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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Pay Upl

% w'VE got a suggestion to make to you, lads!™

It was Colonel Wharton who spoke.

Dinner was over at Wharton Lodge. It was a
_ bitterly cold night, and outside the Hakes of snow were
driving against the window-panes.” The wind wailed throuch
the old red chimneys of the 1-::-'.!%{-.

The colonel was enjoying his altar-dinner cigar, and Harry

Wharton & C'o. wore pathercd round the fireside,

"'r !511
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Miss Wharton, Harry's aunt, was embroidering --busily en-
gaged upon some piece of work that was never finished or likely
mgba finished. The eolonel had been smoking in eilence for
Harry Wharton & Co. were chatting. Hurrec
Jamset Ram Bingh was playing chess with Frank Nugent.
Bob Cherry, andg Harry, and John Bull, the new boy, at
Grevfriars, were diseussing footer prospects for the new
term, which was shortly to begin at Greyfriars. The chums
had spent the Christmas vocation at Wharton Lodge, and
they had had a good time. But they were looking forward a
little to the return to the old school, too.

Janunry Tth, 1811,

sonte time.
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As the colonel spoke, al] eyes were turned upon him. The
Greyfriars fellows had the greatest respect for the bronzed
old soldiar, and most of them envied Wharton his uncle.
Indeed, Bob Cherry, in & humorous moment, Lad offered to
mnggtwn‘auuts for him.

“ Yoa, gir 7'’ saird Nugent.

The colonel had removed his cigar. There was a thought-
ful expression upon hie bronzed face, and at the same time a
bumorous twinkle in his ayes.

* We're in the New Year now,” he remarked.

“The New-Yearfulness is terrific,”” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bharipur, in his peculiar
English.

a colonel smitled. .

“Well, mv lade, you know what the New Year 1s—a time
for good resolutions,” he went on.

The juniors looked a little blank, :

“ Ahem ! said Bob Cherry. * Certainly.”

“The certain-fulness is terrific.”

# Suppose,” went on Colonel Wharton slowly—" supposa
Iou weore to malie gome good resolves for the Now Year, my

ds, and stick to them as long as you could. I have tried
st myself, and I think it has a g offect. It is slso greaf
fun hkeeping uE to the mark, and keeping the other fellows
up to the mark.”

The juniers grinned.
* Well, that's net a bad idea, sir,” eaid Mugent, ** but—
but we're pretty well up 10 the mark now, sin't we, chaps?
Buttii I]I!jll:-'h'l} ¥ can point out any room for improve-
ment—

“Oh, doen't be funny, Frank!” said Bob Cherry, (o,
on, sir!"

"I do not mean to hint that there 18 room for improve-
ment,” said the colonel, amihng, " bui in our mess in India
we-tried the idea once. Every man who swor—ahem !—
every man whe used & too emphatic expression was fined a
rupee, and the money waa to he devoted to a regimental
charity. That regimental charity was in quite a flourishing
condition that yesr."”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It was a jolly geod idea, uncle. But—but we don't use
k—ahem l—too emphatic expressions at Greyfriars, wyou

now.'’

“Tiut there are other things. For instance, I think you

ere all somewhat addicted to the uze of slang,' eaid the

colonel.

The janiors looked at one another.

" Blang "7 repeated Harry.

* ¥es, slang. Don't you think so " _

* Blesved if Pve éver dpolted it mysell,” said Bob Cherry;
“but if you've cauiht on to it, sir, I suppose it's s0."’

There was a laugh.

“* Blessed? is slang, ‘spotted ' is slang, and ‘caught on’ is
slapng,” said Colonel "Whartcm merrily. I am alraid youn
hurﬂ.ra;tgllrt's:‘-ed three tumes in that one remark, Cherry.”

2k j. 'H-t .ll

* That 15 slang.”

" Great Scott ' :

* And that iz slang, too," said the colonel, langhing.

Baob Cherry whistled.

** Blessed if a chap can open his mouth at.all, then,” he
exclaimed,

“ My worthy chum should endeavourfully try to spesk
the pure and uncorrupt English, in the same manner that I
eclf-fully contrive,” rerharked the Nubob of Bhanipur.

“ Ha, ha! We ecan’t all speak English as you do, Inky.”

* But the trrfulness shauls be terntie.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

" Now,” resumed the colonel, blowing out a cloud of
moke, * Buppose vou made a resolution naver to be late
for claszes, never to neglect your preparation, never to cut
footer practice, never to use siang, never to Gght, and g0 on;
and each time yon break the rm:futinn, you pay a forfeit.”

¥ That would be casy enough, eir.”

“Then try it. The forfeit, say, to ba threepence,” said
Colonel Wharton, with a smile. * That i3 not a large sum,
but I think it would mount up.”

Wk Agfﬂﬂdq”

The jumiors grinned at the idea.

There would certainly be fun in it, cspecially m watching
Ilhefmhers to catch them napping, and making them pay the

orfeif.

“1 will draw up a list of sins, and every =in is to cost
threepence,” zaid the colonel, taking out a pencil. * Now,
Brat, lateness for class—missing prep.—missing footer practice
—fighting—using slang—threepence a time. I will add,
losing temper, as that 13 8 more sertouz matter than any of

the others. You pay sixpence for that.'"

48 G{H}d I‘H

“ A good, strong money-box should be taken, and the
money pub into it, to be opened at the end of a fortnight,™

Tae Maiacrxer Lierary.—No, 152,
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eaid the colonel. It can be devoted to chariiy, or to the
juniors’ sports club, or anything of the sort,”
“Jolly idea ! )
“The ]'D-ﬂ;gﬂl}dfulﬂﬁlﬂ is terrific.”
. " Now, I have such a box,” said the colonel.
it for the purpose, and it is here,
The juntors la.ughed.
“{(ertainly, sir.” _
" Place the box on the table, then, and take cpre to use
no more slang, and not to lose your tempers.” :
‘“Ha, ha, ha! That’s not likely to happen here, sir.”
" Wa shall sce.” )
The box, a strong woceden one with brass corners; and a =lit
in_the top for coin, was placcd on the table. o
The juniors were grinning over the idea, regarding it as a

joke
Misse Wharton beamed benevolently on the juniors. The
i:lnd'n]d lady was very fond of H{u-ry Wharton and ios
rienda.

“ 1t is an excellent idea,” she said, * and very suitable for
the New ¥ear. I hape you will have quite o sum of money
at the end of the fortnight.”

“* My hat!" said Bob Cherry,

There was g roar at once,

“ Forieit 1™

" What 17

“ Forfeit [

i B'ut_""—” .

“ Forfeit "'  chouted the juniors in
Wharton laj.uﬁhe-i till his eyes were wet, :

* Quite right ! he exclaimed *** My hat’ it slang, Cherry,
as I said"before.”

* Well, I'm blowed ! said Bob Cherry.

“Forfeit I'* shrieked Nugent. ** It will be two threepences
now—a sixpence, please.’

* Look here, I'm not going to spring a tanner——"

" Forfeit "’ shouted Wharlon,

“*Ha, ha, ha! Ninepence now I

Bob Cherry opeuned hiz mouth to speak. He was geing to
tay ' You bounders!” but he checked himeelfl in time. It
would have cost him another threepence,

With & grimace he dropped ninepence clinking into the
money-hox.

It was the first forfeil.

The juniors laughed heartily over it, and Dob Cherry
joined in the laughter after ¢ moment or 1wo,

“1'll catch eome of vou zoon !’ he remarked.

' No fear!™ seid Bull,

Bob Cherry yelled.

T Fﬁl‘fﬂ'l* (i
, And amid lowd laughter John Bull drepped threepence
into the money.-hox.

“ T obtained
Will you begin to-night "

chorus. Colonel

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Looks In,
GGLUH'EL WIHARTON'S idea canglht on very much witly

the juniors. .

It was certainly produetive of a great dJdeal of fun,

The boys were extremely careful to allew ne slangy

expressions to escape them, but the words jum to their
lips, as it were, involuntarily, and every five minutes or so
there was a shout of ** Forfeit I

The slang rule, at least, was likﬂiﬂtﬂ be very produclive
of forfeits, and whether the other rulese would have the same
Felsult wonld be teen as soon as the juniors returned
11ars.

As for losing tempers and fighting, that was not likely
to happen during the vacation, but such things had happened
at Greyfriars, as Nugent remarked.

“What-ho!"' assented John Bulh

And the juniors yelled:

“* Forfeat | .

And John Bull junior paid up cheerfuily.

John Bull was a new boy at Greyfriars, but the chun:s of
the Remove had taken to him very much.

He was a guiet, pood-tempered fellow. but he had a nature
of the most obstinate determination, all the :ame, aud any-
ona who wished to imposze upon him had 210 his work cut
out for him.

“Tt's a wild night,” Frank Nugent remarked, as he drew
asicle the eurtam and look out imto the parl, where ihe
snow wosz {Iying in clouds before the fieres wintry wind,

“ By Jove, yes!” said Harry Wharton, locking out.

¥ Torfeit ! shouted Bob Cherry.

“Oh, draw 1t mild ! expostulated Harry. “*By Jove®
jen't elang. A fellow must zay something,”

“Colonel Wharton's referee,” zaid Bob.

The colonel langhed. _

“ By Jove’ i=n't elang,” he said; “bul *draw it mild’ 1s
decidedly slang, so you must pay up, Hary.”

to Grey-

A Grand. New School Tale Charles Hamllton, ia in
THE “ EMPIRE " LIBRARY this

eek, Price One Halfpenny,
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" # My hat1” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

There was & roar at once,
sald Bob Cherry. ‘Forfelt!" shouted the junlors agaln, in chorus,

¢ Forfelt 1 *“Well, I'm blowed!"” |

(8ee page 2.)

* Ha, ha, ha!” ]
Threepence clinked into the money-box. .
Wharton had just paid up when thero came & ring at the

bell. The houss was very guiet, and the sound rang throvsh
tha placo sharply. )

The colonel gave a slight start.

"'he hour was growing late, and he was not expecting any
visitors that night, espeocially as it had turned out so storiny.

juniors heard ocuter door opened, and then a
vigsitor was ushered into the lighted room.

The Greyfriars chums stared at him.

“My only hat!"' ejaculated Wharton. *It's Bunter !

And for once the slang cxclamation passed without any
clhim for the forfeit due, so surprised were the juniors.

Billy Bunter stood wra in thick coat and mufller, snow
on his boots and shoulders, his fat face red, and his hig
spectacles covered with filim by the sudden wavmth of the
oo, :

" Bunter!" exclaimed Colonel Wharton.

The fat junior of Greviriars gaspad.

i %‘t;'ds awful weather,"” he said.

“Wiat-are you ont in it for?” asked RBob Cherry
E&Tﬁdh' “1 thought vou wero a hundred miles awayv ot

" Oh, veally, Cherry——""
Colonel Wharton looked nonplussed. Billy Bunter had
onoce shared Harry Wharton's study at Greyfriavs, and at
Tur MioneET Lisrary.—No. 152,
FOR NHXT
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“FORWARD, FiSH!”

that timo he had usually imposed himself upon Wharton for
the holidays. Billy Bunter was a hrst-clase swanker, and a
first-class sponge at the same time. While he was dragging
an unwilling invitation from Wharton he would impress upon
Harry the ?-act.thtt. he had passed over several titied friends
in order to come and spend a holiday at YWhavton Lodge.
But since he had changed into another study Wharton had
been blind to hints and openly regardless of requests, with
the result that Bunter had not been zble to come home with
him for that Christmas vacation.

The chums of Greylriara did not expect tosee Bunter again
before the new term at Greyfriara

The sudden appearance of the Owl of the Remove at
Wharton Lodge amazed themn. They lmd net dreamed that
even Bunter would have nerve enough for that.

“1 say, you fellows, it'a awiully cold,” sail Bunter, *1—
I couldn™ pass the whole vacation withount seeing vou again,
s0 I thought I'd run down.”

‘* Like your cheek ! said Bob Ulcmrr{.

“0Oh, mally, Cherry! Of course, I knew I should jwve a
warm welcome here. You ses, at Christras time one ought
to—to banish all ill-feeling. you know, and go in for—for
peace and goodwill, and that sort of thing.”

“H'm!" said the colonel.”

He had nevar liked Bunter, but he had been kind to him
nz a schoolfellow of Harvy's. But he could hardly prefond
to be pleased by thiz impertinent visit nnasked.

als of the Chumsg

A Splendid, Long, Complets
ot *“By FRANK RICHARDS

ot Gray ™.
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b | uﬁmyc}u fellows, you might speak to o chap!” ex-
¥

“ﬁim!_i Bunter, in 8o aggrieved tope, “I'm gold.”
“It's awlul weather™
* Brrer )"

“The frean was delayed in the snow——"

“ Berva you right ¥ ;

** And I've had to walk from the station.™

* Jolly good thing, tool”
E‘;&h, really ! I—L say, I'm f"* ou Imw,;b s-aidf Ei%l;i

under. innin ‘IPve—I've cau & fearfu
il on pr SRE o gasD. %

He sank heavily into a chair.

Msss Wharlon was on her feet at once in alarm,

My poor boy!” she exclaimed.

“It's all right, auntie,” said Harry Wharton reassuringly.
* He's only =pocfing.”

" Porleit 1 selled Bob Cherry.

“I meam, it's all humbug—"*

Hi? o fell I—I think I'm d it ved
1 say, you fellows, I— in m dyidg "' mormu
Billy Bunter faintly.y " I'm_sincerely mrg-? tﬂg come and die
in your house, colonel, buk 1 feel yrite overcome. I forgive

all you fellows.”
“ Thank im: for nothing—-'t

11 ml

“Oh, dear!" exclainred Miss Wharton. **The poar boy
must be put to bed at once. Call John and T to carry
hlmp-—-“

jundors exdnnﬁed qduick glances.
" It's adl right: we'll carry him‘np.'tumie," said Harry.

“The retherlulness is terrific |'
“ Lend a hand, you fellows I’
And the hﬂow::;ink a hand with great pleasure.

b———

YHE THIRD CHAPTER,

ILLY BUNTER squirmed out of the chair with
wonderful agility for & dying person as the juniors ran
Bk ho hed no o thei

no time to escape their grasp.
They seized him and swung him off his ﬂehpr.nd whirled
him oud of the room in next to no time,
" Upetairs with him " ssid Harry,
And up the stairs they went, and Billy Bunter was care-

fully bum on every stair as went up.
Bum p—bump |
“ Yow—yow—yow !’

o Guiovg Byl O h
o was rus in o 8 -raom,; with near!
ell the breath knocked out of his fgt- carcase, s
ln‘ldﬂm jumors sovung him to and fro in the air by his arma
“Ow l’.: roared Bunter., " Yow! Lemme down!™
::Smﬁ’t you 11" demanded Eob Cherry.
w
:‘ He must have recovered, or he couldn’ yell like that.”
*Ha, ha, ha ke
“Open the window, and we'll piteh him oul!" said Bob
Cherry, F]lgmg Bunter another swing in tha air,

' The gondfu]nmu ia terrific I
“Ow!" roared Bunter. * Heln!
L I'I&j hi, hﬂI”

L] Dw l‘l‘i

* Bump him "™

Bump |

Billy Bunter descendsd upon the Hoor with a heavy
TOTOUENADR.

“Oh! Yavooh!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bless my soul! Whatever sre you doing™ exclaimed
Miss Wharton, locking in at the door. ‘' My dear boys—""
It all right, auntie. We're only curing Bunter; he's
ill, you konow [

** Ha, ha, ha!™

Murdey! Fire! Owl™

“Ow!" gasped Billy Bunter. “I—I'm zll right! Its

pa:f:sad off now, I—I'm right now; T feecl ripp:igg "
Oh, rata!’’ zaid Bob Cherry., * You're not ripping vet.

Wait till we've piven you a few move bumps, an en
you'll rip.”

"~ Oh, really—m"

' Now, then, here goes—"

“ Ow

" Please do not—er—bumn him,” said Miss Wharton

enxicusly, ‘' He may be suffeving from the cold, my dear
Tae Macwer Lisrary.—No. 152, d
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boys. You had better put him to bed, I think, and T will
bring him some scothing medicine.” -

' Vea, please!” gasped Billy Bunter. “I—I'm ill! J—I
wish you would stay with me, ma'am.”

B0 I will, my dear boy. Put him to bed, Harry, and I
will fetoh the medicine st once.”

And the kind old lady hurried away.

The junicrs looked at one another expressively.

" ahﬁ hh&msaqiﬂ e fat spoofer|” exclaimed Bobk Cherry.

¥

“* Forfeit 1" ghouted Nugent

*Oh, blow the forfeits now I"”” said Bob Cherry. ** We shall
have to make a relaxation of the rules where Bunter is

«f sy you fellows, T-T'm B, you know, T suffer
say, you fellows, I—I'm 1ill, you know. m suffering
fearfully, (glfﬂﬂj from hunger. suppose you're going to
give e fellow some supper, Wharton?

“You can't eat if vou're ill, Billy. You're in Miss
Wharton’s handa now. Bhe's geoing to give you some
medicine, "

Hiw i

“Wa've rot to put him to bad,”” said Bull.

“"Ha, ha! Shove him in *

“And Johnny Bull cen play him to sleep with his
mﬁcﬁiim.” f:‘.ﬂ”‘l Nugent.

"I shouldn't mind,” said Bull modestly. “'If Bunter has
a taste for mueic, I'd play him to sleep with some soft tunce,

ho ign't ill—" . R

*That would make him, and serve him right—"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

* Look here—"" began Johoaoy wrathiull

" Never mind the concertina,” said Bﬂg Cherry. *It's
enough to have one invalid. Shove Bunter into bed. Shall
I take your boots off, Buntef 1"

_ “Yes, please,” eaid Bunter, in a feeble voice. “I'm very
ill. It's always an exertion to me to take my boots off.”

“¥ou don't see much of your boots, do you?!" asked
Nuogent eympatheticelly. * Have you ever seen your knees,
Bunter 3"

“Ha, he, ha I

The fat junior %r'ﬂni‘ﬁﬂ.

“1 say, you fellows— Mind, ocareful with my boots,
Cherry. Take care how wou unde the laces, and den't
break them. They're a3 new pair."”

Bob Cherry grinned and opened a pocket-knife. He un-
fastenad Bunter's bootlacos by slashing them through down
the front of the boot. Then ke jerked off the boots.

You—yon beset ' gaaped Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hel”

“Get hin things off.”

“Oh! Be careful! Yow! Mind what you're doing!
I'm ill. Ok

In spita of Billy Bunter's frantic expostulations, he was
undressed at express spead. Coat, jacket, waiatcoat,
trousers, and other things were yanked off him, and then
he wae hurled into the nearest bed.

He lay thege, gasping like a landed fish

“Ow! Oh! w! Groo!”

“Can we do anything more for you, Bunter

“Yaow I

“Ia Bunter in bed "' came Miss Wharton's pentle voice
at the doorway.

“* Yes, aunt.”

“Very good. I have your medicine here, Bunter.”

“1—1—I'd rather have some supper, Miss Wharton,
please, 1f I may,” murmured Bily Bunter feebly. * You—
vou eee, J—I—"

“ But you are ilL."

"Yen; but—-""

“Then you have lost your appetite,” said Mizs Wharten.

“¥os; but it's—it's coming back,” eaid Bunter. *i'm
recovering fast.”

“H'm !’ sawd the old lady, eyeing him doubtfully. * You
might have a little light supper, perhaps, alier the medi-
cine. What would vou like "

“Oh, I'm not particular, ma'am! Anything will do, so0
i;:mg a8~ -4 it's good, and--and therc's plenty of it, you

naw !

“ My dear child—""

" Buppose we say a cold chicken,” eupzesiod Billy Bunter,
“and —and some beef, and any vegetables yvou happen to
have. I not particular about pudding, I prefer Chriet-
mas pudding, but anything would do.  As to dessert—-~—"

' Blese the boy I"

i E‘ﬂ:i s, when I'm ill I get hungrier,”” Bunier explained.

id 0 f-—- _l-l

“I could manage about half a turkey, perhapd, and—-"

“*(h, dear !

“Cive him the medicine, and let him sleep, Miss
by Charles Hamliton, s In

eolt, Frice One Halfpenny,



Wharton,” recommended Nugent. * Bunier alwaye has
these fancies about wanting eomething to eat.” =
“Yes; I am sure it is only a sick boy'e fancy,” sand Mizs
Wharten. * ¥ou shall have the medicine, Bunier, and I
will eend for s light biscuit for you to eat afterwards”
Bunter blinked,
“A—a light biscuit, ma'am I"’

“Yes. My dear child, you would be sericusly ill if 1
ali-:-&qf_d you to eat a heavy supper in your present wonk
condition. 2

] MNow, be guided by me.
Billy Bunter g&spagc'l.

But ss there was nothing else to be done, he had to be
guided by Mise Wharton. gi]*e swellowed the medicine with
a hideous grimace, and then slowly munched the light
biscunt. He made 1t last as long as possible: and when it
was gone, he could hardly muster up enough politeness to
gay good-night to Miss Wharton when ehe left him,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Banter is Hungry.

™ OU did not expect Bunter, Harry " Colonel Wharton
remarked to his nephew a little later, before they
parted for the night.
Harry shook hid head with a troubled expression.
U Ne, uncle.  You gee, Bunter used to be in my study at
Greyfriars, but since he changed in Btudy No. 14, with %iﬁll
snd Bull, T didn't see why I should be bothered with him.
But I expecs he had been swanking to his people about being
asked here, and he's come here to keep up appearances.’”
The colone]l amiled.
“Then yvou don't like him, Harry ¥
“Well, I don't see -how anybody could like Bunter, uncle.
Bat he's such a duffer that, what he does isn't half so bad
¥s if it were done a sensible chap. He's alwaye lying
and plaéying mean tricks, but we don't get so wild with him

I? we do with a fellow like S8noop, for instance.  Bunter
always works it out in his own mind that he's quite right
in what he does.”

“Well, as he wants to be with you, Harry, you had better
lot him etay to the end of the holiday—only two or three
days now. Wharton Lodge has a reputation for hospitalily,
you know."

“¥es, uncle. Thank you!™
“A{\u{ you ooitld add that to your rescolves for the new
vear,"” “gaid the colomel--*to bear with Bunter patiently,
and try to make a better fellow of him.”

Harry laughed ruefully.

“Wa've tried that before,” he said.
uncle; we'll try again.” _

And he bade his uncle gocd-night.

When the juniors went up to bed; Billy Bunter appeared
to be sleeping peacefully. He was snoring, at al! events,
filling the large recom with unnwusical sounds.

A new bed had been placed in the long, lofly room, so
that there were now six there.

No one was anxious to have the bed next fo Buunter's, and
Harry Wharton, as host, tool it for himseli.

“The fat bounder I said Bab Cherry, locking at the Owl
of the Remove with an expression of diegust upon his [nee,

“The bounderfulness of the honourable and disgusting
Dunter is terrific ! remarked the dusky Nabob of Dhanipur.

Y Fancy a blesmsed bounder poking himself in where ha's
not invited! I should have thought even Bunfer would
have stopped at that

“{Oh, never mind "' said Iarry.
end of the vac. now.”

“ Thers's the last dance to-morrow night,” said Nugent.
¥ Bunter knows about that, and he's come in fime."

Wharton looked troubled for a moment. The juniors had
all been looking forwand to that New Year's dance, when
they wers 0 meet some of the girvls of Clilf 1louse, their
near naighhaura at Greyfriars.

Billy Bunter certainly would not be 2 weltome addition

“Buf you're right,

“We're close to the

te the party on that oceasion.

“Wall, it can't be helped,” said Wharion. * Pechaps
Bunter may preler to stay at liome, though.”

" (3h, really, Wharton—-""

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” excluimed Tl Cheery, 1

thought you were asleep.”
“F—I've just woke up.”
“ You fat fraud! Spooling, as vsual
“ Forfeit I'”
“0Oh, rats!”
“ Forleit encore !”
“"Ha, ha, ha!"”

