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1b I've just  reckoned  ont  thak
writing Lhiz page iz cqual to 236G
lines.

That's (oo much like work, begadl
I've o dashed. good mind o
write

Lz

paga

fike

Lhiz,
and get It over qnickly, tul I
I'll have to stick it out, o

Gentlemen, chapt, and feflows, it i3 jolly
aold Christmas Week! (Lewud checril) May
a fellow Lake this opportunity of wishing
yow ATk

A ¥YERY MERRY CHRIATMAS,

with loads of everything you like hest, In
Lhe words of the post keals—or was it
Tennyson?:

-~

SUppoSE

Moy Christrons cheer be yonrs Lhis year,
May ail your days be merry,

With keaps of fun io cveryone
From Biggleswade to Bury!

. Now I come to think of It, I faney it
wasn't either af “em. [ Dave an bde; it
was written by the poet Muatlerverer.

I intend to have a pretty pood Christmas,
thapka to RBuonter-who's somewhera else,
prabably with Wharton's Iet. The first
essential towardas a AMerry Christmas ls—
X0 DUNTER! Opece you've arcanged that—
the most difficult part of the jolr—the Test
is child's play.

Ha tried to hook on to me for the vas,
saying it wias ages since he had o square
meal, S0 L stowd him four tarls in Che
tuckshop, @ ecourse, hoe grombled,  Sabd
you couldn't moke s squara meal of four
tarts, DBut he was wrong, hegad, armd I'l}
prrave jb '

TART
F. A
i | L
T ART

It's gnch a fearful Tag to keep kicking
Tenter, et what else can a fellow «dg? The
anly {hing he understandsz i3 4 hool, So 'm
phad my party iz unbnntergd—to ooin 2 new
word—thia  Uhelstroas, and I send iy
gincere sympathy to Wharton,

THE RED EARL.

fhasts are in scason now, and we hate o
prize  specimen ot Mawleverer  Towers.
Thera's mo doubl he's in residence, boeause
he's been seen scores of times,  'ractically
everyana in the place knows somebady wha's
soen Nhim, ‘They haven't exaclly seen him
themselves, bhut jolly obd So-aml-so sow him
disbinetly, amwl So-and-zo ig a clag you con
rely on,  You know Lhe yarn!

Mw muardian, Sir Reginald Brooke, helicves
in the Lod Farl,  Soumds oueer, buk it's o
fact. Marcover, the famonz anthor
Manlavorer lhas a snoaking sorb of heliel
in the old phantom. I you knew Mauleverer

Towers, you'd  wndersiamd why, I'a n
spooky =t of prace,  Thore™Megn ander-
et Foriarvesthamber =L 1 exiabendce,

aml as For seeret passages—I've given up
Lrying to connt "o,

When U'm at Greyieiars—or anywhere olse,
for that matter—1 don't really believe in
the existence of any merry ol ghosts, Bub
as goon a5 I zob foot over the ancestral
doormat, T 2ot a feeling that maybe they're

gzible.  Afler a couple of days at the
Townra, I nuite expeck to meéet his Ted
Lordzhip round overy cormcr,

Tir Aanxer Lomanv.—~o. 1,611,
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LORD MAULEVERER,

b

This Week By

Study Ne. 12, Remave.
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CAfter all, what docs the poet Browning
SUy—oT was it Wordsworth?:

There ar= more things in heaven and
eacth, Horatla,

Than are dreamt of in Four philosophy,
begad!?

The “ghost is that of the Fifth Earl
Mauleverer, who seems to have beem a

TEST YOUR EYESIGHT.
Bunter's face s & bit egp-shaped, but it
n't. It's & dead eircle, as voit cah #8e by
the riny outide. Can vyon mark with
a peocld the exact centre of his map?
Compasses arve barred!

Rit of a Rip! Me was rod-haired, and as
hig sword drank a good dexl of biosd from

Al and sundry, they called him the Hed

Farl, There's a portrait of him in the
gallery, and the best I ecan say of it iz
that I hope for his sake it wasn't a pand
flikeness.

Apparently, he made good nse of oor
torture-chamber, and many a seurvy knove
hath he stretched vpon ye rack. The Hmit

. still earry on some of the jol

v

: e
came. when he carved wp o cowple of  purs
suivants (medicval cops), ecnt by Hewsry
IVih to arrcst him, The owtraged Heury,
gent alone a couple of platoons of soldiery,
and there was an exteemely gory battle,
which ended in the death of the Red Earl
and everyone clse in the Towers,  And zince
that hour, his grisly phantom stalks sitently
along the corridors, making passes at peapla
with a sabre. In .other words, he's dead,
but he wom't lie downt ;

There is also o varn that the Ied Barl'a
treasure iz hidden somewhere in the Towers,
The doubloons, of course, were all’ free.
will gifts from gueats In the torfurd

- chamber, and the legend says theve is a

curse on the treasure which prevents anyonio
of the hated Mauleverer lime from finding
it. The curse has worked pretty smoolhly
np to dabe.

CHRISTMAS CUSTOMS.
I'n Wampshire, where I Ilve, the villagers
j old cusboms:
whirh of ta ‘hava dle foaTta Ago.
WASSAIL is often held in the Tarmhousecs,
Wassail 18 mada of swWeet H?plF—T'- olid ale,
and epice, and is gerved boilivg hot o the
Lerol singers.

At the Towers we still keop the traditional

ceremony of the YULE LOG. A dead treo
in the park iz usually eelected, and &l the

- guests take turn in wielding the hatchet.

‘Then a wreath of fvy is strupg round the
glant loz aod we drog it to the house with
ropes, cheering all -the . wai;. Also, on
Christmas Eve, wg riog the Postern Yiell—
a very old beil over the Postern date—anil
everyone in the hduse drinks the Christmas
toast in a glass of wine {or ginger-pap,
according to age). The toast [5:

May he that hath no cloak be elad,
And ele ve hungry man be fed,

And on ye Day good fare be had,
And oo ye Night good sleep in bl

AND SO TO BED.

Well, I must be pretty nesr the end at
my 285 limes,, begad. 1'm fecling fear-
[ully ticed. i

To wind up with, .here's a litlle carol-—
by the poet Mauleverer.

I heard the walts on Christmas Eve,
They nearly made me ween!
LContound the waits on Christmas Eve,
I wint to go to slesp. -

T heard the bells on Christmas Day,
Ring out 50 louwd apd deep;
And blow the bells on Christmas Day |
I want {0 go to slcep.

I heard the ghost on Christmas Night
Along the passage creep! i
Ob, boog the ghost on Christmas Night,
I want to go to cleep.
And 20 to bed-—I want to go to cleep!
WERE YOU RIGHT?
The pupil of Bunter's right eve is the
captreapot, though it reems it should be
much lgwer, This is an optical illusion,
due to his back cap.

ol

Lord (Herbert) Mauleverer.

“Mauly, as he i3 affectionately Emnowmn,
i the blue-bloaded ariztoerat of the Remove,
He comes aof an  Dhistorie Tfamily, with
ancestars reaching hack to the Flood., His
honte, Mauleverer Towers, 2 one of the
show-places of ¥ampshire, Yet Mauly is
a very unassuming fellow, His mannerz are
perfect, and he has tho simple faith in othey
peonle which stampa the casta of Verce-des
Vere, He is imcurably lazy; it is hiz wost
strikmgl characteristic.  But  thoze that

AMa
to

know uly besk, krwow fhat somehow lo
FRCma get things done. His brains are
second to none in the Form. Thouwglh bo
seldom offers & suggestion unless asked, it
is real wisdom when it comes. He makes
himzelf comfortable in Study No. 18, with
a hig armehait and & sofa and 2 mound of
enshiona, and he woubld rather deoze away
his half-holiday in foont of the study fra
than chase =2 m::ddf footer in the fresh
air. He is very wealthy, and though le lias
rathor o taste for dressy clothes, his altire
is pever “loud ™ ov valgar.
{ Cartoon By HAROLD SKINNER.)
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E THE BOXING NIGHT BALL ! Wharion Lodge is filled with the merry chatter of happy voices.

§ young people are dancing fo the strains of music, and everybody is merry and bright—with the
exception of Billy Bunter, who has gate-crashed into the party !
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“Don’t give the alarm, if you value your life,”’ said the Arab, gripping Bunter’s fat arm. “*If
o you draw attention here, I shall have to run for it. But I shall leave you dead ! **

B R T U 0 D S P P T R R ﬁﬁ'ﬁﬂﬁ!ﬂﬂﬂ-ﬂﬂﬂ“ﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁ Hﬂﬂﬂﬂmﬂﬂﬁmm

THE FIRST CHAPTER. * Conldn’t hiave been tho mince pies, What wae the matter with him,
Queer ! gaid Billy Bunter, shaking his fat hmﬂ Bunter could not make out. Harry
feebly. “I've mever had hetter mince Wharton & Co., however, fancied that

Il'ﬂt:un i fﬂ"?}]t“rh‘?:‘ " ozand Bally pms,d mf" at Bunter Court! I—I they could guess!

unter feebly wonder 1f 1t was the grapes? Bot I anly

S T AL o'l who had surronndad o courly
Boly Cherry, Billy Bunter blinked, sadly and Christmas pudding, eleven mince pies,

“No! You see, I never had much—"" sorrowinlly, at the I‘nmnua Five of and a bunch of grapes, could really

GEhTY Gre frinre, through hi ' i
i . y : gh his big spectacles, hardly axpect to feel in the pink!
1‘1::tﬂidh a  couple of pounds, if Fm trizd_not to smile. In -:lm way of parking |hﬁp&:,,:,f15,;1,]|=t~q~
*Oh | Ehristmna Day had been as merry a8 4y gstrich had nothing on Bunter. Even
2 . 2 . Christmas ought te be; but Cheistmas | hardy ostrich might have jibbed at
S uThwasn i the 5 fi!'lrml mnls Night scomed to have banished Bunter's tha fat Owl's Christmas dinnor,
Placiclinigy | ar waz good—fine! "I ‘merriment.
conld have eaton H"‘“‘{‘.Eﬂnly. s 'b'?!nd Bunter Lhad not finished the list

f{hilﬂ{}"i’ L”E“ ,I don’t eal a lot—=" R A A R R o OO . “*The nuts, perhaps I he exelaimoed
poorikey ! g ’ bty :

W Bosices " “The nats?"  repeated  Harry
of ,i__::h‘ + I only hind seven helpings Splendid Yarn of Thrilling Wharton. * Did xou hagg parking-space

“Is_that all*” asked Bob Clersy, Christmas Adventure, featur-  for nuts, along with the rest?”

with {]Eﬂ:‘p r.‘i.mpllt]':". “Then it ean't bo i[lg HARRY WH.AHT{}H 15(, “I L‘-I‘tl:i’ hod n f{l‘“—r;mh all thero
1.!-'11_'1 J".L E_I_‘ll,'lt H-.{- 1_]]".11_ “{;“tﬂ"[ h|'||_1 cﬂ., t-hE chEEry ﬂhﬂmi ﬂf Wors on the Iﬂ.'I.E].I—'—-"

& mouse,’ O 1
“Ha, ha, hat” GREYFRIARS. “More likely ihe oranges!" said
“I sayv, wvou follows, I wish you Bunter thoughtfully. “Yes, perhaps it
wouldn't eackle when a fellow's il L' MEsrmEmimlmoomiwewemniakmignaer  was the oranges! Dut dash it all, six
said Bilh Bunter, with feeble, Flﬂl[ﬂ'ng x or eeven granges ought not fo hava

reproach. 1 can't quite make our  Ele felr queer! Ile looked queer! lurt o chap,  What do you fellows
what's the matter—but I feel awlully Indeed, Hurreo Joamset Bam  Singh think 1"

queer | El' T.‘l'-ITIE hﬂ-ﬂ" been the minee deelared  that iz gueerfolness  waa B ||:1. Bunter, sitting on the edge of
pics, can it 7 I only Imd elevon——or was  terrilic. Lis bed i his room at YWharton Lr:u:"l t:-+
1t twelve 17 gazed inguiringly

.','l'u::h?gv 53:1'!;- nty?? azked o-f}}{lvgfﬁf':‘H’Dﬂ'?TG:J‘H‘FE}F{:F‘Tlﬂf'&)‘ﬁﬂiﬂﬁﬁﬁjﬁbw i'%lt}:::;?ﬂf the Gre:.fr:ar.-l

“(r thirty " azked Frank _ = Ever since dinner, Bunter
Nugent. The Mysterious Message in Greek had been motionless in an

{Copyright in the TUnited States of America, Al rights reserved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.i
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armchpir—which was not unusual; and
silent, which was very unusual: Now
the: Famous Five had kindly and help-
fully gssisted him up to bed. Now he sat
on the bed, pale and worn, aznd hold-
ing an ingquest, as it were, into the
caunse of the strange and nnéasy com-
motion that sqemgﬁ to ba going on an
hia extensive interior.

It was a matiter of deep and earnest

concern to William George Bunter;
though the other fellows were taking it
with much less seriousness.

“Think it was the orsonges?™ ashed

Bunter.  “Or the apples?”
“Apples, too!”  ejaculated Bob
Cherry, *“IHow many epples—I mean,

how many dozeni” :
“Only half o dozen!” =aid Bunter,
with dignity. “YT'm not very keen on

apples—I mean, when there’s pleniy of .
other things going. I say, you fellows,
can it have been the candied fruits?™

“Can it?" gaspad Bob. “I wonder 7"
“It was somathing,”
Runter with conviction., “I feel gqueer:]
I've eaten something that disagrees wilh

el I'm sure of that! Bu what was
it?"

“Echo answers what!” =aid DBob
Cherry.

‘ Esteomned ocho answers that the
whatfulness 15 terrific 1™ grinned Hurrea
.Jamset Ram Singh.

“Think it was the sweets, Bunter?"
asked Johnny Bull. “You must have
caten a pound of sweets, at least ™

“Porhaps tome of the items are
dizagroeing with the others " suggested
Harry Wharton. “The turkey mayn't
e on tho best of terms with ihe Christ-
mag pudding—""

“Or the minee pies may be scrapping
with the nuta or the apples ™ suggesi&ﬁ
- Nugent. *“0Or ‘perbapz -they've fallen

out with the ErnPesi’"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Clackle " zaid Punter, with feeble
Litterness. “It's hike you fellows to
cackle when a chap's !;'carfully il I
thall ba sorry, at this rate, that I
accepted yowr pressing invitation for
Ahristmas, Wharton. Uooccocoh 1™

Bunter pave & moan, and rocked on
the bed.

“Turn in and go to sleep, old fat
man " said Harry Wharten,

“1 couldn't sleep a wink ! moaned
Bunter., “I say, you fellows, which of
van 18 gang to sit up with me??

“Wha-a-t 7" X

“One of you, or all of you?” asked
Bunter. '

“0Qh, my hai!™

Havry Wharton & Lo, were svin-

athetic. @They realized that Billy

unter, after his uncommon oxerlicns
ihat day, could neb be feeling his best.

But they were disinelined to sib up wiith
ihe invalid,

Bed-time was rather later then usual
that night, anyhow. They wera- all
sleepy. They wers willing to linger a
while, and comfort the fat Owl of tha
Remove, 2o far a3 coinfort was possibla;
and listen to his talé of woe! %{:JL they
u-g;m not prepared to miake a night of
it

"I shan't go to bed,” said Bunter.
“I'll just lis down a bit! Ono of you
fellows sit by the bed, in case I want
anything=—I won’t keep vou all up! I
never was selfish, I hope”

[11 D]‘ !I.I

“Not you, Cherry—yar're too noisy,
and you can't keep siill—a fellow
couldn't sleep a wink with vou in the
room—-" ;

“YWhat does that matier, if tou're not
poing to sleep a wink, old porpoiset™
asked” Bob.

Tre MacNeT Lmninr.—No. 1,611

‘view. was that i

sard  Billy

The Magnet .

“Well, T might nod off !  Mind, I'm
not going to have you sitting up, Cherry,
—I couldn’t stand " .

:%amheﬂ here !" n?luﬂﬂ ;i;lﬂ-h.

er o, Hil—

“No pﬂ;ﬁim sbout it[* gronted
Johmmy L. “FPm going to bed!
Uuﬂd-night, you fetlows ™ .- . -

And Johnny Bull went:; the first of
the merry mﬁat&ng to depart. Johiny’s”

v Billy Bunter spent-.
Christmas Day, from early morn to dewy -
eve, in perking the fecdstuffs, he could
taka what was ¢oming to him, and be.
blowed s :

_Y'Well, after all--Bull'd a lout, just,
like Cherry1” remarked Buriter, I
think 1'd rather you sat up, Nugent,”

" Good-night, B !

SEhE Ieaid.Ild -like "yvou o ‘sit
u ir

“And T szid good-night !

And Frank Nugent deparied afier
Johnny  Bull. hree juniors =iill
remainad with ‘Billy Bunter; his com-
pany was diminishing, one by one, like
the ten little niggera in the nursery
song, He blin at the threoe.

“If you'ra going to =it up,

arton—-—" ; _

“You've made me sit up & good bit,
old fat map, sincs you've been here,”
answered Harry Wharton. “ Enough's
EE‘%?{”&. feast | E—::-od_ -night !* .

Two {fellows now remained with
Bunter, of them seemed o bo
edging deorward.

“T say, Ioky!” Billy Bunter blinked
at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “I =ay
I dare say you'll do!l Dwen't turn nif
the light, you know—I dan’t want your
black phiz making me jump, in the
dark. EKeep the hight on, and—I =ay,
don’t walk off- while a fellow's talking
to_you, Inkyt” T A :

Unheeding, the nabob of Bhanipur’
walked off i :

“Well, of all the selfish rotters!"” said
Bunter, in uiter disgust. *I shall have
te put wp with you, Cherrp—-"

H¥ou won't1” grinned Bob, “Coad-
night, old fat man " ,

“Don't go!” yelled Bunter.

Bob went |

“Beast! I say, Chorry— T sy,
I'm fearfully ilil—I eay, old chap——
Yah! Rottor! Beast!”

Billy Bunter's door closed. Deserted
by all his pals, after all he had done {or
them, the Fat Owl was left ta wrestle,
on hia own, with t}'@lrabelliﬂuq furkey,
the mutioous Christimas pudding, the
insubordinate mince pies, end the
innumerable other comestibles, which all
scemed to bo on the véry worst of terms
with oné another,

.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Face At The Window !

REAK ! :
Billy Bunter started.
It was past midoight.

The whoele household at Whatton
Lodge was buried in slumber—with
tho strange, single, solitary excoption of
Eilly Bunter,

Seldom or never did Rilly Bunter
hear the chimes at midmight.« Beldom
did his eyes remain open & minute after
his -bead had been laid.on the ﬁ?ililﬁw*'
Very, very seldom, if ever, did William
George Bunter woo selamber in vain,

But on this pariicular night he wooed
it and wobed it in-wvain, and an hour
after midnight slumber’s chain had not
yet bound himv o0 i e .

He had laid his fat porsen dewn, but
it was im vain thet he shut his eyes;
ithey opened again.  Every ume he

unter {? zaid Nugent.

sought repose the lurkey stirred, or {lie
Christmas pudding jibbed, or the mince
prea wrangled with the oranges ov the
upples or the nuts,

Yuletide fare in such quantities had,
like Macheth, murdered sleep. Bleep-
less, Bunter mumbled and moaned and
blinked at the light and rveflected an
the selfishness of Buman ‘nature,  Five
fellows in the rooms up aud down that
passage were sound asleep; enjoying
the healthy sleep of youth; not one was
willing te keep awake all night, silting
by Bunter and listening lo hiz moans
and mumbles. : :

- But when he heard that creak from |
the window Billy Bunter was rather
glad, after all, that he had not gouc to

ﬁlﬂﬁp. .

€ sat up in bed and fixed his litile
round eyes, and big round spectacles on -
that window, =

It was covered by thick curtaina
Bunter was no fresh-air fiend. 1lis
window was jammed tight at night and
fastoned, and the curtaina drawn across
fo exclude the possibility of a spot of
trosh air sneaking in. -

Creak ! '

Bunter's fat heart quaked.

It was not the wind, it was not a
natural ercak of the old oak; it was
a stirring at the "window—and the
instant thought shot inte his fat mind
of burglars,

Outside Wharton Lodge the snow was
falling in the thick winter darkness,
It was no nmight for burglars, unlesa
very hardy ones. Bunter's window was
over fifteen feet from the ground-—un-
approachable from outside, he would -
have su » withouk a ladder.

No burglar could possibly havo
carvied & lﬁtﬂ&ﬂ-fﬂﬂt ]u.dser about with
him. Really it seemed impossible ihat
there could be & midnight introder ok
that window. _

But there was—though Bunter had
never noticed it—s rnin-;gipm clamped
ng;!tha wall near the ond of the window-
ailh, ,

Certainly anyone looking at that rain-
Pipe wWo have said that i was un-
rossible to climb: or for thé climber,
f ha conld do it to hold on® with one
hand and swing himself to the window-
#tll with the other. Only an active
satlorman  accustomed to  perilous
rigging on windjammers could have
wriormed such a feat—and to the mosh
nimble and active sailotman it would
havo been far from easy,

But, possible or impossible, there was
no doubt that Bunter heard o crcak o
the window, repeated and repeated
again.

He sat as if frozen.

. The light was full on. Tt was amaz-
ing for a burglar, if he came, {0 pick
aut the only room in which there was a
Light, If it was a burglar, it really
looked as if that burglar was aequainicd
with Bunter's manners and eusloms,
and knew that he-could be relied upon
to be fast asleep at midnight.

On the unexpected oulcome of ihe
Christmas farae ing the fat Owl
dismally awake ne burglar, of course,
cvould have reckoned.

Creak, creak! ]

“ Oh erikey 1" breathed Bunter.

The curtains on the window stivved
in the winter wind, He koew that the
window was open now Some desperatle
climber had gained the window-sill,
was kneeling there in the suow; and
had forced the window fram outside.

In tervor Bunter watched .the oor-
{iains, to sce them part, and to behold
the dread hAgure appearing betweon.
them. C :

e grasped his pillow. .

It was lucky that bhe was awake; 1t

—_—



was Jucky that the light had been lefr
on, Even the scared fat Qwl realised
that a sudden whizzing missile would
and must dislodge ‘the burglarious
vizitor on the windew-zill and send hiun
spinning off ir; it could not fail o do
-1

Had Bunter been asleep, as was only
to be expected at that hour of the night,
the midnight marauder’s task would
have been ecasy—aflter he had once
gained the window-sill.

He would only have had lo step in
through the open window.

Buat with Bunter wide awake, clutch-
ing his pillow, watching through his
big spectacles, and in such a state of
funk that it imbued him with a sort of
dlesperate  courage, the matier was
different.

Bunter swung that pillow up and
back aver his head, ready—and waited
and walched, with thumping heart.

It was only a short distance from the
bed to the window—so short that eveu
the fabt Owl could hardly fail to hiv the
target.

Bunter was ready for the eneiny, but
as the curtnins parted his fat heart
failed him; he sat motionless, his grazp
on the pillow relaxing.

The parting of the curtaing revealed
the open window, a ghmpse of the black
night and the falling snow, and a figure
kueeling on the snowy sill, his head
inzide.

It was s somewaat pale face with
sleck cheeks and clear-cut features that
rnet Bunter’s terrified eves—a face he
knew,

For it was the face of James Soames,
once 8 manservant, once a South Sea
freebooter, once a kidnapper—the face
of the crook and sea-lawyer who had
been on Billy Bunter's track ever siuce
Greyiriars School had broken up for
the Christmas holidaxs

That did it. |

Had it been s common-or-garden
burglar, so to speak, of the ordinary
Bill Bikes variety, Bunfer might have
shut his eyes and pretended to be asleep
and let him carry on just as he liked a3
the safest way of desling with him,
quite abandoning the idea of knocking
Lim backwards with & whizzing pillow.

But the cold, sleek face of James
HSoames was more tereifying to Bunter
than any bearded, rugged, beetle.
browed countenance of a Bill Sikes.

Sheer funk gave Bunter tho apot of
resolution he nceded; his fat grip
clozed convulsively on the pillow.

The steely eves of the crook gleamed
arross and  round  the room, and
fastened on Bunter with & stare of
astonizhment.

Evidently Boames was surprised and
startled to sce him awake. Probably,
kunowing Bunter as he did, it had not
cven crosscd his mind at all that Bunter
might possibly be awake at one in the
motRIng. )

But the ercok had time for only that
one "astonished glance, then the pillow
was whizzing and erashing.

Crashi |

The man on the siil had no time to
leap into the room, no titne even to
cdodga hiz head. Defore he knew that
the pillow wos coming it camne—and it
crashed faicly 1uto hiz face, hurling him
backwards off the window-sill.

He disappeared very suddenly.

SO gasped Bunter. “0Ow!  Oh
ciilipy ! E.gumghl”

There was a sound of & heavy bump
under the windew, far below, and an
enrepged cry.

Fiftcen feetk was a good drop, and
only the thiek snow on the ground could
have saved James Boames from broken
bones. Fren in the snow he must have
had 2 heavy crash, and could hardly

LEeery Saturday

have e:caped darage. Tain and rvage
were mingled in the yell that floated in
ai the window on the winter wind.
Billy Bunter did not stay to listen.
Immediately the figure on  the
window-sill went Bunter went. e was
off the bed with o bound and leaping

i s F
e -

¥ mound the Dule
Log!

¥ Some pencil puzzles. Write
i ‘em down on a piece ol paper
@ and pass it round. Your pals
i must find out what they mean.

1. GOON ADVICE— X the B

emply, put : if the B eitling :
»

2. SEEN IN THE JUNGLE.— O
Ben
4, BUNTER'S PLIGHT —T ¢ d.
4. BEHIND THE CHAPEL.—Fault,
pal, row, pal, faulf.

Now some gieer guervies. Think
Defore yon answeey,

. A voud. 50 wmiles long. How
many milestones are there ?

6. A piece of cloth 50 yards lowg.
If wou cut it info I-yard picces, how
rany culs il you make ¥

7. A garden poth 50 yards long. If
gou plant bushes 1 yard aport along
the tohole lengih, how wmany bushes
will gouw need P

{ Az you see, that's the same guestion
tn three different Jorms. Ave the
ansteers the same 7)

8. Tiwo fothers ard f1eo gons went
info o cafe camd coach hod o shiltings-
worth of ften, How much wnas the
tchole il ¥

0. Five years ago, Albert woas four
fimes older then his brother Bitl, but
now he's only three Hmces ax ofd.
Haowe old iz he 7

Now a feie viddles wehile somconc
elze is gefting the lea.

Can Februory Maveh 7
Apvil May !

Why did fhe tap ran 7 DRecouse it
zaw Hhe kitchen sinmk.

Fhy did the ox-hide (oxide}?
Beeause the avid fass hid) !

IFhat's the difference betiveenr me
fnd a duck's cheat ¥ Onc's hard up
and the other's goft dovwn |

Why did the penny stamp ? Beeonse
the threepenny-bil,

Why did the owl howel 7 DBecause
the apidey apied "er.,

Why does a 8in whisfle 7' Recoause o
tin ean!

Why did the pillar-box ¢ Becouse
the letter let Ter.

Why did the ducl: duck 7 Beeause
fhe forel fouled.

The answers
Die - found,
elsewrhere.

A Mevry Christmas, everyone!

PETER TODD,

Liaed

No,

to the puszzfes will
after a Tong seareh,

to the door.

. He tore the door open
and rushed info the passage.

L3

“I say, vou fellows, help!” yelled
Bunter.

He forgo: that he was fearfully 1ll; he
forgak the turkey, ' the Christmas
pudding, the mince pies, the grapes,

5

and the nuts, and the whole list. He
fuirly whizzed down the passage, well
ing, and bolied into the nearest room-—
which was Bob Cherry's. -

“Ow! Yow! Wow! Ilelp! velled
Bunter. And he charged across to the
bed and clutched wildly at the sleeper
therein, *“Wow! ¥Yow! Help 1”

That Boames, after that bump from
a height of fifteen feet, was not likely
to climb the rain-pipe again—nor likely
to carry on anyhow after the alarm was
given—did not occur to Bunter's fat
mind, He grabbed ot Bob Cherry and
yelled and yelled and yelled.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Night Alarm !
BD’E CHERRY yelled, too.

