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MISSING FROM GREYFRIARS—MR. QUELCH, MASTER OF THE REMOVE, AND

BILLY BUNTER!
ABOUTS IS -

The juniors watched the hooded man cut swiftly across towards the moat house.

e

g
= '

AND THE ONLY PERSON WHO KNOWS OF THEIR WHERE-

“ Come on——

and not a sound ! ** breathed Jack Drake.

ERE IS BUNTER ?
& HERE'S Bunter "
“Wiere the dickens is
that fat ass?”

“¢ ¢y where, and O where can he
be 7" sang Bob Cherry.

“Bother him!” grunted Johuny
Bull.

Harry Wharton & Co. were puzzled,
and getting a little worried, as they
stood looking out at the hall door at
Wharton Lodge into the winter’s
night,

illy Bunter did not preeisely add
to the gaicty of cxistence in the
Christmas party at Wharton Lodge.
The sight of his fat face was not
generally regarded as a boon and a
blessing. But it wounld have heen a
relief to behold Lim now,

It was Fct‘ting late.
Billy Btmter had gone out quitc
carly that evening in the dusk. He

Lad not come in. .

He had missed supper, which in 1f-
self was remark&ble, if nob unpre-
cedented. But now it was near bed-
time, and still Billy Bunter had not
pome in.

“Loat his way in the black-out®”
suggested Frank Nugent.

“But how could evenr Bunter lose his
way on & straight main road ?" asked
Harry Wharton.
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(CopyPight in the Tnitad Btates of Amarica.

“Bunter could losc anything, ex-
copt his appetite,” rcmarked Bob

Cherry,

"Wgem did he {gﬂ-—and why?”
rrunted Jolmuy Bull, “He was up
to something when he went ont—we
eould all sec that, He said he was
roing to Wimford—so most likely ho
wasn't."

“Blessed if 1 see where else he nan
have gone!” said Harry. “He can’t
have been walking about in the snow
all these hours,” ]

The Famous Five of Greyfviars
wene guite perplexed.

That Billy Bunter wounld willingly
have missed his supper was impos-
gible. Something must have kept

him away. But wliat?

Had the snow heen still falling
they might. have supposed that he
had taken shelter somewhere. But
no snow had fallen that day, though
there was still plenty about,

Neither was it a dark night.
Bright stars gleamed in a steely sky.

Bunter couldn’t have missed hia
way in the dark—as it wasn't really
dark. But where was he?

“We ean’t go to hed and leave him
out !” said Harry.

“Blow him ! said Jolnny Bull
“I'm sleepy. But I suppase we
can't.”

“The bedfulness would not be the

proper caper in the idiotic circum-
stances,” remarked Hurrce Jamsct
Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“We've pgot a piddy dotective
here,” he said. * Let old Drake solve
thia jolly old mystery—mysterious

disappearance of & prize porpoise!
Perhape he's disappeared like poor
old Queleh at Greyfriars. It may he
catching.”

“Fathead ! said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

“Drake ' ealled sut Bob. *“Halla,

hallo, hallo! Reoll out, old bean!
Professional services required !
Jack. Drake’'s cheery face looked
out of the hali door.
“What’s up#” he asked.

“Bunter hasn't come in! Bunter's
misged supper. That's a mysterions
occurrenee  that might beat your
governor, Ferrers Locke. First time
in history that Bunter's missed o
meal, Impenetrable mystery! Can
vou solve 1tF” :

%ﬂck Drake laughed,

crrers Docke’s boy assistant was
assing his Christmaz loliday with
Hiﬂ old Greyfriars friends, while his
governor was engaged on tho scarch
for Mr., Quelch, the missing Remove
master of Greyfriara School. If cor-
tainly did net ecemr fo him at that
mement, or to Bob, who made the
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playful suggestion, that there really
was another mysterious diaaﬂm&r—
anco to deal with at H ‘Wharton's
bhome eighty or ninety miles from the
school.

“What about going along and look-
ing for Bunter?” he asked. “We
shall have to round him up before
weé go to bed.”

% H_-EHIPIDHH we'd better,” gaid
Harry arton., “The fat ass must
be semewhere about, I suppose.”

The Greyfriara juniors went back
into the hall for coats and caps.

Colonel Wharton, who was stand-
ing by the fire in the hall, gave them
an inquiring look.

“You've mnot ecen Bunter?” he
asked.

“No, unncle,” answercd Harry.
“We're thinking of going up the read
to look for him.”

The old colonel gave a

“Young ass| He should have been
in long ago. I suppose he cannot
have gone to the moat house on some
foolish ghost-hunting expedition?”

“(Oh, my hat—I mean, not likely !
Bunter doesn’t like ghosts at close
fquarters,” said , with a emile.

The other fellows grinmed. The
least likely place for Billy Bunter,
in ir gpinion, was the haunted
moat house in Redgate Lane, where
the fat Owl of Greyfriars had had
the fright of his fat lifc a few days
before Christmas.

“Well, perh 1 had better lock
for him,"rt:g'rg Ee colonel,

And the schoolboys, having
wrapped themselves up against the
sharp eold, sallied forth in a crowd,

The six of thom tramped away
fdown the drive, frozen snow erunch-
ing under their boots.

1d as it was, it was clear and
fine, and an agreeable night for a
walk for fellows who were not afraid
of a bitter wind, and a fmihia fall
of gnow. They walked out at the gatc
of Wharton ge in a cheery crowd.
They were not alarmed for Bunter,

nt.

though his failure to turn up was be-.

swinning to worry them a little.

Following the road towards the
town of Wimford, they passed the
corner of te Lane, and glanced
down the lane as they passed. In
the clear, bright starlight they had a
distant glimpse of the old moat house
—the shattered walls of the ancient
rnin glimmering snow-covered in £
sbars.

“No good looking there,” snid Bob,
with a grin. \

“Hardly. Come om I*

They tramped on up the high road.
The road itself was T of snow, but
there were thick banks of it at the
hedges on either side. It was simply
impossible for the fat Owl of the Re-
move to have missed such a road, and
they wondercd more and more what
had become of him. It was five
gix hours eince he had gone out,
it seemed impossible that Billy
Bunter could have intended fo remain
out so long.

“Qh gum !" ¢jaculated Bob Cherry
suddenly, as a new idea came into his
mind. :

“ What—"

“Can he have clearcd off 7' asked
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Bob. “He's told us a dozen times
that he would, you know."”

“Oh ” exclaimed HarrJL

“No such luck ! asaid Johnny Bull,
shaking his head.
nlsnunrrr Wharton shook his head,
“Bunter isn’t a whale on manners,”
he said, “but even Banter wouldn’t
hike off without saying a word, I
E]lﬂ-‘l:lﬁ[tl think.”

“He wasn’t carrying a

ing, when he #n:z:{n Emti”
Drake.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Bunter travels light,” he said.
“He wouldn't have much to pack if
he was going. I suppose it’s possible
that the fat chump may have hiked
off home. But—

“If he has, we'll boot him next
term for giving us all this trouble !
grunted Johnny Bull.

The juniors walked on, wondering
whether that was, after all, the
simplo solution of the mystery.

Billy Bunter was not wholly satis-
fied with the company at n
Lodge. He did not consider that he
was treated with the distinetion due
to o distin Eulﬂhed a visitor. Man
times had the fat Owl declared tha
Lo had a jolly good mind to clear.

Eve time, however, he had
seemed to have a jollier good mind,

or -
gaid Jack

Thrilling Adventures of HARRY

WHARTON & CO., of GREY-

FRIARS, and JACK DRAKE,
the Boy Detective.
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&0 to speak, not to; for hie had never
done it. BStill, it was possible that
he had done it at last.

He was not seen, at all events, on

the Wimford road. And the juniors
reached the town—dark and silent at
that hour. The railway station
scemed the only building that was
still open.
“We'll ask thore,” said Harry.
“If he's pone, they may remcmbor
bim at the booking office. Bunter’'s
a fellow people do remember. Blessed
if I know where else wo're to look
for him, anyhow.”

The juniors turned into the dark-
ened entranee of the railway station.

As they did o o man came hurry-
ing out, walking so quickly that

 bumped inte the party of schoolboys

before he saw them,

Johnny Bull gave a howl as he
slipped over, and sat down suddenly
under the unexpected impact.

“Here, look out!” cxelaimed Bob,
nz the man, staggering from the eol-
lision with Johnny, bumped into him,
“0Oh, my hat! Is it you, sir?”

“Ooooh ! spluttered Johnny Ball,
gitting up. “Oococoli! You clumsy
ass—oean’'t you look where you'ro

gblg Lk J p

“S8hut wup, Johnny!” exelaimed
HIarry Wharton hastily, as he pecred
at the man in the gloom, “It's—"

“Rats! The clumsy fathead—"
“Bhut wup, old man—it’s the
Lomb [

“Oht” Johnny.
SRR e
not applied those e
a:prﬁainngp]tu Mr, Lamb, the ng

master of Greyfriars Sohool |

THE PRISONERS OF THE VAULT !
ILLY BUNTER, sitting on an
0ld wooden bench, leanin
back apainst a stonme wall,
blinked ‘through his big-spectacles in.
the dim light of an oil lamp.
' Every now and then Billy Bunter
wondered whether he was :ﬁ'eu.mmg
This ‘awful experience seemed more
like a nightmare t-hin_mlitﬁ

But it was real—it was painfally,
awfully real! ;

Billy Bunter, while the Greyfriars
fellows at Wharton wele fwoll-
dering what had become of him, was
hardl'{ half a mile away. e
might as well have been o thomsand
miles for all the chamce he had of
getting back to Wharton Lodge,

The fat Owl of Greyfriars was sit-
ting in a dim vault under the old
moat house—little as the juniors

ed that he was anywlhere near
he moat house at all!

Only an oil lamp, on a rou h
wooden table, illumined that vauit.

There was an oil stove b‘nrnlnﬁ.
taking the off tlie bitter chill.
But it was cold, and Bunter was glad
of his overcoat and scarf.

- Two or three old benches, a camp-
bed, and a fow other articles of furni-
ture, were in the vaunlt. It had becen

reparcd for an occupanf—and it had

een already occupied when Billy
Bunter was pitc in by the man
with & hidden face.

Bunter blinked at that occupant of
the old vault—and every time he
blinked at him it seemed as if his
flyes and his spectacles must. be

eceiving him ! L AL

He really could not gquite believe
that he was blinking at Mr. Quelch,
his kidnapped Form-master, who had
been missing from friars before
the school broke up for Christmas.

Everybody at Greyfriars had won-
dered what had become of Henry
Samuel Quelch. Some of the fellows
knew that Ferrers Locke, the famous
detective, had taken up the case.

Bunter had wondered, like other
fellows—but he had not given the
matter o lot of thonght: was, of
course, sorry that old Quelch had been
kidnapped, and he wondered why any-

1ad kidnapped him—not, Bunter
thhuﬁ'ht-, becanse they could possibly
like his company !

But the fat Owl had not missed his
Form-master a lot! He liad a much
casier time in the Remove without
Quelch !

Lamb, the art master, had taken
Quelch’s plnce for ®he last week or
two before break-up, and Lamb did
not make a fellow work like
Quelch! This was a consideration of
considerable importance, from Wil-
liam George Bunter's point of view.

After break-up, Billy Bunter had,
as a matter of fact, forgotten Quelch’s
existence !

Had he remembpered it, he would

Tre Micxer Linany.—No. 1,664



never have dreamed of coming scross
the kidnapped Form-master anywhere
near Wharton Lodg d, least of
all, in a hidden waunlt under the
haunted .moat house,
But there was Quelch !

hEhere he was, looking paler and
5

hidden waunlt. ere he was—the
most unexpected sight upon which
Billy Bunter's big spectacles could
possibly have fallen !

M. 611&11:!1 was pacing to and fro
in the vault.

Every now and then his glance
turned on the blinking, staring Owl
of the Remove. The solitude of the
hidden vault probably told on
Queleh’s spirits. But his expression
did wot indicate that he felt fearfully
hucked by that solitude being broken
by the addition of Billy Bunter’s
company.