" This money-box will soon be filled at this vate,” grinned
Huqa-nt. a8 Bob Cherrv's cash rattled into if.

Billy Bunter sat up in bed, adjusted iz spectacles, blinked
at the money-box, and then at t-lh& juniors.

“I any, you fellows, what's nll that? What Jdo you mean
by forleits? Is that a Chrisimas game?"
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Bob Cherry explained as he kicked off his boots. Billy
Bunter listened with great attention. .

% And if we make you pay a forfoit every time you tell a
lie, we shall scon be roling in money,” Bob con¢luded.

“{h, really, Cherry-—" 1 :

“{Or every time you pluy a mean trick, or over-sat your-
zelf, BilI_j'," MNugent remarked.

“7 think T'II’ join in this," said Bunter thoughtfully.
‘Of course, we shall all share cut equally at the end of the
time stipulated?” —

“ The money goes to the sports’ ¢lub,” said Wharton.

“ Oh, what rot! Better devote it to ﬁt&nd:r;f a big |
when wo gat back to Greyfriars next week,” said Bunter,

“ Rata !'

' Forfeit !

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“ Well, if the money's going to the ﬁp-arta’_club, I'm -nq!
going to join,” said Bunter. * The eports’ club doesn’ t
matter to me. I'm lept out of the junior eleven by
jealousy.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

“But I'll tell you what Lil de.
box, if you like,” said Bunter. :

“* And the money, too, I suppme?” said Nugent sarcastic-
ﬂ!,lf‘q" 1Nl jelly well bet you'd find a way of opening the

x

I'll mind the money-

‘“ Oh, really, Nugent, I hope you don't megn to insinuate

that I would touch other pecple’s money ! ;
don't mean fo insinuate it; I mean to state it as a
plain fact " eaid Nugent bluntly.

“Oh, really—"'

“Br-r-r! Go to gleep !” . ]

“I don't see how I cap go to eleep when I'm 0 _iwg‘hl.-
fully hungry !" eaid Billy Bunter. ‘I think Wharton's very
inhospitable. I wouldn't have come here if I'd khown he
was going to sterve me!"

Harry Wharton laughed. ;

“It's your own [ault’’ he eaid. * You pretended to be
ill, and T can't get you anything to eat now without dis.
F_]aa;aing my aunt. It was your own fault; you will tell
1ﬁ$ ‘Il‘

“Well, I was ill, but the —the medicine has cured me.”

“Bosh!'

“ Lock here, has anybody got a stick of toffee, or a bar
of milk chocolate, or anything?" asked Billy Bunter
pathetically. ; ;

The juniora searched through their pockats, They did not
feel very sympathic for Bunter, but they wanted to keep
him quiet, It was probable that he was not eo hungry oe
he mede out; and, in any case, he deserved the punithment
for lying.

Nugent found scme loffee, and John DBull some chocolate,
and they were handed to Billy Bunter. i

He devoured them, and settled down ‘to sleep again; and
by that time the other juniors were in bed

Wharton extinguished the light.

“ Good-night, you fellows!" he said. * Remember, early
in the morning. We're going for a long tramp, and we
can't be up late,”

“ Right you are, old son!"

“ The rightfulness is terrific ™

“1 say, you fellows—--""

“0Oh, go to sleep !’ L.

Bunter snorted, and begon to snore. The other juniors
wore soon fast asleep. The old house was very guiet.

Bunter slept and woke by starts. As a matter of fact, ke
was somewhnat hungry, anj by letiing his thoughts run.ou
it he ame more hungry.
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Then, when he elept. he dreamed of Christmas turkeys,
Christmas puddings, mince-piee and cakes and jam, and
waking to the stern reality was simply terrible.

The last sound of the closing door had died away when
Billy Bunter sat up in . From somewhere in the dis-
tance midnight had chimed out.

“1 say, you fellows——"" said Bunter softly.

_ There was no reply, save the regular breathing of the
juniors.

The fat junior sat quietly for a moment or two. He was
too hungry to sleep without supper, and he had formed a
plan of descending into the lower regions in eearch of
Provislone.

3;'; he was pretty certain that the other fellows would siop
guch an excursion if they were awake, Bunter wanted to
make sure that they were paleep before he started.
 There was no. reply 1o his words, and he repeated them
after a fow moments in a louder tome. Still silence,

Bunter snorted angrily. :

““Beasts!"" he murmured. "I expect they're nding,
just to patch me, bui T'11 ?Iiy well catoh them )

Billy Bunter was a skilful mntri.lc;}aist ‘sand he brought
his 'gilt into use. He made a-“cound of a fa.tch,r:hnkmg, and
then imitated the deep voice of Colonel Whearton.

“ You boys asleep?’

Bunter hstemed anxiously.

If any of the juniﬂm-hai been awake they would certainly
have taken that voice for the colonel’s, and would have
replied.

Salence. ,

Bunter was sadisfied. S
_ He crept silently out of bed, and dvew on his trousers and
jacket, and & peir ppers. He was shivering wi ‘
¢old, and he borrowed a coat of Whartons to put on in
additicn, Then he stole towards the door.

THE FIiFTH CHAPTER.
A Litile Venirlloguism.
Blli.}.‘f BUNTER opened tho door, and then poused to

18ten. .
Only regular breathing como from the room bohind

im,

Ahead was darkness and silence. The whole household,
apparently, was in There was ot a glimmer of light
to be seen anywlwre.

Billy Bunter had stayed at Wharton Lodge before, and

know his wey about pretty well.

He knew where the pantry wes situated, and he had no
doubt of his ability to grope his way there in tho dark.

He descended the steirs mu-tmusli;.

n"ghla n;tgnm and ﬂﬂnnﬁm:éf the house Tﬁd hli::!ln nl:.]i;tte}f:
and as passed owy corners he could no p
shiiking of ghiosts and i:mrg}f;m.

But he was hungry, and he kept on. . _

He reached the head of the kitchen stairs, and bhinked
down into the darkness

There was no sound below.

He groped downward, and the warm atmosphere told him
'Ew.t he was in the kitehen. He knew his way to the pantry

W,

Ere long his fat hand was gliding over a door,

1% was locked.

Bunter uttered & snort of annoyance.

Locked !

Ho certeinly might have forereen that, but he had not,
and he stood in the darkness, with his hand vpon the deor,
in o very bad temper | ’

“* Poasta ! he murmured. i )

That wae Billy Bunter's favounte epithet for evervbody
when things did not go exactly to his hiking.

What was he to do?

Wild thoughts of getding the kitohen
the lock pessed through his mied, bus shandoned them.
He could hardly hope t-:rﬂ the lock open that way, and
he would certainly arouse whole household in attempting
it

Bus to return to bed after all his trouble without a supper |
Hurely that was not to be thought of.

* Boasts " murmured Bunter again,

Suddenly he started.

A sound came to his ears—the sound of a footstep!

The bLlood went thrilling to the heart of the {at junior.
The sound was unexpec and terrifying in the dead, still
silence of the night.

Who was 1t? .

Had one of the juniors awakened and followed him, or
was it a burglar? The thought made the Owl of the Remove
ahiver. He ecrouched back into s dark recess in the wall,
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where the curtains of s window afforded him oconcealmeont.
He was In the darkness still, but if the pew-comer was &
byrglar there might be a light shown at any moment.

Dregging the curtdins round him for concealment, 1n case
a Iiﬁt gleamed out, the fat junior listened intently.

The footsteps came nearer, and then receded.

They died away. ] ) i

]%Iunmr remained where he was, shivering with fright and

Who was it that hed pessed him in the darkness? He
remembored that the in which the pantry was
gituated had a door at end giving egress to the kitchen
garden at the back of the house.

- Had someone left the house that way?

But why should an immate of Wharton Lnﬂ%-n leave the
building in the middle of a bitter January might! Sy

A afd draught. of air playing upon hmm made the lI]Im:u«:-r
certain that a door had been opened; but if so, it had been
silently cloeed again. o

Billy Bunter remained where he wes uhwm;mﬁ-.‘ snd
wondering whether he' could venture to leave his tiding-

Ao,

It seemed to him that he could hear stran
in the distance, #0 faint and uncertain
suré whether it wes Dot the wind in the trece.

He remembered a sory he had heard when at the Lodge
before of the ghoat of Wharton Lodge—a wild, white figure
that shrieked in the park of a night, on the soene of some
terrible murder of centuries since. _

Bunter bad heard that story from the Lodge gardoner long
ago, end had grinned at it, but he did pot feel like grinmng
W .

(Ghost storiee are more impreesive when one thinks of theme
in_the silence and darkness of the night—elone.

Bunter stood trembling, &s much with fright as with cold
and his teeth began to ter. He was ing up his mind
to venture out, to steel hﬁk to the hedrmn&, lﬁhﬂn a sound-
of fooleteps ceme upon his ears again, an 8 eyes wWine
dazgled by the gleam of a hght.

** Oh, -im- I"* murmured the fat jumior.

Ho was certain it was burglars this time. A man was
coming slong the passage with & lamp in his hand, and
Bunter vaguely made out his form through the curtains.
Another figure was behind, cerrying amother lamp, and a

frint sounds
t ho was not

They sed in the passage, cloce to the window in the
vecess of which the trembling Bunter crouched behind the
curbains.

** Nothin

Bunter

He kpew

‘ere, Mr. Plummy,"” zaid a veice.

ost gasped with relief.

that the butler of Wharton Lodge weas named
Plummy, and the man who o was another cervant,

They were not burglars. But Bunter's desire to remain
undiscovered was just as keen. The moment he knew thas
Mr., Plummy was there a curicua ides had flashed into his
brain, Mr. Plummy hed the key of the pantry.

“ No, nothing ‘ere, James,” seid Mr. Plummy. * Yet
I'd almoat swear that I ‘eard scmething, James."”

" Listen, Mr. Plummy "

* What 19 it?" y i

“ Clan’t you "ear something from—irom outside?’”

“"It's the wind.” !

“ It don't sound like the wind, Mr. Plummy." _

“Don't be an idnt, James " said Mr. Plummy, in & voioe
wherein the anger was no more perceptible than the nervous-
nees. * Do you think 're going to make me believe in
the ghost at my time of life?’

But James was persisient. .

“ Which they say, sir, that it ’eunts the park at Christmas.
time, and shrieks and toeses ite arms,’’ he said.

* Hall nonsense, James !" _ .

“rArk, mrl" ej James, with & snort of fright.

Mr. Piumy started, and almost dropped the lamp.

From the big ceken door of the )i:a_.m.ry, near which he
was standing, came a deep and thrilling sound. It was a
ioan, 88 of romeone shut up inside the pantry.

“ (Good 'evings!” szaid Mr. Plummy, 'hl:"ﬂ.lﬂE'JPﬁlﬂ .

“ There's someone in the pantry, eir,”” said James, in an
awed voice, i ) ] i

"I!%m Greyfriars veniriloquist, behind the curtains, grinned
zoftly.

“ Tt must bo a burglar!” ]

30w could & burglar git im there, mar? The door's
locked.” : _

“T'll soon halter that!" said Mr. Plummy. ''Why, il any-
hody's in there he must be woll-migh suffocated. Surely one
of the maids can't "ave been in the pantry when I locked
up for the night? I'll never belicve it!"”

‘! Better see, air.’””

“You stand there with the pcker ready, then, James."

* Subtingly, Mr. Plummy."”

Charles Hamilton, Is in
eek. Price One Halipsnny,
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“]—I—1 say, you fellows, I think I'm dying!"” muormured Billy Bonter 1'3Eﬂ_f.
to come and die in Wharton's house, but [ feel quite overcome,

you for nofhing,” sald Harry Wharton. (8:s page 4.)

“ I'm _ﬂiu:erﬂf ser
1 forglve ali you fellows!"” ¢ Than

The butler incerted 8 key and vnlocked the pantry deor.
Tha moan was repeated as Lo did =0, Ho threw the doow
wide open, and sprang back. Jamwes held the poker ready
tafamit& the denizen of the pontey if it should prova to be
B D

But there was no sound in the pantey now.

Me. Flumny, taking his congage m bathv hands, ro to
apeak, drew nesrer and looked in. Nothing by the usual
interior of a pantry met his eve,

“My word "’ he murmuved. **Thers ain't nabaody !

“I—I—1 don't wvnderstand if, Me. Plummy.” faltered
Jomes, ]

“You "eprd "im moan, James?”

“T'U take my davy on it, Mr. Plummy ™

CrAr Y’ ﬂ:-:c:la,'tmei M, Plunsimy,

From ths 'e*.pgei' end of the passaze comse a deop volse.
1t was that of Colonel Wharton—or, at lsast, séoned to be.

“What does this mean? Why ave you not in
Plummy? Comeo here at once) both of you!”

Ve, sir!"’ ga James,

The two men hurried up the passage.

In & twinkling, as soon as tho lamps were oono, Billy
Bunter darted poross the passage and ran into the pantey.
He orou doewn in an ohscure cormer there. with palpi-
tating heart.

But Mr. Plummy and James did not return. They were
looking for Colomel Wharten, quite amazed- that they did
not find him at the end of the long passge or on the staire.
Billy Bunter rose to hia feet, recevering his courage. He
drew tite door of the pantry shut, and then struck & match.
He felt that he waa sefe in doing 30 now,

He was in the midst of plenty.
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The match glimmered upon shelves stacked with things
that made his ayes dance behind his big. s

“* My hat!’ murmured Billy Bunter. ** This is ripping |
They can put it down to the cat in the mﬂmi:u
bro open jars

How the cat was to be suppozed to haye
of preserves and devoured tf:)e cﬂntﬂntgheﬁ

stop to sonsider,
Ho started operations.

anything but eating.

illy Bunter did not

He was too hungry to think of
| The meatoh went out, but Bunter did
| & light to eat. He could have done that in the dark

ot any twune.

IHe had reached his fifth jar when & eound fell upon his
ears. It was a footstep outside the pantry. '

In & moment the fet junior was crouching down in & dark
corner, with palpitating heart.

But the door gid not open.

Chck !

It was the sound of & kev turning in the lock.

Then footsteps receded.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
John Bull Lends & Hand,

OR several seconds. the fat junior remainced where
he was, too surprised and taken aback to move. Then
he jumped up.
The door was locked on the outside.

He was locked 1in.

* Beaats!" murmured Bunter. * Oh, really——""

His hand glided over the door.
. It was faat. From the inside there was no way of opening
it; and from the outside only the buthr could open it,

A Bplendld, Long, Complets Tals of t
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iti.lia bad taken the keéy away with him, ss was undoubtedly
a a

D% aghasat.
‘Bon after looking for the supposed nel, the two
s had come ta the conclusion that a trick had been played

upon them, or had attributed: the ﬂaing to hn-:{. n m;g
cesa, thay wore gfme now, and Mr. Plummy had lock
the pantry door agein -before going, He had done eo, of
ooarse, withoud the Ffaintest muspicion thet sanybody was
‘sud he had not taken the trouble to glance imside.
' Bunter was in the midst of plenty, and for an
bour &2 30 he could ba quite happy. Eut_lftﬂ that?

To remain shut up in the mlfP till morming—he shivercd
at the thought. To muke a disturbance and wake the house-
hold was not a t thing, either. It wes gquite likely
that James woild use the pi,]:er before Bunter had time
to that he was not s glar.

, “Oh, dear!” murmured the fat junior. "' L wish I'd stayed
in.bed. It's all the fanlt of those rotters. Ob, dear!”

He struck apsther match, and tgm went on eating. He
might or might not escape from ?}hﬂ m; ‘but, 1n any

& skou

cama, Was m0 roason why not have the
mupper ha had come there for. Billy Bunter could be a
philosapher at timea.

But even esting palled upon him at last.

. He was fecling cold sitd scared, and he began to debato
3o his mind whether he should hammer on the r and wako
the house, when he hesrd the sound of a footstep in the
pazsege outside,”

The sound hmuﬁht hope to his heart.

_Even if it was James with thoe poker, it was better to
riak an then to remain shut up in the pantry ell night.
quickly on the deor.

“1 say therg!” called out.

He hcard a “gazn cutside.

"HQtop & minute!” palled out Bunter.

" Who—wha's that?”? asked & shaking voice.

Buoter uttered an exclamation,

* Is that you, Bull?” ‘ 1

* ¥es,” maid the voice ef John Baull, a little steadier now.
“It that you, Bunter "

" ¥Yea, rather]"

“ Where are youft't

“In the pantry.’

He heard & chuckle. _

“Blessed if T can sec anything to cackle at,” growled
Bunter. * It's 1';;&115' cold in here, 1 can tell you, and I want
to get back to bed.”

“How did you get in?”’

“Walked in, you ass. Do you think I wrggled in under
ithe door?” howled Bunter.

“Then why can't vou walk out?

“ Because thet beast Plummy has locked the deoor™

"My hat!”

“Fet it open somchow, there's a good <hap.”

John Bull groped over the lock,

“Con't,” said the junior presently.

“Coan't you open it somehow ?'"

“Not much good trying to pick a lock with my fingers,
I think,"” chuckled Bull. * ¥You will have to stay there till
morning, "

“Oh, really—"

“There's plenty to cat, you know. What more do you
want "’

“Took here——"

" (zood-night !

‘“Hold on, Bull. I'm co-cold™

“Well, I'm cold, too. Goodinight!™

“ Stop!"” yelled Bunter, hammering on the docr. ** Go and
call that beast Plummy, or some other beast, and get Lim
to let me ount." )

“* Hadn't you better stay thcore? It will be more con-
siderate than waking a chap up after he's gone to bed.”

“You—you villain! If zou don't call Plummy, I'll make
a row and wake up the whole house!” roared Bunter.

John Bull chuckled. )

“1 don't believe they'd hear you i you made cver so

“The key's gone™

much row here,’” he veplicd.
“0Oh; really, Bull. Do go and call Plummy, thcre's o
good chap.”

“I don't know wherd he sleeps.™

“You con find out. Ask Wharton, Bon't let me stay
here all might, old chap, there's a good fellow.”

“Oh, all Ti%\h‘t. Wit a bit, then”

“Pe as qguick as vou can, Johnny "

“0Oh, rats!"

John Bull departed. ]

Billy Bunter waited with what patience he could musier.
I1e ﬁﬁe{] in the time with another attack on the preserves.

It seemed to him an age before be heard steps in the
passage again.
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A key clicked in the lock, the door opened, and &
lamp shone in his face. Biliyiﬂuntnr blinked in the light

like & startled owl. .
Mr. Plemmy, in shirf and trousers, glared into the

pantry.
“Ho!” he said intignantly, “It'a you!”
““ Yasz, Mr. Plummr.'puid Bunter. ‘' I—I came down to

I'm?l;'.r1Ir 1‘I:;pﬂ:nm.tﬁmd vou shut me up in the pantry.”

L1 Ilt' 11 ]
“I'Il explain in the morning,” said Bunter hurriedly.
“I'm afraid the cat has been at the preserves, Mr. Flummy."
_ He scuttled off, leaving the butler staring into the peutry
In_amazement. . .

The fat junior was soon back in his bedroom. He lighted
the gas, and blinked round him, All the juniors were
aalecp, or appeared to be so,

“ 1 say, you fellows—"

Thera was no renly.

“J sav, Bull old man's

John Bull snored. ;

“Look here, Bull, it's no good pretending vou're asleep.
I jolly well know- you're not,”” said Bunter. * What wero
vou doing downstairg at this- time of nightl”

Snore |

“ Look here, Bull, you beast—"

Snore |

“T jolly well know you're not asleep. Look here, Ball™

Snore |

Billy Bunter grunted and went to bed. There was
evidently nothing to be got out of John Bull. And m a

few minutes- the Owl of the Greyfriars Remove was snoring
himeef !

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER
The Walkers!
i AKE uP!“-
. “ O 1M
w “Time to get up, Bunter(”

ﬂ.u:t. 13 GIW I'I'!

A you come!™

Billy Bunter grunted as he sst up in bed. The grey
winter dawn was creeping in at the windows.

Bunfer rubbed his eyes.

He was very sleepy still, as was only to be capected after
the amount of :lcep he had lost on previous night.

“I—I say, you fellows, I don't think I'll get up yet,"” he
said. *“ I'll have another hour or s0; I'm very tired.™

* Hata !’ =aid Bob Cherry.

* Forfoit ! shooted Nugont.

* (Oh, blow!™

Y Forloit I’*

“Pay up, Cherry!" :

““ Yes, shell out, old man,” said Harry Wharton, lavghing.

Nugent- shrieked. :

" You chell out, too—shell out is slang 2

“Ha, ha, ha!"

* Threepenen, please.'

“ My hat!” :

b Bixpence ;.H:*l]cd Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Billy Bunter =nuggled down ynder the clothes apain,
while the juniors wera setthng the forfeits,

Hut the Owls comfort did not lzst leng. Bob Cherry
caupht hold of the bedelothes, and with a mighty yanlk,
stripped them from the bed.

Bunter shivered and sat ap.

“Ow, beasti”

“Turn out, then!"”

“Taook here, I'm slecpy

“ Dab lim with the sponge, Bob.'!

' Right-ho "

“ Haold on! yelled Billy Bunter, hopping oul of bed.
*lold on! D'm getting up! Yow! I tell you I'm gotling
I.1|;i!”

And the fat junior scrambled into his clothes.

The chiums of Greyfriars went down cheorfully to break-
fast, Bunicr was frowning, but lis frown gave place io
a stle when he smelt the appetising scent of bocon.

]}ia fut face beamed as he sat down at thoe breskfast
inhle,

Fried bacon and eggs, end fsh enkes, and kidncys, end
various other things, venished at express spred before the
fat junior, . . ]

Hiz raid upon the pantry the previcus night did not scem
to Lhiave had any cffcet in the way of impairing his appetite.

Harry Wharten & Co. did not linger over their brealk
fast. '%hey had ngreed to start early that morning for a
long tramp across the moor, to get back by lunch-time;
and go they did not stay long st the breakfast table.
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" Where are you fellows goipg ! Bunter asked, as Harry
Wharton rose.

H Walking.''

“Oh, wait for me, then™

Wharton looked resigned. .

“Would you ke to come?’ he said.

# Certainly,! said - Bunter.

o Ilglwill & long walk—two hours there and two hours

““That's ell right; T'ur & dab st walking, you know."

The juniors exchan %(Ian'cem Ii Billy Dunter started
walking with them, and they accommodated their pace to
his, they would certsinly not reach their destination before
it was time to retlrn. ;

That was exactly like Bunter. He nover would be left
out of anything, whether & was anything he liked or not,
end he mever stopped fo rcfiect whethor he was wanted.

“Well, of course, you can come,” ssid Harry. * We're
golng fo take some unnhl, so you can cut brekker now.”

“1"ve hardly started,” said PBunter.

“Well, buck up, then” .

“I'm bucking up as fast as T oan,” eatd Bunter. I had

better meke a solid meal.
v solid meal.™

“{Oh, all right 1"

And the Greyfriars chums drummed their heels whilc
they waited for the fab junior to finish his breakfass.

Biily Bunter did not take the trouble to hurry himself.

He ate at’lcisure, and he ate plentifully, and the juniors
.thafed, and exchan impatient looks, as he went on.

“ Aren't you finished yet, Bunter "' asked Nugent.

"1 think I'll have another cup of tes.”

'* Logk here—"" gaid John Bull.

“It takes me s lot of time to answer wyou, Bull,
Why don’t you let a fellow eat in peace? It will gct over it
much qumker.”

The juniors glared.

But Billy Bunter was not to be moved, and they did nat
want to attract any attention from the g;’ﬁwn-upu at the
table. Thoy waited, determined to make Billy Bunter sorry
for himself afterwarda,

Bunter was finished at last, .

Ho rose from the table, arnd they went out .into the hall.

“ Perhaps it would be better to wait and have a bit of a rest
before starting,”’ the fat junior remarked, as he sat down on
a eeat in the hall.

“ Wa're starting now,

“0Oh, really, arton

¥ Come on, you fellowa!™

Billy Bunter jumped up in a hurry.