He awoke very suddenly.
He had been in a sound slecp,
but fat paws elutching at him
brought him quickly out of the land of
dreams, In the dark Bunter could not
seo what he clutched—he just clutched.
One fat paw got Bob’s nose, another
ot his hair, and both were tugged
vantically. Trantic tugging at his nose
and hair would have awakened Rip Van
Winkle on thé spot.
“Oh!l Ah! Owl Woooh! What—
ol crumbs! Whovop ! came a startled
yvell from Bob Cherry as be jumped into

wide walkefulnesa,

“Ow! 1 sar, wake up—he's here—I
say, he’s after me—vavoooh! [ sav,
gecrup=I1 say, are you awake? Ow!”
velled Bunter.

* Leggo ™ shricked Bols,

11-1 Ea‘u HEd

Crack

Bob Cherry, naturalle, started up in
those startling c¢ircumstancez. Bunter
might really have expected him to do
so=1f hie had thonght—but Bunter was
not thioking; he was clutching and
j.'r_‘llin%'. ;

. Bob’s head, as he stavted up, came
into violent contact with a fat chin, and

"there was 8 crack hke that of a. rifle,

“Oh!™ roared Bob.
“Ow 1Y velled Bunter.

He staggered back from the bed. Ee
left off clutching at Bob's head anel
clutched at his chin instead. That fat
chin had a pain in it!

“Oh! Ow!l Oh!™ splutiered Bob,
rubbing the top of his head, which also
had a pain in it.  “Blow you, I've
banged 1y head on something—wow !

“Ow! My chin! Wowt You've
busted my jaw [ groaned Bonter, "0k
crikey | You've knocked all my teeth
ont! Ow! Every tooth in my headt
Qogogh !

“You mag owl]—"

“¥ou silly idiot—"

“You bothering, blithering porpoize,
what ara you up to?* yelled Bob.
“YWhat have vou come here for? You
wait till I get hold of my bolster 1™

“Ow ! v chinl Wow! My jaw!
Owl Wow!” moancd Buater.

Bob zat up and groped for his bolster,
f;rm.ped it, and swiped. It was dark:
wt Bunter's moan: guided hiz aim.
The bolster landed, and there was a
sound of a heavy bump.

“Oh 1 roarcd Bunter as he landed.
“Yoo-hoop! Beast!"

“Don't gol” gasped Bob. *“ Wait a
minuie—I've got a few more for you!
Just walt a tick till 1T get out.”

He scrambled out of bed, bolster in
hand.

Why Buntzr had como there, in the
middle of the might and awakened him
by grabbing at hiz features, Bob did
not know—unless 1t was the turkey
troubling the fat Owl, or the mince pics
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worrying him. Neither did he care!
All he cared about, at the moment, was
bolstering Bunterl

Swipe, swipe |

X anmuh

Swipe

“'Elh .r:vﬂm:.r! velled Bunter., " Beast |
toppit ! * Leave off! Yarcocoh|”

unter scrambled up and dodged
ﬁnd the next nwlpa of the bolster mls:mi
1M

Bob rushed to the switch and turned
it on.

Light flooded the room; and, spotting
the fat Owl again, he -:fmrgvad at him
with the bolster uplifted.

Bunter d:}ﬂg&d wildly round the bed.

“Keep off 1" he roared. " You mad
assl 1 mma here to—yarcoop |”

Bunter bounded as tha Im]al';ur caught..

him. He fairly flew round the bed.
“Will you ut.upplt.‘i'” he shrieked. "1
tell you there’s a burglar| I say, you
beast, Soames got m at my window,
and—— Yoo-hooo
“What 1" goaspe Bob, .
“Hoames1” yelled Bunter. *“That
awful villain—you know he's been after
me 8ll these hols, and now he’s alter me

again—" ]

“Rot! TIt's the turkey!” szaid Beb.
“After all that turkey, you might see
anything in the middle of the night! I
wonder you haven't seen the ghost of
the turkey."”

“1 tell you it was Soames—"

-* And 1 tell you I'm going to bolster
vou back to your rooml
gooner you get there, the less bolster
vou'll get!”

“1 say—whooooop !
tha bolster landed.
hoop! Oh crikey ¥

It was really impossible to argus with
the bolster. ﬁunter scuttled for the
door, with a swiping belster behind him
wrging him on,

O P S S ST A A A e Pl 2 1

o

roared Bunter as
“1 tell you—whoo-

And thes

Tbe magnet

Four doors on the passage Dad
opened now. The soundest sleep counld
hardly have continned with DBunter's

du]mt voice going. on ils top note.

BrTY Whartnu switched the
B&anga
aces stare at Billy Bunter. as the

amﬁ g bolster drove him headlong out
ub 8 Toom.

QI

What on earth's up?” exclaimed

Har y Wharton. :
unter is!1” gasped Bob. “That
cargo of grub has given him nightmare

and he came to tell me about 15! I'm
seeing him home1¥
Empu:, swipe |
yvou fellows, stoppim!?
ahrieked ﬁunten “1 say—— Whoop "
Swipe |
"Ha ha ha ¥
“J won't ge back to my room,”
roared Bunter, * Ennmes is there—"
“¥You fat chump !” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. “How could Scames gﬂt there ?

It's the Christmas pudding |

“"Tain't 1" velled 'Euui-m
in at the windo

“Has he got winga? ‘-’” atked MNu

“The wingfulness must bo terrific.!
grinned Hurree Singh.

1 tell ﬂu—" mred Bunter. "1
t.-aﬂ ou I pillow at him and

ed h:m -D-E tytlm wmdow alll—-—hul:
wzr:ir Likely he's got b :

“0h, let's go and m!“ said Ihrr;.'
“Ehuck it, Bob, old man—Bunter will
wake the house at this rate. Let's
look.”

“All rot!” said Bob. “But let's—
and if there's nothing the matter, we'll
]ﬂ-ll% well scrag Bunter.”

‘* Beast 1™

The Famous Five hurried to Bunter's
room

Buntar lingered in the passago. Ife
did not want to see Soames—if Sowmes
waa thore |

“He's got

ugent.
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BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS!

A Top-Hole School Yarn
by Frank Richards!

*S.E&

SCHOOLBOYS' OWN Library No. 355

MNobody wants Billy Bunter—not even
at Christmas | But the artful dodger
of the Gre}'fnars Remove is deter-
mined to sting someone for his
Christmas dinner.
be the unfortunate host?
answer's supplied in this grand book-
length varn of Harry Wharton & Co.

Who's going to
The

Look out for it'!

Of all News-

agenits and
nuksfn“a

and four astonished:

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! The window's
open 1 exclaimed Bob
Ho ran across fo the opon window.

“0h, my hat!” said Johnny DBull
“Bunter nover left it open]  DBunter
wm:];:t perish if he got a spot of fresh
e f°

The Famous Five gathered at the
\\liidnw—-ahwenﬂ? in the bitter wind
that blew in, drifting flakes of snow.

It was pretty certain that Bunter had
not  left his window opon without
noticing ik, for the wind blew the
curtaing out like sails. And the snow, on
the sill outside, was disturbed—it was
cas to see where it been scraped

“disloedged by 8 man who had koelt
l.imm.

“By gum ¥ said Bob.

been here—"

He leaned out, disregarding the
falling flakes, and stared into the dark-
ness.- But in the black winter night
nothing was to be seen, save the dim
glimmer of snow thick on the ground.

“X say, you fellows! Has he gonef™
caine a squeak from the passage.

“The gonefulness is terrific|

“How on- carth could he have got to
this window-sill ﬂxclmmed Nugent.

“There's nothing but a ramplpe. & j.'a.rd
avway—=" -

“Must have been Ecmme-t I think™
said Harry. “He has been a sailor in
his timo—I remember that he could
cliib like a monkey. But who'd have

thought—"
“Alust have rizked his neck on that

pe—
i “Well, there was the snow to fall in—
if Bunter knocked him off the sill 1, the
SIOW muat have saved him—he's not
there now.’

“1 say, you fallows—"

“ Somebody's

“He's gone, fathead!” said Iarry
Wharton. “It's all right.” Ho closed
and fastened the window. *You can
go to bed—"

Yeoll from Bunter |
“Think I'm going to 'bed with that

villain hanging about?

f-::u fellows
will have to stay with ma till

MOorning.

I say, you'd better call Colonel Whar-
ton and the butler to sit up, too, and
cﬂﬁ up, the poliee on the phone,
&Il

“ And call out the military?"” asked

Bob Cherry. “What sbout the Air
Foree, too? And s few tanks?”
“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Bagat 1 roared Bunter. “If you
think I'm going to be kidnapped and
murdered, and shot, and knocked on
ihe head, just to please you, you're
jolly well mistaken, sea? I ain’t idd

“0h, come along to my room [* said
lIarrr. “We'll carry your bﬂﬂﬂl&thﬂ&
and you can camp on the settee”

“ Better wake the house, T think! T'll

go along to the staircase and yell—"
“I'll give you zométhing to yell for,.

if you do!™

'* Bepst 1™ _

That there. had been & midnight
visitor, Eﬂamua not, the juniors
knew; but they knew th;t it wasa
extremely un]ﬂ{:i ‘that he would eall
again! Bunter did not feel satisfied
onn that point; but he consented to
ramp in Wharton’s room, where he
locked the door and pushed an arm-

chair against it for additional security.

That spot of oxcitement had had at
least one beneficial effect. It secmed to
have shaken down the turkey, the mince
pies, the Christmas pudding, and the
rest. Bunter found that he could, at
last, sleep; end he notified the fact by
turmng on 8 deep snore, which made
shamber less easy for his unfortunate
roomi-miate.  Billy Bunter passed the
remainder of Christmas night in un



r]istturlm:l repose==llarry Wharton did

not,
Fortunately,

Bunter !

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Fishy"s Find !

¢ W'LL say it's fierce |
Fisher T. Fish, of the Grey-
friars
mark,

He made it to empty space.

During the hols, most of Fishy's
romarks had to be mado to space | ila
was the anly Greyiriara man left at
the old school over the holidays.

On the morning of Boxing Darv,
Fisher T, Fish was walking in the old
quadrangle, not in a happy mood.

The snow had ceoased to fall, but the
quad was like a carpet of unbroken
white, Roofs and chimneys glimmered
white in the rays of the wintry sun.
It was qnite o pretty picture—if Fishy

nobody mattered but

Bemove, made that re-

had cared for pretty pictures. He
didn’t 1
With his hands in his pockets and

frown on his thin sharp face, Fisher T.
Fish ambled in the guad, and groused.
Fishy's home was in New York, or
Noo Yark as he enlled it, much too far
_for Tishy to go home for the
holidays !

Thers were other fellows from far
distances, like Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh, whose home was in India, and
littla Wun Lung, the Chinee, whose
home was even farther awayr. But
follows carried them off for the hols.
No fellow ever secemed keen on carry-
ing off Fisher T. Fish.

‘ishy was not really good company,

He had only iwo topics of conversa-
tion—first and foremost, money ; second,
the immense superiority of the United
States over every other ecountry on
earth.

Thesa tapics palled on Remove fellows
during the term, and nobody seemed to
mlint to hear more of them during tho

ols. -

Even Lord Mauleverer, the kindest-
hearted fellow ever, felt that IMisher T.
Fizh, in the hols, was a thing no fellow
could stand,

Several times doring the hols, Harry
Wharton had been on the point of
giving Tishy a ring on telephone,
Idut, so far, he had never quite reached
the point.

It was fierce, as Fishy declared to
empty space | It was sure tough| Kven
Mra. K};hh]i}, whe loocked after Fish
dutifully, did not enjoy his company.
Fven Gosling, the old porter, would go
into his lodge when he saw TIishy
coming. Even Mrs. Mimble, at the
school shop, was very brief. ;

It was all the fiercer and tougher,
becavse Fishy was o great talker, and
during his enforced solitude immensze
quantiticz of conversation were bottled
up 1n lim to such an extent that he
was almost in danger of exploding.

Fishy had hardly been able to men-
tion moncy for a week, Not for o weelk
or more had he pointed out to a einglo
guy what a rotten, p , one-horse
ecountry it was compared with the Yew-

nitedd Btates! It was undoubtedly
ficren |
“Bay!” T[isher T. Fish spotted

Gosling looking out at the gates on
the snowy road. “ Bay, i

He seudded across to Gosling.

Gosling, as a conversationalist, was
not brilliant. But it was a case of any
port in a storm! Besides, what Fishy
chicfly wanted was n listener. It waa
his own voice that ho wanted to hoar!

“'Mornin', sir!” grunted Gosling,
wilh an oye on the door of his lodge,

Every Haturday

Ie wished that he hadr’t emecrged to
look at the weather.
“Find it a bit dull with all the guys
away ! said Fishy. LB
““No" answered CGosling, staring.

Sad to relate, Gosling ‘proferred Grey-
friars not in term time. Cheery boyish
voices were not music fo his ancient
ears.  Bnowballs catching his old hat
afforded him no smusement whatever. |

osling had only one fault to find with
the school holidays—that they were not
long enough !

“I ‘guess it's slow!” said Fishy.
“But I reckon yow'ro used to things
being slow in this old one-horse country.

k at your railroads| Blow ain’t the
word ! Petrifed—what? Look at—
Bay, don't you hurry off, old-timer "

l'}ug:ling went into his lodge.

Things might be glow in such o one-
horse country, but old Gosling was not
tlow as he eseaped from Fishy's bright
converzation. He was quite rapid.

“8Bay, big boy!” eallod Fishy to tho
back of Gosling’s head. g

Crosling's door closed.

* Pesky old goob !” grunted Fisher T,
Fish, and he ambled off to secek another
victim.

Mrs. Mimble was looking out of the
doorway of the school shop. But the
sight of Fisher T. TFish in the offing
caused her to step back and disappear.

Fishy never by any chance wanted to
buy anything. Food was provided, and
to buy anything to cat when food was

rovided did not look like business to

Pisher T, Fish.

Tishe, balked of his - prer, sheered
off again from o shut door. He
wandered in the gquad, disconsolate,
He was not very keen on out-of-doors,
but he was fed up with indoors.

Ho had not even o book to readl
There were immense numbers of
volumes in many langunges at his dis-

osal, but not the sort he wanted.

'here was not a eingle volume on
financial subjects to bo found within
the walls of Greyfriars School.

Fishy had been tempted—strongly
tempted—ta buy a financial newspaper
for the sake of a little pleasant reading
on & congenial subject.

But fingneial newspapers cost two-
pence cach, which was like a lion in the
path[ Fishy resisted that temptation.

BMrs. Kebble, the Houso dame, looked
ont of her window. Iishy out across
T'wice nlmac}i that morning he had
eaught Mra. Kebble and talked—on the
first ocension for five minutes, on the
E-Ecand for seven minutes, both non-
stop.

Perhaps Mrs. Kebble had had enough
cven, perhaps, & little too much!
Without appearing to sce Fishy coming,
sho closgd her window,

TFisher T. Fish eheered off again dis-
mally. This was sure fiercol

He shoved his hands in his coat
pocketa and wandered, kicking the snow
about for want of any other ocoupation.

Suddenly, as he kicked the snow, a
small object flow from the too of his
boot. i

It glimmered in the wintey sunshine
as 1t flew and fell again.

Tisher T. Fish pounced on it at once.

He could szee what it was—a metal
cigarctte-case, npparently silver. Hea
picked it up, brushed off the frost, and
starcd at 1t

“Wake snakes ! said Fisher T. Fish.
“1 guess that fat boob Bunter sure
dropped this around before he went "

quls or T. Fish had seen that cigarotte-
caso before.

During the last davs of the term maost
of tha Femove fellows had seen that

“Fellows that he had
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silver eigarctte-case in the possesaion of
Billy Bunter, - .

It was a flat, oblong case, rather
worn and scratched. Where Bunter had
obtained it, nobody knew, unless he had
picked it up somewhers and retained it
on the principlo that findings were
keepings,

Certainly he had told fellows that it
was a Christmas present from his Uncle
William, but he had also told other
fellows that it was a birthday present
from his Uncle George—and still other

3 iven- five guineas
for it ot Chunkley's in E‘uurtﬁnlgl :
. Fisher T, Fish had scen it more than
onoe—Bunter being rather pleased to
show off his silver cigarette-case among
the falluws—thnuﬂl @ had been very
wary not to let Mr. Quelch spot itl

Fishy knew it again, and having
found it in the snow in ﬁm gquadrangle,

could only conclude that Bunter
must have dmpglcd it there and failed
to find it before he left for the holidays.

_He ocpened the case. It was full of
F:g_qret;tqs, .and Fishy noted the brand—
‘¥Yirginia Bud.” -

“Bmithy's smokes!” he remarked,
with a grin.

Fisher T. Fish . was aware that
Herbert Vernon-Smith,, the Bounder of
Greyiriars, patronised Virginia Bud in
the way of smokes. He saw at once
that Bunter must have filled his case
from the Bounder's supply.

" Jest like thitk i'nIt lobo-wolf einch-
ing_a guy's smokes!” grinned Fisher
T. Fish., “But what the great horned
toad is this here?”

With great surprise and interest, the
American junior scanned the interior of
the silver cigarette-caso. Cut in the
motal inside, as if seratched deep with
a sharp Lknife, wers letters—Greck

lettors,

Fisher T. Fish Iﬁl'-:u:npd: v turned out
the cigarettes, which revealed still more
ireel letters. Ho stared at them in
astonizshment,

It was not an engraved inseription:
the letters had been irregularly cut with
o knife. ‘And it was apparcntly only
one word—at all events there were no
spaces between the letters—though a

word containing forty-one letters must

have been rather wnusnal, even in
Greels,

o E-UIIIE 's name 1” eaid Fisher T.
Fish, nd that fat goob made ont

that it was s Christmas present from
his pesky unclel I'll say this here
belonged to some foreign guy who
dropped it around and that pesky
pincher picked it 13!_ | I'll tell & man I*

Fisher T. Fish sli the caze into
his pocket and ambled on.

He was thinking mnow.,  Bunter,
cvidently, had lost that ecigaretto-case,
and doubtless would be glad to hear
toat it had been found. Fishy wondered
where Bunter was, He might be any-
whera in holiday time except at his
family residence. Wharton's place,
most likelr. Wharton was often the
happy vietim when Lord Mauleverer
dodged suecessfully.

A ring on the teleplione would ecost
nothing—to Fishy, at least! A guy
might offer to run across and return
that cigarettc.cose! Such an obliging
guy might ba asked to stay. It would
bo & very welecome change from the
school with all the follows away !

On the other hand, Fishy would then
have to pay his railway fare to Bunter's
Present. quarters, wherever they were!
T'hat thought gave him a distinet pain !

It was rather a dilemma, Tisher T.
TFichy's transatlantic brow was deeply
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corpugaied with thought as he jerked
sbout the snowy quad on his bony legs

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
‘The Mysiery Of The Silver Case!
OLONEL WHARTON frowned.
That wintry morning, while

Fisher T. Fish

about the old quad 'at the
deserted school, the Famous Fiva were
collected in the hall at Wharton Lodge,
and the old colonel was listening to
what had happened in the night. -

- Bunter hag been full of it, of course,
when he came down. =

Harry Wharton had cauntioned him to
sny nothing about it before Aunt .‘_’;mt;
he did not want his aunt-alarmed by
a tale of o burglar in the night. .

Had Bunter come down to breakfast
with the other fellows, however, it was
doubtful whether he could have bottled
it up till brekker was over.

‘But that was all right, as the fat Owl
did not breakfast till ten, and his break-
fast was taken up to lum, and it was
nearer eleven before he came down.

Now the old colonel was questioning
him, with a frowning hrow.

Colonel Wharton allowed his nephew
quite a free hand 1n'asking fellows home
for the holidays, and generally he hked
tho fellows who came. So Ne had gaid
ngthing when Bunter added Himself to
the party. But cven the fat Owl, know-
ing as e did what an attractive fellow
hio was, conld not bo under the delusion
that tha old soldier regarded him with
approval. _

On this eevasion Bunter was not onl
o spot of trouble in himself, but he ha
brought irouble in his train.

James Boames had haunted bim Jike a
Christmas ghost )

Bunter, perhaps, was not to blame for
that. Certamly ho did not want Scames
to dog his footsteps like a grisly spectre.

Still, the old colonel could hardly be
cxpected to be pleased. Soames, for
soma utterly mystevious and unaccount-
able reazon, was after a silver cigarette-
case that had been in Buuter's posses-
=000, ?

He had refuszed to pelieve that Bunter
had. lost it—which was not surprising;
for no one at Wharton Leodge believed
n word that Bunter uttered on any sub-

ject, and Soames was paturally of a
utmra- doubting nature than any of
then.

Whether Bunter veally had lost that
cigareite-case, or whether ho had parked
it somewhere and dechined to say where,
was still an open question.

As he stated that he had lost it, the
probability really was that he hadn't, as
Nunter's statements generally went by
contraries.

Whether he lLad or not, evidentl
Soames firmly believed that he still ha
it, as the attempt on Christinas night
to get into his room fully proved. -

This was not the first experience of
Soames at Wharton Lodge by eny
means. In quest of that mysterious
silver case,” he had kidnapped Bunter,
sent 8 hugo trunk to the house 1n
Bunter's namie, and packed himself in
the trunk, thus gelling on the spot to
search. He had held up the old colonel
i his library with anr automaiic, and
scarched tho safe. It was not surpris-
ing that Colonel Wharton was fed-up
with this kind of thing at the festive
season of Yuletide.,

Hao tugged at his Snz:lcd moustache,
grunted, and glared at Bunter. He
seomed to think that the {at Owl was
to blamo somechaw. :

“You are sure it waz the rascal

Tre Magxer LizRarT.—No. 1,61%.
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Soames at your window ¥ he rappeua.
0k, wves, rather!® said Dunter.
“You see, I had the light on, and I saw
the beast all right.” :
“ Probably you wore too frightened to
sce who it was 1" grunted the colonel.
Bunter gave lim an indignant blink.
“QOh, really, sir, I hope I'm not the
fellow to be frightened I” he cxclaimed
warmly., ¥I was as cow as a cool-
cumber
. umutgu
*I mean, as cool as a cow-cumher—
that .13, & cucumber! " Never turned a
hair1* explained Bunter. “When I
heard the beast at the window I
thought at first of calling these fellows.
Eut%'{ knew they'd bo geared—"
*What I'"* cjaculated Bob Cherry.
“You fat ass!” growled Jobnny Bull.
“1 knew they'd. be seared,” went on
Bunter ealmly, “so0 I decided to deal
with the scoundrel porsonallyl
whopped & |¥1'I|¢w at him, and knocked
him right off the window-silll He went
déwn.wallop | Then I strolled along to
eall the other fellows——" :
“You strolled 'into my room like an
escaped lunatic,” rematked Bob, "or
ltke a runoway- firc-éngined © Some
stroll 1™
M 0Oh, really, Glmt'r]y‘—'"-"‘?
_ Colonel Wharton glanced round-at the
juniors:
“I sup

oo it is a faet that somcone
actnally did climb to Bunter’s window,
and that- this- foolish boy did- not
imagine the wholo thing " ho rapped.

¥ es; we've sure of that much,” satd
Harry. “Ho was gone, of course, long
before we looked out of the window, so
it scemed no use rousing the houso at
that time of night. I think it must have
been Boames, uncle; only somcbody
jolly handy at climbing could have got
up . that rainpipe. and recached the
window-sill from it

“I've told
yap Bunter.

“What you say is of no consequence
whatever [ :mu.pf}ed _the old colonel.
“ However, probably it was Soames, as
you say, Harry. I cannot begin to
understand why the rascal is so bent on
obtaining that cigarctte-case; I con-
clude that ho muost have somo rascally
reason, It ia Bunter’s own fault that
the rogue has followed him here—"

“My fault 1 ejaculated Bunter.

"“Yes, certainly | The man is a lawless
rascal, but if you had told him -the
truth—that 13, if tho silver case veally
iz lost—" '

“1 told him |* hooted Bunter. ™1 told
him it was lost at tho school before wo
broke up for the holidays. e didn’t
believe me.” -

TAnd yvon told him you'd sent it to

vou it was Boames!”

me for a Christmas present, you {at
fraud 1" said Harry Wharton, i
“And you told him you'd left it in

your rootn here when he bagged you!l”
grunted Johnny Bull. . :

“Well, I had to_tell him s::rmetlm:uﬁ.,
hadn’t 11" argued Bunter. “I was will-
ing to tcll him_ anything ho liked to
keep him off. If he wouldn't belicvo
nlna Ii;'!ln'lg,:l 1 had to tell him zomething
clsa K}

Grunt from the old eplonel:

“I've told you fellows how I eame to
lose it1" said DBunter indignantly.
“That cad Bmithy made out that I
was pinching his smokes, just because
he saw me packing them in my case 1n
his study, and ho chucked the cigarette-
case out of his study window—smokds
and all—* - :

“JIs that the truth " snoppéd Colonel
Whartan. -

*0Oh, really, sir—"

“I believe that's shout as near ds
Bunter can get [ remarkéd Bob Cherry,

“If ha still had the silver ease, Soames
would have frightened him out of it
heforo now I

“Yah 1

“It is  extraordinary I said  the
colonel. “The rascal’s motive for want-
m!g the thing is unaccountable. From
what you have .told me, it is of litile
value, even if it belongs to him: &nd
1% ¢an hardly belong to him if it has
a Greock name cut in the inside.
should be glad to see it, Mr. Kon-
stantinopoulous, at Wimford, would tell
us what the Greek word means. I will
ask him to look at it It ecan only be
2 name, I suppose, but I-am wve
curious to see it. - Ta it the truth that it
is lost, Bunter " 3

Billy. Bunter gave ihe old colonel a
blink of the decpest indignation.

Bunter did not like having his word
doubted. :

. “I've told you I™ he hooted.

“1 know that!” snapped the coloncl
testily. “What I want to know e, havo
you really lost the cigarettc-casoe :or
not $* ; :

- Do tell tho truth for once, Bunter,”
said Frank Nugent—"just for onee, to
celebrato Christmas 1™

“Ha, ha, hal®

“No .wonder that villain Soames
docsn’t beliove me when my own pals
doubt my word | "said Bunter bitterly.
“1 tell you that beastly cigarctte-caso
is lying in the quad somewhero at Groy-
friars.in the snow, and nobody will ever
find it again till there's a thow I

The old colonel gave DBunter a
doubtful glare, and stalked away into
the library. . .

‘Bunter ecast an indignant blink after

M. s ol v
" “That old fossil—" he said.

- That what " asked Harry.

“That old fromp——"

“Do you mean my unele 7

“¥es! That old image—"

“Btand up 1” —_—

“Eh=—what do you want mo Lo sland
up for

“I can't kick you while you're =itting
down ™

“Deast! If you think I'm geing to
have my word dynuhtnd, you're jolly well
mistaken-—=sce 1 hooted. the indignane
Owl. “I've a jolly goad mind to walk
right out of " this honso this vory
minute—>""

“Btick to that 1"

“Only—only I wonr't!” said Bunter.
“1 never was the chap to lot a pal down,
Besides, that beast may be watching for
me, for all I know 1"

“You'd be safer at Dunter Court
among all those crowds of liveried

unkeys you've -told ws chout!” sug-
gested Bob Cherry.

“Yeg, there’s that,”™ said Bunter, with
a nod. "I should ask my pater to havo
%II the kecpers on the look-out, teool

[}

“Is tho butfulness terrific?” inguired

IHMurrce Jamset Ram Bingh.
- “Well, he might cop me on tha way
home,” said DBunter. “Once in my
pater’s mansion, with & crowd of
menials round me, I should be all right.
But I might never reaeh Bunter Court |
added Bunter, shaking his head.

