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ONCE MORE— A Happy Christmas to All My Readers—Editor.

Always g

NOTE.
cle ” Magnet,” 5, Car

—All Jokes and Limsricks
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lad to hear from yow, chums, so drop me a line to the following address :
The Editer, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleoticay House,
Farringdon Stroct, London, E.C. 4.

should be st te
Street, Londom, E.C.4 (Comp.).

N exciting week this, isn't it, chuma ?
A You've already had our Christmas
Number, but you'll ba reading
these lines of mine round about
Christmas-time, although I'm writing them
in advance. [ have already handed on to
you my own good wishes, together with
those of our contributors and stafl, so, in-
stead of looking backward, let's look ahead !
There's one good thing to be thankful
for—longer days are coming! The 2ist
of this month is the shortest day of the
year, 80 from now onward you fellows can
begin to make plans for taking advantage
of the increased daylight. In the meanwhile,
however, I guess you're making the most
of things, and are just in the throcs of the
d(-li;FIn{g of Christiaa-time !
Would you like to know my
NEW YEAR'S RESOLUTION,
which I am going to do my best to carry
out ? Here it ia: 1 intend to keep the
MaGNET the best boy's paper on the market
—which is saying something in these
days of competition. But it's a go, chums,
ns vou'll sce. So look out for some cxtra
I.-]tl'.l'rlll iasues in the near future |
I wasn't able to deal with many readers’
queries lnst week, so this week 1'd better
try to clear up some of those which have
accumulated on my deask, waiting to be
answered. The first is a topical question,
and deals with

THE CHRISTMAS PANTOMIME.
I've always been interested in pantomimes,
and you may be sure that ['ll be found at
some of the London theatrea this weck
enjoying the spectacle which has come
to be associnted specially with thia period
of the year. Bob Walker, of Jarrow, wants
to know who invented the pantomime,
and if it was the famous comedian, Dan
Leno, who did so ' I'm afraid it wasn't,
although Dan certairly beeame the best.
known pantomime comedian in the world.
* Pantos "' were known to the ancient
Grecks, and were also introduced on the
Roman stage as long ago as 22 p.c. Need-
less to say, they weren't the same kind of
pantos which we have nowadays. The
modern pantomime dates from 1717,
when a theatrical manager named John
Rich introduced one at Lincoln's Inn
Theatre, London. The title of this first
pantomime  certainly didn't suggest
comic production, for it was called &
* Harlequin Executed | "

LITTLE while ago a reader asked
me :"'Who were the Myrmidons "'
This week another rcader nsks :

WHO WERE THE ILLYRIANS ?
The answer is: ** Natives of lllyria,"” of
coursé ; but my reader wants to know
if there is a country named lllyria, There
was, but not now. It was on the shores
of the Adriatie, and Shakespeare places
the action of ** Twelith Night" ino that
country. Incidentally there is a very well-
known amateur dramatic society in London
which is called ** The lllyrians"—the
reason being that their first production
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was “ Twelith Night," so they took the
name of their society from the play.

llli(o any of you fellows know how to
mako

A SNOWSTORM IN A GLASS BALL?

E. B., of Torquay, doesn't, so he has asked
me to " put him wise,” as Fisher T. Fish
would say. I dare say many of you have
seen those little plass balls which are sold
in shops, and contain little models of houses.
When they are shaken up flakes of
snow bhegin to fall and cover the model
and the ground with white. They are
quite casy to make, and this is the way :

Get the smallest goldfish globe you ean,
and fit it with o flat cork to make it quite
watertight., Then construct a bttle model
of a church or a cottage, and paint it with
oil paints that will stand water. Pin the
mn&vl to the underside of the cork, and
add a twig or two to give the apprarance
of trees in winter. Now fill the globe en-
tirely with water, and grate either coconut
or brazil nut until you have sufficient
flakes to form a * storm.” Put the flakes
into the water, and then insert the model
which is on tho underside of the cork.
Press the cork well in, and to make it quite
watertight, cover it with sealing wax.

When everything is ready, turn the globe
llysido down, standing it on the cork.
The flukes of nut will drift down slowly
over the model, giving the appoarance
of a snowstorm You can repeat the
" storm ' as many times as you kke by
sintply ahaking the bowl and thus sctting
the flakes floating in tho water.

Got that ? Right | Now have a laugh at
this yarn which earns & penknifo for
Mias Dorothy Jonea, of 70, Kingsley Rond,
Starbeck, Harrogato.

A QUIET SUGGESTION !

Tommy (at Christmas-time) :
‘* What are you going to buy
me for Christmas, dad ? "'

|

Father : *Er
—or, something "
fo keep you quiet,
sonny."”
Tommy : ** Well, you'll |

have to buy me a drum, dad !"’

Have you won a knife yet * If not,
why not t I've still got & good stock of
themn on hand, and am just waiting to
hand them out to youl body's got
to have them, and it might as well be
you !

While you are racking
good yarn to send along
task of answering some more posers.
wonder how many readers realise

HOW A TUBE IS BUILT
—a " tube "' railway, of course, I mean.

" Country Reader ' asks me to give him
a few details this week. [To begip with

our brains for a
Il return to the
I

bigger in diameter than the
tube is to be itself, is placed
i:;to position. This has a
wrp cutting edge and is
worked by & number of
hydraulic rams. When this
has preessed  forward
sufficient] far, ‘the  steel
circles which form the tube
proper are brought along
and securcly bolted to each
other. The rate of cutting
out the tunnel with this atecl
tubo is about fifteen feet per
working day, and it s
interesting to know that the
work of constructing new
tubes under London is going
on practically every day ! You
can work out for yoursclves
how long it will take for
the whole of the earth upon
which London stands to be
honeycombed with tunnels |

ALKING about tubes reminds me
of an unusual sight you can mweo

T in London, and that ia

A RIVER RUNNING OVER A
RAILWAY STATION |

If you ever goet to Sloane S8quure Station
on the District Railway, look above you
and you will see a tremendous square
steel tube running right across the station
from side to mide. Not one person in a
thousand realisea that this tubo carries
one of Londons underground rivers:
but it doesa! When the railway was
about to be built it was discovered that
the river passed along there, and all
efforts to divert it proved fruitless, There-
fore, instead of ing diverted, it was
harnessed, and continues to flow ubove
the very heads of London’s travellers !

There's not much connection between
“ London ™ and * limericks "—save for
tho fact that they both begin with ™ L "
but limericks are the next item on my pro-
gramme. Come nlong, you budding poots
—the pocket walleta wiich I am miving
for limericka ore woll worth  having.
See if you can beat thia one, for which
D. Carmichael, of 10, Culloden Street,
Donnistoun, Ulasgow, getes a prize thig
week,

Billy Bunter felt happy and merry ;

He'd found tarts belonging to Cherry ;

When he sampled that tuck
He had dreadful bad luck,
For his teeth in hot mustard did bury !

I'm getting to the end of my space again,
and there's just time to delve into the black
book and tell you what surprises are in
store for you next week. Frank Richards
is starting the New Year well with his
yarn, which is entitled :

‘*THE ARTFUL DODGER!["

It’s hard to find new words with which
to praise his yarns, because it seems to
me that every one of them is better than
the preceding one. So shall I just eay
that next week’s story is 6 Frank Richards'
yarn ‘' par excellence,” and let it go at
that 1

John Brearley is well up to standard, too,
with another instalment of ** Peter Frazer
—Ironmaster,” while Dicky Nugent—
well, did you ever know that chee
youngster fail to raise miles of smiles wit
his weekly effort 1 O[ course, there'll
bo another * footer "' article by ** The Old
Ref.," and your poor old Editor will do his
best to interest you, if you'll be good
enough to ' Come into the Office ! "

Before I call a halt this week I must
draw your attention to the splendid extra.
long complete * thriller"  stories now
sppoaring in the POPULAR. Thin
amnouncement should be of icular
interest to MAGNET readers, for theseo

the workmen e with p t

spades, which are very much like the
pneumatic drills with which you see men
tearing up the streota. As fast as the clay

and earth is shovelled out, it is put into
trucks and carried away. As soon as the
tunnel is big enough o massive steel tube,

tional storica feature Forrors Locke,
the famous deteotive, and Jack Drake, his
boy assistant, two very old favourites of

Your €ditor.



COMPLETE HOLIDAY ADVENTURT STORY!

This week’s seasonable yarn, dealing with the Yuletide Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.
—the cheery chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Ralsing the Wind !

[ OOK here, Wharton—"
“Oh, mtl"
“ Look here, you beast—"
“Cheese 1t |”

“That,” said Billy Bunter sarcastic-
ally, “is what you call politeness to a
visitor, 1 suppose. It's not the way I
should treat a visitor at Bunter Court.”

“ Br-r-r-r-r 1"

DBilly Bunter was seated at the break-
fast table.

_He had been seated there quite a lon
time; wnd he had been very busy a
the time. But he was not finished
when Harry Wharton and Hurree Jam-
eet Ram Singh came in

Bunter had been breakfasting alone
till they came in. Billy Bunter was not
an early riser in holiday time; and the
rest of the household Lad long finished
when Bunter came downstairs. Harry
Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh had been out skating since break-
fast. And they came in for hot coffee,
which was grateful and comforting on
o freezing December morning.

Certainly, Wharton's manner to his
guest, William George Bunter, was a
little off-hand.  But William George
Bunter was a rather peculiar guest.
The politcness of the celebrated Lord
Chesterfield would probably not bave
stood the strain of Billy Bunter for
long.

Bunter paused in the demolition of
his ninth rasher, to blink at the cap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove through

his big spectacles, with a disdainful and
indecd devastating blink.

Wharton, however, did not secem
devastated.

He poured out coffee cheerily.

“Here you are, Inky! Feeling
cold 1"

“The freezefulness of the esteemed
English climate is a little terrific,” ad-
mitted Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Look here, Wharton—"

* Bow-wow !

“I've been looking for a chance to
speak to you, Wharton,” said Bunter.
#Now we'd better have it out.”

“Tathead |”

“I came here,” said Bunter, “to
n{:end the Christmas holidays with you
Wharton. I'm sorry to say that 1 shall
have to change my mind.”

Harry Wharton turned towards
Bunter quickly. At those unexpected
words he sat up and took notice, so
to speak.

“You're going?” ho ejaculated.

“The departfulness of the esteemed
Bunter will be the terrific boon and
blessfulness,” murmured Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh.

“1 haven't been treated well here,”
said Bunter, with dignity. “I ex-
pected to have a good time. You
practically got me here on false pre-
tences, Wharton.”

a1 g

“Well, look at it,” said DBunter.

“You ask a fellow here—"

Glue sticks . . . so does
Bunter to his “pals,” who
don’t want him !

“Who
fraud ?”

Bunter coughed.

“1 don't want an argument,” he said.

“That sort of thing's beneath me. 1
came here for a holiday. I find that

ou've got our beadmaster in the

ouse—actually the beak from Grey-
friars! Prcecious sort of o Christmas
visitor to inflict on a fellow.”

“You fat chump !*

“l can't stand schoolmasters in Jholi-
days,” said Bunter. “It's not to bo ex-
pected. We get enough of the beak at
school—too much, in fact. 1 think you
might have given your uncle the tip
not to ask him here, Wharton.”

“My esteemed Bunter—"

“Shut up, Inky! I'm talking to
Wharton | It's too thick !" said Bunter.
“I could stand your stuffy old uncle,
the colonel—"

“My—my what?

“Your stuffy old uncle, the colonel,”
said Bunter. “And I could stand your
fussy old aunt. She's a good sort,

asked you here, you fat

though rather dense. But landing a
schoolmaster on a fellow is too thick.”

Harry \Wharton gazed across the
table at Billy Bunter,

He seemed at o loss for words.

“And that isn't all,” went on
Bunter. “The servants are cheeky.
Your servants here aren’t so  well
trained as ours at Bunter Court,
Wharton. Your butler, Wells, was

positively insulting when I asked him
to lend me a couple of pounds "

Wharton jumped.

“You fat \'iiﬂlin! You've been bor-
rowing money of the butler?”

“Ho wouldn't lend me any,” eaid
Bunter. “The low beast didn’t cven
understand that I was doing him an
lionour by asking him. Blessed if I
know where your uncle picks up his
servants, Wharton. They wouldn't do
for Bunter Court, I can tell you.”

“My hat!” said Wharton.

“The chauffeur, Brown, is cheeky,
too,” went on Bunter.  “He actually
said he couldn't take the ear out with-
out Colonel Wharton's instructions,
when I told him I wanted it. Barnes,
the Head'’s chauffeur, is just as bad;
lie's cheeky, too. One "bad servunt
mukes many, you know.”

Bunter paused, to refill his mouth
with kidney and bacon. Having filled
it to capacity, he resumed:

“That's not all, either. You'se
asked Bob Cherry, and Johnny Dull,

| Frank Nugent here, without con-
r mo in the least.

“1 have enough of them at Grey-
friars,” said Bunter firmly, “I don't
want them over the Christmas holidays,
too. 1 may as well say plainly, Whar-
ton, that 1 won't have them, either, 1
mean it!  If you have those fellows
here, you ean't have me.”

. " pasped Wharten.

id Bunter. * 1 nican
» your choice.”

went on

Il—if—if I want you here—"
stuttered Wharton.

“Yes, if you want me here, you've
got to bar that crowd off. mean
that! And you'd better give your uncle
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a tip to ﬁ‘i;'o the Fead a hint to cut
hia visit short. I can't stand school-
masters in the holidays, and I won't!"”

** Is—is—ia that all 7"’ gasped Wharton.

“Yes, that's about all,” said Bunter.
“Except that I expect rather better
manners from you harton, if I stay.
1 don’t expect a fot from you in the
way of manners, of course. But there's
& hmit.”

Harry Wharton, who was still hold-
ing the coffee-pot, made a movement
with it as if undgy a strong temptation
to scatter the contents over William
George Bunter. But he restrained that
natural impulse.

“8o you're going 7" he ejaculated.

“1 think IF&) better,” said Bunter,
shaxing his head. "I dare say you
mean well, Wharton. But the fact is,
I can't stand you and your friends.
The only difficulty is, that coming here
in rather a hurry, I forgot to bring
any money."”

“Now we aro coming to the esteemed
milk in the excellent coconut,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You will have to lend me my fare
home,” said Bunter. "1 suppose you
won't mind that, Wharton "

“Mind?” gasped Wharton, “I'd
stand you your fare anywhere, with
pleasure.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“How much, you fat fraud?”

“Ten bob.”

“Here you are.” .

“Qf course, this is only a loan,” said
Bunter. “I'll send it to you by the
first post after I get to DBunter
Court. You've been "lolly mean ever
sinco I came here, Wharton. This is
tho first time you've lent me any money
since—"" .

“It's tho first timo you wanted it to

a your fare home,” explained
EV arton.
* Beast !”
“You're welcome—more than wel-

come, old fat man, this time. Happy
journey, and a merry Christmas!” said

harton. *Good-bye, Bunterl  Comeo
on, Inky! Say good-bye to Bunter,
and let's get out!” i

“Good-bye, my esteemed fat Bunter !

Billy Bunter, blinked rather morosely
at the two juniors.

There was no sign in their faces of
sadness at parting with Bunter; no
such sorrow as might have been ex-
pected at tho prospect of losing so
fascinating a guest. On the other hand,
Wharton looked quite bucked, and a
dusky smilo of satisfaction wreathed
the countenance ot Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh. 5

“What train are you catching,
Bunter " asked Harry.

“Train?" repeated Bunter.

Apparently he had not thought about
a train. . .

“There's a good morning train—"

“That's all right—""

“T'11 look it out for you—"

“Don't trouble, old chap.”

“No trouble at all,” said Wharton
politely.

“Tha fact is—" ]

“And we'll walk to the station with
you, if you like. We're going for a
ramble this morning, anyway.”

“The fact is—"

“Tt will be a terrific pleasure to see
tho estecmed Bunter off I remarked
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“T'Il get the time-table!” said Harry.

“Teave it to me,” said Bunter hastily,
“1'll look out a train, after lunch—"

“ After lunch?”

“Yea, old chap.”

“It's a fino morning for travelling,”
remarked Wharton casually.

*“ And there may be some moro snow-
fulness in the afternoon,” observed
Hurree Jam:et Ram Singh.
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“And the bLest train's in the morn-

ing—-
fiu_nt«er resumed his breakfast. The
two juniors went to the door. Evidently
Billy Bunter was not going till the
afternoon—if he was going then.

“I say, you fellows—"

Wharton glanced round.

“What _time does the picture-house
open at Wimford 7" asked Bunter,

Wharton stared. .

“Two_ o'clock, 1 believe,” he
answercd.  “Whas about it?  Vou
won't have time for the pictures if
you're catching s train—"'

“Oh, no!  Yes! Exactly! Only
asking,” said DBunter. “DBy the way,
you might ring for some more en,
Wharton! And another dish of bacon
and cggs! I've rather an appetite this
morming.”

John brought in a further supply of
comestibles, and Billy Bunter proceeded
to follow up his first breakfast with a
second. The two juniors left him to it.
After which a smile of happy con-
tentment  wreathed the fat face of
William George Bunter, and he felt that
life really was worth living.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Golng ?

. UNTER!”
Snore!
* Bunter, old bean!”
Snore!

Lunch was over at Wharton Lodge.

After lunch Billy Bunter had dis-
n}ppeared. Possibly he had forgotten
that he had a train to catch. If so.
Harry Wharton and Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh had not forgotten.

They looked for Bunter.

It was not difficult to find him. They
were guided to him by e deep and
resonant sound, resembling the roll of
distant thunder.

That sound, familiar enough in the
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, was
now echoing through the old library of
Wharton Lodge. Billy Bunter had
pulled a deep settes before the log fire,
aund was now stretched on it, propped
on cushions, in what a novelist might
have called an attitude of unaffected
grace. His fat little legs were stretched
out, his mouth was open; and the deep
snore that proceeded from the sleeping
Owl awoke many echoes.

Wharton and the nabob looked down
on him with grinning faces. Bunter
had done well at lunch, though where
he had stowed the cargo after his Gar-
gantuan breakfast was a mystery. No
doult he needed to rest after ﬁis ro-
rll_mtkab!u cxertions in the gastronomic
me.

“Bunter!” roared Wharton.

Snora!

Bunter was deep in the embrace of
Morpheus, It was not easy to awaken
Billy Bunter when, like a boa-con-
strictor, he was sleeping off the effects
of a gorge.

Colonel Wharton's voice
from the hall.

* Are you hoys ready

“Just coming, uncle,”
Harry.

]_Ha leaned over Dunter and
1nm.

“Gurrrrrgh!” came from Bunter,

“Wake up, fathead!”

“Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r 1"’

Shake, shake, shake!

Billy Bunter opencd his eyes at last.
Ho blinked cloenily at the two faces
bending over him.

“Owl Berasts! Lemme
"Tain't rising-bell!”

“Ay esteemed Dunter—"

“Wake up, aral”

“Oh!" gazped Bunter,

was heard

m

called back
shook

alone !

’

ke sat up on
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the settce, groped for his spectacles,
and jammed them on his fat little nose.
“Wharrer marrer? Wharrer want?"
“We'ro just going out,” said Harry.
“You needn't have woke me up to
tell me that, fathead! Go out and be
blowed !” said Bunter peevizhly.
“But you've got a train to catch.”
Gl‘neut l”

“Look here, Bunter, we're going in
the car,” said Harry. “We can drop
you at the station—see 1™

“I'm not ready yet.”

“You don't want to loge your train,"”
urged Wharton.

As o matter of fact, that was by no
means certain, But it was certain that
Wharton did not want Bunter to loze
his train.
h_'rhe Owl of the Remove blinked at

m.

. “You fellows going out with the old
josser in the car?” he asked.

“The what?" ejaculated Wharton.

“I mean your uncle, fathead !”

“If you mean my uncle, you'd better
say my uncle, if you don't want me

to burst you, you fat freak,” said
Wharton warmly.

“0Oh, really, glharlon—"

“We're going for a drive with my

uncle and aunt,” said Harry. “You
can hog‘ in and get out at the station

“You needn’'t wait for me,” said
Bunter. “I don’t like a crowd in a
car, anyway. Is the Head going?"”

I‘Yes 1 1]

“Well, I'm fed up with the Head.
You can have the blinking Beak all to
yonrself,” said Bunter.

“Thera's lots of room—"

“I'm not going in the car. Anyhow,
the Head's car 1s here,” said Bunter,
“I'll use that—when I'm ready. Tell
Barnes to be ready at four.”

“You can't use tho Head's car, fat-
head.”

“Then T'll get a taxi.”

“TLook here, yon asy—'

“Leave a fellow alone!" bawled
Bunter. “I'm going to have a nap! If
this is what you call being civil to a
guest, Wharton—""

Miss Amy Wharton looked in at the
library door.

“My dear boys, if you are ready—""
said Wharton's aunt in her gentle voice.

“Just coming,” said Harry.

Snore!

Bunter settled down on his enshions
again. His deep snore resonnded once
more through the dusky old library.

“0Oh, come on, Inky!"” said Wharton,
and the two juniors hurried out, leav-
ing the sleeping beauty to finish his
nap. A resonant snore followed them ns
they went.

The car was waiting at the steps. Dr.
T.ocke, the Head of Greyiriars, who
was a guest at Wharton Lodge, gave
th> two Removites a kind smile. Awe-
inspiring as the Head was at Grey-
friars School, he unbent considerably in
holiday time, and the juniors had
found, rather to their surprise, that the

‘Beak was quite human.

“Js Bunter coming, Harry?” asked
Colonel Wharton. )

“No, he wants to finish his nap—"

The colonel smiled.

“Very well, let us go.”

From the library window a fat face
and a large pair of spectacles looked
after the car as Brown tooled it down
the drive. The fat face was grinning.
PBunter had finished his nan. He stood
at the window, and walched the car
out of sight. It was a fine, clear, frostv
day. quite enjoyable for a drive in a
swift car; but Bunter had other and
moro interesting occupations for that
afternoan, though catching a train was
not one of them. )

After the car was out of sight Dunter
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rang for Wells. The butler locked in at
the library door.

et me a taxi
Wells,” said Bunter.

“Yes, sir.”

Wells departed to ring up a taxi.

Billy Bunter took out his purse and
examined the contents. The contents
consisted of the ten-shilling note
Wharton had given him that morning,
and a French penny. Bunter's fat brow
wrinkled in calculation.

“TFour bob for the taxi to Wimford,"
he murmured, “and half-a-crown for &
seat in the picture house—that's six-
and-six! That leaves three-and-six for
refreshments; I can
do eon three-and:
gix! As for a taxi
back—""

Bunter paused a
moment.

“ After all, the
taximan won't want
to be paid till ho
gets here,”” he mur-

from Wimford,

mured. “ Wharton
wi‘i{ have to square
him. Stands to
reason  he won't

want o taximan
kicking up a shindy
at the door. That's
all right.”

IHaving settled
that matter to his
entisfaction, Billy
Bunter settled his
fat person on the |
settee again to wait |
till the taxi arrived
from Wimford.

His deep snore
wos once moreo
arousing the echoes
when Wells came in
with his quiet step.

“Your taxi, sir!”

Snorel

“Your taxi, Mr.
Bunter !”

Snorel

Wells came over
to the settce. Le
looked down on
William George
Bunter, who lgug
sprawling, with his
mouth ppen. Tho
expression on Wells'

face was not

admiring. He bent

over Bunter and shook him by the
shoulder.

“Your taxi, sirl”
“Groogh! Deast!”
eg your pardon, sir!” gasped

“Beast! Lemme alone!"

“Your taxi, sir—"

“Oh!” Bunter sat up.
Don't shake me like
beast; I'm not asleep!”