“Took here, I'm not going to be left behind!" he
axclaimed.

“ Jome on, then." .

Bunter grunted, and joined them outsido.

The air was koen and frosty, and there was a thin powder-
ing of anow on the ground. It was just the morning for a
long, sharp walk. e g

Eilly Bunter puffed after the juniors down to the gates,
Ha was never a great walker, being far too fat and vowialdy
for pedestrian exercise; and after the cnormous breakiast
ho bad disposed of, he was less than ever inclined for it

“I say, you fellows, hold on ! he exclaimed, as theay swung
out of the gates into the road. “Don’t go ahecad lilé a

e Jfrain, :mulﬂl-:mw,” : e

"Weo've pot a long way to go,”" sal arry.

"Yes: bﬁ hold -DE."

I always walk much better after

" said Harry Wharton curtly.

{1¥

“ Bosh 1"
“1 say, you fellows, you know-—-""
¥ Rubhish 1"

The juniors strede on in line. Bunter panted after them,
growing radder and redde: and shorter of breath at cvery

akap.

']?Im Greyfriars ochums did not ¢ven look round at him. If
Buntor wasn't in a fit stato for the walk, he shouldn’t have
started, and it was no business of theirs. That was how they
leoked at it. The fat junior could go back whenecver he
chosa, at all evonts,

“7 say, vou fellows——"

No reply. i

The five juniors tramped on, the powdery snow Axing from
under their boots.

“Wharton ! -1 say, Wharton !

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp! -~

“PBob Cherry! I say, Cherry, old man! Cherry, you
boast! T say—"

The juniors grinned. :

But they {iif not look round. The distance between them
and the fat junior was eteadily increasing,

NSWERS
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“1'say, you fellows— Oh! Ow! Btop for me!”

Tramp! Tramp! “Tramp!

Billy %,unh&r came to & halt.

He was gasping and gasping, and ke folt that he would fall
down if he took enother step. He glared after the tramping
juniors with aspeechless indignation.

As soon as he found his voice, he yelled :
Be" Wharton!  Bull! Nugent! ~ Stop! Yahl Cada |
Boasta I ;

There was no reply. The juniors tramped steadily on, leav-
ing the fat junior along on the emowy road. Billy Bynfer
enorted, and lurned his steps back in the direction of Wharton
Lodge.

—————T

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fayoy Dress. _
o ALTOY Left behind 1" asked Colonel Wharton, &% ha
met Billy Buater on the drive.
The fat junior grunted. 25
“] suppase you couldn’t keep the pece?” the
Colonel rﬁmnrkeg. _ ?

“Dh, no, not at all ! sajd Bunter. * I'r a dab at walking,
gir. The fact is, they oouldn't keep wp with me, amd I
dropped out, out of sheer good nature, because I dido’t want
to fag them out.”

“ Hum "

Colonel Wharton walked on witheut any further reply than
that monoayllable, and Billy Bunter went in 1o rcst. Upon
the wiole was not sorry he had been left behind. He
enjoyed a sound slégp that morning, on a sofs, and he wok
up as the juniors came bsck from their long tramp, just in
time for lunch. _

Billy Buater blinked at them as he met them at table.
They were fooking a little tired, but very rosy and healthy, &
contrast to the sickly look of ‘the fat junior, who had spent
the moraing indoors. They had brought back exceilent
appetites with them, too, and they procecded o make the
lunch fly in a manner.almost worthy of Bunter himsolf.

“T hope vou had. a nice walk,” eaid Bunter sarcastically.

* Yen, thanks;” said Harry.

“ You left me-behind,"” : 2

“T noticed you didn’'t keep up,” said John Bull. * What
was Eur mlntiv% ill'nl lil'ﬂi‘:ping ind, Bunter "

EE : ea : [T | —

“ You couldn’t have been outpaced, beosuss you've told me
that you're the finest junisr walker at Grepfriare,” sadd Bull.

Bunter only grunted in reply to that, and devoted himself
to his lunch. He found that more satisfactory than arguing
with Jphn Bull. .

After lunch the juniors drew round the firo to discuss the
cvening., They were going to a dance at a a oou of
miles from Wharnton fud_ia, and as some of the Cliff House
girls wera to be there, the event was decidedly interesting
to the jumors,

Billy’ Bunter had pulled up an easy-chair to the exact centre
of the hoarth, and was sitting in it with_his feet on the fender.

“J1 say, you feHows,” he romarked, * what fime -in thg
dance "'

“ Wo leave here at seven,” said Harry.

“1'm coming with you, I suppose?"

“1f vou like, of course.”

Iz Marjorio to be there?" o "

“%ps, Hazeldene is bringing his sister, and Miss Clara,
who is staying with her for the vacation.” i o

“ Good I said Bunter, with a fat smile. ™It will be a jolly
surprise for them, moeting me unexpectedly, won't ivt"

“ It will be & surprise,” said Nugent. “I don’t know about
hejp ha jﬂ]-‘!ill.ll 4::-&113. ! -
, TeR ugont ! -

“Tn fact, yhhrjﬁia won't be pleased at all, and T don's
suppose a.n:.*!:&u;li clse will be,” said Bob Cherry.

unter aniffed.

“0Oh, I can make allowanses for joalousy,” he said. T
Im::r-:--.rr how yeu feel when Marjorie gives me a swect look !

ow "

Bob Cherry's finger and thumb had closed like s vice on
Bunter’s ear, and he gave a terrific squeal.

“You know what?'" asked Bob quictly.

ad D‘v ! ?ﬂ“ !l?

“Sorry 1

“Yea! Ow! Yow!

* Awlnlly sorry "

“Yow! Yea! Ow!"

Bob released the Owl of the Remove. ] .

“I'Il give you a real twister next time," he said warningly.

Bunter hlinkod at him furiously,

“Ow! DBeast!"

¢ Shut up, DBuntor,” said Nugent.
musk always be making a row.”

YEE !!‘I

* Curious thing wyou

B
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“Yow]! T'm hurt|™
“ Well, shut up " ]
“ O ! re, you fellows, I was going to speak about

the dance. I haven't brought any eveming clothes with me.
I suppose it’s evening dress ?"
_ “XEvening or fancy dress, just as you please,” said Wharton.
“Most will be in fancy dress, I expect.” .

“QOh, good! .I'm a dab at meking up in cheracter,” said
‘Bunter. “ What would you suggest my going asi?’’

‘“ As an ase,’”” suggested Nugent. * That would save you
the trouble of making up for the-part, you know.”

* Oh, really, Nugent!"’ :

“Qr if you want to asanme a really difficult disguise for a
trap like you, you could go a=s a gentleman.”
A

neréy yugenl—

‘** Ha, ha, ha "

The {s¥ junior smorted. : : X

“Well, i Jou don’t Help me, I shall jolly-well-ge-in an
Eton jacket,” he said. ‘1 dont care, if you dom’t. I think
you might treat me with.some decency, though, Wharton,
afier geiting me-here like this.” '

harton stared.

" Qetting you here ! he repeated,

“Yes. Look here, I want a fancy dress of some sort—1
ﬁﬁlﬁ:.ﬂﬂ.ﬂﬁaﬁ:’imﬁ would suit-me best.”

s, ha
he jluhiurs roared at the idea of Billy Bunter as a cavalier.
The Ow! of the Romove blinked at thém jndignantly.

* Blessed if I-can see anything to cackle at !” ‘he exclaimed.

‘“Ha, ba, ha!” .

“} suppose you've got some costunes here ta select from 7"
“hi*:";!' H;slllhtah “1 think I'll lcok over them, and take my
¢

“We may a8 well look over the costumes, chaps,” said
H“?”’ m‘:‘lig “We ought to try them op before deciding,
m‘:!- ve hal li J;uud selection sept down from London.
G{H}d e

“ The -eggiuloeam is terrific,”

The juniors gnitted the freside, and Bunter, after s little

i‘mai!:.t.tmn. followed, The ‘fat junior ldved esay-chairs and
blazing fires, especially in winter. But the desire to cut =
great fguroin fancy dress at the dance was stronger.
. In & room above, the fancy costumes were ready for the
juniors.

There were a dozen dresses to sclect-from, as well ag ntesks

dominos for those who preferred & plainer attire.

There wes o cavalier dhess, which Harry Wharton had in-
tonded for himself, but Billy Bunter pounced upon it at once.

“I suppose I can have this?"” he remerked,

“1f you like,” eaid Harry, '

“H'm ! It:’ci be & bit big for me—in length, I mean.'

“ Net in width,”” grinned Hob Cherry,

¥ Oh, don't let's have any of your rotten jelkes now I’ said
B‘imta:'.“ “ Perhaps, after sll, I'd better have this John Bull
rig-out.

“That you jolly well won't!" said Bull. ' That's mine!"

““Oh, really, Buil I'?

“That waas specially ordered for Bull"” said Wharton.
™ You can't have it, Bunter,”

* Look here——"

" DIT ap 7
. .John Bull was unfolding the costume, It was & garb such
a8 that worn by farmers a hundred vears.ago, and still uged
in pictures of the t@rpiual-"ﬂnhn*EuhiI." The new junior of
Greviriars donned 1t with some aatisfaction. ‘His thickset,
nt'gurdy figure, and ‘ro healthy face met off the wvostume
w mdgll;a imked the character to the full.

g "Wall. vou are ' John Byll Junior ' now; and no mistake !
grinned Bob Cherry.

Ball loocked at himself in ¢ glass.

! This suits me,” he =aid.

*"The mitfulness is terrific.”

“It would have suited me,”” eaid Bunter, in an aggrieved
tone.

i H Ell

“ Forfeit I

‘“* Ha, ha, ha "

The ec]i“m'ﬂm tried costume after costume. Bunter was not
satisfied with any. Ae & matter of fact, although he had his

choice, there was nothing that would have done for him with-
out & great deal of alteration. The costumes had been
orderéd for the others, and there was nothing suitable for
H;!]i Bunter's fat, stumpy figure.

“1 suppose I shall have to wear a domino,” growled
Bunter, at Iast.

“ And & mask " said Bob Cherry,
“"Yes, & mask, of course.”

“¥ou eee, it's more merciful to the girls,” Bob Cherr
MieNer Lisrary.—No. 152 '

-without taking kis concertina,

explained. * And 1 think you ought to fasten it on so that it
uazlw_}nnt‘ possibly come b%, you know; thére might be
casualiies.”

“I'::}Iﬁ[, hn,llhaé;_l =

““Oh, really, Cherry——

“ But if you'd rather stay at home, Bunter—"  °

“ I jolly well wouldn't rather stay at home,”” said Billy
Bunter emphatically. **Fm_ecoming.to the dance. You
know tiow jolly cutup Marjorie would be if she knew I
might have come, and didn’t—and—— ¥owl!"

illy Bunter sprawled on the-foor, and the juniors went
downstairs and left him to pick himeelf up.

The Owl of the Remowe sat up and gn@rjpe&.

“Bemsts!” he smorted. ‘‘Beasts! It's sheer, roiten
janlnus;r! Won't I make them sit at the dance, that's
all! Fll jolly well keep -all the T:rﬁ looking after me, so
that théy won't have a.li}wk in! Let "em wait till to-night,
that's all!” _ '

THE NINTH CHAPTER
The Dance.
w o b O] fellows ready ™ ; hy chum.
‘* The readyfulness is terrific, my worthy chum.

Y ' ““Phara":a f.‘ml!i“

“Bull! Bull)" s g

It was almost time to lesve for the dance, and the juniops

were ready—with the exceplion of Jehn Bull.
He was not to be seen. '

1.‘ ?u{ljl ! ]Ti,}r.ll P
‘Jahnny !
o J‘ohnnﬂull L

" YWhere's the duffer " '
' "1 can't hear the concerting,” seid Nugent, listening.
“ He's not playing that, Where has Le gﬂl‘- ol

Harry Wharton langhed. John Bull had brought his con-
certina with him to the lodge, for Bull never went anywhere
But the chums of Grevfriars
not appreciate the kind of music he ground out of it
After the ‘%ﬁt day, when Bull had given them a selection of
melodies, the juntors had solemnly threatened to smash the
concerting, and its player as well, if they ever heard its un-
musical straing again. Whereat John Bull, eniffing disdain-
fully, told them that they had no ear for music, and put the
instrument of torture eway.

But they knew-that he was always longing t¢ grind away
at the comtertina; and when he failed to turn up for the start
now, N t'e first idea was that he had gome off to practise.

I}1 Buli!" '
“ Johnny !
“*Hallo '™

John Bull came running .up with & elightly flushed face.
There was mad on his boots; &3 if he had just come indoors.

""Yeou ass, where have you been?"” exclaimed Wharton.
“We're ready tqliﬂ:-,“'

‘* Bha'n’t be & jiffy."

T Fﬂl‘iElt-.“ X

*“Ha, ha, ha I

Wharton and Bob Cherry helped John Bull into his things.
In the costume of the old original “ John Bull” the Grey-
friars junior looked the part {o the life.

The juniors tumbled into the 100my old coach, with the
&ml"nne! gnd Miss Wharton, and it rolled away down the

rive,

Billy Bunier had contented himself with a domino and &
mask 'in the end. - None of the costumes came up to his
demands.
~He was disposed to gramble, but no one was disposed to
listen to him, eo that did not matter very much.

The carringe rolled on through the dark January evening,
through a thin powdering of snow.

Billy Bunter had a couple of rugs over his knees, and s
coat on, and a cloak over hig ahnu?dar&, but ha miﬁ‘ad and
anorted considerably, so as to let it be fully understood that
he was not quite comforteble.

“Got a cold, Bunter "' asked Bob Cherrv, presentiy,

“Ves, T think I'm getfing & bit of & cold,"” zaid Bunter,
wh{i_j would never diselaimi any possibility of extracting sym-
pathny.

A }.{arha ¢ Bunter had better ride outside,’ said Bob., ' It
won’t do for us to catch his cold.”

: gh, realiji; %hEIrF—-:d

“Or it might do him good to wally”™ Nugent supgested.

“ Look here, Nugent-—=" 8 58

M Good,” said Jobhn Bull.
him outside.”

Bl Banter did iff
. Billy Buntor did not sniff again. He.sat glowering with
indignation, till the carriage rolled up to E wide gartnl,
where numberless other vehicles were stopping in turn, and
horses were tramping and coschmen and footmen shouting.,

“If he sniffs again, let's shove

TrE
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ymped, and at every bump he let a yell.

l.f% the stalrs went the four jumlors with Billy Bunter in between them, On every

Hiw!l Yowl Lemme downl™

staler he was carefully
he yelled. (Ses page 4.)

—)

“ Hore we are, my lads!" said Colonel Wharton.

Afid the party alighted.

The dance had already commenced when the Wharton
Lodge party entered.. ‘tha-a acious ball-room, decorated
with huﬁ;r; and mistletos, was ablaze with lights, and ringing
with the crash of the bamd. i

“I say, you fellows, L think I ought to have a little re-
frashment,” Bunter remarked. *“1 say—— Hallo! Where
are you?! I say, you fellows!"”

But the fellows were gone.

They had not come to a dance merely In order fo sae Dunter
gat. They could have seen that at home, at any time, as Bob
Cherry remarked.

The fat junior was left alone.

1 say, vou fellows—="' ,

“TNon't get in the way of the dancers, pleass,” said a
steward in passing.

And Bunter grunted and rolled away.

He was somewhat comforted a little later as he saw that
many of the gentle sex were glancing at him. )

He had been sure all along that lua distinguished bearing
Fmil"‘:d z:ltruct goneral admiration, and now that was quite
confirmed.

As 5 matter of fact, the fat, stumpy junior bore a great

Ter Maagwer Liprany.—No. 152,
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resemblance to'a barrel as he rolled along in his domine, and
the gleam of his spectacles through the holes in his masi,
too, ?:xu:l a somewhat striking effeck, .

Bunter was being looked at, but certainly not on account
of his beauty.

He jostled against a youthful Covalier, who had & lady on
his arm, and had just left the whirling dance to seel a eent.

Bunter knew that Wharton was in a Cavalier dress, and
he had no doubt that he had spotted Harry and Marjorie.

“ T say,” he sxclaimed, grasping at the cavalier's ruflles,
and tearing them—**I say, hold on & minute !

“RBai Jove! What the dickens do you mean?"'

Bunter started.

It was not Wharton's voice, but & voice he knew well—thal
of a junior belonging to St. J im's, who had frequently visited
Greyiriara for footer or cricket matches, )

“ My hat ! exclaimed Bunter., * Is that you, D'Arey "

* Yaas, wathah!™

“I'm Bunter.”

“ Oh, you're Buntah, are you?" said the Cavalier. * Well,
pwa don’t gwasp me in that waffianly mannah, Buntah."

say——

¢ §Wats IV

Long, Complete Tale of the Ch
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And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jerked himself away, and
piloted the Iad;ﬁnga; seat, v ;

Billy Bunter snorted.

It really looked as if the swell ¢f St. Jim's was not anxious
for his society.

Bunter drifted awav.

He could not find his friends, but he found the refresh-
ment department, and as all refreshments were to be had
for nothing, Bunter’s impecuniosity did not stand in the WY
of a big feed.

50 he started,

he attendants looked on in wonder and great admiration
at the powers of Buuter in the gastronomic line,

Billy Bunter did not heed them.

3 The refre-shtn:uimf mzria g-uml:, and as he had an.earlly start,

1ere was not the usual erush, and h i
JiRED s ¢ put in a really good

Fhen he drifted baek to the dance.

Billy Bunter rather fancied himself as a dancer. As s
matter of fact, he could waltz clumsily, and that was about
all heo could do.

A waltz was just beginning, ss it happened, and Bunter
found a partner. It was Miss Wilhelmina Limburger, of
CHhff Ilouse, whom Bunter knew by her proportions and her
accent. The mask she wore covered up & very small part
of her fat, full-moon face, and her shepherdess dress showed
off her plump fgure to very grest advantage.

Partnars wera rather shy u? Miss Limburger, as

She did not dance well, her dancing consisting of a series
of kangaroo-like hops and jumps, in which she was wont fo
drag her unfortunate partner about with great violence,

As Miss Limburger was heavier than any fellow present,
excepting Bunter, and stronger than most, Miss Limburger
was arresistible--in that way, and fellows who had been
dragged, and jerked, and bumped, did not ssk Miss Lim-
burger to dance twice.

But Wilhelmina, of course, was glad to dance, and Tuunter
came in time for her, &0 the meeting was lucky for
hﬂth ﬂf them.

o Tat is ferry good, pefore,” Miss Limburger remarked.

I tinks tat I likes te to dance, ain’t iti"

“It's very jolly here,” said Bunter. ** Dancing is a bit of
& fag, ain't it 1"

“1 tink so not."

“T'm a bit fagged, anyway. I've been at it the whole
Evening sinee I came,” said the veracious Owl of the Removo.
*The girls like a good dancer, and a chap who can really
dance never really gets a rest.,”

“Ja, ja, tat may be so; but vv ehould you be tired den?”
asked Miss Limburger, quite innocently.

Bunter snorted,

Ile considerad Miss Limbuy
flie had the same opinion of
vight.

U Rotten orchestra, ain't it :aid Bunter, fiuding fault
with the band after the manner of poor dancers. * Did you
ever hear such time 7 )

-1 tmmks it 13 pretty goot, pefore”

* Well, T think it’tﬁymbtémp Can't keenn to "

* No, I notics tat.

“Yeot's go our own way, and blow the barnd,”” said Bunter,

“Just as yvou ke, mein friend.”

“Lomo on, then!”

Waltzing on those lines led to trouble. The ballvoom was
erowded, and Bunter and Wilhelinina, vot in the least keep-
ng time to the music, rolled and pranced and floundered
about in evervbody's way.

There was & sndden crash as Bunder went right into a

oung Cavalier, and Wilhelnine fell, clutehing at a youthful
ohn Bull to save hevself. Bump!

Johm Dull went down, and Miss Limburger sat upon him,
and there was a gasp of anguish {rom Jobhn.

Bunter was hanging upon the cavaler,

“Ow! I'm-hurs! *

“You'l be hurt more if vou don't led zo! growled
Wharton, in an undertone. * legpo?

00T preancd John Bull, * Help! Redcve ™

rule.

¥ & demdedly bad dancer, and
im, and they were both quiia

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Terrlble Plot.

i58 LIMBURGER was quite out of Lreath, and she
wemed to have no desive o rice. Perbaps she found
John Bull softer to sit upon than tha Boor.
But two or thvee pairs of hands lent her assistance,
ainl she was dragped up.
. " Mein Gott!” said kﬁ'illmlmi:m. “T iinks tat tat Dunter
5 cin fat duffer, ain't it, pefore. I timis I dances mit him
no mera after
*Oh, really, you know——'
Tur Maener Lingrary, —No. 130,
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“ Buze off, Bunter—"
“ Look heve, Bob Cherry——"
“¥ou'll get chucked out, vou know."”
* 0Oh, really—"
nter was helped, or rather shoved, out of the way; Miss

. Limburger was conducted to a seat, and there left to fon

hersalf.

] She gave Bunier s glance of great scorn when he joined

Jer,

- Bunter, in spite of his many fascinations. found It im-
ible to get other partners. The Cliffi House girls might

wve felt bound to give him a dance if he had been sble to

{Eﬂ{:gnim themn, but Miss Lunburger wes the only one he

L.

And Marjorie and.Clara weve not likely to make them-
selves known to Bunter if they could help it, though they
lrad already done so with the other Greyfrars juniors,

"' Hot, ain't it1” said Bunter.

Miss Limbu grunted.

*Think you'll have another go? asked Bunter.

“ Not mit you.™

“Oh, really—"

“I tink you clumsy duffer!” said Miss Limburger, with
German frankness.

"*Well, 1t wasn't my favit. Wharton cennoned into me,
you know——"

“*You vas cannon mit Wharton pefore, I tink.”

“ (O, really, you know " -

“T tink I dances no nmm ain’t it,"”

“Buppowe you come a have some colice?’ sugpestnd
Bunter. ‘‘Good coffee here, and the grub's all right. I've
rampled 1b.°*

Miss Limburger could not resist that invitation.

“"Vell, I tink tat tat is a goot idea," she exclaimed.

And she acce Bunter's arm.

They moved off together.

Billy Bunter was not particularly proud of his partnes,
but he didn't want the other lellows to consider him &8s &
walllower, and so0 he was glad enough to take Wilhelmina
to the supper-room,. i

But when e was there lie found that Miss Limburger was
YOLUY 'E.Eﬁﬂt-lﬂﬂi- .

She had a love of good things that ran Bunter’s very close.
apid the sipht of the plentiful refreshments, all remﬂ*, and
to be had g:rr the asking, made her eyes sparkle,

‘he number of tlings she wanted, and the quickness with
which she disposed of them, made even the Falstalf of Grey-
friars open his eyea,

The fat junior found an excuse for leaving her at last,
and he left her co Iy munching, and hurried off for
& quiet feed himeelf.

e chose a quiet corner under the shadow of a group of
palms, and there he started on cold chicken and several cther
delicacies, and he was soon very busy.

He was plying a very active knife and fork when two
ﬂanmt ars in masks and dominos came and stopped very ness
K< [I0NTL,

They had glasces in their hands, and were partaking of
liquid refreshment, and they stood near the palme, appa-
rently, without seeing the, fat junior on the other side.

They took up their position with their backs to him,
watching the dancers pass and repass the wide doorway that
rave acoess to the ball-room.

One of them wore a blue domino and the okher o pink
one, and fromn their stature they might have been cither
bevs ov young men.

Bunter, who never lest an opportunity of listening to any
conversation, however private, pricked up his ears.

p But he bl:;?d not !mvniv: tﬁk&n timkt-mu for when the two

WINNoS an to spea wy spoke quite loundly enough for
hin to hear without difficulty. Y g

* Where i3 he now?’ atked the blue domine.

“1 don"t know.™

“ Do vou know what he has coma as?*

“No, I don’t, but T suppose it will be some fancy costume,
He certainly isn’t hewe in evening clothes, or I shiould have
¥ nised him."