Certainly, he had been as aston-
ished as Buuter by the unexpected
meeting, when e fat Owl, was
pitched into the vault by the hooded
nai.

Mr. Queleh had not had the
remotest idea where he was kept a
prisoner—except that he guessed that
he was at a safe distance from Grey-
friars. It was rather a surprise to
him to learn from Bunter t his
hidden prison was near Harry Whar-
ton's home in Surrey.

But Bunter's arrival, thomngh not
much of a comfort in itself, had
brought & gleam of hope to the kid-
napped Form-master,

Bunter was no help—he was as
powerless & prisoner now as his Form-
master. Only one door gave admit-
tance to the vault—and it was locked,
and outside a preat mass of masonry
wasz rolled against it,

Escape was impossible—and even a
sound could not have escaped from
the vault through the thick door and
thoe great block outside. But a
lonely ruin with a reputation of bein
haunted was the sort of place that
enterprising schoolboys might like ox-

loving—and if the bholiday crowd at

harton Lodge rooted over the moat
house, there was a chance, if a faint
nne, that they mirht make some dis-
COVEry.

Uutil Bunter's unexpected arrival,
Myr. Queleh had known nothing of the
place, outside the vault in which he
was & prisoner. But now he had
}'r.'_arued as much az Bunter could tell
11m1.

He wag thinking it over as e paced
to and fro in the dim, chilly vault,

He coame to a halt at len and
fixed hiis gimlet eycs on the fat Owl.

“Bunter " he rapped.

“0Oh! Yes, sir)” mumbled Bunter.

“You have told me that yon ecame
here seeretly, unknown to Wharton
and his friends #

“Yes, siv!” moaned Bunter. 1
jolly well wish I hadu’t now! Oh
for* ! It was all their fault,
reall p——"

“Are you quife ceortain that the
other 'E:m-{s do not know, or may not
suspeet, that Iymx came here? Reflect,
my ho{!! f they Enow ug&t}:ing

Tre Maexer Lisrany.—No. 1,664

rper in feature than was his wont
at Greyfriars—evidently feeling the.
effects of his imprisonment in the keep
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of your movements they will search
here for you.”
Billy Bunter shook his fat bead

dolefully.

_ “They don’t know anything about
it, sir!” he mumbled. *You sec, I
knew they were coming here this
evening, so I told them I was going
fo the picturcs ot Wimford—just to
them off the track——  Oh
dear! Then I got here fizst to give
them a fright— Oh vrikey! Oh
lor'! I wish I hadn'$!”

“You utterly foolish boy !” snapped
Mr. Quelch, "If you had not been
80 untruthful they might have
gnessed—"

Quelch looked at that moment as
if he might have handled his cane—
had it been in the vault instead of
pearly a hundred miles away in his
study at Greyfriars School !

“I—I don’t think they would, sir!”
mumbled Bunter. “ You—vou see, I
—1 never came hear the place—only
once when I heard the sound of the

host’s keys ratfling! Of course,

don’t belicve in ghosats, hut—but I
never came near the place—go—m—=

“But you came this evening—yon
are here now—what do yom mean?”
snapped Mr. Quelch.

“I—I happened to hear them talk-
ing, and—and so I knew they’d found
out that the ghost was a spoof!”
stammered Bunter. “They found out
that there was a bunch of keys tied
up in the ivy that somebody pulled
with o string—so there wasu’g any
ghost at all—only somcbedy playing
tricks 1™

“Then the boys have cxplored the
place already P

*“0h, yes, sir, more than once !*

Mr. Quelch gave a gruant, If
Harry Wharton & Co. had cxplored
the old moat house more than once
already without making any discovery
of the hidden vault below, it did not
look as if there was much hope for
him in further explorations—if they
made any.

“But if they kmow that sour
foolish fears have been dispelled,

“Pahl* snapped Mr. Quelch.

His pale, worn face lad
brightencd. The news that Ferrers
I , the famous detective of Baker
Btrcet, had taken up the case was
the best mews that the kidnapped
Form-master could have had.

Heo bhad mo doubt of it, now that
Bunter mentioned it! Ferrers Tocke
was a relative of Dr. Locke, the
headmaster of Greyfriars, and if ho
had been called to the school sinece.
the klﬂ-llﬂllﬂléﬁ, it was fairly certain
that Dr, ¢ had ¢ him in
to deal with the matter.

Mr. Quclch resumed his pacing of
the vault.

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“I~I say, sir, do—do yom thiunk
that that detective chap, Locke, may
l_mu;nh]u to. find us?” he asked hope-
nlly.

“It is gquite possible, Bunter—
indeed, probable!” said Mr. Quelch.

I have ovory 1“3'11? that he may
sneceed in doing so.

“Ob, good!" said Billy Bfinter.
“I'm ]l'll.llgl' 2

“What "

“And there ism't much to cut
herg—-="

:‘%?f"t’ talk nonsemse, Bunter !

“Be silent I sna Mr. Quelch.
L'Bl;ntﬂliu rﬂaﬁa Hirﬂ:ﬁﬂnkgn at

m elch, apparently, did wvot
care whether there was much to cat
or not—that was the amount of sonse

.o 8choolmaster had. Bunter eared o

great deal—a v great deal! The
lozs of liberty did mnot trouble Billy
Bunter nearly 60 much as the loss of
regular and ample meals—a much
more serious matter.

_He sat and blinked at Queleh in
silent indignation and scorn—while
the Remove master paced the vault.

A dull, beavy sound came in the
deep silenco from the direction of
the -deor.

Mr. Quelch gave o start and fixed
his eyes on the low caken door,
hardly four fcet high, set in a decp
arch in the wall of solid stone.

Ho knew that sound—the sound of

Bunter, they may guess that you came ¢,

: : : e great block being rolled away,

hef,“'“ said Mr. a elch. . that always preceded the opening of
They—they d w,” groaned the door. His cyes gleametf.w

Bunter. “You see, they never knew ~ He had not e ted another viszit

I heard them talking about it! I
—it was quite by—by accident—I
wasn't anywhere near a keyhole, or
anything of that kind—but——"
snort from Quelch!
“0Oh lor’ ' proaned Bunter. “I—1
—1I say, sir, do you think that detec-

tive chap may be able to find us
here?”
“What? Who?”

;{Fer&.zuni ?unkﬂ,., sir_i"‘

r. Queleh gave o jump.
“Ferrers Locke! What do
mean, Buater? Has Ferrera Locke
taken up this matter?” he exelaimed
eagerly.

“I—I think so, sir! He come to

the school to sec Dr. Lecke after
you wore missing, and & lot of fel-
lows thought he was going to hunt
for you, sir!”

“You stupid boy., why did you not
tell me this before?”

“Eh?* Bunter blinked ot him.
“You never asked me, sir.”

you

: Tpoe
~hiz gaoler had already been there
once; and the hooded man came only
once in the twenty-four hours—by
night, as Mr. Que fnus&ad though
in the deep vaunlt night and day were
the sgme to him.

Now, hewever, it was clear that he
was coming back; at that late hour
i _ use another prisoner
was there. It was, at all events, a
change in his usual custom.

" Bunter ! breathed Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Bunter.

“'That scoundrel is about to enter!
You can hear him moving the stone
fyom the door, Bunter—"

“Oh lor* *

“He is a v powerful man,
Bunter! I have quite unable
to deal with him—fhough I have

made the attempt on one occasion!
However, with your assistance.

Bunter.

Bunter—
“Oh ecrikey !” g
“He has only twice brought a



eompanion with him! Generally he
comes alone,” said Mr. Quelch
eageﬂ?. *It is possible, Bunter,
that if he is alone this time we may
be able to deal with him—to-
gether—"

“Oh acissors!”

“Stand on ome side of the door,
Bunter, and I will stand on the
other,” breathed the Remove master,
“We will seize him as he enters——"

“0Oh jimioy!”

Mr. ate towards the
low doorway. Billy Bunter did not!

Billy Bunter remained seated on
the bench, blinking at his Form-

master, with his little round eyes

bulging through his big round spec-
tacles.

Quelch was an elderly gentleman—
but his courage was unlimited. Billy
Bunter was far from elderly—but his
courage had a limi uite a narrow
limit. Bunter did not rise to the
pecasion. He did not riee to his feet !
He sat and blinked at Mr. Quelch.

“Do u hear me, Bunter?”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh! Yes, sir! No, gir! I—I—I
mean, oh, sir!” g Bunter. “I

—1 say—I—I mean to eay— Oh
crikey !”

Mr. Quelch gave an exasperabed
snort. He would have given a great
deal for Harry Wharton, or any other
member of the Famous Five, to have
been in Bunter's place at that
moment. Bunter was not prepared
for deeds of derring-do! Bunter sat
and blinked—and he was still sitting
andl blinking when the low door
gwung open and the hooded man
appeared.

iR, —

THE PET LAMB OF GREYFRIARS!
R. the art master of

M“Ti:ra riars, stood gaspin
for breath in the darkene
entrance of

station.

Wimford railway

He had been leaving the station
in a b ,  apparently hm:m
prrived by the train that had just
come in, when he had run into the
Famous Five.

capped

Harry Wharton & Co.
him very res ully.

Johnny Bull scrambled to his feet
and gave a sort of apologetic t.
He rather hoped that Mr. Lamb had
not heard him refer to him as o
clumsy ass and a clu fathead.

“@h! Sorry, sir!” grunted Johuny.

Mr. Lamb blinked at him over his
gold-rimmed glasses. ;

“Not at all, Bull{” he said. “Not
at all—my faunlt entirelyl I did
not see you, m{ubag—thc black-ount
is very copfusing—and I was in
rather a hurry. have to walk o
considerable distance—a wvery ﬁt
distance—to my lodgings at -
gate, and it is very late—very Iate!

1 tha I bave not hurt you, Bulll”
“I’m not made of putty!” said
Johuny Bull, “I—I—I mean, no,

thank you, sir!”

Jack Drake was locking rather
curiously at Mr. Lamb.

He had never seen that gentleman
before, though the Famous Five wers
very wcll acquainted with him, Mr,
Lamb had taken up his post as art

EVERY SATURDAY

master at Greyfriars only & week or
two before the Christmas holidays;
but as he had acted as master of the
Remove during Mr., Quelch’s absence,
Harry Wharton & Co. had ecen a
good deal of him.

He was a rather small gentleman,
with gold-rimmed glasses that gave
him a slightly owlish look.

He had been nicknamed the “Pet
Lamb * in the riars Remove,
and was rather liked in that Form,
being ever s0 much more casy go
than the Form-master to whom the
were accustomed. His good-tem
docility led to a deal of r:fogin
in the Remove Form-room, ug
once or twice he had shown flashes
of temper, rather out of keeping with
his usunal docile ways.

“How odd that I should meet you
here; my boys!” bleated the Lamb,
peering at the jumiors in the gloom
in his owlisk way. “I have just
returned from Greyiriars, you know!
How very odd to meet Greyfriars
bogs hero'”

*You've been at the school, sir?”
asked Harry Wharton, rather sur-
prised.

Except for the headmaster and his
family, the Greyfriars staff generally
cleared off for the vacations.

“Yes, yes, for a few days!” said
Mr. Lamb, blinking at the captain
of the Remove. “It is somewhat—
ah—dull in ledgin I was—
ah—glad to take a little change.
But whatever are you boys doing out
at this time of night?”

The Lamb’s docile face took on a
rather severe expression.

“It is past ten o'clock!” he said.
“1 am s to see this, Wharton!
In holiday-time, no doubt, restric-
tions are relaxed—but, as your Form-
master at school, I must say that I
do not like to see yon boys ont at
such hours without the company of
an elder—"

“We're looking for Bunter, sir!”

said the captain of the Romove
g Thastily.
“Bunter? Bunter? Who is

Bunter?"” asked Mr. Lamb.

“Don't you remember Buater, sir
—Bunter of the Remove ?* asked Bob
Cherry in surprise.