“Oh!" ejaculated Wells,

Billy Bunter gave him an angry blink
and rolled out of the library. Wells
gtood in the doorway of Wharton Lodge
and gazed after the taxi as it bore

“All right!
that, you silly

William George Bunter away for
Wimford.
“Well, murmured Wells at last,

“thank ’?mdness he's gona to catch his

train! Thank goodness for that!”
But the 'harton Lodge butler
thanked goodness too soon.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Too Good to be True !

[ ONE!"
G “Yes, sirl"
“My hat!”

It really seemed too good to
be true.

“Gono?"” repeated Wharton.

“The gonefulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

A faint smile stole over Wells' im-
passive faco.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamsct
Ram &8i looked at one another.
They had returned from the drive,
with the colonel and Miss Wharton and
the Head, late in tho dusky Decem
afternoon.  Bunter, certainly, should
have been gone by that time; but doubts
had lingered in the mind of Harry
Wharton. Bunter had announced his
borrowed ‘h is
Tet,

intention of going, and
fare for the purpose.

railway

Wells, the butler, bent over the fat junior and shook
him by the shoulder.
Beast ! » grunted Bunter.

“Your taxi, sir.”” ** Groogh !
* I—1 beg your pardon, sir ! "’

somehow, a suspicion had lingered in
Wharton's mind that the Owl of the
Remove would not so to speak, come
unstuck.

But he was gone! IHe had been gone
more than two hours, Wells informed
the captain of the Remove when he
inquired.

“ Actually gone!” murmured Harry
Wharton, “My only hat!"

Harry Wharton and Hurreo Jamsct
Ram Singh went into the drawing-room
where Miss Amy Wharton presided over
the tea-table, looking very merry and
bright. They really looked as if Buntegp
had not only left, but left them a for-
tune. Really, it was very considerate
of William George Bunter to take him-
self off in this way. Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull and {"runls Nugent were
duo at Wharton Lodge in a day or two;
and it was very doubtful whether they
would have felt bucked at finding Dilly
Bunter there. Bunter was a fellow in
whoso case absence made the
grow fonder.

Wharton and Iurree Singh did not
linger over their tea. It was a pgreat
honour to tea with such a distinguished
guest as ‘their headmaster from Gmr
friars; and Dr. Locke was extremely

heart
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affable, and several times remembered
their existence and addressed n gracious
word or two to them. But although it
was a great honour, a little of it went
a long way, so to speak, and the juniors
willingly left the three elders to them-
selves,

Harry Wharton looked out of the
doorway of the Lodge into the dusky
December evening.

“T shall be jolly glad when the fellows
come, Inky," he remarked.

“The gladfulness will
assented the nabob.

“Thank goodness Bunter's gone "’

“The thankfulness is preposterous I

be great!"

“Let's get a trot before dinner.”

“Let's!” agreed Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh.

There was a glimmering of lichts on
tho drive, and a grinding of wheels, A
car was coming up from the gates.

“ Hallo, somcbody  coming!
said Harry a taxi! 1 wonder
who——""

He did not wonder long.

The taxi ran up the drve and stopped
at the steps. Tho taxi-driver threw
open  the door, fat fGgure
alighted,

A large par of spectacles canght the
light from the open doorway as Willinm
George Bunter blinked in that direction

* Bunter ! gasped Wharton.

“T'ho estecmed Bunter!™

“Tho fat villain—""

“The excellent and absurd Dunter has
turned up like a bad penny ! said the
Nabob of Bhanipur ruefully.

Bunter cameo up the steps.

1 say, you fvliraw-s "

*You fat villain

“0Oh, really, Wharton—

“Thd you .}UHE your train?"

“Prain!” repeated Buntes,
chap, I've been to the pictures—
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*The—the picturesT’ .

“ Yes—jolly good show at Wimford,”
said Bunter cheerily, * Crook film, you
know—lots of shooting and things. T've
had a good time. You fellews should
aco that picture. If you like to como
to-morrow 1'll stand treat. 1'm expect-
ing a postal-order—""

“You've been  to
gasprd Wharton. -
old chap. Am I late for tea?

“Yes
WP
“Yes; I'm hungry, you know, T hadl
some cake and chocolates at tho picture
palace; but the fact is, 1 was rather
short of tin.  After paying for the taxi
and  thoe seat, I bad only threeaml-
: 5

tha

pictures:”

eig——

“\What about your train?” roared
Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"'

“ You—you—you " gasped the cap-
tain of thoe Remove. " You've spent
vour railway fare at the pictures "

“1: vou're going to be wean about a
ten hilling uote, Wharton !

“xenso me, sir;  four  shillings,
please,” said tho taximan, who had
followed Bunter up the steps, as Bunter
gecmed to have forgotten Lim.

“Oht Oh! AN right!™ said Dunter.
“Pay the man, will you, Wharton?"

* What 4"

“T'w expecting a postal-order in the
morning, and I'll settle then,”” said
Vunter, “It's only four bob. I say, I
hope I'm not late for tea. I'm fright-
fully bungry.”

Harry Wharton looked at him. Tho
expression on his face was quite alarm-
ing.

* You—you—you—"" he gasped.

“The fact is, old chap, T knew you'd
hato it if I went,” said Bunter afiably.
“You haven't treated mo well—I must
say that; landing a snuffy old school-
master on a chap, and asking a lot of

Looligans here, and all that. But I'm

not the fellow to let a pal down at
Christinas-time, I'm sticking to  you,
old fellow.”

“l—1-=I'i—"

“Pay the taximan, will yon, old
hean?” Don't keep him standing ahout

in this wind," said Bunter, and he rolled
into the house,

=T —"
lessly.

Ho madoe a jump after Bunter.

“1 say, old follow—"

“You fat fraud!” reoared Wharton.
“T jolly well—"

“Yuroooh !

Bunter  bolted,  The  drawing-room
door apencd so suddenly that it quite
startled the three elders within 1t
clased behind William George Bunter.

Wharton pauzed.

“The fat, spoofing villain, I-1I-—-
I'll-—"" he gasped incoherently.

“T'm waiting, sir!” said the taximan
from Wimford.

Wharton, with feelings too
words, paid the man his four
and the taxi drove away.

Billy Bunter was still a guest atb
Wharton Lodge. Bunter was a sticker,
and he had not come unstuck.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Plotting a Plot !

& HUT the door, Inky1! Bunter's
S not to hear a word of this."”
Hilly Bunter grinned,

gasped Wharton help-

deep for
shillings,

Harry Wharton’s  voico
came quite clearly through the door that
separated  lis  “den’ at Wharton

Lodge from his hed-room.
Bunter was in tho latter apartment.
Wharton, perhaps, was under the im-
pression that Billy Bunter had no busi-
ness in his bed-room. That impression,

; Sﬁzdﬂt :
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however, was a mistaken one. Bunter
had business there.

Billy Bunter had arrived at Wharton
Lodge for the Christmas holidays, with-
out an invitation and without any bag-
gage. The lack of an invitation did not
worry Bunter. But the lack of baggage
was a little awkward.

Still, it was more awkward for
Bunter's host than for Bunter. Like a
moss-trooper of old, Bunter knew how
to live on the cotintry he invaded.

At the present moment ho was s "-
ing before o chest of drawers, making

a selection from Wharton's shirts aml
collars and ties,
He paused in that occupation  and

grinned as he heard the voice of the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove from
the adjoining room.

The sound of a shintting door [ollowed,

“Is it o wheeze, my esteemed chum "
nsked the soft voice of Hurrce Jams:t
Ram Singh.

“Yes; but it would be a washout if
that fat villain heard us™

Bunter winked into space.

Wharton and Hurreo Singh bad just
como up to Wharton'’s den, end of)ri-
ously neither of them had any sus-
ricion that Bunter was in the adjoining
ed-room.

Bunter made no sound.

Whero ignorance is bliss, according to
the poet, 'tia folly to be wise, Bunter
left the two juniors in blissful ignor-
ance of the fact that he was within
hearing.

On tiptoo ho approached the com-
municating door and bent his ear to the
keyhole, in order not to loso a word
of what was not intended for his ears.

“I'vo been thinking it over,”” went
on Harry Wharton's voice. " That fat
oyater is sticking.”

“The stickfulness is terrific.”

“Bob and Johnny and Franky will
be coming along in a day or two. It
wouldn't be [air to the fellows to let
Bunter bo landed on them.”

“His esteemed company is not a haon-
iul blessing,”” agreed Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh.  *“ But the excellent anid
execrable Bunter will not depart unlcss
a hoot be applied trouserfully.”

Harry harton laughed.

“Well, 1 don't want to do that,” lin
said, “That's a last resource. I don'c
want to surprise Unclo James, and
startle Aunt Amy, and shock the Head
by booting Bunter. Besides, he's such
a howling ass that I really belicve he
doesn’t understand what an unpleasant
bounder he is. But—he's got to
travel.”

“That is the proper caper,” agreed
tho nabob of Bhanipur. " But—-"'

“ A fellow doesn’t want to bo inhos-
pitable, especially at Christmas-time."”
gaid Harry, “but there is a limit. It's
too thick!”

“The thickfulness ia terrific!"

“Well, I'vo thought of a wheeze,"”
said Wharton, * Christmas is the time
for ghosts.”

“(ihosts 7" repeated the nabob.

“Ghosts,”” said Wharton. “ Bunter
is a howling funk, and if he saw a
ghost pl

There was a chuckle from the nabob
of Bhauipur.

“Tho esteemed Bunter would be
frightened out of his excellent and
ridiculous wits,” he remarked.

Behind the communicating door Dilly
Bunter grinned. But he made rno
sound, He was getting quite intereste.l
in the conversation in Wharton's den.

“There's a ghost story attaching to
this house,” went on the captain of
tho Greyfriars Remove. * The lodgo is
built on the site of a manor house that
stood here in Stuart times. It was
knocked to pieces by the Noundheads,
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and the Wharton of that time was a
iolly old Cavalier, who got killed in
the scrap. According to the legend, he
haunts the place where the Round-
heads moppes him up. His ghost has

seen & lot of times, on dark nights
—a figure in white, you know, with an
unearthly face—""

“You have seen the eslcemed ghost,
my worthy chum?"’

“Well, not exactly,” said Harry,
laughing, ‘““and my uncle hasn't seen
it, either. Being a teetotaller, of course,
he wouldn't. Still, that ghost is going
to walk to-night.”

The grin on Billy Bunter's face grew
wider, till it extended almost from one
fat ear to the other.

“Dr, Locke has heard about the jolly
old ghost,”” went on Wharton, "anc{ my
uncle is going to tell him the story after
dinner. Bunter will hear it, so it will
be fresh in his mind when he goes to
bed. When he wakes up, to see &
ghostly figure in his room—""

“The esteemed Bunter locks his door
at night,”” remarked Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh. “Ho is terrifically on his
guard.”

“That's all right. There's s big
wardrobe in Bunter's room, that he
nover uses. I shall nip up before he
does and get inside it,”" said Wharton,
with a chucklé. “Ho locks his door
and bolts his window at night, so when
he sees the ghost in his room he can't
doubt that it's the genuine article. Only
a ienuim ghost could get through a
locked door.”

The nabob chuckled again.

“It's & wheezy g idea,"”
mavrked. i

“You'll have to keep him off the
scene, Inky, and give me a chance of

etting to his room beforo ho goes there.

hat will bs easy cnough; you've only
got to get him talking. He never leaves
off talking if he can help it."”

“Rely on me, my esteemed chum."

“PBeast " murmured Bunter, under
his breath.

“I can shove on a beard and wig that
we use in the theatricals,”” went on
Wharton, “and a white shect and some
phosphorus paint will do the trick."”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“And I fancy that fat villain will be
glad to clear in the morning. If this
doesn't work we'll take him out on the
ice and drown him, But we'll try the
ghost stunt first—what?"

“Ha, ha! Yes, my éstecemed chum.”

For some little time the two juniors
discussed the scheme, little dreaming
what fat ears were drinking in every
word. Then Bunter heard the sound of
chessmen being set out on a board.

He rose from the keyhole and
chuckled silently.

“‘ Beasts !"" he murmured.

The fat junior returned to the chest
of drawers. He made an extensive
selection of tho articles he required
with extreme caution, making no sound
to reach the ears of the two juniors
who were playing chess in the adjoin-
ing room. Then he left tho bed-
room by the door on the corridor,
closing it eoftly behind him.

Bunter rolled back silently to his
owWn room.

He grinned as he blinked at the big,
old-fashioned oak wardrobe to which
Wharton had alluded, and which was
to be the hiding-place of the ghost that
night. It was an enormous article of
furniture, filling a large alcove in tho
room; and the door of it was locked,
the key in the lock. Bunter unlocked it
and extracted the key from the lock and
put it in his pocket.

There was a fat grin on Bunter's face
as_he rolled downstairs.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset

he re

Ram Singh were looking forward to tho
:_rantu of that night with keen anticipa-
ion.

So was Bunter !

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES!

Here’s another jolly poem dealing with
the popular schoolboy characters of
Greyfriars

No. 3.—JOHNNY BULL,

F Johnny Bull I speak with pride :
o A loyal and trusty fellow;
He's stolid, firm, and steady-

c}‘e el
Without a trace of “ vellow.”
He's free from temperamental ire,
And never very skittish;
The steadfast type we all admire,
And absolutely British!

In argument he stands alone,
A veritable giant;

That he is wrong he'll never own,
He's painfully defiant.

He'll argue till the moon is blue,
And pals are in a paddy,

And still he'll get the best of you,
This “argyfving " laddic.

Our Johnny on the field of sport
Proves such a staunch defender;
He's 1i" 3 a mighty, solid fort,
His motto's: *‘No surrender "
At ecriclet great, at footer, too;
In troublous times a wondoer:
When things are black and folk are

blue,
He'll clear the air like thunder.

A member of the Famous Five,
By no means quiet and dapper,
QOur Johnny's very much alive—
In fact, he's quite a scrapper.
He knows that fists are meant to fight,
He'll use 'em well and truly;
And heavy blows are his delight
When cads become unruly.

Another point about this lad
That quite deserves some mention,
You'll never find him being “had,”
He's always at “attention.”
In all his dealingg he's astute,
And full of perspicacity;
He's wide-awake and very cute,
With “Bull "-dog-like tenacity.

Where Cherry, Wharton, and the rest
Supply the brains and jollities

That [%i‘m the Famous Five their zest,
Our John gives “Bull "-like qualities.

He's strength, and beef, and backbone,

too—

An asset to the party;

He quite deserves a shont from vou
That's long, and loud, and hearty!
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Caught !
ot ND from the ghostly figure
A came a dcl.!‘p. thrilling voice,
saying—

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw "

Bunter's deep yawn spoiled the ghost
story,

There was no doubt of that.

Colonel Wharton was telling the story
of the ghostly cavalier of Wharton
Lodge. Round the crackling log fire
was gathered a silent and 1nterested
circle.

Miss Wharton, with her knitting-
needles and her placid smile, sat in her
high-backed chair, Dr, Locke, more un-
bent than the juniors had ever seen him
before, sat at case in a decp easy-chair,
the firelight glimmering on his kind old
face and silvery hair. The lights were
not on; only the leaping firclight illu-
mined the room, and the corners were
full of dusky shadows.

‘The colonel, standing with an clbow
on the massive old mantelpiece, was half
lost to sight when the firelight died
down. arry Wharton and Hurree
Singh sat at a little distance.  Billy
Bunter was taking his case on a scttee,
his spectacles catching the gleam of the
fire with an odd effect in tho shadows.
It was @ congenial atmosphere for a
ghost story, and James Wharton, who
had told the story often, and told it well,
was relating it once more, and he had
arrived at the thrilling climax, where
the phantom cavalier uttered the words
of doom that rung like a death-knell in
the ears of the terrified Roundhead,
when William George Bunter weighed-in
with that prolonged and emphatic yawn.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw-aw!"”

Bunter was sleepy.

When Bunter was sleopy he was dis-
posed to yawn. When Bunter was dis-
posed to do anything he did it. Con-
sideration for others had mever been one
of Bunter's weaknesses,

FaolmF disposed to yawn, he yawned,
loud and long. ’

The colonel broke off.

Chere was silence.

From the silence came anotlier Gar-
gantuan yawn from Billy Bunter.

Colonel Wharton gave him a freczing
look. Dr. Locke turned his glance on
him with severity. Had it been in
term at Greyfriars, Bunter would un-
doubtedly have been told to “bend
over " at that moment.

Freezing looks had no effect on
Bunter. Indeed, he did not observe
them. He sat up on the fetteo and
yawned once more.

“You fat idiot!” whispered Wharton.

o EII?"

“You preposterous ass
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

IIWhn}I]

"

breathed

“I think,” said Colonel Wharton, in
cutting tones, “that Dunter had better
go to bed.”

“Just what I was thinking,"” said
Bunter cheerily, “I think I nodded off
for a minute. "~ Must have been that
story you were telling, sir, that sent me
off to sleep.”

“Indeed!"”

“Well, I'm ready for bed, if you
fellows are,” said Bunter, rolling off the
settee. “A long-winded varn like that
makes a fellow awfully sleepy. You
chaﬂs coming up?”

The colonel did not seem disposed to
continue the story. He stood gloomily
silent.

It was quite an awkward moment,
though Bunter was not conscions of it.
Wharton and Hurree Singh cxchanged
a look. Bu! for tho presence of their
elders the two juniors wolld have col-
lared Willinm George Dunter on the
spot and bumped him on ihe floor.
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That, however, was 1mpracticable in
the circumstances.  So, as the cr'onel
still remained gloomily silent, d-
nights were said, and the three Grey-
friars fellows retired.  After they wero
gone, no doubt, James Wharton re-
covered his equanimity, and gave the
Head the remainder of the ghost story.

“ Awful rot, wasn’t it, you fellows?
said Bunter, in the hall, “1 say,
Wharton, your uncle's joll long-wmdeg,
isn't he? Talk about a sheep's head!

“You fat chump!”

“Oh, really, Wharton— "

“QOh, dry up!” growled Wharton.

The jumiors went up to their rooms.
In the corridor on which the rooms
opened, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
tapped Bunter on the shoulder. -

My esteemed fat Bunter—"

“Vas, old chap,” said Bunter, with a

Tin.
» “J have a box of esteemed and excel
lent chocolate-creams in my room, my
worthy Bunter. If you would like to
sample them——"

“What-ho!"” said Bunter. g

He rolled into the nabob's room with
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

Hurree Singh glanced back at
Wharton and closed one eye. The cap-
tain of the Remove nodded and grinned.

Bunter scemed to be fairly walking
into the trap. )

Indeed, he appeared bent on playing
into the hands of the japers, though it
did not oceur to either Wharton or
Hurres Singh, at the moment, that such
was his objeet. .

“Shut the door, Inky, .
HThere's o bit of a draught. .

**Certainfully, my esteemed Bunter.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh closed his

he said.

oor.

Billy Bunter sat down before the
fire, and stretched out his fat little logs,
like a fellow who was in no hurry to
movo again.

The nabob produced the box of choco-
late-creams, .

Bunter started on them with great
satisfaction. Thero was a lurking grin
on his fat face that rather perplexed the
nabab,

Bunter finished the chocolate-creams,

Still, he seemed in no hurry to move.

It was the nabol’s object to keep him
thero as long as, possible, to give
Wharton time to don the ghostly attire,
and conceal himself in the old oak ward-
robe in Bunter's room. Hurree Singh
found no difficulty in carrying out his

urpose.  Indeed, one might almost
Kn.w. suspected that it was DBunter's
object to give Wharton plenty of time.
Having finished the chocolates, he still
gt beforve the fire, in lazy contentment.
] Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh stirred at
ast.

Wharton had had ample time to don
the ghostly attire that had been manu-
factured out of a sheet, and tho wig and
heard that had been placed in readiness
i his room, and to rub his face with
luminous paint, and conceal himself in
the big wardrobe, Ten minutes was
enough; and Bunter had been ha!f an
hour in Hurree Singh's room, and still
showed no signs of muving.

My esteemed Bunter——" murmure
the nabob,

Bunter sat up.

*“Better get to bed—what?" Lic asked.

" Anv more chocolates*”

i ND",

“Then T'Il get a move on,” yawned
Bunter, extracting himself from thoe
chair, "G_cml-uigﬁt. Tnky.”

“Good-night, my absurd and prepos-
terous Duntoer!"

Billy Bunter rolled out of the room.

He rolled along to his own and
entered, the nabob looking after him
with a grin on his dusky face.

I'nme Macxyer Lisrary.—No. 1,141

A fire was burning in Bunter's room,
casting flickering lights and shadows.
He switched on the light and blinked
round the roam. ,

Nothing unusual met his eye.

The fire burned brightly. His bed
was turned down, and his pyjamas—or,
rather, Wharton’s pyjamas—laid out in
readiness for him.

Bunter's glance travelled across to the
big oak wardrobe in the alcove, It
filled the alcove from the floor almost to
the high ceiling, and the th door was
closed. Bunter rolled silently across to
it, his little round eyes twinkling behind
his big spectacles.

From his pocket he drew a key.

That key he inzerted swiftly into the
lock of the wardrobe.

He turned it.

Click!

““He, he, hel”

Dunter chuckled.

Wins

** Magnetite "'

USEFUL POCKET-KNIFE1

Another

HER LITTLE MISTAKE!

"y ullJou F won't have this
room,’ sald an old |ld5. arriving
at an hotel on the eve of Christmas.
“ I'm not going to pay money to
be put in a plultdy with a measly
little folding-bed In It. It you
think that just because | am from
the country——"*

‘“Qet In, mum,” ordered the
profoundly disgusted porter, cut-
ting her short. ** This ain't your
room. This is the lift1"

Sent in by Laurie J. R. Venables,
193, Bracebridge Street, Aston,
Birmingham.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Ghost Does Not Walk !
H ARRY WHARTON gave a start

In the roomy interior of the
wardrobo the captain of the
Remove had lheard Bunter

arrive in the room.

He made no sound. He did not
expect to have long to wait; it neyer
iook Bunter long to turn in. But
Wharton’s occupation of that ancient
wardrobe was destined to last longer
than he had anticipated.

He i;ava a start as he heard the key
pushed into the outside of the lock, and
another as the key was turned. Then
the fat cachinnation of the Owl of the
Remove came faintly to his ears
through the stout oak.

Wharton stood transfixed.

Ile was locked in!

A quarter of an hour, at the most, he
liad intended to pass in that place of
concealment.  Unless Bunter unlocked
the wardrobe again, he was booked to
spend the night there.

“He, he, hel”

Billy Bunter e¢hnckled loud and long.

The chums of the Remove had
chiuckled, in anticipation, over that
jape on Bunter. Now it was Bunter's
turn to chuckle.

“He, he, he!”

Wharton breathed hard.

THE MAGNET

Bunter knew that he was there! He
know that now. Careful as the chums
of the Remove had been to keep the
jape from him, somehow the fat junior

ad got wind of it.

Bunter was tapping on the wardrobe
door.

“1 say, old bean!"

“You fat ;i]]:‘in " hissed Wharton.
e, he!

“Open this door, you fat rotter!"

“He, he, he!"

“I'll smash you!

“He, he, he!”

“Bunter, you podgy scounirel—"

‘“He, he, hel”

Wharton breathed sulphuronsly.

“1 say, old fellow, I'm going to bed,”
said Bunter. “T hope yow'll be com-
fortable in there. Bit stuffy, T should
think—what 7

“I'll pulverise you, you fat freak!”

“Make yourself comfortable, old
bean!” said Bunter cheerily. “I'm
going to bed. Good-night 1"

“Let me out!” hissed Wharton.

“He, he, he!”

Wharton thumped on the inner cido
of the wardrobe door.