“No: but if e 1z masked we shouldn’t know him from
the others, unless we could see his spectacles, of coursze.”

Bunter started a little.

ile wore spectacles himself, and he wondered whether the
two dominos could be speaking of himself.

Ho did not vecognise their voices, but both of them were
speaking in low and husky tonee, as if they had colds, ox
rerhaps were desivons of disguizing thedr voices to deceive
chaneo histeners,

At ell events, he was sure they were not Greyfrinrs fel-
lows, as all the latter had come in some kind ::-fv character

ceostawme, not in simple doninos.

* ¥Yau could see his spectacles through his mask,” the blue
doming observed,

Charles Hamilton, iz
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“ Ves, perhaps.” . ‘
* Then you would koow him by his figure—ae round and

Bunter started again.

Certainly he would never have applied that description
to himself, regarding his figure par:iﬂnal“}' as plump and well-
proporbiored, but he knew that envious persons had desoribed
it as round and fat.

. He listened intently, forgetting even to eat in his inberest
in the conversation of the two dominoes.

“Well, I heven't seen him."” }

“ But—you know whom—he knows him "

“ Oh, cortainly !

“And the work will be done?®"’

“"Yeas, thot's arranged.”

““How will it bo managed ?”*

“One of the waiters has been bribed. The deadly draught
will be placed 1n any liguid he may order, you see, or if
he doesn't drink, it will be worked inio any food he has,
5uﬁ11 as a.lﬁrcr]d chicken."

A cold perspiration broke out over Bunter.

He lind neerly fimished a cold chicken now.

Y There will L: no more trouble from that fat bounder!"
?&.}d t!.l'm blue domino. “ He will nover go back to Grey-
pars ™’

Billy Bunter shnddered.

Greyfriars! The mention of that word was proof enough
that he was the subject of the conversation. Spectacles—Iat
bo —~reyinars! He could not want more proof than
was furnished by those words. :

He staggered to his fect.

As he did s0 the two dominos moved away and disappeared
into the conservetory.

Billy Bunter gasped.

He realised t he was the vietim of a terrible plot, and
that he must have alroady swallowed the fatal draught 'if it
wag mived up in the chicken.

YOh! ke proaned. *Ow!
fearful pain! Ow!"

He pushed his table away, and it tottered, and the plates
and knives and forks went to the floor with a crash.

Tha crash, of course, &tﬁmte-ﬁefane-mi attention,

Bunder groaned degply, and d on to his chair for sup-
ort. His terrors had been s0 aroused by tho fear that he

been poisoned that he imagined he already felt
a terrible pain in his interior. As s mabter of faot, he had
been stuffing himself e grosly all the evening that it would
not have been surprising if he felt some internal qualms.

Groan—groan !

“(Good keavens! What's the matter]”

“ Are gnnu i, sir?’

Groan

“ Whatever 13 the matter?

“Hallo! That's Bunter! What's the matter with him?'

“Hallo. hallo, lallo! Seedy, Bunter! Overdoing the grub
‘h]mmm ag‘ﬂ.ll:li."’

{ﬂ“‘il'! Pm d ing (i

“ Ha, ha, ha

“I've been poisoned |"

“ What ™

Bunter groaned again, and sank to the Hoor.

I'm poisoned! I've got &

ey

THE ELEVYENTH CHAPTER.
A 5i. Jim's Little Joke.

HERE was a crowd round the fat junior at onoe.

» DBunter's terrors were 50 strong, ond his imagination
s0 vivid, that he acted the part to the life, and it was
difficult to hear his terrible groans without believing

that he was in seriovs pain.

“ What i1z it, Bunter?"

“ Ponsoned 1"’

* Nonsense !"

“ Good heavens!'

* The nonfensefulness i1s terrific!”

“ Poor old chap!™

“He's spmﬁng g

Groan—gioan !

Bunter's mask had fallen off, and it ravealed his fut fece
damp with sweat. Theve was no doubt that the Owl of the
Besmove was 1n <dire terror, 1f not in dire pain.

Harry Wharton kneit beside Buntar, anr.il Arbhur Augustus
D'Arcy was on other side of him. The dancing was
going on in the next rodém, and the strains of the ban
gaily throngh.

Y Bunter 1

Groan!

Eﬂn*e you really il or spoofing again,. you young fraud?*
roan !
Tell me the truth! I hoped you'd

I

whispered Harry.

“ Bunter, you chump!
have the decency not to make a scene here for nothing when

I've hm}':i'ght you with me,” said Wharton hurviedly.
Tar Magwer Liegany.—No.- 152,
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Groan !

“ Bal Jove, he sounds vewy bad,' said Arthur Au%mtui
D'Aroy with great concernm. “Some of you wun for a
doctah. Blake ia here somewhere, and so is Lowthah.
Blake| Lowthaht Wun fot a doctah, desh boys—wun

like snythin'.”
But Blake and Lowther, of Bt. Jim's, did not seem to be
forthecoming.

“"YWun for a doctah, somebody (™ )
“Hold on,” said Wharton. “No need for a dootor if

this is spoof. Look here, Bunter, tell me what's the mattor
with you.”

Groan!

“If you don't tell me, T'll jolly well shake you!"

£ BEI J‘:ﬁ,& p2r

“Owl" groaned Bunter, ** Yow, I'm poisoned !

Y What?''

“T've been polsoned by two villnins, who bribed the
waiter to put t?u. deadly d in the cold chicken!"

There was a general chuokle.

“"Don't be an ass!" exclaimed Wharton half laughin
an& I'm.lfr angry. “¥ou have been spoofed by somebody!

roan ! :

“It's all rot, Bunter!™

“ Look here, I suppose I ought fo know whether 1'm dying
or not," exclaime Pﬂzily Bunter indignantly.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You're & got of heartless beasts; but I forgive you. I
hc:pe you won't miss me when I'm gone”

‘I don't suppose we should,” sald Bob Cherry witn L
usual candour, " but you're not likely to go yet, Bunty."

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ Buck up, you ass, vou're all right!"

“1'm poisoned.’
* Gt up, you dummy. You're attracting everybody's

attention. i
“1 do not mind if they sec me expire."”
“ Asgs ™
“ h, really, Wharton——"
“* Chump ™

* Look here, if you can't talk a little more civilly to &
fellow " who's expinng, you'd better ghup up!”

“ Fathead !

(iroan! s

“ Bless my soul! Whatever is the matter?" exclaiored
G%&n&] I‘ﬂrhartnn, hurrying up. * Who is that! Bunter?"

aroan !

“The young ass says he's poisoned, sir."

“* Nonsense!"’ ]

“I'm peisoned,” groened Bunter. * It's a horrible plot;

suppose it's due to ]Etlﬂu&?—ﬁﬂme fellow jealous n? the

way the girls look at me. Ow "' :

oA

“You young duffer!"" said Nugent.
“Pai Jove! I wegard him ss an a88, you know."
Groan |

“Look here, Bunter, what is the matter! excluimed
the colonel. 15 { vou are really ill, I will send for a docter.™

“I'm d}rmgf’

“ Btuff 1™ )

 I've been Pcamuned.“

H Nonsense !’

1 heard them plotting it."

Colonel Wharton started,

“*You heard whom?!"

“The two murderers,” groaned Bunter. * They didn’t
know 1 wa3 ncar, and they talked it over. They bribed
& waiter to poison - tha chicken."

“ Bai Jove! Why should they want to poison a chicken ¥
exclaimed IMArcy mm amazement. ““ What had the chicken
done, deah boyi" ,

“Ow! I mean the cold chicken.

“Oh, bai Jove!

* This is mere nonsense,” said Colonel Wharton frowning,
“Who were the two persons you imagine you overhoard
diseussing this absurdity, Bunter?”

“They were masked, sir. I only know that one was in &
blue domino, and the other in a pink one.”

 Gweat Beott!™

* Do you know thqm?. D' Arcy? asked the colonel.

The swell of 8t. Jim's grinned.

“ Yaas, wathah, sir.”

“Whe are they?!'

“T know that Blake came In a blue domino, and Lowthak
in & pink one, and this looks to me like & jape, sir.”

The colonel smiled. )

“QOh, I sce! You think they knew that Bunter was
listoning to thom, and they pitched this absurd story to
frighten him*®"'

“Ymas, wathah, =sir."

Bally Bunter suddenly sat up.

“I—I fe:l better now,” he said faintly,

13
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“T1a, ha, ha!”

“(h,  roally, yvon fellows—

“Hn, ha, ha!” ,

“Bai Jove! There are the two boundahs!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. .

A bluc and & pink domino had joined the crowd round the
fat junicr. Arthur Augustus beckoned to them.

“Blake! Lowthabh! You boundahs!"

The two juniors pus up their masks,

wo grinning foces were disclosed.
" Halla!?" gaid Monty Lowther.
it? What's the matter with him?”

“T.ooks vather run to seed,” Blake remarked,

The Greyfriars fellows were prinning, They could gucss
now the kind of jape that the Uwl of the Remove had becn
a wvictim. of.

Bunter blinked at the two St. Juwn's juniors, .

Ho realised the facts now himself, He rose to his feet,
blinking at the juniors through his big spectacles in wrath
41{1"1 indignation. The terrible pains in his inside had vanished

of a sudden.

L4

“*That's PBunter, isn't

il

" Beasta!™ he cjaculated.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What's the matter?? asked Lowiher blandly.

“Yah! HRotfers!”

" Ha, ha, ha!t"

" Weally, Bunter, you are scarcely polite to my fwiends,"
taad Arthur Augustus IV Arey with a great deal of dignity,
"1 wegard you as & wude boundah.”

" You don’t mean to say you overheard what T was saying
in Lowther s while ago, and what Lowther was saying to
e ' execlaimed Blake in great astonishment.  * Surely you
ave too honourable s chap to listen to a private conversa-
tien, Bunter,™

Billy Bunter was fairly caught. His fat face went erimson.

" You are a bad boy, Bunter,” said Miss Clara, who was
lwking on with Marjorie. ** Listeners never hear any good
of themselves, you know,”

** (dh, really, Miss Clara—"

** Yaas, watnah! T wogard Miss Twevlyn as bein’ duite
wizht,” sald Arthur Augustus. ** You had bettah go back
and finish the chicken, Buntah.'

* Ha, ha, ha!”

_Billy Bunter was being, unm{-ruifuilj{' laughed at. Even
Eunter realised how rvidiculous he looked, and he did not
sop 1o finish the chicken, He retived to the conservatory,
to liide his blugshes theve among the palms.

TRE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

After the Ball,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had seldom enjoyed a dance
more, and the ClLE House girls were of the same
opinion. Of the party that came from Wharton Lodpe,
one only did not regard the evening as a success, and

that one was B:I!g Bunter. DBut the others were firmly
sgreed that Billy Bunter did not matter.

At supper the juniors made & merry party. Harry Whar-
ten and Bob Cherry, Nugent and John ﬂuH and ITurreo
Jamset Ram Singh chummed up with Blake, Lowther, and
IPArey, and the ClLff House girls, and Hazeldene, Mar-
]u::nqs E:tmtht-r, who was also st the dance, Hazeldene was
noking well, and he was glad to see the chums, and Whar-
ton thought he looked ull the better for being away from
the influence of Vernon-Bmith at Greyfriars. The boys and
I[.;H.']ﬁ were very merry, and they danced till they had to
vave. Then it was with mutual regret that they parted,

Hilly Bunter said &‘twd-h:{c to Marjorie with a’ very digni-
fied "air. He felt that he had been done out of meveral
dances. He had not found an opporiunity of asking Mar-
joric until her card was full, ﬂ.mllJ when he had asked Miss
(‘lare, who hed a dance left,” Miss Clara informed him, with
charming frankness, that she couldn’t dance with him.

" ¥ou see,’”’ Miss Clara had remarked, “you are so con-
crited, Bunter, and you think girls are &ying to dance with
veu, 50 I sha'n't dance with you at all.”

And Bunter had nothing to say.

Miss Clara had plenty of other partners, or she might
nut have been so hard upon Billy Bunter, As a matter of
fact, Bunter's conceit and smugness made him alwarys un-
r-:-pular with girla; but sometimes when, as mav often
wppren, partners were scarce, he had been able to ﬁlif up his
evening. But Bunter would never have realised that hie was
taken a3 & makeshift, and simply because he was considered
better than nothing. Many young gentlemen, who pride
ti:omselves upon their success in the ball-room, would be
very much astonished if they knew the light in which they
were really regarded. As Miss Clara %mcl remarked in
Her Imn}é wﬂf.g?, rirls }E;i: to dannsa to danoe, not to be wall-
OWers 1 ¥, can p it, and they will dance with an

Tur Magxer Lisrany.—No. 152, ¥ e #

thing or anybody for that vesson; but the solf-satisfied
vouth who plumes himself upon hiz success seldon stops to
roflect upon the real explanstion of the value placed upon
him.

Bunter left in o discontented spirit. : o 1

He had been mcrcilessly japed by the St. Jim's juniors,
been mneglected by the girls, and even the feed had not
E{:m wholly satisfactory, for his fright hed disturbed hia
Erestorn.

le was not, therefore, in an amiable mood when he
entered the carriage for the drive home to the Lodge.

But the rest of the party were very merry.

Colonel and Miss Wharton woere quietly satisfied, and the

Greylviars juniors were very much inclined to sing ns 1he
CRrriage ed through the darkness along the snow roads.
The lights of the great mansien vanished behind them,

and darkness and snow lay round as they rolled on. _

Bunter went to sleep In his corner, and his unmusical
:i‘mm'-fla sounded through the hum of conversation and
aughter,

‘*HB_‘,' Jove ! said Colonel Wharton as they rolled through
a village street, and the chime of a clock came througl the
[vosty air. ** One o'clock !™ ) .

“ Neover mind, sir,’t said Bob Chervy., * It isn't Christmas
all the yemr”

N6 fear,” sald Nugent.

" Forfeit!" e:tclaimcg John Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“0h cheese that now——"

“ Forfeit!™ :

The juniora laughed heartily. The carrviage rolled up the
drive through the park, and they looked out on the sileng
wood, the gaunt, leafless trees standing up ke spectres in
their garh of white, .

“ Just the night for the ghoet,” remarked Nugent in an
wndertone,

Colonel Wharton lavghed. 1

“Yes, and by al] accounts the ghost Las been heavd, if not
seen lately,” he remarked. I have heard ecveral curious
statements from the keepers.” )

“RBy Jove, sir! I'd hke to ses him, too,” eaid Bob.

“What ig the story, sie?* asked John Bull, " I have never
teen to the Lodpe before, and I don't know the tale™

“The story runs that = Wharton was killed in a duel
in the park, some conturies ago,’” said the colonel. " He wes
killed foul play, and his ghost iz said to haunt the wpot
wliere tﬁ'e- erirne took place, and to shriek therc—presuniably
for vengeance. I certainly have neither geen nor heard the
rhost myself, but many of the people about here lave
fancied they have heard it. Lately, 'the last fow nights I
mean, several of the keepers have moentioned hearing what
scemed to them dreadiul shrieks in the park.™

“ And did they investigate?’’ asked Bull :

‘““ No," said the colonel smiling. I fancy they did neot
care to attempt to track the sounds to their source.”

“Tt would be a good dodge to have & gliost hunt one
night,”” Harry Wharton remarked. * 1 should hike to ece
the zpectre.”

“Good egg!"

“Wou would probably eatch o cold, and nothing clse,”
said the colonel with a laugh. * But here we ave, home
again,”

The carriage stopped. .

“ Wake up, Bunter!” shouted Bob Cherry in the fat
junior's ear. ** Wake up!”

Bunter jumped.

“Ow! Oh! W-w-what—"

* Home!"

“Ow! Leggo! You needn’t have startled me like that,
you assl”

“ There's gratitude for you,' said Bob Cherry with a sigh.
“ Never mind—I'll always treat you as the same old Bunter!
Look here, if you're fired we™ll carry you upgtairs.”

* That you fu;:ﬂy well won't,” said Bunter,

My dear fathead—"

't Leggo, you assi™ _

And Dunter Jerked himself away, and walked in unaided.
He had had quite encugh of being carried up to bed,

The Greyfriars chums went to bed, but ere they slept,
Wharton referred again to the idea of & ghost hunt.

“ What do you fellows sey " he asked, " 'We could have
a run in the park to-morrow night, and have a look for tho
spectrs,’”

“ Ow!? said Bunter.

“Halla! What's the matter?"’

H Wothing." i

“Then what are you grunting abouti”

" What ave you talking about ghosts for now " demanded
Bunter pecvishly.

**Ha, ha, ha!

So wyou believe in spooks?’ chuckled
Nugent.
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Billy Bunter, wrapped up In & thick coat and muffler, with smow on his boots and shoulders, stood gaspiog
in the doorway. “ My oply hat!” e¢jaculated Wharton, “I1t's Banter!” (See page 3.)

,“No, T don’t.” 3

“Then what does it matter if we talk about them ¥
Bunter did not reply to that question. He snoved instend,
“It's s jolly good ides,” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 1

supposc midnight 1s about the most appropriate time. What
do you fellows sayi™

“Good,”"” replied Nugent.

“Tha goodfulness ig terrifie.””

“What's your idea, Bullf"

“{Oh, bosh,"” said John Bull

“Don't you like the ides "

iL 'N':. I'lJ

“Why notf'"

John Bull I{nwnad.

“What's the good?” he asked

“0h, it will be fun™

13 th' !]"

* Forfeit!"! :

*“Ha, ha,- ha "

“Well, I don't think much of the idea,” said Bull. * But

po ghostchunting if vou like. You can leave me in bed.”
“You secm to be jolly fond of your bed lately,” said
Harry Wharton. ** You used to be an early riscr at Grey-

fviars, and now gﬂu’m up late every mnrnm%;”
John Bull did not reply to that remark. He turned
over to go to sl

sleep.
“Well, ' ell right,” said Harry, “If Bull doemn't
Ter MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 152,

want to come, he can stay in bed, and the rest of us will go.
Shall we fix it for tomerrow night 1°*

' Yes, rathor,”

* The ratherfulness js terrific.”

* That's settled then.”

“1 say, you fellows—?

“Oh, go to sleep, Bunter”

““Oh, really, vou kanow——"'

“Bleop, kaby, sleep,”™ sald Beb Cherry, "and den't jow.
Good-night, you fellows.”

* Good-mght !

And the juniors slumbered,

¥

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Letier for Bumier,

OHXN BULL was up as earlv as the rest on the morning

¢ following the dance, which was not very carly. At

Greyfriara Bull had been a regular cacly riser, and ho

was one of the few who went down to the Bark for

carly ducker, falr weather or foul. But since he had been

staving at Wharton Lodge he had dcvelnped different habits,

end showed a deare to cling to his bed 1n the morning that

was worthy of Billy Bunter. Indeed, sometimes Bob {herry

or Nugent had had fo persuade him to rizo with the aid
of & hockey club or a wet sponge.
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But all were up lats on the morning after the ball. T4
Wag Ef{arl? anine o'clock when Harry Wharton sat up and
yawned, i
"By Jove, it's Iate!” he exclaimed, jumping out of bed,

I“un_?. wake up, you chaps! It's mearly nins! Buck vp!”

Forfeit!" came s sleepy voice from Nugent's bed.

And there was & sleepy chuckle, i

** The lateness 13 terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
23 he sat up. “There is an honburable and esteemed
proverb which declares that earlyful to bed and earlyful to
rise i3 the way to appertain to wealth and to health and
to the ssteemed wisdom.®

“"Ge hon! Turn out, then,” said Bob Cherry. “'I'll stay
a little longer."”
“* No, you won't,” said John Bull, slipping out of bed.

“T'll help fﬂ' One good turn deserves another.”

And ha dipped a sponge in a jug of water,

Bob Cherey blinked at him sleepily.

“ Don't be.a beast, Bull!™

Y et ap I

1L Il‘m !*!:!

L 1] UP H‘j@h .F“ !H

“*Gave him & tanae on the comcertina, Johnny,” said Har
Wh:;}-mn, laaghing *1I beliewe that would make the dea
rise.

i Hl, -h h‘- !ﬂ

John B;H'i xnorted. -

“ ¥oun fellows have got no ear for music,” be siid. *I've
made people ory with the way I play that concerfina."

i No wonder.'

i H‘ﬂ-., hl.,, L-hﬂ- [H
h‘:i‘;’;l;mt did they cry,” ashed Bob Cherry, “murder or

elp?

i Hl. h hl!-"

John H:m did snot answer that question. Hs rushed at
Bob Cherey with the sponge. Bob rolled out of bed on the
other side, bui hiz feet caught In the bedclothes, end. he
E:E,-. on the Boor. Theon the wet sponge descended upon his

“aron ™ gasped Bob. “Yow! Gerrooh ™

““Want any more?'" asked Bull, grinning.

B%h Cherry scrambled up.

;:j ou chump! Ne! I—I'd almost rather have the con-
oertina,

Billy Bunter was still peagefully reposing, or appearing
to doss. It conld nover lgo told whether the Iag iuu{i}g: Was
sloaping with noe ocar open, to hear what was TS

‘! Bettar not wake Bunter,” said Nagent, with m wink,
“The poor dear chap is so tived, after the tremendous
amount of dancing hs put in last might. [ su you all
noticad how the pmﬂ:im girla were all mashed ca Bunter.”

“Yes, rathor !’

“ The ratherfulness is terrific.” ] )

Benter's snoring cemssd. Perhaps in his sleep he wanted
1*;? maﬁe sure of heating those complimentary remarks about

HFIETed ko

“Yes, T never saw Bunter look so woll as last mnight,”
went on Nugent. °' Makes such a lot of difference to a chap
hoving & mask on.'*

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter grunfed, and snored agsin,

“Well, we'll let him rest now,'' said INugent sympa-
thetieally. **I'll give his face a coating of soot, and as he
never washes in the morning, he'll look quite interesting
when he comes down., Why, he's awake !"

Billy Bunter was sitting ep in bed, glaring.

‘“‘ Deast ! he said,

* Hellp, hallo, hallo! Bunter, do you hear things in your
sleap ¥ exclaimed Bob Cherry, in great surprise.

“I say, you fellows, I'm too SiEEF}' to gpet up vet, but if
that benst sutz any soot on me, I'lI-T'11—"

* You'll do anything but wash it off,” suggested Nugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" i

“Up vou get!” said Bob Cherry, ierl:mg: the bedclothes
off the fat junior. * Farly to bed, early fo rise, makes a pig
grow to a very large size; o up you get!”

“Ow! Oh, really—-"

¥ Out you come! Hand over that sponge, Johnng."

The fat junior was out of bed bofore the sponge could be
kanded over. Billy Bunter could be very gquick zometimes

gkl freezing,' said Harry Wharton, looking out of the
window. “ What do you say to a run on the lake before
brekler " )

“Gowd ! Give us an appelite.”

“T'va got an appetitc already,” said Hilly
peevishly.  ““ It's too jolly cold to go skating."

“Oh, rats! It will do you good.”

“T'm not going.” ;

It will bring your fat down, Bunty," siid Bob Cherry

ersussively; *‘and after the amount of dancing you did
ast night, you need something invigerating, you know.”

“Oh, really, Cherey——"
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Dunter

Bob grinned and went downstairas. The other juniors
Eurl!c-wefi and Bunfer, who had been dabbing his fat face
very gingerly at his washstand, cest his eyes tuwards bed
agaln. I—i& meant to have another BNOGZE,

But Beb Cherry's volce rang up the stairs.

“ Letter for Bunter!™

“(Oh, bring it up, will you, Cherry, there's a good chapl
Itinr'.quﬁtfba :‘:he- postal-order I'm expecting.”

‘No fear!"

e EEm.Ill itl 'll];';. '.'-]"IEII. “-'E". J-‘-I::Iu:'?." 2

* What for, when you're coming down?®”

* Well, I sha™n't be down for some miputes, an

* Have you gono to bed again?” reared Beb Cherry.

