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THE HIDDEN MESSAGE !

notes and c¢urrency notes—Ilay hidden deep!

Somewhere near Greyfriars School, twelve hundred pounds—in bank-
The only e¢lue to the hiding-place of the loot

is 8 suceession of Greek lefters scratched inside a cigarette-case, recenily in the possession of
Billy Bunter—an uninvited guest at Wharton Lodge !
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Walched by the Famous Five, Billy Bunter deposited the packet in the powdery smow on the %

ancient sundial !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Christmas Presents For Bunter [

{3 HRBRISTMAS presentsi”
“That's it 1™
“Far asked Billy
Bunter.

“For you, old fat bean ¥

“Oh!”

Billy Bunter beamed.

It was days yet to Christmas. Harr
Wharton & Co. were rather l'.!ﬂ.l']:!' wit
those Christmas presents. Still, it was
hetter to he early than late. Billy
Bunter was very pleased to sea the
browi-paper parcel that Bob Cherry
carricd in under his arm.

That cold and frosty morning had not
tempted Billy Bunter to take a walk
abroad. YWhile Harry Wharton & Co.
tramped through a carpet of snow to
Wimford, Billy Bunter dispoesed his fat
person in o deep armchair in front of the
log fire in the hall at Wharton Lodge,
and munched mince pies,

An armchair, & blazing fire, and a
dish of minca pies attracied Bunter
more—much more—than a tramp in the
snow and the keen December wind.

The Famous Five came in, frech and
ruddy and cheery.

Bunter was ruddy cnough, but not
gquite o fresh,
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whom ™

It was fearfully cold weather, and
no doubt that was why Billy Bunter had
reduced his morning wash, never very
cxtensive, to the merest minimum.

I't would not have needed either Sher-
lock Holmes of Ferrers Locke to detect
that the fat Owl of Greyfriars had had
Pn.m I}uddin*g for supper the night
sefore, eggs tor brekker, and mineo jes
SN0, ere weie clues in abundance.

Traces of all theso things lingered on
Bunter's faf countenance, now adorned
also by a beaming smile.

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled, too.
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Another Splendid School
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Bunter beamed, and they beamed. It
was quite & beaming pariy!

“1 say, you fellows, that's jolly decent
of you!™ said the beaming Bunter,
“Quite a surprise, you know! When I
reminded you not to be lato getting your
{Uhristmas presents when you went out, I

wasn't thinking of anything of this kind,
of course,™ '

T Dh !!J

" Never ¢rossed miy mind, you know.
I zay, you fellows, if you'd prefer 10
hand them aver now, no necd to wait
for Christmas Day.”

“Juet what we were thinking,” agreod
Bols Clierey. “The fact is, old fat man,
wo ve got you some uscful things——""

“That you will need before Christ-
mase,” said Johnny Bull.

“The uszefulness will be lerrifie, my
c:teemned  Bunter!  declared Hurree
Jamszet Ram Singh. “ And the needful-
uess 18 also great.”

" Weo hope you'll be pleased, Bunter,”
=sail Frank Nugent. “We've taken
vather a lot of trouble to get you things
rou really want.”

* Bomething from each of ue, RBunter,”
+aid Harry Wharton. “All in that
parcel. We talked it over, and agreed
that t;.'nu really wanted them, Come on,
you fellows; lj::a.m Bunter to unpack !

The Famous Five, still with smiling
faces, went up the staircase. Billy
Bunter heaved himself out of tho armn-
chair, and blinked through his big spee-
racles at the pareel. which Er:r% had
dumped down on the hall table.

It was not a very large pareel. If it
contained fiva Christmas presonts, tho
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articles must have been of moderate
pize. ) -

Bunter wondered cheerily what it con-
tained. The Famous Five had said that
the things were useful, and were what
they knew ha wanted. - Probebly they
knew that he wanted a wrist-watch an
a fountain-pen and 8 travelling-clock
and B moviecamera and a Russia-
leather notecase. JIndeed, they could
not have failed to know, for Bunter had
mentioned all those articles in careless
and casnsl conversation on the subject of
Christmas presents ! '

Beaming, Bunter fumbled with the
knots of string that fastened the brown-
paper parcel. 'The knots were rather
obstinate, and his fat fingers fumbled
and fumbled. .
_He was thus occupied, when the
library. door opened, and Colone] Whar-
ton came out into the hall. The old
military gentleman glanced round. -

“Did I not hear Harry and his friends
mm; in i"’ﬁm asked, "

“¥ea, they've gone up,” answere
Bunter. “I say, can you lend me a
penknife? I can't undo these knots.”

“Eh? Oh, yes!” :

Colonel Wharfon came scross to the
table, extracted a penknife from his
pocket, and handed it to the fat Owl.

Bunter sawed at the string.

“Like to see my Christmas ﬁaresmla?”
he asked. “The. fellows have just
bronght them in with them—one from
each of them in ‘this parcel. I doen’t
know what they are yet—something
decent, I hope”-

it Dh !I‘J

“I fancy I can guess, though,” rattled

The Magnet—Every Saturday 3

clock, a movie-camers, a fnun!ain-%en.
and & Russia-leather notecase. They had
said that the parcel contnined what
wanted, and he certainly wanted those
articles.

But that hnanunﬁ grmiile  faded sud-
denly away, and Billy Bunter uttered a
howl of rage,

“Beasts 1

Colonel Wharton,- who was turning
away from the table, turned back in
surprise. : .

hat ¥ he ejaculated.

“Rotters " roared Bunter. *Cads!
Swabs! Beastsi®

“What— Ohb, good gad!” gasped
Colonel Wharton, aa he stared at the
Christmas presents in Bunter's parcel.

There was nothing there = even
remotely resembling- & travelling-clock,
& fountain-pen, & movie-camera, a wrist-
watch, or a Russia-leather ‘notecase.
But the things wera things that Bunter
wanted—and needed |

In that Christmas parco! lay a bar of
soap, B neil-brush, a serubbing-brush, &
tooth-brugh, and & packet of sodal

There was ons present from each of
the Famous Five—undoubtedly things
that Bunter wanted. . :

“Zood gad!” repeated the colonel.
“Ha, ha, ha| Are these your Christmas
presents, Bunter? Ha, ba, ha 1"

Colonel - Wharton was generslly quite
a gravc gentleman, but the sight of
thoso
gravity. He roarved.

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackla
at!”  howled Bunter. “A bar of

o Ea, ba, ha !

Christmas presents banished all his

But Billy Bunter was shirty: more.
ovor, Billy Bunter had manners and
customs of his own, with which he was
satisfied, if nobody.else was.

After lunch, the FFamous Five were
going cut to skate on the lake, which
was frozen hard. They did not, in
Buint of fact, yearn to have Billy

unter barging about like & hippo-
potamus, clutching hold of other fellowa
and dragging them over, and keeping
ane or two ol the patty hua% all the
time rendering’ asaistance. Btill, there
was Bunter, snd they did nobt want to
leave him out. o

“Topping on the lake, old man["
said Harry Wharton.

“Yah 1" ;

“The topfulness 15 terrific!” urged
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Beast 1™ Cey

“Do yon good, old fat beant” sid
Bob Cherry. “8hake down your lunch
—1& muﬂ- want some shaking down ¥

runh, ’ i

“Wea'll lend you a hand, old bean ™
said Frank Nugent.

Grunt | ;

“0Oh, come on'l” zaid Johnny Ball
“1 don’'t supposs the ice will stand
Bunter—it can't be & yard thick!®

“I've got some shkates for Fou,
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton.

“Keep 'em " grunted Bunter,

Bunter had planted himself in his
favourite armobair before the fire. -He

was frowning. He had not, ugparenﬂr,
recovered from the effect of his Christ-
mas prezcnts that morning. Weither,

aNKLY BeS 1 Ty ommooiTeGeaTiAer Vgprapdaicdave

The Mysterious Message in Greek,

on Bunter cheerily. - “They said theg
knew I wanted the things—they talke
it over, you know, and decided on things
that they knew I wanted., "What I want
most is—" i

Colonel Wharton was _regardin
Bunter's fat countenshnce with a fixe
goze. He interrupted the fat Owl

“TI think perhaps I ought to tell you,
Bunter, what Jou want most at the pre-
gent moment!1” he barked.

“Eht What's that?™ :

“A wash ™ said Colonel Wharton
grimly. ; .

“Oh, really, sir—" .

“I presume that 804D has been placed
in your reom. Bunter,” -

“T—I believe so—I1—I mean, yes of
course | stammered Bunter. )

“Do not carry economy to &Xeess-in
its use,” eaid Colonal Wharton.

Billy Bunter breathed bhard, and he
breathed deep. :

Fle could not venture to call the
colonel a checky old frump, so he only
thought it.

' The cheeky old frump se¢emed to fancy
he eould talk to Bunter like Queloh, his
¥Form-master at Greyfriars. ore than
once Quelch had sent Bunter out of the
Remove Forin Room for a necessary
E:’L’“l]li BLE- unybugf glm fancied thﬂ

illiam Geor unter was going i

wash ns much Eﬁl the holidays as he did
during the termn had asnother gucss
coming ! ]
I}i;ﬂming to reply—as it was really
too dangerous to tell Wharton's uncle
whnt he thought of him—Bunter cut the
string and handed the penknife back to
the old military gentlemsn. :

Thea beaming amile returned to his fat
face as he unwrapped the brown paper
on the parcel. Now. he waz going to
sea what he was going to see—in all pro-
bability a wrist-wateh, a travetling-

. glaring ‘at hia

" A—a—g serubbing-brogsh————"

“"Ha, ha, ha *

“Beasis! Rotters! Look herse—"

“Hs, ha, haI” rosred the colonel. He
wiped his eyes Y Useful presents—ver,
uszeful presents—every useful indeed |
recomnmend you to put them into use,
Bunter! Ha, ha, ha1”

Colonel Wharton went back into the

library, still hughinf. “Bunter could
hﬁ&; i laughing after the door was
shu

Bunter was nof laughing. Bunter was
istmas presanta with
a glare that almost oracked his spec-
tacles, Five smiling faces looked down
over the banisters, - ’

* Like your -presents, Bunter 1 called
out Bob Cherty cheexily.

- “Beast 1" roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

“You want them, you kiow I
“¥ou need them, old fat man|®

“The needfulness is terrific!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Billy Bunter grabbed up the bar of
;:m;- adr}d took r:imi' ;ﬁllf vea grinnin
aces disappes and the merry soun
of laughter floated back, Billy Bunter
was left to contemplate his 'l.gh;istnm
présente—not - with satisfaction, and
probably not with any intention of
making use of them!

—k

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
cBhan't 1™
uest did not snswer ''Bhan’t ¥ to his

' Hot Mauly !
& CDME on, Bunter!"
“Um P |
In the wery bost ciroles, s
ost when the lstter requestcd him to
join up for skating.

to judge by his grubby countenaneo,
had ho pnt them to any use, |

Ho gave the cheary five a disdainful
blink through his big spectacles,

“1 was rather an ass to coms here!”
he esid. *If Mauly hedn't let me
down—I mean, I turned down Leord
Meuleverer's invitation specially - to
come here, as you krow. And what
thanks do I geti®

At which the Famous Five smiled.

Buzzzzz |

It was the tﬂl&ﬁhbﬂ&-in the cabinet
adjoining  the hall. K Wells, the butler
came through the service door mci
went to_the instrument,

Billy' Bunter sat ap,- -

“I shouldn't wonder if that's for me,”
he said. “I'm rather expeoting a oall
from Mm:[;. I wrote to him yesterday
—I mean, I think old Mauly would bo
pretty certein to ring me upi"”

- Harry arton. {aughed. He was
honoured Fﬂ:h Billy Bgnntar‘_'a fascinat-
m%r; ccompany over. the "Christmas
holidays, chiefly beocauss Lord Manle-
verer had suoceeded in - dodging -the
fat Owl. Bunter would have. :

Mauleverer Towers to Wharton Lodge
—and there was no doubt that he would
have changed over had Mauly played

up f

Which, though not flattering, would
have been far from causipg grief or
dismay at Wharton Lodge!

“You can cackle!” said Bunter dis
dainfully. *“Bul~is that-call for me,
Wells ™ . _ :

Wells glided across the hall,

“¥es, sir; you are wanted
teieg:ﬁn}?ne.?‘ o answered. : . -

-Billy Bunter heaved .himself out of
the armechair. He gave Wharton
& Co. a still more-disdainful. blink. -

Tue Magwer Lprary.—No, 1,610,
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“I fancied .it would come, after
what 1 wrote to Mauly !" he remarked,
with satisfaction. *“I'm afraid I shan't
ba able to stay ever Christinns, after
all, Wharton |

“Alas I sighed Bob. Cherry.

"“"You can't e b it, ofter the way
you've treated me!l” -a.pq___maqi Bunter.
*I'm sprry and all that|

“The sorrowfulness of onr absurd
selvee 1s  also  terrifie |” said Hurree
Jamset Ram SBingh gravely. :

“Sorry, and so on, but I shall have
to cub it short!”. said Buntexr frmly.
‘“ After all, I've given you a couple of
days. You can't expect more when a
follow's rushed with invitations right
and left, ,Be reasonable |”

“I'll try to stand it, old fat man,”

said | Harry Wharton cheerfully.
-I.l- B'.l-t- 13 a i,
“There’s no *but’ in the matter,”
said Bunter, “I'm going! While
vou'ro. pottering about in E‘.}u_r humble
little place, you can think of me at

Mauleverer Towers, having the very
best—he, he, hel™

“But—" repeated Harry.

“No- good jawing!” said Bunter,
with a wave of a fat hand. “I decline
to stay o day longer, in—in the cir-
pumstances ¥

“ Buf——" ]

“Yah!? said Bunter, which was not
clegant, but expreasive.

“But,” said Harry, laughing, * before
vou turn me down, old fat perpoise,
hadn’t you better make sure that that
call is fmm Mauly 1™ . -

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Co.

“ Might %-a from somwebody else, you
know 1" chuckled Bob Cherry. “Lord
Bunter de Grunter, perhaps "

. " Ha, ha, hal®

¥Q0r somebody who wants {o collect
an aceonnt ¥ suggested Johnny Bull.

“0Oh1” gasped Bunter.
<" Ha, ha, ha ™ =

“Oh!* repeated Bunter. “I-—I say,
Havry, old chap, if-~if that call ain’s
from Mauly, I—I may be able to give
vou'a bit longer ™ _

“I was afraid so 1" asseried Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“otill, T faney it's from Maunly—I
wrote to him yesterday—I mean, you
kunow how pally I am with old Mauly.

#till, hang on here while I take the .

call, I'm pretty certain it's. from
AMauly, but wait a minute!”

Bunter rolled over to the telephone
cebhinet, leaving the Famous TIive
grinning,

Ho was, at tho moment, rather un-
certain in his fat mind. If that ecall
came from Mauleverer Towers, Bunter
was prepared to turn down Wharton
Lodge on the spot with a very lieavy
dowrnt! Still, he realised that possibly
that call did not, after all, come from
Mauleverer Towers,

The Famous Five were fairly cortain
that it did not It scemed to them
mmprobable that Mauly, having once
got safely away from Bunter, would
open combianications again,

They watched DBunter with smiling
faces as he junmed tho receiver to a
fat ecar.

“Halla 1" squeaked Bunter.
vou, Mauly, old chap? You
letter* I say, Mauly, dear ol
—ah I

Bunter was geen to jump,

“Is that

of my
n? fellow

He pgave a gasping lLowl
Evidently, the wvoice that eame,
through on tha telephone was not

Mauly’s., Lord Mauleverer's voice
1.1_.!::-1111:1 never have stertled Bunter like
this !

“Oh crikey | gasped Bunter.

Tue Magxer Liprany,—No. 1,610.

:blinked out

The magnet

The receiver dropped from his fat
hand, snd he stood blinking at the

telephone, his little round eyes alm <>

poppi through  his big rouad
spectacles.

“What the dickens——"
Bob,

“Not Mauly 1" irlnned Johuny Bull

“Hardly 1 chuckled Nugent.

“Oh _crikey 1", ﬁ” ed Bunter, He
mto the hall, “1 say, you

fellows—— Oh lor’ I”

*Anything up* asked Harry.
M0Oh crumbs,. yesl It—it—it—it—
1t's—" stuttered. Buntet.

“"Bomebody after an
grinned Johnny Bull

“It—it's Soames !’ gasped Bunle.r.L

exclaimed

account '

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Soamés* Last, Word !

o L OAMES I
Tha . Famous Five uttered
that name in chorus.

Billy Bunter rolled out of
the telephone cabinet, gasping. He
oft - the receiver hanging, unheeded.

-Even with a telephone wire between,
Boames had a terrifying cffeet on the

fat Owl of the Remove,

“That—that villain I” he - gasped,
“I ain't %-mng to speak ‘to him! - Oh
crikey | say, youm fellows, it's that
beast Sofmes! Oh lox'1™ - |

Harry Wharton's brow knitted,

“I'l]l take the eallt® ho said.

The chums of Gmﬁfﬂam had almost
forgotten Boames. ith Christmaa so
near ab hand, they had plenty of other
matters to-think of; neither had they
expected. to hear-anything again from
the man who had once been a man-
servant in s millionsire’s housebold, a
freebooter in the Pacific, a kidnapper,
and many other things.

Harry Wharten até%ﬁmd to the tele-
Fk!q'?'-‘-"-“"d picked up, the receiver, His
riends gathered round him to hear the
voice that came through., Billy Bunter
stood blinking at them through his big
spectacles, hid fat  knees knocking

together. The sleek voice over the

wires had startled’ and scared the fat

_ iz teeth were almost chattering.
" *I—I say, you fellows, fancy that
villain having the neck to ring up—
after coming here and grabbing Whar-
ton in the middle of the night!™ he
stuttered. :

“Bhut uPi! old bean, and let's hear

him 1" said Bob.

Harry Wharton spoke into the
transmitter.

“I= !.Imt. Soamoesg

“Quite 1 came ' the smooth, sleek

voice that he well knew. "I was speak-
ing to- Master Bunter—="

‘Harry Wharton spesking——*

“Quite sol I recognise your voice,
Maoster Whorton! I trust that yon are
well and enjoying thid festive season of
the year.” - -

“Cut that out?” said Harry curtly.
“You've startled Bunter out of his wits |
What do you wantt”

“Cannot you guess!™ said the smooth
voige, “If ﬂ:u are- taking the message
for Bunter, Master Wharton——" -

“at it short 1™

“Certamnly! In a word, I want the
silver cigarette-casel” said ames,
from the other end.
have not forgotten it, Master Wharton !
If s0, 1 will deseribe it te you—an
oblong flat cigarette-case, with a Greek
inscription on the metal inside. It was
handed to Master Bunter by a friend
of mine to bring to me and he failed Lo
deliver it.” . .

“That's not true—"

"1 assure yvou, Master Wharton, thai

" Probably you

it is the fact! It was sent me by an
old friend—a comrade in smnzma-::m'v my
enterprises—from whom I am now
parted. I require it, on accournt of its
assoclations—it is of no great valuo
intrinsically, as you are aware, as. you
have seen 1t, I:do not suppose it cost
more than a coupls of pounds when it
was new, and it 18 far from new.”™

"I can't make out why you want it |”
said Harry. *And I don’t believe that
it, lmtm:? to you. You've been hunting
Bunter for it, 'and you came here like
a thief in the mE]_l:]t, because he pulled
;-_m&tr ‘{ﬂ%u by m{a g [';ft' that. he had
sent 1 me for a Christmas present
and—= P

“Quite so, Master -Wharton| I
realise that that statement, on Master
Bunter's” part, was a fabrication. . No
doubt he was willing to set ma on your
track instead of his own. Tt was like
him—very like him! On reflection, I

have decided to belicve your statement

that it was not in your posscssion—*
“Thank you for uﬂﬂlingl” '
“Thet is why I desire to speak to

Master Bunter! I should he very glad

to settle this matter without ]ivglem

violence—I have always preferred
tle measure whers practicable.
unter 7

aal‘ speak to
“Bunter won’t speak to you.”
“Then no doubt you will tell him

what I say. Let that cigarette-case be

laced on the old sundial in the park
y your housze, and I will find an
opportunity of taking it away. As I

have said, it is of little value, and
sure:cf it would be wiser for Bunter to
avold further trouble by parting with
what does not belong to him,”

“ Possibly I answered Harry Whar-
ton. " But I should certainly not advice
Bunter to have ME dealings whatever
with- you—a crook, wanted by the
Fuhnu. But, &s it happerns, he cannot
wnd over the cigarette-case, if he
wants to—hé has told me that it is lost.”

There was a low, mocking, sardonie

tmﬁh over the wires.
b to ' believe that,

am not likal
Master Wharton! 1 hardly think that
you believe it yourself] Buntér has
told too many fanciful talea on_ the
subject for me to believe any of them.
Ife told me that he had sent it to you
by post for a Christmas present] Was
that correct ™

it N : bup—"

“1 have no use [or Bunter's falze-
hoods! I want the cigarette-casel It
13 of no value {6 anyone but mysclf.
Place it on the sundial, and leave it
there to be collected—or 1 -shall take
other measures | That 13 my last word !

“ Bunter says—" .

“I am not interested in what Bunter
says! TUnless I find the cigarette-casze
on the sundial, I shall take very savere
measuraes with Master Bunter—
measurea that will, I fear, spoil his
Christmas holidaya very considerably.
You knew me some time ago, Master
Wharton, and you will remember that
I am not a man to stick at trifles. Un-
less the silver case is put on the sun-
dial before sunset to-day, I shall take
my measures to deal with Master
Bunter.”

“Ia that all?” asked Wharton con-
temptuously.

“That 12 all, Master Wharton! Bum
ter is now staying in your house, and
he has the silver cigarette-casa in his
nossession | Let it be placed on the sun-
dial, and let the matter end—you will
never hear from me again, which I am
sure will be & satisfaction to you.”

“I hope to hear that the police have
%n}t haold of 1;::- S answered Harry.
“I'm not sure, I admit, whether Bunter
has the cigarette-case or not, he's such
a fearful hbber—but- &



“ Place it on the sundial, and I assura
vou DBunter will sleep more soundly of
nights “afterwards!” said the amooth
voice. “That is all, Master Wharton !
A Merry Christmas to you !™

The man at the other end rm:ig- off.

Harry Wharton hung up and looked
at his friends. They looked at him.

“By gum 1" said Bob.

“What the thump does that villain
want ihat cigarette-case for so badly t”
asked Nugent. “It's not worth thirty

bob. ™
“Goodness knows! He must have

gomo reason—and not the one he said ™
answored Harry. “No good trying to
make it out—it beats me! DBut he's
certain  that Bunter still has it—of
course, he won't believe a word DBunter
says on the subject, any more than we
'_]. LF]

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Have you still got it, Dunter?”
asked Johony Bull

“T've told you I haven’t!” hooted

Bunter.
“1 know—but have you "
' Bﬂﬂ.ﬂ-t Ill
“I1f you have—"
“XYah |”

Billy Bunter went back to his arm-
chair and plumped down there. He
was frowning over his speetacles, Thas
call had not, after ell, come from
Mauleverer Towers; and Billy Bunter
was not, after all, shaking the dust of
Wharton Lodge from his feet to
transfer his fat person to that magnifi-
cent abode. Which was very irnitating
to Billy Bunter ! . ;

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Mystery Of The Cigarette-Case !
CGLDHEL WHARTON tugeed at
Enitted his brows in thought.
Ho stood with his back to the

" his rizzled moustache and
fire in the hall—rather to the annoynnce

of Billy Bunter, who wanted all the fire..

‘The Famous Five had not started yet
for the lake. That unexpected telephone-
call from James Soames had put
skating out of their thoughts for the
time. Wharton repeated what Soames
had said to his uncle, for the old
colonel to decide what—if anything—

. was to be done.

“Good gad!” said Colonel Wharton.
“7 can mako neither head nor tail of it

What sort of thi is  this—this
cigarette-case you speak of 1" _
“Just & common silver case™

answered Harry. *“Flat, oblong, holds
ahout a dozen ocigareites, I think-—
made of silver, pretty well worn from
being kept in a pocket—not worth very
much.” .

“ Any name on it 7"

““No; I leoked for that when Dunter
shiowed it to me at Greyiriars
some Greek letters scratched on th
neide.” !

“Greek letters? Words, do you mean,
in Greek ™

“ Blessed if I know,” confessed Whar-
ton, “We don't do Greek in the
Remove, vou know. I know Greek
lotters when I see them, but that's
sbout all—I can’t say I know what
Inglish letters they're equivalont to.
I'm euroe 1t was Greek, and that's all I
can say.”

“Not a name?™

1 ghouldn't think so—it was too
long: at least thirty-five or fnrt;.- lotters,
I believe,” answered Harry. “‘Too long
for even a Greek name, I shoyld think.
If it was cne word, it was & jolly long
one—but it might be more than one

word ran together on account of spoce,
for all 1 know ™

nly"
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o Wm:’ it an inseription—an engrav-
“0Oh, nol Just scratched with a
knife—it looked as if someone had
scratched the letters with the point of
& knife in the metal and then gone over
them again, making the marks deeper.
They were. fainter in some places than
others."”

“Very odd!™ said .Colonel YWharton,
“I've known s Greek name run to
twenty letters, Christian and surname
run together, perhaps, the space be-
tween omitted. I don’t see why & man,
Greek or not, should ent anything but
his name in his cigarette-case. Anyhow,
the name 1f it was & namne, was not
soamee.”

“ Nothing like it.”

“It's odd—and there’s more in this
than one can seol The scoundrel wants
that cigarcito-case badly, as he took tho
trouble, and the risk, to break into this
house the other night, thivking that youn
had it. The man's a croock—a rascal—
ond whatever his game is, it i3 a law-
abiding citizen's duty. to defeat it.  That
cigarcite-case must not go to him in any
circnmstances.”

_The colencl pauscd. :

“It's no use tryving to make it out,”
he went on. “That silver case musk
mean something to  that scoundrel

in

‘Soames, but what, is a mystery ;. Bome-

thing“in the lining, perhaps, if it -had

o linin : :
““No; plain metal insido and out,”
answered Harrv. “Notluing on it, but
seratches outside, and that Ureek name
—if it was a name—soratehied insidel”
“That might be a clue to the owner,
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if ono examined it,” said the colonel,
* How did it come inlo Bunter's posses-

sionf It iz a wery odd thing for a
schoolbay to have about him. Where
did you get it, Bunteri”

Five  fixed glares were turned on

Billg Bunter—a warning to the fat Owl
to “]E:Ft from his usnal custom and
tell the truth.

