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POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS' STORIES

From s bright, colowred cover to the last page this grand /
gifi-book iz outstanding! There are 160 pages packed 2
woith dfirills and fun ! Famous wrilers of boys' storics

heve wrilien the terrific yarns in this Annual, Thereare

thrilling stories of the \West, of the sea and the air. Also fine varns
and pages of jokes to make you chorlle. Be sure fo gef a copy of
ihis wmalchless book of thrills and fun,

MODERN BOY'S BOOK PF FIRE FIGHTERS

Fiames crackle and spluiter ; swalls and masonry collapse. !
To the widet of i, the firemen engaged in their valorous 5 -
warfare against @ flaming inferno ! Tiis book depiels the

exciling advcnlures of fire fighters ell over the world, tn :
vividly wrillen arlicles and slories, fully dllustrated with aclion
pholographs and draswings. There are 4 plates din full colowr and
160 pages printed in pholograviire,

MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF RACING CARS

Conre behind the scenes at the world"s greal solor races 5 3 1 f

drive & car at Bo, 00, 100 miles an hotr, and see for yolir-

self what it iz like fo be' a speedman . . 2 Caplain Eysion,

Jokn Cobb, 5. O, H. Davis, and wimerous other famous S
drivers caplure for you the theills of speed in Mhis ouistanding "gifi-
Erak, I addiion, (here are over 200 close-up eainerd ploliires.
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An ideal gift for yourself or a friend is one

of these grand “ Annuals.,”  Remember,

they are on sale at all Newsagents and
Hooksellers.



HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
FAMOUS BAKER STREET DETECTIVE,
CHRISTMAS ADVENTURE!
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ON THE ICE !

{3 EADY, Bunteri
R (£ N'D t”
Billy Bunter made that

answer in‘the negative with
calm dignity.

He was not ready. It was hardly to
be expected that he would be ready
vet.

Bunter had turned out early that
wintry December morring; unusnally
early for holiday-time. He had been
down to breakfast at half-past nine!

At ten o’clock he was siill punishing
the breakfast.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh had their overcoats on,
scarves round their necks, and skates
hanging over their arms. The
lﬁitﬂl‘of before the log-fire in the hall
at Wharton Lodge, waiting for Bunter
—till Wharton at last ‘put his head into
the breakfast-room, to ingquire whether
the fat Owl of Greyfriars was ready—
and to learn that Bunter was not!

“ Well, buck up, old fat man I" urged

Harry.

Billy Bunter blinked round over a fal
ghoulder, through his big spectacles.

“Can’t you wait for a fellowi"” he
ingquired.

“Not much lenger. You see—"

“When I have guests at Bunter
Court I don’t rush them about,
Wharton! But I suppose I can’t expéct
much in the way of manners here."

“You fat ass—" :

“I don't call my guests names, cither,
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at Bunter Court!” said Billy Bunter.
“But I suppose—"

“Look here, you fit owl, if we're
going to get & spot of skating  this
morning, we've no more time to lose |
We've got to start in an hour for the
station, to meet Bob Cherry’s train.”

“I'm not going to the station! If
Bob Cherry thinks -I'm going to slog
a mile and & half through the snow
to meet his blessed train, you can tell
him to guess again when you see him ™

“Tm going, ass, and so 1s Inky | And
we're going to skate first! Coming or
not 7" hooted the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove.

“Not till I've finished brekker.” .

“How long?” hooted Wharton.

“Well, say & quarter of an hour.”

“Say anything you like, old fat ass
—I'm going now!"” ;
Harry W%armn turned back into the

hall and rejoined the Nabob of

Bhanipur.
“Come- on, Inky!” he said. *No
for that fat owl. ~ Any-

ﬁ::iud' waitinF
ow, he can't skate and he would only
be a worry!”

“The worryfulness would probably be

iy 1)
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The three Greyfriars juniors gazed blankly at Mr. Lamb as he

stood leaning from the door of the caravan, scanning the lane.

“* What the thump is he doing here?’ said Bob Cherry in
wonder.
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terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Bai

Erim%h -

) P fellows,” came a fai
squeak, “'don’t go! I may be finizhed
in ten minutes.”

But answer there came nonel Tle
two juniors were going out, in the cold
and frosty morning, heedless of the fat
Owl of the Remove,

Billy Bunter was a guest; of sorts.
at Wharton Lodge for the Christmas
holidays. Bit Billy Bunter's manners
and customs az a guest were wholly his
own—and liable to tire ont the patiencc
of the most patient host.

Having waited fwenty minutes for-
the fat Owl, the other fellows did no:
seem disposed to wait another ten. Se
they went—followed by a snort of
scornful  indignation from Willia:a
George Bunter,

. Snow had been falling all the migit.
and the park gleamed white as Whar-
ton and Hurres Singh tramped awas
from the honse towards the frozen lake.

It was not a large lake—Billy Buntey,
indeed, called it a pond, in the agree-
able way he had, But it wasz frozen
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hard, and there was plemiy of room
Bor skaters. The iwo ﬁminrn' fastened
on their skotes and shot out on the iee,
and circled round the lake with great
enjoyment in the keen, frosty air. They
even forgot the fat existence of Billy
Bunter, and would not have minded in
the least if the fat Owl had continued

his breakfast till the butler ammounced
hunch 1 '

_But they were reminded of that dis.
tinguish uest about twenty minutes

i uesk from the bank:
I ani yvou fellows 1"

ﬁT]'nzn skaters louk::id rc;un% at a fat
gure Waving & po and,

“Oh blow 1 rairl;ll irr;r,r.

ITurree Jamset Rom Singh chuckled.
*“The blowfulness is  terrificl” he
ngreed. “Let the esteemed ang exce-
rable fat bounder rip I”

And the dusky nabob continued to

i::g::-r.. by a fat

perform figures of eight, regardless of
the, waving paw and the fat squeak.
Wharton slid across towards the spot

where Bunter stood. It was up to him
io bear with that peculiar guest—at
least, g0 long as flesh and blood could
sand itl

“Hallo! Come on!" he called out.
“Want a hand?”

“No! Think I want helping on the
ice?” enorted Bunter. “1 can skate
hotter than you can, I hope I?

“What do you want, then, fathead?”

“Skates " answered Bunter. “I
«uppose you're going to lend me some
:hates? Or do you expect a fellew to
pack sketes when he pays a wisit for
whristmas "

Harry Wharton laughed.

g | cii'an’t. expect you to pack any-
shing, old fat manl” he answered.
“But you could have got some skates
in tho house. Why the thump didn't
vou azk me before we came outl™

“I was having brekker. I can't
think of everything at once, I sup-
posa M

“Well, cut back, and—"

“T'm mot going to traipse back to
the house, u%ter traipsing down here
io this bittle pond!” roared Bunter
“Lend me those skates—"

as Eh?ll ' .

“You can’t skate for toffea! Lend
me thosze, and I'll show sou how it's
done! You can watch me and pick up
some tips about skating! I say, don’t
ragh off while a fellow’s talking to you [*

:m]lgﬁ Bunter. *Are you deaf, Whar-
ton
Harry Wharton seemed deaf,

At all events, if he heard, he heeded
not!  He shot away across the ice,
leaving Billy Bunter snorting.

“Beast ' roared Bunter.

Even -that polite objurgation did not
recall the captain of the Remove to
Buonter's side of the pond.

Bunter waved a fat hand, Then he
shook a fat fist! But it wes all in
vain| Harry Wharton seemed not only
deaf that morning, but blind also!
Apparently, he was quite oblivious of
1he fat figure on the bank!

Billy Bunter bresthed wrath! This
was the way they freated a guest at
Wharton Lodge—such a nice guest as
Bunt-&!';- too |

It was really enough to exasperate
Bunter into shaking the dust of Whax-
ton Lodge from his fect and departing
in_indignant scorn,

No deubt he would have doné zo had

{here been any attractive alternative’

available, But home, =zweot home
failed to attract Bunter.  Really, it
wgs 4 case of any port in a storm; so
Bunter on his travels, like Ulyszes of
old, hﬁd to he Jong-cnduring !
Walking " back "to the house
Trng Macxzr Lisranry. —No. 1,662,
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‘skates was too much trouble for Bunter.

Ehﬁ;mn, wit& ﬂ?wlﬁahnam Bunter
expecte Im, Wwas not gomng
to hand over his skates and sit it out.

Still, if a fellow hadn’t skates, he
could slide! Bunter decided to shde.

ally, he was better at sliding than

at skating, if only he had realised it.
Sliding, he maintain the perpen-
dicular for a minute or two-ab least.
Skating, he was liable to turn into a
catherine-wheel at the first shot!

Bunter slid out on the ice.

He shot across the

For nearl i
merrily. en, to his surprise, one leg
insis on travelling faster than the
other, while both feet seemed to have
an obstinate desire to part company and
travel in different directions altogether.

Neither legs nor feet seemed to be
under Bunter's control. :
Bunter gave a roar of alarm.
wa—— Yaroaoch!”

“I say, you f
Bump |

Bunter sat down nudd-enly. _
The ice was good and strong. But
aven Arctie ice would hardly have

stood that concussion. It cracked and

split in all directions.
Erashl

GOD000000 ! .
Billy Bunter, clinging wuld]fr' to &
ragged, broken edge of ice, yelled, and
yelled, and yelled.

— i

RUN, RABBIT, RUN !

ik SAY, you fellows—help!” yelled
Bunter, 7

= “Oh _ crumbs!”  cxclaimed
Harry Wharton,” -

“(0h, my esteemed hat!"” ejaculated

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

They rushed to the rescue.

Butitér had made quite & large gda'ﬁ_iu
the ice, Broken edges surrounded him
and dark water welled and cozed over
the surface.” Up to his fat nock, Bunter
hung on frantically and yelled.

Harry Wharton was the first to reach
him. He drci:p&d on his knees beside
the gap and clutched at a fat neck.

Luckily the ice was thick. Bunter
only had to ba dragged out on it. But
dragging Bunter out was no, easy task.
Bunter's weight was not easily handled,
and he was thrashing about like a

frantic fish.
gl
net

You're

“Oooogh! I'm drowning 1"
Bunter. *Pull me out, will you?
pinch my neck, you beast !
pinching my neck | .

“I've ";501; to hold you, you mad azs 1"
gaa@d harton.

“¥You're pinching my neck on pur-

! I'm chok-chok-choking ! !:anghl
@5'&11 you get me out of this!” sbricked
Bunter,

“Lend me & hand, Inky !" panted the

captain of the ove. _

urree Jamset Ram Bingh hurried
kicked off .his skates. Then hé leane
over and got hold of Bunter, The two
juniors pulled.

“Go it |” gasped Hurree Bingh.

“ Here he comes | panted Harry.

Between the two of them, putting all
their beef into it, the fat Owl was
dragged out, and landed on the ice like
afl:%;ﬁﬁht led th lutteripg, winl

rawle; ere, utteripg, winle
Whertan s Hureor' Bingh 56063 gaep:
ing for breath. -~ =~ " _

‘Ow1 Oocogh! T say, you fellows,
I'm wet 1" gurgled Bunteér, *I'm wet
through ! ﬁu you heat? “Wet to the
skin! Wooooogh 1" v :

He glared accusibgly st tho twe
juniors. He seemed to hive an im-
pression that it was'due to themn that he
was wet | Really, it was not their feult.

ond. .
a mmug;mhe sailed along -

They %:nuld not nelp the water being
we‘!.‘-l a.t-e.}, generally, was wat |

; 1" hooted Bunter
“Drenched] Nice sort of a Chriztmas
holiday -this! I wish I'd gone home

with old Mauly now "

“I don't!” said Harry Wharton,
shaking his head. :

“Oh1”  Bunter blinked at him
ﬂlmﬁg‘h wet spectacles. “ You don't1”

“No! I ocan stand it better than

Eld',mt{?rl“

“Why, you beast—"" roared Bunter.
“Heave him yp, Inky ! He will havo
to get in and change, or we shall have

him laid up with a cold.” i
“Fm catching a cold already™!”
howled Bunter. “Fat lot you ¢ave!
Yow'd like me tu'?ntclg mfhl" :
ou come |" he captain
of thapl'femwa. 3o .
Two fat arms were grasped, and
Bunter was heaved fo his Ho
stood unsteadily on slippery ice, clutch-
ing at his helpers. :
“Don’t twist my arms off I
howled,
“(Oh, come onl Get him off the ice,
Inky | Heave away 1

lLia

“Don't dra‘f me sbout like a sack of
coke ! roared Bunter.
“Do you want to get off the ice or

not, fathead 1™

iE Bﬂﬂﬂt!"

The fat Owl was piloted ashore. Iin
was landed at last on the bank. But it
was not a happy landing. Bunter
=norted, sniffed, ;[urglad, and glared
with almost speechless indignation.
, “Are you going on skating and me
i this state 7" he roared. :

“ Cut back to the house—"

“I can't without help! I'm nearly

~drowned | Fm exhausted | Fat lot you

care!l I dare say you want me to perizh
at your feet ! It would be like you 1"
“0h dear! Chuck the skating, Inky !
Anyhow, we should have to get off to
the station pretty soon. e on ™

Whether Billy Bunter was exhausted
or not, he hung very heavily on the {wo
juniors as they led him away towards
the house. There was no doubt that li¢
was wet and cold and vefy uncomfort.
able. When Billy Buhter was in that
state he was not an agreeable Bunter,

* For dness’ sake 't hang on &
fellow like a ton of lead |” protested
Wharton, as he atalggered under the
r-mi%het of the fat Owl. ..

“Beast! I can’t walk! I'm too ex-
hausted after being nesrly .drowned !

You'll have to carry me "
| i m{.a my hatl TI'm not & ten-iton
or

“¥ah1 Leave me here to perish of

cold then!” said Bunter bitterly. And
he plumped down in the snow.,

Harry Wharton and Hurree. Singh
looked at him. Then they looked at one
another eloquently. Then they mads a
cheir with their arms and heaved Billy

Bunter up. g
Ha d:gxhsﬂ two necks with two fat

.arms to hang on as he was chaired,

“Oh crumbs!” Howled Whadrton.
“Don’t choke me "
¥Youw'd like me to fall down,

woulde't you ?" snorted Bunter. “ Wel),
I ain’t going to fall down to please

Tou 1
Wharton suppreésed

Harry
feelings. | .
Staggering under the weight, the
juniors bore Billy Bunter towards the
distant house. !
Hali-way to the house two figures
wera encountered on the path oy
were old Colonel Wharton and MAliss
Amy Wharton, Harry's unele and sunt.
Bﬂi of them gazed at Bunter and his
bearera. '
" “YWhat ever has happened?
claimed Miss Wharton in alarm.

his -
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% Bunter's been thmugh the ica’l” ex
ained Harry. We're getting hu:n
k to the house.”

Grunt ! from the old colonel.

“What are you carrying him for?"
he demanded. ' He should run as fast
as he can as he is wet t{hrough.”

“I can't|” gasped Bunter.
hausted, struggling for
water, and—and all that!
hausted to ap-enk—

“ What?"

“I=I mean, nearly too exhausted to
n eak | I say, you fellows, do get on—I

a e ool i ) ireo ca

b ng ocold di ! I can

l it mmmﬁ on. If you owa want

ma to be | up with pneumonia and
plumbago—-—"

“¥ou had better run, Eunt.ur 17 said
Colonel Wharton decidedly. “Put him
down at once 1™

“ Look here—"" howled Bunter.

Tha chair under the fat Owl partad,
and he was put down at once. He
landed in = sitting position with a
bump and & roar.

‘&uw! Beasta! Ow "

“I'm ex-
lifa in the
I'm too ex-

“Now r Bunter 1" said Colonel
Wharton, “Run as fast as you can !”
“Shan't !

“0Oh, my hat!|” murmured Harry
Wharton, quite alarmed the

pression that came over the ofd military

gentlernan’s bronzed face at that
BNSWer.

" What I ejaculated Colonel Wharton.
“Good gad |

“If I:hu poor boy cannot walk, LG58
Jnma&--—r" sald Aunt Amy in her
gentle to

“We s'hnll see whether he cannot!”
snorted the colonel,

He !Eanu& over Bunter and took a §
ghnp like a steel vice on & fat ear. By Z

at means he lifted Bunter.

Never had the Owl of the Remove got
on hia feet Bo quickly. fairly
bounded. An indis-rubber ball had
nothirg on Bunter as he bounced up.

* Yaroooh 1” he roared.

“Now run to the house, Bunter, as
fast as you can 1" said Colonel Wharton,
rcleasing the fat ear.

0wl Yowl”

“Dao you hear me?"

“Yow! Owl Yow!" roared Bunter.
“T can't! I can't put one foot before
another, hamg so exhausted! I can’t
lift—— ¥aroooooooop 1"

He bounded again as the wvice-like
finger and thumb approached a fat ear!

hen he started for the house, He

started at quite a gmd pace—an and kept
Bq'll'l.htﬁfﬂ- chief object at the

it upl!
moment was to keep st a aafﬂ distance
from that finger and thumb! He fairly
raced |

“It a anra that Bunter can walk,
and, in run ! remarked Colonel
Wharton g And, with another
grunt, the mﬂztarr gentleman re-
sumed his walk with Aunt Amy.

Wharton and Hurree Singh, grinning,
walked after Bunter to the house,

Bunter was in first. They found him
spluttering ' over the fire in the hall
when thnﬂ got in. He blmkad round at
thum with a ferocious b

here hartun if you think

I’m g-cmf to have my ear pulled—~"
he roar

“You mustn't cheek my unele, old fat

man 1" said Harry.
Look at my

“Blow your el
The two juniors locked af it and

ear|”

grinned. It was cnmsum .The old
colonel had given it & g dp
“"The silly old fumnl Bunter,

“Do vou want anuther ear to maich
that one i’ asked Harry.

“"Ehi Nol™

“"Then shut up ™

“Beast!| If you fancy I'm standing
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this sort of thin you're J-:;llg well mis-
taken—sea ¥ m going 1"  roare
Bunter.

“0.K.! Good-bye, then, as we shan't
gsee you when we get from the
station1” eaid the captain of the
Remove. *Merry Christmas, old bean !
Tell us all about it next term 1™

lBﬂ Bumeﬁfd;gl}' not answer that. He

ared—speechle
i arry Wharton and -Hurree Singh Y
started for Wimford, to meet Bob
Cherry’s train at the station—havin
seid good-bye to Bunter. But they ha
& suspicion that the fat Owl would not,
after all, carry out hiz deadly threat,
and that they would find him at
Wharton Lodge when they returned.

QUITE A SURPRISE !

HHALLD hallo, hallo " came a
cheery rosr,

ruddy face, with a ca
pushed back on a mop
flaxen hair, looked out of the train.
erry had a powerful voice. It
apprised quite & good portion of the
county o° Surrey that he had arrived

ex- at Wimford Station,

Two waiting juniors cut across the
pllﬁ'ﬂm

b Chetrry

ung'-a and wave
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“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” he repeated,

fnrtmatmu " Here we are again ™
you . speaking to the esteemed
Gnﬁhng‘f asked Hurree Jamset Ram

ni?h ?”" Bob stared. “Gosling?”

Gnslm% the ancient porter of Greyv
friars 8chool, was at least ezgh{? miles
away, Greyfriars bein in the mmng
county ‘of Kent, and on the arther
side _ nf it. 8o Bob looked puzzled for
a moment.

Then he grinned.

“ Funny nh:l ass, ain't you, Inky?®”
he said, and he pave the Nabob of
Bhanipur a cheery smack on the
shoulder whick made him stagger.
“ Jolly glad to see vou fellows again |
Johnny or Franky around yet?”

“No. N t's coming to-morrow,
and Johnny Bull & da ‘3 or two later,”
answered Wharton. But we*re got
Bunter, if you're keen to see him.”

Bob made a grimace, :

“ Bunter | ot Bunter with you?
Wasn't Bunter telling us before we
broke up ﬁ: Greyfriars H:ml: he was

ol to ve a specially gorgeous
Elmrégw:th tl:e Bunter clan

“He was,” said Harry, laughi
“but something eepms to have sl
slipped with the gorgeous time, and
S0—80——"

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ B0 he picked uut thu mfteat sgot
fall on,™ ]l:rJ remarke heard you
tell him at {}m:.rfnars that :f he barged
in there would be a boot.”

“Well j'uu soa, it was rather awk-
war axplained Wharton, “ Tha
howling ass walked over and fut caught
in a snowstorm and took shelter in the
old moat house. You remember that
ald ruin I showed vou in the summer.”

d old

"Bail

dumi;:-ed -from the car-.

i II-CII.IJF
hantom mlslar

“1 remeraber,” assenter.l Bob.
haunted house;
with a ?mathr l:ght aking o epook
bunch n keys. Warrante genuine,
but when looked fc:rr the vizibility 1m'c
good—"

‘:E}fllrl Bunter saw the ghost!”

“.M least, he heard him. He¢ saw
tha ghostly ltg'ht and heard the rat-

Eoi the phantom keys—>
h, my hat "

“ And was fn tened nut of his wits,”
said Earry. I picked him
up in the smow in B‘.edgata Lane and
gu:l him to Wharton Lodge and—
ang—"

“And since then Le's uzed no other®"

yea, 1) _

- nid Bunter | SBome sticker!”
d Bob. “I suppose he spun you that
ghn:-sb story to p your leg?

'Dh, no; he was frig tened to &
Ho must have heard some-
thmg—tha wind, very likely, There's
a man living m 8 CATATAN by the
hnunted house ; Bunter may have heard

utting his kettls on and taken it

fnr t g'hﬂﬂﬂjl' bunch of keys!”
caravan at this time of the
Fearl" exclaimed Bob. "Must be a
retty . hﬂ.t’-ﬂ:jl' specimen, caravanning in

mber.”

“Not exactly caravanning; he's
settled down there, from what 1 can
make out. The van's on the phone,”

: :-f.u:l Harry. “We went along the next
X a

but the ghost was not on view,
and the man in the van called us o
pair of fools when we asked him if he'd
scen anything; rather an unpleasant
sort of hhghter, with a face like a rat.
We haven't been there since; the place

b is fairly stacked w:th snow, and it's not

easy going."

“1 say, though, that’s one way to
your place!” said Bob.. “We're go mg
to walk; let's go round that way.
like to sce Bunter's ghost.”

“Right+ho [ assented Wharton,

The three ]unmra left the stationm,
Bob Cherry swinging a suitcase in his
hand. They walked cheerily out of the
little town and crossed a field path into
Bedgate Lane.

A train journey from Dorsetshire—
even in war-time trains—had not tired
Bob Cherry. He tramped along

lightly, swinging a heavy suitcase
mcmt as if it were a feather-weight,

Bob was quite keen to have a squint
at the old moat house where ily
Bunter had encountered the ghost—

robably the only fellow who ever had !

a had rambled over the old place in
the summer with his friends, but cex-
tainly no ghost had been walking at
that t:l.me- Still, Christmastide was
the time-for ghuai:s so perhaps Bunter
had had better lucl:

Redgate Lane, in which therc was
little traffic in the winter, was a sheet
of snow. There was no traffic at sll
now; the snow was too thick on the
ground to make it practicable for a
vehicle to uze the road.