“I say, old chap, don’t kick up that
row " remonstrated Bunter. “How's a
fellow to go to sleep, if you kick up a
shindy like that?”

“I'll burst you!” yelled Wharton.
“He, he, ho!”

“Will you let me out?”

*“No, I jolly well won't!” chuckled
Bunter. “You stuck yourself in there,
old bean, and you can stay there. He,
he, he!”

“I can’t stay
shrieked Wharton.

“Can’t you?” asked Bunter.

“No, you fat idiot!"

“Well, my idea is that yon can,”
said Bunter. “In fact, I don't sea
what else you are going to do, old
chap.  You can’t break out of that
wardrobe—it's too jolly strong. And I
ain't going to unlock the door. He,
he, he!? i

Thump, thump, thump !

“He, he, he!l” e

Bang!

“1 say, old chap, you'll get a crowd
here if yon make that row!" eaid
Bunter. “Do you want your uncle to
come up and find you there, got up as
a ghost? He, he, ho!”

T(I_—I___I_’)

“And the Head!" chortled Bunter.
“What would the Head think? You'd
better not make a row, old fellow.”

“I'll smash you!"” roared Wharton.

“Good-night, old bean !”

“Let me out!"

“I'm going to bed. Good-night!”

Harry Wharton drew back lis oot
for an infuriated kick on the wardroboe
door. But he paused in time.

He did not want to bring a crowd up
to Bunter’s room. He did not want to
be discovered in the wardrobe.

The Owl of the Remove had him, as
it were, in a cloft stick. He was at tlho
merey of the guest that would not go.

Faintly through the thick oak of the
door came the sound of Billy Bunter
kicking his shoes off. Apparently the
Owl of the Remove was glﬁn‘? to bed
—leaving Wharton in the wardrobe for
the night!

The hapless junior’s feelings were in-
expressible in words, He was fairly
caught in his own trap. It was close
and stuffy inside the big wardrobe. To
1'5-];111niu there for the might was impos-
El1Dle,

Wharton tapped on the door.

“ Bunter "

“He, he, he!"

hero all night!”
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Rolling silently across to the big wardrobe, Billy Bunter drew a key from his pocker. Swiftly he inserted it into the lock
and turned it. Click ! Wharton was a prisoner !

“Will you let me out, you fat vil-
lain? T shall be suffocated lere! Let
me out at once!”

“Jle, he, he!”

Thump, thump, thump!

“For goodness’ sake, old chap, don't
kick up that row!"” wurged Bunter.
“I'm sleopy! Your blessed long-
winded old uncle fairly made me yawn
my head offl Good-night!”

“Let me out!”

“He, he, he!”

“1'll burst you in the morning "

*“He, he, ho!”

There was a click as Bunter shut off
the switch of the electric light. It was
followed by a heavy creak, as the bed
groaned under the weight of the Owl
of the Remove.

Bunter had gone to bed.

Wharton panted.

“Dunter !

Supore !

“You frowsy fat villain—"
Snore !

With indéseribable feelings, Harry
Wharton stood in the massive old

wardrobe, and listened to the snoring
of tho Owl of the Remove.

Bunter had gone to sleep.

Again Wharton drew back his foot
for a crashing kick on the door of
the wardrobe. Again he paused. He
simply could not face the prospect of
alarming the house, and bringing thoe
startled household to the spot—to dis-
cover him locked in Bunter's wardrobe.
Tictter to stay there for the night than
that.

And there was a chance of help from
Iurree Jamset Ram Singh. The nabohb
would remain awake—expecting to hear
from Dunter when the ghost walked.
Ile was not likely to guess what had
happened; but there was a chance.

Tt was Wharton's ounly chance. He
eould not and would not face the
ridicule of bLringing liis uncle and the

servants to the room. If his dusky
chum failed him he was booked for the
most uncomfortable night in his experi-
ence.  And he waited dismally, the
wminutes erawling by on leaden wings
as he listened to the deep and echoing
snore of William George DBunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Inky to the Rescue !
H URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH

listened.

Midnight had passed.

Wharton Lodge was silent,
buried in slumber. The last light had
long been turned off ; Wells, the butler,
had made his last round, and gone to
his room; the last sound of a closing
door had long since died away. HBut
the dusky nabob of Blanipur was not
thinking of sleep.

As the long minutes passed
lengthened into hours, Iurree
grew more and more perplexed.

The plot that the two juniors had
plotted had been plotted with carve;
nnd the nabob could not see what could
have gone wrong. ‘I'e ghost should
have walked; Bunter's terrified howl
should have rung out; the jape should
have been working long before mid-
night. But evidently there was a hitch
somewhere.

It was scarcely possible that Harry
Wharton had gone to bed and for-
gotten all about 1. But, to make sure,
Hurree Singh tiptoed along to Whar-
ton's room, and looked in. The low
embers of a fire glowed on the hearth;
Hurree Singh looked at the bed, and
found it empty. He looked n the
andjoining  room. Wharton was nof
there. Obwviously, Wharton had ecarricd
out the sebeme, eo far as concealing
hims=elf in DBunter’s roota.  Why he had

and
Singh

not pru'.l'l-nl\‘[l further with it was &

mystery. But he hadn’t.

The nabob listened outside DBunier's
door.

From within ecame the eound

resembling distant thunder, so familiar
in the Hemove dormilory at Grey-
frinrs. Buntor was sleeping the sleep
of the just. No walking ghost had dis-
turbed his balmy slumbers. Had Whar-
ton fallen asleep in the interior of the
oak wardrobe while waiting for the
liour for the ghost to walk? That
seemed the only possible explanation.
Hurree Singh returned to his room.
e lad longz ago turned his light
out; but he replenished his fire, and
waited.  Ile was gleepy; but he did
not care to turn in till he knew what
had happened to his chum. With his

door half-open on the dark corridor
he listened.
Ho listened in wvain.  No sound

reached ecars from the silent house;
only the moan of the winter wind in
the trees withont.

He looked at his wateh at last in the
firedlight. 1t was Lalf-past twelve.
Once more the naubob tiptoed along to
Bunter’s door and listened. The steady
snore of the Owl of the Remove was
still going etrong.  Kvidently nothing
had happened to alarm Bunter. The
ghost had ot walked.

Iurree Singh tried the handle of the
door; but it was locked on the inside.
Like a fellow camping in the enemy’s
country, Billy Benter locked his door of
i night,

The nabob was quite uneasy by this
tune.

He vetvrned to Lis own room, stepped
from the window 1o the baleony, and
moved along to the window of Bunter's
room.

The window

Bunter was not a believer in fresh eir,
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was fastened.
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and the window was jammed shut and
fastened,

‘The curtains were drawn, but between
them was an interstice that gave the
nabob » glimpse of the interior. Bunter
had banked up the fire bélore go_mg to

rightly,

bed, and it was now burning
illumining the whole room.

The fire-light played on a fat face on
a pillow. There was Bunter—fast asleep
und snoring. .

But of Wharton there was no sign.

Obviously ho was still inside the oak
wardrobe in the alcove—why, the nabob
could not imagine.

Even if he had fallen asleep while
waiting there, he could hardly have
slept long in such rold and uncomfort-
able quarters. The door might have
become fastened by some accident; or—
somcthing like the truth glimmered into
the nabob’'s mind—Bunter, for some
reason, might have locked lize wardrobe
before going to bed. At that idea a
faint grin dawned on he nabob’s dusky
face. He could imagine the feelings
with which the concealed junior had
heard the key turn in the lock, if that
was what had happened.

He tried the window,

The casement was secured. But br
that time llurrce Jamset Ram Singh
had made up his mind.  Something,
evidently, had gone wrong with the
plot, and his chum needed his help—
and he was going to help him.

He thought of awakening Bunter; but
that was umpossible without awakening
the whole household. There was only
one thing to do, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh did it. The window was in
small panes, and he selected the pane
nearest the cateh inside, and jammed
his elbow sharply on it. There was a
tinkling of falling fragments of glass in
Bunter’s room.

It did not awaken Bunter. Nothing

short of a thunderclap would have
awakened Bunter.
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh put a

dusky hand through the orifice in the
pane, unfastened the casement, and
pushed it open.

A minute more and he had clambered
into the room.

He crossed swiftly to the ocak ward-
robe in the alcove. Now that he was
close to it he could hear a sound of
something stirring within. The key was
in the lock, and Hurree Singh turned

it back and pulled cpen the heavy ocak
door.

“My esteemed chum—" he mur-
mur

“Inky !’ gasped Wharton.

The hapless prisoner emerged from
the wardrobe.

He had taken off the sheet, the wig,
and the beard of his ghostly disguise;
but the phosphorus paint still glowed on
his face, with an odd effect in the fire-
light.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned.

“My esteemed and absurd chum——"'

“I'm frozen!" gasped Wharton.

IIe hurried across to the fire. In the
bed Billy Bunter still snored on; and
if he was dreaming, he did not dream
that the prisoner of the wardrobe was
free.

Wharton warmed his chilly hands at
tho tire. He was chilled to the bone by
his long imprisonment in that chilly
retreat.

*1t’ll soon be morning !” he gasped.

“It is a quarter to one, my esteemed
chum,"

“Oh! It seemed longer than that.
That fat villain knew 1 was there, and
locked me in—"

The nabob chuckled. Wharton staged
at him.

“You silly ass! What are you cack-
ling at?” he grunted. * There's nothing
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"

That {at scoundrel locked
I'm going to
I'm going to spiflicate

to cackle at!
me in and went to bed.
smash him!
hin 1"

“My estcemed and. ridiculous chum
—" murmured ihe nabob, as Wharton
turned from the fire and strode towards
Bunter's bed.

Wharton did not heed.

He had passed more than two hours
in the chilly recesses of the ancient
wardrobe, and it had scemed at least
threo times as long. Every minute that
he had remained there had added to
his wrath. His only comfort had been
the reflection of what he would do to
Bunter when he got out. Now he had
gone out, and he proceeded to deal with
Bunter.

Bunter's snore suddenly ceased, and a
delicious dream of Christmas pudding
and turkey came to an abrupt end, as
the bedclothes were jerked off him.

“Ow!" gasped Bunter.

He awakened.

bz ﬂ absurd chum, Bunter will keep
till the morning—"' urged Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

““He won't!"” snapped Wharton.

*“Yarooogh |

“Bunter, you fat scoundrel—"

“Ow!  Keep off " roared Bunter.
“You beast, how cid you get out? I
say, old chap, I wasn't going to leave
you there reallyl I—I was just E_oing
to get up and let you out! Keep off |”

Smack |

i Yﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂp m

Smack, smack!

“ Yow-ow-ow-0w-wooooogop | Help!
Yaroooch "

Billy Bunter bounded off the bed on
the farther side. He grabbed up his
spectacles, jammed them on his fat little
and blinked at Wharton across
the bed.

“1 say, old fellow—yarooooh! Keep
off | Keep him off, Inky! How did yon
get in here, you black beast? 1 say, 1
wans just going to let you out, Harry,
old chap—1 was really! Just another
minute, and-—yoooop 1"

Bunter bounded desperately across the
bed as Wharton rushed round it.

N
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“Ow! Helpl Keep offI” he yelled.

“My esteemed Wharton—"" "gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

"“Keep him off " gasped Bunter. "I
say. old fellow, wharrer you waxy
about? Can't jou take a joke? Oh lor't
Keep him off |

The nabob caught Wharton by the
arm,

“ Let go, you ass|”

My absurd chym—""
“Let go, fathead! I'm
smash him up into little pieces

Wharton.
“Oh crikey!”
unter rushed to the door.

To unlock it, drag it open, and whip
out into the passage was the work of a
moment,

Wharton jerked his arm loose from
Hurree Singh and rushed after him.

“You fat villain—"

“Ow 1"

** Stop, you fat rotter1”

Billy Bunter did not stop.

. As Wharton rushed into the passage
in pursuit, a fat figure in pyjamas van-
ished in the distance round a corner.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh hurried out
after his chum.

“My absurd Wharton, you will wake
the house! For the sake of esteemed
goodness—""

Wharton paused.

“I'll smash him! I'll pulverise him1
I'll spiflicate him! I'll—" he gasped.
“Wait till he comes back!”

But Billy Bunter teemed in no hurry
to come back; and after waiting a few
minutes, calmness supervened, and
Wharton admitted that Bunter would
keep till the morning.

The two juniors went to bed, and the
way was open for Billy Bunter to return
to his room. Wharton and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, as they laid their
heads on their pillows and closed their
eyes, had no doubt that he had returned
there now that the coast was clear. But
the adventures of Billy Bunter on that
eventful night were far from over.

qoing fo
" roared

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm 1

“ H dear!" gasped Billy Bunter.
0 It was old.
In borrowing a suit of

Wharton's pyjamas, Bunter had
naturally selected the best and warmest
suit he could find. Still, they were not
much protection against the cold of a
I)m:emE('r night.

Bunter's teeth chattered.

In his hurried flight from the
cxasperated captain of the IRemove,
Bunter had negotiated several passages,
careless whither they led.

He stumbled on a staircase, and
clambered hurriedly up thé stairs, only
bent on placing a safe distance between
himself and his pursuer.

There he paused, gasping, to listen.

He blinked round him in the starlight
from a window. He knew where he was
now—in the menservants' quarters.

He quaked and listened,

There was, as a matter of fact, no
pursuit. But the moan of the wintry
wind, the creaking and rustling of the
trees, the ‘cracking of ancient wainscot,
were cnough for Bunter's terrified ears.

He scudded across the landing,
grabbed open the first door he came to,
and bolted in.

Shutting the door he palpitated be-
hind 1, listening for the pursuing foot-
steps of the captain of the Remove.

Outside the house the winter wind
wailed and howled, and clattered the
old ivy against the windows.

*Oh dear!” gasped Bunter.

(Continusd on page 12.)



Gather Round, You * Footer” Fans!

t INSIDE INFGRMAIION

By ‘“The OLD REF."”

What style of goalposts are you in favour of, chums—round or square ?

‘““0ld Ref ** is all in

favour of the rounded ones, and here he tells you why.

proving to me that they keep their eyes open as they
move about in the world. Those who don't observe things
closely miss a lot of the interest which is in life.

A London boy reader has been noticing things concerning
poalposts and cross-bars which are used in big matches on
different grounds. He pointa out that on some grounds tho goal-

sta and the orosa-bars are round or oval, and that on other

iz grounds in London they are square or oblong.

Let me eay at once that my correspondent is right on this
matter. There is a difference in the shape of the goalposts
used on the grounds of the big London eclubs, At West Ham
and Queen’s Park Rangers' grounds, for instanoe, they use the
rounded posts; but at Tottenham they use the square posta.
Incidentally, not all the goalposts are of wood. I think those
ot the Queen’s Park Rangers’ ground are made of metal.

It is rather a funny thing, when you come to think of it,
that the rules and regulations of football should permit goal-
wste and cross-bars of different design. Yet such is the fact.

he rules don't say anything about the posts being round or
square : all that they say is that—

:"UST a little pat on the back to those of my readera who aro

the maximum width of the goulposts shall not be
more than five inches, and the marimum depth of
the cross-bar the same.

Obviously a ball which hits a round post will act differently
from a ball which hits a square Fost. and it is quite safe to say
that matches have been won and lost owing to the shape of the
posta. However, it is not permissible to use different posts at
different ends of the field, or to change them at half-time, so
that the shape of the goalposts are the same for both sides in
any particular match.

posts, but the highest authoritiea of the game—the
members of the Football Association—have not yet
been won over to the idea of rounded woodwork for
posta and cross-bar. This, at any rate, must be the conclusion,
eseing that at Wembley, where the English Cup Finals are
pllx'ned, oblong posts are in use.
d I think I can recall a final tie at Wembley the result
of whioh was affected by the oblong goalposts. In 1924,
Aston Villa were playing Newcastle Uni in the final at
Wembley., The Villa had the better of the game in the first
half, too: looked much the more likely team to win. Some
minutes before half-time, however, Billy Walker, the genius of
the Aston Villa forward line, met with a nasty sccident. The
ball was swung over from the Villa right wing, and Walker
dashed up with a view to heading it into the net. With his eyes
fixed on the ball, Walker did not notice just where he was, and

CHERE is gmwin%l feeling in favour of the rounded goal-

he went crashing into the goalpost wilth the sharp
corner vight into his chest,

Walker went out like a boxer who has boen given one right on
the ** point,” and at first I thought he had kilfad himself. How-
ever, the injury was not so as all that, for the player was
able to resume in the second half. But, instead o(pbeiug the
inspiration of the side, he could scarcely do anything at all,
aud Neweastle United won the Cup.

Now it spems to me quite likely that if the goalposts at
Wembley had been rounded off the injury to Walker would not
bhave been so serious as it was owing to the sharpness of the
corner into which he ran. I am all in favour of the rounded
1'osts myseli, on the ground that they are less dangerous.

noticed the number of goalkee, who are in the habit

of breaking a little-known football rule t 1t is quite the

usual thing for a goalkeeper, going up to a high shot, to
swing on the cross-bar as the ball goes over. 1 have seen goal-
keopers do this on scores of occasions, but 1 have never yeb
seen a referee tell a goalkeeper that he must not do it. Yet ib
is a fact that

BY the way, talking of goalposts and oross-bars, have you

goallecpers who swing on the cross-bar are brealing
a rule.

A novel point is raised by a reader from Huddersfield. He
tells me that recently, when taking part in a game between
boys, the opposing side adopted strange taoctics. At half-time
one side had a ilead of two goals to nothing. When it came
to the kick-off after the interval the side which was two goals
down did not adopt the usual formation. They played seven
forwarda, two half-backs, one full-back, and a goalkeeper. My
correspondent wants to know if this was right : if they should
have n allowed to do this ' The answer is that the sidea
which did ** form up " in the strange fashion was quite justified.
Thero was no breach of the law committed.

is absolutely nothing in the rules which says that a side

shall be made up of so many forwards, so many half.

backs, two full-backs, and a goalkeeper. Any formation
may be adopted, and if a captain thought fit he could play
without a goalkeeper,

As n matter of fact, the present formation of a football side
~—five forwards, three halves, two full-backs, and a goannee{ner—-
was not always usual, Beven forwards used to be the habit
in the long ago.

The only thing a side could not do in this connection would be
to play two goalkecpers. Thoy could put two men under the bar,
of courso, but only one of them would be allowed to use his
hands to keep tho ball out without incurring o penalty., I
might also add—as this bit of information may come in useful
at some time or another—that a side must not change its goal-
keeper in the course of a gamo without the referco being
informed of the fact.

H DARLINGTON reader raises an interesting point con-

Przmmps it may surprise my readera to know that there

cerning what can and can not be dono to the goal-

keeper.  Of course, you all know that a goalkeeper

can be charged—legitimately, of course—when he ia
in possession of the ball. Now my correspondent wants to
know what is meant by the word * possession.”

Is a goalliceper in possession of the ball when he
is engaged in fisting it out ?

That is the way my reader friend puts the problem. The
answer is—and it has been given officially—that for the
purposes of this rule the act of fisting out is not possession,
and the goalkeeper cannot be charged—or must not be
charged without the charger being penslised—when he is
merely fisting the ball out from under hus bar.

Let me add here that 1 can quite understand my correspondent
raising this point, because many referees intorpret this rule
wrongly. 1 have already seen ono Fimt Division match won
and lost this season because the referee made a mistake over this
rule. The goalkeoper fisted out a long shot. As he did so, an
opponent charged into him, sending him to the ground. The
referee did not give o free kick, and the ball went to another
forward who sent it back into the net before the goalkeeper had
recovered. That was a goal which should never have beon
allowed. Tue Magver Lisrany.—No. 1,141
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“EUNTER COMES TO STAY!”

(Cyntinued from page 10.)

From the bottom of his fat heart
Bunter wished that he hadn’t landed at
Wiharton Lodge for his Christmas holi-
daye. Bunter Court was better than this
—even with Bessie Bunter and Sammy
Bunter thrown in.

0wl Beast ! He's coming
groaned Bunter, as & gust of wind shook
the windows.

He palpitated.

In bis mind's eye he could scc Whar-
ton searching the passages for him, bent
on vengeance, )

Lven Bunter ~ould realise that a
fellow who had been locked in a chilly
wardrobe fcr two or three hours was
likely to feel vengeful when he emerged.

Bunter was still tinglhing from the
two or three hefty smacks Wharton had
had time to admimster before he fled.
llg did not want any more—very inuch
indeed he did not want any more.

A long mipute passed.

The bapless Owl of the Remove dared
not venture from the room in which he
iad taken refuge.

But 1t came into his fat mind that the
man who sleat ic the room might have
licard linm enter, and he blinked round
uneasily. ’

“1—1 say, it's all right!” gasped
Ilunter, “1 ain't a burglar, you know !
1i's all right.”

‘I'here was no answer.

Appareatly the room was unoccupied.

That was a relief at least. Dunter
had no desire to be collared by some
startled manservant, as a burglar.

The window was curtained and thera
was not the faiotest glimmer of light
s the room.

Neither was there any sound of
breathing. DBunter, evidently, was alone
there.

Another long minute passed—and
snother! They were very long indeed
to Rilly Bunter,

He shivered and his teeth chattered.

A lul! in the wind was followed by
deep silence. There was no sound of
pursuing footstepa,

Still Punter did not venture out.

The beast was still looking for him,
or waiting in his room for hiw to return.
It was only judicious to give the heast
time te calm down. Wherever the beast
lonked for him, he was not likely to
look inte one of the menservants’
rooms, Bunter was eafe o long as he
remained there,

Assured that he was a'one in the room
now, the fat junior groped for the
switch, found it by the door, and turned
on the light.

ITe blinked round him.

'I'he room was empty, save for Bunter.

The bed was made, ready for occu-

. ; 7 ;
pation, but it was not occupted. A suit
of pyjamae lay ncross it.  Bvidently
someone had intended to use the room
that night, but had not yet gone to
ilf‘i}

Bunter was puzzled.
what time it was, but

ITe did not know
he knew that it

was very late; none of the servants
conld ba up at that honr.  Yet this
roont, evidently habitually occupied,
was empty : the bed, though made, ready

for acenpation, had not been slept in.

It was eutious; and DBunter blinked
about the room very curiously He
wondered whoze room it was. Tt must
belong to ene of the men employed in
the housoe. and it was very curious
indeed that that man had not yet gone
to bed

“Barnes !
denly

On n table lay a chauffeur's cap.

Buntee stared at it.
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ejaculated Bunter sud-

The room was the one assigned to
Barnes, the Head's chauffeur. Bunter
knew that Barnes had a room on this
passage, though he had pot known
which room it was.

Evidently this was Barnes' room.

Brown, the Colonel’s chauffeur, slept
over the garage. Barnes had been
given a room in the house, in the men-
servants quarters. This was DBaroes’
room, evidently; and Barnes should
have been in bed long ago.

Where Barnes was, was a mystery.

Possibly he had been given leave of
absence by his master, nng was away for
the night. Indeed, that was the only
possible explanation, so far as Bunter
could see. The whole household had
long ago gone to bed; Barnes could not
stilfba up within the walls of Wharton
Lodge. Evidently—Bunter concluded—
he was away for the night.

There was nothing, after all, sur-
prising in (hat, for DBarnes had no
business at Wharton Lodge, except to
wait there so long as his master stayed
with tho colonel, and if he wanted a
night's leave of absence, Dr. Locke was
certain to give it to him.

Bunter grinned,

He was in luck.

Nothing could have happened better,
in fact.

The beast who was—as DBunter be-
lieved—searching for him. could search
as longz as he jolly well liked. If the
beast was waiting in Bunter's room for
Bunter to come back., he could jolly
well wait  Bunter had. by sheer luck,
found a safe and comfortable refuge.
Barnes heing absent, thers was rno
reason why Bunter should not remain
in the room, and the bed looked a com
fortahle one.

