


WHERE IS MR. QUELCH, THE MISSING GREYFRIARS FORM-MASTER ?
IS THE MYSTERY OF THE HAUNTED MOAT HOUSE?
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AR UNEXFECTED CHRISTMAS
VISITOR !

L RAEKE'S late!" said Harry
Wharton.
“And dinner's early ™ re-
marked Bob Cherry.

“ What about waiting till old Drake
blows in?” asked Frank Nugent.

Billy Bunter jumped.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars Remove stood at the open
doorway of Wharton Ledge, looking
ont into the snow. :

Billy Bunter, who did not like open
doors in December, or snow at any
time, had parked his fat person in an
armchair before the crackling lop-fire
in the hall,

It was Christmas Day—a suowy
Christmas. A world of white lay out-
side. The Surrey lanes were deep in
spow ; hedges and trees gleamed with
frost. Snowflakes whirled and tossed
on the wind.

The chums of the Greyfriars
Remove were looking down the snow-
banked drive—for an expected guest.

Jack Drake, once of the Remaove at
Greyfriars, was booked to eat his
Christmas dinner with his old scheol-
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fellows. But dinner on Christmas
Day was early—and Drake had not
yet blown in.

Harry Wharton aund Bob Cherry,
Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Jamset Ram- Singh were all
anxious to see their old pal. They
were—amazing as it seemed to Bill
Bupter—thinking more about Ja
Drake than about dinuer—though it
was a Christmas dinner,

Bunier had secen the turkey—
a noble bird. He had seen the
Christmas pudding—a ma
pudding ! He had seen the mince pies

—and, in fact, sampled them, ey
were as d as auy lheart—even
Bunter’s heart—could desire. The

Ow! of the Remove, as he sat before
the leaping fire, saw pictures in the
hiue—ﬁictmes of turkey, of Christ-
mas pudding, and of mince pies!

Counting the miuntes till dinner,
the fat Owl was ‘enjoying the
pleasures of anticipation.

But Bunter jumped at Frank
Nugent's ﬁuggeat-inn that dinner
should wait for Jack Drake. He
bounded to his feet, staved round over
the high back of the chair, and
squeaked in alarm:

gniﬂ-::ﬂnt- X

As Jack Drake made a grab at the thick coat, the haoded man turned and struek out savagely. g
The boy detective reeled back from the heavy blow ! 5
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“1 say, you fellows—"

Bob glanced round,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat man!
Ain’t you asleep?”

“Nao ! hooted Bunter,

“ But you're not eating ! said Bob.

“* What #*

“You're always one or the other!
Forgotten that it's holiday-time, or
W]la- ?Il

“Yah! Look here, we're not going
to wait dinner for Drake !” exclaime:
Billy Bunter warmly. “Has Nugeut
one mad "

“Ol, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Have you fellows forgotten it's
Christmas Day? We can't wait
dinner ! Blow Drake! Bother Drake!
Bless DPrake! Why, he may be hours
late, in this weather. I expect he's
had to walk from the station, May
have been a railway accident in all
this snow, and he may never get here
at all—"

“What?"” yelled the Famous Five.

“Well, you mnever know:" said
Bunter, blinking at them through his
big spectacles. *Suppose the train

was derailed in the snow "
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“Blhut up, you fat ass!™ hoofed
Johnny Bull. '

“Nice lot of fools you'd leck,
waiting dinner, if Drake has been
carted off to a hospital, or some-
thing !” exclaimed Billy Bunter.

The Famons Five of Greyfriars
gazed at the fat Owl.

“Or bhe may have been run over
on the Wimford road!” continued
Bunter, “If there's any cars out in
this snow, they're pretty certain to
skid. Or sup he's tipped into a
show-drift and can’t get out again?
Fancy waiting dinner, if something
like that’s happened !" .

“1 sup we mustn't slaughter
Bunter on Christmas Day ! said Bob
Cherry theughtfully,

“The better the day, the better the
deed !* suggfahﬂ Johnny Bull. “Let’s
slaughter him ["

“The slaughterfulness, in the
eateemed circumstances, is the proper
Enpei 1" agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
ingh.

“Ob, really, you fellows—-"

- “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
somebody ! execlaimed Bob Cherry;
and the Famous Five turned their
attention again to the world of white
outside the open doorway, and the fat
Owl was left to blink in unreparded
indignation.

tu: ot Drake!” said Harry Whar-
“Who the dickens——"

“Looks a bit like Father Christ- 3

mas !*

“Poor old bean !"

Five pairs of eyes fixed curiounsly on
the figure that came up the drive,
shuffling through the snow.

It- bore no resemblance to the
vigitor that Harry Wharton & Co.

were expecting.
Jack Drake was a fellow of their g
oWl It was not very long since

he had been a schoolboy like them-
selves, and had left Gniz[riam School
to enter the service of Ferrers Locke,
the famous detective, as his assistant,

The Famous Five were specially
keen to meet Drake again, not only
on account of old friendship, but also
because his chief, Ferrers e, was
engaged on the search for their Form-
master, Mr. Quelch, who had mysteri-
ously disappeared shortly before the
school broke up for holidays.
They hoped that Drake might have
some mews for them of their missing
Form-master.

At the sight of somebody plough-
ing up the drive through the smow,
they naturally expected to see Drake.
No other visitor was expected at
Wharton Lodge that day.

They stared at the approaching
figure.

It was that of a man bent with
years, with a beard as white as the
snow about him, and a big bushy
moustache, and heavy eyebrows, as
white as his beard.

He carried a bag in one hand and
a stick in the other, with which he
prodded the snow as he advanced, to
nssist his faltering footsteps.

Who he was, and what he was, the
echoolboys had no idea: but they had
sympathetic hearts, and their sym-
pathy went out to the poor old chap,
plodding slowly and feebly throngh
the snow.
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“Some poor old bean down on his
luck !* said Bob.

“Looks as if he eould do with
a (Christmas dinner!™ remarked
Nugent,

“And he’s jolly well going to have
one, if he wants one!” said Harry
Wharton. “I'll speak to my uncle.”

Billy Bunter rolled across to the
open doorway. He blinked at the
approaching figure, and giggled.

~“0Oh cri];gy! What an old sketch !”
he remarked.

“Shut up, ass—he’ll hear you!”
granted Johnny Bull.

“Eh?¥ What does it matter if he
does?” asked Bunter. “I say, Whar-
ton, you shouldn’t let beggars come
to the front deor. Call out to him
to go round to the back.”

“Shut up!” '

The ofd fellow came toddling on.
He did not look quite like a begpar,
though his flapping old coat certainly
looked as if he was in hard luck. But
whatever he was, Harry Wharton &
Co. were Srepar&d to give him kind
words on Christmas Day. He reached
the dmrwag' at last, and touched his
battered old hat to the juniors.

“Merry Christmas, g'uung gentle-
men ! he said, in a wheezy, eracked
voice.

“Same to you, and hundreds of
them !” said Bob Cherry affably.

Thrill-Packed School and
Detective Adventure Yarn,
introdueing HARRY
WHARTON & CO., of

GREYFRIARS, and JACK

“Come in and warm yourself by the
fire 1" anidd Harry.

“Your uncle will rag
let that old sketch in
Billy Bunter warmly.

“1 think T know my uncle better
than you do, Bunter—and if you don’t
ghut up, I'll boot you!™ said the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove,
“Come in, sir "

“8ir I” sniggered Bunter.

“Bir ” was an expression of respect
to venerable age,

Harry Wharton, heedless of the
aristocratic mju&im of the fat Owl,
took the tottering old man's arm and
led- him into the hall.

The old man took off his hat, re-
venling a mop of white hair, white as
his beard! How old he was, the
juniors could not have —but
they: would have put it down =at
seveuty-five, at least. At seventy-five,
any man, rich or r, was entitled
to the respeet of wyouth, as the
Famous Five realised, if William
George Bunter did not.

Taking off his hat, the old man
handed it to Bunter.

Bunter blinked at it through his
big spectacles, in astonishment, and
did not acecept it.

“Wharrer you mean?" he ejacu-
Inted.

“Dear me! Have I made a mis-

ou, if you
ere | said

5

take?" wheezed the old
“Aro you not the butler’s £

" The—the—the butler's hoy!”
stuttered Bunter, " Why, yow cheeky
old ass—"

Bob Cherry, chuckling, took the
hat. The venerable one stooped and
warmed his hands at the glowing
fire. Billy Bunter gave him a glare
that almoat cracked his spectacles.

Harry Wharton gave a last glance
down the spowy drive. But Jack
Drake woa net in sight; and he
closed the door, and the Famous Five
gathered round that wunexpected
visitor at the five.

entleman.

THE LEG-PULLER !

OLONEL WHARTON came into
the hall and started a. little

; at the sight of the white.
haired, white-bearded figure at the
fire. He glanced wery curiously at
the venerable man.

“Who is this, Harry?” he asked.

Wharton coloured a little. He had
followed a kind impulse in asking
that shabby old man in to warm him-
self at the fire; and he hoped that his
uncle would not disamilmve.

“I—I don’t know !” he stammered.
“'.[l:i—l thought he looked rather
c'} _J:I

The old colonel stared at bim for a
moment, and then looked at the
white-haired man again.

?iily Brnter aﬁe a fat E]]:MH?E

. say, you fellows, perhaps it’a
the 0ld Man from Seringapatam 1" lie
uug%%i}eﬂ.

: at #" exclaimed the colonel.

“Here comes an old man from

Seringapatam——"  chanted  the
humorous fat Owl.
“Bilence, you stupid boy!” said

Colonel Wharton, frowning. “My
%l:mﬂ man, please warm yourself at
he fire, and I will see that a dinner
is provided for you.”

“Thank wom, sir!” wheezed the
white-bearded one. “ Perhaps, sic, in
return for their kindness the youn

entlemen will permit me to te
fheir fortunes.”

“What ?” grunted the colonel. He
very nearly said “Nonsense !"—
having no use for fortune-telling or
fortune-tellers. But he refrained—it

was Christmas, and the old fellow

looked very old and worn. “Um!
Hem! TIf the boys like to amuse
themeel veg——"

“Gammon ¥ said Billy Bunter.
“ As if anybody could tell fortunes!”

“Be silent, please!” snapped the
colonel,

Colonel Wharton was, as a matter
of fact, of Bunter’s opinion. But le
frowned the fat Owl into silence.

The white-bearded man blinked at
Bunter, under his thick, white eye-
brows that almost hid his eyes.

“1 think I could surprise you, by
telling your fortune, young sir,” he
wheezed. “If you will show me the
palm of your hand—2"

“He can't do that!” said Bob
Cherry.
“Why couldn’t I¥® demnnded
Bunter.

“It couldn't be seen without »a

wash I
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“You silly chump !” roared Bunter.
He rolled nearer the venmerable for-
tune-teller, and held cut a fat paw.
“There you are! Bet you can’t
tell me anything! It's all gammon!
Perhaps you can tell me my name
from my palm ! added Bunter, with
a ‘contemptuous sniff,

The old man bent over the fit
palm, and scanned it intently.

Enrr{ Wharton & Co. watched him
curiously. They did not, of course,
believe in fortune-telling, and -they
did not axfent., most certainly, to
hear the old man fell Bunter his
name from the of his hand.

“Q@runter !” said the old -:-;1&. after a
long survey of the grubby fat paw.

“%h, my hat! Jolly near it!”
grinnéd Bob Cherry.

“The nearfulness is terrific I"

“No—Bunter I” went on t-h&ﬁﬁ
one. “Is not your name Bunter, sir?”

“Qh crikey I gasped the fat Owl.

He blinked at the venerable qne
with his little round eyes almost
hnlgin% through his big, round
spectacles. ¢ man was an utter
stranger to him. How did he know
his name ?

“Y read here,” wheezed on the old
gentleman, “many things. You live
i & t honse—a vast mansion,
with many servants—=

Billy Bunter’'s fat face cleared.
“That's :iflt * ?Ef-usaid; “He's
ot that right, you fellows.”

¥ “Haa ]Eg‘-’ grinned Bob.

“I sea here,” resumed the fortune-
teller, “a wast mansion—a al;at-a]ng
butler—a groom of the chambers, al
an imménse number of liveried. ser-
vanta. I see motor-cars—a
Royce—a Mercedes—several others,
with: liveried chauffeurs. I see wealth
im unlimited quantities.”

Billy Bunter almost purred.

Bunter liked this. It was not,

Perha 8, quite correct. But Bunter
appeg it up like milk !

“All} this,” continued the old man, Ch

“exists *—he paused a moment—
“entirely in  your imagination,
young sir—->=>

“WhatF” howled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five, and even the bronzed old
zolonel grinned at that unexpected
termination of what the fortune-
telller waa reading in Bunter's fat

nt.

The fat Owl snatched his paw
away, with a snort of angry disdain.

“Had enough, Buunter?” chuckled
Bob Cherry. "The old bean's pretty
good at it, isn’t he?”

“Yah '’ snorted Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. locked at the
white-bearded old fellow with keener
interest. In point of fact, he had
hit the right nail on the head with
regard to Bunter, whether it was
accident or by ocemlt powers. There
wag no doubt that Bunter Court and
ite magnificence existed entirely in
the fat Owl’s fertile imagination.

“One of you young gentlemen——"
wheezed the ancient fortume-teller.

“"Here goes !” said Harry Wharton,
with a smile*and he held out a hand
for inspection. _ _

The eyes under the thick white eye-
brows—which were very keen—fixed
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H8- Ywharton's outstretched

THE MAGNET

on the palm of the captain of the
Gre{'friarﬂ Remove.

“I read here *—he wheezed—"yes,
I read—you are a schoolboy—you are
captain of your Form at school.”

* Oh I” ejsculated Bob Cherry,
while the other fellows stared.

“How on earth.tHat old bean knew
that Harry Wharton. was captain of
ﬁe Remove at Greyfriars School was

?’-Dl‘l'ﬂ their guessing,

‘That’s right!? said Harry.
“Though I'm blessed if I soe how you
know—unless there’s something in
palm-reading. Anything else?”

“Your name is—let me see—Whar-
ton-—the same name as the military
gentleman standing here, who ig your
nnele—is that correct?”

“Quite,” said Harry, in utter
W [ o

Colonel Wharton stepped a little
nearer, his eyes fixed intently on the

fortune-teller. He was as aston-
ished as the juniors, for the moment.
But he scanned the vemerable face
with scrutinising - eyes, ' something
like suspicion dawning in his own.
But he said nothing.

“Go it !* said -Bob Cherry, breath-
lesely interested by this time. “Tell
us some more [

“Yes, rather!¥ said Johnny Bull.
“This is getting quite umcanny! It
beats'the ghost of the most honse !”

“Jan you tell me anything nsore ™
asked Harry.

“I think so! Let me ses! I sed
the shadow ‘of a mystery here—thera
hﬁl lfen some. -.ﬂtian e, unamuunt;
able happening. A disappearance.

“0Oh crumbs I” exeldimed. Nugent.

The old man, his head bent over
. palm, went
on, mumbling.in’ hizs beard.

““ & friend—no—a relative—uno—ah,!
I -have it now! Your schoolmaster!
Your schoolmaster has strangely dis-
appeared. What else do I

es! He has been kidnapped !”

“Can wou beat it?" gasped Bob

erry.

Hatry Wharton stood dumb with
agtonishment. Even had he believed
in palm-reading, which he certainly
did not, he would not have expected a
palmist .to read ewch things in his
palm. But the old man's words ob-
viously referred to Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, who had been
kidnapped and had disappeared from
all hmwledﬁ. .

“This beats Banagher ! aaid Frank

Nugent. _
“.Ei?!llla beatfulness js terrific!” de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, his
dark eyes fized in wonder on the
venerable face.
“I say, tell ns where Quelch is!”
exclaimed Bob., “If you can read all

that in Wharbon’s palm, have a shot 2°F

ﬂt"t'%'lﬁa reat !; E i
t is beyond my powers, sir!”
wheezed the 53 man. “I can only
tell you that there is a good chance
of the missing man being discovered,
as he is being sought after by—let me
see—a famous detective.”

“Oh, seissors!” said Bob.

“Anything elee?” gasped Wharton.

“Yes, ves! TYoun are expecting o
visitor to-day—a former achool-
fellow. He .is' late. is name is—
let. me gee—Duck—ao, Drake! He is
conneeted with the famous detective

gee?

who is gearching for your missin
EFHT';:; ﬁl;_.l‘:f fairl ::-:11&:! .'I?:r"llg

Junigry’ fairly g - Billy
Bunter gf{giaﬂ thirough his ﬁPﬁﬂi-
tacles. e old colonel stil}l stood
silent, scannihg the venerable favé;
hufrlllid'li‘pa were twitching now in a
gmile.,

“@o on 1" gasped Bob Cherry. “Te]l
us why Drake’s.late, if you know all
sbout it. That too miich for you?”

“Not at all, young sir!” wheezed
the old fortune-teller. “ Master Drake
now follows a ¥ serious occupa-
tion—he is ‘a. detective like his
master; but, he  has not forgotten
schoolboy days, and echoolboy larks!
He is late because he hns planned a
practical jokeé.op his friends here.”

“QOh! - Has rhe?” prinned_ Bob.
“Then. we'll- jolly well be ready for
g::ii.ul]rakﬂ. and he won’t get by with
it!”

“But look here, it's all rot !’ ex.
claimed Johuny Bull, “All that
can’t be read-in a fellow’s palm !

“The old bean setma to be reading
it there! said Nugent. *“He'ls been
right about & lot of things !

“Yes, but——= ; .

“What sort of .a %?pe is Drake pall-
m%u:ﬁ’?’?. agked Bob,

e almost believed -in palm-read-
iug,[:ty this time! .
S : me see—yes, I see it alll
Master Drake will enter the buildin
without anyone here being aware tha
he has come—"

" R¥ill he, by JoverZ said Harry
Wharton., - !

“Yes, yes! Buddenly he will be
standing in’ your midst, and no one
will know liow he came!™ said the
fortune-teller. .

“'Well,” said Johtiny Bull, "if old
Drake gets by with that one I pass it
up to him!”

“Blessed if I see how he's going
to do it!” said Nugent.

Colonel Wharton coughed.

“Perhaps I can make a sugges-
tion,” he said. “Young Drake, from
what I have heard, is an adept &mpi]
of Ferrera Locke, the famous detee-
tive. He haa learried ‘from his master
a remarkable skill in disguise. Is
not that so??

“That's so, uncle,” said Harry;
“but—"

“And so,” said the colonel, step-
ginf guickly towards the vemncrable
ortune-teller, “look ™

To the amazement of the school-

ho;i,-a_ he suddenly gﬁ:a.sped the vener-
able one's long white beard. To
their further astonishment, thef
beard came off in - his grasp—accein-
panied by the bushy white moustache,
the shaggy white eyebrows, and the
of venerable white hair! A face
was revealed that looked anything
but seventy-five years old!

Harry Wharton &  €Co. gazed at
that unexpected face for a momeunt
in gheer stupefaction.

Then there wag a yell :

“ Drake !

A MERRY CHRISTMAS !

ACE DRAKE grinned.
His cheery, handsome face

and close-propped, dark hair
were revealed without disgiise, now



that that vencrable crop was gome.
Colonel Wharton stood with the
white hair iy his hand, launghing.
The old military gentleman conld
enjoy a joke; and no doubt he was
Eiéaed, also, at hav penetfated
dis which had completel
baficd the fellows who knew Jac
Dirake as well as they knew one

another,

“Drake!” gasped Bob.

“ Did-dod-dud-Drake !*  stuttered
Johnny Bull, _

“I eay, you fellows, it's that ass
Drake pulling our lega!? aqueaked
Billy Bunter. .