A lonelier place could hardly have
been found in all SBurrey. The threa
juniors left deep tracks in the snow as

-they tramped.

“Not a soul about,” remarked Bob.
“Nor likely to be in this weather,”
answered Hﬂ.ﬂj’ “It's pretty tough
gnm here."”
o toughfulness 1z truly terrific!”
aaped Hurree Jamset BRam Singh, as

8 leg out of a deep rut,
h1dderugﬁf a::t:nnrrfI into which it had

slip
“%ea.llﬂ, hallo, hallo!” a;m:ulntﬂr.l

Bhﬂb*h “Eﬂmfbftliﬁ s been b}' hera since
t t
e mwﬂ;ﬂ Lispany.—No. 1,662
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1le pointed to e track in the snow
at the side of tha lane. .

Harry Wharton ‘glanced at. it. The
tracks of two good-sized boots were
clearly marked. '

“The man from the van, I dare say,”
ha said. “1 suppose he trots into
Wimford sometimes for grub.’ :

“ Going tu the town, anyhow,’’ said
Bob; “the toes are turned that way.
I eay, this is a jolly lonely spot for a
man to live in & caravan nice
in tho summer, or the sutumn, but 1n
December——  Groocogh!  But I sup-

ose he can cemp there for nothing.
f think you told me the old place was
;‘]r; Chancery, so I -s;agpusa nobody ssks

im to any rent.™

| -axggt. that's it,” agreed Harry.

The three schoolboys tramped on,
halting at last in a gap in an ancient,
:r'iiml?ei“g well, where a gateway once

8 en.

! Looking through it, they saw the old
moat house—a mass o rums,h Sur-
vounded by an ancient moat choked
by rubble and piled with snow,

At a little distance from it, to the
vight, stpod a caravan, so thickly
banked round with ¢now that the
wheels were hidden from sight.

The door was shut, and a curtaln
covercd the little window.  Bub it
seemed to be occupied, as & wisp
simoke curled up from chimney,

“Jt wes the man from the van who
leit #mt -ﬂﬁﬂ’" remarked Bob Cherry.

ET] -RE 1 - :

“Look, old bean) The trail ends
here,” said Bob; “or, rather, it starts
heve, From the van_ to the fane, and
then on towards Wimford.”

Harry Wharton nodded. The deep
footprints in, the esnow came from the
caravan. 'The lonely caravanmer by
the old moat house seemed to have left

i mp. :
hl&f‘?& %ﬁush have left his stove burn-

ing," said Hevry, “The smoke's com-
‘mg out of the chimmey. ' I'm rather
glad he's gone; he made himself

vathey unpleasant when we came ro

ithe day ﬁ%ﬁﬂ!‘ Bunter was here.”
“Yike his cheek.!” zaid Bob., “He

can't have any more right here than

anybody else. Anybow, lLe's gone,
sg—"" _
Buzzzzzzz |

Bob broke off at that buzz of a
vaucous bell from the direction of the
van. .1t was the buzz of & telephone-
bell. ~ The junioré had noticed the
telephone-wire joined up to the yan—
which looked es if it was a more or
less permanent residence, unless the rat-
faced man had gonme to some expense
te keep in touch with the outer world
for a Eiﬂl"t stay. '

Bob burst into a chuckle,

“That's the phone!” he said. “Was
Il;at h:.hf; Euutiﬁr took for the rattling
of ghostly keys _ ]

*I shouldn’t wonder,” said Harry
Wharton, lsughing. "~“He¢ was 1in a
blue funi:_, and might have takdn any-
ihing for “anything else. Come on,
Iat's got into the place.’”

The juniors tramped through the

snow, off the lane, towards the roat.

houzse, =

The bugz -of the tplefrphmw-btll in the

van .cut off. Silence followed.
b glanced round.

“That's queer ! he said.

“What 15 the esteemed queeriul-
ness ™ asked Hurree Singh,

“That bell,” said Bob., “ Theve must
be somebody in the yvan who has taken
the call, or it would 11
never ring only once™ ;

“By guml Ves, that's so!" said
Harvy, glancing round towsards the

T'or MagRET Liprary.— o, 1,662,

threa juniors standing there.

ring again, They
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van, “That ill-tempered sweep has &
visitor fot Christmas, perhaps.”

That van was, sfter eall, ‘occupied,
though the trail in the snow showed
that one occupant had left.

However, 1t not conceérn the
€irayfriars juniors very much, and they

ushed on towards the’ moat. They

&d reached its edge, and wera looking
for a good to cross, wheh the
caravan door opened, and a man leaned
out, scanning the lane with searching
eyes. .ﬁpﬁ:mtlm he was looking out
to see whether the other man was
returning.

Ha did not glancu towards the
moated houss, and did not chserve the
Probably
he did not expect to see amyone in 0
desolate and snowbound a apot.

But they had looked round, at the
sound of. the opening door in the van,
and they a&ll saw him ss he leaned out.
And they all stared.

“Oh gum ! ejaculated Bob.

Not for a moment had it crossed tho
minds of the juniors that they knew
the man in the van, or anything about
hima. But all three of them knew the

face that looked out into the clear,

frosty air—a rather psle-complexioned,
clean-shaven face, which had been quite
familisr to them during the last week
or .two before break-up at Greyiriars
Schodl. ]

“The Pet Lamb!” exclaimed Harvy
Wharton in astonishment.

THE PET LAMB I
from

B. LAME stogd leanin
the van, scanning the lane.
Still his. eyes did not turn

towards the juniors at the
moat of the old house a few dozen yards
AWEY.
' Qbviously, he was anxious for the
other msn to return—there was im-
patience in his look as he scanned the
snowy landscape. _

The three gazed at him '!ﬂank!‘y,

The sight of the headmaster of Grey-
friars, or of Mr. Quelch, their old
Form-master, could hardly have sur-
prised them more.

The man in the van was & Greyfriars
master. True, he was a8 new master nt

the school; he had been there only

about a couple of weeks before break-
up, being the new art master who had
come in Mr, stey’:uplm. '

But the Remove fellows had seen. s
great deal of him, as, in Mr, Quelch's
absence, he had taken Quelch's Form,
acting as Form-master to the Remove
whila Mr. Quelch was awsay. .

The face at the van door dizap-

ared, and the door shut with a slam.

at sharp slam seemed to indicate
annoyance on the part of Mr. Lamb.

“Well, my hat!” said Harry
Wharton blankly. “That's the Pet

, and no mistake|”

“The esteemed,  and ridiculous Pet
anE!" ‘agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“The Lamb. all zight ™ said Bob, in
wonder.
doing here—in that van?” :

“Well, the queer thin_f 15, Inky and
I passed & man in this lane whom we
thought .was Lamb, the evening we got
here from school |” said Hairy.. “I
wondered then whether he was staying
in. this quarter for .the vecstion. But
we haven't seen anything H;{Ilin_l_ sjnee.
Shall we go and speak to him i

“ It would bg politeful,” rémar?‘ed the
nabob. “We get on terri . well
with tli-'-lﬂ estepmed Laamb at echdol.¥ -
- * Bunter doesn't I grinned Bob. He

*What the thump can he be

pitched into Bunter and gave him a
record whopping ope dayp.”
“¥eas, he's got 8 temper; when he lets
it rip I* ssid Harry. © But he's quite
harmless, as 8 rule. It ‘would ba only
¢ivil to go and speak to bm.”

“Well, you go and do the civil;-while
1 look round this old show 1” said BEob.
“We've got to getin for lusth, and I'm
%ett-ing as hungry as a hunter, or &

unter.”

“0.K. *

Leaving Bob Cherry ‘to scramble
across the choked old moat and nito th
ruinéd moat house, Harry -Wharzton
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh walked
away to the caravan. s

As Mr, Lamb was their Form-master
at school, during Quelch's abseries, it
seemed to the captain of this Remove
only civil to spesk to him, néw thet
they had so une:c]i-urcteﬂir encouritered
him during the holidays. He was Mr.
Lamb's head boy, so long a% Lamb hud
the Remove. And though the art
master had -:I:_in-:a or twice ln]elt an ang
temper rip, he was generally so mee
and mild that the juniors had named
him the Pet Lamhb, and mpst: of the
Greyfriars Remove rather liked him.

Hﬁury Wharton stepped up oh ih?
snowy steps and tapped at the door o
the van, e

Thers was no answer from within,
and he tapped again, more loudly.
3till there was no answer, and but for
the fact that they had seen Mr. Lamb,
the juniors might have supposed that
the caravean Wwas untenanted.

Wharton,  considerabl puzzled,
knocked a third time, en a sharp
and rather angry voice -repped from
within the van. e i

It was Mr. Lamb’s voice, but it did
not sound so amiable as was 1ts wont at
Greyiriars Bchool.

“%ho is there? Go saway at once !

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, who was
standing beside the steps, grinned ug
at hia cshlrm, g dusky grin, Mr. Lam
certainly did not know who was kmock-
ing at ti_a door, but he did not seeni to
want visitors.

if Itla I} Ml‘- L-E].ﬂhl"

Harry.
“ ‘i‘i?hntlt I don’t care wha ﬁ'nu al'e—
go awsy!” Evidently Mr. Lamb did
not, for the moment, :emgimua the
voice of his head boy at school.

“Yt's Wharton I called oit Harry.

“ Wha e

“ Yep—Wharion of the Remove™

o ﬂ‘.h t.'p-:r

Thers was a pause,’

Then the door cpened. . 1

If Mr. Lamb had been angry, he did
nat look angry now. At all events, if
thera was anger and annoyence withip,
they were well hidden., His rather
sleépy-looking face wore the mild amile
ta which the Gregiriars  fellows were
acoustomead In thee%e_c_t- Lamb.

“Wharton 1" he said. “My dear boy
—and Huﬁl: _Elziﬁh,, too ! _-Hm:r fﬁﬁ”’
unes .to meél you Here—perhaps
you live in this heigh ur‘_ﬁhﬁd‘! !

“Yosg—my home is only half a mils
from here, sir!” said Harry, as the art
master of Grayiriars sh‘;?_c_:'l-r, handa with
him very cordially. "W saw you louk
out of the vén & few minutes ago, so ne
thought——" Liodl to ai

) u very kindly came to give me
a Gh:iaﬁuu reeting | aa:?ﬂ MrFLa.mh_;

called out

smiling,. “Thank you, my boy—I am
very glad ta see you! And you, Hurre
Singh. This is really an unexpecte

pleasurd. I am staying st Redgate for
tlim v;catim_—spmh'a.b?g you  knoaw the
place 1"

“Oh, -yes, sir 1* answered Harry.

“In lodgings,” eaid Mr,. Lamb,. wiih
a congh. “Art masters are not sealthv
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le—hem! But have you boys seen
Een;]:hing of & man in ;;'l?ﬂ lane—the
man who belongs to this van—or, I
should =ay, to whom this van belonga?
I do not know his name—a man with a
somewhat sharp face—"

“We haven't seen him,” said Flarry.
“Not to-day, 1 mean.”

“It is wery awkward” said Mr.
Lamb. He was still standing in the
doorway of the van as he talked. “1
really cannot remain much longer, if he
does mot come back. He said an hour
—and he has been gone much longer
than an hour! I have to get back to
mr lodgings for lunch—my landlady is
a very, very pleasant soul, but she does
not like le-ggers to be late for meals—
ghe does not like it at alll TI—T dislike
making her eross—I dislike it wvery
much.

The two juniors smiled. _

This was, so to speak, the genuine
bleat of the Pot Lamb! They could
imagine the mild little gentleman in a
atata of nervous awe of a determined
lmdln{Er !

Mr. Lamb fumbled in his pocket and
took out a spectacle-case. He pro-
ceeded to put on a pair of gold-rimmed
glussea—'w[:ich he had not worn when
ha lgoked out of the van. He blinked
at the juniors, and then stared along
the lane. It looked as if he hoped to
spot the rat-faced man, now that he
h.ll:;.t his glasses on  But no one was in
sight.

“Are you waiting for him, sir?”
asked Harry, rather puzzled.

“Yes—it is most awkward!” bleated
the Pet Lamb, “You see, I had taken
s walk from Zedgate this morning, and
the snow was very troublesome—very
tronblesome indeed. I was very tired.

Billy Bunter sailed merrily along on the ice.
desire to part company and travel in different directions.

EVERY SATURDAY

Then, suddenly, both feet seemed to have an obstinate
““I say, you fellows—— Yarooooh!”’
roared the fat jumior in alarm.
o e il W] Wk " i W W el Wt N WL W wﬂ

I am not an athlete—not a good walker
at all! The good man allowed me to
sit in hiz van to rest—it was very kind
of him indeed.” )

He gave another blink along the

ne.

“Then he told me that he had to go
to Winmiford to do some shopping, and
asked me if I would mind the van while
he was gone!” he said. “Of course, 1
said I would at once—but he said he
wotld be gone an hou , really, it
is much more than an hour! It is very
awkward indeed.” -

Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh
exchanged & smila. The presence of
Mr. Lagmb in that lonely wan, which
had astonished them, was thus simply

ex ;

‘1 hardly-like to ﬁ:&unti[ he returns,”
said Mr. Lamb. * But, really, I canmnet
wait much longer! I have o consider
my landiady! I thiok a lnﬂser shonld
always comsider hia landlady! Con-
sideration on both sides makes life so
much more peaceful in lodgingas. It 13
so very awkward when a landlady takes
offence. A pleasant soul—a very
pleasant soul indeed—but so0 very
particular about meals

The two juniors could not help feel-
ing concerned about Mr., Lamb in his
distress. )

“Really, I wish I had asked the man
to lock up his van when ha went,” Mr.
Lamb went on. “He must de so0 on
other occasions—at least, I suppose so !
But I was glad of a rest—very glad—I
am not at all athletic. ' But really and
truly, I wish that he would return.
Perhaps, if you boys are going towards
Wimford, you miﬁht meet him, and ask
him {0 hurry up. '

“We'ra going the other way, sir—

we've just come from Wimford!™
anawam& Harry. “ But we'll cyt slong
and sea if he's coming, if you like, sir!
The lane's so winding, he mayn't be far
aWay.

“Will you really?” exolaimed Mr.
Lamb, beamm{:o “That 13 very kind of
you, my dear boys! If it is not resally
too much trouble—" ;

* Not-at all, sir!| We'll go like a shot.
I dare say Bob would like to hang on
and explora that old show a bit, so it's
all right |” said Harry. “Bob Cherry's
with us, sir—he's in the moat house
now—"

“'What?”

Mr. Lamb seemed to snap out .that
word. The expression on his mild face
changed strangely for a moment.

But the next, he was the Pet Lamb

ain.

“Ys it safe to explore that old ruined
building " be asked. “I hope Cherry
will meet with no accident! 1 have
been told it is in a very ruioous condi-
tim‘ii’l

“0Oh, Bob’s all Iifeht,

YWharton, emiling, * won't come to
any bharm! I'll give him a call as we
pasa. e on, Inky "

“Thank you so much, my dear boy

The two juniors turned away, leaving
Me. Lamb 1n the doorway of the van.

They walked back to the edge of the
moat, and Harry Wharton shouted
A0T0SE &

* Bob, old bean I

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ecame back
from the dusky interior of the moat
house.

“Going down the lane—come back for

you I”
“0.K. 1"
Tag Micxer Lisriey.—No. 1,662,

sir!” said
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Wharton; sl - Hurrce Jamset Ram.
Singh went down the snowy lane &t a
frot. The. kigh, snow-Danked hedges
soon shut them off from sight. -

Mr. Lamb, from the caravan, watched

them till they had disappeared; then he

sl hiz gold-rimmed spectacles back
intlgpfﬂﬂir Efﬂ and descended ffom the
caravan.

THE HAUNTED HOUSE !
i H !* sjaculated Bob Cherry sud-

t]enlj;; .
Bob had been quite énjoy-
ing his exploration of the old
moat house, while his chums d with
Mr. Lamb at the caravan, He was not
sorry when Wharton bailed him, and
told him that they wero going down the
lane. Bob was petting quite keen on
that exploration, for he had made what
looked to him like an interesting dis
COVELY. )

More than half the ancient mansion
was roofless. Apertures gaped to the
wi where doors and windows oncé
had been.

The old flagstones of the Hoor were
cracked and broken in ﬁ}ams. and heré
and there were gaps which might have
héen dangerous in the dark,

- Wherever the gneient roof was gone,
snow bad fallen i, and lay in a thick
carpet. Even in the sheltered spots
there was snow, drifted by the winter
wingd.

At the cnd of the old hall was an
avched doorway, of which most of the
auncient grch remained.  Below 1t a
Light of steps lod downwards, doubtless
to vanlts or cellars under the moat
house,

Looking down, Bob ecould only sece
blackness after a short distance, It was
not inviting, anrd he was not thinking of
going down, sy e had no light.

But what siruck him was that there
was drifted snow on the steps; and in
the snow, the unmistakable print of
hoots=,

Someone, it was certain, had ne
deown that Jdavk way, to the dim regions
under the old mansion. Possibly the
man who lived in the caravan had a
taste for exploring old ruins. Standing
at the tap of the steps, under the broken
arch of the old doorway
the steps, and mades out that there were
iracks going ond coming—whoever had
gone down had como up again! That
was only to be cxp-gctmfnnuhndy conld
be =supposed in want to stay down in
such a dreary place for long.

But in view of the yarn Billy Bunter
had told, of a ghost in the moat house,
this was rather an interesting discovery.
1t showed that the haunted house was
not ehwvaps deserted—somebody was
there, somerimes. Bob  wondered
whether that somicbody might have
boen there at the same time as Bunter,
and might have played some trick to
scare the fat Owl.

mcanning those footprints, Bob was
maore and more interested. Bob was a
good Hcout—the Famous Five were all
keen Reouts, And Bob read the sign
o those steps with an eye accustomed
to Seant-eratt. :

The top steps were fairly carpeted
with «now, They bore the tracks clearly
and distinetly.

And Bob's keen eyes discorned, as -

ihey seanned the prints, what he had
not at first ohserved—that thera were
iwa sots of fracks, both going and com-

Ing.

5:1& tet was large and might easily
have been made by the hoots of the man
whose track had heen seen in the lane,

The other was much smaller, made by
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-guch

Bob scanned ech
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o man with smaller feet, and with

neater and better-made -ghoes.

From whioch. - withont being a
Sherlock Holmes or a Ferrers Locke,
deduced that two men had gone down,
and coeme up, together. '

“8Bo thera’s czomehody - about!”
grintied Bob. *Very likely they pulled
that fat chump's leg when he barged in !
They'd have a light, if it was after
da very likely one of themi had
& bunch of keys to rattle. Hae, ha; ha |*
. Bob's merry laugh rang end echoed
in the silent old ruin, as-he thought of
Billy Buntér- getting the wind up, for
& TERSOM. , .
Then suddenly he jumped and ejscu-
lated : :

“Oh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” came back, like an
echo tohis laugh. But it had a strange,
hollow” sound that was oddly eetie in
the dim old place. - '

Bob Cherry- canghit -hiz breath, He
stared quickly over his shoulders.
He was taken utterly by surprise.

It was not an echo—he knew that it
was not an echo., He had heard the
echo before .that strange, hollow laugh
followed.” He had believed that he wWas
quite alone in the ruin. If he was, who
had laughed 1

Looking sbout him, he saw the nld
shattered walls and windows—the old

flags covered with snow. If there had

been tracks on the floor, they had been
covered by snow; only on the steps,
which were sheltered, the footprints re-
mained clear to the eye,

Dead silence lay on the moat house,

Bob peered to and fro. _He could
hear not ut the wail of the
December wind.

It was ten minutes since his chums
had gone down the lane. It suddenly
occurred to him that they might have
Eﬂ:llllﬁ: back, unheard, and. that this was
A IAT,

He ran back to the cntrance of the thr

moat house. : _
His suitcase lay where he had put it
down. No one was in sight. The
whole landscape, shéeted in snow, was
deserted, under the steely December

BLT1.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob.
“Are you fellows about?®

His powerful voice echoed and re-
hoed through the meoat house. But
this time onl answered him.

“ What silly ass—" grunted Bob.

He tramped back the length of the

eat old hall, to the steps at the rear.
le was not going to be scared away,
like Billy Bunter, by some ass plagin
tricks. He resumed his examination o
those tracks on the snow-carpeted steps.
LClink |

Bob Cherry jumped almost cleat: of
the old fHagstones as he heard that
strange, uncanny sound,

He knew what it was—the clinking of
iron keys=—the sound that was said to
be heard when the old miser’s ghost
waé;]walking, looking for his lost hoard.

mk! :

The strange zound seemed to foat on
the wind. .

Bob stared round him, his heart heat-
ing.” A creepy, eeria feeling was com-

Ing over him. 1 wes eilent—all was
still=—all- seerhed utterly sclitary and
deserted! Yet he had hea ‘that

ghostly elink !

His heart thumped uncomfortably.
He did not beliave m ghosts,- of course,
But just then he wished thet his chums
had been with him. There wis some-
thing uncanmy in the solitide and
silence, and that ghostly clink oéheing
from npparant]y nowhera.

“Who's-that 1’ roared Bob.

But his powerful voice rather’ lacked
its usual ring -as be'slouted. -

16 hurry up if we =

Only ocho replied! With a rather
grim expression .on his ruddy face;, Bob
searching feund the old hall, -
Great masses of fallen masonty, most
of them under & mantle of snow, lay
about; there waa.-m:??la cover for a
dozen fellows to hide, if ‘they. wanted to.
Jt was a trick of some sort—the same
kind of trick that had scared, Bill
Bunter a few days trml;a and, Bo
wanted to find that trickster, add tell
him what he thought of him | And that
uncomfortable thrill at his heart mide
him feel inclined to_sdd & punch !
Clink, ‘clink, olink |

Bob stopped suddenly in his hunt:and
stood staring upward. That eérie sound
came from above his head. Unless he
wai ﬂrax;:ti:g,- he heard it above him,

and he up, with starting eyes.

g2, -~ Not .a u:imﬁla upper apsrtment waa

left in the old ruined mdnsion. Upper
floors and ceilings-had all fsllén in and
lay piled in confused ruin. Here and
thers, remains of upper Wwalls reared

high, with jagged tops, some of them
thf-::k!y OVergrown wiﬁ' ivy, laden now
*with snow.

Clink, elink 1

Bob’s ruddy face paled.

Most of the mension was open to the
sky. Where fiagments of old roof or
upper flogr remsined, they -were
R ivoie. bai percbad on_ them. bas
an yeon ! on them,
could not have failed to see him—clear
against the steely sky. No ons was to
be seen—yot that ghostly sound of the

hantom keys floated above his

ad. At first he had been uncertain
of the direction of the sound—but he
was certain now. :

He stood staring up at the tops of
the.old shattered walls. A shiver ran
through him, and suddenly he started
for the old doorway towards the moat.
hEHe f]’]? lilﬁt run—he u‘gluu]d n&:t. But

walked ve ul anda tw

ice, he cast E:rr?ﬂd gﬁ).::ﬂa over ]ﬁ?;
shoulders as he went. Then, picking
up his suitease, he serambled over the
moat and tramped back to the lane to
seek his' friends—breathing ‘quickly
and with a good deal less colour than
usual in his cheeks.

| S——

MYSTERIOUS !