Bunter did not heed them. Ile was
not in the habit of telling the truth,
and he was not thinking of forming
new habita. :

He had already given four or five
explanations to the clhums of the
Hemove as to how he had got hold of
that mysterious cigarette-caso. Thay
did not—as & matter of course—belicve
any of them.

“It's mino!” said Bunter, blinking
at the old colonel. “Fwvo lost it for
the present, but I dare 56y I shall find
it next term. It's mine.”

“¥ours |” repeated Colonel Wharton.
“Do you mean to say that a boy of
vour age i3 allowed to smoke cigar-

cttes I a
“Ohl Yes! Neol I mean, I—I

don’t smoke, you know; but—but

I sometimes keep my—my banknotes in

it 1" explained Bunter. “Being a bit

short-sighted, I—I prefer not to mix up

tho fivers with the currency noles in my

note-case—"
Bob

“Oh, my hatl”
Cherry. g
“Tell me at once how you obtained
it ! enapped Colonel Wharton, with &
glare at the fat Owl, . 3
“These fellows know,” answered
Bunter,  “1've told thein more thon

murmured

“That's why

5

that it's an. heirloom in my

il

?nca_l
amily—
“CGlood gad 1" 3

MJust a bit of our old silver,” eaid
Bunter airily. “We've got. tons at
Bunter Court—tankoards, and goblets,

and thin and—" .
“You blithering owl!” hissed Bob
herry. : :

“Ohy really, Chorry! I told yom

that that silver caso was given by

James the Third to one of my ances-
tors—* - d

“I should . be sorry, Bunter, as vou

are my nephow's guest, to box youwr
| 1] R
ears,” said Colonel Wharton. ;
“lh?" -

“But I shall do go, unless you tell mo
the truth! Cannot you sce that this
13 & . Eerions matter?” roared the
coloncl.. “Tell me immediately where
you obtained that cigarette-caso |”

“Oh, really, sir! My Uncle
Williamm gave it to mel” snapped
DBunter. "It was a  birthday present
from my Uncle William."

“Nonsense "', :

“¥ don't sce any nonsenze ahout it1™
retorted Bunter warmly. “I'm not
used to having my word doubted, I
can tell you. It's a very valuable
silver -.case, or that beast BSoames
wouldn’t be after it—I mean, I know
it's fearfully valuable, or my Uncle
Gieorge wouldn't have given it to me—
he's awfully rich—" | ;

“Can that boy tell the truth? asked
Colonel Wharton blankly.

“Iie's_ never tried, so far!" said
Bob. . “But & dare say he could, if he
tried. * Try hard, Bunter, old man!
Put vour beef mmto it

“Ia, ha, hal” -
“I insist wpon knowing whero you
ohtained  ‘that caso, Bunter |” - said

Colonel Wharton. “It is & matter for
tho law to deal with, as that scoundrel
Soames has attempted to obtain it b
lawless violemce, Where  did rm{
obtain it? Did you pick 1t up®®
:“No, 1 ‘-jnlly-d.-.'nl ---didn'ti}"- hooted
Buntor.  “Think I'd keep it if
Iﬂkﬂ{]”lt up?- It was given me by—

whom "

“My Uncle  Reginald—my - rich
uncle, you know. He— 1 say, 'you
keep off, you know " howled Bunter,
in alarm, as the colomel made a stride
towards him.

He blinked up 1n great alarm at the
old military gentleman towering over
him. i

“T insist upon & truthful answer|”
said Colonel Wharton. * Another un-
trutl}, Bupter, and I shall box your
cars " . :

“I—I— 1 don’t mind telling you!™
gasped Bunter, “I1—1 was just going
to. A man gave 1t to me in Friardale
Lane a weck before we broke up at
Gm%{nars, 80 -there’|"

" What man?”. -

“I don’t know—never seen him' -be-
fore, and never seen him since. Ha
never told me his name.”

A stranger to you gave you a
silver m%orettmw for mothing 1" ex-
claimed Colonel Wharton. “That can-
not be true.” : .
~“Well, he wanted me to take it to a
man at Péﬁg'," admitted - Eunter.

gavo it to me” -

“Good gad! It was given to you to
iake to sonmie person, and you retgined
it?” exclaimed Colonel Wharton.
“Aro you dishonest, Bunter I".

%] couldn't give it to the man when
he wasn't there, could I1%" bawled
Bunter -indignantly. “Think I'd pinch
it? I went over to Pegg to give it to
Mr. Thompson—the man eaid he was

Tae Maaxer Lisrary.—No. 1,610,
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on & motor- bost at Pegg. Well;

he

wasn'tl I asked five or six pmp]a Bt .

Pel;ﬂ', ond they’d never heard of Mr.
ow could I give it to
1|1 ’d like to know ™.

Famoua Five glared nt. Bunter.
Whethar this was the truth of not they
coufd not tell.  But certminly it
sounded very extraordinsry.

“If  that’ is 'true, ‘it is & most
tmnmn talo 1" snapped Colonel Whagz-
?l do not sea where that villain

Eanmﬂu comes into the matter at all.

How counld he know anyihing sbout thﬂ
uga.ru:tm-cm?”

You seco, I butted into hum at Pegg,
when I was looking for Mr. Thomp-
son,” eoxplained Bunter. "I didif’t
know him ab first, and he had the neu:k
fo pretend that he was ‘Lhowpson—
}uat‘. to get thiat cigarvetie-case off me,
you ' know.  Luckily I’d dropped 1t
and Bob picked it up, the swah
never got 1t—th-:rugh ha's hmn alter it
CYor E].I'.I.'EE_

“You told him ahout 1£1"

“Of course 1 did, when he made out
ihat he was Tlmmpsmr—-hut when I
recognised lu:rr.l I jolly well knew whe
ho was——"

“This is most extraordinary! ” said
Clolonel Wharton “Where is
cigarette-case now, Bunteri™

o Lﬁsti” said Bunter.

“You amppoar to have told Eﬂﬂmm
that you
tmﬁhnw—

unter grinned.

“That was to stuff him and get him
off my track!” he explained. " ¥You
sce, ho didn’t believe that I'd Tost it, so
I stuffed him—"

“Good gadl Neithor do I believe
that you have lost it I £3id the cﬂlnnﬂl
sternly. . **That iz nonzense |*

“0Oh, really, you know—>"

“Por goodnoss’ sake, Bunter, tell the
Lruth 1* exclaimed Harry Wharton.

here, you beast——"

“Tell moa how, and where; you lost
it, if you really Em-m lost 161" snapped
Colonel Wharton.

"A chap at school grabbed it from

e!” snorted Bunter, “Ile grabbed
u; nm:t chucked it away!”

“Rubbish I roared tho colonel. *No
Greyiriars boy would take an article
of value from 3-:-1.1! How dare you
tell me such a talef” .

“Oh, go it!™ Thooted Bunter.
“Soames didn't believe it, either—

“No svonder he did not -believe it,
when obviously it is not the truth! By
gad, if I wera your Form-master at
schoaol,
truth or wear out a cane on youl"
. exclaimoed the colonel. *'Whera is that
cigaretto-case, Buntur? Tell me this
1 tlmt ™

TI've told you'l™ j'n"ed Burller Y
Remove chap grabbed it—*

“ Nonsense 1™

“And chucked it away——"

“"Rubbish 1™

“You can ask Smithy if you like 1*

}ucrlwlud Bunter. ‘It was Smithy did
it 1"

“Vernon-Bmith 1" exclaimed Whar-
ton.

“Yos, tIm choecky beast! "xla.l-:mq

out that I was after his cigarettes |’
hooted DBunter. “You know the
Hbunder—auap:muup beast! He made

out that I was snooping his cigarcttes
just because ho copped me in his study

—and I was taking them out of his box, -

you know——="

“Dh, my hat!”

“Asif 1'd snoop a fellow's smokes !
eaid Bunter. “Just like Smithy! The
fact is, ho was shirty because I turned
him down for the hols—"
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the

g sent it h}r post to rn:r'

I would teach yon to- tﬂ]l the

“Tell ma exac
ithat is the tluthﬂg

tan.
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“You ]mwlmg ass ”
“ Beast |

what happened-—if
said Colonel Whar-

- “T'vo told vou, and I can jolly well

say-——  Yarooocop |
Wﬂ] youl" yollod

Loeggo my car,
unter.

A finger and thumb eclosed like &
stéel viee on a fat ear, and Bunier
i,Elled The old colonel seemed to be

osing patience;

nut surprising.

“Now tell me——" he rapp
“Ow I ‘.I!’L_*:;l'ﬁ- I' telling
smokes, and
out of his study window—

Bunter.

which, perhaps, was

ad.
roi 1 howled
case was [nll of Smithy's

a took it and chucked it

Owl It

fell in  the snew  somowhere——
Wow!l I looked for it—— Yow.owl}
But I couldn’t find it— Wow| I
sup it's still sticking in the snow
in the quad— WDDE!FII I Lepgo ™

"‘Is that the truth?
“"Dw! Yesal
Clolonel Wharton released the fag ear,
Billy Bunter rubbed it, and gave him

du\rﬁt.a.tmg blinks.

-:ﬂrtamlj lost; at least, until there s a
said Colonel

aw "

t.]ﬂ

Wow! Yozl Vowow ™

the truth, the thing is

Wharton, *“It

mattera litile, as it iz safe from the

hands of

cannot have a good
therae
it to be still

it.© But
believaes

nt

pmmﬂamn—-——-
Low cad

“Hea- r-nfuam.i

scoundrel Soames, who

motive for sceking
thit he
Euutﬂr a

iz no doubt
m

you know,” said Bunter.

to take my word on the
subject—as good as called me a lmr—'

that's the sort of low beast. ko 15/——"

" Be silent,
tho colonel, *

Bunter! Now,” went ¢n
Boames certainly believes

that Bunter stzll has the cigareite-case—

whuthnr he 18 right or not
as it is impossib

cannet 5&5’.
to bolieve o word tlat

Bunter utterg—="
here—" came pn indignant
howl from Bunter.

“gilence ! In the beliof that Bunter
still has the silver case, and that he may
be frightened into hn?flmg it.over, there

can_be no doubt that Boames will

loolk

on tha sundial in the park,” said Colonel

Wharton.

“That may
E:pnrtumty of laying him

iva us an
¥y the heels.

has to answer a charge of louse-

breaking - at this

house, as well

bolieve, o long list of offences against

the loaw.

I

shall consult Inspectnr

Stacey, at Wimford, on the matter, an
sea whether it mw not bﬂ puasmia to
entrap the scound

“Good egg " e,]n-:mlaie& Bab i_".!lmr

“The

goodfulness

of tha eg
tﬁta

tﬂrnﬁu o daclsmd Hurree Jamse

Sing

Culnnal Wharton smlhzd
“Teave the matter in my hands for

the

present, and go to :.-:mr skating, my

boye 1" he said.

nd the I"amn'lula 1"1". u, ]unwng it at.
that, went

out

their skates.

wi

Colonel Wharton went to the telephone,
to call up the

ford. And Bil

of angr
soattle

grun

lpn]im -inspector at-Wim-
Bunter, after a sevies.
1:5! and mﬂlg'nn.nt 'BNOFLS,

own in the armchair and went

to sleep; and®very soon forgot Soames,
and the silver cigarette-case, and every-

thing else in &
turkeys, Christmas
pies were delightfu

appy dream in ‘which
Huddmgp. and mince;
Y. mmgia-:l Sl

THE Fm'dﬂaHER.
The Packet On The Sundial !

“That's

T°8 kik-kik-cold—"
“Tha walk will make you hik-

hl.'d: hot 1™ su.ui Bob Cherry.

“Tho snow’s coming dowp—"

‘the

law of gravitation |”

E:plamﬂd Bob. *8now seldom or nevex
goes up 1’

“You silly chump!” hooted B:lI;r
Bunter.
H"[}at a move on, old fat man!” said

79 o

“It-—rctt’a %attmg dld—dud-dark—'h-

“'That's becanse the sus-sus-sun is
setting 1" said Bob. “It generally gets
du! dud- da.ri: when there i1sn’t any more
Lid-lud-tight."

B Iahﬁ

A red glow of the sctiing sun fell
across the snowy - landsca Billy
Buntcr, ln th& OOCWAY - O Wharton
Eﬂf. a littlo packet in his hand—

'mth Glnnel Wharton's instructions .to
Blace the 'same on _the old sundial
upter had got as far as the door. He
seemed reluctant to go farther,

It was true that it was cold, that it
was snowinl, and that it was getting

~ dark. But these, t]mugh good reasons,
were not Bunter's chief .

reasons  for
desiring to keep safe within the walls of
Wharton Lodge.

“Buck upl? sajd_ Jobuny ' Bull.
“Wa're all going with you, t'a.thea-i!,
What are you aframd of 1"

“I'm not afraid, of e::mrsa P :,raF i

ai

Bunter. “You. fe;llnwa may be
Soames—I" %ua .got a little

of that.lﬂllum Foamess z
nmrﬂ plu pe. I'm ng wurr,:fm
about wh atfmr he may be of the m.tcg
ar pot—I don’t care if her. is—not a
straw. But—but—" .

“Is the butfulness’ tErnﬁGE‘“ :I.I'I'.],H!I:I.ﬂl‘.l
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It's kik-kik-cold, and it's gettm
did-dud-dark, but Bunter isn't a fut-
fuf-funk 3’ said Bob Cherry. “You
might fnm:y ho was, looking at him,
thou h."

a, ha, ha!”

“Coms on, Bunter|” said Harry.
”S-nnmn; may be wni:ehmg. for all we
know; hut he won't dare to show u
while we'ra ﬂ.rﬂuﬂﬂ We'd be jolly glns
if he did.* -

“ Yes, ra.tlmr 1”' said’ Jolmny Bull,

“ Don't we wish hé would 1" said Bob.
“Not likely | Stands to reason- he'll
come a.ftur u.]a.rk to mnﬂlﬂ that cigarette-
EII.EE F

“Dhi ‘I'hmk s07” asked Bunter.

“Of course, ass! Think he won't

uess that he will be looked for1” said
i “Bet he won't !:u: qung hﬂ late
ak mg‘llt Ty

Bunter thought it out. That packut
in_his fat hind was to be laid-on the
old sundial in the park. Boames, if he
was ‘watching from soma du COVEY,
would faney that his demand had been
- complied with—in any case, he was duke
to make an attempt to collect the packet
left on the sundial. And Bill unter
realised that ho was veiy unlikely. to
show himself in the dayli He could
hardly fail to guess that ﬁjcm would be
watehful nyas open fnr him, when he
camao.

Buntar's fat,_wwne:l face cIEﬂ.l:adl
1f there was not even the remotest gpot
of da.mhtr of meatmg Soames, Bunter
was willing to make the venture. A
lion had nothing on Bunter for -mulagﬂ.
when there was no ar.

“Oh!" said Bunter. -“I say, you
fellows, what are you hanﬁmg about
for? \"i’ don't you come & ong 1™

“ What ‘i'”

“ Nothing to be afrmr.l of, old ﬂhap.s!

I shall be with you, you Im-::w, said
Bunt-ur, blinking at them. “If Soames
turns up, leave him to me! But fur
goodness’ sake get a move on, and d
Lme a follow hanihﬁ about in the co dI
Ham a little pluc

With which -Bunter rolled out, and
the Famous Five, w ith expressive fmmu,
follawed him.

They tramped across the snow-drifted

{Continued on page 8)
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your Xmas List

Here you are, fellpws—presents you’ll be able to enjoy
months after your Christmas dinner is forgotten! Choose
one of these famous Annuals and you will be certain of hours
and hours of entertainment—long after ordinary gifts have
lost their interest. These books are strongly bound in
coloured covers and packed with splendid features.
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savdens.te the gate of the park;
was b 'mass of white, gleaming
level rays of the setting sun. .

Tt wos a good quaerter of & mile" from
the house to the spot where the ancient
sundial stood, A quarter of a mile was
about two fur]nngs more than Bunt&r
h'ked to walk!

o grunted, and puffed,-and blew.”

I say, you fellows, 1 look h here, one gi
vou can stick this ‘fnrshgt on that dash
sunidial 1 grunted Bunter, when half
the distance had been covered. * You
:eeng to like t:.mnpmg through this filthy
:now | I don't IV

“fathead! Ten to one Soames 15 'on
ihe watch sopiewhere, to ses whether you
put it there or not " saal:'l Hhrr:,.n e He
had better sce you do it.” i

“He'tan see you do it, then 17 gmntéﬂ
Iunter,

“That won't do, chump!

"Why not?" demanded Bunter; com-
g.to & halt, gurgling for

5tcnmm in the frosty ntm::s here.

‘I.];;’]ﬁi!]}._

¥

fau'l

Soames isn't ass eneugh to think that

e, mu]d Er:.ghten me into cm:r_w out
iz orders!". answered Harry. f he
saw Mo put the packet there, he wuuld
gitess at once that it was a dodge to
o ﬂ{:.r Ilnm | k b
"Wh ou—you—you cheel gwab 1"
roared u}ntﬂr il mdignantly, *Think e
thinks he can” ft‘lqhtﬂu me 1" -
“Yos, nss—that's why he phoned.”

,Billy Bunter glared with wrath and '
itdignation, Then he made & retrograda,
1 Ll ;

i:I.I: Jcﬂly well won't go, séal’l . hB
r-u;an.red “*You can stick it thére, or m:rtlI
just as you like, but I jolly well won't.”

gﬁnm ot ass""
an't !’

Tha I"am-:ms Five surrounded Bunter
at once. It was necessary for tho. fat
Uwl to carry out that part o
prograune, Soames, if he.was. watgh-
wig, a5 was most likely, he had to be
made to believe that unter had been
seared into handing over the silver case,

“ (et .oh, fathead 1" said Bob Cherry.

% Boot him 1" grunted Johnny Bull..

“Yaht I'm gnlng back 1" snorted
Bunter, *I won't take another step,
see— I jolly well won't—vyoo-hoop I

Bob Cherry gathered snow, A snow-
ball, landing on Bunter's fat chin, cuk
shnrt, his remarks quite suddenly.

“Urrgh| . Beast]” gasps unter,
“Stoppit | Yéu chuck another enowball
at me, and I'll jolly well=urrrrggh 1™

Wiz, whiz! Squash, squash | Bang!

“Urrgh! Ow! Beasts! Stoppit 1™
velled Bunter frantically as the Famous
five, all gathering ble handinls of
snow, piled in sogether.

Snowballs equashed all over the; fat
Ol | Billy Bunter velled, and
splutiered, and gur led. In a few
minutes he was of the snow, snowy |
Squashed snowballs p]_as_tf_zred him all
ovar.

“Go  it!1" chuckled Bob Cherry,
2 W&’II keap this up as long as you like,

unty.*

*Gurrgh! Stoppit! Ooogh!”

Whiz! Smash | Equa-;hl

“0 m:rghI Stoppit] I'm going, min't
' b ﬁulg led Bunter,

he went !

Tlm march was resumed, Billy Bunter
plugging onward, with duap and indig-
nant wrath in his fat face, Volleying
snowhalls, at closo quarters, were an
argument that it was impossible to
Yersk.

They reached the old sundisl at last,
It lay by a path that ran through the
park, . almost obliterated by snow.
Round about were leafless trees, white
with, frost, ridged with snow, leoming
like gaunt spectres ageinst the sinking
BItT.
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Hurry. Wharton & Co. glanced round
“That Boames
waa watching, they could hardly doubt;
ut, there was no sign of him. Any of

‘thia frosty thickets rright have hidden a
-watcher. front sight.
smaw: had been left, <the

Tf tracks in the
had been
swiftly covered by the fast- alling flakes.
Exanﬂjr what _arfangements -the
coloriel had made with . Inspecter
Etuc-ev, of W:mfnrd the-mnmrs did not
know; but thd knedw that Scames was
de for, -when he cdme-to
lect -the. packet  on “.the. ‘sundial,
%mem wasg, howgver, -no sign of the
ins l tnr:'Bur his m-e:i‘ to be seen, .
unter, with an angry unt,
dﬁpnal?fed tha ’ijmkﬂt- in thg pni‘\rrﬂﬁrj
snow on the ancient subdial. o
" “ifhat's” that,” - said . Bob Ehe::'rj"
“Ng good w a:tmg here for Boames to

turn up.” . He ‘w’¢ﬂ] n't dare to shoiw
up whi &' Buntér's hera

A H_H h-a hn.'fl‘.l'

Ay TF Yall ET?‘ .

* Billy ‘Bugiter revolved .on his akis,
and . tramped " off,” snorting. - .The
Fﬂ.m-nus ive, “after & - last ghnm
.vound, followed him.: ‘The: packet was
there, left there by the fat Owl, and

the rest wa® up to the Wrmiford police.

They tramped hauk to the ' house, ’ﬂm-
gleam of the fun -il.nappga.r‘mg 89

thE‘i" redched Wharton” Ledge. -

~Billy' Bunter made for the fire _:ﬂ.t- :
but the Famoud Five stood 'at
]ml-:mg ouf mtu the -

ONea i+

ti:u} : window,

tr:.r gloom, and - wonderin

ght ba 'Im;:lpellmg i the
the falling snow,

“what
arkness

—— r—

THE SIATH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants To Enow !
<& E.&? yau :Inilnwai”
by ap od fat men I ed i
“I'm jolly 1.1.1;- oLng
“Lood | E
“Yah !
It wa.a s rather late hour, After
¢r the Famous Five were at the
ha?r window again, ]cml.mg out with
ralher anxious fp.e:eu into the whirling

- fakes.

Aunt Amy, ‘checrful and placid, as
usual, and unaware that snythid ‘F out
of the normal was going ‘on,
sided smiling at the suppe r-tnhlm ui:.
her brother, the old: colonel, had :mt
appeared. From tﬁrhi-:.h the juniora
easily essed that Colonel arton
was takmg part in the watéh- that was
being kept on the mindial in the park—
for Soames, when he came.

They could not help feeling a spot
of anxiety. Soames, as they knew ::m!i
too well, was a d'uapf:ratu nman, an
morea Ilkﬁi:f then not to hﬁ armed,

entrap by that dum m¥
packet on the sundial, they did not £
assured that he would remain in the
trap. All the Famoua Five would
gladly have taken part in the proceed-
mga out there- in the darkoess; but
that, of course, the old colonel did not
think of permitting—neither, probably
would Inspector Stacey have mnaentpn:i
to schoolboys joining in. But they
wers anxious moments for the chums
of the Remove, as they waited and
watched from the frosty window.

Billy Bunter was not sharin
anxiety. Hia thoughts were
divided between the supper

cked away, and a bag of mince
ﬁa had anne:ed to take up to

ﬁapg':]li

1 placﬂ on his beds:l.de-
table. If Bunter woke in the mghﬁ
it was very probable tlat he woul
wake hungry, and he was not the fel-
low - to - neg et precautions in really
important matters,

Weapon

iz unele. wmﬂ,thqm

.door, T

“What are «yvou  iellows up  Fo?"
asked the fat Owl peevizhly, lmkmg
across the.hall ¥ the group at the win-
dow. * Nothing to gée there, 'is theiei"

“ Nothing,"” answered: Harry.

“Then what are jri'm iqmﬁ,tmg att"

oLl Sk et and-sghlut ds
all, &t B AN I.I:Iﬂ 01l
as you hkﬂ!" 'i'n’;.lpﬁd“ﬂilqﬁ OF, " aﬁ“‘l'nal-
Eﬁll to

aﬂ: I” e-xdammd Bob - Ch':u:r
uuddenl;qr

From the silanze of the mght, broken
only by-the wail of the December wind,

-camé a sudden sound, -muffled h:gr tha

distance, but -unmistglable. "It was a
bodeful  sound - to" anxious, listening
ears, It ‘was'the feint, but unmistak-
ahlﬂ, report of a firearm. =

+ Harry Wharton emght hm l:-rgath

M That was a shot1? redthed.

“From  the parl-: e aau:l Nugﬂnt. hia
face s little - i

“That villamn ﬂuamﬂs—"

“My uncle!” muttered. Hnrr:r.

His faca had chan colouy. - at
was happening out. there in®the dark-
ness? A rate man, with a deadly
in his hand, mrmm‘:ded, and

Harr;r ,Wha,rh:nn W&.ltéﬂ to throw on
his_coat g.n E.l. %nr:l tore open the

hﬁ- that. I:};stnnt. shot
Wis. mq:re t 1'1 aqnug for him.
""H.'u ﬂi“ aiphlmcd hugmt

st A;[te:r him 1" mutteré‘& Johiny Bull.
. The juniors jammed on coats and
cnpshemd rushed after the captain of
ove.
ahB]HF Eunttir stared ﬂ: them i mb “Lmﬁ
t as they went, leaving the ha
ﬂm.ldﬁ c-pmf a8 fhﬂji" ruahe uuﬁ_mtu

SDOW. - g
‘L. say; fﬂHﬂ-‘i‘-"E v.l'mt’! u E”‘
yolled B%nigr “] heard sum&thmp -3,

motor,. I think. -¥s anybody coming.in
a car? What—"

But the Famous Five were gone.
.Billy Bunter blinked from the open
doorway, SBomething was up., What it
wa#, he did not Enow. is fat ear
had caught - a' distant sound, which
geemed to him like a motor back-firing.
But why the Famous Five had sucd-
denly rushed wout into the snowy 'mgh
he did not know.

“8illy assesl”™ grunted Bunter‘
“What on e&rths upi™

Billy Bunter ' wanted . l:-n knnw.
Bunter always wanted to knmm
g e Ecu}tled off, aIl of & ﬂ&!d*in.thke t;
ock o 2@, couldn't sto
ANSWar Eﬂfﬁlhw :? muria—mat P]lkﬂ
them | Bunter shorted *Leaving a
fellow out of everything—as per usual.
.:’Lfter all I've 'done for them, too."
Billy Bunter. cranmmed h]ﬂlﬂ-ﬂ]f into
his coat, jammed on his cap, and
rolled out of the doorway

He was curions to knew what was
“up,” though he had no intention of
going beyond the terrace.

The Famous Five had rushed down
the Btups from the 't-:'u‘uﬂ!, and dis-

H]_:IEEELI‘E s

unter rolled across the snowy tér-
as far as thé balustrade on the

fa.rt'[:mr side, the cteps that led

down,
There  he stood blinking inte the

darkness, powdeéred by whirling flakes
below., nly ‘smow and shadows met
his gaze. '

say, you fellows!” roared Bunter.