“The estcemed and ridiculoms
DE‘R]k}' ke : 12 Harr

" Drake, you asa!® gas :
Wharton, ;o'.'fuu took 'Es npl‘i‘:'lin—"'}r

“*All emeg Colonel Wharton !
said Drake, laughing. *“I hope, sir,

you will excuse this little joke—just
a Christmas lark, sir! But I'm
dmlllfd if I know how you spotted
me

“There were one or two suspicious
circumstances,” said the colonel,
smiling. “You knew al too
much for a fortunc-teller, my boy!
But it was very well done—very well
done indecd !

“Nothing in it !” said Billy Bunter,
ghaking his head. *I eould do it on
the back of my neck! I should have
sg:[‘.ted you in another minute,

far

“You arc a young ass, Bunter!”
gaid Colonel rton pgrufly. He
threw down the d ise on a table
and ﬂhll.‘-ﬂrtk t]:]amis wit. Dm&:. I ‘:‘H.]:Iuarm
very gla see you, my boy ¥
wﬂf 'Eﬁkﬁ vou to your rcom. Dinner
will be served.in ten minmtes.”

The colonal walked out of the hall,
Billy Bunter casting an indignant
blink after him,

“I say, you fellows, what is the
old fossil 8 irt_z. about?” he asked.

“The who?” ejaculated Hairy
Wharton.

“I mean your uncle—2

“If you mean my wuncle, you fat
asg, you'd better say my uncle ! eaid
Harry. “Don’t keep on asking me to
kick you on Chrietmas Day I*

*“Oh, really, Wharton—!

Jack Drake threw off the volumi-
nous old tattered coat and kicked off
the reomy old boots. His own garb
was underneath.

The Famous Five surrounded him,

all shaking his hands, or clapping his
shoulders, her. There was no
doubt that they were all glad to see

their old comrade of Greyiriars
again,
“You don't mind my

E‘nliin your
leg, old Tbeans?? asked ke,
smiling.

“Not at all, fathead !” said Bob.

“You mever pulled my leg!”
runted Billy Bunter. “I jolly well
ad you tabbed from the start! I

was just playing up, that's alll I
jolly well knew you all the time!”
“Ads!” said Johnny Bull.
“Nothing at all in it!” aaid
Bunter. “Think I couldn't do it—
better than Drake, toof Ratal?
Jack Drake laughed.
“Same old Bunter!™ he said,
“There's something I wanted to ask

you, Bunter——"
“Something about detective

' };&ke. and they

EVERY SATURDAY

work 72 asked Bunter. “Go ahead!
I don’t mind halpiﬁg you I2

“Oh, my hatl No. I was goi
to ask you whether your posta
ﬂrﬂ% T‘Pﬂ yg{'—'f

E L a - F ¥

“The one you were expecting when
I was at Greyfriars!”
ha, ha!” yelled the Famous

“Come on, Drake, old man!” eaid
Harry Wharton, laughing. “We'll
gce you to your room. But how the
dickens did you get into those things
~—you haven't travelled here got up
.a8 the Old Man from Seringapatam,
I su gy

J. Drake chuckled.

“No: Is at the hut in the
gar‘k: as I came to fix nup that out-

+,” he answered. He opened his

und_slipjﬁﬂ the disguise inte it.
“It was too bad to pull your leg—
but I never comld resist a jape!l
Thanks awlully for your kind -
tality to a +venerable old fortune-
teller I™

“You spoofing ass—come on |

The Famous Five marched Jack
Drake off up the staircase.

Billy 'Bunter, left in the hall,
snorted.

The chums of the Remove did not
in the least mind that leg-pulling
cpisode; in fact, ¢ enjoyed the
3 greatly admired Jack

rake’s skill in disguise and in play-
ing a part. Billy Bunter didn’s!

Billy Buantcer's idea was that the
fellows were making altogether too
much fuss of Drake; they never, for
some reason unknown to Bunter,
thonght of making such a fuss of
him! And he was incomparably. a
nicer fellow than Drake—Bunter
knew that, though it was hidden
from others

As for Drake's skill in disguise,
Bunter sniffed at the idea! He had
not cxactly spotted Drake, but he
had—he was sure—been just going to
when the colonel did! It was one
of Bunter’s happy ways to famey
that he could do un]yﬂling and every-
thing quitc as well as any other
fellow—or rather better! Had
Bunter been playing. that part the
old colonel would never have spotted
him—Bunter was gure of that!

S0 what was all the fuss abomt?
Nothing! And as all the fuss was
about nothing, Bunter cxpressed his
feelings by a contemptuous snort!

But the boom of a gon caused the
frown to fade from Billy Bunter's fat
face, like the clouds clearing off
before the cffulgence of the noonday

sun !
The gongy meant dinner—and
dinner wmeunt {urkey, Christmas

pudding, mince pies, and all sorts of
other afl;reeahlc things! Vast as
was Billy Bunter’s storage space, he
was going to fill it to capacity!

Bunter emiled |

‘Harry Wharton & Co. came troop-
ing down the stairs in a cheery
crowd. They marched Jack Drake into
the dining-room, Billy Bunter roll-
ing on behind, ‘There Anant Amy
gave Drake n plensant grecting, and
under shaded lights a happy party
gat down to aw cxcellent dinner.
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Wells, the butler, and his assistants
hovired efficicntly, and Eillalh.uter,
at least, gave them ﬁle.ﬂﬁ' do.

_ Before dinner Billy Bunter had
been rather disgruntled. But there
was a t diffetence between before
taking and after taking.

_The turkey was a dream! It was,
in fact, a drecam from which Billy
Bunter was unwilling to wake up!
But Christmas pudding fallnmxlp—
and the Christmas 'pud&ir:i;,lr was
another dream—a really ecstatic one!

That pudding was 86 delicious that
Bunter had hardly room for a 'dozen
mince pies. But he did his best!

It was against Bunter's principlea
to leave aﬁythini nneaten on &
table if he comld help it! On this
occasion he couldn't help it! " A
fellow could omly do his best—and
that Bunter did!

When they pulled crackers after
dinner Buuter had barely energy’
énotigh left to pull! But he adorned
his fat head with aﬁjm'];rer helmet, and
his. fat face beamed under it almost
beatifically. But when at last he
stirred, the fat Owl leaned for sup-
port on the back of a chair.

“1 say, you fellows [? he squeaked.

“Tired ?” asked Jack Drake sym-
pathetically. Really, Buntér's exer-
tions might have made a strong man
tired.

“I say, you might give a chap a
hand !” bteathed Bunter. Hehr{:ntieﬁ
mean to say, I—I—I feel rather sort
Df-_g ;'r:mi.” ﬂTﬂWBHa: I meim-—ﬂ-”

' Quite BA1 rry, laughing.
“All hands on deck|”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Kind hands piloted tlic stuffed Owl
out into the hall, where he sank into
a deep armchair before the fire, A
fow ‘minutes Iater, o sound was
heard, as if the German raiders had

id a Christmas wvisgit, and had
Een grected with heavy nfire.
But it was not "so bad ns that—it
was only Billy Bunter suoring !

SHIRTY !

1 SK Drake what he thiuks!”
grimned Johnny Bull,
“Oh rats ™ prunted Bob
Cherry with an oxpressive snort.
Jack Drake glanced round at the
two of them, rather in surprise,

It was Boxing Day, and the
Famons Five and their old school-
fellow were taking a ramble in the
frozen park. The enow had ceased
to fall, but the earth was' thickly
carpoted with white, in which their
fo s left deep prints as they
tramped cheerily in the keen wintry
wind,

Drake was walking with Harry
Wharton, and they were talkingkﬁn
the subject of Mr. Quelch, the kid-
napped ove master. But Drake
had no news to give on that subject.
He knew no more than Wharton—
that Ferrers Locke had taken up the
case of the kidnapped schoolmaster—
but whether any cluo had yet been
found to the vanished man he did
not know.

But théy censed to disenss Mr,
Tig Macser Lipnigy.—No. '1.6A%



Quelch as Bob Eherr{;s vather

unna{ed fgrmrl: reached thep

Bob’s face was a little flushed.
“Ask Drake wlat?” inquired
Ferrers Locke's assistant, glancing
from one to the other.

“Q0Oh, wmnothing!” prunted Bob.
“Oaly Jolnny talking out of the
back of his neck—as usual!”

“Now, don’t get shirty, old man ™
admonished Johnny Bull,

“Who's pgetting shirty#” roared
Bob.

“Ain’t your" .

“Well, a hur'bliniluﬂa is cnough to
nake any fellow shirty!” said Bob
Cherry. ‘'"Why can’t you lcave off
burbling for a changef”

“Speecl is silvery, my csteemed
Johnny !” remarked Hurrce Jamsaet

Ram Bingh. ‘‘But silence is the bird
in hand that goea lomgest to - the
bush, as the English proverb re-
warks I*

“0h, all right!” said Johnny.
“But I'd like Drake to hear Bob's
host story, and tell us what Le

thinks of 141"

“A ghost eoxy!” repeated Drake.
i A:g}:ad{ been secing ghosts P

“Hob has,” pgrinncd Jolhnny, “or
thinks he has, at least 1"

Bob's ¢yes glinted.

“I'vo told wvou fellows what hap-
pened at the moat house the other
night,” he said, “I don't believe it
was 6 ghost—that’s rot! But I can’d
make it out—and you can't, cither!
And I'm not going to jaw about it!”

With which Bob Cherry guickened
iz pace and tramped on aliead of the

, with his hands driven deep
imto hia overcoat pockets and a
kunitted brow. _

Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh cut
quickly after Lim and rcjoined him,

Jack Drake’s face was guite grave.

“You fellows aren't ruggiug,
surely 7" Le asked. “I thought thia
was & lute with never a rift in it

“Jobuny's rather an ass!¥ ex-
plained ufent.

“Why not spin Drake the yarn and
sce what he thinks?” said Johuny
Bull, “Being a giddy detoctive, he
may be able to make out the jolly
old’ mystery—if any!” .

“Not a bad iden,” said Harry
Wharton, “Drake might Ilike a

uint at the haunted house. It's a
ripping morning for a walk, and it's
only Lalf o mile from here, Drake!”

*A haunted house ' said Drake.
“What could be better at Christmas-
time? I'm on to this! Spin the
yarn! What place is itF?

“An cld moat house, in chancery
now,” mlﬂinﬂd Wharton. * Neobody
has Ii there for donkey’s years,
and people generally steer clear of it
on account of its reputation. There
was a jolly old miser once who seema
to have comec to a sticky end on
account of his buried hoard—and
ever since, he goes round at night
with a ghostly lantern, shaking a
speetral bunch of keys, looking for

that jolly old hoard !

"ﬂ]ll gum !’ said Drake, “"What a
tale I"

“People have scen the ghostly light
and heard the rattling of the
phantom keys ! gaid Harry, with a

amile,
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“ Especially when they were coms
ing home late at night from the Red
Cow or the Black Bull #* asked Drake,

Harry Wharton laughed, :

“Yes, probably! But Bunter tock
sghelter in the place out of &8 snow-
storm, and gaw the light and heard
the keys!”

“He would " agreed Jack Drake.
“Bunter’s the sort of funky ass to
sce or.hear anything 1*

“Only—~——" 'said Harry, "“Bob
thinks so, too!” _

“Bob does?” asked Drake blaukly.
“That’'s a horse of quite another
colour ! What makes Bob think so?”

“Well, he went into the moat house
to look round,” said Harry. “Inm
and I were with him, but he weut
ui alone:”

“Why?” asked Drake.

“Well, as it happened, Mr, Lamb
furned up on the spot and Inky and

I were speaking to him—while Bob
rooted about ¢ moat house,” ex-
plained Harry,

“Whe's Mr. Lamb?*

“0h, I forgot—of counrse, you
don't know the Pet Lamb!" said
Harry. “He's the art master of
(Greyirviare—a lharmless little asal
He came in old Woosey's place—
Woosey was there in your time,
Well; Quelch being away, and Lamb
being a sort of handy man, he took
the Remove as Form-master, in
Quelch’s absence, 80 we saw-a lot of
l-'im !H

“Y gee,” assented Drake. "Aud
what wag Mr, Lamb doing around the
haunted homse?”

“He wasn’t at the moat house—at
a little distance, minding a van, as
Iie told us, while the van man went
to Wimford for grub. He's a good-
natured little ass—rather a weed
specimen—and h-aingl tired from a
walk, the van man let him sit and
rest in the van,” explained Harry,
# &tﬁng him there, we had a chat
with him, while Bob rooted over the
moat house.”

“ And he saw—"

“Nothing. But Le heard, Lo told
us, the sound of the ghostly keys
rattling ! gaid Harry, smiling.

“Over his Lead!” grinned Joh
Bull. “Phantom sound sort of floa
in%. around in the atmospherc !”

rank Nugent laughed. But Drake
did not laugh; his face was vory
keen and curious.

“Is that the lot?” he asked.

“Not at all,” said Harry ruefully.
“ Next act was, that fathead .Tahnuﬂ
chipped Bob sbout it, and Beo
cleaved off on his own, by might, fo
the moat house, just to show that he
didn't funk it!

“Well, that was plucky r:nnufhl':‘
said Drake. “Lots of fellowa wouldn’t
have liked it, ghost or no ghest.
Did anything happen ?”

“Yes. He found footprints in ihe
snow, leading down eteps info a
sort of nnderground passage that led
nowhere 1 _

“Ghost's, you know!® grinmed
Johnny. “Even Bob doesn't think
it likely that a man would go thero
in a snowstorm, just to walk down
some steps that led nowhere and
come up again, But if it wos &
ghost, that’s all right—ghosts will
do any old thing !

ky as if some s

¥ was there!"

“ Anything more?” asked Drake.

“You bet!” said Jolumy, still
grivning, “Bob dropped Lis light,
groped atound in the dark,.stumbl
over something, and Iknocked his
head. He thinks that some mysteri-
ous johnny banged him on the Lend
and stunped him 1*

“No was scon 7
“Only the man who found Lim and
picked him up,” said Harry. “Bob's

quite certain that he touched some-
body in the dark, and that that
pomebody knockéd him on the head
and stunned him, But—"

“ But—" murmured 'Nugent,

“From what you've said, 1t sounds

portsman is hanging

about the place la-gingﬁ Ehuﬂtf’f
soid Drake. “Mightn’t Bob have
run into that sportsman and got a
crack on the nutp

“Well, yes. But—but why should
anybody play ghost theie? It's a
lﬂneﬁy spot—half & mile from lere.
Hardly a soul poes near the place in
the wimter. A man would be i want
of something to do, I should thiuk,
if lhe hung about such a place to
scare people who might not come by
for a week at a time!”

“That’s not likely, of course,” said
Drake. "“But—— Bunter’s a silly
ass, ‘and Bob isn't! If Boh.a'aﬂs he
heard the phantom keys, Le licard
“them !

“The wind!” said Nugent. “You
see, the place is & roofless Tuin, with
ivy growing all over it—aid the
wind plays tricks in such places in
the winter!”

Drake shook his head.

“If Bob fancied that, e never
faneied the footprints or the crack
on the nut!® he said. " Somebody

“You don’t think Bob tumbled over
in the dark and knocked his head—
and foneied the rest?” asked Harry
dubicusly.

“He might have, of course. But
he——" Drake shook his head again.
“If anybody had a motive for
frightening people .away from the
place, that would be more likﬂ};f’

“But nobody could have!” said
Nugent.
“My dear chap, it's all moon-

shine !” said Johnny Bull. “A fellow
gets a bit o alone in the dark
in & place said to be haunted. There’s

_the whole thing in a nutshell—that’s

senge I

“You scc, Bob fancied that that
giddy ghostly clink floated around in
the air over his poor old head !™ said
Nugent. “It wants some believing.
Wo all went there the next day, whila
anr old Bob was resting his nut—

ut there was nothing doing—no
rhosts around.”

“The sportsman miﬁilt not risk it
with o crowd om spot,” said
Drake. " But, look hére, I'm fearfully
interested in that ghostly bunch of
keys rattling over a fellow’s napper.
Let’s trot across to the place and
give it the once-over I

“Bob, old man ! Harry Wharton
called to the two juniors ahead on the
path in the park. “Inky! We're
going to the moat honse, Coming?”

Beb locked round.

“No!* he snswered curtly, “I'm
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going on the lake. Come and gt
yonr skates, Inky I

“Bob’s 2ot his back wup,” said
Jolinny Bull., “I don’t see why—he
can't expect fellows to believe ghost
storics, Phantom bunches of keys
floating around in the air—bow-wow !
But old Bob’s shirty about it!”

“Well, let's go ! gaid Drake. “I'm
really éurious—I'd like to spot the
ghost, if he's at home !

And the juuniors left the park by a
gate- on the Wimford road, and

walked down to Redgate Lane, where
the old moat house lay: while Bob
Ram

Cherry and Hurree Jamsct

I

Not once in a week did anyone
chance by the moat house in the
depth of winter., The idea of some
unknown person hanging about there
all the time, to play ghost and scaro
such cxtremely rare visitors, scemed
absurd to them.

It was, in fact, unthinkable—
unless some person had some par-
ticular motive for secaring away
visitors to the moat house. And who
conld, and why?

So it was rather a surprise to find
Ferrers Locke's assistant taking the
matter so seriously. Judging by
Drake’s look, he was taking a view

W

up from it at the group of schoolboys
in the lane. There was a far from
agreeable expression on the sharp,
rat-like face of the man in the van.

Drake eyed him very keenly and
curiously.

“You told me this was a fcarfully
lonely spot!” he remarked. *Has
that sportsman been here long 2%

“He was camped here before we

came home for the lolidays”
answered Harry, He smiled. “He's
not the ghost merchant, Drake!

When Bob heard the ghostly keys on
hiz first visit we were speaking to
that man at a distance from the

e e R I Y P R R i R A R R R RS R D R A AN ARG
The white-haired figure in the armechair took a large bite at the jam tart and chewed happily—

for one split second !

Singh, on their skates, disported
themselves on the frozen lake. And
if Bob Cherry was shirty, he soon
forgot it, and looked as merry and
bright as cver as he whizzed on the
glistening ice.

s e

JACK DRAKE INVESTIGATES !

ACK DRAEE'S face was quictly
J keen as he stopped at the gap
in the old wall in Redgate Lane
and surveyed the ruined moat house.
Wharton and Nugent were rather
pugzzled—Johnny Bull amused. None
of the three ecould swallow the
amazing story Boeb had told of his
visit to the haunted house. Bob, of
gcourse, belicved what he said; but his
comrades could not help putting down
a great deal of it to an excited fancy
in the darkness-and solitude.

““ ¥urrrroooogh !

ol ok b edooaf cal Ll Cof i ik

nite diffcrent from that of the Co.
ossibly the keen mind of the boy
detective, trained under a master
like Ferrers Locke, judged more
accurately than the more careless
minds of the schoolboys. Anyhow, it
was clear that Drake was very keen
to look into this.

The boy from Baker Street gazed
at the roofless old meat house, its
windowless and doorless apertures,
its shattered old walls crowned with
ridges of snow—and the old moat,
choked with rubble buried in snow,
that surrounded it.

Then he glanced to the right of the
old building, where a caravan stood,
banked over its wheels with snow.

The caravan dvor was open, and on
the step sat a man in a woollen pull-
over and muffler, smoking a pipe,
rcading a newspaper—and glancing

Then he emitted a fearful yell that awoke the echoes of Wharton Lodge.

E‘Iacu, down the lane. He couldn't
ave been playing ghost.”

“He's alone here?™

“Oh, yes! TI've never scen a soul
else about here, E‘.'.’Ef.'Pt Mr. Lamb
that day when we ran into him."

“Might be in touch with another of
his own kidney, all the same!” said
Drake. “If he lives on the spot; he
ought to know somcthing about the
moat house and what happens there.
I sec the man’s on the telephone—he's
a fixture here.”