Bunter, really, was a fellow not
easily forgotten; though, it was frue,
Mr. Lamb had been at the school
only a short time before break-up
for the holidays.

“0Oh, dness me, yes!” bleated

the Lamb. “Yes, yes, I remember
now, I thiuk:is he not a plump boy

in glasses—
"%‘hat'a the chap, sir!” zaid Frank

N k.

"guntcr went out this afternoon,
gir, and he hasn’t come in yet!”
éxplained Harry Wharton. “He told
us he was going to Wimford, so we

came out to look for him——"

“We were going into the station
to inguire if he'd been seen there—

iLg

as he might have gone home—
explained ob.

I think I remember him, now—
now you mention it !” said Mr. Lamb,
with a nod. “A somewhat foolish
boy—I remember I had to cane him
once—though as you bLoys know, I

5

object to the use of the cane—I object
to it very much indeed—"

“Same here, sir!” said Bob
affably. And the juniors

“Eh? What?® The Pet Lamb
blinked at Bob. “Eh? Oh! Yes!
No donbt! QGoodness gracious me !
he added. “Perhaps it was Bunter
I saw on the platform when I
alighted from my train—he was
taking the train on the other side
of the platform—"

“Bunter wasP”
Wharton,
“:t]; cmulI t say ﬁi-r eert.mh:u—hut I

inly saw a plump boy taking

the other train—yes, yes—a remark-
ably plump boy, in spectacles—"

“Yon saw him taking the train,
gir?” exclaimed Bob. “That jolly
well settles it, then !”

“I am not sure that it was Bunter.
I do not remember him wery dis-
tinctly,” said Mr. Lamb. *“I cannot
say for certain. But I certainly saw
a very plump lad in glasses taking
the frain for Redgate, I think.”

“Bunter Villa’s near Redgafe,”
said Harry. “No doubt about it
now. The fat duffer’s gone home!
Thank you very much, Mr. Lamb!
You've saved us a lot of trouble.”

“1 am very glad,” said Mr. Lamb.

;‘th[ind, I am mot at hlgllﬂceﬂaim Etillg:
SeQME Ve ro e— pro
able imlee-u:l—‘ghuﬂ; it was Btmar that
I saw. I think it very probable.
There cannot be a large number of
B R Tt ANT i by ]
a our—what 1
noticed was very plump—iuli}io{?vud.

stout.”™
B'LBunt-:-r’a a stont lad, sir,” said

u L]

“Muoy as well geb back,” said Ha
Wharton, “It’s all right Lliuwi {
you're going our way, Mr. Lamb——
thﬂ 011:; Euit:; but T ﬂﬁﬂhb& taki

a short cu A ne,” sal
Mr. Lamb. “I do not wish to arrive
too late at my ]ndginga. My land-

iz liable to be a little—well, a
Litt- “ﬂ?i:te atl;eiat-a Ehnurﬂ. I 't-;*_r to

on t of terms with m
landlady. A good soul—a v gmﬁ
soul—but somewhat strict in certain
ways | Good-night, my boys1”

And Mr. Lamb walked off quickly
across Wimford High Street.

]E_[lg left the eyfriars
semiling.

Little Mr. Lamb’s nervousness of
his landlady in Redgate was in keep-

it;% with meek, docile manners
and customs at Greyfriars.

“Not a bad little ass, that chap,
iz he, Drake, old man?” said Bob.
“That's the new beak we told you
about—drawing master—but e's
taken Quelch’s place while the old

exolaimed

fellows

bean is gone. me of the fellows
ra him  fearfully — especially
Smithy.”

“No wonder, if he’s always like
that,” said Drake, looking very curi-
ously after the Pet Lamb as he went.
“From what I remember of Smithy,
he would geﬁ a lot of entertainment
out of that chap.”

“He's got a temper, though,” said
Bob. “He gave Skinner toco once,
and Bunter had a record whﬂl:égemg

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1.664.
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from him, too. DBunter's told us
about it. It ha when your

vernor was at the achool to ses the
ead, aund Bunter says that Mr.
Locke chipped iz, and sfopped the
Lamb laying it on too hard.
“He doesn't look it,” eaid Drake.
“Well, are we going back?"
“Come on!” sajd Harry. “We'll
by Bedgate Lane, as well as Lamb.
%tc.‘ savea a lot of distance.”
Mr. Lamb had disappeared already.

The Famous Five and Drake fol-
lowed the same way—went through
s field gate to a footpath, and caught
sight of the Lamb again in the bright
starlight. )

He was walking very quickly, and
was a good distance ahead already,
but they sighted him across the field.

The juniors walked quickly, too.
'The hour was late, & good deal past
their usual bed-time. And now that
they were satisfied about Bunter,

they were anzious to get in and get
to bed.

Swiftly as he moved, Mr. Lamb
remained in sight, and was at the

same distance ahead when he turned
out of the footpath into Redgate
Lane, and followed the lane cnward
towards the distant village.

The juniors come in sight of the
moat lLonse, which they had to pass

to get to Wharton Lodge.
'ﬁm old ruin lay glimmering in the
starlight and at a little distance

from it on the right stood the cara-
van, banked round with snow, in
which the rat-faced man, whose name
they did not know, lived.

Harry Wharton & Co., especially
Jack Drake, were keenly interested in
the moat house, and in the unknown
man who played ghost there, whose
trickery t.hpEj' had discovercd. But
they were rather surprised to seo Mr.
Lamb come to a Lalt as he reached
the gap in the old wall that gave
admittanee to the grounds of the
haunted house.

“Halle, halloe, hallo! Is the Pct
Lamb going to look for the jolly old
ghost?” asked Bob Cherry, with a

rin.

“Hardly, I should think,* said
Harry Wﬁartan. langhing.

“Wcll, he's stopped. Hallo, hallo,
hallo! He's looking back. He's
spotted us,” said Bob.

Mr. Lamb, standing by the gap in
the wall, looked bati The juniors
gsaw him give a start as he spotted
them in the distance.

The door of the caravan opened,
and a beam of tight shot into the
night. A stubbly face with sharp,
vat-like features locked out.

. Then Mr Lomb turied and hurried
on liis wav.

The mar in the doorway of the
caravan stared at him as he passed,
and then shut the door again, and
the light was shut off,

A few minutes later the juniors
passced the van, It was dark and
silent.

Mr. Lamb, walking more quickly
than before, had disappeared ahead.

Jack Drake gave the van a very
keen look in passing. It was the
dweller in the caravan whom he siys-
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pected of being the ghost player at
the moat house,

There was a slightly ‘p[.u:zled look
on the face of Ferrers Locke’s boy
asgistant as he walked on with his
friends.

“Does your Pet Lamb know that
aweep in that caravan?” he asked.
“Youn told me, I remember, that you
saw him there once.”

“Only once,” said Harry. “He was
out on a walk, and the man let him
sit down in his van to rest.”

“It looked as if he was going to
stop—if he badn't sccn us ‘coming
on o
“I don't see why that should make
any differemce to him,” said Harry
Wharton, with a stare.

“N-no, I suppose not. Where is
he wow?” nsked Drake. “He secms
to have got out of eizht pretiy
quickly.”

There was no sign of the Pet Lamb
in the lane. If he had already got as
far as the road, he certainly had
moved guickly.

“Trotting, perhaps,” said Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle. “The poor
old Lamb’s fearfully nervous of that
landlady of his.”

Nothing more was scen of the
Lamb, and the juniors reached the
road, and turned in the direction of
Wharton Lodge. And none of them—

not. even the boy from Baker Strect—
suspected that when Lhad passed,
a fizure stepped from behind a hedpe,

and walked back guickly to the cara-

van camped in the grounds of the
haunted maoat honse.

THE MAN IN THE MASK !
R. QUELCH stepped hack
M from the door of the vault.
Billy Bunter, still scated
on the bench, blinked at the figure
that cntered—that of a powerful,
burly man, in a long, belted coat, his

head and face hidden by a hood
fastened abont hiz neck.

It was the lhooded man whe had
tossed Bunter into the vault that
afterncon like a sack of potatocs.

Billy Bunter shivered at the pros-
et of getting that muscular grip on
im again. The mere sight of the
hooded man terrified the fat Owl of
the Hemaove.

Mr. Quelch was ready for an

measurcs, however desperate, tha

promised a chance of iEgiari:-!:ing out of
that dreary vault. But he had no aid
to expect from the shivering fat Owl.

But the next moment the Remove
master saw that it would have been
useless. This time the hooded man
had not come alone.

Ducking his hooded head in the low
doorway, the ruffian came in, He
was followed by a man of slighter
bujld, whose face was covered from
forehead to chin by a black mask,

Billy Bunter’s eyes almost popped
through hie spectacles at the second
man, He seemed to the fat Owl a
more terrifying figure than the
ruffian in the hood.

The latter shut the low door, and
stood by it whila the masked man
advanced farther into the wvanlt.

“8no I sce you arain, you villain

said Mr. Queleh, in a low, concen-

trated voice. “The police have not

yet laid 8lim Jim, the cracksman, by

the heels I

thngﬂr Bunter jumped as he heard
at.

He had heard of the mysterious
crook who was called lgethﬂ strange
name of Slim Jim. knew that
several cribs round about Courtfield
and Greyfriars had been eracked by
Slm Jim. Smithy of the Remove
had actually run into the man sye
night at the school when an attempt
had been made on the Head's safe.

The fat Owl'e flesh almost crept as
he realised, from Quelch’s words; that
he was in the presence of a erook of
whom the police had becn in scarch
for- yeara.

The masked man did not answer
Mr. Quelch. He made a gesturce,
waving him away, and stepped to-
wards :Bante.r. It was not to see the
kidnap Form-master that he had
come—1t was o see the new prisoner
of the vault.

As the keen cyes from the cycholes
in the mask fixed on him, the hapless
fat Owl blinked at the crook likc a
fat rabbit fascinated by a scrpent.

*You fat fool !" came a voice.from
under the mask., “Yon had to butt
in where you were not wanted ™

It was a low, deep voice—n voice
that Bunter, so far as he knew, had
never heard before. Yet he lad an
impression that he was known to the
man ir the mask—that there waa
recognition in the glinting cyes that
fi on him,

“J—I say, I—I didn’t want to come
here, you know,” mumbled Buuter.
‘I—I'11 as—as soon as you like.
I—-I-I'd be glad to go, really.”

The masked man stared at him.

“Fool1” was his answer.

Mr. Quecleh’s bitter voice broke in
again,

“8So your confederate warnced you
that there is another prisomer in
this wvault, you scoundrel, and it
has brought you here. This boy has
friends not far away—he will be
searched for—the search may cxtend
in this direction—and then——"

“No search will find you here, Mr.
Quelch, you may rely upon that !”
said the masked man grimly. “Yon
may prepare for a change of quarters
be{,n;nre long., I ire only a few
i]iigs, and I think E may count upon
t‘ H!!"

He fixed his eyes on Bunter agaip,

“Go to the table and take pen and
paper ! he snapped.

The fat Owl heaved himself up from
the bemch and limped to the table.
Pen and ink and a writing-block were
there.

Bunter picked up the pem and
}J]inked inguiringly at the masked
ace,

Apparently, he was required to
write something. He was ready to
write a:gthing;e but he was quite
astonished by command.

“Where do you live, you fat fool 2

“Bunter Court, near Redgate!”
faltered Bunter. Even at that
moment he did not give his residence
its name of Bunter Villa.

“Put it on the paper! You are * -
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The chauffeur jerked Fisher T. Fish across his knee, face down, Holding him tha!e with his *lefl'.
hand, he raised his right. That right came down on Fishy’s trousers with a terrific concussion.

Smack, smack, smack !

write a letter—as if it came from
your home! Do you understand ?”

“Oh ! gasped Bunter. “Yesl!”

“Your friends nt Wharton Lodge
are to believe that you have gonc
home ! Do you understand ?