Tt did not take Bunter long to make
up his fat mind.

e turned off the light and plunged
into bed. With great satisfaction Bun.
tor tucked his fat person under the
blankets,

His eyes closed a foew seconds after
hiz head tecuchad Barnes’ pillow. A few
seconda more and the silence of the
room was broken by a rumble like that
of distant thunder.

Punter was asleep.

He slept and snored. Back to his fat
mind eame the interrupted dream of
turkey and Christmas pudding, and as
ha slept a sweet smile illuminated his
face.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mysterlcus !

ILLY BUNTER awoke suddenly.
B What had awakened him he
did not know, but something had.
Generally when Billy Bunter's
eyes were closed in slumber they wera
safe to remein elesed, and nothing short
of a thunderclap would have awakened
him till morning.

Put the exciting eventa of the night
had told, even an William Gearze Dun-
ter. He slept fitfully. His dream of
a turkey and Christmas  pndding
mingled, in his slumbers, with the
avenzing fignre of the captain of the
Remove secking him along dusky pass-
ages  The happy dream beecame a
nightmare, and 1, the mists and
shadows of =leep he had an awful vision
of a fierce turkey chasing him along
passages and up and down stairs. Ha
mumbled and grumbled in his sleep;
and in that disturbed state a [faint
sonund wae enongh to awaken him.

He opened his eyes and blinked in the
darkness.

For some moments he could not
remember where he wae, or what had
happened to him.  The vision of a fierce
and vengeful turkey faded, to be re

THE MAGNET

placed by a recollection of the captain
of the Remove.

He poked his little fat nose out over
the edge of the cover and blinked round
the dark room, and listened intently
with both fat ears. If the beast had run
him down after all—

There was a sound in the quiet room,
and Bunter kpnew he was no longer
alone.

He tried to still his breathing.

He had no doubt that it was qu.rton.
How could it be anybody else? DBunter
was not aware that he had been asleep
in Barnes’ bed for nearly two hours,
he had an impression that he had
nodded off for a few minutes.

He tistened, with beating heart.

Someona was in the room. He could
see nothing, but he could hear somenne
moving.

But if it was Wharton, why didn't the
beast turn or the light? If bhe knew
Barnes was absent, and suspected that
the fat Owl had taken refuge in that
room, he would naturally turn on the
light to look for him. But the darkness
remained unbroken.

Then—after a few moments, which
seemed long minutes (o the quaking
Owl of the Remove—there was a
scratching sound.

A match was struck,

Bunter blinked in amazement,

The beast was striking a  matceh,
though there was an electric switch just
inside the door.

The glimmer of the match moved
across the shadowy room towards the
mantelpiece,

Bunter stared at it,
~ Dimly in the glimmer of the flicker-
ing match, he made out the figure of
the person who ecarried it.

It was not Wharton. It was too tall
for a schoolboy.

For a second Bunter’s fat heart palpi-
tated with the thought of burglars. lr}e
had nor forgotten lf‘:isn startling experi-
ence at Greyfriars, just before the break-
up for the Christinas holidays, when he
had come down in the night after
Cokers’ cake, and had run into a
burglar.  For & second Bunter lived
that horrid moment over again,

But the next moment lus terrors were
relieved.

The match was plaecd to a night-
light on the mantelpiece, and a dim illu-
mination glimmered through the room.
Dim as it was, it enabled Bunter to
recognise the man who stood by the
ireplace.

It was Barnes!

Bunter's terrors disappearad as he
recognised Dr. Locke's chaulfeur. DBut
his surprise was great,

He blinked at Barncs in utter amaze-
ment.

Finding Barnes' room empty, and the
bed not slept in, Bunter had taken it
for granted, as a matter ot course, that
the man was away for the night.

That Barnes would return in the small
hours of the morning had not even
occurred for a moment to his fat brain,

Indeed, it was so extraordinary that
Dunter wondered for a moment or two
whether he was still dreamuing.

Where on earth had Darnes been in
the middle of the night? Out of the

house. that waus certain  But where—
and why?
Bunter's  little round eyes almost

bulged from his head ic astonishment,
a* he blinked at him.

o groped by the pillow for his
glasses, jammed them cn his little fat
nose, and blinked again There was no
doubt of it. The man was Barnes.

The glimmer of the night-light showed
up, plainly enough, the cool, steady
face, the well-cut features, of the lcad's
chaufleur.
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Barnes was not looking towards tho
bed—evidently he had not the faintest
su:picion that his room was occupicd.

Bunter made no sound. He was so
n-tonished that he could only blink at
the man who stood by the fireplace, o
dozen feet away from him.

He noticed that Barnes was breathing

liard. Wherever he haa been, Le had
apparently returned to Wharton Lodge
at a good speed—perhaps running. He

turned from the mantelpiece, but not
towards the bed. He dropped into a
deep chair, like & man who was weary,
stretched out his legs, and remained
there, only his deep and hurried breath-
ing coming to Bunter's eara.

Dunter lay on his elbow, dumb, blink-
ing at the chauffeur's profile as he sat
iu the armchair,

Why the man had put a match to the
night-light, instead of turning on the
clectrio switch, puzzled the fat junior.
Tiut 1t occurred to him that Barnes, for
whatsoever reason he had been out that
night at such an hour, did not desire

hence his stealthy ana surreptitious
return to the house in the small hours.

If the Head's chauffeur lLiad been joy
riding, it seemed to lhave tired him,
He lay back heavily in tho armchair,
resting; more like a man who had
walked or run a good distance, than
like 2 man who had driven a tar.

Bunter sat up in bed.

Now that the chauffeur had relurned,
obviously Dunter had to vacate DBarnes'
room and return to his own

So far, the man had not even glanced
towards the bed. But as Bunter sat up,
the bed creaked, and Barnes moved,
with a sudden swiftness that surpriscd
Bunter.

Like lightning, he lcaped from the
armchair, and spun round towards the
bed. In the glimmer of the night-light
his face showed white and startled.

“1 say, Barmnes—" egjaculated
Punter, startled by the change that had
come over Barnes' face.

The chauffeur made an
sound.

inarticulate

He leaped towards the bed,
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iovm. 'The look on lis face as he
leaped towards thie bed, told of minglod
rage and terror, and it had scemed to
Bunter that there was a murderous
glare in Barnes' eyes as he came.

Bub if it was there it was quickly
gone, As lic stared across the bed at
the squealing fat junior, sprawling in a
tangle of sheets and blankets, Barnes
regained hiz aceustomed ealm.

“Bunter!” he said.

“Ow! Kecp off! It's only me, ron
silly ass!” gasped Bunicer. “You lay
hands on me, you cheeky beast, and I'll
tell tho Beak that you've lLiad his car
out! Ow!"”

Bunter disentangled himsclf from the
bedelothes, and scrambled to his feet.
He blinked at Barues across the bed.

Barnes waus breathing fast, and lis
face was still white, but he was calin
now. When he spoke again lLis voice
was as smooth es vsual

“Master Dunter, you startled me!™
he said quietly.

“And you jolly well startled me,

Like a panther the chauffeur leaped towards Billy Bunter, The Owl of the Remove gave a squeal of terror and rolled ou 1

the houschold to be aware of his move-
ments. It was not likely that a gleam
of light under his door, or from a chink
in the curtains at the window, would be

observed; but it wa: possible, and
Barnes was not taking the chance.
Bunter grinned.
Iividently Barnes had been out

sccretly, and had returned as sccretly,
and desired his actions to remain a
sceret.  He must have got hold of some
key to let himself out and in, or perhaps
had used a window.

It was odd enough, for there was no
doubt at all that Barnes' employer
would have given him a night's leave of
absenco if he had asked for it. So far
as Dunter could see, Barnes was taking
a lot of trouble to keep secret a matter
that need not have been kept sccret at
all.

But an explanation very quickly
occurred {o Dunter. He fancied that
hio knew the ways of chauffeurs!

yarnes, of course, had taken the Head's
car out for a joy-ride! That was it,
Bunter decided, with a grin—the fellow
bad Leen joy-riding in his master's car;

on the other side of the bed !

swiftly, silently, like a springing
panther.

The look on his tace was so strange,
so terrible, that it frightened Bunter
almost out of his fat wits

He gave a squeak ot terror, and rolled
out of bed on the other side.

Bump

“Ow! Wow!”

Bunter rolled on the floor in a tangle
of bedclothes,

“Ow! Yarooh! Keep off I" squealed
Bunter. “It's only me, Barnes! Ow!
Only Bunter! Wow! [ ain't a
burglar! Ow! Keep off! Wow!”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
“ Keep it Dark! "

ARNES stood staring across the

bed at the Owl ot the Remove.
He made an effort to pull him-
sclf together. i
For & moment or two his sclf-control
scemed utterly to have deserted him, as
he found that ho was not alune in his

jumping at me like a wild beast!”
gasped Bunter. -*Did you think there
was o burglar in your bed, you silly
idiot 7"

“Really, Master Dunter, 1 did not
know what to think—in fact, I had no
time to think.” Barnes was his normal,
quict, self-possessed sell now, though his
cyes were gleaming strangely at the fat
junior. “I was very much surprised to
find somecone in my roon. at this hour
of the night. May I ask what you aro
doing here, sir?”

“It's your own fault,” grunted Dunter.
“How was I to know that you were
coming back?” Ile blinked at the clock
on the mantelpicee. “Why, it's half-
past three nearly! Nice timn to keep
vour governor's car out!”

“My governor's  car?” -epeated
Darnes. .
“Think I don't know what you've

been up to " encered Bunter. 1 know
all about chauffeurs! Yon've had the
Head's car out on a joy-ride, and only

(Continued on page 16.)
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14 “EAT, DRINK AND BE MERRY THIS HAPPY CHRISTMASTIDE "—DICKY NUGENT'S GREETING TO YOU

INAMIE,

LN 24 ) gf DrckY NOGINT XSk

It looks an odds-on chance of Dr. Birchemall being arrested as
a thief—until Hawkeye, the famous sleuth, gets busy on the job !

I

o AVING a jolly good time, sir 7"
H Frank Fearless ansked that
question.

He had just cannoned into
Dr. Birchemall, his vennerable head-
master at St. Sam’s.  Dr. Birchemall
was at present an uninvited guest at
the magnilficent Mayfair mansion which
belonged to Frank's wealthy pater.

The Head bad a contented smirk on
his skollerly dile and a smear of jam
round his mouth. Fearless shrewdly
guessed that ho had been raiding the

pantry—a  recreation in  which he
frekwently indulged Detween meal-
times,

“Yes, Fearless, I am having an
awlfully good time, thank you,” he
gaid, in reply to Frank's question. 1
must say you've done mo proud this

Christmas.  Matter of fact, I'm think-
ing of staying on for the rest of tho
vack 1"

“Oh crikey1”

Dr. Birchemall started violently.

“What did you say, Fearlesay”

“1 said you're very welcome to stop,
gir!” said Frank Pearless hurriedly.
“But aro you sure we'ro not keeping
you from your friends, sir?”

“Possibly you are. Nevertheless, 1t
suits my purpose tq stay on here for a
while,” said the Head, lowering his
voice to a meer whisper. “You are
aware, of corse, Fearless, that T left St.
Sam’'s under a bit of a cloud. ‘The
perlico are hunting hizh and low for
me in connection with the affair of the
missing Christmas-card munny, and 1
dare not show my fizz in the streets of
London. So I think I had better ux:r['l)t

our hospitality a little longer. Thanks
or inviting mel*

“Don’t mensh!” grinned Frank Fear-
less, who was much too polite to point
ont that he didn't reckerlect inviting the
Head at alll “By the way, here comes
a friend of our family whom the pater
has invited to dinner to-nite. Let me
intrerduce him.”

Frank was referring to a tall, dis
tingwished-looking jentleman who was
just crossing the hall with Mr. Fearless
and Jack Jolly and Merry and Bright
the heroes of the Fourth at St. Sam's

The Head gave one look at the new
comer, then turned deadly white.

“CGrato pipl  Hawkeve, the selly-
brated slooth, or 'm a Dutchman 1" he
ericd horzely, “Sorry I can't stop |”
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And with a wild, hunted eggspression
in his eyes, he made a bolt for the
nearest door.

Unforchunitly for the Head, at the
very moment when he recached the
doorway, the butler, a portly old
fellow named Waite, happened to be
issuing fourth. There was a terrific
crash, and a fearful bump, and the
Head and the old retainer collapsed in
a heap, yelling.

“Yarooooo 1"

“Grooooo! Help!”

In & moment Jack Jolly & Co. had
rushed to the reskew. Behind them
cantered the dignified figgers of Mr.
Fearless and the sellybrated detective.

“Bless my sole! What's all this
here " asked Mr. Fearless, in his deep.
refined voice.

“Evvidently an axxident, my dear
Fearless1” broke in the heavy base voice
of the famus Hawkeye. “TFrom what I
seo, I deduce that two individuals have
axxidentally bumped into one another 1”

“Good hevvans! However did you
discover that?” asked Mr. Fearlees, in
amazement.

“Quite simple, my dear Fearless!
But there is no time for me to eggsplain
just how I did it. Let me help the
unforchunit jentleman to his feet!”

And Hawkeye grabbed the Head's
beard and jerked him to his feet. As
he did so, he uttered a sudden cggscla-
mation:

“Thunder and lightning ! It's Alfred
Birchemall, the missing skoolmaster 1*

“Tt’s not!” roared the Head, begin-
ning to tremble like a jellyfish. “As a
matter ‘of fact, my name's Buster
Brown, and I'm a pork-butcher! Ain’t
I. boysi”

“First we've heard of it!” grinned
Jack Jollv. “You've always been
known as Dr. Birchemall at St. Sam’s.
anyway |

“As T suspected !” nodded Hawkeye.
= Are you aware, my dear Fearless, that
this—er—jentleman is wanted by the
perlice for pinching a vast eum of
Christmas-card munny 1

“Well, T did hear something about
it, konfessed Mr. Fearless. *“But
Birchy has always declared he didn't
pinch it.”

“Nor I didn't!” eried the Head, lick-
ing his dry lips in an aggerny of appre-
hension. " Take my word for it, Mr.
Hawhkeve, 1 wouldn’t dreem of pinching
a penny of anvbody's muuny! Tuck-
hampers and such-like I admit I have

S

pinched by the duzzen; but munny—
never |

“Then you admit you are Alfred
Birchemall 7 asked Hawkoye.

“Well, as these young idiots refuso to
confirm that I am Buster Brown, there's
nothing else to be done I”

“And you deny that you are gilty of
pinching the missing munny 1

“I swear I never done it!I” cried Dr.
Birchemall, in wringing tones.

The famus detective pulled out a
magnifying-glass from his pocket and
eggsamined the Head of St. Sam's
closely for several minnits. At the end
of that time he replaced it in his
pocket, with a sattisfied grunt.

“Birchemall, I believe you,” ho said.

“Thank hevvan}” gasped the Head.
wiping away the beads of inspiration
that had gathered on his massive brow.

“From my eggsamination of you,
Birchemall, I should say that you are
sovveral sorts of a rotter—"

“Hear, hear !” mermercd Bright.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“But not the sort of rotter that would
sell Christmas-cards on commission and
purloin the proseeds!” went on Hawk-
eye. “That being so, my dear gir, 1
will not hand you over to the perlice.”

“Thanks, awfully!” cried the ITecad
fervently.

“Instead of that, I will place myv
servisses at your disposal and see if |
can help you to clear your name.”

“My hat! All this sounds too good
to be true 1"” grinned the Head. “ Do you
really think it possibul that you can
solve the mistery, Mr. Hawkeye*

Hawkeye smiled an insorutable smile.

“1 should shay sho I’ he replied, with
whimsical humer. “No mistery, how-
ever baflling, remains a mistery for
long when Hawkeye gets bizzy on the
job. Comel! We will adjern to tho
ihrary, and you will tell me all ycu
know about it.”

In high good humer, the entire party
trotted along to the library. Waite,
the butler, brought along an enormons
trayload of jinjer-beer and jam-tarts,
and while they discussed these, Dr.
Birchemall and Hawkeye a'so discussed
the mistery of the missing munny-box.

Dr. Rirchemall eggeplained ezgsactly

how he had placed the
munny-box containing the
Christmas-card cash into his
desk ; he described the little
feed he had given just
before  Breaking-up Day;
and then, in breef, grafhic
sentences, told of the open-
.ng of the drawer and tho discovery
that the cash was missing.

Hawkeye listened in silence, s
beetling brows contracted together as
his mitey brain pieced the shreds of
evvidence together. Now and again he
crossed the library and consulted
we.zhty  books like the “Newgate
Calendar,” “Crimes & Criminals,”
“Bafe-breaking,” and the “Cracksman’s
Handbook.” Apart from that, and
re. "in: out at half-minnit intervals to
grab a jam-tart, he remained motion-
css,

When the Head had finished, he plied
him with keen, intellijent questions,
such as “How many tarts make live?”
and.-* When is a door not a door?"” and
“Who killed Cock Robin?”

The Head answered all these questions
frankly and openly, as though he had
nothing to conseal.

At last Hawkeye -ose, with a sattisfied
egEspression on ilis face.

“Jentlemen!” he suid. *“I think }
have solved the mistery!”

“Grate pip|”

“Already?"" cried the IHead, almost
increddulously. “1t .eems almost im-
possibul 1"

‘“‘Novertheless, I beleeve I have done
it!" said Hawkeye. *With your kind
permission, Mr. Fearless, we will now
put on our coats and bats, and get into
one of your sumptuous Rolls-Rices.”

“Where are we pgoing, then?” asked
Jack Jolly wonderingly.

The grate slooth’s reply sent a thrill
through his little audience:

“To St. Sam's!"’

11.

LATTER CLATTER!
C Crash!
Swiftly the grate, purring

Rolls-Rice threaded ils way
through the bizzy streets of London on
its way to Muggleton and St. Sam's.
Jack Jolly & Co., of corso, were awfully
egpesited at the turn of events, and Dr.
Birchemall and Mr. Fearless were
nlnost as eggsited e3 our heroes.
Apart from the ehover, the only person
in the car who was not eggsited was
llawkeve. The grate slooth sat in the

Bang!

¢orner rcading a comic paper and smil-
ing an inscrutable smile. To look at
him, nobody would have guessed that
he was unravelling an amazing mistery.

All at once Hawkeye glarnsed out of
the back of the car. Somehow Jack
Jolly & Co. sensed immejately that he
had made a discovery. It was not that
Hawkeye gave himself away at all.

“ Anything tho matter, sir?” asked
Jack Jolly respectively.

“Yes, my boy!" answered ITawkeye,
wiping the tears of merriment from his
eyes, “*See that grate car tearing
along behind us?"

“Yes, rather!"

“Well, that is a Flying Squad car.
Evvidently the powers that be &t
Scotland {'ard are not so fast asleep as
they usually are. 'They are after the
missing skoolmaster |'” .

“Mean to say they are following us?”
gasped the Head. .

“Eggsactly! They are following us
with the intention of kapturing you aud
leading you away to kaptivity 1"

“Yargoooo!" roared the Head, turn-
ing deadly pail with fear.

“But don’t get nervuss, my dear
Birchemalll  With Hawkeye on your
side you are as safe as houses—safer, in
fact 1" finished the grate slooth, as the
Rolls-Rice cannoned nto a house at the
corner of a street, smashin (it to
smithereens. “ Do you mind telling the
shover to get a move on, my dear
Fearless1”

“Plezzure to oblige a jentleman!”
grinned Mr. Fearless; and, putting his
mouth to the speaking-tube, he yelled
out: “Drive like the wvery dickens,
Bill 1"

The response was immejate. Like an
unleashed hound, the Rolls-Rice leaped
forward, and pedestrinnsa were
bowled over like ninepins, without so
much as a “By your leave!” The
Flying Squad car thundered along in
the rear, and the occupants of (ho
Rolls-Rice saw half-a-duzzen infuriated
Scotland Yard slooths blazing away st
them with revolvers., DBut the Flying
Squad were not close enulf to do any
dammidge, and by the time open country
was reached they were left far behind.

With a deffening grinding of brakes,
the Rolls-Rice pulled up at last in front
of the Skool House. Instantly the little
party etreemed out of the car and up
the Skool Houso eteps.

Dr. Birchemall pulled out an enor-
mous key from his trowsis pocket and
opened the main door of the Skool
House. Into the House and up the
dusty, deserted slaircase the party
pored, the Head leading the way with
his long, loping gait, and the rest
cantering along after him

Qutside tha IHead's study they pawsed
for & minnit while Dr. Birchemall
fumbled with another caormous key.
While they pawsed, a sound fell on their
cars, coming from outside the Shool
House—a eound that made the Head
turn pailer than ever.

It was the toot-toot of a motor-horn.
The Flying Squad had arrived at St.
Sam'sl

“Quick! There is not a minnit to
lose, if you value your freedom!" hist
Hawkeye.

The Head realised that Flawkeye's
words were only too true. With a mitey
kick, he scnt the door of Lis sankium
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swinging open, pawsed for a momcnt
to switch on the light, then rushed
across the study.

“There you are, Mr. Hawkeye!"' hLe
gasped brethlessly. * Here is the giddy
desk, and this is the drawer in which I
placed the munny-box.”

Hawkeye took in the seen at a glarnse,

“Just as I imajined it!" ke remarked,
referring to the desk. * Lemme sce—"

He fell on his neeze and wrenched
open the drawer beneath the cash
drawer, N

“No good looking in there, I'm
afraid,” said the Head. *That 13 the
drawer where I keep tradesmen's bills
and other unimportant itemns—""'

Dr. Birchemall broke off suddenly,
and stared in amazement at the necling
slooth. At the same moment a yell of
astonishment went up from the rest.

For in the long, tapering hands ol
the world-famed 'tec was the missing
munny-box !

“Tlhe—the munny-box!” gasped the
Mead. ;

“ggsactly ! Still locked and still full
of munny " eaid Hawkeye, grinning an
inscrutable grin. “The theory that 1
formed in London turned out to be
correct.” .

“PBut—but how did it get in the
wrong drawer? 1 well remember puts
ting 1t in the drawer above.”

“Just sol But sou didn't allow for
tho back of the drawer being loose and
allowing the munny-box to drop through
into the drawer below!” grinned
Hawkeye. .

“My hat! I can see that that's what
happened now! And you mean to say
that you deduced all this in London?

“Eggsactly! What I said to myself
was this here—"

At that moment six red-faced Scotland
Yard slooths rushed in, brandishing
revolvers all over wne place. 3

On secing them, Hawkeye burst into
a roar of inserutable larfter. R

“It's all right, jentlemen! You're
foiled again!” ho guffawed. “ IMawkeye
has got_in before you once more, and
you're dished, diddled and doneI" <

“Oh, blow you, Hawkeyel We're
going to arrest Alfred Birchemall—

“You're not!” grinned the elooth.
“Alfred Birchemall is roing to pay up
lis just detts, and the whole matter is
going r.o_dror. as & matter of fact!”

And Hawkeye, as usual, was right.
There and then the cash changed hands,
and with a dull thud the malter was
dropped. y

Tho Scotland Yard jentlemen felt a
bit agreeved at first. But when Mr.
I'carless invited them back to his town
house for a feed they forgot their
shagrin and became =3 nice as pie.

It was an enjoyable feed thut was
held at the Fearless mansion that nite.
And the cheers were loud and long
when the [ead rose to propose a toast.
That toast, almost needless to say, was
in honour of Hawkeye, the slooth—the
man who, by his inserutable methods,
had suxzeeded in clearing Dr. Birche-
mail’sa pame |

THE END.