" ERE comes tha man!” said
:El'll.'rrft Wharton

“That is the esteemed
caravanner [ agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. _

The two juniors had covered some
little distance in the lane when they
sighted the man trudging along frog
the direction of the town. They Bad
soen him once already, and s=o they
knew him n?lin'—it was the shar
featured, rat-faced man. who lived in
the caravan by the moat house.

They came to a hait,-wmtueag for him
to come up. Ashe np‘p}'ﬂa'.ﬁh' ;hﬂ'?'a.ve
them a  sharp, suspicious look irom
under the thick cap that was pulled
low over his. brows. .

e carried a bag, slung over ona
shonlder—doubtless the supplies for
which he had gone to Wimford: It
seemed to be rather weighty, and he
trudged slowly. He would have passed
the two schoolboys without g;i*nng them
attention after iga.t one suspicious look,
but  Wharton called to him.

“The man at your van wants you to
hurry up I”

The rat-faced man came to 4 sudden
halt, and stared at him.

“What " he e;mul-'n-l:ed' TR

“Mr. Lamb—if you know his name I*
“Ha asked uz to tell you
wants

said Harry.
potted you—he
to get away ™ '



ave hie a search-
ho tramped

The rat-faced man gav
ing look. Without replying,
on, at an accelerated pace.

Hurree Jamsct Ram Bingh grinned &
dual]?' grin.

“Nica civil chap t” grunted Wharton.

“The civility 13 terrific!” grinned
Flurree Singh. *“Ie does not seem a
pre D.E-tﬁrml.ay gmd-temﬁ-amd rson 1"

“Disgruntled sweep!” said Harry.
“Blessed if I know how he came to
let Lomb sit down to rest in his van—
ﬂe kdiue-aﬂ‘t look obliging1 Let's get

an g

They turned back and walked in the
track of the rat-faced man, who was
now burrying fast enough.

“There's Bob I said Harry, as they
cavie round the bend in the lane and in
51%:: of the moat house. .

Bob Cherry was standing in the
middle of the lane, evidently havin
finished his exploraiions in the imuntﬂﬁ
house.

The rat-faced man
A suspicious stare, an
VIl

Wharton and Hurree Singh rejoined

assed him, with
E went on to the

“Had enough of the jolly old hounted
house !"" asked Harry, with a smile.

“¥es,” answered Bob, in a rather
subdued voice. *“Come on "

“Better say good-bye to the Pet
Lamb,” said Harrvy.

“0Oh, all pight I

The rat-faced man had @ into the
van, Now he was looking from the door
ab the three schoolboys, his cyes sharp
and suspicions under his low brows.

A hostile expression came over his
sharp face as they stepped towards the
CATaVLND,

“What do you want!"” he snapped.

“Only te speak to Me b
answered Harry.

“ Who's that, I'd like to know?"

“The man who was walting here,
minding your van for p::u.".

The rat-faced man oyed hun,

“Did that bloke tell you ho was
minding my van?” he asked.

“Of course he did! Iow should we
Lknow if he hadn't told us?” said Harry
]E'i['hartun tartly. ““We happen to know

"

“Yon 'appen to know himi”
peated the rat-faced man, staring.

*Yes—he's & _master at our school !
said Harry. “Tell him we're here, will
vou, if he's in the vani”

“He ain't! He's gone 1" grunted the
man in the caravan. “If yon know
him, it's more'n I do—never set eyos on
him afore this morning, and never want
to agin—nor on you, neither

And, with that, the rat-faced man
stepped back mnto the van and slammed
the door.

“Pig 1" remarked Bob Choerry.

“The piglulness is torrific.”

“0Oh, come onl!” sgaid Harry. “If
Lamb's gone, let's get off | Jolly queer
that he shouldn’t have waited, after
sending ua to sce if, that brute was
coming! We've just time to get in for
loneh.™

The three juniors tramped away down
Redgate Lane.

Mr. Lamb’s departure, in the circum:
stances, was rother surprising. Having
sent them to look for the caravanner,
they had certainly expected him to wait
there till they came back. Apparently,
his anxiety not to alﬁ?fﬂi_ﬂ& his landlad
had got tha better of him, and he hac

one,
= They turned at last into the road that
led to Wharten Lodge.
Bob Cherry spoke hardly a word.
His twe comrades glanced at him in
surprise from fime to time. His silent
manner was &0 in contrast to hiz usual
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exuberance that they could not help

feeling surprised.

" ﬁnythmlg up, old chap?” asked
Harry, at last, as they came in sight
of the gates of Wharton Lad%e,

“Ohl No!” mumbled Bob. His
cheeks coloured.

“Nothing happened in the haunted
house, I suppose 1* asked the captain
of the Remove, with a smile.

Bob did not answer that, but his
colour deepened.

Wharton stared at him,

“Bob, old man! You don't mean to
that—" he sjaculated.

‘Well, no—yes!” stammered Bob.

“It=it's jolly queer! I—I suppose it

was a trick of some sort, but I can't

make it out. It beats me hollow.”

“But what? exclaimed Harry.
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By Our Special Reporler
LG e
EAFY taxation and changes -of
fashkion have turned mony of
the ** sgtofely homes of Eng-
fand ** info hotels, hospitals, and
roml howses. But there are =still
several of our chums in the Grey-
friars Remove whose journey's end
of holiday-tinme 18 a mansion sur-
rownded by parkiond in the good

g old-fashioned siyle.
: Stateliest of oll, “W

k. Mauleverer Towers, wheee

! Mauleverer frequently enferdains
his friends during the wvacation.

Opinions  differ among Mouly's

guests as o just exvactly howe many

rooms there are in Mauleverer

Toweers ; bul there are no differ-

ences of opinion as fo the magni-

fAcence of the place.
Vernon-Smith's paler rins a
sumpltuwons country house, em-
bellished with all thal ix modern in
x the woay of domestie comfort. But
a  the Bounder ers Mr. Vernon-
k SEmith’s smaller, though equally

sumpltuons, loion house.

Trevor goes home to a palatial
residence . the Norvih Couniry
where a host of servanfs ond a
small fleet of cars give the guest o
taate of wchat it feels like to be a
sillionaire. Ogilvy, too, Doasts o
mansion in the Highlands.

“The esteemed ghost that seared the
fat and _frabjous  Bunter?” asked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
rim,
’ “T can't make it out|” repeated Bob.
“1 found some footprints there, which
showed that two men had been rooting
about tho place. I was looking ot thom
when—when—=" Hs paused, Aushing
more deeply.
“You didn't spot Bunter's ghost?”
asked Harry, laughing.
“I heard what you told me Bunter

said ho heard—roftling of iron keys”
said Bob abmg&l .

s Wy dear ¢ p i

“Well, I did!

“Not the telophone bell from the van
again 1

“Oh, dori't be an ass ™

“You thonght that Buntor—"

“I'm not n_fool like Bunter, I
suppose " said Bob abruptly, "I know
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what I heard—the rattling and clinking
of iron ! There’s no mistake about
that—I heard it all right.”

Wharton and the nabob looked at him.
They were very much inclined to laugh;
but Bob's expression made them check
that inclination.

“ Nobody was there—so far as T could
find out, at any rate!” went on Bob
“And—and the sound came from over

my h ;
How could. if, old chap? There's
no upstsirs to the place 1
“Well, it did_%;’_ l' "
m sitting on top of a wall "
“1 should have seen hiu? §id
“It must have been the wind,” said
Harry. "The wind makes all sorts of
queer noises in that old ruin.”
*It was the rattling of iron keys. I

Wharton Lodge, scene of many &
memorable episode in MAGNET
stories, is hardiy fn the same class
as these ; bul Wharfon's home iz
the epilome of solid English
comfort, and might wcell be
rvegarded o3 asltalely by less §
Fortunate fellores, y

For sheer zul‘enﬂ, IMnrres :
Singh'’s palaee Bhawipur pro-
bably tokes the prive. Inky's ¥

home, howeever,- has an Oviental
glitter which might not be to the )
lilving of guieter English tastes.

Not all Remove men, of course,
edwwell in marble halls. Linley
comes from o working-class dis-
trict n Lancashire. Redwinglives
in a sailoriman’s cottage af Haiwoks-

e. Penfold is the son of the
Friavdale village cobbler. Bul
Gregfriara 45 a greal place for
“* mixing,'”” and wnone of these
fellorrs is wmade less twwelecome
because of their humble origin;
nor, muy it be added, do they feel
in any woy out of place when they
visit their school clunms® statelier
homes,

It wwonuld be wunfair fo eonclude
woithout mention of Bunter Court,
wohich, if Bunter is to be believed,
2 more luxurions than all the rest
put together.

The strange fthing about Bunter
Couré, hoowrever, is that nobody Ihas
erver geen if. Hence the ovecasional
tmikind suggestion that Runter
really meons the *° Bunter Avma.™ ¥
The most likely solution fo the §
mysfery is that ifs veal nome is
Bunter Villa. But Bunier oill
never admit that kis home is nol
the stateliest of all the stately %
homes of Greyfriars ! ;

can't make it out. I thought that ruflian
in the van might have” played tricks to
scare Bunter the other night—but he
was not on the spot this time—couldn’t
have been.” !

“Ho certainly was not!"” said Harry,
“We met him in the lane—he was no-
where near the most house, while you
were there”

“That settles that!™ said Bob. "It
wasn't that brute! Nobody else hangs
about that lonely place, I suppose?”

“Not that I know ofl It's not
likely 1 Lamb trickled round there this
morning, on & ramble from hie lodgings
at Redgote—"

It could not have been the estecmed
Pet Lamb playing tricks!” grinned
Hurree Jamsot Ram Emarh.

“0Oh, don't be a goat !’ nted Bob.
#It must have n some I And
vet—aof conrse, somebody might have

Tre Macxer Lierany.—No. 1,662
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been skulking among thase ruins—it
would take hours to search the
place—hut—but I tell you, it sounded
over my head—and there was no one—
nothing! It's just mysterious—"

He hroke off, his face crimsoning, as
he detected the lurking smiles on his
chums' faces. For a moment, Bob
locked angry. - But it was only for a
moment.

“0h, chuck 1£1” he said. *I wish
I'd never looked into the rotten place!l
Let it drop I .

The subject was dropped, and the
threa juniors walked on to Wharton
Lodge, where Bob was warmly greeted
by the old colonel and Miss Wharton—
and had the pleasure, or otherwise, of
meeting Billy Bunter again,

Bunter had not, after all, carried out
his deadly threat, and the chums of the
Remove werg not going to lose him!

THE KIDNAPPED SCHOOLMASTER !

EXRY SAMUEL QUELCH,
H master- of the Greyiriars Re-
move, laid

down s pen and
rose to his feek

Mr. Quelch’s face was ]}:aala, and
looked thinner and sharper than of old.

The Remove master of Greviriars was
in_strange quarters.

Ho was not in his comfortable study
at Greyfriars School. He was not en-
joying his Christmes vacation. It was
two or three weeks since Mr. Quelch
had mysteriously disappeared from the
-school: and where he was, no one at
Greyfriars or elsewhere knew, or could
guess—and Mr. Ql;m!ch was as much in
ihe dark as evervbody else.

All that Quelch remembered was the
sudden blow that had knocked him
senseless on Courtfield Common, a mile
from the school. After that, he knew
little or nothing.

All he knew was that he had come to
his senses to find himself rolled in sack-
ing and tied securely on the floor of a
car. He had heen able to see nuthms
—hear nothing—only the motion tol
him that he was in a car. He had an
impression that the journey in the car
was & long one, that was all.

Whether it was daylight or dark
when that journey ended, he did not
know. He hed felt himself carried
from the car by men who stumbled over
rough ground—he had n RWATa o
being carried down steps. But the eack-
ing had not heen removed till he was in
his present quarters—and in  those
guarters he had remained ever since.

He had not the remotest idea where
he was! WWhether he was still in the
county of Kent, where he had been
kidnapped, or in any other county in
Englend or Wales, ha could not even
have guessed,

Under his feet was an old stone floor.
Round him wern stone walls.

The place was underground. There
was no window. Some ventilating pipe,
no doubt, supplied air; but 1t was
hidden frem sight in the dim stone-

work,
Deys and nights had passed—how
many, he hardly knew, All that time,

he had not seen & human face—for the
face of the man who brought him food
was hidden from his eyes.

An ocil-stove lessened the chill of the
vault, but it was eold. A lamp burned
on an old wooden bench that served as
a table. A camp-bed stood in 2 corner
—and there were s few other articles
of furniture, hut of the plainest de-
seription. '

AMr. Queleh had hiz coat on—he
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necded it in that chill

‘ vaplt, He had
sittin

down at the bench, writing
a letier. o rose to his feet at the
sound of a key in the low arched door
of ZEtIl*lﬂ ﬂmlhl i~ % g

18 oyes ghin as the daoor opene
to admit his gaoler, ik

A man of erful frame entered.
Whet he was like, even Quelch’s keen
gimlet eyes could not detect, for he
wore & loose overall that descended to
hig feet, and his head snd face wero
mrﬁred by & hood fastened round his
neck.

All Queleh knew of him wae that he
was strong end muscular; for once he
had made an attempt to.force his way
out of the vault, and tho hooded man
in t.';venty-fnur hours
night

he hooded man stood aside from the
low, arched doorway, for another man
to enter. 1

This was a man of much slighter
build, equally unrecognizable. He wore
a_long raincoat, be round him, and
his face was covered by a mask from
forehead to chin. Through the cye.
holes of the mask, a pair of very keen
dark eyes glittered.

Those keen eyes fixed on Mr. Quelch,

The Remove master clenched his
hends. It was useless to attempt re-
sistance; he was no match for the
hooded man alone. much less & match
for the two together. Butb the bitter
anger that swelled up in hiz heart
almost made him fing himself at the
masked man,

‘.""E’n:cagain "™ ho said.

" v, my dear sir! My second
visit I" came a voice from under the
mask. “If you have wriiten the
lattor—*

::I haw;’ written it1™

came—by

“You rascal—yon villain!” said Mr,
?uuluh. in a low, bitter voice. “Why
o you_ tirouble to mask your face
here? Do you think-it is strange to
me? T know every feature under that

"P:arhapﬂ” sald the masgked man.

“Do you think I do not guess—do not
know—the reason of this outrage?” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelech. “Do you think I
do mnot know who tricked me into
coming to that lonely place on Court-
field Common? Do think I am a
The night before I was struck
down, I saw your face—the face of the
cracksman—3lim Jim—it was you—yon
that I saw escaping from Pappor
Court at midnight, after a robbery——*

“Do you think s0?”

“1 do not think—I know! No one
else could have mny motive for this—
only the e¢rook whose face I saw, ‘and
whom I should recognise again! It ia
because I am the only man who has
seen your face unmasked that I am
here in this dreary vaul 3

“Perhaps ! said the masked man

again.

qI"hfm hooded man did not speck; he
stood like a statua beside the low door-
way, Evidently he was only there in
caso the prisoner of the vault should
make some attempt to escape.

“And this place,” said Mr. Quelch.
“No-doubt some hidden den, ready for
vou to hide from the police in timae of
need—and you use it as a prison for me
—because I am the only man who can
identify you, vou scoundrel 1

“You have little to complain of, Mr.

nelch 1" said the masked man eoldly.
“If matters are as youn supﬁaae. there
are somo who would not hesitate to
pnt you in a surer place! Your Jife is
momy hands™

had handled him like an infant, ' Onece j

“You dare not!” answered 3Mr.
Gimﬂuh. contemptuously. “I have not
the slightest fear of anything of. the
kind—you dare not I

“Do not be too sure of that!” came
under the mask in & menacing
tone. “But.I am pot hers to. talkl
When I came last, I offored to let you
write & letter to Dr. Locke, at Grey-
friars, to tell him that you are. alive
and well. If won choose to take ad-
vantage of an act of kin .
“An act of perfidy!” answered: the
Remove master scornfully. “ You have
some purpose of your own to serve. I
know that! But, to relieve Dr. Locke’s
anxiety, I have written the letter. If
it serves any purpose of your own, as
have no doubt it does, I care little,
50 long as the headmaster of Grey-
friars 18 reassured on my account.”

“1 must read the lettér! 1 have
warned you to say nothing of your sur-
roundings here——"

“I have zaid m}thini to alarm you ¥
said Mr, Quelch, with & curl of the
li i""Emd the latter and satisfy your-
self. .

The masked man glanced round, and
ﬁ:r:lm& up the letter that lay on the

ench, a held it close to the ]a-gg.
and read it carefully from end to end.
He read it through a second time, and
then nodded, as if satisfied.

An cnvelope, addressed to Dr. Locke
at Groyfriara ée'lmn!. lay on the bench.
The masked man slipped the letter into

ﬂ‘ﬂ?{%i f}nlétﬁd i~ ill be posted to-night
A ter wi pog n
ond it will relieve Dr. [_ml:ﬁ_a’;;
anxiety I he eaid, with & mocking in-
tonation in his voice,

“At a distance, I presume, to mis-
lead the police, when they see the post-
mark ¥ gaid Mr. Quelech contemp-

tuously,

AEalsirght laugh came from under the
mMasK, -

“You are very keen, Mr, Quelch—
perhaps too keen for your own good I”
gaid the masked man. “It is dangerous
to know too much ™

“Pah 1" was My, Qualch’s answer.
Without npeakinf again, the masked
man left the vault, the letter in his

hand.

The hooded man followed him, and
the thick oak door closed. There was
the grind of a heavy key in the lock.
ﬂ‘T!]mt sound was followed by a heavy

13, ;

The same sound had followed eve
time that door had n openod and
shut again, Mr. Quelch could guoess
what 1t meant—some great b of
stone had been rolled against the door
hy the men in the hood.

Little as the gaolor perhaps guessed
it, the kidnapped schoolmaster g';aw a
faint hope from it.

For the thick oaken door did not
necd strengthening from  outside. . It
was not to prevont soma rata
attemnpt at escape that the stone was
rolled against the door. There was
another reason—and the keen-witted
Remove master guessed what it was—
it was to conceal the low deor in the
arch from outward sight!

And what could that mean, except
that this hidden vault was below some
huild that might bo entored—that
some chance eye might have detected
that door, and ivestigation might have
followed, had it not hidden §

If that was the case, there was some
faint chance that other hands miTht'
voll aside the stone to see whai lay

bohind—and that chance, faint ag 1t
was, was o comfort to the Remova
master of Greyfriara in his long and
wWoary imprisonmont,



BUNTER—AS USUAL !

SAY, vou fellows {”
“L&nd 8 hnnd Bunter I“

“Oh, really, Che
“Hold thoso steps 1”. suggested =
Bob 'Uhcrrj'.
“If you think I'm gmrﬁ to stand
them hal:]mg those steps, Cherry,

you'r .
‘LWE]! shut up, ot any rate!” said

And he mounted the steps in the hall
at Wharton Lodge with a stack of holly
in_his arms. : ;

Billy Bunter blinked round him with
indignation.

Four fellows were busy that afternoon
—the day following Bob’s adventure at
the mnul:. house. Frank Nugent had
arrived in the morning and four mem-
bers of the famous Co. were now

athered ' together—Johnny Bull, the
Efﬂ'l member, who was coming ‘down
from Yurksh:rc, being due o couple of
davs later.

The four were putting up Christmas
decorations in the hall

Billy Bunter had no objection, so far
as that went. But after lunch Billy
Bunter liked to sp rawl h:a t’nt zpﬂ?ﬂm
in ‘a dee nrm::hmr og-fire
it the hall, and rest aftﬂr l'IlE exer’tmns
at_table, t.akmg- o little nap.

Taking - 8  nap, whilé four fellows-

wer:lfuttmg up decorations and talk-
e time, was o matter of some
di nu]tn 8o Bunter was annoyed.
“Can't you fellows go and stick u
holly and mistletoe somewhere olse, anc

leave this till later?” ho asked peev- that h::-]l;.: in that: chair?” roared
ishly. Bunter. “What blithering chump Igut
""WII v, fathead?” asked Frank holly in an armchair? Yow-ow-ow :
lll.f “We're pgoing to do the *Jok before you !mP, uln:l fat man I
Ell;j next—we're doing the hall chuckled Bob Cherry. must
ncm', be laid somewhere till we use it, old

“Wall, .go up_tho stairs and do the p

pllery first, and keep quiet abont it !
.‘!E.mﬂ unter. “I don't want to be dis-
turbed ¥ .

“Fathead !” said Frank.

“ Beast I retorted Bunter.

“ Mﬂka vourself useful, my estecmed
In:_r,r untar i Eestad Hurree Jammt
ar

u%' gome of the
;_;baurd holly up to t: gallery repdy
or 1

“0h, really, Inky—"

Tour juniors chuckled.

After o meal, Billy Buntor did not
like. carrying his own weight up a
staircase. e was not likely to corry
any thmg in addition.

“There, that looks fine!” remarked
Bob Eherr;r ha.vmﬁ arcranged a brnnnh
of red-berried ¥ over & pair
antlers high on the wall.

::T-::rppmg I” agreed Harry Wharton.

Y, llows, d::-n’t jaw, &t
lcast 1™ sai Buntar. “Do lel’s have a
little quiet! Can't you go ount and
gskate on the pord”

“The pond?” said Frank Nugent.
“(lok a pond here, Harry?”

“Bunter calls the ]a.];a the pond | ex-

lained Whattnn “Ii's snall
gear, a fter the magnificenca of Bunter
Court !

*“(Oh, “h? don’t you boot him ?* asked
Frank Bhall 1 's;‘;

"Dnn*t jaw so much!” said Dunter.
*“Blessed if I ever saw such fellows for
jawl lka s sheep’s head-—all jaw!

o let n fellow have a spot of _{11.11&15 1%

“Hold nn—dm’t git down that
chair, Bunterl” ecalled out Ha.rw
Wharton hastily, as the fat Owl of the
Rembve backed to a big armchair by
the fire.

Billy Bunter gave him one scornful

., and sat Wi, ere ware

several armchairs about, but that was
the deepest and most mmiorhn.hla. and
Bunter was going to sit in that cne!l
Why Wharton called out to him not to
sit tn it, he did not know, and did not

of trained butler and incapable

“sgattered spr
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care—but he knew that he was guing
to do os he Til

well liked !
Plump !’

Bunter sat down good and hard—his
ht landing in the armchair with

o IfhuInp that made it creak.
next mamml: n feu.rful :reil

awoka the echoes of Wh cgle

Bunter bounded out of that armchair
a5 if 1t had been -hot |

*Yarooooh |’ Toared Bunter.

He had discovered suddenly why
Wharton had warned him not to sit in
that armchair |

There was holly in that armchair—a "of ho

heap of it, thrown there till wanted!
The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
had not observed it! had not
chosen to heed & warning! He had sat
nﬂ:: :t—g'md and hard! And it was
thorny !
"Ynu-u-hu? Oh erikey 1” rnnred
Bunter: crumbs! Beast! Ma ing
a fellow sit down on thorm—ysmmhi
“Ha, ha, ha!*” roared four Jumura

Wells, the butler, who was in the
hall, Ien&mg a respectful hand, sup-
% gurgle. Wharton and Hugenl:.

ob ﬂherg' m:u:l Hurree 8ingh roared,

S0 did unter—rthﬁugh in a different
manner. They roared with lasughter—
Bunter with angnish.