“Oh crikey! But—but, I say,”
gasped Bunter, “if—if they fancy
J'vpi gone home, they won't look for
me

“ What ?*

“They—they won't, really !” gnsged
Bunter. “I shouldn’t wonder if they
forget about me altogether, if they
think I've gone home,

The masked man stared ot him. A
chuckle come from under the hood of
the ruffian standing by the door.

“Youn impenetrable bleckhead!”
exclaimed the masked man. “Cannot
sou understand that that is what I
wanf 2"

“Oh!* gasped Bunter.

The fat Owl of the Bemove was not
quick on the uptake. But it dawned
on his fat brain that that letter was
to be written in order to prevemt a
scareh I.:einf made for him in the
vicinity of Wharton Lodge,

“But I—I—1 say, I—I don't want
to stay here ! wailed the hapless fat
Owl. “I—I want to go to bed to-
nieght! I'm fearfully sleepy now,
ouly I'm so fearfully hungry! I—I
eay, [—I'd much rather go back to

Wharton Lodpe, if—if you don’t
wind.”
“Hool! Write as I tell you I”

L

“But—but I—I Ea.ﬁ)

“Do you want me to wring your fat

struggling.

neck like a sparrow’s?” ¢came in-deep,
concentrated toues from under the
magk.
“Eh? Oh, no!” gasped Bunter.
“Then write as I tell you !*

Billy Bunter, with a dismal groan,
wrote his address on the gaper, with
the date, and began “Deer Whar-
ton—"

Mr. Quelch made a movement.

The hooded ruffian at the door made
a movement at the same moment.

“Stand back, you!” he snarled.

The Remove master breathed hard,
but he remained where he was. Once
Le had tried his strength against that
of the hooded man, and he knew that
it was useless. He could not inter-
vene.

*“Continune " spapped the man in
the mask. “Explain to Wharton that
you have been suddenly called away
and had to return home. Will he
believe it if yom tell him that your
father has been suddenly taken ill?"

“Eh? I—I suppose so.”

“Then that will do—you must give
some reason ! Write the letter your
own way, but cxplain that, your
father having been suddenly taken
ill, yon had to return home imme-
diately.”

“ But——"

“But what?” ]

“But my father ain’t ill—*

“You utter fool, do as I tell you,

tnlpss——"'
“0Oh, all right! I—I—I'll write

anything you like!” gusped Bunter;

“ Jerusalem crickets !** roared the American junior, wriggling and

and he dipped the pen in the ink and
started in a great hurry.

The masked man watched him, over
a fat shoulder, as he scribbled. He
seemed satisfied when the fat Owl
had finished.

“Address the Le
snapped.

B:lﬂy Bunter addressed an envelope
to arry Wharton at YWharton

Lu-‘gg:.

masked man folded the letter
in it, and placed it in a pocket of his
coat.

He did not speak to the Remove
master or look at him as he crossed to
the door. Evidently, it was only on
Bunter’s account that he had come.
He stepped out at the low doorway.
The hooded man stepped after him,
and the door shut.

Mr. Queleh clenched his hands, his
brow black and hitter. But he was
helpless; he could only submit to his
fate.

It was clear from the masked man’s
action that he feared that Bunter
would be searched for; that he
desired to pain time, while he pre-
pared some other and safer prison for
the kidnapped schoolmaster. That
lctter, delivered at Wharton Lodge,
was likely to delay search, if it did
not prevent it altogether.

Mr. Quelch’s heart was heavy as he
heard the massive stone thud into its
place outside the cak door. He re-
sumed pacing the vault, with knitted
brows.

Tree Maiexer Liseany,—No. 1,664
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Billy Bunter curled up on a heap of
zacking as near the oil stove as he
conld get, and went to sleep. It was
q\uitl: unlike the comfortable bod ot
Wharton Ludge—hbut Buuter, feortu-
nately, could sleep anywhere—it was
a thing at which Buunter was good.

Mr. Queleh had the pleasure—or
otherwise—of hearving thie deep and
resouant suore that had been wont
to wake the cchocs of the Remove
dormitory at Greyfriarvs, rumbling
through the hidden vault, as he paced
and paeed far into the night.

COMFORT FOR BUNTER !

i XY Jetters, Wells#”
*Yes, Master Harry—oue
for you, six i”

Iarry Wharton & Co. aud Jack
Drake Diad been out with their skates
in the cold and frosty morning. They
vame in with wuddy cheeks and in
ereat spirvits, .

The absenee of Billy Bunter did not
have any peveeptible effect in dashing
thuse Iagh spirits,

If Billy Buuter Liad choscn to caxry
out his oft-ultered threat, and *jolly
well clear off,” the Greylriars part
were propared to bear the loss with
considerable fortitude.

And that, atter what Mr. Lamb had
1old them the previous evening at
Wimford, they had no doubt that
Buiter had done, .

The Lamb, ccrtainly, had not said
fer certain that it was Bunter fhat
Le had secn taking the train. But if
he had, as he said, scen a “ plumyp boy
in glasses * doing so at ten o'clock at
night, there could hardly be any
doubt about the matter. It was not
really likely that another * plump boy
in olasscs ™ would he knocking abount
Wimford station while the fat Owl
was missine,

Whether Buutfer would take the
tronble to write when he got home
was net cortain. There was no letter
carly in tho morning; the fat Owl
could not bave eaught a post after

tting in g0 late. But when the
juniors came in after skating there
was o letter.

The Wharton Lodge hutler solemnly
picked it up from the hall table,
placed it on a salver, and brought it
to Wharton as he steed with his
[ricuds hefore the Ing fire in the hall,

One glanee at it was cnoughl!
The bandwriting on the envelope was
Billy Bunter's; the postmark Red-

ate, near his home,

“That's from his jolly old nibs!®
said Boh Cherry. “Bunter’s fiat!
Let's hear the newsi?

IMarry Wharton slit the cnvelope
and tovk out the leiter.

Bix fellows read it together,

“Pmter Court,
g3 Rcﬂgnfﬂ,
FSIIIT{!{;

“IDweer Wharlon,—I'm sorrey I had
to yush off all of o sudden like that,
but you must ck-kuse me as I herd
{Lat wy father had been taken phear-
fully i1l all of » sudden, They toled
ne v the fuie while I was in Wim-
ford. The poor old patér ias rather

Tre Macyer Lisnary.—No. 1,064,
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had, T will rite again in a phew
days, if I get tymne.
“Yores,
“W. G. Buxrenr.”

The spelling of that letter would
probably have made the juniors
zmile; but the news that Buanter’s
father was ill vestrained their smiles.

“Poor old fat bean ! said Bob. “1
suppose he must have phoned home
from Wimford, and they told him,
and he weunt for the train without

coming back here first. Cut for the
first train.”

“I suppozc he would,” said Jolmny
Bull, with a ned. “Might have

wiven us a rving on the ghﬂun,_but I
suppoze he never thought of that.”

“Bunter deesu’t think an awful
lot,” said Nugent. “*Might have
heen upset, too—it's a rotten thing
to happen !

“The vottenfulness ia  terrifie!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Rom Singh.

“Poor old Buntcr!” said Harry.

He was fecling a slight seuse of
compunction.

Billy Bunter was a ftrying sort of
euest. He had his own peculiar
manuers and customs, and his man-
ners and customs did not add to the
comfort of others. And it was gencr-
ally belicved that William George
Buntor's concernm was concoentrated
ou William George Buuter, to the
total exclusion of all other inhabi-
tauts of the universe,

Yeot, it scemed, Buntor had rushed
off for o train as soon as he heard
over the phone that My, Bunter was
ill—forgetful evem of supper!

“He must bave been fearfully
hungry in the train!* said Bob
Cherry, voicing the thought that was
in the minds of all the Famous Five.

“Must hoave been ! said Nugent.

“Poor old Bunter,” said Jack
Drake. “If we'd known thi 2

“Well, we didn™t!” said Johnn
Bull. “And if he was squatting at
the telephone, he might have given
us a ring so that we should know he
had some. We should have thought
he'd had some accident, if the Lamb
hadn’t happened to see him at the
station—mizht have been searching
all over the shop——* _

“Jolty lucky the Lamb did sec
him I* said Harry Wharton. “I ex-
plict my unele would have rung up
the pohice station if we'd come back
withont news of him. Still, of
course, Bunter never thought—"

“The thinkfulnesa of the es-
teemed Bunter is mot  terrifie IV
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But this is terrifically tough luck
in the Christmas holidays, and the
sympathise is great.”

“I'll tell you what,” said Bob, “we
all sympathise with poor old Buater.
What about showing it in a way he
would reall a[;Frm:m:e [

“How's that?” asked Harry.

“Tyrot in to Wimford this after-
npon-—-">
“What good will that do, fat-
head £
“They've got some of those hig
Christmas cakes left at the grocer’s,”
snid Bob. “They're fifteen shillings

cach. Let’s whip round and buy one

and scnd it to old Bunter, with a
sympathetic letter in the pavecl.”

There was a gencral grin, followed
Ly a general nodding of heads. Boly's
idea secmed a good one.

The Famous Five, in the circum-
stances,; weore fecling sympathctic,
They were willing to show their
sympathy in a practical way which
would appeal to Billy Bunter—and
there was not the slightest doubt
that o whopping big Christmas eake
would comfort Bunter—all the more
hecause there was very considerable
doubt amwong Bunter’s acguaintances
whether Bunter Court recally was 2
land flowing with milk and houey!

“Good cgg!” said Johnuy Bull.
“Bunter will like that

“The likefulness will be prepos-
tcrﬂ}m 15“ ood idea ! ed k

“ Jolly idea !” agreed Jac
Take., © Ee‘l;‘s P 9

And it was decided nem. con.

That aftermoon the six juniors
walked up the smowy road to Wim-
ford, aud the big cake was duly puv-
chased—and wrapped wup at the
groeer’s for e.

Iuside the parcel was a letfcr,
written by Harry Wharton, in the
name of the whole party:

“Dear Bunter,—We're all awiully
sorry to hear that your pater is ill,
and we hope he will soon be well
again. e thought perhaps yum
would like this cake, which we are
sending you with our kindest regards
and best wishes,

“H., Wharton.
“R. Cherry.

“F. Nugent.

“J. Bull.

*H. J. I. Singh.
“J. Drake.”

All the party signed that lctter in
turn. Then, with the cake wrap

}lmtl
np and addressed fo Bunter, they

¥ walked round to the post office and

it wos ﬂl.ﬁﬁ dispatched.

After which they walked hack to
Wharton Lodge, feeling that they had
done their best to comfort Bunter—
and certainly not guessing the sur-
prise that the arrival of that cake
was going to canse at Bunter Villa!

DISCOURAGING!

ECYAY, bo !
S Fisher T. Fish of the Grey-
friars Remove looked into the
arage yard at the school, and made
that rvemark through his long, thin
1080,

He addressed John Robinsom, the
new chauffeur cngaged by the head-
master of Greyfriars a few days after
Christmas.

John Robinson had the car in the
yard aud was ¢leaning it.

The rather lean, atuletic new
chauffeur was busy—toe bury, appar-
Fisher

ently, to give any attention
T. Igish. Hie olive-skinned face was
very intent over his work.

“Say, biz boy, you gone deaf?”
asked Fisher T. Fish.

It looked as if John Robinson had,
for ho did not suswer or turn hia
head.



Fisher T. Fish gave him a glance
of intense cxasperation.

The aftcrnoen waos fine and sunny,
frosty as it was. Nearly a hundred
miles away, Harry Wharton & Co.
were just then {:’lcking up & cake
for Bunter, a cheery crowd of fel.
lows. But Fisher T. Fish was oll on
his own !

Of all the Greyfriors swarm, Fishy
was the only fellow who spent his
Tiolidays at the school. He found it
ficrce, as he deseribed it in his native
language. He lon and ycarned
for the day when the fellows wounld
come back for the new term.

In term time, Fisher T. Fish
would never have dreamed of honour-
ing the Head's chauffeur, new or old,
with any of his priceless conversa-
tien. But it was o casc of any port
in o storm.