Y Mo, no!™ said Bunter, hurriedly retreating from the
hod, in case Bob Cherry éame up.  * But—but—"'

“Wel, bhera's vour latter.” -

I I think vou're a beast.™

“Dh, I'll come down For it

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter dressed and went down. He found the
juriors im the breakfast-room, aed after saying good-mormag
to the Colonel, he inguired for his letier

Bob Cherry turned a blank stare upon the Owl of the
Remove.

* Letter I'" he mlhau'r:;aﬂ.

% %es; where is 1tV

* Where's what ™"

- letter.”

bl i letter 2" :

* Look here, Cherry, you 4aid a letter had come for ma”
sxclaimed the fat jumor, pxasperated. * Hamd it over, and

don’t rot.” ) . _
**1 didn't say anyt of the kind,” mid Bob Cheery
stoutly. “‘I simply said, * Letter for Bunter,"™

“Well, that's the same thing. isn't it?

Y Not a bit of it ] ] o

“Hand it over, anywar,” szaid Billy Bunter peevighls,
“Don't be an ass. I've besn expecting a poatalorder, and
I think if must be in thet letter. Was there a crost oo the
letter 1

“HMa, hal No." : -

"I'm expecting ome from =z titled friend. But give it to
me. I am sure the Emtﬂ-nrﬂer is 1 it."”

“T'm sare ib isn't"

¥ You've been opening the letter™

“No, I haven't. It wor't opsn.”

HE "rb".irhat !J‘:I‘

¥ Hore it is,” said Bob Cherey cheerfully.

tie fumbled in his pockek and drew out 2 shect of paper.
On the paper was written :‘Praylmglg the letter A7

“ There you are, old son{” said Bob. L=

Billy Bunter blinked at the Imiter through lis big
spectacles, not comprehending Bob Cherry's little joke.

“Wow-what is that ™ he gasped.

“The letter.'"

“ Tha what " i i .

“The latter. Didn't I mention that it was an alphabetical
letter ?"" eaid Bob Cherry innocently.

Billy Bunter gave him & look. His feelings were too deep
for words. The juniors burst into a roar of langhter, in
which Colonel Wharton could not help mmngi;

The fat junior sat down at the breakfast-table, and cou-
aoled himself for the disappointment with the biggest
breakfast that had ever beon caten within the hospitablo
walls of Wharton Lodge.

L]

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Nighi.

HE vacation was drawing to its close, but Harry Whar-
ton & Co. wore keenly enjoying what was left of it.
Billy Bunter was a trouble, certainly, but as he woa

id pot interfere with them

generally sat upon, he did
plenty %o eat and an

very much., So long as Bunter had 1
easy-chair by the fire, he could bs kept quiet. And the
tarror of the juniors—John Bull's concertina—had beon quict
ever sinee the first day of the vacation. Harry Whartou,
a3 host, could not have taken it upon himself to explsin to
Bull that his music was horrid discord, but the other fellows
had boen guite frank about the matter. _ 1

And the voice of tho concertina, as Nugent put it poetii-
cally, was heard no more in the land.

“What about the giddf ghost 7" asked Frank Nugent,
when they went to bed that night. * It's snowing.”

* The ghost is?" asked Eob.

“No, ass! It's snowing, and I don't suppose the ghost
gﬂ];:a out in the snow. Ie wouldn't if he had the ghost of
a4 DTalin.

Bob Cherry looked out of the window, ;

White flakes were sailing through the darkness on all sides,
and were blown in little clouds againat the window by the
bitter wind.

A Orand, Naw Behool Tal Charles Hamlilton, 1s In
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Dimnly, through the derkness, the gaunt trees could Le
seen, laden with thick enow on their branches,

Bolr Cherry shivered,

“ 1t doeen’t look inviting,"” he remarked.

“Too jolly cold, T should think,' said Nugent.  What
do you think, Inky ! )

¢ Nabob of Bhanipur shuddered. There was a blazing

fire in the bed-room, and the house was well warmed., But
to the Oriental the English winter was very hard. .

“The jolly coldfulncss is terrific,” seid Hurrce Singh.
“T think that as far as my csleemmed self is concerned,

should prefer to remain in the warmfulness of my honour-
able bed.”

“Bame here,”” sald Bob. ""But I stick to the idea if the
others do.”

‘*Oh, go to bed |” said Bull.

" Aren’t you going ghost-hunting, Jobany ™

“No fear !

“ Forfeit I said HLIFE'I‘It-, raltling the money-bax.

“Pay up, Johnny !

John Bull junior paid up, with a grin

“All serene!” he said. * I—"

WiNather threepence, please.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, rats!l" ,

“That makes nine D.," said Nupgent.
nJ'“ Tijir&upenue yourself, then,” shouted Bull.

ang.”

“Phew! 8o it is!"

““Ha, ha, hal" _

" But what sbout the ghost hunt ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

"Wel, I'm not pgoing,’”" =said Buall, turning inte bed.
“And if you fcllows have any sense, you'll stay in bed.”

“Well, 1t does look o bit snowy for huniing ghosts.”

“Besides, it will turn out to be a frost,” said Nugent,
“You remember the time we hunted the ghost on the island
at Greyfriars, and it turoed out to be Hazeldeno and the
Bounder on the ran-dan,”

“ Forfeit [

““Ha, ha, ha :

“Well, vou don't seem very keen about looking for the
hmt;” snid Flarry Wharton, laughing. ** Yob I'm sure that
there’s something or other rather mysterious going on. [I've
spoken to several of the servants about it, and they all think
Lgny*v{: heard mysterious discordant shrisks outside the house
of a night lately.”

“ Rot 1" said John Ball.

“Well, that's what they say. I can’t say I've heard any-
thing myself; but then this room is pretty high up.”

“The highfulness iz terrific; but once or twice when I
have wakefully opened my eves, it has gseemed to me that
I heard the msate?ml sounds you speak of,” the Nabob of
Bhanipur remarked.

“Bosh ! said John Bull. .
H“ Well, let's chuck up the idea, and go to bed,”” said

arry. d : -

And 25 it was snowing thickly, the juniors agreed.

They turned in. Bunter was already asleep, and the rest
wore soon in the land of dreams. e

Harry Wharton had mntended to wake up ebout midnight,
to go on the ghost hunt; and though he had given up the
idea mow, perhaps some lingering thought of it made him
wake, Or perhaps there was some noise in the room.

At all events, Wharton’s eyes openad in the darkness, and
be sat up in bed, with a vaguo feeling that he shonld get up.

He rubbed his eyves. ,

The room was in the blackest darkneas, not cven a glimmer
of red being left in the fire-grate. ; :

“You fellows asleep?” asked Harry, in a low voice.

An echoing snore anmounced that Bunter, at least, was
szleapn.

“{%raﬂ- " murmured Bob Chorry, half awake.

“Roh, old man '

“Groo! Oh! Ialle ™

“Are vou awake "’ )

“No, 'm asleep,” =aid Bob Cherry, with sleepy sarcasm.
#What's the row—besides the row that Bunter’s making, 1
inean 1

“Did you hear anything ¥

“ Yoz, Bunter.”

“I mean anything clse ¥ :

“T don't see how a chap could hear anything ‘else when
Bunter’s top notes are going on,’” said Beb. * But what
else do you mean? Now I come to think of i, I suppose
somathing woke me up.”

1 wonder—"

5 By 7 . -

| wonder if— I'm going to sce, anyway.””

Wharton jumped out of bed and ran to the window. It
was open at the top, and Wharton threw up the lower sash,
A gust of bitter wind, laden with particles of snow, eame
inte the room.
mtfﬂ-.w i’ spid Bob Cherry, pulling the bedclothes round

bim.
" Listen, Eln::‘?h!“
““ What ig it7"?
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PENNY. 1
“The ghost "

O Wow-w-what 77

' Listen !

The two juniors listeucd infently. .

From the darkness without, borne upon the wind, and
somefimes dying away upon if, as it changed its direction,
came 8 gtrange E'J'I.I'I'II.I'!. 3

It was a wﬁ{d, wailing, discordant sound, hard to !LHI-][YH;
hpl;hit sounded weird and very ghostly in the silence of thd
night.

' Great Bcott!” ejaculated Bob, ;

Wharton was shivering, but his face was flushed with
excitement.

“ What do you think now 1"* asked Harry.

* Blessad if I know.”

“1t's the ghost [

¥ E’ﬂtﬁ 1?‘1‘ < ;

““What do you think it is, then? T suppose if can’t be
an‘ybmijr playing o jape, on & night h_lml this 1"

‘1 suppose not. But it ain't a ghost.” ‘ ,

“Well, I supposa it isn't & real ghost; but it's Is:l:M.l‘.tl:lf.]'[lll,F!E
ot other, and ijﬂ-ﬂ]{ here, Bob, I'm . going out to look for it.

Bob Cherry 'was silent for & moment. The weird sound
rose and fell upon the changing wind. It sounded wild and
perie.

“1'11 come,” said Bob at last.

“Good! Jump up.” i

“ What's on?” asked Frank Nugent, sitting up in bed,
awtkened by the voices of his chums,

“The giddy ghost 1

* What 7"

:‘ %iintan f;” -

; on at !’

Nu_gﬁént Jid out of bed, and listened at the window. IHe
remained silent, listening, for a full minute.

“ We'll go and see into this,” he remarked, as he turned
'i:-a-:l;ftn hig ?]hurﬁ?.

“*¥ea, rather!

“ Wake the other chaps, and let's all go.™

“Good! Better let Bunter alone. He won't be any ueé,
and he won't get up, apyway."
““ Right-ho I’

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh was already swake, and he
rosc quietly. Wharton made his way in the decp gloom
towards John Bull's bed. He pué out his hand to touch
Bull on the shoulder, to awsken him,

Then he uttered an cxclamation.

Iiis hand touched only the pillow,

“ By Jovel"” !

““ What's tho matter, Harry 1"

1] Bu.ll-—”

“OWell 1V

“He's not herc !

“* JTohn Bull not thero #"

“No; he's gone I

it ill

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
No Ghost.

NUCGENT struck a mateh: and lighted a candle.

E%II:Ehcid it up to show a light upon JaEn Bull's bed.

There was ne doubt about it; the bed was empiy.
John Bull was gone!

The Greyiriars uhumf staved at the bed, and then at one
another, in blank amazement,

It was a mtuihsur\riﬁ to them.

was John Bull?

'Fﬁﬁr%aw!” exclaimaed Harry af last.  * Bull must_have
heard the sound himsclf, and gone out to 1nvestigate, without
waking us.”

“My hat!” .

“The hatfulness is terrifie.” : : s

“ Jolly nerve of him, anyway,” said Bob Cherry. © But
I suppose there can't be any doubt about it That’s what
he's done.™ .

“Well, hs might have woke us up, said Nugcent.

Wharton looked anxious. . T

“He may get into some trouble,” he said. * We'd better
go and look for him. I wish he had called us to go with
him.”? : :

“ He might be walking in his slecp,” Nugent suggeﬁtﬁd.
“¥ou remember that auiHuhtEr did once at Greyfriars.

Wharton shaok his head.

n {."Mt but I don't think Bull's like that. He's dressed,
too. You see, his clothes are gone, Of course, he might
be 8 sompambulist.” g "

“ We'd hetter look for him, anyway.

* ¥Yes, rather!" 1

The juniors dressed themselves guickly.

They put on their couts and searves as well, for the i'-;r]d

tendld, Long, Complets Tals of the Chums
A 53: “&lmfﬂnﬂsfl By FRANK RICHARDS
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#a3 bitter. Billy Bunter snored pescefully through it all
Harry Wharton & Co. left the hag-rwm quickly. ‘
Outside there was o glimmer of moonlight, but within the
house all was intensely dark, and they had to feel their wav
dr:n':vﬁlmm.
. 15 way " gaid Harry, in & whisper. *Careful! Don't
let the dmrFmHg." a P Care
“ Right-ho I”
But it slipped from Bob Cherry's hand, and banged.
Hﬂﬂrr,r!‘ said Bob. :
'ﬂevir mined."
" My hat, it's cold ! said Nugent, ‘pulling his searf tightor
round his neck as ho faced the Eind. puthing *
“Yes, rather!™
“*Whick way now, Wharton 7"
“* Listen for the ghdst ™
Tha juniors listened.
wind was chopping and changing continnally, and the
sound was no longer horns to their ears.
But a gust cama blowing into their faces in a fow minutes,
and upon !ha wind was borne that wild, watling sound.
Herry Wharton started, and held up his hand.
‘' There is is1” he exelaimed.
I hear it now.”
p It comes from the park.”
No doubt about that."
“ Hark !"
The _junh::ﬂs stood listering.
,In the gloom, broken only by the glimmer of the moon-
light lmnn the falling snow, surrounded by the grim, gaunt
tr%‘ﬂg-:a : SEENO wn.s-d r_}su:-lnte and eerie.
strange gound from the park steus '
o thenn p struck a strange chill
Was it possible, after all, that there was somcthing in the
host story ‘of the lodge—that a shrieking phantom did really
aunt the dim rocesses of the frozen wood ¢
- It was impossible! Voi—-
1@ juniors shivered as they looked among the dark,
ghadowy treos. :
“We've got to stick it out,” sai Yy,
“Yes, ughar!” g ey
** Bosides, Bull's gone, and we've got Lo look for him. e
might lose his way in the park, you know, ns he doesn't
koow the place.”
“ Phow!
;‘{Eﬂma on !"
arry Wharton led the war, and the ghost-hunters plunge
into the snowy darkness of tlr;r's park. g punges
At intervals, borne upon the wind, came the wailing sound
from the distance.
What was it?

Could it be caused by the wind howling in the creaking
ranches, or by some animal in distress. It was like nothing
that Wharton remembered hearing beforc; bub, then, the
sound was changed by being tossed to and fro in the wind.
Wharton seanncd the snow once or twice in the hops of
finding footprints, But the freshly falling flakss covered up
thifr :htn t:;lmka azllqast atshaucﬁx ja bhey Tre made.
3 they advanoced into the shadow rk, the sound from
th'ﬁrh distance bﬂc_%me lﬂimrnn h e
8y were evidently approaching it
?r hoarts beat fmtn?.p %
remgmber now, there’s a summer-house in the park
hoar here,” said Harry. *“It's never used in the winter,
and I'd forgotten about it. It"s close to the spot where the
duel was supposed to have taken place. The ghost—"

“ He's under cover, then,” said Bob, with a slight chuclle.

“3o I think.”

““Then he's & spoof ghoat.”

“It might be the wind whistling in some cranny of the
summerhouse, though.”

*"1t docan't sound like it."

It doesn’t: but we'll soon sec.”

Harry Wharton knew tho way well, even in the darkneass,

He led the juniors on slmost without a pause. The wailing
noge, too, was a guide. It was growing louder und nearer,
but still tessed to and fro upon the wind in a strange, uu-
ocortain [ashion.

Huddenly it ccased.

The juniors listened for it, but the sound did nob come,
and they pressed on their way in silonce, brokea only by
the moan of tho wind.

A dim building leomed wp before them, and Harry
Wharton paused.

*Here's the summoer-honzse ! he said.

All was dark snd silent.

* There's no ghost now,” Nugent mutiercd.

‘' But come on "

They entered the little building. The door was poi locked ;
it opened freely to their touch.

Within, all was dark.
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The ‘i“unimj& eould not help shuddering as they looked
round them in the dense gloom. -

It was here that the sound had drawn them; it was from
this dark recess that the mysterious wailing had proceeded.

What had caused it?

Harry Wharton struck a match,

The light flickered cut into the demse ploom, and the
chums of the Hoemove cast quick and apprehensive glances
about them.

But there was nothing to be seen. .

Nothing but bare walls, and rusty, snowy ivy.

ho summer-house was empty, save for themsclves.
“"Nobody here !" said Harry, in a voice that trembled a
little in spite of himself, as the match wont out.

“ Let's get out,” said Bob Cherry.

They stood in the open air again, in the falling snow.

** What on earth does it mean " muttered Nugent.

“1t's a giddy mystery.”

“* The mystaryfulness iz ferrific.”

" Ome thing's jolly certain,”" gaid Harry Wharton quietly,

“the sound we heard wasn't produced g:.r naturpl rmeans—
the wind, or anything of that sort. It etopped when we
came. near the summer-house. It must have heen our coming
that stopped it

**1 supposs so.'”

“* You=—you don't mean to say you think it's a roal ghost ?"
muttered Bob,

“I'm blessed if 1 know what to think."”

The juniors retraced their atops.

They listoned several times as they went for the sound
of the wailing from the park, but it did not come to their
Cars.

Only the wind broke the zilence of the night.

“ Better get in," said Bob Cherry.

“ What about Bull? We haven't come across him,"” zaid
Harey;: ““and if he went into the park to investigate, ho
may be still there.'

My hat!™

Harry turned and looked towarda the hlack mass of tha
park, broken only by the glimmer of the snow in tha rays
of the moon.

" Not much pood locking for him there,"” he said. **Thers
are no marks in the snow to follow."

B;;}B“t_hut if he's there he'll be frozen to death,” faltered

**He may have gone in: we'll sge”

In silence tho juniors re-sntered $he house.

They made their way quietly u%tu the bed-room, and as
soon as they had entered, Harry Wharton etrusk a match.

Then he uttered a low exclamation.

John Bull lay in his bed, his face resting peacefully upon
the pillow; his eyes were closed, his breathing quict and

cregular. Ha was fast asleap.

THE SYXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

ARRY WHARTON and his chums stared at the ealm,
peacciuleface of the aIeegar, till the match burnt down
to Wharton's fingers, and.-he started, and dropped it.

The room was in darkness again.

Wharton drew his chume out on the landing, and closed
the bed-room door quietly,. He did not wish to wakon
John Bull just then.

"“"You saw him }"' he whispered.

““Yea, rather, fast asleep m bed.”

“*The fast-aslecpfulness was terrific.”

‘“* But he's been out!” smd Harry.

“ That's certain.”

“ What does it mean "

“Walking in his sleep,"” said Bob Cherry, with convie-
tion; **the same that Billy Bunter did once at Greyfriars,
when you prevented him from breaking his neck on the old
tower,™

“ I should never have taken John Bull for a sleep-waolker.
It's different with Dunter. He cats 3o much before he goes
to bed, and that disturbs him. Buat Bull—"

“Well, it looks hike 1t te me.”’

““Tha lookfulness to myself 1s also great.”

* IIr may have gone out looking for the ghost, and come
Lack end gone to bed awithout smissing uws at all,” Nugent
remarked. Y He wouldn't see that our beds were empty
unless he struck a light. You seo, we didn't know he was
Fpnc-. before we went out, till you went to his bed to wake
1

“That's true.” . )

“Well, if that's how it is, he'll tell us about it of his own
accord in the morning.” Harry Wharton said, in a low
voice. ‘*If he’s been ghost-hunting, he'll say =zo.™

“ Natarally.”
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“ And if he doeén’t rpention it—""

“Then it will be a pretty clear proof that he’s been slecp-
walking, end remembers nothing sbout it.”

" That's right.” _

“Bhall we tell him, theni" asked Bob Cherry.

“No,”' said Harry.quickly. “It must be pretty rotien
for a chap to be told that he's a sleep-walkel, I think. It
might work on his mind, and meke him much worse, know-
ing that he might walk into danger any night. ¥You know,
he might have fallen downstairs, or wandered off into the
prﬂl without being able to find his way back agmb.”
dy Hm;al:ﬁ ht do that another might, i{we don’t tell him."

“We'll Igeap an eye pon him, and see that he doesn’t. I'll
fix up something to-morrow night; without him kuoowing it,
mlfmka & row and-wake us if the door opems.”

“We shall see in the morning whether he's & somnam-
bilist or not. Go to bed quietly, and don't wake him.”

" Right you arel!”

The juniors ré-entered the room.

Wharton closed the door without a soand, and they un-
dsesed silently and erept into bed. 1

Thers was not & sound from John Bull junior, save the
low and regular bteathing of the unconscicus sleeper.

Ha did not awake. i s

Thé jumiors lay awake for somo hmp,.t.h:{rigkmg over the
strange events of the night. They listened, too, for the
mysterious sound to float in at the windowe from the park.
But it did not come. _

The voice of the phantom of Wharton Lodge was silent
now.

The juniors slept at last, )

They were ti put, and they slept soundly till morning
and did not awaken till there was a knock at the door, and
their hot water was brought in. :

Then Harry Wharton zat up and rubbed his eyes.

i ELJ&W, I'm sleepy "' he remarked.

“The sleapyfulness is terrifie,” romarked Hurree Jamset
Ram. Singh. *Is our csteemed friend John Bull awakeful
ot 1"

e Wake up, Jobn Bull!"* grinned Nugent.

“ Groo "

“ Hallo, hallo, halla! Aren't you getting up "' asked
Bob Cherr

John Bu{f turned in his bed and yawned.

“Yes, I auppose 30, he said; “but I'm sleepy.”
“8Bo are wl;pal],” said Harry. " The ghost woke us up
last might.”

John Bull started. _
“The ghost!" he exelaimad.

“¥ea, Didn’t you hear it 1"
“1 certainly didn’t hear any ghost. What are you up to—
l my leg? demandcd Bull

trying to pu

‘T"Ig::_ \5-5 heard it—the ghost, or something, at all events,
which has been taken for the ghost,”” said Nugent. " We
went out looking for it.”

Ball started again, ]

“¥on went ont in the night ¥

“¥Yeg, Didn't you know 1"’

“it I had no idea.’ o

«Well, we did,” said Harry, looking e¢losely at the junior.
41 thought you might have missed us, you know.”

“Not a bif. T hadn’t the faintest idea you had gome out,”
eaid Bull. T thought you had agreed to give up the idea’

“ Yia changed our minds again when we heard the ghost.”

““What was it like?"

« A gart of wild, howling, screeching sound."

“Oh, rot!"” exclaimed PBull sharply, )

“ That's what it sounded like," said Harry, surprised at
Bill's nettled tome. It was a horrid, discordant noise,
-E'I'I}"Hﬁ}"a”

+k .!E !J'!

* Forfeit " exclaimed Nugent.

“You didn't find the ghost, I suppose ™

“No; he had vanighea.” i

“ Vou'd better stay in bad another time.”

“You've mever been ghost-huntinmg, I suppose?™
Cherry remarked.

Bull shook his head,

U Cartainly not !

“ Well, all serene.” .

The juniors exchanged a quick gﬁan&e. They were pretty
well convineed, 'Eii this time, that Bull remembered nothing
of the events of the previons mﬁhtu
. John Bull was a sleep-walker ! ]

There did not seem to be any doubt about it, and for that
reasons the-juniors for to mention that they had missed
him from his bed. If he had gone'out of his own accord,
there was no reason why he should not have mentioned it.
He hed denied going ghost-hunting, so there was enly one
conclusion to be drawn-—that he had walked in his sleep., 8o,
at least, it appeared to the juniors. _

Bull looked a littla- tived, and rose with the unwillingness
ho had shown the past few mornings. But thia wes fully
accounted for now to the juniors. It he was a somnambulist
he would naturally not get & full night's rest.

Tux Miawer Lispary.—No. 152,
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Che Toagnel™ —exh, |

“¥ say, you fellows, you might have called me last night,™
Billy Bsﬁtgr_grummﬁ.j g | tggect 1 should have discovered

evEny
TUKSDAY,

the mystery.”
“ Ratg !"
¢ Forfeit 1" ’

% Oh, really, Cherry! I'm pretty sure I should have been
keen encugh to sec how the matter really stood, You chaps
are rather dense, you know."
~ “¥You wouldn’t have g up, Fatty.”

“0f coarse, I shoul ve jumped up at onoe. Gi_vl
Leggo™thbse bedclathes! I don't want to 1;:-.1'. ee‘f now. I'm
nil; @ ﬂﬂﬁl}?f-ﬁ'} cnmﬁ%ﬂiu?ﬁ you beast, and 1 n more slecp
than you fellows. Yow! . _

Bunter rolled out of bed, mssisted by Bob Cherry's boct.

