rowmin.

James was there, and Bunter rapped
out an erder. Bunter could never see his
taade without giving hin an order.

“Robert 17 rapped Bonter.

“Yes, my lovd @ spid the patient

James,

“I'ut =mine logs an the foe,
Archibald 7

“Yox, 10y lord !

“Tlhere you ecan  clear, Frederiek !

siut the door after you, Henry !

Johnny Bull liztened te fhiz rather
like a fellow m a dream. He found bis
vodcr,  when - Jates-Robert-Archibald-
Freedevick-Henry lind retived, and closed
the door after him.

“Awm 1 dresiivg this, vou fellows?™
e stutiered,  © What was that elap my-
lording that fat wss for?™

“Tlus 15 where you hear the histovy
af the jolly old wmystery !V grinned Bo
L":u__-i-lJ'Er. ¥ Bunter's Lovd Reynham,™

e |11
CH Positively for one occaston only I
chuekled Bot.

“Ha, ba, Lal" ]

“ Blessed it 1 see u.n:ﬂhm;i to cackle
al 1" snovred Bunter. " Fat lot of good
all of vou-fellows trving to pass for a
lord, anyhbow ! Old iiﬁltur knoew what he
was doilg when he picked me for the

artt"” ek

“What the thwmp do you mean?”
howled Jolhnny Bull,  ® Trying to pull
s leg ¥ -

X HE:mn!- Injuni”  sard  Harry
Wharton, loughing. * Bunter's a8 giddy
nobloman now ! Up to Jast week i was
only ono of naiure’s noblemen——-"

““Ela, ha, ha'” i

“Waw he's the genuine article—for a
tine! A temporary lord!  After the
hola he will be plain Bunter again !”

“Very plain!™ grinned Bob

“Tha plia.int'r.ﬂm:rss iz terrific

“PBut whal——" howled the amazed
Johnny. -

“Listen, and I will & tale unfold!”
chuckled Bol. "0Old Peter's got a
ward, a rather sickly kid, the real Lord
Revnham, parked in a school sowe-
whers under an assumed name, to keep
him zafe from kidnappers——""

“Who've been after him for vears ("
said Nugent, taking up the tale.

S Wobody  knows why ar whorefore !
went an-Bob. * But that's how it sfands.
Someliow the Similer's gang spotted that
dodge, though they mever spoited the
echool or the name—see!? But they
were hunting for 'em——"

“So old f"utur got the bright ides
of letting them ihink that the school
was Greyiviars,” said Harry.

“And the name Bunter!” grinned
Dol ,

S0 the csteemied and absurd DBunter
was brought here as & ridiculous lord [
chortled Hurvee Jamzet Ram Singh.

“Keeping Smiler & Co. off the right
track, and on the wrong one!” ex-
plained Harry Wharton. * And Bunter
Ela:;s the part like one to the manner

orn, Don't you, Bunter?”

Tie Miaxer Lisrany.—No. 1,558,

.1 >

The Mdagnet

- “T rather faney so 1™ assented RBunter.

“Eazy enough to me, you know.™
“Hp, ha, hal”

CThe old bean's got a secrotary,

Tonlinson, who is really a detective,

watching for the blighters to get after.

Bunter I went on Harry. * Some day
he will get them—perhaps 1™
“The perhapsfulness is tervific!™
“Then tho real lord will be able to
show up—" said Nugent,
“As safe as houmses!™ said Boh
Cherry. " Got it now, Johnny iV
“Oh crumbs 1" gasped Johnny DBull,

“They've been after Bunter, think-

ing him the jolly old lord—1 wecan the
tally vonng lord—="
“Ha, ba, ha!” :
“Lots of times?! Aud we've no doubt
that they've poi o spy in the house,
From what's happened—the kidnappes's
tried fo bag him in this very roow !

“Oh 1 exclaimed Johuny.

“OF eourse, it's a deep and deadly
seeret s even his lordship’s cousin Rupert
doesn’t know ! said Hary,  “Not a
word=—not a giddy syllable. We're as
goodl as certarn that there's & con-
foderatie in the houschold—-"

“No doubt at all ‘about that!™ =aid
Johnny Bull, with a grin. “And the
confederate in the house is the man wha
is bossing the business; the other tlivee
just carey oub bis orders ™

b EI:. ?I!ﬂ

“What ?"

The juniors slaved hlankly at Johnny.

“How the thump do vou know, when
vou've only just set foot in the place?”
demanded Bolr Cherry,

Johuny Bull prinned, aod  related
what had happened on the foggy avenue

n% I came.
HH

flexion in Ceptain Reynham’s

drawl. He was standing in the
hall, 2 handsome and elegant figure in
evening clothes, when the Greeyfriars
party came down, talking to 8ir Peter.
His glance turned on Johnny Bull, the
latest addition to the Girevfriars party.

Perhaps he did not intend his remark
fo reach the ears of the schoolboys. Dut
it did reael ilem, and while the
Famous Five affected not fo heay it,
Billy Bunter gave the young Army man
an inimical blink through hiz big
spectacles.

The captain, evidently, had returned
at last; for there ho was, changed for
dinner,  He had, in fact, come in very
goon after Johnny Bull’s arrival, much
to Bir Peter’s relief, and explained that
he had been looking for “William ¥
on the downs—a statement which Sir
Peter did not dream of doubting,
though Billy Bunter certainly would
have doubted it

Bunter had & strong suspicion that
that supercilious young man h
stranded him on the downs on purpose
that day, 1n which caso 1t was im-

robable that he would have spent hours
i hunting for him again.

*“ Another ' repeated the captain, as
his uncle did not answer. “Is William
bringing all Greyfriars here for Christ-
mas "

“William naturally desires to have
some of his friends about him st Christ-
mas-time, Rupert!” said 8ir Peter.
"“They seem very mice boys—very nice
boys indeed. I like them all 1™

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Stariling Suspicion !
NOTHER of them "
There was 2 sarcastic in-

Rupert shrugged his eclegant
shoulders. Bob ﬂierrﬁv winked a.l:ghis
friends.

All the d'uniura knew that
Bupert Reynham did not like their

 said

presenco at tho castle—though why, was
rather a puzzle, for they could hardly
sea how it eoncerned him in any way.
Certainly, he had no reason to liko
Tord Bunter; but the other fellows -had
given him no offence that they knew of.

But they had chserved alveady that
the captain was a moody, discontented
inan, with an irritable temper., They
kept clear of him as much as possible,
though .al titnes he fook the trouble to
make himself. agreeable, and ot such
timies he could bLe very pleasant.

“Who's that sportsman?” asked
Johnny Bull, in a low veice.

"My cowsin Rupert!”  grinned
Bunter. * Uppish sort of cad—a poor

relation, you know. Thinks no end of
himself; but I jolly well know that
he hasn't got a bean, and—-"

“It's Captain Rernham.” said Harry.
“Old Peter's nephow=——"

“That's how he's hanging.on here,”
sneered DBunter. 1 never asked him
here, T know that.”

The juniors grinned,  Lord Bunter
seemed to be taking lhmself vere seri-
ously in his lordship's role! Reelly, the
fat Owl scemed Lo imagine, by this time,
that it really was his castle !

The Greviviars fellows crossed the
hall, to where the old Baronet and his
nephew were stunding by the five, After
diseussing thoe matier, they had deeided
that Sir Peter had better be told of
what Johony Bull had seen and heard
on the avenue as he came,

Captain Reynham moved off a liitle
and lighted a cigaretfe as the juniors
approached. : )

Johmy Ball looked at him cariously.

He had pever seen Lord Reynham's
~gusin, but, hearing hiz voice, il secmed
to strike his sar with & familiar note,
a4 1f he had heard it before,

“Wo've got something to toll vou,
sir—at least, Bull has!” said Harry
Wharton. “IHEd Tau intﬂhth;_:rm rottevs,
coming up the drive in the fog—"
o Iﬁgit- possible ¥ exelaimed Sir Peter.
“Pleass tell me, my boy.” .

Captain Reynham, who turned away,
turned back quickly. Ifis cyes fixad
sharply on Johnay Bull.

He did not speak, but it was clear
that he was keealy interested in what
Bull had to say.

Johnny Bull told suecinetly what had
happened on the avenue. Old 3Bir Peter
listened with the closest attention.

“You did not see either of them?"
-he asked, :

“1 couldn't, sir, in the fog,” answered
Johnny. “But the one who was called
the Smiler must have been the kid-
ua?%er—a,nd the other——"

$he other, his confederato, here
said Bir Peter, knitling his brows.

“A pity vou did not see him, my
boy ™ drawled the captain, “Haven't

ou any ides what he was like?”

“Omnly that he was tall,” answered
Johnny. ;

“Oh! You noticed that, foggy as 1t
wag, althowgh vou could not see ham?¥™
Rupert. )

Johnoy Bull leoked at him rather
grimly. He did not like the captain's
sarcastic tone.

“There was a sort of shadow in the
fo, a: he bumped into me,” ‘he
answered quietly. ** He was a good bit
taller than I am, that’s all. And I
hit him: and I think my fist landed on
his chest. I know he was a good many
inchea taller than I am. That's all!” 't

“Tt 1z little—but it 13 something,™
said Sir Peter, with a nod. " You saw,
nobody on the drive, Rupert? From
the time you came in you must have
?a::]aﬂ_ad the spot very soon after this
b

“Nobody 1" “said Captain’ Reyuham.

1%
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*“Not even & shadow in the fog.”™ He
laughed: * You ara sure that you did
ncﬁ fancy this mysterious encounter, my
lad #

“Quite sure [ angwered Johnny Bull,
staring at him.. "I'm not a fellow fo
fancy things, Captain Heynham, We
don’t faney things in Yorkshire. "Faels
are good enough for na™

The- captain shrugged his thoulders
and turned away.

_Johnny Bull’s eves followed his tall,
clegant figure with o grim stare.

Sir Peter left the hall, the juniors
puessing that bhe was.going to pass on
this latest piece of information to his
private deieciive, Mr, Tomlinson,

-1 say, you fellows,”™ said Billy
Bunter, “if Bull’'s surc about ihat
blighter being tall—"

“Of  course I'm  sure!™ rapped
Johnuy.

“Well, then; we ought to be able
ta spot him,” declared the fat Owl.
“If we po over the whole place, szort-
g out all the tall ones——"

Bob Cherry grinned.

“There's forly or fifty people about
the jolly old place—tall and short, and
middle-size,”’ "~ he remarked, " Some
sorting out.”
- “Well, whoever it was, must have
been out of the house at the fime,”
argued Banter. “We cun make Jas-
mend: find out who was out st thot
time.” . '
By gum! Might be something in
that,”” said Frank Nugent. “If it's
ong- of - Jasmond's army, he might
!{Hﬂw—“—"
~ “Make up a list of ever
in the place, and jolly well make him
eay where he was at the pime—what?”
said DBunter. - '
- “Fathead! That list would -include
your lel{]_ old Couszsin Rupert,” said
Bob, laughing. ''He's tall, and he was
out at -the time™

And the juniors laughed.

But Johuny Bull did not join in the
lavgh. He gave a little atart, and
drew 1 his breath sharply.
~ He turned from the group of juniors,
and looked across the great hall at the
captain, lounging and smoking his
cigaretie,

‘or & long moment Johnny's eyes
remained fixed on that tall handsome
figure—and his thoughts were raein%.

It was impossible—impossible | ut
where had he heard the caplain’s voice
befere, when he -had never seen the
man until ten minutes ago’

The juniors chatted on till the gon
went for dinner; but Johnny Bull di
net  jein in the talk.  Johimy was
thinking, esnd strange and startling
thoughts were in his pund.

ItaII chap

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.

The Legend of Reynham Castle!
{3 MOKE 1
“¥es, rather!” said Billy
Bunter promp:ly.
: He stretched out a fat hand
towards the crgareite-case.
Four juniors said nothing. A faint
vunt was sudible from Johnny Bull—
that was all.
It had been a jolly evening.
_ The Greyfrinrs party were gathered
in_the musicreom. Sicr Peter had
joined them there, and, somewhat to
their surprise, Captain Reynham.
_Hitherto, the caplain had displayed
little taste for cheery boyish society.,
Now, bhowever, he geemed to like 1it,
and there was no doubt ‘that he sue-

ceeded in making himself very agree-
able, - Even Billy Bunter thought that

Eperp Saturday

he was not, after all, such a beast as
he had seomed to be. :

Rupert sat at the pianc and played.

The schoolboys enjoyed a “sing-zong ™
—Christmas carols and schedl songs,
cspecially the Greyfriars School song.
And then Bob sorted out a velume of
Gilbert and Bullivan. Even Billy
Bunter contributed a fat =queak,
though his musical efférts were a little
marred by the faect that he had for
gotten the weords, and did not remem-
ber the tunes ]

But it was qunite a8 merry ovening,
and the captain made himself very usc-
ful at the piano, and sat with a paper
cap on his head, evidently in the best
of tempers, Sir Peter left them to
themselves, after” a time. And, as it
was holiday-time, all the fellows stayed
up s-gu-m.il deal past their usual bed-
Lilme, '

But the captain rose from the pianc

at laszt, and stretched himself, and teok
out his cigavette-case. As if unthink-
ingly, he offered it to his companions—
spparently forgetful of the fact that
they wera schoolboya. )
- Billy Bunter helped himself io a
smoke: at once. That was one of Billy
Bunter’s litile ways. Dunter would
always smoke .a cigarette, if he could
get the same for nothing, He was not
ass enough to spend money on smokes,
but he liked to be, as it were, an biex-
pensive man of the world,

“Got a match, Wharton
S Fathead ' answered Harry politely.

“Yab!” retorted Lord Bunter, for-
getting for the moinent that he was a
peer of the realm, and answering like
a common mortal—a very common one,
in fact.

Harry Wharton looked rather cuvi-
ously at the captain. Rupert had mado
himself very agrecable that eveming;
but it was difficult to know what to
think of a man who cffered cigarettes
to schoolboys.

Bunter was the only member of the
party who amedptcd a amioke

Bunter found & match, and lighted
up, pufling out smoke with a great
air of enjoyment.

“Dash it all, pat on a smoke, you
fellows I gaid the fat Owl, = “Quelch
hasi't got his eye on you now. Nao
prefects about. He, he, hel Have a
semoke, Bob, old chapl Be a man for
once—like me 1™

“A man—hke
"Ne, thanks!"

“Ha, hs, hal” )

“Borry,” said the captain; “my mis
take.”” He selipped the cigarette-case
back into his pocket, and helped him-
self to s cigar. “I'm hardly used to
juventle society., Really, I quite for-
got. Of course, you boys don’t smoke."

“No,™ said fiarr:.r politely.

*“The smokefulness is terrifically bad
for the estecmed and ridiculous wind,”
explained Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It has & spoilful effect on a fellow's
form for Boceer, Likewise, it produces
retardfulness of the idiotic growth."

“0Oh, exactly 1" gasped the captain,
“Quita| Perhaps you had better not
finish that cigarette, Cousin William.”

“I'll watch it,"” grinned Bunter.

“Christinas Eve,”” remarked the-cap-
tain. *' A famous date in the history of
this ancient place. Probably you boys
are unacquainted with the legend of
the castle, except, of course, William."

“Eht” said William, :

Williem knew very lite about Reyn-
ham Castle, except that the food there
was remarkably R

“Ghost story!” asked Bob, with in-
terest. ‘'‘Let’s hear it before we go to
bed. What's Christmas without =
jolly old ghost" -

youl"' pasped Bob.

“If vou'd like to heap—*" |

“¥es, rather I said Nugent. .

“The ratherfulness 1s terrific i®

*William, of course, knows the
story,”’  =aid the captain. “He wmust
have heard it & good many times in
his childhood here.”’ .

Harry Wharton & Co. made no re-
joinder ta that, The captain was not
in the sceret. He took " Lord Bunter ™
at face value, as it were, never dream-
ing of snspecting that the youth was
not his Cousin William., )

The juniors, of course, could icll him
nothing, as they had promised the
deepest, striclest secreey to-8Bir Petor.
But it made them feel o little awkward.