“More likefjr to reach Bunter Villa I
suggested Johnny Buoll

“Ma, ha, hal”

“On the whole, I shall stay ! said
Bunter, unhceding. “But I u::gect- yoi
to give your uncle a hint to be a bit
more civil, Wharton [

“YVon'd botter give him the hint, ald
fat man,” said ITarry, langhing. “DBut
if you don't think you'd be safe on the
way home—"' _

_“No:. that beast got ma on the train,
you know™
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¢l Billy Bunter sat motionless, the pillow swung back over his head, ready. The curtains parted, revealing the open window,
& glimpse of the black night and the falling snow, and a Agure knzeling on the snowy sill !

¥
¥

“Then why not felephona for the
Rolla "

“ B 7

“And azk vour pater to send a dozen
or s0 of the keepers to guard 1t all
the way home?’

Billy Bunter blinked at the captain
of the Greyiriars Remove,

“Jolly good idea!” said Bob Cherry
heartily.

“Topping "' agreed Nugent,

“The topfulness i1s terrific!”

“Oh!” gasped DBunter. “N-n-not a
bad idea. nite a good idea, 1n
fact, But—" Bunter shook his head.
“No, I'm not going to turn you
down, Wharten, old chap. This 1=n't
exactly the sort of place I'm used
to—but I camn rough i1t—in fact, I
rather like roughing it a bit, as a
change from volling in the lap of
luxury, amnd all that. A fellow gets
tired of stately apartments and swarm-
ing mentals.”

“0Oh crikey !

“ Besides, there's
dance this evening,
coming,” said Bunter.
foel it if I wasn't here. I don't want
to spoil ithe evening for Marjorie
Hazeldene.” Bunter gave a fat smirl,
“You fellows know, without my telling
you, that DMarjoric has a bit of a
ernsh in my divection—"

Why the Famous Five, at that point,
grasped Bunter's armchair, and rolled
Lim out of it, Bunwer never knew.

But he knew that they did.

That was not to be doubled; for he
rolled out, headlong, and bumped on
the Aoor, with an car-splithing. yell.

" Y oao-hoop 1

Harry Wharton & Co. walked awar,
and left him to yell,

Billy Bunier sat and spluttered with
wrath and indignation. PBut when he

the fancy-dress
and Marjorie's

it She would

heaved himself to his feet, he did not
roll away to the telephone to phone
home for the Ralls.

Whether it was be:ause he was fed-
up. with stately halls and swarming
menials, or for some other reason, the
fat and fatwous Owl was siill sticking
té his old pals

o

proverb,™

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Boxing Night !
ie ANY cooks make light wouk
of the broth as the English
proverb  remarkably  ob-
serves,’ sald Hurree Jamsetb
Ram Singh.

“Good old  English
chuckled Bob Cherry.

Evervbody was busy

Tt is, evervbody with one im-
woriant exception—the exception being
{‘q'ilfium George Bunter.

Bunter was unemployed, but he was
not looking for work.

Bunter contributed criticism. TUnder
the cheery and genial influence of
Christmas-tide, the other fellows re-
ceived Bunter's eriticism without boot-
ing him as a reward-for the same.

Guezts were to arrive later. 8ix or
seven Greviriars fellows were turning
up, and some of them bringing sisters
and cousins, Local people were com-
ing, too. ‘There was going to bLe a
dance to the radio or the gramophone :
there was going to be fancy dress and
masks. verybody was playving up.
Even the old colonel was unbending to
the extent of appearing in the costume
of an Arab chief in flowing garments.
Miss Amy Wharton, 1n a pleazant little
flutter of mild excitement, was to be
an Elizabethan dame,

The Famous Five had their costumes
laid out in Wharton's “den * upstairs.

Likewise had Billy Bunter. But at
the present moment they were making
preparcations, and space !

Wharton Lodge was quite a com-
modions residence. PBut it was not
built on  the lines of DMauleverer
Towers. Things had to be cleared out
of the way—stacked away temporarily
in corners and passa The library
and the colonel’s study had to be bor-
rowed, and added to the hall for the
O ELST OL,

All sorts of every-day things were
hnp{}ﬂi disguised with gay chintzes
fmﬁ Christmas chains, -I.'-I.!'-.S {mit::'hes of
wlly.

Among the things that had to be
ﬁuﬁhﬂd out of the war was Billy

unter. Every tims he gob in the way
he was pushed out of it.

* Not much room—what?" remarked
Bunter, “You want a place like
Bunter Court for thiz sort of thing,
really.””

“Anrvbody seen that hammer ™ ashed
Bob Cherry.

“My dear chap, vou've banged in
enough nails!"”’ remonstrated Nugent,
“¥You don't want to bang more nails.™

“No; I want to hnng unter.”

“0Oh, all ri hti here's the hammer

' HII., I].[i.' 'I.Il[ ]

Bunter did not wait to be banged,
ITe rolled away, and was silent for
several minutes.  But that was rather
a long time for William Ceorge
Bunter to be silent. -

“1 say, Wharton—="

“Yes. What—"

:. What are you going to dance to?™

“0h, really, Whatonl I mecan, we

TiHe Magxer LipaRy.—INo. 1611,
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enerally bave a string band at Bunter

urt. - We don't consider expente on
such occasions,” :

“Here's i the . hammer, Wharton|”
called out Bob Cherry.

“Ha, bha, hal” = -

“1 ga ,nm“tﬂn, look -here! - Don’t
walk off while a fellow’s talking to
yvou ! roared Bunter. T, Sl

Wharton did walk off. He was too
busy to linger even for the delights of
Billy Bunter's conversation,

“1 say, Nugent—"

“Don't bother 1" '

“I say, I shouldn't shove that hdlly
up there! Look hore, shove:1t aover
the old bean’s portrait.’

““r!]ﬂ.*-?”

“(Good idea to cover up that mug—
what?"” grinned Bunler, "Make him
snort when he sees it, too. Covering
up an ugly mug with holly 18 a jolly
good idea.”

“First vate !" agreed Frank., *“Stand
steady |” g :

Bily Buntes i@ rob stand: steady:
Ho made a backward jump as the
bunch of holly jabbed into his fat
features.

“Wowl
roared. :

“Covering wp an ugly mug with
holly 1. '

“Hs, .ha, ha!l"

“Beast ' roared Bunter.

Burter beat a reireat, rubbing his
features. He backed away . very
rapidly, and backed into Wells, the
butler, who was lending a plump hand
in the proceedings. '

. Ho blinked at Wella. ;

“8kimpy place for a dance, Wells,"
he said.

“* Indeed, siv ™
D"]I like a bit of space,” said the fat

wl. - -

“ No doubt, sir,” agreed Wells. "I
am sure you need it.”

And Well: moved off before Billy
Bunter could think of aoything
sufficiently crushing to answer to that.
.« Colonegl Wharton looked out of the
doorway of the library, with a logd
of coloured papers on :{!]I.E arm, and a
cheery smile on his old bronzed visage,
The old military gentleman liked to
gee happy yvoung faces round him, and
all faces were merry and bright, with
one fat exception. -

Bunter did not notice the old colonel

Wharrer you up- to?" bhe

ithere. Ie called to Harry who was
coming up to take the coloured papers
fromn his uncle,

“1 say, Wharton—""

“(ive us a rest, old fat hgan_ e

“Dut, I say, 15 the old fossil going
io dance " pskod Bunter. “I say, he
will jolly well creak at the joints if
he does—what? He, he, he!™ '

“Indeed,” szaid & deep voice, just
behind Bunter—a  voice that bore a
reinarkable resemblande to that of the
great huge bear.
L 0h 1" gasped Bunter.

He revolved ra i::Hi,r on his axis, and
blinked at the colonel,

The old gentleman’s genial smile had
changed into gumte a grim expression.

“0Oh, I—I dido't see you, suwl”
gasped Bunter, *I—I mean, 1 wasn't
speaking of you. I—I meant another
old fosal, siv—="

“What " i

“* Honest Injun, sir] Not you; gquite
another old fessil!” gasped Bunter.
#J—J—— What I really meant to say

- wag—— Yareoop ! ¥

Having turned to faco the old

colonel, Bunter had turned hiz back
to the colonel's nephew. Now, all of
a sudden, a boot wa: planted on his
tight trousers, ang ne shot forward,
velling as he shot.
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“ Harr exclaimed the colonel,
-“Couldn't help it,” - szaid :Harry.
“Hold on, Bunter, .I'm going to give
you another.”

“Beast !"! roared Bunter,

And he rolled away in haste.

“Did you .fellows ses that?" he
asked the grimning Co. “Kicking a
chap after pressing him {o come lhere
for the huh—-—hﬂ g ]

th ressfulness, terrific7”
chuckled Hurrmaprim_lmut II':‘HLizl.n.l Singh.

S If Wharton thinks I'm pgoing to
stand it,” said Bunter, fairly wrigﬂi'iﬁi
with indignation, “I can tell him
ain’t! I'm not going to stand—*

“8it, for & change,” suggeited Bob

arry.

Bunter sat—suddenly, as Bob hooked
a fat leg. He roarved as he sat.

“"Wow! Look hire, you beast—"

“Not satisfied yet 1" nsked Bob., “If
you're not going to stand, and you
don't want to sit, what the ditkens do
you wanti" &

" j‘lﬂ% suita him betler,”” suggested
Johnny Bull. *Lying's Bunior's long

Buit-"

_ Wow I .
. There was a sound of & car grind-
g on the snowy drive.
he door was flung wide, and the

Famous Five rushed to welcome a very
special guest.

Hazeldens of the Remove came in,
with Marjorie on one szide of him,

Clara Trevlyn on the other, and &

cheery grin on his face.

“I say, you fellows, do give a fellow
room |"  sgueaked  RBil Bunter,
Bunter barged energetically. I say,
hera we are again, rjorie, old deap!
I say, do give a fellow room, Cherry |
I eay, Marjorie——_ Don"t shove, Bull
—you ain't in the Remove passago at
Greyiriars nowl I say, Marjorie, I've
got & sprig of mistletoe here, an
Yaroopooh! Get off my toe, Bob
Cherry,, you clumsy beast! Wow 1”

Bunter danced on oye foot. Bob
Cherry’s heol. had degeended on the
other, rather like a bl nith’s, ham-
mer ] Bunter hopped, aud danced, and
bawled. :

“Owl!l My toe! Wow! My tut-tut-

ut-toe |  Woooooh !

A Hnlh:-; Buntor beginning
already 7" . asked Hazel. “Doing a
solo, old fat man?”

I HI, hﬂu ].la.j”

“Owl My toc!” wailed Bunter.
“"Wow! It's squish-squish-squashed |
You clumsy hippopotamus! Gerrout
of the way! I say, Marjorie, I've got

a sprig of mistletoe here, and I say—
Beast [ .

“Ha, ha, ha"

Bob  Cherry secmed  exceedingly
clumsy that ovening, for his other heel
came down on  Buuter's other foot.

Bunter roared and danced again.
“Owl! Ohl toa ! ow! Oh
crikff'! Yaroooh |
“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Blessed if I seo an;thing to cackle
at 1" howled Bunter. *“Aly tut-tut-toe's
squish-squish-squashed Wow I

Buater had dropped that sprig of
mistletoe. He did not pick it up
again. He tottered. to the nearest
scat, zat down, and nursed his {eet in
turn. He had a pain in both of them.

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.

In Deep Disguise !
ERRY strains of music awoke the
echoes of Wharton Lodge. ;
Merry young people tripped
__ Lhe light fantastio toe! -
With ope exception, it would  have
been diflicult to say whoe was who and

which was wnich among the merry
crowd, the costumes being, with
masks, a complets dia%uiu—-with the
gingle - exception .of William George
Bunter. : i A :
Bunter had sorted over the supply in
Wharton's rooms, and decided to be a
Cavalier. The garb of the Stuart
period,., Bunter . thought, was rather
well suited to & handsome and well-sef-
up figure—it went rather well with a
fellow's patural air of "distinction.

* ‘Bunter had no idea that his identity
was any more apparent than any other
fellow's. But, as a matter of fact,
Bunter’s. circumference would have be-
trayed himunder sny guise.  And
even tf his circumfércnce had left any-
cne in doubt, the glitter of his spec-
tacles through the eyeholes of the maslk
would have given him away.

Bunter was s dancing nfanl No
elephant or hippopptamus had any-
thing on Bunter when it- came 1o
dancing. :

He was not, .however, fearfully in
roquest. As - inatter of ‘fact, " Bunter
danced only once—the Lambeth Walk
—and even that was cut short!
“Marjorie, whose  kindness of heart
was equal to almost any test, consented
with many misgivings—and probably
repented of her kindness when Buanter
began to understudy the festive hippo-
potamus.

“Want all the foor?” inquired
]El;aml, as Bunter very nearly up-ended
i,

“¥Yah!” was Bunter's impressive if
not elegant reply.

“'"Wara porpoises " murmured an-
other voice, as Johnny Bull skiliully
steered Clara Trevlyn out of danger.

_ “Beast " was Bunter's polished re-
joinder.

“Herubby lot here, what?” he zaid
to Marjorie, by way of light and
elegant convorsation. “ Rotten floor!"

“Oh 1" said Marjorie.

“That old. fogey, Wharton’s uncle, is
got uﬁal_ga an Arab!” gurgled Bunter.

“Bob Cherry's a Musketeer,” said
Bunter. "But vou can pick him out
all riéghtr—l::y his feot, you know! Big-
gest- feet in the platée! He, he, hal¥

Marjorie did not even reply “0Oh(”
to that remark.

“If anybody treads on your feot,
youw'll koow that Bob is on hand!®
grinned' Bunter.

“Oh dear!” ejaculated Marjorie, as
Bunter's hoof clumped on her foot.

“0Oh, sorry! Rotten floor,
know 1" said Bunter cheerfully.
look hare;
Yarcoop 1™ )

Bunter slipped—and slid!
~ With -great presence of mind, Mar-
jorie detached herself from his frantio
clutch. :

Bunter spun, like a [at humming-top.

“Oh, my hat!"

“Lock out!™
“ Escaped elephant 1
*Dodge 1" :

L}
Whoop!”

ol
‘ ut
I' was going to say—

*“Yaroooh | ; reared
Burnter, as he sat down with & bump

and then rolled. “Oh crikey! Yoo-
hoooop 1"

“Ha, ha, ha[”

“Ow! Don't fall over mel Oh
crikey 1V -

A tall Arab picked Bunter up and
piloted him out of the wavy. ;

He led him, not with any epecial
gentleness, into the dining-room,
where the refreshments were laid out.
It was %uita a welcomo spot to
Bunter, who reslly was keener ¢n
refreshments  than. on dancing.

Bunter could ‘not recognise that tall,



veiled Arab; but he knew that it was
the. old colonel. He could recognise,
at least, the iron grip that jerked him
out of the way of the dancers. :

The old colonel plumped him down

in & seat and grunted.
“Young ass!” was his remark.
“0Oh, really, you know!"
Bunter. “1 sav, 1 haven't ished
daneing, you know—I can't leave my
partner like that—" _ '
“¥You had better sit down " said the
colonel.
“Look herg—"
“You are & young ass, Bunter "
“Eh? How do you know who I
am?"” demanded Bunter, in surprise,
- He knew the colonel’s costume; but
the colone]l had- not eeen his before he
donned 1t, so he was quite surprised
to find his i1dentity known.

“What? Of course I know!”
grunted Colonel Wharton.
“Waell, I don't see how! The fact is,

1 ain’t Bunier 1" gaid. the fat Owl, by
way of pulling the old colonel's leg.

“Wha-a-t 7"

“You-jolly well don't know who I
am ™ said guntar blinkiog at the old
colonel through the eyeholes of his
mask. "Bt 1f you want to know, I'm
Bob Cherry."

"Gﬁﬂd Eﬂ-’d 1"

As ‘Bob was about six inches taller
than Bunter, and about a yard- less
round the ecircumferemce, and had no
specs to glitter through his mask, the
colonel was not likely to believe that
statement. ' A

“1 don't know who you are, either,”
went on the fat Owl “Wharton never
mentioned that vou were tm'g up as
an Arab, so, of course, I don't know
vou're his uncle at all.”

“Good gad!” repeated the colonel
Llankly.

“Bit of an old frump, Wharton's
uncle, ain't he " zaid Bunter cheerily.

“What "

“Btodgy old fossil, don't vou think "

The colonel stared fixedly at the fat
Cavalier.

‘In the happy delusion' that he had
made the c-il:ip ¢olonel believe that he
was Bob Cherry, and that he did not
know who the tall Arab was, Bunter
thought this a good . . opportunity  for
fiving Wharton's uncle a piece of his
at mind! !

If the colonel attributed that imper-
tinence to Bob, it might be unpleasant
for Bob, but it was all right for
Bunter | :

“8tiff old remrod, you know!"
rattled on Bunter cheerily. "Silly old
as? to put it plain! Don't you think
m fL

Bunter realized that masks and fancy
dress gave a fellow great opportuni-
tiea, Identity being quite unknown,
until the masks were taken off, & fellow
could really say snything to anybody !
It was quite agreeable to let Wharton's
uncle know what he really thought of
hitn—in this perfectly secure way!l

“Hottenn show, ain't it?" continued
Bunter, while the colonel gazed at him
speechless. " 'We these things
better at Bunter Court.  They're
rather poor here, really.”

“(rood gad!" gasped the colonel.

“Hardly my style,” went on Bunter.
“I came here out of good nature,
really, That's my fault—I'm always
too good-natured |
much better places than thisl I say,

nraﬁnu Eﬂinﬁ e

onel . Wharton, with really won-
derful self-command, refrained from
boxing Bunter’s fat eoars. He furned

and left him, breathing very hard.
Bunter chuckled.

He had, he fancied, made the old

‘took it out of Bob

ueaked -

i lilght fantastic toe !

"t (% OAMES !

Thon

I generally stay at -

Eyery SHaturdap

bean sit up & bit! And if the old bean
_out Cherry afterwards,
serve him jolly well night!

He was rather sorry. to see the tall
Arab go! He would have liked to tell
him some more! He had quite a lot of
remarks to make about Wharton Lodge
and the inhabitants thereof—in the per-
fect security of his disguisel

Left to himself, Bunter decided not 1o
rejoin the dancera, Foodstuffs were
really more attractive than tripping the
g merry strains
music were accompanied, from Bun-
by a happy sound of

O
ter's corner,
gobbling |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Caught By The Crook !
breathed  Colonel
Wharton.

The old colonel was standing

i by a window, looking on the
merry crowd of young people with a
Eﬁnml eye. He hardly knew what made

im glance at the window—perhaps
some movement there had caught the
corner of his eye—a hand that brushed
off the frost. _

Pressed to the pgm‘:. staring in from

the terrace, was a a face that the
colonel knew—a smooth, sleek face, with
glinting eyes of steel;
- It was the face of James Eﬂ&me:’.% ECa-
lawyer and crook; the seeker of the
mysterious cigarette-case. Only for a
moment or {wo it remained there—then
it vanished; but Boames had seen what
was passing within, and the old ‘colonel
had seen ‘Boames,

He shut his teeth hard. :

Evidently Soamés was still watching
Wharton Eo-_ﬁgg in the belief that the
silver case was in Bunter's keeping
there, Heo was’ nivare that festivities
were ing on; probably he had
wako the many arrivals; and now he
had ventured near enough to look in at
a window. " Likély enough he was cal-
calating his chance of penetrating into
the building—indeed, had he been pro-
vided with a costume and & mask, he
might easily have found an opportunity
of Ign!e-umshmg."

Colonel Wharton moved away from
the window, and a few minutes later he
had quietly slipped & thick Malacca
stick under hiz flowing Arab garb.

quietly, he stepped out of a
french window on the terrace.

If Soames was still there, he was

ready to deal with him with a heavy

hand. :
Chinese lanterns lighted the ferrace
for some distance; but berond, all was

ArkK.

Colonel Wharton moved along to the
end, his eves warily about him, the
heavy stick gripped in his hand.

But there was nothing to be seen or
heard: and ha concluded that the crook
was gone. With a grunt he turned and
walked back towsrds the light,

There was a slight sound belind him
as he went; and he  whirled round
instantly on his guard. But even as he
turned, a sudden grri%l was on him, and
a strength. greater than his own bore
him backwards,

The Malacca dropped from his hand
as he grasped. at his sudden assailant,
and struggled fiercely; but he went
down heavily, and a Lknee was planted
on_his chest. 3

The next moment something cold and
hard was pressed to his faces He felt
the round metal rim grinding through
the Arab veil. -

“.%uiel: 1" gaid a low, tense voice.
“You scoundfel !’ - breathed . thes
colonel. He had been, after all, taken
off his guard; the man whose ljfe had

been a series of de?erate adventures,
had been too wily and wary for him.

“Who are youi" breathed Boames,
The colonel knew that it was Soames,
though all he could see was a dim
shadow bending over him in the dark.
“Colonel Wharton, I think, from your
voice." ;

“ Release me, you rascal I"” panted the
colonel,

soft,

There was a
]au%{h. ] .

“Not likely—as you have so kindly
walked into my hands, sirl Nothing
could have happened more fortunately.
I am obliged to you, sir, for secking a
spot of fresh air at this particular
moment. ™

“¥You villain, T saw vou at the win-
dow, and came out to find youl”
breathed the colonel.
“Then my luck is inl1" said Soames

p quiet, sirl do not desire to
alarm a afpy' household with a shot—
neither do I wish vour Yuletide festivi-

almost silent,

if

-ties to have a sudden tragic end. But I

shall pull the trigger, sir, if you give
me trouble,™

The colonel panted with rage.

* What do you want, you villain1" he
breathed. *What purpose do you
dream of serving by thist”

I think vou know 1" smiled Soames.
“1 am in search of the silver cigarette-
caze now in the hands of that fat young
rascal Bunter.”

“1 de npot believe that it is now in his
hands—but, even so, vou will have no
chance of reaching Bunter!” snapped
Colonel Wharton. ! 8ince you came last
night, he dare not venture out of the
house. " ) i

“I have no doubt of it—I am qguita
well acquainted with Master Bunter and
his waya | But you know, sir, that when
the mountain refused to go to Mahomet,
Mahomet went to the mountain.”

“If you dare to enter—"

“That is my intention, sir!” BSoames
spoke in his smooth, deferential, man.
servant voice; though the automatic con.
tinued to grind on the colonel’s cheel,
“Had I beon aware of the form your
Boxing Night festivities would take,
nhuuﬂf have come properly provided;
and should have ventured to guta-m-us_ﬁ
—and I have no doubt® that an addi-
tional guest in fancy dress would not
have excited remark. But—"

He gave the soft laugh again.

L | [I-‘-:ﬁ been 'l.'l.r|3.i:f_‘:]'1ll:l§_1 or such an
opportunity as this!” he went on.
“Some of the voung people have-had
an unsuspected eye on them already—
but their outfit wonld have been useless
to me. Yours, sir, will fit me very
well, I think."  #

“Oh!” gasped the colonel,

“I did not know who you were, my
dear sir, when I seized you—I was un];,'
thinking of borrowing your costume |
smiled Soames. “But I am very glad to
find that you are the master of tho
house. In your guise, sir, I think I shall
be able to carry out my plan un.
detected.”

His voice snapped suddenly,

“Quiet I If you—=>"

Colonel Wharton made a desperate
effort—at the imminent risk of his life,
for he knew, only too well, how utterly
desperate and ruthless the sea-lawver
Was.

But Soames did not press the trigger.
He whipﬂad up the automatic and
struck with the butt

The old colonel gave a gasping groan,
and lay like a log, stunnﬁd 'gbg the
sudden blow.

“Fool 1I” muttered Soames,

The old colonel was unconscious., He
was not likely to remain so many
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minutes—but a very brief space of time
was sufficient {or SBoames, .
a8, ha
Then,

Swiftly, with nimble fnger

siripped off the Arvab costume.

with a thin coil of cord he drew from
his .pockef, he bound the unconscious
man, hand and foot. A folded handker-
chief ‘was pressed into the colonel’s
mouth, and sccured there with a
knotted string.

TLhen, leaving him, Boames hurriedly,
but carefully, assumed the Arab costume
with veil and mask,

The colonel’s eyes opened in a dizzy
stare,

‘He struggled to move and to speak.
With aching head and dizzy eoyes, he
stared up at the dim figure of a tall
Arab in the gloom. e ARG

The figure bent over him.

“I regret this, Colonel Wharton,*
said the soft, deferential wvoice, “but
you will acknowledge that you'left me
no schoice. I have n_as considerate
a3 the circumstances allowed, Apark
from my disinclination to alarm the
houschold with a shot, I should have
been very sorry to scatter your brains—
such as they are—over your -own
terrace,”

The colonel’s eyes burned at him.

“But he was helpless and silent; he
could not stir & limb. or utter a sound.

“Believe me, sir, I regret exveedingly
handing out such usage to an old hero
of the War!” =said Soames apologetic-
ally. “If you had submitted quietly, it
would have been much more gratifying
for both of wa. 1 assure you, my dear
sir, that I put only sufficient force into
that blow to kcei:r you quiet long cnough
for my purpose.’ .

A faint mumble came from under the

Ag. - :

“Now I shall have to leave you for
a time,” went on Socames, * But, be-
lieva me, 1 shall release you from that
uncomfortable position at the very
carlicst moment possible. I am far
from being an uugﬂng man,"”

With that, the sea-lawyer grasped the
bound man and pulled him away to the
darkest corner of the terrace, and left
him in the deep shadow of a wall.

With deep feelings, Colonel Wharton
lay there, while the crook in the Arab
eostume éiaappnare&_iu the shadows.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Soames At Close Quarters !

ILLY - BUNTER grnned.
Bunter was enjoying life,
He had a cosy corner to him-
self—a settee 10 an alcove, shaded
hy palms in tubs, from which he had a
view of the dancing, so far as it ihtex-
csted him. .-

But it did not interest him véry much.
Fliz interest was centred on things
nearer at hand. = 1

He had collected a supply of excellent
Erm'pndm', and placed it on the setice

¥ his gide. His podgy jaws had hardly
ceased to move for quite a long time.
He was sticky and he was happy.

Every now and then he cast a blink
round about, and several times he had
soen the tall Arab moving among ihe
nunierous company, and fnst sight of
Now he spotted him once

e alcove where the

Wherefore did Billy Bunter Erin in
cheery anticipation of telling Colonel
Wharton a few mere flattering things
about his Boxing Night party !

Having spotted Bunter through the
nodding palms, the Arab sheik bore
down on him Ha seated himself on the
settee by Bunter’s side—Bunter's stack
of tuck being on the fat Owl's other side.
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him again,
more, coming to
fot Owl eat.

The fbagnet

Harry - Wharton, pasuing at a little
distance, saw the figure in Arab costume
in the alcove, and rather wondered thas
his uncle had sought the society of the
fatuous fat Owl, However, he had
plenty of other things to think about,
and did not give the matiter much
attention.

He little dreamed whose identity was

now hidden by that Arab cost till
less did Billy HBunter. e R

. The fat Owl would have bounded ans
if he had received an electric shock had
he fancied for a moment that James
Boames was seated by his side,

“Rotten show, sir, what?” said
Bunter, with lis mouth full, on the
same tack as before. * They can’t throw
a party here. Pretty putrid all round,
ain't ik

The Arab moved & little closer to him.
Bunter, to his surprise, felt a grip on
his fat arm from a hand that slid ?mm
under the burnous.

" Don't call out, Master Bunter,” said
a quiet voice, “Don't give the alarm,
if you value your life {*

Bunter gave a convulsiva jump and
then sat still, ¥ b

‘Only too well ho knew that low, quist
voice, with its soft tones. It sent’a
chill of terror to his fat heart.

Up to that moment he had not
dT_,ted that the tall Arab was Cglonel
Wharton. It was the spme costume, and
the appearance was, naturally, exactly

the same

But that voice,” so different from the
colonel’s deep tones, told another tale,
It was Soames] And Socames knew
him! How, Bunter did not know; but
Soames knew him, in spite of the deep
disguise.