“TLooks like it! He's the man
who picked Bob up the night he got
that crack on the head !” said Harry.
“He carricd him into his van till he
came round, and looked after him.”

“Very kind of him ! said Drake.
“He doesn’t look a kind man.”

“Well, Bob would have frozem,

Tre Macxer LisrsRy.—No. 1,605
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otherwize, Iving in the snow—even a
tough guy like that chap wouldn’t
stand for that, I suppose,” said
Harry. “And ho got a tip from Bob
for helping him."

Drake nodded.

“Well, let’s push on | he said. "As
therc's four of us, I don’t suppose we
shall have any phantom antics going
on—too risky with a erowd. hat
one didn't spot, another-would [

The four juuviors tramped across
the enow to the moat.

The man sitting. on the wvan
watched 1hem over . his newspaper
with sharp, watchful, rat-like eyes.
But he made ne movemend, thcrug it
was quite casy.td seq that he did not
like their presence. He did not
disguiso that fact at all.

They scrambled over the snowy
rubble in the moat, and crossed the
old courtyard to the dismantled door-
way of the ruined maneion. Within,
ihe suow was almest as thick as
without.

Drake’s keen eoyes scanned the
white carpet. But there were no
footprints to be seen in the snow. He
gave a nod, as if in answer to an

un‘:;r‘jkcn thought,
arton and Nupcent cxchanged a
smiling glance.

“Cough it up, Mister Detective I
said Frank.

“What?” asked Drake, laughing.

“The latest deduction! Think wo
can’t ece that you've got somcthing
in your Baker Street nut?”

“I was just thinking that if enowed
1ill dawn,” said Drake.

“What about that?”

“No footprints to be scem! 8o if
anybody roots about here, he roots
about at night. Since dawn he wonld
have left tracks.”

Johnny Bull chuekled.

“But Buntcr's visit, and Bob's first
visit, were in the daylight, and th
Loth heard the spook keys !" he said.

“Quite I” assented Drake. “In the
dﬂjrllg]]llt they wcre seen coming, and
the ghost gave them special atten-
tion. But when he's here on busi-
ness, his ghostship rambles about
after dark and before daylight.”

“Are you goiug to tell us that you
swallow Bob's yarn?”

“Whole I" said Drake.

“Oh, my hat!”

They moved on across the roofless
old hall to the steps under the arched
doorway a2t the back that led down-
wards.

“Bob went dewn here, from what
he told us,” said Harry. *“We've
been dowu sinece—nothing but an old
passage, almost blocked up with
masonry that rolled down when the
building {ell to picccs. Qoing
down #*

“Yea, rather !”

“We ought to bLave brought a
light !¥ said Frank.

raka smiled, and took a flash-
lamp from his pocket,

Nupgout chuckled.

*“I forgot—these jolly old detectives
are alwass ready for business!* he
sajd. "“Lead, friendly light!”

Jack Drake led the way down the
steps, the three juniors followin
him, Dark as a pit, the place look
rleomy and unattractive emough. A
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good deal of snow had tumbled down
the steps, and they had to tread
warily,

At the foot they stood in an arched

assage, with walls of solid stone

locks : part of the massive founda-
tions of the ancient moat house.
They had to move carefully along the
passage, for it was blocked with
magses of masm of all -sizes; one
mass, which s close to the old
stonoe wall, being so huge and hea
that only a very powerful man coul
have shifted it. Those heavy massecs
must have rolled down the steps when
the old walls collapsed more than a
century nﬁ:.;

Drake hed toe light round the
dark passage, buried in gloom. There
was nothing {0 be scen, but chill
gtone, recking domp, aund shat
masonry ; and they returncd at last
to the upper regions.

There, they stood in the old hall
again, apd three of them, with
gmzli_ngl faces, regarded the fourth
inquirmgly. 8o
and heard nothing to substantiate
Bob Cherry’'s strange story; and the
three juniors waited for Drake to
speak—wondering whether he might
wssibly have spotted somecthing that

escaped them.

Drake stood looking about him,
upward. He scanned snowy tops
of the broken walls, open to the sky.

All the upper floors of the building
were long since gone.

Johnny Bull winked at Wharton
and Nugent.

_“Nobody wae sitting up there,
Emg'm% e changes on the 10]1; old
keys, Drake!” he remarked. Bolb
would have spotted him.”

“But he heard the sound over-
head !” said Drake.

“He fancied so!” prinned Johnny.
“Jolly old k floating about om
the winter wind, what?”

"“There's a thumping lot of rubbish
about here, and a lot of ivy prown
over it,” remarked Drake. *Lots of
cover, if a fellow wanted it.”

“Not up above, where Bob heard
the keys clanging!” said Johnny.
" Must have been a ghost—only ghosts
can float about in the atmosphere.”

Drake amiled.

“Well, let’s look for a bit of
string * he said.

Three juniors jumped, as if moved
IEE the same spring. They blinked ot

¢ boy from Baker Street.

“A—a whatter? gasped Nugent.

“A bit of string!” said Johnny
Bull dagedly,

“Drake, old man, are you trying
to pull our leg, or. what?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “What the thump
do you mean by a bit of string P¥

“Exactly what I say—a hit of
string ! answered Drake. *“My idea
ia that if we root about here long
cnough we shall find a bit of string.
Y’“"}, cllows stick here and leave it to
me,

Drake moved away among the
masses of frosty masonry that
cunbered the old hall, leaving the
three blinking. :

“Ie he potty?” asked Johuny Bull.

“Hardly |” eaid Harry. “But—"

“Well, if he means anything, don’t
ask me what ho mecans!” prunted

ar they had secn

Johnny. “Sounds like bats in the

belfry to me!™ .
Lost in wonder, the three school-
boys stood where weére and

watched Ferrers Locke’s assistant
appearing and rea ring amon
masscs of rubbich and rubble in
thie wide old hall. Five minutes—ten
minutes—a quarter of an hour—
passed, and etill Drake did not
return to them, and they waited in
growing wonder, half-suspicious, re-

memberin his le in 0=
clivities, %hat- Lo wngahppu.l]ifg tBEir

leg.

%ut suddenly a call came from
Drake,

“This way, you fellows !”

They ran to him. He was standing,
almost hidden from sight, between a
high mass of broken masonry and
the highest remnant of the shattered

wall. Over the wall, crusted with
snow, grew & vast mass of tough old
ivy. ke Liad thrust his hand
the ivy and, to the uiter am nt
of ;ha juniors, he drew out o thin
COTI.

They gazed at it, stupcfied.

How the cord come there they

could not begin to guess. Why Drake
attached any importance to 1it, they
could gmess atill less.

“That’s the bit of string !" grinned
Drake. “I fancied I should spot it if
I looked—after what you told me
Bob heard—"

“But whot—what—s" stuttered
Wharton,

“ Listen 1"

Drake jerked at the string, And
suddenly, in the froszen gilence of the
old moat house, was heard a strange,
uneanny sound !

Clink, clink, clink!

It was the clinking of the ghostly
keys!

————

DRAKE'S DISCOVERY !

& HI!" ed Harry Wharton,
r Nugent caught
hiz breath.

“What?” he stuttered.

Clink, clink, elink!

Johnny Bull stood staring up at
the high top of the wall, with an
uztrmrdinurﬂ e igion on his face.

Over the he of the juniors, as
if borne on the wailing wind; sounded
the cerie clink, clink of iron—of heavy
old keys in a bunch clinking to-
gether ]| What Bob Cherry had heard,
his chums now heard—thongh with

Drake pulling tho cord like a bell-
rnio_. understood what Bob had
not known or suspected,

The top of that old wall was thirty
or forty feet up. Great masses of
ivy clustered on if, and amid those
masses of frosty _in hidden from
sight, it was plain that a bunch of
iron keys hung—bunched loosel
together, so that they would clin
when the cord was jerked.

Someonc, at some time, lad
clambered up on that high wall and
fastened the hidden keys there—leav.
ing the cord trailing down in the ivy,
hidden from sight. To produce the
uncanny clinking that seemed to
float ghost-like on the wind, it was
only necessary to jerk the string.



“0Oh ! pasped Wharton again.
“An u%syp onc—what?”  grinned

Drake.

“We ncver guessed—Bob never
did—" muttered Nugent.

“Oh pum!” said Johmny Bull,
Jolnny’s face was growing redder
and rcdder. This was the imaginary
sound, floating on the wind, about
which he had chipped Bobh. Now he
had heard it himself ! It was rather
disconcerting for Johuny!

“Pretty cute!” said Drake. He
ushed the cord back out of sight
into the thin ivy. “No need for the
ghost-man to carry the bunch of keys
about with him—and risk having
them spotted, if somebody got sus-
icions! Just a jerk on that string—
eeping dogge in that dark corner.
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EAR SIRS,—I gueas
gou gotia do some-
thing wabout this.

Yesterdoy I was in Court-
fleld and bought a Christ-
mas card aof your siore;
wehich sct me bacl: hwo cenfs—a
penny e your coin. When I got
it buck here I found it marked
in plain pencil—{d. So I reckon
wou owe me yd., and I'll mention
¥ eweant it by return, together wilh
11d. for the stamp on this leller,
making 2d. in all.—Yours, F. T.
FISH.

Pear Siv,—We are in reccipt of
gour favoeur of pesterday's dale,
bl regrel e have no knowledge
of the transaction to which you
refer.. If wou will he good encugh
fo relfion the card in question, the
anaticr shall be investigated af
once.—Yours foithfully, CHUNH-
LEY'S STORES.

Dear Sirs,—What the recl: ! You
flgnre to cinch the card as well
as the cent P Forgel it. Thal
card stays vight here. And I'll
rmcudion it's 31d. you owe me now
—fwo leMHers and o {d. swindled.
Ciet a4 move on, you ginks.—Yours,
F.T.FISH,

Dear Siv,—Inveply fo your favour
of yesterdoy, ee must repeat that
we cannot enlerdiain any claim for
« vefund unless the goods in gues-
fion are produccd for our inspec-
tion. I'evhaps you would cure o
call on us with the card P—Yours
faithfully, CHUNKLEY’S STORES.

And no end of a ghostly eficct, float-
ing over a fellow's head!”
“Qh!" said Wharton again.
“When there's half a gale of wind,
I dare say it shakes that bush of ivy
and clinks the keys without anybody

being here at all to touch the
string !” went on Drake. “But when
s visitor is secn arriving, the ghost-
man lurks round and gives a jerk if

necessary—sec?”
Hariy Wharton drew a deep
breath.

“That rotten trickery scttles 1t!”
Lo said. “There is some man playing
host here—but what the dickens
or ¥

“Not for fun!” said Drake. “It's
far from funny to hang round this
frozen place in December!”

“Then—then—as it's certain that
somebody hanps about here playing
ghost, Bob did get that crack on the
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nut—it wasn't fancy!” stammered

Nugent.

“He did!"” agrecd Drake. “He ran
into the man in the dark and grabbed
Lim, and the man knocked him out—
before old Bob had a chance of find-
ing out who he was! He didn't want
to be known, naturally !”

“QOh gum !* repeated Johnny Bull.
His facc was crimson now. “I—I say,
let's get back! I—I want to speak to
Hﬂ 'JI .

“Let’s !"” agreed Drake.

“ Are you poing to leave that where
it is?" asked Nugent. *“ h{vo not
lug it down and put an end to the
rotten trick?”

Drake shock his head.

“No fear!” he said quietly. “ We're
not going to let that sportsman

Dear Si.s,—JI gueas I ain’t spend-
ing Bd. bus fore just to tole a pesky
card along for pou fo peek al.
Heve's the ornery cord, and I
reckon I want it back pronto by
refurn, with a remillance for 5d.
ﬂﬂ'l hll:ly,. Hﬂ hﬂyi_fﬂ“ﬂp Fl T+
FISH.

Dear Sir,—We are in receipl of
gorur further communication, en-
closing Christrmaa card, which is
undoubtedly onc of ouwr halfpenny
stock ; byt we cannof enteriain
gour claim for a refund unless gou
produce the receipted bill for the
over-pagment. Perhapa you will
let us have this, when the motler

can be referred to our Accounts
Depariment  for adjustment.—
Yours faithfully, CHUNELEY'S
STORES.

Dear Sirs,—Corry me home to
die! Don't enyg of wou wunder-
stand business in this peshky is-
land 7 Here's the bill—ohat about
my Gld.? Start wmoving, will
pwou *—Yours, P. T. FISH.

Dear Sir,—We have to thank gou
for the bill you sent us in gour
last lefter, bul we note this is for
the sum of dd. Were there more
arlicles purchaszed af the fime ?
Arcwiting the favour of gour es-
teemed rvemariis.—Yours faith-

know we've spotted his game. We're
going to find out what his game is—

ou can bet that it's so ing that
won't bear the light I

“But what—" said Harry
blankly.

“Ask me another!” smiled Drake.
“I can't begin to imagine—at present.
I don’t think Ferrcrs Locke could
answer that question yet! But we've
got this clear—somebody unknown
wants to keep everybody and anyboedy
from nosing into this old ruin. I
dare say dozens of people who have
looked about the place have been
scared off, Only one possible rcason
—there's something pgoing on here
that people are not wanted to find
out !”

“But—that makes it more mys-
torious than ever!" said Nugent.
“How could anything be going on in
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Fishy’'s Chrigtmas Card!

(Letters exchanged beiween Fisher T. Fish, of get my goat ¥ What the
Greylriars, and Chunkley's Stores, Courtfield.) Sam Smith do youw guys

know Bob was there at all, on a dark

9

What sort of
on #”
don't
get it [ answered
“I ghouldn’'t wonder

this desolate place?
thing could possibly be goin
“That's a riddle—as yet, %
t it, or begin to
rake frankly.

if that sportsman at the caravan
conld tell ns—but he's not likely to!

He can’t be enjoying life in such
lace as t]tiﬁ—ﬂns'

or sticking there!”
“Well, he cam

this without' i
said Harry. EEIIPIMIJI
in caravans for that reason.”
“Oh. quite — but
generall
especially in the winter.
the man who

a

& got some renson

on a place like
rent or rates,”
¢ sometimes live

they don’t
pick such a spot as this—
And he's
picked Bob up after he

was knocked on the lLead, you've told

me,” added Drake.

fully, CHUNKLEY'S
STORES.

Dear Sira,— Does this

Rgure gou're playing of ¥
IFgou want me to shake the green-
backs onla Chunkley’'s frousers
pockela P The extra 2d. weas for
tiee 1d. ecovds—geanine ones.
Musta been a mistake. Now weill
wou part uwp my 8d. ?—XYours,
F. T. FISH.

Dear Sir,—We are obliged to you
for your explanation of the addi-
tional poyment, but in owder to
proceed with the claim it is neces-
zary for us to inspect the other hivo
cards. May we ash you fo let ws
have these i due cowrse, tohen
the motter can be adjusfed.—Yowrs
Faithfully, CHUNKLEY'S STORES.

Dear Sirs,—You ornery bone-
hends! You slabsided ginks!
Here's the peghy cards. Now stop
snoofering ond whack ont iny Did.
_".B.'-I T-I F.IS"#

Dear Sir.—We have nowe investi-
goted this matfer and decided to
allore powr claime. We have, there-
fore, much pleaswre in enclosing

Aper stump) the sum_of one half-

penngy, and shall be glad if you will
sign and rebien the aitached re-
ceipt reithoul delay. The addition-
al bd. postage we cannol refund,
as e do mnot adimit Tiabilitly in
this wveapect. — Yours jJoithfully,
CHUNERLEF'S STORES.

{ Utter collapse of Fisher T. Fish.)

o - -
g i Sy i

night, at a distance®”

“How did he

x]

“He heard him czy out when he
oot the knock——" answered Harry.

“ At least, he snid so.”
“ Perha

r he may have been on

the spot and picked poor old Bob up
after knocking him on the nut ! said

Drake.
“0Oh!” gasped Nugent.

“He couldn't leave him to freeze—

even if he was brute enongh, he didn't
want the place to become the talk of
the county. I'm not saying he's the
man—but he will bear wafehing, as
the man on the spot.” said Drake.
“Keep mum about this, you fellows.
Isu e you can see that, whatever
ia going on here, it must be law-
breaking of some sort—mno mneed to
keep it so jolly secret otherwisa!
Tne Maoxer Lmnany.—No. 1,665,
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We'lre- going into this—at least, I
am |2

“The Detective's Christmas Case !
grinned Nugent. “Faney dropping
on a case like this on a Christmas
holiday !

“We're jolly well going to find out
what it all means, that’'s a cert |” anid
Harry Wharton. *“Mum’s the word
at present, if yon think so, Prake !”

“Yes, rafher!” said Drake em-
phatically.
They left the moat house and

tramped back to the lane.

The rat-faced man on the step of
the caravan watched them furtively
over his newspaper as they went, the
unpleasant expression still om his
face,

The man looked—ae he undoubtedly
was—wary and suspicious. But cer-
tainly he could not have suspected
that one of the four fellows who
tramped away up the lane was a
detective and not a schoolboy om
holiday like the others. If he was,
indeed, at the bottom of the mystery
of the moat howuse, he remained un-
aware that he now had to deal with
a detective, and of the discovery that
detective had made in the haunted
house.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked back
to Wharton Lodge in a rather excited
frame of mind—their thonghts run-
ping on the strange mystery of the
dezolate old ruin. They went in h{
the gate on the park and found Bo
Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh taking off their skates by the
frozen lake.

Bob gave them a slightly grim look
as they camo up.

Johnny Bull marched up to him
with a pink face.

“8Borry, old man !” he said.

“Eh! What?”

“I thought you were a silly ass!*
cxplained Johnny, “It turne out that
I was! That’s all i*

SRR R R
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Bob blinked at him., But he smiled
as the juniors explained the discovery
that had been made at the moat
house, There was mno trace of
shirtiness in the Greyiriars party as
they walked back in a cheery bunch
to rton Lodge for lunch,

FERRERS LOCKE AT GREYFRIARS !

ILLTAM GOSLING, the
ancient porter of Greyfriars
Schoel, grunted as the bell

tinkled in his lo ge.

Gosling was taking his ease in his
lodge at the school gates,  When
Gosling looked forth om the world he
looked forth with a contented eye. In
term-time, Gosling was often a dis-

runtled man—often he eyed youth-
ul erowds with a sour eye.’ For
Gosling’s opinion of bﬂi;,
often satat to Mr. imble, the
g:n;lener, was that all boys ought to

drownded. '

But in vacation-time, smiles
dawned on Gosling’s erusty face.

Greyfriars boys were scattered to
the four corners of the kingdom.
Cheery voices did mot break in om
Gosling’s hap]ily repose.  Snowballs
did not ecateh him in the back of the
neck. No cheeky youth asked him for
historical information relating to the
time of George the Fira‘b-u—ﬁptﬂtﬂnding
to believe that Gosling dated from
that period.

When all the Gre] riars fellows
were away, it was rea ust as good
as if they were dr_uwndidi.

The boys were away. The masters
were away. Only the Head and his
t‘ami];;r were still in residence in the
Head’s house—and they did not worry
@Gosling. Only Fisher T. Fish re-
mained of the Remove—Fishy passed
his holidays at the schogl, New York
being rather too far off for a frip;
and even if it had been nearer, Fishy

CHRISTMAS

Tou'va seen Mickey Mouss
apd hbizs frlends at the
plctureg=now youo CAn
play with therm by your
fMreside with tho help of
this jolly new card game.
Mothers and fathers, an
woll ag tho children. all
enjoy MICEEY'B FUN
FAIR, which Introducces
all the favourite Wals
Disnoy characters, from
Anow White and-tha Beven
Dwarfs, Donald Duck and
Horaca Horaceollar to
Onofy and the Blg Bad

Waolf. Ther'ra aill fo-
gcther In this fascinating
EAImE.