There were few people at the school
in the vacation, and of those few
oobody wanted to listen to Fishy.
As he had either to talk or burst,
had moseyed round to chew the rag
with the chauffeur—regardless of the
fact that John Robinson had shown a
plain and unmistakable disinclina-
tion for anyonme to butt into his
guarters,

Fishor T. Fish, of course, had not
the faintest suspicion that John
Robinson was anything but what he
seemed—least of all that he was
Ferrers Locke, the famons detective.
Fishy, like everybody clse, had heard
of 8lim Jim and his aetivities in
the vicinity; but ho certainly did not
drcam that the Head’s new chauffenr
had any sort of & conncction witn the
elusive crook.

S0 Fishy, naturally, was rather
annoyed by the stand-offishness of
that mew chaunffeur, who onght to
have been honboured by Fishy taking
notice of him.

So far from appearing lonourecd,
the new chauffeur did not seem fo
sec or hear Fishy at all! He
remained  impervious to Fishy's
g]t::tt. Vi

ay, you slabsi muzwump
anid F{sh].r.

No answer,

“Dumb as well as deaf?” lhooted
Fishy.

Dumb or not, John DRobinson did
not spenk. He concentrated omn
clenning the car, oblivious of Fishy.

Fisher T. Fish breathed hard
through his lomg nosc. He guessed
that it would serve that cheeky chaui-
feur right if he let out a boot and
enve him onc on the pants as he bent
by the cap.

“8ay, Lomb's gone, you Iobin.
som !” said Fishy, hoping to interest
the chauffeur with an item of news.
“You 'member that guy Lamb you
fotched from the station in the car
» few days ago?”

If John Robinson remembered
baving fetched Mr., Lamb from the
station in the car, he gave no sign
of the same.

“He ahm:l}l::t.ulnteﬂ lost might,”
went on Fisher T. Fish, addressing
the back of the mew chauffeur’s
head. “I puess ke got a phone call.
I was meandering around and henrd
the bell®

T

EVERY SATURDAY
What the Stars Reveal.
WHEN IS YOUR BIRTHDAY?

8y HURREESINGHO, the Famous
Astrologer.

JANUARY.—Beware of the
estecmed black eyefulness from a
dark etranger. A letter will arrive-
fully turn up with good news,
though for some persoms the postal
orderfulness will not be terrifie. ¥You
will journey travelfully if you pgo
;nyw ere, but if not yon will stay at

omae.

FEBRUARY.—A good yearfulness
for health, woealth, and wisdom, but
beware of the planet Mars which
brings jealousy. Some fellows will
be jealous of E:;ur alleged good-
looksfulness—without any reason—
and there is danper that the dotful-
ness upon  the bokoe will be
administered. Guard leftfully ond
smite right-hookfully, and yon will
achievo successfulness.

MARCH.—Take things ecasyfully,
unless they belong to somebody else.
It will be a fair ycarfulness, with
good opportunitics for making new
friends. If yon are iv any scrapeful-
ness, your only chancefulness is to
tcll the whele truth. Be frank and
above-the-boardfulness, and you will
be okayfally all right.

APRIL.—The estecmed signs could
not be goodfully better than this
yearfulness, If you lave auny
ambition, go right ahead snd you
will succeed. DBoeware of trusting
anyone clse to ossist you helpfully.
Eely on your own endeavourfulness,
and you will gain your reward.

MAY.—Also a good yearfulness,
especially the sccond half. Things
will eeem to come easyfully, and
thera is the esteemed danger that
you will take too muchfnlness for
granted. Always remember that it
is no msc shutting the stable door-
fulness after the esteemed worm has
turned, as your English proverb has
it.

JUNE.—Exerciso carefulness in
accepting the cstcemed invitation to
change your way of lifefulness. It
may bo a change worseinlly. Apart
from this, you should have the good
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vearfulness, without muneh abomin-
able trouble, and the luckfulncss
may be terrific.

JULY.—The signs arce fair to
goodiulness, but it may be that your
worst encmy is your own esteemed
sclf. Do not let yourself down bad-
temperfully, and l{nm will do well.
Also think twicefully before you act
oncefully, as this is not o good ycar-
fulness for hasty decisions.

AUGUST.—Make hay while the
cateemed sun shines, for this is the
terrific yearfulness, The chances are
that whatever you do will prosper
we!li'ullg; Evﬂrg}ling in the angust
garden 18 lovelyininess. Beware only
of overdoing things, for that way
illness lies,

SEPTEMBER.—If the esteemed
and honoured chumfulness asks for
help, mive it freely, and you will
reap much happiness. Generosity to
friends will bn}:llf ?'nu great rewards.
Alse your healthfulness will increase,
and you may find a new and profit-
able interest im on nnexpected
quarterfulness. Success in sportful-
ness fa particularly terrific.

OCTOBER.—Yon will meetfully
encounter for the first time a person
who will play the gze:m partiulness
in your Inture, friendly and
acreeable to all, but do not disenss-
fully tell others of yomr private
affairs, as there is dangerfulness that
it may do you harm. The stars are
fair to goodfulness.

NOVEMBER.—A rather flat year-
fulness, with little excitement. The
chances are that all your plansful-
ness will gﬂ on cvenly and without
trouble. oware, however, of cnter-
ing into a quarrel with an estecmed
friend, a3 it may lead to the
complete strangerfulness in futurc.
The healthfulness should be terrific.

DECEMBER.—A quite good year-
fulness, with =rosy chances for
successfulness in things like writing,
{tﬂiﬂﬁng, drawing, cte. In other
Lings, too, the stors ore goodful,
particularly in competitions and

Tiges. ecalthfulness should be

fncreascd this year, and you may

hear surprising newsfnluess from a
relation.

John Robinson betrayed no sign of
interest in Mr. Lamb’s phone call.

“1 guess he hit the trail sudden!™
went on Fishy, “After he got that
phone eall, I'll say he wasn't tem
minutes before he was hopping out.
He sure was in g powertiul hurry,
that guy!*

No sign from John Robinson,

“Now le’s gone,” went on Fishy,
“and there ain't hardly a Dgu{ about
the whole shebangp! N hat he
was o sociable guy—he sure was
dumb clam like you, Robinson! I'm
telling yom, I hardly falked ten
words to the bonehead all the while

e was lere—he sure wns a donmb
ruy ! ;
John FRobingon continued  his

labours, failing to display the
slightest interest in Mr. Lamb and
his sudden departure.

“I guess it ain't wanal for o beak
to horn in yere in the holidays !" con-
tinued Fisher T. Fish, “I’ll say he
was saving his board, what? I gucss
art masters ain’t paid like Form-
masters—mebbe he was glad to save
on his board! What you figure?”

Jolin Robinson did not state what
he thought on that subject—if he
thought anything. Possibly he was
not so interested in the affairs of
others as Fisher Tarleton Fish was.

“I guess, though, he’'d get some-
thing extra, taking the Remove while
Quelch was nwni * gaid Fisher T.
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Fish. “He wouldu't do that for
nothing, would he, Robinson ?”

Robinson cspressed no opinion.

“You pie-faced, slab-sided, ky,
Lone-headed murwomp!” exclaimed
Fisher T. Fizl, his paticnce breaking
down. “Can’t you =pill a woird when
a guy'z talking fo yom?”

It secmed that Jobn Robinson had
uo words to spill, for he spilled none,
andl did not even look round.

Less  pertimacious  fellows  than
Fisher T. Fish miri'ht have been dis-
conrnged and ambled away, leaving
that stand-offish chauffeur to himself.
But Fisher T. VYizh did noet amble
away. Conversation, on these lines,
was o sort of one-way traffic; but
any conversation was better than
nene, to Fisher T. Fish.

“If you was my chanffenr, Robin-
gson, I'd sure live you right on the
spot!” said Fisher T. Fish. “I'd
sure fire you so quick it would make
vour head swim:”

IIc pansed for a veply, but there
wias no reply.

“Hay, you gwobl xycars on your
cabeza ¥  howled the exasperated
Fishy. “You got a tongue in your

pmlly-beef container? What? Too
much frouble to squint romud and
oive a guy the once-over?”

Whether it was too much trouble
or not, John Robiizon did not squint
round.

Fisher T. Fish, breathing hard,
stepped a little neaver. If ever a puy
asked for a joit on the pahts, this
guy was asking for it!

As e persisted in kef.-]lriug his baeck
turned to Fizhy, tho chanee looked
good. Certainly Ie was not expecting
auything of the kind., To land onc
goodl kick, sud then burn the wind
s fast as his lons thin legs could
earry him, scemed an attractive idea
to the exasperated Fishy.

1[c stepped nearer and nearer,

THE MAGNET

Suddenly he shot cut his foot!

Bang!
It was a good one!
It satisfied Fishy in that rcspect.

It was quite a g one, but in other
respects the matter did net turn out
so_satisfactory.

For, as Fisher T, Fish, having
delivered the kick, shot away, the
new chauffeur moved with amazing
swiftness. Lightning had nothing on
that chauffeur.

The fleeing Fishy had not taken
six steps when o hand of iron grasped
the back of a bony ncek.

Fishy was caught!

He wriggled apprehensively.

“BSay, you leggo a guy !” he roared.
“You hear me, you Robiuson! If
you don't want a guy to make potato
scrapings of yom, you letter—
yarooooop ! :

The new chauffour did not speak.
He scemed to have no words to waste
on Fisher T. Fish. He bent a knee
and jerked Fishy across it, face
down.

Holding him there with his left
hand, he raised his right! .

That right hand came down on
Fishy's trouscrs with a tervifie
COTcussion.

Smack !

Fishy had guessed, from his build,
that the new chauffeur was a
muscular man. But he bhad not
known how awfully muscular he was!
That smack came down with a foree
that surprised Fishy.

He roared.

Bmack, smack, smack !

“0Oh m! Jerusalem crickets!”
roared Fisher T. Fish, wxiggling
and struggling frantieally. *Great
John James Brown!”

Smack, smack, smack!

“Yaroop! Let up!” roarcd Fisher
T. Fish. “You hear me whisper?
I'm telling you to let up, you pic-
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faced bLonchead ! Say, you mugwump,
will you let upf”

Smack, smack, smack!

“Yurrop ¥

Smack, smack, smack!

“Aw, wake snakes '™ howled Figher
T. Fish. “Carry me home to die!
Yarooop !

Fisher T. Fish wislied he had not

landed that good ome. He was
getting quite a scries of ones
in return—better ones, in fact. He

roared and howled and yelled with
anguish,

ohn Robinson set him on lis feob
at last. Taking him by a long car
he led him out of the garage yard.
Releasing his ear, he lifted his foot
and landed it—hard! Fisher T.
Fish travelled away at express s})eed!

Still without speaking a word, the
new chaunffeur refurn to his task
of ecleaning the car—untrounbled
further by Fisher T. Fizh. Prob-
ably he fancied that he was done
with Fisher T. Fish at last.

Fisher T. Fish did not think so
as he wriggled away to the House,
spluttering for breath and in the
worst temper ever. Fishy had a col-
lection of aches and pains, and he
was not mercly exasperated—he was
mfariated. ichy, as he wriggled
and squirmed and gasped and panted,

concentrated his powerful traus-
atlantic intelleet on ways anhd means
of paying ont that cheeky chauficur!

A TALK ON THE TELEPHONE !

ERRERS LOCKE, alias Joln

F Robinson, chaunfieur, stepped

to the telephone in his room

over the garage at Greyfriars School
as the bell rang.

It was a bright, frosty morning--
getting towards noon.

Locke had not been up lmtllg.
Generally a very carly riser, the
Baker Strect detective, since he had
been at Greyfriars School as the
Head’s chauffeur, usually rose late
—for a great deal of every night waa
spent in seeking traces of that
mysterious and clusive cracksman.
Shm Jim.

Every night, iu the black-out, a
thickly bearded man let himself ont
uietly and disappeared into the
gark—un]mnwn to any other inhabit-
ant of the school.

Few, if any, eyes fell on the Baker
Street detective on  his necturnal
e¢xeursions; but any that had fallen
on him would not have recognisc
“John Robinson “—he took the best
care of that.