“If you could have jumped. up last night, you ¢an jump
up now,” Bob Cherry remarked.

And Billy Bunter said * Beast,” . -

But, he did not clamber back: into bed. Bob Cherry's boot
looked too dangerous.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nery Smart]

" I[SH wilk be here to-day,” Harry Wharton remarked.
]'_". “He promised to look in for the-lsst two days of the
#H.:H'
Bunter grunted.

* Blessed if I know what
Whaﬁtﬁnﬁt* h-'f’ said. “You

i .
m“%ﬁu ;ntﬁid %-'\L away,” Bob Cherry suggestod.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—" - ]

“'Fiuhrwag inuited? before the vac. began,” esid - Harry.
“T want him to some. As for your mot geiting on wi
him,. Billy, you dor't get on with anybody."”

“ Oh mal{O !

“ We'll :;l.llcr'r walk down tg the station .and ‘meot him after
brekker," said Nugent.

“Good egg ! ;

And after Ebrca]'dnst they turned out into the snowy, !rm
gir. ‘The snow was still falling, and house and w
trees had disappearcd under one great montle of white. |

“ Ripping morning !"* said Bob Cherry. ' Are you coming,

ou want that YVankes here for,
now jolly well that I don't- got

Bunter " ) . . . .
Tunter put hiz nose out into the air, and sniffed, and drew
it in again. "
“Yough! Tt's tao cold.

“ You'll get warm walking.”

“Id rather get warm before the fire'r

“{ome on, you chaps. Sorry you can't come, ’Bunjari
Dan't you t'hinlz you could possibly make en cfiort to come V'
asked Bob Cherry persuasively. . _

The other fellows looked at Bob in astonishment. They
had never known him so snxious for Billy Bunter's company.

“\Woll," said Bunter, somewhat surprised himself, but
beginning to swank as ususl when he imagined himself valued
by anybody. “T might come, you know.

“ Do, there's a ﬁmd porpoise

“Oh, roally— r

“1 want you to come, Bunty. It won't be the same with-

gut you.™

b {W?{:IL if you fellows will walk slowly, and not make me
over-oxert myself—"

“ Done ™

“ And—and stand me a decont feed when we geb to the
station—""

“ Agcesd 1M
“wWeall, I might come.”
“ Do, Bunter—d

ol _

“Well, some of you fetch wy coat, then," said Burter,

“ Fetch his coat, Nugent.”

iE Rﬂtﬂ !”

“ Thicopence, Pieaﬁﬂ—fnrfui.t i

“a, ha, ha !’

“ Foteh his coat, Inky."”

“The ratfulness s terrific.” ;

“ After all, you won't need a coat, Bunter,” said Bob
Cherry. " The exertise will keep you warm. You see, if
you come, I'm going fo smowball you all along, the road. I
think it's s ripping cxercise, to snowball a chap along a
road. Don’t youl"”

Bunter glared.

“ Beast 1"’ o

“Ha, ha, bha !" roared the juniors.

“71 say, you follows—"'

“Won't you come?” urged Bob Cherry.
won't be the same with
BeS,
elag

“Do coma! It
out you—not half so much fun, You
ou're a8 easy to shy things at as a barn door. Nobody
re is double width. Do come !"
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Bunter snorted, and went in. All Bob Cherry's blandish-
ments were in vaim. ) .

“Come on,” said Harry, laughing. * Fish said that he
would come by the gecond train if %& came at sll, and it's
nearly due.”

“Right! Let's buzz !

And they buzzed. :

. They ran most of the way to the villege, snowballing ono
another—to say nnthingauf inoffensive strangers who came in
their way, ut nobody was out of temper—a few mnow-
balls did not hurt anyone, and the juniors, of course, did not
bestow that kindly attention upon old people or womemr But
all -bﬂfﬁ ‘were fair pgame, tan considered, and as they
generally received g as they sent, it wee all right.

They reached Wharton Magnus, the little village where the

uiet old station was. The train had not yet come in, and
ﬁmmn stamped uﬁ and down the platform to keep warm.
ere she is ! exclaimed Nugent gt last.
he train snorted and rattled in, '

A -esrriage door opemcd, and a somewhat thin, keen,
American face looked out—the face of Fisher T. Fish, of the
Remove Form at Greyfriars. ;

Fisher T. Fish'was really a new. boy at Greyfriars, having
arrived there only a week or so before John %ﬂulli

But from his cool manner,” one would have supposed that
Greyfriars, half Esgland, and most of the ocontinemta and
oceans belonged to him,

Fisher T. Fish was possessed with two ambitions—never
to get “left,’” as he called it, end always to score over the
%hjadﬂut and effete race which inhabited this old island.

e wanted to show the Greyfriars fellows things, so far
he had not succeeded in doing it. Whenever he undertook
to show {hem things, it generslly worked out in a way that
proved that there. was something left in the Old Country
{:t, and that there were people who knew things, outside the

A

tha
T

rders of the great,United States.
\s he looked out of the carriage, while the train came
Ehmﬂng in, the juniors knew by instinct what he was going

“The ass!” muttered Nugent. * He's goi to ] ™
"Sl;cgi" shouted '_Whnrt};g i:ivquntanFlyg.mug i
%:a atlerwia.ﬁ junior grin?':e&.

e other fellows wore always content to wait till & traln
stopped before alighting. But Fisher T. Fish wanted to show
how a smert American could do things.

Ho swung the door wide open, and jumped, ag the train
hE‘:F slong the platform.

., The American slighted—but not on his feet as he had
intended. He alighted in a sitting posture on the platform,
and then rolled over, and finally came to a stop with his head
am the wheels of a trolley, and his feet extended, his logs
stratohed out—his hat a g’ard away, and the contents of hia
pa-czktta {lnglmg out on the platform.

“Ow I" ha gasped.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Hurt!

ISHER T. FISH lay spread-eaglod on the platform, too
breathless for the moment to make even an effort to
rise.

And the Greyiriars juniors could not help him.

They weve doubled up vritj'n merriment. :

“Ha, ha, ha !™

Their shouts of laughter rang along the platform, and the
merriment was joined im by the porter and the other
pasaengers alighting from the train.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Left, this time!" grinned Bob Cherry.

“The left-fulness is terrific!"

‘* Ha, ha, he !’

Fisher T. Fish disen%&gﬂd himgelf from the trolley, and
sat up on the platiorm, looking considerably dazed.

“Ow ! he said.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

. "I—I gness I jumped a seeond too seon,” said Fish, blink-
ing at them. “1 reckon my foot slipped, too.”

*1 guess you're n giddy ass, and I reckon you're a duffer,™
agild rank Nugent. “'guu might got killed, playing thoso
silly tricks.”

o I guess it's all O.K."

‘You miust have a few bruises about you, I think," said
Harry Wharton, lending the American junior a hand to rise.

Fisher T. Fish grunted as he got up.

“1 guess I'm all right,” he said.

He was not likely to admit that he was hurt. That was
not the way of Fisher T. Fizsh of New York. But the juniors
had their own opinien about it.

“Well, I'm glad to sce yon, afnjrw;iy," said Harry, shaking
hands with the American, “I'm glad you've come.”

Thie Magner LInRARY.~—No. 152,
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drve to your she

(1] ﬂw [I‘l‘

* What's the matter ™

¢ Nothing."

' Bure you're not hurt "

“ Surely.”

*Dh, good! Scunded as if you had a pain.”

* (Oh, piffle ! said Fish. “I'm all O. Ow i

* What's that "

Nothing, 1 guess, only —only a little cut of breath.™

i {Iﬂ-p hﬂ-l: Ih‘:!!”

i 11e5a ' _ e

: HE, e L t!::::: t see where the cackle comes in.

S Look here, Fishy, if you're hurf, there's a doctor in the
village, and—""

“1 guess I've Eut no use for doctors.

ang 7" asked FFish.

o my what ¥

' Your house, T mean.”
.. We were going to walk it,” said Harry Wharton, ““DBut
if you're feeling sore after that tumble——"

"' 1 guess not—I'll walk it with anybody."

= gﬁizi;rs]:l:.ﬁm?ﬁ}w bag sent on, then, save carrying it "

:: Ehnﬁaia ﬂi :Iilr:;.:?"

5 e vr s [PF
e Plfﬂw !g_ eft 1t in the train !

Fisher T. Fish dashed along the platform. The train was
ﬂh:'fE‘d;" in Q‘Tﬁ' and wIe_:Is moving out of the station.
Lome back ! _ﬂl.!ad arry Wharton. * It's too | e
%‘mhr:r Eédth id Eﬂih hcc&.d W
1o rus on, wit e evident intention of boarding the
train while it was in motion, and = 1
]Efﬁ 5 !‘ilhﬂ -::alulrriag-a, ecovering the bag he had
ut the railway porter was ready for him, and he caught th
Azﬂenca.n Junior by the shoulder and-swung him hm::g -
Leggo " roared Fish,
:-‘ J{'ﬂ?'l IntE:Esir!"
*Yah! ggo! Left bag in train "
‘:T{H:r late, sir! Can't be "elped I
“Bosh! I'm going—"
£ E;:-rr:,r, sir—too late !
W train vanished from the station, and the porter rol
the irate Yankee, with & benevolent smile. Hari raleascd

* Sorry, air,” he repcated. * You can leave a doseription
of the bag with the station-master, and I've no doubt that
l’r’ﬂ'ﬂ'“ %et- it back in a few dn.;m." :

‘A few days!” snorted Fish. “Of all the blessed slow-
going old countries, I think this little island takes the cake!

Are you going to

HT

B
. 8, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry. ** What did vou forget
it for? We should have stepped nit of the train after it iigﬂﬂ

stopped, and bruuﬁht the bag out. That's our slow English
way. Ha, ha, ha!
Fisher T. Fish sniffed.
" “1 guess I'll leave a description with the station-master,”
& said.

And that was done, and then the juniors left the station.
TFisher T. Fish was looking a little annoyed still.

He could not help realising that he had not succeeded in
giving the intended exhibition of American smartness.

Hia jump from the train while it was in motion had led to
disaster, and to his leaving his bag in the carriage; and if that,
was the rapid American way of guing things, Bob Cherry re-
marked that he thought the slow English way would really
be guicker in the long run,

; Fisher T. Fish limped a lLittle aa he tramped down the snowy
ang,

There was not the slightest doubt that he had bruised him-
rolf considerably in falling after his reckless jump from the
train, but he would not admit as much even to himsclf.

But the juniors slackened speced, accommodating their pace
ta Fish's, without naj'i::ag anything about the matter, They
did nof want to be hard upon the YVankee. But their good
nature in this respect mot with the frequent reward of good
nature in this ungratefal world.

“This what vou call walking ?"" asked Fisher T. Fish, with
:.]j"ﬂ.?i’i'!.. “ Why, our frogs hop along quicker than this, over

1@re,

Hnrrqr Wharton taughed.

“'We'll put on a little specd if you lila,” he said,

“1 guess T would.”

* (Oh, all serene !

The juniors put on spacd. Fisher T. Fish limped manfully
for & hundred yards or zo to keep up with them, and then he
had to give in.

“1 gucss I'm not used to walking on snow,” he remarked.
“May as well ease up”'

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ Can't ace where the cackle comes in”

The juniors slackened down again. T

“0Oh, come off, Fishy 1" said John Bull, in his direct way,

A Geand, New Sehool Tale, ’hﬂ,ﬂhnrlﬂ Hamlilton, ia In
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“Why doh’t you own up that you're more after playing the

giﬂ.:l,fqumh and that you ecan't put on steam?”

g 19 why-notfulnesa is terrific,c, my worthy Yankecful
wm,

Fisher T, Fish snorted. But he vouchsafed no other reply.
W‘%t ?ﬂl: WBIF eazy pace, the junicrs walked back to

ar ge.

“You'll have to lend me some things, I gu Wharton,
said Fisher T. Figh, as they turned 1n et the lodge gates.
“I've got nothing but what was in that bag. My box has
gone on to Greyiriars.’’

‘“ All serene. That's ghite casy.'”

s Ynu'ro got some water here, I see,” Fish remarked, as he
glanced from the-drive over the expanse of frozen lake sur-
rounded by {recs. ] _

“Yes; wa get some shating there, now it's frozen,™

Fish's eyes gleamed, .
" Bkating I" he exclaimed. *I guess I'm some at skating.”
“I rather reckon we're a fow, too,”’ said Nugent, in & bland

tone.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ii you're not foo tired, Fish, we meght get some skating
after lllrmch,f' Harry Wharton remarked. ' The weather's
ripping for 1t.” 2

: uess I'm not tired. I'll show you the way we skate
ere,” said Fish. I guess I'll open your eves some,”

ekate as well as you jump off trains?"’ asked Bob
Cherty innocently.

And Colonel %hn‘rtﬂn, coming out to meet the juniors,
um-;i_ Fiher T, Fish from the necessity of replying to that
question,

aver
£

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
How Not to Skate.

ISHER T. FI8H, during lunch, was heard to grunt

several times in an expressive way, snd observed to rub

a bone here and there, aa if 1t ached. But he azsured

his friends that he was not 1n the least hurt, mit rmust

be assumed that those demonstrations were ailoply an
Amaerican way of paseing the time.

After lunch, the juniors went out to skate.

It was a bright, sharp afterncon. The snow had ceased to
fall, and the ice on the lake was frozen as hard sasieel. |

Iinrrj' Wharton had an extra pair of skates that suited
Fisher, and the American youth carried them out on his arm.

There was & businesslike gleam in Fisher T. Fish's eyes.

He meant to show the Greyfriars juniors things when ho
once atarted skating., What reason Fish had to Bu[;ipum that
he was s spocially good skater was not clear. He had never

iven any exhibifion of extracrdinary powers. But no doubt
frﬁ concluded that, as a matter of course, he could skate much
better than any fellow in sn effete old country like England.

“ Look cut for the ice, Fishy,” said Bob Cherry, as they
atnpwd on the brink to put their skates on,

“ What's the matter with it—thini™

“0h, no!"”

“Cricky "

“Then what is there to Joak out for ¥

“ It's slippery,” said Bob blandly.

And the jumors grinned. _

Fisher T. Fish sniffed. He meunt to have the joke all on
his side as soon ag he got going on the skates. 1

“1 say, you ?gllﬂwa, you might fasten my skates,” said
Billy Bunter.

[£1 'ﬂtﬂ !:l

 Forfeit threepence,”

“"Pay up, Bob.”

“T'll pay up, but I jolly well won't fasten Bunter's skates,’
raid Ear’ Cherry. ** Why can’t you fasten them ;r,'cnurmff,
Fatty #'

“3!1. réglly, Charry—"'

“ Hosides, you can't skate !"'

“0Oh, really, you know, T'm rather a dab at skating.
Besides, one of you fellows can skate with me and hold me.’

“Catch us "

“Tt's sll right, Bunter. I guess I'll look after you,” said
Fish ?ut.mnimngly. “ You keep near me, aud I'll give you a
hand.™

Fisher T. Fish had his skates on. He slid on the ice, end
torned his head to bestow a final mocking wink upon the
English lads.

] guess—— Oh!” : .

It was rather reckless of Fish, turning his head in that way.
The ico was, as Bob Cherry had said, slippery. |

Fizsh's fect suddenly seemed to run away with him. ]

With a whiz his right skate started off at top speed, and his
left skate followed it more slowly, with the result that Fisher
T. Fish shot away in a somewhat straddled attitude,

He gave & wild gasp.

“Ow! Holy smoke!”

The juniors stood on their ekates, and roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Tar Maecwer LignAry.-~No. 152,
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“T1 say, you fellows, is t an American kind of o
ot B, i et o A mern aties
cham through ﬁ'ia big spectgoles. ]

“If it is, it's a kind we sha'n’t import Inte Greyfridrs,'
ﬂai,"jl Bob &Gﬂ'j‘; grinning,

::E“’;ha hﬁ.!‘m cs e
w! Hellup !l isher T. Fis
“My hat! ntc]fw”'

“ The watchfulmesa is terrific ['*

“ Ha, ha, ha '’

“ Go it, Fishy |” .

““ Wake snakes and walk chalka! Ha, ha, ha !’ _

Fisher T. Fish paid no heed to the derisive remark# of the
Greyfriars juniors. He led all his care to save himself
from & catastrophe—and he did not save himself, either.

{']'I'f @éja ﬁkataa jﬁr ed upon a rough lump in the ice, and Fisher

. Fish went flyimg. :

For a mcmargt l:ia juniors could see nothing but & cload of
powdery enow, mingled with skates, arme, and loge.

They roar d.

‘" Ha, ha, ha !’

““ Goed old Fish!"*

e Taadiy Eaaw s Jit had £5% ih

e ha new how he 61, .

But he w{m there, and he waﬂgt?mﬁng a soparato and distinch
ache in nearly every bone in his body. "

“ Ow 1" he gasped. * Great snakes! Ow!

The juniors skated out towards him. .

They skated in & circle round him, laughing. They could
not help laughing. They hoped Fish wasn't hurt. But after
E“ his swank, tﬁe-y could not help laoghiog at bis absurd

isaster, : .

“ I3 that how you skate in New York?"’ asked Bob Cherry,
with an air of great intercat.

“Ow! Crumbs!" ] .

“The latcst American rinking style, I suppose?

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

 Javver get left ' asked Nugent.

R e b1 gasped Fish. ¢ T—I—T think that—"

“M-m-my hat!” gasp . ¥ I—I—I1 thin

“ You iguud l:I'fa ice slippers ¥ asked Bob Cherry
sympathetically. “I warned you, you know, I told you
distinctly that it was slippecy.’

‘“ Fla, ha, hal” : N )

L o guess I'm out of practice a little,” said Fish, staggering
up. *'I kinder r_;:clmn .,I, can Jay over anything you guys can
do, anyway, on the ice. ) y

3] Yc:n?u ci'n lie gver, you mean on bhe ice,” suggested Bob
Cherry. .

And the juniors roared again,

“ Feel hurt, Fishy ™

“ 71 guess not.”

¥ Going on "

RS&“HI:ILF; 1 junior skated on

=] maerican Jumt 5K + .

T}I:ia t‘l‘-im& he was more careful not to allow his skates to
run away; snd he kept his feet. Each drive forwarg, he took
looked as if he were trying to dig his way to the bottom of
the lake. But he kept up, and that was something.

His motions could not be called graceful.

Hc was, as Nugent said, all knees and elbows, and the con=
tortions he went through were quite acrobatic.

But Fisher T. Fish was quite satisfed with himseif.

"1 guess you can't do that,” he shouted to the Greyiriara
fallows.

Bob Cherry rosred. :

‘“ Wou've guessed right; we can 't

“ What do you call this, then?"

“ Mames,'” said Bob.

“" Ha, ha, hal™

RVERY
TUEBDAY,

We skate, you know."

“Oh, 1 guess you don't know good skating when you sece
it,” said -uisher:'lr T, Fish. “ Here, get out of the wey,
Funtér !

“ Ain't you going to take me round?” demanded Billy
Buntar. . .

He was plodding along to the American on his_skates.
Every now and then he made & wild dip, and nearly went
over, but just saved himself. As & matter of fact, Billy
Bunter, in spite of his statement that he was a dab at
slating, skated about s well as he danced, and danced about
as well as he did anything clse,

Fisher T. Fish hesitated. ) . -

He did not want to burden himself with the fat junpior
and it was already dawning upon him that he would be har

ut to it in skating with the Greyiriars juniors, in any case.

ut he had said that he would help Bunter, and he was
being held to his word. 3

“(%h, all (LK.," he said. “ Gimme your paw.'”

“Oh, really——"

“Yowl

Don't collar & fellow round the neck in ;llmt

atas Tals the Chums

Bplendld, Long, C
AR felavs. By FRANK RICHARDES.
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way !" growled Fisher T. Fish.
held on. Now, quiet!" o

*I—I—I don't feel safe,”” mumbled Bunter, as Fisher T.
Fish grasped his hands, and started off with him.

“Btuff! You're safe enough™

“Dw! I—I—I don’t—" _

“ Look out ! roaread Bob Cherry.

I guess—great Columbue!" _

Billy Buntet's feet flew skyward, and he threw his arms
round Fisher T. Fish’s nefk. The American junior crashed
dewn, and Billy Bunter crashed on top of him.

The ice was pretty thick; but it was not likely to stand a
conoussion like thet. Therc was a loud, rending cvack, and
it broke.

Splash !

“My hat!” roared Bob Cherry.

“0w! Help!”
‘*ga, hg, ha!"

“Don't you know how fo

“They're inl"

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bravo!

HE water was shallow, and there was no danger of
drowning. Harry Wharton & Co. skated up guickly,
and soon drag the two missdventurers out upen the
firm ice. of them were scaked. Fisher T. Fish

had gone under héad snd all, snd came up spluttering and
gasping, Bunter was roaring with cold and fnght.
@ . juniors laughed as they dragged them out; thev
m::uld not h-l:t:ip it. It was so utterly ludierous sn ending to
Fisher T. Fish's swank. :

“Ow! P'm catching cold! Ow! I know I shall dig!
Yow!" moansd PBunter, .4z he wos laid on the ice.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow! I guess I'm wot!”

“ Raght agaifd,"” grinned Bob Cherry. “ Neover kmew &
chap whese guesaes were nearcr the mark. Here you aore,
safe, sound and sober.”

e h&. .hﬂ: ha !"* -

Figsher T, Fish shook water drops from him like & niasfiff,
He was alrcady nearly blue with eold. Bob and Nugent
were shaking Bunter, who showed a str inclination io
lie still and groan, instead of moving. Had he been allowed
to have his way, he would probably have frozenm in a lump.

“Keep moving, Bunty.”

“Ow! Leggo! I'm expiring. Yow!"

* Shake him, vou fellbwst"

“¥Yaroohl Ught! Yowp!”?

‘-II Gﬂ‘ it !‘lj

“Yow! Chuck it! Yareph!"

"Cut off to the house as quick as you can, and tumble
into bed, or you'll catch a beastly cold, as supe es a gun,”
Whartan exelsimed. “ I'H come with you, and get you come-
think hot to drink. Buck un!”

“1 gucss you're right.” .

“Buck up, then!"

And Fisher T. Fish and Billy Bunter were rushed {o tho
houss, &nd fairly hurled into bed at top speed, and Wharton
piled blankets on them.

Thanks to his encrgetic measures, they did not catch
cold; but Bunter mmlﬁ:mét_i of fecling very poorly, amd did
not recover till Wharton said that he would feoto
Mise Wharton’s medicine for himn!

Then the Owl of the Remove discovered that he did not
feel so very bad, aftor all, adding a statement that if Wher-
;qnhhﬂught.hmt any rotten medicine, he would fling it at
tis head. ;

The_ﬂr?gfriars juniors skated till dusk, and when they
came in, -they found that Fisher T. Fish and Billy Punter
had eome down, and were not looking sny the worse fur
their ducking in the lake.

- One might have expected Fisher T. Fish to show a little
modesty, or, at all events, to have a slightly subdued' manrer,
after hizs disaster.

But that was not the way of the American junior.

He grested the juniors with a nod and a grin as they
came in, evidently just as thoroughly satisfied with himself
a3 cver.

1 guess I'm sorry about Bunter's accident?’ he remarked.

“0Oh, I'm sll right now, Fish,” said Bunter.

“I guess that's no great matter,” said Fish, with his
usual coolness. 1 mean it prevented me from showing
these chaps how to skate.”

L1 ﬂh!”

“You showed us how not to skate,” remarked Bull
“That was really just as walnable, you know. "™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Fish grinned, ; ’

“ Very asmart,” he snid condescendingly, “but I wish T
could bave had & better chance to show you how we do
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It would wake-you up-a kit, I reckon.

things over thers. _
we pet any skating

But T'll show vyou at Greyiriars, if
there.