But for the grip on his rat arm,
Euht:}r would have leaped to his feet if
e had not leaped into the air in his
terror, i

tBui.'r that grip pinned him where he
sat. . :
He turncd his face towards the Arab
sheik, his little round eyes distended
behind his big, round spectacles.

He could net speak. He could only
stare at Soanmes, s lazs., Heow he
had got there, in the colonel’s costume,
was 8 mystery Bunter did not think of
tryimg to unravel. He was there—that
WAaS mmugh for Bunter, Boames, whose
mere whisper frightened him .out of his
wits, was sitting by his side, holding his
fat arm in fingers that seemed like steel.
The fat Owl’s podgy heart almost died
within him.

“Dan’t stare like that, fool 1" went on
the quict voice. you draw atlen-
tion hers I shall have to run for it, but
I shall leave §ou dead where you are
gitting.™

“*0Ooooh ! gasped Bunter.

#1 have been looking for a chance to
speak to you, Master Bunter,” said

pames. 1 have found it at last, as
vour host has kindly lent me his
costume—"

“Has he?"” goasped Dunter. *“Oh
erikey 1™

“I had to use =ogewhal rough
measurce before he did so,” murmured
Soames. "I trust that you will not
force mo to use rough measures with
yvou, Master Bunter.”

“Qh, no! Oh crumbs!”

“You may go on eating. I should be
truly sorry to interrupt your enjoyment.
Take care to draw no attention here.
I have my automatio under this burnous,
and if I have to shoot my way out of
this honse vou can guess who will stop
the frst bullet.”

“0Oh lor" I :

Bunter mechanically chewed cake. It
was 4 niea eake, but it seemicd to have
lost its savour. Probably for the first

time in his fat career William George
Buntor was indifferent to cake.

“Now for a few words with you, my
friend,” resumed SBoames, in the same
low, soft voice, audible only to the fat
Owl’s cars. “¥You have told me many
falsehoods on the subject of that silver
cigarette-case. The tune has come uow
t-::-':‘:-ill;me the t;lruth.“

“¥ou led me to believe that it was
left in this house when you fell into my
hands,” zaid Boames. "I ran consider-
able risk in searching for it. I have no
doubt that it was leﬁ here, but it must
have beon hidden, as I failed to find it:
end I warn you, Master Bunter, that
you are now at the end of your pre-

varications.  Another falsehood  ‘will
cost you your life.”

0w 1" moancd Bunter. _

He blinked at the merry thiong, of

whom some were within the gound of
voices, unless subdued.  Nobody was
even looking towards him. 1{1 the
midst of a merry-making crowd the hap-
less fat Owl was alone—with Soames |

“Now,” went on the low voice, “I am
here for that cigarette-case, Master
Bunter. I shall rot leave witheut - it.
You may guess that I.am taking great
risks, and I am not taking them for
nothing. Where is the cigarette-case
that was handed to you in Friardale
Lane while you were at school 17 .

A I—=I—1I told you 1" moaned the terri-
fied fat Owl. ““You wouldn’t believe
) ™ "

“You have told me tale after tale,”
said Soames, between his closed lips, “1
warn you' to tell the fruth this time.
Where is the silver case §"

“It's at Greyfriars.”

. Take care 1" hissed Soames.

“I tell you it was lost there I gasped
Bunter. - *I told you a chap took it
away from me and chucked it away.”

-*That was the most improbable of all
tho falsehoods you have told me,” eaid
Soames.  “If you are tived of life,
Master Bunter, you have only to make
another attempt to delude die. For the
last time, t]m'trut_h'c;“ . -

There was a deadly threat in the low
voice, and the steely eyes glittered
ihrough the eyeholes of the mask, '

‘Billy Bunter shook like a fat jelly. .

Lying as a fine art had its drawbacks.
Bunter had, in. fact, fold Soamea the
truth; but even the keen-witted erook
had been unable to disentangla it from
his many untruths.

The fat Owl dared not lie again now.
He had to meke Soames believe him
somehow, and even the fat Ananias of
Greyfriars realised that his only chance
was to stick to the truth., AIl his
whoppers, one after another, had been
found out.

Boames suspected that he had hidden
the cigarotte-case. Bunler was quite
Eﬁpﬂ.md to tell him that it was so—if

at would have been of any use.

But he realised that Boames, now in-
side the house in s safe disguize, would
roquire to be led to the spot.

He had said that he would not ge
without the silver case, and Bunter was
in his hands. His fat flesh fairly cringed
at the awful thought of the automatig
under the burnous.

Boames watched him. Ho could feel
the fat Owl trembling in his grip.

“The truth !” he breathed.

Bunter cudgelled his fat brains for an
untruth which might seem probable fo
Hoames., But he was at the end of his
tathér in that direction. era Was
nothing for it but the truth, whether
Hoames would believe it or not.

- “T've told "youl” moaned Bunter,
“Bmithy took it sway and chucked it
out into the quad, Tt really is the



truth! 1 shouldn’t have told you any-
thulF else if you had believed that. It's
really true. Oh crikey [V

- “Nonsense |I” muttered Soames]
though he was impressed by the fat
Owl's terrified earnestness. “ Who was

the bow, then 1" - _
“8mithy—Vernon-Smith. ¥You re-
member him. You wused to +be his

father's valet " mumbled Bunter.

“1 remember Master Herbert. par-
fectly,” said Boames guietly. “He is
& somewhat aggressive youth in many
ways, but not the boy to be guilty of an
act of stupid bullying such az you have
dezeribed.” _

“¥You see, he thought I had pinched

UM fellowes buy their Crissmus
Cards by the duseen, they are
orl the same amd Have the

stare gilly wurds on Each Wun, and

if you send a Card o o frend or an
rnnemy, he gets eggsactly the smne
sentitnent, fo wil—

Moy or! gour duays be Jolly,
And orl gowr hours be Brife.

And may there be no holly
Insighed pour bed at nife!l

altho, if the fellote is o fo or a cheehey

yung bratt, you hoop there will bhe

kartlodes of holly in his bedd at nile,
and, in fackt, you sumitimes pul it there

woreself, just to give him beens—

weifeh 18 hardiy honnest, after wot was
sedd on gour Card.

I don™t beleeve in this belecve in this,
Oh crikey, I have ritten that twice
over, but i durzent wmatier. My
idea is that Every Fellomwn shood rite
hiz oren verscs amd the Printer shood
Print wwvun on each Card so thot whoo-

ever gels each Card will get the vurse -

that was ment Jor whooerver geifs the
Card, witch seems a bilt mixed wup,
but it duszent matier, becaws gou
kno what I meen.
a vurse for whooever it (s you rite the
vurse for and whooever 1€ is gels that
gpeshful virse that was ment for
whooever-if was—see ¥

IFell, that's wohat T have dun this
year, and my Crissmus Cards are
reely pursonal Greetings fo whooever
it ia that gets them, I have made a blotl
just there, bLutt it stands to reeson
they cun’t print a Bloft, so it duszent
matier,

Here's the Card I am sending fo
My. Prout, who iz wmy Deck, bull
verry iggerant and dussent kno muich
abowt anything in partichpewlar,
he makes owt I can't speli, witch ia
abserd, and I despize him.

Well, heer's o Merry Crissmus, sir,
You doan’t derrevve it, velly—
From yore best skollar,—I reffer
¢ Of korse, to YORE'S SINSERELY,
H. J. COKER.

R R :
his smokes,” stammered Bunter

was filli the cigarette-case in his
sfud r‘hﬂ' "

(1} I"

“And he pot waxy, grabbed the silver

cass, and chugked it eut of his study
window. He did, really ("

“That is more like Master Herbert,”
said Soames. * But, in that case, why
did you not pick it up again—if you
did noti"

“I looked for it, but it fell in the
snow,” explained Bunter. “I couldn't
find it—might have hunted for it for a
week—and it was the last day before
Lreaking-up. 8o it was lost. It—it
really was, you know. It won't ever be
seen again till the snow melts.”

I meen, you rite

L1 I

Eodry Saturday

Boames sat silent for a long minute,
his eyes on.the fat Owl

- Of: the many yarns Bunter had spun
him on the. subject of that cigarette-
case, this was the only one he had tried
a second time.

the fat Owl had Ekpluineﬁ how Herbert
Verhon-Bmith had come to chuck away
the silver case, it seemed less
improbable.
The man who had been Mr. Vernon-
- 8mith’s valet knew Master Herbert very
well indeed, and he knew that this was
exactly what the Bounder of Greyfriars
was likely to do if he eaught Bunter

Himsell.

spelli
untoached. couldn't touch it—I
didn’t know where to start.—Ed.
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I am allso sending a Card to Wingafe
of the Sixth, who iz so inkapable of
jujing a man's form at phooter, that
he ackehewally rofewsed to give
me o plaice amung the holf-bax in
the Ist XI, and then wwoodn’t file me
when I challenjed him, here il i5—

A Merry Crissmustide, ygoun Skunl,
A bonny brite Noo Yeer, gou Wurm,
I'lk see gou, if yore not a Phunk,
In the jimmasium next furm!

Xo Loder of the Sixth, who iz a kadd
of the deepest di and o bhooly and «a
m}!m and a wrank rascal, I am sending
this :

filling the case from his secret supply
of smokes
Boames did not feel sure—it was im-
ssible to feel sure in dealing with
Eca‘mtﬁr—but he had an impression that
he had run the truth to earth at last,
a5 1k Were

"*Then the silver case igz still at your
school 7 he asked, at last.

“¥es |" moaned Bunler.

“Lying in the smow in the quad-
ranglet

'3 leﬂ

“There has been no thaw yet,” said
Soames thoughtfully. *There are no
signs of one, go far, - If that is true, the
silver case ig still there.”

“Yes | gasped Bunter,

.8 That looked as if it
~might be the truth. Moreover, now that

Coker's Christmas Cards
By The
GREAT HORACE
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Socames sat silent again, thinking.

If this wgs the truth, and it seemed
to now that it was, he was done
with Whartor. Lodge; his search lay
within the walis of Greyfriars. Some-
where within the radiis of a throw from
a certain study window the silver case
lay hidden in. snow )

“I will take your word provisionally,
Mester Bunter,” .he said. quietly. *1
think you have told me the truth this
time. We shall see. If I find cut that
vou have deceived me you will take the
consequences, and I warn you that they
will be very painful |

U [—[—I- say—"

“ ¥ou need say nothing !” Soames rose

Here’s wishing you o Hovrid Time,
An Orful, Orful, Orful vack,

Go kwickly to sum forrin klime,
And nevver think of kuniming beaclk |

Of korse, at Crissmus il's up fo o
felloan to berry the hatchit, but Loder
is to thick, and I can't bare him, =o
he gets the abuv. To Wharion, on the
vulther hand, I shall send & Card that
12 Dhiggernified but Corjial, tho it is
Nard to forget that he and his cheeky
yung brafis in the Remoove have
uchehewally faid hands on meé more
than yunce this fwrn, tho, of korse,
I whopped them for i, here i is—

My greeting to you is Sinsere,
Good forchin in all thot you Plan,
Tho mind you don't bagg a thick eer
For cheeking a Seenior Man!

My Card fo the KlUiff Howse Girls
will be Perlite and Grayshus, and in
the most fowltless taste, as thuswise :

Greclings, girvls, and best of Tuck,
To evvry merry magden,

May wou guzzle lodes of tuck
Until yoreoolly laden !

Well, thal’s the ideea, and you must
admilt i¥'s a korka, or shood il
be korker, I'm nol quife sure, but it
duszent matter. Phinally, here is8 my
Card fo Evry Reader of this paper,
hoaping yow’ll all have a reckord-
braking time this Xmag, ond may yore

prezeents be eggsackly whal pou
rwant most,

The best to all, the best to «all,
To all, the best, the besi,
The best to fellows short and fall,
Aned alse to the rest.
HORACE JAMES COKER
{Fifth Form).

Some fellpiwcs have the cheel o say
that I can't spell. What vrol! Reed
threwe this artickle ax carefully as gou
like, and I garaniic that gox wwon't
find ane mistake. {Owiteirue, Horace,
more likely one-hundred-and-one ')

to his fest. “I shall leave vou now,
Master Bunter! If you think of giving
the alarm and endangering me, remem-
ber that the automatic is in my hand,
and thet I am a dead shot !*

i T | wouldn't—"
Bunter.

“Pah [

The sheik moved away.

Billy Bunter waitched him with
bulging eyes through his big spectacles
ag ia went. The fat junior was not
thinking of giving the alarm—he was
only too glad to see the disguised crook
o—the deadly automatic with him!
Not for worlds, or for whole universes,

(Continued on page 16 |
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would Bunter have given a sign, or
uttered a sound, that would have drawn
‘the mizile of that sutdmetic “in his
direction. .

He gasped with relief when the figure
in Aral costume disappeared from his
sight.

“Oh lor'!” gasped Bunter.

And a whole minute elapsed before he

took another bite at the cake!

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Exit Soames !
OLONEL WHARTOXN stirred and

mumbled faintly as a dark figure
bent over him in the deep shad-
ows at the end of the terrace.

He knew that it was Soames, and his
eves burned up at the dim, shadewy
form.

“1 regret that I have had to leave you
so long, my dear sir!"” said the soft,
deferential voice, " Believe me, it was
unavoidable. I trust that you have not
siffered too much from the cold.”

The old colonel was in evening clothes,
which he had worn under- the Arab
costume ; o poor protection against the
cold of the last days of December. But
Soames, who had discarded coat and
hat when sssuming the disguise, had
thrown his overcoat round the bound
man, for which the old military gentle-
man was duly thankful, when he was
left in the bitter night.

Orook as he was, pirate and free-
hooter as he had been, it seemed that
there was a spot of the milk of human
Lindness in Soames’ . hard heart. Un-
scrupulous and ruthless as he was in

—

carrving out his plans, he would do no’

hurt berond what was essential to that
end. Perhaps it helped him somehow
to sguare his lawless career with his
conseience=—=1f James Soames allowed
himself the luxury of a conscienco at
all! '

A Lkeen blade glided over the colonel's
bonds, and the gag was taken from his
mouth, He was free; and he staggered
to his feet, his hand to his head, which
was aching from the blow he had
received.

' Soames threw the Aral costume at his
eet.

“ Returned with thanks, my dear sir [*
he said. 1 will—with your permission
—take my coat! You are very welcome
to give the alarm now, if you so desire—
it will be too late to do me any harm.
But probably you would prefer not to
disturb the harmony of a merry evening
i your nansion. erely a suggestion,
my dear sir—please wourself, by all
means, ™

The colonel stood unsteadily, his hand
to hiz head. A wmoment more, and the
crook had vanished into the blackness
of the night.

For some minutes after he had gone,
Colonel Wharton stood there, rubbing
hiz head where thers was a bruise under
his grizzled hair,
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! whatever it was—apparent]

g view Bunter. Obviously he ne

1 undetected. The old colonel, at length,
resumed the Arab costume.

The fdagnet

That it was uscless to give the alarm,

that “there was no prospect of laying
~Em;lmm by the hecls, he knew only too
2 well,
swallowed the crook from al
: ledge.

The black December night had
know-

Sosmez had ecarrvied out his plan,
to' inter-

ad done so

Sosmes was away and safe, and there

- was no purpose to be served by giving
?rj alarm, and casting & shadow over
114
Cplonel Wharton decided to keep his

nephew's Boxing Night. party.
own counsel for the present, and carry
on- as if nothing had happened. But his

feelings were deep as he walked back
slong the terrace to the lighted
WL OW S,

The dancing was over now and the
suﬁper-rmm crowded. Masks were
taken off and cheery faces revealed, and
a happy buzz of vouthful voices greeted
the colonel as he came in. .

"He glanced round for Bunter—and
spotted that fat and fatuous youth,
sitting in his corner alcove. Bunter still
had that cosy corner to himself, though
the room was now crowded. Nobody
seemed to be seeking the most atiractive
company going—till the colonel came in.

"Bunter was sitting quite still. It was
a quarter of an hour sinoce the disguised
crook had left him—but the fat Owl had
not stirred or spoken. He was not Likely
to stir or speak, till he was sure that

‘Boames was safe off the premiszes, auxl

he was not sure yetk

Bunter gave a start and a breathless
squeak at the sight of a tall figure in
Arab costume bearing down on him
again. ' :

It did not ocour to his fat brain that
Soames, having finished with him, was
not likely to return. That Arab sheik
was Soames, to his terrified eves,

“0Oh erikey! SAY, YOou—you—
you keep off I be gasped. “I've told
you about that putrid cigaretie-case—I
—] say—>

“You need not be alarmed, Bunter !
snapped Colonel Wharton.

Bunter jumped &t that well-known
deep voice.

“0Oh crumbs! I—I thought—is—is—ia
it vou, sir? That beast—""

olonel Wharton sat down in the scat
occupied by - Boames, in the same
costume, a quarter of an hour ago.

Billy Bunter blinked at him, doubt-
ful and uneasy. He knew the colonel's
voice, certainly, but he was not quite
reassured, until the old gentleman re-
moved the mask from the upper part of
his face.

“Oh " gasped Bunter. * It—it's really
you, sir! That beast Soames said he
had borrowed your costume and—*

“You have seen Soames, then P gsked
the colonel’ quietly.

" dear ! es |” gasped Bunter,
“The beast was going to shoot me wiih
& naughty-matic—] mean an auio-
matie—"

“It is very improbable that he would
have done an:rthmg of the kind,” said
ihe colonel dryly. “ But no doubt it was
easy to work on your fears.”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“ He questioned vou, I suppose?™

“Yesg, the chieeky beast] I dare say he
thought I was afraid of him,” =aid
Bunter. *I had a jollr good mind to
knock him spinning, only——"

“ Do not talll nonsense, Bunter! I do
not  blame you for having been
frightenad, but try to talk eense!”
rapped the colonel, “Have you told the
man the truth this time, about that
wretched cigarette-case!”

] hope

Ay

anybody - anytuing else, sir!" said
Bunter with dignity. “I'm a bit more
Fn;tmulur than some chaps—Wharton

‘rinstance—"

“Do you want me to box your ears,
Bunter "

“ Eh, no, no!* g i

"Then stop talking nonsense and
angwer my question [*

“I've told him where that rotten
cafarugteenm is,” grunted Bunter, * I'va
told him before, only he had the cheek
to doubt my word! A dashed man-
servant you know, taking it on himse'f
to doubt the word of a Public school
man | Blessed if I know what things are

coming to.*
o What did you tell him?” .
. “Same as Ilve.told you—that that

putrid case is sticking somewhere under-
the snow in the Greyfriars quad! He
¢an go there and hunt for it, if he likes
—he ain't likely to find it till the snow
melts,"” grunted Bunter. . * But I—I say,
vou've lg-oi:: our costume back, so he's
gone all right—I say, hadn’t you betier
set everybody looking for him—I'll go
and tell the fellows—"
. "You will say nothing, Bunter, until
the Mglueats mre pgone!” rapped the
" colonel, \
“1 think I'd better—"

ng ;qu lt:tiﬁ.-r h:;r: single word on the
subject, I sha your ears!®
“JLGnk here——"

“Be silent, and remember what T
have said !” i

The colonel rose to his feet and moved
away—having had enough of Bunter.

The fat Owl blinked atter him with a
devastating blink. .

Now that Soames was evidently gone,
and the dreaded automatic was far
away, DBunter would have liked to
spread the news; in fact, he would have
enjoyed. a spot of dramatic excitement.

He had a jolly good mind to do so—
but, on the other hand, he did not want
_his fat ears boxed, so on the whole, he
had & jollier good mind not to!

He was annoyed, and he was peeved,
but there was still balm in Gilead! He
turned his attention once more to the
foodstuffs, and was comforted.

Err————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
0.K. For Fishy!

us.&‘?. big boy 1" yapped Fisher T.
Fish

It 'wgs the following morning,
and Fisher T. Fish was at the
door of Gosling's lodge at Greyfriars

School.

Gosling had been standing at the door
of that lodge, but as Fisher T. Fish
came jerking along on his bony legs, the
old porter retired within, and shut the
door, Apparently he was in dread of a
spate of Fishy's bottled-up conversation.

Fisher T. Fish banged on the door and
shouted.

It was not, for once, to unleash chin-
wag that Fishy had run down Gosling
to his lair. 1shy wanted to use the
telephone 1n the lodge. .

Fishy had ﬂmuight it over. He had
decided to *get™ Bunter, if could,
on the telephone. )

If Bunter was bedding down at any
shebang that was worth o guy’s while,
Fisher T. Fish was going, 1f he eould,
to make the silver cigarettecaze a
pretext for joining him e,

He did not, as a matter of fact, helieve
that the silver case which he had found
in the snow in the quad really belonged
to Billy Bunter. But he was %Iqaparﬂd
to acknowledge Bunter's ownership, and
offer to make & journey to return the

shouldn't be likely to tell lost article fo its owner, if it meant a



chance of landing bhimself somewhera
for even a day or two of those scemingly
endless holidays.

Toe most Grevfriars fellows the hols
seomed rather short; but to the fellow
who was passing them at the deserted
school, they secemed almost mtd!essl'y
long ! 'The gladdest of sounds, to Fishy's
cars, was the tramp of returning fect
at the new term. '

“But the new term was not at hand
yet; that glad sound was still afar,

‘Fishy had thought the matter over
very carefully. It had needed carcful
thought; for the idea of paying his
railway fare for a long distance was
painful in the extreme. But he had
made up his trapsatlantic mind at last;
sind now he was going fo get Bunter,
if he could! -
Thump, thu{:;f_). thump ! went Fishy's
bm% fist a;: Gosling's dntnr. , -:1
“3ay, bo, you ting doggone
deaf 1" he hnwﬂaﬂ.' KEiRe =
Gosling opened the door at last,
*You look 'ers, Masier Fizh," he said,
or rather grunted, "“wot I says is this
,ﬂrﬂ_”

HARRY WHARTON : I'd like @

typewriter for my * Herald'
work, or a felevision set, or an

acra-gltider, or a Si. Bernagd dog.
I've an egqual chance of getling any

of Temn, f.e., nil ]

BOB CHERRY : A motor-beat or
a sailing culfer. The old boat I have
at Cherry Place has noto so many
holes that I've given it to the coolk
for use ag a colander. My pater is
going fo give me a new one ** when
hiz ship comexs home,”! but I’'ve a
dim suspicion that it has foundered.

TOM BROWN : A new comera.
If any fellow wants to make me o
pregent, 've got my eye on the very
one I want. I's at Chunkley's and
cosis £35. Don't all speak at once,

PETER TODD : A pair of cane=
proof trousers.

LORD MAULEVERER : ¥ |
mechanical secrelary, who will do
my work wehen I'me feeling tived.

WILLIAM WIRBLEY : A stick of
No,. 2 grease-paint and o West End
theatre costing G6d. and -£15,000
respectively. -

interrupted Fisher T.
“1 guess I want to cinch
phone for a long-distance,”

“Park it!l"?
Fish briskly,
your 7

“Oh " granted G
step 1, Master Fish,”

Master Fish stopped in,

Gosling grunted again, zat down, and
picked up his meWspaper.

Fisher T. Fish sat down at the
telephone, He did not think of ringing
up Buanter Court, or Bunter Villa. Fishy

ueszed, reckoned, and calculated that
that was the unlikeliest spot to locate
Bunter, in the hols. He resolved to'try
Wharton Lodge first; and it was to that
address that his ecall was put threugh.

HHallo!" came a suave voice over the
wires,
- * That Wharton Lodge ! asked Fisher
T. Fish.

“This is Wharton Lodge; the butler
spraking.
~*“8ay, I guess you can put me wise !”
ehid Fishy., *Is there a fat guy named
Bunier staving with the galoots there ™"

" Master Bunler is staying here at
present, sie.”

- "Agk him to mosey along to the
phone, will you ™ _
Y Master ﬁimter is not down yet, sir.”
CAw, wake snakes and walk chalks!
Nope—I guess he wouldn’t he—at ten
in the meoroimg!™ smorted Fisher T.

ing., “You can

Euery Saturday

Fish: + " Say, cdll one of the other guys
to: the phone—I guess I'll speak to
Wharton—-" b

‘“Mazter Harry and his friends liave
gona 'out, =ir, to seo off a pariy w
stayed the might.” -

“0Oh, search me! Look yere, you go
and hook Bunter out of bed "

“I will take a meSsﬁe, gir, or you
may speak to Colonel Wharton; he is
in the hall at the moment.™

“Bure; hike him along.”

“Pray hold on a moment.™

Tha suave voice ceased: and a
moment later a deep voico spoke in its
stead.

“What is wanted ? Who is speaking ™

“Fish, sir—="

B4 Whﬂ-t’i"

# Figlpm—"

“ What the dooca do you mean 1" came
the colonel's deep voice testily.” “I do
not deal in such matters personally, If
it is about some order for fish, you must
speak to the butler.”

“Nope I gasped the American junior,
at the other end. * Fish, sir—Fisher T,
Fish—"

¢ [Pertfect Presents
s What [ would like to get this
Christmas, by

% GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES,

BILLY BUNTER : A fellow nach-
evally needs fuck. After all, tucl is
tuck! A motor-hyke or a sinny-
hamera arc all vight in their woy,
Lut they're not tuck. ¥You can't
eat  tuek. Tuck iz the finesd
prezzent o fhe world. Give me
tuck every time. Tons of fuck.
You can't give me too much fuck.
If you cant the perfick pressent, I
can ansicer in one word TUCK !

FISHER T. FISH * A guy nafuy-
ally meeds cash. You can't hent
cash, Cash iz the finest prescent in
the world. Give me cash every
tirme. And I teke {fF now, before
pou change ygour mind [

“Is this some absurd joke, or what?
There 1s no such fish as fisherty fish, that

I have ever heard of. What do you
mean % : )
“ Aw, carry me home to diel Fisher

T. Fish—Fisher ‘TI'arleton ¥ish, of Noo
Yark, =ir, speaking from Greyiriars

chool.™

“Oh! Do you mean that yvour name
15 Fish 1" exclaimed the colonel.

“You said it1” agreed Fishy., I
guess your nevoo knows the name 0.K.,
SiT. v, I want a word with Bunter,
and your butler allows that the fat gink
is still snoozing. I sure want to speak
to himm a whole heap.!

“You had better ring again later,
then I grunted the colonel. * Bunter is
not an early riser." = g

“*Mebbe he'd turn out, sir, if you told
him I'd found suthin’ he lost jest before
the school broke up!” said Fisher T.
Fish persuasively. “I guess hoe would
be glad to get the noos of it.”

“Probably ! What is it?"

Fisher T. Fish, in Gosling's lodge,
hesitated a moment or two. IHe could
hardly supposa that the old colonel
waul&v approve of a junior schoolboy
being the possessor of a cigarette-case,
Hﬁmid not to be too specific.

“Mehbe you'd tell the fat gooh—1
mean Bunter, siv—that I've picked up

R e T P P T T T P TR A TR R T R
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-8 silver case——=n leetle silver case=—thal
-he lost here——""' ;

“ A silver case I" 7 Fisher T. Fish was
quite surprised by the note of excitement
in the voice at the other‘end.:. “ Do you
mean a silver cigaretfescase; Fish 1™

M Jest & silver Cam.,B:lir*-'-*r"

“ Hpeak Tﬂﬂ.iuly li-:Bunter has told me
about ‘& silver cigarette-case which he
stated he had lost in the Diuaﬂrang"ra
the day befora the sthool broke upl Is
that what you have found "

T Tﬂp !u- "

It was d surprise to Fishy that Bunter
had mentioned the cigarette-case at
Wharton Lodge. He had displayed it
up and down the Remove at Greyfriars,
in the last days of the term; but it was
not the sort of thing that Fishy would
have expected him to mention to elders.

However, it was plain that the colonel
knew sabout it; and, for some reason
quite unknown to Fishy, was keenly
interested in it.

“Describa it to me, please ! rapped
the ecolonel.