Onee, so far, he had established
contact, as he believed at least, with
the man he sought—a brief encountor
in which Locke had come off second
best. DBut the Baker Street detective
was paticut. It was only by tracking
down Slim Jim that he could hope
to discover the Greyiriars master
whom the cracksman had kidnapped
—and Locke did not intend to give
up the trail till he had got his man.

“That yom, Robinson?” came
through -on the telephone.
Locke smiled,

It was Jack Drake’s veice. Apart



from the Head and. Inspector Grimes
ut Courtfield, only his boy assistant
knew that he was at Greyfriars under
the name of John Robinson.

“Yes, Robinson speaking,” lc
answered. “I hope you arc having
an ble holiday with your old
school friends, my boy.”

“Topping !” answered Drake. “Neo
ciad of a jolly Christmas, sir. Now
it’s the New Year, I was going back,
bt

Ferrers Locke langhed.

“But you would like to prolong
your holiday a little, my boy?” he
asked.

“Not emtehy that, sir! But some-
thing's turned up here,” said Drake.
“A pretty quect sort of thing that
I should like to look into. If you're
not busy at the moment, shall I spin
you the yarnp”

“Carry on !” said Ferrers Locke.

“It's a rather weird business,”
snid Drake. “Half o mile from this
place there is ap old show ealled the
moat housc—a place that's been in
Chancery for donkey's years, and is
now in ruins. It is haunted——"

Fi El‘ ?:I:I-

“By the ghost of an old miser who
came to a sticky end about a hundred
years ago, and who goes round with
4 ghostly light, rattling a phantom
bunch of keys, looking for his buried
lward! That'e the local belief.”

“Not yours, I suppose?” asked
Locke. :

“Not quite !” chuekled Jack Drake.
“But the light has been seen, and
the clinking of the ghostly keoys
licard. unter—yon rezicmber
Bunter——*

“*I remember him very well”

“He scems fo have parked himself
in the place in a snowstorm, and saw
the light, and heard the hnﬂﬂghkegrﬂ
clinking. That was ore Christ-
mas. Later, Bob Cherry had the
same experience—and he ran into
“ome in the dark, who gave him
a irﬂck on the nut and knocked him
out.”

“A somewhat aggressive ghost!™
said Ferrers Locke,

“Naturally, I lookcd into it, sir,
when I heard about that! There's
a man camped in a caravan right on
the spot—a fixturce, on the tel Be,
and all that——and I have rather an
eyc o him. And T've made a dis-
corery or two.”

“Go on, my boy! This is gettin
interesting—yon scem to have ha
miere luck on your holiday than I
have had sticking to business.”

“Well, I spotted the ghostly keys,
s#aid Drake. “A bunch of ga
strung up in the ivy on top of an 0{3
wall, with a string to pull! After
that, I went to the place after dark,
with the other five fellows, and
established contact with the ghost.”

“Good work! And the rest?”

* A big man, with his head and face
covered up in a hood—not a aq:k
of him to be seen. We nearl d
him—but he got clear, taking to the
ficlds. The man in the caravan was
ont at the time, as 1T made sure of
tinding out.”

“A probable coincidence,
from what you tell me. Is that all?”
asked Ferrers Locke.

EVERY SATURDAY

“That’s the lot, eo far, sir. But
if I may hang on hore a few days
longer, I'd like to go through with
it. It seems pretty clear that that

rtsinan isn’t playing that game in
o frozen old ruin just fun.”

“ Hardly !” agreed Locke,

“What his game is has got mec
beaten just at present—I ean’t even
guess,” said Drake frankly. *But he
must have some jolly strong motive,
I shonld think, for hanging about
that lonoly old frozen place in a
freezing Januwary—and it scems that
he was there all through Deccmber,
playing ghoest to scare people away 1™

“A very strong motive, I should
think,"” said Ferrers Locke, “This
will ccitainly bear looking into,
Drake. I can casily make arrange-
ments, my boy, for you to stay om
where you are till you get to the
end. of it.*

“Thank wyou, sir—I'd really like
to,” said Jack Drake. <« Whatever’s
going om, it must bo something
shn:l{."

“It certainly looks like it,” aaid
Forrers Locke., “Go into it, by all
means, my boy, and Iet mo know the
., DA

2 suggesations, sir, from w
I've told youpr”

“It iz not casy to make o sug-
Fmticn from such very sparse data.
The man in the caravan, obviously,
will bear watching—but you are on
that already. Camping in a caravan
in such a spot, at seuch a scason, might
lock like a crook keeping out of the
way for a time. But that would not

acconnt for the ghost.”
“No! .&nrbofy wiho passes can sce
the van and the man who camps in
it—he doesn’t keep out of sight, It's
the old rmin that he wants to keep
lo away from."”
*You've explored it?"

L3 E'F'EI .:Il‘

«And Tound.—*
“Nothing — except  the ghostly
kegm"

Obviously, there is something

more to be discovered,” said Forrers

Locke, “8So far as one may hazard

a gness on what yom have told me,

something is hidden in the place.”
“Loot?” asked Drake.

“ Searcely! Loot could be buried in
such a place, and there would be no
need to haunt the spot.”

“Yes, I've thought of that! Some
crook hiding away, and . the man in
the van taking him food, and so on.”

“That sounds much more probable.
That wonld make lar visits to
the rnin neecessary, and would account
for the ghost,” said Ferrers Locke.
“1 think it very probable that when
vou put yonr finger on the secret of
the moat house you may find some-
body in hiding there.”

“Well, that's what it looks like to
me, sir, and in a queer old place like
that therd may be some hidden den
I haven’t got on to. Yon think it's
worth while for me to hang on here
and see it through i

“Most decidedly,” said Forrers
Tocke. “Eeep on to the finish, my
boy, and let me know what luck you
ha'fﬁi“ ht-he ! Good !

ght-ho ! d-bye, &ir!”
* Good-bye, my hoy-lljz‘!
Jack Drake, at Wharton Lodge,

-

rang off, and Ferrers Locke, in the
Greyfriars gorage, Lung uwp his
Teceiver

For some minntes the Baker Strect
deteetive refleeted on what Jack
Drake had told him, guite interested
in the strange story.

Then his thoughts returned to his
own problem—S8lim Jim, the cracks-
man, and the Eidnapping of Mr.
Quelch.

1t did not dawn even on Ferrers
Locke’s keen mind that there was any
comnection between the two!

ey e e

ANOTHER MYSTERIOUS
DISAPPEARANCE !

L UNKTER !

“Oh, yes, sir!” gasped
Billy Bunter, with a sudden
gnilty start,
“Just give me your attcention,
Bunter——"
“It wasn’t me, sir 1"
“What "

“I—~I—I mean, I—I—I didn't—"

“Please do not ¢alk nonsensc,

Bunter, and give me your attention [
Mr. quﬂlnh.

illy Bunter gave his Form-mastcr

his attention. Ho blinked very appre-
hensively at Mr. Quelch.
Biliy Bunter been twenty-four

hours in the hidden vault under the
old .moat house. And it Lhad been
awful.

It‘-:' was Bu]nltnr_'sh:;mﬂg;}]l:}ﬁ if the
grub was all right ey ing was
all right! He could have stood in-
carceration, he could havo stood his
present guarters, dim and dreary and
chilly as they were, if the grub had
been all right. But it wasn't!

It was far from all right!

Once in the twenty-four hours the
hooded man came with food, and
doubtless also to assnre himself that
the prisoners of the vault were still
safe. Perhaps, in that selitary spot,
the hooded man did not find it casy
to obtain supplies; perhaps he was
not muck concerned for the comfort
of his prisoners. Anyhow, therc was
a food sho

So far as it wenb, it was poor stull
compared with the meals at Wharton
Lodge. Bread and corned beef in cans
was the staple diet, with a few other
things in cans. Bat Bunter could
have stood even that if there had been
plenty of it. There was not!

Since the hooded man had come
with the masked man whom Mr.
Quelch had addressed by the peculiar
name of Slim Jim, the ners had
not been visited, Mr. Quelch’s last
supply of provender had had to sufficc
for two—and one of the two was Billy
Bunter!

Bunter was fearfully hungry.

Quelch did not seem to care much
about food ; he ate mechanically when
he ate, as & sort of duty that iu had
to perform.

IE was quite diferent with Buntex
—it was very different indeed.

At the present moment Bunter was
wondering, with an inward quake,
what was going to ha when
Queleh remembered that had not
eaten for a long time, and looked for
something to eat, %
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Bunter was hungry—but not so
hungry as he had been. While Quelch
was pacing the vault, or comforting
himself with a book, Billy Bunter
had scoffed the whole available supply
of grub unuoticed hy Quelch. It
was little enough, too, DBunter
thought, but at the zame time he was
feeling nneasy. He hoped that Quelch
would not want another meal before
the hooded man came again with a
fresh lot

8¢ when his Form-master addressed
him, Bunter quaked., He dreaded that
Q{uel{:h was abont to raise the subject
of grub!l

To his great relief, Queleh did not !

“Listen to me carefully, Bunter,”
said the Remove master. “I have
been thinkine this matter over. 1
have no doubt that those rascals will
remove me to a safer place as soon as
they can prepare such a place, now
that you have discovered me here,”

“Yeg, sir,” mumbled Bunter, not
very deeply interested.

“Tha letter you have written to
VWharton will, doubtless, allay sus-
icion for some time,” said Mr.

ucleh, “But it must transpire
before very long that you are miss-
ing, and you will be searched for.
Sooner or later, the search is certain
to take this direetion. I do not think
that 1 shall romain here very lone,
Bunter.”

“Oh erikey! Won't you, sir?”
squcaked Bunter, in dismay, “I—I
don't want to be left alone here, siv!
it would be awful to Dbe left here
alone! Tt's not so0 bad so long as
somebody’s with n chap—even you,
s 1"

“What?" cjaculated Mr. Quelch.

“41—1 mean—-=">"

“Be silent, yvou stupid boy, aud
listen! I shall certainly be vemoved
from here before lomg, and I am
powerless to resist those ruffians. You
are nothing to them—they only desire
to be rid of you. You will certainly
be released, or, at all events, left here
to be found—-* .

“Oh, good ! said Bunter, brighten-
ing up.  Whether Mr. Quelch
remained a prisoner in the bhands of
the kidoappers or not was really im-
material so long as William George
Bunter didn't!

“Now, Bunter, I have little or no
liope of release, but your release is
certain as soon gs they cam get rid
of you. I shall, therefore, tell youn
what I can for vou to inform Mr.
Ferrers Locke to assist him in his
search—and you must try te
remember what I tell you™

“Oh! Yes, sir!"

“I have heen kidua ped,” con-
tinned Mr. Queleh, " by the thief and
c¢racksman who iz called Slim Jim.

You have heard of that man, &

Bunter ™

“Yes, gir! That's the man Smithy
ran into one night, at Greyfriars—"

“Precisely | Thiz man's appearance
is ntterly nnknown,” said Mr. Quelch.
“But I have seen his face, Bumter,
with the mask off, aud can identify
him. It iz for this reason that I am
kept o Prisﬂm:r, to cnsurc the raseal’s
safety.”

“Oh! sasped Bunter.

“This knowledge may be useful to
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Mr. Locke,” went on the Remove
master. “He may, perhaps, have
gucssed alread at that was the
cause of the kidnapping—I cannot
say. At all events, you will tell him,
from me, Bunter, that such is the
case—that my kidnapper is Slim Jim,
the cracksman, and that he has kid-
napped me beeause I am the only man
who can identify him. If Mr. ke
can find that man it will lead to
my release. Do vou understand #”

*Oh! Yes, gip!”

“Any letter T may write would be
taken from yom, beiore you were re-
leased,” said Mr. Quelch. “That
would ba useless. But youw will re-
member what I have told yom,
Bunter! Tell your friends, Wharton
and the others, as soom as you sece
them again, lest it should
glip your memory. They will
see that Mr. rftu-:kﬂ iz Iu-
formed — they are more
gensible than you.”