“Dh! Ow” Wow ! Oocogh!” bellowed
Bunter. Ee wr:g%]e& ani h:rui:-ed
frantically. “Owl say, you fellows,
I'm stung all over—wow "

i ¢ mlle:l E: you 1* gaspod Wharton.
w!
“Ow ﬁmv What silly idiot put

! Btand there, an-:l hanﬂ some
of it up to me ' i
“ Beast 1

Bli.]v Buﬂter wrlgg!edd n?tl umke];'l.
an enrage at iace 1]
rnhl;ad the holly from the chair and
Eurled it far and wide.
“Dh !" ejaculated Wells, as ng
him 1mder his ﬂuuhle c

E—EI.'I]E !

*You Int m!” e::nlmmed Harry
Wh ri'r.:mI “Mind what you're at!”
ast ™
lBunﬁ l:%gugd the anﬁchaw ﬂlﬂ
umped into it again, wi rigs
olly scattered all over the hall,
ells rubbed his double c¢hin, and
glaonced at that distinguished guest with
an expressive glance. Wells wnfa a waIl
o
tho -uaru of a guest in his m B
but several times in the
past few tin?a Wells had come. awilully
near it. At'this moment he was nearer
t‘n:m aver !
Wells I eaid Harr? Wharton.
w1 ]J.upe you're not hurt.”
“Not at all, Master Harry!” s ic'l
Wells, more pu‘htﬁl than veraciously
hod imr]y m:geti
nder his anr: chin, and it had some

fur the sprigs of hu
Bﬁ: E’herry descended from the ste
He picked up double-handfuls of
and tossed them b-ar:k
inte the armchair. As Bunter was now
tha um-uhm.r, ﬂmﬁ landed on Bunter.
“Whoooh I Bunter. He was
settling down comfortably at last when
the a}mwer of holly landed on -him.
“What's*that i

“Holly I answered Bob affably.
*More coming !”

‘*'E'ml. silly idiot|” wyelled Bunter.
; 2 rrer you chucking holly at me
or

“Trying to catch W;’uu nnder the chin,
same as rmt did’
“ What ¥ Dﬂ'lﬂ'ﬂ Bunter.
“Keep steady——" said Bob.

1

“Ha, ha, ha ™
Billy Bunter did not kee steady !
He bo

uncéd out of the armchair as :f
moved by a spring.

“Stoppit 1* he roared. “You ml[s
fathead—stoppit !

“Chuck it, Bob!™ said Harry
Wharton, laughi

“Ain't chue mg it answered
Bob: And he went on chucking it.

“The chuckiulpess is terrific!”

chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Billy Bunter, for the next threc or
four mmutea, wu i:-mr dodging sprigs
l]: he jumped, and
lt& I:H:-un&ad Then he made for the
staircase. Bunter did not want to.go
up to his room—he disliked stairs. But
stairs were better than this.

“Going ¥ chuckled Bob. “Take up
a load of holly with im:, old fat man !
Billy Bl.!l:ltﬂ'l' gave glare !

But, to the genersl mrpnﬂ. he took
Ep an armfull ];rf holly to convey aloft!
whE Teén nite surprising—for
Billy Bunter was’ ?‘IETET kn;t?m to make
himself useful, if he could possibly help
it. And he was partu:n!arir dw
grunktled at the present moment.

But he tramped np the stairs, loaded
with holly.

High up at the back of the old ha!l
was an oaken gallery, to which
staircase gave nccess, he railing uE
the qn!lursr overlooked the hall heicm-

Bunter halted in the gallery.
He blmlmd over the osken rail with a
deadly blink behind his big spectacles.
Then he lifted that load -:lrf holly to
hurl! It was not, after all, to make
himself useful that the fst Owl had
carried it up. Bunter was on the tcail
Vengeance. Che m going
to_have that hollr—in bu

It was just then that Unlnnel Whar-

tun nnme out of the library, to give
lance at the work going on in the
hn. with & pgenial smile enitable to
the festire season on his face.

Heg came out from below the gallery
intoe the hall—just as Billy Bunter got

I:us‘;f above,

Getting on with it, I see," said the
old military l:t-em geniallr.
#J—— Ah—oh! 'Dh gnﬂ—wlmt—

Oh 1"

A load of holly swept down over
the rail of the gaﬁery Bgt missed Bob
Cherry rl;z a couple of yards—which
was A pretty aim for Buntm;, who

might have n_expected to miss by
three or four Bnl:. it did not miss
Colonel Wharton by an inch. It
swamped down on him!

“Gad! What——" roared the sur-
prised colonel.

“0Oh, my hat|™

“Oh crumbs!”

il.B».untEr ¥

"Thah mnd Ip-m'pmsa-—-"

“He, h came squeaking from
above, “ @ﬁt vyou, you beast!” Billy
Bunter's big acles gleamed over
the oaken rail. *“Got you, you rotter!
He, he, he!”

“Good gad ™

Colonel arton, standing in a sea

of hally, glared up. :
Billy Bunter blinked down. Then
it dawned on him.
“Oh crikey |” he ejeeulated—nnd he
scudded. ¢ look on the old military
entleman’s face quite alarmed Bunter.
i door elammed, a key turned in a

]1 7 Btunt;ar had hunted cover—and
unt 1 nie
Colonel %‘hﬁﬂ'ﬂn made a stride to

the staircase. But he sto . snarted,
snd strode back.to the li rary.

Tour juniors looked at una another
very expressively as the librarr door
shub hnrﬂ.

“I can't slaughter Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton, with a deep breath.
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“Will one of you [ellows take him out
and drown him " ' :

Really, it almost looked as if that
peculiay guest at Wherton Lodge was
wearing his welecome thin |

FERRERS LOCKE ON THE CASE !

ILLIAM GOSLING, the
ancient porter at Greyiriars

School, touched his ancient
hat very resEcctfu'E]y 8% &
taxi-cah turned in at the gates.

Cosling knew the rather lean, athletic

ntleman, with clear-cut features and
Eee.en eyes, who sat in the taxi—Mr.
Ferrers Locke, & relative of Dr. Locke,
the headmaster of Greyiriars School,

As the taxi rolled on towards the
Housze, old Gosling ambled away to tell
Mr, Mimble, the gardener, that tha
Baker Street detective had come back
to Creyfriars—not, as Cosling sagely
o i“‘*";&““ to pay a_ Christmas call on
the. 'Ead, but after Mr. Quelch, what
was still knowed
whera ] | :

In which sage surmise the ancient
porter was ri%'?t- 3

Ferrers Locke was shown inte the
Head’s study, where Dr. Locke was
swaiting him. :

The headmaster of Greyiriars greeted
his young relative warmly. |rrers
Locke eyed him rather keenly as they
shook hands. : :

The mysterious disappearance of his
old friend and colleague, Mr, Quelch,
the most valued member of hiz staff,
‘was deeply distressing to Dr. Locke.

Owing to Mr. Lamb, the art master,
hnvi):}g.been able to take the Remove
in Mr., Quelch’s absence, it had not
caused so much inconvenience as . it
might have done, But that did not
lessen the Head’s worry and distress on
hiz old friend’s account. Now that the
school had broken up for the holidays,
the Head missed his colleague more
than ever, for Quelch had been accus-
tomed to Christmas with Dr. Locke
and his miI{:

But Ferrers Locke noticed, at the first
glance, that Dr. Locke's kind old face
had & relieved and hopeoful expression.
Tt looked ma if his anxiety had been
zomewhat relieved in some way.

“8it down, my dear fellow,” said the
Mead, * E'mhmgi'; s0 far, at your end
-—or vou would have let me know at
aneca,’

FForrers Locke zat down and eroszed
one lean leg over the other.

“ Nothing,” he said. *1 have not
heen  1d]am—

“I am sure of that.™

“We are dealing,” said TFerrers
Locke, “with a man who is as cunning
as a wolf, There are difficultics in the
way that do not usuaslly occur—Ifor we
are secking & man whoso face has never
heen zeen except by the man who has
disappeared. From that, we know why
Mr. Quelch disappearcd—but we know
nothing more.™

“There can be no doubt that it was

missing goodness

the cracksman, Shim Jim, as he 1is
called—"

“None,” said Locke. *But who is
Blim Jim?  Where iz Blim Jim?
iven the name he i3 known by

i5 merely & nickname given him by
ihe police because of his trick of gain-
ing admission to buildings by small,
obscure windows—and for want of any
other name to call him by. Wa have
no eclug to him except his invariable
custom of clinging to one vicinity until
he has combed it eclean of plunder
—which indicates that he is still in this
neighbourhood, or, at all events, passes
most of his time here. DBut——
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“ But—"" said the Head.

* But,” went on Ferrers Locke, “when
the mask ia off Blim Jim's face, nobody
knows what he locks li cept Mr.
Quelch. Had Mr. Queleh remained at
liberty, the police would have had a
chance they have never had before—the
help of a man whoe could identify thak
man of mystery, But in his normal life,
unmasked, I hava no doubt that the slim
Eﬂl'tlt.i'mﬂl::“ is & respectable 'ﬁmmbﬂl' H_ﬂ;f
society, keeping up respectable appe
ances, A.rnf yep—"

“¥et——"" zaid the Head.

“He must have confederates—at least
one,” said Ferrers Locke, “The kid-
napping of Mr. Quelch could hardly
have been carried out single-handed.”

2 f}ngp one man was seen——~>"

“And he was disguised ! said Locke.
“Troe; but a car was used, and was on
the spot when required. It is very
probable that another man drove the
car. And wherever Mr. Quelch meay be,
ha must be rded—he must be au}i)-
plied with food—and there can be littla
doubt that it is in some place at a con-
siderable distance; Otherwise, a car
would not have been needed. Moreover,
Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield, has
combed this necighbourhood with the
greatest thoroughnmess. It is scarcel

ossible that. 8him Jim himself guards

is prisoner, all the time, at all events,
and that implies at least to one other
man in his confidence,”
“True 1" assented the Head,
“I have not been idle,” said Locke,
arnd my assistant, Jack Drake, has not
been idle—and if either Slim Jim or his
unknown confederate had connections in
the usual haunts of eorocks and
eriminals, I think we should have picked
up zome hint. But whera the police
have a.]w-a?'a failed, we also have failed
—s0 farl

Locke's jaw set squarely.

Failure was not & commoen word in his
voeabulary.

He did not mean to fail, He had
entered into a contest with the mysteri-
ons cracksman who had so long defied
the pelice, and, having set his hand to
the plough, he was not turning back.

Buf, as yet, thers was no Il%hlr'—'aﬂd
?lm Eukar Street detective confessed it

rankly.

"“What can be done elsewhere I have
done,” he went on. “What is to he
done next must be done in this loeality.
8lim Jim has not yet done wifh this
qi:mrter—and it iz in this quarter that I
shall trail him—if I trail him at all. If
he is found, Mr. Quelch is found |

“My dear Ferrers, if you become a
resident in this locality, surely the man
will not fail to learn as much, and will
keep a safe distance so long as you are
here 1" exclaimed the Head,

Ferrers Locke smiled shightly.

“7 shall not reside at Gnurtﬁqﬁd in m
own proper person,” he answered, ¢
shall take care that I am not known.”™

“Oh 1" said the Head,

“"You mentioned when last I saw you
that your chauffeur had been called up
for service," said Ferrers Locke.

“That 15 so! But why—"

“You will require a new chauffeur
whoen he leaves you.”

“Certainly. But whaf—"

“T am as good a driver as most chauf-
feurs,” said the Baker Street detective,
with a smile. “In these days of petrol
rostrictions, you do not usa your car
g0 much ae of old—and your chauffeur
will have a preat deal of time on his
hands—he will be able to rest by day
if he is sctive by night.”

“Oh!"” exclaimed the Head.

“You will engage John Robinzon as
your chauffenr, sir—and leave the rest
to me,” said Ferrers Locke, “I. will
guarantee that no one, in Greyfriars
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School or outside, will suspect that your
chauffeur Robinson has any connection
with your relative Ferrers Locke.”
“And you think—"
“T hope,” said Eotke. He paused.
* And now—your news! I have nene, as

I have said. DBut what is youra®”
Dr, Locke started.
“My dear Ferrers, I have not

said—" ‘he exclaimed.
“I think I read as much in your

face, my dedr sir, when I entered this

study.” said Forrers Locke. “ Your

mi is, resllf?ed- in

f‘ama way. T What
a3 happened 1

“1 was about to
you, Ferrers—

but I did not expect
Bﬁu to  guess,” =aid
r. Locke, smiling.
“I1t is true that my
mind is considerably
relieved. T have re-
ceived” news that

Queleh is alive and
well, and ‘“that is
somaothing—-="

“In what mannor
did” the news reach
you i i
“By g lottor—=—"_

“Not from My
gcue]t:h " exclaimed

cke.

raniin his own ! N ETET
an My Al

(.

& pocket-book,
opened fi‘tidﬁg&d fa]en':b‘
ed - a  folde etier,
He handed it to the
Baker 'Street detec-
tive. :
 "That Jletter
reached me this
morning,” he said
“I.should have com-
municated with you
at onmce had I not
been expecting to see
you to-day-—="
Ferrers Locke nod-
ded, unfolded the
letter and ' examined
it, with a glint in his
eyes. It was written,
robably with
uelch’s ‘own foun-
tain-pen, on & sheet
of common paper,
without any heading
or address, or even &
date It ran:

“Dear Dr. Locke,~

am permitted to
write you “a brief
note to assure you
woll.* T e Qoo

)£ P t deap
the distress and in-
convenience that the
present state of
affairs must hav
caused you.

“ Yours sincerely,
*“H. 8. QUELCH.™

Feorrers Locke ¥
Lnitted. his  brows Phosenesesesw
over that brief ‘mis- ?
sivo. It had been evidently written b

rmission of the kidoappe mteﬁ

him. Why, was not immediately
clear,

“This naturally came as & _great
relief to my mind,"” s=aid Dr  Locke.
“The man in w hands my old
friend is now a prisoner is doubtless a
crook—a - ¢riminal—an  unscrupulous
rascal—yeof -his nature cannot be with-
out the milk of human kindoess, as

Dr. Locke’ m_u'fl;_ gut,

Il

|

il

“ Gad !

)m d
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holly landed on his
Bunter, from the g
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head.

lery above.

*“He, he, he |

he has allowed Quelch o gﬁﬂ me this
assurance of hia safe

“I fear, sir, ihat muf;h in tha way
of the milk- of human kindness cannot
be axpoctod of Slim Jim 1" eaid the
Baker Btreet detective dryly. “You
have, of course, the envelope in which
this letter camé?”

M1t is here!” The Head's face was
& little e er, “And, if I am not mis-
taken,’ urniches & cloe—"

“A.‘l:]ue]“ repeated Ferrera Locke.

“I nuist not set. up a8 a datective,”

k. '[ To till .|

iy
J

Iﬂ' ] w *.‘l'ff;;.hu i
f o

roared Colonel Wharion, as a load uf

cackled Billy
“Got you, you rotter!*

said Dr. Locke, smiling, "yet I think
thﬂt when you have examined this
envel Eﬂll will change your inten-
t.mn. HINE up :mur uartera here,
my¥ dunr errers, and will, decide to go
as far afield as Du‘mns]nru L

* Davonshire 1 said Locke.

“I think sol”
Ferrers Locke locked - at him, and
then at the emrulapu It was

addressed to Dr. Locke, at Greviriars

on. That 18 alll”

School, Kent, in Mr. Quelch’s hand. Tt
was postmar ed " Lynton.”

“Lynton, as of course you know, is
in Devonshire,” said Dr. Locke sagerly.
“No doubt you know the place—a
ragged country, pob.far from XINOOT
—whers a secret hiding-place—"

“The postmark on this letter is, to a
certain extent, a clue!? said Ferrers
Locke. ~ *Hitherto, we have had all
England {o choose from in secking the
ki appad member of your staff, sir!
Huw—-—

“*Now it will be puu:hlq to concen-
trate on Devonshire—"

“Now,” said Locke, " we may exclude
Damnsh:.rﬂ—whmh leaves u3s all the
other’ munhaa—xi:wrhnps a slight lessen-
mE of the task

r. Locke blinked.

“But the postmark, my dear fellow 1”
he exclaimed. * Eu.reljr it i3 genuine—
this letter, written by Quelch, was un-
.dﬂuhtaﬁig posted at Lynton, in Devon-
shipg—"

“Undounbtedly,” said Locke. " And
that; no dou t. 18 why 8hm Jim
allowed it to be written at all. I have
no doubt that he wounld be glad to con-
centrate the search for Mr Quelch on
the. coast of ‘the Bristol Channel
and the wilds of Exmoor.”

“But—" exclaimed the Head.

“But,” gaid Ferrers Locke, “ unless 1
underestimate the cunmng of Blim
Jim, he travelled at ieast a hundred
miles to post this letter,”

“Oh!"” exclaimed Dr. Locke,

“Yf Mr. Quelch proves to be within
a. hundred miles of Devonshive I shall
greatly surprised !” said Ferrers
I'...m:skm “That postmark, sir, leads me
to infer that he is most probably in
one of tha Home Counties.™

“OhI" ted the Head. His
face fell. “You think—*"

“It is & trick—and a ﬂpalpahlﬂ one "
gaid Ferrers Locke. t might hava
worked—it cost him nut;cu tﬂ t:r'_'r ik
He lai
letter and the envelope. "I’ am glm:l
that your mind has been relieved, sir,
but - 1 atill Imi:i to my belief thala Mr.
%u can ouly ound by finding

im Jim-—and that Slim Jim, if he is
found at all, will be found within a

fow miles of Gm}{r]ars Hchool I

BUNTER’S BOOBY-TRAP !

& ELL3 ¥
W%
“Whete ar1e those
beoasts 1
Wells raised. his plump eyebrows.

In the best circles, aps, & guest
at Christmas did nu{'. allode to his host

and his host's friends as beasts! But
BEilly Bunter was disgruntled that after-
noon.

He had a suspicion that Harr

Wharton & Co. had gone out snd left
him on his lonely ownl That was nof
the sort of thing Buanter liked |

Hia own mmpﬂ.n true, was the
best going. Ij? Bunter was o

§ gregarious nmmal and he tired of his

OWn COom anj'—thuugh not 20 =o00m 'as
other fellows did ! :
asked Wells,

“Those wha.t, Bir2™”
mt & mug
Beasts 1”7 said Bunter, with a snort.
" You ]ﬂ!‘lg well know that I mean thoze
swabs, ella, so0 don't gammaohn l
Where's Wharton 1"
“ Master Harry has gons to Wim-
f{;.rd gir, to meot & tran™
“Have the other ticks gome with
him " s
“The other what, sir?"
“The other fellows!™ roared Bunter,

A3
“Oh! Yes, sirl®
“(ione to mcet thes ruffian Bul] I
sup P gruuted Bunter. T‘f’mr

sald he was coming to-day. Sneaking
ﬂﬂ' qmet]iauhlh a fellow was having

win

‘ﬁ;lrai sermitted himself a faint
smile. erhaps suspected  that
Harry Wharton & Co, had been glad
te get away while the fat Owl was
snoring. Bunter, as a guest, had to
be taken in amall doses—and ihe
amu.ller the better.

“Have they gone in the cart”
de{mmdad Bunter.

sir.

“Dhl Then I jolly well didn't went

to go—catch me ﬂ.luggmﬁ through 1!
ﬁith:.r snow 1 grunted Bunter. © Al

? then—I can have the car! I

d them F'd go to Wimford with them
this. afterncon—not to meet that lous
¢ of course—but I've heard that
they've. got the cinema open! Order
the car for me, Wella!"”

“I shall hava to speak to the master,
sir 1" paid Wells. “Dwmg to the
restrictions on petrol—>"

Lot of silly rot!” grunted Bunler,

“ Plenty of petrol, but they like restrict-
ing things, just to throw their weight
about!  Anyhow, I must have the ecar
—I can’t walk to Wimford! There's
crnl:l.r one car here, isn't there:"

“Yes, air”

“1 wos & fool to come here,” said
Bunter. “We have six at Bunter
Court—I'm accustomed to having @ car
just when I want one! But ii’= my
own_fault 1"

“¥es, sirl”

“ DrtB thmg: thougl, before you
order the car,” said Bunter. “Coming
sway in rather a burry, I left my note-
caga at home. I suppose you can lend

me & ten-shilling note, ells 1+

“Hﬂ, gir 1V

lTEh?H‘

“No, sirl”

Bi Bunter blinked g Wells'
smooth, sleek face. That smooth, zleek

face was calmly ma-pecﬂul.
Neverthelese, Wells' answer left no
doubt on the sobject. He was not
gmngi to lend ]311[11I Bunter a ten-shilling
nots
Bunfer breathed hard.
“You're cheeky, Wells!” he said.
“Indeed, sir!"” said Wells smoothly.
“If I were boss here, I'd sack vou |
said Bunter.
“Thank you, sir 1" sald Wells im-

pnr;urbably “Is there anyihiog more,
sirf"”

“Oh, go and -eat cokel” yapped
Bunter.

Wells went—though probably not to
eat cokel
Billy Bunter rolled across to the fire
in the I:ua.ll n.nd stood blinking at it
Wharton, Nugent, Bob and
urresa Em h had gﬁn& out for the
afternoon—tho he had told them
Elam'l:,r that ha would be ready in an
our and a halfl This was the sort
of thing he had to stand at Wharton
Lodge |
And there was only one car—and he
couldn’t have it—and it wouldn't have
been any use, lmyhnw, a3 that cheeky
butler, failing to realiso how honoured
hoe waz by the request, declined to lend
him a ten-shilling noto |

Thosze heasts would be out for hours,
very likely—and in the meantime
there was no company for Bunter but
an old josser and an old frum ch
being Bunter’'s description of Colonsl
Wharton and Aunt Amy.

Ha could have gone into the draw-
ing-room and talked to Aunt Amgy.
But as lﬂmly aa not she would have
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same other old frumps there—and if she

EH m .hllqkadmtd ll?ji':m tﬁu #ntlkﬂnbuut
ar Ii alking about Har

for reasons unknown to Buntor—-sm

could hardly be fond of him, he thought.

Ef tun, there was no accounting for
astes.

The library door opened, and Colonel the

Wharton ] d out.
Bunter gave him a blink.

The old josser’s company was better
than nmhi:;f. perhaps |

But the old josser, a= soon s he saw
Bunter standing there, stepped back
into the library and shyt the door
again. . Possibly he did not think
Bunter's company better than nothing |

Bunter gave a grunt.

The beasts were out—and when theﬂ
came in they would have that lout Bu
with them. Bull was the least long-
suffering member of the - Famous Five of
Greyfriars. - He was lisble to kick
Bunter if Bunter waé obnoxious, even
on a Christmas visit! Bunter had told
Harry Wharton plainly that he would
prefer Bull not to come ! Wharton had
taken sbsolutely: no notice! Johnny
Bull was coming just the same, thoug
Bunter did not want him.-

“Reasts I"” said Bunter, addressing
the leaping blaze of the log fire. * But
I jolly “l:\g]] know what I'm going to

do!" . :
And the fat Owl ascended the stairs
to -the oaken gallery above and rolled
into the passage to the rooms occupied
by the juniors. At the near end of that
age two doors opened on Harry
Vharton's rooms—one on his bed-room,
the other on his den, a large and very
easant sitting-room.
atter that Billy Bunter rolled.
There was a grin on his fat face now.