But there camw no answer to his
roar. Harry Wha:ton & Co. were
already at a l.'hﬂt-mﬂa, running, stunt-
bling, slipping, pi thémselves up
apgain—racing thruugl tha  dark,
breathlessl

Y
They were far beyond Billy Bunter 8
ranT: of vision.
say, you fellows, where are you,
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“* Word the letter so that it will sound perfectly natural,”® sald Soames. E

reading it without suspieion ! **

and what's up?” roared DBunter.
“"Can't vou tell a fellow what's up,
blaw you "

But there was no reply, and he
blinked angrily int. the gloom, won-
dering what on earth was “up.” But
he did not think of going farther to
diseover. It was altogether too snowy
angwindy a night to tempt DBunter
beg* ratthe terrace.

wond 3" grunted Bunter,

vmogatered and blinked eand blinked
and pecred, ecqually inquisitive and
irritated.

But 1t was c¢old and windy and
snowy, and before jong Billy E‘Llﬂt&r
had enough of iv. Ho was about to turn
and tramp back aoroes the torrace to
thoe door, when a shiftin%' shadow In
the garden below caught his eye, and
he stopped again. Someone was there
—one of the beasts coming back,
Dunter coneluded. :

“¥s  ihat you, he
equeaked.

No reply.

“I1s that you, Bob Cherry, you silly

Wharton ™

ass?”  hooted Bunter. “Can’'t you
answer a fellow? Look hera, what's
up? What's the row? - Can't you

speak, vou silly chump?”

Still there was no answer, but the
shifting shadow appeared on the snowy
zhallow sieps of the terrace. Who it
wng, Bunter could not make out in the
eloom, and he blinked at it peevishly.

“]s” that you, Nugent? Look here,

The half-zeen figure reached him.
Then Bunter discerncd that it was too
tall for one of the juniors, and for a
moment he supposed that it was
Colonel Wharton coming in. But the
nexk moment he gave a startled and

horrified squenk as an iron grip closed .

on his collar.

Eyery Saturday
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‘““ Your release depends on Master Wharlon

Utterly puzzied, Bunter began to wrile, watched by the steely eyed crook.
T o i O T T T T o o T T e T T T T T T e TR T R TR T M T T T

“1 say — what — who — leggo — what
the——'

“Quiet!™ said a voice—n sofi,
smooth, sleek voico that Bunter knew—
knew only too well. " Bilence, fool 17

Hard knuckles ground into the back
of .Eunl;ﬂr’g fat peck - The fat jumior
almost fainted with terror as- he
m&%&eﬁ w[!ll]{:m _]i:{ml{-tklrg they Iwerm ;

W crike cames | paspe
Bunter, “I sa Y o _g p

* Silenca | nother word, and g
Soames did not finish the sentence; bul
something touched Bunter's fat cheek—
a EﬂﬁL 1l'ijl.md metal rim. :

1 unter gave ohe gasp—ibat was™
all, Fis fat knees almast Failed him,
and he sagged in the grip of the man
in the dark.

“Come " said the low, soft voice.

“I—I' say—" moancd Bunter.

** Bilence; come!”

The grip an Bunter's eollar deew him
AWRY. ha thought of resistance did
did not even enter his terrified mind.
He tottered down the steps in Soames’
grip—half-led, half-carried away into
the blackness of the winter night,

Where he was going Bunter did not
know; the grip on his neck dragged
him op, and he went, dizzy with terror.
All he knew was that he was led away
into the snow and darkness, with
Soames’ grip on his collar, and the
?‘Ilmmgrmg windows of Wharton Lodge
aded into the night.

—— . —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

No Catch ]

ARRY WHARTON crashed
through frozen undergrowths,
slipped and stumbled in drifted
_snow—bruised and breathless, but

hurrying on without a nause,

=
PR .

In the darkness he conld see nothing,
but the dazzling glimmer of snow; bul
he knew every foot of the ground
round Wharton Lodge, and he headed
direct for the spot where the old
sundial lay.

. Soames had come; he knew that.
And he had come armed, and watchiul

as & wolf—the human wolf he was. One
shot had been fred—enly one.  The
sound had mot been repeated. They

had seized him—or attempted to scize
him—and he had fived on his assailants,
Wharton’s * heart was heavy with
anxiety for the old colonel; ha dreaded
what he might find in that wilderness
of snow and frost and wind and
darknees,
Breathloss, he

panting, tore on
through the frosty thickets. Again he
sl1 [.'I'El% and fell, tnmbling headlong in
a bed of snow.

As ho dragged himself to his feet a
crashing sound came to his ears from a
little distance.

It was the.sound of some unston man
who ran in the dark, but in the oppo-
gite direction, heading for the house in
the, distance. One of the keepers,
?Ihﬂ.pﬂ, going for help; he knew that

essop and tho under-keeper were both
out with their maaster. As he gained
his feet he ealled:

“Who's that? Is that Jessop !

The crashing died away. ;

Whoever it was, ha had pa=ecd and
gone. Wharton did not delay another
moment; he ran on his hardest,

Faintly from behind him came the
sound of his friends following; but they
did not know the ground s0 well, and
he had dropped them -well behind.

He tore on breathlessly and roached
the snow-hidden path by which the old

TrE Msoxer Tanranty.—Nao 1 AI0



10
sundia) lay. A gleam of iantern.light
caught his eyves.

Beveral ﬁ%ums were gathéred there;

a lantern gleamed ‘out in the dark.
‘.l‘]wr as Whm*tuna pmach was
hc&f(i 8 decp voice mIl

¢ Lnuk out! He's not gﬂne—”

That voice lightened the echoolboy's
hemt as he heard it; it was his uncle's

‘1‘11& light flashed round;
figires ram towards tha junior;
light ﬂﬂ.E]‘l-El.l on his face,

“1Iarey,” exclaimed Colonel Wharton,
staring at him, “I tlu:n.'lghl:-—— Wlmt
nm 31:}1,1 doing here 7

Pec{-ur Blacey gave a grunt; the
Wuu ortd constables stared at the. pant-
ng schoolboy.

three or four
111-:-

“We—wo heard a cshot at the. hnus-r,- pre

gasped Havey, *“1—1 tlmlfg‘ht.-—ﬂ' I—I
waz afraid that—that——

“Oh, you slrould not have ¢ome here,
all-tho same 1" It is not the place for a
schoolboy—where bullets are flying, »
safd Colonel Wharton, He turned tb
the mspector. “The acnundml has got
cleay " '

"Phe Wiinford inspector gave a gr unt.
Wharten noticed now that he was hold-
mg a handkercinef to "his cheek, and
that it waa stained red.

Evidently it was Mr. Stacey who had
received the ‘bullet from Boames’ auto--

matie, and it had gone close—closo

enough to whip a patch of. skm from

hiz chee

“VYou saw no one as you cama hove?”
asked the inepector. 1t was clear that
Soames had e=caped the ambush.

{EH 3] pﬂl’]tﬁd E.I:"'I‘.':i", n:hut 1) 'Hﬂ
remembered that  crashing in the
thickets. 1 heavd somcone - passing
tig—"

T what direction 17

"‘l'.-mug tow urd-a the house,”

answered

The Magnet

Harry. ™I thought it was Jessop or
his man and called. but he did not
nnat'i"ﬂr.

“ Jessop and W:Isnn are herr_-,' eaid
Colonel E"hnrtun, “ Tt must e been
that scoundrel! Ha Wﬂuid h&rd]j ven-

thmk making
gate, no duubt

ture near the house
for the drive and tf‘m

-There may be a chance yet, inspector.”

“Lead the wn;l,r at once, Master
Wharton |" me{l: Inspector. Btacey.

“This way I answeired Harry, and he
turned.

Tha ms;;'eelar, vegardless of the
scratch on his cheek and the trickle of

crimson that ran from it, followed him

at a run, the rest clgsa behind. In a
fow miinutes they came on the

blu l‘iﬂ qthmugh the snow and wind.

hallo, halle!” panted Bob
Cherry. " Got him #”
“Have you seen anyone?” rapped the
nmpﬁctur

Harry Wharton hurried his
friends joining him.
more and they reached the spot where
Wharton had stumbled in the snow. snd
heard the sound of t‘nu running man in
the dairkness,

Iu the lantern- hght. he soon found the

O%nt, and then, without a pauvse, cut

EII'I,.

‘through the fmstimthmkﬁta in the -

direction fmm which had heard the
sound of the fugitive—who could only
have been Eﬂ}ﬁ.mea, as he knew now.

Ins Stacey Hashed the - light
rmm on il‘ﬂﬁtj" trunks and branches
and drifting snow, but there was nothing

to ba discovered.. The fast-falling flakes
obliterated tracks almost as soon as
they were made. It was l:mm:ii{1 a
quarter of an hour suu:.-u Wharton had
heard the running man, but no sign re-
mained of his passage tf'trq:rugh the park.

“You're sura ha was hea.dtng tawardq
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already far away.

A few minutes

the house, Master Wharton?” rapped

tha inspector. .
uite 1™, answ ved Harey. “I'm
absolutely mrtn.m, ‘that. . 1. aard him

crashing, . Emng in -the. direction
come from.
“Keep on I” Eruntcd the mspectﬂr.
The whole party hurried on.
was no sign_and .no sound of tha :h[l?
tive now, and Harry Wharton &
could have little, dﬂuht that Scames w.
‘Ho had bhad amp n
time to make lus ﬁsca&:e—nn& ha was
not, so far as they could see, likely to

In X.

'ZFI{: ark was left behind, and they
reached thoe drive that led down from
Wharton Lodge to the gate on the
Wimford road. It was a sheet of un-
broken white. _

But none doubted that Soames had

ssged that way, and that the fl.]];mg

akes had hidden his footsteps, ' They
could imagine no .other reason why he
hed taken that direction at all, except
to escape by the gates on the high-road.

#Nothing doing,” murmured Bob.

Colonel Wharton looked: inquiringly

at the Wimford . inspector, who  was
flashing’ . the ilantorn-light over the
snowy drive with one hand and dab-

bing his cut cheek w,tth the handker-
chief in_the other, ..

“He i gone ! grunted the inspecior
at lnst. e may pick up BOME News
of him on the roa ave & man
watching outside tha park wall  He
must have gone on foot, that is certain;
nnthmg on. wheels could got thmugﬁ
this weather. TI'll ring:you. up later,
gir, if thero is news,™

The inspector and ‘the Wimford con-
stables tramped .down- 1o the gate;
Colonel Wharton.and the juniera turned
up.the driva ta.return to the house.

The old colonel. gave several expres-
sive-grunts as-he went, . Evidently he
was deeply arvitated by the !a:lure of
the plan to entrap the one-time sea-
lawyer of the Pacific.

The Famous Five were all keen to
know whit liad happened at the ambush
round the old sumfe Wharton ven-
tured to ask at last.

“Yﬂu saw ]nm ~uncla . he . asked.

““Ha came for the packet on . thm;suu-

dial?”
“Ves,” granted the cploned® =" gVe
Wore on tE watch all rouna ¢ t,

but he came so ﬂlent]j' that Jery
]lEﬂ.I‘I]"d reach ’1 a aundml wjt 10Ut
1 1 varfz .
bq{l Bgoa e qvar,’ 3 E:ud Bob Ghm ry.
“He's lﬂ-.ﬂ a r.:u.t- iy
“ But what ha pcnpd"‘ asked Hugmlt
ﬂvrunt.—fmm tha colonel.
Mr. E;acg heard mmethmg at last
and, flashed e liglit on him; we saw
him for &N 1ps n.nt. “fired the same

‘inktant. "By gdd, & desperata rascall

A desperate 'nflmn, by gad! Mr.
Btacey dropped ihe, light as he was
struck. 1 cm.'tgllt it up W 8 moment,
but the mar was gonel” The colonel
drew & deep breath, “That shot might
have gone through the inspector's head,
mstead of grazing his cheek. Little
that villain caved, by gad!”

“Did he get the packet?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“No. ~ But I don’t fancy e will
h'ﬁ]lf"’-"ﬁ that what: he wants la there
now,” grunted the colonel. *I've no
doubt that he. watched Bunler  this
aftevnoon; but ho knows now, of
cnurm;-, that it was a_plan to trap him.

ad, my. hands were almost npon
hlm ‘But——" The :colonel com-
pleted the sentence with anoiher ex-
pressive grunt

They. arriv ed at the house, and were
glad enough to gather round the leap-
g log-lire.



Bunter was not to be seen; but the
Famous Five nuipnu-d that he had
gone to bed, as he had stated that he
was going to do; and the colonel did
not give him a thought at all.

And after warmin% themselves at the
fire and discussi or some time the
remote chance of Imspector Stacey run-
ning the fugitive down, the Famous
Five themselves went to bed—and if
they dreamed, thoy little dreamed of
what was happening to-the unfortunate
Owl of the Remove,

[ |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter In Bad Hands |

{3 OVE, you fobl !”
“1 kik-kik-can’t!” gurgled

Bunter.

It was like a nightmare—a
fearful nightmare—to the fat Owl of
Greyiriars:; but it was worse than any
nightmare Billy Bunter had ever had,
cven after his amplest supper. -

It was awful ! BEven his fear of Soames
worried Bunter less, after a time, than
the ache of fatigue in his little fat legs.

Hes stumbled, and eswayed, and
tottered, and grunted, and groaned, only
the tron grip on hies collar foreing him
onward. And, at length, even that drag-
ging grip failed—Bunter ecould do no
mara, :

Whera he was, where he was going,
the hapless fat Owl had not the remofest
idea. He had been dragged over a wall,
which he could guess to be the park
wall, and since then he had been tramp-
ing :through snow, by dim and dusky
fields, and woodland patha Soames was
keeping clear of a road, or even a lana.

e seomed to know his way easily
encugh, but Billy-Bunter's fat mind was
s perfect blank on the direction they
were taking.

MNeither did he know what distance
they had coverad. It seemed to Bunter
lfnflrfs and miles—hundreds of miles, in
act.

On and on, tottering and tumbling
and staggering, the fat Owl plugged,
throungh thick snow on the earth, and
falling flakes that came thick on & Eyiting
wid, No nightmare could bave been
80 bad as this.

Ha sagged at last, like & =ack, in
Bcdames’ grip, and the savage drag at
his collar could draw him no farther;
neither coudd the threatening, hissing
voice drive him to exertion.

“Fat fool!” breathed Soames.

Ho released Bunter's collar, and the
fat junior sank down at once in a heap
aof gnow. In the darkness, Soames™ eyes
rlitfored at-him, greenish, like & cat’s.
ﬁ'isen his glanea shot round, searchingly,
in the blackness of the winter night, and
le bent his ears to listen :intenﬁj'_

But there was no sound to be heard,
save the wailing of the December wind
—rnothing to be seen, but whirling Aakes
ghost-like in the blackness. -

Hundreds of miles as it seemed to the
unhappy Owl, it was in reality scarcely
more than two miles’ that they had
covered—but the going was ferribly
hard in the snow. But short as the dis-
tance was, Soames had no doubt that he
wassafe frompursuit. Notrace remained
to tell of the direction he had taken.
He had had o narrow escapo from the
nbush at the eundial, but once eolear
of his enemies, the wily, wary sea-lawyor
liad been in little further danger. And
now ho knew that he was safe.

him’ rest, or carry him, no. light task,
evon for Soames, through the thick
snow. He waited only ten minuies

‘saidd
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g}"in his foot stirred the haopless fat
w &

“ Get ioinET” he snarled.

“1 kik-kik-can't!” moaned Bunter.
“Oh dear! Oh lor'! Oh erikey!”

Soames’ boot stirred him again—har-
der! Then the fat Owl found that he
was able to totter to his feet.

“Get on!"” enapped Scamc:. M1t is
only another half-mile I

unter gave 8 deop %rmmI

“WWill vou stir yourself, you fat fool I"

“J—I can't” groaned Bunter.” “I'm
tut-tut-too tut-tut-tired! I kik-kik-can't
—oh erikey 1™

*Would you prefer me to leave you

hera?" asked Soames.

“Oht Yes! Rather !  pasped
Bunter. . ;

“1 shall shoot you through the head
firgt—-™" ' ;

“Yaroooh! I—I say, I—I kik-kik-can

t on—I—I—I'd rather get on—I—I

on't whnt to' stay here !” yelled Bunter.
“Oh eérikeyl I—I—I say, I—I want to
go on—I-=I do, really 1*

And Bunter went on!l
and stumbled and tumbled,
Boames’ grip on his collar again, But
somehow, he managed to keep going,
though he felt as if his fat little logs
wera dropping off, when at last—at long
last—they came to & halt

Where they were, Bunter did not
know, and . he was too tired to care.
Some sort of & roof was over his head,
and he leaned on & wall, mumbling. All
was black as the inside of a hat. From
the blackness, he heard a sound of a
key immserted in & lock, and then he
realised that ho was in the porch of
some building. _

Ho- heard a  door ]i;nﬁhed open: and
then a hand grasped him again and led
him in. The door shut belind him with
the snap of a lock. ~

All was blackness around him. But
the blackness was suddenly dispelled by
cdozzling light that made the fat junior
blink ]iﬁm an own. -It was electric light
that had been suddenly switched on.

_Billy Bunter blinked round him. ¥y

dizgily, Heo wae in the hall of & small
building, whi& aven Bunter eould guess
was somewhere near the town, as the
electrio light was laid on. . His eyes al-
most  popped thrwg his  misty
spectacles at Boames—simking the snow
from hat and coat. = -

“1—I say——" gasped Bunter.

“You need not speak—yet!” said
Soames dryly. -

He threw off coat and hat. Then he
opened a door from  the. hall, leading

into & sitting-room. He switched on the

light there, and turned on an electrio
stove; ~which was a comfort to “the
shivering' fat Owl, _

Bunter rolled over to the stove at
once.  The warmih was grateful and
comforting, but while he warmed him-
self, the fat junior blinked at Soames,
in J[eep fear and uncasiness, o

Soames watched him, with a sneering,
sareastic amile on his sleek, smooth face.
He lighted a cigarette before he spoke.

YT ligva to thank vou for one of. the
narrowest escapos of my  life, Master
Bunter,” ho sard %uéﬂj. : -

“Eh?" gasped Bunter. * What?"

“You knew that they were watching

for me at the sundial at the park, you

fat rascal 1
“(3h 1" Bunter . realised now that
Soamies had visited the sundial before
furning up unexpectedly at Wharton
SI—I say, I=—I mever knew

: '—h—rin'::ﬂligg at all, you know! I—
But be waited impatiently whila the I—"° ' :
fntigned fat Owl rested. He had to let

2 Do riot take the trouble to tell lies ™
Soames * contemptuously.. + “1
watched you this afternoon, from s safe
distanee, when you placed the cigaretie-

Heo tottered
with .

nothing 1"

liars in oy time,  Master Bunter,

-ﬁnu repent it !" said Boames,

1

eanse on the sundial. 1 had not the
alighteat doubt that the spot would be
watched—and 1 was on my guard—but
it was a narrow escape. I shall met try
that method sgain, Bunter,”

“Did—did you get it?"
Bunter.

The thought that perhaps Soames had
that packet in his pocket, and was going
to open it and find out that it did not
contain the silver cigarettecase was
l;arrlf%m to the fat junior,- He fairly
tremb udg nt the thought of the crook’s
rage and disappointment.

“I did not!” snid Soames, "I was
lucky to get away, without it!”. His
eres gleamed at the rolief that came into

unter's fat face. “It is left where you
placed it, Master Bunter. As I have
eaid, I shall not try that method again.
I have given you & chance of handing
over what I want—I think you will be
sorry that you did not take advantago
of it. I shall now try other methods.”

“I—I haven't got it, you know!"
irrﬂﬂl‘lﬂd Bunter. 1_——1’:'[ give it to you
iko & shot if I had! I—I lost it—"

“That will dol Did you actually
place it on the sundial, or was it . a
dummy packet, to lead me into o trap "

# J—I—I—" stammered Bunter, “I
—T didn"t—I don'"t—I—"

“ Answer me, fooll Was the silver
c’:gurettem in that packet on the sun-
dial or not?”

“No!"” gasped Bunter.

" Then f had my narrow escape for
The stecly eyes glintéd at
Bunter. "I had to tike the chance—and
I ran the risk -for nothing! That will
not happen again [ : v

“It was Colonel Wharton’s idea—he
fixed it up with that bobby at Wim-
ford,” groaned Bunter. *I hadn't any-

gasped

- thing -to- do-with it,- you know{They
- made me stick that packet on the sun-

dial! I—I didn’t want to——" ;

“Possibly 1" assented " Hoames, - “1
calealatéd “on Eom' cowardice, and I
have little doubt that, left to yourself,
voli would have done ds 1 demanded.
ave vou the- silver case about you
now I :

“0Oh, no 1" ; _

“If You have,” said Boames, unnheed-
ing, “I. am done with" you, apnd I ‘will
take vou back and leave ¥ou within an
easy walik of Wharton Lodge.”  *

- “0Oh crikey!” groaned Bunter. “He
wished he had the silver case about him.
“Oh dear! I'd give it to you at once,
if I bad it—oh lor' 1" s

“1 have no doubt of  that,”  said
Soames grimly. " But I shall search you
tomake sure! I have met a good 1 n::
u
never one who was your equal.”

"% DOh, really, you know—-=" -

Soames stepped to him, and searched
him with careful ‘_‘thumu%hneas_l. though
Le. did not expect to find the silver case
on Bunter. In a few minutes he was
satisfied on that point.

" #'Where is it?™ he asked,

- #1—I told you, it was—was lost at
the school—-" : e

“One more falsehood, and I will make
; between

is teeth. “You have told me that it
was token from you at your school and
thrown away—that it was packed in
your box on .the frain when you went
home—that you had sent it by post to
Wharton as & Ehrmtmngaigmsent—m}d
finally, you led me to believe that it
was in'tl?m packet on the sundial. Lying
appears to be your ohe resource. : You
will find the truth Fagi you batter.” -

“You—you see, I=I—"... .. -

“You are in my hands,” said Soames.
“I liave prepared a very safe place for

Tre Maoxer Lrart.—No. 1,610.
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youi von will remain in my hands until
uie silver case is in iy possession.’™

“0Oh crikey 1® - ' 14

“I have taken all my medsured,” said
Sodmes in the same quict tone. I gave
you a last chance, which you did not
take. Had I found the silver case on
the sundial I should have been finished
with you. But I had an alternative

lan, which was to get hold of you,

aster Bunter—"

“Oh lox' I"

“And you kindly gave me an easy
chance,” added Socames 1romically.
“ After escaping from the trap at the
sundial, I did not, as those fools fancied
bolt: it was my intention to conceal
myself near the house and wateh for a
charice at von, Master Bunter. When I
heard you calling from tho terrace—"

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter,

“1 did not lose the opportunity! Now
vour aré here, Master Bunter, and horo
you will remain till tho silver case is in
my hands. As it was not placed on the
sungdial, and is. not in your pockets,
obviously it is still at Wharton Lodge.
You will pow tell me exacily where,
When it is.1n iy hands vou will be free.
Now give .ane precisa directions for find-
ing it

Billy Bunter blinked at him helplessly.
He had already told Soames the truth;
but - mixed up with so many untruths
that it was not surprising that the erook
did not believe it. ®

“1 am waiting |"* said Soames in a low
tdne of menace,

“I—I—]—TI've told you!”
Bunter, “It wos lost—>"

.He broke off, with a howl of terror, as
3nsmes’ hand slid to his hip pockst and
reappeared with the gutomete in it

groaned

The fMdagnet

1t was oxtremely improbable that
Soames would have used that.weapon,
but the sight of it was enough for
Bunter—more than enough k
#1=—I—1 say, tut-tut-turn that thing
another way!" be yelled. “I—I say,
it—it ain't h oy’ |—"tain't lost at
all—=I—-I'll tell you El'[ﬂﬂ'ﬂif “where to
i

find it—— Oh erikey | I—I leff it in m
room’ at Wharton Lodge—I—I di
really—— Oh jiminy *
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Gone !
11 -CHE mfﬁ-tletun hung on the castle
wall, .
The helly-branch hung in the

old oak hall I”

Bob . Cherry was singing as he
eplashed in cold water on a cold and
frosty morning. ‘His cheery if not
meledions - roar had the effect of a
rising-bell, only rather more so—like
Machath, it murdered sleep! So the
other members of the Co, turned out.

It was a bright morning, a wintry sun
leaming on endless white, It was cold,
there was no doubt about that. The
snow had ceased to fall, but it had left
o thick carpet of white over the whaole
landscape, and every window-sill was
bnn&ei with it, every doorstep thickly
packe . Za

“Jolly, ain’t it?" said Bob, looking
from. the  staircase window as - the
Famous Five were going down, “Like
a ]i?llj: old Christmas-card |
calling Bunter, I suppose "

" Not till ten I'"" said Harry Wharton,
langhing. “He has given Wells in-
?truﬁtmus to take his brekker up at
1.

No good:

“Do him good to roll him sut—"

- "0h, let hunrip| Ho must be sleep-
ing fearfuly soundly if he didn't hear
you understudying the Bull of Bashan."

“ Fathead 1" :

The Famous Five went down. That
Billy Bunter was not in bed in his room
had not occurred to any of them.

No one expected to sce him early in
the morning—Bunter was not an early
riser in holiday time. Breakfast in bed
st ten o'clock suited Bunter. That was
not %ractlcg.l itics at school, but in
the hols. it was, So tha fat Owl,
naturally, was not missed,

After breakfast -the Famoua Fiva
went out into the snow, and found some
healthy and hilarious exercise in snow-
balling one another. hen they cama
in they ‘found Colonel Wharton in the
hall, with a puziled expresgion -on his
face, and he called to his nephew.

“Has Bunter left, Harry 1

“Bunter?” repcated Wharton
blankly. *“Not that I know of | Isn't

he l.:ﬁ éct.?"

L Is gont up his breakfast at ten
o’clock, but he was not jn his reom, and
his bed had not.been slept in.”

“Wha-a-11” :

It is very odd for him to have left
without saying a wotd, if he has done
=0 1" said the colonel testily. It is of
no consoquence; I sup s - but——"

“Blessed . if- I make it out," said
Harry. -“He. was talking.about goin
resterday if- he had a telephone eca

rom_Mauleverer; but he never had it
that I know of.”

“Well, ho 1a certainly not in the
house, Ko must have left last evening
while we were all out of doors.*

““Well, my hat "

The Famous
astonished.

Fiva were qunite
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That Bunter would have departed on
the spot had Lord Mauleverer played

op ther were quite aware, but so, far
as they knew he had hed no word from.

Mauly. 3
His sudden departure was not exactly
& blow, but it was very surprising and

uzzling.
. “Didn't Wells seo anything of him

after we went out last night? asked
Harry.