MIOREET'E FON FAIR
conelsts of a double pack
of acéurateély colodred
cards meproduced from
Walt DYisney palnlings.
It's just the thing for
dark evenings.

Published by Castell
Bros,, Ltd,, Llondon and
Glasgaw.

By permission of Walt
Digney-Mickey Mowre , Lid,
Al goed #tationers and
ploren gell Mickey'a Fun
Fair.

88 CARDS IN FULL

OLOURS

which he

had no taste for aubmarines. And
Gosling frowned Fisher T. Fish off
grimly when Fi.ah'{l made any attempt
to bestow his light and ial eon-

versation on the old school porter.
When the bell tinkled in his lodge,
Gosling was enjoying life in a com-

fortable chair before a cosy fire with
a pipe in his ancient teeth and a glass
of something warm at his elbow.
Grosling had en%{:]j'ed his Christmas—
no boys being about—and he was still
enjoying the happy prospect of days
and days ahead with no boys on the
horizon.

But he grunted as the hell rang. He
heaved himszelf out of the comfortable
chair, and laid down his pipe, grunted
again, and went to the door. He
stared at the younmg man who stood
there.

Gosling had never—so far as he knew
—sgeen that young man before. He
waa rather tall and of athletic build,
somewhat lean in fi s exact age a
little difficult to guess—but of a
slightl % foreign ecast, Gosling
thﬂught. is complexion was olive
and his eyebrows thick and bushy and
dark, his hair, what could be seen of
it under a chauffenr’s Eﬂﬁl, jet black.

“Ho |” said Gosling. By the man’s
garb he guessed who he was. “You're
the noo shover I

“The new chauffeur, certainly!”
said the lean man, with a nod. “I
had Dr. Locke’s instructions to call

to-day—"
i told I grunfed Gosling. “I
got to take you to the *Ead as soon

as you come. Name of Bobinson, I
‘egr M

“John Robinson !* said the new
chauffenur.
Gosling eyed him. He did not

think that the good old British name
of Robinson went very well with. that
black hair and olive complexion.

Certainly, so far as Gosling knew,
the dark-complexioned chaufleur was
a complete stranger to him. A week
or. two ago, Gosling had-touched his
ancient hat very tiully to
Ferrers Lockey the famous detective,
when he visited the school—not so
much because he was a celebrity, but
because he was a relative of the head-
master, which was a much greater
distinction in Grosling’s eyes. But it
did not occur to William ling that
he was looking on the same man now
—Gosling did not dream of it. In
fact, in all the county of Eent, there
was hardly a man more unlike the
famous detective in looks than the
new chauffeur was.

“Well, you come alonger me, and
I'll take you to the "Ead, Robinzon !*
gaid Gosling; and he put on his coat
and issued forth from his lodge.

“Thank you, Mr. Gosling |*

The mister rather pleased old
Gosling. It showed that this young
man had o Frnper- respeet for lis
scniors. Gosling’s face was almost
amiable as he led the new chauffeur
away to the House,

A junior who was kicking the snow
about in the quad for want of some-
thing better to do cut across to inter-
cept them.

isher T. Fish—unlike Gosling—
longed for the day when the tram‘_;l of
fect and the buzz of voices wounld be



heard in the old quad again. Solitude
and silence did not suit Fishy—by his
own choicc his bony chin wonld never
have been still. Fishy was not losing
this chance of unloosing some of the
conversation bottled up within him.

“8ay, bo!* prected Fishy. "“TYom
the noo chauffeur, what #*

*Yes, sir!” answered John Robin-
gon.

“Other guy went yesterday,” said
Fishy. “ﬁs name was Williams.
What do you call yourself when

yonu're at home?"

“John Robinesom, sir I

“I'm sure glad to see you around,
Bobinson.”

“You are very kind, sir !” said John
Robinson.

“Aw, forget it!” eaid Fisher T.
Fish. “I'll say I'm the l:r.nl;r piece
left over on the connter, and I'm sure
glgd to sec a yonman face and hear a
yooman voice! I I'll drop in
at the garage a few, Robinson, and
chew the rag & picce now and then I

“1 do not think, sir, that the head-
master would care for Greyfriars
boys to talk to the chauffenr in
the. garage!” egajd John Robihson,
shaking his head. “Thank you all
the same, air, for your intended kind-
ness."

He followed Gosling into the
House, leaving Fisher T. Fish grunt-

“']%tu'ing- the vaecation, it seemed to
Fishy that he had either to talk or
geream sometimes. Even a chauffenr
was a windfall to Fishy. But it
I6oked as if Fishy's chinwag waa no
more desired in the chaunffetr’s
garage than in the porter’s lodge.

Gosling tapped at the 'door of the
Head's etudy.

“Robinson, sir!” =sald Gosling.
*“The noo shover, sir 1"

“8tep in, Robinson[!” eaid Dr.
Locke.

Robinson stepped in, and Gosling
shut the door and departed.

Dr. Locke rose to his feet and stood
looking at the trim, neat, athletic,
learr man in chauffeur’s garb with a
puzzled and slightly startled ex-
pression on his face,

“I—I—— You are Robinson?” he
asked Blnwl_llr.

“Yes, sir " said John Robinson, in
a rather wooden, but respectinl volce.

“I—I fcar there must be some—
some mistake!” said the Head,
gazing at him, *I hardly think
are the person I—I1'e to eee [V

The new chauffenr smiled.

“Now that we are alone, sir,” he
said, in quite a different woice, "I
may venture to drop disguise for a
moment; ! But oo future occasions,
pir, it will be judicious for me to play
my part fo life; and for you fo forget
that 1 am anyone but John Robinson,
chanffenr.”

Dr. Locke started.

“My dear Ferrers !” he exclaimed.
“I know your voice now—but—but I
have to confess that I do not know
your face.”

“It would mot be much use my
playing the part of your chauffeur,
gir, if you did ! eaid Ferrers Locke.
smiling,

“No—no-I suppose not!” agreed
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the Head. “Pray sit down,
Ferrers—"
“Not at all, sir! We must keep

sirictly to business I" eaid the Baker
Street detective. “I am your
chauffeur now—merely that, and
nothing more! You will find me, I
hope, a pgood and faithful eer-
vant——"

“Ferrers ¥ _

“And you must fall into the habit,
gir, of treating me exactly as that!”
paid Ferrers ke. “We have to
deal with a cunning and wary man,
air, who may take advantage of any
false move."

“X hardly see that, Ferrers I" said
Dr. Locke. ““We know that my old
friend and  valued  colleague Mr.
Quelch was kidnapped, because he
had scen the face of the cracksman
called Slim Jim with the mask off.
You believe that this crook, in
private life, keeps up respectable
appearances and leads his double life
unsuspected ! No doubt that is the
case. But—-~"

“But what, sir?”

“But the man, in whatever
character- he may appear in private
life, is surely not likely to see you
here !” said the Head. “That he is
working this neighbourhood iz mno
doubt a fact; and he might poeeibly
re-visit the sthool in his professional
capacity—to call it that! But in his
outward character, he is surely not
likely to be seen here!”

“] am mot so sure of that, sir!”
gaid Ferrers Locke. ‘'In fact, I have
little doubt that he has visited this
school—in his unsuspected character.”

“My dear Ferrers! Why do you
think so0?” exclaimed the Head.

“Youn muat remember, sir, that Mr.
Quelch was kidna the day after
he saw the ‘cra an's face wun-
masked. He saw it late at night, at
‘s distance from here—the following
afternoon he was kidnapped! How
had the cracksman, in so short a
time, traced the man who had seen
his -face 8o unex Fe-n‘te ? He can
only have seen Mr. Quelch about the
school that day, and recogmised him
as the man who could identify him.
That implies that he came in, or
near, Greyfriars that day.”

“Bless my sounl!” said Dr. Locke.
“Then if Mr. Quelch had eeen
him—* ;

“He would have known him and
denounced him,” said Ferrers Locke.

Jou «RBut no .doubt Slim Jim took the

best of care that Mr., Quelch did not
see him.”

“Bless my soul!” gald the Head
again. “ man was, perhaps,
lurking about the school—spying: ont
the place, perhaps—"
h;ﬂlé _'i'-pﬂiqg as a ?}'situr.'térr r-

elivering goods from a trades-
mali—whu k‘Enws ¢’ sald Ferrers
Locke. *""All we know of Slim Jim
ia that he is utterly unknown—except
in his professional garb with a mask
on his face. That he had occasion to
come to the school that day I think
admits of no doubt—perhaps for the
first time, as Mr. Queloh had never
geen him before that night at FPop
Counrt. But aa he ha.ﬂ'ﬂndﬁnbtpsle;
been here once, he may be here again
—and for that reasom, eir, we must

‘was 0n

take care to make no false move that
would put him on hizs gnard that »
detective i3 now on the scene.”

“I see—I quite see! And so——"

“And s0,” said Ferrers Locke,
smiling, “I will now go and take
possession of my quarters over the
garage; and from this moment, sir, I
am your chauffeur, John Robinson,
and nothing more—to remain eo until
Slim Jim, the cracksman; is traced,
and through him, the man he has kid-

naﬂ ‘H

few minutes later, John Robin-
son was being shown over his
uarters at the garage by “Mr.”
tosling—who b quite taken a
liking to. that well-mannered young
ni;n who was so respectful to his
elaers.

BILLY BUNTER IN DISGUISE !

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B “1'11 jolly well show ‘em !

he rematked to apace.
It was a few days after Christmas.
Jack Drake was staying on at
Wharton Lodge till the New Year—
and perhaps longer, if he had not by
that time penetrated the mysterious

secret of the moat house,

His chief was not in need of him
at the time., [Eighty miles or so
away, at Greyfriars School, John
Robinson was taking np his duties as
the Head's new chauffeur, while
Drake was on his Christmas holiday.

Prake was on holiday; but he was
not o that something in the
nature of a case had turned up in
Surrey. He was extremely. keen to
disco re:lr why Euhmi unfnu&n -
was playin ost a 8 gm:my
most howso—and the Famous Five
ghared his keennesa to the full. That
something was ' going of, which
would bear looking into, scemed clear -
to them all.

The schoolboys, just now, were out
in the frosty weather; and Billy
Bunter, having breakfasted at eleven
in the morning, found himself left on
his own. Tlis rather annoyed Bunter
—who had an idea in his fat head
that nothing.ought to begin till he
the scene—and turning oub
early in holiday-time was not, of
course, to be thought of.

Bunter was in -Jack Drake’s. room
now. He was grinning’ all over his
fat face. If fellows were auch beasta,
fellows deserved to have their 1

ulled—and Bunter was going to pull
gbe general leg—hard !

He had s sunitcase open, and was

examining the contents — pawin
them over with his fat paws, an
‘blinking at them throngh his big
spectacles,

He sorted over the disguise in
which the playful Drake had arrived
at Wharton Lodge on Christmas Day
—the white wig and beard and eye-
brows.. And he grinned.

If Drake had taken the fellows in
with such a device, conld not Bunter
—who was ever so much cleverer than
Drake?

Of course he could !

He hiad told them he could do it on
the back of:-his neok ! had not

Tee Maexer Lmeany.—INo. 1,663
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believed him. He was g:‘ring to show
them—jolly well show them !

Standing before a tall glass, the fat
Owl proceeded to put on the disguise.
His aspect when he pot it om was
rather remarkable.

Hiz own hair disa red nnder the
white wig, his fat chin under the
white heard, his extensive mouth
under the bushy white moustache,
and his & cles glimmered under
the thick white eyebrowa, But those
venerable adjuncts did mnot quite
agree with his fat cheeks, which were
ruddier than the cherry, and, to
the neck, he was atill a fat schoolboy.

At this stage of the proccedings,
however, there was a cough at the
door, and Wells, the butler, looked
in.

Wells nad been surpriscd—or per-
hn% not surprised—to hear somebody
in Drake’s room, while Drake wasa out
with Harry Wharton & Co. Wells
had & good deal of knowledge of
Bunter's manmera and customs—of
which he did not approve in the very
least. Now he was looking in to give
Master Bunter a hint that a guest at
Wharton Lodge was not expected to
reot over the quarters of another
oyest.

But Wells jumped at the sight of
the strange figure that blinked round
at him from the glass.

Glancing at the upper end of
Bunter, he might have taken him for
a man of seventy-five, for a Moment.
Glancing at the reat of him, Wells
discern of course, that he was
William éénrga Bunter. But he was
quite startled, for a moment, and he
stared at Bunter blankly.

Bunter blinked at him! He was
going to take the fellows in, when
they came back, in this disgnise, and

ull their leg, as Drake had done.

¢ had nb doubt that he could do
this sort of thing better than Drake.
Still, it was just as well to put it to
the test; so he decided to try the
efféct on Wells—trying it on the
dog, as it were!

“Ah! Hum! Is that you, Wella?”
squeaked Bunter. “ You did not know
that I was here, I presume, Wella #*

“1 heard you moving, sir!™ said
Wells, recovering himself. **Master
Drake would nutgbe pleased, sir, if he
knew——-—"

“He does not expect me here to-
day!” said Buuter. *“He does not
know wet that I have arrived at
Wharton Lodge, Wells.”

“Eh?” ejaculated Wells,

“Perhaps I had better tell you who
I am,” added Bunter.

“Wha-a-t "

“My name is Locke——"

“L-L-L-Locke |

“You have heard of Ferrers Locke,
Wells

“Fif-Fuf-Ferrers Locke ! stuttered

Wells,

“I am his uncle—"

“His—his—his wunele!”™ bhabbled
Wells.

“Exactly!” said Bunter, blinking
at him, *“ My nephew, Ferrers Locke,

told me that Drake was staying here,
and as I desired to make his acquaint-
ance, I ran down to see him, I am
geventy-five years old, Wells.”
Wells pazed at him,
Tre Maioxer LRARY.—No. 1,663

He gazed blankly.

He could see that Billy Bunter was
trying on the disguise he had taken
from Drake’s snitcase. But that

Bunter 5]';: paedmihaﬂ?a he w;gd 'ImEr
rémgmsa 210N niee 4aig no
occur to Wells. EnEWella was
astonished—and a little alarmed ! It
seemed to him that the fat Owl of
Greyfriars was wandering in his
mind.

“When Drake comes in tell him
that Ferrers Locke's uncle is here,
and wishes to sce him!"™ continued
Bunter.

“Good pracious!” pasped Wells,
He atood, with his hand on the door-
handle, tgui::g at Bunter.

Bunter was obviously
Bunter, with a collection of
white hair plastered over
the top story. But it dawned
on Wells, at length, that the
fat junior supposed that he
was disguised, and was 1,%11 -
ing a practical joke. Wells
gave a gurgle.

“I will wait for him in
Wharton's den,” went on
Bunter. “I expeet they'll
come up there when they
come in, Wells, Mind you
tell Drake that Ferrers
Locke’s unecle is waiting for
him, Wells.”

“0Oh!” gas Wells.
“Xes, sir! Ohl”

“Perhaps you had better
show me the way to
Wharton’s den, though,”
added Bunter, remembering
that he was playing the part
of a strapger in Wharton
Lodge. “I don’t know
where it is, of course, this
being my first visit to the
house. In fact, I have never
heard of it—"

“Oh ! gasped Wells.

“I am quite a stranger
here, of conrse,” =said
Bunter, blinking at hijlf'
“1 su a8 U Aare e
. o

o gir! I—I—J am
the bu ei's?" rgled Wells.

" Quite ! gard Bunter, " Of
course, never having secen
you before, I did not fecl
sure. You had better tell
me what your name is,
Wells I

Wells did not tell Bunter
what his name was! He tottered away
down the passage, apparently in 4
state of convulsion,

Billy Bunter blinked at the door-
way in surprise. He did not under-
stand why Wells tottered away, emit-
ting strange gurgles as he went.

“0.K.!" murmured the happy fat
Owl, turning back to the plass. “I
fancy I took him in all right! This
sort of thing is easy El:l.ﬂ'l:l.g]i-—it only
needs a spot of brains. If Ferrers
Locke could see me mnow, I fancy
Drake's job wouldn’t last long—Locke
would want me!"”

Bunter aurveyed his reflection in
the glass with great satisfaction,
:E[avinﬁ taken Wells in so success-
fully, he had no doubt of succesas with
the juniors when they ¢ame in,

Still, to make assurance doubly

el

The chauffeur caught hold of Fishy by one of Hi

“¢ Say, you bonehead,’’ roared the American jund
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sure, as it were, he packed on a lan&
coat, to conceal his clothes. The
fellows mi%-]ht know his clothes,
perhape—it did not occur to him that
they might know his figure !

In that big coat the fat Owl's
ample rtions disappeared from
sight. This gave the finishing touch
to his masterly disguise. Quite satis-
fied mow, the fat Owl rolled out of
Drake’s room and rolled along to
Harry Wharton's sitting-room_ at the

end of the passage.

In that a.pa.r%menta he ensconced
himself in an armchair before the fire,
and waited cheerily for the fellows te
come in—to pull their le
the part

by playing

Ferrers e's aged

ot TR W g

uncle and to jolly well show them
that he could do this sort of thing
miles better than Jack Drake,

T, e

NOT TAKEN IN!

“ LI..LD‘ j,hali!.?' hnllﬂ?l"

4 g upr”

Ei:nﬂ::t - fellows camo
in, rnddy and bright from a tramp in

the frosty air. And all six gazed at
Wells, in the hall, in surprised
inquiry.

ells, a8 s rule, was as impassive
as a praven image. Sometimes he
itted himeelf a diecreet smile.
erriment, even at Yuletide, he did
not permit himaself. So hia us]gect now
was quite surprising, Wells" plump,
smooth face was creased wit mg:
pressed mirth; and he seemed gqui

e
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unable to preserve his acemstomed
ravity, It seemed as if something
iad happened to 'Wella,

“Excuse me, sir ¥ gurgled Wells.
“I.have to tell you—ha, ha |—I mean,
pray exeuse me—I have n told to
mform Master Drake that Mr.
Ferrers Locke’s uncle has arrived,”

“Ferrveras Locke's uncle!” repeated

Jack Thrake. "Y've never heard of
him. Islhe here now P
“The—the entleman who re-

quested me to tell you so, sir, ia now
waiting in Master Harry's sitting-
room !" said Wells, 1 think, perhapa,
sir, you had better see him. Oh
dear I Wells gurgled,

Greatly  surprised, the juniora

i

o

T

e

e .

s rather long ears and jerked him out of the car.
T, * you figure that you ¢an pull 2 guy’s year ?

R T T T Y

looked at the butler, They had never
heard of Ferrors Locke's uncle: but
if the old gentleman had arrived at
Wharton Lodge, they wera prepared
to preet him with Yuletide hospi-
tality. But they saw no reason what-
ever for these queer manifestations on
the part of the Wharton Lodge butler.

“Has Colonel Wharton geen him?*
asked Drake,

“Yes, sir—or perhaps I should say
no sir!* pasped Wells, “If you will
go up and see the—the pgentleman,
gir, you will—will understand, X have
no deubt.”

“Come on, you fellowe I said Harry
Wharton.

And the school ascended the
stairs—leaving Wells in the hall,
struggling with a gurgle.

In a state of comsiderable astonish-

ment, they reached the door of Harry
Whartou's den, which stood open.
They looked in.

Six fellows jumped, as if moved by
six springs at the same time, as they
beheld the remarkable figure in the
armchair by the fire. Bix fellows
gasped all at once.

“Oh erikey I” gurgled Bob Cherry.

“Oh gum I moaned Johnny Bull.

Th understood now what had
been e&m matter with Welle—as they
gazed at Billy Bunter, got up in an
asgortment of artificial hair!

Bunter was going to take them in,
and pull their leg, as Jack Drake had
done on Christmas Day! They saw 1t
all now!