Bunter knew what he was going to do.
He was going to make those beasts
sorry for thagselm—h;n'd thrn method
was going to be a -trap !

Thﬁymswere sure to comé up to
Wharton's den when they came imn,
That snug room was their general meet-
ing.place; all the fellows used it. as
their own. Often they came in and out
by the baleony at the window, which
had steps down to the garden.

Billy Bunter placed the door a few
inches ajar. He Ii:l a chair inside to
etand on. Then he got b

Threa or four big Christmas volumes

were piled on top of the door, resting
on: the lintel over the &mrwaj;'.
“Holiday Anpual,™ ern Bov's

Annual,” and other Annuals, delightful
in themselves, wers not likely to prove
so delightful when they came thumping
down on fellows” heads!

But the disgruntled Owl was. not
satisfied with that. On top of the pile
of books he placed a box that had con-
tained chocolates. It did not contain
the choecolates now—Bunter contained
the chocolates! But it was not empty !

Before placing it in position, the fat
Owl filled it with ashes from the grate
on which he poured all the ink he could
find in the room.

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter,
as he stepped back and surweyed his
handiwork,

This looked good to Bunter.

Having thus prepasred a happy sur-
prise for the Famous Five when they
came in, the fat Ow] replaced the chair
by the wall and rolled out of the room
by the communicating door to the bed-
roon.

By the bed-room door he reached the
Egs-ange again. With a cheery grin on

is+ fat face, he rolled into the caken
gallery over the hall. A buzz of cheory
voices reached him from below.

Ha blinked over the rail. The beastz
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had come in—that , sturdy figure
among. the others was Johnny Bull’s,

Colonel Wharton and Miss Wharton
were greeting Johnny; Wells was deftl
removing coats and taking hats mg
S thing oAl achoaay L o
anything, and apparently forgetf

-existence of Lﬁop fat Owl who blinked

down over the caken rail.

8till, they wouldn't look so ﬂ.‘rﬂy when
they camé up and put their heads into
Bunter's booby-trap! Bunter was sure
of that! And the fat Owl grinned and
waited for them to come up |

a8 jolly as

ey, B

BUNTER’S THE BOOBY!

# Y TE ho, he!”
: .-Bally Bunter chuckled as
five cheery schoolboys came
tra.mpm% up into the ocak

gallery over the hall. :

The Co. were escorting Johnny Bull
to his room, and they were.all merry
and bright. .

Bunter blinked at them in great
amusement,. thinking of what was
coming. .

“ Hallo, ballo; halle! Here’s Johnny,
old fat man |I"” roared Bob Cherry.

“Glad to see you, Balll”
Bunter. He was going to
least, to see the
down-on Johnny among the others. -

Johony Bull locked at him., Johnny
was a rather fpe.infulir_tmthfu] fellow.
He was not glad to see Bunter, so he
did not feel inclined to say that fua- Was;
but, on the other hand, something was
due to good manners, and something to
the spirit of Yulatide.

“Hasllo, old porpoise!” said Johnny.

“ Merry Christmas, old slug !’

“1 say, ain't you going into your
room, _ Wharton?” asked = Bunter
anxiously,

“Eht Not at the moment. Come on,
Johnny I y
" “0h, all right! I'll wait.”

Harry Wharton looked at the fat Owl.

He Eiiled to see why Billy Bunter
cared a straw whether he went into bis
room ‘or not, or why he should wait.

“There's a nice fire in your room, old
chap,” said Bunter. “You fellows
would like a chat round the firesidé now
vou're all together again—what 1"

“Quife | agreed Wharton. “ What
have you been in my room for? I don't
-ﬁmmh-ar leaving anything eatable

are 1"

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I haven't
been in your room. " Nowhere near if."

“You saw the nice fire through a
shut door?™ asked Hnr?.

“Oht! I—I—I mean, 1—I
in to—to see that it was a
comfortable 1

Grunt ! from Johnpy Bull,

“ Dueer thiig,“ he remarked, *last
thinﬁi heard Bunter say at school when
we broke up was a crammer., First
thing I hear him say here is another
crammer. 1 suppose he's been tellin
crammers all the time and pever left o
for a minute.”

“0h, really, Bull—™"

“Come on, old beanl!” said Harry
Wharton Ia.ugh;mﬁ 3 '

The Co. marched Johnny up_ the

assage to his room, leaving Billy
;ﬁuhter grinning with happy anticipa-

10m.

Bob, as he passed the door of

Wharton's sitting-reom, pa . It was
rfectly clear that Billy Bunter had
een in that room and that he was

snxious for other fellows to go inio 1t

NOW.
Bob chuckled. He was not a sus-
icious fellow, but it was obvious that
illy Bunter was up to something.

61151;’ looked
nice and

inned
hag%;ﬁnat-

Brmbgi;tra_p tumble Tf th

;}Lmk at this, vou men,” murmured

“Eht What!” Harry Wharion &
Co, glanced ‘round. -

“Don’t push open that door!”
grinned Bob. “Just look at it!"

The juniors looked at it

Looking at it, they could hardly fail
to see that it wasz six inches open, and
that & stack of booke was lodged scross
from the top of the door to the lintel of
the doorway. '

“That fat villain!” breathed Harry.
“That's why -he wahnted us to go in!”

“That's why he's waiting 1" grinned

ugent. :

“To hear the crash!” chuckled Bob.
“ Hold on_a minute 1" Bob turned; and
shouted . down the passage: * Hallo,
hallo, hallo, Bunter!"”

Billy- Bunter blinked along from the
oak ga!!un‘. Gr e

“Going into Wharton'z room ! he
asked. That's right! You'll find a
jolly good fire, and—"

“Have vou been along this .passage,

‘Bunter 1"

“Eh? Oh, no!™

" Then you didn’t drop a ten-shilling
note here 2™
“What? Oh! Yes! 1 jolly well

s S,

2 Io q ¥ lnto the passage.
there waz a ten-shilling note on ﬁle
floor, and no owner for the same, Billy
Bunter was immediately prepared to
aup%!y B0 OWRET..

_"Bure you dropped it " asked Bob.

“Oh, yes! I heard it drop!” ex-
claimed Bunter. ~

“That's what comes of baving such
jolly long ears. Precious few fellows
would  have heard a ten-shilling note
drop 1" remgrked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“I mean, I saw it drop! I was guing
to_pick it up, but I—I forgot!
mine, .you w! I say, you- fellows,
where 1s it1"”

‘Billy Bunter stooped and scanned the
caken floor in search of a non-existent
ten-shilling note,

M Can’'t you see it?” asked Bob, He
pointed to the floor just outside the
door of Wharton's den.

The other fellows locked on. They

uested what Bob was going to do.
%ilij Bunter did not—being -happily
unaware that his deadly trap had been
discovered. -

The fat Owl bent outside the door te
scan the oaken planks,

Bob Cherry hifted his foot and gave a
gentle sliove at the tightest trousers for
miles around.

“Wooooh !” gasped Buuter, as he
tuﬂ:‘l«ed forward.

e bumped on the door. He sprawled

in the doorway, From above came a.

erashing of Christmas volumes and of a

chocolate-box full of inky ashes. N
res

Crash! ° Bang! Bump!

uash'!

*Yurrrrrroocooooh ! roared Bunter:
“Ha, ha, ha!” welled the Famous

Five, as the fat Owl sprawled and
roared amid crashing volume:, with a
chocolate-box lodged on his fat neck,
exuding inky ashes,

“Qh crikey ! Oooool: !

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“Dear me!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Somebody's been fixing up & booby-
trap at t door, and Bunter's the

booby! Who could have done that
“Ha, ha, hal”
“ 1 wonder who—vou know, Bunter ¥
“Yarooooh |
Ha, ha, hal” .
now anything about ii, Bunter?" .
“Yow-ow! Groogh! I I'm
all smothered—I'm all inky!” Bunler
sat up dizzily, clawing inky ashes out

1
&



of hil: Iiat peck.

'“EI hn; ha, }I?::-l:” ;::Hoﬂ :{I}E_:‘: juniors.

. st 1" roa unter, as
it dnwnﬁu on him. “You jolly well
knew—doooh 1 :

“He puessed it " said Bob. “What s
brain !"

“Lock at me—ow!

“Beast! There wasn't any ten-
shilling note at all—you just wanted
bump  me inte that door!® yell
Do 1 agreed Bob

u agreed Bo
““Ha, ha, ha I*
“QOoooogh! Beast! Waoooghi®

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five; and they merc on up ¢
passage, leaving Billy Bunter sitting in
the wreck ‘of his booby-trap, 'Tﬂm
Marius in the ruins of Caithage

A RIFT IN THE LUTE!
6 HOSTS ! said Johony Bulls

Ha grunted. ;
Jobnny Bull was a plain,
practical youth, with a cool,
clear head and lots of common sense.
S0, naturslly, he had no use for ghosts.

It wag evening—a wild winter's
evening. Outside, the snow wae falling
in soft Hakes "that whirled on the
December wind. the old
chimney-pots of Wharton Ludc{za the
wind wailed, every now and then
shrieking like a lost epirit in the dark-
ness,

The Famous Five were gathered in
"Wharton's den. Logs blazed in the wide
old grate. Armchairs were drawn up in
& half-civele. Green holly glmtea'wc? on
t-!lah:raﬂs, red berries catching the fire-

wastairs, Colonel Wharton hed a
meeting of the local A.R.P. wardens in

the library. In the drawing-room, Miss
A‘ﬁ Whaiton had another mecting of
ind old ladies like hersclf, debating

k

the question of blankets and coal for
people in need of thoso articles in the
wintry weather. Both mcetn;ga were
good aud useful; but the schoolboys
preferred to gather in Wharton's den
and leave the older people to their own
devices,

Billy Bunter—recovered from the
&Emtg ulf:' h:n‘ing' been the } f,in hHi.n
own hooby-irap—was enjoying life. He
had brought up a dish Eﬂy nrllgmnda and
museatels and was steadily travelling
through them, with an incessant
tnun mq and crunching that made a
more or less musical accompaniment to
the crackle of the logs and the wail of
the wind.

Johnny had just been listening to the
tale of the old moat house.

Bob Cherry sat rather silent.

His own experience in-the moat house
was not a pleasant recollection, Some-
thing had bappened for which there was
no accounting, It was a puzsle—and
not a pleasant remembrance. When he
thought of it, he recalled the eerie,
chilly thrill that had gone through him
;t the sound of the rattle of the ghostly

ays.

‘Ghosts ! repeated Johnny  Bull
“Rot! Bunter must have been an aszal
Btill, he always was an ass |

“Poast " came in muffled tones from
a large mouth full of almonds and
muscatals,

“Well, tell us what you saw, if you
saw anything I said Johnny. '

“I didn't eee snything,” snorted
Bunte? “except o light, which went out

when I celled. But I heard somebody
rattling keys in the dark! I wasn't
frightened, of course! I don't believe

in ghosts or such rot 1 I simply decided
to walk away!l I didn't nm! T was
just strolling along in a leisurcly way
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when I ran inte Wharton and knocked
him mr—-—h l: i

e a, ha, ha (1] .
_ “Bn.eklh 1" gaid Bunter. * You'd have
been scared, anyhow! I bet Bob was
scarcd when he was therel Yah ¥

“¥ou've been there, Bob?" asked
Johnny. He had not yet heard of Bob's
visit to the moat house.

Bob Cherry nodded.

“Yes! I fancy Bunter did hear what
he says he heard—because I heard the
same thing."

Johnny stared at him.

“You heard a ghost rattling spook
keya!"” he ejaculated. * Afad?”

Bob coloured '

“Dnn*ti be a goat 1" he said, rather
gruffly. “1It can’t have been a ghost, of
course, as there's no such tlhings as
FhmH. But I did hear iron keys ratt-
1 .

%Ba.ma a3 I did I” eaid Bunter. “I'd
have looked into the matter, only—only
I was rather in a hurry—"

“The hurryfulness = was
murmured the Nabob of Bh

E1] Y‘h l.hl

“Now, look here,” said Johnny Bull
“talz sense | Bunter’s a funky ass, an
mi ht b:lfrighteuad by anything——"

M pl

terrifio I
anipur,

“But you'ra not, I suppoze ?” went on
Johnny. -

*1 hope not 1" grunted Bob.

“Well, you have heard something 1*
said Johnny. “It wasn't spook keys,
because there aren’t any spooks. If you
heard it—"

“T've said I heard ig{™

- “Don’t get shirty, old man, because
& chap doesn’t believe in spooks.”

*“Who's getting shirty 1"

“8ounds to me as if you are |”

“Oh rats ¥ ;

.= Oh, bother the moat housze and its
FI{]&J’ ghosts I said Harry Wharton.
‘1 say, Johnny, we met the Lamb
there—the Pet Lamb from Greyfriars,”

But Johnny was not to be turned
from the subjest. When Johnny had
his teeth in & subject he was rather like
the t;:h:a of his native county, warranted
to bite, alive or dead.

“Never mind the Pet Lamb,” said
Johnny. “Let's hear about this spook |
If there's a jolly old spock, we'd
It_:-attqr tai;la & ]t;np to the place n&]d look
or 1 ost-hunti 1s & good game
for Btlgﬁhnm NI;IIE,
thing that ho took for the rattle of
keys—"

“Ii was the rattle of keys " zaid Bob
curtly.

“If it was, somebody was ra.ttliqg
them, and it wasn't & epook,” eai
Johony. “It was somebody playing
spook. Did you fellows hear it?*

“Nol Yon see—"

Harry Wharton explained how he and

Hurreo Sin had interviewed Mr.
Lamb while Bob was exploring the moat
house. ] _
Johnny listened attentively, and
nodded.
“So Bob was_alone there? Chap

might get nervy in such a place, on his
own, and fancy that the wind in the

ruins was something else.” _
“Chaps fancy all =orts of things!”
eaid “I've known a chap

Cherry.
fancy he was l;ai'king sense when he was
gabbling out of the back of his.silly
neck M
“Hem " murmured Frank Nugent.
“Queer meeting old Lamb there,
though, wasn't 7" remarked Harry

Wharton.
“Never mind old Lamb! Bob thinks
rattling—well, if he did,

- ally.

Bob heard some--

13

I
nd didn't you spobk hm 7
: obody was there.” -

“Well, somebody must have been
there, if you heard keys rattling 1" said
Johnny, in a toné of patient argument.
“ Bome who knows the story of the
old miser must have been playing ghost
just_to scare you."

“He didn't scare me.”

“The esteemed Lamb—"
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Never mind Lamb!” said Jolnn
Bull. “Lamb’s nothing to do wilg
it. Somebody’s playing ghost—thac's it,
" esson it T h

& i Beh W any bod
should | said Harry Whartgn. "Iﬂneef
perhaps—but sticking there constanily

laying ghost—that sounds rather rot |

here were three or four days botween
Bunter's visit there and Bob's.”

“There’'s a8 man on the spot, from
what you've told me 1" said Johnny.
“Perhaps that man in the caravan
doesn’t like people about.”

“I know_ he doesn't—judging by his
manners! But we saw that man on the
road while Bob was in the.moat house.”

*That washes him out,” said Johuny.
“ Nobody else about ?”

“Only Lamb—and he cleared off
before we got back "

“Lamb, perhaps !” said Bob sarcastic-
“Might have got a bunch of old
keys from somewhere and started pla
ing potty larks—sort of thing a scﬂoi
master would do, perhaps|*

“It's no good getting shirty and
hing up sare,” said Johnny Bull.
at ain’t sense | - I remember seein
that old place in the summer—lots
fallen masonry stacked about—plenty of
mverkfur_l fa&l!nw to h&da. ]E_umetlilndr
Was oggo and ratthn os5e
oys, Bob. : .
b gave a grunt, and no other reply.

“He, he, he!” came from Billy Bun.
ter. “I heard Bob saying that he
heard it over his head!’

“Rot 1 said Johnny Bull

“Rot or not, I did | said Bob Cher
tartly. “The sound was overhcad. r'}
don't claim to be able to make it out,
and I don’t believe in ghosts—but thats
what happened.”

“Somebody sitting up on a wall—"

“Perhaps I was blind I said Bob, “I
must have been, as I never saw him !”

“Well, unless somebody was sitting
on top of a wall, it isn't possible, you
gee !” explained Johnny, *“I suppose
you can see thati"

“Fathead I _

“Calling a fellow names won'{ make

impossible  things possible |*  :aid
Jomr Bull. "?mm a -little zenze, old
chap! It was fancy! When s fellow
gets nervy he will fancy anything 1*
Bob ﬂherl:-iy looked at Johinny Bull.
He liked old Johnny—and old Johnny
liked him1 A st bond of friendship
bound the whole Co. together. But
there are times when the best of
friends fall out; the best of friendship
requires a spot of tabt to keep it goi
without a hitch. And Johnny Bull, wit
all the sterling good qualities that his
friends liked and esteemed, did net
shine in tact. His solid common sense
was & valuable gift—but at times 1t

was a trifle too much in evidence.
Bob looked at him without speaking,

i
L1}

began

Co
e

Certainly he was not going to quarrel
with _old Johnny—especially at Christ-
mastide. But he had to make an efort
to keep back angry words.

(Continued on next page.)

he heard ke
somebody all
alive-o was rat
tlinfethnm, If he'd
loo

d_.hl'
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“That's how it was, old chap " said
Johnny cheerfully. *“ A espot of nerves
—anybody might have had it !”

“1 believe there's mmathinﬁ rather
ood on the radio!” remarked Harry
Vharton casually. He rose from his
chair.

“Yes—shove it on, old chap!” said
Nugent.

old on 8 minute,” said Johnny.
“My ides is that this is worth looking
into. It looks as if somebody’s been
laying ghost. Bob only fancied that
Eit. about the keys rattling over his
head, of course—"

Bob opened his lips—and shut them

again, hard. :
“8till, if they rattled at all, somebody
was ratthng  them!” said Johnny.

“ What sbout going along to the place heg

to-morrow and seeing what's uBT"

" “Might as well, if vou like!” agreed
Harry Wharton.
“We'll all po.” =aid Nugent,

“M‘Ili'--—"

“1 shan’t go!” said Bob abruptly.

Johnny blinked at him.

“You don't mean to say that you
funk going, Bob!" he exclaimed.

Bob rose to his feet. his blue eyes
glinting.

“No!” be said, very distinetly. *I
don’t mean to say that I funk going!
But I'm not gc-imi, and that's that!
Wharton, old man, 1'll trot along to my
rooam—I've got a letter to write.”

Bob Cherry Tietiy left the den,

Wharton and Nugent and Hurree
Singh exchanged a rather
glance.

Johnny looked round at thoe closing
door and seemed puzzled.

“Is old Bob shirty about anything?”
he asked.

“He, he, he!” from Bunter.

Harry Wharton hastily put on the
radie, and a velume of music filled the
voom and cut short further discussion.

dismayed

ey W=

BOE ON HIS OWN!

OB CHERRY went into his room
and shut the door rather hard.
He switched on the light; but
switched it off again as
it{ﬁpnd to the windew tu look out.
15 face was set.

Seldom or never was: Bob angry, Ha
was too thoroughly healthy, from top
to toe, for disgruntled feclings to find a

lace. Other fellows sometimes had a

eud on; Bob never, for he simply could
not remember offences. But 1t waz a
fact that he was angry now.

Ile had gone through an eerie, un-
canny experience at the haunted house.

It still gave_him a ercepy feeling to
think of it. He did not want to revisit
the place. DBut to be classed with a

fellow like Bunter, funky and fanciful A he

and scared if a rat scuttled behind the
wainscot, wad rather too much. Bob
had left the cheery circle in Wharton's
yoom only in time to keep himself from
punching Johnny's nose.

Letter. to write wae: the usual way
for & guest to keep to himsolf at
awkward moments. ut Bob intended
to write &8 letter when he went to his
room—he had plenty of arrears of
correspondence to mazke up.

But he abandoned that idea; he did
not feel in the mood te write & cheery
Christinas letter, He stood at the win-
dow and looked out into darkness and
snowflakes that whirled and cireled on
thgp Illgcerhnher wind.

ith that set expression still on his
face, Bob Chorry sorted out overcoat
and scarf and chang;d his shoes for a
pair of thick boots. Then he huntad ouk
8 flashlamp and put it in his pocket,
THE MiGyET Lisrany, —No. 1.662,
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Then—his lips sctting harder—he
opened the window.

He staq(gad out on the balcony, his
boots sinking into a deep mrgat of
snow, and shut the window behind him

Quietly in the smow he stepped alo

e balcony, passing the window o
Wharton's den, towards the stepa at the
end, That window was blacked-out and
dark; but from within came the roar
of the radio. bitter expression
crossed Bob's face for a moment a3 he
passed,

Then he trod carefully down snow-
covered steps. With set lips, he started
tramping away across the gardens
thl_'uufgh the snow to & gate on the
Wimford road.

Piles of snow were scraped away as
dragged the little gate open. He
passed through and shut the gate. .

The wind drove enowflakes into his
face as he started down the road to
the corner where Redgate Lane turned
off | Bob Cherry was heading for the
haunted moat house. He dslalil:pad &
visit to the place after his experience
there—it was the most unattractive spot
in the county of Burrey to him. But he
wad going there—and he was ?ing
thera alone at night—after which,
Johnny Bull could say that he funked it
if he liked.

That was his angry determination,

A bitter wind swept through leafless,
frosty trees'as he turned into the lane.
He bent his bead to it and tramped on.
Few people would have cared to be out
on such a night—and Bob thought of
the warm fireglow and the cheery faces
in the house he had left. ﬁut he
tramped on.

A mass of white against the dark sky
showed him the ruined moat house at
last. 8Standing away from it on the
right, by & fringe of icy trees, was a
smaller white mass—the caravan.

No light was to be seen from the van,
But under the black-out dispensation no
light was to be expected, whethor the
rat-faced man was at home or not. Bob
gave the caravanner no thought.

He halted where the gap in the wall
gave access to the grounds and flashed
on his light. He nceded a light to pick
i3 way into the shattered building
across the choked moat. Carefully—
remembering the black-out—he kept the
light on the ﬁrnund,

¢ picked his way across to the moat,
The spot of light gleamed on glimmer-
}u 1 snow as he went slowly and care-
ully.
"%}r gum ! breaihed Bob.
. He concentrated the light on a dee
impriat in the snow. It was the mark
of & heavy boot.

Someone had trodden ahead of him
the same way—heading for the shat-
tered old doorway of moat house.
avy man, to judge by the depth of
the ri*rmt in the soft snow.

Fa that dee

I 1in§ flakes were fillin

rint. In a quarter of an iuur in a
ikelihood, it would be obliterated. That
meant that the track was recent, or it
would have been obliterated already.
_ Bomeboay had gone, quite recently,
into the moat house ahead of him—and
was gtill there, as there were no return
tracks, unless he had left by a different
way—which was posaible, but not likely,
for why should he?

ho, in the name of all that was
mysterious, could have penetrated into
that desolate, windy, frozen ruin on o
bitter winter's night ? ;

Nobody ¢ould be supposed to have
any business there—or, if he had, day-
light was an easier and more agreeable
time for such a visit. Darkness would
hide him if he wanted to keep such a
visit from all eyes—but why? An

who liked could explore that old ruin

qthnm wal a7 pead to be secret about
ik.