“I have, asked Wells, but he saw

nnthinf of Lim after supper,” answerad
the colonel. * He found the front door
open—which

vou boys nglpanr to bave
left open when you rushed out after
hearing the shot in the park—but
Bunter waz not in the hall then. Wells
siys that his coat and cap are gone.
Ho had no luggage to take, .I think "

“Nol’ sai arry, smiling. -

Billy Bunter had arvived at Wharion
Lodge with what he . stood -up in—
nothing more. It was Bunter's happy
custom on such occasions to rely on his
pals for anything he needed. Bo ho had
nothing to peack before he went. -

“It is very odd,” repeated. the
colonel, frowning. * Possibly the foolish
bf.:']r was_frightened, knowing that that
villain Soames was in the- ngighbour-
hood, and decided to go home. %Iﬁ dad
not tell vou anything ¥*'

“Only that he was going to bed.
When we came in last night we thought
he'd gone to bed, of course, as we
see him here. - He may have pgbt that
phone call while we were out, and hiked
aff —theugh I'm blessed if I understand

Bunter walking to the station through-

all that snow. :

“He would have to walk if he went
at all; no vehicle could have got over
thp roads last night!” grunted the
colonel., " Bunter is rather an odd boy,
but it is very singular that hc should
walk off in such a manner without a
word to anyone.'

The colonel grunted again and went
into the library. The Famous Five
were left exchanging astonished looks.

“Gono !" said Bob, with a-whistle.

“Gone from our absurd gazefulness:

like a beautiiul and ludicrous-dream 1"

remarked Hurree Jamset Bam Singh,
“ Must have got that phone call from

Mauly while we were out!l” said

Johnny Bull thoughtfully. " Poor old

Mauly 1" : :
Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, Mauly's weleome 1o him,” he
gaid. *“But even that fat sss might
have had manners enough to leave word
with Wells that he was going. Sall, if
he were going, I suppose he had none
too much tima to get a train; it's a bit
of & walk to Wimford in the snow for a
fellow like Bunter.™.

“Got thB_Ehuna_ eall, bunged on his
coat, and hiked right off, I suppose "
said Bob. . “Turned us all down fat—
nice fellows like us, tool”

“That Christmas present did it1"

grinned Nugent. " Bunler was afraid
that &h? would have to wash if he
staved longer."

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“We ghall hear from him, I expeet,™

sald Harrv., “If he's at Mauleverer
Towers he’s sure to ring us up and tell
us what 8 topping time he's baving.™

And the juniors chuckled.

Not for a moment did it cross their
minds that anything had, or could have,
happened to Bunter during their
absence from the house the previous
evening.

The fact that his coat and cap wera
pone showed that bhe had put them on
and left the house of his own accord,
and they wero quite unawaro that he
had rolled across the terrace and welled
afror them to learn what was “un”

didn't-

Ewery Saturday

That Soames, after his narrow cscape
from- capture in the .park; bhad been
-giving Bunter even & thought they were
not Irkely to suspect. They werse not
likely to be able to guess how the Hap-
Jozz fat Owl had wnliad fairly into the
hands of hia encmy, giving the crook a
chance for which'iw-muhf hardly have
hoped. A : ]

Bunter *was gone—he had gone of his
own accord, and that was that| They
%utﬂ expected to hear from the fat Owl
that he was installed at Mauleverer
1111‘01-.'13[]"5 and having no end of 'a time

1ere

There was no ftelephone eall from
Bunter, however, during the day. DBut
when the last post came in that evening
there was, among the other letters, one
addressed to Harry Wharton in an un-
mstakable hand.

That handwriting could only have-

been performed by a spider who had
dip himself- m the inkpot _and
crawled over the paper—or by Billy
Bunter: Bo it was, evidently, a letter
from Bunter.

Wharton, as he picked it out, held it
up fnlnr general inspection, with a cheery
grin - :

“News from the parted guest,” he
apnounced. " Gather round and listen
io, the glorious time Bunter's having."

“Hao, ha, ha ™

And Harry Wharton opened the
letter, the (,{l gathering- round with
grinning faces—little dreaming of the
circumstances under which that letter
had.been written by the hapless Owl of

Greyiriars.

B follow groan,

) No. fellow.could sit, hour after
hour, in a cellar, without feeling like
grozning.

How mgny groans® Billy Bunter hod
.emitted during thot weary end dreary
doy |:l he could pot - possibly have com-
puted,

He groaned and groaned.

Bunter had passed a fairly comfort-

- N .

— e —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious |

ILLY BUNTER -groanad.
It was enough to make any

able night. Boames had locked him in |

a bed-roém.and left him to repose.
There wera shuiters locked on the win-
dow, if Bunter-had thought of escape,
which he did:not; ape. from shelter,
mte a wilderness of sjow and wind, was
not much uise to Binter.

In the morning Soames had ealled
I O O R O T R T e
STAK-A-STIK

If you haven't played Stak-a-Stik
yet you've missed one of the grandest
games out. Take home a'box .to-day
and gather round the firgside with
your friends and family and watch
their eyes glisten as yomn introduce
them to this new thrill.- Any
number of players can take part, and
the game has mgny cxeiting varia-
tions. A steady hand and p little
patience will work wonders. * It's a
Waddy production, on eale at all
stationers, stores, and toyshops. This
wonderful game can be bought any-
where for as little ns one shilling,
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him. It was a relief to find that there
was an ample breakfast, though it con-
sisted only of bisowilts ‘and canned meats.
After breakliast, however, Soames, with
hardly a word to.lus fat prisoner, led
him_to the cellar steps .nm:lp told him to
go down.

Bunter did not feel like arguing with

ames. ITe went down. * Boames %ucl;l:d
the cellar door on him, . -

Whether, after that, Soames left the
house, Bunter did not know, tholgh he
supposed Lthat the erook had gone out, as
he heard no farther sound.

Bunpter was left to his own societs—
which, fascinating as it doubtless was,
was rio comfort to him. 0

He knew that it was useless to yell for
help; Boames would not have left him
eble to wvell, if there had been' any
chance of his voice being heard. Neither
would he have ventured to yell, lest the
sea-lawyer, after all, should be still
about the house. - . :

. He groaned—and groaned !

- There was no window in the collar.
There was a ventilating grid, high up in
A corner; t- 'the air was far f}'}nm
fresh., There was plenty of food, of the
canned sort, if Bunter wanted it—and
he did! But even food failed.to com.
fort the hapless Owl.

It was chilly in that cellar. Bunter
kept “his coat on, .and walked sbout to
keep himself warm af intervals; and
epent the rest of the time sitting down
and groaning.

Groen followed groant, _

What was to become of him was a
dreadinl _and. worrying mystery to
Bunter! If ho was booked to remain a
prisoner until Boames got hold of the
silver cigarette-case, it lopked like a
life-zontence. '

S0 far aa he could understand the
crook’s plans, SBoames was going to con-
trive, somehow, he could not imagine
how, to gain access to Wharton Lodge,
nnid .search for the silver case there.

He was not likely to find it, as it was
hidden somewhere under the snoWw in the
old quadrangle of Greyiriars, & hundrod
miles away, or nearly. That silver case
still lay where it had fallen when
B8mithy chucked it out of his study win-

dow the day bef breaking-up at
Greyiriars School. ojgv. even 1if Eﬂﬂgmns
managed to get the run of Wharton

Lodge, he was not likely to have much
uck thera.

BEilly Bunter groaned, and groaned,
and groaned | o wished from the
bottom of his fat heart.that *he had
never secen that putrid oighrette-caze
with the Greek letters eratched in it.
Why Boames wantéd it so badly woa
still a mystery to him—indéed, it made
him wonder uneasily whethet the man
was “eracked.”-

‘The thing. was not worth more than
thirty: shillings, . and "Bunter was far

‘{from guessing how ‘the Greek leftors

ITS THE VERY LATEST CRAZE ins

ingide added to its valie !

40 & raid eh ‘the post office at Lan-
tham & weok- before break:up, he had
never oven heard, ‘That the Greek
letters were a cliie to the hiding-place
of the loot could not possibly oeceur to
him. ‘He would have jumped had be
been aware that the clue in the silver
case was worth over a thousand pounds
to Soames—if he could only get his eves
on it

Gladly Bunter weaid have handed
over that wretched cigarefte-case, had is
been in his power to do so. But it was
out of his power; and Soames would not
even think of heiieving that it was lost.

He groaned and groaned.

He was still busy groaning whan there
was & click of & key, and the cellar door
opened. ]

{Continued on page 16)
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(Continued from page 13}

Duanter turned his eyes, and spectacles,
on_Soarmes. .

Soames made a beckoning gesture
and Bunter rolled out of the cellar, an
followed him up the narrow stair into
the sitting-room in which they Had
talked the night before. .

1t seemed to the anxious fat Owl that
there was a gleam of satisfaction in the
cold, sleek face. Whatever Soames had
been doing during that day, the result
seemed m%_ua:re. satisfied him.

“8it down and take up ihat pen,
Master Bunter [ "he said. }

Bunter, in astonishment, did as ke
was bid. Pen and ink and paper had
been placed in readiness on the table;
the notepaper headed: " Btation Hotel,
Wimford ™ i ]

Apparently he was required to write
& letter; why, he could not begin fo

uess; and Boames had borrowed some
sheets of hotel notepaper for the pur-
o £ . L1
“1 will explain, my young [riend,
snid Soames. It appears that vou have
not been missed at Wharton Lodge—I
insan, they do not suppose that you left
otherwise than of your own accord.”

“Oh " gasped Bunter,

This was not cheering news to the fat
Owl. He had taken it for granted that
the police had been called in, and were
alrendy hunting for him. IHe blinked at
Soames in dismay. : .

“Mean to say they ain’t looking for
me " he exclaimed. .

it Nﬂthing of the sort smiled
Soames. * You walked out of the house
of your own accord, Master Bunter, and
no eye was on you when we 50 happily
met in the dark.”

[11 0]1 ‘I.FI . . y

“ It geemed to me possible,” eontinuel
Soames, “that vour friends would con-
clude that wyou had left suddenly. I
have now ascertained that such is the
case.”

“Oh erikey 1 ] ok

“ There can be no mistake about it,’
said Soames. “I have been makin
voery eareful and discreet ingylries, an
there has certainly been no meéntion
whatever of kidnapping. The police
have not been called in, as they un-
doubtedly would have been if such a
thing was suspected. MNeither do your
friends show mny sign_ of concern, as
they presumably would do if  they
fancied that you had fallen into the
hands of so dangerons o character as
myseli.”

“You've scen them?"” gasped DBunter.

Soames Jaughed—his soft, almost
silent laugh. . p

“1 hava seen them,"” he assenled, “'I
have been quite near (hem to-day,
though, as you may guess, in cover,
They Fm-m been skating on the lake,
and apparently enjoying life—far from
l'n&l,m’:.fiug any sign of enxiely or con-
cern.”

“Beasts 1" groanef Bunter.

“No doubt they had some reason to
euppose that you might take your
loave ! asked  Scames, with a keen
look at ihe fat face,

Tue Macxrr LigkarT.~Na 1AL
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“Well, they knew I should clear off if
ithat phone call had come through from
Mauleverer I mumbled Bunter. * Fer-
lmps’ they think it did, while they were
out.’ -

Soames laughed agan, _ .

“They will, I presume, be expecting

vou to return?” he said. 2
“Not if they think I've gone to

Mauly's 1’ groaned Bunter, *“Oh lor’ 1”
”Y:i{:m did not have time to pack when .

you. =0 kindly accompanied me -last

night,” said mes ivonically, * As
you have left your hn]uln]g-mgs at Whar-
ton's honse, Wharton will naturally sup-
pose that you are returning—is not that
s0?"” he snapped 'slmrﬁ!]r puzzlod by
Bunicr's expression, which seemed to
indicate that it was not so. i
“Well, vou sce, I—I hadn’t anyﬂun§
to k1" sluttered Bunter, "“I—
wont without any luggage, as—as It
happmed, s0—80——""
Oh ' exelaimed Soames. 5
For some reason, which Bunter could
not begin to fathom, that piece of in-
formation seemed to afford the crook

the liveliest satisfaction. "How it could
possibly matter to Boames was a deep

mystery to Bunter, ’

“I had slresdy decided upon what
vou are to write to your friend Whar-
® gnid Soames, ‘“but what you have
told me makes it much more plausible
—very much more! An additional trunk
would be guite an unsuspicious circum-

Btu,neeill think, as you are staying there .

over the Christmas holiday ut if you
omitted to take any luggage with you,
that is better still. There can be nothing
surprising in your sending a trumk, in
that caze.” . . :

“But I ain’t sending a trunk !™ said
Bunier, in astonishment. o
“Vou are 1" said Soames quietly. “I
shall have the pleasure of dispatehing
it for you, Master Bunter.”

“BAnt, I—I say—-—"" .

“You need say nothing—listen!. ¥ou
will write to Wharton telling him that
you left so suddenly afler getfing a
phone. ¢all—".

“But—but I never

“T am sure, my young friend, that &
few additional untrorhs will not make

vou sleep less soundly o nights!” said
Soames sarcastically,  © You will write
what I tell you, or—"

“Oh! 1 don’t mind pulling his leg, i
vou hke, but I don't sce—'

“1t is not necessary for you to see.
You will go on to say that you arc

coming back in a few days—

“0Oh, all right!” Bunter's fat face
brightened. “I—I—I say, I—1I shall be
jolly glad to go ‘back, if—if you dou't
mind, Soames.”

mes smiled faintly. :

“You will add that you are sendin
on your trunk, which Wharton wi
leave in your room for sou till your
avrival,” he said. *'1I “’ll] not dictate
the letter—it must be written in your
own way. Put in all I have told you
—and word the letter so that it will
sound perfectly natural. Your release
depends on Master Wharton reading it
without suspicion.”

“(Oh, all right!”

Utterly puzzled, Bunter put pen to
paper. Why. Soames wanted him to
writa such a letter to Harry Wharton,
he had no idea—it was o mmdpleta
mystery to him. ' But he was ready to
write that, or anvthing c<lse, at the
order of the steely eyed crook.

Boames waited patiently till he had
written the letter, Then he picked it
up and glanced over it an _
littla start—probably at the spelling
he found in it. Then he smiled.

i Jiyeellent 1" he said, “Now address
the envelope.” .

Bunter did so.

_sta.gr at Wharton Lo
] ]

© expected.

gave a-

*

BSoames placed the setter 1n the
envelope, and stamped it. Then he
rose to his feet. e

“I regret that I shall now have to
leave you for a time, Master Bunter,”
he said, “Oblige me by descending
into the cellar again [

“I—I'd rather stay up here, if
d-don}t mind—I—I—I mean, I—I'm
going 1” gasped Bunter, as the sleck
brows- kmtted. -

And-a minute later the key of the
cellar door turned on Bunter again,
and he was left to his own attractive
company—from which he derived no
more  pleasure or  satisfaction *than
before |

OO0

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Trunk !

L1 H!” ejaculated Hardy Wharton.

He unfolded the letter from

. Bunter, and the Co. gathered

round with smiling faces to
read it together.

They had no doubt that it was to
apprise them that Bunter, at Maule-
verer Towers, was having a gorgeous
time, in comparison wit wﬁi{:h his
{ Lodge was as. moon-
light unto sunlight, as water unto
wine. '

But as he glanced at the letter,
Wharton ejaculated “Oh!" in surprise.
The notepaper heading, Station Hotel,
Wimford, showod that the letter had
been written and posted locally. And
the letter itseli was far from being ms

The Famous Five reas it
with surprize,

" Station Hotel,
“Wimford,
~ "Burrey.
“Deer Wharton,—I'm sorrey I had
to” rush .off so suddenley, but you see,
I had o fone call. I am ,i.:ummmg; back
in a phew days, so that is all rite.
hoap you won't mis me too mutch,
“I am sending on my trunk, whioch
plecze tell Wells to plajice in my room

till I kum. Relie on it, old been, that

I shall be with you for Christmas if 1
can possibly manidge it, and I shall be
pheerfully pleezed to see you all agane
“Yores,
“W. . Boster™

“@nld 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha., ha ™

“Bo he's not landed on Mauly after
all,” said Johnny Bull “It- wasn't
Mauly thet rang him while we were
ont last night.”

“No 1" said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “He wouldn't be coming back il
he hnd got safely landed on poor old

Mauly. We're small beer in com-
rison. 0Old Mauly is rather an ass,
ut he's not ass enough to telephone

Bunter in the hols.™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“This is written from the hotel ab
Wimford,” said Bob. “Bunter must
have lost his train -last nighl: and put
u;:l-l there. I wonder if he paid the
bi ?!:-

“T wonder?” chuckled Wharton.

“What a =ell!” said Nugent, “Still,
it was really rather too good to be true.
But what is he mndin%a trunk fort
That's: rather new for Bunter! Is he

ing to wear his own shirts and socks
these holsi”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Colonel Wharton glanced across st
the juniora, % "

“You boys scem to be very merryl”
ha remurkgd. “Is there some rood
news in your letter, Harryi®



“Not - the very best,”
Hapey,  “It's from Bunter,
coming back in a few daya”

“0Oh 1™ said the colonel. IHHe did not
secm” overjoyed by that information.
“Doos he explain why he left in such
en extraordinary manner 1 :

“Yes. He had a phone call, it
scoms, while we were out and had to
rush - aff.**

Girunt !

“"He's sonding his trunk,” added
Harry, “He wants it put in Lis room
for- him till he comes.’

“You had better tell Wells.”

And Wells was told, and the matter
dismissed from mind.

I3y the time they went to bed that
night,” the TFamous Tive rather
forgotten: Bunter's fat costence.

Whiere he ‘was, and what ho was up
to, they did not know, -and were not
really ~ interested; though doubtless
they would have been had thoy had the
remofcst suspicion that. that letter had
heen written under duress, and that
the hapless fat Owl was o prisoner 1in
a buildihg not more than twe miles
distant. :

That, of course, they were nob
likely to suspect, or dream  of.

So far as they ecould see, Bunter had
ad a phone call, and started at once
for tha station, the night before; and
the letter having been written appar-
ontly at the Station Hotel in Wimford,
it looked as if he had lost the last
train aid - stayed the night thore,

It was not at all surprising, if he
had lost ihe last {rain, after piugmug
moroe than a mile through heavy snow
—such o walk must have talkem Bunter
a very long time. It looked as if the
letter had been written, and posted,
before he. festarted on his journey in
the morning.

Theve wos: nolhing about it to excite
doubt or suspicion, and no one thought
of doubting or suspecting.

The hope Bunter expressed in the
letter that the jumiors did not miss him
teor mueh was well-founded. -

They did not miss him too much—and,
in foct, did’ not miss him at ‘all!l
Thoro was, the next da;, no perceptible
diminution of cheerfulness in  the
Chreistmaos party at Wharton Lodge.

Had to relate, tho Famous Five did
not even thiilk of Bunter at all during
the morning following, and probably
would not have thought of him during
the afternoon, either, had they not
boen reminded “of ‘his foat existénce by
the ttrival of the truhk,

The Famous Five had hoen out, and
they came in for ton, and found o large
trunk in the hall, with Wellzs and
Thomas vegarding ik . :

The jumiors regarded it, too, with
SOMO SULpLise.

It wns labelled and addressed to
W. G. Buntor, at Wharton Lodge, and
was evidently the trunk referred to in
tho fat Owl's letter. Tho carrier’s cart
from Wimiord had laboured through
the snow to deliver it, and there it was.

It -whs . a little unusual, on Buntcr's
part, to DLother his fat head about
baggage at all, Generally his visits
wore like the invasions of tho DPicts
and Seots of -olden time, who lived in
tha country they invaded.

But if ho did send a trunk, it wns
Im'rgly' to bo expected that it would be
a vory large one, or that it would have
mueh in the way of contents,

So this trunk was rather a surprise.

It was large—very unusually largo—
as larga as ono of those tremendous
Soaratogas with whieh -American
travallers sometimes test the strength
and endurance of railway porters. ;

and he's
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And it was heavy! It was very
heavy! Not only the trunk itself was
large and heavy, but it was, from the
weight, evidently full. ol
ells and Thomas scemed a little
dubious about carting it up the stair-

case to Bunter's room.

“My only hat!” ejeculated Hob
Cherry. *“Is that Bunter’s trunki”
“The trunkfulness is . termficl”

grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Ein%_h._

“Bunter's going the jolly old limit
this time!” romarked Johony Bull
"I wonder whosa trunk that =1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The hig trank did not look by any
moans new. It was dented in 8,
the steel bands on it were a little rusted
and thero were traccs of many old
labels,

IHovry - Wharton laughed.

“People don't use these wlmpﬁlenf
trunks much nowadays,” he remarked.
“You ean pick them up for next to
nnthinﬁ second-hand,  That jolly old
trunk has seen a lot of service in ita
time 1™ .

“Heirloom in the Bunter family, per-
kaps, like that silver cigarctte-case |
suggestod Baob.,

“Ha, ha, ha " _

The juniors had no doubt that Bunter
had picked up that 1Immense trunk
second-hand at a very rcasonable price.

Itz imposing appearance was very likely.

to appeal to Bunter, and its reasonable
prica still more. '

That accounted for the size of the
trunk. But what Bunter had packed
in it was rather puzzling. There was
room for all Bunter’s possessions, and
Bunter himself, for that matter, inszide
that tronk. : :

Howover, that was no concern of
anyone,. but Bunter,” The chief concern
was to get that heavy trunk wp to
Bunter's room. =5

“All hands on deck!” ‘said Bob
Chorry.

“The trunk seems extraordinarily
heavy, sirl” said Wells, rubbing his
smooth chin as le stared at the trunk.
“Very heavy indeed, sirl I think
E{;i’hqpa, I had botter eall John and

illiam.” e '

John and William were duly called,
and, with Thomas aiding, they bore
that big trunk up the staircass, tha

Famouz Five gning' with them to lend
sdditional hands. - _
Everybody +was  breathing rather

hard by the time it was landed in
Billy. Bunter's room, :

But it was landed at last and left
thero—after which ‘the Famous Five
once move forgot tho fat and im-
portant existenca of Billy Bunter!

it

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Midnight Prowler !

OB CHERRY awoke, and stared
inte the darkness.

Bob was a fairly sound
_ tleeper, not much given to
waking in the night. XNow, however,

hoe woke, and lay drowsy before he

turned over to go to sleep again.
His drowsiness vanished, however,

and he -quite, dismissed ' the idea of -

going fo sleep again after a few

mamonts. k : .
‘.If?mrﬂ was a slight sound in his
rogny and & tiny glimmer of a moving

hg}ht. .

Ie turned- his, head on the pillow
and stared hlankly., - e
}cﬂj was not in the least nervy, and
!s‘ nds in the night had no effect on
1im

The Decmnher wind was wail-
ilg round the old roofs and ‘chimneys
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of Wharton Lodge—old wainscols wera
given to creaking in ‘the néﬁht-mhe,
and embers might bave shifted in' the

aarL r -

ﬁrgf}lnm, :
o would have pone to sleep again,
heodless of that slight sound.. But he
headed that spot of moving light. -

His hoart beat a little faster. -

Somoeone was in the room! That
speck of light could mean nothing else.
And he realised now that it was the
fact that someene was in the room that
had awakened him.. _

Heo made no sound himself as he
lifted his head from the pillow and
stared hard.

Ha was utterly amazéd—more
amazged than alarmed. Somecone was
rooting about his room, stealthily and
almost silently; but he could hardly
think that it was a burglar. Burglars,
of course, sometimes happencd—but a
burglar would head for 'the colonel’s
safe—he could hardly be supposed to
ba much interested in any loot th%t
could be picked up ip & schoolboy's

room. It could only bo some petty
pilferer.  But who, and how, was a
puzzle. 0

Leaning on his elbow, Bob peéred in
the -darkness, trying to make out the
figure that held the light.

It was  the tin"mut: of flash-lamps,
giving a tiny bright beam. That beam
was all that Bob could see—only there
was some sort of a dim, dark shadow
in_the darkness behind. it. el
. The light was gleaming on the dress-
ing-table . for & moment. Then. it
shifted again and passed to a ward-
robe. A faint sound showed that the
wardrobe  had been opened, and theve
wasd & .soft brushing, as of a searching
hand stealing . among = coaizs  and

keta,

Bob’s heart was beating a little un-
pleasantly ; but he was very far from
scared.  Somebody . was searching - the
room—and, at- the moment, going
through pockets. He did not know the
time, but he knew that it must be past
midnight. Who and what that pilferer
could be he did not know, and could
pot guess; but he: was going to
know. -

. Carefully making no =ound, he sat up
in bed and reached for the swilch of
the bedside light. -

He snapped it on suddenly.

To his astonishment no light followed.
It was out of action, gnd in the dark
he could not sea the cause—that the
bulb had been partly pulled from the
encket. i

The zound of the snapping switch,
slight as it was, evidently reached keen
Cars. ki ' L o+

He heard a quick breath, and knew
that the figure at the wardrobe turned,
though he could not see it, 'The beam
of light shot full at hia face, dazzling
him. with ita ‘brightness.

The next second it was shut off. No
a gleam and not a_ sound came frow
the mysterions scarcher. .

Bob len up in bed, grasping his

- pillav.

For all he knew, the unseen visitant
might ba coming at him in the dark.
He bounded from the bed with the

illow in his grasp and swept 1t rounc

1% head. , - 3 "

Had the unseen one been close . to
him, that sweeping whirl cf the pil-
low would have landed on him- and
knocked him over. . -

But the circiinﬁ pillow met  onl
empty air. - A shght sound reache
him from the direction ¢f the door.

He knew what that meant. Whe-
ever it was, was stepping quickly owt
of the room and was going !’ B

Tae Macxer LisRaiY.—No. L.610.
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Guided by the sound, he hurled the
pillow at the doorway.

Crash !

He knew that the pillow siruck the
unseen figure in the doorway, for he
heard the sound of & gasp and a stag-
goring footfall, Then there was
silence again, and Bob groped Lo the
door. and groped for the switeh there.

This time the light flashed on as he
pressecdd  the switch. The room, the
doorway, and the passage cutside were
suddenly lighted.

The pillow lay at his feet where it
knd fallen. Bob grasped it up, to use
as & weapon if needed, and stared 1nto
the passage.

Bo far as the light from ihe door-
way extended, nothing was 1o bo seen,
Further, in either direction, was black
darkness—and silence.

Ho stepped out and switched on the
passage light and shot a swift glance
to and fro. The corridor was empty,
exeept for himself. There were o
dozen doors on that corridor, and all
of them wers closad.

But one of the doors opened as Bob .

stood staring. Havy Wharton'’s sur-
prizsed face dooked oui. The erash of
the pillow and Bob's foolsteps had
awakened him.

“Bob ¥ he cjaculated * Whate—"
“HBomebody’'s hera ! gasped Bob,

“Bomebody was in my rooin——"
“Eht ho "

~*I don't know, as I coulin’t see him.
I got him with the pillow as ho was
ot
S0, my hat! Who the dickens—"
Wharton joined his chom in the pas-
sage. His look was rather donbtful.
“ Burg——" he began.