“Oh, really, sir

“Make it a speeial point,
Bunter, to remember this,
and repeat it as scon as you
are free,” said Mr. Quelch.
“It may be of material assist-
ance in the search for me. It
may lead to your Form-
master returning to the
school for the coming ferm.
Bunter I added Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh !” said Bunter, blink-
ing at him, He did not seem
overjoyed at that prospect, as
he ought to have been.
“We're getting on all right
with Mr. Lamb, sir—"

“What? Who is Mr.
Lamb #"

“The new art master, sir.
He took the Remove while
you were away, up to break-
ug; You—you needn't worry
anbout ns, sir—we get on fine
with Mr. Lamb ¥

Mr. Quelch looked very ex-
pressively at the fat member
of his Form.

“If I had m
Bunter, I shoul
he said.

“Oh erikey !”

“Now be silent, or I shall
box your ears !

L1} ﬂh !il?'

Billy Bunter backed away,
removing Lis fat ears to a safe
distance.

E )

cane heve,
eane you,"”

Quelch scemed to be shirty abous
suht.::thing—ﬂuutm did not know
what.

Then, to Lis horror, Mr, Quelch ap-
Ema-:hﬂl the table on which the food
ad been laid.

Quelch pave that table a puzzled
lance.

He did wnot, fortunately, share
Billy Bunter’s gargantunan appetite.
But he had to eat sometimes. Now
he was ready for a meal. But the
meal seemed difficult to spot.

“Bless my soul [* said Mr. Quelch,
“Have wyou removed the eatables
from this table, Bunter? Ewvery-
thing seems to have disappeared.”

“Eh? ©Oh! No, sir!" gasped
Bunter. “It wasn’t me, sirl”

“What have yon done with them,
Bunter "
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“ N-nothing, sir! I—I haven't
caten the lot!" cd Bunter. “I
—I wouldn’t, course, sir! Be-

sides, there wasn't much—only a loaf
and half a pound of margarine, aud a

couple of pounds of cormed boef, and
some savdines, and a can of
beans—="

“Yon—you—you have—" gaspcd
Mr. Quelch, P

“0h! No, sir! I—I think Fm-]emps
there’s a cat about the place I

“A cat!” howled Mr, Queleh.

“QOr—or a rat, sir! Now I come
to think of it, I—I saw a t big
rat—" pasped Bunter. "If—if—if
it wasn't a rat, eir, I—I cou't

imagine what's becomo of the grub
—it—it’s a mystery, sivlZ
Smack !

s
-

S
——

=

Ameriean junior.

" Yaroooh ¥

Smack!

*“Oh erikey! Yoohoop [*

Mr. Ich, fortunately, had had

a pocket edition of Euripides in his
Emket when he was kidnapped. It
ad already afforded him great com-
fort during his imprisonment. Now
he turned to it for more comfort—in
liem of a meal—while Billy Bunfer
rubbed two fat, crimson, burning
ears, and glared at him with a glare
that almost cracked his spectacles.

— — —

STARTLING |

ARRY WHARTON stayed.
He stared with wide-open
eyes.
He looked so astonished, that his
comrades all looked at him aston-
ished, too.

The bearded man made 3 movement towa

i

..1-

.y

5 -

s Fis:

He revolved on his axis.



VERY SATURDAY

“What on carth’zs up?” asked
Bob Cherry.
It was morninr at Wharton

Lodge, and the Greyiriars fellows
were looking over letters im tho hall
after breakfast,

Harry Wharton had opened oue
postmarked “Redgate,” addressed
in & hand that was strange to Lim.
i[{a contents scemed fo have amazed
im.

"Well, this beats it "™ zaid the cap-
tain of the Bemove blankly. “This
letter is from Mr. Bunter——-27

“Bunter's pater?” asked Nugent.
“I hope ho's hetter—looks as if he is,
if he's written—"

“He hasn't beent ifl——"

ftEh?;-!

" Bunter said——-"

+ 1! I I i | I:""Ii.I
i R L rf]}
|‘-Z
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wer T. Fish., That was more than
, and flew—with almest the speed of light !

"Bunter hasn't i
gnaped Wharton,

“Wha-a-tr*

“But his letter—-7

“What the merry thump—-=m"

“Blessed if I can make it all out ¥
eaid Harry. “Look at the letter,
E:; fellows—especially you, Drake.

ks as if a giddy detective is
wanted here™

In great swrprise, the juuniors
athered round to vead the letter
rom Mr. Bunter.

Bunter, so far as they knew, had
gone home. It had been on Tuesday
that he had made his sudden de-
arture.  On Wednesday, his letter
wcl been received, and the cake had
been dispatched to comfort him, On
Thursday he should have received
that cake at Bonter Villa, and
gcoffed the same. Now, on Friday

mone  home

HIONNLL
from

arrived thia amazing letter
r. Bunter:

“Bunter Villa,
" Redgate,

[ T] umr.
“Dear Master Wharton,—A pareel
lt:wi:;ﬁ arrived for my som Wilham, 1
opened it in his absence, and was
surprised te find that it came from
the friends with whom he is passing
the Christmas vacation. [ canmo
quite underztand this, or the refer-
ence to my illuess, as I certainly
liave not been ill. If William has
left you, no doubt he has pgone to
atay with other friends, and doubt-
less you may have misunderstood
his intentions. At all cvents he has
not returned home. I think William
had some idea of passing a
part of the holidays with a
school friemd, whe 8, I
ather from what William
said, very much attached

to him, named Mauleverer.
“As Dhe iz not at home, I
have handed the cake to
William'a brother Samuel
and sister Bessie, who desire

me to convey their thanks,

“Yours sinecrely,
“W. 5 Buster.”

The juniors read that letter
through, and then looked at
one another.

Five faces expresscd blank
amazement. Ope face was
very serious—that of Jack

Drake.

“Well, that beats Bau-
agher I said Bob Cherry.
“What did the fat ass want
to pull our leg for with his
letter P

“Goodness  knows I gaid
Harrj. “He said distinctl
in hig leiter that he had to
——= rush off home beecause his

= father was ill.”

“And all the while he only
= gleared off fo land himself on
old Mauly!" grunted Johnny
Bull, “0Of course, Bunter
always tells fibs—but what
the thump did he tell that fib
foro”

“The fibfulnezs ia terrifie,
but the whyfulness is npot
clear ¥ remarked Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

“He never went home, and his
pater's not ill 1" sald Frank Nugeunt.
“That ass, Lamb, must have been
mistaken about sceing him get into
the Redgate train.”

“Must have been!"™ said Bal.
“Lamb’s an asa, anyhow ! Still, he
never said he was sure—only that he
had seen a fat chap in spees—"

“Yes; but we thonght—"

“Must have been another porpoise
rolling abount, unless Lamb dreamed
it,” said Bob. “Bunter would want
guite a different train, if he was
heading for Mauly’s place in Hamp-
shive—and he couldn™t have started
s; late, cither, on a.long trip like
t ‘E’ LE ]

“It's a queer business,” said Har
Wharton slowly. “What Lamb tu)]:g
us made us give up looking for
Bunter—and now it turns out that

J journcy back to Redgate to
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the silly ass must nave been mis-
taken, and it wasn’t Bunter he saw.
Why, if we hadn’t sent that cake we
shonld have supposed that Bunter
was at home, and never thought
about it—and now——"

“Well, he's all right, I suppose,
wherever he is!” said Bob. "1 ex-
’Fﬂ',.!mr old Mauly’s landed with
1m :

“I'm not so sure of that!” said
Harry., “I can't make this out, and
it scoms o queer business to me.

What do you thiuk, Drake?”

All the Famous Five looked ot
Ferrers Locke's boy assistant. It was
clear from Drake's expression that
he, as well as the captain of the Re-
move, thought that it was a quecr
business.

“Y think,” said Drake quietly,

“that something’s happened to
Bunter.”

“But what—how—-">" cjaculated
Bob.

“Wharton got a letter from him,

vou know,” said Nugent.

“1 know, But—that’s what makes
me think that somethivg must have
happencd,” said Drake. *“ Buuter’s
no end of a fibber, as we know, bub
it's uot sense his writingh that lefter
if he was only changing his quarters
for the vest of the holidays. Aund—
and the postmark—" =

*That’s what I was thinkingy of,”
snid Harry. “That letter from
Bunter was ted at Redgate, near
his home, either late at nigtt- oL YCry
carly in the morming. And—"

“And that looked like a certainty
that Bunter was there late on Tues-
day. nicht, as we supposed!” said
Drake.

“It did. But—"

“But he was not theve. He hasn’t
been home, and be never made a train
post a
etter that he could have dropped
into the nearest pillar-box.”

“Not likely ' said Bob.

“We know now that Buutcry never
woent home, That means that le
never went back to Redgate at all.
It was not Bunter who posted the
letter that came from him on
Wednesday.”

“It was his fist—" said Bob.

“Aud his spelling,” said Johuny
Bull.

“The letter was genuine, Drake !”
said Harry Whartou,

*Yes. utiter wrote it," agreed
Drake. “But we want to know why
—and where. He wrote it—why, we
don't know yet—somebody clse made
a tvip on a train to post it!”

“But—why ?" ejaculated Bob.

“QOuly one reason that I can sce.
He, whoever he was, wanted us to
believe that Bunter had gone home
—a0 that he would not be inquired
for, or searched for, in this loeality,”
answered Drake.

“You mean that someb made
Bunter write that letter?” exelaimed

Johnny Bull blankly.
“1¢ looks like it!”
“But who? W]l{ " gaspcd
%uhgcn% h“Wh-:- the dickens——
the thump—-"
Tﬂe Famous Five gave the bor

deteetive startled looks. The deep
Tae Macyer Lispsany.—No, 1,664
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ravity in Jack Drake’s face alarmed
Ehem a little,

“BSuppose,” eaid Drake slowly—
“sup Bunter butted into some-
thing—and wasn't wanted to talk
about it? You remember what hap-
pened to you at the moat house, Bob
—hefore I got here?”

“I'm not likely to forget it !” said
Bol, Cherry. “I was knocked out by
a crack on the mut when I ran into

that sweep who's playin host
there. Huﬁ'; you -:lﬂrnEt F;miikgthnt
Bunter—"

“Suppose Bunter spotted morc

than you did? Suppose it was not
safe for somebody to let him pet
away "

“But—but—he never went any-
wlere near the moat house, old chap
~Le funked it like billy-oh! We a
thought he was up to something that
day Le left, but you can bet he
aever went to the haunted hounse!”

“No fear'!” said Johmny Bull.

All the Famous Five shook their
Leads. Whatever had or might have
happened to the missing Owl, thg
did not believe that it bad happen
at the moat house. But they could
wee that that idea was in Jack
Drake’s mind.

“You fellows never told Bunter of
the discovery we made there?” asked
Ferrers Locke's assistant. *If he
found ocut that we had spotfed that
bunch of keys hung up-in the ivy, he
wouldn't Lave been funky of going
there [”

“Not a word, any of us.
Harry. “We agreed to keep it dark
—nnd telling Bunter would have been
az good as telling the world!”

Dirake nodded slowly,

“ But—Bunter wasn’t too partienlar
uuew ke heard things,” he said. “I
remember he was a keyhole expert
when I was at Greyfriars. BSupposc
Iie heard us discussing 167 Ho mught
Lave!”

“He migkt have—being Bunter!®
acreed Bob, * Blessed if 1 thought of
tint, Drake!” ’

“Neither did I—till now!™ said
Jack Drake. “But now that Bunter’'s
missing, I've thought of it. If he
found out that we had spotted the
trickery ot the moat house, and knew
that there was nothing to be afraid
of, he might have butfed in. And
thep——" " Drake paused,

The Famous Five stood silent,

“Zomething’s happened to Bunter,”
continued Drake, af 8 pausc.
“ AndG we know thot there's something
shady going on at the moat housc.
T've been in touch with Mr. Locke on
the phone, and he's given me leavo
to stay here till I root it out. I
may as well tell you what he said—
that it looks as if someone is Lidin
at the place and that the hoode
mnn’s job is to kcep him supplied.”