Captoin  Revnham  beheved—an  Siv
Peter had made all the casile belicve—
that the voung lord had been placed
at Greviviars Bchool under the name
of Bunter, to protect him from kid-
napping.

The aztute old pgentleman  had
allowed Smiler & Co. to discover that
“faect,” and Bunter’a presemce at the
casile under his lordship’s name nado
it scarcely possible for them to doubt
it

Such a scheme, strange .as ik was,
was justifiable, to protect a weak and
sickly lad from dangerous encnunes,
But the juniors would have felt mave
comfortable if Sir Peter had let his
nephew inte the secret. HHo seemed, to
themn, to be carrying caution to excess.

“YVou remember the story, William ¥’
asked Rupert. L

“*Oh., ves!  Quite! What s iti"”
asked Bunter.

The captain laughed. :

“You have forgotten it in your-len
ebsence from home,” he remarked.
“But if there is any truth in the
legend, you might be reminded of it
when you go to bed to-night.”* :

“Eht¥ How's that?” asked Bunter.

" According to the legend, the stain
of the murdered earl’s blood 18 renewed
on the Boor of the King's Reom on the
anniversary of his death.”

" Gorroogh !

“We'll look for it when we go up.''
chyckled Bob Cherry. "I fancy it wil
want some looking for™ :

The juniors gathered round ihe fre
to listen to the ghost story. - -

Billy Bunter finished his wigaretie,
and threw the stump in the fire.

Outside, the wintry wind was howlin
round the ancient chimney-pels, an
snowflalkea were dashing ageinst the
windows. i ;

Captain Reynham sat with his half-
smoked cigar in his hand, listening for
a moment or two to tho howl of the
wind round the old turrcts

#TIt was such a night as this,” he
began. “A wild winter's night—a
Christmas Eve many hundreds of years
age. The Lord Reynbam of that time
was sald to be a8 very wicked noble-
man. It was whispercd that he had
slain his cousin, the old eaxk in the
forest, and thus succeeded to the title,
It was on the eve of Christmas that
the old lord had been found, rup
through the body, under the ancieni
oaks of Revnham. And when the
anniversary came—"

The captain paused, to take & pull at
his cigar.

“That night the new lord of Reyn-
ham was feasting high in_ his ancient
hall," he resumed. “The wine flowed
freely, and all was merriment and
roystering, But as midnight chimed, a
sudden silence fell on the festive hall
A chill apread through the assewnbled
guests, and the wicked lord® was seen
to .“5‘;’, with :':Ihﬂthwmﬂ l:&i }idf'*“l?]i
to s lips, an &n & eniy 1n
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mictst of that deathly and ecrie silence,
was heard—"

Snore !

The caplain was interrupted by that
cheery sound {rom the deep arnnchair
e which Lord Bunter was sprawlimg.

“Wake up, you fat ass!” said Bob
C'herey. shoking  his  fat locdship.
" You're missing the ghost story "

“Uriggh! I'm not asleep! I heard
all vou fellows were saying 1 mumbled
Bunter.,  * Lemme alone I

“Willinm is not interested,” said the
captain, with a smile. “ But if you boys
would hke to hear the rest

“*lease go on, sir ! Never mind jolly
old William ¥ )

“In the midst of the deathly silence,”
restpned the captain, “was heard a
strange and tervible cry from the wicked
carl. He started to his feot, the wine
frome, his goblet gpilling over his rufi
andl trunk hose. iz eves were fixed in
# dreadinl stare on the door.  All eyes
turned in the same direerion, and the
sreat onk door was scen to swing slowly
open, but none was scen to enter. The
dogr swung shat, and all were consclous
of o cold and chilly presence in the
erowded hall; but nothing could be seen;
unlesa Lord Reynham saw it. His eves,
starting from his pallid face, romained
fixed, follewing, apparently, the motions
uf an unseen figure thet was slowly
upproaching hiny—>"

Hpore !

Bunler was going it again.

“Suddenly, as if at the touch of an
jey luand, the Lord of Reyoham leaped
to Iz feet and fled from the hall. As
Lhe fRed up the stairs, he looked back.
witl ghastly fear in his foce, and all
kuew, though none cmnld_ see, that some
strange shape followed him=—"

Snore !

“The guests and the retainers stood
pedrificd by foar and dread. Above, a
crash was heard as the deor of the
King's Roon elosed, then the jarrmﬁ; of
locks awd bolts. The wicked earl had
shint him=elf in the King's Room——"

Snore |

“With trembling footsteps, they fol-
lowed up the stairs, and gathered in an
affrighted crowd eutside the door of the
Wing's Room. Trom within was heard
the clash of steel—elash on clash, as of
two desperate enemues fighting to the
death. It died away at last, and there
was 4 groan | Then deep, deep silence,
Jbrakeon only by——**

Bnoye !

“Broken only by the wail of the
winter wind round the snowy turrets.
At length the retainers forced the door,
and penectrated, trembling, nte ihe
King's Roomn. And by the hght of torch
and cresset they saw ‘the wicked earl
Iving on the floor, run through the body,
in & pool of—"

HSnore ! .

“In a pool of bload, slowly spreading
nver the ancient pak, glisiening m the
light ! But of his assailant and slayer
nothing was to be seen. Doors were
locked and barred; the fire burned in
the ancient chimney: none had cntered
none had left Vet the wicked Jord had
been slain in fight; he lay dead in the
rm]‘] of his blood, slain by a phantom

an

Snore!

“¥rom that day the phantom of the
wicked earl has haunted the scene of hia
death,” went on  Rupert.,  “ Every
Christmas Eve the stain of blood is
renewed on the cak, and every night
from then till the New Year the spectre
walks—and it is death to meet him 1

“Been lum 1 grinned DBob.

“T have never put the matter to the
'=5t,” zaid Rupert. “But others have
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done so, keeping watch in the King's
Room on Christiies Eve. I have been
told that such a watcher was found dead
~—that snother fled from the room &
raving maniac; but of my own know-
ledie. I can say nothing.” ] .

The captain’s voice was very quiek and
grave. The schoolboys looked at him
curiously. It seemed impossible te them
that the Army inan could - possibly
attach the least Liciicf to such a legend
of his pneestors.
~ “Come with us, and let's look for the
jolly old stain ! said Bob.

Rupert shook his head,

“It 13 absurd, of course, but I do not
eare to do so,” he answered. “ Beally, I
should not have told you the legend,
buti——"

“Oh, that's all right! We're not
seared Y sxid Harry Wharton, laughing.
“We'll cerininly look for it ourselves,
ilmt[{ ;m don't expect to have much
efs 1 :

And Billy Bunter was heaved out of
his ehair and shaken inte half-wakeful-
ness, and the Famous Five marched him
off to bed, after saying “Good-night 1"
io the captain.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Stain on the Oak!

6d AAMNES
Billvy PBunter was sleepy—
foarfully sleepy. Generally ready
to
seemed readier than ever to-night. He
was so eleepy that he forgot to call
dames * Fr{sgerick * or “Herbert.”

“Yes, my lord 1

“Take my ehoes off, James!
sleapy 1

“Yes, may lond V7

The Famous Five did not need, like
Lord Bunter, the assistance of a valet
to go to bed. And, unususlly late as
the hour was for them, they were not
thinking immediately of bed.

Bunter had heard little of tha ghost
stary, and was not in the least interested
in gfmst.iy' bloodstaina on ancient oak.
Bunter was sleepy, and wanted to turn
in, Buat the Famous Five were going
to give the King's Room the once-over,
looking for that ghostly stain.

Not, of course, that they dreamed foz
a moment of believing in spooks. But,
az Bob Cherry remarked, it was only
ﬁi:rc-rting to give the ?id-:l:.r ghost a
chance of showing whether he was the
genuine poods or not. Certainly, as
they seanned the paolished oak floor of
ihe King's Room, iley had mnot the
faintest anticipetion of discerning any
gtain that had not already been on the
old time-blackened oak,

Billy Bunter turned into the big
canopted bed—once, it was said, gceu-
}:r-i-:d by noe less a person than King

enry the Eighth, whe had visited the
castle in ancient davs. From that stout
monarch the great room took its name,
and his life-size portrait was on the
wall, staring down from a huge metal
frame.

Ranged round the canopied Stale
bed were five other beds, which belonged
toe Harey Wharton & Co.  That was
Bunter’s scheme for keeping safe from
night attacks, and so far his lordly
slumbers had not been troubled,

It was, indeed, a little difficult to sce
how. the kidnappers were to get at his
lordship, with the other fellows camped
all round his bed ; certainly it could not
have been done without giving the
alarm.

First, there had been two extra beds
in that room, then four, and now there
were five. As fast as his guests arrived,
Yord Bunter gave urdersﬁn beds to be

I'm

prepared for them in his roomn. Fortu-
nately, there was plonty of space,
apartments in Reynham Castle being of
immense size. ) .

Bunter was snoring as soon &s_his
head touched the pillow. He remained
happily vneonscious of the proccedings
of ithe other fellows,

They moved about the King's Room,

_adjoining the spacicus bed-room, and

scanned the old hard oak flooy. They
smiled as they did so—at the ahsu:’d!:f
of the 1des of looking for ghostly hiood-
stains.

But Bob Cherry came to s sudden
stop, with a startled ejaculation.

“Halln, hallo, halle 1™

“TFound it ! grinned Nugent.

* Look " ;

Bob pointed to the floor midway
between the King’s portrait on the wall
and the communicating doorway in the
bed-room. _ 3

A dark stain or the polished oak had
cs-.ufht his eye. )

There were many stains on the old
oak, trodden by countlezs feet through
the ecnturies. Bnt there was a strange
freshness about that stain that startled
the juniora as they looked at it.

“Whet ithe dickens—-"  muttercd
Bob,

”gan}es " ealled Harry Wharion,

T4 ir ..‘?‘ .

The valet appeared.in the doorway
between the rooms. He had fnished

awith his lordship, and was about to go.
o to sleep, the fat jumior . ™ :
4 ] about the wicked lord whe was murdered

‘I suppose you've hesrd the "story

in this room, James?" sald Harry.

“Oh, yes, sir! It is very often told
in the servants’ hall at Christmas-time,
gir,” answered James,

“Then I dare say von know the exact
spot where the bloodstain is supposed to
be 1" asked Harry. .

“(Oh, certainly, sir! Just where
yvou young gentlemen are standing!”
anpswered James.

13 Dh !.‘.l‘

The juniors exchanged glances.

James glanced from face to face, and
then looked at the oak floor: He gave
& start, and his face paled.

“Good-night, gentlomen ! he said
hurriedlv. “Now that his lordship is
in bed, I will go—"

“Hold on a minute!” said Harry
quietly. “Leok at that stain, James!
Have vou seen it there before?

“No, sir 1" faliered James.

“Do you mesn that 1t 13 a new
stain i : ;

“It wns not there this morning, sir.
I am sure of that, 1 was presont when
the maids were deing the reom.” James
moved away towards the door while he
was speaking, his eyes uneasily on the
dark stain on the ocak. “JI—I—I don’t
quite understand i, sir! I--1 will go,
if thare is nothing wiore, sirl”

And James went. . .

“Now what the thump,” =zaid Boli, in
& low voiee, “does this mean?”

“(Goodness knows 1"

Harry Wharton stooped, and rubbed
the stained oak with his finger. He

ave a slight shudder as, lifting the
ﬁ.; r lo the light, he saw a faint red-
dis%fﬁtain on if.
uncomfortably.

“Jomes can’t have been playing tricks
here, aurely 1" muttered Nugent, * Hao
looked quite scarcd—you could sec what
he thought—" 5 .

“It's a trick of some kind,” asaid
Harrv, “because it can't be anything
else, The idea of a blood-stain renew-
ing itself on the anniversary of a
murder is—is—"

e %nk 1" gaid Johnny Bull

lll &

{Continwed  on page 20.}

Fliz heart beat a little
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(1}
The Masters’ Studies here are situated,
They're studies full of gravity and
loom,
And here your breath is permanently
baited,
S0 lot us toke o peep in every room.

A TGUR OF THE SCHODL Masters Cnrndur.

(2}
In Quelchy's room a typewriter is noted,
And reams and recams of manusﬁrlpts
. he’s done,
That qu:-rmus work, to which his life's
devotled,
“"The H:ﬁtm-y of Greyiriars, Volyme

& One ' | .
The{eif;r:ei?mut s with many curious And Wiggins has & heavy window
His Winchester repeater’s sceh at once, Tcu;::‘:rg e dark-room fﬂr his photo-
0 r
W:tl':nf;:ﬁ&g' and mwounled carcasses of Wh gmpha’h ] 5 A WEEKLY Bumn
The velics of his byveo thrillin atever the result, it's fairly certain
0 iclis of s bygone thrilling. Wipigyer et S0l fevshe @ OF FACT AND FUN
{3)
r 'Mﬂsf_cm has lots of books in forcign Bv
S ) ingo,
While Capper's study’s very neat and THE GREYFRIARS
prim,
And Iacker’s foreign curios—by jingol RHYMESTER
Thoze swords and spears are typical of
] him | TR T o e T s TR T T T A T,
And Larry Lascelles boasts of many a
trophy XMAS GRINS
‘W:Ih cups and caps and silver shiclds
alore, ("hIt ﬁf{ams a utra.ntge tu ay of ta-:;:eptmlg a
ristmas present to want to whop
Wh’qﬁﬁ%:',’gg Ygaiieny il gackyy wad somebody. Luckily Loder docsn't know
It's very quaint—the Masters Wwho sent him the cigarsl (I bet he
Corridor | smokes one though, all the same.}
= A famous London store is n.d\rm'ﬁsing
“Fifty New Lines in Christmas Gifta,
THE GREYFRIARS Thet's nothing--Quelchy's just given me

ALPHABET

PATRICK GWYNNE,
The Irish Sixth Form Prefect.

G is for GWYNNE-—&n Irish coon,
And, faith, he's not a bad gossoon |
MNo, on the whole, he's not =o had,
And that is kind of me, bedad !

For here's & thing I'd have you know:
He gave me six a week ago |

Six whistling wallops on & spot
Where every pain feels extra I':mf-l

“1SAW THREE SHIPS COME
SAILING IN!”

A Verie Olde Carol, as warbled
. by W. G, Bunter.

I hope my =hip comes sailing in,
Comes sailing in, and brings some tin,
And if I get it, I shall grin—

That Christmas postal order |

I've been expecting it for years,

. For years and years (excuse my tears ),

¥'ll shout with joy when it appears,
That Christmas postal oxder |

Perhaps some titled relative,

Some relative will surely give

The thing for which alene I live,
That Christmas postal order !

Alss, the postman’s gone away,
He's gone away, and sad to say
He didn’t hand to me to-day

That Christmas postal order b

Perhaps, at longth, it will arrive,
It will arrive, if I'm alive,
By Christmas, 1885,

That missing postel order !

And on the {:hrlstntﬂs vac I t&.kﬁ
A most uncomfortable ache !
Yet, notwithstanding this, I say
He's not 50 bad—the pesky jay 1

] E =" -
. He's second prefget, Wingate’s chum,
Why are tho stars like star- Ayq always fm,i , never glum.
Bazers? At B rthe-n nn& lays to win,
Because they have studded the sky Bo here's a ERRY ISTAIAS,
for agea, wannﬂ
MR e o T e

five hundred !
Onec of this year’s Christmas bargains

is & model rallway so truc to life that
the trains are always late.

Our local railway 13 offering
“Reduced Fare for Christmas.” - As
long as our kitchen staff don't copy 'em
that's O.K. by me.

Quelchy’s so [ond of dishing out lines
thiz Christmas that soine of uws are
wondering whether he will go a bit

further and leave us a few lines in his
willl

-
AR

PARTY PUZZLE

A  Christmaea traveller was
heard whistling "“Geood Kin
Weneeslas™ to the tune o
“Home, Sweet Home." What

wae his profession?
Selution at foot of colymn.