(There'll e unother rousing yarn by
Dicky Nugent in next week’s MacxEr,
catitled : “AMAZING THE SKOOL!”

Don't misa this treat, whatever you do,
chums!)




(Continued from page 13.)

just got back. You'd jolly well get the
sack 1f I told the Beak! ¥Yah!"

An expression of relicf flashed over
Barnes' pale face, Even Bunter, who
wus far from observant, observed it,
and wondered at it.

“I thought you were away for the
night, of course,” went on Bunter.
“\What else wus I to think, when I
found the room empty, after everybody
had gone to bed?”

“You thiuk I have had my master's
car out on a joy-ride, Master Bunter?”

Dunter snorted.

“1 jolly well know you have!” he re-
lm-lcdl. “You necdn't try to pull my
ler, Darnes. If you haven't, where
Liave you been, I'd like to know !"

itarnes drew o deep breath. ]

“I'm not denying it, sir,” -he said
sminothly. i :

“Not much good if you did!"”
snapped Bunter contomr:tuously. “You
can't stuff me, Barnes !’

A faint smile flickered for an instant
over Barnes' face. The colour was
coming back into his checks now.

“1 shouldn't dream of trying to
deceive you, sir,” said Barnes.

“Wouldn't you — just?” snecered
Diunter. “You jolly well would if you
thought you could get away with it!
itut I'm too jolly Ay for that, I can tell
you "

“You ara too sharp for me, Master
Dunter 1"

“I faney I am!” assented the Owl of
the Remove complacently.

“DBut you have not yet told me what
woit wero doing in my room, Master
Bunter,” said Barnes, and his eyes were
Iﬁ.wl-:l on the fat junior with a piercing
ook.

“That beast Wharton was after me !”
grunted Bunter. “I dodged into this
1oom to get*away from him."

“Is that allt”

“All1” repeated Bunter. “What the
thump do you think I came here for in
tho middle of the night? Think I care
two straws whether you'd taken the
Beak’s car out on a joy-ride or not 1"

Barnes' cyes, fix on the fat and
fatuous face of the Owl of the Remove,
scemed as if they would penetrate that
fat face to the thoughts behind.

It was evident, to his keen scrutiny,
thet Bunter was telling the truth, It
was only by chance that the fat junior
had butted into Barnes' room that
night. If Barnes had feared any decper
notive, he was relieved.

“I'm going back to my room now!”
crunted Bunter, “That beast will be
aleep by this time—he can't have
waited up all this time, blow him!
Nice way to treal a guest—after press-
ing him to come! I've a jolly good
mind to elear out of the kouse the first
ihing in the morning! jolly well
viould, only—only 1 won’

Bunter came round the bed.

Barnes watched him

* Master Bunter——"'

“Lend me those matches ! grunted
Dunter, “I've got to get back to my
room 1"

* Certainly, sir!”

Barnes handed him the box «of
matches. Bunter rolled to the door.
Iarnes’ eyes followed him.
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“Master Bunter, you've found out
that T had iy master's car out to-night
for a joy-ride to London. I am sure
vou will not mention it to Dr. Locke
ard get me into trouble with my
l'mpin_vel.‘?“

Buuter snorted.

“1 don't sec why 1 shouldn't,” he
answered. 1 ean jolly well tell vou,
Barnes, that I don't approve of these
goings-on !

‘" Dr. Locke would be vexed, sir.”

“T fancy he would!” grinned Bunter.
“0ld Locke's too jolly soft with ser-
vants, in my opinion; Kut he would get
his ecars up if ho knew you'd had his
car out all night, running about London
and getting back here at hali-past three
in the morning1”

“1 am aware, sir, that I have com-
mitted a fault,” said Darncs humbly.
“Some friends urged me very hard—"

“That's no excusel!” gsaid Bunter
loitily.

“1 know, sir. But I should take it
very kindly if you would promise not
to mention my transgression to«my em-
ployer. It might cause me to lose my
place, sir—and just at Christmas-time,
I am sure you would not be hard on
ma"”

Bunter's  severe, fat  countenance
thawed.

Dunter's treatment of persons in
employment, a5 a rule, made those

persons expericnee a yvearning to take
him by his fat neck and wring the same.

But Bunfer could be kind to such
persons if they ate a sufficient amount
of  humble-pie, so to speak. And
Darnes now, though hitherto Dunter had
considered him extremely cheeky, was
as humble and meck as even the fatuous
Owl of the Remove could have desired.

“Well, I don't mind keeping it dark,
Barnes,” he said gracionsly. “So long
as you'ro eivil, and know vour place,
vou can always rely on kindness from
me."”

“Thank you, sir!” said Barnes. “I
am very grateful, sic!”

“So you ought to Le,” said Dunter.
“It would jolly well be the sack for you
ii T told the Deak. Still, old Locke
doesn’t treat mo any too civilly—snap-
ping a fellow up if he opens his mouth 1
I won't mention it, Barnes, so long as
you're civil and keep your place, and
don’t get cheeky.”

“Thank you, sit !” said Barnes. “This
kindness is exactly what I should have
expected from a young gentloman like
you, sir.”

Billy Bunter
satisfuction.

‘“That’s all right, Darnes," he said.
“Good-night, my man!”

smiled with fatuous

“Good-night, sir!” said Barnes
respectfully.
Bunter rolled away at last. In a

couple of minutes he was in his own
room and his own bed, and in another
his deep snore was once more going
strong.

DBut Barnes was not so scon to bed.

For quite a long time after Bunter
had left him, that rather nysterious
young man stood, his face tense and
;Imlughtful in the glimmer of the night-
ight.

He shook himself at last, as if dis-
missing troublesome thoughts.

“ After all, we leave to-morrow1” he
muttered. “That fat fool understands
nething, and he will have little time to
talk before we go! And aflter the holi-
days he will have forgotten. It matters
little.”

And Barnes extinguished the light
and went to bed, though he did not
tleep before the grey December dawn
was crecping in ot lhe windows of
\Wharton Lodge.

THE MAGNET

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Parting Guest !

" Y esteemed chum—"
M Harry Wharton opened his
eyes and yawned.
R It was morning, and the
winter sunlight shone in at Lis windows.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was stand-

ing beside his bed, with a smile on his
dusky face.

“Owl I'm  sleepy!”  murmured
Wharton.

“It is nine o'clock, my absurd chum !
remarked the nabob. *“The sleepful-
ness has been terrific!”

Wharton sat up.

“My hat! So late!”

“The latefulness is preposterous!”
grinned Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.
*“And as the esteemed Head departfully
bunks this morning, the turn-outfuluess
is the proper caper|”

“Yes, rather I” yawned Wharton,

Late as the hour was, it cost Wharton
rather an cffort to turn out of bed.
However, he turned out. He was feel-
ing the effects of the loss of sleep the
previous night; but a plunge in cold
water revived him, and he came down
cheerfully to a rather late breakfast.

Billy Bunter was not down yet.

Bunter also had missed some slecp,
and he was making up for it.

Dr. Locke was leaving Wharton Lodge
that morning, and Wharton and Hurrce
Singh intended to see him off in his car;
but to Billy Bunter that did not scem
at all necessary. The less he saw of
the Beak, the bettet William George
Dunter liked it.

Barnes need have had no uncasi-
ness with regard to Bunter mentioning
his escapade to his employer—whether
he had been engaged on a joy-ride or
not. When Bunter nwnkenedl. after ten
o'clock, he rang for his breakfast in
bed, and after breakfast tho Owl of the
Remove took another nap. Nobody
objected to Bunter staying in bed as
long as he liked; indeed, the longer he
remained there, tho more agreeable it
was to all the other occupants of the
Lodge. 8o Bunter snored on unre-
garded.

Heo was still snoring when Barnes
brought the car round for the Head.

Barnes’ ?uict, composed faco showed
no sign of anything unusual having
occurred during the night. He looked
as ho had always looked—a model
chauffeur. Colonel Wharton was stand-
ing on the steps when Barnes brought
the car round. The Head was still in
the house, and the colonel approached
;hf chauffeur, who saluted him respect-

ully.

“Good - morning,
Barnes.

“Good-morning—DBarnes!"  said the
colonel, pausing a seccond before he
spoke the name.

Barnes smiled faintly.

“8till Barnes, sir!" he murmured.

C(Yns‘)l

“Thank you, sir”

“8ince you made your explanation to
m3 a few nights ago I have had no
time to look into the matter,” said
Colonel Wharton. “As you know, it
was a surprise and a shock to me to
recognise Arthur Poynings, formerly an
officer in the Loamshire Regiment,
acting as chauffeur to my old head-
master under an assumed name. I have
gnid nothingz to Dr. Locke—"

*“1 was sure, sir, that you would not
spoil my chance of making good in the
only calling left open to me,” said
Buarnes.

“] should be wvery sorry to do so,”
said the coloncl. *"Except for the one
false step you made after the War, I

sir!”  murmured
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accept your assurance that your record
bas been clean. But—"

“ But—"" murmured Barnes.

“It is my duty, in the circumstances,
to investigate that record,” said Colonel
Wharton.

*I have furnished you, sir, with a list
of the names of my employers, since 1
have been a chauffeur!” murmured the
ex-officer of the Loamshire Regiment,
“I am prepared to etand or fall by the
result of your inguiry.”

Colonel Wharton nodded.

“1f I find that all is clear, you ma
rely upon my silcnce,” he said, “1if

ou are running straight now, I shall
orget that your name ever was Poyn-
ings, and that you were ever anything
but a chauffeur.”

“You are very good, sir.”

“That is simply fair play,” said
Colonel Wharton, “and 1 may add that
if you should desire to change your
ulﬂng. and should be in neced of help,
I am prepared to give you help.”

Barnes’ eyes gleamed strangely for
a moment, as he looked at the bronzed
face of the old military gentleman.

“Thank you, sir,” he said respectfully.
“But I am quite satisfied with my
Eresent calling. I have a comfortable

erth, and a kind master, and I ask
for nothing more."”

The colonel scanned his face.

“Your early prospccts were very
different, Poynings,” he said. *You
are n”Public schonl and University man

“That did not help me much when 1
was stranded after the war,” said
Barnes with a shrug of the shoulders.
“I found my skill as a driver much
more useful than my stores of classical
knowledge.”

Colonel Wharlon smiled.

“No doubt,” he ascented. “It is a
new and harder world since the war,
and there is not much room in it for
idlers.  Nevertheless—"

“1 am quite satisfied, sir.”

“If you are satisfied with steady work
and duty in a humble sphere, you aro
very much changed since | used to know
you, Poynings,” said the colonel, ae if
with & lingering doubt.

“1 am changed sir!
discontented and ambitioua.
hind the bars cured me of that.

I am no longer
A year be-
All 1

ask now is to be left in peace to earn
my bread honestly, and to forget that 1
was ever anything dillerent from what
I now am!”

“That is littlo to ask,” said Colonel
Wharton, “and you may depend upon
me to put no obstacle in your way, if
you are in earnest, Poynings.”

“Thank you, eir.”

The Head's baggage was bein
brought out now, end the colone
stepped back. His eyes lingered on
Barnes, as the chauffeur packed the bag-
gage on the car. Few would bave recog-
nised the quiet, sedate cheulfeur, as the
man the colonel had once known him to
be—restless, reckless, self-willed, extrava-
gant, uncontrolled. If the ex-officer was
playing & part, he was playing it un-
commonly well.

But the colonel had little more time
to ive attention to the Head's
chauffeur. Dr. Locke, having made his
farewells to Miss Wharton, came out,
and Barnes opened the door of the car
for him. The Head took his leave of
the colonel, who grim and bronzed
veteran as he was, was still in his old
headmaster’'s eyes Jim Wharton of
Greyfriars. Then he graciously shook
hands in turn with Harry and Hurree
Singh, and graciously wished them a
merry Christmas.

Then he packed himself into the car,
and Barnes tooled it away down the
drive,

When it was gore, the colonel turned
to the juniors with a smile.

“1 hope you have enjoyed your head
master's visit," he remarked.

“Oh, ves! Lots!” said Harry, rather
guiltily.

“The enjoyfulnesa was terrifie, hon-
oured sahib,” said Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh gravely.

“TPut perhaps you will enjoy that of

your young f[riends, who arrive to-
morrow, still more!” suggested the
colonel.

“'Hem {"

The colonel gmiled anl went back into
the house. He had enjoyved the few days
his old headmaster had spent with him:
but it had been. perliaps, a little
weighty to the schoolboys. At all events
there was little doubt that they would
not miss the Head severely, and that
the arrival of Bob Cherry, Johnuy Bull,
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and Frank Nugent, on the merrow,
would more than compensate for ihe
058,

“The Iead's a good old scout, Inby,"”
remarked Harry Wharton.

“ I'he goodiulness of the esteerned old
scout s terrific,” agreed the MNabch of
Bhampur.

" But—" said Harry.

“The butfulness: also is
grinued Hurree Singh.

“Sull, he's been jolly decent to us.”

*“The decentfulness was great.”

* All the same, it will bo a bit more
lively with the fellows here,” said Harry
laughing

* Ratherfully, my

“1 say, you fellow

The two juniors looked round. Billy
Bunter was blinking out of the doorway,
through his big spectacles.

Wharton looked at him rather zrimly,
Buy his wrath had evaporated with the
night, and be was no longer yearniug
to kick the fat Owl from one end of
Wharton Lodge to the other.

“Well, you fat villain!” ho said.

“Oh, really, Wharton! 1 say, is the
DBeak gone®”

" Yea'l’

“That's good,” said Bunter. “It was
a bit thick having him here, in holiday
time; still, as he's gone, it’s all right.
Thank goodness he's gone. I hope your
uncle won't be asking any more dashed
schoolmasters here. Whagton, so long
as my wvisit lasts’

“You'd hetter tell my uncle that,”
answered i[nrty (Ir)‘[y.

“Well he's rathor a crusty old
codger,” smid Bunter. “I'd rather you
gave him n hint, old ehap! He might
2sk Quelchy next, and in that caze, I'm
hound to sav that 1| should have to cuc
v visit short.” o

“Then I hope he will ask Quelchy.”

*Oh really. Wharton—"

“The fact is, Bunter, the {ellows are
coming to-morrow,” said the captain of
the Remove

“Oh, T don't mind,” said Dunter gen-
erously  “ A<k whom you jolly well like,
Wharton After all. it's your place.”

“Oh!” gasped Wharton, *“Thanks!”

“Not at all. old fellow! Don't mind
me. OF course, Dob Cherry is a noisy
beast—*

(Continued on next page.)

terrifie,”

esteemed chum.”
—

Greetings From greviriars !

All the prominent characters at Greyfriars are eager to send you Christmas Greetings.

But for

reasons of space we are compelled to limit publication to a chosen few.

WHARTON :
O one and all, both far and near,
A heartfelt wish I'm sending,
That midst tho brightest of good cheer
Your Christmas you'll be spending.

DILLY DUNTER:
That yiu'll have tons and tons of tuck
PPiled high on great, big dishes,
And moro bezsides, if you're in luck,
I think the best of wishes. .
May Christmas pudding, cake, and pies,
Appear just never ending. X
"Tis then you'll know, if you are wise,
A real good time you're spending.

LORD MAULEVERER:
I'm glad the Christmas ecazon's here;
The rost I'm badly needing.
I'll stretch my weary limbs, and doze
While other folk are feeding.

COKER:
My earnest wish I'd have you know,
Your Christmas may be jolly;
But take good care where'er you go,
And do not stoop to {olly.

CHERRY:

My wish is, that the greatest fun
May be your Christmas packet—

Snowfights, sledging, everyone,
And kicking up a racket.

From school we're glad to break away.
For we wero getting restive;
And now let's shout: *Hip,

hurrah 1”
To greet the season festive.

hip,

HURREFR SINGII:
The moodfulness of Christmastide
I wish to all and sundry;
May foodfulness be put inside
If you are feeling hungry.
Mav wantfulness and sorrow ceacto
I'm sure this sounds dramatic);
May all have muchfulness and peace,
This is my wish emphatie!

DULL:
Thouzh other fellows can, and must,
[ sca no rhyme nor reason
In saying any more than, just,
“Pest Wizhes for the Seaszon!”?

FRANK NUGENT:
Already have the other chaps
Their Christmas wishes spoken;
And I'll add one, 1 hope, perhaps,
To show mv pood will's token.
A simple thought. but quite sincere,
Is this. which 1 am sending—
May happinesa in next New Year
Be great and never ending.

MR, QUELCH:
Though oftentimies T am severe,
10f ecourse, with every reason),
A Christmas glad and bright
Year
1 wish yvou at this season.

DR. LOCKE:
Dear schalars, and dear readers all,
My hearty wish I'm adding,
And what | sav. although it's small,
It's really free from “ padding.”
| hope you will enjoy the vae,
With all it fun and pleasure;
And when once more at work you're
back
Its memory you will treasire,
Tae Macxer Linpary.—No, 1,141,
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“Ehrl.

“Johnny DBull is a good bit of a
hooligan—"

“What "

‘““And Nugent's rather
pamby.”

“You cheeky porpoise—"

“But bhave 'em if you want ‘em,”
enid Bunter. * After all, I never expect
you to be considerate to a fellow, Whar-
ton. You always were selfish.”

“My only hat! '

“But I want one thing clearly under-
stood, if I'm to stay with you over
Christmas,” said Bunter, blicking seri-
ously at the captain of the Remove.
“No more larks! No more of your
silly tricks! I can't have my night's
rest spoiled by your kiddish japes. You
can't expect it."”

“Look here, Bunter——*

“That being clearly understood,” said
Dunter, “I'll stay ! Not etherwise. Now
I'm going to brekker. If you like to
wait an hour, I'll go on the ice with you
after breckker and show you how
to skate. 1 suppose there's some brekker

a mamby-

?ningl I had some in bed, but I'm
rightfully hungry.”

** Look here—"

“Can't stop now. old chap, I'm
hungry.”

And Bunter rollod awny in search of
& second breakfast. Harry Wharton
gave his dusky chum an eloquent look.

“8hall we take him out on the ice,
and drown him 7" he asked.

The nabob chuckled.

“The drownfulness is the only way,”
he remarked.

Really, it seemed that some such
drastic meussure was required, to cause
William George Bunter to come unstuck.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
‘What Happened in the Night !
“Y'.‘-‘-"
“Good gad!"” ejaculated

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh had come in after an hour
toes at the fire in the hall, when they
heard the colonel's deep voice from tho

e juniors exchanged a glance.

“Something’s happened!” murmured

The colonel’s voice went on:

“Certainly. 1 will come over at once.
him very soon.

The colonel hung up the receiver and
cxpression of deep concern on his
bronzed face.

at  Sankey
Hall, uncle?” asked Harry.

“Yes; the Hall was broken into last
of Indian jewels taken,” said the
colonel. “It is a very heavy loss—tho
of pounds. T must go over and sce my
old friend at once.”

“Well, my hat!” said Tarry.
“Blessed if we don't eeem to he
There were half a dozen burglaries
round about Greyiriars in tho last
itself, when DBunter butted into the
burgler and gave the alarm. I didn't
in the Christmas holidays.”

“1 =ay, you fellows—"
. "0 say, it's jolly lucky they broke
into Sankey Hall, instead of coming

“A BURGLARY!”
Colonel Wharton,
on the ice, and were warming their
_tt‘!i:{;imno cabinet adjoining.
Wharton.
Tell General Salllk(-;.r that I will be with
came ont into the hall. There was an
“Something  happened
night, and General Sankey's collection
value of the jewels is several thousands
And the colonel hurried away.
haunted by burglars  these days!
month of tho term—one at the school
expect to hear of any round about here
“Oh, dry up, Bunter!”
Tue Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,141,

here, ain't it?” said Bunter. “It's
only a mile away. I shall jolly well
lock up my watch to-night.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Oh, really, you fellows——"

“Do!" said Wharton. “It will be
safer locked up. It might roll away.”

“Eh? Why ehould it roll away,
fathead 7"

‘l'lWel]. as it's rolled gold, it might
ro __!l

‘““Beast! That watch cost twenty-five
guineas,” said Bunter. “It was a
present from one of my titled rela-

tions. 1T shall jolly well lock it up to-
night, and my money, too.”

“You've still got that TFrench
penny 7"

“Beast !"

Colonel Wharton came back to lunch,
and the juniors heard the details of
what had happened in the night.

They were keenly interested; for
since they had been home for the holi-
days the colonel had taken them over
to Sankey Hall, and they had seen the
collection of jewels that the general
had brought back with him from
India. The Head of Greyfriars had
been keenly interested in that unique
collection, and the juniors had heard
a good deal of talk on the subject.
Now, it appeared, the whole collection
was gone—vanished in the night.

Some person or persons unknown had
entered the Hall, in the small hours,
while the whole household slept, and
lifted the jowels.

“Some remarkably
man,"” the colonel said. * The safe was
an unusually strong one, specially
ordered from London, when the
general brought the jewels to Sankey
Hall. But it scems to have given the
man no trouble. The police are in the
house; but so far as I can gather thero
i? Iifttln hope of obtaining a clue to the
thief.,”

“How dreadful " said Miss Wharton
placidly.

“And there was no alarm?" asked
Harry.

“No; the robbery was not discovered
till after breakfast. No one appears
to have heard a sound in the night.
A window on the ground floor was
found foreed; but it must have been
done in eilence. The safe was opened
without a sound, apparently. The
scoundrel got away easily with five
thousand pounds' worth of plunder.”

clever cracks.

The «colonel gnawed his grey
moustache.
“My poor old friend is terribly

knocked over by this. It is a heavy
loss for him. By gad! I should like
to lay hands on the rascal.”

“No doubt the police will succeed in
catching the dreadful man,” eaid Miss
Wharton.  “The police are very
clever.”

“Hum!" said the colonel.

“1—1 say, euppose the beast came
here tonight !" said Billy Bunter.

The colonel gave him a glare.

“1 wish he would!” he growled. “By
gad, T wish the rascal would! I would
give a great deal for a chance to lay

hands on him!"”

Billy Bunter, evidently, did not share
the colonel’'s wish, There was quite an
uncasy expression on his fat face.
Bunter had not forgotten his awful
encounter with the burglar at Grey-
friars, and he shivered whenever he
recalled that unnerving experience.

Colonel Wharton drove over to
Sankey Hall again in the afternoon, He
was anxious to hear whether the local
police had obtained any clue to the
cracksman.

THE MAGNET

Billy Bunter was taking his ease, in
a deep and comfortable chair before
the fire in the hall, a little later, when
Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh
joined him, with very grave faces.

Bunter blinked at them through his

big spectacles.

*X s:g you fellows, anything u; ?
he asked. *What are you looking like
a pair of boiled owls about?"

*“It's the danger,” said Harry Whar-
ton gravely.

Bunter jumped.

“Eh? What danger?”

“The dangerfulness is terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter.”

“Look here, you beasts, what are you
getting at?” demanded the Owl of the
Remove, with an uneasy blink.

“You remember what happened at
Greyfriars,” said Wharton, in a hushed,
solemn voice. “There was a burglary
at one place, and then at another, and
then at another—a whole series of them
in the same neighbourhood. All within
a short distance of the same spot. Sup-
Em ?t;!m same sort of thing happened

ere

“I—I don’t see why it should,” said
Bun#ruuneui y. e

“ Well, it may the same gang, for
all we know,” said Wharton. BN

“I—I don’t see—""

“ Anyhow, it's quite likely that they'll
[ollow the same methods—making a
clean sweep of the whole neighbour-
hood, Seo?”