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Play up !” he whispered.
“ Lot lim get on with it ”

And, suppressing their
cmotions as well as they
could, the juniors emtered
tho den.

The white-haived figure in
the armchair rose.

The Famous Five, on the
verge of hysterics, gazed at
him in silence. Jack Drake
step towards him with a
grave faco.

“Mr. Locke?™ he asked.

Billy Bunter grinned.
Evidently the butler had
told Dmia whom to expect,
i and he had no suspicion.

i “Yes, that's it, Drakel”

4 he answerod cheerfully.
ﬁ} “Ferrers Locke's uncle, you
+ know. You've nover met mo

[
[&FT
[
-IIII

!

== before, I think?”

“I have certainly never
met Mr. Ferreras Locke's
unele I assented Drake. “I
am very happy to make your
acquaintance, sir. How did
you know me, Mr. Locke,
when I came inf"

Bunter started.

“Oh, I didw'$!® ho
cjaculated. “Of coursae,
never having met you before,
I—I couldn’t! Is your name
Draker”

. "0Oh, my hat! I mean,
x yes, m name's Drake!
k These chaps are the fellows
1 was with at school when
4 I was a Greyfriars man!”
popantl  G2id Drake. *Shall I intro-
duce them ™
“Please do! I am very happy to
meet your friemds, Drake!” H-H-I]S. the
white-haired Owl, "1 say, you fellows,
how do you do?”

*“QOh crikey !" gasped Bob Cherry.

It was not casy for the Famous Five
to keep serious. But they contrived
to go through their presentation to
Mr. Locko with grave faces. How the
egregions fat Owl could possibly
suppose that they did not know him
was a mystery to them. But evidently
he did suppose so.

“You'd like to mect Bunter, too "
went on Drake. “Call Bunter, Bob!
I expect Le’s in his room asleep, as
it’s not a meal-time.”

“0h, really, Drake—"

“Did you speak, Mr. Locke?”

“Oh! No! I—I mean, I—I fancy
Bunter isn't in his room !"" stammered

i3

the fat Owl. In his present disguised
state, Billy Bunter did not want to be
looked for. “1 mean to say, I've met
Bunter—you mean that good-luoking
chap in glasses?”

"Oh, no! You can’t have mek
Bunter—frightfully ugly chap,” said
Drake. “If you've mot a good-looking
chap, it can’t have been ﬁuutcr."

113 E—ﬂ-’ﬂt [ll

“What "

*I—I mean, I—I"ve met himn--don’
call him now—the fact iz, hic told mo
he doesn’t want fo Lo disturbed,”
stammered Bunter, “He's lying—-"

“He's generally lying ! remarked
Bob Cherry.

—I—I mean, he's Iying
down "

“Down or up, he's pretty cerfain to
be lying!” said Jolinny Bull. "He
really can’t do anything clse. Tl
go and call him—"

“"He—he's ne out!” gas
Bunter. “No g‘;ﬂ calling Ilim—lE:'t:
pone out! I—I1 saw him ,{[o—nu liour
ago! As he's gone ont, I shan’t bo
able to see him ! Never mind!”

“HBetter po and look for him,”
51 Harry ‘Wharton. “He
wouldn't like to miss secing vou, sie”

"Na! It—it's no use. "The fact is,
he's goue off a long way—he's goue
to the moat house " said the fat Owl.
“You can't go all that way after
him."

“Oh! You've heard about the moab
louse, Mr. Locke?”

“Eh? Oh, no!

Beiug a stranger
Liere, you know, I've never lheard of
it. at is it ?”

“Oh crikey !

“Perhaps Mr. Locke would like a
spot  of refreshment after his
journey # su ted Bob Cherry. X
don't know whether you feel too old
for a jam tart, sir.”

“No fear!” said the vencrable Owl
promptly. “If there’s jam tarts
%ﬁiug, vou jolly well trot them out.

—I mean, the fact is, I'm rather
hungry after my—my journey! The—
the trains are slow, you know.™

“I'll be back in a tick!"™ said Bob,

He hurried out of the den, and con-
trived not to gurgle till he had shut
the door.

Billy Bunter sat down in the arm-
chair again. He grinned cheeril
through his assortment of hair |
was getting h{ with this—just as ho
knew he would! Yt was fearfully
amusing to think of the faces of the
Famous Five when, at length, he
jerked off his disguise and revealed
iimself as Billy Bunter,

“Have vou seen Mr. Ferrers Locke
lately, sir?" asked Drake.

“Oh, yea! This morning ! said
Bunter cheerily. “I ealled on him in
Bakor Street, you know. He saw mo
off in my train at the London cnd,”

Drake grinmed. He was awaro
that Ferrers Locke was at Gregfriara
School, in Kent. Ferrers Locke's
“uncle,” it seomed, was not!

“Won't you take your coat off,
sir#” asked Harry arton.

“Oh! Nol Not at present!? said
Bunter hastily.

“Tgn't it rather warm before the
fire?”

“Yes: but—— I mean no! O, no,
it's rather cold! I Laven't any reason
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for keeping this coat on, cxcept
that it’s rather cold!” said Bunter
astutely. “I'm keeping it on be-
canse it's fearfully cold—not for any
other reason. 0 reason why you
ghouldn’t see my clobber, ia there?”

“0Oh crumbs !

“X'll keep it on till the gong goos
for lunch,” said Bunter. “Then I
fancy I shall surprise I?enn fellows
-1 mean, you boys. t me eee,
vou'rec Wharton, aren’t you?”

He blinked at Nugent!

This was a master-stroke, to show
what a stranper he was at Wharten
Lodge!

“Oh, no!” gasped Frank. “I'm
Nuogent !

“Oh, yes, yea, of course! As I've
only just met you, I'd forgotten for a
moment! And yon're Ugly Jampot
Bang Wallop—is that the name?”
asked Bunter, blinking at the Nabob
pf Bhanipur,

“Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ! said
the nabob gravely.

“Weird sort of name, ain’t it?”
gaid Ferrers Locke's uncle. “Nigpers
have awfolly funny names, haven't’
they? And funny faces, too !”

“0Oh, my csteemed hat!”

“I've heard of you all, of course,”
~gald the disguised fat Owl., “I
should know Bob Cherry anywhere
by his feet! He, he, he! And you
by your complexion, Inky! Day &
Dfnrt-in, what ?"

The juniors pgazed at- Bunter.
Having taken them in so completely,
the fat Ow! was going to take advan-
tage of his identity as Ferrers
Iocke's uncle to put in a few plea
sant personal remarks.

“And what would you know me
by?” asked Johnny Bull in a decp
voice.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh! You're Bullock, ain’t you?”

“I'm Bull!”

“Bull or Bulloek, it's much the
spme, ain't it7? Oh, yes, I &hould
know you—from what I've heard!
Fellow a bit like a hiﬁpnputnmus!
He, he, he! I say, Drake—"

“Yes, Mr, Locke!” said Drake
gravely.

“I'm afraid your govermor isn't
very satisfied with you,” said Bunter,
shaking his head.

“Not?” asked Drake.

“No! He eaid ‘ The silly young
idiot fancies himself as a detective,
but if he does, he's got another guess
coming 1* Those were his very
words !

“Oh!” gasped Drake.

“And he said—if you don’t mind
my mentioning i, arton "

“Not at all ! said Harry. “Carry
on, Mr. Locke!”

“Well, he gaid that that voung ass
Drake was staying for Christmas
with a rather stuck-up “Ei?“ng fat-
head npamed Wharton. on don’t
mind my telling you what Locke
gaid *™

“0h, no!” gasped Harry.

“But I say, you fellows, Bob's a
long time petting that tart——"

e dour opened, and Bob Cherry
came in, carrying a tray. On thoe
tray was a plate. On the plate was
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a section of jam fart, fairly loaded
with jam.

A wedge of jam tarf, thick with
jam, was hardly the provender that
& vencrable gentleman of seventy-
fire wounld have yearmed for. But

Billy Bunter’s eyes glistened through

his big spectacles at the sight of it.
It was only a quarter of an hour to
Iunch ; but Bunter was not afraid of
epoiling his luuch. Bunter had
plenty of cargoe space available.

“0Oh, good!” he ejaculated.

The other fellows looked at Bob.
They could not help suspecting that
he had had ulterior motives in
gning down for that jam tart and

ringing it up with his own handa.

The disguised Owl, however, was
only thinking of the jaml He
beamed at it.

“Like it, mir?” asked Bob.

“What-ho! I—I mean a little
refreshment will be wvery acceptable
after my—my journey !™

Me. Locke took the tray on his
kueces. He picked up the Eig wedge
of jam tart by the cormer. Quite a
larpe portion of it ﬁiﬂagpearc& into
his eapacions mouth, and he chewed
happily—for one split second! Then
there was a fearful yell that awoke
the echoes of Wharton Leodpe.

"Yurrroooogh !” roared Bunter.
“Don't you like it, Mr. Locke?”

asked Bob.
Atchoooh! Beast!

" Im-hm?!
Grooocooch! Wharrer you mean by
tﬁ mustard in

giving me jam tart wi

1t ?* shricked Bunter. “Ow! Oh!
Ooogh! Grooogh! Qooch !
Wooooch !

“Ha, ha, ha!* yelled the juniors.

Ferrera Locke's uncle
ont .of the armchair. He roared, and
gpluttered, and clutched at a large
mouth that was packed with jam—
and muztard ! ¢ white beard and
moustache came off in his clutch.
He roared and yelled.

“Qoogh! Atchooh—coh! Weogh!
Oooooch 1

“Ha, lha, ha¥

“Ow! Beasts! Wow! Ooogh!”
raved Bunter. “Wow! Avytishoo!

Ooozh! You rotters! You jolly well
knew——"

"Hﬂ., ]].E-, ]]:“ | o

“My dear Mr.
claimed Drake.

“Wow ! Ooogh ! Yurrgh! Beasts I”
roared Bunter. I tell you that—>"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You ;ﬂil well koew I was—
Yurrreh! You knew all the time I
was—— QGurrgpgh! T can jolly well
gee that now and I—  'Woooogh !
Qooooogh! You jolly well knew——

Oooooh 1"
gasped Bob.

Locke—-" ¢x-

“Did we Lkoowil
“Did we have just a faint suspish ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The same whiskers that Droke
had on, you know!” sobbed Bob
Cherry. "And he fancied we didn’l
know 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! QOooogh!
Bunter.

He rushed out of the den in gearch
of cold water to wash out his mouth.
He left gix fellows behind him howl-
ing with langhter.

Boeasts 1Y roared

bounded G

A CHAUFFEUR’S JOB !

b OBINSON 1T
*Eip i
Y Feﬂmﬁlmke,ip th% ﬁn}f
over the garage at Greyfriars Sehool,
stood .witﬁl the receiver in his hand,
Black-haired, olive-complexioned
John Robinson had been a couple of
days at Greyfriarse mow, He had
gettled down into hi:z place as chauf-
feur to the headmaster.
The few inhsbitants of Greyfriars

in wvacation-time had =il seen the

new chauffeur and, im epite of his
alightly foreign look, they liked the
quiet "and pleasanf-spoken

mag., But they found him a little
reserved—"stand-hoffish,” as @osling
described it to Mr, Mimble.

0ld Gosling and Mr. Mimble and
others would willingly have dropped
into his quarters fo smoke a pipe
and have a chat. But Mr. Robinson,
pleasant as he was, seemed to have
no use for company or chats. He
was very pleasant and polite when
he met any other mem of the
establishment; but he never asked
anyone into his rpoms over the
garage, and the door on the stair was
always kept locked when bhe was not
there.

He looked after the car and he
looked after the garage in a ve
satizfactory wag. was an excel-
lent driver. tand-offish as he was
in somec ways, he was liked—he was
pleasant obliging, and inofficnsive.

Often he was seen—in the day-
time—about the gamﬁ yard—and at
night-time, it was to ﬂ'HP]iI:EI':ﬂ, he
was asleep in the comfortable bed.
room over the garage—if he let him.
ge]f out quietly at night no one at
riars was aware of the fact, and
no one who had met him outside
would have recognised him as either
John Robinson or Ferrers Locke.

If Blim Jim the cracksmaun. was
still working that distriet, as Locke
had no doubt that he was, there was
3 keen eye open for the mysterious
cerook when he got busy again,

In the meantime, Locke was study-
ing the viecinity, picking up local
knowledge and news—and waiting.

If 8lim Jim followed what was
known to be his invariable custom,
he would strike again, and yet again
and agsin, before e abandoned that
neighboughood. From which Locke
had surmised that the man of
mystery, in his outward character,
was probably a man who took up o
wst of some kind for a fixed period
in each distriet that he had marked
out for lunder—eoming  thera
openly to take wup the post, and
leaving when his term of engagement
expired, unsuspected. But what
kind of a post he took, if it was so,
and what he was like, the Baker
Strect detective had yet to discover.

In the meantime, e was John
Robinson, chauffeur, and as such
the Head treated him, even when ho
gpoke on the telephone to the garage.
Ip,ocke had insisted that he should not
depart from that ruls by a bairs.
breadth, and the Head acquiesced.

S0 now, as Dr. Liocke’'s voice came
through, any other ear that had
caught a word of the conversation
would mever have detected that the



ker and listener were anything

but schoolmaster and chauffeur.

“The car will be required this
afternoon, Robinson I came the voice
from Dr. Locke’s study.

“Very good, sir !”

“A Mr., Lamb—a master of this
school—is coming here for a few days

during the holidays|” went on Dr.
Locke. “1I desgire the car to meet his

train at Courtfield Station—the four
o'clock train.”

“Yery good, sir; thank you, sir!*

Locks hung up the receiver. He
smiled faintly. _
certain hesitation in the headmaster’s
voice—he was not yet used to
orders to that very wunusu |
chanffeur, and did not quite like
doing so. But he had Beajrad up-
No one was likely to overhear words
epoken on the telephone; but Locke
was not the man to leave anything to
chance—especially in dealing with so
cunning a ¢rook as Slim Jim,

The detective-chauffeur went down

to pet the car ready. A bony youth ¥
nose and very sharp &

with a shar
eyes was in the garage yard. Locke
breathed rather
Fisher T. Fish. If he did not want
Gosling’s company, or Mr. Mimble’s,
or Trotter's, in his quarters, he cer-
tainly did not want
inquisitive Fishy.
“Say, you taking the auto ouf,
bo?” asked Fisher T. Fish. Fishy

unaware that he was the most fear- §

some of bores, guessed and reckoned

that a chauffeur would feel rather

honoured by notice from a FPablic

school man—espe-eiallg_ such an at-
1

tractive specimen as Fisher Tarleton o
Fizh. ;

“The what, s&ir?” asked John ¥
Rtobinson. ;

“The auto! I :
car vere!” said Fisher T, Fish.
“1 am taking out the car, gir | Will

ou oblige me not coming into §
! i e I am afraid

the garage yard, sir? I
that my employer may objeet.”

“1 ghould worry!” eaid Fisher T.
Fish. :
keeping tabs om this here pgarape,
Robinson. Where you heading 7"

“] am going to the station, sir, to
meet & visitor.”

“Then I guess you can
run in the auwto!” said
Fish. “Whe's the visitor?”

“¥r. Lamb, gir ¥

“ Aw! The Pet Lamb ! said Fisher

ive me o
isher T.

T. Fish. “Horning in here in the
holidays, is he? Hard up, I guess,
that —sgaving money on it, I cal-

culate! I'll gay that bonehead won't
mind me taking a run in the car with
him—I’m telling you, he’s a goft boob
—the big boob {rom Boohsville!
You'd snicker the way we rag that
guy in the Remove, Robinson.
Indeed, sir!” o

“I'm telling you!” aaid Fisher T.
Fish. “Wa sure do make him hop
around a few, and then some! Not
that he hasn’t got a temper, when it's
riz! But generally you can pla

with that lamb all yow want. I’ll
step in 12
.]E:uhu Robingon knew more of Mr.

Lamh than Figshy supposed—Ferrers
Locke having met him at the school
weeks ago. He was aware that the
Pet Lamb had a temper, having scen

There had been a gy

iving
new

ard at the sight of ¥

at of the sharp,

ess you ecall it o %

“I gucse the old goob ain’t ;
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him whopping Billy Bunler on onc
occasion.

From BAlr. Loamb’s usual mild and
docile look, however, it was probable
that he would submif patiently to
Fishy barging inte the car—if the
Heu;;s new chauffeur allowed Fishy
to do so. But the Head's new
chauffeur had had enough of Fishy.

That seclf-posscesed youth stepped
cheerfully into the car and sat down.

John Iobinson gazed at him.

“I am afraid, sir, that I caunot
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Christmag Greefings E

(From the Edilor):
The words, “A Merry
Clristmag!”
How frequently they're spoken.
Like promisce, they' re somctins
meant,
But very often braken.

Thrce words! And very cheap

fa print.
You read the game words
yearly.
Read them again—they come
from one

Who writes them most sin-

cerely.
Your EDITOR.

(From Frank Richards):

Sometinmes I think a {ale I wrile
May make some reader's
Christmus bright.
And il one home with glee.™
If any tale of mine has Grought
My readere Tappiness, the
thought

Drings far more joy to me.

With sincere wishes for a right
royal time this Christmas.

FRANEKE RICHARDS.

(From the Office-Boy):
When I asked the bozz for a
Chrissmas Box
He gave me one—on the carl
So I wishes to all, but the
dditor,
derry Chrissnias and Happy
NXoo Yearl!

allow you to sit in the car ¥ lie said.
“1 have no such instructions.”
"0.E, ! gaid Fishy. “I'm coming !
You’'ll gee that the Pet Lamb won’t
say anything—le sure is o meck little

gu‘?. !H‘

Please step out of the car, sir.”

“Guess again[® said Fisher T,
Fish.,

Fishy was going to have a run in
that car! aving planted his bony
person in it, Fishy guessed that the
new chauffeur, whether he liked it or
not, would have to take it. After all,
he was a Greyfriars man, and this
Bobinson guy was ouly a doggoned
chauffeur !

“ Pleage step out, sir !” said John
Robinson,

“T'll mention that I'mm waiting for
you to etart up !” said Fisher T. Fish
pleasantly.

“Will you please step oubt?”

¥Not so's you notice it [” drawled

* game chauffenr that I
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Fisher T. TFish. “I gucss——
Yarooooop I*

Figher T. Fish broke off, with a
sudden angmished howl, as a finger
and thumb, that felt liko a steel vice,
closed on a rather long ear!

Fisher T. Fish got out of that car
quite Eud&eﬂg. iz long car was
Jerked out, and Fisher T, Fish had to
go along with it.

“8ay I” roared the indignant Fighy,
rubbing his car, and glaring at the
new chauffenr. “Say, you bonchead,
you ?ﬁure that you can pull'a guy's

car
¥ “Yes, gir!”

“You gol-darncd, elab-sided, pesky,
]l_rlc-ﬁ‘:"“g:::h mugwump |2 roared Fisher

“Thank you, sir!” eaid Juhn
Robinson. “Is that all, sirf”

“Aw! Go and c'hu]il chipe " snorted
Fisher T. Fish, and liec stalked away,
still rubbing his ear.

John Robinson smiled faintly, got
into the driving-seat; and tooled the
car out on the road.

There was Elenﬁy of snow on the
Courtfield road. But Jolin Bobinson
was a good driver.

Prompt to time, he was waiting
outside Courtfield Station, standing
like a statue beside the car, when a
rather slight gentleman in d-
rimmed glasses camo out, blinking
about him in a sort of owlish way.

The Head's uew chauffeur touched
hus cap.

“Mr. Lamb, sir?? he asked.