- Fisher T. Fish doesn’t trust anyone,
not even Father Christmas. He is put-
ting a padlock and chain on the stocking
he will hang up on Christmas Eve,
Peter Todd says the weather is too
cold to put your nose outside the door.
Of course, n Tnddi'_la case, when his
nosa is out most of him i35 out, so this

may be true.
ANSWER TO PARTY PUZZLE
A magicianl Nobody else eould

whistle words !
RORERDRENE

ANOTHER JGLLYJAWT WITH OUR JﬂmL GUIDE NEXT ’IHWSDAY.’
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“The bunkfulness is terrifie ' mur-
raured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. But
his dark eyes dwelt on the stain with a
glown of uneasiness i them.

“ HRut what silly ass can have plaved
such o trick?" zaid Dob, " Why, we
sliould never have looked for the beastly
thing at all, if Rupert Reynbham hadn't
happened to tell ue the ghost story Uns
evening ! We'd never heard of the jelly
old wicked'lord till an howr ago.”

“And we cortaily  shouldn’t have
noticed i1l on the dark oak if we hadn't
speciully looked for it 1" said Harry.

“Phat’s o cert! T anvbody plaved
this triwck., he pwst have plaved it for
nothing—he couldn’t have kuiown that
we were going 1o hear about the beastly
L hrges: )

Ul leswed 1f T can make it out,” mut-
tered MNugent. .

“I the fellow who put it there

fancied thal we should see it it nught
be a irick to scare us!" said Harry
glowly. “0One of the kidnapping Eﬂ-ﬂﬁf
13 2 mwmber of this bowschold—am
front what Johnuy heard, it secms that
that one is their leader. He can't like
us here protecting our prize poarporse—
in faet, Johnony heard bim suy so. I
he did thig=—" )
« “That's if, of courze ! sald Nugent,
relieved., *“Why, of course! 1Ii's n
rotten trick to put the wiml up Bunte:'s
bodyguard, I dare sax he thinks we
keew a!l about the ghost zery—Lord
Teynham would naturally know, and
the old porpoize 1z Lord Reynham
now—"

“Well, he wen’t frighten ns very
easily, if that's the case " said Harry.
“1 supvose the razcal, whoever he iz,
could have sneaked in liere and done
this. It's a trick. at any vate.'”

“Let's got to Led ™ znid Bob, “We
ghall be fancving next that we hear the
jolly old wicked lord groanmng.”

Groan |

The five juniors starred vielenily, and
stared round thenn The sound that
reached iheir cars was a low, faior
groan comwing from whenee they could
not gucsa

“Did vou hear—"

Harry Wharton ran te the door,
epencd if, and looked out inte the hed-
room—with- & suspicion that DBunter
might be playing a trick.  But his fat
lordskip, was in the canopied bed, fast
asleep, and snering. o

Harry Wharton set his lips

“You fellows all beavd thai ?™ he
said. ““There's no doubi about it now
—soine blighler has =et oul to give us
g scare. Dy gum! I wish he would
show up o reach of a  fellow’s
kouckles !

“Petter goe that all the doors are
safe  before we urn in” said Bob,
“Bunter generally sces to that—but he's
gone off 1o sleep to-nmight, and [orgotten
1t.

The Famous Five made a careful
round, looking to all the outer doors
There were three doors on the corridor;
from lhe King's Rooem, the bed-room,
and the dressimmg-room. Each one of
them was carefully locked and holted.

The locks on the doors ware heavy,
olid-fazhioned, end wvery strong; but
L.ord Bunter had on his first day in the
castle, ordered bolis to be put on, and
Lord Bunter's orders had Eﬂml carried
Gl

The juniors were rather glad of 1t
now. Locks might be picked: but bolts
were & different proposition. When thay
went to bed, they did so in the absolute
certainty that no one could enter with-
out waking them. .

But, late as the hour was, they did
not fall asleep, so easily as usual.
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* That strange story of the ghostly
fight in the king's m ran in their
minds; apd, though they were sure that
a trick ha'd heen played, the hloadstain
on the oak, and .that ghostly groan
were uncanny, and a little uunerving,
It was long after the chimes of mid-
right that they slept at last,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Specire of Reynham Casile |

BaRhR}f WHARTON awoke sud-
CRCIELY,
He had Leen dreaming.

In his dreams was piciured the
strange tale he had heard of the spectre
of the castle, ie seemed to see the hall
door opening io an unseen.hand, as the
capiain bhad related, and the wicked
parl, stariing uwp with splling wine-
cup, gazing st the dread figure that no
othor eyes could see. In the visions of
slumber he followed the desperate man
in hiz flight to the King's Room, and
heard the erash of locks and bars—the
clash of steel—the dying grean. He
awoke with & start and a shiver, and
asfared into the darkness about him,

Was he dreaming still?

e sat up, staring in the gloom.
There had been a fire in the room, but
it had long age died out, and all was
dark. 1

Put a red gleam of glowing lngs met
Lis eves, glimmerimg through the dark
It came from the ancient hearth in tha
Wing's Room adjoining.

IHe gave a start and a shiver,

All the outer doors of the rooms had
been locked and bolted. The commun:-
cating door between the King's Reom
and the bed-room lad been elosed, bub
not fastened, There was no otcasion to
fasten an jnuer door, when no one could
possibly obtain admittance to any of the
rooms,

But that door, which had Leen closed,
was now partly open. Through the gap
enme the glismmer of ihe fire in the
ILing's Room. i

Harry Wharton gazed at it fixedly.

The daor could not have opencd of its
own volition. Yet it was partly open—
and, as he gazed, e saw that it was
slowly opening wider,

The darkness was deep.
light in the adjoining room,
ing through the aperiure,
growing wider and wider,

Wharton heard a gasp from the dark-
ness. It came from one of the other

Leds.
}He
WILERIOT.
“Je that vou, Frank ¥
“Yes! Did you hear?” Dbreathed
Nugent's voige.
“1 woke——"

But the fire-
glimnmer-
showed 16

whispered, & fasint, husky

“Homething woke wme," whispered
Nugent. *"I—I think it was a—a
groan! I—I'm sure I heard—"

“8e did 11" came a whisper from

ob Cherry. .
BHM}:;..IEI 1i‘?\ﬁhEurh:m, his hoart heatin
hard, peered round in the gloom. In
the faint glimmer that came from the
next room, he could dimly make out his
comrades—all of them sitting up in bed,

thelr eyes fixed on the slowly opening

SO,

Bunter did not stir, His decp snore
went on uninterrupted. Bat  the
Famous Five were all wide awake,

“Can you see?” came a startled whis-
per from Bob. *“That door—"

“The .wind I muttered Johnny Buil,

“Tt waa lztched, and there's no wind
—the windows are shut—"

*Then what—-""

The whispers died away. The five

schoslhoys sat and stared as if fasein.
ated ab the door—slowly, slowly push-
g orken,

Wider and wider the space grew:
clearer the red glimmer from the
crpckling logs in the King's Hoom.

It was strangely, eerily, Lke the
ghost story they had heard—and what,
in the name of all that was hormbly
mysterious, could it mean? No one
was in the King's Boom—io one could
be there, unless he could pass through
zolid walls or solid doors, locked and
bolted. Yet that door was opening to
an unseen hand. '

Bpellbound they watehed with throl-
Linz hearts.

The deor stood wide open at last, and
the doorway was no longer vacant, The
jupiors could not believe what they
saw., Yetb they saw af.

A figure iu the ruff and.doublet and
irunk hose of Tudor davs, but all ‘=
spectral whiteness, stood there,

‘The face was in shadow, as it looked
towards them: but they could make out
that it was a ghastly, lifeless whiteness,
with two cves that gleamned and glit-
tered as if from a dead mask of white,

The blood secmed like ice in thetr
veing as they gazed, :

It was strange, ghastly, unbelievable
—but they _haﬁ to belicve what their
eyes saw. Backed by the ruddy glimmer
of the logs, the fgure stood there—
gilent, spectral, blood-curdling.

Unable to stir, hardly able (o breathe,
ihe horrified schoolboys walched petr-

fied. :
It scemed to them thai the gleaming.
glitbering  eyes Snﬂﬁeﬂ from face to

face, watching them, scanning them.
Tor & long minute, that seemcd an
hour to the juniors, the spectral figure
stood, their amazed eyes glued to if.

The fire in the King's Roomn, hehind
the figure, blazed uwp; the sudden flame
throwing into relief every detail of the
ghostly form. )

Then it died dewn again, and for a
moment there was darkness,

Petrified, the blood sceming to con-

¢al in their hearts, they watched the

ark doorway, the.spectral figure grow-
ing dim and disappearing,

g[‘hﬂ firelight blazed up agamn.

The doorway was emply.

Like & bodiless phantom the spectre
had vanished during those few moments
of darknesa, .

They eould see into the King's Roomn
the fire blazed up, showing empty space,
They did not stir. . The horror of what
they had seen froze them.

A long, long minute passed. Then at
last Harry Wharton made a movement.
With set teeth, he slipped from his bed.

“Harry—-—" whispored INugent.

“It's a trick!” muttered Whartow.
“1 tell you it.-must be a trick! T
going in there—"

“Pon’t 1" muttered Franl, “Don’t!l"”

“I tell vou it's a trick !

“It—it must be!” stammered Bob,
“ But—but—but how did anvone get in?
How could anyone get in?”

“I'm going to see ! _

Wharton grasped a stick from his bed-
side and step towards-the doorway.

In a moment his comrades were out of
bed and following him. Every nerve in
their bodies shrank from the horror of
what they had seen—but they were not
letting him gﬂ alone,

They reached ‘the doorway and gazed
into the King's Room. The fire died
down—all was dim shadow.

Wharton reached to & awitch and
flashed on the electric light.

Budden illuminstion flooded the grest
ropm. Jt showed the King's Room as
they had left it—emp &g; it gleamed on
the walls, on the poh furniture, the



King's portrait looking down from its
great metal frame—but nothing more.
There was no sign of the spectre,

“Come on 1" muttered Havvy. g

He stepped through the deorway. His
friends fpﬁiiilcnwed him. In silence, with
beating hearts, they searched the room.

No one was there. They exemined
doors and windows. The door on ihe
corridor was lacked and bolted, as they
had loft it: the windows were fastened,

They gathered again in a bewildered
group, ~No human being could have
entered the King's TRloom by door or
window. Was it, then, a supernatural
vision that they had seen? ]

“ What——"" muttered Nugent. IHis
face was white.

Harry Wharton stared roumd at the
walla, Reynham Casile was an ancient
building, ond the thought of secreb
passages and sceret doors came into his
mind. o

But it came only to be dismissed.
Tho walls of the King's Room were of
oak over solid stonme blocks, But that
ancient oak, black with age, had been

aprred over and covered with a cheer-
ul tink,

Oak panels might bave moved to a
socveb spring, bub papered walls would
have shown a‘break.

The captain of the Remove passed
slowly round the room, scanning and
oxamining overy wall, and his friends,
as they guessed hia thought, {o]lowed
him.

But there was no sign of a break in
the wallpaper to be detected—there was
o secret panel in the wall

Solid walls, bolted doors, fastencd
windews at a great height from the

round, surrovnded them. Yet they

new what they had seen.

In spite of reason, in spite of comman
zense, they seemed to be driven to the
belief that the spectre of Reyunham
Castle had appeared to their eyes,
hamnting the scene where the wicked
earl hod been slain in that ghostly
combat long years ago.

In silence they returned to the bed-

raomt,  Bunter, undisturbed, was still
anoring, They looked at him. The

rhostly groan that had awakened them
had not awakened Buanter.

The chums of the Hemove were deeply
shaken, but had Bunter's eyes zeen what
they had seen there was no doubt
that tha fat junior would have been
paralyzed with terror, and they were
glad that he had slept through it.

They said nothing; even Johnny Dull
hardest-hoaded member of the Co., had
nothing to say. They returned to their
beds—hut not to sleep. The light was
left on—but slerp was impossible. FPalo
and weary, they wero glad, at last, when
the dim dawn of Chrstmas Day
glimmered in at the windows.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Bump for Bunter!

i ERRY CHRISTMAS I
Billy Bunter. .
'Hi hlinked at the juniors in
the other beds,

It was ten o'clock. :

Billy Bunter, sitting up in bed to
breakfast, was merry and bright. The
Famous Five wers neilher.

Cenerally the juniors wore up and out
long before his lazy lerdship thought of
turning out in the morming. Tkey never
had . the least inclination to follow
Bunter's example of slacking in the
helidays. )

Bunter had had, as a rule, to be satis.
Bed with James and a couple of footmen
remaining with him after the juniors
had gona down, his bodypuard abso-

chirped

Every Sdaturday

Intely refusing to stay until his fat lord-
ship relled out of bed at ten or eleven,

']?hia morning, however, they were
still in bed at ten o'clock. They had
dropped off to sleep after dawn, after
hours of dismal wakefulness,

“1 say, you fellows, you're jolly slack
this morming [ szald Bunter, blinking
round at them. “I had to get out of
bed to let Jamwes in. 1 called you,
Wharton, and wyou didn't answer,
What's the matter with you all ¥

“We were up in the night!™ eaid
Harry curtly.

“Fh$* A wellladen fork stopped
half-way fo Bunter's capacious mouth.
“I say, I never woke up! WWhat's
imm:?mfdl The kidnappers—="*

U:-. o T

“0Oh, all right, then! I say, you look
a peaky lot!” Bunter grinned. *““ That
chap Reynham was telling us o ghost
story last night, wasn't he ¥ Been sceing
ghosts§ He, he, he 1"

What wonld have happened, had
Bunter a%akened and seen the spectre
of the ecastle, the juniors knew well
enoungh. It was doubtful whether all the
attractions of playing the part of a
nobleman  would have kept him  at
tha caszlle, had he secn that awlul
appariiion,

But he had not awakened and he had
not seen 14, and that made all the
difference,  In broad davlight Bunter
feared no phantoms.

The Famous Five, tarning out of bed,
looked at one another,  Frosty sunlight
gllﬂmlmd m ol the windows, The fog of
the day before had rolled away and
Christrnas morning came  fresh  and
bright. In the clear, fresh mormn
their strange and terrible experience o
the night seemed like some ghasily
drenm.

Yet 1t had been real !l

One fellow might have dreamed, or .

fancied, that fearful viston—hve fellows
counld not have done so. Whether 1t was
a trick that they could not understand,
or a vision fom another world, they
had seen the spectral figure in the dooy-
waiy of the King's Room.

With the return of daylight, helief.
or half-belief, 1n  ihe supernatural
seemed absurd, And yet

“Let's get out!” said Boh, Out-of-
doors, in the fresh air, was Bob's cure
for all worries and troubles,

“But 1 say, you fellows, what's
happened 1" asked the fat Ow]l. “ Did
vou dream that you saw a ghost, or
what 7 -

¥ No, fathead I™

“Well, yow're looking fearvfully
peaky " gvinped Bunter. "I can seo
that vou've had a scare! He, he, he !

The juniors compressed their lips.
They had no doubt that their faces be-
trayed the strain they had been through.

“You fat ass ! growled Johnny Bull.
“I-wish we'd woke you up now, and
you'd have seen it, too.”

“Then you did sce somethingi"
grinned Bunter.

*Yes, fathead I"

“Well, what was it?" asked Bunier,
“Tell me! 1 say, you fellows, why
didn’t you eall me? I'd have snafiled
tho ghost, Ho, he, he ! Tt would take a
bit more than a spook to frighfen me |
H?{. %‘m, he !:i" o )

ol gy, permcions porpoize M
e:-:-claimedpﬂﬂub Chervy. *“If you'd seen
it vou'd hava woke the whole castle with
your howls.”

“He, he, hel Tell me about it,”

rinned Bunter, with his thouth full of

idneys and bacon. “ What was it
frightened you?”