“Look here—"

“If they come here to-night—"

“Ow "

“Of course, & fellow doesn't fecl ner-
vous in the daytime,” said the captain
of the Remove. “But in the middle of
the dark, drcary night—fancy hearing
the stea{ilhy footstep of a—""

“ w "

-

“The stealthy, creeping footstep in
the blackness of the awful uight—p"

“Grooogh !

“And feeling the sudden, merciless,
murderous clutch——"

“Wow ! Shut up, you beast!”

“I'm thinking of you, old chap. I
can’t get away from here, of course;

and Inky's bound to stay. But
}_ou_ll
“Oh!"” gasped Bunter. “Me?”

“Yes, old chap! You're not bound
to face this fearful danger,” said Whar-
ton. “Just picture yourself waking up
suddenly to find a merciless, murderous,
red-handed burglar——"

“Ow! Stop it!”

“Clutching—""

“Wow I

“With a fiendish clutch—"

“Groogh !"

“The fact is, T don’t feel justified in
letting you run the risk, Bunter,” eaid
Wharton, with the same owl-like
gravity. “If you should be mur-
dered—""

“Yow-ow!”

“Or even only battered and smashed
by a jemmy

“0Dooooch !

“I've no right to expect you to risk
it,"” said Wharton. “If you think you'd
better clear, Bunter, I—I shan’t
offended.  In—in fact, I should feel
rather casier in my mind.”

“The casierfulness would be terrific,"
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bunter sat up, and wiped the per-
spiration from his fat brow. He was
sﬁivering in all his fat limbs.

“I—1I say, you fellows, p-pip-perhaps

there won't be a burglary here!”
gasped Bunter.
“Perhaps not,” agreed Wharton.

“But if it should happen—and if you
should be battered and smashed by s
jemmy—"
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“Ow! I'm going home.”

Wharton and Hurree Singh ex-
changed an involuntary glance. Un-
fortunately, the Owl of the Remove
blinked at them at the same moment,
and spotted that glance. 8till more
unfortunately he understood it.

The fat junior settled back in his
chair, a fat grin slowly overspreading
his podgy face.

“1 say, you fellows, it's all right,”
said Bunter. “I hardly think there
will be a burglary here. He, he, hel”

“Dut think—"

“And if there is,” said Buntar
calmly, “I naturally want to be here
to protect you.”

“Lh”

“You fellows
funk.” explained Bunter.
a chap with some
pluck on the spot.
Rely on me.”

“Nh,”my hat1"”

“I'm not going to
desert you, old bean,”
said Bunter. “If
there's danger, that'll
cnly make me stick to
you closer. ‘I'm not
the =ort of fellow to
desert a pal in the
hour uflpcril. Depend
on me."”

“Look here—"

“Look how I
bagged that burglar
at Greyfriars,”” said
Bunter. “I should
have got him if the
other fellows had had
half 3 much pluck as
I had. You know
that.”

“0h erumbs!”

“My esteemed Bun-
ter—

“It's  all right,”
eaid DBunter cheerily.
“The fact 15, Whar-
ton, if I'd thovght of
leaving you, old chap,
1 should stick to you
now that you're in
danger. That's the
sort of pal I am."”

“But think of tho
stealthy—"

“Gammon "

“Creeping footstep

ﬂt‘-—-—"

would be in a blue
“You'd need

']

“Rats!"

“And the fiendish clutch—"

“Pile it on,” said Bunter. “You
can’t scare me! When you fellows feel
frightened in the night, just remember
that I'm here! If there's a burglar, call
me! I'll handlo him.”

I Fou'ra battered and smashed—"

“I'll risk it, old chap, for your sake.”

“Or murdered—"'

“A chap can only die once,” said

Bunter. . “What's the odds if he dies
doing his duty and protecting his
friends?”

“Oh crikey!”

Ilarry Wharton gave it up. The two
juniors drifted away, and a fat chucklo
followed them from the armchair, Evi-
dently there was nothing doing.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man with the Square Jaw !

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!"
H Bob  Cherry’s cheerful,
ruddy face looked from a

. carriage window as the train
rattled into Wimford Station. His
powerful voico rang along the platform
above the clatter of the train.

On the gl’stfoﬂn. Harry Wharton aud
Hurree Singh were standing. They
Frinnml cheerily at the ruddy face that
ooked from the train. Over Bob's
shoulders looked the faces of Johnny
Bull and Frank Nugent,

The train stopped, and the door was
hurled open. Bob Cherry jumped out.
and his comrades followed him.

Wharton and the nabob hurried across
to meet them. There was a cheery
shaking of hands and thumping on
shoulders.

“Here we are again!" said DBob
Cherry.

“The here againfulness is terrific, my
esteemed and ridiculous chum ! said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It is an
absurd pleasure to behold your ludicrous
countenance once more.”

THREEPENCE,

Bob chuekled.

“ Everybody merry and bright?’ he
asked.

“Topping!" answered Harry. “ You'vo
arrived too late to see the Head—""

“The Head?” ejaculated Johnny Bull.

“Yes; the Head’s been on a visit to
my uncle. He left yesterday—"

“ And we've missed him 7" asked Dob,
with a chortle.

“The missfulness is as good as the
esteemed milefulness,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“We'll try to bear it,” chuckled
Frank Nugent. *“We'll survivo some-
how."”

“The survivefulness will he—""

“Terrific!” chortled Bob. “Yon
fellows seen anything of Bunter, or did
he land on Mauly after all?™ -

“We've seen something of him—quite
a lot, in fact,” said Harry *“He's at
the Lodge now. Mauly got clear at
break-up, and Bunter has honoured us;
any port in a storm, vou know. Got
all your things?”

The porter was slamming the doors
of the train. The Famous Five stood in
. group by the door of the carriage
from which the three new arrivals had
alighted. In that carriage was ono
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moroe rasscngur. of whom the juniors,
naturally, wero not taking any par-
ticular heed He was sitting in a
corner seat, with a newspaper in his
hands, glancing out on the platform, his
eyes resting on the merry group of Grey-
friars fellows.

Bags and rugs and other impedimenta
wero landed on the platform, and the
juniors stood clear for the porter to
close the earriage door.

There was a slam, and the man went
on closing doors along the train, while
the engine shricked.

It was then that Wharton's glance
fell casually on the face of the
passenger within, who was looking from
the window,

He gave a jump.

Billy Bunter unrolled the paper and revealed—a cake of soap bearing the inscription : PRICE

*‘ Beasts ! ' he roared angrily.

“M-my hat!” he stuttered in amaze-
ment.

The train began to move.

“ What—"" hegan Bob in surprise,
following Wharton's glance as it was
fixed on the face at the window now
gliding away.

Wharton made a step after the train.

“What the thump—"" exclaimed
Nugent

The captain of the Remove stared
at the face at the carriage window.

It was a clear-cut, clean-shaven face,
somewhat hard in outline, but not un-
kindly in expression. The eyes, of a
deep grey. were very penetrating. The
jaw was square, giving an impression
of uncommon firmness, It was a face
that once seen wa. not easily forgotten;
and it was a face that Wharton had seen
before, twice; once in the dimnness of a
December night, and again in_ the
wintry sunshine on the day that Grey-
friars School broke up for the holidays.
He knew it again instantly.

“That fellow—here——" he stuttered.

Frank Nugent caught him by the arm
as he was running along the platform
after the train.

“Hold on, Harry! What the dickens
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aro you up toi" exclnimed Irank, in
a-tonishment.  *You can’t get on the
train now!”

“Thi t man

“What man?”’

“The man in your carriage—

“What  about him?" asked Dob
Cherry blankly, " Anybody you know "

Wharton did not answer for the
moment,  He stared after the train
that was now disappearing down the
line. ‘The face at the window was lost
to sight,

His elnms regarded
bewilderment,

::'[\:tluw the man?” asked Johnny Dull.

No—yes

“Well, that's lucid!” remarked Ilob
Cherry.

* My esteemed chum, what is the pre-
posterons matterfulness ™

Wharton breathed hard. The train
wias gone, and the man with the square
jaw was gone. It was too late to take
any action if he had thought of taking
anyv.

“T've seen that merchant before,” said
Tlarry. “You seem to have travelled
down with him 2"’

“He got in at the last station,” said
Pob. “He's only been in the train with
1= ten minutes or so."

“ Did you notice him—what he looked

" gasped Wharton.

"

Lim almost in

"

|:kr‘.

“Not specially. He was reading a
paper,” said DBob. “Never looked at
Lim, in fact. I shouldn’t know him
again.”

“Nor I" eaid Fronk. “Looked a

respectable sort of johnny, so far as 1
usticed him.”

“1 never noticed him,"" =aid Johnny
Tinll,  “Just saw him sitting there, that
was all. What does it matter? Who
it ho?"

Wharton drew a deep hreath. .

“Well, T suppose you wouldn't notice
him, as you've never seen him before,”
lie said. “DBut he's tho man—the samo
man that T saw _that night at Hogben
(irange, near Greyfriars: the nu;l:i.
1logben Grange was robbed.  You
remember that day I went to Folke-
stone  with Bunter, and we missed
train: and got back in the middle of
tho night? We saw that man-—by the
park wall of Hogben Grange."

“The same man?"” ejaculated Bob.

“I'm sure of it. He was going to
climb the park wall, when he saw
Bunter and me and bolted. The uext
day wo heard there had been a burglary
overnight in Sir Julius Hogben's house,
I told Queleh about it, and he sent mo
to tho polico station at Courtlield to
tell Inspector Grimes. It looked—"

“I remember,” said Bob. “1t looked
as if hie was the jolly old burglar.”

“That's it! X saw him again the day
the school broke up, iu a train at Court-
field, and I was going to keep an eye
on him, but that fat nss Dunter butted
in and I lost him. Now I've scen him
again.'

“8uro he's the same johnny?”
Nugent.

“Positive.”

“Well, ho's going about pretty openly
for a giddy burglar,” snid Bob. “After
all, it was only a suspicion—""

“But that isn't all!” exclaimed
Wharton. “The man's in this neigh-
bourhood now. He was in the neigh-
bourhood of Greyfriars when the
burglaries were going on there, and now
he's here—""

“Well, there's no burglarics going on
here, 1 suppose?”

“There was a burglary the night
before last, at Sankey Hall. General
Sankey’s collection of jewels was taken,"”
sanid Harry. “And now I've scen that
wan, it looks—"

“My hat! Tt does!"” said Bob, with a
whistle. “The same jolly old burglar—
breaking new country, what?"

“Well, it looks like it, at least,” said
Wharton. “He was at Hogben Grange,
near Greyfriars, the night of the bur-
glary there. Now he's turned up_here
just after a burglary at Sankey Hall.
It can’t be merely a coincidence.”

“Hardly,” agreed Bob.

“Lot's get out,” said Harry. “I'd
better mention this to my uucle as soon
ns possible. Tt may help the police at
Sankey Iall.”

The juniors crowded out of the
station. Bags and passengers were piled
in the ear, and Brown drove away for
Wharton Lodge.

asked

Christmas
Gift!

A book for the manly
boy. True to life stories
of school and sport, also
thrilling adventure tales.
Colour plates.

TUHERE IS ONLY

ONE

LY
BUNTER

bt llere 1s a fol
aboul fim

N THE NEW

HOLIDAY
NUAL
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THE MAGNET
One Good Turn Deserves Another !
uI SAY, vou fellows !
The Famous Five had bLeen
out most of the day, and now
near the log-fire in the hall, the firc-
light playing on ruddy, healthy faces

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
It was Christmas Lve.
they were gathered in o cheery group
while they talked of the morrow and of

the arrangements for DBoxing Day.
Billy Bunter was silent. That was un-
usual. And Dunter was thinking, which

was still more unusual. But he broke
his silence at last, to acquaint the chums
of the Remove with the result of his
cogitations.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat bean!"
said Bob Cherry amiably,

Billy Bunter was not, perhaps, the
jolly companion the juniors would have

solected for the Christmas holidays.
But Bunter was there, and he was
tolerated good - humouredly.  Harry
Wharton had made up his mind to

put up with Bunter, as it were, and tried
to make the best of him. Making the
best of Bunter was not an easy task, but
the cheery good humour natural to Yule-
tide helped

So instead of saying: ‘‘Shut up,
Bunter 1" as usual, Harry Wharton said :
“(Co it, old fat man1”

“1 say, you fellows, I've been think-
ing_h

The juniors refrained from asking
Bunter what he had been doing it with.
They gave him their polite attention,

*“To-morrow's  Christmas!"  said
Bunter.

“Generally,” said Bob Cherry gravely,
“Christmas follows Christinas Ive.

It's

0

uite usual.”
1, really, Cherry—

“Well, what about it, Fatty 1" asked
Johnny Bull.

Bunter blinked at the five ruddy faces
through his big spectacles. It appeared
that ho had somcthing of importance to
communicate.

“It's rather jolly being among one's
best friends at Christmas 1" Le said.

“Tho jollifulness is terrific 1"

“I've always liked you fellows,” said
Bunter.

“Have vou, really?"” asked Dob.
staring at Lim. “Well, that shows good
taste and good judgment, at least.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And you follows,” said Dunter,
“have always liked me.”
"0]["'

“We're not sentimental,” said Dunter.
“PBut at this time of the year n fellow
naturally feels a sort of a—a—a—well,
a kind of—of—of—well, you know what

I mean.”
“Blessed if I do!” said Frank
Nugent. “But we'll take the speech as

read, if you like, Bunter.”

“0Oh, really, Nugent—""

“Got on to the next item 1" suggested
Bob Cherry.

“Well, we've alwawys been pals and
chums and bosom friends,” said Bunter.
“At Christmas-time a fellow might as
well say so—what "

“Um!"”

“That being the ease,” said Bunter,
“here we are, six fellows, united in the
bonds of a deep and lasting friendship,
and—

“Phew "

“1 don't av vou've always treated me
well,” snid Bunter. * You haven't! On
more than one oceasion, when I've been
temporarily short of money, you've re-
fused to oblige a chap with a small loan.
That was mean! More than once you've
doubted my word. That was ungentlo
manly ! In a lot of ways you're rather
a poor lot 1"

YOl erumbs ™ !

“But a fellow forgets the faulua of
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hia _friends at this time of the year,”
said Bunter. ' “I forgive you fellows
freely for all the beastly tricks you've
played and all the mean, rotten things
you've done ! i

““Go on, old fat bean!” said Bab,
regarding the Owl of the Remove with
great interest. “You don’t know how
interesting you are 1" . i

“Well, to come to the point,” said
Bunter, *“Here we are, happy and
imited, and—and—and just like ].?mon
and Pythins, you know, only there’s half
a dozen of us. Jolly good pals and firm
friends, and—and four-square to all the
winds that blow, you know.”

“Bix-square 1" snggented Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherryl 'l]'mted wo
stand, divided we don’t,” said Bunter.
“Looking forward down the vale of
years—""

“Qh, my hat{”

The IFamous Tive simply stared.
Bunter, apparently, was getting senti-
mental. 1t was quite a new departure.

“Looking forward down the vale of
vears,” continued Bunter, “I see us
grawing older and older, always happy
and united, standing by one another—at
least, me standing by you fellows, and
you feHows playing up as much as you
know how, which isn’t much. As I don’t
expect too much of you, I shan't be a
lot disappointed when you fall ehort.
But I hope I shall always forgive you
and put up with your shortcomings.
Well, as a token of this friendship, this
loyal union of half a dozen hearts, I'm
going to make you fellows some really
decent Christmas presents.”

“You are?" cjaculated Johnny Bull.

“Yes,” said Bunter. “The giving of
Christmas presents is a jolly old
custom and a good one. It's the sort
of thing I like. The heart cxpands at
Christmas-time, you know; we think
of our friends more than we do of our-
selves—at least, I do.”

“¥Ye gods!” murmured Wharton.

“I'vo been thinking it over,” said
Bunter. “I'm going to ask my father
for a really decent remittance, and do
the thing decently. You're going to
have a new bike, Bob.”

“Thanks 1" said Bob, with n.d‘eep
sarcasm that was quite lost on William
(George Bunter. i

Bunter, apparently, was in a generous
mood, but b Cherry was not likely
to believe in that new Dbike until he
saw it.

“You're going to have a gold watch,
Nugent.”

“Fine !"” said Nugent. “T'll Eivc my
old silver one to my brother Dicky when
it comes along. T think I'll keep it for
the present, though.”

“You're going to have a fur-lined
overcoat, Inky. You feel the cold so
much, you know.”

“The thankfulness is terrific!”

“Yours is a gramophone, Bull. When
you get a gramophone, you won't want
to kick up such a horrid row on that
concertina of yours!”

“You fat ass1”

“QOh, really, Bull! As for you,
Wharton, I'm going to get you a pair
of skates—the very best that money can
buy. TI'll teach you how to use them,
too.”

“Oh erumbs—1 mean, thanks!”

“Not at all,” said Bunter, with a
wave of a fat hand. “We're bogom
pals, and my idea is that a chap should
treat his pals well.”

“The genecrosity of
Bunter is preposterous!”

“I mean to be generous,” said Bunter.
“That's me all over. There’s only one
little difficulty in the way——"

“Ah!” said Johnny Buﬁl sardonically.
“There’s a little difficulty in the way, 13
there 1"

the csteemed

“Yes. 1 shali bave to ask my pater
for a cheque, and, of course, it can't
como now before Christmas. That
means a little delay before you get the
presents I'm going to give you.”

“Only a little 7" asked Johnny, in the
same sardonic vein.
“Yes, only a little. Of course,

Christmas presents ought to turn up on
Christmas morning,” said Bunter. “ But,
in the circumstances, this delay is rather
unavoidable. Still, with regard to the
presents you fellows will be making me,
thatc’?e;: n't make any difference.”

i 1 "3

“The fact iz, I don't want
n?md a lot of money,” said Bunter,
blinking at them. “I'm going to ask
my pater for a cheque to sce me
through. But I don't want you fellows
to do that. Something more moderate,
you know. In fact, I should really
object to you fellows spending more
than a pound or two each on me."”

“(Great pip1”

“On a moderate scale like that, there
need not be any delay in the matter,”

ou to

Maurice Campbell Cole, of 93,
Newlands Park, Sydenham, S.E.26,
wins a useful pocket wallet for
the following clever Greyfriars
limerick :

That Tom Dutton's deaf,
there’s no doubt !
For hours in his ear you could
shout.
You could bawl! and could

yell,
“Then he'd turn and say :
Well !
What's all the commection
about 2

When drawing up your New
Year resolutions see that you re-
solve to win one of our useful
prizes.

explained Bunter. “Your presents can
come along on Christias morning at the
proper time, as I'm sure you'd prefer.”

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.
They were beginning to understand
now. That outburst of unexpected
sentimentality on Bunter's part was
explained. The fat Owl, as usual, was
on the make,

“Yon fat spoofer—" began Johnny
Bull, in a growling voice.

“Qh, really, Bull—"

“You pernicious porpoise—"

" Look here—"

“Shush !" said Bob Cherry, with a
cheery glimmer in his eyes. “1'm sur-
prised at you, Johnny! Here's Bunter,
bursting with grub—I mean with friend-
ship, offering us new bikes and gramo-
phones and what not in the generosity
of his heart. The lcast we can do is
the play up and treat Bunter with the
sameo generosity he is showing us,"”

“You silly ass!” grunted Johnny
Bull. “Yon know jolly well—*

“Shuszh ! said Bob reproviogly.

£0h,” said Johnny, catching the
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glimmer in Bob's merry eye, “if yau
PeShuth!  Gentl

u . Gentlemen, chaps, and
fellows,” said Bob Cherry, pgancing
round at.a circle of smiling faces, * it's
up to us to treat Bunter as he intends
to treat us.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Bunter doesn’t want us to give
him presents so valuable as he’s goin
to give us.  That's only his usu
modest diffidence. I suggest giving
Bunter presents all roumﬁ of exactly
the same value as those we shall re-
ceive from him.”

*“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Blegsed if I see anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter. “I think it's a jolly
good idea.”

“An’d in our case there need be no
delay,” said Bob. “Bunter will have
to wait a littla while for the funds he
needs—perhaps more than a little while
—perhaps even a long while—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

o B’ut we needn't wait,” said Bob.

We've plenty of funds in hand to give
Bt;nter something as good as-we shall
sﬁ ____'ll

“Plenty ! chuckled Nugent,

“"he plentifulness is terrific.”

“It's agreed, then?” asked Bob.

“Yes, rather!”’

“Hear, hear!”

Billy Bunter beamed.

“I say, you fellows, that's just what
I expected of dear old pals like yon,”
he said.

Bob looked at his watch.

“We've time to catch the shops at
Wimford before they cloze,” le said.
“Who'd like a walk?”

Bunter did not want a walk. The
other fellows did, and they walked out
in cheery spirits.

“Now, what's the game ?” demanded
Johnny Bull, when they were out:ide
the house.

“Game 7” repeated Bob. “There's no
gama—->"

“Isn’t it @ jape?” demanded Johnny.
“Well. that depends on the point of
view, The idea is to present Bunter
with something of the same value as
those gorgeous things he's going to
give us—"

‘““He's not going to give us anything,
yon fathead!"

“I know that, so it won't cost much
to give him something of the same
value.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter, left alone before the fira
in the hall, winked at the fire. A fat
grin  overspread his face, and he
chuckled a fat chuckle. Harry Wharton
& Co., as they walked down the [rosty
road to Wimford, chuckled also. Every~
body concerned scemed to he satisfied,
whiaf:; seldom happens in this imperfect
world.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Christmas Present !

NOCK!
K Snore !
Bang!

Billy Bunter opened his cyes.

It was Christmas morning. )

Christmas came only once a year, buk
Bunter did not desire to celebrate it
by getting up early. He snorted as
the banging at his door awakened him.

Tho door was locked! Bunter always
locked his door, lest a misdirected cerise
of humonr on the part of the other
fellows should disturb his slumbers,

Knock! Bang! Thump!
“Go away!” yvelled Bunter.,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
“Beast 1"

“Mearry Christmas, Bunter!”
L \'nh!il
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“Lot us in, old fat man! Don't you
want to see your Christmas present?”

“Qht" ejaculated Bunter.

He rolled out of bed and unlocked
the door. The Famous Five were out-
side, with bright and smiling faces. At
their feet lay an enormous parcel,
wrapped in huge sheets of brown paper,
and tied with ample string.

Bunter blinked at it.

The parcel was of oblong shape, fully
two feet long, and a foot wide. Billy
Bunter’s little round eyes glimmered
behind his spectacles.

1 say, you fellows—"' ,

“Merry Christmas, Bunter.

“Same to you, old chaps! I:I was
jolly glad you woke me up,” said

unter. “So pleasant to hear your
voicgs on Christmas mornming—a real
pleasure.”

“Yes, you
marked Bob

“Ha, ha, ha!™ e

“I say, you fellows, what's in it?

“Your Christmas present, old _!n't'
man! We've clubbed together for it,
said Bob solemnly. “Every fellow put
his little bit, and we bagged it for

sounded pleazed,” re-

you,
“But what—"" .
“You'll sce when you open it, old
scout! I'm not going to tell you
that it's something you really want.
“That vou've wanted for a long
time,” said Nugent.
“Needed, in fact,” said Johnny Bull.
“Needed badly,” said Wharton,
“The necedfulness was terrific,’ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “I
thinkfully opine that there is nothing

vou need more preposterously, my
absurd Bunter.”

“Carry it in,” said Bob. o n v
The IZig parcel was carried into

Bunter’s room and dumped on the floor.
Bunter eyed it eagerly. Bulky as the
parcel was, it did not seem heavy, and
Bunter wondered what it contained. Ho
was eager to learn. -

“1 say, you fellows, cut the string!

“No, no! You must open it your-
self,” said Bob, shaking his ;
“You see, it's a pleasant surprise for

1. .