“ Do!'" said Bob Chorry gonercusly. * We're not greedy—
we don’t want to keep l;{]e lauph all to ourselves.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

And Fisher T. Fish did not continue the argument. Later
in the evening he offered to show the fellows some conjuring
tricks, and, among others, started keeping six balls in F‘t:ﬂ
with his hands. The balls rolled all over the floor, and Fi
never k more than two going at once; but he seemed
guite satisfed with his performance. .

“ Blessed if I think we want to learn how they do_things
over there,” Bob Cherry remarked privately to John Bull
“ It seems to me that Fish’s wonderful smartness consists
in pretending to do things he can't dn.”

And John Bull grinned assent.

Failure did not abash Fisher T. Fish. He would go on
from one failure to mmother with the preatest sang-frord.

“1 guess there's the balancing trick you've never seén,”

"he remarked, when le felt it was lis duty to contribute

another item to the genersl entertainment—and he seemed
to feel that to be-his duty pretty frequently. * Would you
like to seé it?"’

‘' Why, certainly,”” said the colonel with a smile.

Ho wes beginning to know Fish, Miss Wharton also
gxpregsed. a smiling desire to see the balancing trick. The
juniors ssgented with a genernl grin. They cxpected to sce
the American junior play the " giddy goat' again, as Bob
exprassed it

*1 guess I want four chairs,” said Fish.

“ Here .you are.”

“ The herefulness is terrific.”

Fisher T. Fish drew the chairs towards him, in a clear
space in the large drawing-room. He stood upon two of
them, myaking Miss Wharten tromble for her chairs, and took
the othér two in his hands. -

“1 guess I hold. out these two at arm's length,” aaid
TMisher T. Fish, “and, at the same tirhe, stand on the backs
of the lower two, and balanco myself. Ever scen it done?”

“On the stage,” said Harry Wharton, * Be careful, for
goodness aake.”

“Oh, I guess it's &il O K.

“ It doesn't look all OLK. to me."

“ Dear mo,'™ said Misa Wharton nervously.

“0Oh, it's all right—you watch me."”

And Fisher T. Fish essayed the difficult trick.

The juniors did watch him.

They -ﬂl.ﬁemd him to come _a fearful cropper cvery
moment. The colonel tugged at bhis white moustachs, and
Miss Wharton looked worried. The old soldier was ofraid
tlkat Fish would hurt himself, and Miss Wharton {eared that
he would damage the chairs

Fish rose on the backs of the lower chairs.

He balanced himself well, and it scomed a ‘miracle that
the chairs did net tip over. Then he glowly raised the
other two at arms’ length.

“*“Tha ass!" muttered Bob Cherry.
sure as a gun!”

“ He'll b down in & minute.”"

“The downfulness will be terrifie.” )

“Watch me, people,” said Fisher T. Figh.
how we do things over there——Oh!™

One of the chaira tinped ovaer,

There was a terrific crash! )

The chairs crashed and rolled in various dircetions, ond
_E‘ish, fortunately falling clear of the chairs, bumped on the

0.

The carpet was thick, but it did not save the American
Fisher T. Fich gave a wild

“ He's going over, os

“This 18

iuniﬂr from a hard concussion,
wowl.

“Yarooh! Yownf"

The juniors burst into a roar.

*“Ha, ha, ha!" i

They van to pick the American up. ’

Fish was limping when he stood alcttpon his legs again, He
was not EE‘I‘iﬂuﬂ-l{I‘ hurt, but he had & wvariety of pains in
various parts of him. .

“Y guess I don't see where the cackle comes in,” he re-
marked crossly. *'I slipped up on it that time, but I can
Jdo it.”

“ Ha, ha, hat"

“I'll try agnin—"'

“ My dear boy—"

We——at Greyiriars—

“Aht ] o

“ And then I'll show you something,” said Fish.

““ Ha, ha, ha! Are you hurt?’

“(Oh, no, I guess not.”

And the juniors roared again.

gan Misz: Wharton
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Fisher was grunting and rubbing his legs, and he cer-
tainly looked as if he was hurt; but as he said he wasn't,
there was no harm in laughing, and they laughed.

It . was Fish's lagt performance for the evenmgf

.The American junior was still oubbing his hmbs purrep-
titivusly when the g retired for the ht, and, a3 a
matter of fact, he hsd several aches gbout him thet lasted
through the night, though he would not sdinit their
existence, perhape not even to himself.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
On the Track.

ARRY WHARTON had told the American junicr of the
incidents of the previous night, and the Americun
ﬁniﬂr fully a that John Bull must undoubtedly

s aleep.-walker. In fact, Fish stated that he had
slready noticed many things sbout Bull which indicated as
much. When Harry asked what those thiogs were, the
American was a little vague.

“I guess & keen chap can see thess thi
*1 don't know exactly that I can deseribe the symptoms,
But Pm not surprised—not surprised at all.”

Whereat Harry Wharton smuled. He knew that Fisher T.
Fizsh always knew everything——after it had happened.

John Bull junior, went to hed quite nnoomscious of the fact
that his comrades were taking a great and unusual interest in
his' movenents.

Perhapa he had hiz own matters to think about, too.

Harry Wharton's idea was to place something near the deor
that would be knocked over when the zleepwalker opened it,
and thereby wake the other fallows. :

Then they would be able to get up and follow the
pomnambulist, or stop him and get him ba.u:‘.j: to bed, as seemed
more advisable. -

Wharton was last in bed, and he turned the light out. After
he had done &0, he lenned a hockey club against the door.

Ti}an he went ﬁu bed. q

" ¥, you fellows,™ said Billy Bunter, “ are you going to
hunt { gfaaaad ghost again to-night? Upon the whole, you
needn't weke ms up if you do. I think I can't waste niy time
over such rot.”

“Oh, blow the ghost?' said Bob Cherry. **The phost is
a back number, and we're finished with him.'”

“The backfulness of the number is terrifie.”’

“1 ex you were only [rightened by the wind, yon
koow,” went on Bunter. * That was really why I onglt to
have been with you, to keep up your courage. ‘}ha Presence
of one really brave chap in a party makes a lot of difference.*

‘" Ha, ha, ha I”

“Oh, really, you fellows——""

“¥You're too funny to live, Bunter. Go to sicep.”

" Look here, Cherry——"

* Rats [
* Forfeit!'” aaid Nugent.
*Oh, blow—"

“ That makes it sixpence. I'l remind you in the morn-
ing,"” Nugent chuckled.

And Bob Cherry snorted.

*1 say, you fellows, you'll have quite a nico sum in that
moneybox hi;r the time you get back to Greyfriars,” snid
Bunter. “T've pot a sug n to make. 1 have a splendid
idea for making money, if 1 had & little capital to start with.

you p the money in my handy—-27

“Dh, ring off I'?

" Well, then, I've ancther wheeze. Let's have a splendid
Iead to colebrate the operung of the new term——"'

"Geo to sleep !

“0Oh, really, you know—"

“Chuck a boot at him !"

“1t's all vight. I'm going to sleep,” said Bunter hurriedly.

And he went to sleep—and snored!

Tho juniors were all asleep soon after Bunter, with possibly
ona exception. Harry Wharton, at all events, was sound in
glumber, when a sudden crazsh awakened him.

He started ug. ]

A oold draught of air in the room warned him that the deor
l:ad boen opened, and he knew that the crash must have Leen
mada by the hockev-ztick falling down.

He did not utter a sound.

But ho strained his ears and listened. He did not hear the
. door close, and he guessed {hat it had closed alveady. BHome-

ona had gone out of the roomn, taking no notice of thé neis
mude by the fall of the stick.

Wharton, as he strained his ears, thought he heard a faint
sound from the distance, as of soieone going guietly down-

stairs.
He had not the slightest doubt that Joln Bull had gone.
Hs whifp&d cut of bed.
“You fellows awake? he asked hurriedly.
" Hallo, hallo, hallo!"
"E;:D!” h Bull )
g7 up, you chaps! 's gone out!
Taz ME‘JH'ET Lisrary.—No, 132,
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. he remarked.

“FORWARD, FISH!”

: : e i
T EVERY e " oRE
[ TUESDAY, The M!tﬂ PERNY. '
“My hat ™
" Threeperce,” said Nugent sleepi

] *

** Buck op?” said Harry, groping fﬁr a matohbox.

_He found one, and struck a match. He waa right. John
Bull was gorie. His bed was empty, and his clothes had been
taken. It was clear that he had dressed himself, to his boota
and ovércoat, before going; but that, of course, was not an
upugual proceading with & somnambulist.

Fisher T. Fish yawned and sat up.

* What's the row!"” he asked.

* Bull’s gone I

* Great snakes! What did I tell youl”

*‘ Blessed if I remember.”

“(h, come off! 1 knew ha was a sleepwalker.”

“' 80 did we. Buck up! We shall have to get after him
before he gets out of doors.” ; f

It was impossible for the juniors to out into the bitter
cold without their clothea; but they bundled their thjzga on at
expresa speed.  Billy Bunter did not move. He prele his
warm bed, But Harry Wharton, Bob, Nugent, Fish, and
Hyrree Bingh dressed at top apeed,  and s couple of
minutes were ready to go.

They descended m'nrﬂt;ﬁuiaté{.

Han? Wharton had lighted a dark Jantern, but he had the
Yight of it turned off now. The juniors tred cautiocusly.

did not wish to awsken any of the other inmates of the house,
or to alarm John Bull himself. They knew that it was danges-
ous for anmna.gbuiiata to be awakensd suddenly.

Which way the missing junior had gone coyld not be told;
but if he had left the houss, Wharton knew that he could a;::.
have opened the great door.. Harry made his way first to
little door, by wgich he had left the previous might te hunt
for the ghost. Yt was unfastered | .

* He's gone out this way,” said Harry, in & whisper, as the
door opened to his touch.

id I’ Em ﬂ'ﬂ.."

** This opens direct on a path into the park.”

“My hat! T wo don't catch him he may get Jost there!™
said Bob anxiounsly.

“'I\'f?e!.l, E&a’u'bwn out before, and come back safe

Y Troe”

“T1 gness it's all QK. Ebeﬁma.lhrﬂ cen look after them-
selves, eaid Fisher T. Fish. " He'll turn u J:u i
The juniors steppad outside, snd closed door. The
round was thick with snow, but the flakes were no longer
?a!ling, Their feet sank desp into the soft mass.

Wharton held up his hand as they stood in the clear, cold
air, and listened.

“ Hark 1" he =aid. -

From the deep silance of the tress came a sirangw, wailing
sound, walted to and fro on_the cold wind. -

It was the mysterious wailing they had heard before—the
nnearthly shriek of the phantom of the park!

In spite of themselves the Greyiriars juniors turned pale
g5 they heard it.

THE TWENTY-SECOND- CHAPTER:
Tracked Down!

" REAT :nakeal” muttered Fisher T. Fish. " What's
that?™ ;

“ The giddy ghost,” murmured Bob Cherry, ' at it
b.again! ﬁegular nightly performance!”

“ B-b-b-bunt—"

“{Jome on, Fishy, let's see you capture a ghost, in the way
you do it *over there.'”

B I . 1 08S “_‘H' -

iz l-lfpld on!” szaid Harry Wharton, * We're kmking for
Rl now, not for the ghost, Bob. The ghoet can wait,'

“(an't see Bull??

“Wa must find him."

The juntors rlanced round them.

The moon, alirost at the full, was sailing in the clear, cold
sky. The light glimmered on tne snowy trees, and the ground
covered with white. . .

The trees stood up like gaunt s res in the n}mnhﬁht

There was nothing to be sesn of Johe Bull, junior. He had
certainly left the house by the same door that the chums had
waedd I-‘;:,_jt, he was gpone!

“ Let's look for tracks,’” =aid Nugent. ** We haven't been
Roy Hcouts for nothing. We can follow tracks in the snow." .
HGEEi'&gEE” ] )

The snow was soft from a mecent fall 4t received deep
atul clear impressions from the boots.

A track away from the house towards the park, and it
wos easy to follow. John Bull's boots had left clearly printed
traces.

* This way,” zaid Harry Wharton. ** Unless the soow falla
agnin before we've found him, we shall run him dnw:;a all

lendid, Long, Complete Tale of the Chu
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ﬂgh,';‘ And T don't think there will be any more snow jos:

The juniors starbed on the'track.

It them divectly to the park, and they plunged in among
the shadows of the trees.

The track was still gquite clear, though in the dimness of the
wood it required more careful sorutiny to keep to it

As the juniors prooeeded, the strange wailing grew louder to
their ears. The wind was so uncertuin, tossing the sound to
and fro, that they could not hear it connectedly for more thaw
a few seconds together. But it was persistent, and the in-
crease of volume showed that they were nearing it.

" Bloseed if it dossn't sound like some musical instrumant,”
Bob Cherry exclaimed, -

Nugent shook his head,

" Never heard a musical instrument make a vow like that,”
Eﬁﬂsmd. “1t's nothing like a cornet, anyway, or a fiddle, or
a fupe !

““It might be a lot of instruments playing together ont of
tune, to'judge by the sound,” said Harry Wharton; * but
it's not Joud ancugh for that. But one thing's jolly certain—
it's not & voice of any eort. A row like that couldn’t come
from a human throat.”

“ My worthy chum is right,’”* ssid the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“1f the blowfulness of the es wind was not 30 unsteady,
we could plane it better.”

“We shall soon sec sbont it: the track lcads straight to-
wards the summerhonse,” said Wharton sharply; * and the
sounds comes from theve."

“My bat! I guess that Johnny Bull is thers. He's heard
thf,: E‘w l!.ll his gleep, and gone to investigate,” said Fish.

I ¥

“It's. quite possible he's gone chost-hunting,” said Harev
sorronsly, ”Eammhul,ﬁmg‘f heliave, go over 1n their sleep
anything that has bean impressed on their mind in the dayv-
time, @ have been talking a lot about ghost-hunting, and
that may have started him off."

* llere's the plope.”™

The junigre werg in sight of the little sumrmgerhouse now-—
a dark mass, with & rool of gleaming white, looming up in
the gloom of the wood,

The sound had ceased.

The jumiors paused for s moment and locked at one
dnother.

_The track in the snow lod straight up to the summerhouse,
rizht up to the hali-open door.

Wharton's eyes gleamed,

“Bull is there?’ he whispered,

" Yeoa, rather."

* The track goee right up to the <loor, and there is ne track
leading away. He must be atill in there."

“ Right &' ) .

“ And the ghost, too, 1 guess,” suid Fisher T. Fish. “ Un-
lass the chap who's making that row can get out without
leaving footprints, he'a there still,'

The juniors hearts beat hard.

On.the previous night they had been too late to find the
maker of mysterious sounds in his haunt.

But they hed evidently caught him napping this time.

Whoever and whatever he was, he was certainly in the
summerhouse at this moment, and could not leave it with-
cub passing un ir @

They were ugon the brink of a discovery. _

“* Hle muset have heard us coming, and has stopped for that
reason,” Nugent m "

¥ But Bull —what is he doing "'

** Bleased if I know."

*The blessfulness is terrific.”

There was no sound from the little building, i

The juniors stood in the snow, looking at it dublously.
They were not afraid, though they were startled and alert.
But they hesitated a little before approaching the mysteriois
apot.
pjﬂlnd as they hpsitated, the strange sounds burst ferih
again,

5WI!nsu'l;«::-n started violently.

“ Hark!I" he cried. :

From the summerhouse came the erash of barbaric sound-—
and now, close as they were, they heard it plainly, and
recognised it. ) ) )

+' only hat!" ejnculated Bob Cherry, in astonishment.

“ It's Bull!™

** The concertina ! . ;

“ The concertinafulness i3 teerificl’

“* (3reat Scott !

C'rash-g-s-5-5-5-ash !

Gro-ro-ro-ro-ro-rooh |

Grici-i-i-ind! , |

It was certainly Bull’s concertina, playing something that
was perhapa very classical, for thiere was no hint of a tuno
about it
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The juniors stared at one another blankly,

Then altogether they burst into a laugh.

The thing was too absurd ! .

What they had tsken for the wailing of the phantom was
the sound of John Bull's tuneless musioal instruinent.

The sound, broken and tossed to and fro on the breeze, had
been unrecognisable for what it really was, until the listeners
were close at hand.

But they know 1t now. )

“The concertina,’” murmured Hariy Wharlon.
Heotland YVard !

" Forfeit ' grinned Nugent,

“*Ha, ha, ha!" . i )

“I guess I cxpected it would turn out like this" said
Fisher T. Fish. * You sce, the blessed concertina was on
Johnny Bull's mind, and you wouldn’t let him play it about
the house. He's wallmed out here in his sleep to play it.”

"By Jove!"

" Come on,’” said Wharton abruptly.

The juniors moved on to the summerhouse, end Wharton
led the way in.

“Grreat

THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Asleep.

OHN BULL was seated there. He had a candle hurninﬁ
in & corner, and he was scated witk his thick coat on, an
another coat over his knees. :
He had the concertina in his hands, snd was grinding

out music at a great rate. . i

His face was partly turned from the juniors. His head
was & little on one side. They rememberced that attitede of
old. There was n rapt look on his face. Perhapa his soul
was g0 musical that he found some great charm in the terrifie
noise he was jerking out of the concertina. Or perhaps he
was musically desf.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. “ First time I ever heard
of & p-walker playing a concertina [

“L guess I knew it all along. T could have told you a$
any time that Bolly was a sleep-walker.”

* Rata "

1 guess so, sir,”” ] i

1 wonder the row dosan't walie him up,” said Nugont.

“ (Oh, sleop-walkers can sleep through anything !" aaid the
American junior. I guess I knew Johony Bull was a slecp-
wulker the first time I saw him.””

“J wish you'd take George Washington for your model,
I"ifh ' murmured Bob Cherry.

L gu ) . ; ;

Wa'd botter wake him up,” said Hlarry Wharton, ' He
can't be left here. I never expected to find John Bull and
the ghost at the same time. I supposa he’s bean doing thia
every night. Ne wonder the keepers thought it was the
giddy ghost, Bhall we wake him up?”

“* ¥eu; he may catch cold.”

“Ball! I say, Bull 1™ o

John Bull turned his head towards the juniors.

Heo pave a start. .

Then he lowered the concertina and stﬂm::l at tham _lglank!;r.

“ My only hat!” shouted Nugent. “ He's awake!

 Awake 1" _

“The wakefulneas is terrific.”

John Bull glared at them.

“ (M course I'm awaks!™ he said. “ Do you think I cama

here to practice the concorting in my sleep, you ailly
duffers ¥’

[i Dh !lb

Fisher T. Tish's jaw dropped.

“Wall, carry me home to die!"” he murmured.

“ Then—then you're not & sleep-waller ! stammered

Wharton, staring at the midoight perforiner on
concertina.

“ A what?

“ A somnambulist ™

John Bull snorted.

“What put that
doemanded.
*Well, wo—wo—— ) .
 Blessed if I know why you should be such a silly ass.
“Oh, draw it mild! You see—="" ° 1
“You see, Fishy knew it all aluni.” said Bob Cherry, with
grin, *° Fishy knew the moment he saw you that you were
somnambulist."” 5
“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.
[19 I m______"
“\What utter rot!” said John Tull
sompnambalist, and never have becn one!
ass ™

“1 guesg—

 Ha, ha, hal"

idiotic idea into your head?” ho

FE

o

“I'm mnot a
Fishcr is a slly

¥
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i ;;Tllt:lﬁa good, ¥isky )" howled Bob Cherry. - Jevver ged
¢

“Ha, ha, ha!"” .

g o ?lfuﬂ'rve put your foot right inte it this time, Fishy, Ha,
a, ha!

* What are you eilly asses doing out of bed at this time of
mght 1" demapded Johm Bull ungratefully.

‘ Looking for you,” ssid Wharton, with some indignation.
”}?’E hf:h:: E‘; you were walking 1w your =leep.”

" You were out last night, and you never mentioned it !"”

"I was keeping it dark!” snorted Bull, " I've been oud
nearly every night to practice the eoncertina here.”

“ What on earth for?"” : ;

“1 want to keep up my practice, asa  I'm going.to give
puih%l.;!:: ]}arf-ulrlmanma with the concertina when I'm proficient.”

L] F. !-t II
LJ: Last turn, I suppose, to clear the house,” suggested Bob

‘herry,

J nhi Bull did not deign to reply to that remark. He care-
fully placed his concertina back I ifs case.’” | :

““But what did you want to sneak out of a might fer, to
prm:triu " demanded Wharton, ** You might have caughé
cold.”

Bull sniffed.

“ You fellows made such a fuss about my practising in the
dartime,” he replied, *I could never touch the concertina
without a row."

“Ha, ha, ha! Quite right!” ;

" The rowlfulness waa certainfully terrific.”

John Bull gave a grunt. _

“T mcan, without you fellows making & vow; but Fyou
know what I mean well enough. You barred ths concertina,
aud as you couldn’t appreciate good mausie, I determined that
1 wouldn't give you amy. It's no good casting pesrls before
__ahern 1—I mean, it's no good wasting one's musical giffs on
Philistines. So I came out here of o might to practise, all on
my lonesome, I never expected eny silly ass to imagine that
I wos & sleep-walker.”

% One for vou, Fishy ["

“ Ha, ha, hal” . ,

“ Fishy knew you were a ronmmnambulist the first time he
siw you—I don’t think.”

“ Ha, ha, hal” N .

¢ Yolly cold here,” said Fisher T. Fish.
better %ﬂ;l’- back."’

And he started off, .

The juniors yelled with lsughter. The smart American,
who knew everything, had over-reached himself once more.

“1 suppose f:d better come in,”’ growled John Bull. "I
don't see why I eouldn’t practise without being disturbed,
though, when T chose such a time 2a this.”

“Von should have explained, vou ass; and there’s no need
to make that awfal row st midnight, either,” said Wharton

“T guess weo'd

saverely. ‘*No wonder people thought the park wes
kannted.””
“ s, ha, ha!"

The juniors marched John Bull back to the house.
Fisher T. Fish was in bed when they entered, and he was

Anothex ILoOoXag,

Ooxmplete School "Tale of

oosm, The “IRagmet™  gue,

sither maleep, or affecting to be so. He did not want anmy
w“ chipping on the éubject of his great knowledge ol
nambuhiam, .
g{mle:p. Fihy, old son " asked Bob Cherry.
More )

“Oh, he's nslesp!” said MNugent, with a wink. “Lock
here, we'd better tie him to his bed, I think, He's a slecp-
walker. T knew he was a sleep-walker the first time I BAW
him. A keen chap like me can always see these things. It's
the way we do it over there,”

' Ha, ha, hal”
Fisher T. Fish snored more emphatically then ever.
The juniors, chuckling, turned im.

- L] ¥

Tho next dey was the last at Wharton Lodge, and one
morning_later, the juniors prepared for the return to Grey-
friars. Ja}ﬁuﬂuwck&d up I';:: ]:.tm"h. us hﬁgnmdm}: ':ﬁ:i
clrefﬂl;i'. B pointing er we, wWho
entertg.mﬁfhp dlingvermg hope that he might forget it, and

e 1f 1nd. .

lgnel Wharton drove the juniors to the station, bright
end cheerful in the keen weather; sorry the holidays were
over, but keen, upon the whole, to get back to the old scheol
and the old faces H%&i“. ]

* ] fancy we ahall have a good bit in the money-box when
we got to Greyfriars,” said Frank Nugent, taking the money-
box out of his pocket on the platform, and rattling Ixt. It
certainly sounded pretty full of money. It will be a leg up
for the sports’ fund.”

“ Yes, ratherfully.” i 3

“I pay, you fellows, what do you say to a big fred with
thot tin, as soon as we get to Oreyiriars?’ suggested Bunter.
“* What do you say, Nugenti™

" Rata!"

“ Forfeit 1"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!" ) .
_ "What do you say, Wharton? 1 think it's a jolly cod
tf?ﬂ.,” pereisted Billy Bunter. ** But, what do you say aboub
i

Nugent held the money-box ready, but Harry Wharton did
not say ‘' rats.”” He grinned -I:haerfull'!. j .
“T say that I regard the suggestion with extreme dis-
approval, and that I decline to entertain it on any grounds
whatever,” he replied solemnly.
, reelly, Wharton—"" ;
“No forfeits from me!” grinned Wharton. ‘' No jolly

foar 1"
holding out tha box.