“We weren't frightened, fathead I

"You look as if you wero " chuckled

Z1

Bunter. “You're as white as a sheet,
Nugent, old chap.™

il AH lll :

“You're all of a tremble, Wharten ™

“ Fashead I"

“ Bomebody’s been larking with vou, 1
can see thet! I sav. yvou fellows, I was
20 sleepy laszt night I forgot to lock the
daors. I suppose somchody came in and
gave yon a seare !

“Wa locked and bolted all the doors,
phiot £

“Then how did von got 8 seare?”
asked Bunter, “Think a ghost canue
down the clpmney ! ey, he, he I

“0h, shut up. yvou cackling ass 1"

vowled Johnny Bull. " Look here, you
ellows, it gave wvs a lurn, and o
wonder: but 1it's all gammon—a valten
irick of some soit ! Lhere aimn't such o
thing as a ghost |

“0f eonrse not ! choviled Buntor. * 1
dare zav vou saw a chadow or sone-
thing., What was it like? Gurroreergh!
Urrrrggh ! Wurrggh 17 Chartling, with
his eapoeions mouth full of kidneys and
bacon, caused trouble,  Buanter choked
and gurgled.  “(ooght Grocogi!
Wooogh | Bother von—making a fellow
langh when his mowii’s fulll Groogh 17

Bunter cleared Hiz fat neek, amd
chortled again, i

“J zav. vou followz eough it up!™ he
nrged. Do vou really faney yon saw
that ghost that Reynbham was telling os
about 7 A

“Yes, we saw it, fathead [ snapped
Harry, “ Now dry upl”

“IHe, Lie, lie !

“We saw if,” said  Johmny  Bull,
glaving at the gurgling fat Oud, “and 1t
was some sorg of gammmon. Now shut
up ¥

" He, he, he! Wake me up when the
ghost walks again ! chuckled Bunfer,
“I'm fearfully keen on ghostst e, he,
he!™

“Well, according to the Ztale, it will
walk again—every night from Chrstmas
Tive ta the New Year ! said Bob. * Awnd
we'll jolly well wake vou up next tune,
vou fat, gnrgling gargoyle.”

“Oh, do!” grinned Bunfer, “T11 pro-
tect youl You won't find me looking
peaky in the morning, after secing a

hest! I'lL jolly well get it with a

lster, Why didn't you shy a pillow
ak it#"

“Shut up, von ass!?

“He, he, he! I say. you fellows, do
vou call this plucky ! asked Bunter
* Look at me going through all sovts of
dangers here, without turning a hair—
and you fellows conk out like that,
hecause you scee a shadow or something !
This will make them laugh when 1 tell
themn in the Remove studies next torm |
He, he, he!”

The Famoua Five glared bt the chort-
ling fat Owl. But glarea had no efiect
whatever on Lord Bunter,  Bunter had
the advautage now; and when Bunice
had an advantage, fio was the fellow to
use it,

“You npeedn't scow!l sk s fellow
because he's got pluck and you haven't,”
grinned Bunter. " If you'd woke me up,
1'd have shied a pillow at it! Next
time vou see something awful and hor-
rible, chuck a pillow at it

“That's a tip!” said Boh Cherry.

He stepped to his bed, and picked up
the pillow therefrom. As he swung i
in the air, the fat lord of Reynham
Castle blinked at him in alarm.

“Here, I sayr, wharrer you up tol?”
gazped Lord Bunter.

“Chucking a pillow a8t something
horrible ! onswered Bo

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I say—yarooooooh [¥ roared DBunter,
as the pillow few, and crashoed, -
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1t ¢aught Lord Bunter under his fat
chin, and spun him out of bed.
+,There was & heavy bump on the floar,
and a crash and a clanier as Bunter’s
well-laden. tray landed on Bunter. Bacon
and cggs, kidneys and tomatoes, jam
and marmalade, {oast and grape-fruit,
foll over Bunter like leaves in YVallom-
brosa of old.

“Yavopoop ! roarcd Bunter., ¥ Beast!
Wow !l Deast ™
™ Fla, ha, ha!*

0w ! Oh erikey! Wow t?

Rilly Bunter sat up amid the wreek of
his breakfast, ke Maring in the Tans
of Cacthage. He =at up and roared.

“Ow! Brast! Wow! Ul jolly well
have vou turned out of my castlé!
areoh ! Wow!  That kidney's gone
down my back—urrgh=1"m all jammy—
groogh—ow ! You beast—wow ! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*{woooooooogl: I

Billy Bunter did not chortle any
mwore.  For the next gquarter of an hour,
his remarke were chicly “Ow!” and
*Wow ! and * Deast 1""—and he was not
feeling in the least inclined to chorile.

P err————

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Christmas Night!

i EAVIE the light onl”
“ Wil P

“That's all=—lvave it on!”

Christmas  Day  had  passed
pleaznntly cnough ot Roynham Ulastle,
batl the Greviviars fellows were looking
forward to Chrizimas Night with mixed
forling-.

Mo, it appeared, waz Bunter-—when
{he night came,

Dueing tha dav, the {at lord of Reyn-
Lam had made guite 2 number of
ptayinl remarks about fellows who were
frightened by ghosts,  DBunter had been,
1 fact, fearfully amused on that sub-
jrel. Bt when he rolled up ta bed, lis
wtuitaetnent secmed 1o be gone, and lie
wits olwerved to link round him a bitile
whiensity,

Bunter was slecny,
vawning his fat head off when the
Jutiers woent up to bed. There was o
whill of eigavetie smobke about Bunter.
Eis last procecding, before geing up,
had been to smoke one of the caplain’s
cigureibre—not, coviainly, because he
wanied to. but jnsi to show what an 1n-
dependent man of the world e was,

Hlecpy a: ke was, he was not too
seeny io remember the ghost  story,
And ilie fact that ihe speocire was, ac-
cerding 1o the legend. due to reappear
ey llight till (he New Year, secmod

Hao was tn fack,

ba haunt the fat junior’s mind. Dark,
wintry aaght, it appeared, made the
gho:l story less amusing fo his  fat

berds=hap.

“You bloated Llitherer, what do you

wanl the iiﬁht left on for " demanded
Jolinny Bull.
- "Weli,  you  fellows  might Do
Frightened again ™ explained Bunier.
“ Botter leave it on! You havenw't goi
my nerve, you know !

“The nervefuluess of his caleemed
lordship does not seem ta be terrific,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“U'm oonly thinking of I:,--::u fellows, of
rourse,” satd Bunter, “1 don’t want to
e disturbed in the night by a lot of
duffers getling into & blue funk ! Just
vou leave (hat light on!™

And Bunler dropped hiz fat head on
ko the pillow, and snored.

Daoors were locked and bolted, as an
the previous night; but the Farhous
Five were quite aware that locks and
bolts would not keep out the spectral
visitant,
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“Aight as well leave the light on!Y
satd Frank Nugent. “The fact 1s, I
should like it left on, as well as that
fat ass!™

Harry Wharion nodded.

“Alight as well ! he ngreed,

Jolnay Bull looked round at his com-
rades. There was a decply thoughiful
expression on Jolinny’s face.

“ Bettor turn ik off '™ he said.

“Bunler will make a fearful row, 1if
he wakes up and finds Limzelf in the
dark,” said Frank, “and if he saw that
spook he would go into o fit.”

“Blow Bunter I” ] )
his voice to a whisper. “Just turn in
as usual, I'll turn off the lLights. I've
gob & reaszon.”

The four looked at him. In  the
sirange civeumstances, they would have
felt more comfortable, with iho fires
banked np high in both reoms, and all
ithe elecirie hghis left on.  DBut they
nodded asszent. :

There was no objection from Bunter—
he was already fast asleep and snoring.
Four of the jumiors turned in, and
Jolmuy Bull was left to turn off the
Lights. !

Mone of them was likely to sleep.

The more they thought ohout that
ghostly visitation, the more convineed
they felt that 1t was some sort of ecrie
trickery, though thev could not explain
tt. But trickery or not, there was little
doulit that the ghost would walk again,
- Whether 1t was some ghastly trick to
frighten them away from the castle, or
whether 16 was the phantom of the
wicked old carl, the spectre was due to
reappear.  Amd four members of the
Co. would have been glad to have the
light on.

Bul Johnny Bull, after turning off the
lichts and seeing that the fires were too
low to illumine either room, did not go
to bed.

Havry Wharton started, as he feli a
tap on his shonlder.

“What—"" e began.

“Quiet!"  whispered the voice of
Jobnny Bull. *“That jolly old ghost
who can walk through solid walls may
be able {0 hear through them! Sce?”

“ Bab what——"

“{ict ont and  dress,™ whispered
Jolimy,  "We're sitting 1his one ouf,
old bean. I'tn going into the next room
—now it's dark—to watech——"

“OhL 1" gpasped Wharton,

“If that phost walks awain, I've got
g pretty thick sticlk, and 1I'll see whether
he's solid enough to bang 1t on!" came
Jolimuy's whisper,  “You fellows stay
here—and 1f be shows up in the door-

Johmny Bull zank

& switch, end be ready to tuen on the
light. - 1'ell the other follows™

“Oh, all right!”

Johnny Buall glided noiselessly away in
the darkness. s

Wharton, his heart beating, eropl out
of bed, and in a fow minutes he had
whispered Johmmy's plan to Bob Nugent
and Hurree Singh.

The three juniors turned out. af
once, and they dressed quietly in tha
dark. Bunter snored on undisturbed. In
dense darkncss, the four waited. Thoy
heard no sound from Johnny DBull

Johnny had opened the door of the
King's Room, and, leaving it wide
open, crept into the adjoining roomi.
There was not even a-glimmer from the
fire—he had taken care of that.

In what way the mysterious visitans
obtained entrance ta the King'a Boom
he did not know, and could not pucsa:
but he did net doubt - that there
was a way in—there had toe be, unless
the spectre waa a vizitor from another
world, And by that way, it was more
possible that observation could be kept
on the room.

- In that case, &2 mere glimmer of
light would have been enough to warn
the trickster. If Johnnv had been secn
on the watch, the real spectre might
have walked, but certainly a trickster
wonld hardly have made the venture.

The sturdy junior made lis way
noiselessly in the dark apartment. He
had mapped out what he was going o
do. Two big armchairs had been lefi
standing withh the high backs noar
fogether. Between those high chair
backs Jolmmy "Bull erouched, on  lis
knees, with a stick grasped in his
hand.

All was silant and still, )

Long, long minutes passed—the time
sected endless. Hvory minute scenmedd
an hour in the darkness and the silence
of miduight., It was eerie, creepy,
walting there, in deep silence, unable
o se¢ his hand before his face—waiting
for & ghostly formx to loom in i
gloom.

But Jolinny had his nerves well in
hand.

The winter wind watled round the
ancient turrals,  I'rom the bed-room
came Bunter's unceasing snore, Thero
was no other zound—as dreary, endless
minute followed minute.

And then at last there came, sud-
denly, a fant, faint sound in the
s1ledree,

Johnny Bull felt the Llood rush to
s heart.

He could see nothing, but he knew

way, I'll get him from behind ! Sec?  that be was no longer alone in the
“ 1Y repeated Harry. King's Roomn in Reyoham Castle.
“Afier last night, he faneies he's got

us scared s, The fact i, we were G

scarcd—no  good  denying that.  But

we're not going to be spoofed twice in THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

the swme way.  IF the ghost walks again

io-might, I'in getting him.” Laying the Ghost!
Johnny's  whisper was quiet. and CHNNY BULL did not stir.

steady., The practical, hard-headed H|_3 walted,

Yorkshire junior had thought the matier His heart was thuinping, TIn

out, and resolved on his line of action. the  Dblackness, 1 the cerie

He did wot believe that the ghoasily
visitation was supernatural ; he believed
that it was & trick, and he was going to
act on his belief. )

Wharton shivered a little. He had
t)lent_v of courage, and plenty of nerve,
mt the thought of that ghastly vision In
the dark was unnerving.

“ Lotk lhere, vou're not going alone!™
lie wllisgﬂrni “T'Il coma—*

“"Pwoa @ crowd—one’s cnoughl
We've got to be jolly careful they don't
epot anything, The ghost wouldn't walk
if he knew!

:rr E"It‘_'__l}

fLeave it to me, You kecp close to

silence of the hounted room, someihing
:i_l-m a superstitious thrill ran through
1.

In that room, with bolted doors and
fastencd windows and solid walla, there
was some strange presence.  Farthlwy
or unearthly, it was strange, thrillisg.
But he kept cool and waited and

Listened.

Only blackness met his cyes.

But his ears were on the alert,
Again a faint sound ecamme to him.

Then there was o fgint red glow in the
darkness.

Johnny Bull's face set grimly. He
knew what that meant, YWhoever was
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** I say—yaroocoooooh ! ** roared Billy Bunter, as the piliow flew, catching him under his fat chin and spinning him out
of bed. There was a heavy bump on the floor, and a crash and 2 clatter as Bunter’s well-laden tray landed on his fat person.

m the room was stireing the embers of

the fire, -softly and cautiously. The
reason hardly needed guessing. Some
sort of light was necessary to make the
gpectre visible—proof enough that it
was no phaptom.

The red gleam from the stirred
embers grew brighter., A dim glow
spread tﬁmugh- the room. s

Something white and spectral glim-
mered in the gloom.

Johnny Bull lifted his head, silently,
ecautiousty, and peered at it. In the
dim red glow he could see the open
doeorway from the King's Room to the
bed-room.  In that deorway stood a
figure—the :lpectra.l figure in doublet
and hose and ruff—white as the driven
BIIOYY.

Four juniors in the bed-room were
facing it—but Johnny Bull, from the
King's Room, zaw it from behind.

Silently he rose to his feat,

He stepped swiftly cut of cover
behind the ghostly figure in the door-
way, 8 thick stick gripped in his hand,
That stick was u ?Ift-ﬂ as he stepped
behind the ghostly form that stared
into the bed-room. ]

It came down with a crashing blow.

But it did not pass through a body-
less phantom, It crashed on some-
thing solid—and there was a loud,
startled, sevage cry as the spectral
figure lurched over and crashed.

At the same  instant there came a
gsudden flood of illumination, as the
electrioc light was switched on in the
bed-room. :

“Look I”™ yelled Bob Cherry.

Just within the doorway sprawled tha
hantom figure on its hands and kifees.
g'nhnny Bull's blow had caught 1t
across the shoulders, hurling it over.
The juniers gazed at it as it was

light.

Only for & moment the =pectral ﬁgura
sprawled. Then it bounded to its feet,
gasping, and spun back to the door-
WAY.

Grimly and ruthlessly, Johnny Dull
lashed st 1t again with the stick, and
the blow landed on the spectre’s head.

The strapge figure staggered back,
with a yell of rage and fury.

Harry Wharton & Co. were springing
on it the next moment

There was no hint of the super
natural now—the cheat was revealed.
It was a solid and living body that
had caught the crashing blows from
Johnny's stick—and in a moment the
four diuni-:rs ware grasping it, and they
found it solid ercugh

“Bag him!” gasped Bob.

Four pairs of hands gresped the
gpectre of Reynham Castle,  Johnuy
Bull’s wera added the next moment,

The white-clad figure struggled
madly. It was evidently a very power-
ful man who waa in the grasp of the
Famous Five, snd he fought desper-
ately for his freedom. '

But, powerful azs he was, he was no
match for five determined {feilows,
Grasped on all sides, he was dragged
to the floor.

Bob Cherry's knee was planted on his

-chest. Nugent and Hurree Eingh had

haold of hizs arms.. ‘Wharton’s arm
gripped hia neck—Johnny had him by
the doublet. He wrenched and heaved
and struggled; but he had no chance.

8till, for several long minuies the
struggle went on. © The strange in-
truder of the night did not yield until
he was breathless and slmost exhausted.
But the juniors did not let go for a

. midst of the jumors.
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revealed in the sudden blaze of bright

moment, and he lay hbelpless in their
grasp at last. "
“Got him!™ }l:;uni:ml Bol,

“We've got the votter!™ said Harry
Wharton breathlessly, " Get lLwold of
something to tie lus paws. Ie's aa
sirong a8 a horsel Bunlerl Buntert

Turn out, vou fat dufer!”
Only a spnore answered from Bunter,

It seemed strange enociigh that ithe
noize  of  the struggle had nos
awakened oven a hefty sleeper likn
Bunter. DBut ho did not wake. Deaf
to the sounds asrownl him, deaf to
Wharton's shouting voice, the fat lord
of Reynbain Castle snoved on. -

“Wako up, fathead!™ bawled Eob
Cherry.