* Yoz, fathead " grunted Bob. * Look
here, I can't make out how he pgot
clear so quick! "He nover hod time to
reach the stairs before I got tho light
on, I'm certain of that! Fle can't have
reached the other corner in the time.
Hé must have dodged into one of these
rooms.

“Taet's look,” said Hlarryv. “ But—"

“Think I +was dreaming., fathead?"
demanded Bob gruffly. “I tell you,
whoever he was, he was searching my
rootn with a Hashlamp—"

“ What for®”

“For what he could enaffie, I sup-
posal  Don't be an -as2l I dell youn I
never. saw him—my bed light wouldn't
go on, and he bunked betore I ecould
turn on  the other. I'll ecall the
fallows——"

111 But|_l.l

*Rats " grunted Bob.

e could see that his chum doubted.
But he knew what he had seen, and he
knew that his_pillow had struck some
unseenn form in the doorway. He
stepped quickly to Nuogent's room,
threw open the door, and switched on
the light.

“Wake up, Franky!l" he called.

“Oh! What the thump—" came a
surprised voice from Nuogenl's bed.

fithont  answering, ﬂoh passed on
apd called Johnny Bull and IIurree
Jamz=et Ram Bingh. Under s minuto
ihe Famous Five were all in the pas-
sage—four of them in a state of great
astonishment.

“There was & man in my room, and
he got away—and I beliove he's dodged
ito another room 1" said Bob. "Eent
hold of something, and lot's search 1™

“0Ohl Bure—" began Johnny
Bull. :
. :;"i‘."as, fathead 1

0Oh, all right—we'll searvch

" Foirr members of the Go. could not

help fecling dubiocns.  Stll, it was

phviously ouly prudent to search the
Tue Macxer LisRany.—No, 1,610,
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aseage. Their own  rooms  and

unter's vacant room were drawn
blank. The other doors on tho corridor
“:{:ria locked, the rooms being unoccu-
pied.

Bolb knitted his brows, quite well
?wum of suppressed smiles on four

nCes,

“You think I've beon dreamingi” he
growled.

“Well, if there's & man here, where
is he?” asked Harry. “ You said your-
sclf that he had no tima to pét out of
the pessage—and he's not in it."

*Blessed if I know! But—"

“Christmas ghost, perhaps!" gsug-
gested  Johnny - Bull. “ Jolly i
grisly spectre revisiting the glimpses of
the moon, what "

“Don't be a silly ass1” snorted Bob.

“There's on  ass  horel” agrecd
Johnny. “But I ain't the man! I'm
gml;g back to bed—too jolly parky for
G '

And Johnny went to bed. 5

“My .esteemed Bob——" murmurecd
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh. '

“1 tell you,” said Bob savagely, “ that
I wokoe up and saw  a light; scmebody
was searching my room and going
through my pockets.”

Harry Wharton frowned a little.

“1f that's so, it could'only be one of
the servants pilfering.,” he said. 1
can't get that down, Bob.” Y

#T'm not saying anything of the kind.
I'm telling you what I saw and heard.
If you don't believe me you can do the
v::aillwfté thing." 1 : N :

*Keep its ickle temper ! said Nugent
soothingly, }‘Let'a look in vour i—%::_rm
and see whether anything’s missing, If
the mystery man was going through
your pockets, I suppose he wasn't doing
it for fun1? R
Y Oh, gnaﬂ,egil" said Bob. *“Come
on! He must. have taken something.
He can't have been rooting about” for
nothing.” : 3 jate

The gf'm“ went into Bob's room. That
tha midnight searcher had been pilfering
seamed hardly possiblo to' doubt, if he
had been there at sll, aod in that case
something would be massing.” -Bob had
ne doubt . that something would "be
miszed, and o rather peculiar expression
came over his face as he went through
his belongings and found everything in
order. - o

There was loose cash in one of the
coat pockets in the wardrobe, but 1t was
gtill thers, There was s watch on the
dressing-table. There was & notecase,
with several currency notes in it, in the

ket of -Bob's trousers. Bubt every-
ing proved 1o be intact,

The thief; if thief 1t was, had taken
nothingt . ' ;

That he had been oceupied some time
in -the search before Bob awoke and
spotted him, Bob Cherry was surve. It
was the man's  -movements that had
awakoned him, and he had actually
heard him groping in the pockets in the
wardroba. ot nothing was gone.

Smiles on threa faces were no longer
suppressed. Bob’s chums had no doubt
at all that he had dreamed it. A pilferer
who pilfered nothing, snd who vanished
into space, was rather hard to believe

in. [

Bob himself .almost began to doubt.
It was utterly puzzling.

“You don’t think you'd beotter ecall

he -asked. W |
. “0h, nol Hpardly, old man1” gasped
Wharton., ~ . .. .

-f‘Fleaaa.i-ﬂur'qialE. T know eomebody
was here. I heard him- fumbling in the
pockets in that wardrgbe.™ Sa A
N"Ha"s left the cash there 1 remarked

ugent ;

.e-05: but T heard him at it.”
“Il'mn !

i

.was no contact.

“Took here, old chap, vou had a
nightmare,” said Harry. *“Nobody's
been pilfering, especially as mnothing's
been pilfered. Really—"

Bob gave a grunt. His usnal serena
temper was raﬂgﬁ-r ruffled now.

“1 tell yon, the bedside light wouldn’t
come on I he snapped. *“*He must have
monkeyed with that, to start with, in
casé I woke up," _

“Let's look at it,” said Harry.

_He pressed the switeh, but the bedside
light did not come on. But a brief ex-
amination revealtd the cause, The
bulb was loose in the socket, and there
Puszhing it back into
place bronght on the light,

“*¥on sec ! grunted Bob. “ That was
done on purpose | :

“It's not an dncommon thing to hap-
pen, old chap. Things work loocse some-
tunes, you lLknow,” said Harry.
“Haven't you over switched on and
found that the lamp had got loose, and
the hight wouldn’t come, before %

Another grunt from Bob. As Whar-
ton said, it was a thing that happened
sometimes. There was no proof that 1t
had been intentionally made to happen
this time. All the same, Bob knew,

“The long and the short of it is, that
you think I've been scared by a silly
nightmam I** ho snorted.

“Well, vou zgo0—"

“¥es, I sece! I'm going back fo bhed !
Get out 1

Bob's friends, grinning, got ont. Bob

‘went back to bed, but not to sleep. Ha

remained awake some time, rather
hopi that that mysterious pilferer
would return. - But the pilferer, if-there
wag o pilferer, did nol return, and Bob's
eves closed at last in slumber, and did
not open again till the winter sunlight
was  gleaming through- the frosty
window-panes.

e ——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Was It Soamesp

e RF OAMES |®

- % - Bob Cherry uttered that name

_suddenly in tones of exditement.
“What1” ejaculated four

juniors at the same time,

They stared round.
- After broakfast in the morning the
juniors had gone out on the terrace in
ha elear, frosty air. Bob Cherry's brow
had . been deeply corrngnted with
thought. He was puzzled over the

strange happening of the night, and still
a little ﬂl.lﬁod bv the unbelief of his
friends.

&till, ho realised that to anyone but
himself it looked as if the episode had
been somo strange dream. In the morn.
ing he had made another search of his
room, but failed to find any trace of the
midnight, intruder, or to discover any
article missing.

It seemed impossible to suppose that
the midnight visitant was & pilferer,
when nothing had been taken; yet if he
was not a pilferer, it seemed ﬂ‘i'ua]'ly im-
possible to suppose that he had been
there at all. Il%r what other imaginable
motive could he have had?

Bob knew that he had not been
deluded by a nightmare; but he conld
hardly blame his chums for taking that
view, in the circumstances, :

ut_as he cogitated on the subject a
sudden flash of illumination came into
his mind, and he ejacunlated * Boames!”

“Where ?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Bob’s sudden, startled cxclamation
gave them the _:mﬁr_e_sam:; hat he had
sighted Spames. Buf as they stared
]r;gn_nd_. there was nothing to be scen of

11, . . ; :

“qlio wherefilness is” terrific ! muis

(Continued on page 20)
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mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with
a dusky grin, '
« 5 L ii"l"{lreammg, old man?" asked
Johnny Bull. % .
“Boames " repeated DBob, with con-
vietion. - 1A ;
“PBlessed i I can sce him !~ said
Nugent. “What on earth are yon
driving at, Bob? Do you think Soames
would dare to show up here, or what "

“Not.now, assl Last night—" .

£ Dh 1" . )

“Soames " repeated Bob, “I wonder
I mnever thought of it. Boames, of
courss I : S g

His comrades gaged at him. They did
not believe that there had been anybody
in the night—least of all, James Soames.

“You think it was Soames?” asked
Harry blankly. .

“T'm jolly sure of it
% My dear chap,” murmured Wharton,
. ]:':Iﬁr the dickeas should S8cames——"
case, did het” asked Johnny Bull, with
B EFrIMN.

'MNo, ass! But I'l bct that it was
Soames after Buntor's cigarctte-gnse, all
the same,” said Bob. ;
he doesn’t believe that Bunter lost it, as
he said.” _ _ . :

“I don't guite, either,” said Johnngy.
¥ Bunter would say anything so |ﬂilg a8
it Ex'_nan'b true. He would jib ak tha
truth,™ A )

S Well, it's pretty elear that Bunter
did lose it—that i3, Smithy chucked it
away at the school, and he never found
it ain,” said Bob. “I believe that
much; but we know that Soames
doesn't.” . '

“No; but if he belioves that Bunter's
still got it, he knows that it's not here,
as Bunter's gone——*

“He mayn't know that Bunter's
gone,” said Bob. e little guessed how
much Soames knew on that subject. “If
he thinks Bunter's still here, that wonuld

"

account—-" i

“How could he got in?"” asked
Johnny.

“He goot in the night Le tackled
Wharten, by the french windows in
Wharton's den, when ha fancied
Wharton hed it. Ho could have done

tha same again,*

“My uncle has had a Lolt
door since,” said Harrey.
got in there®

“Boma other deor or window then ™
said Bob irritably. “Ile can't know
which iz Banter's room. If he was
looking for that fat anss and his silly
sigarette-case, he would have to. search
the rooms, and that's what he was doing
in my room last night.”

“Um!" said Harry slowly.  “DBut,
sou say ho had n light, whoever he was—
well, if he was logking for Bunter's
rootn, he would take a squint first.at the
fellow in the bed to see whether it was
Bunter.” k

“I—I suppose he would,” admitted
Boh. He had not thought of that ob-
jection to his theory.

“Couldn’t have taken you for Bunter,
ald  bean!” grinned Jobhnny Bull
“You're really paying Bunter a com-
pliment il you think that's possible,”

“Tha likefulness is not ferrific!™ re-
marked Hurree Singh

“h, den't talk out of vonr silly hat 1”
grunted Bob. “If ho looked, he saw
that it was not Bunter, and I suppose ho
must have, DBut——"

" Nightmare, old
Jahnny. .

“Qh, shut up " roared Bob.

“Of course, it was Sopmes, if—"

:‘E what 1 b
. ou're going to got shirty about
it. ﬁldy nha.'qllg;? s%id i r:»hnn;.' .
" But otherwise not ™
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nt on that
‘He never

chap—"  said

unter never lent vou his cigaretie- -

We know that

The mMagnet

Bab Cherry sot his lipa.

“I beliove it was Soames!™ he said

cbstinately. " Ha couldn't have thought
it was Bunter's room—he must have
spotted that it wasn't, first shot. I ad-
mit that! But—" .
- “But what?” asked Nugent, smiling.
It scemed to him, and to the othors,
that Bob was clinging to his'theory of
Soames because he was unwilling to
admit thot it was all moonshine,

“He may suspect that Bunter has
handed the rotten thing to one of us to
take caro of I szaid Bob. “Just the
‘thing Bunter might do, if he still had
it, with that brute after him. - He
-landéd Boames on vou once, Wharton,
by telling him that"he had given it to
you. - Soardbs may have seen him, sinca
he left here, and got a fresh pack of
lies” from him—Bunter would tell him
ﬁ.l‘i}'fhlnq t¢ get away from him.” . -

r 4

" “That's possible | :
“We know that Boimes snaffled
before we broke up at Greyfriars, find
agdin in ‘the train home, and again at
“Ius home'I” said Bob.
him with whoppers every time. Bup-
?o@a he's seen him since, and got a
frosh yarn from him? e may have

1 ; ;
* admitted Harry.” .0F
admitto "f-.iin _“*[lﬂa*inin "the

“Bunter stuffed.

.. “Impossible 1* _ha said.

outside " is carefully secured st
-and * I -myself--make a’.round o

found that Bunter hadn't the thing on

Juim—mwell,. then, if Bunter.told. him he
 had . left 18 hers, ha wonld belicve-t."
- Harry Wharton whistled.
t"lﬁl_iﬂ was beginning to’ look probable
"o num. i r el * e
- It was two nights since Bunter had
left Wharton Lodge.” They had heard
nothing from him, except the latter
Alated from the Btation Hotel at Wim-
ford. It was quite possible that Soames
had got on his track again; and there
‘was no dotibt that ‘Billy ‘Bunter “would
tell him .a_r_j_yt.hin%; trua or untrue, to get
shut of 'him, a5 he had done before.
. ﬂ_*;rj gum !” said Nugent. “I wender
“SBeo i said Bob ecagerly. * Weo know
he grabbed Bunter on the train and
sesrched him—the fat chump told us
about that. Suppose he's grabbed him
sinee  and searched him again—and

Bunter’s {old him that he left it here?.

Just the thing he would tell him.”

“Just I” agreed Harry, with a nod.
“Io landed him on me once—might
have landed him on you next.”

. “Or he might have told him ho left
it lying about in his own room,” said
Bob. “If Spames didn't find it there,
ho wounld want to find ot whether one
of ue had picked 1t up, sceing it lying
about.” ;

“How would ha lknow which was
Bunter's room, as Bunter isn’t here?”
mﬂmred Johnny Bull. -

Ass| If he looked into the rooms on
our passige, he could see that trunk—
it's big enough to be Been—with
Bunter's name on it.*

“Oh!” said Johnny, and he grinned.
“You win,-old man! I'd forgotten
Bunter’s trunk! Yes, hoe could spot
Bunter's room by that all right.”

“It was Boames [” said Bob, “And I
jolly well know it! Ho belioves that
that dashed silver casc is here, and ho
was looking for it last night. Just
think of it—he got in, and hunted
Bunter’s old room first thin ound
nothing there, and started searching the
other rooms, thinking that one of us
might have it! I tell you it's clear as
daylight.”

Tarry
JIOW.

It's possible!” he said. “It's pos-
sible, at least. We can’t know whether
he's scen Bunter again till the fat ass
comes back—but, of courss, he may
~have—in faot, it's protty certain. that

Wharton's . face was grave

landly. . he’s watched him, I think, ~ Bunte

may have told him anything, But—"
“ Well, but what "

J 91 den’t quite see tiow_he got in, 1
it was BSoames” said Harry., * My
french window was an easy spot befora
—but it’s got a belt . on now, and you
can't burgle bolts! Look hers, we'll
have a look round and sce if thers's
any sign of any door or window having
been toreed.”. . . L
And that being agreed to, the Famous
Five bégan at once. T
They were engaged on this amatenr
detective work when Colonel” Wharton
came out and ingquired what was going
OnL. T :

- He stared when the j_ur:ui-:ars_ explained.

- He shook his ‘head.

5 kg A: ..”lﬁ:ml must
ava M Urcaming, Yy L ;
- "We've told ‘him 9&?@["- grinned

Johnny Bull, “But he won't take oiw

word for it!" '
‘The colonel smiled..

e Bince the night that scoundrel pene-

house and attacked my
nephéiw, .. every  precaution has becn
taken 1 - he” said. - “Every door and
every window that can b8 réached iln’::m
I —
the
hiouse before going to bed to ascertain
ihat all 13 in order’.- '
» But——" said Bob. :
- But” went on the colonel, “the

-barest possibility that  that "desperado

‘may
duri |
regarded. Certainly no door or win-

traces of o

=

have lurked - round the house
the night must not be dis

dow could be foreed  Without leawi
some traces—and to make all sure, 'l
will ‘join you in looking for them.”

After which, there wore siz instead
of five amatenr deteotives hunting for
ossible entry overnight. .
_ That search was rigorous enough, and
it kept the whole party occoupied till
the gong sounded for lunch.

But the result was nil,

~Not the slightest trace of any kind
could be found of a forced eniry into
the house. Neither were any fraces to
L Eiﬂked up in the snow.

The ecarth was thickly carpeted; bnt
no fresh snow had fallen since the even-
:1'1'1:; ‘before. The juniors® own hoots
left Oglenty' of tracks wherever they
mov But there was no sign in the
enow to indicate that sny stranger had
been prowling round the building sinee
the last snow-fall.

The eolonel and the Co. were quite
salisfied after that investigation that
no ono had approached the houss
during the night, still less forced an
entrance into it. Bob Cherry, ecertain
ns he was in his own mind of what had
happened in his room, had to admit the
w::i‘]‘]ght._ of evidence.

o mtruder had gained admittance
to the house during the night. That
mystorious midnight visitant, there-
fore, must be & member of the hoyse.
hold, if he had a real existonce. But,
in that case, it could not have been
Bonmes, but only some petty pilferer
ofter alll And o pillerer who did not
pilfer was a very extraordinary sort of
pilforer ! ; _

The ecolonel was smiling and four
mernbers of the Co. cheerfully grinning
when they went in to lunch. Bob was
silent, puzzled, perplexed, and quito
staggored. - Almost he began to believe
that he had, after all, dreamed that
sirange episode in his room.

Only—he knew that he hadn't!™

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Caught !

b1 0OD-NIGIIT, .old = bean — and

leasant dreams!”  grinned
AJohnny Bull.
: And Wharton,. Nugent, and
wrron Singh erinned nlso.



Baob Cherry -gronted.

“Qood- mg‘ t, and go and eat cokel”
ha replied.

An
tha door with rather a bang.

The Ce. went to their rooms and
turned in. Biut Bob Cherry, in his
room, was not thinking of tummgiwi;n

"All -through that day- Bob had n

iinking over tho strange pr{.'rhlem of
the mi mght rowlet; non-existent, in
the opinion his chums, And when

bed:time mme and the ‘other fellows
uirunt. to bed, B{Jh was not ‘F;hmi-:mg of
lce

H-e turned -:-FE the Lr%!ﬂ: in I:na m-:-m,
threw a few logs on the fire, and sat
down in an armchaif—to kéep a.walrﬁl
And by his sido he placed a golf-club—
more effectual than a p:llnw in dealing
with a midnight vlaltant.

The more thought over the
matter tho mor hu felt assured that
the dark figure that had prowled in his

rodm was Sosmes—in search of tha
silver case. It was very likely that, if
it was Soames, he had searched the
other rooms, as well as Bob's, but with-
out aw nkenmﬁ the: slecpera there., On
the other ha
the first room ]313 entered—there was no
telling. But, in the latter cnge, his
quest was 'unfinished, end certainly un-
successful ; - and -he wmtld try agsin.

“If he tried again that night, ona
fellow, at Ieast Was g-umg to ba on tho
wateh for him

If it was Ennmp:_s, it was a hafﬂmg
mystery how he had effected  an -en-
trance without leaving a frace behind.
It seemed impossible that he could have
dorie’ go. " Btill, if it was Boamies, he
must have done so, somehow—and Bob
wis fitore and move assured that it was

aimes,
Who clse could have had any imagin.
able motive for making such a search
in ‘the darkness of midnight?

Colonél ' Wharton and his nephew
were both certain that there was no
&Ifmzcr among the household staff at

harton Lodge; and Bob had ne doubt
that they were right. But, if that were
8o, the secret prowler came from with-
out—and it could oply be Soames,

He sat end waited.

For af hour or so it was not a difli-
cult ‘matter to kecp ‘awake; but, after
that, Bob found himsed npodding.

Tt was o Weary husineass, alttlng' up by
himsélf, while the winter ht grew
older. He nodded, and nodded; and,
without intending it in the least,
dropped off to sleep in the eymchair,

But his sleeh was uneasy, and he woke
again, He sat up, with a start.

“Aszs 1" murmured Bol, addressing
himszelf.

In the dim glimmer of the firelight,
he looked at his watéh, It was a quarter
to twelve,

He rowo froim the armchair. He was
:lutr going to take the risk of nodding

off to sleep again.

In soft l?tpp-ﬂrs, making no sound, he
moved about the room, yawnin from
time -to time, tired, and not in the
best of tempers. The longer his vigil
lasted, the more he hoped that the
prnw]er would come again and give him
a chance to get in nne or two with the
golf club!

Prezently he upmed his door silently,
locked into the pessage, and listened,

All was silent, and black as a hat.
From outside \‘J;a house came a faint
wail of the December wind;
no other sound.

Boh stepped quietly mt::r the passage,
He could not turn on a lght without
giving the alarm to the prowler, if he
was at hand. But in the blackneszs, the
unseen figure might have been stealing
within o few feet of him, for all he

there was

‘he went into his room and closed

“from one of the' roome—from th

Bob’s might have been P

'mmradea, and the old colonel,

Eeery Satnrday

knew. Boftly he: moved alen

passnga to the landing at one % the

gv club extended br:fnre him in the
[‘

Thers was a pale glimmer l:'rum fl'ﬂﬁf:i"
windows over the staircase,

2leo was to be seen there—nothing l:uaarc?

He turned back, and moved softly up

‘tho passage again, to thepother en

‘Then once more he came back, his ears
intently on the strain, For all "he knew
the prowler might be in one of the
rooms, silent and stealthy. Hae listened
mtuuti from door to door, -

Suddenly hig heart gave a bound,

There was a sound in the blackness -

that was not the wail of the wind, not
the creak of old wainscot. It weas a
faint, indefinable sound, and it came
8 room

next to his own.
Bob stopped at the door of that room,
Iua heu.rt- atuﬂ; his ean th& strain.
"I.l’l]E I.I'Ilt.EII;" g li.l.‘.I"L'il'

unﬂqzﬂupmd f someone wﬁ.a s.tn'n

that room, :|t pould ‘not bo one of tha

pecupants of Wharton Lodge.

What coul dit be? Only the midnight
rowler—and what could he be dl:-mg
1n the reom Bunter had occupied,

searching once .ﬂmm fur t .u' E]lver
cigarette-case ? i

o hig straiplhp ears came ancther

sound—~faint, but unmistakable. Bome-
one was in that room. It was
unmistakable ﬂﬁund of a stealthy
movement 1 h :

Bob shut his teath.

Ha was right—and this was proof | But
he knew how necessary 1t was to _be
cautious, Sgames—hoe was certain that
it was” Soames—was there. His gars
eould not bo deceiving him.

Bob was not afraid of Scames, or of
anyone in the wide world; but he was
a rchmlba against a desperata man ;

and what iﬂ hap ened at the sundia
in the park show thnt. Soemes carried
8 deadly wea l:m, and would not

hesifate tﬂ use it if bard-pressed.

If the cr-:r-uk remained in the room,
scarching it, there was time to call his

If he
emerged—- - ;

‘His thoughts moved swiftly. The key
was on tho inside of the lock; he knew
that| Softly, with his left hﬂnﬂ ha
turned the door handle, suddenly ope
the door a few inches, reached round
with his right, and jerked out the key !

In an instant he had shut the door,
iamnm-r.l the key into the uuts;:da of the
ock, and turned it.

Hﬂ heard & movement in the room as
he stood panting after that .sudden,
swift ‘action The man therse had, of
course, heard him, though he had ‘had
no chance of intervening hefore Bob
locked the door on the outside,

But Boh Cherry did not stay to listen.
Ha cut down the passage and switched
on the light, and shouted:

% Hallu, hallo, hallo! Wake up, you
men 1"
EBJ}HEI

even Sleepers
answedred at once, and four
O

b What the thump—-—"

“Look here, you nssv-—-—

"‘*E‘%huna.re. agum—

roar would have awakened the
of Ephesua| Four voices
doors

“Bob, old man—"

“Fatheads)” roared Bab, his face
blazing with excitement.. “I've got
im—?

“Eh? Where!?"” asked WWharton,
staring. :
B“ In your pocket?? asked Johnny
E‘In Bunter's - room—locked in ™

panted Bob. *I got the key and turned
1t on him! He's there now 1"
“You saw him " pasped Wharton.

tha .

vexcited

ened faintest sound Erum
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"No—L heard  him]l -Csll your
3 5

- I—I say, we'd hetter make u:u-re
before we - waka pe-:-plu up ac . mid-

night——*:
‘I}uEan I‘a-thea.dl Aaal Hﬂ £
thera 1" !
o wou't.call Colonsl Whart
ol won't.oa ono arton,
I.will I roared Bob, “I'm not unlockin

that door till the: mlunal. [115 here wi
his gun, tool You know what to expect
from Enmues when ]:ue‘n cornered.

“Rats’ g hmtﬁd B‘D't]

He tramped down to the landing,
switching on lights a3 he went. On the
landing he stood and runred ‘ab the top
of his voloe

“Oplonel Wharton! Wake up.! ‘Wake
upl! You're wanted ™ - |

The four j %‘ niors in tlm pmga stared

at u::m “andt
nrﬂd Nug{-n

: hnt o u
“1f bﬁlmj h tmara. your-

8 1a another-
uncle wuut be tog p]ame old bean 1™

“The péﬂ;ﬂefulnaar will ha far from

terrific I murmured ‘Hutreo Bingh. .

“Let's look at ' Bunter's  room [”
ﬂxn’iauﬂad Harry." I Suppose 1t’
possible—I hu?o to guudnusa it's not a
mare's nest thig tinme: ™

rmmﬂ tha lm:ked
et o i o A S
o key, 80 it was im ible to open i
They gﬂulﬂ only listen “for mu'miFft'ﬂm
mthm biit thére was ho' mﬁnd. :
“ Rt 1" sdid Jﬂhﬂh‘:ﬂ* ‘Bull.

“ Blessed if I can make it sut I* said
Hurar hh-ﬂlﬂj" “It's not like Bob to

nervy but—".

b, Nqbo-':ir 8 thﬁﬂ'ﬁ I said, F;hnk

Hero comes my ungle.

The dﬁf voice- of stnhﬂ nnlune]
hanrd ling Tha;t hﬂ;ﬂ.l‘d
ehout 1|:| re

o I*vﬁ t. him- {gkﬂd in. Bunte-t! a
room | lmva 1t’s Soames | Eet your
rnw!'mr sir | .

“Go Eaﬂ i

“0Oh ¢rikey 1" murmy Johnriy Bull.

The four conld -mpt help feeling
dismayed. : If the mlc:-nai mrtad nutj;m
old Army revolver and. i:mught it g»lﬂng.
to find that it was alsa alarm
after all, pﬂnt‘- was - giite
dismaying. m was not. the
tha loaked: room to
indicate that anyone was there. .