“Yes, yes!” The art master of
Greyfriars Llinked at lim. *“Ia that
Dr. Locke's car? Yow, are not the
have seen
before—what—what ?*

“I am the new chauflfeur, sir—
Robinson, sir! Please let me take
your suitease, air! Thank you, sir I*

¥  John Robiuson opened the door of
§ the car,

Mr. Lamb, blinking about him in
his owlish way, crossed thc slushy
pavement, and step in,

John Robinson drove away down
Courtfield High Strect.

Tap, tap | came on the glass.

The chauffeur planced round.

“Please do not drive guite so fast !
squeaked the Pet Lamb. “The road
is very sli , and I am a little
Mervous. ere iz mo hurry—mno
hurry at all, my good man. I wasin
a motor accident once, and it was a
dreadful ezperience—very dreadful
indeed

“Very good, sir I

The car drove on more slowly, and
the Pet Lamb leaned back with o
satisfied cxpression on his docile face.

Ferrers Locke, as e drove to Groy-
friare, did not wonder that that lamb-.
like little gentleman was unmerei-
fully ra in the Remove, in term
time, rt from that, he gave the
Pet Lamb no thought at all—thongh
the time n.iaa hta come when 11: l:'lm?.

oing to give him a very great dea
EI.’ thought indecd.

FIERCE FOR FISHY !

ISHER T. FISH sat in a com-
fortable high-backed arm-

chair, before a bright, cosy
fire, and warmed his bouy legs
thereat.
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The fArelight danced and wslayﬂi
com-

in the study. It was warm
fortable a malvl—and Fisher T. Fish
was fecling rather good.

True, he had no riq;ht- to emsconce
Limsclf in Mr. Lamb's armchair, in
Mr. Laml’s study, and toast his bony
lers at Mr. Lamb's fire. But that
did not worry Fisher T. Fish. Fishy
had neck cnough for anything. Be.
sides, it was practicable to cheek the
1’et Lamb to any cxtent.

Not that Fishy meant any harm.
Fishy's clief desire was to hear his
own ypice, which he felt was Eettmg
rusty from disusc. The Head's car
was gonc to the station to fetch Mr,
Lamb, who was goinfl to &aﬁa a part
of the vacntiuﬂ at the school, as it
apprared. Fishy was going to gree
h]":gt when he came in and tell him he
was pglad to sec him, and hoped that
Mr. Lamb would ask him to tea with
him—not 60 much for the sake of tea,
as for the sake of chewing the rag, as
he would Lave cxpressed it.

The Lamb's was not the company
that Fishy would havc selected, given
a widc range of choice. But any
company was better than none—it
was a cusc of any port in a storm,

That day Fishy had boen ruthlessly
shooed away from Gosling’s lodge.
Mrs. Mimble, at the fuckshop, had
allowed him to talk for three or four
minntes—but what were three or four
minutes to Fishy?

Mrs. Kebble, the housc-dame, had
let him have his dinner with her, and
Fishy had talked all the time—tolling
Mra. Ecbble what o vaatl{e sauperior
country the Yew-nited States was to
all other countrics, what a mouldy,
bouc-headed spot Great Britain was,
how infinitely better ov hmF was
done on tho other side. of the
Atlantic, and so on—and, for some
reagon unknown to Fishy, Mrs.
Ecbble did not want any more of Lis
cotrancing conversation after dinner.

Then that all-fived guy, Robinson,
lind pulled Lis ear, instead of taking
hiym for a drive in the car—the car o
a free American citizen ! Sinee then,
Fisher 1. ¥ish had uttered hﬂrﬂlg{ i
word. He hLad tracked down Mr
Mimble, clearing snow away; but the
eardencer had linmedjately gone inlo
n shed and shut the door—almost as
if he did not like Fishy's company.

In {hese circumstances, Fishy was
alad that Mr. Lamb was coming to
the school for u day or two. He was
suft cnongh for Fishy to be able to
land on him for tea, whether be liked
it or not—the probability being on
the not. Fishy was going to have a
chanee 1o talk again—and he would
rather bave talked to s stone image
than not talked et all.

80 liere was Fishy in Mr. Lamb's
~tudy, which had been prepared for
his ovcupation, snd was very nice and
warin and cosy. When Mr. Lamb
came in, Fishy was going to be as
arrccable as he knew lhow—conceal-
ing his opinion that Lamb was a bone-
head, a poob, a goof, and the Big Boob
from Boobsville. Lamb was his last
resouree,

Fishy pucssed and reckoned that
Mr. Lamb was putting in a few
days at the school to save money.
Art masters were not generally well
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off—though Fishy calculated that
Lamb had been petting something
extra for taking the Remove until
break-up while Quelch was away.
Fish d quite nerve cnough to
ask {(r. Lamb whether it was so!
His interest was decp in all ques-
tions invelving moncy.

Hitting there, in an mnusoally
cheery mood, Fishy heard the sound
of the car stop iugl at the House.

But Mr. Lamb did not come im-
mediately to the study. No doubt
he was going to sec the Head first.
Probably Dr. Locke would ask him
to dinner—but most likely the Lamb
would tea in his study, and Fishy
was going to tea along with lim,
if the Lamb would put up with it.

Fisher T. Fish waited contentedly,
checred by the prospeet of chewing
the rag, cven if it was only with a
bonchead like the Pet Lamb.

The door opcned, and there waz a
footstep. To Fisher T. Fish's sur-
prisc, as the door closed again, there
was a click of a key in the lock,

Fislhy sat in astonishment.

Why Mr, Lamb should lock his
study door, as soon as ho was inside
the study, Fisher T. Fish could not
guess or caleulate,

It was quite surprising.

He realised that, as the high back
of the armchair concealed him from
view, from the direction of the door,
Mr. Lamb did not know that he was
there—naturally not expecting a
Iemove fellow to be waiting for him
in his 31.'1111,;‘ robably unaware that
Fisher T. Fish was staying at the
school over the holidays at all

Fishy realised that the soomer he
showed up, the better. The Lamb
might Le annoyed at finding that he
h;ﬁ locked Limself in the study with
a fellow he did not know was there.
Fishy did not want to annoy the
little gentleman who was to ask him
to tea.

"He rose to hia feet and looked
acroes the hirh back of the arm-
chair.

There was Mr. Lamb—but Fishy
had ouly a side view of him. After
locking the door, Mr. Lamb had
turncd to a desk that stood at the
side of the room and unlocked it.

As he was not looking towards
Fishy, lhe did not sce lim, though
the beny junior was mow in full
view, had the et Lawb glanced
round.

Myr. Lamhb still had his overcoat
on. Ile was thrusting his right hand
into an inncr pocket of the coat,
and, as Fishy looked at him, he
drew a leather casoe out of that
poecket —apparently to stow it away
in the deﬂl;:‘

Fisher T. Fish coughed.

In the unliar circumstaneces, le
felt that that was the most judicious
way of apprising Mr. Lamb of lis
presence.

The effcet of that cough on Mr.
Lamb, apprising him suddenly that
someone was in the study, wus quite
startling.

He uttercd a muflled exelamation,
and spun round with lightning swift-
ness, the leather case slipping from

his hand and falling to the floor
with a sudden c f

It scemed that that leather case
contained metallic articles of some
Kind. It was gquite & loud metallic
clang—such a clang as might have
been made by the fall of a bapy of
steel tools !

“Bay, it's O0XK., sir!” pas
Fisher T. Fisl, quite startled by the
ghock he had cv;.aellﬂj given the Pet
Lamb, “I guess I never meant to
make yon jump, sir!Z

“What are you doing here?”
roarcd Mr. Lamb.

Fisher T. Fish jumped, in lis
turn. This was not the accustomed
bleat of the Pet Lamb—ibt was moro
like the bellow of an angry bull!

“I—I—I guess I reckoned I'd wait
here for you, sir, and—and—and sce
you, when you came in, sir!” stam.
mered Fisher T. Fish, quite con-
founded by the angry glare from Mr.
Lamb. “I’'ll say I'm glad to see yom
at the school agzain, eir! TI'll sure
pick up your little grip, sir.”

Fisher T. Fish stepped forward
and stooped to pick up the leather
case te restore it to Mr. Lamb.

Smack !

“Gree-whiz ! yelled Fisher T. Fish,
as that resounding smack landed on
his ear and eent him staggering
across the study.

Possibly Mr. Lamb did not want
him to touch that leather case. Or
?Ihﬂpﬂ he was onl ed with

ishy. At all events, he put plenty
of becf into that smack. It landed
with a force that showed that Mr.
Lamb was a stronger man than le
looked.

Fishy yelled, staggered, stumbled
over, and sprawled. He sat up on
the study carpet, almost gibbering
with rage and aatuniahmengl

“Bay, what you giving a guy?” he
stuttered. “What you getting your
mad np for? What the John James
Brown——"'

Mr. Lamh unlocked the study door
and threw it open. Then he stooped
over Fisher T. Fish and grabbed him
by the collar.

With a single swing of his arm,
and a strength of which ne Remove
man would have deemod the Dot
Lamb capalle, ke epun the gusping,
egurgline Fishy out into 1he passage.

Fishy, a sccond time, sprawled.
Ife sprawled and roared.

Slam !

The door closed on him.

Figher T. Fish picked himsclf up
quite dizzily. He rubbed a burning
car, and rubbed scveral sharp, bony
plages that had hit the floor. Tben,
in bewildered surprise and speceli-
less wrath, Fisher T. Fish tottered
away down tho ge.

“The gooh ! breathed Fishy. “ The

ky hoodlum! The all-fired, gol-
darncd, pie-faced scallawag! Carcy
me home to die! I'll say this ia
fierce—sure ficxee! I'll tell a man,
this is fierce!”

Fishy was not thinking now of
touching Mr. Lamb for a tea! e
was not thinking of chewing the rag
with Mr. Lamb! He was only think-
ing of getting a safe distance from
Mr. Lamb—and keeping if!



8o long as Mr. Lamb remained at
the school during the vacatiom, the
keenest desire to chew the rag was
not going te draw Fishy anywhere
near Mr. Lamb again! TUntamed
broncos would not have dragged
him into Mr, Lamh's study any more.
Which, thongh Fishy did not reckon,
calculate, or. guess it, was perhaps
what Mr. Lamb wanted.

THE SHADOWED MAN !

ERRERS LOCEE  Dbreathed
quickly.

The darkness was deep, all
the deeper because of the black-
ont.

The few occupaunts of Greyfriars
School were probably in bed.

John Robinson, the new chauffeur,
was wide awake—though, at the
moment, eyes that had been able to
see him in the darknesz would not
have - recognised him as John
Robinson.

The garage %}ﬂ-tﬂﬂ opened on the
lane that ran by the side of the
school buildings, There was a
smaller gate in the wall, and it was
by this that the detective had let
himsclf out. He stood, for some
moments, still in the deep gloom.
It waa littla likely that there would
be any passer in that unfrequented
lane at such an hour of the night—
but Locke did not want to risk the
remotest chance of anyone seeing him
leave the school. He stood silent by
the wall, hidden in blackness,
making no move till he was assured
that the coast was clear.

In such a spot, at such an hour,
few wonld have deemed such a pre-
eaution necessary., But the Baker
Street detective never neglected a
precantion, whether it seemed neces-
sary or not—caution was second
nature to him.

And he was glad of it a few
moments later, as a soft and stealthy
footfall came through the dark.

Someone was coming down the
lane, passing the garage gates, head-
ing for the road to which it led, a
score of yards away. But for
Locke's caution, the uuseen way-
farer might have run into him,

Blotted in the darkness, he waited
for the man to pass.

That lane ended in a field-path,
at a distance, across the esnowy
meadows to Woodend. Some very
belated man was coming from Wood-
end, it seemed—and for any man to
tramp miles across snow-covered
ficlds at half-past eleven at night
waa 80 very singular that Locke was
rather interested in him,

The kitchen garden had a gate on
that lane, but it was hardly to be
supposed that Mr. Mimhle was going
out at that hour. Had it been term
time, Locke might bave suspected
that some bad hat of Greyfriars
was breaking out at night. But the
bad hats of Greyfriars, if any,
were far from the school in holiday-
time. So it seemed impossible that
the late-comer had come out of
Greyfriara,
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A shadowy figure loomed past theroughly clad man with a straggling

detective’s watching eyes.

Dimly as Locke discerned it in the
gloom, he made out that it was a
rather bulky figure—the bulk, per-
haps, being due to a thick, heavy
greatcoat. A soft hat was pulled
low over the forchead.

The shadowy figure passed on to-
wards the road.

Ferrers Locke stepped out from the
blackness of the wall and followed.

That was the direetion he had in-
tended to take. Many a long hour,
in the dark nights, the Baker Street
detective had spent in patient search,
with the hope, faint -as it was, that
he might fall upon the track of Slim
Jim—at his work.

Locke had a list of every place
within .a wide radius that might be
supposed to be worth a cracksman’s
while. Often, in the dark hours, he
haunted a likely spot. Now, how-
ever, he decided to keep an eye on
that shadowy figure that had so un-
expectedly appeared from nowhere.

He smiled at the thought that he
might, thus early in his quest, have
fallen on the trail of the eracksman
he was hunting—it was not impos-
sible. If Slim Jim’s lair was at
Woodend, he might very probably
cross the wide fields, when settin
ouf, in order to avoid all possible
contacts. And it was as 'likag' to be
at Woodend as anywhere else, so far
as Locke's present kwowledge ex-
tended.

At the cormer of the lane the dark
figure in the heavy coat paused a

beard, sha eyebrows, and a spotted
muffler rﬁgug::rl ﬁa neck—a mml: who
was as unlike Ferréra Locke as he waa
unlike John Robinson. But he did
not see Locke.

The man walked guickly, spring-
ingly, and it came into Locke's
mind that there was an unmsual
absence of fatigue, if he had indeed
walked all those miles from Waoodend
across the fields. Possibly, after all,
he had merely made a detour rcound
the school from some nearer place.
In any ecase, it was certain that he
would bear watching—and Locke
intended to watch him, so loug as
he was abroad in the dark might.
And — though he smiled at the
thought—some. sort of feeling scemed
to tell him that that shadow of the
night was the man he wanted. At all
events, Ferrers Locke was going to
Enow.

The road ran over the common—
and for half a mile or more thosc
faint footfalls guided the Baker
Street detective. Obviously the man,
cautions as he plainly was, did not
know that he was followed.

The footfalls suddenly ceased..

The man had turned from the road
on to a footpath across the common.
It was less easy to follow now, for

& there was snow on the path that

deadened footsteps,

But fainf shufling sounds of hoots
in snow, occasionally the rustle of a
branchk as the heavy coat brushed
against a bush, guided the shadower.
Locke did not lose his man.

(Continued on next page.)
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The man shead at length emerged
into the road on the farther side of
the common,

Ferrers Locke had a glimpse of o
shadow that crossed the road and
stopped in the blackness under a park
fence.

Bilence followed,

Locke waited, silent and still in the
winter might. The shadowed man
had not gone in either direction, u
or down the road. He had Btﬂ‘%ﬂﬂ
under that park fence on the other
side—silent, unseen,

Ferrcrs Locke breathed hard.

He had made himseself well
acquainted with the neighbourhood
that was to be his hunting-ground.
He knew that that park fence en-
closed the grounds of Sutton Manor—
one of the wealthy. maunsions on his
list as possible cribs for Blim Jim to
erack, )

Was that shadowy figure Slim
Jim? Had he climbed the park
tencge while Eocke watched and waited
on the other side of the road? . The
deep silence made him doubt whether
the man was sgtill there. It was
certain now, at all events, that the
man, whoever he wWas, was B Bus-
picious character—his actiona left no
doubt on that point.

Locke made up his mind at length.
Swiftly,- but without a sound, he
crept across the dark road to the
high fence on the other side. There
was no sound, no movement—mno one
was there! The mysterious , way-
farer of the night had vanished as if
from existence!

*But a few moments later the
Baker Street detective knew. "In the
palings of the high fence.there was
the old

a gap where two or three of
palings had fallen away. It was a
gap Einrg{s enough for a man to

aqueeze through.” That was the way
the man had gone.

Locke's eyes pglinted,

The man, whoever he was—what-
ever his pame was—had gone through
that gap into the grounds of Sutton
Manor. It was ten to one—a hundred
to one—that he was a thief of the
night—whether Slim Jim or some

other lawlesz marauder. Yet it was

iimsible that he was some man
longing te Bir James Button’s
numerons establishment, who had
heen out late and taken a short ent
in by the gap in the park femce,

It was not likely. But it was
posgible !
Locke stood a 1 moment by the

gang in the fence, en he put head
and shoulders through and strained
His eyes in the gloom,

Crash !

It came suddenly—too suddenly for
even the keen Baker Street detective
to know that it was coming, A fist
that seemed as hard as iron, and
with a strong man’s strength behind
it, strnck—and Ferrera . half
stunned by the sudden crash on his
tﬂm‘illt'_-. staggered back and fell in the
I'l'."ﬂ "

A dark figure leaped from the gap,
cut like lightning across the mg
and disappeared in
of Courtfield Common.

Locke scrambled to his kneces, his
head reeling, and then to his feeb.

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,663

the deep shadows

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
Hc leaned on' the park fence, peut-

in

%‘m: a moment the sound of run-
ning feet came back from the black-
ness. of the common, and then there
was silence,

The Baker Street detective pressed
his hand to his head,

The man was. gone—swallowed b
the black winter's night—gone—an
Locke leaned on the fence with spin-
ning head—knowing in that bi
moment that it was a cra
that he had trailed—that he had
prevented a robbery at Sutton-Manor
—but that he had lost Slim Jim!

NOT A WORD TO BUNTER !

i LL right !” said Billy Bunter.
Bunter's tone, which was

: fearfylly -sarcastic and sar-
donie, implied that in t of fact
it was far from all right!

It was, indeed, all wrong!

Billy Bunter was wrathy., He was
indignant. Hé was deeply irritated.
Ho hdd not been trea with the
distinetion due to such a guest ever
since he" had arrived at Wharton
Lodge, But now the lid was oh.

Tﬁ; grub was ‘good — Bunter
admitted fl;lltalf—l' %ml_, Eﬁn&gn]l:
salmlg,l e grub was all 5
Eﬁrﬁhmg Was gll right 1 Eat%p 5
sleeping, and talking were Bunter's
three great 'joi's in life, and of these
eating naturally came first—primus
inter. pares, ‘so to speak,

Nevertheless, Bunter was annoyed.
The failure .of that little schéme for
pulling the legs of the Greyfriars
party—angd more eéspecially the: dose
of mustard that had almost made
Ferrers Locke’s. uncle jump out of
his fat skin—exasperated Bunter.

Kow, & day or two later, Jack
Drake and the Famous Five were
discussing something or in
Wharton’s den, and as Bunter put a
fat face in at the door, Johnny Bull
fairly barked at him :

“Hook it I”

"“Yes, liook it, Bunter I said Bob
Cherry.

“Roll off, thou fat and footlin
Buuter—roll I gaid Frank Nugent,
in playful parody of Byronic verse.

“Shut the door !” smd-Jack Drake.
“Cut down and ask Wells for some-
thing to eat, old chap!®

Bunter blinked at them. Harry
Wharton did mnot apeak — being
Bunter's host. But the other fellows
addressed him just as they might
have done in the Remove passage at
Greyiriars School,

They were apparently discussing
anmet.{ing that ﬁﬂr did not wanf to
discuss with Buater —and
shooed him off like an
¢hgkﬂllil! it ot tifying. It

eally, 1t was n a .
wAS {rg;:: that Bunter?renﬂcﬂnged in
the den, would take over all the
talking and snort with indignation if
the fellows strolled off elsewhere to
find other ocoupations, It was prob-
able that he would turn on the radio
if the other fellows didn't want it,
or insist upon it being turned off if
they did want it, He wounld sgueak
to eome other fellow to chuck a log

they
intrusive

on-the fire, or to touch the hell teo
bring a servant up the stnirs to do
so—aever thinking of stirring his
OWL gy stumps. It was & fack
that Bunter strétched the privileges
of a guest to the very limit—right up
to breaking-point.