Snore !

“By gum ! That {at ass can sleep !
gasped Bob. “Haold the brute whl%u: I
get something to fix him "

Bob ren to the nearcst bed, grabbed
a sheet, and wrenched 1t into strips
The spectral visiteant was  still
struggling ; but he was held fast, and in
g minute or less strips of sheet were
bound and knotted round his wrists. {

t"'1"'E1-L-11L he was allowed to rise to his
eet, I
He stood gasping and prntiug in the
13 Cyed Wwerd
blazing with fury from the dead white-
ness of his face. o
That face was unknown to the juniors
—but Wharton, as he scanned it, burst
into 8 laugh. It wega s close-fitting
white mask that —covered the face
from forehead te chin, giving 1t 1ts
ghastly aspect; and it was through
eyeholes that the mderce eyea glittered
and gleamed. : :
The. captain of the Remove grasped
the mask and pceled it off. Then the
Tre Maoxer Lmrart.—No. 1558
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I;ﬁht shone on 8 hard-featured face that.
the juniors knew.

"The SBmiler I yelled Baob,

“The kidnapper!” gasped Nugent.

The Sunler spat u‘i'ﬁ1_ rage.  =trange
cunongl, the dark, evil face of the
vrook  looked, over the Tudor ruoff
veund lis neek, It was the Smiler whe
had plaved the part of the specire of
Revnhom Casthe!

“Anpd  pow,”  said  Johany  Bull,
“we'll see how this brauty got in! He
won't get out agamm the zame way 1n
a hurey 17

Bunter snored on, as the Famous
Five ledd  their  enraged prisoner
throngh 1he doorway into the King's
Koom. Harry Wharton switched on the
clocivie bight there, amd they looked
rownd the roem with cager eves, It
was now oertatn that there was a secret
way itnta the ream—ihe preacnee of the
kidnapper was a proof of it

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” yelled Beh.
ook 17 ! :

He pointed to the portrait of King
Heury VIIIL  The jupiors stared ay
1. Chae snle of the hig metal frame
julted from tho wall

The tall picture-frame was a door,
opening  on hidden  hinges, T e
intruder bad leit it & few inches ajar
for his relreatl.

“Oh, my hat ! said Wharton,

Yo ran o the piciure, grasped the
thick metal edge, and pulled it wider
upen.  Hevondd was a dark cavity; and
e haed » glimpse of a narrow spiral
siair leading  downwards through the
mussive thickness of the ancient wall.

1y oz ! ejaculated DBob. “That s
it, is it¥ ‘That'z how rthey gobt af the
jolly okl porporse the other day ™'

“And that’s the way he was going,
if they pot hold of him,” said Harry,
* There mast be an outlet a8 the other
ened, or thiz raszcal couldn’t have gob in.
1f the fat asa had been here alone——>"

“Pheed have had him all oight ™

o doubt abonot thar Y :

ow wo'd better ecall old Peter, and
wee this rotter fixed wvp for the police
we onll for lim!”? eaid JBob. * Your
game’s up now, Me. Smuler—no more

Ridudpipivg stuntz for you !

Thi= Smilet stood scowling and grit-
ling !]i_ql'tu.‘_-nl_h_, as the lju::iin;}f:i_ procerded
"ty give the alorm.  His game was up—
the ghost had Leen laid : and the specire
of Heévoliam Castle had walked for the
Last rone !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFTER.
Mysterious !

IR PETER LANCHESTER blin-
ked, in amazement. Ilis stardded
cyes scemed almost to pop from
hits fuce.

Towd rvinging of bells, and ¢allin
vosces stertled the whole houschold. jf
crowd gathered in the corridor outside
the King's Room,

Sir Peter ontered, in his dressing-
gown, a thick malaccs 1n his hand—afier
iy came AMr. Tomlinson, the detective,
wend Claplain Reynham, Jasmond hovered
in the doorway, half-dressed—hbehind
Liti a startied crowd of menscrvants,
Almost all the casfie had been roused.

“What—what—what—=" stuttered
=iv Peter.

He stared at the Smiler, in his Tudor
costmne—cansiderably ruffled and rum-
pled Ly his struggle with theé juniors.
He slared at the piciure standing open
Lke a doar from tht wall. Ile scenied
hardly able to believe hizs eyes. Indeed,
he hardly could.

Mr. Tomlinzon was enqually astonished.
Neither did he scem “wholly pleased.
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The delective was there to wateh over
lis Jordship and snafBe any kidnapper
whe came after him. far, he had
done ne snaffling, But the Greyfriars
fullows evidently had. )

Captain Reynham was a little pale,
scerming more slartled than asny other
of the startled crowd.

The juniors did not give him any
special  abfenlion—excepting  Johnny
Bull.  Johnny had not forgotten the
familiar note in the caplain’s voice,
which reminded him of the voice he had
heard in the fog on Christmas Eve,

Johony Bull's eyes were on  the
captain : and he saw Rupert Reynham’s
startled glance fix on the prisoner:
and the steady look that the Smiler gave
him . in refurn,

Only for” & second, however, did the
captain look at the captured man. Then
he walked wncross the room to the King's
preture, wnd stood looking into the
cavity belund ii—his back to the others
in the room.

“ What—what—" Bir Peter scemed
hardly able to speak. “ What—what—
what has happened here?”

The ghost walked—and we Iaid him,
sir 1" said Bob Cherry, grinning, “ Meet
the specire of Revnhamm Castle !

“Bul what—what——" stammered the
old baronct. “How—what—" ho
pulled himself together. * Whoe is this
man

“The Smiler ! chuckied Bob.

“The kidnapper ! gasped Sir Peter.
We'vo

“That wvery identical bean!
ticd him up to keep him out of mischief
—but a pair of handeuffs would come in
useful.”’

_ Mr. Tomlinzon seemed fo wake from
s amazement. e stepped towards the
Smiler, and there was a clink of metal.

The kidnapper’s eves gleamed ss the
handculfa were snapped on his wrists,
Johnay Bull noted, grimly,  ithat his
glance shot round to the captain for
an instant.  But Rupert Revnham was
still standing -with s back to the rest.
Johnny would have liked to seo his
face at that moment—but only his
back was to be scen.

M Tell me-———" gasped Sir Peter.

The juniors related what had hap-

peucd in the night.

-Bir Peter Listensad 1n amazement, bot-

with great satisfaction dawning. in his
face. :

This was the sueccess of his deep-laid
scheme, He had planned that Bunter,
playing the part of the young lord,
should draw the kidnapping ganp into
the trap. True, he had planned that
his detective shounld be on hand when
the attempt was made, and lay the
rascal by the- heels, That part of his
scheme had not worked. But the Grey-
friars juniors had plaved the part Mr,
Tomlinson had been intended to play.
Here was the kidnapper—a prisoner |

“ Amazing ! said Sir Peter, “I had
ne knowledge of a secret door inin this
room—none whatever! Dhid vou know
anvihing of 1if, Jasmond®™ -

“Nothing ' gasped the butler.

“Thore i3 a legend thet an ancient
lord of Reynham was slain in thia
aparfmont, snd that the murderer
escaped, though the doors were locked
snd barred,” said Sir Peter. * Evidently
thal secret door was known in the old
days—and someonc has discovered the
secret since to make this use of it. You
knew nothing of this, Bupert?’ -«

Captain Revynham turned round from
the secret docrway. he had had a
shock, &s Johnny Bull strongly sus-
pected, he had recovered—and his man-
ner was as cool and nonchalant as usual,

* Quite a surprise to me,” he drawled.
“Who would have thought it "

* Someons, certainly, must bave made

glancing round.

cexistence - might have been

-satd Sir Peter, scanning it,

the discovery, and passed on the know-
ledge to this rascal !” said Hir . Petor.
‘1t i3 proof, if one were needed, that he
has a pﬂnfeé,era-.te in this household. Only
some Inmate of the eastle could possibly
have made such a discovery.”

“Really, it almost looks like it!™ said
the captain with a8 nod. * Perhaps the

man will tell us how he came by
the knowledge |7 He fixed his cyes on
the Smiler’s scowling face. * Now your
game 15 up, my good Fellow—you may
as well make a clean breast of 1t!" he
went on. How did you find out about
this szceret door into Lord Rewynham's
roomi"

“Answer !" rapped the baronet,

“Find out ! snarled the Smiler.

“If wvou have a confederate in this
houschold,” said the captain, sternly,
“You may ms well name him. It wnay
make things casier for you.”

‘The Bmiler looked at hiin, & strange
gleam in his eyes.

“1 _min't saying
grunted.

*Well, woa have vou safe enough, at
all events,” rard Captain Reynham. ©1
suggest, uncle, that this man should be
sately locked up for the night, and the
pelice inforined.  They can get here
carly in the morning to take chargo of
him, 1 will myself sit np till dawn and
]s.nugigtmrd over bhim."

“Mr. Tomlinson will take charee of
the man, Rupert '™ said Sir Peter,

* Now that wy consin William's enemy
has been taken, I am rather unwilling to
lose sight of him, until he has heen
hranded over to the police.” said Caplrin
Reynham. *“If Mr. Tomlinson takes
charge of him, 1 will share his watch—
we cannot mizke oo sure of him.”

“Yery well, if you wizh, Rupert.”

Johnny Ball drew a deep breatls.

He had been wondering whether

enyvtung ' he

Captain Reynham would make any
suggestion of that kind. Ndw Le had
made 1t

" But he sad netlung.

“Where 13 William ¥’ askod Sir Petor,
“Rurely William bas
not remmaiped  asleep during  all  ihis
dusturbance ¥

Harry Wharton laughed.

“"He's a preity g{mﬁ sleeper, sl he
answered. * He hasn't woke up 17’

B3ir Peter Lanchester smiled,

“Well, well, if that is the case, theye
ig no nweed to disturb hin,” he said
“AMr. Tomlinson—Ruperi—take that
man away "

The Bmiler was led out of the room,
welking-with a scowling face betwoen
the ecaptain gnd the detective,

Sir E’erﬂ crossed over to the sceret
door and examined it with much sur-
prize and interest,

“¥You never knew anything about
that, sir?” asked Johnny Bull.

“Nothing 1" said Sir Peler. B LR
uies s,
from the old legend of the castle, how-
ever. ‘To-morrow those recosses shall
be explored—3r. Tomlinson may find
gsome clue that might be neeful to hum.”

The juniors emiled. They had already
made up their minds that they were
going to explore the secret passage
behind the wall of the King's Room,
on the morrow.

“There is a bolt on the inner side,”
* Recently
oiled, as vou ses. There appears to be
no other fastening.” He pushed the
heavy picture frame into its place,—
it closed without & sound. * Perhaps
you had better plade some heavy artiele
of furniture against it. for the rest of
the night—it cannot be fastened on this
side. My dear boya, I do not ¢uite
know lLow to thank vou for the scrvice
you have rendered.”



Sir Peter beamed at the juntors,

“1 admit,” be added, *that I was a—
B ]ltl:]-ﬂ isconcerted, when William
gﬂrﬂpum to bring his {:re:.rfnara friends

re—in the circumstances—but it has
turned out wery fortunately. Very
fortunately indeed. We now have the
lcader of the gang in our hands—and I
have little doubt that once he is in
the hands of the pelice, his accomplices
will be found, and my ward secured from
danger at last. I thark you, my boys—
I Hmnk Jyou most heartily for this great
hE"'I:'TIEI:"

And Sir Peter left the juniors to
themselves.,

He was feeling very pleased with
themi: and they were feeling very

.would have changed his rooms,

Every Saturday

“Well, if Dunter had woke up, he
would have been scared more than any
of ws. Hs would very likely bhave
cleared out of the castle—at least, h.;ﬁl.
211
they’d have had no more chance of
getting &t him by the secret passage.”

“I suppose sol But—"

“"Bo 1 didn’t suit them for him to
wake up ! said Johnny.

“1 suppose they bu-nLe-tI ,on tha fat
ass bmng a heavy sleeper,” said E-ab.
“They'd know that much about him.”

“They couldn’t have banked on us not
waking him up. They had to be certain
that he slept through it."”

“How.could they be, fathead?®”

“They had to be, or the whole game
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result of the shaking. He showed no
sigrs of waking up.

“Good heavens!” broathed Harry.

“Look liere, we've got to make sure
about this!" said Wugent. *“"Rell him
out of 'Imd! That will wake even
Banter, 1{—"

"I won't—this fime ! said Johnny
Bull ealmly.

Johnny was right. It did net. For
five minutes the junicra tried to wake
Bunter—and failed. Ht' was in a deep,
and evidently dr ug% sleep, from
which 1k was impossib te awaken him.
They left lnm at last, and as lus fat
head rested on the pill{nw ogain, he
snnred.
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THE MOANING MONK. (Ghost o
Greylriars School, by appoiniment) :
“* Christmas is a-snare and a delusion.
I'm a hard-worklng ghost, anxious to
earn my liviag—or non-living— by
haunting as many peoples as the Ghosis®
Trade Union permits. Yei what hap-
pens ? Just as I'm ready to put in
a good nighi’'s Paunt, ths boys bdreak
up for Christmas, and I'm reduced to
haunting Master Fish, who spends his
holidays at the sehoal,

**Mind you, I hannt Master Fish very
thoroughly, Indeed, I }eep his hair
permanently on snd during the Christ-
mas vae. But H Is 2 waste of talent,

It 1s small satlsfaction to me to drive
Master Flsh hi%hﬂ;f up ﬂ:a nearest
chimney when be spreading
dismay and ferror ¢ rnngh an enilre
school. 1 [eel that my moans are of
really Brst-class gquality. Let me give

you & sample moan-—there’s ho
eharge——"" (But I leff hurriedly at
this peolnt.)

THE RED EARL. (Ghest of Maul-
everer Towers) : *' Speak not to me of
Chrisimas, thou scurvy malapsri. I
euld a tale unfold whose lighiest word
would bharrow up thy soul, wers [ not
Infringing ike copyright of Hamlei's
ghosi—ihe varlet I Ha, ha ! So that
scurvy Monk would groan at drivingone
pesiilent numbskull up the chimneyl
What would he fo & job llka mine P

“* Grammerey, sir, I tell thes this. Hea
should fry haunting a lord who could
sleep peacefully through the veriest

leased with themselves, as they went
Em:l: to the bed-room where Bunter was
sﬁll STHOTIE.

“By gum! He can sleep!” said Bob
grinning at the fat Owl in the canopie
bed. *“Fancy even Bunter nnt. wa Ting
up with all that row going on.”

Johnny Bull stood by the fat Owl's
bedside and looked hard and keenly at
Bunter's sleeping face. Then he looked
at his friends.

“Bunter didn't wake up last night,”
he said guietly, ‘" and he's not woke ug
to-night. If he had woke up it woul
have spoiled the game of those rotters.”

£ thh;t?ﬂl

“Look at it!" ssid Johnny, in the
same qutet tone. “That ghost business
was meant to scare us away and leave
Bunter unprotected. It can’t have had
any other object.”

“ That's so. but—"

i

#

Qur Special Reporter has the

iearful job of linding out what

ghosts think of the Festive
Season.
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earthquake. Time affer time, beshrew
me, have I roared myself hoarse by
the rogue's bed. I have haunted him
so terribly that, odd’s my life, I've
frighted myself and fled In ferror. And
not an eyelld, sir, has t{he fool
batted. He might have been slesping
In a bammosk-benesath the whispering
trees Ior all the noilce he look of me.
Beshrew me, 1i"s wearing me fo z
shade 1 "

OUTSIZED OSWALD. (The awe-
inspirlng specire of Bunier Court) :
“1 say, you Iellows, Christmas Is
awlul. Ii's the worst time of the year.
It’s all very well for these Moaning
Monks and Red Earls te grouse, but
they don't know whal hardship means.