It was puzzling enough,
Bob pushed o, slowly and carefully,

im. keeping on that track. It led him to

spot where the old moat was easiest to
¢ross, He picked his way across the
snow-piled rubble in the moat and into
the murtslrd beyond.

The old yard was a sheot of snow;
and across it ran that deep track, lead-
ing into the shattered old doorwsy.

o sound came to Bob save the wail
of the wind and the rustle of icy
branches and old ivy. If the unknown
man was there he was silent.

But why was he there? Even if he
was someone who played g]lmat in the
haunted house, a3 Bob half-suspected,
that did not account for it. -l?er he
could not possibly have expected any-
one fo come on such a night; he could
not be perpetually on the watch to play
his ghostly tricks.

Under the broken arch of the old
doorway Bob paused. His heart was
beating rather unpléasantly.

Was anyone, after all, there?
Ghosts, if ghosts there were, surely
could not leave footprints in the snow?
And yet—

The darizness, the silence, the low
wail of the wind were eerie; the soli-
tude was oppressive. Ghosts, easy
enough to laugh at in a lighted room
under & roof, seemed different, some-
how, in_ that blackness and solitude
on & winter's night with no human
being anywhers at hand, unless the
silent being in the ruined mansion
was human.

he was there, why was he silent?
Why was hLe there at all? Ilow could
soyone be there in that black darkness,
finding his way without a light? The
specire of the old miser was said to
carry a ghostly light, but there was no
gleam in the blackness,
Standing there, with flakes falling
softly over hirn, the wind wailing, star-
ing info the blackness within, Bob felt
a tremor creep over him,

At that moment he would have been
lad to turn back, and lwrry away
rom that desolate, dismal spot. Buf,
a9 -he thought of that, he set his teeth.

He was not going to funk it. His
cheeks crimsoned in the ploom at the
thought of going back—mecting the
e])‘-as of his comrades, and confessing
that he had got as far as the moat
house, and dared not enter.

He tramped in, doggedly.

In the old roofless hall the snow
floated in, flakea scattering round him.
The track was as clear as outside. Bob
followed it till suddenly he halted, his
heart t‘humpinﬁ.

From the blackness ahead, beyond
masses of snow-covered masonry, a
light gleamed. He heard no sound,
saw nothing but that sudden glimmer
of light that seemed as if it rose from
the earth.

Was it the pghostly Light of the
;::hnntnm tbrf:r; It IEL HELE kntehw
it was not—and could not t the
blood seemed to freeze in Hiuri-einm
But he pulled himself together, and
shouted :

“ Who's there ™

The light vanishad,

o

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT
HOUSE !

ARENESS, black and impone-
trable, settled in the interioy
of the old moat house where
that strange light had glim-

mered. Bob astood with his heart
thumping.



- He listened,” hearing -ouly the wail-
ing wind. No answer canie io his call,
oo sound of adootstep,or a movement.
" He hed & feeling of the flesh’ creep-
ing on his bohes, ;

‘This was what Bunier had seen,
acoording to his stor No wonder
the frightened fat' junior had bolted.]

Bob Cherry felt very nmich like bolt-
ing. Indeed, it seenred. that his-legs
were going "io rum away with him.

Ho had to make an effort of wil to

remain where he was in that wrapping,
suffocating darkness, listening: for- a
sound that did not conie:

But he would -not run as Bunter had
run, He was not going to be called
o funk again. He 'was going to see
what it all meant. ] ' :

Soveral minutes, which eecmed like
hours, crawled by. Then at last there
was a sound—a faint sound: It was a
moan from the darkness ]

He started and listened niore in-
tently. It was not the wind—it was a
low, moaming gound. It came from
s direction different from ‘that of the
light he had seen—from somewhere
among the old chattered walls and
stacka of fallen bricks and stone. -

Bob breathed hard. Was it, could it
be, some grisly spetire that furked in
the darkness? Or waas it, sfter all,
gome trickster, who had taken warn-
ing by his shout, and so knew that he
was tiere, and was trying lo frighten
him? ;

.But why—why? If it was a human i
being, whgr waayha there at all? Who,

in the name of all that was incompre-
hensible, could be lurking by night
in that frozen, desolate ruin, in snow
and wind and darkness? It did not
BCEN ECnSE. ‘

The low, moaning sound was re-
peated—from & different direciion
again. “Then came ancther sound—a
sound that he had heard and remem-
bered—the clinking rattle of a bunch
of keys, That eeria sound seemed to

float on the wind over hiz head.

Bob made a movement. He would ¥

have given a good deal to go, but he
was n!;':-it goiugg Holding his fight_ be-
fore him, he tramped onward into the
old building, with a fierce and savage
detormination.

Making his way. round . masses of
ruined. masonry,; he followed that track

in the smow. It led him to the spob

where a few days ago he had looked
down the steps under ihe arched gpen-
ing, and seen the footprints. There
was only one zet now.

He stood there, looking d
track hé had been following led down
the steps into the well of  darkness
below. & ;

Buﬁ. as he ﬂamed&hg l1ghtil: r?jqn-:l h:ﬁ
on, the snow-covere ags ne discern
the track—rmrursud-—lea.dmg. up from
the underground stair. Whoever had

na down had come up sgain while

o Was stnndingwand' locking in from
the courtyard. Was that why the light
had seemed to his eyes to rise from
the earth? .

He turned, and followed the return
track.

It led him to a vast mass of masonry,
sprinkled with snow. He stood staring

at it. The man—if mon it was—must ¥

have scrambled over that mass of
rugged ruins. Was it to avoid leaving
a track in the snow, now that he knew
that someone was on the spot?
Bob_began to feel sure that it was
a_trickster that he had to.deal with.
He turned back to the steps agaimy
‘Clink, clink, -
wind—the rattle of ghostly keys:
did not turn his ‘head at ‘that eerie
sound behind' him. ,
With his teeth set he tramped down

down. The &

[\ e
ink ! canie on rthe- -
H
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the -stegs. - If the uhseen, unknown
lurker in the ruina-had gone down; he
must -have had somé reasor—if he was
not-a- flitking spectre. Bob was goihg
to’ know the reasen.
_Flrere-was snow only on the {op st(-.lpa.
_hF-:_-tIL:‘ or‘five steps down the stairs lay
are,
The tracks were no longer to be seen
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i By Colonel Wharton
| T e es spontis &
Christmas at school this P

2 vear veminds nie that I spent ¥
¥ Chrizsimas at Greyfriars myself §

A,

vy someth like &0 years ago.
i (T awill from telling you
% the exact number in case you

are tempied to start rechoning
g out my age!l) ;
: Several cases of an infectiouns
dizease had oceurved af the BB
g school, with the result that P
4 Gregfriare had been placed * in
s guarantine ' over the Feslive
Season, and we boys were not 5
allowed fo-go hoine.
: ¥ toas in the Yourth Form at
¥ *the time (there was no ' Lower'
or *“ Upper ™) and - {he Fourth
was looked on as a particularly
&k Cn ing Form. We set out
£ o justify our reputation ! N
: At o Form meeting over wohich }
soaeiis programane of foativitics, D
. ] e [ e8 s
swhich included ftwo indoor B
sports mectings, football §
maiches, a magic lantern show, X
an mmatleur pantomime, a public o
debate, and a grand Christnas P
party.

The programme oas o Sue-
cessful that before we were Italf-
weay through, almost the entire
% schocl had joined up wilth us. P
£ So big were the crowds that §
our magic-lantern show had fo B
be transferved from the Junior 3
Common-room to the dining- §
hall, while Big Hall itself had to P
be used (o accormmodale the
audience that turned up to see
our pantomime ! ¢

ing we did that wceek 3
wwent off, as ¥ believe you express K
i mow, with a “"bang ™! In
those days we were a rougher, 2
heartier crowed Han our modern
counierpart. Our footbell {under FS
very different rules from ‘those
of to-day) was more boistcrous
and less scientific. Our panio-
mime was a very crude affair §
g in_comparison with the smart P
¥ modern junior ghow. It con- §

Ienockabout and the
“ hwmour ' was éi:trd!y w
than horseplay. our -
ball and our acting alike wwere
weell suiled to the requiremends
of that age, and proved enorm-
cusly successjul,

¥  Throughout our cnforced slay &
o al the school, we were well 3
* supplied with ‘' fuck™ (e &
i called {F * torminig " 1), and my B
recoltection ;I: thet whenmngt_w
g delag breaking-up Jid arrive,
. .m“ﬁnm qﬂwgﬂti'?ﬁslmhs, we K
% goere all iquité sorry 1o go home [

turns,

' {_.— {_ ML

o'h

_{ [ T IR St L, ]

4

% push

b tion, the of the

sisted chiefly, I remember, of 3

R gtealth

b moved, with
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—but there was only one way to go.
Bob went on—downward.

The dim, damp; icy:«cold ctone stair-
way consisted -DF ¥ 1 ‘ﬁnmn ‘sfeps. He
veached the bottom, and stood in an
arched passage, flogred by mouldy flag-

stones, reeking with damp.
He held up his lamp, and looked
about him. ; his head
e passage was low; his he
almost touched the arched rgof. Here

and there lay great masses of masonry,
blocks of stone still held together by
the ancient cement, that had evidently
rolled down the steps when the old
walls crashed long years ago.
He Jmked his way aniong them, and
_ on to the end of the under-
ground ga.
It ended in a wal]l of solid stone,
Bob came to a halt, staring at it

That solid stone wall blocked all
further prggn.-sa. :
He turned back: So far as he could

see the arched passage to nothing.

Possibly it had been a shelter or
some sort of a hiding-plack in ancient
days. It did not, at all events, seem
to, lead to any cellar or vaults as
might have been expected.

b scanned the in the light
of his torch ss he mﬂ back towards
‘the steps, rather blankly. _

Here and there it ‘was almost blocked
by the masses that had rolled down
when the old walls collapsed. One
huge block was i‘gmmﬂd' close to the
wall—s block so large and heavy that
only a very muscular man could have
moved it. The other masses were

smaller, of all shapes and sizes,

Bob back to the steps in a state
of wonder and doubf. .

What possible motive could any man
have had for penetrating to that
dismal, dank recess on the dark
winter’s night? He felt a shiver as,
looking up the stairway, he heard that

kR strange sound again,

Clink, clink | -
It was the ratile of iron keya
Man or ghost, it was between him
the open, Bob félt his hesrt
thump. But his jaw squared, and his
eyea glinted, and he tramped up the
steps.  He did not believe, and he
could not believe, that he had fol-
lowed ghostly footprints in the snow,
though if there was & natural explana-
' a moat house
beyond his understarding.
He reached tha‘-tﬂs of the stegs.
The olinking sound had ceased. All
was silent, .
Bob held up his lamp, and flashed
the light round.
It revealed nothing but snow-covered

was

R ruins, shattered walls topped with

A moment later
asp a3 the lamp
and.

snow and frosty ivy.
he gave a startled
was struck from his

“Oh!” gasped Bob,

No one was nesr him. It must hava
been a sudden rhissile from the dark—
g3 likely ms not & snowball—that had
gtruck the lamp away. .

He was left 1n black darkness.

He peered round him helplessly. 1t
was futile to search for the fallen flash-
1mﬁ" It had _-ira]gtp'ed in' snow, and
he had not heard it fall. But, as he
panted, with thumping heart, he heard
a faint sound in the darkness as of a

¥, creeping form. '

He shuddered. ' In that black davk-
ness it seemed as if ilfu.@ﬂ:r' fingers were
reaching out to touch him.

He moved at last. He kad to grope

4 his way blindly among the fallen ruins
% in the old hall to web bac

t back to the court-

vard and out of the moat house. He

: hiz hands outstretched in

front of him, slowly, feeling his warv,
‘MagrET LIBRARY.—No. 1,662
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his footsteps making no sound in the

thick ca of snow

‘Btiddenly his nutntratchad hands
touched aumal:hm in -the dark um:'l
with & ran through h

frpm hend to foor,. he realisad l;hat lt
was & face—a human face,
he grasped

Thmvl next hmament

-+ | ely at . the unseen ‘Dgire.
Lh:?'kgﬁ,giﬂ the bmknem,ﬁge had mn
into the mysterious lurker in the most
house, _ and  his mnmuntnr;,r pnnm
changed to & burst of = ug

grasped at the form in the nrkuusa,
" Now, you rotter I’ breithed Bob.
Who—"

. There was a8 crash, and a thousand
§ht5 seemed to dance before his- eyes.
Aftor that Bob Cherry knew nothing.

1]

WHERE IS BOB CHERRY ?

i BAY, yuu fellows 1™
Bill Bunter o ener.i his little
rt:.u.lm:l}r oyes behind his big roun
spectacles and blinked round at
four faces in Harry Wharton's den.
Having finished the almonds and. thu
museatels, the fat Owl had drop
m hm nrmr.:hmr bet'-::rre

to sles
radmeg hper apﬂ]haﬁ nwalmnmi.

radio had been shut off, and thera wasa

m  He. awg-ed with-

.b those deadly bimLs

oi thte Hu

THE MAGNET

% MNo,” said Bunter emphatically, '
ain’t 1*

“I'll skut you up;ithen I'*

Johony Bull pmiwd up a cushion.
that cushion! 84l

Billy. . Bunter did pot shut up—he
roared | -

“Yow-ow! Beast! Keep off, you
rotter [ fault if you row

h' -r:rl Tmﬂ’tamg'

Wit he goes in a
sulk, is it%?”

CSwipet - ;

“Wow ! EE-uEpd- will you?” howled
Buntér. “Look here, Wharten, if you
think a féllow it going to stand
ﬂililtﬁ—'” ot shut ! ted

Why not ut up?” suggested

Wharton, '

“ Beast "

Billy Bunter shut up at last. It was
clear’ ﬁhal: Johnny was going on swip-
ipg till he did, and there did not seem

to be any support available, from the
captain of the Remove. Bunter
shut 1up, contenting himself with giving
Johnny devastating blinks through his
hiﬁ apectn;cles.

chnny, however, was not devastated
they had no
he turned to

- Jobhuny's face .was thoughtful, and
urree Jamset Bam Singh smiled &
faint, dusky smile as he logked at him,
ou fellows think old Bob's got his

ect on his back, hich
Bunter.

silence, save for the crackle of the logs. back . -up? asked Johony,
Harry. Wharton and Frank Nugent d.  “Blessed if I ow why !
had sat down to a -:hesa table, but did '1;.[?132 he h;:ﬁs’g ! ke ¥

not seemy very deep in pawns and
pieces. Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh was
ﬁumg mﬂd1LutivEIJ at the fire, which

his dus complexion.
Juhnn;r.' Bu‘il hed & *Holiday Apnuaal *
on his knees, but he seemed to be think.
ing rather than reading.

The fact was that it seemed high
time tu the Co. that Bob Cherry got

sck after writing that letter. It was
:'ia.wmnﬁ_ on Johnny Bull that Bab had

ne in & huff, which was wvery
11ﬂllL£: Bob—and it was still more
nnlike him for hiz huf to last an hour.
There was a general feeling of some-
thing like discomfort in the hitherto
merﬂ' party.

“ Whero's Bﬂh * asked Bunter, blink-
mg round.
Gone to write s letter,”

without looking round,

“He, he, hai?

Billyr Bunter chortled He seemed
aTmuse

No one heeded that Fat chortla, only
Johnny Bull nrmf- the chortling fat

ark look.

Owl » rather
“1 say, you fellows, it's takin

& ]{;ll;r ﬂng time to write that %ﬂﬂar,
ain’t 1t¥"" inquired Bunter,

No reply.

“You fﬂ]lﬂ-ﬁ's are the fellows for
rowing, ain't you?” went on the fat
Owl agrecably. “Bull only got hem

to-day, and he's rowing already.”

“Who's rowing 1" asked Johnny- Bull
in a deep voies,

“He, he, bel ¥ou call a Fal]mv A
funk, and den’t call it rowing i asked
Bunter, " Not that- it dossn’t serve
him right! He's called me a funk
more than onee—="

“You are a funk!” said Johnny
Bull.

"ﬂ'h really, Bull—"

“Now shuf up .

“Ehan't!"  retorted Buster inde-
pendently. “Y don't expact much 1n
the way of manners from you, Bull
ﬁu{: really gwmaia hfl-;:t, you tknﬂwl

owing and raggin e minute you

gettoa p iceJ 8

Jﬁhﬂﬂj’ Bull rose to his feet.

'Aﬁc{nu going to shut up, Bunter:”
lie ask
TEE Micxer Lisnany.—No 1,662

said Harry,

“Hem 1” murmured Nugent.
“Um " remar Harry Wharton.
Johnny knitted his brows.
Euek
alui

"Weif, I never meant to put his
1T} pﬁm you - fellows know
“ But if 1°did, I'll go bt te-l!
him I'm sorre

Johnny Bull marched out of the
room with his heavy tread., Johnmy
was unaware of having given Bob any
cause for getting his back up. He was,
it was true, a plsin a aka but he
beliaved in plain speakin Hﬂwﬂvf.‘r,
if old Bob had got his m:l: upbwﬁh

or without cause Johnny undu tedly
was sorry for the same, and was pre-

ared to say so—after ‘whmh it was to
. ixﬂﬂﬂte , 81 would be calm and
ight.

e was back, however, in & couple
of mioutea, ;
“Bob’s pnot in his room,” he said.

“1 suppose he went down safter he'd
dunE Ehr' letter. I'm going down.”

Jﬂl:;ﬂnj Bull departed again, and this
time his absence was longer. But he
came back in sbout ten minutes.

“¥ou fellows know where Bob ja?”
he asked. :
"anan’t vou found himi™
“No.M

“Well, he must be in the house
mm&whe;a {* said Harry, in surprise.
“He can't have gone out in this
weather on his own. Did you ask
Wella I

“Yes, Nobody B £een him. Dash it
all, the chap can't have gone out m
this blinking snow because -he had b
back up, I suppose I*

Threo juniors rose to their feet.

BIHF Bunter sat up and.grinned,

Perhapl he's cleared off I’ he

au i
§3€gte don’t talk rot, Bunter|”
ana Wharton,

F{E’aﬂ I've come jolly near clearin
off more than once [* said the fat Owl,
with & smff. “The way & pguest is
treated hare—>*

“8hut up, rou fat fool I

“ Wha-a-at [ ejauulnmd Bunter. He
blinked at Harry Wharton. “Look
here, if that's the way you talk to =
follow, you can jolly well expect to

lose mie as well as Bab. this Ghnstmu!
I can ]ully 'wal] toll youy-—-"
1dict [ Gume on, you

chnps!” Harey. The sugge-a‘tmn
that Bob Ghen‘y might bave had his
back up to the extent of clearing off
was too dismaying to Wharton for
him to have his usual patience to wasto
on the fat Owl.

He hurried opt of the room.

Billy Bunter sent an indignant snort
after them az the Co. followed him.

Wharton aml:ﬂhad on the light in
Bob's room. nee Was eno
to show that Bdb ha.d not cleared
as the fat Owl had so happily sug
gested. iz belongings were about t p
rmrln, 23 usual, b " 4
“I sup u.se e's gone out,” sai
Hnn F b slways ‘says that if a
l:hli.gls huﬂ'jr a walk iz the best thing
ris 11;. | he's gone out for
a tmm mﬂﬂt ely he went this way,
lcony.”

s ‘shoes. lay by a chair, where
they had been taken off. Thaf looked
as 1f he had changed into boots to go
out. And it was soon ascertained that
‘ah mrm.-:.t waa gone.

“Is E!repastgruualv saible—-="
murmured urree Jamset Ram Singh.
I-Iarr:r Wharton looked at him. _

“Congh it up, Inky!” he said. *“I
was thitiking that Bob m:ght have gone
off to thi:.- haunted house, just to show

looking .

“The sameful thought was In my
debilitated mind,” admitted the nabob,

“I—I sup "he might aﬂ;er what
Johnny saa&po—’ muttered Nugent.
i 1 m*rer paid anything, did I said
ﬂ'nhnnjr BuEI

“Hem 1"
“He said he didn't want to egu there.
and I asked him if he funk
course, 1 didn't mean that he fun‘:’:e.d

it
“Well, I ahﬁulﬂn’t wonder if the

silly ﬂld ﬁo there, just
because of what :.ruu dn't mean, you
fathea-:l!" gaid Harry. “Blessed if I

Bea e should go out, nt-hemlaut
I th:lﬁt I'Il look for - we may find
him enjoving & tramp on the terrace.”

Wharton went to his room for a coat
and a cap. The other fellows did the
same, and they gathered in Bob's room

agai

gWhartt}n opened the french window
on the balcony, and they passed out
into the snowy December night. A
fash-lamp turned on the carpet of
snow revealed traces of boots, though
almost obliterated by flakea.
There was no doubt that Bob had
gone out that way.

They descended to the terrace, All
windows were b]mked out, and it was
densely dark.

& Ynu abount, Bob, old man?” called
out Harry.

There was no anawer. but they did
nnt really el:_::pec’e Wharton

ent, and Hurree Smgh had hﬂlu
d-nu that Bob had gona off to the
haunted house on his own—as a sort
of crushing retort to Johnny Bull.

They went down from the terrace to
the path below. Following it, they
arrived at the litila gate on tge

There they found unmistakable mgna
that someone had gone out. Foobprints
were lost under fl-ﬂ.ﬁ-fﬂ]lmg fAakes, but
the mass of snow which had been
soraped beck when the gate was
dr open its own tale.

s ass went -gut this way ¥
said Harry. “Ten to one he's gone to
the moat house—"

“Wothing to burt him there if he
has ! said Juhnu{

“No, as3; but I don’t like the ides,
all the same. It's a rotten place for a
fellow to Le alone in the dark. Blmad
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if I can see what's keeping him all this
time, tool ]

“What about pushing on to the moat
house and loocking for him?" asked
Nugent. :

“Yez, let's™ .

The juniors turned up their coat-
collars against the hitter wind, and
tramoped down the road towards the
corner of Redgats Lane. There they
turned the cormer and tramped on
thiough the windy darkness and falling
snaw, heading for the moat house.

THE MAN IN THE VAN !
BDB CHERRY opened his eyes,

He was Conscious t of &
grinding ache in his head. For
a minute or two he did not re-
member—and he -Iaﬁ,e his- half-opened
eyes blinking in the light, without
moving. Then, as it came back to him,
he stirred and. lifted his aching head
and looked round him.dizzily.

‘Ha fallen senseless under a
sydden crashing blow_on the head—le
waa aware of that, He had fallen 1n
the snow in the old rocfless moat house
in the darkness 'of the winter night.
But there was light in his eyes as he
opened them—and he was not lying in
the snpow on the frozen old flagsfones,
Where he was, and how he g " there,
was & mystery to him for a moment or
twao. 3

There was & scent of oil from a lamp,
and a stronger scent of tobacco, The
stuffy atmosphere made him catch his
breath. - : :

He stared round him in wondag.