“Bure! A Hfat, oblong, silver
cigarette-case, sir—I picked it up hera

BOLSOVER -MAJOR: A newe §

chest - expander, & nRew vowing-
nachine, a new muacle-butlder, ancd
a neie paiy of boxing-gloves. (Why
not a new face, fohile youw're about
it, Bolsy 7)

TOM BUTTON @ An ear-trumpet
fwe've filledd this in without troub-
ting to ask Dulton about it.)

FPAUL PROUT, M.A.: A qag.
(IMitn, ditto!)

CORER : Avacing-kar, sunidliing
that will reelly go. Also a spclling-
manyeiwpal—not for me, of corse,
but for my Deek, Mr, Prout, who s
iggmerant of the art.

LODER (Sixth Form): Alarge vak -
of beiling oil, in tehich to end my
miserable exisfence., [(This isn't
whaet Loder wahiis, perhaps, but
it’s wohat he jolly roell needs. )

GOSLING, THE PORTER: I
wouldn't say no fo a what-d'ye-call- |
it—you-know-wchat—hoto-d"ye=-do !
It's  thwelve-and-siz - a  botile, I
belleve. (I ncrver said nothing of the
Lind, you poung rip! You ‘op orf,
before I report yer !

T T

e e

|

-

vesterday—jest happened to root it ous
with my boot as 1 was noseying
around,” answered Fisher T. Fish. “I
guess it’s suré Bunter’s, and I kinder
reckoned I'd put him wise that it had
turned up.” o

“"Have vou looked inside it?"

"EHTE]-". o o

“Ja there a Greek inscription inside—
a number of Greok 'leiters cut, or
scratched on the metal 17 _

“You're telling me,” answered Fisher
T. Fish. "I see t you know it, sir
—that's the very identical article. I
guess I ain't wige to what it means,
onless it's & name, but I'll say I know
a Greck letter when I give it the once-
over."” ’

“Undoubtedly it is the same cigaretie-
caso I"” exclaimed Colonel Wharton, “Ii
is very fortunate that vou have found
it, Master Fish. I am extremely anxious
to sea it." -

Fisher T. Tish grinned over
felephone,

This was the goods!

It was surprising, or rather amazivg,
to Fishy, to find that the old colonel
kuew anything about that silver ease,
or if ha know, took the slightest intorest
in it. But amazing as it was, it suited
Fisher T. Fish admirably.

Tuae Miewer Lisrirv.—No. 1,611
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If the master of Wharton Lodge was
extremel ? anxious to see-that silver case,
|Fisher T Fnsh was-the man to convey
it to him in the shortest possible time'!
v “I guess-I'd be glad to come along
with it, sir "' he trilled.

“Oh! You must not take all that
trouble, my boy—it is & great distance
from G-rm-irlnra here,” eaid Gulnnal
Whnrtn:m “If you put' it in the
post—"

“No trouble at sll, sirl" assured
Fisher T, Fish. “I'll say I got time on

my hands, being t.ha only guy left here
over the holidays

“Oh, I aml ‘In_that case, Master
Fish, if you are really. willing to under-
:akﬁ a long railway mumﬂy—-—u "

“all it a cinch, sir.

(Y] Eh ary

“1 mean, you're talking !"

“What "

“It's o go, sir—me for the railroad I
said Fisher Fish.

Then a brilliant thought—almost
dazzling in its brilliancy—struck Fisher
T. Fish.

Clolonel Wharton, for some inexplic-
able reason, utterly mysterious to Fishy,
was anxious fo sec that silver cigarette-
case. If he was s0 anxious as all that,
i'l-a ntaighl:. be touched for the railway

are

The thought of getting to Wharton
Lodge without the trip costing him any-
thing, was really the opossum's ey relids
to Es'l;lw., mdgag it was the elephant’s
side-whiskers |

* Jogt one thing, sir,”" he went oo.
“ Afe staying here over the hols, they
den't squeeze nut the juumer money for
this mﬂant. guess I'm honing to
oblige vou, str. but I'll mention that I
shall have to borrow a pound for the
railroad—

“1 will gladi? reimburse you for your
railway fare, Fish, if you will take the
tmuhle to convey e cigarette-case
here." .,

“You said it, sir,"” trilled Fisher T.
Fish joyously. “y guess I'll be hornin
i, sir, ag pronte as the one-horse rail-
roads 1 this old island can maove, which
ain’t & heap fast, I allow.”

Fisher T. Pish rang off. He grinned

]u}yl:'ull;.r at [}mﬂmg, who was ragﬂrdmg

The Magnet

him over the top of his newspaper, with
an unfavouring eye.
e | gul‘:ss you're goin
a few days, old-timer!” said Fisher T.
Fish, wit ch&ar;.r chortle. *Ma for
Whartnn LudFa Bay, big boy, ihis
here is the cat’s whiskers— I'm telimg
rou, bo, that it’s the grnsahupper g eye-
lds—and then some.’
And the elated Fishy ]erked nut ﬂ-f
osling’s lodge—leaving Goslin g‘
ing far from disconsolate at the ld&ﬂ
of losing him!

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows [

to lose me for

- BAY, you fellows!”

“ $all hallo, hallo! You up #*
exclaime Bub Cherry 'in aston-
1shment.

* Oh, raally, Cherry——"

“But it’s only hali-past eleven !” said
Bob, leoking very puzzled. hat are
you 'doing out of had Buntor ¥”

EI-I—I—I-

“New early-rising stunt, or what?”
asked Bob., "By gum, you'll be wash-
ing next "

“Ha, ha, hal®

Harry Wharton & Co had come in,
ruddy and cheery, in the cold and frost
mummg. They i:ud been to the mf

g station to apeud the parunf guests ;

they -found Billy Bunter frowsting
a:ﬂi'er the fire in the hall when they came
in.

“0Oh, don't be a goat!” said Bunter
peevishly. "1 say, you fﬂ]ln“a what do

you think "

Bunter, aﬁg:-arent]f, had news!

“What m k1" repeated
Johnay Bull. " Well, for one, think
that you had better gn and get a
wash I

* Beast 1

“The thinkfulness is terrific !” grinned
Hurree Binﬁ‘h. - |
*0h, no!” said Bob, shaking his head.,

“Not too big a change at oncel
Bunter's turned out early—that’s enough
for ome .day! I'll tell you what,

Bunter—w ash on New Year's Day | See
in the new year with a clean face,
what

book of
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Of murse vou know DHOPEY, the iunn}f little
dwarf from WALT
“ SNOW WHITE.”
but you can join-with him and all the other dwarfs
in this grand new game founded on the amazingl

successful film, .
SNEEZY, the WITCH and all the nthar delight-
ful characters whose antics yon enjoy; and any
number of players can
jeinin, Thereisendless
fascination and thrills
galore. Each pack con-
tains c¢ards and full

yours today.
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You sillv fathead!” roared Bunter,_

“If you'll ﬂnp talking rot, I'll tell you

the news 1" Lr )
“Well, what's ‘the news?” asked

Harry Wharton, laughi “Don't tell

us that your [Hll'“-l.l_.l or ra- come and

give us a shock
“My silver cigarctte-case has turned

up 1 said Bunter.
“Y¥ou fat villain! Then it was here
i’u!l the time, was it*” -exclaimed
enkt.

o, it wasn't!” hooted DBunter.
“I—Iwen’b I told you, over and over
agam, that Sm:ihsf chucked it out of his

udy window at Greyfriars? Well,
that where it's turned up, neef‘
med in the quad—="

“How the thamp do :rnu know,
then?” asked Johnny Bull,

“Fishy  found it—and lphunedi” ex-
plained Bunter, *The old hmmﬂ just
told me—I -haven't been down lnng
Fighy's coming over with it to-day.”

“ Jolly l.'-hling of Flsfzﬁl” B-E.Id Bob,
with & stare, “It's a thumping I-:-ng
railway trip, and will cost more than
thﬂ cigarette-case is worth in the fare.”
“0Oh, I know Fishy's game all right !"

said Bunter ﬂl-ﬁdllﬂflﬂ]\' “Fat h:ut he
cares whether I %-et my cigarette-case
beck again or

"H,ui:- you say he's mmmg over mth
] —

“Oh, he's coming all rlghtl Thiis isn't
much of & show—I mean, compsred
with Bunter Court, or any decent place,
you know—but it's b-EIIZ-I:-E'I.' than ﬂtmkm
at Greyfriars over the hols. Think
didn’t spot Fishy's pame ag soon as 1
heard he'd phnnedf Whnhhu I Bunter

ave a fat snecer. Fzsh 8 idea i3 to
E m—that.a Fishy's idea! Think I
ﬂﬂt know "

“Well, you've got lots of knowledge
on that autrue-:t g ndmltteﬂ Bob Cherry.
“Bort of expert.”
~“Ha, ha, ha " i

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at [* snorted Bunter, “I esplse that

sort of thing—fishing for Lmﬁtatmns and
butting in where a fellow isn’t wanted |
I can't stand that kmd of thing, and I
dn!:'t It:hn;}nd saving so! It's mean|”

“No class,” said Bunter. “Not the
soft of thing & decent fellow would do.
thy don’t care a boiled bean whether
hea wanted or not—just so long as he
barges in and sticks! Revolting, 1 call
it |

The Famous Five gazed at William
George Bunter.

They did not speak; Bunter seemed
to have taken their breath away.

“The fellow won't get much chan
cut of me |” went on Bunter, evidently
in & mood of lofty disdain. “He can
walk in, and hand over the cigarette-
case | T shall thank him pﬂ]lbelyl And
that's all.”

“That's all, 18 1t " gnp&& Bob.

“Yes! If Flahjr think's he goin
stick on to me for the hols, he's ma mg
a mistake! I’'m not the sort of fellow
to be done like that!” said Bunter
emphatically. “I knew his game all
right—he barged, in, making out it's to
return that silver case—and I'm to
make it all right for him to hang on!
Well, I shan't|”

Bunter shook his fat head decidediy.

“T shall I:u: civil,” he went on. “1
shall thank him f’nr taking so much
tmuh]u-uhn, he, he! And I shall say

ood- I say, vou fellows, fancy his
ace W an he has to walk out againl
What "

And the fat Owl chuckled.

" Bunter's Eusl:al order must have
come [ said at last.

It hasn't 1" said Bunter, blinking
him. “What makes -you think thati"



“I mean, you must have bought
Wharton Lodge from Wharton's uncle
while we've been odt this morning.™

“*Ha, ha, ha " yelled the Co..

“You silly assi” ;_vappud Bunter,
“Wharrer you mean?”"

“We shall have to be jolly civil to
Bunter now, you men, now that'he's
master of the house and lord of the
manor |¥ went on Beb, “Mind your
p's and ,E’s, or he'll be giving us a hint
to quit |

“Ha, ha, hal* !

“¥You can talk all the rot you like,”
sapped Bunter, “but you'll jolly well
goo that I'm going to put paid to
Tishy's little game | . He'll get here in
time for lunch if he can.. I shan't
him to :tnf for lunch! You'll ree™ -

“May I?" asked Harry Wharton
meckly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ob; really, Wharton—"

“Or, if I mayn't, may my uncle?”
further inquired the captain of the
Remove. ;

“Ha, ha, hal¥ . y

“Oh[* said, Bunter, fixin his
spectacles scornfully on the colomel's
nephew, “0Ohl., Yes, I fancy if I.turn
Fishy down, I'm poing to, he will
try next to stick on to you!l I dare
sy %du’m fool enpugh to let him.”?

‘Think soT

“¥es, I do!" said Bunter scornfully.
“You're soft ] You'ro just the fellow to
ot some sponging ead stick on to you in
the holsl Just the sort of silly, soft
thin&ynu would do, Harry Wharton ¥’

“(ot you there, old man!” grinned
Bob Cherry. .

*“The gotfulness is tervific [

“Ila, ha, hal”

The Famous Five yelled.

Billy Bunter blinked at them scorn-
fully through his big spectacles. Bunter
E:}uf::l seo no reason for all this merri-
ment.

“Well, if you chogse to be done by a
sponging cutsider, 1 can’t stop you !”
said gunt.er contemptuously. i |
shouldn't be! If Fishy turned up at
Bunter Court he would get the marble
eye fast enough. DBut u %;_wa any
sort of a rank outsider muhf arge . in
here and stick on.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

+ “Home fellaws are a bit more partic-
ular,” said the fat Owl, "My idea is
that that sort of thing oughtn't to be
encouraged. But have your own way.
I dare say you're used to riff-raff but-
ting in here | i :

“I'm getting used to i1t!” admitted
Wharton.

+ “Ha, ha, ha |

“Well, T can tell you this,” said Bun-
ter. “You ask _Fiagj to stay to lunch,
and he'll mauufa gomehow to hang on
for dinner—and then he’ll manage to
lose a train, and have to stay the might!
Don't I know "em! And you'll find
that he loses trains again to-morrow
or puts up some other excuse—l tell
you, L Enow that gort of game.”
~*¥You ought if anybody does!” zd-
mitted Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal¥

“But have your own way and be done,
lika the silly, soft ass you arel” said
Bunter, with a contemptuous wave of a
fat hand, .

“Thanke—I'm going to,” agreed
Harry Wharton.  “ Bunter, fat
mian, you don’t know how funmy you
~*Well, I've warned you what to
expect |” said Bunter, with a shrug of
his podgy choulders. “You let &
sponging tick glue on to you, and you'll
never get shut of him! 3till, if you
don't mind, &ll rnight!" said Bunter
parcastically. r

“Well, to tell the truth, I do mind !”

Eodry Saturday

said Harry, laughing. “But it's all
right, all the same, old porpoise1”
“Ha, ha, hal”?

. Bunter gave a snort and
into his armchair. . Fi
was perfectly clear to Bunter, and he
was disgusted; and why the Famous
Five regarded his remarks on the
subject as funny, remained a mystery to
Billy Bunter!

lumped
‘s little game

—

THE THIRTEENRTH CHAPTER.
Fisher T. Fish Blows In!

GUESS that’s the article | said
Fisher T. Fish. ]
, Fisher T. Fish had not arrived
in time  for lunch et Wharton
Lodge. : B
No doubt he had done his best, But
the one-horse railways im the mouldy
old island in which Fishy now un-
hap ﬂly sojourned had let him down.
Still, he had lunched on the train, and
ueesed, reckoned, and calculated that
would be able to “teuch * the old
colonel for the lunch as well as the
railway fare.

Now here was Fichy, and here was
the celebrated silver cigarette-case. It
lay on the teble in the library for in-
spection. _

Colonel Wharton examined it very

“

curiously.

Soames’ repeated and desperate
attempts to obtain possession of that
silver case had made him very keen

to see it, and discover if he could what
could possibly be its value to the erock.

The Famous Five had =zeen it befora
at Greyiriara; still they were keenly
interested in it,

Bunter was not present.

It was Billy Bunter's custom in thae
holidays to take a nap after lunch, so
Fishy'a arrival had caught Bunier nap-
piy, 50 to u]?eah : '

naware that Fishy was on the spot,
Bunter was sleeping and enoring.

Fisher T. Fish was guite puzzled and
perplexed by the interest the gilver case
excited. Except for the Greek letters
seratched inside, which he supposed to
ba a foreign name, 1t was exactly like

bundreds of cigarette-cases. It was
quite a mystery to IFishy.
‘But he was greatly bucked. The

general keenness on the subject of that
silver case promised well Fishy's
own designs. Quite unexpectedly,

found that not merely Bunter, but the
whole party at W 7
deepest interest in that silver case.

Obliging Bunter was a rather frail
reed to lean upon in the way of fishin
for invitationz. - But uhi'i%:ing Colone
Wharton,. his ‘nephéw, and his nephew’s
friends ‘'was quite another proposition.

It had never happened before that
anybody had becn glad to_see Fishy,
especially in the holidays. Now every-
body was glad——as he was the bearer
of that mysterious cigarctte-case,

80 Fishy was elated! His little

ame no longer depéhded on Bunter—

e was on surer ground—and he guessed
that he was going to mako the grade.

“That's the article!” beamed Fisher
T. Fish. “Jest kicked it up in the
snow, you know, permiscus-like, while
1 was moseying around in the quad. I

uess I knew it was Bunter's—at least,

knew he’d had it—though I guess I
wnuldﬂ't undertake to zay that it was
hig'n |

“This certainly 13 the case that Bunter

lost,” said Colonel Wharton, as he
snap it open and examined the
G letters cui inside. * Unfortun-

ately, 1 em not seguainted with the
Greek languagé—and you hoys—"

harton Lodge, took the -
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_"We don’t deo Greek in the Remove,
giv 1" said Cherry, . “Hardly one
man in' ten does Greek 'at Greviriars.
But I suppose everybody knows a Greek
lettar when he. sccg cone:.  That's the
extent of my krowledgel”

“And so suy -all of ubl|” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“It must surcly be ‘& name!” said
the colonel,” wrinkling his brows over it.
“Leaving out a space between Christian
name and surname might account for its
length—forty letters, at least. On the
other hand, it might be some sort of
4 message written in' Greek.”

“That would . account for
wanting it,” said Harry,

“But you have told e that Soames
was & manservant in Mr. Vernon-
Smith's service before he took to
crooked ways,” said the colonel. “TIt is
very unusual for - 8 man to be
acquainted with Greek |”

“Boames wasn’t always'a valet, sir,”
said Bob. f*HE"S_?liﬂﬁﬂ: a good many
paris in his time, I know, and he was
a rogue when he was in Mr. Veenon-
Smith’s service; it was just one of his
games. From things he let drop when
we knew him at one-time, I believed
that he was a University man.”

“That ‘makes it probable, then, that
this may be some sort of a message,”
said the eoclomel. *“But it is far from
claar, for Bunter has-told  us that this
cigarette-casa was given to him by a
stranger ‘ter be taken to a-map named

hompson, at Pegg, whom helwas un-
able to find." It is'not glear how Soames
comes into the -matter at ell. Jtil),
there is no doubt about his kcenness to
obtdin sion of-this case.”

“Hurdly I said Bob.

“At all-events, ‘we shall be able to
elucidate the meaning of this phrase, if
it has’' any m&inin%;" said Colonel
Whartoti. “I'will ack’ Mr, Konstanti-
nopoulous to call and ook at it He
does not read English, but he speaks
our language; he can, of course, ‘read
anything in ('_"tn:-_nk.’_'

a¢ laid the cigarette.case on the
table.

“¥ou may leave this with me for the
present,” he said.

TFisher T. Fish nodded.

“Sure|” he paid amiably. “Bpy, I
guess I'm & ‘piece Interested in that
pesky Gréek, and I'd jest like to hear
what the guy you've mentioned makes
of 1t, if 8 galoot eould stop around a
few.”

“By all means,” spid. the colonel;
while the Famous Five,~ remembering
what Bunter had said, smiled.

“But I reckon I'd be g heap late hit-
ting the railroad I" remarked Fisher T.
Fish regretiully. ) .

“"Fishy might put in the night here,
uncle,” suggested Harry, playing up,
as 1t wero. :

Fishy's company was not attractive,
but a fellow who could stand Bunter
could stand Fis And 1t was certainly
rather “ fierce » tor Fishy to be left over
at the school like a remnant left on the
counter. !

“Quite 1” astented Colonel Wharton.
“1 will direct Wells to have a room
prepared, if Yyou would care to stay
over the night, Fish.’ :

“Sir,” said Fishy, “you're talking I"

“Talking ! repéated the colonel

“1 mean to s&g that's O.K. with
me!” explained Fisher T. Fish. "I
don't mind telling s man that it hits
me where 1 live.’ ; SR

Colonol Wharton ‘looked a little be-
wildered. Ho knew no more American
than he knew Greck! . )

“1 guess,” further elucidated Fishy,

Tae Macxer Lisrany —No. 1,611,
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"that I'll bed down in this shebang with

pleasure, sir  I'll tell & man!”

“0Oh, gumtel Very well,” said Colonel
Wharton. “Quite sol No doubt you
will like to look after vour schoolfellow
here a little, Harcry.”

e’ | fllﬂﬁ-ﬁ sol" said [larr
and the colonel stared at
moment and smiled. -

The Famous Five marched Fisher T.
Fish off, leaving the colonel in the
libravy, still examining the mysterious
silver caze with deep interest, perhaps in
the hope of reading its secret, if it had
one.

. Fisher T. Fish grinned cheerily as he
erked off with the Famous Five.
unter was still napping, but every

fellow was prepared to ﬁ!ﬂ.‘fﬂ Bunter

napping as long -as he liked, and would
not have dreamed of disturbing him.

Bunter napping was really more agree-

able than Bunter awake—at all events,

when a fellow was out of range of his

S0OTE.

“Bay, you got a cute little sheban
here, Wlarton!” remarked Fisher T.
Fish, as he glanced round the hall and
made a rapid mental calculation of the
value of the furnishings thereol.

“The cutefulness 18 terrifia, my
eqeﬂicned Fishy 1" remarked Hurree

ingh., . )

MCute, I allow!” said Fishy. “That
ain’t denving that you could put the
whole shebang inside the garage at my
F‘uppnr’ﬁ mansion on Riverside Drive,

oo Yark.”

“That garage must be as big as the
Blue Drﬁwm{, Room at Bunter Court "
remarked Bob Cherry gravely.

“Eh? How come?"” aakedr Fishy.

“I mean, we've heard from Bunter
that this shebang would go into the
Blue Drawing Room at Bunter Court,”
cxplained Bob., “So I suppose Bunter’s
Blue Drawing Room and your popper’s
garage must be much of & size |V

Fisher T. Tish coughed, and the Co.
grinned.

“What about & spot of skating?”
asked Harry, laughing, “I ecan lend
you somo skates, Fishy, and the ice is
all right on the lake.” i

“You said itl” aﬁyeed Fishy.

The Co. walked Fisher T. Fish down
to the lake in the park.

Arrived at the lake, Fisher T. Fish
glanced round him, as if in search of
semething.

“Where's the lake ! he asked.

“Blind 7 asked Johnuy Bull, with a

grunt, 3

“Aw! You call this the lake?”
asked Fighy., “This leetle pond i’

“Yes, that's what we call it]” said
Harry [:mlntnlly.

“Yeu should give mﬁ_ ]i::-pper’s lake
the once-over!” said Tisher T. Fish.
“I guess it would make you open your
optics gome 1™

“Might think it was Bunter talking,
if Bunter talked through his nose—
what 7* remarked Johnny Bull,

_gravely:
im for &

“'Hem | Try these skates, Fishy!”
satd Wharton hastily.
Fisher T. Ifish got on the shkatea.

He was still getting them on when the
Famous Five slid out on the ice, |
Fisher T. Fish watched the gyrations
of the skaters with the superior smile
of a guy who could do things|
“&ay, Cherry, big boy I he called.
“Hallo, halle, hallo t*
“That skating ¥
“Just our poor little efforts in that
line,” agreed Dob, whose good temper

was proof against’ almost anything.
“Hop on and show us how to do it,
Fishy &7

# Jest the ides t” said Fisher T. Fish.
Tae Micsser Lisranr.—No, 1,611,
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“I’ll mention that skating is jest where
I live. I'll say that I'll be sure pleased
to show you guys a thing or two [

“Go it 1"

Fisher T. Fish went it! He slid out
on the ice, but for some reason his bony
legs seemed to desire to fly in different
directions. He slid, he slipped, he
gyrated on one leg, and he yelled :

“Aw! Give a guy a hand—wake
snakez ! Yaroooh |

“Go it, Fishy 1"

“Show us a thing or two!l”

“Iz that how it'a done?”

“Aw| Carry me home to die! Gee-
whiz ! Whooop 1" Fisher T. Fish spun
about frantically, charged into
Cherry, and grabbed him eonvulsively
around the neck.

* Here, look out!"” yelled Bob, strug-
ilmg ‘I"i'II{H].". “If that’s how it’s done,

lshriul don't want you to show me any
InoTe

“Ha, ha, ha[”
C"Aw! 1 guess I'm going ! Oh, jump-
ing toads! asped  Fisher 1. Fish
breathlessly, *I'll say this is the

rhinoceros” whizkera! Hay, I want to
get off 1"

Bob steered the hapless Fishy to the
bank and sat him down.

Fisher T. Fish eat

humg::u

. i:i'_'.'. them skatez is no good!™
gasped Fisher T. Fish. “What a guy
wants 18 American skates, I guess!”

“ And American ice?" asked Bob,

with rather a

“Ha, ha, ha!”
L-em'm%‘_ Fishy on the bank, the
Famous Five proceeded to skate,

. Fisher T. Fish did not venture on the
ice again; having a.p?&rﬁnﬂj abandoned
his kind intention of showing the guys
how to do it. Neither were the Famous
Five in a hurry to rejoin that attractive
visitor,

Fisher T, Fish called to them several
times, but they turned a deaf ear; and
did not come off the ice till it was time
to go in to tea.

8till, they had as much of Fishy's con.
versation as they wanted on the.way
back to the house; perhaps even a little
more. Fishy gave them a description
of the railway on which he had travelled
to Surrey that day, comparing it with
much derision to the railroads in the
Yow-nited States; which, according to
Fishy, laid over anything in this mouldy
old island, and then some |
 Fishy talked—and the other fellows
listened, more or less. IMishy was quite
happy with his bony chin-wagging: and
the other fellows were happy when, at

long last, it ceased to wag; so every-
bo was pleased, in one way or
another,

As they went in, Johnny Bull dropped
behind to speak to Wharton; giving the
back of Fishy's bony head a glance of
strong disfavour.

“1 thought Bunter was the limit!"
said Johnny.

“Wallm™

“He isn't 1" said Johnny.

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Too Late !

[ LEASE sit down, sir!” said

Gosling, politely and respect-

IulH.

Gosling was not always polite
and he was not always r&apwtful. But
he was favourably impressed by the
well-dressed gentleman who had driven
up in & car, and he scented a tip.

It was not uncommon for visitors to
look in during the vacation, to give the
ancient foundation of Greviriars what
Fisher T. Fish would have called the
“ once-over.”

Gosling had had guite a lot to do in
his time with antiquarians and archwmo-
logista, "“and sich,” as Gos:ling would
have expressed it.

This well-dressed, sleek gentleman did
not look much like an antigquarian or an
archeologist, to Gosling's eye; but if he
was interested in taking a view of the
old school Gﬂﬂ-]iﬂ%}l’aﬁ more than will-
ing to af:nhgm is' experienced eya
detected the certainty of a tip, and tﬁu
probability of & good one!

“My name is Anderson !"" explained

the sleek gentleman, in a smooth, guiet
voice, which was reassuring, if ling
wanted reassurance; for Anderson was a

thnrmg;hly respectable and reassuring
sort of name—which was doubtless the
reason why James Soames had selected
it. "I am seeretary to Mr, Vernon-
Smith—the father of one of the boya
hers.”

“Yessir 1" zaid Gosling,.

“Mr, Vernon-Bmith has requested me
to call here,” went on “Mr. Anderson,”
“in_reference to an article left behind

¥ his son, when the school broke up
for the holidays. It appears that the
article was lost in the quadrangle.”

“Hindeed, sir!” said Gosling, in sur-
prise,

“I will explain the tircumstances,"
said Mr. Anderson, “and then no doubt
you will be able to assist me; and I may

mention that every recompense will bo
made for your loss of time, Mr.
Dﬂlﬂg‘."

“Thank you kindly, sir!” eaid

osling,

“The article,” continued Mr. Ander-
son, "*is a very singular one for a school.
boy to have possessed, and Mr. Vernon.
Smith, in fact, insists upon his son hand-
ing it over to him—very properly, in my
opimon, as it is a cigarette-case.”

“Young rip!"” said Gosling.

r. Anderson smiled,

“You will appreciate,” he remarked,
“that Mr. ernon-Smith  ocannot
approve of his son smoking cigarettes,
or having a cigarette-case in his posses.
sion; and Master Herbert, having men-
tioned the matter, he insists upon the
article being given up to him.”

“¥Very nright and proper!” said
Gosling.