A minute later the old ;I:ul-:mlpl came

striding into th the
Inndmg his mnmi nm::i'g er in ]m hand,

f.;.uc.wa& by Boh.

The four guthe
door of Bunter's

waE

th"a

the
And

o i

'THE FIHEEHTH CHAPTER.
) Vanished }
DIJDNEL WEHARTON :came o a
halt at the door of Bunter's recn.
Half-dressed, in his  dressing
gown, and uﬂdentljr not in
best ‘of tempe the - old- military
gentleman glanced, or- ruthur glared; at
the waiting juniors.: .

“Tn thers, .is e 1" he hn.rkad
“ 3o Ef: thm g—"" stammered
Harr
am ! We aha.ll mal Where's the

key? Open the ‘door?™

“T'vo got the key,” said Bob. “He's
there, sir—] hea "him .movin ., quite

lainly, and whlglpad ‘out the E;,r and
F him in—

“‘Fery oot—if he is t.hiare 1" grunted
tho colonel, “I cannot understand how
ha got thur&, i he- 15 thﬂrﬂ—hﬂt. we
shall sea 1"

“He's armed, sir—"

Snort |

“You boys stand r:]e.n.t" If ha i1s
there, leave him to mel I have not

Tee Maigner LipRARY.—Nao. 1,610,
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forpoiten how to use a revolver, by
gnc? Unlock that -door!"
It was olear that the colonel doubted—

as the Co. did! B8till, he gripped his
remh'e.r.'neudg for use, as Bob slippes
the key into the lock. If it proved that

Soames was cornered in that room 1t
was necessary to be wary—they all knew
how desperate the sea-lawyer would be,,
and that he would not hesitate to handle
his automatic. :

Click |

Bob turned back the key.

Colonel Wharton threw the door wide
QT " 3

l]IThu:- light from the passage streamed
in. It revealed only -the furniture of
the Bunter's big trunk
standing -in & corner. A moment more
and the colone! reached in to the switch
inside the door and turned on the light.
Then the room was flooded | with
llumination. ' :
HThﬂ.‘ l:'l:-lcmi.tf'ﬂ _lt'_m'uld\'-‘:r 11.':11;;‘ half-raiscd.

& Was roady i a desperate man wit
a weapon in his hand was to be found
there,

But no one was to be seen. ;

With a snort, the old military gentle-
man tramped into the room.

Bob followed him in,

olf elub. : The Co. crowded in after

im., INo one was to be seen, and. they
did not believe that anyone was there.
Bob stared round him, stupefied.

“ He—he's hera 1” he panted.

“Wlhicre * _ snorted  the
“Show him to mel”

“T tell rou, he's here 1 almost shouted
Bob.. “1 heavrd him and locked him
MRS i ny g Y T '

“Well, if you locked him in, he is
tiere ! Where is he t” '

“He—he's here—he must be hiding 1"
stammered Bob.” *0r else he's got

ii\irh.E-T" :
“Look under the bed!” snorted the
colonel. “Look in the wardrobe! Look
up the chimney, by gad! Huh!”
B 's face ‘was crimson. -
He was ubterly amszed and utterly
discomfited. « It was 1m ssible—surely
it was impossible—that his nerves and
imgiuatlﬂn_hpd'ghgﬁﬂ him such a
trick, and that he had only fancied the
sounds he had heard in that room|
But where was Soames—if it was
Soames—wherea was anfone,
anyone ?’

room and

colonel.

* He looked under the bed and into the .

wardrol, - he knew it was use-
less. Then be cut across to the window
to examine it. ;

'"_I;Ie‘a got ‘away—and he must have

ot Gt of the .avindow!” stammered

ob.” “T1 know he was here, whether it
was Soames or not.”
*Is thE# window unfastened ¥
“No."- e i

-"%: the snow on the sill disturbed i

LI "'u..'ll‘ .t . i)

“Do you think that 8 man got out of

the  window. without .opemng it and
without disturbing the snow on the
window-stll " ) £
= Bob 'Cherey did not answer that ques-
tion. It hardly necded an answer. He
stared round the reom in utter bewilder-
ment. -
. The window had not been opencd.
The door had been locked. The chim-
tiew was -net-large enough to admit a
man, even if it could-be supposed that
a desperate man had thought of such a
TeSOUTee, :
" What had become of the man he had
heard moving in that room? Had there
been a man at all, or had his imagina-
tion plaved him strange tricks? _

The Co. stood silent, avoiding looking
at Bob's Lurning face. They deeply

Tae Magxgr Lisrary.—No. 1,610.

. into

if it was

The mMagnet

pitied the unfortunate Bob at that
momeant. , :

Had he only ealled them up on a falee
alarm they would have chipped him and
gohe back, laughing, to bed. But the
snorting old military gentleman was
ancther proposition. :

It was not a ]au?hing matter for the
old colonel to be called vip in'the middle
of the uight, and to come hurrying to
the spot with & revelver in his hand—
for nothing! The colonel slipgud that
revolver into the pocket of his dressing-

wn. He seemed rather anxious to get
1t out of sight—in the circumstances.
Certainly, it would have been needed,
badly needed, had Boames been there!
But it was a little ridioulous, as nobady

was there | He gave the hapless Bob a
condentrated glave. - Py

‘:‘.IH‘I::II," ‘he_barked, *where is he "
“He was here—>" "~

.. “¥ou young ass! If he was here, he
is here now! Point him out, Jbefore I
go back to bed!” snorted the colonel.
‘1 shall be glad to see him, whoever he
is, if he is here! Where is he "

Bob could only stare round the room

.with a8 bewildered stare. Someone had

— . . been there—unless he had been dream- -
r‘uip[:!m_g__ his j

ing! But where? . : :
7 L."Iin gheer desperation, as it were, Bob
stepped towards the big trunk with
Bunter’s name on it. There was no
hiding-place in the room—but it dame
is mind that that huge trunk was
!argghannugh to conceal a man. Was it
posst . ety
“If he got this unlocked, he—he—he
Fﬂiﬂhb—"ﬁ- stammered Bob. - . ..
“(Good gad!.:Is the boy a fooll”
snorted the -old colonel, quite out of
.patience. “Do you think .that a house-
E:e&ker camé here with a key to
unter’s trunk ? . What 1" _
'_"_.H-Ilﬂ':"'ﬂl:lf‘ﬂ ok i ;
““Boh,, ... old man!"
Whagton., - T Sty ey
‘Bob Cherry examined the lock on the
trunk. :But~it needed only” a glance.
The trank. was locked. | % T
“Well?’' snorted the colonel.” *Is the
trurk unlocked ? What?" .
“N-no [V 3T
“You are a voung ass, Cherry! Do
you hear? You are fully dressed—does
that mean that you have not been to
bed? Have you been sitting u{ﬂ“ k]
“I stayed up to keep watch,” stam-
mered Bob. SR ; i
“Then the best ﬂ;i{r;%' vou can do is lo
%{: to bed and stay there! Good gad!
This is the second time you have fancied
burglars |- What is'the matter with your
HEWE‘ST HE’F“:.., = H ol :' 1
- “I—T was sure 1—I1 heard—"

rm——

murmured

.. “Nonsense !”  barked . the colonel.

“Nobody is here, as 1 suppose you can

ECO furgvaui-aelf'l“'k"mi‘_ have beén dream-.

ing and faficying things! What is the
-matter with you? You are not a stupid
boy and frightened at a shadow,; like
Bunter ! “Pérhaps all this is one of your
schoolboy jokes, what?' - " . -
“T tell you I was sure T heard—"
“Rubbigh¥’?. .. ov, "
“The colonel stalked to the door. :
“You boys go back to bed at once !V
he rapped. “You go to bed, Cherry!
Mo more of your keeping #at::'hi (o to
bed, and to sleep! And don't call
me again in the middle of the night for
nothing ! ~ Go to béd at once, all of
you I s gt ey
The juniors, in silence, wenl to their
‘rooms—Bob with a face like a peony.
The colonel, grunting, turned off the
light and slammed the door of Bunter's
room. ‘Then he stalked away. 5
Four members of the Co. were soon
asleep again. But Bob Cherry, though
he went to bed as bidden, did not find 1t
easy to sleep.

- Won

What did it, and could it, all mean?
Unless his nerves wero p'ln:rmg him
strange tricks, .he had heard a man in

- Bunter's room. Yet no one wos there |

He could not have heard anyone, when
ne one was there—and yet, as ho
thought it over with bewildered mind,
it seemed ‘to him that he could still hear
those stealthy sounds. ._

He almost wondered whether th
house was. haunted—and whether that
strange midnight prowler was a visitant
from another world. The winter dawn
was at hand before Bob's ‘eyes closed at
last in troubled slumber, .

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Soames On The Spot!

15 HRISTMAS Eve,” gaid Frank

Nugent, the  next morning,

“and no Bunter 1" iy

" Looks a3 if hq‘:ﬁﬁng us the

1" remarked Harry Wharton. “I

nder whether poor old Mauly's got

him, after all?”

And the Co. chuckled,

Billy Bunter’s letter had stated that

ho would return in a “phew ™ days.

But teveral nights and days had elapsed
and the Owl of the Remove had not yet
put in a reappearance. - From which it

a‘o*hg

seemed probable to the Famoud Five

that Lord Mauleverer, after all, might
have obtained the priceless boon of
Bunter's company for the hols.

On the othe: hand, his big trunk wa:
still in-hiz room a4t Wharton Lodge,
which logked as if the fat Owl intended
to blow in sooner or later. That night
the Famous Five' were going fo a
“show* at Wimford Theatre Royal,
and the colonel had telephoned for-five
seats for them. Jf Bunter turned up, o
gixth would be wantéd, and the juniors,
though not fearfully bucked by the %ms-
pect, were prepared to extend a Yule-
tide welcome to the wandering Owl, 1if
he did. . "

But during the day there was no
Bunter—and when the éar was brought
round for the schoolboy party, there was
still no Bunter. -

There was plenty of snow on the
roads, but none was falling, and 1t was
& fine* frosty evening, w‘ﬂ. & mytriad
stars glittering in the steely sky, when
the checry five packed into the car, to
roll off to Wimford for the evening
‘EE E-h'!r}w-u” ikl -

Colonel Wharton stood in the norwaﬁ
and watched them atart. -The ol
colonel had been’ very kind to Bob
“Cherry that day, no doubt by way of
making up for his gruffness of the night
‘before; but Bob was feeling far from
comfortable. - TR L
. His - ftiends, and the old military
gentleman, had no doubt that he had
made a fool of himself, and Bob was
wondering & little whether he had !

The car. gone, Ahe: colonel turned
acroes the [all and went into the
library. - Miss Wharton was _in, the
drawing-room, with severa]l other old
ladies of the vicinity, in deep consulta-
tion _about: blankets .and Christmas

uddings for the poor of the village.
P['IIE. colonel wernt into the library to
smoke his after-dinner cigar, and then
to write letters. 3.3 ;

The c¢igar duly smoked, in an arm-
chair- by the fireside,.Colonel Wharton
went to hizs desk, turned dn a reading-
lamp, and started: with pen and paper.

He was thus ‘engaged when a faint
sound behind him caused him to turn his

"head. Befora it was fairly turned, how-

ever, & grip that felt like a steel vice

was laid on his shoulder, and something



¥ Soames stood with the aytomatic at the level, his
and opened

ound and hu.rd and cold was pmssad'

ehind his ear.

“Don’t move " zaid a soft voice.
“Don’t call out! I shall presz the
trigger if you do, Colonel Wharton 1*

e colonel sat quite still.

‘e was taken utterly by surprise. Hea
did net know the voice that breathed in
his ear, but he could guess whose it waa.
He was lost in wonder,

The old colonel was a brave man, He
had served through the War from start
to fAnish, and looked death in the face
too ofter to fear it. Thers was no fear
in his heart now, and his nerves were as
at-End a3 steel. But he did not stir.

whu had so auddﬁnly au-:l
grasped him from
no idesa of throwing it away.
grizzled brows set grimly.

“Is that Boames?"” he asked quietly.

“ ¥You've guessed it.”

“You scoundrel, how in the name of
mystery did you gebt heral” breathed
Colonel Wharton, .

Ha heard a low laugh.

“I am here, Colonel i‘i’hartﬂnl I am
%iﬂﬂ to see that you ara acting sensibly.

am not, and never was, & man of
vml-&nm, ‘and in your case, I should

S-am-:u]a.rljr eorry to be driven to
measures. Believe me, I have a
respeot for a man whu has served his
country as ycu have done, my dear sir;
and I Wﬂulg not w1llmglj' do you hurt.”

“ Cut that out 1™ una.pEe-d the colonel.
“1f 1 had a chance—

“1 shall seo that you do not get onel
I should dislike extremely to do you
harm; but if you endapger me, I shall
5111::-&1; without the slightest compunction.

%ret to say that you ~would not be
rst, by more than one, my dear

ife was at the mercy of the man

strangaly
ind, and hai

.E.I!.‘..
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“I e¢an well believe i, you
scoundrel 1™ smd Colonel Wharton, ‘con-
tﬂm tuously, “But how—how did you

are 1'e

”I took the liberty, sir, of slipping
into this room while the family were at
dinner,” answered Soames sofily.

“Except that I had a narrow escape of
being spotted by your excellent butler,
when he crossed the hall, I had no
difficulty. Fﬂrtunatalp I eluded the

d man's observation—otherwise, I 2o

ear, your butler would now be lying in
a secluded corner with a cracked head.”
The colonel breathed hard.
“How did you nbtam admission to
tl:l.-ﬂ house T w—"

“I am not here to discuss such
details, sir, but more important matters.
or more than an hour hava been
concealed in this recom—hoping, and
watching, for & chapnce to deal with
you alone! The chance has now
materialised.”

" A servant may enter—"

*You did not hear me lock the door
before 1 made my presence known,”
smiled Soames.

“*Oh! You cunning rascal—"

“Such & description, I fear applies to
me only too dﬂﬂ-ﬂj‘ I* murmured Soames.
“But we will not waste time discussing
my pnrsuna character, w]:..tch I fear i3
past praying for. I am going to aak
you, as a favour, to unl your safe”

“¥ou know that the safe is_in this
room, then!” exclaimed the colonel in
h]ank astonishment,

I have taken the liberty -Df making a

few observations of late, sic”

“You lying rascal, ou canngk
possibly have obtained admittance to
the house—"

“Thara ars ways and means, gir—
ways and means! But we wnasta time.

yes gleaming Ieily over It, while Colonel Wharton Inserted a E“I
the sale let Into the wall I

The safe is in this r;::om-—and I am not
skilled as a cracker c-f ﬂnfe.ﬂa—mjf educa-

tion, in that MBT has been a little
ne Iccted 1 reque-st- you to open
it for me.”

“Then you are here fm' robbery 1™

“Not in the lesst] T hardly suppose
that the contents of yﬂﬂr sife lggﬁld
raward me for the riska I am takin
except with regard to one article, which
a3 it happens belongs to me,” answerod
ames. "I sm not a sneak- thiel, mr
and I shall not touch your. pmpurt_y

“Then, what—"

" Come, come, do not affect ignorance,
my dear sir—it is really unworthy nf
you !” said Soames. ‘-‘Wha,t want is
the silver cigarette-case.”

“Ara you mad?l Fou unagme for
one moment that I have it ! exclaimed
the astonished colonel.

“Quite | Listen to me, my dear sir!
I have seen the boy Bunter since he lef
here; I may add that I have scarched
him an& c%uestmnnd him. The silver
Case, W hi was in his PoSsesa100n, was
not on him; and he confessed that he
had left it in his room here.”

“Possibly | But-—"

“1 ha:'-e- searched his room with
great care,” pursued Scames, “and fail.

ng to find it l;hara. I concluded thal: it
mught ba in the k Emg of one of his
friends—whether he handed 1t to them
or whether they may
have seen it apd taken it to place it in
safety for him. With this view, I have
sears:had their rooms and their belong-
ings——"

" What 17 gasped the colonal.

“1 have made the search with the
greatest care and thoroughnoess, and I
am eatisfied that the silver case is not,
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after all. in the keeping of one of
Bunter’s friends here.”

“Good gad! Then what the boy
Cherry fancied—"

“The boy Cherty was the only one
who awakened while I was engaged in
my search the night before last |” smiled
Soames, “Last night I repeated the
search to make all sure—though, owin
to interruptions, I had to leave it til
guite near to dawn.”

“Oh 1" gasped the eolonel. * But how
—how—how——" Heao almost stuttered
with amazement.

He knew now that Bob had been
right. But how the crook had obtained
entry into the house was still an utter
mystery to him.

“ MNever mind that, my dear sir—lot
me finish. None of the boys has the
silver case—it is not in their rooms, or
in Bunter’s; and I am therefore driven
to the conclusion that it is in your
hands.”

“0Oh1” The colonel understood now.

“No doubt that foolish boy Bunter
may have asked you to lock it in your
safe for him 1” suggested Boames. “Or
possibly it was found after he went,
and you did so, to keep it for him when
he returns.”

“No doubt I should have done s,
had it been found,” said Colonel
Wharton. “But it has certainly not
been seen hers. I have never set eyes
on it at all. According to Bunter's
own statement, it was lost before he
Lﬂ_rt':.I mh::m] for the Christmas holidays
and——"

“] fear, eir, that I can place no
reliance on Master Bunter's statements
—neither, I think, would you do so0.™

“Perhaps—but ~ I ecertainly know
nothing of the case.” -

“It goes to my heart, my dear sir, to
expross o doubt of your statement,”
murmured Soames. “1 feel that it is
an insult to a gentleman of your well-
knewn integrity. Nevertheless, I must
ask vou io open your safe.”

“That,” said the colonel contemptu-
ously, "means that you do not believe
me, you scoundrel and raseal!”

“T regret it, sir; but hard experience
has made me of a somewhat doubtful
nature ! murmured Soames. 1 must
srtisfy myself. 4¥Vill you open the safe "

The round, hard rim of the antomatic
pressed a little harder.

Colonel ‘“harton breathed dee
Had he had the remotest chance, he
would have turned on the crook—but
thore was not the ghost of a chance.

It was true that James Soames, s he
had declared, shrank from violent
medsures, if they could be avoided—but
it was equally true that he would have
used the deadly weapon in his hand
without the slightest hesitation if
driven to it

Soft and smooth as his voice was, the
old ecolonel's life hung on a thread, and
he knew i1t.

In silence he rose from the chair,
taking & key-ring from an inner pocket.
Soamcs stepped a pace or two away but
with the automatic at a level, his steely
eyes gleaming icily over it. The colonel
gave him ona look—one grim lock at
the sleek, smooth face. 'Then he stepped
to the wall near the desk and turned
back a picture on a hinged frame,

Behind it was an iron door let into
the wall. - :

Silent, with compressed lips, the
colonel inserted & key and ned the
iron door. pames motioned him to
stand close beside the safe, so that he
could keep him under obeervation and
under cover of the antomatic while he
examined the interior.

Colone]l Wharton stood like a ramrod,
a contemptuocus smile on his face. For
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tive minutes he stood, while the crook
examined the interior of the safe—tho
gleek face growing darker and darker
as he failed to find what he sought.

Ho stepped back at last, gritting his
teath. ]

“Are you satisfied 1V the
colonel scornfully.

Soames’ eyes gleamed at him.

“1 am satisfied,” he answered guietly.
“The silver case is not there! them
i3 it, Colonel Wharton "

“You scoundrel [V said the colonel. * 1
have told you that I know nothing of
it, and have never even set eyes on it.”

ames’ cyes secmed almost to
penetrate him with the intensity of their
searching gaze. But the sea-lawyer
seamed satisfied at last, The black look
disappeared fromn hizs face, leaving him
impassive as before.

"1 must apologise, my dear sir, for
not having accepted your word in the
frst place,” he said, with his old man-
servant air of deferonce, * But you will
understand that, in my way of life, 1
cannot afford to believe everything I
am told. It appears that Master
Bunter has been lying again, and that
he did not, after all, leave the silver
case in this holise—or, if he has done so,
he has concéaled it in some spot known
only to himself.”

- His oyes gleamed again for a second.

“I must see my fat young friend and
question him more closely,” he went on.
“I am through here. aster Bunter
will tell me the truth next time, or it
will be very much the worse for him.
think I shall be able to make him
realise that I am not a man to be trifled
with." He paused. *“8it in your chair
again,” he added sharply, “and do not
think of resisting, I beg you—it would
be as easy for me to leave you stunned,
with a cracked skull, as-to tie you ino
vour chair! P{I not force me to it.”

Colonel’ Wifiarton gave him a long
look. Then, in silence, he sat down in
his chair, and made no resistance
whila the crook bound his arms to it
and stuffed s gag in his mouth.

But his eyes burned after Scames as
the ¢crook stepped to the door, opened
it a few inches, and listened and
watched. And then, apparently satis-
fied that the coast was clear, stepped
out, and shut the door after him.

It was half an hour later that Wells,
passing the door and hearing muflled,
mumbling sounds from the library,
looked in, and almost fell down with
astonishment at the sight of his master,
bound and gagged, in the chair.

Then the colonel was rele Too
late, as he knew only too well, to have
the faintest hope of laying hands on
James Soames.

asked

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
‘Something Like A Surprise !

& WHAT a fall was there, my

countrymen "' said Bob Cherry.

It was a fall of snow fo

which Bob alluded. -

When the Famous Five came out of

ithe Theatre Royal, at Wimford, they

found that the snow had been fal]ing

during the performance within.

It had eccased before they emerged;

but the fall had been heavy, and the

High Street of the liztle country town
was piled and banked with it

Hardly a vehicle wus attempting to
E'Mh through the thick carpet of white.

gople coming out of the theatre made
up their minds to walk; and  tha
Famous Five stood for some minutes,
in doubt.

“The fallfulnesa is terrific!"

moarked Hurree Jamser Ram Singh.

leafess -branches

1 &
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“We are not likely to see the esteemed
Brown with the car.™
“"Um—no!" agreed Wharton. .
The car had left the juniors at the
theatre, and wa to have -ealled for
them after the show. But traffic in
the street was hardly possible, and it

-was clear that om the open country

road it was impossible, No ecar could
have scraped through. and- the juniors
had to make up the.r minds to it

“Well, we can walk,” said Johnny
Bull. “Luﬂky Bunter wasn't with us,
after all. We ghould have had to roll
him home, like a barrel.™

“No good waiting for the car,” said
Harry. “Better buck up and get
through before the next lot . comes
down.™ !

. “Come on!"” said Bob cheerily.

The juniors turned _u[il their coat
collars and started. A mile and a half
of road lay between them and Wharton
Lodge; but there were short cuts that
Wharton koew, to save almost half the
distance. And they were rather
anxious to get through before the
“next lot” came down, if more was
coming. . :

They tramped out of the town, over
tlillan hndlge, n&ui down the -:hnunttﬁr road,
almost knee-deep in snow in the open.
At a little diitl‘:‘l,"l:'n out of Wim.igarg,
Wharton turned into the footpath
through Wimford Wood, and his com-
raiim followed hll;lj . | g—th

t was yet early in the evenin a
Chrislmns}Ew show at the theatre had
lasted only an hour ‘and a half. But
the winter darkness had set in, black
as & hat, relieved only by the glimmer
of 'I?It_ﬂ_lﬁﬁtlaiﬁﬂﬁw. o Sk ek

ramp,- tramp, tram ey went

the EI"ID]':.’F fuut[;mth u?’lder 519 ga.un’tj,r
Tt was heavy going,
and hardy as the Famous Five werg;
they “were scon feeling rather tired.
But they kept on a. as good a rate
as they could, for it was plain’ that
anotlier’ snowfall was coming—flakda
wera already beginning‘mt‘u]:- fall. And,
scasonablé as- it Ondotbtedly was, no-
body enjo the prospect of being
caught in the open in & heavy snow-
Blorin. Qo

“It's coming,"” remarked Bob.
_"1It's come,” grunted Johnny Baull

“Push on,'" said Harry. “If it gets
too thick, we can get shelier half-way.
I know a place™ :

“Not much shelter sbout here,” said
Nugent. “Can't be a house for miles,
1 should think.” :

“There are the holiday bungalows
along the river,” answered ﬁarr,r.

- "They're shut up in the winter, but

we could shove inte & porch, or a sied,
One of them 13 just off this footpath.”
“Push on, if wo ¢an,” said Bob.
“Oh, yes, rather! Go itI™
They tramped on, while the flakesa
fell thicker and thicker. The wind
again, tossing the branches,
shaking down snow, wal i“.f and howl-
ing through the wood. hicker and
thicker came the snow—not in flakes,
but rather in chunks and masses.
Harry Wharton came to a halt, at

lanﬁ::h.

““What about it?' he asked. “It's
only a step off the path to that bung,
and this furry won't last long. Wait

under shelter till it's over—what?"

“Lead on, Macduff I said Bob.

In the darkness little could be seen,
but - Wharton knew the wood from
childhood. He turned off the footpath
into a narrower path that led through
the gaunt trees to-a gate in & fence,
now almost over-topped by drifting
ENLOYY.

It was not Pasy to shove the gate
open, 0 the ‘juniors - clambered over
it, and tramped up to the dim, one-



storied building i the centre of a
nnhr_-:ien that was an unbroken sheet of
wihite,

They reached.the little porch in front
of the bungalow. It waas thick with
drifted snow, and masses of thick
flakes beat in on thom on the Hferce
WO,

“Urrgh[* murmured Bob, “This
what you call & shelter, old bean?’

“The shelterfulness i3 not terrifie,”
mumbled Hurree Singh. -

“Well, we can't push on till this
flurry is over,” said Nugent. “It's
coming down in cartloads.”

“Half en hour, perliaps,’ said Bob.
“0Oh crikey | Never mind! What's
Jia odds, so long as you're ’appy 1"

For eome minutes the juniors stood
there, getting what shelter they could.

The fierce wind beat on them, piling
snow thicker and thicker, Bob Cherry
sramped to keep his feet warm.

Hurrea Eingih shivared, The Indian
junior was almost blue with cold. .-

. Look_here ! said Harry. “Nobody
lives here, and there’'s no harm in get-
ting under a roof in a storm like this.
My uncle knows the estate agent at
Wimford who lets these places in the
summer—My. Jenkins, e's a decent
old bean, snd I know he wouldn’t
mind if we got inside If we can push
11— ; ,

“Oh 1" gaid Bob. “Sure he wouldn™s
mind?” G

“T'in quite suve of that, and we can
make good any damage. Lei's gelt in-
side, if we can. ' !
“Good egg I said Bob.

“The goodness of the egg is terrific I*'
muambled . Hurres Singh, "My 'Ja.h!‘.?td
feet are getting like 1diotio ieicles.”