He was lying on a sort of bed on a
floor—a bed made up of a pile of
dingy blankets. Close round him wore

X Wﬂ#ﬂﬂﬂﬂ#ﬂ# e b i W L i

“ You've called me a slacker often enough, Bob
you doing—slacking about, tucked up like a tabby cat, at half-past {en in the morning ?*’ Only the
vain in Bob’s head saved Bunter from a severe kicking.

wooden walls, and his first impression
was that he was in a hut. en, 4%
hiz dazed ayea fell on a figure near at
hand, he realised where he was—in a
CATAVAN.

Within & fow feet of him & man sat
on a hox, leaning against the wall of
the van, hizs legs stretched out across
almost the whole width of the caravan.

On another box, beside the man, wasa
a tin of tobacco, o bottle, and a ;El_aﬁs-.
and a pile of newspapers. By the light
of a swinging lamp, the man was read-
ing a paper, and smoking a pipe, which
fil eqfl] the confined space with smoke and
smiell. .

It was the rat-faced man who lived
in the caravan in the grounds of the old
moat house. )

Bob blinked at him, He had been

uite unconscious of it, but it was clear
that the caravanmer must have carried
him into the van and laid him where he
now Was. .

Ho sat up, putting a hand to his
hoad. The man with the pipe looked
vound, gave him a nod, an id down
the nawspaper.

“Oh, you've come to, 'ave you?" he
grunted., “Time you did, young feller-
me-ladl 1 can tell you this, young
whoever-you-are, you wouldn't have
come to 1n & “urry if I hadn’t found
i,-nu and brought you in “ere! You'd
iave been froze stiff-l”

“You found me?” mumbled Bob.

“Lucky for vou I did)” grunted the
rn.t.-fngt:;:ﬂ-ﬂj' man. “If you hadn’t yelled
out ft to raisa the dead when yvou fell
over yonder, I'd never have known you
wag thero. It gave me a start, I cap
tell youw—what with the stories
ghosts they tell about that place.”
“Did I call out?” asked Bob,
He was guite unconscious of having

Iy

Cherry ! ** said Billy

19

‘¢ e

I<I'-"-'ll--.

FESTEI R 21 R

3
[
=

Nl

el |
=

gEREEEmERY
- EE AN EE
SRR LY WYY
il TR, Y

F N LA B B

il

L]
L 3

|
L

L
-
.

‘*"
mE ="

L]
"‘..-.-'l"
-

-
T .-
N -
- -
w'e

by ". 4
[T |

: ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂﬂﬂﬁi
Bunter. *° Now what are §
iy

ericd out when he was struck down by
that blow in the dark.

“Didn’t you!” grunted the rat-faced
man. “ Might have been heard half-a
mile. I tell vou, it gave me a start!
S0 I got- out my lantern and come to
look—and there you was, lying where
you fell over—and 1 thimk 1t'z worth
tenr bob to you to be brought out of 5.

“Yes, yes!” said Bob. “But—did
vou_ see him?"
“Him! Whot"

“The man who struck me down ™

The rat-faced man stared at him.

“I never saw nobody but vou,” he
answered. “What was, you deoing
there ‘in the dark? There's been
tramps wha've camped there at times—
but you ain't a tramp, I s'pose} Did
you ron into some tramp there

“I=I don't know.” Bob pressed his
hand to his aching head. I van into
somebody in the dark, and he Lknocliecl
me on the head.”

“Dnd he?” The rat-faced man stared.
“When I found you I thought you'd
fallen over smrgleﬂi&ni; in the dark and

ead.”

“Weall, " ¥ didn't, I was lknocked
down.” :
The man in the car:ﬁﬁz} ahmggﬂzd his
shoulders. His look indicated that he

did not believe that statement,

“You was frighténed in the dark,
and never knew what 'appened, I ex-
peet,” he said. “What was vour game
thera? You're one of VOLNE COVEs
I saw around here the other day, ain't
vou? What was you up to, coming
there in' the dark?” > )

‘?I was exploring the plage,” muttered

N

“More fool you to come ip the

dark |l . I s'pose 1t’s the sort of plage a
Tue MacNer Lisnany.—XNo. 1662,
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schoolboy would like to root over, hut
daylight's the time! You better stick to
daylight if you come again! If you
came 1o the dark, why dido't you'bring
a light?” :

*1did! I lost it—"

“And then you fell over and knocked
vour head!” ssid the rat-faced man.
“Well, if you hadn't howled out fit to
raise the dead, you'd be there still!
And froze! ¥You can lay to that!”

The rat-faced man resumed his ?mm

Bob sat, leaning on the wall of the
caravan, pressing his hand to his ach-
ing head, collecting his wits.

Trom what the man said, he had
ericd out when he was struck down,
though he remembered nothing of 1t
It was likely enough. And the man,
rough customer as he looked, had come
out to see the cause, found him, and
carried him into the van, He looked &
surly brute; but he could hardly have
left the schoolboy to frecze in the snow,
and Bob certainly was thankful that he
Lhad taken the trouble. He was more
than willing to hand over the reward
at which the man had very plainly
hinted.

But he was utterly puzeled and
mvstified.

Whatever the rat-faced man thought,
Bob knew that he had not a;tumﬁli:d
over and fallen and knocked his head;
he knew that he had been struck down.
Was it possible that he had run into
sOMme ruﬁinnly tramp who had soughi
shelter from the weather in that lonely
place ¥ .

But if that was the case, who was 1t
that had played ghost? Somebody had
—unless, indeed, the moat house was
haunted by an unearthly being.

According to what his chums had told
him, it could not be the man in the
caravan who played that uncanny
trickery. They bkad seen bim, at a
distance from the moat house, while
Bob was there on the previous occasion.
Otherwise his suspicions certainly
would have turned on the low-browed,
rat-featured occupant of the caravan.

He spoke again, after a 1 silence :

“You're sure you saw nobody there®”

The man gave a grunt.

“Beeing as there was nobodr, of
course I didn't,” he answered.

“Did you hear anything?”

*Only the wind.”

“Nothing like the rattling of kevs®™ fock

asked Bab. :

The man stared at him, and then
gave & grufi laugh. ‘

“That's the ghost story,” he said.
"I've 'eard it often enough from people
in these parts. But I ain’t never 'eard
them keys—and I ain’t never seen a

host light, neither—and I been ‘erc
ong anc-ugil.! f there's a ghost, he
Lkeeps to the moat house—lie don't come
along to this here van! ¥You young
idjit, vou've been frightening vourself
i the dark!™

Bob's face crimsoned, and he wwas
silent again.

The man gave him a grinning stare
and rose, opened the door of the cars-
van 8 few inches, and looked out into
the night. He gave s grunt, and turned
back to Bob.

“It don't lock like giving over ! Le
said. “But if you're going to get omo
ro-night you better get & move on, Yon
live about ‘ere?”

“I'm staying at Wharton Lodge.”

“I know the place—'arf a mile from
‘era!” The man stood staring at him
surlily, and seemed to consider, * Look
‘ere, I'l] gixe you & ‘and oms, if vou
like. ¥You locked protty aick, and wou
can lay to that., You gave your bean a
hard knock, and no mistake.”

He crammed his buely figur» intc a
vough geeatcoat.

Tur Mauner Lisrapy.~~No. 1,553,
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Bob utaﬁgemﬂ to his feet, with has
band on the sid€ of the van, His head
ached horribly, and he was dazed and

off—and they had at tast gone out with
their skates.
He would have liked their company,.

dizzy. ) all the same, as he lay staring at the
e stood unsteadily, -and the rat-faced fire, But he did not to want
man gave him a hand. : Bunter’s. His faca did not E- ighten in
“I'll ’elp you 1" he grunted, and he the very least at the sight of the grin

gave Bob a helping hand down from the
van. Leaving him standing in the snow,

Lhe locked the van and then rejoined

him,

Taking the schoolboy by the arm, he
led him to the lane, and they turned in
the direction of the road.

Bob's head was swimming, and he was
glad enough of the helping hand, little
as hge‘}jked th:d _:lnnn]‘: mnﬁplﬁg. He
tram unsteadily through t ENGWY,
by the side of tharrat-famd man.  But
before the road was reached there came
a gleam of a flash-lamp in the darkness,
and & voice called:

“ Who's that "

“Bob, old man] ;

The next moment Bob was surrounded
br his friends.

BUNTER THE COMFORTER !
B ILLY BUNTER grinned—a- sar-

castic grin.

It was bright morning—the

snow had ceased to fall, and a
wintry eun was shining on a world of

white, :

Bunter had breakfasted in bed that
morning. Nobody objected fo Bunter
breakfasting in bed—indeed, . had he
remained 1in bed, snoozed till lumﬂt‘
linched in bed, snoozed till dinner, an
dined in_ bed, noboedy would have
minded. It would have been almost as
good as not having Bunter there at all!

That programme, however, though
attractive in_itself, did not suit the
ﬂregarmus Owl.”. At hali-past ten

unter rolled forth in search of

company.
Downstairs, he Ilearned = that four
fellows had gone out to skate on the
lake, which Bunter persisted in calling
n pond. Colonel Wharton had gone out
also, and Miss Wharton was busy wit
household duties—not that the any
of either was much desired by the fat
Owl. Another guest was expectéd at the
ack Drake, who had once been
reyiriars, and_ was now, Ferrers
e's assistant in London. But Drake
had not turned up yet. The only avail-
able company was that of Bob Cherry,
who, Bunter learned, was lying down
that morning, in Wharton's zen

So up to Wharton’s den went the fat
Owl,-and as he pushed o the door
and blinked in through his big spec-
tacles, he grinned that sarcastic grin,

Bob was lying on a settee pulled up
before a erackling log five, his head on
& cushion.

His ruddy face was & good dea! paler
than usual. He had a bandage tied
over & greal bruise on his head—which
ached badly. He had the Christmas
number of the “Gem ™ in his hand,
but he was not reading.

For once, Bob's cheery, sunny spirit
were dashed. L WAL

He hated, first of all, being an in-
valid—and anything like being fussed
over ddisconcerted him,.- But with his
aching nut, he could not carry on with
the usual strenuous life—every move-
ment gave him a pain, and any
energetic movement a fearful pang, He
just had to lie up for a time and
mﬂ:ﬂ& ﬂt'he best of 1if.

ading was not much of a resource,
with an aching head. But Bob was not
the fellow to keep other fellows in, sit-
ting about doing nothing. The whole
{'o. would willingly have sat it out
with him, but he had shooed. them

at

p making 'em workl

ning fat Owl.

“Oh, here you are, all on your ownl”
said Bunter, mﬂinf in, "“Nice sort of
manners here—what? Leaving a fellow
all on his own] You're %ﬁtﬁng some of
it now, same as I have! Secrubby lot
here, ain’t they?”

B:h[}hem it, you silly ass!1” grunted

“That’s what f_gou call gratitude, I
suppose, when a fellow fags up all those
stairsa to keep you company, whil
vou're lying on your beam s 1" said
Bunter.

Grunt from Bob.

“Look here, let's pgo out—what?”
asked Bunter. “I ghouldn’t lis about
being an invalid if I were Cherry.
After all, what's a crack on the nut?
Nothing to mak? a fuss sbout, that I
can see! I wouldn’t be a clacker, old.
chap ! '

Bob - looked at him. Only the circum-
starice .that he could not have kicked
Bunter ‘without hng a fearful Tpm!
in_his nut saved the fat Owl. To be
called a slacker by the fat, frowsting

1 was rather too much. :

“You've called me a slacker often
enough,” remarked Bunter.,  *“Now
what are you dlili’lf' slnckmianhm;t,
tucked ll'.:ﬁ like a tabby cab, at half-past
ten: in the morning? Not Greyfriars
style, old chap. You'd better to &
girls' echool next term ! He, he, he 1"

Bob Cherry stirred and glanced about
him—for something to throw at Bunter.
But there was nothing at hand to throw,

and the fat Owl rattled on cheerfully.
“Looking for something? ant
something to eat?” _
Bob grinned,
T Iru i

; if you want !ﬂmm-hiﬂﬁ to
est! I don't see why servants shouldn't
work,” =said Bunter, - I believe in’
¢ Plenty of up and
down stairs—that teaches ’em! Like
me to ring " ;
“No, you footling freak!”

“They've all gone out,” said Bunter,
settling down comfortably in an a..n-
chair. "I say, old chap, are you satill
sticking to that funny story you told
last night ™ ;
.Bob did not reply to that, but his
colour deepened.

“0f course, you only fancied it |” said
Bunter, hniE:“l:'km{I at him. “Nobods
’hmged' on the nnt, old chap! No-

body believes anybody did—they'd tell
you only they dgn};: want a row! I
can tell you the old jossar thinks you fell
over in the dark and banged your head.
S0 do they all. You did, you know!
You fancied the rest-becaunsze you were
frightened. See®”
lay silent.

His friends had been kind and sym-
pathetic.: Colonel Wharton and Aunt
Amy bad been deeply concerned. It
was plain that he had had & bad knock
on the head—there was a big bruise to
show for it. But that somo mysterious
and unknown n had struck him
down in . the dark he knew that his
friends doubted. If he had stumbled

and slipped in the dark, and crashed
his h on the masonry, he might
easily have fancied the rest.

rolesing that Bob. himsell slmost
perplexing tha imse '
wondered whether it might be that. Vet
he remembered the unseen face that his
fingers had touched in®the darkness—
the' unseen’ figure on’ wh his grasp
ha¢ clozed when that sudden blow was
strurk. He knew that it was not fancy



~though he ecould hardly blame his
friends for thinking {hat pérhaps it
waa |

Certainly he did not feel dispozed to
discuszs it with the fat Owl, e said
nothing, Bunter, however, had enongh
to say for fwo.

“That's how it was, old fellow—mere
fright ! A pity I wasn't with you!
What you wanted was-a pal with a spot
of pluck, you know, say, the
old josser’s gone to the moat house—
gone to look round, Think he'll find a
iramp who bhanged you on the napper?
1le, he, he!”

LI LI (L W I L
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A Seasonable School
Story of JACK JOLLY
& CO., the Cheery

Chums of St. Sam's

By
DICKY NUGENT

" ROUGHT the Chyisfmas - freg
with you, siy 7
Jack Jolly fired that cager
question at Dv. Bivchemall as the
Iatter poked hiz head into Jolly's
sfudy in the Fourthh Form passidge.

It was breaking-up doy at Si,
Nam's, and Jolly and his chums,
Merrvy and Bright and Fearless, were
sorting out the presents to put on the
Christmasg=tree for theiy breaking-up
praicty.  Jolly's pater had sent along o
ripping lof of presents for the Fourth,
He had also given the Head enuff
munny to buy o Chrisimas-trec on
ichich fo hamg them.

. RBirchemall snealied into he
sfudy. He had a gilty look on his
faee, T'races of mincemeat oere
vizzible round Ris ynowltle.

“ I—I"rmmt sorvy, Jolly,” e plrallered.
“ I'm afraid gour hoaps will have Lo
e turned dowen. You see, the Christ-
mas-free has ot furned up 1"’

“ But gouw ordered if, sivl'" pro-
tested Fearless.

i Tyue, Fearless! I had to cancel
the order, however, because I spent
fthe munny on minco-pics—I mean,
becanse we're all seant t¢ ceono-
mise ' corrected the Head quickiy.
“ Soreg and all that, Dogs I

“ Shame!" cervied Jolly & Co.

fecrcely,

Sy

No answer from Bab.

“1 wonder that surly brate in the van
took the trouble to look for you,” went
on Bunter. *He was uncivil enough to
me when I saw him—a low beast, you
know! 1 came near to knocking him
down! What are you grinning at?”

Bob did not explain what he was grin-
WS tipped him,” said
* But 1 suppose you tipped him,™ =al
Bunter. “I dare say he expected a tip !
That's why he did i, of courze. Low
beast—he cheeked me| But I say, old
chap, ara you %nmg to ‘stick there all
the morning ? shouldn’t frowst over
a fire on a ripping morning like this if
I were you. Buck up! Make an effort |
Don’t give way to it, you know " said

Bunter encouragingly.

Bunter.

EVERY SAITURDAY

“You fot, footling, frabjous owli”
breathed Bob, *1 can’t move without
my ”1.“"“1 going like a cracker! Shut
up |

“Well, I wouldn't give in to it," zaid
Bunter, shaking lis head. * But then,
I'm not soft! Yon were always a bit
soft, old chap, if you don't mind my
medtioning 16! Not such a milksop as
Nugent, perhaps—not so bad as that—

but rather soft! I wounldn't Lo =zoft,
Cherry 1"
Bob Cherry cast an almost frantic

glare round for o missile. It was really
awinl to be pinned down by a splitting

D, Hiveliennall sig eed simpertletio-
ally.

“it's e« beestly shame, bogs—
agrecd ! The meor thaught of breal:-
ing info fthe breoaking-ap  cnng
makes me feol like breaking down !
Bul have a topping Chrisfinas party,
all the same, won't you'? Eggscusc
me o,

Awd Pr. Birehicrnall shedaddled outl
of the study.

“ Must (E!" said Jolly disgqustedly,
ag the door slamomncd belvind Tifi,
" e govged keimsclf on inince pics
insfcad of buying our Christmas-trec !
Now wchat can we do 77

“ F kiwow ! T said Fearfess.
use the Head's tciskevs !*?
W Wha-a-uat 2"

¥ They're as bushp as anyg Chyist-
mas=-tree ! Desides, i wecould De a good
joale to have the fellows sewarnlig
vound Dr. Bivehemall picking pre-
scnls out of his face-fungus !

" Ha, ha, fiel!l?*

" But the Head would necer stand
Jor it ! ' objected Jack Jolly.

‘“ In that case, e conld sit down,”’
reforied Fearless.  I'H put it fo ine,
if you like.'

“ 'k come with yow, then—with the
presents [ lavfed Jolly.

* Lel's

head when his toes were itching to kick
Bunter.

S8lowly, moving with care, he cx-
tracted the cushion from nnder his head.
He had nothing else io throw.

* Come down to the billiards-toom and
knock the balls abont a bit,” suggesied
er.  “It's not much of o table—
nothing like the billiards-table at Bunter
Clourt. Butb you can ;-i:l: a game on it—
of gorts! If you'll lake my advice, ol
fellow, you won't %l}‘ﬂ- way to a fitile
spot of pain hke this—you’ll brace uF
aud bear it, like a man-l - Dash it all,
old chap, be a man! That's iy advice
—be a4 mainl™. .

Whiz |

Craah |

“Whoooop !

L

roared Dumter, -us e

2]

was Haitened back in the armchair by
the crashing eushion. * Yaroooh 1

Bob Cherry sank back on the seltec
lis head gommg like a steamn-hammer
from the exertion, But it was »
coritfort to sce the fat Owl kicking up
his little fat legs, sprawling aud
roarmg.

“Ow! Coght! Ow! Wy, you beas.
wharrer you up to? roarcd Bunter.
“This the way you treat a chap whu
gives up his morning to keep you eom-
pany, when everybudy clse has let you
down? ¥oooooh !

Billy Dunter - struggled out of the

ee!

Feaving Mervy und DBright to call
fhe fellows (o the Common-1oony,; the
haptin of the Fourih and his hencli-
nvan prosceded to the Head's stedy.

When they veached #Hhal  fancies
skt they were startled fo hear
Jrom within a deffening noise like the
riibling of thunder.

The juniors thowught af first thot
the Head nuest be tipping out saclis
of coal over the carpel. Dut iwchen
they epened the door they furond that
e vad fallen asleep in front of the flve
et was meeerly snorving !

“ Let's work the oracle white he's
itsleep I wispered Jolly. ** IE will
o cazicr to eggspluin the ddea if he
wakes” up and finds we've done the
trick aliready ! ™

Feavless thought this a lepping
wheeze. So they curvied in the pre-
sonds, and carvicd ent Jolly's suig-
qestion.

Dpr. Birchiemall wolie vup just as the
last of thee presents hued been fied (o
his beaid. When he found wchat Tl
happened e teas in a frightful waeels,
eehich made Jolly and  Fearless
cagspect feighiful wacks for their
trublic! But the spivit of the Festive
Seazon must have descended on the
Head, for iwchen e heavd Jolly's
cagsplanation his somewhat shifty
cyes twwinkled gquite mcrrily.

** Olcss any sole ! e ¢cvicd., 1}
necer hicavd tell of such a polly stunt
before ! Still, Christmas is Chyist-
nes, add ¥ ought realiy to make up
Jor not giving yow that tree. 'l do
it, boys I !*

“ Thanks wwfelly, siv! grinned
Fearless.

“ This way, sir!?! cherticd Jolly.

el they led the Head in trivumf to
the Conmumon=yoont, wheve his arvival
was greeted with cheers thal farcly
mupde the welkin wring !

The breaking-up pacly that fol-
FLineed was shuply spiffing, and coery-
body. agrecd that they hod neeer Tod
hetter presents than those they ftool
{i'mi} Dy, Birchemall’'s Chryisfinas-
roc
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armchair amd grasped the cushion. He
glaved at Buob with a glare that wmighs
alinost bhave crucked lis spectacles.

“T've a jolly good mind to bang thi=
cushion right on vour nut ! Lhe voaved.
*You checky beast—>*

“Get outi” hooted Liob.

“¥ohl 11l pet out fast enough:™
snovted Bunter. " Cateh e wasting
sy more of my thoe on you! This is
ihe thanks I get! It's alwavs the samie
—I do these kind and generous things,
and I zet votlenn dvgratitude! Talk
about -ingratitude being a sharper
child than -a serpeni’s tooth! Deast !

The  dignant Owl turned awor.
Then he turned back,

“T eay, though.” he added. Llinking

Tog Magxer Lapiany.—No. 1,662,
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ul Boly atleutively, “are you really laid
up, Cherry? Cen't you get off that
seitee, really?” : oL

“Not without my head cracking liks
crackers, you fat ass!”

“Couldn’t you race me to the door?"”
a:ked Bunter,

"No, ass ™

“Sure vou couldn't?” asked Bunier.
He secmned gutte interested in- thar
point. “ Mean to say that if a harglar,
=ay, cnt offl with your wateh, rou
cﬂuidu’t cut after him B

“No, I couldn't!”

“Oh!” said Bunter, " Then you can
jolly well have this cushion back, jou
cast ¥ i

And lifting the cushion in both fal
hands, Bunter brought it dewn on Dol
Cherry's features with a terrific smite,

Then he cut to the door.

Bob pave a vell of appuizh. Ele
leaped up from the seitee—but immc-
dialely Dbis unfortunate head staried
rrackirg like crackers. as he expressecd
it, and he staggercd and sat down
again.

“He, o, ho 1

M fat caclinnation foaled back., and
then the door slummed afier Bunter.

b was left alone dgain—far frow
comforted by Bunter’s kind wvisit!

FLOTTING A PLOT!

1 00T Lim ! gronted Johuny
B Bull.
“The bootfulpes=s 12  the

proper caper I agreed Hurree
Jamzet Ram Elllﬁll. ]
TTheve's a  limit ! sald Frank
Nugent, i
“And that fat ass iz the limit!"
asented DBob Cherry.

THE MAGNET

Harry Wharton was silent.
%0 was Billy Dunter.