“F first became a phost one
Christmas when I thought I had recom
for just one mores minee pie. I crammed
it in and hum on thn :-put. Wull. as
2000 AS Was host, 1 staried
haunlingth: I:Itt:hm. ost Bunters do
that without walting to bscome ghosis.

** The agony is fearful. You see, o
fellow, ghosts can’t eat, and {o see &l
those turkeys, puddings and ples simply
asking te be wolled is more than Besh

mm*mmmmmmm#“mmmmmn

was no good,” answered Johuny Bull
stolidly. “8o they mede sure of It
Bunier's been drugged !

Y“Drugged ¥ gasped Bob.

“Ile was drugged last night, and
ha was dmggﬂd g‘hm to-night,"” eaid
Johnny., “It won't hurt hiitn. He weke

up all right this morning, and ho will
wake up all vight to-morrow morning.
They're kidnappers, not murdervers. But
you couldn’t wake hia unow, at any
price.”

The Co. looked at
startled faces. Then
stepped to the canopied bed. grasped
the sleeping Owl by the shoulder, and
shook hint.

Bunter's eyes did not open.

Shake, shake, shake!l

“Gurrrrggh [

The fat junior's snore changed to a
stertorous grunt. ' But that was the only

Johnny, with

Bob  Charrv

=
._-. el

and blood can bear —or ghnst:, elther,.

1 have to waich Blilly and the others
shovelling the siufl away, and I cam’t
get so0 much as & mouihiul, I'm sure
it will be the death of me. o

“* By the way, old fellow, did yom
=ay you have filve bob you doh't want ?
I'm expeciing a ﬂ:uml]zr poestal order
iIn the morning. Don’t walk away
while = fellow’s ialking to ruu—-—-’
BEAST I '

AWFUL ALGERNON. {(The blood= :
curdiing phaniom of Popper ﬂﬁurt]t
*“*Dont talk to me of Chrisimas,
sir. Dashed impudence, I know yomy
boy—-I saw you pulllu: down ons of
EII' Hilton Popper's * TrespasseTs Wil
Be Prosecuted ' boards. Don’t blame
you, sither. Last Chrisimas, after 1'd
baunted him, he put a ' Ghosis Wil
Be Prosscuied * board on his bed-room

door.
“* Gad, sir, I'm fed up with hauniing
Elr Hilton at Chrisimas-ilme. He

belleves In looking on the wine when
it's red—looks pretty bard, too. Con=-
sequence s, he takes things llke me as

& matter of course. The room belng
full of spotted eagles, he doesn’t notlea .
2 mers Ehun. Good mind 1o resigm,
sir, and haunt & temperance hotsl—only
1'd have to sign the pledge, and thal's

a thing no Popper would ever do 1 **

™

And if Sir Hllton Popper sees thls, the
nex{ ghost f{o be Interviewed will be
Terrible Tom Brown, the Phantom
Reporier, slain by & Bad Baronet !

“By pum'!” said Bob. . “This
awfully 1111.1.*1..1 He's dmgged i

“The druglulness is terrific 1"

S But who—" said Nugent.

“*The leader of the pang—the man in
the castle—the man I heard talking to
%m”:::mlcr inn the fog !’ said .}r;]mn:r

1

Harry Wharton locked steadily at tIm
Yorkshire junior.

“1 don't guite make this out!™ he
eaid slowly, “It secems to me, Johnny,
that you know something you haven'
told us.’ -

“I ihink I do,” azzented Johnny,
“but I've got 1o be sure. T think theva
will hn proof in the 1:-mrn|ng', angd then
I'll jaw fast cnough.”™

“How do you mean?”

“Tf the Smiler is gone in the morning
I shall ba sure !

“Fathead! How could he gel away,

Toe MievEr Lisr4ry.—No. 1,588,
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with the handculfs on him, and Tomlin-

son and Captain Reynham watching
bim " ]

“Well, we shall know in the morn-
ing I" said Johnny Bull enigmatically.
“ I the Smiler is still here, safe for
the police to take him away, I've made
& nustake, and the least saild the soonest
rrended. he's gone, 1 shall know
wiere to put 1oy finger on the scoundrel
who i3 afier Lard Reynham, and I'll
jaw mz nmmch as you like. Now I'm
going to bed. ™

And Johnny DBull went to bed, and
his puzzied and perplexed comrades fol-
jowed his example.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gone !
B bright. .
Harry Wharton & Co. were up
early that morning, regardless of
deal of sleep the previous ni?hr.

Billy Bunter was still fast asleep when
they went down, bub James and o fool-
to watch over his fat lordship till it
pleased him to wake. ]

INeither Sir Peter nor the captain was
down.  The portly Jasmond presided
over breakfast, in the breakfast-room
pyrrlooking the snowy terrace.

ing spovtsman yet, Jasmond?” asked

h Cherry. <

‘i No, sir, I understand that Six Peter
at Casilewood as socon as he comes
down,” answored the butler.  “The
master 13 nnt down vet.™
with a wink at the Co. )

Johnny  Rull's extraordinary sua-
picion that the prisener might be gone

OXING DAY dawned frosty and
tlhie foct that they had missed a great
man were left in attendance, as nsual,
to be seen wien the Famous I'ive went

“They haven't comie for that kidoap-
inténds to telephone to the police station

“ Man siill safe—what?" asked DBob,
it the morning rather amused Bob.

“Fh? Yes. I presume so, sir!”
answered Jasmond., * He was Lfa.-:ed in
tha gun-room, and Mr. Tomlinson,

understand, remained the whole night
with him, and is still there.™

“And Captain Revnham, too?™

“No, sir; I think Captain Reynham
went to bed, after all: his breakfast has
lieen taken up to hia reom,” answered
Jasmond.

FFour members of the Co. smiled,
Hurerh Revnham had seemed very keen
to keop & walchiul eve of ihe ehptured
kulnnpper; but it scemed that he had
soon gob fedup with it, and left it to
"Towmtinson.

But Johnny did not smle. He looked
very thoughiful.

Having finished breakfast. the Famous
Five went ont into the hall,

Harry Wharton glanced at Johnny
Bull's thoughtful face with & faint
sinrile.

“ Now-—=—" he zaud.

“What about going and waking him
up ' asked Johmnv.

“Honter?  Why ?"

“No: not Banter.”

“Who, then?” asked Harry, staring,

“*Tomlinson '

“Are you trving to be funny, or
what?" ashed Bolb Cherry. "“"Do you
faucy that a detective went to sleep,
wil]gga dangerous prisoncy to guard "

1.!Ililll

“Then you're a silly ass!” geid Bob.
“Twok here, what 18 it you've got m
yvour fat head, Johnny? You're foo
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*The mysteriousness is truly terrific 1"
ssid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, torn-
ing his dark eyes in wonder on the

Yaorkshire junior
Jolinny—"" began

“Look here,
Harry. g _ :
“I told you,” said Johnny stolidly
“that if that sportsman got away i
should have something to tell you
Let's go and see.”

“"Tomlinson iz theve.
L 1] g

;'What‘s the
asloep "
“BFI'“ he i=’'e, fathead, and ean't be”
“Why not?" asked Johnny. " Bunter
was made to sleep pretty sound last
night. Why not Tomlinzon 7™
“0Oht" exclaimed Harrey, startled.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the old
bhean !" murmured Bob, as Sir Peter
Lanchester came down the staircase.
The old barenet greeted the jumiors
with a kind and cheery smile. He was
evidently in great spirits thet morn-
ing. The capture of the kidnapper had

J a.smund B iﬂ

good of that, if he's

been an nnmense relief to him.  He
beamed on the Greyfriars chums.
“I am now about to ring up the

police station,” he said. *You boys
will be required to make a statement

when the olice arrive for that
seoundrel. lease do not be too far
away. "

“Hadn't you better give him a look-
in. sir. belore vou phone?”  asked
Jolmey Bull. * If he happened to have
got away——"

Sir Poter laughed. .

“That ts verv unlikely,” he said.
“Aly nephew tells me that he remained
with him till three in the morning, and
when he went to bed Mr. Tomlinson
remained {I:; ii::: walch. Ie 1s still with
him, my boy.

“y chnny thinks he may have bolted
in the night, sir!” said Bob, grinning.

"¢ Impossible ! said 8ir Peter, * How-
ever, 1 will certainly go and make sure
that he ia zafe.”

The old gentleman walked away to
the gun-room, and Jehnny Bull fellowed
ham. The other fellows ‘fﬂlluwed
Johnnv, smiling a little. The idea that
a handcuffed man, watched by a detee-
tive, could have escaped, seg:m&d o
them too absurd to be enteriained.

Sir Peter opened the door of the gun-

room and stepped in. .
The next moment the cheery smile

was wiped frean his ruddy face, as if
by a duster. He uttered slmost & roar
of surprise and rage.

“ Gone !

“What *"” gasped Harry Wharton.

The Famoua Five fairly leaped into
the room after the old baronet.  The

uti-roomn had one m:-eu{mﬂt. . That was
Mr. Tomlinson, sprawling in a deep
armchair, fast asleep

A window was open—anowflakes drift-
ing in on the wind. That told the way
the Smiler had gone. But of the Smiler
there was no sign.

— e —

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Johnny Bull Surprises the Co. !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. walked
under the leaflosz, frost-rimed
brapches in the park.

Light Enﬂwﬂaﬁaea whirled on
the wind, and fell eround them. Johmmy
Bull walked in silence, and hiz friends
waited for hima to speak. What Johnny
had to say, he meant to say out of reach
of possible listening ears.

They had left Bir Peter in the gun-
room--shaking the startled Mr. Tomlin-
gon into waliefulness. The old baronet
had been very angey and excited, which
was not surprising, and the detective
absolutely overwhelmed with confusion
and dismay. If he had, a3 Jobnny had
hinted, been drugged, like Bunter, the
effeet had worn ﬂ%. He awakened when
Sir Peter shook him. The juniorg un-
willing to witness his humiliation, left at
once—not envying the hapless detective
what he was going 1o hear from Sir
Peter.

Four members of the Co. were puzsled
and - perplexced. What Ja]mn}rl Buli
know, thev could not guess; buat 1k was
clear that he knew something. They
were eager lo hear what it was.

“Uough it up, old bean'” zaid Harvy,
as they entered the frosty pm!{
“MNobody here to listen, i ihat’s what
you're thinking of.”

“Tust that!” =zawmi Johnav, Ile
glaneed round, seanning the snow amoug
the frosty trunks, and zcemed satisfied.
*All right! I've found out who's the
nigger i the nood pile—the man behind
this kidnapping busimess. Now I know
who he is, I know why, too! I couldn't
be sure #ill—"

“Till you fonnd that the Smiler had
got away,” said Harry, *Yes, vou said
o, But I don't seo——"

“Blessed if I do, either ! said Bab.
“If poor old Tomlinson was drugged, as
Bunter seems to have been, he doesn’t
know it—and I'in dashed if I can sec
how he was got at! Captain Reynham
was with him. ton, up fo three o'cloek.
from what old Peter says. 8o it must
have been after that. Bur how?”

“ Before that 1™ said Johuny.

“Fathead! "Think somebody gor at
Tomlinson while the captain was sitting
with him in the gun-room "

% Yos 1" .

“ Well, it1” zaud Bolo

that beais

# You're dreaming, old man! Tlink
the ecaptain would have left him going
off to sleep?” e laughed. “Do you

really think that a drug could have been
shoved at Tomlinson without his know-
ing, and wunder Captain Revnham's
cyes "

“He may have smoked a ogarciie
with the captsin,” said Johnny Bull
calmly. “There was a cigarette-cnd in
the ashtray at his elbow ™

“Y dare say he did—why shouldu't
hke?" said Bob. *“What the thumping
dickens are you driving at, Johnny
Bull? Can't you keep fo the subject ™

“Keeping to it, old bean,” answered
Johnny. i

WHeoms to me vou're talking out ol
the back of your neck,” said Bob rather
erossly,  “Tomlinson went off to sleep—
but it's practieally impossible for him
to be pot at with a drug. I'm blessed if
I understand how Bunter was got at,
either, if yon come to that. We cat and
drink the same as he does, though not so
much—and they ve never got at ust”

“That beats me,” satd Harrvy slowly,
“If they could drug Bunter, why
couldn’t they play the same game on us?
Then they needn’'t have played that
glhost business to scare us away—they
simply had to put us to sleep, and walk
Bunter off under our noses by the secret
poasshge,” :

“The tricky blighter couldn’t get at
us a3 he did at Dunter!™ auswered
Johnny Bull.

“Why not?"

“Wo don't smoke [™

jolly mysterious,”
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That reply caused Jobuny's com-
panions to come to a sudden halt, stand
round. him, and stare ot bim. If Johony
had suddenly turned into a griffin, they
could not have stared at him harder.

Thére wee a long moment of silence.
The captain of the Remove e it
- “"What do you mean?”

“ What I say I”? answered Johnny Bull.
“We don't smoke ! If we did, we should
have been served with drugged cigar-
ettes, sent to sleep, snd Bunter would
have been walked off.”

“Drugged cigarettes?” gasped
Nugent, .

“¥Yes, As we declined the jolly old
smokes, ' the only thing was to tske
advantage of Bunter being a si]l)r A58,
let him smoke one, and send him to
gleep, and spring the ghost business on
us.” : 5

*It was Captain Reynham who gave
Bunter & cigarette,” said Harry Whar-
ton, in & low, tense voice,

“1 know 1* ; -

“You don't mean—you can't mean
that—"

: ':} %n o) ) N

“Johnny ¥ gasped Nugont.

* Potty 7" inquipr&d Bob Eherrﬁ _

Johnny Bull smiled faintly. He had
pstonished his friends—or,- rather, he
had zstounded them. ‘They locked at
him as if they fancied that he was wan-
dering in his mind. "

u U%ﬂesa you're potiy, old man, you've
spotted something,” sard Harry, at last.
“Cough it all up, for goodness’ sake.”

*You re:merngar the evening I came,
what happened in the fog en %Im drive,
Talking in the hall, Bob mentioned that
Captain Reynham was a tall man, and
had been out at the time—=2

“That was a joke, you fathead [*
exclaimed Bob. “Just a: joke, because
5}. would put the captain on Bunter’s list,
Ll = :

“T know! PBut it made me think of
something,” said Jobnny. *The ecap-
tain’'s voice seemed familiar to me, as 1f
I'd heard it bafara-—thﬂu%h I'd never
seen him. That remark of yours, Bob
put it in my mind where and when I’_:i_
beard iE™ :

“ Not——" breathed Nugent.

“Talking to the Smiler in the. fog I
spid Johnny, with a nod. ‘“He was the
sportsman who hu.mgeﬂ into me, and
who I knocked ovar,’

- You—you think—"

1 know—now 1” said Johnny stolidly,
“Up in Yorkshire we don’t jaw till we
know o thinIg- for certain. I had to be
sure before I jawed—a thing like this is
Loo ljr)lly seripus for idle chatter.”

“1 should think so!" breathed Harry.

" Hearing o voice once, and in the fog,
too,” said Bob, “ iuu ecouldn’s be sure—
you. couldn’t possibly—>" '

“Haven't I said so? I banked it in
the back of my mind, meaning to muke
sure Dbofore I opened my mouth too
wide."

“Are you telling us that you've made
sure that Captain Reynham, nephew of
our host here, is a dastardly villain in
league * with kidnappera!” breathed
Wharton.

" Yes|”

“Oh cronmbs!” gasped Bob., I fancy
old Peter would want a lot of proof
before he swallowed that! Dream
rgain, old man " -

¥Lot us hear the esteemed rest, my
exccllent Johnny 1" said Burrea Jamaset
Ram 8ingh. *There is some moreful-
nesa to come,”

“ Lots 1" zo1d Johnny Bull. “T wasn’t
sure, a3 I said, only wary! I had
eve on the captain. That was all, Eﬂ
wieht have heen a similar voice T heard

Every Saturday

i the fog. Btill, thers was something
to go on., From what he said,
clearly one of the housshold—he was tall

<and he was oubt of the house ab the
time—all these details apply to Rupert,

Roynham, as well as the man in the fog.
But—it seemed fearfully thick—"

“It did—and does [* gaitd Bob.