. ¥Clome on, then, and let’'s try it on,”
:a ek rry. .. ' o ety

The front door was locked and im-
movable,. The juniors trud out of
the porch, and moved round the little
building.

It was & small bungalow, let for the
fishing and bnat:nq] in the summer, and
contained only a hall and twe rooms,
and a kitchen at the back.  All the
windows were fastened, and the juniors
-ame . to. & halt at tho little kitchen
svindow. - ] i
“We can manage this,” said Bob.
ITe groped over the window. “There's
a° catch inside, but I fancy I can shift
it. The jolly old speculative builder
doesn't make his sashes fit like o

glove." s : -
B“]'i}u it, Bill Sikes1” grinned Jolhnny

111l.

Bob chuckled, and “went it.” The
sashes of the kitcher window fitted far
from perfectly, and the blade of a
pocket-knife was easily pushed between,

“Bure Jenkins won't mind, old
chap I*" asked Bob, pausing. .
“Quite I’ said Harry. "If he were

here, he'd tell us to get in out of the
:now; 1f we had to break a panc.”

“Here goes, then!” . =

Bobr snapped the catch open without
difficulty, and the lower sash was
pushed up. One after another the five
juniora clambered in inte utter dark-
ness, and the window was closed again.

“Well, it's mmﬂf}hingi\tn et under a
roof, s?md- Bob. “No light on, I
suppoge I : ;

"i’ut likelyl The electric light is
laid on, from Wimford, but it's shut
off when the place is unocgupied,”
answered Harvy, “Might try it—oh [”

Bob groped for a switch, and found
it, and a sudden flood of light followed,
The juniors blinked at one anocther.
~ “Well, that’s jolly odd !” said Harry
Wharton. “The current must have
been left on, after all, Thank good-
uess, it was 1"

"% What-ho I™

Every Saturday

“Might find something to make B

fire,” said Nugent. .
“Not likely. The place can’t have
been used sinee  last  summer——"

Harry Wharton broke off, staring.

Now the light was on the juniors
could see their surroundings, n ths
kitchen table was a pile of canned
foode; firewood was stacked by the
grate, and there was a box of coal.

“h, my hat!” exclaimed Harry
blankly.

Bob Cherry whistled. :

“Well, you prize nss!” he muarnured.
“Somebody must be living here! Look
at that! DMy énly hat! We've Eully
well burgled a place that somebody
lives inl’

“0Oh erumbs 1™

The Famous Five gazéd at -one
ancther in ntter dismay.

Getting into en ecmpty-building for
shelter from a snowstorm, when Whar-
ton knew the owner. was ofie thing;

but getting into an occupied -building,
tenanted 3' Boma Biranger, was an
altogether different matter. It was an

utterly dismaging -discavery. -
 “Bomebody's here I''- gasped: Nugent,
“Oh crumbs! What oo earth will he
think 1"

“Blessed if I can understand it!"
said Harry Wharton. - “I tell you,
this place 12 let only in the summer,
furnished, for fishing and bosating.
How my’ld anyhody - ?guiblg want to
take it in the winter?" ..

“ Zomebody. has,'’- said Bob.
“Looks like it, and no mistake " .
“Well, we've,k done. it now,” said

Johnny Bull. “If the man's at home,

we can-explain to him, and apologise—
that’s all we can do now. Let's see.”
“{Can’t be at home—all in the dark,"
said Harry. :
“All the better. "We can’get olit, and
no harm donel But let's sea ™

The juniors moved * through the
kitchen doorway, which cpened on the
hall—what Mr. Jenkins, no doubt,
E’ﬂﬁl]ﬁ have described as a “lounge

all. :

Bob switched on-the light there.
 Muddy traces of footmearks on the
linolewm on the foor showed that some-
one had been in the house not more
than a few days ago.

Two doors cpened from the hall, one
on either side, and the juniors tapped
at them, wondering whether pnsg.’ﬁs],g
anyone might be present. They had to
explain their presence in the house if
the tenant was at home.

But thers was no reply to the tapping,
and, opening the doors, they fpuni} tfﬂ
two rooms empty when they switched on
the hights.

“Nobody at home,” said Boh.
“Can't be anybody down there, 1 suhp-
ane?" He pointed to a door at the

ack, by the side of the kitchen door,
".‘F]].][.‘i’l. evidently gava access to s stair
down to & cellar. :

“Hardly 1" said Harry. “ Look here,
what are we going to do? No harm in
waiting hore till the snowstorm blows
over, but—-" i e o

“But—"" murmured Nugent, -

“Hallo, hallo, hallo|? gasped Bob
suddenly. * Listen " '

Knock, knock, knock |

The Famous Five fairly jumped.
They had decided, beyond doubt, that
the lonely bungalow in the wood was
unoccupied, the tenant ﬂbﬂn:ﬂ.mli absent,

Th wers utterly startle v that
sudden sound of knocking.

“Wha " gasped Harry.

HWI].D ¥

“"Where—"

Knock, knock !

siuttered Baoh.
But

“It's from below 1" |
“There's somebody in the cellar,
what is he knocking for—"
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Knock, knock!

o hﬁiught have oot shut in—must have,
I think ¥ paspx ¥ Harry Wharten, in
utter wonder. '*He's heard us, snd he's
knoeking—="

Knock, knock, knock !

Lhe knocking, ¢ was plain, came
from the cellar under their feet. - Then
faintly, muffled by the foor and the

distance, came a voice :
“ Help 1"

“That settles it,” zaid Harry. “The
man must have got shut in his own
cellar somehow. hank goodnoss we
got in, after all. This way ¥

He cut across 1o the door on the cellay
stair, It wes fastened by & wooden
batten. How it camoc to be fastened
outside when somebody, evidently, was
below was utterly bewildering; but the
juniors did not panse, Wharton flung
the door open and led the way down the
narrow woodén stair, ' A

At the bottom was s shut door which

evidently gave accoss to the cellar. It
L'-g.; locked and the_ra was no sign of a

Knock, knock | came on the inside of
lhuﬂ I":jlﬂ?r'l ; y

*"Help ' came a gasping how

Bob Cherry thum d?ﬂﬁhq door,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” he roared.
“This door's locked. t us in if yon
want help. Who's there 1 :

There was a gasp from within,

“Oh crikey | Youl”

“Arg ‘we dreaming this!” gasped
Bob. He knew that fat, familiar voice.
“Are we asleep and dreaming 7"

“I say, you fellows 1" ecame a frantic

neek. "“Oh crikey)l 1 say, 3ou
fellows——" .

The Famous Five stood rooted. They
were too utterly astounded to stir or
spcak. They just stood and stared.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Luck For Bunter !
i SAY, you fellows "™
Knock, krock! Bang!
“Bunter I gasped Harry
" Wharton, the first to recover his
voice, “ Bunter—or his ghost [

“Bunter 1" ' stuttered Bob. “ Bunter
This is a dream' 1" ' '

il aayl; ou fellows, let me out! Let
me out before that beast comes back 1"
camoe the well from within. “I =awv,
I've been here for weeks and weeks!
Liommie out [

“*The door's locked 1" gasped IHarry.

“I know it is, fathead! That beast
locked it when he went away snd left
me heré days and weeks ago. I EE,',
nearly all the grub’s gone— h

erikey | Do let me out, will you?" -
“You—you—you've been locked in
thero?" ; . .
“Yes, you chump! Lemme out, will
you? Oh erikey! TFancy you fellows
coming here! Just faney! I've been

here for weeks, I—I think—a fearfully
long time, anyhow !"

“ITt—it—it's  Bunter!” gurgled
Nugent. “Oh, my hat| How on earth
did you get in that cellar, Bunter”

“That villain—""

“YWhat villain, fathead "

“Soames [ yélled Bunter. "1 say, I
thought he'd come back when I heard
your hoofs—and then I heard that there
wera o lot of you, so I knew it ecouldn’t
be Soames. d so I velled for help—
and banged on the.door—but I never
drcamed that it was you! How did rou

t here, miles and miles and mles

vom Wharton Lodge?” |

“ Boames |" gasped Harry.  “ Boames!
Oh crumbs! Did—did rg-nramr:a bring
you heve " i

Tie Magxer Lmrary.—No. 1,610.
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“¥Yes, wecks ago 1™

“¥ou ass, it's only three or four days
since you left 1™

“Oh crikey! Is it? It scems like
weeks! Ain't it over Christmas yet 1"

“It's Christmas Eve."

“Oh erikey! I say, get me out of
this before that villain comes back|
Suppose he comes back—  Oh lor’ 1"
squeaked Bunter, *“‘Buck up! Hurry !
Don't hang about! Can't you get a

move on ?’
“Wea'll get you out, old fat manl!”
said Bob. ' Wait till we get something

to bust in the door.”

“"Hurry I'" yelled Bunter. * Quick |

Almost dizzy with amazement at that
astounding discovery in the cellar under
the lonely bungalow, the juniors lost no
time. *ﬁ:ney rushed up the stairs, and
very soon sorted out & chopper, which
Bob was scon wielding on the cellar
door. :

It was a fairly strong door, but Bob's
smitea with:the chopper very soon put
paid to the leck. Tho door erashed open
and there was s yell from within,
Bunter, it seemed, was very near the
toor.

“Yarooch! Yowow! Wharrer you
banging that dgor on my nose for, you

silly ass?  Qoooh 1"
The Famous Five crowded in. Billy
Bunter, rubbing his fat little nose,

stood blinking at them through his big
spectacles.

They gazed at him. Even yet they
cotld hardly beliave that 1t was Bunter,
&3 utterly unexpected and Amazing was
the discovery of the fat Owl.

There was an eleotrie light in the
cellar, There was a chair-bed in a
corncr, and a few other articles of
furniture, and on the table a supply of
canned foods, and some crockery that
needed washing. . Bunter, eviden ¥, had
been camping there—amazing as it was.

“Well, this beats Banagher!” gaid

s Oferye M Bloseil if: T dao’t: Btk
believe it's his ghost now M

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“But—but—but what does it all
mean?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“If Soames bunged you in here, what
on earth did ho do it for?"

“He's after that putrid cigarette-
case | groaned Bunter. *“1I eay, you
fellows. I've had a [fearful time.
Nothing to eat but canned meat and
biscnits and potted things, and nothing
to drink but cold water! I say——"

“Did Soames bag you after you

lefe 7"
- " No, i‘j‘ﬂli idiot; he bagged me, and
that's why I left! He collared me on

the terrace at Wharton: Lodge that
mgcht E:}u rushed off into the park 1”-

*Wha-a-t 7" :

“Oh crumbs ™
- “I—T came out to sce what you were
up to,” groaned Bunter, “and that
beast spotted me, and got me in the
dark, you know "
*Boames did 1" gﬂ.ﬂped Bob.
*Ow! Yeal Then he walked mo
here through the snow—dozens of miles
~1 was nearly dropping—about twenty
miles, I think—" '

“Twenty rats!” eaid Johnny Bull
“"You'rs not more than a mile from
I know I walked

Wharton Lodge.”
twenty m_flea, at least—nearer thirty, I

L3
4

“0Oh, really, Bull |

thin
“Soames may have gone a long wav
round to keop off tgu roads,"” said
Nugent. " Porhaps a couple of miles 1"
“About thirty-five, I think," said
Bunter, “I know I was ncarly drop-
ping. I say, you fellows, let's get out
of this!{ SBupposs he comes back ™ -
“We'll handle him all right if he
does,” said Bob. “Don’t you worry.
Toe Macwer Lisrapy.—No. 1,610.
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Ma.% as well shift out of this cellar.”
The juniors tramped up the stairs to
the upper regions, 5ill unter rolling
after them. The fat Owl rolled across
at onco to the front door and opened it.
A mighty blast roared in, laden with
snow,-and he gave a squeak,

“"“Owl Oh erikey! Ow!”

“Bhut the door, fathead !" said Bob.
“We got in here out of the snowstorm;
we've got 1o wait a bit for it to clear
before wo start.™

* Buppose Soames—""

“Blow Boames! We can't get out in

this I"

“¥ou silly ass!" velled Bunter. “Heo
may come back ys

“Fathead! Look at the snow!
Bless Soames 1

“Beast " roared Bunter. “I'm
going 1"

Roaring wind end whirling snow,

* coming down in hatfuls, did not attract

Bunter!| But anything scemed better
to the fat junior then the possibility of
Hoames reappearing and clutching
agaim.
agardless of wind and show, the fat
Owl plunged out into the winter dark.

“¥ou fat asz——"" roared Bob.

* Beast 1"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Come on 1™ he said. “The fat chump
will get lost. We can stand it, if he

can! Get gging.”

And the Famous Five tramped out
after Bunter.

Through howling wind and sn'nml?ing
snow they tramped in a breathless
bunch, and for a quarter of a mile
avan ﬁi[i:,r Bunter kept up a good pace,
spurred on by his terror of Soames.

After that Bunter had to be taken
by his fat arms and helped on his way,
and for the rest of that long, weary,
fatiguing tramp the juniors had the

leasure—or  otherwise—of  hearin

unter's molodious voice as a sort o
musical accompaniment to the mareh, in
a series of wails, moans, groans, grunts,
snorts,” and breathless squeaks !

iin

e

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Light At Last!
CDLDHEL WHARTON stared at

Bunfer.
The juniors were n at last,

breathless and tired.

Billy Bunter, most tired and breath-
loss u¥ the party, tottered to an arm-
chg.iir il? Eruntﬂ?f the blazing log fire
and co nr}aed ere, gasping.

2 ‘Ir'am colonel ln&]t-e&gnt. hill;; long and
&I, T
' Judgiog by Bunter's look, he was

more 1n nced than ever of the Christmas
resenta the Famous Five had handed

im the day of his departure. Ewven
Billy Bunter had never looked in more
desperate need of a wash !

“I am glad you have got in, my
" gaid the colonel. “It was im-
possible to send the ca -

“We guessed that one air_i and
walked 1" said Bob cheerfully. *Jolly

_%:wﬂ' thing we did, as it turns out,

o've rescued Bu IH-EI‘.”
|

“Rescued him repeated Colonel

Wharton, staring. * I see that you have

Did you meet him in

“No foar! Hocked him out of
durance vile!” said Harry smiling.
“That villain Soames had him——"

“Boames " exclaimed the colonel.

“Yea; bunged in a cellar, “in
Jenking' bungalow, in Wimford Woed,"”
said Harry. He must have taken the
house from Jenkins, as a tenant; but
why he wanted to keep Bunter there
beats me hollow."

him with you.
Wimford 1"

“The hollowfulness is terrific.”

“1 fail to understand this!” grunted
Colonel Wharton. *Soames has been
here, during your absence——"

“Here,” exclaimed Harry.

_ “The lawless scoundrel * penetrated
imto the house 1n some mysterious way
—1 cannot discover how,” said the
colonel, “"He attacked me suddenly in
the library, with a revolver in his hand
—-in search, as he said, of that rubbishy
cigarette-case | He appeared to believe
ihat Bunter had left it here when he
went away. I gather that he had seen
Bunter, and was told sp—""
“He'd seen Bunter all right 1

“I am sorry, Cherry, that I did not
take you more sarinual‘y last night,”
went on the colonel, * 1 supposed, as
yvour friends supposed, that you were
making ‘an absurd mistake: iut from
what the villain said to me it is clear
that he has searched ell your rooms!"

“Oh!" exclaimed Bob.

“It remains an utter mystery how he
was able to enter the houss and leave
again without a trace!” said the

::'im:'lp “But it is clear that hoe did

“ Then—then Baob had it right!” ex-
claimed Harry.

“Quite, as it gpﬁearn now!  But
n:::glam to me what has happened. How
did yvou find Bunter ™ .

The juniors told the story, the old
colonel listening with blanker and
blanker- astonishment in his face.

“Good gad! Is the man out of his
genses, of what?" he exclaimed. " Why
should he have kept Bunter a prisoner?
It is inexplicable IP'

“Can't make it out!” said Harry.
“He's after that silver case—though

dness knows why.  Buat he munst have
ound that it was not on Bunter, at
once; and what he wanted to keep
Bunter for, beats me! I can’t sce what
use . Bunter was to him.”

“Can't have kept him as an orna-
ment ! remarked Johnny Bull

“Ia, ha, ha "

“Beast 1" camo
before the fire. _
. “Perhaps Bunter will be able to
explain,” said Colonel Wharton.
“Bunter, did you leave that silver
cigarette-case in thia house?"” :

“Dh, really, sir! I've told you it's
lost——"

*Answer my question!” rapped the
colanel,

“No, I didn"t1"” yapped Bunter.

“You appear to have told Socames
that you did,” said tho colonel steroly.

“What was I to tell him, when he
was .fmngst-:- blow my brains out " de-
manded Bunter, warmly. *I'd have
told him I'd left it at the top. of the
Tower of London, if that would have
kept him quiet.”

. “Have you no regard
for the truth, Bunter?” hooted the
colonel.

“No—I mean ves! Oh! Yes. But,
vou s0e,-he was going to blow my brains
out—"-

. ¥Did you tell him you had any?”
asked Bob. “I suppose you can't help
#.I:-Eing whoppers. ™

&, ha, ha "
« Y 17
Do you know why SBoames lept you

a prisoner, Bunter "' asked the colonel.

from the srmchair

whatever

“How sghould I knowi"” grunted
Bunter. I glﬂllr well know he did!
He never told me why. ' He grabbed

me that night there was something up
in the park, when I went out on the
terrace, and he's had me ever since—
but he never told me why, the beast "
“Harry, you hkad a letter from
Bunter, atter he left——"
(Continued on page 28]



Every Saturday

NQOOS .of
the WEAK!

By Cn iy,

THIS WEEK BY

Yessterday in  the
jimbasium, William
George  Bunter, the
famous athevicte of
the Remove, thrazhed
Bolsover major till he
ceawled on the foor
and wined for mercy.
Bolzaver had  vew-
chered to call Bunter
a fat porpuss,  “ Thoso
words cun unever bo

WILLIAM BUNTER,

S'Lll.ﬂ}r No. 7. H.Em.ﬂve

Tourgiven," replie
Bunter hortily. = 'This
insult mushs be whiped
owt in blud, I shall

T last the Edditer has hadd the sense
to give a chanse to & fellow with recl
jernalistiek abbility. For wunce in 1:

way, deer recders, you can take your il o
1st-rlass atorles, brillyunt poertry and
lernedd  artickles from the pron of that
gitted orther, Willlam George Bunter.

It's ot my way to boste of my brancs or
sporting achievements, bub everywu Knoes
t-lgm.t. I am the biggest awlrownd man at tho
skool. (Hear, hear!—FEd.)  Quelchy says
that I ort to be In a klnss by myself. (He
certainly does.—Ed.)  Wharton has offen
begged me with tears tremmt!ufunn his
i-lashes to rite for the * Herrald,” but 1
have phelt kompelled to refewse, " Certainly
nott,” was my kontempehuous repli. “I dis-
dane to so¥] my penn by riting foT sitch a

rn ‘!!
flﬁt. at last, deer rewders, your €CgCr
impayshunts s sattistied, an here is a hole
age ritten and eddited by W. G. B, himself.
?t. Eku:rnt:i.ins. naos, poems, aud artickles, and
is the last word in maggazecn produckebu.

GRATE ENGLISH
KOUNTRY HOWSES!

Bunter Court

A speshul artikle dealing with the
maggﬁ?ﬂsensa of this well-known
manshun.

From the days of Willynm {he Koenkeror
the grate titled fammily of Duuters have
ived in Bunter Court, althe sum  jellus
Lensts say that there is no such plaice. Tt
ia troo that during the vack the deckoraters
dessend upen the mapslun and turn it
inside owt, 2o that I am frekwently kom-
pelled to feek uther ackewnnerdation, but
anly lo minds like Wharton's or Toddy's
would imajine that this is becaws my deer
pater kan't stand the sile of ne.

The bapkwetting hall at Bunter Court ia
abowt as bigg as Madawe Toeesond's, amd
kontains just a3 many celebbrities, for Kings
aml princes and dooks and erls awl crowd
rownd the dinner-tabel, omd wale for my
puter 1o karve the jolnt. They kau liave as
many helpings as they like, for there is
nothing stinjy abowt Bupler Court -nott like
Lt beast Opelehy, who stopps me after e
Sth helping. g

Awl pt’rﬁ: Punter  fammily  are  Yery
jennerous, and if a deok or an crl wants to
barro o few Bobb antil his postle ordep cums
e has only to mepshun it. There is a tuck-
shop ot Bunter Court, where the noble gesta
can fortyly themselved Letween mecls, aml
if one of the kings or prinecs takes a pl'muu:,'
into hiz hedd to raid the kitchin larder he
isn't whopped when Dbe iz kort, hovaws lny
pater would meerly larf and say: ™ :'F{urr:; ull,
ald been, and lett me Lelp you--I'm & batt
peckish myselit"

There are thowsamls of rooms at Bunter
vourt ond milyuns of servantg, wile the
arownds eggstemd to abowt 2,000 akeys, atl
kontain a nornamental lake for huntin' awd
shootin’, and large forests for fishin®, in
addishun to a post ophiza for the use of
vitled relazhnns who wish to send  postle
arilera to thelr nevvews at skool. .

Tha motte of the Bunter fmnmily /s " Eet
not to live, but live to eet,” and they arve
awl fiee figgers of men, strong and slurdy,
eapeshully me. And may noo gloriea ever
shedd thelr Iluster upon thelr magguilizent
manshup—Bunter Court.

{(This artickle iz copyrile
George Bunter.)

by William |

eggspect you to méet
rﬂgr.:E iEwt.hn Jjim to-nite,”
Bolsover larfed & hollo, mocking Jarf, but he
soon hadd reeson to larf on the uther side
of his phace, for Duuter made rings rownd
him nnd landed fecrful blows on awl parts
of the body aml also the jaw. Bolsover
pleaded for 3, but there was mti:ﬂlﬂ dooing.
“Pake that, you beestly booly!™ rctorted
Bunter, and lade him lo with an upper-cut
which woold have slortered an ocks. Bunter
was chieered to the ecko, wile the remanes of
Bolsover were remeovd o an ambewlance to
the sapny. (I cuan't quite imaging it!=Ed.}
Wingate, the skool captin, tapt Harry
Wharton on the sholder’ this morning.
“Look herg, Wharton,” he sedd seeriously,
"tw:h:.r ?ia Bunter left owt of the jewnior
clovun
awway the best player you've gott.,” Wharton
wins erblidged to admitt the trooth of this.
" IL's a matter of pursonal izﬂuijf with me,"”
le muttered, Aushing hotly. *
to be put in the shade by o 'l:ilg;rr.tcr player.”
He therefour bribed Wingate with a 10-bobb
note to keep owt of the allare, and fhere is
now no chanse that Buynter will be given his
proper sho in the Bocker matches. A
(NOTE.—The Wlea of Wharlon Dbriding
Wingate to keep Bunter out of the footbalt
E‘::.-:i&}:qduﬂud ‘e whole s¢hoo] to hysteries.—

MY POSTLE ORDER!

The shades of uite were falling phast,
Whon throo the gates of ‘Greylviars passod
The postman who had bLrort at last

My postle order.

For yeers I'd awlmost Traen resined,
My hoaps bl dwindlod, pecked, amd pinc:d,
I thort that I shoold pever fimd

My poslle order,

Amd now at lust it had appeered,

Althe its ook was rather weerd,

For it hadd grown o flowing beend,
My paostie order.

Alas, my plezeure soon was gone!

1t came Trom meen old. Unkle Don,

Awl » BIXPENCE " was the word upon
My postle order.

You kno very well he's far and .

kan't barn
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My splrrits hiad a sudden dropp,

But still, in Mra, Mimble's shopp,

I turned to taris and jlnjor-popp
My postle omder.

To MES. MIMBLE.

Dear Maddam,—Tt s o well-known fackt
that creddit is the life:blud of bizziness, aml
unleas you start giving credit rile awa

ou'll mever gro into a bigg store with

ranches on all the main trafck roots—do

you twiggt 1 shall be plegsed to open a
creddit ackount with yon, and sujjest a
limmit of & thowsamd pownds to start with,
Shall I call for the tuck toanite?

To MR. QUELCH,

Deer Sir,—H you, fid sany gum In yore
elippers  to-nite it woasn't e, Dbeeaws 1
wasn't there, as Skinper can tell you-<he
gaw mi¢c do it. Heoaping this i3 now quite
cleer,—Yores respeckfully--—

To G-R-LD L-D-R, Vith Form.

Yah! Go and ect koke! 1T skorn vou
from the bottom of my hart, you kaddi—
Yores alfectsbunitly——

To ALL THE REMOVE,

Mr. Willinm George Dunfer rekwests the
plezzure of ¥ore Kompany to-uite (o skofl a
whopping bige hamper wileh he has just had
from Coker Court—1 meén, from Bunter of
the Filth—that is. 10 =ay, from my titlod
Amb Judy., Nuopwo, I mcen from a Litled
relashun at Buoter Cenrt. Roll up sml Lelp
yourselves!

HERE'S SUM - CONNUNDRUMS
TO TRY ON YOUR PALS :—

‘_h‘l"ﬂim will Gosling, Lhe Il'm't-a.'r, oy
prizaou?
As soon as * locking-up ™ time cums,

Who i3 the clampion singer in U Grey-
friars Remove? Fhis is rather oo difftkult

to

qwestion to answer. Juhnwy Bedl  can
Lellow; amd & ecertain Chinese  junler i3
hamlcapped by boaving only Wun  Loang.

But ;‘uu sl come  and Tiear  Hurrew
Blngh!

s clernally

WILLIAM GEORGE
BUNTER

Bifly Bunter is the worli’s most Tamous
fat- boy. Wonds are almost useless to
deseribe bim.  He weighs Bliecn stone, and
on the =earch [or Luwk. Xo
hamper, picnic, pie, or pastry i3 salfc when
Bunter scemta b, His unose for buck 3
sharper than & blopdhound™s. He tells the
most: amuszing whoppera when coaught, amd
invarfably gives himsell away. Hia " postal
order,” which he i3 always especltivg and
never recclves, Is a standing joke awmong
fellows from whom he Grica Lo borrow
money. 50 i3 Bunter Court, his magnificent
lome, whiclk no eye but Bunter's has ever
secn—or ¢ver will see.  In striet fuct, he
lives o quite a moudest Survey villa, He 13 a
first-class - venbriloaqoist and can  imitate
almost any voice. As full of Lricks and
fatuons canoning as a mounkey, DBuuler i
ofton licked and kicked—but he aLil] gocs an
Buntering! Long may Ik continue o Jo 20]

{ Cartoon By HAROLD SKINNER.)
Tie Macyer FagraRT.--No. 16100
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- "Clortainly I did 1" answered Harry.
“ It was written Trmn the Station Hotel,
in W:mfﬂrd—-—
“It waso't
* Soames made me write
hoastly bung.
th@ aper,”
on fat ass!” exclnimed Harry.
“Aln you fibbing again, or dreaming,
or what? You told me 1 'hnt your trun
was coming. in that letter——"
“I know I did | Socames told me to,
and if you think I was going to have
m;.r ‘brains blown_out, you've jolly well
mistaken=—sce ¥ I'd lmva W mten any-

1" - gnorted: Bunter.

it, in .that

thing ho liked.” :

“But the {runk r::u.lne" roared
Wharton )

“Did it ? - S8cames must have sent 1,
then .