Btill, no. fellow could like being
shooed off like a chicken.

Billy Bunter gave  the up of
juniors a stare of concentrated scorn,
and snid, in tones of the most sar-
donic sarcasm :

“All right

Then he banged the door and

ried.

.moment later- another bang was
heard up the pnssage—the bang.of
Bunter's own door. That implied
that Billy Bunter had retired to his
room—Ilike Achilles to ‘his tent—in a
Btaé;_atui: sulking, ;

ut, as.a matter of fact, Bunter
Im%n’t. " S

aving banged kis door. to give
gmtt. "i&]i;ﬁt " impr{aa'iu{lgﬂ }ﬁlllg

unter o 1t agamn quietly an
stepped out on tiptnf.‘ 1 '

'On t_i;:ttue, haﬂdwmﬁt uianfn,bthuh AB-
sage: and opened with great cantion
the door of Wharton’s béd-room
which adjoined the den.

From that bed-room to the sitting-
Toom q.dﬁ]-:_}mmg_wm a communicating
door, which was ghut. But doors
had keyholes, and Bunter was a key-
hale expert.

Grinning sardonically, the fat Owl
applied a podgy ear to that keyhole
—and everything uttered in the den
came plainly .to that fat ear,

Bunter wias curious to know what
the party were discussing, which ke
Fﬂﬂtéliﬂt- to. hear. Pm'l:mhl » he Btig~
pected, some. j upon his fat self,
#hich—fﬂrewa:lrn%:eﬁ Egl:ﬂl:lg" forearmed
—he would be able %o nip in the
bud, having lheard what the beasts

were saying,

“Bless the fat ass!” Harry
Wharton was speaking—that was
how he talked abont a guest, Bunter
reflected bitterly. “If he hears a
:f:ﬂl'?f this ‘it will be all over the

“Bunter's all right!” eaid Bob
Cherry. “I. EIEP&'.‘!‘: he's s0mMe-
;slhin to ea:: in his room! If he has,

e’s i

“And if he hasn't, he can to
sleep again I grunted Johuny %ull.
“Bother him, anyway! Get on with
it, Drake I

“We've agreed that we're going to
find out what’s going on at the moat
hounsé !” It was J Drake’s voice
now. “Bomething’s up there, and it
will bear looking into. But it's no
good going in the light—we've
tried that, and nothing came of it.”

“Only what you found out about
those phantom keys!” eaid Bob.
“That was something, old bean.”

"*Yes—that proves that somebody is

laying ghost |” said Drake. “Even

ter wouldn’t have been scared if
he had known that that ghostly sound
came from s bunch of keys fixed up in
the ivy and set clinking by pulling a

gtring.”
B‘Iﬁy Bunter gave a start as he

heard that!
Since his ghoatly experience at the

moat house 'ore Christmas the fat
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Bunter gazed spellbound as the hooded man opened the cak door.

Next moment, from the vault

beyond, came a voice : ** You again, you iniquitous rascal ! How long am I to remain in this dreary ]

place ? '

It was the voice of Mr. Quelch, the missing Form-master! i

T T T e T T T T T O T T T o T P T T e TR T O T F e e P PR PE M e

Owl had given the haunted ruin a
wide berth. The other fellows had
visited the place more than omce—
Bunter never! Bunter did not
believe in ghosts—but he preferred to
kcep them at a safe distance whether
they existed or not !

aw he grinned !

That simple explanation of the
ghostly sound that had terrified him
abolished the terrors of the moat
house at once.

Bo they had found thias out, had
they—and never mentioned it to
Bunter? Well, he jolly well knew
now !

“Whoever fixed that up,” went on
Drake, *ia la;ringh ghost to scare

cople away from the place! Why?
gﬂmething’s u d we're going to
know what! You fellows haven't
said anything about it, of conrse—"

“Not o word | said Harry.

“If it got out that we had spotted
that trick, of course, the sweep would
be put on his guard ! Bunter——"

“We haven't told Bunter, fathead !
Might as well tell the wide world ¥

“Beast |” breathed Bunter.

“That fat champ can't keep his
mouth shut,” said Drake. "And he
might be ass enough to butt into the
place to see the thing for himself and,
of course, he would be seen at it!
We've got a wary man to deal with,
and we ean’t be too careful.”

“Bunter doesn’t know anything
about it at all ! said Frank Nuerent;

a4 remark that made the fat Owl, on
the other side of the keyhole, grin.

“Bo far, we've got rather an ad-
vantage,” went on Drake. “ We know
the rascal’s game—and he docsn’t
know that we know it! But what
he’s playing that weird game for, we
don't know—yot——"

“But we're going to I” said Bob.

“Exactly! I've got a sirong sus-
picion, of course, of that sportsman in
the caravan, as he’s the man on the
spot. But whether he's the goods or
not, the trickster keeps an eye on the
place, and in the daylight we can be
seen  going there. t's night or
nothing.”

“That’s so!” agreed Harry Whar-
ton, “Let's make an expedition after
dark to-night, then I”

“Only—" said Drake.

“Only what?”

The boy from Baker Street laughed.

“I'm a deteetive,” he said. *“A
detective has to be Eruparﬂd to rough
it and be as patient as a Red Indian
ambushing .an enemy. TYou fellowa
are on holiday and having a good
time. It may mean hours of hanging
about in the cold, waiting for some-
thing that mayn't turn up—rather a
test of endurance. If you'd rather
leave it to me—"

“Fathead I” said the Famous Five,
with one voice.

“I'm nsed to the work, you know!
And E;v:m—”

“If you mean that we should be in
the way and you'd rather we stood

out, put it plain ! said Bob. “Other-
wise, we're on.”

“I don’t mean that at all! I only
mean that you may have a fearfully
tiresome and uncomfortable time,
perhaps for nothing in the end.”

“That's all right, ass! We're
coming.”

“Yes, rather -

“That's settled, then ' said Jack
Drake. “If you get fed up you can
leave it to me, anyhow. Now,
judging by what happened to Bob,
the ghost man haunts the place in the
evening—he doesn’t leave it till mid-
night like most ghosts. Whatever his
game is, he's up fo it after dark—but
not very late! From which I
deduce, my beloved ‘earers, that all
he wants is to carry on after dark and

et off to bed at -time, like any-
%od else.”

“But what the merry thump.,” aaid
Bob, “can any man, in his sensea, be
up to after dark in that frozen ruin?”

“"No good asking me that!” said
Drake. "Something—that’s all I can
say. As Bob found foolprints in the
anow leading down into that under-
srpund passage it looks as if his

usiness, whafever it is, lies in that

uarter.”

“But there’s nothing in that old

sage except masonry that rolled

own when the building collapsed I
said Bob.

“Bo far as we kmow !” said Drake.
“We've certainly found nothing—but
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a man doesn’'t creep down there after
dark and play ghost to kecp strangers

awny without a reason.”
“That’s pretty certain!’ said
Harry Wharton. “Seme sort of a

law-breaker hiding plunder or some-
thing of that sort.”

“L own up I'm beaten as
Drake. “But if we got there earl
after dark and stick im cover in tha

ge and wait—we shall sce what
appens, if anything does.”
E:-Dd egg ! said Johnny Bull,
“ And if we draw blank to-night, we'll
try again—and again and again till
we spot something.”

“That's the idea ! said Drake. “So
if you fellows like the idea, we’ll walk
out after tea ! Not a word for Buntcr
to hear—we can't be too careful I”

“Not a giddy syllable {”

Billy Bunter grinned. He with-
drew that fat ear from the keyhole
and retired on tiptoe from Wharton’s
bed-room. He grinned as he tiptoed
back to his own reom and closed the
door—silently this time! Bunter, to
whom those beasts weren't going to
say anything, was in full posscssion
of the whole thing—and Bunter’s fat
brain was working! Those beasts
were going to discover that William

George DBunter was not to be
disregarded—mot with impunity!
Bunter was on this! Bunter knew

what he was going to do—he jolly
well knew !

And Bunter chuckled a fat chuckle,
thongh if he could have foreseen what
was to come of the big iden that had
rerminated in his fat brain Bunter
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would probably have dropped that
big idca like a hot potato !

MYSTERIOUS !

L SAY, you fellows !”
“Oh I” said Bob.
After tea, the Famous Five
in?i Jack Drake had gathered in the
all,

The ecarly December darkmess had
closed in and it was time to get ready
for the expedition to the mount house,

In order to draw mno attention to
that expedition, the juniors had
scttled t thetcwer-a going out by
the stops from the balecony under the
windew of Wharton'’s den. That was
easy cnough—they often went out
and came in that way, But, in view
of the necessity for kmEing their
%Inna dark, they rather hoped that

illy Bunter would be somchow
cccupied at the time.

Even Bunter could not be expected
to be cating, just after tea—and
though he nap after lunch, one
nap a day generally sufficed him, so
he could cot be expected to be sleep-
ing. It was most likely that his eyes
and spectacles would be on the party,
that he would be inguisitive, and that
he would want to know,

So when he rolled into the hall, in
coat and cap, with a scarf tucked
round his fat neck, the juniors
regarded him with interest.

If Bunter was going out on his own,
nothing cotld have suited them
better, It was extremely unusual for
Bunter to walk abroad in the black-
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eut; but it Jooked as if that was his
intention on this particular evening,
which was rather a stroke of luck.

“You fellowa sticking round the
fire frowsting 7" asked ter agree-
ably. “I'm going out !”

“Stout Iad /¥ said Bob Cherry ap-
provingly.

“The stoutfulness is terrifie !*

“I’'ve borrowed your flashlamp,
Wharton ! You don't mind?”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“How much difference would it
make if I did?" he inguired.

“Oh, really, Wharton! If you
don’t want to lend a fellow a flash-
lamp, when he's going to walk fo
Wimford in the black-out——"

“My dear old barrel, take it, and
weleome ! said the captain of the
Remove. “You'll need 1t—but don't
flash it up to the sky all the way or

ou’ll have an air raid warden jump-
ing on the back of your neck !”

Anything on’ at Wimford ?” asked
Bob eITY, cyein}gt- the fat Owl
rather curiously. Heally, it was a
fortunate coincidence that Billy Bun-
ter had decided to walk to Wimford
on. the same evening that the part
had planped to make that secret visit
to the moat house.

“Oh, yes!” said Bunter carclessly.
“The cinema’s open, you know. You
fellows like to come?™

“Um! Not this time, old fat man !”
said Bob. “You'd better keep to tho
road, or you'll lose your way in the
dark. Don't try the short cuts !

“I'll watch 1t!" said the fat Owl
cheerfully. “It's a bit shorter round
by that old moat house, but there's
too much snow about and it's too
jolly dark. After all, it’s not much
morc than a mile the road.
What’s a mile to me?”

The Pamous Five loocked at Billy
Bunter.

There was a lurking grin on his fat
face. And it was unusual, not to say
unprecedented, for Bunter to walk a
mile in the black-out—with a mile to
follow home again. Really, it looked
as if the fatuous fat Owl was up to
something—though what, was not
apparent. :

“Look lere, old fat man,” eaid
Harry, “it’s rather a tough walk to
Wimford for you in this weather.
I'1l ask my uncle if the car can go,
shall I#¥

“Eh? Oh, no! Certainly not!”

“Not!” echoed Harry.

“Think I can’t walk it?” sniffed
Bunter. “I'm not a slacker like you

¢ chaps, I hope! The fact is, I'm look-

ing forward to the walk—I'm pretty
keen on exercise and fresh air, as
you fellows know.”

“Ye gods!” ejacuiated Bob Cherry.

“What on earth,” said Nugent, “is
that fat chump up to?”

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

The Famous Five could not Imlg
feeling puzzled. That Bunter shoul
prefer to walk instead of taking the
car to Wimford was not. only im-
probable—it was impossible. Bunter
would rather have been pushed along
in a wheelbarrow than have walked.

Obviously, he was not going to
Wimford. It was not the cinema that
drew him forth. He was up to some-
thing, and that pretended walk te



Wimford was camouflage. That was
a8 clear-as. the sun at noonday! But
what he was up to was a
Bunter blinked at.the etaring
through his big spectacles. ' -
“I say, you fellows, I'm really

going to iford I he ssid; “I'm
not pulling your leg, you kmow!*
“Oh bﬂf |. Not.!” gasped Bob.

“Not at all, old.chap! I'm
to the cinema at Wimford—it's not
just cabbageflage I

-“"Ha, ha, hal?

“ Blessed if I see anything -to cackle.

at! T dare say you fellows wounldn't
care to walk s mile and a half in the
black-out—but it's nothing to ime!
I ain’t & slacker like you chaps, I
hope! I'm going!”

" And Bunter, with a sniff, went!

The jumiors saw him off from the
doorway.

With his flashlamp glimmering on
the frosty earth, the fat Owl faded
away down -the drive.

Harry Wharton shut the door and
gave his comrades a puzzled look.

“I suppose he won't go farl” he
remarked, “but I'm blessed if I know

what he's gone out at all for!”

“Can’t be %oiug to exglnra the jallﬁ
old moat house!” . chuckled Bo
Cherry.

Horry Wharton laughed.

“He funks going near the moat

house in the day-time, let alone after

dark.” he answered.  *“The fat ass

had the fright of his life there! He's
up -to aamﬂmﬂ,g—hut I'm blessed if
I know what|Z -

“Bolve the mystery, Mr. Detec-
tive |” said Bob. * lpnpil of Ferrers
Looke ought to be able to spot this[®

Jack Irake grinned, e 'wag a8
much mystified as the other fellows
by Billy Bunter's mysterious pro-
ceedinga,

“I give it up ! he said. “The fat
chump’s up to something—but good-
ness knows what! We may as well
give him time to get clear before we
Etarl:. Lucky that he's out of the
w“r 1]_!‘

“¥Yen, that's luck!” a d Bab.

And the juniors remained chatting
by the fire for some time befote they
went up to get ready to depart them-
gelves, Whatever Bunter was 8o mys-
teriously up to, they rather e ted
him to get fed-up with the cold wind
and the darkness and to.come rolling
in again, But he did not come rolling
in, and at length they went up to
their rooms, where they put on boots,
and overcoats, and scarves, and then
gathered in Harry Wharton'’s demn.

They left that apartment by the
french window on the balcony, turn-
ing off the light, and descending the
steps to the terrace. It was as black
as & hat out of doors, early as it was
in the evening. No snow had fallen
for some days, but there was atill
plenty about, and it was bitterly cold.

Cheerfully, regardless of cold and
dark and winter wind, the Greyfriars
party tramped out and aet their faces
m.tl{s direction of the haunted moat
house. And not one of the ?Mthy sus-
Eicted for a moment that a fat figure,

If an hour ago, had rolled ahead of
them that very way!

The haunted house was the very last
gpot in Surrey that they would lLave

EVERY SATURDAY

- Billy Bunter of visiting
after dark, but if they could omly
have it, that was the fat
Owl’a destination, and he¢ had arrived
there by the time they left Wharton
Lodge!

— e

WHAT BUNTER SAW !

ILLY BUNTER paused.
There was a grin on his fat
face as he tramped down Bed-
ate Lano -towards' the moat house,
ub that grin died away as he stood
at the in the crumbled wall and
blinked towards the ruin.

It ‘was so dark, so-solitary, so.
desolate, that Billy Bunter almost re-
Ee;nt:e:d him of the big jdea that his

at intellect had evolved for the dis-
comfiture of the Famous Five.

He was not afraid.of -ghosts now—
not now that he knew of Jack Drake’s
discovery in the ruin.. Bunter was not
fearfully nanm — but - even
‘Bunter was not id of an old bunch
of keys tied up in an ivy bush and
pulled by a string. Now that he knew
the truth, he grinned at the idea of
that ghostly clinking having an effect
on him,

Still, he did’ not like darkness or
solitude or wailing winds in am
old ruins. He stood at the gap a
blinked.

At a little distance from the moat
house he caught a tiny glimmer of
light in the gloom. It came from an
ill-fitted curtain. at the caravan
window. It showed that the rat-faced.
man was at home, and, little as
Buntér liked that rough character,
or wished to meet him, the know
that he was there rather relieved
solitude. .

he.fat junior paused, but he wade
up his mind. His terror of ghosté was
gon¢ and, after all, the other fellows
would. be along early in the evening.
He .pushed across to the moat and
scrambled over it, every now and then
turning on & glimmer of ‘light to see
his way. From the moat he plugged
on into the old courtyard and crossed
it . to  the shatte doorwdy, - and
rolled into the old, roofless hall,

A thaw had melted the snow on the
old flagstones, but it was -freezing
again ‘now . and ‘they were . véry
slippery. The fat Owl trod with care,

He reached the- steps under the
arched doorway.ati the end of the old

hall, and cast the light down tliem.
According to what he had heard
from the. juniors ‘during his keyhole
exploit, they believed that 'aam?bogg
played ghost at the moat house, anc
that, for some mysterious reason, the
ghost-player descended those steps
;:;t.ln' the dank, ‘diamal old ‘pagsage
OW.

It sécemed improbable to Bunter,
who'could imagine no réason why an
man in his right mind should go down
into such a dismal place at night.

But they were going- down when
they came, and Bunter was going fo
be there shead of  them. Now he
listened intently
—for though he did not: believe that
the ghost-player was thcre, or cver
went there, he wanted to be sure.

There wds no sound and, holding

‘before he déscended.
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his light before.him, the fat U=l trod
cautiously down.the atone stair.
Cautious as-he was; his foot slipped

on a patch of frozen snow, and he sat
down suddenly on the steps and did
the rest, in a sitting position, in one!

e

“ Wow 1" Bunter, as le
Im:lEded at thmm+

e Bat and gasped for breath.

But the iﬂyg.atup:a: was rather too
chilly for a.mting-gaqn, and he very
quickly scrambled to his fect.

Holding up the light, he blinked
along the underground passage. - So
far as he dould make out, it led no-
where, ' Perhapa it had been used o8 a
cellar or a hide-out ih ancient days.
Bunter could-see- nothing but :stone
walls, archetl -low roof,” and great
magses of masonry piled about that
had c¢rashed down the steps probably
a century ago. '

He pic iz way among them,
blinking round for a good spot to find
ﬂu?ﬂer.mped . t block that

g 8L0p at one a ock tha
stood close to the Bhﬂe wall. " It was
quite large enough to'sorecn him. But
he shook his head and-pushed on along
the passaie There were several more
masges, thomgh smaller, farther on,
and the fat Owl went as far as the
last of thém befdre he finally came to
a halt.

Behind that mass of old stones, still
connected by the ancient cement, the
Owl of the ¢ ensconcéd himself.
He eat down 'on'a large stone and shut

off his light.

“Ho would haye prefezred to keep the
light on—he no  taste for the
dark! But a light would -lLave
betrayed his presence at omce, when
Harry Wharton. & Co. arrived. Hez
hall Ao wait in the datk.

Anyhow, he w:lr:t::llﬂ nﬂ ha:ﬁ to wait
very. long. ¢ Enew that they. were
coming. An? e ned in. the dark
as he thought of the reception he was
going to give them ]

i had discovéred the trickery of
the hnnt? keya, hidden in the ivy at
the id ‘ gne of the old walls, above
* UL WLAt wWon n
gro HE‘I; hat. would they think
when they heard the ghostly clinking
iri_that underground thpns:aaga?!

Bunter grinned-at the idea.

He was ﬂi:ﬁ to frighten them out
of their very skins—Bunter was!

He had collected: s}l the k Lo
could lay his fat paws.on, and tied
them in a bunch,.pow in his overcoat

t, . When the jupiors descended
intg that diamal recess there was
%hniug to be a ghostly clinking from
he dark!