“Qomething T need, you =aid?" re-
marked Bunter. “Is it tuck?”

“Ha, hal No.

“Something you want more than
tuck,” said Bob. “The fact is, Bunter,
we noticed at Greyfriars that you
needed this.”

“Did you really, old chap?” .

“We did, and we'd remarked on it
more than once,” said Bob. “Then,
putting our heads together about your
Christmas present, we thought of this,
and decided on it. I take the credit
of having thought of it first; but all
the fellows said, ‘The very thing,’ as
soon as I suggested it. Didn’t you, you
men "

“Yes, rather!” i

“Qur very words,” said Nugent,

Bunter fumbled with the cords, Dut
they were well tied and knotted, and
there were a lot of them. .

“1 say, you fellows, is it something
jolly expensive?”" asked the fat junior.
“T mean, if you all clubbed together
for the one present—"

“Well, not beyond our means,” said
Bob. “You see, Bunter, the idea was
to give you something of the same value
as what you're going to give us. But
we couldn't get anything of exactly the
same value anywhere.”

*They don't pgj;m things away!"” ex-
plained Johnny Bull.

“Shut up, Johnny; none of your
jokes now. We couldn’t fix it at the

recise value, s0o we went a little
eyond,” said Bob. “I work it out
that this little lot, Bunter, cost three-
pence more than what you're going to
give us.”
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“ Exactly,” said Wharton,

“The exactfulness is terrific.”

Bunter blinked at them.

“Blessed if I know how you worked
it out so exactly,” he said. “I don't
see how you know exactly what the
things were going to cost.”

“Well, we had a pretty good idea how

much you would \my or them,” said
Bob Cherry blandly. ! ¢ (am;ﬁ this
comes to'threepence more. Still, the

intrinsic value of a present is really
nothing—it's the spirit of the thing—
and especially the usefulness of it.
Now, old bean, this will be very useful
to you—you've wanted it for whole
terms.”

“Blessed if I can guess whas it is,"”

said the perplexed but gratified Owl of B

the Remove. * You say you noticed at
Greyfriars that I needed 1t."”

“Yes, wo all did. So did othm
fellows, and, in fact, they mentioned it
more than once in our hearing,” said

ob.

“Well, I'm jolly soon going to see!”

said Bunter. “I say, you fellows, this

u‘fglght[ully decent of you!”
o

t at all, old bean! One good
turn deserves another,” said Bob.
“Como away, you ps, and leave

Bunter to his pleasant surprise.’”

And the Famous Five retired from
Bunter's room and clozed the door.

Billy Bunter hunted out a penknife,
and cut the string of the enormous
parcel. His eyes gleamed with eager-
ness through his big spectacles.

He forgot that it was cold, that he
had not had his sleep out, even that ho
had not yet had any breakfast, in his
en?erntesa to behold that wonderful and
valuable present.

Really, it was very thoughtful of
the fellows. They had noticed at school
something that he wanted, something
that he needed, and they had clubbed
together to give it to him. Apparently,
they were not such unmitigated beasts
as Bunter had always supposed.

With eager fingers the fat junior un-
rolled the outer sheets of thick wrap-
ping paper.

A large cardboard box was revealed,
tied with string.

The penknife came into action again.
The string fell apart, and Bunter
jerked off the lid of the big, cardboard

X.

To his surprise he found the interior
almost full of straw packing. He
jerked it out, careless of the litter on
the floor. Bunter did not have to tidy
the room, so the litter did not matter.

_ Apparently, the E‘rcnlcr part of the
interior of the cardboard box was filled
with the straw. A puzzled expression
dawned on Bunter's fat face. He had
supposed that the article was a large
one, from the size of the box. But it
appeared to be a case of much ery and
little wool.

But when the straw packing was re-
moved a smallor box, also of cardboard,
came to light.

Bunter opened it.

Within was a parcel tied with string.
When this was untied, quite a small
cardboard box was disclosed to the
view.

Bunter lifted it out.

This, apparently, contained the
present. But as the box was only about
six inches by three, obviously the
article within was not a large one.

Bunter's thoughts ran on old

watches, diamond pins, and such things.

He opened the final box.

An oval article lay within, wrapped
in white paper.

He took it out.

This, evidently, was the present.
Bunter had got to it at last. With
quite an extraordinary expression on his
faco the Owl of the Remove unrolled
the white paper, and revealed—

THE MAGNET

“Beasts !” roared Bunter.

It was a cake of soap.

It bore the inscription, stamped in
the soap itself, * Price threepence.”

Bunter gazed at it. a

‘The unspeakable beasts had said that
it was something he wanted—something
they had noticed at Greyfriars that he
needed. They had said that it had cost
threepence more than the magnificent
presents Bunter was going to give them.
And it had cost threepence.

Bunter stood with the cake of soap
in his hand, and an cxpression on his
face that almost cracked his uiwctm:lea.

*“The—the—the awful beasts !” gasped
Bunter. “Soap! Threepence! Beasts!
Threepence! Soap! Oh, the rotters!
easts 1"

The door opened, and Bob Cherry's
cheery face looked in.

“Like it, Bunter?”

“Beast |” roared Bunter.

“Something you need—"

“That you've needed for a long
timi ¥

“Needed torrifically—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Crash | )

Bob Cherry drew the door shut just
in time, and tho cake of soap, hurled by
a wrathful hand, erashed on it, and
rolled to the floor.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Five chuckling juniors went down to
breakfast.

It was much later that William
George Bunter came down. He did not
look as if he had been pleased by his
Christmas present. Neither did he
look as if he had made any use of it.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER!
Gorgeous 1

HRISTMAS dinner was early at
C Wharton Lodge.
. Bunter considered that a good

idea.
Dinner could not be too carly for
Bunter. Had it followed immediately

after breakfast, in fact, Bunter would
probably have been ready for it.
Bunter's face that day wore a beaming
smile. His Christmas present had not
bucked him up very much. But there
was no “‘spoof ” about the Christmas
dinner.

Bunter knew that. He had had many
surrcptitious peeps; the matter being
ono of tho deepest interest. Ie knew
that the turkey was a prince among
turkeys; that the Christmas pudding
was a corker; that the mince-pres were
things of bnnutg and joys for cver. He
was intentionally moderate at break-
fast, cating hardly enough for three or
four fellows. He cut down his snacks
during the morning to a cake, a few
mince-pies, a dozen or so oranges, a
bag of nuts, and a pound or so of choco-
late creams. Ho was determined to
have a good appetite for dinner.

Harry Wharton & Co. talked a good
deal about the morrow, when there was
going to be a dance, and Hazeldene
was coming with his sister Marjorie and
Clara Trevlyn, and several other youth-
ful uests.  But Bunter gave no
thought to the merrow. To-day was
enough for Bunter. The chief event of
the ¢:ha¥J engrossed his fat thoughts, It
would be difficult to say whether it was
the turkey or the pudding that Bunter
cantemglnted with the greater satisfac-

tion. On both his thoughts dwelt with
ecstasy. )
Early as dinner was, it sccmed

rather late to Bunter. When he sat at
last at the festive board, his fat face
beamed beatifically.

Every face was bright and cheerful.
Miss Wharton wore her usual placid
smile, and the colonel's somewhat stern
countenance had unbent into a cheery
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*“ 1 say, you girls,” said Billy Bunter, ** I’ve got a sprig of mistletoe here !

affabilily. The IFamous Five wers
merry and bright, But brightest of all
bheamed the fat countenance of William
George Bunter.

“I say, Harry, old chap !” murmured
Bunter, after his third helping of
turkey.

“¥Yes, old bean?”

“This is a prime turkey.”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Not like the turkeys we have at
Bunter Court, of course,” added the
Owl of the Remove.

i !] !JJ

“But prime, all tho same. I think
I'll have some more.”

Bunter had some more.

Then he had more still,

And some more !

The morefulness, as Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh remarked in a whisper to
Bob Cherry, was terrific.

But he was rcady for the Christmas
pudding.

His cyes expanded behind his spec-
lar:lv_.-\ as it was brought to the table,

flaming.
“Oh,” he gasfrcd. “good !
How many helpings of Christmas

pudding Bunter had he did not trouble
to count. Ile wauld probably have lost
count, had ho tried.

A shiny look came over DBunter's
face. A fishy expression came into the
little, round eyes behind the big spec-
tacles, Ile breathed with some diffi-
culty. But he was enjoying himself.
Happiness beamed from his face.
dinner like this was worth exertion.
Bunter exerted himself. He did not
talk much; he had no time for that.
The talk of others passed by him like
the idle wind which ho regarded not.
It was a time for action, not for words.

Once or twice Miss Wharton glanced
at him with growing alarm. The
colonel eyed him once or twice with
s0INo uncasiness. Even the chums of
the Remove, who knew their DBunter,
and his wonderful powers in the gustro-
noiic line, conld not help thinking that
Bunter was laking risks.

Where lo put the mince-pics was an
insolublo mystery. He must have put
them somewhere, for they disappeared
at a great rate like oysters,

How he managed to eram in even one
walnut was a puzzle. But he crammed
in some dozens.

But the time came when even Bunter
could do no more. The spirit was will-
ing, but the flesh was weak.

1o toyed idly with candied fruits.

Bunter liked candied fruits; and he
made a noble effort,  But it was in
vain, Hardly a pound of candied fruits
vanished inside {hmter.

Even Bunter had a limit, and he had
reached it—if not over-passed it. When
the junmiors rose from the festive board
Bunter was very slow in rising.

He seemed to be glued to his chair,
and to detach himself therefrom with a
herculean effort.

“I—1I think I'll have forty winks, you

fellows,” Bunter remarked. * Nothing
ike a nap after a good dinner.
Nothing like it! Urrrgg!”

“ Anything the mnatter, Bunter?”

“No. Never felt better.”

“Tha estcemed fat Bunter has evi-
dently eaten too muchfully,” remarked
the nabob of Bhanipur. *“A sleep no
doubt will do him the world of good-
fulness.”

Bunter made a slow—a very slow—
progress to the hall, where he sank
down in a deep chair by the fire. For
quite a long time he sat there, with his
oyes fixed on the fire with a strangoe
intensity, llis eyes were growing
glassy.

Suddenly from the depths of the arm-
chair came a deep groan,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

Groan!

Bob Cherry eame over to Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove gazed at himn with
lack-lustre eye.

“What's the trouble " asked Tob.

“Ow! I—I—I've got a pain!” mur-
mnred Dufter.

“1a the painfulress terrific?" asked

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh svmpatheti-
cally,

“Wow!"”

““Poor old chap!” said Bobh. “Can I
get you anything? A little juicy fat
bacon—-""

“*(Groooooh !”

“Shall I thump you on the back "

“Ow! Beast! D-d-don't touch me!"”

* What about shaking you up?”

“Urrrggegg "

There was a short silence; then a
pathetic voice came from the deep
chair,

“It wasn't the turkey.”

“Eh?"

“The turkey was all right. And i%
wasn't the pudding.”

“What 1"

“The pudding was tip-top! And it

wasn't the mince-pies. Perhaps it was
the stufing.”

“Perhaps it was,” chuckled Bob,
“Never saw a chap stufl at such a rate,
old fat man."

“The stuf-fulness was terrific!”

“I don’t mean that, you silly ass!
But it wasn't the stuffing; the stuffing
was topping. But it's something. I—I
feel rather bad!"”

Bunter groaned.

“I—I can't make it out, you fellows!
It wasn't the turkey, and it wasn't the
stuffing, and it wasn't the pudding, and
it wasn't the mince-pies, and it wasn't
the oandied fruit, and it wasn't the
walnuts, and—and 12

“Perhaps it was the lot of them
together,” suggested Bob.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Groan!

It had been a glorious dinner. After.

wards Bunter recalled all its details with
delight. But for the present the glory
had departed from the House of Tsracl,
so to speak. For several hours Bunter
ate nothing, and did not even want to
cat anything. Which was indubitable
evidence that he had dined not wisely
bt too well,
Tue Macxer Linnary.—No. 1,141,
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER

Slippery
OXING DAY found Bunter quite
B himself again.  When Marjorie
Hazeldene and Clura I'reviyn
arrived, & fat and fatuous grin,
on a fat and fatuous face, greeted them.
It was rather annoying, to a fascinating
fellow like Bunter, that the two girls,
while exchanging cordial greetings with
Harry Wharton & Co., hardly secmed
to observe that Bunter was there. DBut
Bunter, of course, was not the fellow to

be passed unobserved.

“Did you girls know 1 was here?" he
asked, as soon as the other fellows gave
hirn & chance to speak

“No,"” said Marjorie

“0Ohl That wasn't why
you came?” asked Bunter.

Marjoric laughed.

“8till, it's rather jolly to
find me hero—what?” smiled

Burnter.

“Oh, frightfully”  sad
Miss Ciara

“1 thought you'a think

€0," said Bunter complacently.

“1 say, I'vo got a sprig of mistletoe
here—"

“Chuck it, fathead!™ said Dob
Cherry.

“You shut up, Cherry! Blessed if 1
over knew such a fellow for butting in!

I say, Marjorie—I say, Clara—- eay,
don't walk away while a fellow's talk
g to you. [ say, Marjorie—I sav— —
Leggo! Leggo, you beast!"

When DBob Cfn.-rr_v ler go, he eft
William George Bunter making frantic
efforts to extract a sprig of mistletoe
from his back. The girls disappeared
with Mies Wharton. apparcntly not
having any use for William George
Bunter and the mistletoe he had «o
thoughtfully provided

“Look here. you beasts!” gasped
Dunter as he struggled to get that
l-1lj('(.'lil‘lll."[21t' mistletoe ont of the back
of his fat neck.

But nobody heeded the fat junior.

Billy Bunter could sce how it was
going to be. Ho was accustomed to
jelousy of his pood looks. envy of his
winning way with girls,

Still, Bunter's time was coming |

There was to be skating on the frozen
lake that afternoon where Bunter, with
his lissom figure and ecasy grace was
going to put the other fellows hopelossly
in the shade, There was to be o dance
in the evening, and then there would be
no holding Bunter. In Wharton's best
evening clothes he was going to be the
cynosure of all eyes, and ent out the
other fellows right and left.

There was solace in that reflection,

Bunter, as usual, was disinclined to
move after lunch. But, for once, nothing
would have kept him indoors When
the cheery party went down to the ice,
a fat hgure rolled along with them,
carrying a pair of skates. Colonel
Wharton walked down to the luke, to
licep an eyo on the young people. in case
of accidents, Everybody was in a
l-righl- and merry  mood, t‘s[urulull_\'
Buuter. It was one of Bunter's foibles
that Lie never doubted whether he could
do a thing till he came to do 1. Many
had been his misadventures on the ice—
and he was not, as a matter of fact, at
the end of them yet

“Marjorie, old thing,"” said Dunter, as
Lie squatted to put his skates on, “ wait
a minute for me. I'm going to take you
round.”

Marjorie was deaf

“Clara, old dear

Clara also was afHicted with deafnesa,

“1 say, wait a bit!" hooted Dunter,
“These blessed skates won't go on! You
really might lend a fellow better skates
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than these, Wharton! 1 say,
fellows, lend & hand, will you?"

“(Oh, blow!" said Bob Cherry.

Bob was very keen to get on the ice
with Marjorie; but he was good-nature
itsclf, and he lent Billy Bunter a hand.

Dunter, as it turned out, needed more
than one hand.

‘i)lh-nr a hand here, Inky,"” called out
Sob.

“Certainfully, my esteemed chum.”

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh came to

help.
Bunter, with his

you

skates on, was

heaved to his feet,
His intention was to glide gracefully
out on the ice. and show the fellows,

You'll find a chuckle in this
joke which has been sent in b
M. Colbert, of 26, Harvey Road.
Leytonstone, E.11, who bags one
of this week's pocket-knives for
his winning eftort.

Diner: ' 1 say, waiter, taks this
cup away, the tea is cold!"

Wailer: ¢ Cold, sir? Oh, nol
That's just a fancy of yours, sir.
1t's quite hot still, for | tried it.”

Diner: “ What? You dared lo
laste—"'

Waiter: “0h, no, gir! | only
dipped my bngers in It!"

1ve got heaps ol these uselu!
prizes, chums, so step right in
and win one NOW!

= B

especizlly the girls, what skating really
was like,

This intention was somewhat baffled
by the remarkable and independent pro-
ceedings of Bunter's feet.

Bunter's feet were supposed to obey
DBunter's will; but each of them de-
veloped Bolshevik proclivities on the
gpot, and refused to acknowledge any
authority.

“]—1 say, you fellows, hold on
gasped Bunter,

What became of his feet Bunter did
not know. They seemed to shoot away
and leave him in the lurch.

The ice was stout. DBut it certainly
would have smashed under the heavy
concussion of Bunter's falling formn had
he not thrown his arms wildly round the
necks of Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, and hung on for dear life.

1”

i"()w! Oh dearl Ilold me, you
easts !
“Oh, my hat!" gasped Dob. “Go

casy. You're chook-chook-choking me!"

“Ow! My csteemed fat Bunter!”
gurgled Turree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Beasts! Wow! Iold me! Wow!
Ow! Lclpt”

““Oh crumbs!”

“Iia, ha, ha!l™

The others were all on the ice now,
disporting themnselves with great enjoy-
ment.  Marjorie and Clara, as they
glanced at Bunter, perhaps felt relieved
that they had not allowed that graceful
ckater to take them round the lake.

“IHelp me!"” yelled Bunter. *Oh, my
hat! You're pushing me over, Dob
Cherry! How's a fellow to skate when
you hang on him and push him over?”
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“You silly ass!” gasped Bob. “Keep
your feet steady."

_ “My feet are all right. You're push-
ing mo over. Look bow I keep on slip-
ping!"”

*Shall I ict go?”

“Ow! No. Hold onl” i

“Don't choke me, you howling ass!
Let go my neck.

““Shan't!” yelled Bunter.

“My esteemed, idiotic Bunter, if you
would try to stand up, instead of hang-
ing on a fellow's ridiculous neck!
gasped Hurree Singh,

“Beast!"

“0Oh crum‘bslt':’ ga,sped Bob.
him going somehow.*

e Billy Bunter collected his
feet and slid out on the ice.
He etill kept s convulsive
grasp on the necks of Bob
and Hurree Singh, however.
The ice was slippery. Dun-
ter, however, scemed surprised
to find it slippery. Looking
at the other fellows whizzing
about, it seemed easy enough.
Probably Punter would have
found it easy too, if his feet had not
persisted ir their separate and inde-
pendent action, regardless of his wishes.
But they did.

His right

Jamset Ram

“Get

foot plunged at Hurree
Singh and knocked the
nabob fairly over. Inky flew, an
Bunter let go his neck, just in time to
avoid being dragged down in his fall.
He plunged onward, still holding Bob's
peck, leaving the breathless nabob
strewn on the ice. .

“Qw!" gasped Hurree Singh. *“Ohl
My only esteemed hat! Ow!”

“Look out, Bunter!"” gasped Bob.

“Can’t you hold me, you idiot?
shricked Bunter. “My mum-mum my
fuf-fuf-feet are running away! Ow!

“Ohb erikey!” )

Bunter made a wild plunge and fairly
hummed over the ice. It looked, for
a moment, as though he would pull
Bob's head off.

Fortunately, that did not happen. Dob
was loft behind, his cap gone, his
hair standing on end, and his neck feel-
ing as if it had been stretched to the
length of a girafie's.

Bunter was on his own now!

How he kept on his feet he never
knew—and nobody else could guess. But
for the moment he remained perpendicu-
ar.

He shot across the ice like an arrow.

He did not want to. Very wuch he
did not want to. But the skates scemed
to have taken matters into their cwn
hands, as it were.

They shot onward; and Bunter, being
attached to them, had to go! Dy a
series of miracles he did not crash.

“Look out!" roared Johnny Bull.

“ Danger I" chortled Nuqont.

“*Ware the stcam-roller1”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Dodge him!"

“Oh crumbs!”

Frank Nugent barcly escaped a
charge. Harry Wharton caught Mar-
jorie's hand and whirled her out of
danger. Horrified eyes watched Bunter
in full career, heading for a steep bank,
where it seemed that he must crash.
But another miracle supervened, and
Bunter whirled around. He came
whizzing back at the skaters, and they
scattered before his charge with ejacula-
tions of alarm.

*Look out!"”

“Hook it !"

“Oh, my hat!”

“Collar him, somebody

“Yarooh!" roared Johnny Bull, as
Bunter, taking another unexpected turn,
butted into him and sent him epinning.

(Continued on page €8.)



ANOTHER GRIPPING INSTALMENT OF OUR POPULAR SPORTING SERIAL!

Pater Irazer-fronmasier/

The Hut cn the Marshes !

RAINSTORM was raging over
A Maxport, blowing wiltﬁy in
from the sea over the great
ax'fu.nsu of marshes that
stretched own the coast, dismal,
melancholy, and desolate.

The marshes had no inhabitants; for
the most part they were uncxplored.
The great steamers, even the smaller
sailing-craft, plying from Maxport to
the sea had to f(’l‘f‘[l to the broad main
channel of the river. Only tiny craft,
flat-bottomed punts, could navigate the
small, twisted streams. swamps almost,
that seeped their way slowly into the
heart of the dreary district

Here and there, dotted sparsely by the
sido of a creek, stood occasional broken-
down huts, half hidden by an embank-
ment of tall, rank grass. They lent
somehow an air of sinister mfatcry to
the place, although usually they
harboured only the squalid fishing-gear,
perhaps the leaky punt of some casual
eel-fisher

A brooding silence, broken
sometimes by the high-pitched
screcch of a sea-bird, lay
heavily over it all.

It was a rough night, a
night of huddling clouds and
ragged starlight, and steady,
driving rain that whispered evilly
among the long, clutching grasses.

Very few in Maxport would have
faced that night on the marshes, tho
appalling raw dampness. and the utter
desolation. But one man, muffled to the
chin and clad in long oilskins, ploughing
onwards, head bent to the rain, picked
out his straggling path with & calm and
patient determination that had in it
something menacing, forbidding.

Presently, however, he stopped. He
had lost the track, and bearings were
impossible to find. Coolly, knowing it
futile to blunder on, he threw back his
head, and the call of a seagull shrilled
across the marsh.

In immediate answer, from a short
distance %0 his left, came a tiny stab of
light. Obediently he turned and thrust
through the darkness towards it. He
called again, and the flash was repeated.
This time it was only a few yards
straight before him, and with a few
more blundering steps he came in sight
of the hut.

It was a larger place than most of the
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huts on the marshes, built deep down

and
the
rply

in a saucer-shaped embankment;
the man, slithering down throu, h
drenched grass, was brought up 5513
by the arms of the waiting signaller,

Without o word he fumbled at the
cabin door and stepped inside. Outside,
Granger, the red-haired ex-tyrant of
I'razer’s Foundry, slipped back silently
into the shelter of the punt that leancd
aga.inst. the hut, sliding his torch into
his pocket as he did so.

There followed a deep silence, broken
only by tho hissing of wind and rain
nndv the rustling of the long grass.

Out of tho wet waving stalks a face
lifted for a second on the brink of tho
embankment and peered down into the
hollow; then, like a weasel, a vague
figure, a shadowy form that had tracked
the mysterious visitor across the
marshes, slid down into tho saucer and
in an instant lay erouched and tense
against the thin wall of the hut.

Meanwhile, within the hut, a candle,
obscured by a rain-soaked hat before it,

““1 broke old Frazer—the dog !—and now I'll
break this schoolboy cub ! And then the foundry

will be mine——"’

had been lighted, and shed a flickering
light over the mouldering remains ot
fishing-gear, baskets, and a perished oil-
skin. The furniture consisted of a
stool and a broken packing-case. The
wooden walls were soaked through with
rain and flying scud. The atmosphere
was rank with salt and dampness.