" gad I m'.clmmtrd Colonel
Wharton tostily. . “What can all this
iean ? Bunter, your trunk was de-

livered here the day after you left, as
vou stated in your letter that it would
be, and so—

**"Tain't my trunk ! T never sent it "
grunted DBunler. " Blessed if 1T know
why Soames did, eithert"™

The Famous Five and the colonel
looked at Billy Buater, and then at one
another, m mute amumnmni )

Bunter's letter, and the trunk follotw-
ing, had made it quite impossible for
anyone to suspect that he had been kid-
napped. Yet it was certain that he
had been kidnapped, and kept a close
prisoner, that the letter he bad written
scrved some purpose of Boames', and
that ‘it must have been Boames ltmmelf
who had sent the trunk in Bunter's
ame,

Bunter's ul}pmfmlm{rm wos explained
now—it was to keep him ont of tho
way while that teink was landed at
Whavton L-DEIE’G in ].mi name.

But why?

“Is the man m*-um‘: ¥ echoed Colonel
Wharton, at last, flta determination
to get hold of tllﬂ.t- cigarette-case 1s
extraordinary, And now this. In the
name of all that is absurd, why did he
want to send a teunk here, and keep
Bunter away for that purpose——="

“Blessed if 1 kncm 1" eaid Bunfer.
“Must bo cracked, 1 should thinkl 1
80y, you fellows, is there any supper
going 1"

Bob Cherry gave & sudden yell! e
was the first to jump to it, a8 it were !
“That's how he got in 1™ he rvoaved.

' “,hat-;r!

“Tn the teank 17 yelled Bob.  “ W
all wondered why that fat ass wanicd
guch a whopping trunk. I rememboer

saying thore was reomn for Bunter him-
self in it. Boames was in iti"
 Biis-Sus-Bomnes  was—was in
gasped the colenel. “Good H‘l{l |
you dreaming?”
“No more than I was last ni ]n
grinned Bob. Y DBet you, siv!
why we conldu't And Lim in Bunter's

i
Am

en

He must have pinched-

- now that they kney

hat' 5

The Magnet—XEvery Saturday

Colonel Wharton stared at Bob like
a man in a dream for a moment or
two. Then, as he gras ed 1l' he El'IE]}Eﬂ-
& heavy .Malacea’ E'l'.l[! and starte up
the staircase.

The Famous Five fﬁrgnt that they
were btired, as they rushed after him.

Bunter, pnrhap&, did not forget that
he was i:JI‘Ed An%ahaw. he d.‘:d not join
in the rush James Hoames was

acked inside that big trunk Bllnlﬁ

unter had no desire _h;ga.temr to le
a hand in unpacking him!

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
Too Lata !

¢« 00K out!” - broathed Ha rry
Wharton., *“If he'a there—"
“Ha was there ! said Beb.
“No doubt about that! Look
out, you fellows!" _

Colonel Wharton switched on the
light in Bunter's room; the Famous
Tive f::r]lnwud him in, wildly excited.

All eyes fixed on the huge trunk.

That B-uh had hit on the truth no one
doubted; it was, in fact, self-evident
that it must Yo
been SBoamces who had sent the trunk
there, cunningly making use of Dunter
for the purpose, -

The midnight mysters was explaingd
il Eaa.m{-a had been in the Jvonzo,
“idden in the trunk supposed to be
Bunter's,” That was how he had se
strangely escaped; and the juniors
knew now that when they had searched
Bunter’s reom he had been there all
the time, probably hearing every word
they uttered.

It had even occurred to Bob that ho
might have hidden himself in the trunk,
bit as it had been found locked tlmt
had seomed impossible. But if Soamés
had sent it, SBoamcs, of course, had tho
I:q._;-—-whuh he could use II‘!!i_.!dﬂ as well
HPi 'm.ll'q :

“Look I"’ breathed Bcrb

They gatheved round ihe trunk; and
now that they examined it they could
deteet what they had never dreamed of
lmhm% for before—air-holes that wereo
picrced in the ends to enablo the hidden
occupant to breathe within,

‘hat setiles it,” zaid Harry.

"The sohtlefulness iz terrifo."”

The last doubt was banished now.
The whole thing was clear.’. SBoames
had entered the houso packed inside
that trunk, and for two nights and days
he had been an unknown and unsus-
peeted  inhabitant of Wharton Lu::dge'
PProbably he had passed little time in
the tenok : for, as Bunier’s room was
never eutemd it was easy for Liim o
cInergo From thosa close quarters, {nk-
ing refuge there again at o sound of
alarm.

The only question was—was he there

words to Colonel Wharton implied as
much. But if he was still there—

. Colonel Wharton ‘gripped the thick
Malaces lifted for use if wanted

“Bee if l1: 15 locked,” he rald “1f
it is not, he is not there. But—

Bob Cherry grasped tho lid; it lifted
without resistance. ' The trunk was un-
locked! '"T'hat, of course, conld only

mean that it was empty. The noxt
moment tho J'HIJ:].LII‘E gaw that it was

&

&lﬁﬂﬂ] Wharton lowered the stick,
with sn angry grunt. He would have
beon very glad to find Sonmes ip his
hiding-place.

But the crook was gone. The fact
that he had left the trunk unlocked
showed that he had no further uso for
it. He was finished at Wharion Lodge,
and did not carp whethey the trick was
discovered or not.

Nothing at all wasz inside the huge
trunk. The weight that had made the
bearers stagger when it was carried
upstairs was gone. It had been ihe
"M:'l ht of James Soames.

oo late I grunted tlu:- mlnr.EI

“1E we
gsatd Bob.

“Well, we muldn’t hnm. ps we !;H:*
lieved that the trunk was Bunier's,”
said Harry Wharton:

“Thera may be 8 chance yet,” said
Colonel Wharton. * He must have gone
back to the place where he lc-ft Huntnr.
you boys must Imm narrowly missec
meeting him there, * Tlm we _nay

*find him there. ’.llwm i3 a c

And the colonel hurried :lmm {o tlie
iclephone.

» L L L

OAMES was not found at the lmnﬂ
bungalew when the Wimf urﬁ

lico got there. o 'doubt
wnd already fissed Buhiter, am:]
:|M|1$Eﬂ that it wai wise to go while
the going was ‘Whero ?;e wend,
and whether he at111 nourished a hope
of gétling on the track of the mysterious
cigarctte-case, the Greyfriars fellows
did -not “"know—and did not care very
much: -They had far moré agrecable
things to think about than the huﬂli:d

and defeated sea-lawyer., -

“Jolly, ain’t " snlﬂ Billy. Buntm
the neéxt morning, beaming on- the
juniors through ]'113 big spectacles.
“¥ou fellows might have missed Jnp
entirvely this Christinas | Lucky it ain't
o0 bad as ﬂmt—whnh?"

“The Iuchfulnm 18 h}rnf'c, de-
E]nr:.rd Hurree E:u WINEP

“But it's all right now ! mn’l"Ihum-r
“I'm here, after all; so lt’s guing to be
a topping Clulstmus e

And a pin Ghnﬂtmns it was—
though nlm't ey that Was becanse Bunter
was there,-or-in spite of it, was anoiher
mattor,

room. Hoe'd got back itito Ilm trnnk, now? From what had happened in the THE EXD.
anc locked it on the inswde ! library that evening, it looked as if _ : ._
“[;.cmr.l gad1” Soamcs  reolised that his game at  (The next splendéd woarn in this theill.
“Oh erikey !” There was a low]l Wharton Lodge was over. It was pro- dng series: “A DAFFLING QUEST!™
from thé anmchaic before the fire. “1 bable that he had gouc—to seck Dunter il appear in our g:*m.t CHRISTMAS
gay; you fellows, if that Least is here—  again in the lonely bungalow and wring WEEK NUMBER the BMAGNET, on
i say, ring up the police!” the trulh from ﬁc fut’ Owl, His last sale THURSDAY, Eumbﬂ. 2-3,!{__;}
SﬁECIAL XMAS OFFERS! Shrmees. " Nervar © Gal Gonscloran, Srorry
aressonabls Fears, otc., - cured
Albmm,  Mounts, 1,000 Diffcrent Stamps 5'%; 20 Coronatlon 2/-: BLUSHING Eope bagk | Co Complets Conrse Bfe. -Detallaes
800 ﬂﬂanrﬁ;ﬂ 1/ FREE—1,000 li![nup.gta Sct of 6 Czeckoslovakia ATSTERBING, %, Doas Koud, Lonidon, N-W .,
{Independent lssue) Auﬂ;glmf dﬂﬂﬁ %axﬁmmm purchasers, 300 DIFFERENT, loc, Airmail, f-
et A ARKENS 21 Boasmold Lans, STOOKTON ON-TEES, ST AMPS it Un:r;%.;}?n-;;nd &c:}a Pletoriaty, 1511“
TALL S ranses B. wosss.”
B MORLEY.17T.Chenpside, London.B.0.3, BE T ALL iﬁ:ﬂ]&:‘ﬂ{% ’":;ﬂmim 44 g TAMD RO
T t FR rm —BTERBEBI ETIT!I A,
60 fumﬁ‘“pmnﬁa’%m‘%““‘fﬂﬁm““'m“’“mﬁh“"““‘“rr crent, Pletorial ! Dean Road, LONDON. N.w & "

'I'rlnl.da AXEAD
ROBINBON R

n!:ﬂll'ﬂmlphi} M|¥nn%dru§t1mt hfhm'l'ﬂh—: |_

Canadisn M uuln.u l'mt-

e Buﬂ.ﬂd

Birect ‘London,
LL

'rirtra[mmft. :
ubscription rate,
New Zealand . Mensrs, Gordon & Gotch, Lid.,

When Answering Advertisements Please Mention This Paper.

e

20d pubiighod arery Eitur%? the Proprictors, The Amalg 1amul.ltmi£ Pross, Tid..
IR Ik,

lectwiay l.lu: Farringdon

Inland and Abroad. 10s. per anoum: Sa,

'I"]:n Floectway Howes, n'l :hn
E.0.4. Boglstured for traosm H

for six :ml:lntlln ulo Aprotz for H.I:MI:I'.!.

npad for Soulh .!n.trim Gent.rl.l Kows Afeney, Lid— Eaturdar, Lecemler 241k,



SHORTS

Special Report

Fudding without fruit.
1

mixture thia weel will have to be
m up of other ingredients.
Luckily svwme wvery seasonable in-
gredients are available. There waa a
fall of mow and a sharp frost, just
befare hmkirﬁ-u day, and both were
fully exploited by Greyfriera men.

WINTER SPORTS

By H, VERNON-SMITH E
TR T T R R R T e
Sporta Bhorts without footer, sounds like Christmaos

With the holidaye here,
owever, there ia simply no footer to report; so my

coter had finshed for the term and
losgons were being eut short just before
wo packed up; ond
wa were able (to
take Tull adventage of
thoe Christmas sveathoer
conditions,
Tobogganing on tho
lower alopes of Dlack
Fike waa easily the
most popular pestime

among our amateur
winter sports enthu-
pinsta, aTE 1B an

excellent toboggan-run
on the particular alo
that leads down to tho
river, and for thoe best
part of two days, Greys
frinra toboggana of all
shapes and sizes wers whizzing down
it very merrly.

A su tion from me that the
occagion ought not io without
the Remove testing their skill against
other ‘Forma met with approval a

i1 | The Remove team won.
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round ; and on the second day after
the snowfall we competed ve
succossfully with teams from the She
and Upper Fourth,

Remove men @:-nara.il&r showed
themsalves exceptionally daring and
skilful at the game; and you can
gauge our succesa by the fact that we

every @mingle round of the

won
tournament.
The contests concluded with & really

AW bobsleigh race between
Remove and Upper Fourth teams.

On the same da
took 1plwcﬂ. skis m
on Black Pike, and Wingato, who has
been trained in Switzerland, was good
enough to d an hour teaching the
rudiments of ski-ing to a seloot

of juniors which included your hurable, | ¥

We didn't, of course, get far in our
training—but it was far encugh to
m“kﬂ?: me ambi&rﬂua. After an hl}'l.li
on Bkis under Wingate's guidance,

felt I would give » tanEPa pocket-
money to experience the thrill of
skimming owver a ipice—or whats
aver it ia that skiers skim over!

" The cold was not sufficiently severe
to make skating possible, or our winter
sports programme ot Greyiriars would
have been complete. Let's hope that
Jack Froat puta this ri during the
vao, The ristmas hols, in my
:-hpinion, never goem quite right unless

ey give ue ab least ons chance of
open-air skating.

fippcial note for Greyiriars mon on
holiday : FPlease send me eny interest-
ing sporting news suitable for broad-
casting in this column while 'ra
away. DBear in mind, however, that
it must ba true !, All suspicious items
will ba carefully investigated bofore
they, go into print |

NEW IDEAS FOR CHRISTMAS-TREES !

E3

I'ma as up-to-date as any girl in moat
things, When it comes, however, to
decorating a Christmes-treg—

But let me tell you what happened,

We were going to run & kiddies
parti at heme, FPeter—my brother,
you now—and myself were given the
{&h of fitting up a Christmoa-tres.
Ye sat down and talked it owver.

* Mow, about the fairy doll for the
top of the treg——" I began, when I
WaS interrulﬂlted hg a yell from Peter,

" Fairy doll ' Ureat pip | Wa can't
have & fairy doll at the top of the trea !
Why, people will think we've gone
mid-Vietorian | "

* Then if wo don't have a fairy doll

at the top of the tres, what DO we
have 1" 1 inguired. )
“ A toy searchlight or a ]112.3{

gilhoustte in neon sign 'lig'li!,iu%:
should say,'’ said Peter. * Something
modern, anyway.”

“ Well, all right, then. But about
the coloured glasa balls——"

Y Coloured glass balla 1" shricked
Peter. “ ¥You can't have coloured
glaes balls on a Christmas-irea ! *

“* But I've seen them mysclf!™ I
proteated.

Peter only snorted,

* That's because lots of people are | and—

dashed old-fashioned | Coloured glasa

What Marjorie Hazeldene

L
Thinks

> N Y P e
ing tingel to drape round the branches
next | "

** That's exactly what I was g:n-inig
to suggest ! What's wrong with tinsel,
for ﬁmdnm‘ sake ? ¥

* Everything's wrong with tinsel, of
course | My dear girl, you musto't
put tinsal on a Christmas-tree, Tt
wag done at the time of the Boer War,
pmhabl%;-—pmibly a year or two after
that. t not nowadays I

‘ Beema to me our istmas-treo's
going to be rather a sad affair,” I said
mu . " Anyway, wa can brighten
it up with some coloured candlag—-"

A hollow groan from Peter stopped
ma.

“ My hat ! Now yvou have said it !
Coloured candles ! Ye gods and little
fishea |

“I s you're in favour of
sleetria lighting 7"

* Wall, make it that, at least. 3Aly
own idea about a modern treo is neon
lighting all the time."

* But, my dear boy, how on earth
can the youngsters got their presents
from the tres if it's gugoﬁ with high
tension all over 1 "' I demanded., * And
what about the confectionery ¥ Why,
i will all be melted | The sogar pigs

“BUGAR PIGS 1" howled Peter.

Don't you worry, old girl !| The sugar
pigs won't come to any harm for a
very good reason. There won't be
any sugar piga | And while we're on
the subject, pleass nots that putting
real presenta on Christmas-trees simply
ian't done. So you can cvut out that,
too 1™

“ Oh, vary woll, we'll eut out overy-
thing!™ I was begin to  fesl
nottled,. ** Perhaps we'd ter out
out the treo, too. I can't think that
a Christmas-tree would be o wvery
suitable object to support all your
electrical gadgeta.”

w 'E'mil’m quite right,
prom tly agrood my tr brother.
b | hﬂ.pﬂ.l?;ﬁ intonded vigénag. real tree,
snyway. Nowadays you can get

bor qgnes that look much better
and take the wiring all right."

“I see. Bo we don't even have a
tree at all ! Well, now listen to what
I'm geoing to do,’” I said firmly. * I'm
going to get & real tree—not a rubber
imitation. I'm going to load it with
toys, tin trum , Bugar pigs; colourod
glass balls, tﬁ::l &Ed P%‘ﬂfuahimm{l
candles, Bo there ™

Having said that, I pushed Peter
into an armchair, where I loft him
gezing after mo with a look of withering

soorn, and went out to carry out my
threat. :

It wouldn't | ¥

al

a8 those events | S
@ their appaarancs | .

They sy that Cairistmas
i8 the groat festiva for the
youngsters ; but that'a all
my ai'a Ask may opinion
snd I'll say it's the old
fa that gt the tick out
of the Festive Beasc !

If you drop #fo our
place on Christmss 1acrming,
yvou'll see what I mian.

As the kid of the-house, T
ought to be havingthe time

of life. My major, with
the dignity tal of one
of his adv yeam, shonld

be sedstely sipping a glass
of ourrant wine talking

=

T ————
“MY MAJOR JUST LOVES
CHRISTMAS MORNING!”

Says WINGATE MINOR
5 50 T 3 e 0 R R e

curremt  topica with the
fogeya of the family.

ut if that's what you
locked for, you'd be in for a
sevare shoelk |

First  thing Christmas
morning, (eorge comes
tootling into my bed-room
to give my presents the
OMLCE= 0T,

“Hallo, hallo! What'a
this § " ho chortles. And
then I know I've lost some-
thing for at least an hour—
possibly for the rest of the
morning |

And ?t.'a always tho very

thing that I want most
myself |

year, it was now
constructional  set. Ha
yonked it off my bad,

dumped it down on the floor,
ond then started playing
with it. They had to iirag
him away from it an hour
or 50 later ; if they hadn't,
he wounld never have had
any brekker! |

This yoar, it's going to ho
the electric train the pater
has promised me. I can feol
it In my bones |

“Lucky woung ba
having a train set like that!'
he'll way. ™I had to be
safisfied with a colockwork
et when 1 was your sge.”
Then he'll come in with the
heavy stuff and wind up
with: " You'll need somea
help with this, kid 1 ™

hen, before I can do
anything to proteet my

*
]

property, he'll have made o
swoop and collared the lot !

tc:ulc'il that ! he'll cry,
registering impteon de
-:-E’El:u:nlrrv:mE i }Pumgm
kid, you'll smash it 1™

Oh, yes, I know jolly well
how things are going to
stand with me on Iﬂrhtmu
marning,

But 1'vd pot uszed to the
idea by thinking & lot about
it, and I've made up
mind to grin and hﬂa.rmi?;
and just do without my
train set till later in the

day.

{:ﬁa'v& got a girl coming
to dinner on Christmas Day
that he's spooma on: so
after the turkey and pud., I
hope to be ahle to sort out
that train set noyself,

But Georgie certainly ia
going to enjoy himself this
year on good old Christmas
morning |

L
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Declare
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You can’t buy surkey
with any hopes af mxxess
unless you havi #fertain
amount of nollidge

I happen to a fare
amount of nollidg about
almoat everything. Tarkeys

aro inelu in the

This being the e~ 1 gave
my Aunt Judy @, »suring
smile when: sho tdlame she
hadn't ordered a tey for
Christmaa.

“Don't worry, mr dear
sunt,” I told Jw-,. © You
can sofely leave whole
thing to ma. I'll - down
into the town thih'tfrﬂin{.
gnd if I don't o ¢ back
with tho finest tum 'in the
market, I'll eat %' hat! "

Aunt Judy knor e, As
soon as I snid th -words,
her fzco litk up w o look
of soopreem konfi e,

M will Jeawe ahgo you
with plezzure, - dear

I need only add that I hava done all
I promisod to do to the latter. The
old-fashioned Christmas-tres now atands
in the hall, loaded up with thi that

Horace,' she said.

Potter and Grere, like
the footling fathegs they
are, looked guite «whious

in Peter's opinion belong to prehistorio
timea, It looks very pretty to me.

I am perfectly sure the youngsters
are going to be thrilled to Eiﬁﬂt-h Over

balle, indeed | Why, you'll be saggeat.

Oh, my giddy aunt ! That's too rich ! | it )

when I {old them ' some
along with me tcbuy &
turkey, Creene e¢dn had
the dashed check t<ask if I
thought I

|

ABUUT TURKEYS!

HORACE COKER
T T T T

[dnin such o thing.

“1I think the best thing
you ean do, William Groeene,
ia to kesp quiet,” I teld
him, with my usual calm
dignity. “ Don't say ane-
othar word."

Then Poiter storied
chiming in.

“That's all wvory
well, Coker, old chap,”
he ssid. “But you
knoew jolly well that
you oant——->"

“Thers is no such
word as ‘can’t’'in my
dictionary,” I retorled
swiftly, Then, with
ernshing irony, I addd:
If you fe wont
to talk, tallt about the
waeather, That's just
about  your weight in
convarsation,”

Having thus neatly
and  wittily put the
two chumps in their
place, I st off. Pottor

Greene came with
me—satill looking dewbious,

of lof fine-lookivg birds hang.

like the fatheads they are !
When we got to town, I
went straight to the best
poulterer's in the place,
 There were rows and rows

AR R R AR R R :ilgg uprq'“t'ﬂ'i-dﬂh the a:‘ilinﬂ:r. “That's enuff ! ™ T gaid,
. -g_%a.mumng them sw soornfully, *Don't  talk,
U CANT TELL ME ANYTHING §| it m grusisd, ovo | Gocrgo it iy ko

I pinched ita breast ond
gripped its neck,
obvions to my sensitive
ﬁnﬁerﬂ that I had chosen
well. It was a young and
tender bird—just the thin

to grace the festive board o

the Caker househald.

It wos

“How much 7" I asked |

the shopkeeper hreefly,

He took it inzide to weigh
it.
Potter and Greene, for

reazona best known to them.

fiwned on

selves, promptl
had com-

me a8 though
mitted & crime.

“Look here, you prize
fathead " Potler had

* But——" said Greene,

" That goea for vou, too,
old bean 1™ I said cheer-
fully. And I stedfastly
refused fo listen to all the
* Buts " and “ Look heres
they tried to get in abt me—
till at last they gave it up.
SBo I duly brought my
turkey home, despite the
ﬂm‘nﬂiﬁﬁn of my so-called
p In my opinion, -t
was & most suxzessful pur-
ohase.,
The only fly in the oint-
ment was thet when I got
it home, Aunt Judy maio.
tained that it wasn't a
turkey at all, but a goose.
I tried to kenvinee the
mmLE(I.l“ old sole; but she
Wi have it her own way.
And Potter and Greene then
turned their big guns on
mo and said that t waa
what they had tried to tell
me all along |

Naturally, I treated their
remarks with the kontempt
they merited ;: and, as Aunt
Judy, for some rious
reason, had already ordered
anothor turkey by phone,

eha was quite ha about
it and we kept Ifo%

I dropped Lhe subject for
the sake of peace and quiet-
ness. But, of corse, there's
ne doubt whatever that
th? were all in the wrong
and I in the right.

It will be oven out of the
guestion for me to help
him.

“ For goodness’ salie don't

R e el S R R

CHOOSING CHRISTMAS

PRESENTS!

Words of Wisdom
By YOUR EDITOR

One thin
the trouble people seem to have in choosging

that surprises me about Christmas

You would hardly credit the number of
Greyfriara fallows lfu the last two weeks
who have asked for my advice on this
subject,

?nt-f.llar of t]l::i.u Fifth,
example, sought my guidance in regard
to & present for o particular pal of his
whese name had better not be mentioned,
Ho had thought that a book on * How to
Flay Footer" would bs wery suitable,

It didn't ocour to him, hE I gently
pointed it out, that the pal in question
{who, by the way, can't play footer for
toffee), would regard that gift as a deadly
personal insult |

I told Potter that the book he had in
rind would be o most suitable present
if it wos his aim to drive the recipient
into & mood of frenzied fury on Christmas
morning. If he wanted to please hia

al, howaver, I ra-uqmman&acF & Diery
or the All-round Sportsman,

Jhe surprise and Ell;l.l:-it-uda in Potter's
face were quite tonching to gee !

give you -ﬂxm'llglﬂﬂ lore if 1
had the space to spare, One that cccurs
to me at onos is Nugent's proposed
present of a box of posh toilet soap for his
rmunor. I really think that takes o lot of
h‘ﬂ-ﬂ-t-'lﬂgr i

I'm not denying for & moment, of course,
that it's the very thing young Dicky needs
—any mare than I would deny the utility
value of Potter's projected present for
his pal. But what chapa need and what
:hhg_:,r l::m receiving are two very different

g8 .

My adviee to Frank was to buy his
minor sorgothing that would make him
really dirty—not something that would
make him clean. A typewriter ribbon, e
bottle of ink, a small can of eil and a bag
of soot would, I imegine, keep
Dicky amused for hours. But aa E‘rﬂnﬁ
Nugent's ideas ran on more orthodox
lines, I suggested & box of theatrical
make-up ota, Franky thanked me
for the tip and bought it. 1 sm cortain
it will mako a big bit with his Young

brother |

IDon't run away with the idea that the
two instances have given you are
exceptional. They are not, Nearly every
present-giving idea that’ was put up to
me wis equally wide of the mark.
haf- ft}lt- E ﬂ{a end that it would not hava

n in the least surprising to hear some-
body ask me to approve u? a gift of face.
powder for Hurree Bingh—or some
slimming-mixture for Peter Todd—or a
Hesh-building tonie for Bunter—or a
g;.-:katr of sleeping.draughts for Lord
auloverer.

Seriously, though, the presont problem
is a8 casy as winking, if you face up to it
the right way, All you have to do is to
Eut yourself in the other fellow’s place.

o't give him what you think he ought
to have, Qive him what he thinks bhe
ought to have himself! If you know
your man, it's eimple !

My ideas in this respect may be summed
up in two slogans. % firat is ** Never
look a gift horse in the mouth,” and the
gecond ™ Any to come, glad of it 1"
I've not the slightest idea what my
Christmias presents will be. There may
be & surprise in store for me.

to give you mn

You ecan’t tell mo any-

the nerve to begin,

tLing ahout turkeys !

All tho best, chums,
HAaTIRY WHARTON,