Bunter pictured. the cxclamations
of alarm and terror, as the juniors
bolted frantiecally. up the:steps again
to get away from the ghost !

When that happened he was going
to follow them. up—laughing! ~The

I lapgh would be on Bunter's side with

a vengeance! - This wonld serve t
beasts right for. leaving him out of
the eecret and making out . that ke
was funky of the haunted housc!
They deserved this, and more—and
this wag what Bunter was: going to
pive them |
And for the rest of the Christmas
holidays e waa Eoing to rub it in—
THE Maicrer Lmmiry.—No, 1,663.
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Buuter was! Indeed, he was nob
going to let it end there! Next term,
at Greyfriarg, he would tell all the
Remove how the Famous Five had
scuttled like mad when he rattled a
bunch of keys in the dark! They
were not going to hear the end of it
in & hurry!

Comforted by that cheery prospect,
the fat Owl waited contentedly for
the sound of fpootsteps on the stone
stairs and the gleam of a light.

Ag it turned out, he had not o long
to wait as he had expected. He had
not been a quarter of an hour in his
hiding-place when there was n sound
of shuffling footsteps on the stone
steps at the end of the underground
[passage.

Blinking out from his cover, the fat
Owl spotted o gleam of light de-
seending. ]

He grinned, and groped im his
pocket “for the bunch of keys, all
ready ! As soon as they were at the
bottom of the steps, he was going to
begin, Then they would go racing up
again, splutéering with ferror—at
least, Bunter had no doubt that they
would.

But & moment or two Iater the fat
Owl gave & gasp, and his podgy bhand
released the keys in his pocket, with-
out rattling them.

His eyes, and his spectacles, fized
in amazement and alarm on the
fignre that descended the steps.

It was a single figure that came
down—not a party ! And that single
figure was not one of the juniors,

Buuter, hugging cover, blinked at
it in amazed consternation.

It was the figure of a powerful
man; but what was like Bunter
had no chance of seeing, for a long
coat covered him from neck to feet,
and over his head was a hood, gecured
round his neck under the chin, reveal-
ing nothing of his face but two eyes
that glinted from the eye-slits,

Bunter made no somnd! From
behind the mass of masonry, he
blinked in terror at that strange

firnre.

rdEThe juniors had not yet arrived—
that strauge and terrifyingr figure had
arrived ! %‘Yhu Le wasz, what he was,
the fot Owl eould not bepin to puess—
but he felt a chill of fear as he
blinked at the hooded man,

The hooded figure with the light
came along the passage.

Bunter's fat heart almost died in
his breast. He was not thinkinge of
playing ghost now. He was only
thinking of keeping out of sight of
that strange hooded man. But if the
man came to the end of the under-
eround passage, he conld not fail to
scc Bunter.

But he did not come so far. He
stopped at the great block of masonry
that stood close to the wall.

He placed the light on the floor;

and, to Bunter’s amazement, gasped
the huge block with both hands.

Strong and muscular, as he evi-
dently was, he had to excrt himsclf to
move it.

Slowly, it rolled aside,

He picked up the light again. And
then Billy Bunter, with bulging cyes
behind his big spectacles, saw what
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had been revealed by the removal of
the huge block,
There was an arched doorway in the
wall, hardly more than four feet high,
The stone mass had completely con-

cealed it from sight. Now it was
Eiain] revealed in the light in the
coded man’s hand.

Spellbound, Billy Bunter watched.

In that doorway was an oak door!
He saw the hooded man insert a ke
in a lock, and heard it turn. The oa
door was thrown open, and the hooded
man shut off his light,

To Bunter's amazement, a glow of
light came through the doorway from
the other side, now that the door was
open !

Ducking his head, the hooded man
stepped 1n. And from the vault
beyoud, where there wae a light, came
a voice; that hidden vault was occu-

You again,

pied.

“You scoundrel ! guu
inigunitous rascal ! How long am I to
remain in this dreary place, you
consciencelese villain "'

Billy Bunter wondered whether he
was dreaming.

For he knew the angry, bitter voice
that came from someone ungeen in the
Lidden wvault as the hooded man
entered,

Well, indeed, Bunter knew that
voice—for it was the voice of his miss-
ing Form-master, Mr. Quelch!

BUNTER, TOO !

b H " gasped Billy Bunter.
He could not help it!
Dizzy with amazement; he

blinked at the glimmering low door-
way in the old stone wall,

There was a vault heyond that
doorway! None of the explorers of
the old moat house had dreamed of its
existence, the low arched doorway
having been completely concealed by
the block of stome. It was not by
chance, as it appeared, that that huge
mass rested against the wall; it had
been rolled there intentionally, to
conceal the door of the vault.

Angd in that buried vault was a
prisoner—and that prisoner was the
schoolmaster who had been kidnapped
weeks ago, eighty or ninet-ly' miles
away, near Greyiriars School !

In that vaunlt, by a SBurrey lane, was
the man who had disappeared in Kent
—the man of whom Ferrers Locke,
the celebrated detective, was in
search! "What Ferrers Lwocke had
failed to discover was now known to
Billy Bunter by the strangest of
chiances. It was this—this!'—that
was the hidden secret of the haunted
moat honse,

“Oh erikey ! breathed Bunter.

No one .knew, or conld guess, what
had become of the kidnapped Form-
master. It was surmised that he had
beon taken to a distance, as a car had
Leen uscl—that was all! In some
secret den, he was hidden from all
knowledge—and it was here that Le
was hidden!

Utter amazement held Bugter spell-
bound for a minute or two! But the
danger of his position rushed into his
fat mind.

The hooded man, whoever he was,
was a kidnapper—he was the gaoler of

the kiduapped Remove master, in this
golitary, dreary place. Bunter had
only to get away and Mr. Quelch was
saved—his kidnapper probably taken
by the police! t if the man found
him there—

Buzter trembled.

It must have been thiz hooded man
into whom Bob Cherry had run that
dark night when he had been struck

down senseless. Billy Bunter no
longer believed, as he had done
hitherto, that Bob had taken a tumble

and Enocked Lis head! He knew now
what must have happened. And he
conld guess what would happen to
him if the hooded man spotted him
there.

Hob had discovered nothinp—he had
only. run into the ruffian in the dark.
But Bunter had discovered the whole
pecret—the rascal’s liberty was at his
mercy—if he got away!

Shuddering, the fat Owl realised
that he never would get away if the
ﬁlmhng e from the slits in the

ood once fell on him. The terror in
hie fat heart chilled him like the
touch of a hand of ice.

Trembling, the fat Owl rose to his
feet. How long the hooded man wonld
remain in the vault, he had no means
of guessing, Quite probably he had
D;IE gone there to take the prisoner
food, and would emerge in a few
minutes. If only he ghut the door——

Bunter's eyea fixed in anguish on
the low opening from which the
glimmer came,

He dared not pass the door while it
was open., The hooded iman might
look ont—he might ateE out ! The fact
that he did not shut the door seemed
to indicate that his stay in the vault
would be brief. And the door did not
shut !

Bunter ducked into cover again.

He dared not take the chance, He
Lad to wait where he was till the man
came out and was gone.

‘His fat lLeart beat in great thumpa
a8 he crouched behind the stone.

How long he waited, Bunter did

not know. It scemed an age, but
probably it was only a matter of
moments. Then he heard footstepa.

He heard a door shut. There was
a grind of a key in a lock., The
hooded man had eome out of the
hidden wauld.

Shuddering, the frightened fat Owl
crouched e¢lose behind his cover, pull-
ing his overcoat close about him, lest
some portion should show beyond the
edge of the stone that hid him.

link |

He had forgotten the bunch of
Eeys in his overcoat pocket., That
sound as they clinked together was
faint—but to Bunter’s startled ears

it sounded almost like thunder!

He suppressed a squeak of terror
and thrust a fat hand into the
pocket to Lold the keys and keep
them still.

Clink, clink!

That was the result of his hurried
action.

He heard a sharp, quick-drawn
breath.

The man had heard!

That sound in such a epot must
have startled lhim, perhaps with a
ghostly fear. If go, the effect did
not last long. For a long, agonised



moment there was stillness: then
eame a rapid tramp of feet, and in
a -moment moré the light waa flash.
ing- on the huddled, terrified Owl,
and the eyes  from the alits in the
hood were glinting down at him.

“Oh!” gasped ter.

It was a gasp of utter terror.

Of the face hidden by the hood he
could see mothing—hbut he could see
the rage and fury in the eyes from
the slits. The kidoapper, whoever
he: was, saw himself discovered—by
tliat erouching, trembling fat school-
Bunter did not stir.

He could mot have escaped. He
would have been grasped at once had
he tried to run. But he could not—
his fabt limbhs seemed paralysed.

The hooded man stood silent—
looking at him. A muttering wvoice,
husky with rage, came from under
tlre heod.

“You saw——"

But he broke off—he knew that
Bunter must have seen. The deor In

thd wall could not have escaped him.
“Fool ! The man seemed to be
gpitting with rage. “Fool! Why

are you here? You are the fat fool
that was here before—that I fright-
ened away—and sow—now——"

He broke off again.

Stooping, be grasped the fat Owl
by the shoulder with a grip so hard
and. savage that it brought a iguegk
of pain from Bunter. He jerked him
to his feet and awung him rather than
led Lim along the passage to the
door of the hidden vault.

Bunter could not speak. He could
ouly gasp with terror. The hooded
man did not speak again.

With his left hand, still grasping
Bunter with his riﬁht, he unlocked
the low door and threw it open.

The glow of dim light came again.
Bunter glim the interior of the
vault—an ﬂll—lﬂﬂc.'lﬁl burning on a
bench—Mr, Quelch, pale and worn,
with a book in his hand—starting to
his feet and turning his eyes on the
doorway. :

It was nn]% a moment’s glimpse.
The next, Bunter went spinning
Leadlong through the doorway,
sprawling along the flagged floor of
the vaulf and rolling at the feet of
his astonished Form-master,

Slam ! :

The dger shut. The key ground in
the lock again. _

Billy Bunter, dazed and dizzy, sab
up.
Pme outside came the sound of a
lieavy thud. He kuoew what that
pieant. The big stone had been rolled
hack into place, conecealing the door
of the vault. The hooded man was
gone—leaving. his secret safe. There
were two prisoners now, instead of
one, in the hidden vault under the
haunted moat house—and the secret
of the kidnapped schoolmaster’s fate
was hidden as deep as ever.

r——————

A NARROW ESCAPE!

i ALLO, halle, halle!
l I breathed Boh Cherry.
“Quiet!™  whispered

Jack Prake.

EVERY SATURDAY

Six fellows, hardly wisible to one
another in the dark, had scrambled
across the choked moat and stood in
the shattered doorway of ‘the meat
honse.

Dark as it was, they did not turn
on a light, If they were to have any
lnck in their intemded vigil, it was
necessary to keep their presence
secret, .

But it was not easy to grope their
way in the deep gloom, and they

used at the entramce of the old
Eﬁl! to look about them. And as they
stared into the darkness, there cama
a gleam of licht from the direction
'Ef %IIE stone steps at the back of the
all.

They stood still; silent, catching
their breath.

Shuffling’ footsteps on the frozem
old flagstones came mnearer. The
light, turned towards the ground,

OTU'LL be reading thiy little chat
of mine a day or 5o before the
greatest festive season of the

yeor—Christmas—so let me again take

the opporitunidy of pasding along

from my staff and mypmelf all the vory buy pou

best of good wishes for

A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A
HAPPY AND PROSPEROUS
NEW YEAR!

As usual, you have nod been for-
gotten by Mr. Frank Richards, the
world'a greatest schoolboy author,
who has been consistenily
good stories for the MAGNET for over
thirty years! ‘' The Best Chrisimas
Ever!'" is the sincere wish he ashs
me fo conrvey to each and every one of

15,
w..-’lm!ﬁef few days, and we shall be
heralding the newe gear of 1040. Let's
earnestly hope it will be a better and
brighter gear than 1939! May the
wear clouds Uift and leave us onee more
in peace and ha egs !

This is the tm when everybody is
thinking of making a list of New ¥Fear
resolutions. Have ygou made any
get ¥ FPre mode one—and Car
wely on me to keep it. - 1 have resolved
te keep up the present high standard
of school stories which has made the
MAGNET the prime favourite it is
to-day, and to make it even betler, if
that iz possible. !

Let me suggest o resolulion o any
rast circle of friends the world over.
Resolve to make sure of oblairning your
capy of the MAGNET every week by
giving a standing order to your news-
agent at the very earliest opportunify.
You won't regret it !

At this tiime of the year there is o
big varviety of Annuals on sale, and it
is very often difficult to choose beliveen
them unless gou know the guality of
the contents. That's where F con
help you. Choose wisely and choose

-only cosls five bobh,
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did not fall on them even when it
w?n& uili; 1ear. I
enly it stopped—within six or

eight feet. It ﬂﬂﬂﬁ@d up and heamed
on the breathless group of school-
beys. The ghest-playerof the moat
house had discovered their presence.

The next instant it was shut off.
Bnt, in the same moment, Jack
Drake’s light blazed om, flaring full
on the fizure now close at hand.

In amazement, the Greyfriars
fellows stared at it—the figure of o

owerful man, in a lang, belted coat,

ead and face hidden by a hood.

From the eye-slits of the hood twe
startled eyes glinted and Bashed in
the sudden blaze of light,

It was enly for a eplit second; then
the hooded man was runming. With
a sudden rush he dashed away across

(Continued on next page.)

lLome nto 4. (rmice.

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.

icell by getting a copy of the ** Holiday
sinual.’”? "It's a valie-for-money
Annusl that you can't better angohere.
Ijf you knew ef an' aunt or uncle or
brother or sister who is ndending to
o book; tell them to make it
the " Holiday Annwal.” Fherein you
will be able to vead. all aboud Billy
Buafer, amd the merry pranks of all
the cheery Gyepfriars, St. Jom's, and
Hookwood schoolboys.  There are lofs
of other inievesting fedtures, iloo.
Don't miss gewr this year. It
, and what a
return you gel for your money !
Magbe I oughl o mention here, too,
that there are three lopping numbers
of the ‘' Schaolbeya® Owuwnw Librery ™
on sale this month. You should make
i'm"“"f of sampling one, if not all, of

Thrill follows thrill in quick aueces-
sion in owr present grand series of
rs yarns. First Mr. Quelch,

the master of the Remove, weysteri-
ously disappeared, now Billy Bunier
has vanished! But Perreve Focke,
who has taken up the cade, is patient.
The Baliew Street detective knowes that
only by ftraekimg dowem ** St Jim '
can ke hope to discover the Greyfriara
maater o the erackanian has pap-
tured, and Fervers Locke, ably assisted
by his clever boy assistant, Jack
Mrake, does not infend fo give up the
frail till hie kas got kis man !  For the
latest news in this thrilling hust read :

“ THE HOODEID MAN!?
By Frank Richards,

in mext week’'s spanking fine issue of
the MAGNET. It'zs a yorn that will
gain gour fmlerest from the very first
line to the lasi. Don't delay, order
wour copp to-daj.

Heve's wishing you happy reading
and a right rogat Cheistnas.

YOUR EDITOR.
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the old hall, winding among the
masses of masonry in the dark,

“ After him I" hissed Drake.

He dashed in pursuit.

The Famous Five rushed after him,
cach of them flashing on a light as he
ran,

Winding among
jumping, leaping, scrambling, he
went, paunting, the pursuing lights
and footsteps close hehind him.,

Jack Drake, with a desperate
hound, reached him, and grabbed at
the thick coat. He caught lold, and
the hooded mman, kEurning, struck
savagely, and he reeled back from a
heavy g'lcm'.

‘The next moment, the hooded man
wag running again, the juniors could
hear his panting breath, as he exerted
himself to the uttormost. He was
heading for one of theé dark, yawning
apertures in the old walls, where a
window once had been. He had
reached it when Bob Cherry, speeding
ahead of his comvades, vcached him
and grasped at him,

Had he held him for but a moment
or two, the whole crowd wonld have
been npon him, But, with a strength
that was twice or thriec as great as
Bob's own, the hooded man wrenched
himself free and Sung himself head-
leng from the aperture in the wall,

Boly, panting, heard the erash and
a panting grunt, as he landed on the
carth outside. ;

The next moment Bob was seram-
bling out. But the hooded man had
picked hLimself up again, and was
running, Bob lan on the ecarth,
and, oue after the other, his com-
rades scrambled out after him.

But the fugitive, running despor-
utclﬁ; had vanished round a corner
of the ruined building. They dashed
after him, but the flash-lamps failed
to pick up the running fizure,
| “{Iuttd:-u luck ™ gasped Bab, broath-
[ ot s

*This way !” said Drake,

He turned and led the way roumd
the old building; heading, to the sur-
prise of his fricuds, towards the cara-
van parked at a little distance from
the moat house.

“It's not that jolly old caravanncor,
old bean,” said Bob. “He's headed
for the giddy open spocea—uot for
that van,”

“If - it was the caravanner, Le
would not be likely to head for the
van with us at his heels 1 answered
Dm}:&

“Oh, I suppose not!™ admitt
Bob. *But I beed

“If the man in the van is at howe,
that settles that '™ said Drake. ~1¢
he isn't we can put two and two to-
gether 7

“Right as vain, old bean '™

The juniors, breathless, arrived at
the van,  There was no gleam of
lght to boe seen from it.

Drake aounted  the
knocked at the door.

the masonry,

step  and
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No reply came from within, He
knocked, and knocked again; and
then tried the door. It was locked!

“Not at home?" gaid Harry Whar-
fon, as the boy from Baker Strect
stepped down.

“No!” said Drake quictly.

“Then it looks——"

"It does 1™

“Might be gone anywhere, you
know,” said Jolmny Bull. “Might
be gone to the pictures, like Bunter.”

Jack Drake smiled.
~ “He might be!” he agreed. “But
it's rather a coincidence that he

happens to be out just at this time.
I've a strong suspicion that he's
cutting across the fields with a hood
over his face. We're going to know
more about him—later, He's done us
this time.”

“Ko good watching now,” said
Nugent.

“"Hardly! The game’s up for to-
night. But we've found ont some-
thing, at any rate—we've seen
him——->"

“The man who gave me that crack
on the nut ¥ said Boh.

“No doubt about that—the man
who [[:'Iuga ghost in the moat house,
with his face hidden ! said Drake.

“But what on earth can his game

be?”  gaid Harry  Wharton.
(11 "".:'I‘i’___“l’
“That's what were going to find
out, before we're much older!” an-
ewered Jack Drake. “Nothing doing
to-night—let's get back

The Greyfriars party tramped back
to  Wharton co—puzzled more
than ever. What ﬁlﬂr 1ad scen only
mystified them—they could not bs.*fin
to guess what strange secret lay
behind the mystery of the moat house.
But what the strange secret was Jack
Drake was_ going to discover—and
Harry Wharton & Co. did not doubt
that the boy from Baker Street would
be successful.

* a L - L]

“Bunter comoe in, Wells®” asked
Boli Cherry, when the Greviriars
party had got in, and stood warming
themselves before the fire in the Lall
at Wharton Lodge.

“No,-sir ! answered Wells.

“He will be in in an hour at the
latest !” said Johnny Bull.

“Eh? How do you know?”

* Becanse it's supper in an hour.”

And the juniors chuckled.

But, to the geuneral surprise, Billy
Bunter was not in to supper. It was
going to be an unnx}jmct{ﬂlj long
time before Harry Wharton & Co.
gaw the fat Owl of the Remove agnin.

THE END.

(Neat week's yarn dealing with the
further thrilling holidey adrenlures
of Harvy Wharton & Co. is entitled :

“THE HOOQDED MANY and is un-5g

doeulitedly the best in the series,
Muake swre of next Saluwrday's
Maoxer, chums, by ordering it from
wour newsagent to-dayl)
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