_ Bunter, as well as being. silent, was
invigible ! DBunter, es a rule, was hig
cnough to be scen—especially sideways !
But on the present occasion the fat
Owl of Greyfriars was lying low—very
low ! _

It waz a couple of days since Bob
Chorry's adventure at the moat house.
That adventure had hardly been men-
tioned since. b, awarc of what his
comrades thought, did not care to dis-
cuss it. He was feeling, perhaps, a
little sore about it; but if so, he kept
it to himself, and did not allow it to
affect his sunny temper.

The bump on his lhead was better

angd was no longer painful, except for a-

twinge every now and then. He had
been able to join his comrades in
skating, and the parvty had just come
in, in the December dusk, and crowded
into the den, round the fire.

In the den was & desk, which Iarry
Wharton had closed when he went out
—and which hoe had found open when
he came in. Ile looked at that desk
with an expressive expression on his
face.

He had no secrets in particular. It
did not matter much whether anybody
rooted through his desk or not. All the
same, it was irritating and anooying—
and, really, not the sort of thing that
a guecst was expected to do! The
I’eeping Tom of Greyfriars had not
left his happy habits behind him at
school, Obviously he had gone through
ihat desk and doubtless read every
letter that lay therein—improving the
shining hour while the Famous Five
wers on the ice,

The desk hod been left open, the
contents in a disturbed state—as if the

Yk
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fat Owl did not care whether Lis in-
vestigations were noticed or not,

But, s a8 matter of fact, Bunler
would have shut that desk—had he had
time! But he hadn’t!

He had been at it when he heard the
footsteps of the juniors at the deor, and
he had had barely time to dodge be-
hind the big scttee—which was now
against the wall—before¢ ihe door
opened,

There the fat Owl huddled and pal-
pitated. Given time, the fal investi-
gator would have covered up his tracks.
As the present state of the desk re-
vealed that he had been there, he was
anxious to keep out of sight (ill the
beasts cleared off and gave Lim a
chance of getting out of the room un-
seen, It was nearly time for the gong
to sound for teca. Billy Buunter was
more anxious than usual to hear the
gong,

“I'd jolly well boot him all over the
shop 1 said Johnny Bull, with a grunt.
“I'd boot him sll the way to the rail-
way station and into the train ¥

S Beast ! murmured . Bunter, under
his broath.

“Must have been Bunter,” said
Harry slowly. “If I'd caught him at
it— But didn’t! Well, I can’t bool
%um t I've a jolly good mind to, but

The captain of the Remove shook his
head. He would have booted Bunter
for that exploit in the Remove passage
at Greyfriars, But booting him under
the roof of Wharten Lodge was another
matter,

“My esteemed Wharton,” murmured
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, “if the
absurd and obnoxious Bunter depari-
fully cleared, would it be a terrific
blow i ;

‘Harry Whatton laughed,

_“If you can think of an{l way of get-
ling him unstuck, Inky, short of kick-
ing him through the front door, cough
it up!™ he said. -

“Beast |"” breathed Bunter.

" Buppose,” said the nabob, with a
twinkle in his dark eyes, “suppose the
ghost of the moat house haunted the
csteemed fat Bunter ¥

“Catch him going anywhere near the
place after the fright he had'”

“But a ghost has the power of loco-
motion,” #ald FHurree Jamset Ran
Bingh., “Suppose the esteemed ghost
{uﬂwl;eﬁ’ Bunter heve 1

Four fellows stared at the Nubob of
Bhanipur. One fellow, out of sight
behind the settee, prlﬂiit‘d up his fat
RIS,

“Buppose,” went on the nabob, #(hat
when the cstoemed Bunter lays his
fat head on the pillow to-ni ﬁi‘ Lo
hears the rattling of the %'Imst:,r Lkeys
thiat he heard in the moat hounse—"

“Orr dvcamed that he did " grunted
Jolinmy Bull, :

Bob Cherry opened his lips—to closo
thea: apain, He had beard that mys-
terious and ghostly sound in  tho
haunted moat house, as well as Bunter.
But he was not going fo argue abont
it. He remained silent.

“But how the dickens—" exclaimed
Nugent.

“That iz an ecasy one, my esteemed
I'ranky. My honourable self could slip
into Bunter's room before he goes to

cd and keep doggo! And arton
can. find & bunch of keys somewhere”

“ Ol 1” exclaimed Harry, Ho laughed.
“By gum, it might work! That funky
fat ass vwould fancy that the spook was
after him——-=»"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd the Co.

A fat Owl behind the settco shook
a fat fizt. The Famous Five scemed



reatly entertained by the idea of Billy
unter fancying that the ghost of the
moat house had followed him home!
Bunter was not amused ! _ :

“It's a winner!"” chuckled Nugent.
“The minute Bunter hears those keys
alinking, you can bank on hearing a
yell that could be heard from here to
Greyfriars.”

“Ha, ha, hal* :

“Bunter will wake the house,” saud
Harry Wharton, laughing. *“But it's
worth it! If he hooks it in the morn-
mg—"

EIf he doesn’t, the ghost can go on
haunting him till he does!” grinned
Johnny Bull. “Bank on it that he will
be scared out of his wits=—such as they
ars! A rabbit could frighten Bunter—
let alone a spook ™ _

* Beast 1 hissed Bunter silently.

“It's a go 1” said Harry. “If he bolts
out of Wharton Lodge as fast as he
bolted out of the moat house the other
‘day, he will get a quick trip home!”

*Ha, ha, ha!® i

“Not a word about it, though I” said
Nugent. “Not a word for that fat ass
to hear! Where 1a he now "

“Somewhere where there's food, 1
expect 1’ said Johnny Bull. “ Keep it
dark—not a word after we've gone
down. Hallo, there’s the gong!”

Five fellows, grinning, left the den as
the gong from below was heard
announcing tea. After the door had
shut, a fat figure crawled out from
behind the scttee and shook a podgy
fist at the door.

“ Beasts [ hissed Bunter.

He hreathed indignation. Had
Bunter, unaware that a plot had been
plotted, heard that ostly sound

haunting him in the cﬁzad of mnight,
1here was little doubt what the effect
would have been.

But,
jrlotted, Bunter was not likely to be
scared oub of his fat wits when he
heard those ghostly ke¥a clinking !
Bunter was not afraid of that—now !
But he was fearfully indignant|

But the indignant frown on his fat
face gave place to a grin, Forewarned
waa ?nrearmed. Bunter chuckled.

He rolled to the door. He opened it
«oftly and stepped out on tiptoe and
closed it behind him. Then he stepped
along to the gallery over the hall, and
blinked down over the oaken rail. The
Famous Five were in the hall below.

Bob Cherry’s voice fleated up.

“Where's Bunter?  He's generally
firet in the field at ‘feeding-time

“1 say, you fellows, was that the tea
cong ! Bunter squeaked over the
hamster, “ Something woke me up ¥

*“Yea, Come down to tca,” called
back Harry Wharton.

And Bunter, having thus artfully
given the impression that he had been
qisleep in his room during that plotting
of the plot in the den, volled cheerfully
down the steirs. N

Tive fellows, over tro, were smiling—
‘n anticipation of the events of the
pight, They little guessed that rhe fat
(Mwl of the Remove was aleo looking
forward to the night with anticipation.

BUNTER LAYS THE GHOST !

1LLY BUNTER ascended the
B stairs slowly and laboriously at
bed-time.

He had done well at ﬁlllhi;r(‘l"-"
very well indeed. But. he was laden
x*:ilr;crut'na well as within, ]

There was a cake of considerable
size under Bunter's fat arm as_he
mounted the staircase. A fellow might
wake in the night., At Greyiriars

having overheard the plot

EVERY SATURDAY

ELL, clrums, what da you think
of owr present Christmas
series of school amd detective-

adventure yarns ? Prime, aren't they?
Frank Richards iz ceviainly giving
us one of his best freats. I have
lately been veceiving lots of lellers
from logal readers congratulating
me on having such a tip-top autlor.
The present servies will be welcomed
especially by those of you whe have
been asking me fo  ve-infroduce
Fervers Locke and Joeck Drale into
oy stories., I can -assure gou all
that you are going fto thoroeuglhily
crjoy the exciting ddvenfures of these
fwo fomous ** lights ” from Baker
Strect.
In next week’s super sfory of
Gregfriars @
“ THE BOY FROM DBAKER
STREET ™

Jack Drake joins up with his old
schooal chumnms at Wharion Lodge.
Like hig chief, Ferrevs Locke, Dyrale
is keen fo assist in solving the mys-
terious disappearance of Mr. Quelch,
Aecompanied by the Famaus Five, the
boy detective sels out on d four of
investigation, ond very soon hils
upon a clue. Strange as it may secn,
however, Bunter, alone ond wnaided,
discopvers ithe wherecabouls of the
Ridunapped Forim-master! But the
secret of Mr. Quelel’s fate is hidden
as deep as ever—for Bunter himself
ts made a prisoner! You'll find fun,
cecifement, and theills in plenty in
this great parn, chums., Be swre
you order next week's MAGNET
early—the publishing dale, by the
way, is Thursday, December 21st.

The all-impoeriant qguestion of the
day is : * Have you got gour ‘Heliday
Annual * ygel 2 If you hacen’t, hen
ilo so before il is foo lale! Orders
have been ponring fn from all over
fhe world for this bumper Annual.
Think of it, chums, 232 pages of
rallicking fine school stories telling
of the amusing and exciting exploits
of such world-wide favewrites as
Harvy Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars,
Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jint's, and
Jimmy Silver & Co., of Roolkicood.
There are many other topping featies;
foo! Hours and hours happy
reading are guaranteed in this year's
fanmous ** Hoeliday Amnual V—and all
for the modest sum of five shidlings.
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{Comx In1o 4.rmice,
. Bovs - A Gieis./

Your Editor is always pleased to.hear from
his readers.
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.CA,

Space will not permit me {fo denl
Jully with readers’ gqueries this weeli.
80 Rere are sonie

REPLIES IN BRIEF

fo go on with ;

N. W, THORNEURY (no address).
—Stories dealing with the early
adventurves of Moy Wharton & Co.
rwere republisied in the ¥ School-
boys' Gwn Library ' some consider-
able time back. These pavlicular
issuecs Tave long since been ont of
print.

Gerald PRICE (Staffs).—Greyjriars
hare won more crichet and football
matches than St. Jim's, who, in their
furn, have a jar betfer vecowd in the
spariing line than Rooliavood.

“ Admiver of Bob Cherry ¥ ( Holmes-
feld).—Your favourite charactey—
Bob Cherry—ias faiv curiy hair and
light blue eyes.

J. HOUGHTON (Carshalion).—
Your idea sounds o good 'un, but far
foo cepensive to carvy out during
tear=thne I

W. WEIR (Skelmorlie).—Foricard
me the date of the parlicular isswue,
and I will be only too pleased to oblige.

B. SPICE { Kent).—Afraid your idea
weould not appeal fo many readers.
Then again, theve's the guestion of

Spec.
J. McDONALD (Beifast).—The
copics, of the * Schoolboys® Own
Itmmﬂge: yow mention’ hacve long
since n ot of print. Sorvy!

J. WATSON {(Herls).—Greyfriars
is situated necar the south coast of
Hent, The ages of Wharton and
Buntcr arve 15 gedrs 4 moulls and
15 years 1 mmonth respectively.

E. BAIRD (Glasgoio)—Cannof
promise you anything nowe, but will
bear powr ided in mind.

Mizss H. PAREICHK (Coanada)—
Perey Dolsover is the oldest junior in
the Rembdve and Wan Lwng fhe
youngest. Lok Maulcrverepy's
Christian name is Herberf.

And noie fo thaul the following
veaders wche lhave toritlen e, and
wchose letlevs need no veply. 1. E.
Andrews {(Blackheath), G. Gavdiner
(Reigate), D, Jackson (Southport),
. Wreford (IFoad Green), R. Moore
{Souwthainpton), C. Barnes {Walsall},
med N, Stephenson (Sutlon).

That's all for wow, chuimns,
weisleing - youw  all @ 1igio
Chyistmas,

fleve's
royal
YOUR  EDITOR.

Billy Bunter could not take these pre-
cautions against waking up hm:ﬁi}'.
At Wharton Lodge he could—and did !
And if Wells gave that cake a fixed
stare as the fat Owl walked off with 1t
Bunter did not mind: he was above
rongiderin what a dashed butler
thought of his manners and customs.
Four smiling faces surrounded
Dunter as he laboured up the slairecase,
All was going well. DBuntér did not
seoin even to have noticed that Huvres

Jamset Ram Bingh had gone up to bed
carly that ajght. _

Billy Bunte¥ Tolled inte lis room:
the door shut. The light was shut off
in_the passage.

Tlien four fellows gathered in that
pazsage, in the davk, ta lisfen. Theyr
cxpected to hear the sound of the
chostly keys clinking soon—from Billy
Bunter's voom. And they had no
doubt that a fat Owl wonld gome
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bolting from that room like an arrvow
from a bow,

Billy Bunter, having shut his door
rolled across to his bedside table an
deposited the cake thevcon, then he
blinked' roitnd the room in the qlﬂme
light; then he sat down in an armc
before the fireplace and threw anuﬂlm
log on the fre,

It seemed that he was in no hurry to
go to bed He sprawled in the arm-

chair, with his fat little legs stvetched

out and hiz feet resting on the fender.

From behind a tall wardrobe *which
stood across a corner of the room a
dusky face peered out.

Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh was veady
—with & bun¢h of keys to rattle. But
hie had expected Bunter to shut off the
light and turn in. Ghostly stunts in
the glare of electric light were not so
ghostly. The nabobi waited rather im-
pahemh for Bunter to goet going.

Snore !

. That deep and resounant sound from
the srmchair indicatcd that  the fat
Owl had fallen asleep before fire.

Hurree Jamsot Rani Emgh stcpped
‘silently out of his' hiding-place.
Bunter had gone to sleep, 1t. .might be
hours before he stirced again. The
nabob - stepped
switch and turned it off.’

Only ﬂm leaping frvelight illumined
the room, casting strange J}Ilfh“ and
shadows, Bunter snored on. Naturally,
Hl SBingh was unaware that a pair

ittle round eyes were wide open
'h-alm:d a pair of big round spectacles

as_Bunter suored.
k, elink, chink |
Four fellows in the pau&agc au
pressed a chuckle as they heaxd the

cliniking of the ghuetly keys. Bunfar
suored on. The nabob tiptoed behind
the arncheir and clinked the keys
fam Gv in a fat ear.

h 1 came an exclamation from tlm
fat junior. Buntpr decided that it was
time to wake up.

The nabob E.!:ai)ped awiftly I:mc]:
Clink, elink ¢m|:t
“Obh rnke& P ejacuh.h;rd Bunter,

He juin from the armchair
and stave mun him through his big
spoctacles.

Clink, clink!

But. for the fact that Bunfer had

everheard the plot, ro doubt all would
have gone like ﬂ]n{*mek and a terri-

fied fat Owl would have yone charging T

out into the passage like a runaway
hippopotamus.  As it was, he didn’s:
he stooped, picked wp the pukw, and
stivred the five,

There was a sudden leaping of light,
illumining the room,

Hurree “Jamset Ram Singh ducked
just in time behind the high l:-a-:-L of a

chaix,
Clink, elink !
Grqnn ! Alnan !

Really 1t was eevie! It was weird!
It was uncanny ! But Billv Bunter dxd
nat rush across to the. door, . hurl it
open, and chavge forth, yvelling with
1C1r0L.

Instead of that, the fat Owl gr |ppl;-t'|
the polier in a fat paw and .charged
vound the chair behind which Hurree
Jamzet Bam Singh had ducked.

Bwipe !

“*Yarcooh ! roarved the nabob. He
hounded 1o his fect. The bunch of
kevs went with a erash to the floor.

Ew:lp-e, sEWipe |

“Oh! Yow! Yoaroool!”

“1 sav..vou fellows! Bmglurs
roared l'hlh Bunter, I zayv, ‘I've ggt

him! 1 say, I'mi pitching into hrm
1 say, come and collar him !
Swipe, swipo'!

silently to the lighting,
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bounded
frantically away from  the :-wipil:rg'
[mL:-r but the er followed hum w

‘ Stoppit I shricked the nabob, "'D
-rm esteeined hat! Etnpgul 'lnm:nfh i

he -doot was  pitched open
mtlain:mt. Four fellows in the passage
vealized that “something had gone
wrong with that plot—very wrong

indeed. It was not Bunter, but the
nabob, who scemed to be getting- the
trouble. Four startled faces stared in,

and Harry Wharton switched om the;

light.:

E‘DrnggmmE g 5hnelmd Hurree
Jamset Ram - Singl. RE'.E'E'I.IE 1
Yarvooh 1*

“ Bunter ! gasped Harry, Wharton.

“0Oh erumbs " siuticred Bob Cherry.

Bunter was, grabbed and dragged

back from the attack.

“You fat :dmt 1 ruarer.] Johnny Bull.
“It's Inky ou seée that it's
Iﬂ . FOu bhthermg f t owl 1"

h!‘ Isn't it a burglari” Buntur
blinked at’ tha nabaob, nppnrently re-

i ising hu.n at last, “Why,

In hntr's Inky doing in my
mm?”

The juniors lu&kﬂd at one another.
Hurres Jamsat Ram Singh rubbed

nunmrﬂua Enrnes wh[-re the poker had
swiped, and mumble
- “Ha n.dr 8 'hunnh of keys!” said

Bunter.. *“Of course, I thought it was
& burglar with & bunch of keys! What
‘was a fellow to think
“Ow " mosned the hapless pabob.
Harry Wharton & ©Co. looked at

Bunter,
I:m& Hﬂl been scared. ‘There

Bunter
WAS N0 BlgN n sea.ra about Bunter—
not. n spot ostly keys h.n.d been
rntt ed in vam
g- ker to the ghost—as bold as brass!
ndsunted, Bunter had laid the ghost

.~—with the pnl.:erl It was guite mystify-

ing |
“He knew elled Bull suddenly.
“Oh 1 Wharton.
Bunter. ln:nked nt themn.

“I say, you fellows, I never knew
angthing I” he squeaked. . “I hadn't
the fa.mtﬁh idea that Inky was going

hl'.'ﬁt. iIn my . room! I never
nutmedv him sneak off to bed ﬂariy—”

“What 1"

“Why should I when I knew nothing

about 1t¥. I wever heard a8 word you
felinws said this. afternoom. 'fn:-u BEe,
wasn't behind the settee—""
“Wha-a-at 1"
“Nowhere near it!”  said Buonler.
“I thought it was a burg‘]nr, of course ;
that's why I swiped him. I nm'er vat
i1 ‘that.chair and- pretended to go to
sleep till he started. I never knew he
was i the room-at all. Taking hin
for a -burglar, you kuow, 1 swiped
himm. He, he, he ¥ i

Hurree Jamser .Ram . Bingh limped}:
from Dunter's ml:rm—and four fellows
followed him.

Billy Bunter. grinned after them as
they . went=a fut -grin ‘that  extendsd
from one fat .ear to the other. .

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.

Bunter hmi laid “that: ghost. He did
not -think - it likely- that he wguld be
haunted any more . during his stay at
Wharton Lodge. Billy Bunter con-
sidered that he had got rather the best
of this—aml the Fampuz Five ruefully
had to admit that Billy Buntér had!

THE EXND.

(Wateh out for next week's Bumz}ur
Chrigtmas Week iague of ﬂts MAGKET
and andther Mm:fmg : of . Grey-
friars, entitled: “THE Ii'{?l" F.IH?H'
DAKER STREET! it the real
acods, chumal) _

1t's %

%untcr had taken the )

“MAGNET"and“GEM”
PEN PALS

A free {ﬂmtm whlel brings i!agﬂhfr
readers all over the world for the pur-
pose of f'rc.ﬁnnm.tm riews on mallers of
matual tntevest. - If you wish to reply
to & motice blished here you must
write {o the Pen Pal direct. XNotices for
publication ar.’mu!d- be aceompanted by
the coupon on this ;Paue and posted o
the Miayer and ém” Pen. Pals,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Streel,
London, E.CA.

The Excelsior Film Fans Club, 34,
Roszalind 8treet, ~Ashington,, Hnrth-
umberiand, uires members in  all
parts of thé world. . Send stam
addressed .en e for full particular
We_support Bri |5I1 films.

-A,. Ginsbourg; 16, . Lebanon Street,
Tel-ﬂ,vn, Palestine; stamps; India,
Burma, * and - Savawak; all. letters
answered.

Mma. R..R.-Scott, 154, The Hound-
way, ' Tottenham,” Londen, N.17: girl
correspondent, - age. 21, in Cansda.
preferably Britislr Cplumbia.

L. 8herman, 4288, Bt. Urbain Bireet,

Montreal, &uébec, Canada; age 12-20;
stamps; n.n;rwhare except ' Canads and
A

D. Bridges, 36, - Whatle
Chiton, Brl;l:il. hq;.r COTTespon ent.s a.ga
14-16; drawing, arts and . crafts;
phul;ugm h - musie fprefarnhlj classic);
and -r}r]gmn 'ideas for games; anywhera.

R. Petrie, 1b, High Street, ‘8lough,

Eh

-Bucks, is inkerested in back numbers of

the Mag¥er up to 1925,
Ewart Evans, High Bank, Summer-
hill. Avenue, Newport, Men;.gir} corre-

ndents, age 15-18; anywhere, for-
ably. in Great Britain; sl letters
mmwﬂmd.

J. Wootton, 116, Whitton Deéne,

Hounslow, Middlesex; girl or boy’ corre-
spondents, age 16 or aver; flms, musie,
and reading; unruhﬂm, partmular!
interested in U.8.A. snd Africa: all
letters aumemd

, Kirk-

E. M. Backhouse, 50, Broadwa }
atall, Lcmds Yorks; f:mruﬁo ants in
Gnnnd@ Australia, or British Isles, age
13-15; books or genera] topics.

Pe’l:er Ashford, 20, Bayham- Road,
Enuwla Bristel, 4; age 14-15;. stamp
and H-.\i'lﬂ.h{.‘-ﬂ* 1.5, A and E-r:tlsh We
Indies; all letters answered.

Miss *D. Korn, 39, Salmon. Etmal:
South Shields, Co. . Durham? 13- 15:
interested. in stamp-mlleetzng

‘Miss J, '-’Eﬂ-\ﬂhﬂl‘ﬂ&, Parkside, . 14,
Hatton - Hill:! Letherland, Giver
pool; age. 15-16; -hobbiés; stafﬂpvuéﬂecl:-
mg, apms, m:d urt,ﬂnjtlrhnm
; ‘The - Green. Farm,
Thnrnnb; -on- Teua. Yorks; English boy,
age 15:17; farming, aviation, und aports,

F. Skinner, 6, E-nmarlg Il-:md Winton,
Bournemouth age 10 Sonth Africa
or Gold Caast
- Miss- - M. BStanworth, Otherlands
Broadley, Whitworth, nr. ale
Lancs; age 13-16; apmfa tupmﬂ or ﬁlms*
apywhem except England,

J. Clinton, Courthouse: Square, Ros-

common, ﬂn, Roscommon, Eire}: ago
18- 1-'%;.' dsmm 5, . aviation, and scienpe;

an New Eeﬂmu:l all letters
nns%.wm&
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