“ Perfectly so!" said Mr. Anderson.
“ According to Master Herbert, the
cigarette-case was lost within a moder-
ate distance of the spot overlocked by
his study window. It appears to have
fallon in the snow, which was, I under-
stand, the reason why Master Herbert
did not recover it."

“Ho " said Gosling.,

He blinked.

Had Mr. Anderson called one day
earlier, all this would have been news to
Gosling, But since he had =at, that
morning, within hearing of TFisher T.
Fish on the telephone, Gosling, of
course, knew all about the cigarette-case
that had been lost in the snow in the
quadrangle. ;

But Mr. Anderson could not have
called & day earlier,  as 1t was only the
previgus night that Soames had screwed
the truth out of Bunter.

Boames was a day too late |

“What sorter cigarette-caze would

.*this ’ere be, sir?"” asked Gosling. He
nourished a hope that it was a different
Q.

Certainly, it would have been very odd
had two cigarette-cases been lost in the
snow in the quad. 8till, he had heard
Fisher T. Fish say on the phone that the
:-n&ai;lq had hulﬁ hwaamﬂuﬂt?r's. :

I O ar L] BEI] =
ht}weve:LFthnt the casa i‘ishr%nggd mﬁgﬁ
be the one that Mr. Anderson was
inquiring after. Still, he hoped that it
was & different one, 1n view of a hand-
some tip for helping in a search.



“Lossibly you may have found if
alveady ! said AMre. Anderson, with a
sudden gleam in his eyes. “I will
tdeseribe 1t to you! A flat, oblong silver
cigarette-casa——"

“Io!™ said Gosling. *"That's 161"

Ha had heard Fishy use those very
words over the tclephone in describing
liia find,

“Then it i3 found I" exclaimed 3Mpr.
Anderson, not quite able te repress his
ragerness.

Tt was found yesterday,” caild
Gosling. Y A boy who stays at the school
over the holidays found it in the snow.”

“ Excellent 1" said Mr. Anderson, with
great satisfaction, *That will save
fhoth of ua 2 great deal of trouble. At
the same time, Mr, Gosling, 1 am
authorised by My, Vernon-Smith to hand
you a five-pound note for your troublo
in the matter, and shall de zo0 immedi-
ately I receive the cigarette-caze.”

Gosling could have groaned.

TIo knew that Mr, Vernon-Smith was
a millionaire, ana a five-pound tip was
nothing to him. Put it was & great deal
to Gosling—if only hn had found that
cigarette-caso itistcad of Fishyl

“’0ld on a minute, tir 1" said Gosling,
with a4 sort of last hope., "Lot's make
«urg it's the same harticle, sirt Cigar-
clic-coses 1z much alike.™

** Mozt cortainly,” eaid Mr. Anderson.
“This particular caze will bo easy o
identify, as I understand Mastor Her-
bert, in an idle moment, scratched somo
Greek leiters inside with a penknife.”

“That's it, then|” eajd Gosling
gloomily. “I "eard him talking about
l,‘rﬁr;-k eftors on the telephone! That's
i

“On the telephone ™ repeated Mr.
Anderson quickly. *“I de not quito
understand. Wha'is the boy who [ound
the silver case t"

“Name of IFish,
hay 1™ answered Cosling,
here now—"

“Not here !l exclaimed Mr., Ander-
gorm. “ But the cigarctte-case, I prezsume,
iz here t"

“Na, it ain’t!™ =zaid Gosling. "He
fook it away with him. I can’t mako it
ont, as you tell ma it helonged to Master

ernpon-Smith; but this here TFish
thonght it helanged lo Buntop—"

“Lunter?”

“That's one of the hors in the same
Form here, sir—a fot covey, named
Bunter | unter being, [ understand,
at Wharton Lodge—""

“Wharton Lodgei™

. That’s the "ome of Master Wharton,
dir, another hoy in the Lower Fourth
Form 'ere, WVery nice young gent, too I™
zaid Gosling. " No bleoming cigarette.
cases 1n his pockets, I'll be bound.
AMaster Fish come in 'ere this very
morning, sir, to telephone to Wharton
Lodge, Master Bunter being there—"

sir—an American
“1lo ain'

“This wvery morhinzl™  breathed
Soamces.
“From what I ‘eard, sir, Master

Bunter wasn’t down, and he talked to
the old gentlemen—Colonel Wharton—
and arranged to take the cigarctte-eacn
i the owner at his place 1 sa1d Gosling,
"1 'eard him deseribe it ] I don’t know
what tho old gentleman thought of
Bunter owning such a thing—must have
looked at im pretty old, I think | What
[ can't make out is why Master Fish
fancied it helonged to young Bunter
when you tell mo it belonged to Master
Vernon-Smith,  But he did faney so,
and he went off to Wharton Lodge with
the cigarette-caso only this mornmmg, to
give it back to Bunter, I s'pose.”
Soames hreathed hard,

“‘]@ul: I'll tell you what, sir,” said
Gosling., * Master Iish must have been

Epery Saturoav

mistaken about that silver case helong-
ing to cf'ouug Bunter, from what youn

if you eall at Wharton I.—mf a,
Master Bunter will hand it over.
woulde’t keep what didn’t belong to
him. If it was something to eat, I
but bemmg a cigarefte-

EAY, 4N

wonldn’t say,
Caga—""

Soames roso to his fect.
disappointment was hitter,
ha had, at all events, learned whera
the silver caso was, and in whoso hands .
} . Once more his quest was lead-
ing him back to Wharton Lodge.
“Probably Master FFish has reached
Wharton Lodge already,” he remarked

ITis

it was.

casunlly.
“Howers ago,
I T] e [
sir,” answered Gos-
ling. “He went off
hearly in the morn-

ing. P'r'aps you'd
like to  phone,
iy ¥

Soames looked ab
him.

“Yon CaN NS m
telephone, sir, an

weleome,”™ s aid
Gosling.  “If you
ring up Colonel

Wharton and ex-
plain te him, I've
no doubt that lie
will  tell  Master
Buntor at oncoe to
send  that  thero
articlo on by post,
and save you a
Journey."
Hoames supprossed
B smile. Gosh
littlo drcamed o
tho effect the voice
of Mr. Andorsen
would have had on
the old colonel at
Wharton Lodge.
“Thank you wvory
much!” W |
Soamos  smoothly.
“Bat I think the
matter ma be
Letter explained in
s lottor, T shall
socquaint Me
Vernon:8Smith with
what vou have told
me, and no doubt
he will write. I am
very much obliged
toe youw, Mr.
Gosling. Yen will
oblige me by
accepting  this™
“This™ heing a
hanknota for five
pounds, CGoslin
was only too will-
ing to oblige.
“Thank you,
kindly, sir!” eaid
Gosling, baaming.
"anythmﬁ I can
do, sir—
Gosling howed his
visitor - out with
respectful attention.
M:r. Andeorzon
departed in his ear,
grinding away at o
pood rate through
tho snow.
_His lips were set
tight az he drove.
In had succeeded
at last in disen-
tangling truth from
untruth” in what
Bunter had told
him  about that
cigarctte-case.  But
hoe had suceceded
too lale, and the
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silver case, which had never been af
Wharton Lodge,-as ho had believed,
was there now, ]:-nr-:-m_:] doubt.

It was once fmore in DBunter's fat
hands, ond no falschood would avail
tha yuung} rascal, now that Soomes
know.. robably now ‘that he had
recovered it, he would carry 1t in his
pocket. . Scames' eyes glinted,

Through the snow, and the falling
winter dusk, he drove on for Suvey.

That silver ease, with the ‘messago
seratched  inside from Rat Hankey,
telling of the hiding-place of the loot

(Continued on next page.)
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These astonishing little novelties
are convenient enough to carry in
your pocket yet ¢ither will enable
you to enjoy the fun and excite-
ment of the popular game of
which it is a miniature, with the
added thrill that it really is
operated by each player's per-
sonally generated electricity.

EIMRMﬂ 2
Astor House, Aldwrych, London, W.0.3,
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,- - h
! I Seiac
A sale af Stalionerr and Tapsho
everyrohere, of off W. H. Swith &
Son's gheps and Hentall's, Kingsion-
on-Thames, or direet fram
the manufact urers, post
paid Li3 eaen,
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fromn the raid st Lantham ZLost Office,
iﬁ'ns' going to fall into afs hands at
ask.

Somowhere near Gresfriss School
twelve bundred pounds, in banknotes
and currency notes, lay hidden deep,
and the Greck letterz cut im the cigar-
ette-caze were the only clue. '

But, after following many false
sconts, he knew at last where to lay
hands on the silver ease. s It had been
worth his journey to Greyfriars.
Within twenty-fou1 hours, Soames told
himself, 1hat cigarcite-caso shbuld bo
in his hands, ar it would be tho worse
for Dunter,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing In It!

. LKONSTANTINOPOULOUS
wns in the haell at Wharton
Liodge, when Harry Wharton
& Co. came in with Fisher T.

Fish. The Greek pgentleman had just
arrived, and he was talking to Colonel
Wharton when the juniors camo in.

Dille Dunter was there, blinking at
the colonel with a displeased and in-
dignant Llink.

Banter had learned that Iishy had
arrived, and handed over the silver
case to Uolonel Wharton, which was,
in Bunter's opinion, just cheek,

That silver case, being Bunter's
property, should have been handed
over to Bunter, and he had a élnll;nr
mind to tell the old colonel to

good 1
hand it over at -onee. However, he
did not venfure te do so, but his bimi':s

were expressive of considerable annoy-
ance and indignation.

This =ort of thing, really, was treat-
ing Bunter as o fellow of no mccount,

who did not matter—not the sort of
thing that Bunter liked.

Harry Wharton & Co. wers very
pleased to  meet Mr. Konstantine-
poulons. Ile was & little bald old

gentleman, with a good-tempered smile.
As he was of Greek nationality, they
had no doubt that ho would be able
to tell them at ence what the inserip-
tion in the silver case meant—if it
meant anything.

Mr. Konstantinopoulons spoke . Eng-
lish—in his own way—but did not read
the langunage, having no acquaintance
with the Roman alphabet. He Lknew,
i fact, less of printed English than
the juniors knew of Greel.

It did not occur to them that this
might be a difficulty in the way
of elnciduting the word, or words, in
the silver caso

Greek letlevs, to their minds, natur-
ally implied Greek words, which, of
cattrze would be as ecasy as pie to o
Groel.

Blr, Eonstantinopoulons was smiling
gz he listened to Colonel Wharton, who
was explaining the matter to him.

“¥at i3 very easy, he remarked.
“It it is a word of my language, it
15 only to need one glance, and 1 shall
be happy to translate. Alzough I read
not, nor write ze English Ign‘gua%.e,
I epcak him with large facility, hke
one native of your eountry.”

At whieh the juniors were very care-
ful not to smle,

M. Konstantinopoulous facility was
not so large as he happily be-
lieved., Still, hoe knew cnough English
to translate Greek into that language,
and that was all that was wanted.

“We'ro all very curvious abouk
gir,” eaid Harry Wharton.

“Yerv soon I tell won what ho
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mean,” said the Greek gentleman, as
Colonel Wharton handed him the
ellver cigarcite-case.

The juniors gathered round- eagerly
as Mr. Konstantinopoulous opened the
case, and glanced at tho Greek letters
cut 1nside,

Billy Bunter rolled nearer, his eyes
and spectacles fixed on the silver easo.
Even the sedate old colonel was a
little excited. Fisher T, Kish's eyes
leamed like o eat's in his intense
interest, .

Having heard, since hiz arvrival at
Wharton ILodge, of the strange and
mysterions value attached to that silver
case by Soamea, Fishor 1. Fish under-
stood tho interost felt in it by the
whole party, and skared that interest
very keenly.

Jt was clear that the silver case had
a  value, outside its market wvalue,
which was no more than about thirty
shillings.

Whether the value resided in that
myvsterions Greele inzeription or not, it
undoubtedly had a great  value—to
Soames, at least.

In wiow of that ecircumstance, the
business-man of Greviriars was rather
sorry that he had honded it over so
readily. TFishy twas rather keen to get
hiz bony fingers on it again.

If it was DBunter's, Dunter, of course,
had to have i, but Fishv had never
believed that it was Bunter's. And now
that he knew that it had o value, he
guessedd and reckoned that he was not
passing it on to a guy to whom it did
not belong—not if he could help it.

Every face was keon with interest
and execitement as Mr. Konstanting-
wulous fixed his eyes on the
ctters,

A puzzled look came over the Greek's
olive face.

“Zat is vory enrious,” he remarked.

Thera was a buzz of excitomont.

A name?™ asked Colonel YWharton.

“No, no! Zat iz not o name! Even
in Groeco zeérs 18 N0 NAame 50 lnnf as
zat,” smiled Alr. Konstanhinopoulous.
“Also 1t 15 not like & name. It i3
nozzing like no namo at all.”

Ie adjusted his glasses, and gave
the qurettHnm another scrufiny. It
was plain that he was perplexed,

Then a broad smile overspread his
olive face, ;

“It 15 nozzing,” he said.

“Nothing ? repeated Colonel Whar-
ton blankly.

“Norzing at all—unlesa ono emall
joke. I zink some schoolboy, perhaps,
scratch zeso letters to make o small
] Zoy mean nozzing—nozzing ot

Greck

[

Oh!” came a general gasp.

* Zey spell no Greck word. No name
—nozzing. It is vat you eall one higgls
of a piggle,” said Br. Konstantino-

poulons. ;
“A—a—3a what?" cjaculated the
colonel. ;
“Higgledy-piggledy,”  said  Dob,
Frinning.

“Fat 1a it—one higgle of a piggle.”
said Mr, Konstantinopoulouns., * Zoze
are Greek lettors, but zey go anyhow—
all higgle and piggle, and make no
sonee. ey mmst be scratch zere by
some schoolboy zab know not ze Greek,™

(£ G‘Il IH

It was quiie a blow to the expectant

riy.
Wﬁftur all their anticipations of elngi-
dating o meaning from that mysterions
inseription, it was rather o shock to ba
told that the letters had been seratched
at random, apparvently by some idle

s{rlmtilfhu}', and did not spell anything
ot ail, '
Mr, Eonstantinopoulous smiled.

“I am sorry,”” ho said; *“but zere is
nozzing—nozzing at  all—only one
higgle of a piggle.”

_And he closed the ease, and handed
it back to the colonal.
“8old,” said Bob Cherry.

“Rotten sell !” remarked Johnnx Bull
“Just some ass seratching Greck letters
in his silly cigarctte-case for want of
something to do "

“Well, if the Groek letters havo ne
meaning, evidently they do nok accouns
for that crook's desire to obtain posses-
sion of the cigarette-caze,” said Colonel
Wharton. * He must have some motive,
but that cannot be it.”

He laid the silver eaze on the hall
table. His interest in it had evaporated
now.

Two hands reached out for the silver
cnee 03 soon a3 the eolonel laid it down.
One of them was & fat paw; the other
a bony claw. ;

The bony claw wae quicker than the
fat paw. Fisher 1. Fish got hold of
the eigarctte-case before Bunter could
reach it 3

“Here, xou gimme my case, Fishy!"
exclaimed Bunter, in great indignation.

“Yourn?” grinned Fishy.

“Yes, you beast] I say, you fellowe,
make him gimme my cigareite-case!”
howled Bunter.

Colonel Wharton, who was turning
away with the Greek gentleman to go
mto the drawing-room to tes. turned
back sharply at the sound of dispute.

Mr. Konstantinopoulons, politely
affecting to hear nothing, walked on,
and joined Mizs Amy Wharton at the
tea-table.

The colonel gave Bunter and Fisher
T. Iish a grim stare.

“What—"" he began.

“It's mine!” howled Bunfter.,

“Guess ag’in 1" said Fisher T, Fizh.

He a]ipg:-d his bony hand into his
pocket and kept it there, with the silver
case gripped in it. Fishy had got back
the goods, and Fishy was not parting
with the goods again—not if Fisher
Tarleton Fish knew it!

—_—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whose Property?

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stood
looking from one disputant to the
other.
The old colonel frowned.

EBilly Bunter's fat face was excited
and angry. Fisher T. Tish's hq:cf'
countenance was inflexiblr determined.

“Look here, Fishy—" began Bob
Cherry.

- Fish shrugged bony shoulders.

“1 guesa if that article is Bunter's he
can have it,” he said. *I found it at
the #chool, and I got to hand it over
to the owner. All Bunter's got to do
is to put it plain that he's the owner.”

#You came here to hand it over lo
Buontor——"'

“Figuring that he was the owner,”
gaid Fisher 1. Fish blondly, “But I
guess I've thonght a fow since. I'll tell
a man that Bunter nevor owned this
here case, and I got no eall to hand ic
over to lum.”

“You—you—>"" gasped Bunter.

“This won't de, Fishy!"” said Ilarry
Wharton. |

“Yenh !" grinned Fishy.

“Make him gimme my case, sir!”
roared Bunter, turning his speciacles on
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t“ i'I!’mantIun that skating Is Jest where I live,’” sald Fisher T. Fish.
WwO.

“ AW !

the colonel’s frowning face. “Ilc knows
it's mine [

“1 hardly know how to decide,” said
Colonel Wharton slowly. *“As I'ish
found the article, he is entitled to retain
it, to be handed over to the owner, or
to the police in lien of the owner.”

“Vep!” agreed Fishy. *“That's the
big idea, sir! I guess it's my dooty to
¢eq that this here article goes where it
belonga.’

“*Tt belongs to me ¥ yelled Bunter.

“T'll say it's for Coloned Wharton to
decide thet, and all you got to do is
to tell him how it cama to be yourn,”
saled Fisher T. Fish., “You make 1k
plain to him, and [’ll sure hand it over
at his word. I guess I can’t say fairer
than that.” .

That certnin];;r gounded fair cnough,
whatever Fishy's actual motive might
nave been. -

“1 say, you fellows, ou all know. it's
mina 1 howled Bunter. “I showed it to
a lot of fellows in the Remove beforo
wa broke up. Fishy jolly well saw it,
tao, and he knew it was mine when lhe
picked it up and camo here [

“Wherae'd you get it?” grinned Iisher
T. Fish, “I guess avery guy you showed
it to knows that you'd picked it up some-
where and froze on to 1t.”

“PBunter has told uws that & man
handed it to him in Friardalo Lane, to
o' taken to a Mr. Thompson, at tho
village of Pegg,” said Colonel Wharton,

“I guess you don’t swallow that, =ir.
Do it sound likely

“Tm 1"

“And if it was kerrect, where does
Alr. Thompson come in?” grinned Fishy.
“"Bunter don’t seem: fto have taken it
along to that guy.™

Give a guy a hand—wake snakes !

“T couldn’t find him I* hooted Bunter.
“I'm going to keep that caso till T find
him—may find him when we go back
next term—perhaps ¥

“Bome perhaps!” said Fishy.

“zimme that ease, you rottor |V

“Gucss ag'in !

Colonel Wharton's eves fixed on the
keen, sharp, unzerupulous face of Fisher
1. Fish,

"YWhat is it your intention to do with
that cigarotte-caso if you retain posses-
sion of it, Fish 7 he asked very quietly.

“Y guess I got to find the owner, sir,”
answered Fisher T. Fish., “And if I
don’t spot that guy, I got to hand it
over to the police. Ehat.’a the law abouk
articles of valoo found lying around.”

“That 15 certainly wrue,” said Colonel
Wharlon slowly; “and, in all tho eir-
cumstances M would probably bo much
the best for it to be placed in official
hands.*

“You eoad it, sirl®

“It's mine " yolled Bunter,

“"Bo silent, Bunter!™ enapped the
eolonel. “On vour own statements, it
is not yours. If you have told us the
truth—which I am bound to doubt, in
view of your habitual nntruthfulness—it
was your duty to hand 1t over fo the
authorities if your could not find tho
pwner. You have no right whatever to
keep it.*™

“Oh, really, sir——"

-*You have not done =0," =aid Coloncl
Wharton. “As it has been lost, and as
ish hias found it, it is his duty in furn
to roturn it to the owner or hand it to
the pelice. I cammot advise him to trust
it inte your hands, as it is plainly your
intention-to keep possession of 1f°

““I'll be sure pleased to show you guys a thing or
““Go it ! '’ said Bob Cherry. Fisher T. Fish went it. He slid, he s!I%rped, ]ni\uil gTz,;t;ateﬁ on one leg, and he yelled :
arpooh [

i ‘mk ]1[:1'-&'—-'—”

“That will do! You have no right
or claim whatever to the article—no
more than IMish himeclf. Fish will hand
it over to propor keeping—"

“Bure!” said Fisher T\ Fish, with a
sly twinkle in his oye.

The colonel’'s cyes dwelt on him
searchingly.

“And I have no doubh” he went on
quietly, “that my nepimw and his
fricnds will bo quite happy to walk to
the ]thn& stalion with you, Fish——"

1) ‘Jh ?H

“To seo the article conveyed sately
there.” = '

“Oh P ! _

“What-ho ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“1Iear, hear 1" chuckled Johnny Bull.

I say, you fellowsg——m"

“Bhut up, Bunter! Tishy's going to
hand it over, nnd we're going to ﬁu!p
Lima ¥ gand Nugent., '

“That iz sottled,” said Coloncl
Wharton; and lie turned away and went
in tea, dismissing the matter from lhis
mind. .

Hil]’_v DBuonfer shook a fat fizt ab
Iishy’s hany face.

That bony facé was rather long.

Fisher T. Fish had not the slightest
intention of handing over that silver
case, Probably the eclonel suspected as
much; he had read Fishy's character
Frett;.r accurately in his sharp face—
wenco his suggestion that the Famous
Tive should sce it done.

Tho Famouws Five more than suspected
as much. They wore perfectly assured
that Fishy; now -that he had learncd
that the cigaretio caze had o mysterious

Tue Macxe? LBRART.—No. 1,611.
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value, intended to “ freeze ” on to it, as
o' would have oxprossed it, with a
sharp eye on possible profit from it
But they woere perfectly assurod aleo
that they wore not gc'luing to let him do
anything of the kind.

“WNice walk after ten, Fishy 1" grinned
Bob., “We'll all come I

“1 gness I hate giving yon all that
trouble " mumbled Fisher T. Fish.

“1 ;I:nc'sa you «o!” chuekled DBob.
“But I gness and reckon that we're
taking tho trouble, all the same, you
fraud 1 .

“We are—we is!” said Johnny Bull.
“1f nn&‘hmly'a going to pinch that silver
ptnin, IFishy, Bunter's entilled (o pinch
it.

“Hn, ha, hat” .

001" sadid Fisher T, Tish, “I
guess it'll bo datk after 10a, and I ain't
walking out with it in the dark, not
with that crook vou've told me of
rubbering aronnd loaking for it1 TI'Il
gay o walk in the morning will suit
e ™

“Good egz! We'll all like a walk in
the morning I* eaid Harry Wharton.
“Now let's get some tea.”

47 sav, you fellows—"

“Pack it up, old [at man!”

“ Beast I 2

The juniors went to ten, the cigaretto.
case eafe in Pisher 1. Fish's pocket.

Billy Dunter eyed him dglrini_tnn
and after tea with devastating blinks
through his big spectacles. i

But_the mest devastating blinks had
na effeet on the business man of the
Kemove.

Fichv -took no hecd of Bunter. Xlo
was “throngh ™ with Bunter, It was
the prospect of the Famous Five's com-
pany, on & morning walk to Wimford,
ihat worried Fishy !

Somechow or other he hoad to dodge
the Famous Five on that morning walk,
but as the five were T_nm well aware of
his design it was not likely 1o be casy.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFTER.
No Luck !

€% AMES SOAMES canght his breath
and  stepped  swiftly  behind  a
frosty trec-trunk by the Wimford
roud. -

It was o bright, frosty morning.

If the crook lurking in the "d'i{'-lnlﬂ' of
Wharton Lodgo had hoped to spot Billy
Bn fer ouleido ithe safely of the walls
of . at establishment hiz hope hod been
ver; faint,

T o sudden sight of the fat Owl of
Creviriars wag, thercfore, 8 surprise to
him=indeed, e conld hardly beliove his
CYeR, _

}In the distance, coming along from
Wharten Lodge, was gnite & pariy of
echioolboys, tramping cheerily through
tho snow.

Bix of them tramped in & bunch, and
one lagged belund, panting for breath.
It wos on 1ho one that lapged behind
that Soames’ eyes specially fixed, having
dadged promptly out of sight.

Five of the six he knew well enough—
Wharton, Nugent, Bob Cherry, Johnny
Bull, and the Nabob of Bhanipur., One
was & siranger to him; he had never
had the pleasure—or otherwise—of be-
holding the sharp featurcs of Fisher
Tarleton Fish before. A

Soaraes was not interested in him, or
in the Famous Five; his interest was
keenly concentrated on the breathless
fat junior who lagged behind.

The whole party, apparenily, were
walking to Wimford that morning.
Boamez eould hear their voices as they
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came nearer, and he earcfully bloited
Lhimeelf from sight behind the tree,

Fortune had not favenred him in Lis
uest of Rat Iankey's cigarette-case so
ar, but forlunc secemed to smiling
NIOYY. ;

Even the hardy and desperate erook
conld hardly have thought of holding
up s numerous o party on a public
road.  But Billy Dunter was lagging
behind, and the other follows showed no
desire to wait for him. If he lagged o
littla farther on the winding road it
was all thay Soames conld want.

Ee watched with glittoring eves as
the party came along, and listened in-
tently to the voices that floated to his
Ll

“Nice walk, Fishy I" he heard from
Bob Cherry. " Enjoring life, old bony
Leand™

“IIa, ha, ha!" came from the Co.,
though what there was in Bob's remark
to excite merviment was a mystery fo

Soamaes,

“Bure ™ answered Iisher T. Fizh
cheerfully. “I'll say I can walk any
galoot here off'n his legs, and then
sorme I Lo

“I don’t think!” said Johnny Bull
“T'ut it on, you fellows, and let’s sco

Fishy walk us off our legs.”

“1 say, you follows——" came n Int
and breathless squeak. I say, don't
race, yvou beasts! I say——  Yah!
Raotters [

Boames smiled softly as he watched.
Really nothing counld have suited him
better.

Eob Cherrr sck the pace, siriding
along at & great rate.. s fricnds kept
pace with him; and Fisher T. Fish, not
to be ontdone—for the moment, at least
—jerked his bony legs at unaccustomed
epeed.  Billy Bunter was left hopelessly
behind, .

“ Boaats 1" hoe yellod.

DBut his vell passed unhecded. Farther
and farther ahead the half-dozen juniors
went, Bunter dropping farther and
farther behind.

Sonmes quitted his cover and followed,
kﬂrpinﬁ: among the trees by the road-
gide. It was zlow going in the trecs,
but more than fast encugh to keep pace
with the plodding, breathless fat Owl.

There was a turn of the country road
ahead, and, once the half-dozen had
passed the corner, Soames was ready
ta_pounce on the plodding Owl

Happily unaware of tho ENEIL(IMEE
that wero on him, Billy Bunter plodded
and trudged and pufied and blew on
the track of the juniors ahead.

Iis fot face was crimson with wrath
and excrtion. _

Exortion was not in Banter's line at
all. If Buntér hated anything more than
getting up early in the morning, it was
setiing hia little fat legs "into qguick
motion. _

Now, however, he was exerting him-
solf to the utmost. =

Fisher T. Ifishh had to hand that
cigavotte-case over at the police station
in Wimford that morning, The Famous
Five wore going with him to sea that
he did lit. unter was going .with him
to sec, if he could, that he didn’t,

Bunter was not going to lose his pro-
ﬁ[-rtg.r if he conld help it. If Bunter
ad the remotest chance of grabbing
that silver caso back, Bunter was going
to grab it.