“It is I, Charles,” said the neweomer
mildly, peeling off his gloves and tho
muffler round his neck.

From where he had hidden flat behind
the door as it had been thrown open
another man camo forward and flung
himself on to the stool, his eyes flashing
in rat-like anger. His small body was
cold and pinched-loaking.

“ And time, too !’ he snapped bitterly.

A peculiar smile twisted the mouth of
the newcomer, and his eyes slid sardonie-

ally from the door to the seated
Charles.

“You pick such queer meeting:
places,” he murmured. * Cautious as

ever, I see.”

The words stung
fury.

“(Cautious!" he growled.

the little man to

“That from

JOHN BREARLEY
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(Introduction on the
next page.)

you! Yon who live free, in comfort,
taking no risks, while I am a cold,
hungry fugitive—""

Placidly the newcomer seated himself,
and at that the little man rose and
scowled in anger.

“Whero are we all—the cautious
ones,” he gibed. " Granger, outside, and
I dare not show ourselves in Maxport,
or anywhere elsa! And the others are
hiding in garrets and slum-cellars, as
we do by day, sneaking out here in this
forsaken spot at night. That is what
your schemes have brought us to! Look
at me!”

Ho was a pitiful sight—wet, muddy,
and cold.

“Sit down!"” said the newcomer.

The little man sat down again on the
stool, staring with venomous eyes;
while the other, pulling out a flask and
a parcel of sandwiches, tossed them
towards him. He fell on tho food raven-

ously.
“That's right, Charles, feed, TFeed
yourself intogbettcr temper!”’

Charles paused with a
sandwich hall-way to his
mouth.

“That's as much as you
trouble, you dog!" he
sneered.

Into the ealm eyes survey-
ing him mockingly came a look of cinll
cruelty—a look that wiped the look of
contempt from the little man's face in
a sccond, replacing it with unutterable
fear.

Slowly he shrank back from that
steady stare, returning it fearfully from
the corner of his eyes like a beaten dog.
But his companion sat immobilo as a
statue, hands placidly resting on his
knees.

Gradually the smile returned to his
eyes, and the tension passed out of the
little man's quivering body.

“We're wasting time,” murmured the
quict voice once more. There camoe no
answer from Charles, who had returned
to his sandwich and was eating it
starvingly.

“It is most unfortunato you were scen
in the foundry that night,” continucd
the other, “for we can no longer mect
within reasonable distance of comfort."”

Charles grunted.

“Wa have been defeated all along
the line,” the placid voice went on. talk-
ing as undisturbedly as though its
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owner was before o roaring fire in a cosy
room, instead of in a cheerless hut
cn a desolate marsh, and as though they
were discussing  victory  instead  of
defeat.

“ Irirst, the Seamew tiasco. [ dare not
bring Petersen and his vessel back for
fear [Frazer should recognise him.
Secondly, the downfall of Grnnﬁcr.
\Who could pave pguessed at that
disaster? Then this last failure. Now
voung Frazer has the men on his side
—he 1s o popular hero. And the police
aro active!”

The heaten look in the little man’s
evea was increasing with every _\vord,
although there was no change in the
placid eyes gazing down at him. Nor
was the tranquil, even voice raised.

“Did you hear the crowd cheering
the football team three days ago,
Charles? I think you could have
heard it even here! I heard it,
Clarles. And have you heard of the
athletics and the boxing-club he is
forming? Charles, another weapon is
lost. We can never strike at him again
through the men, 1 fear—eh, Charles?’

In sudden, panicky rage, Charles
thumped both hands on to the packing-
case leaning forward to glare into his
companion’s eyes.

“Curse you! Is it my fault?” he
snarled savagely. “Wasn't it me who
dogged him down from London, who
timed the programme, who gave the

signal?  Who was it led the bomb
raid—ay, and had the young cur
trapped in that cellar?”

A meditative look appeared in his
ecompanion’s eyes. i

“And who was it set him free, I
wonder 7" ho asked thoughtfully.

The little man flung back savagely.

“You wonder? What does it matter?
Luck! Luck is against us. Everyone
i= hiding. and all our men cleaned out
of the works. The Wharfinger closed,
and all its passages. Maxport closed
to Petersen and his crew. And Peter
1'razer, our enemy whom we were
going to break, a Popular hero with
kis workmen. Bah! X

His rage had carried him too far.
(ince more into the other's eyes the
chill look crept slowly, etilling the
man's fury with his malevolence. Now,
however, it did not fade as it had done
liofore, but grew and grew until, where
previonsly the fickering ecandle had
lighted a ealm, placid face, now it
shone on oyes and features convulsed
with hato and fury! The eyes became
luminous, seeming to distend, until at
iast Charles’ nerve gave way utterly,
anil he flung back outstretched against
the wall, with a panting, shuddering
cry.

“Take "em away!” he cried. “Don't
look at me like that!” Then he
stumbled forward, clutching at the

ciher’s arm. “We're not beaten yet!
e gasped, terrified by the cruelty in

the face above him. “I'll do any-
thing von eay! But what can we do?”
Mis voico  trailed off  weakly.

“ Pinancially—"

“If monoy could break the Frazers,”
growled the other, “would I run my
neck  into this mess?  Stiffen up,
man! It's no use our falling out. We
need each other. If could have
broken the Frazers with money, I'd
hiave done so years ago; but I ean't!™

II2 enapped his fingers. The sinister
exprezsion of untiring patience and
calmness fell on him once more.

“No, Charles, we will wait. Remem-
Ler, my hatred of the Frazers goes back
aver thirty years—a man learns patience

in that time, Charles. 1 want the
works; and you want your reward—
that comfortable hacienda in old

Mexico, eh, Charles? But, most of all,
1 want the Frazers to go—like that!"
1le made a wide, effacing motion with
his hand. *“We disposed of old Frazer
—the Now this schoolboy

Abruptly he rose to his feet, towering
above the little man, who lifted miser-
able yet admiring eyes to his.

“I broke old Frazer! I'll break this
one! And that pays off an old scora—
an old score. Charles. And then I
step in to buy a derelict business at
my price, the price I can afford. And
so all the Frazers have worked and
echemed for becomes mine after all
these years!”

Again the ungovernable fury that
lurked beneath the placid exterior pos-
sessed the man. He laughed—a loud,
gritting mockery of mirth that shook
his frame—a laugh that caused Charles
to cower back on his seat. Then he
whipped off his sodden hat viciously,
slamrming it to the rough foor. With it
came the wig the man wore beneath it.
As  he bent forward towards his
cringing ally the terrible scar across his
bald head gleamed white in the flicker-
ing candle-light. Slowly he raised his
hand and caressed the awful mark
softlv. And his eyes looked through
Charles, beyond the hut and the
marshes and into the long ago of the
dim past!

His rage chbed slowly; a tiny smile
crept presently round his firm mouth.

He smiled whimsically and sat down.

“Come now. This place is getting on
our nerves, Charles. We have talked
about ourszelves too much. I did not
come here for heroies. Listen! 1 will
arrange better quarters for yon and for
Granger to-night. Now, about the
Frazer cub!” o leaned forward, eyes
narrowed. “Charles, dn von remember
Luigi Faccetti?”

“Faceetti—the Milanese?”

“Exactly. Faccetti is in Maxport.”

“Here? But how? I thought—"

“As a stoker. Came in on that
Dutchman to-day.”

“How do you know that?”

The scarred man smiled.

“How do I know lots of things?" he
sneered. “Don't be childish! Charles,
we'll use Faccotti,”

A hand wandered to the little man's

INTRODUCTION.

_ Head and sole owner of Frazer's Iron Foundry,
il is a strange prospect that lies before Peter
Frazer, a cheery, sfrapping youngster of eighteen
when he arrices in the squalid industrial city of
Mazxport, to lnke oter the great business loft to
Iim by kis dead unele.  Peter soon realises that
his legoey haw brought danger with it, for Le i3
kidnapped on hig way to kis new home,  Tuckily,
he escapes, Lut with only one clue to the identity
of his unbnown eiemy ; the man iz completely
tald, with a terrible jagged sear runming across
the top of his kead. At the works, Peter learns
from his manager, Mr. Dimmock, that Frazer's
Foundry 18 on the brink of rwin owing to the
activities of a man named Granger and his gang,
and he striles hig first blow agminst his encmnies
by Eknocking out the scoundrelly Granger in a
Jfight, and then sacking him.  The gang show their
hand again_ before long, whea they wmake an
attempt (o blew up the foundry., With iron-
nerved courage, Peler foils the plot, and, as a
result, gains what he has been striving for since
the very first—the friendship end admiration
of his men. Then comes the great day when
the tworks football teamn is due to play its first
matel—against the Jfamous Hornets' second
string. Spurred on by the example of their
young skipper and the cheers of the crowd round
the touchline, Frazer's Foundry play a great
gama and win handsomely.

(Now read on.,

THE MAGNET

mounth, twisting the thin lips thought-
fully. The fear had drained from his
eyes, and in them was a deep, reflective
light. Tho scarred man watched him
np?m\'in ly.

“You think the idea is good?"”

“1 sce.” The little man nodded.
“A ‘good idea. But we shall need
care.

“Of course we shall need care—care
for the hour and place, care for Luigi
afterwards, care for everything. This
is desperate! You think the idea is
good 1"

“ Excellent 1"

*Then listen 1"

Even though the man could not and
did not fear eavesdropping out here
on the wild marshes, with a guard
ontsido the door, he bent forward to
whisper.

For a full half-hour the
argued, yet never rnisetf their tones.
Outside, in the rain, the listener's
mouth tightened with annoyance, as he
strained his ears in vain.

At last the scarred man pushed back
his chair and rose. He reached for his
hat and_ wig, carefully adjusting the
latter. Charles clambered into an oil-
skin in nervous haste. A moment later
the candle was extinguished, and they
were outside. A low whisper, and
Granger crawled from bencath his
shelter to join them.

The wind had increased, and tore and
blustered round the hut as they made
their way slowly out of the hollow,
heads tucked in and shoulders hunched
agninst the storm. Cautiously they

planned and

followed Granger down the track.
Behind  them,  leisurely, came the
trackerl

Tim and Moller.

HE clocks were booming a late
hour when the slim figure that
had dogged the Searred Man
across the wild marshes slipped

silently round the angle of Frazer's
Works and halted at the edge of the
football ground.

Farther along the wall, treading
heavily o2 the asphalt pathway, a burly
policernan was doing night-beat—one of
the inspector's precautions,

The sound of the stalwart footsteps
that eould be heard so far away made
the youngster frown disgustedly and then
grin.  Waiting until the guardian’s
sounds had died away he flitted from
the shadow of the wall, heading for a
light burning dimly in the cottage at
the far end of the ground.

Ie reached the gate bhordering on the
ficld, opened it, aud, without hesitation,
produced a door key and passed silently
into the cottage. An old man, poking a
grizzled head out of the kitchen, ?ursed
bis lips at the youngster's sodden clothes.
But without a word the lad ran upstairs
and into a bed-room.

Within the rocm,
crackling fire, lay Moller, his head
swathed in a turban of bandages. He
had been reading idly by the lamplight,

et every few minutes for an hour past
]Ymd taken a glance at the watch on the
bedrail. There was an anxious light
deep in his eyes and a curious expression
on his dour face.

At the sudden entrance, however, ha
propped himself quickly on one elbow,
taking in every detail of the lad’s
cppearance in a single glance. Then, as
ifsal'.isﬁed. he lay back on the pillows
and smiled painfu'ly.

“Nice wet job, Tim?”

Tim Osborne nodded briefly and began
quickly and deftly to change. There

in a bed by a
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was no trace of the usual shy elumsiness
in his manner; his movements had the
samoe purposeful neatness that showed
on the football field. He offered
neither remark ner comment until he
had changed, after which he made him-
self some cocoa over a small spirit lamp,
and sipped it gratefully. Through the
steam above the cup his cyes stared
thoughtfully at the fire.

Seemingly in no way surprised,
Moller, laying his head more comfort-
ably on the pillows, had picked up his
book and was reading contentedly,
apparently until such time as Osborne
should be ready for conversation.

Presently the lad put his cup away and
stepped over to a chest, whenee he drew
out a black japanned box. This he un-
locked and brought out from its depths
a thick, well-thumbed book, page after
page covered with tiny  beautiful
writing.

The leaves rustled briskly until he
found the entry he wanted, and thero
was a silence while he stood reading.
T'hen suddenly he thrust a hand into
the box once more and drew out some-
thing else,

When Moller next looked up Tim was
sitting before the fire. The book was
outspread on his knees, and in his long,
slender hands, gleaming bluely in the
lamplight, lay a blunt-nesed automatic
and a cleaning outfit,

At sight of the gun Moller put lus
book down carcfully and
sab up. His underlip
came out thoughtfully.

“What-ho!" he said.
“Like that, is it?”

Tim nodded, mecting
his eves steadily.

“It is now,"” he
answered. “They've
rung in Luigi Faccetti ”

he glaveed down at the
hook—*“The Throttler!”

“Wanted for garrot-
ting all over France and
South America,” mur-
mured Moller, iy
be a nice capture, Tim."” =

“Capture my aunt!”
rvpliwl the youngster
calmly. *We want tho

big bird — in the act,

don't we? If we start

picking up the little men

—and that's ra.-'?' enough
e

—we'll give the show
away. Does it strike you
that we really haven't

got a single definite thing
on him yet—anything we
can prove?”

Moller smiled. Slipping back into the
pillows he settled himself, and evenly
and with full detail, Tim made his
report of the night's adventure.

At the finish the wounded man's eyes
flickered with approval.

“Good work, boy! Pity you lost 'em
though.”

“Pity,” agreed Tim quictly. “Round
about the usual spot, though. Plenty
of time to search when we want to.”

The other nodded.

“And that's not yet! We want the
man up top, as you say, Tim, and we
want him stone cold. Get a glimpse of
him?”

“What's that matter? Wo know,
don’t we? And we know his friends,
He'll make a mistake soon and come
into it himself, Them——"

Moller's eyes turned to the automatic

again.

“That for Luigi?” he asked casually.

“It  is,” replied Tim ecrencly.
“QOrdinary rough necks, like Granger and
the others, I don't mind. Peter ean
chuck them about as much s he wants;
but if Luigi gets his hands on him
once—"'

Moller patted his bandages wearily.

“If only he wouldn't take those
infernal strolls at night,” he growled,
“our work’d be casier. I swear they'll
nail him from cover one night.”

“1 don't think so0,” Tim answered.
“Granger and that lot are properly
rattled. Then, of course, though Peter
doesn't know it, old Fatty's put plenty
of men round him. They're very good,
too. You can't tell they're 'tees on a
dark night till you're within fifty yards
of em!”

Moller grinned at the gibe.

“atill, T wish he'd stick at home," he
said.  “We know they're not trying
anything on there, anyway.”

“* While you live in comfort, taking no risks,"”” said the little man, ** I am a cold, hungry fugitive

“Well, he won't,” said Tim, rising.
“1f ever a chap went round looking for
trouble more thoroughly than young
Poter Frazer, 1 haven't met him yet.
He walks my feet off, dodging about
here, there, and everywhere. {e's a
bit of an Indian himself, too, on the
quiet. Hugs the walls and shadows,
treads soft, and carries that spanner he
put you out with.”

He¢ put the book back into its box
and slid it back into the chest.

“Don’t worry. He's all right. He's
usually got young Sparrow with him,
and that kid knows the surroundings
backwards."

“All very well,” grunted Moller
irritably, shaking his head. *If it was
ordinary fighting we wouldn't have to
worry, For his age he's the toughest
roposition I've secn—but then look at
Eis uncle and his dad! T wouldn’t want
to ecrap with any of 'em myself.”

“I'm looking after him,” said Tim,
with mock boastfulness. “I, the great
‘Timothy, who treads lighter than a fall-
ing leaf. Probably  the reatest
thadower that has ever lived, who—"

“Who hates himsclf like poison,”
grm\lul Mollar.
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“You're too wonderful, Tim! When
I'm better I'll teach you to mock a eick
man. Go to bed, son!”

“Bed it is,” said Tim Oshorne, with a
chuckle, “We've got & big match on
to-morrow. Wonder how Peter would
play if he knew that dear Luigi was
after him.”

“ Better than ever, T'll bet,” Moller

replied.  *“That lad's got too much
nerve! That's what worries me. And,
Tim !"

*Well #”
“When vou do go for Luigi, get him
right and proper!”
The grin faded from Tim's face.
“1'll lock after Mr. Luigi,”

INYNINH
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promised.  “And I want to find that
new hiding-place.  DPeter himself is the
real trouble! He doesn’'t want any

interference or protection or anything!
He looks on Number One as his own
particular prey, and anyone coming in
between, is liable to get hurt. But
I'll attend to Luigi, for keeps!”

He came over to the bed, and laid
a hand affectionately on the other's
shoulder.

“Buck up and get fit again,”
smiled. “I'm for bed!”

" Good-night, hoy!”

" Good-mght, dad!”

The door clicked softly.

The First Cup-tie !

ETER was down carly for a run

P round the ground next morning

and came bustling in to break-

fast, bullying the patient Mr.

Dimmock until the good-natured marn-

ager hurried through his newspaper and
acrompanied him to the foundry.

The young ironmaster had acquired a
first-class attack of the fidgets, for to-
day was the first round of the Works’
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PETER FRAZER-—
IRONMASTER!!

(Continued from previvus page.)

Cup, and although hs had no hopes of
winning it, he badly wanted Frazers to
get through the first two or three
rounds. In tho “fricudlics” the lads
had dene ecven better than he had
dreamed, but if the scason was to be
reckoned & siuccess, they wust put up
a good show in the Cup.

rhe letters und various reports all
ready in the office, were hastily scanned,
and so scandalously did Peter behave,
that finally Mr. Dunmock was arouscd
to revolt.

“For goodness' sake, Peter, leave
these to me and go down to your gruny
footballers!” he implored, *'I've made
two mistukes alrcadyl You'll drive me
crazy !" ,

His young chief rubbed at his black
hair and laughed. :

“Sure you don’t mind?” he grinned.
“ Awfully sorry! But you know what
to-day is and I simply wmust get down
and rally the boys!”

“And talk football so they'll neglect
théeir work!” scolded the mnanagor smil-
ingly. “Deter, I'm not sure w hether its
you and your football or Granger with
his strikes, that's caused all these
stoppages.”

Munfion of Granger made Peter look
gtim for a moment, then with a chuckle
e went off, leaving his manager to
wrestle with letters, reports, orders, and
u doten other things alone.

And so down into the roar and heat
ot the foundry, where lie bellowed in
Buker's cars before a furnace wherein
liquid metal boiled and hissed, to the
McDonalds on the great mill and out
to the voungsters on the trucks, Every-
ane was fighting fit, and all cager to
discuss the game, all save Tim Osboruo
that is, who worked silent and shy at

his beneh. Peter clapped him on the
back.

*Dependin’ on you, young 'unl!” ho
cried. “Fit?"

“ Rather, sir!” answored Tim quietly,
and as “the master ” passed on, his
dark, intelligent eyes ran approciatively
over the broad back and the eclastic
swing of the hefty young body.

Frazer's were drawn against Camber
United, a big printing firm, whoso
ground was in a euburb north of Max-
port.

Sharp at one-thirty, Ieter collected
his braves and they st forth by train.
It was n very quict district, only half
built on, and the way to the gronnd lay
through a narrow lane.

The Frazer's team, all their kit
packed into one big bag carried casily
by the two giant backs, sauntored
quictly along, when behind them came
the sudden blare of a motor-horn.

Looking back hastily, they found a
turn in the lane hid an approaching
vehicle, which was rattling along with
apparently little specd but much noise.

sven as they starod backwards, the
car swung round the bend and came
into view; and to a man, they stopped
paralysed !

JFor the car was no other than the
dilapidated works lorry, crowded with
wmen from the foundry

I'he car was covered with green and
white rihbon. Perched up beside the
driver, srmed with an enormous rattle,
was Jenkins, also covered in green and
white. The men were armed with
puddling hammers.

At sight of (he team standing open-
mouthed, pandemonium reigned! The
motor horn blew till it choked, hammers
were raised aloft and thundered on the
devoted sides of the lorry, while Jenkins
made great play with his rattle.

Roaring. cheering, and thundering,
the car-load of men swayed on and into
the ground, where Peter and the team,
following at the double, bebeld the home
crowd standing startled and alarined by
the crashing invasion.

_The utter and complete surprise of it
simply galvanised the team, and brought
a dark flush into Peter's cheeks. This
was going great guns with a vengeance !
Tho support at home had been good in
every match so far, but that the men
themselves should spring such a well-
planned enthusiastic outing to encourago
the side in its first away game showed
how solidly he had won their regard.

There was another explosion from the
lorry as Peter Frazer led his grinning
team out. The Camber men lined up
slowly and silently, and it struck Peter
that they looked rattled already.

As a matter of fact, they were. This
noisy invasion had caused them to
tighten up their mouths grimly. Tt if
they were prepared for n rongh game,
kick and rush and plenty of fouls, thev
were surprised !

Phweep! went the referec's whistle,
and immediately up went Frazer's in a
polished whirlwind attack.

(Althouyh yowung Peter Frazer holds
littte lope of his foundry team winning
the coveted trophy outright, he's comr
vineed that every one of his stulwarts
tweill pull his weight to the very last
ounce, Look out, then, for another
grippng instalment of this great scriul
next week!)

BUMPER CHRISTMAS WEEK NUMBER.

BUNTER COMES TO STAY!

(Continued from page 24.)

““Oh crumbs! Bunter, stop!" roared
Wharton. *Stop it, you ass!”

Only too gladly would Dunter have
stopfcd. But ho couldn't, With his
scarl flying behind, hie flew on.

Suddenly his uncontrolluble feet left
the ice. They shot into the air, and
as a natural consequence DBunter sat
down.

Crash!

The ice was thick. Dul the thichest
Arctic ice would hardly have stood such
o strain.

The crash was followed by a splash.

Fragments of broken ice flew 1n all
dircctions, and dark water welled out,
and in the water Buntor sat.

“Oh  crikey!"” gasped Wharton.
“He's done it now !"

“Has, ha, ha!”

There was a rush to the rescue.
Bunter was grasped on ull sides and
dragged out. He came out drenched,
and dripping, and roaring. The skatos
were dragged off him, and he was
bundled-to the Lank. Colonel Wharton
grasped him and landed him. Bunter
roarcd, and dripped, and squelched.

“Ow! Beasts! 1 shall eateh cold!
I'm wet! Yow-owow.ow!"

“1 will get him to the house," said
Colonel Wharton, laughing. * Leave
him to me."”

And Hurry Wharton & Co. resumed
skating as Billy Dunter was hurried to
the house, squelching water, gasping,
and Irmﬂ'iluz, and blowing.

When the skaters eame in Buntor was
in bed, piled with llunkets, with a hot-

water bottls at his feet: and when
Wharton looked into his- roomn to ask
how he was; Dunter's reply wus

cloquent, if a little unintelligible.
“Atchoo ! Choo-choo ! Chooli! Atchoo-
oooh !"

Dilly Bunter was not the eynosure of
all eyes at the dance that evening. He
did not cut all the other fellows ont.

He was not even present,

Distant strains of music reached his
room and mingled with the sound of
Bunter's sneezing.

Bunter did not heed the musie. The
sneezing ocenpicd his whole attention.
THE ENXD.

(In next week's bumper New Year'a
issue of the MacNer you'l! find the fincst
yarn ever- peancd by fomour Frank
Richards :“"THE ARTFUL DODGER !
If you miss if, chum, you'll fcel like

kicking wyoursclf.)
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