T} I'Iﬂu 'ha Iu
“ Forfeit 1" .
And Wharton had to admit that hé was ceught. He paid
un with & grin, A few minutes more, and the juniors h
shaken hands all round with the kind old eclonel, and the
train was bearing them swiftly back towards Greyfriare.
TRE END.

velled Nupgent,
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INTRODUCTION.

Martin who has had sent to him at different times four raven's feathers
accompanied by & warning letter. Dare promises to try and find the
sender, but the same night Martin s mr:'mrinu:‘!i poisonsd. The
young deféctive's investigations lead him to & Jew's bouse, where he ls

, ] Stanley Dars, the Boy Detective, is visitsd one day by & man named

" thrown into an underground vanlt. Finding Dere does not return, Pro-

fessor MacAndrow sets out in search of him, He enters the same Jow's
bouse, and i:n%uestmmd as to whether be is a doctor, He replies In the
affrmative, is requestad bo attend & man whoe is lying i1l io the house.
The profassor finds he Is unable to be of sarvice, when the invalid

€hy Man Who Lived Under the Barth—A Queer Com-
panlon—In the Nick of Time.

“Well, it's a good thing that I am blessed with fairly
trong nerves,” muttered Stanley Dare, as he stood in the

amp, ‘unpleasant vault, with a skeleton ewinging on a
movable frame just behind him, and the mqnds of the
horrible and mirthless laughter dying away in front of
him. It is & bit of a trying ordeal to have such sights and
pounds. eprung on one. I should almost imagine that the
man who sang that gruesome ditty and laughed thet un-

lsasant laugh must be mad. He is alive, at all eventa.

ave certainly read of the ghosts of dead people indulging
in wild bursts of laughter occasionally, but these phantoms
generally manage to disappear when a detective etaris
investigating.™

As neither the song nor the laughter were renewed, the
young detective pushed on again towsrds the light, which
showed steadily amid the darkness. The passage narrawed,
and at length he came to an opening about two feet in
width by one in depth. He peered through, and saw a
plainly-furnished room. i

For a few moments he hesitated az to the course of action
he should pursue. The fellow might be one of the Raven
EIHIE., and Dare had no desire to fall into o second trap.

‘here might be & number of his ascciates within hail. Up
to the present, the singer of the gruesome song had rve.
mained invisible: but it was chance, after all, that deeided
the matter.

_ He slipped on the pile of rubble on which he was stand.
ing, a fell with a clatter. Thers was an exclamation
from the man within the room: a wooden shutter was
lowered, and & wizened old head peered forth from an
aperture which was now big enough to easily admit a man.

“Have we got dead men rising from their graves?™
shouted & cracked voice. “ Have at ye, then! I care little
enough for either living or dead. Come, show yoursell,
whoever ve are !’ :

He Aourished a formidable-looking club as he stood just
within the opeming.

Diare rose to his feet.

“ Put wvour club down ! he said. “I a:n a living man,
with a revolver !

“You are the first living man who has evar come along
that paseage since I have been here ! exclahned the strange
individual, ‘* How did you get there?”

“ 1 can tell you that afterworde. First, let ma claim your
hespitality. This is not a cheerful place out here, with the

nes of dead men all around ona™
; ';A man with & revolver! You are modern, then, Come
!

; ”lfl':h, I am modern enough !’ replied Dare, with s short
augh.

He climbad through the opening into a chamber of
moderate size, furniched plainly, yet with a certain degrce
of comfort. ITia host was as strange a specimen of-humanity
as he had ever seen. His age might have becn anything
batween sixty and eighty, for his fage was the colour of
old parchment, and grotesquely lined and wrinkled. A
mere frame of & man he was, who seemed to be conly skin
end bone, and the faded costume that he wore was of a
past age. It might have at one time belonged to a buck
who lived when George the Fourth was King.

Tez Maower Lisriry.—No. 152,
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dencunces one of the men, who bave accompanied
ropm, &% & murderer :

acAndrew lnto the

{Now go ca with the Story.)

Thae pair regarded each other curiously.

“ Where may you have pome from?"’ demanded the
gtrange old man. *“You are not one of the Ravena.”

¥ No," replied Dare, dropping his hand on to the butt of
Lie revolver. " Are you?”

The old man gave one of his queer, cackling laughs.

“Take your hand from your weapon,” he croaked. “I
am not one of them, but 1 know all about them. I have
heard their meost secret councils, and I have heard them
discuss nearly all their planned robberies and worse crimss
before they were committed. But yet they know nothing of
my existence.”’

“If you heard them planning their erimes, why did you
not give information to the police?’ demanded the young
:é:}tmtivﬂ. ““Tt was in your power to prevent murder being

e

“The police!  The man ehook his head. * I know
nothing about them. I know nothing about the world of
to-day. I live down here always, and here I shall remain
until I join those others yonder.," He pointed to the vaults
i‘:ﬂ'h.l we shall be a very gay company together down

ere !

¢ Down in the vaults the dead men lie,
And their Beshless lips are grinning."”

He croaked out the lines of the weird song, cracking his
fingers at the same time lMke cactanets. Darc Brought him
bagk to a less gruesome subject by an abrupt guestion.

“ How do you learn the secrets of the Ravens’ gang?’

“ By listening to them while they falk.”

* But how about your food " pursued Dare. ** You must
eat and drink.”

“ There is one man who knows of my existence,” was the
reply. “ He keeps me well supplied. But I shall not give
vou his name.’”

“Will you give me your own name’?’

“ There is no reason why I should not,” he answered, with
an slaborate bow. ‘' It is Gaston Venables."

Having made this announcement, he turned away,
muttering to himself. He appeared to be sane enough at
j;imi?j;. but evary now and then the light of inzanity gleamed
in his eyea.

Dare asked him for a drink of water, and his queer hoet
began to place foed upon the table

“* Here you are, lad,” he said. * It 15 seldom that I have
4 guest.”

he young detective was guite ready for the meal, which,
indeed, might be a favourable opportunity for gaining seme
information which he believed Venables could give him.

The old man put a bottle and glasses on the table, and
some cold beof, bread, and pickles. Dare did justice to the
meal.  When it was nearly ended, he put the question
which had been in his mind all the time.

““You say you know the socrets of the gang,” he soud
* D¢ you know why they arran the murder of Lawrencs
Martin, and who did the deed? Above all, at who:s in-
stigation it was carried out? For the Ravens had been
given some false information, which led to the crime.”

Gaston Venables drained his glass, and hie black eves
E}enmed cunningly. He leaped to his feet, and beckoned

are to follow him. ‘They crossed the room to a door
that was let in so skilfully to the wall that it wa: not
visible until one got close to it.

A Grand, New Sohoo!l Tale, by Charles Hamiiton, 1= In
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1t opened at hie touch, and he led the way along a low
and narrow tinnel, in which they were noble to stand
upright.

“This place seams to be honeycombed with passages and
vaults,"”" said Dare.

“It is,” veplied Venables. “"And of the thouwsands of
people who are for ever passing and repassing overhead,
there is only one, save ue, who knows of their existence.
The Raven gang are only aequainted] with a very small part
of them. The Ravens—— Ha!” He gripped the bni' detec-
tive by the wrist, hiz eyes burning again with thal gleam of
insanity which seemed to come at infervals. * You are their
enatoy ¥

“Yes," veplied Dare.

“{iocdl | Then we will sweep them awav yei! Have at
them, the rogues! We will clip the Ravens' wings !

He ran on, and the voung detective stumbled after him.
A «oclid wall seemed fo block their further progress.
Venohles passed his hands over it, and then pressed st o
certain #pol. There was a soft ' chick,” and then a beam of
Lght shot throngh the wall, The old man beckoned him
cnward, and the next moment he was looking through an

opening into a fairsized chamwber, where a strange scens

was being enacted,

A man was lying on & truckle-bed, apparently dead.
Another man, whom he recognised as Profeesor MacAndrew,
was struggling with three others, who had foreed hin, face
dﬂwnwarg, on to a table; while a fourth —the Jew, Isaac
Cohen - was endeavouring to fasten a pair of handeuffs on
te his wrists., '

With lighitning quickness, Dare whipped out his revelver
and fircd, sending the handeuffs flying. Then it was thal
he gave the order, in his clear, ringing voice

“Hands up, you miscreants! I have vou covered, and
tlie man who does not obey will ba shot !™

Gaston Venables laughed ehrilly.

“This way,” he whispered hoarsely---**this way! We
heye then now. I hate them, and I amn gisd to see them
baffled ! This way! We will now ge and clip the Ravens’
wings.”’

He bad swung back a eglab of stone which moved on »

vot. BPare vrepl through the opening, revolver in hand.

Fenables [ollowed, amd in & momeunt they were facing the
astorntcledd ruffians.

“Stanley Dare!" cried the professor, with delight.
“Weel, noo, laddie, ye're just iu the nick o' time. m
richt wlad to see ye're alive and unhurt, Will ye just keep
these seonndrils w1 their hands up until I disarm them ¥

“AN vight,” replied Dare. * Fire away !

MacAndrew thercupon deprived each man of such weapon
ar weapons that he possessed, and calmly dropped them all
inte his cepacions pocketa.

*Ye may put vour hands doon the noo,” he said.

The young detective had sccured a pocket-book which had
dmp]ile-d upont (ie fAoor, affer which he made a eysteinatico
search of the apartment. e «lid not find anyihing else
that would be likely o EMTE of any value as evidence in
the case. The men watched him su !fenly.

“Whaur's vour aueerJookine fviend ¥ demended Mae-
Andrew suddenty.

Dare east u hasty pglanee round, Vensnbles had Jis
appeared ag guietly a= a phantom of one of those long since
dead wen, among whow he led his strange existence.

“He hos gone back to his tomb,” said Dare guictly.
is uselezs to attempl 1o follow him, and these faqi
him no harm,"”

* What are you going to dae aboot them ™" aszked the pio-
fessor.

“We must leave them here for the proeent,” replied
Darc. " They have only one avenue of escape, and I will
take care thal it is blocked. We have worl to do elee-
whero.”

He turned upor Bastett,

“ I accuze you of the murder of Lawrenee Martin® he
eaid. " And on that charge you will be arrested, unless
you prefer fo stay down in these vaults and starve I”

“You will find xome difficalty in preving the charge!™
sncorodd Bassett,

Dare turned away without anvther word. From some-
where near at hang the weird zong sounded rgain, though
the man who sang was invisible.

The Jew was grey with terror, and his associates were evi-
dently in the grip of superstilious feara,

They stared about them uneasily as the words of the old
mane nucanny song, which Dare had first heard when he

wes groping hiz way through the vaults, broke wpon their
Lars .

Dare and the professor quitted the chamber, and closed
the door after them, leaving the ruffians with their dead
vietim, and the words of the gruesome somg haunting them,

and leaving them a prey fo vague and nameless torror,
1x MaeNET LipmARY.—No. 1532,
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The Tenant of Priogy House—A Warning from Innmocent
Lips—Unwelcome Yisttors.

“J was a fool! I ought to have contrived to place the
book zomewhere in his rooms I:refm'a-—blainria thet evening.
Now it is too late. And the book--hang it1—is etill in m
wogscssion.  If they were to find out I should ke murdered.

here is no pesecibility of cscape when once they get oo a
man’s track! No poseibility of escape!™ ;

Philip Garstone, the tenant of Priory Houss, which stocd
at the very edge of Marplesdon Woods, in Suffoll, with the
nearcst house at least two miles distant {rom if, was pacin
the floor of the library with an anxious and troubled loo
upon his face.

It was not a prepossessing face at any time, but the: ex.
prezswon which now darkened 1t added to the hazbiiual scowl
which contracted hie heavy brovs, and had alresdy set two
deep, vertical wrinkles in gm centre of his forchead, »'though
he had not yet reached middle aga. i

His wife liad died five years apo, when Philip Garstone
was still etropggling with poverty, Sometimee in those days
money had been fairly plentiful for & week or two, but he
never ventured to tell his urmhappy wife—ior the marnage
had been far from a happy one—how he hod obtsined the
Money,

She, poor lady, found out guite by acecident, that her
husband was & forger, an unconvicted one certainly; but
that Jdid not alter the i‘mt. of his felony, and the knowledge
brought her to an early grave.

There was one child of the marringe—a girl named Alice,
who was now eleven years of ape.

_And now Philip Garstone was a comparatively rich man,
living in a large bhouse, and keeping a number of servants.
Perhaps there were {tmes when the face of his dead wife rose
up before him, gazing at him with reproachful eyes; but if
he ever repented any evil that he had done in his life, it was
simply because the risk of detection was not vet absolutely
removed —that there was & lurking danger of some one of his
past acts being found out,

He had paused opposite a maple-wood cabinet, from which

he tock a decanter of brandy and a glass. Hec poured the
EEJ]‘J* out with a trembling hand, then tossed it off without
the addition of any water. it gave him fresh courage—of a
kind—and he laughed at his previous fears.
"I must destroy that book,” he muttered. “I have kept
it hitherto because 1 thought it might give me a hold over
them in caze of need. But thai need has passed now ihat I
have inkerited Lawrence Martin's money. The book is now
a dangevous possession. I will burn it this very evening.”

He crossed the room fo o burean, whore thiza book, which
he seeined lo copsider so dangercus a possession was kept.
He had titted o key into the lock, and was ubeut to turn i,
when there was a timid knock upon the door, and a childish
volee said :

* May I come in, papa *"

“Oh, is it you, Alce?” ecluiced Philip Garstone im-
patiently. **Yes, vou can come in. What is it you went ¥’

The door opened, and a sweet-faced little girl of cleven,
with curly brown hair, entered the room. She was the Living
image of her dead mnother.

Philip Garstone’'s Hard face softened a little as the girl
van ta his stde and clasped her handz about his arm.

1 was at the end of the kitchen-garden sitting under tho
hedge ncarest the wood,” she said, " when two gentlemen
came along the road and stood on the other side taiking.”

* Well, and what were they talking about ' asled iligy
Garstone, with a slight smile. ** We gﬂﬂ't have many visitors
to ﬂ"F Priory. Were they talking of coming in to see met”

* Yes,

Philip Garstone looked surprised. It was certminly not
usual for an{ vizitora to Priory House fo come by way of
Marplesdon Woods. The road was the nearest route fo the
vﬂlalg-:-_. and the little country railway station.

It iz ecurious that they have not rung the bell vet,"” ha

said. " They have had plenty of time to go round te the
door. What were they saying ?*
* I didn't quite understand what they mennt, for they said

such funny things,’” replied Alice. " One of them said, * Do
you think Phibp Garstone will be caught napping® I
suppost he mennt would they find you aslcep.”
“Eh? Yes, yes! OF course—that's what he meant—ex-.
ected to ecateh me taking an afterncon nap. Some friends,
expect, who think of having a bit of fun with me. Ha, ha!
But what else did they say? You are a good girl, Alice;
1y and remember all they said.”
_ The child opened her blue eyes widely as she glanced up
infa her futher’s face. He had laughed—nof a very morry
langh, certainly—and said that these gentlemen meant to
have o bit of fun with him, but was it the prospect of fun
that had turned bis face so grey all at once, that had brought
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the big beads of perspiration out on his forchead as though
the evening was hot? ,

8he was puzzled, but was tod young to guess the hidden
meaning of such a change, and a3 she had never been en-
couraged by her father to ask questions sbout himself, she
refrained from doing so now, but went on to repeat the
fragments of conversation which she hed overheard.

“ Some of the things they eaid I did not hear properly,”
continuad  Alice.  ““And one of them tallked like our
gurdener—he's a Scotchman, isn't he?—so I couldn’t under-
stand much that he said: but the other one said you would
fall into the trap unless you were on your guard. What do
they mean by ‘falling into a trap? What trap can you
fall into, papa "

What trap? ] .

Philip Garsfone wished that he knew the trap which would
be laid for him. Who wers these men? What had they
found out? Well, whoever and whalever they were, he was
to & certain extent on his guard against them.

There was a loud ring at the front door-bell, a pause,
then the sound of féotsteps on the atairs.

“Run away how, little one!"" gaid Philip Garstone to his
a!&van-panrau{d daughter, who had unconsciously rendered
him so great a service, * and tell nurse to buy you a box of
chocolates. These—ah !—these friends—I must see alone.”

““And they won't catch you asicep, papa, will they?™
hﬁhﬂd Alics,

e girl vanished, and & few seconds later & servant
unshered the visitors into the library,

“Mr. Bmith and Mr. Johnstone,” were the names by
which they were announced, and they were represented to be
& solicitor and his client, Really, " Mr. Smith,” was
Btanlay Dare, cloverly-disguised as s middle-aged man, while
““Mr. Johnstone '’ was the professor,

Crarstone bowed with stiff formality, asked them to he
geated, and inquired their business. All the time his cyes
wera furtively scanning their faces to try and find out who
they wers, or whether they wore men whom he had ever szen
before. His scanning, however, availed him little.

“QOur business, Mr. Garstone,” replied Stanley Dare, play-
ing his part of Mr. Bmith’s solicitor (o perfection, “*is 1n con-
nection with the property which you have inherited from tha
late Lawrence Martin. ¥You are a cousin, and inherit as
next-of-kin.”

** Preoisely,”” replisd Garstone coldly.

“ My client, Mr. Johnstone,” pursued Dare, with an intro-
ductory wave of the hand towards Professor MacAndrew,
* has instructed me to take a legal action, and dispute your
title to the property.’

“On what grounds ¥

*! This will explain.” '

He laid a long official-looking envelope on the fable. It
was not sealed up. TPhilip Garstone opened the flap, and a
raven's feather dropped out.

Dare was watching him kecnly. For one instant a gleam
of terror shone in Garstone's eyes, but it was so fleeting as
hardly to be noticeable. He had been put on his guard,
and he had now a wonderful command over himself.

“What is the meaning of this?" he demanded, holding
up the black feather. “If you mean this as a practical
joke, I can only say that it is ill-timed, and I do not appre-
ciate it."

“We dinna play practical jokes, sir,'’ exclaimed the pro-
fessor in his character
of “Mr. Johnstone.”
" az nae doot ye'll find.
There's a ﬂ"uauﬂ.:u:n%.l tae
yon feather, which, if
ye canna underatand,
will, I'm thinking, be
rather bad for vou.”

“1 must still plead
ignorance,” replied
Garstone. “What
meaning can there ba
in & raven's feather?”

Outwardly he was
calm and indifferent,
standing there un-
flinchingly before the
two men whom he knaw.
ware his encmies, al-
though he did not know
wxactly the precise
form of danger to fear
from them. But in-
wardly he was quaking
with fenr.

#We must leave you
to find out,'” said Stan-

ley Dare.
visit."

“ You have said little enough,” observed Garstone drily.

Stanley Dare, as ™ Mr. Bmith, solicitor,” had picked up his
hat and %lwes, and taken a couple of steps towards the door,
On the threshold he paused. .

“ 1 forgot to mention,"” he said quietly, * that a discovery
has been made regarding the death of the late Lawrence
Martin, your cousin, which, I believe, will necessitate an
alteration of the verdiet of the coroner's jurf'.' of *Ileath
from misadventure' to one of ¢ Wilful murder "

Philip GGarstone was standing with his hand on the back of
4 chair, and as the young detective uttered the last words his
grip tightened with a spasmodie movement, as might be the
case when a maa is startled out of a forced equanimity. But
his face remained immobile as ever. His command over his
features was wonderful, considering the tornado of doubt and
dread that was raging within him.

“T regret to hear it,”” he said, in hard, metallic tones,
“ My vegrel is, of course, that therse should be any suspicion
that my late relative came to his death by viclent means. 1
can hardly bring myself to believe that it was sp. What is
thiz remarkable discovery which has bean mnade?”
¥ A quantity of the porson which caused Martin's death has
won found in the house of a Jew named J:azn Cohen, who
lives in Denyer Strest East,” replied Dare. ** And elsawhers,
some entries in a book to the effect that unloss Martin com-
plied with certain conditions—which, by the way, he was
quite unable to comply with—he would have to be removed by
means of this poison. He waa removed. It was no accident,.
You will be Qé&:i to hear that the murderer has been traced
to his lair, and that he will shortly be arrested. That is all.”

The deor closed softly, and Plilip Garstope was left alone.
For & long time he stood there motionless, his eyes fixed, and
staring 1oto vacancy.

*“They have discovered the murderer!” he szaid at last.
“1If he js put upon his trial, how much will he tell—how much
will he dare to tell?"

He dropped into & chaif.

“Babh!” he continued. * What i3 the matter with me?
My nerves arg getting shaky, I think. Whatever happens, I
have nothing to fear. But who were my visitors? They
called themselves Mr. Smith snd Mr, Johnstone, but that
tolls nothing, and T am inclined to think the names were false
ones. If I only knew whe they were I should be easier in
my mind.”

He sat there far into the night, pondering many things.
Mora than once he had iecourse to the decanter of brandy.
By the time he rvoze to go to his bed-room his hands were 8o
unsteady that he might have had some reason for supposing
that his nerves were getting shaky.

¥ We have nothing further to say on this present

“Our stratagem was nob a sueccess, MacAndrew.™ exclaimed
Stanley Dare, as he and the professor sat at-supper that night
at the King's Hotel, Ipswich, whither they had gone after
quitting Priory House, 50 as to be ready to proceed to town
by the first train in the morning.

** Philip Garstone did not betray himself by word or act, as
we axpected he would do. Except in one slizht particular
he carried himsell as though he were entirely ignorant er
innocent of the whole business connected with Martin's
mur%&:‘.“ ] _ I

“What was the shght particular von ars
MacAndrew, Lelping h?ms-af to salad.” et pan™ asked

“During the whola
of the interview ha
stood in front of the
bureawu,” replied Dare.
“The key waz in the
lock, so he had evi.
denily been lookivg in-
to 1t just before our
arrival. I must find
out what ithe bureau
contains, MacAndrew,
Perhaps the very thing
we wanf, the last link
that would complete
our chain of evidence.
It was not mere chanee
that he stood there.
He misirusied us from
the first, and he had
somothing  hidden in
that piece of furniture
which he feared fo let
others see.”’

(To De continued next
Tuesday. Ordel your
copy to-daw.)
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= LORWARD, FISHI

Next week the new arrival af

Eregtriars, the hustling jualor

Fish, creates more thao one flltle
gsensalion, aod consequently gels
severely sat upon, both llterally
m:g %ﬁurﬂﬂi‘ﬂf by Harry Wharion
an .

N.B.—You might let me know how
you like *John Bull Junler.’
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“THE LAST STAND.”

A thrilling, NEW, long
complete taleofthe threo
famous comrades, Jack,
Sam, and Pete,

By 8. Clarke Hook,

e
et |:|l| T

ON [ { ™ REDCASTLE AT @f ALy
x'd | M ST. SIMEON'S.”

A splendid, long, complete
story of school life,

3 R
By David Go in. o 184,

““BEHIND PRISON

a | I"', '.l'i : = Ry L
Bl i ] S R AR T & il
(il WALLS. ”
i I # A thrilllng, long, complets

tale of adventure,
i By Gordon Carr.

‘SPLENDID NEW NUMBERS.

“ DENEHOLME
(FARM.” . . .

A ¥Wonderful NEW Tale starts in

THE BOYS’ HERALD

Now Cn Sale. Prlce One Penny.

In the same number—

*LONESOME LEN.”

A New School Tales By Heunry T. Johnson,

“SHUNNED BY THE TEAM.”

A Powerful New Football Story.
By Arthur 3. Hardy,

“ FIELDING TORRENCE,
DETECTIVE.”
A Thrilling New Story. By Stewarb Young.
“WHILE BRITAIN SLEPT.”
A Grand New War Story, By Regivald Wray,

A SPECIAL LONG COMPLETE SCHOCL TALE, |
AND SPLENDID ARTICLES.
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