“If I'd been surs, I should have
known wlﬁaha gave DBuntor cigavettes.
I simply thought, like you fellows, that
he was rather a blackguardly, carcless
ass to offer cigareltes to schoolboys. But
when we found out last night that the
fat ass was drugged, I guessed, I knew
he was drugged before we looked at him
—the row wo had mede serapping with

that brute would have awakened Rip

van Winkle. T lknew he was drugged—
and knew why.? '

“Yes, but—" :

“He would have preferred to give us
the dose—but we weren't taking any.
HSo Buanter was sent to sleep, whxﬁ: they

ut up the spectre game to frighten us.

t was in that cigarette. He couldn't

get at the food—how could he? Dozens
of servants about—and a man in his
position trying to~mesz abont with the
grub! The cigaretto did it.”

“It's only suspicion—+*

“Is it7”? said Johnny. “When they
came to the King’s Room last night, I
waited for the captain to suggest that he
should take charge of the Smiler—his
pal. He did I”

WF ﬂh IH‘

“0Old Peter put it up {0 Tomlinson,
and Rupert had to siand for it. But it
didn’t worry him a lot,” added Johnny
sarcastically. “ He sat up with Tomlin-
son in the gun-room, and they smcked a
cigarette in cumpuu:;?. ‘He left him at
three, to be safely the scene when the
Smiler cleared—knowing that Tomlinson
would bo fast ﬂsler_ﬁi}. faney_he came
back latar, and he his frlml to get
clear of the handeuffs, before he dropped
from the window, too. Tomlinson was
fast asleep then, of course.”

“0Ohl”

“1 knew, or as good as knew, that the
Smiler would be gone this mr:-1-nin¥,”
said: Johnny, X leit it et that, for
proof. I knew that if he were gone, the
captam must have shut Tomlinson's eyes
somehow, Easy enough to offer him a
cigavette—same as Bunter, Tomlinson
did smoke a cigarette—one of the cap-
tain's—" :

“] neticed the fag-end in the aszh-
tray at his elbow,” said Harry slowly.
“But you can’t tell that it was ono of
the captain's.”

“1 ean,” said Jobmny calmly. “I
looked at it. Xt was the same brand
as the one he gave Bunter?

-I'-lﬂh !.l]-

“Now,” said Johnny quictly, “I've
told you., Now run over in your minds
the times Bunter has been in_danger
hare, What was the captain doing at
the time? TFrom what you've told me,
they nearly had him on Chrictmas Eve
morning, out riding on the downs.
Whe lett him alone there £

“Captain Reynham,” said Harry, in
a low voleca. b

“You've mentioned that last week
they nearly had him on the Costlewood
road-—after a car broke down, and you
had to walk. Whosa car was it™

“Captain Reynham’s,” repeated
Harry. - -

“Who told us the ghost story the
night the ghost walked for the first
time " :

- Captain Reynbam.”

“He's the man!” said Johnny., * The
man in the fog told the Smiler there
might ba a way of getting nd of
Bunter’s friends. The spme night, the

he was:

a].::;:gr:ar—and never bo heard
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captain spun uws tho ghost story—and

_thep the ghost walked. If we'd helped

ourselves, to his smokes, it would have
saved him a lot of trouble. Lucky we're
not jolly old men of the world like
Banter 1" H : :

U But——" gasped Bob. | If—if—if—
vou're right—my dear chap. he's young
ord Reynham's own cousin—his only
near relation.”

“That's why 1"

[ Eh?u

“ Ho will Et-a% into the whola ba
tricks if anything happens to
Reynham 1

“0Oh | gasped Bohb. _
. “It heat mo,” woent on Johnny, * why
crooks who tried to kidnap a kid of
eleven should keep up the game ycars
on  ond—it - couldn't be for ransom !
They wouldn't snd couldn't stick to 1t
for years for & reason like that. But
the next man on the list for the earldom
had a good reason for sticking to it
I'll bet you Tomlinson has thought of
that. Any detective would. He hasn't
eaid $0 to old Peter—he couldw’t—but
I'll bet that he advized leaving the
captain out of the secret—letting him
liclieve, lLike all the rest, that Bunter
wags the real lord.” :

“But—" Harry Wharton gasped.
“Johnny, old man, do vou know what
vou'ra saying?  Kidnapping  wouldn’t
do the irick, The next heir -couldn't
step  in, unpless Lord Reynham waas
dead 1 : . S

“I know that. Buat he fai't wiilain
encugh for that!” ssid Johnny BHull,
“Hea's a discontented, hardup son of
& younger son; but he's not an awful
villain, I think very likely he doesn't
think himself a villain st all. Onr
heautiful laws give landed

of
rd

property to
the ¢ldest son—it's law, but 1t's no good
calling it fair play, because it isn't! I
imagine. that s lot of younger sons feel
anything but brotherly when their
cldest brother walks. off with.all the
boodle, ond leaves themn without a

“Well, yes; but——? _

“There’s a hig property, and it all
goes to young Lord eyn'ham.. Rupert
gets next to nothing. I faney. he's
brooded over it till he's worked it oub

“in his own mind that, if the law won't

give him his share of the fzmily loot,
1e's going to help himself, if he can!
That means that he's & reckless, dia-
goutented, upscrupulous -adventurer!
But knocking bis consin en the head
waould he a horse of another coloor!
S0 he banked on kidnapping—and if
voung Lord Reynham ever 1. inta
the hands of that gang, he will die-

of again ¥

But—" gl

“ After a time, death would be 'leﬁn]l:f
presumed, if the chap never showed up
again, of course. Or they might fix up
evidence of something of the kind—spoof
svidence—which would -be good enough
if the young lord was never seen agsin,
And you esn bet that they've a safe
Jace ready to park him in if they get

im. When they had hold of Bunter,
thinking he was the yoong lord, they
let out that he was to be taken across
the sea!” ]

'Tho juniors stood silent, heedless of
the spowflokes falling round them,

Johnny had given thom a shoek.

It was 3 now idea to their minds:
but now that it was there, a crowd of
little circumstances cropped up in their
minds that gave more and more colour
to it

There was a long silence.

Johnoy Bull broke it.

“That's the lot!” The said. "I
coithdn’t speak out till T was sure—I'm
gve now. The captain put that sgiug
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after iqung Reynham when he was. a
little kid—and when' he was sbroad,
himeelf, "clear of suspicion of anything
that happened. Old Peter beat them
by parking the kid at a echool some-
where under an assumed name. They
epotted  that trick—lately. It's only
lately that Captain Reynham came
home—and he guund that much out.
Lucky for the poor kid that he never
found out more—or they'd be after ilic
Teal lofd instead of that fat ass Buntor,
What do you fellows think about it %"
“Blessed if I know what to think !
saig Harry. '
“Same here!” said Bob..
*“The samefulness- is térrific !
“Leave it” at that” said Johnny.
“No good faying  anything, snyhow.
All wo can do, so far, is to carry on—
watching over Lord Bunter. But we
know whom to wakch now-—and if we
can catch. him on the fop, old Peter's
ward will . be safe’ from him. That's
what we want. Leave it at that!”
The juniors walked back in silence to
the castle. 2 o
Johnny' Bull had no doubt—hut his

friends, though they, too, had little -

doubt, could not guite make up their
mindg t&it. In fact, they hardly knew
what to think—but they had, at all
events, plenty of food for thought!

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows !

Gl SAY, jou fellows!”

Billy Bunter was down when
the juniors came in. He seemed
to” be waiting for them. He

frownéd at them impatiently over his
big spectacles.

*1 wish you fellows wouldn't go
msr.rehi'q;ug off when T want to speak to
vou ! satd Dunter irritably. :

“Did” you want to speak fo w?”
asked -Tob  mildly. “1f we'd only
known t” ©

“Yeou -wouldn't have gono out, I
suppese T
15 2
“Ha, ha., ha ™
“0h, really, Cherry ! Look here, von
fellows. I've jolly well.found something
cut—I_fanty T've spotted the man!”
enicl - Bomter. sinkmg -his vowe to a
myvsterigns whisper. “The confederate
of thoie retters in the eastle, you
know !”

“Wha-a-& " _

The Famous Five stared at Bunter,
startled,

Buniter nodded.

“Tliey’ve been telling me about what
happered- last might;” bhe explained.
“1 think vou Fellows might have woke
me u]p_ But nexer.mind that., - You
got that \'El_!lam:kﬂm,;‘imitm*, and he
ﬁﬂt -away again. 1 suppeoso you've

rard 7

* Sort of.” agreod Boh.

“Well, that settlez it !”. zaid Bunter.
" His"confederate here helped him to get
awav., of conrso—ind I jollv well know
who it was, too! Think I'd betier tel)
oll Petey?”

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.

We sheuldn't have come

m
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Johnny Buli had, or believed that he
hed,, spotted the man; and his chuma
had little doubt thet he was right, But
they certainly had never dreamed of
Bunter spotting thé man. They gaged
at him—and r. Tomlinson, looking
out 'of the doorway of tho smoke-room,
gazed at him, too.

Bunter, aa he gtood facing the sur-
prised five in the hall, had hizs back (o
the door of the smoke-rdom, and did
not _obscrve Sir Peter's detective look-
ing out. -

Mr. Tomlinson had a wview of tho
back of Bunter's fat head.
at -it, "evidently surprised by the fat
Qwl's words,

“¥ou see, the awful rotter's pulling
old Peter's leg!™” wenb on unter,

i ay, yvou know, and pull-
ing his leg all-the time ! .

“0Oht" ejaculated Harry. )

And he smiled! Bunter evidently
had beon thinking it out, and was

satished that he had made a discovery..

But from his words, it-was ¢lear that
his discovory was not the same as
Jehnny Bull's. : Rp Y

The fat Owls s.rr.sﬂir:in_na were fixed
upon some person who was taking Sir
Peter's pay—evidently
plovad in the castle.

Of what they knew, or bolicved that
they kuew, the IFamous Five had. re-
solved to say nothing. They had no

roof 1o offor; and obviewsly Sir Petor
Eanchnatﬂr wauld have required the
cloarest and strongest proof to convince
him -that his nephew was the sccret
plotter against the voung lord. Tt was
s case where the least said was the
soonest  mended—until  actual  proof
transpired.

So. it the circumstances, it was rathor
a rebief to find that Billy Bunter had

gQmcone en-

not come to the same conclusion.
Evidently he hadn't,
“Who's the jolly old sportsman,

then " asked Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“I should have thought you fellews
would have guessed [ grinned Bunter.
“ But, of courée, you haven't my brains!
Clear t-nnu%h to me! That man Smniler
was snaffled last night—well, who was
left to guard him in the gun-room "

“Ar Tomlinson and -Captain
Revnham ! But whaft——""

S Well, the ecaptain went off to hed,
and left Tomlinson alone with him,”
'ia‘idlﬂunter. -”'DE:'I Petlnr believes that
‘omlineon went off to sleep—m" '

“Ho he did1” :
“IHe," he, hel Old Peter's been
ragging him for going to sleep and

letting the man get away ! grinned

Bunter. *0Of course, he never really
wentd to slecp,™
- What ¥
“Spoof, of course!™
“He's the man '™
“He—hna—he's
Harrvy Wharton,
* Bunter grinmed and nodded. Behind
him, quite an extraordinary expression
was coming over the face of JMr.
Tomlinson.  As the Famons' Five wern
facing him, they could see him, though
Bunter eouldn’i=having, of eourze, no
eyes in the back of his- fat head!
Mr. Tomlinson’s look wazs quite
alarming |

said Dunter.

the man!™*

gazped

C—

d. {ALwecud 2y
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FREE!!

“Tomlineon’s the man 1" said Buniop,

“Shut up, you ass!” gasped Nugent.
“Tomlinson~——""

“Bhan't 1" satd Bunter.

*“1 tell you, Tomlinson—"

“He's the man—taking cld Peter's
'pay, you know, and accomplicing—I
mean. confederating—with the Ikid-
nappers all the time,” said DBunter,
“*Letting that man Smiler go is proof
of it! :Ei’nu fellows would nover have
guessed that.'

“No fear!” pasped Bob Cherry.
“Look out, you fat ass—oh crumbs—
look out!” : '

“IBh? TIook out for whatt" asked
Bunter. “Wharror you mean? Now,
what [ want to ask you fellows is, do
vou think I'd better go to old Peter,
ani say—whooop ! Yaroooop! Whooop |
Who's that? Whal—yaroococop !”

Billy . Bunter roared as a sudden
grasp was laid en him fromn béhind,

Mr. Tomlinson, with a face red with
wrath, had made a jump out of the
doorway of the smoke-room !

Bunter's * remarks seemod to have
annoyed the deteetive.  FPerhaps that
was not surprising. )

Mr. Tomlinson Lad never treated

Bunter with the respect due to & noble
lord; perhaps because he lknew that he.
waen’t one! But now he treated him
loss. respectiully than ever, ]
. He "grabbed Bunter with hia left
hand and spun him across a chair. His
right hand tosze, and descended in a
series  of terrific smacks on  his
lordship’s lordly trousers.

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

“Yaroop!” roared Bunter. - “I say,
vou fellows—yoo—hoooop !"

"“Ha, hoa, ha!”

Bmack, smack, smack !

“Yow.gw-onv-ow ! - Helpl T say=—

yarooop ! velled Bunter. " Leggo, you
hr-asl.lp?uw-ow! Oh cerikey I

Bmack, smack, smack1

* Whooooop 1™

“11a, ha, ha!"

Two or three stariled servanis came
running inte the hall; and Mr. Tom-
linson, releasing DBunter, stalked back
into the smoke-room.  Bunler waa left

velling.
“Ow! Wow! T sav, vou fellows—
varoooh ! roared Tord Bunter. "Il

have him sackod—I'H have hiim booted

out  aof my  eastle—I'll—yoo-hoo-
hoooop I ! :

“Ha, -ha, ha!"™ roared the Famous
Five, - -
_ “Beasts ] I say—wowl Wow !
Wow !

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

There was guite a roar in the stately
hall of Reynham  Castle,  IHarry.
Wharton & Co. roared with laughter.
Billy. Bunter veared—not with
laughter! But he roared the loudest !

Tndeed, just then, the Bull of Bashan,

famed for his roaring, had nothing on
Lord Bunter—pot s thing!

THE EXD.
{The final story in this splendid.
Chefgimos geries . 18 Befler... than.
eiodr, chums, Is entitled : " LORD
BUNTER'S RODYGEARD?™  Wateh
aul fer il pext THIURSEDAT
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Mra. Duff, the ecook ot Jolly
Lodge, stood in the docrway of
her kitchen, with her urins ukimbo.
Shoe dropped o curtsey, then lifted
up her voice.

* Beg parding, but would anyonae
like to stir the pooding for luek 7"
she bowled up the steirs in her
rich and fiuity wvouce,

Az if in answer to her invitation,
thera waa o deflening clatter of
footprints down the siairs, It wos
nceompanied by {renzied yells and
WEINGINE WAar-woops.

Mra. Duff was not aware that it
was the Hajah of Bhang, chasing
IDoctor Birchemall in the beleef
that he had taken his diamond tie-
pin. At the sound of the clattoring
footprints she beemed all over her
foir, though fatty leotchers

“ Lowlksa-o-mussy !
they're in, ta be sure ! *" she eried.
“They must be looking for-
wipd——""

Then the cock broke off with a
shresk.

Evvidently, Doctor Birchemall
ot all events wos not looking
forward, for he came galloping
round from the stairs as i he saw
nothing in his path.

Biff! Thud! Wallop!