1t was, Bunter felt, absolutely rotten.
That ecigarelte-case had caused him
frouble enough. Now, however, he had
got rid of SBoomes. Boames, if he was
still after it, had transferred his
activities to Greylriars—and he was
welcome to root about the school as
long as he liked |

It rather amused Banter to think of

the crook rooting about Grexfriars for
the article that was no longer there.
With Beoames safe tho scene,
Dunter- was able at last to keep posscs-
sionof his silver cigarette-case, un-
troubled by a erook’s pursnit. And at
that very time, when it was otherwise

“all elear,” that iniquitous rotter Fishy

d snaifled it| Bunter was not going
o stand this. Bomechow or other,
was ng to

t it back from that un-
speakable swaE&Fiuhri '

But alas for Bunter! His fat little
legs were accustomed to slow motion,
and, with all his exertions, the party
drew farther and farther ahead.

It was in vain that he squenked, in
vain that he yelled 8o far from stop-

ing for him to come up, the Famous

ive did not even look round.

They walked on and on and on,
turn :jh? tun}aﬂf the road, and dis-
appeared from Bunter’s sight.

'?ﬁaaﬁtsl" groaned BuntF‘.-r.

He rolled on, panting for breath.
But he did not, like Jser in the poem,
roll rapidly, He rolled more and more
slowly as wind failed. )

It did not eccur to him to lock back,
#0 e remained happily unawaro of o
figure that emerged from the trees by
the roadside and walked in his track.

Not till o grasp fell on the back of
his collar did Billy Bunter become
aware that he was followed”

“Oooogh!” he gasped in breathless
surprize, as he felt that sudden grip.

With & swini of his sinewy arnm
Boames swung him off the road on tc
the grass verge; with another swing he
landed him smong the trees

It happened so suddenly, so swiftly,
thai Bunter hardly knew what was hap-
pening to him.

He spun among the trecs, staggered
against a frosty trunk, and leaned there,
.Eus%ng for breath.

“Urrrgh| Ooogh! Urrggh 1" gurgled
Bunter.

Soames gave ao swift glance round.
He was screencd from the sight of
paszers on the road, and he had the Owl
of the Remove exactly where he wanted

him,

Billy Bunter, splattering, set hia
spectacles strnig'hr. on his fat litile nose
and blinked dizzily at the man who had
hooked him off the roatl.

“Look here, you cheeky beast—"' he
;m:[;ped. .

‘hen he rem’gmmd Soames.

“Oh erikey ! ho gasped.

“8tand whero you are, Master
Bunter,"” eaid Sonmes softly, “You are
not g;')ing juet yat 1

“Oh lor’ | I—T say—>"

" You need say nothing. Kindly hand
over the cigarette-caso 1™ smiled Soames.
“I advize you not to kmﬁ me walting.”

“Oh jiminy [ garped Bunter. “I—I
eay, I—I sin’t got it1 Oh lox’ I"

Inmﬁ:’ lip curled. pet

“1 suppote you cannot mg, my
fat yau:l':g friend,” ho said. '?Ilf:?apg[:'mars
to be eccond nature with you, but——""

“I—I haven't pot it—really "' gasped
Bunter. “That beast Fish has got it!
Oh erikey! I—I say—"

“1 may tell you,” said Boames quistly,
“that I have wisited your school and
found out that you told me the truth on
Boxing Night at Wharton Lodge. I
found out also that the cigarette-case
had been found by a boy named Fish—
onoe of the party who pazsed me a short
time ago, I conclude, as I heard the
name mentioned. He came here yester-
day to hand it over to you. Do you see
now that lving is of no use ¥

“Oh crikey!” gasped Buonter. Ha
had pictured Boames rooting about
Greyfriars after that cigarette-case. It
had never occurred to him that Boamos



would [earn ihat 16 had béen found and
taken to Wharton Lodge.

- “"Now hand it over!” said Scames.

“Fish gave it to you, yvesterday——"

"He didn't 1 gasped Bunter.

“Take cave I' muttered Seames, with
a glitter in his eyes.

" He—he—he nover ! groaned Bunter.

“Thoe beast pretended that it wasn't
nmine—just  because he knew that it
didi’'t belong to me, you know—and he
kept it—""

" You lying young rascal—"
“He=he—=he did!” gosped Buanfier.
“IIe's got it now in his pocket. They're
poing to make him hand it over at the
police stationp—"

“What 1"

“He won't if he can help it. 1 jolly
well know that he's going to dodge themn
1f he ecan, and keep it1" mumbled
Buntler, *“But they've all got an eye on
Lhim, I was going after Eim to got 1t
ack if I could ;n_%' was going to punch
the beast in the eye if he wouldn't let
me have 1 .

Billy Bunter broke off, wi
terror at the rage that flashe
crock’s sleck face.

Soames’ hands clenched.

*“J= that the truthi™ he said, belween

his teeth.
“Oh crikey ! Yes!” stuttered Bunter.

ling with
inta the

“I haver't gob it; he wouldn't give it
fo-me. You ecan scarch my pockets if
vou like. Oh crikey! I tell you that

cadd Fishy has gobt it; and 1if ho can
dodge those fellows he will jolly well
Leep it, too!l" ;

It did not take Soames long to ascor-
tain that the silver caze was nobt on
Bunter, and he had little doubt—or,
rather, none—that the fat Owl was tell-
g the truth, It all Gtted in with what
Lo had seen. Ilis ragoe at this fresh dis-
apporntment was keen and bitter.

“I—1 say, he—he's got it!"” moaned
Dunter. “You go after that beast
¥ishy; he's got it | Oh lor’ I Yarooooh |”

Boames gripped him by his collar
again.  He swung him rvound and
ianted his foot behind the fat Owl,
rounding him spinning and sprawling.

. Bunter's yell rang far and wide as
hiz fat person was spread out on the
frosty earth,

“Owl ¥ow! Wow! Yarooocoop!”
. The fat Owl sat up and blinked round
Lim dizzily. Soames was no longer in
zight. Boames was on the road, on the
irack of the Famous Five and Fisher T.
Iish, and running like & deer.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Cute !

i EARCH me!” ejaculated Fisher
T. Fish, with an air of great
surprise.

In the old High Strect of
Wimford the juniors had halted out-
side an official building.  Fisher T.
Fish ran his hands through his pockets
and ran them through again.

But . those bony hands emerged
nn]]ptgt It seemed that Fisher T, Fish
failed to find the cigarette-case in any
of thosa pockets,

The Famous Five gathered round him.

They had been rather surprised hy
Fishy making no attempt to dodge
away during the walk to Wimford.

Ho had made up his keen transatlantic
mind to freeze on to that cigarette-case,
They knew that hoe was not going to
hand it over if he ecould help it. So
they rather expected Fishy to give them
the zlip on the road—if {ua could—and
rark that silver case in some spot where

¢ could find it %gain.

As Fisher T, Fish had done none of
iliese things, the Famous Five supposed
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it the innocence of their hearts, (hat he
had made up his mind to play straight,
a3 there was no help for it.  Which
showed that, well as they knew Fizhy,
they were not quite wise to all the wiles
of the business-like youth from Noo
Yark

Now it dawned on them !

Fisher T. Fish went through pocket
after pocket. He was more thon will-
g to do 5o, as the silver caso was not
there | : .

“Lost it?" asked Harry. Wharton
very grimly,

“You said it!" agreod Fishy.

“Better find it again,™ sni;f Harry,
still more grimly, *And the socner
ou find it the less likely you are to be

vmped in the snow.” '

*1 guess it's gone."

“It will be preposterously unpleasant
for you, my esteemed Fishy, if the

onetulness  is  terrifie!”  remarked
Turree Jamset Ram ﬂin‘fh

* Boot him 1" suggested Jolnny Bull,

JWe'll boot him all right, and push
his head into the snow if ho doesn't

I I TN E A
Eingwers to Pussles
on page 3.
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1. * If the grate be emply, pul coal
on. If the grate be full, slop pulling
coal on.'”’ (If the great-B emply, put
colon. If the geeat-1B full-gstop putting
colon. See 7)

2. A litfle blackie in bed with
nothing over him. A [itie black
et in Y ReD V—hicig ?)

3. A litlle seedy (¢ d} affer a capital
tea [T).

42 A rore between bivo pals, faults on
both sides.

. Ok,

G. 49. (You maks only one cut fo
screr the last two picees.)

¥+ 01, (There is a bush at the
Leginning and at the end.)

8. Two shillings, The two fathers
werve also; oddly cnough, fwo sons.

0, Albert s 30 ond Rill is 10.
# Four times older'" docsn’ mean
“ four tes eas old,”” don't forget.
Four timcs older is veally five times
ax old, Five gears age Albert tcas
25 and Bill wvas 5.,

cough up that case,” said Bob Cherry.
“Aw, be reasonable!” urged Fisher
T. Fifh “{ive o guy a chance!l Look
yera 17
He turned. out tho lining of o coat
ket. There was & gash in that
ining. ~ Obviously, anything that was
carried in that i

ket was liable to sli
through the gash and fall to the gmumﬁ

“(Oh, my hat!” said Frank Nugent.
“Was it in that pocket 1 e
¥ Bure [ =
“Then it’s dropped somewhers on the
road. Over a mile to look for it in [*
said Frank. :
Il say it's & goner |” said Fisher T.
Fish regretfully. “I'm sure Eﬂrrg ]I 1'll
ole

say I never knew there was a in

that lining. I jest slipped it into that

pocket, and I guea-sud it was Q. K.M
Bnort from Johnny Ball.

[

“We've had a nice walk,” said Fisher
T. Fish smiably. “I guess we'll have
another nice walk back, and keep &n
%a open for that doggoned case, what?

e may spot it.. Onless, of course, some
ﬂ]; has picked it up and- froze on to it

ight mosey out. again to-merrow and

have another look, 1f we don't find it.”
Tha Co.: regarded %iﬂhﬁr T. Fish
fixedly.
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Fishy had no intention of partin
with toat cigarette-case. Neither ha
he any intention of parting from Whar-
ton Lodge, if he could help it,

Unfortunately for Fishy and his astute

plang, the Famous Five were net guite
.ﬂmpt'h:. enough to take his transatlantie
word.
“We won't look for it to-morrow,”
said Harry, “We'll lave it to-day,
Fishy ! Now hand it over and stop tell-
g cranimers |

“Awl Ain't yom got
manded Fisher T, Fish.
hole in the lining——"

- “I'm looking at it,” answered Harrr,
~and I can see that it isn’t a hole woin
in the lining; it's been cut®

“By gum. so it has!” exclaimed Bol
Cherry, grabbing the pocket lining and
scanning it closely. “There was no
hole in that lining; it's been cub with
fﬂ penknife, . specially to back up this
varn.™ :

HAw, can 1t1” exelaimed Fisher T.
Fish, in alavm.  “You figwe I'd cut
that lining and redooce the valoo of my
overcoat? Not by a jugful |”

Where's that cigavette-case,
bony fraud ™

i ]::ri]‘th’:d
whopes, " :

“Not in your other pockets?” asked

Hﬁr‘x\-}r. A
Nope,

. " Youw're sticking to it that you put {4
in that pocket, and it Elfppﬂﬁ thfwgh
thﬁ {}’."“ﬁ' and got lost 7"

LD :

“Yery ?rrqﬂ.': said the captain of tha
Remove, “if it's lost it's got to be
found | The fellow who lost it has got
to find it, We'll walk back now, and
you can pick’it up.”

- spot it—sure 1"

“T advise you to spot it, for your own
good. You sce, wo're going to kick you
all the way back, and we shan’t leave off
kicking till you've coughed up that
cigarette-case.” ;

4 Hear, heaz}!” grinned Bob Cherry.

Good cgg !

"Come on 1"

_ “Say, you aloots,” cxclaimed Fishy,
in alarm, “I’ll mention that that ain't
lgtuﬂd enough! I sure ain’t slanding for

“You don't .]ikg the idea’?” asked

Ha.rfdy:.
“Nix, and then somc1” said Fisher
T. Fish emphatically.

“Then all you've got to do is to hand
over the cigarette-case. We're not
anxious to soil our boots on you.™

"Ain't I allowed it's lost—slipped
through that lining 1 howled Fisher T.

ish. - “Ain't my word good cnough 17

“About as good as Bunter's. You'll
save trouble by handing over the
mgamttﬁ{ase.“

‘I guess you can search mo from top
to toe if you durned well like " hooted
Fishier T. Fish. “Go through a guy and
s {,E',P,E““ rs:ll‘:.” 7

e're not going to search you,” said
Harry, “and it wouldn't bﬁa any use,
either. If you're willinq to be scarched
it shows that you haven't the cigarette-
c.rt:tﬁ on you. What have you dene with
16 ,

“Ain't I put you wise? That there
hole in that lining—"

“ Might lrave dropped it somewhere as
we came slong to pick up again,” said
Johnny Bull thoughtfully. “He had
this yarn all ready, of course. Did anxy-
body notice .the swab drop anything i

_“Well, we never thought of a trick
like that,” said Havry. “If that was it,
Fishy can find it again easily enough.”

“Tm telling you it dropped through
that lmi‘luf—-,—" .

“ Possibly; but if it did. you know
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Loyesi? de.
Look at that

you

about 1he road some-
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exactly where it dropped, and you're
going to lead us back to the precise
i '

“If you don't believe a guy—

fNot a word! Not a syllable!
Come on ™

Fishor T. Fish glared at the five in
fntense exasperation.

Accustomed as he was to regarding all
the inhabitants of a mouldy old island

s goobs, ginks, gecks, and boneheads,
he had hn.g no doubt—none whatever—
of getting by with this varn, backed up

by a rent in the pocket lining.

In case of doubt he was prepared to

undergo & search, which would not have
worried him, as he had left the silver
cigarette-case locked up in his suitcase
in his room at Wharton Leodge.
" But it was not a case of doubt; it
was a case of certainty. Harry Whar-
‘on & Co. knew that Fishy was trying
ro diddle therm just as well as if Fishy
had told them =0, and they were not
aking any.

Whether Billy Bunter was entitled to
retain possession of that cigarette-casc
was very doubtful, Bit it was absolutelv
certain that Fisher T. Fish had no right
to retain it, and they were going to see,
guite definitely, that he did not.

Fisher T. Fish breathed hard and
deep. Buch perspicacity on the part of
goobs, boobs, ginks, and bonecheads was
a surprise to him, and an exasperating
one, But F. T, I'ish was a sticker,
and he was going to skick to his loot if
he could.

“T guess I ain't coming,” he eaid.
“I'd sure have been pleased to put in
B few days with you ginks, but if that's
how you're going to behave, I guess I'm
through. Me for the railroad depot.”

“Tired of our company already?”
zrinned Bob Cherry. “We're not tired
of vours vet, Fishy "

“You figure you can rope in & guy
against his will 7% hooted Fisher T.
Fish, in great exasperation. *'Jump-

ing toads and gophers! I guess that's
ihe bee's knee. and then gomal 'l sav
I'im hitting the railroad depot right
pow, DI'm telling you I'm through I

“You mean you'rve going to pretend
to catch a train, and when we're gone,
sneak back to whero you dmppeg the
cigarette-case ! asked Bob.

‘“That’s it,” said Johnny Bull, with a
nod.

“Aw! Guess again!” yapped Fisher
T. Fish. “You can see me off in the
train for Kent, if you lilke.”

“Gammon ™

* Becing's believing " snorted Tishy.

And he jerked away towards the
railway station, or the railroad depot
as he called it, which was a litile dis-
tance down the High Street.

The Famous Five followed him, per-
plexed.

That the cigarette-case was not on
Fishy thev were sure: his offer to be
searched was proof of that. They won-
dered whether he might, after all, have
03t it on the road, as he had stated.

If he really caught the train back
lo Gm;.'l'riars, it looked like it! But
they did not believe that he had any
mmtention of catching a train, without
wving first got hold of the silver case
again.

S0 they walked after Lim e
glation, with keen eyves on him,
swe that hie did not dodge away.

In their intense interest in [izshy,
thev did not observe & man with his
soat-collar pulled up and a hat pulled
low over his brow, who followed, at =
little diztapce, in the same direction.
I'hey were not thinking of Soames, but
»f Fisher T. Fish.

They entered the ra['lwn;f station to-
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gether. There was half an hour to
wait for Fishy's train—if ho was going
to take a train! During those thirty
minutes they did not take their eyes
off Fishry.

When the train came in -thev fully
expected the transatlantic jurior to
make some exeuse for not taking it
They hardly know what to think when
he etopped into A carriage and banged
the door in their faces. ¥

Farther down the train the man with
the turned-up coat-collar stepped into
another carriage unnoticed.

Fisher T. Fish looked from the win.
dow a3 the engine shrisked.

“8o long, you guvs!” he said through
hiz nose. *I guess you can look for
that pesky cigarette-case along the
road, all vou want!  Alebbe wvou'll
cinch it! Mebbe vou won't. I'll say
I'm through with you! Go and chop
chips I ] _

’lPha train roarcd out of the station!

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed after it,
till it disappeared! Then they gazed
at onc another !

Fisher T. Fish was
wera assured that he had neot taken
the cigarette-case with. him. Had he
really and truly lost it—or what?

The chums of the Remove really did
not know what ‘to think—though it was
probable that the facts would dawn on
them later when they remembered that
had left a suitcase behind him,
which would have to be sent afier him

to Greyirnars Scheol !
F Fishy was tremendously
bucked.

Truc, he had lost his intended holi-
day at Wharton Lodge, where he had
intended to hang on, ﬂoim could, till the
end of the vacation. But he was going
to keep that myvsterious cigarette-case,
and sooner or later, he reckoned, he
was going to get in touch with the guy
whoe was after it so keenly, and finger
a handsome profit on the transaction.

It was no wpndcr that the business
man of Greylriars was bucked at that

happy prospect.

g} n!;s ﬁ;ined, as ik liaRpemd, to
get 1o touch with the "guy ¥ whe was
after the cigarette-case, sooner rather
than later.

At the first stop of the train that
Yery "guv” got out of another car-
riage, cut nlpng the train, and entered
Fisher T. Fish's carriage.

Fishr took no heed of him; he had
never scen James Soames, and had no
suspicion that this was the “guy " of
whom he was thinking.

There were three other passengers in
the carriage, and while they remained
the man with the turned-up collar =at
and read, or, at least, looked at =a
newspaper.  But they left at later
stations; and then Soames moved alon
to the door and took carc that no fres
passengers entercd afier the last had
gone,

And so, as the train boomed on
through the snowy landscape, the sea-
lawrver was left, at last, alone with the
American junior.

Then he moved along, and sat oppo-
zite to Fisher T. YFish, who glanced at
him carelessly.

“Master Fish, I think!® said Soames
smoothly,
T Fishy,

“You
= Qwﬁmi Will you have the kindness

%ﬂne. and they

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
A Preclous Pair!

ISHER T. TISH grinned
serencly. ;

gaid agrecd

-
StRTING.

to hand over that silver cigareite-case,
Master Fish?”

Fisher T. Fizh fairly bounded.

“Wake snakes!™ he gasped. *3ay,
say that agin will vou "

‘Will you have the kindness to hand
over that silver cigarette-caze, Master
Fish " repeated Soames politels.

Fisher 'I'. Fizh sat b and stared
at him. He had been taken utterly by
surprise; but he realised at onee that
this must be the “guy ™ who was after
that silver case. ;

“¥You Soames?' he asked.

“My name 13 of little consegience,
Master Fish! What I want is the
silver “case, and I prefer to take 1t
quietly, without throwing vou from the

train! But if vou insist on rough
measures—" .
“1 puess you can pack that up!”

gaid Fisher T. -Fish. “T'Hl metition
that I ain't got it on me.”

Boames smiled. :

“I have secn Master Bunter this
morning, and he has explained the
whole matter to me,” he said smoothly,
“I lost so much time on Bunter that
I was unable to overtake youn befora
vou reached Wimford. But I was for-
funate enough to spot you in the Iligh
Strect—and even caught a few words
of your altercation with rour friends.”

“You're telling me!” ejaculated
Fishy, . .

“Exactly I I do not think the school-
bovs belicved ' that you had lost the
gilver case—they are hardly so simple
as that! At all events, I do mot
believe it; and you will save trouble,
and time, and  possible danger, by
lmnﬂiﬂ'g it over to me without further
delay.’

“What's it worth to vou?” asked
Fisher T. Fizh coolly.

Boames eyed ‘him narrowly. His
strange way of life had made him &
good iudgic of character, and he coulld
read, in the sharp face, that this was a
very different kind of fellow from
Harry Wharton & Co.. and even from
Billy Bunter. This was a gharp, un-
serupiilous fellow on the make! IHae
smiled—a faint, contemptuous smile.

“T wunderstand,” he' shid, *that
cigarette-case belonged to an old com-
rade of mine, and I dezira to possess
it as a souvenir, Its intricate value is
small; but I wounld willingly give a
couple of pounds to recover it.”

“Guess again!” suggested Fisher T.
Fish.

“I advize you not to bandy words
with me,” said Soames nietly.
“I prefer peaceable measures, but I
am preparcd to take any others thas
may be required.”

“71 guess I'd fake that offer, bo, if
1 hadg the article on me—I'l{ say I
gshouldn’t have a big chance!” grinned
Fisher T. Fish. “DBut yeu can search
me if vou like—same az I said to them
guyvs back in the burg.” -

guame.s' eves narrowed again.

'_“ﬂ] shall certamnly search you!™ he
said.

“"Go it!" grinned Fishy. “TI'll eat
all the cigarette-cases you find on me,
with the cigarettes thrown inl”

“Where 15 the silver case, thent”
snapped Soames. “Ib is in your pos-
gession, yon young rascal—you will not
deny that " > :

“Bure!” assented TFisher T. Fish.
“But I'll mention that I wasn't such
a bonehead as to stick it in my rags
when them guyvs walked me off to the
station to hand it over to the cops!
Not in your lifetime, sic.”

“Yon left it at Wharton Lodge?”

“Mebbe,” drawled Fisher T. Fish.
“1f you're willing to talk business, Mr.
Soames, I'll allow that 1 was rased



where Lusiness is talked, a lew. You
can tell any gink you like that you
want an _ulj:i comrade’s cigarette-case
for o souvenir—I guess I know why
you want it. And i% it ain't in connec-
tion with them Greek
inside, I'll say I'm the dumb man
from Dumbville.™

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“They had a Greek guy_ st the old
hombre's shebang, to give it the once-
over,” he =aid. “He couldn’t make
head or tail of it—he allowed it wasn’t
genooine Greek! Jest scratched per-
miscus, he figured! But I guess you
ain't rnn all them risks, AMr. Soames,

lelters scratched T
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to have any owner, I'll say.it belongs
to the guy that found it lying around.
I'm open to sell that cigarctte-case!”
“Iive pounds|” =aid Soames quictly.
“You make me smile!"” said Fisher
IFish.
Soames drew n deep breath., The
hidden message in the cigarette-case was
worth twelve hundred pounds to him—
if once his eyes fell on it! His dislike
and contempt for tho grinning, un-
serupulous young rasecal before him were
strong, but he did not allow these fecl-
ings_to infuence him,

“Twenty pounds!” he said. “I am
prepared to pay twenty pounds, Master
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Greyfriars. That suitcase will b
delivered by the Tailroad guys to
morrow—and if you like to be around,

you can s¢ea me unpack "
) Soames zat cilent for a moment or
wo,

“The boys may guess where it 13! he
said at last. -

“They're sure !mnha,]" said Fisher T.
Fish. “DBut I allow they might! DBut
they won't break the lock on a guy's
suitcase—the old hombroe wouldn't stand
for it, if they wanted to—and I guess
they wouldn't, anyhow. There ain't no
danger of that, or I'll mention that that
sootcase wouldn't have been left where

Go0d king Wlenceslas!

THE TRUTH AT LAST!
Discovered and Uncovered
By BOB CHERRY.

00D Hing l1lenceslas
fooked out on the Feast
of Stephen, wchere lhe
shore lagy vound aboul, deep and
citisp and even ; when sudden-
ilenly there hove in sight o
fucl=-sccking asant, awd
IWWenceslas said @ * Itlow me
light ! That job looks most
unpleasant! I think we'll
feed this poor old coot before
Ite gets much thinner, so bring
e flesh and fAzy amed fruid 1o
niake lvis Christinas dinner ! "
Now when they ftook the
fuck across, the peasant jelt
guite dieey. HHe murmuved @
Y Thank ygowu Rindly, Boss!?*
mud vory soon got busy, while
Yood King Wenceslas felt gay
wieed Beameed across the table
as fthat old peasant tucked
vty o8 fasd as e weas able. &
S0 good Christion mmen be

yourselees find blessing.

snaw fell erisp and cren.
Feast of Stephen.
care in gighl,

anathcr, and
" Blow me tight !

frouble !

if innsf have been g mosunfain.

scemed perfaps a trifle thinner.
So good Christlan men be sure,

tcealth or titles corning, ye who

sure, wealth or rank posscssing,
e teho noto will bless the poor shall

Anether gear sped sreifily by, the
Again
old Weney coched an eye upon the

The peasant duly
noiwe followwed by
Wency murmured :
He's been and
Drought Tis brother ! Hither, page,
core, bring that tuck, and male the
order double ! And sap, we'd beller
fuire a fruck and seve curselves some

A double load they then conveyed
towards St Agnes® fountain, @l
Wency thought, by what it weighed,
The
peasants duly lowched heir hals
and waded through the courses, then
gasped and sighed and noomured
Y That™s the stuff to give the Jorees.'’
iFhile Good Hing Weney saf and
beamed as usuwal on fheir dinncr,
although his smile mnay now have

now teill Dlcss the poor will sce the
poor returning.

dAnother long, long pear was o'cr,
the snow fell crisp and even, and
Wenceslas loohed out gneemore upon
the Feast of Stephen, He said: ' I
frope I do nol see o single beastly
peasant ' He didn*t—for no less
than three werve obuviously present.
And Weney gasped: * Upon mp
life, the thih«l onec i3 o woman!
Iliz brother's been and brought his
weife ! Greal Scolt ! It isn't lnonan |
Well, hither page—go, phone the
stores, and nceer mind the worry!
Get turkeys, picg and things in
scores, and hive a mofor-lovey ! **

Fage and monareh forth they wcent
weith Good King Werney driving.
The van weas loaded, bowed and
Dent, and took some fime arriving.
The peasants wailed with a grin, and
murmred : " "Faven blessher "'
And when they'd finished tucking
in they looked a good deal fresher
than poor old Wency whe, to smile,
ererted all his {alents, though he
was thinking all the while aboul his
banking balance.

So good Christian men be swre,

snotw had drifted, and by the pras-
and

shifted.

with wealth or vank entrusted, po
weha now will bless the poor will
soon be brolte amd busted,

the snote fell crisp and cven, amnd
Good Hing Wency looked hiz last
tipon the Feast of Stephen,. The park
wrg Dlack with human forms, the
crotedd was simply cruel, for peasanis
came along in swwarms to find a bit
of fuel.
Weney them, his face was dark amd
callous, for half a doren broler's
HLCH
Ouisile the pensants, every one,
had started up a carol, while Wencoy
took o nine-tnch gun and squinted
dowen the bavrel. Outside the waiting
peasants sang theiv noble monarch's
praiscs, wwhen swiddenly there came
a BANG |
blazes !

tecalth or vank adorning, ge who
rnowe will bless the poor, vead (his
—anil then take warning !

wealth oy rank accoruin®, ye
teho now will Lless the poor
are an the road to yuin!

And so there passcd anolher
ycar, the snow fell crisp aul
even, and Good Ning Wencey
looked with fear wupon the
Feast of Stephen. IHis voice
rosa high ian bitter i 2
“ Well, sirike metoa blister!
The brother's wife has come
again and been and brought
e gigler ]  The peasant's
nephew's there as woll, the
peasané's brother's cousin,
his cousin's wife, his cousin’s
gil———  IWVhpy, lunune, there's
a dozen ! Ifere, page, go
pducn ouy crown and rings,
R and scll the gramd piunner

i la buyg the nsual loads of
things—I've enly gol a fan-
ner ! " A doxen lorries took
the food through where the
nueliifucde 1t

veryy soonm  wos

So good Clhistian men he swre,

Another tecary gear Hhen passed,

XNo smile was secm ol

were in the Ropyal Palace.

dmd they were blown fo

So good Christian men be sure,
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for a thirty-bob casze, with no value
attached! Nopa! I'll say that them
Greck letters might mean something to
vou, though they don't sPall Greek
wordsl What's your idee?’