*Ow-ow-ow! Enve ual
* ¥arooooo | HeIp 113
When she invited the guests of

Jilg Lodge «down to stir the
pooding, Mra. Dutf had been locking
forward to a good mix-up ; but she
got a bigger mix-up than she had
eggapected when the Head biffed
her backowards into the kitchen and
hrought down o projecting tray-
load of washing-up {rom the dresser
at the some time !

Cups and sawcers, plates amd
dishies erashed down on to the pair,
nz they collapsedl on the floor.
‘Lhere was the very dickens of a
din for a few scconds. And then
there camne a different kind of din,
na the Rajah of Bhang reached the
doorway end ullered a peercin
WRE-CTY. The dusky Oriento
flurrished his mife and performed
o dance of trivmph when he saw
that bo had Doctor Birchemall at
his mersy,

* Har, har!™ he cried. * Now
you ;.}ivﬁ back my so.-bewtiful tie-

in !l

“"Help! Perlice!? roared the
Head., " Keepimofl! Yooooop !”

Boctor Birchemall jumped to his
fect with a wild howl, ond leaped
neraza the kitchen like a kangorooo,
eg the rajah hopped into the
kitchen. As for Mra. Duff, she
gave one shreel;, then went off into
a feint.

Forchunitly, General Jolly ar.
rived in time to prevent his
cgoaited guest from  deing any
dammidge.

“ Jentlemen ! Jentlemen ! What
on earth are you doing of ¥ he
cried, hia refined voice vising to a
note of shocked serprize. * Raiah,
I moust request you to band me that
nife at omee ! '

What a rosh,

BIRCHEMALL AT BAY!

Another Rollicking Instalment of Dicky
Nugent's Great Xmas Serial ;

“ THE MYSTERY OF
JOLLY LODGE!™
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“Tiepin or no

™™

tiepin, I allow no

man to Hurrish a nife like vours in
Jolly Lodge—on Christmas Day
above all days! Eggsouse me,
rajah, for bemg blunt—but that
nife looks & lot too sharp ] ™

Such cutting words, coming from
a jentlemnan of General Jolly's
stamp, projooced -an  emmojate
cfiect even on the irate rajah. He
came to 4 stop and boughed.

“ Thowsand pardons, my dear
general 1 he coried. *I forget
myself in my terrifick anxious-
ness !

He handed over the nife without
further argewment.,. And Poctor

Birchemall leaned back against the
kitelien table, brﬁcﬂxing Bighs of
everad

releef’ and mopping his
brow, while thgp 2
cook came oul of
her feint again.

Jack Jolly &
Co. hawled her
to her feet.

*eeling &l
right, cook 1"
asked Jolly, as
they deposited
her in a chair.

“Right ag nine-
penee,  thankea
kendly, Mazsier
Jacl, so long as
no furrin jentle.
men ge  galli-
vantin®' about
with their daggers in my kitchen!"
angwered Mrs. Doff.  ** Now, what
about all givin' the poodiug mixture
a stir for luck 2

“A good idea, by gad!” cried
(ieneral Jolly, who yras anxious to
pore oil on trubbled waters. " Will
you go first, rajah 7

“T'o please you, goneral, I do
it—but I think more of diamond
tiepin than Christmaa pooding '
sighed the rajah.

With these words he seozed o
wooden gpoon which was lying on
the teble and dipped it into the
pooding mixture.

He found his task a somewhat
meenial one. To go in for a dig
at pooding-mixtury scemed infra
dig to him, and after a cupple of
meer jabs at it he passed the spoon
to General Jolly, who stirred it
with millitary zest.

Jack Jolly & Co. then took it in
turns to have a stir, and after
them came Doctor Birchemsall,

The Head olmost caused a
disaster. He was too nervuss of
the rajnh to pay much attention to
the pooding, and the frst mistake
e made was to dip his beard into
the mixture. Only when he
started stirring viggerously end
got his face iunguss tangled up
rounid his spoon did he realise
what he had done, and by that
time his beard had receeved a
tugging that almost wrenched it
from its roots

* ¥Woooooop !
Birchemnll.

He almost carried the pooding
mixture away with him as he
jumped back. Luckily, however,
Mra. Duff saw the dangsr, and
with a litening-like . movement
detached it from the Heoad's
wiskers in the mek of time.

“ Bravvo, cook!"™ larfod Jack
Jolly. And thers was a cheer
from the rest of the Co.

“And now to return to the
gsubject of the tiepin ! ™ said General
Jolly, as thoy quitted the kitchen
and tramped up the stairs agan.
“The tiepin must be fou by
hook or by crook I "

* Perhaps 1t bas been found by

a croolk already | ** sujjested Bright
brightly,

"I think we not far look for
the erock!’! hist the Rajash of
Bhang, with & glare at the Head.
*“Wo search Birchemall sahib and
then we find it, har t

* Let's search the bed-room firat,
my dear fellow !™ urged General
Jolly, *“It may be lyin’ on the
floor all the time, and it would he
sheer folly to have Doector Birch-
emall on the carpet if it's to be
found on the rug! Come!™

The general led the way back to
the rajah’s bed-room, and therajah
reluetantly followed, muttering to
himself ag he did so.

Arriving at the stene of action,
everybody searched for all they
were worth, They looked in the
firegrate and up the chimbley and
round the picture-rail and carefully
egprsamined all the other likely
places, but no sign of the missing
tiepin could they find.

* Nothin® doin’, my dear rajah
aaid General J 1::11;.: at last, with a
sad shake of his head. * Your
preshus possession has vannished
just =88 though the earth had
opened and swallowed it up ! "

* But I do not swallow that!™
said the rajab, fixing a glare on
the Head. "I in=ist that we
gearch Birchemall sahib i .

Doctor Birchsmall eyed the door
longingly.

“Irefuse i he eried. * I never
took ihat tiepin, I tell you, eand I

Il:l'

" ghrecked Dﬂcturi

rcfuse Lo be searched like a- low,
COMmMOn — OW = 0w [ Lemne
alone ! **

The Head's protests ended in
a feendish howl aa the rajah, his
Fatiéama eggshausted, made n_gat.
ike spring. Daoctor Birchemna.. aas
bowled over like a ninepin, andithe

rajeh, with o look of grimm detes |-

mination on his dial, proscedat to
sit on his chest to keep him cawn
while he mado his scarch,

The next moment it wag the
rojah’s turn to yell. As he sat
onn. the Head's beard hs feltthis
anattermy peerced by something

sharp and pointed, and the 1ijah
leaped wp as though he had been
electrified, clutching madly at the

seat of his trowsis,

He- cggatracted the instroraent
that had stabbed him and egp-
samined it closely, and then a
ghout escaped his lips.

“The pm of my tiepint BUT
THE DIAMONID IS MISSINg 17

1V.

Every eyo was turned on the
Head. \

The rajah’s annownecerment, had
come like a bomshell ! !

That Doctor
several sorts of & raskal, most of
them would have been inclined to
agree, but nobody apart frobe the
Rajah of Bhang
considered him capable of theeving.

Yet what else were they to think
now 1

The Head was the only man
who was knowh to have pone to
the rajab’s bed-rvom during Hhe
nita,

The fakt that he had gone at
General Jolly's rekwest in the
guise of Father Christmas did not

rove him innersent. He had
en the only known caller or. the
rajeh, right enuff, and now th pin
of the missing article had Wen
found consealed in his wisksf s—
minus the diamond | R

Small wonder that the crowd
the rajah’s bed-room gazed =at
Deoctor Birchemall with something
akin to horror in their eyes.

“ Gad, sir 1 " cried General Jqjly,
uneezily, * What have you tl:r'rbay
about thig ¥

“Only that T am inneraent!”
wie the Head's wringing replvad’ I
never sncelod that sparkler—or, as
the vulgar mite put it, I repuliate
the inginuation that I misapyro-
pristed that article of jewsry!
Someone muet have put the pin in
my wiskers Lo put you ofi'jthe
geent b =

“ A likely story!" akoffed the
rajash. * Where vou Fub the
diamond, har ¥ Tell quickly, balore
I pand for perlice | "

The ﬁulgr faded from the Hiad's

face,
“ P-p-perlice ' ** he stuttared.
“ Burely you are not going to send

-

Birchemall was

seriously |

AV

for the perlice T Let's wait and get
our Christmas dinner over first | "
But the rajah had made up hias
mind, and he hurried down the
stairs to the tellyfone in the hall.

Doctor Bircheraall waited only
long enuff to hear him start speak-
ing to the perlice-atation.

‘rom that moment his manner
underwent’a startling change. In-
stead of cowering and cnnging and
wining and fawning, he started
gticking up lor himself in no un-
cerlain Wiy,

" Yery well, then, rajah!™ he
snad, between his tightly clenched
false teeth, ‘f Sond for the splits!
Do your woret ! I shall fight themn
to Inst ditch I * Defiance * not
' Defence ' i my motter from now
on 1

There was B gasp {rom his
lizzeners.

“ Grate gud ! Do you mean that
vor will remiet arrvest ') asked
General Jolly.

The Head grinned and nodded.

“ Yes, rather | I'll resist till the
bitter end—and I bet I shall give
ey & run for their smunny, too!
Stand agide ! ! '

Instincktively they parted to
make way for him. There was a
vell frorm the rajah, who had just
replaced the receever of the telly-
fone,

':Etﬂp him! You not let him

U 1 ¥ -

But Jack Jolly & Co. had no

intention of standing in the Head’s
y- Inwardly they rather ad-
mired him for putiing up a fight,
and in any case they could see some
fun coming out of this before the
morning was out. They jumped
aside and Deoetor Birchemall
galloped past them.

A moment Inter, the Rajah of
Bhang followed bhim at the dubble.

The two wvannished oub of the
front door, and General Jolly led
the way after them. The geoneral
waa frowning feercely.

“Hegad! A nice how-do-you-do
thig 13 for Christinas Day 1 " he said,
tugging at his mistosh as they went
out on the porch. * I wonder what
Birchemall intends to do 7 ™

General Jolly soon learned. Ae
ha led the way into the snowclad
grounds of Jolly Lndge-, ho heard
the Head’s voice raized in & chortle
of triurmmph.

* Hip-hip-hip-booray ! I'm the
king of tho castle! Let "ern arrest
me now if they can ! ¥

“ What the merry dickens!
ejackulated Frank Fearless.

Tho general and the St. Sam's
juniora broke into & run,

On the other eide of a clump of
trees, an amazing aite med ir
avea. There sat tor Birchemall
on tho roof of a summer-house,
gathering up handfuls of snow and
making them into enowballs | The
neweomers were just in time {0 pee

him herl a snowhall with deadly
aim at the Rajah of Bhang, hitting

the rajah on the boko |
Flop !
* Yarpoocoo ! ¥

* Plenty more whera that one
came from!"” welled the Head,
“ Now bring the perlice
&h I hal

Doctor Birchemall was at bay
with a vengenz—and how he was
roing to ba dislodged from his perch
ooked like providing n pretty pro-

Jpﬂﬂj"

cheerfully,
to arrest me if they can |

blem for Christmas Day at
Lodge !

{L2on’t miss the grand finish of this

yarn tiext week /)

right now |

and that'as to
“apotted.”

f wou bust your

bound

So
for the pop.

of the ditffieunlty.

to your pater !

PRACTICAL
PRESENTS for PATER!

Counsels BOB CHERRY

Buying & present

problem that bristles
with difficulty—there-
your

Enowledge of the art

If you buy him a searf, it
will have to be a cheap one
bea

bank
balance and buy him a hat,
it’s certain to go to his head.
‘o ses, you have, to
use a little bit of savvy when
you're purchasing & present

But don’t lose heart, chaps.
There's alwaya one way out

Buy something for your
young hrother, and give that

MSF@

3 m -

I'l wager tem to one in
a | doughnuta you're on a winner.

1f there’s one thing that
every old fogey loves doing
on Christmas morning, it'a
kneeling on the floor, fixing up
train.lines, arranging toy sol-
diers and winding up model
aeroplanea. To bring joy to
an old ‘un's heart. give him
an excuse for deing these
juvenile tricks.

Lverybody knows that’s
true. Well, then, why give
to mere kids the presents that
the old fossils are longing
fort Go the whole hog an
give 'em the presents direct !

I'm chancing it this year,
anyway.

I'm  presenting my pater
with & toy fort, some tin
soldiers and a kite.
| He'll be simply delighted !

SPOOKS,

SPECTRES
OR SPIRITS!

-
......

Hoakins has another elaim to
farne besides his prowess on

the piano. _
e's a Tmiﬂiﬂ. in spooks,
specires and spirits |

When asked by a * Groy-
friars Herald  representative
in Hohson's ancestral homo,
where he is staying over Christ.
m#as, whether ha ever folt ner-
vous during his ghost-hunting
stunts, the mueic-maker of the
Shell laughed heartily,

L
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“ Me nervous of ghosta ! Not

likely ! I've seen too much of
‘em to feel nervous of ‘em I 2
Hoskine ran his fingers re-
flectively through hia lank locks
and chuckled reminiscently.
“I could tell &'ﬂu tales of my
erionces with spooks and
gpirits thaet would make your

Hoskins Revels In ’Em, BUT—
T —

‘was hoarse with horror!

hair etand up on end | = he said.

LTI R R

Our representative, knowing
something of Hoskins' keen
imagination, winked. &t the
ceiling and eaid ** Really 1 *

“ Why, only Iast week, when
I stayed a night with young
Temple of the Fourth, the
ghoat of one of his ancestors
appeared,” said Hoskins, drama-
tically. * We apotted it stand-
ing by a window aon the Janding
when we were on our way up
to bed. It waa dressed in
armour and it wos surrcounded
by a weird, phosphorescent
light.”

Cur representative shuddered.

“ Was Templs scared ? ' he
breathed.

“Beared T Why, I've never
gren & man in such a blua funk |
He grabbed my arm in a aort of
frenzy. ‘Lock, Hoskins!
Look ! " he said, in a voice that
Then
he turned and ran for doear life,”

“ And you, Hoskins 7 "

“Oh, I was as brave as a
Yion, of course! I didn’t go
too near the ghost—it doesn't
do to upset them, you know.
I jus‘t- retreated at my own

et

“Ahem! Exactly!™
grinned the * Greyfriara {'Eor-
ald ¥ representative. ** And
what other weird adventures
have you had with denizens of
the spirit world 7

- ?ﬂtﬂ and lots,” answered
Hoskins, cheerfully. ** Mostly
at Christmas time, vou know,
in the houses of Greyfriars chaps
with wham I've been staying.
It's queer, but that'as always
where it geeme to happen.’.

Al

“I saw & hoadless figure
stalking down a corridor in
Stewart's house, and a shrovuded
phantom at Rayner's place, aml
8 ghastly object that moaned
and clanked chaing. as it glidod

across the moonlit hall at
Bobinson'a™
“And were you equally

brave each time 1" asked gur
represontative,

Hosking nodded eagerly.

*Oh, absolutely ! Chosts
have no terrors for me—none
whatever! Why, if 1 saw a
ghost now, I'd g _
!  What Hoskina was about to
say he would do will never bo
Lknown.

But what he did do on the
appearance of a pghott was
made quite clear to our repre-
sentative the next instant.

Hosking had stopped speakin
because o ghost h]afl npmredﬁ
It loomed up out of the
shadows of the library whero
the interview had been taking:
lace—a white, spectral shapo !
Hoskine took one good look at
it, let out & howl of terror, and
then just fiew out of the library
Hoskins may revel in the
company of spooks, spectres
and spirita, as he boaata. But
if his reaction at Hobson's
place is anything to go on, he
believea in revelling in their
compuny for a period not ex-
ceedig one eplit second [

Discussing the matier after-
warda with the pghost, the
“ Greyinars Herald "' represen-
tative was assured that Hosking
was always the same. The
ghost  declared emphatically
that any of Hoskins® other
ghosts would say the same.

The ghost, by the way, wos
Hobson and his ghostly pre-
decessors were Robinson, Kay-
ner, Stewart and Dabney. -

We always thought thero
must be something besides hia

E’.unﬂ-punﬂhing that made
oekins go popular ag & Christ-
mas visitor |