Soames' lips ect in a tight line.

“Don’t you go off on your earl”
adyvized Fisher T. Fish. “I pguess,
from all I've heard abovt you, that
vou'ra zome hoodlum, and you pack a
gun—and you'd handle it as soon as
not | But it won't buy yon anything |
You can’t cinch that pesky case off'n
me when I ain’t got it, nohow "

*Quite 1” agreed Soames qpietl;r.

“Name & figurel” said PFisher T.
Fish., “I guess that silver case belongs
to.me, jest as much as it does to that
fat goob Bunter—nand as it don’t scem

Fish, to recover that silver cigarette-
case, and you may take any precautions
yvou like—though if you know me, you
would know that I am a man of my
word | Now——"

Y Now you're talking !" said Fisher T.
Fich heartily. “T guess I ain’t doubting
yvour word none, sir, but I'll allow 1’1}
take 8 spot of care to see that I got the
.-;Emudulu:a, when von finger the case!
You call around Greyiriavs School to-
morrow afterncon, and it's a trade I'

“And how—" .

“I'll put you wisa!* E'Enned Fishy.
“I've sure left that article locked up in
g? suitcaze in the old hombre’s house.

¢ having left, they'll send my baggago
arter—I guess I'm phoning the old
colonel about it when I mosey in at

it is now, wilh, the goods inside! Nope,
sir 1"

The croock sat silent again for a few
minutes, in reflection. -

He realised that the cunning Fish
was right; whatever Harry Wharton
Co. guessed, or suspected, they most
certainly would never break the lock on
a aut:tcasa left behind by a departed
gues

All was safe there. TFisher T. Fish
was going 1o telephone Wharton Lodge;
the old colonel would direct Wells to
send the suitcase on at once, and that
was that |

El_:ﬁi'mea smiled, ]

“¥ou are an astute young rasca
Master Fish,” he said. b "

Tine Maoxer LiBrirY.—No. 1,61L
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11 sax I eut my erelecth in Noo
¥ark !” admitted Yishy complacently,

“We will leave it at that, then ! said
Hoames. "I shall sce you to-morrow,
at yvour school, Master Fish. The porter
is already asequainicd with mo, as My
Anderson. I shall look forward (o our
mecting to-morrow, Master IFish.”

“Ll say T'll be sure glad lo see you,
Lo ! grinmed Fishy, k

Soames  stopped  out at . the nexd
station. The train ran on with Fisher
T, Fish. Hoames was left in a satisfied
mood ; suro at last of succesz. He had
only twenty-four hours to wait, and tho
cigarette-case would be his.  Fisher T.
Iish, in the train, was feeling still moro
satisfied. He grinned, and ‘chinckled,
and chortled with  glee, in  happy
anticipation of the moprow,

Neither of them gave a thought {o
Biily Bunter! But they would have

ivenn him very serions thoughts indesd,
md they known how the fat Owl of the
Remove was  oceupicd at  Wharton
Lodge

—ry =

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Back To Bunter !
1 BEASTI“ breatbed Billy Bunter,

Bunter's  eyer  gleamed

through lius speclacles.

The fat junior was standing
in Iisher T, TIMish's room, st Wharton
Lodge. And hiz eyes, and his spectacles,
gleamed vengeance !

Bunter had plodded  home, afier
Soames had left bun on the Wimfomn]
road, willh a kick by way of farewell.
He had arrived, tived, bweathlezs, and
faivly Lursting with wrath,

That unspeakable swab, Fisher ‘1.
Fish, had wolked off with his silver
cigaretic-case, and e fat Owl had no
hope of ever seeing it aguin. All Biner
had to put down to hLis profit-and-loss
secount was a weary walk, and a boot.
g from SBoames, Dut the weorm will

tarn !
Bunter, being a faf worm, had
turned ! He waz: going to make thal

cad, that swal, Fishy, sorry for himsolf
Henee his presenee in Fishy’s room.

His little round eves glittered through
Lis speciacles st Fishy's suitcase. Ff:it_‘f
had snaflled his property—and if there
was one absolutely certain way of
making Fizhy squivm, it was by damag-
e Fizhy's property,

He closed the door and locked round
for some implenent, Theve was a rather
hieavy poker in the prate, and tho far
Ll grasped it

Then, grinning, Le slarted on Fishy's
Elnloase,

Bang! Crash! Dang!

In o few minutes, that suticaze was
hopeless wreek, and its conlenis spread
on_the flnor.

LGrinning, the fal Owl picked up
article after arvticle—pyjamas, hiris,
socks, collurs; and cach avticle, as he
dekedd i up, che vento witli crnililess
rands,

Thuod !

Az he pralled up o prir of socks,
folded togetlior, awd unfolded them for
:'wu]lui.;, soincthiting - 1that  had  been
concealed in thew drepped to the (oor,
Bunler blinked al v,

Ahen he jumped.

A silver cigavelle-case lay at his fect,

Dunter’s eves almost popped throozh
his spoclacos,

© P Oh evikey I he pasped.

In  greab amarcment the fab On]
picked up that silver cose—blinking at
i ggrite Dlankly,

" T TR,
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It was the mysterious cose of which
Sommes was in search. :

“The tricky toad!” breathed Bunter.
“Leaving it here locked up, . all the

time! Oh crumbsl And I've got it !*

Bunter gave a fat chuckle!

Ilo hiad never dreamed that it was in
Fishy's suitcase! o had wrecked that
suitease for vengeance on tho iniguilous
Fishy ! Utterly unexpectediy, the bone

of contention had turied up in the
wreek !

Billy Bunter's fat face was wreathed
in grins!

Ile poacked 1hat cigarette-casc care-
fully into an inside pocket! It was his
agaity, and it was going to stay Lis|
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MBetween OQurselves.

BHFDII.'E I digenss the progranime
Jor eur nerl issue, I fecl that T
weonld like to eish every rveader A
HAPPY AXND PROSPEROUS NEW
YEAR.. May the New Year bring
o all that pow weish for.

Although  this message will not
reach manyg hundreeds of Doygs mnul
grivis weho Tiee in the Colonies wundil
some  ferwe dags affter the first of
Jamwary, I woant theae all to foel that
they have not been forgotten. In
Fact, I think I snight avvite on behalf
af all the. readers in Greal BReitoain,
ard send onr Colonial clunns an exlra
warme grecting.

Alveays look on the bright side of
thingx., mul encourage gour chuns
to do the same, then cvergbody weill
e yecddy To tacklc the New Year acith
a Tight heart.

If nou remomber. this time Iast
wear I promised to give you the best
school yaras possible ; well, judging
by the snany hundveds of vconpli-
mentary letbers Iheve reccived, I hoave
carvicid out iy promise. Al T ecan
sy now ix Hhrat I om pgoeing to eep ap
this high stawdord !

e

GRAND NEW YEAR'S NUMBER
weill econdain ot anofher  splemilid
supploment fiflled weith ol Hhe carend
crents of the woeek af Grogfeinrs. Al
wonr farowrite confribinfors haee gqiren
of their bost to aake this a veal tip-
top  fssue. ** My en Poge P'—ony
new feabure—eill e taken over cn-
tirely by Willlon Gasling, the Grey-
friars porter, awd, belicee e, * 'e's
dun 'is jobr 2ecll ™! Yanu'l e Heliled
fo doeath when you wemd awhol he's
ol fo sap.

Oy gpreal achool ygorn,

“ SPOTTING THE SECRET [
Iy Franl: Ricluords,

which dncidentally winds wup  the
Christmos govies, will go down as
being onc of the best Hhe cver-popudar
My, Frank Richards hos aeviflen.

A final word, chums, if woit wand
te increase gour cirele of freicnds,
fell all oy school fellores o gou
crnjoy reading the MAGNET and get
theor fo vod it as well, They'll be
Jor ever grateful,

YOLU' R EDITONR.

Nobody was going 1o kvow that he
Lad it : :

Those beasis, the Famous Five, wero
Jolly well not going }
it over ab the police stabion—neithér
was (bat old frump, - the <colonel!
Soames. on ishy's track, could wever
guess that the stlver caso had, in this

i == ‘i

Lriel
Croadlan Magnsiuc 1ost,
hew Evalanmd ; Moos:s Cordon &

LLi

'rindgel _fn Epglapd and :-l.thli:tilnd CYOry Saturdey
Loodin, B0.4, Advertiscment offices: The
Butscripiion rotes: Ioland and Abread, 1

elway Houto, Farriopdon

§. W oonum;

o make him hand -

widooked-for war, gol back to Bunter!
All that Bunjer had to do was to keep

it.dark and it was his—undisputed !

Bunter chinckled a glecful chuckle as
ho rolled out of Fishy's room, leaving
Fishy's property seaticred on the floor.
In the circumstanccds, now that he boad
got. that silver ‘case back, he, was
anxious not Lo have it known that he
had been there at all !

L] ] - . [ &
it @ BAY. veu fellows ™
“1lallo,. halle, hallo |

Loack alive, Duiter?”

"Harry Wharten & Cn. came
tramping cheerily in, fresh and ruddy
after their walk in the frosly air. Billy
Bunier blinked at them from his arm-
chair, with a grin on his fut face.

“T  say, where's Fishy?” asked
Bunier. !
“Gone ! apswered Harer. .
“But I say, vou fellows, Fishy will
have Scames after him now I grinned
Bunter; “1 say, Soomes got mo after

You gol

you fellows cleared off on the road—

“What¥" %

“Grabbed me,” said Bunter. 1 told
him that Fishy had that cigaretie-case
—vou see, 1 thought he had it in his
pocket when he went——"

#80 did we!” said  Harry., “Dut
have you really seen Soames?’

“ He gol ine—1 mean, I met him, and
he had the check to speak to me," snid
Bunter, *“I treated him with the con-
tempt he deserved. Ho never had the
check 1o kick me—of course, he would
never dare—"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, cackle ! Well, T faney bie’s gone
after Fishy ! satd DBunter., “Fishy's
welcome in him! Ile won't -get that
cigarette-case in n hurey—he, he, hg!”

“1've becn thinking alout that, as wo
came back,” said Ilarry. “I'm ecerioin
that Fishy never had it on him; and i
must hove parked it somewhere-—most
likely in his bag—"

“Phink o grinned Dunler. y

“Woell, I don't see where else he cotild
have left it. If he had parked it any-
where else, he wouldn't have boen w ill-
ing to clear off and leave it! Dut his
bag will have to be sent after him, of
course g

“We ean make Lim mug’h it up, next
ferm, if he's pot 361" eaid Beb. “Wo
can't very well bust lus suilease open
and look for it—="

“He, he, he t*

“What are yon guggling af, you [at

Ol &
“Ob, nothing'"” grinned Dunler.
“Nothing at all! He, he, bt ;
Billy Bunter ¢id not explain what he

was “guggling ” at! Dol during thae
day. Bunter was heard to “guggle ™ a
good many tumes, apparenily greally
amused by something unkrown to the
other follows, -
CAnd when he heard that a iclephene-
eall had come through from Fisher 1\
I"ish, requesting that his =uiteaze shonld
be dizspaiched after him pronto, Dhlly
Bunter gug%'lcﬂ., and gigeled, and
gurgled, as if he would never leave off
gugeling,” gigeling, and gurgling. The
thought of }ishy's face when the suit-
case arrived at Greyfriars, minus the
ariicld that Fishy cxpected Lo find
therein, was fearfully enterlaining to
Billy Bunler!
TUHE END.

(The final yarn in thee grand scrics:
CSPOrTING TRE SECRET! will
appear fn mexl Sulurdow's MNagxer.
You cantiot afford to mise it, chamel}

l} tho l’mlrl'-tﬁqi;u*ﬁ['—hisrlﬁin] atéd Pross, kad. ﬁlT:".l:‘i-r:é-I_'n_'ux 1lGuss, E'i.rrlngﬁl:lli
ke Iﬁenlﬁdlrnnﬂn-n, F.0.4. Hegleicred for transmiselon Lo
]

. for six mowtles, lo Agrots for Australla and

etch, Lud., apd 100 South Africa :-Cepiral Bews .u’tu:"r. Lid.= miluveay . Decembor FLlal, 1938,
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PETER HAZELDENE On—

THE PEOPLE WE MEET
AT CHRISTMAS!

TR T TR T P T T T R T R R M T

“After living in the self-contained

of & rchool like Greyfriars, it's & ocurious and not
oxhilarating experionce to meet the orowda

entirel
of relatives, friends,
meat at Christmas. '

Moat of thess people are as remote
from our normal daily lives as Mar-
tisng. They don’t seem fo have the
foggicat idea how to get on to common
ground with us,

The mater, having seon her young
hopeful only once, at hall-term, since
the summer hols.,, seems to Inagine
that he is still & mere toddler. Fling-
ing her arms round him, she tells him
he is atill her same ikklo precious
ooky-wookums or somothing of the
sort ond that it seems only a few
weoks ago when he was uttering his
first infantile gurglings in the pram.

I must say I have always found
myself thet you can rely on the mater
to maoke things as embarrassing as
possible for you !

The pater, flying to the other ex.
trome, makes uncomfortable efforta to
treat you a8 oan equal. He calls you
" gld chap " and sske you how you're
getiing on at footer; but the
time you know he's groping to get down
om level terms with you and failing
lamentably—and he knows you know it!

Your pater's old bosorn friend who
you haven't seen for & couple of years
1 oven more in the dark sbont appro-
priate eonversation. .

" Woll, my little man ! " he begins,

iving you an affectionate pat on the
'ﬁaa,d. %han he decidea on a hasty
change of tectics and frwa to shalke
your hand. In deoing so, he probably
tripa - over the eat and landa on the
carpet with a yell. It's a lucky break
for you if he docs, because you can
then have o jolly good laugh, which
will sase the tension and make every-
body haEpy—wit.h the exception of
the pater's pal, and ho won't matter,
anyway |

Your maiden aunt, of course, is
completely impossible and waust be
suffered in o mood of patient resigna.
tion. Bhe'll hug you and held you
out at arme-length for a detailed
examination and ask you roproach-
fully what's Happen

and strangers

ed to your kiss-
curl and finally prosont you with a
ba% of lollipopes.

The sarvents ara no less diffioult.
Unless you belong to the class that
pamat.ual% retain their faithful old
retainera ([ don't, myself 1) you'll find
that the servants are all new since you
wire last at home, and that they re
you as gome weird kind of amimal
that I]Ehﬂge belongs to the zoo and
ought to kept thers during the
vae. a3 well a3 during torm-fime.

The cook will look on wyou with
undisguised hostility. The maids will
eye you out of the corners of their
pyes with a blank lack of understanding.

The tradcamen’s boys cheerfi

take tho rise out of you at the kitohen |

door or jear at you if they meet you
in the street. ;

A globe-trotting unecle usually dis.
plays more scumen than most of your
sircle. He tells you interesting anec-
dotes and regards you as ab least
somothing approaching o human being,
But even thera he's up against the
diffienities that surroun
ally if he offers you s cigaretto pfter
dinner and you take it !
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that we all
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“MY TUCKSHOP IS HAUNTED!” % tica what I coutd H. VERNON-SMITH’S ~ § other hand, many squally | Kiary follows scbually held s teneis | Slare i Sorves tho purpoes peovty wel

Says JESSIE

T

I'm not  the sort of on who
believes In ghosts and such-like. But
I must say there has boen some funny

ings-on in my tuckshop this

hristmas. Dearie me, !

I said to Mr. Mindble just aflter you

yo gontlemen bad gone home for
your holidays, * It's t%:my," I said,
“bat I could swear,' I waid, * that

that cokernut condy in the shop is
gmd:;u.ll_v oing without a soul touching
i, id.

“ Go on, silly," be said. " You must
be dreaming,” he said. " How scould
candy go of its own accord 1" he said.
"It etrikea me you
want a new pair of
glasses | " he said.

+ Do you think,™
I wsked, "“it's
posaible that thero's
something  superna.-
tural or such-like in
the shape of & ghost
or wh&trnu:kﬁ that il:

ying tri wit
%Hﬂﬂk P I asked.
r. Mimble laughed.

[E] Ea.' I:I.B-,. I. 3k
he roared, I must
say, it nover struck
me,” he roared,
“that our little
place could be haun-
ted. Buat if wou
thinke that there
ecandy i poing,” he
rmrajfrl. ‘gwhnf' not i
weigh it now and again. and see !’

Weigh it I did, then and there. It
weoighed 2 p-uum}fn and 7 ﬂhu;lm

When young "Lrotter, t age
cama round to my back go-oar

boy,
that

morning, I asked him whet he thought
about it,

“You rely on it, ma'am, it's ghosts
a3 sure as eoggs,” he eaid. ™ This

here school,” he said, * is fair running
alive with ghostd ; and the tricks they
get up to nobody would beliove unless
they saw for themsclves. 1 would

e —

Unattached guests in the house are
usually the worst of the lot) If they
ara left alone with you they atare at
vou in silence, trying hard to think
of something to say. Finally, they
ask you if play golf or bridge.
You say ' No," and that floors them.
In sheer panic they rush out of the
room to escape from you ! '

Well, well, I suppose it's all part of
the businesa &f growing up. We shall
probably be the same cursclves when
we're old fogeya meeting schoolboya
on holiday.

But I must eay it's quite an ordeal,
mesting the people we meet at Christ-

¢

mas |

MIMBLE

% geo him," he said.
k He went out
§ through the sh
and t himse
out by the [ront

as wusual. -
After he had gone, I woghed the

door,

candy again.

It weighed 2 nds only. Beven
golid ounces of candy had wvanished
iut@ thin air ! : 5

he same thing ha @ next
day, excapt t-h:fl- mgmd of seven
ounces disappearing, it was nearly a
pound ! '

Next day, I mnoticed that several
quarters of slab chocolate had gone, not
to mention some sugared almonds,

That night, when I waa having
supper alone, Mr. Mimble having gone
off to see-Mr. Goaling,
I heard & sound in
the shop.

Tip-toeing out, I
had the shock of my
lifa when I Baw o
white, ashrouded
figure standing thero
;1111 the L-:';id]a :::»fi m

] piﬁﬂ taa
tuuptreaclﬂ toffes !

I rushed back for
my rolling-pin.
J w{um I: ratu?nq-d.

imaging my BUrpriso
to find uf%ht.u
switched on and
Trotter standing by
the ccounter.

“"Did you see the
phost, ma’am !" he
asked, all breathless.
i mysalf
in the shop to watch for it. If didn't
hall give me a shock when I soe it

helping itgelf” to {rewcle toffee! I
um ont and switched on the light—
olly quick, I can tell you—and then it

vanished."

Well, we scarched the place from
top to bottom, young Trotter and I ;
but no sign of a.n;ré:mw did we see
after that. We did find a sheet behind
the counter ; but Trotter said that it
was only a sheet from his bed that he
was taking to Mrs. Kebble for changing,

It's & funny thing, but since that
night I have seen nothing of no ghost
and logt no more from my stock.

Trotter steers clear of tuckshop
now. He says that experience was too
much for him.

I wouldn't like it to happen sgain,

If, either.
t's not very nice, living in o tock.
shop that's haunted. Dearlo me, no !

HE WILL HAVE
HIS CHRISTMAS ¢ BOX"!

Bolsover major is intending to spend
most of his holiday improving his
boxing. :

If you want to please Eoley, send
him o tings ecard fo wish him o
Yery “ Serappy "' Christmas !

WEEKLY -SPORTS SHORTS X
HMEWH&

“Why don't yoa play Rugger at
Greyfriars ¥ ™

This is & question saome readers fire
at me,

Thero is a curious: mpPresaion amongst
thom that Rugger i3 in some way
superior 1o Socem. ' All the best
Is ln-{I Ru%gﬂ- " ia & comment I
fr-bﬁuenﬁy wear, froja them,

ow, if it were true that Rugger
was in some erious. way more
* posh ™ than Boeor, I should person-
ally consider that 4 excellent resson
for favouring Soccef,  Bport and snob-
bery don’t go well together, in my
opinion.
 In actual fact, tho idea that Rugger
ia more classy than Soccer is a legend.
Many frst-class Publio schools, of

gooed Public schools play
under Association rules,
A number play both
Rugger and Soccer. 8o far
as FPublie schools generally
are  concerped, there 13
certainly no feeling of superiority
on the part of Rugger schools over
Soeccer schools,

You can take it from me, anyway,
that Soecer is all the rage at Grey-
frinvs and that we are unlikely to
transfer our affections to Rugger for
a long, long time to come. What's
more, I feel that our choice meeta
with the approval of the vast majority
of the people who follow the fortunea
of Creyfriara in the realm of £ 1

With the hols. on there is, of course,
nothing to rt in the way of organ-
ised games ; but the news from various
places to which Greylriars men have
adjourned for the wvae. shows. that
outdoor games are being kept up as
far as conditions permit. :

tournoment during a brief spell of
favourable weather. .

From Eseex, where Peter Todd ia
stoying, comes a report of an inter-
village hockey mateh in which one
of the teams included Squiff, Dutton,
Rake and Toddy himself. The team
which was so genercusly sprinkled
with Remaovites won by the handsome
score of 8—1, which seems to indicate
that Greyfricrs men ecan keep their
end up at holiday time just as well
a8 in mid-term.

Ogilvy, writing from Scotland, sends
meé a vivid description of a cu.r]-ing
match on the ice in which he an
Russell took part. It's written in rac
Boottish dialegt ; and as that's all
Greek to me and would probably be
to most of my readers, I am refraimning
from printing it.

In any case, I have now reached
the end of my space.

Bo-long, sporte—and a happy New
Year to youl

DICK RAFKE Reveals—

SLEUTH

P T T T TR T TR R A R T T I P

Dick Penfold is a talented chap.
In addition.to beng the champion
poet of Greyiriars ra is also a n
amateur Bherlock ¥:lolmes. Readers
who heve peruses-. our ocoasional
police court news v « “already be aware
of the cold, remoresess logie that is
invariably -applied to o cage when
Deatective-ins r Penfold of the
Romaovo Police givwes ovidenoe.

H&?in% had a oniqus chance of
studying Penfold'smethods at frst hand
I am going {0 pasaim the information
I recei to * €veyiriars Herald ™
readers, feeling surd they will be just
a8 interested in it a1 'was.

I am doing thiswith Penfold's full
permission and appgoval. Penfold
says it's just a matt o of common sense
and observation, 17 dare say he's
right ; but I shiuld find it jolly

cult myself to j4t such results sa
ha‘fatﬂ just by usin} my common sense
snd observation.

It was at Barbya Redfern's parly
that Penfold showel me his methods.
The first illustration was given before
wa actually got twre. I wu'taﬁnﬁ
him slong in my scle’s car, when
ha ed to monkion that I had
received a present of a fpmkht-casa
from somebody whi bad forgotten to
put-dhl'.u name to theiattached Christmas
card,

“ (ot it on you ' Penlold asked.

“Yea, bot thera ian’t a elua in the
whole pocket. Even the addiess

label is typed."
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SECRETS OF A SCHOOLBOY

“Let's have a lock
nll the same,” Penfold
gaid. :

I passed him owver
the poacket just as I
had received ib, wrap-
ped up in  tissue paper
and with a Christmas
card pinned to the outer
layer of brown paper.

enfold locked ot it
for o split second.

*“1 think you'll find it came [rom
Morgan,” he calmly told me,

“ But how the thump-—""

“[he pin has fta head to the left
of tho peoint,”" interrupted Penfold.
* Thet means the Christmas card was
inned up by a left.handed person.

he most notable case
of left-handedness in
the Remove is Morgan,
end Morgan happens
to bo your study-mate.

The inferenos i3
irrosiatible," .
“ Flementary, my
%ear \\;a.etiaun.tilmafﬁct 'h.;
gaaped, t
game, old bean, it

sirikes the uninitiated
ag pretty slick work !

When wa arrived at
tha party, in whieh,
by way, all tho
guests had to wear
maska and fenoy dress, I
mentioned the incident to Barbara
Redfern, who promptly challenged
Fenfold to test his by picking
out aix of the guests who were Grey-
friars men,

I would have wagered anyone fifty
to one in doughnuts that it couldn't be
done. But Fenfold, perhaps emnbeldened
by the pirate costume he wore, feared
no foe in shining armour—or any other
kind of fanoy dresa |

Without the slightest hesitation, he

e

identified a cavalior as Poter Hazeldene,
& pierrot 08 Bulstrode, & human milk
bottle ns Kipps, a ﬁqli:eman 88 Wibley,
& Beau Brummell aa Russell and &
highwayman as Lord Mauleverer.

*How on earth do you do it 1"
asked Barbara, who knew &all her guesta
in spite of their masks and disguises,
and was able to check off Penfold's
answers as right. “ You're right in
v tase !V

* It's quite simple, really,” Penfold
angwered modestly. * Everybody on
earth has a characteristic walk
p&cuhuf to himself—in faot, p&uﬁ]&'ﬂ
Waysa o wu\l.hn%vur}rmumw ¥
even than their facea ¥ I happen to
have studied the way different oV
men wallk, and it's just as easy for me

T m—— —

to pick out o man by his walk as by
his chivvy. That's all1™
* But what about the highwoayman "
I broke in, thinking I had found o flaw
in the argument. *' He's not walking
at all ; in fact, he's lolling back in
that settes os though he's asleep 1 ™
* Exactly | 7 mned - Penfold.
* That's why identified him
immeédiately aa Mauleverer ! ™
After which, I remained ailent.
Penfold as o detective iz one too
many for me !

friars, it serves the purpose pretiy well,

At Wharton Lod thi.!;p hu]:.'i'da.:,- I
have four very willmg helpera in the
editorial work in the shape of Frank
%qliligﬂnta, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and

It :||"+

As Editor-in-chief T have to exercize
oven more toct and diplomasy thoan at
Greyfriars, for my nseistants at Wharton
Lodge happen also to be'my guests, and
aré In conSequUence antitr to more
consideration thanm cditorial gesistants
usually got 1

It was guite. a tisklish busineszs, T can
assure you, when I had to turn down n
lo m which Inky had written with
the idea of flling up this week's number.
The poem started Like this :

“The nightful shadea o'er Wharton

Lodge fall erashfully ;

'CGainst window.panes the enowful
flakees whirl dashlully ;

The burnful log fire's flickerful light
glowe Hashivlly ;

While wyouthful tongues of spookiul
ghosts talk rashfully !

Thers were nineteen more verses like
that, and Inky was naturally proud of
his offort. It took a lot of patient and
carefal argument from me convince
him that his poem was not the one thin
needed to make this week's * Herald =
scora a record hit |

Must put up the shuttera now, old
pala. But belore doing so I will wish
all chums, on behalf of the astaff of the
* Greyiriars Herald," a merry Christmas
%!_141 o very happy and prospercus New

ear.

Meost you again next week, evervhody,

HARRY WHARTON.

NEW YEAR
RESOLUTIONS

HABRY WHARTON ; To give readers
of the * Greylriara Herald " plent t.l?f
8

crisp, annppi'.; news of Greyfriars an
beat of the lauphs that come oy way !

BOB CHERRY : To learn to tie my
tie as peatly as Frank Nugent does his.
FRANK NUGENT : To try to bo as
cheery and carefree as Bob Cherry—
even if cheeriness does involve a danger
of corelessneas !

HURREE BINGH: To induce my
?:if;mﬂd and ludierous shums cease.

to & talking slangfully and to
use spcakl: lf only the pureful and
honoured English language as tanght by
my learned and preposterous native
tutors in Bhanipur.

HARQLD SKINNER: Ta  say
“Bsh " to convention and to remain
& black sheop.

HORACE COKER : To try to get the
unintelligent Greyiriara crowd to recker-
nise & jeenius whon they spe one.

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE: Teo
]};.lt— you cheeky DRemova kida in your
place.