“Oh ! exelaimed Wharton.

“I'm pretty certain that it’s somc-
thing of the kind,” said Drake.
“That accounts for the man haunting
the place—and nothing else docs,
Taking it ns a theory that Buntor
may lLave butted in at the wromg
meracnt for that ewecp—and scon
somcthing that lic was not wanted 1o
Fal——"
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Harry Whaxton drew o degp
breath.

“You think that Bunter went to
the moat house, Drake?” he asked.

“I think so0.”

“And that he's still there?” ex-
claimed Bob.

“That follows,” said Drake,

“But—where? We've been all
over the show—rooted over it from
gide to side, and end to end—"

“Without finding out the secret !”
said Drake, "But there’s a secrel
there. And if the hooded man—
who, I'm fairly certain, is that rat-
faced man in the earavan-has got
somebody hidden there, he's Iﬁﬂﬁu
pretty deep!”

“Oh 1 gaid Jolmny Bull
“Some erook hiding from the poliee,
perhaps 1"

“ Perhaps !

“* And—and if that fut chump poked
his silly nose in and—and——" Boh
whistled. “That rat-faced blighter
wouldn't let him carry awny the
news !

“Hardly I gaid Drake,

He pansed.

“It's all surmise, so far,” he said.
“"Wo've got to know. Buntcr’s miss-
ing. Ha never went home, and his
letter was meant to make us believe
he had. Biinter had no reason for
wanting to make us believe that—
somebody else hnd. What happened
to Bob shows that that blighter at
the moat house won't stop at much!
It's no good eglluring the place in
the daylight. But tmniFh »

“To-night's the night I said Bob.
“We'll spot that blighter to-night,
and if he’s got our porpoisc, we'll
make him mugf.l. Lim up

Drake amile

“We'll try, at any rate!” he said.

And it was left at that.

FISHY'S BLACK-OUT BURGLAR!

ISHER T. FISH pgrinned—a
vengeful ]gj'rin.
It was black-out, and Grey-
friars stood a dark mass against a
dim sky.

Fisher T. Fish slipped l}'ﬂ.iﬁh]? out
of the Housc in the gloom. He
stopped for s few minotes under the
le old elms to gather up hand-
fula of snow and kuead a snowball
—a big snowball.

Fishy kneaded that snowball care-
fully. He wanted a pood one, He
guessed, reckoned, and calenlated
that he was pgoing to have time for
only one ghot. And, unless the venge-
ful Fishy missed his guess, Jo
Robinson, the clieeky new chauffeur,
was going to get that smnowball,

lanted with all the force of "8

y arm, Tight in the middle of his
features !

If that pguy, John Robingon,

essed that he could slap a freo

erican citizen on his transatlantic
pants, that Iglf had another guesa
coming—in Fisher T. Fish’s opinion,
He couldn't—mot withomt getting
something back.

He was goinp to get somcething
back in the shope of that big snow-
ball which Fis clutched in a
vengcful hand as he walked round to

the garnge.

Fisher T
up ot John

In the garage yard;
Fish stood and loo
Robinson’s window.

Not a pleam of light come from
that win : but Fi did not, of
course, expect to see o gleam of light
in the black-out. Joln Iobinson.
who was always careful, was eareful
to observe all the laws of the ALY

Fishy had mo doubt that he was
there. Where clse could he be?

Of John Robinson’s nocturnal cx-
cursions, with a bearded face thar
looked nothing like John Robinson's,
Fishy, of course, didn’'t know a thing.

Fishy had it all cut and dried.

He was going to pitch pebbles up
at that window till John Robinson
opetied it and looked out to sce what
the John James Brown was 1;;». Then
he was going to Jolin Kobinson
with that snowball. "There wos
plenty of starlight for taking a good

aim.

Fishy had thought this out, and
1],-:]'1;1 !::h plans carefully. Pchgumﬂl
. he was goi o be sorry
that he hng:it.ﬁﬁmnnkgf :‘ﬁ‘-se pants, 4

Standing under the window over
the garago, Fishy watched it intently
for a minute or so; then he proped
in_his pocket with his free hand for

cbbles he had colleeted there for

‘Bl tory arm jerked

arm jer aud a pebble
clinked on the winﬂuw-aune Eﬁhuvc.
It drew no rcsult, and Fishy whizzed
another pebble with a second elink,
8till there was no sound of a window
opening,

But there was another sonnd that
made Fisher T. Fish start a little.
It came from the porel at the side
of the garage.

In that porch was a door, which
gavo access to the staircase leading
up to the rooms over’the building,
The gound that Fishy Leard was that
of a door opcning.

“Gec-whiz !” breathed TFishy.

This gounded as if Jolin Hobinson
Wﬂﬂ ?ilm;ng out. ;

ot were o, hic could not have
heard those clinks on the. window-
pance; Le must have been alrcadw
com down the staircase when
Fishy buzzed his pebbles.

Fisher T. Fish changed his plans
on the spot. If the guy werc coming
out at that poreh be must be,
for somebody was coming, and John

pbinson was the only bitant—

ishy was going to get him with the
snowball as he cmerged.

S0 he faced towards the
snowball gripped in his hand, and
his sharp eyes watching for Johu
Robinson to cmerge, His hand was
raised over his head, all ready to hurl
the missile,

The man in the porch moved very
quietly ; but Fis

by could hear him,
A figure eme into the starlight.

But Fisher T. Fish did not hurl the
sunowball. That snowhall, in Fishy’s
bony hand, remained suspended ip
mid-air, like Mahomet's coffin, as
Fiah% stared, with starting eyes, at
the figure that emersed from Johy
Robinson’s porch.

It was not the mew chanffour—or,
if iv werc, Fisher T. Fish did not
know it, and did not gness it,

What Le snw whs p man wrappeé

reh, the



in a dark, heavy coat, with a slouched
Hat drawn down ovei a bearded face.
John Robinson was clean-shaven—
this man bad a heavy beard all over
his month and chin.

Fisher T. Fish stared transfixed.

That strange and startling figure
scarcd him almost out of his arp
wits,

A Dlack-out burglar—that was

ishy's instant wamd terrifyin
thonght. Who aund what elae coul
it be—an absolute strancer at Grey-
friars, emerging quictly, stealthily,
from the staireasze of John Robinson’s
rooms ? _

Only for an instant, however, did
Fisher T. Fish astand thus petrified.
The bearded man zaw him at once—
ond made a movement towards him.

That was more than cuouch for

What became of the smowball he
never know, Ho was not comscious of
dm&:ping it; and certainly be did not
hurl it. Fisher T. Fish was nof
bothering aboumt sunowballs. Fisher
T. Fish revolved on his axis and flew
—with almost the speed of light!

It seemed to the terrified Fishy
that le heard a pursuing footstep
behind him, Perhaps it was faney!
Faney or not, it spurred him on !

Never had VFishy's bony lees
covered the ground so fast. They
fairly flashed. His feet hardly
tonuc the ground.

He gasped for breath, He gurgled !
But lie ncver paused for o EE]it-
sccond—and an.arrow from a bow had
nothing on Fisher T. Fish as he shot
into the House !

“Gee-whiz ! panted Fishy, as he
reeled against a wall, splattering for
wind. “Wake snakes! T guess that
was a narrow shave! Aw, scarch
me [

Fizher T. Fish paused ounly lon
cnongh to Eump in a zulp or two o
the breath he badly needed. Then ho
headed for Dr. Locke’s study at a
panting run., He knew that the Head
was in his study, and he iairly flew
to that apartment to imp the
startling news.

He did not stop to kuock at the
door—there was no time for that, in
the alarmine ecireumstances,. The
soorer the Head got on the phone and
got tho E-alict:- after that black-out
burglar the better. Fishy banged
the door open and bolted in.

“Bless my soul !” came a startled
cxclamation.

Dr. Locke wag writiug a letter at
his writing-table. He started up,
dropping the pen on the letter, with
a cascade of blots.

“Figh I* he pasped.

“Yep I gasped Fisher T. Fish.

“You — you— you inseusate boy,
how dare you rush into my study in
that manner ¥ exclaimed Dr. Locke.
“I repeat, how dare——"

“Burglars, siv !” spluttered Fisher
T. Fish breathlessly, “I guessed I'd
better burn the wind to hand you the
noos, sir ™

“What ?*

“Onc of them pesky black-out
burglars, siv! I gucss I spotted him
—coming out of the door of Robin-
SOL'S gOrage, Sir=e—"

Dr. Locke gave a start.

*Robinson’s gavage?” he repeated.
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“Yep! Surest thing you know,
sir!” gpasped the excited Fishy. “A
guy in a beard and a slouched hat—

coming out of the door side of the
earage, sir! I cuess thut hombre
Robinson must be out, and that
hoodlum Lhas sure run the rale
over his thiungs, sir—a black-out
burglar—"

Dr. Locke looked af him. Fisher
T. Fish could not quite understand
the cxpression on his face. But the
Head did not, at all events, look
alarmed,

“And what,” said Dr. Locke, in o
deep woice, “were you doing at the

arage, Fish, whiell is out of bounds
or boys of this school P

“I—I guess I—I just moscyed
round, sir!” stammered Fishy. He
did not want to mention the anowball
that Dhad been designed for John
Hobinson’s features. “I'll say it's
Ilueky I did, sir, as I spotted that
burglar guy ¥

Dr. Locke glanced round. But he
did not reacﬁ for the telephone, as
Fishy expeeted, to eall up the poliee
station, To Fishy's surprisc and
dismay, bhe rcached for a cane!

“Fish " he said in a still deeper
voice.

“Xep ¥ fnspml Fishy. “I'm tclling

on, sir, I saw him—a guy with a

card in a slouched hat—"

“Bend over that chair, Fish !

“But—but—I—1I say, sir——"
n‘a&gﬂ the dismayed Fishy, “that
black-out guy; sir—that hoodlum—~

“Bend over that chair at once,
Fish !" thundered the Head.

“Bearch me!* gasped Fisher T.
Fish, and he bent over the chair in a
state of dizzy astonishment.

The Head, it scemed, was going fo
do mnothing about that black-out
burglar whom Fisher T. Fish had so
furtunatelir spotted ! He was going
to cane Fishy for trespassing at the
garage!

Fishy was cute, and he was keen,
and he was sharp, and he guessed
that he had his eye-teeth cut—but

this was quite beyond his under-
standing ! All he could understand
clearly was that he was going to get
six. ¢ was left in no doubt about
that.

Whack, whack, whack, whaek,

Six strokes sounded in the Head’s
study, accompanied by an cqual
number of angumished squcals from
Fisher T. Fish.

“Now,” said the Head, laying down
the cane, guu mMay go, Fisg ! Ifsgnu
ever visit the garage again, 1 shall
punish you more severely !”

Fisher T. Fish limped to the door.
Dr. Locke resumed his scat at the

I5

“Upon my word! If you speak
aMother word of nonsense, Fi 1
shall cane you again}l Leave my
study at once I
# F‘r?.t Wﬁtm:;ihhelp tflt&r it! _]?ii]r}tm'
1. 15 e 8 wr u
and amazed. e

Tho Head did not seem to care a
hoiled omion whether & bearded guy
in a slouched hat lurked about ngm
Robinson’s garage or not.

Fizher T. Fish could not make it

out.

He made up his mind, as he
wriggled from the asix, to give that
Earagﬂ o wide berth, especially after

lack-out |

He simply could not understand

the Head’s indifference on the -sub-

ject. With all his cutencss, sliarp-
ness, and spryness; Fisher T. Fis
had to give.

it 'l[F—'hE could not
uess, reckon, or caleulate what the
ohn James Brown it meant !

CORNERED !
1 UIET ! whispered Drake.
Five fcllows were quict

cunough.

It was deeply dark, under the
frosty trees, in the grounds of the
ulrildmnat house. And it was bitterly
m L ]

Bix fellowa were warmly wrapped
in overcoats and scarves and woo

loves; and during the walk from
Vharton Lodge in the winter dusk
they had beem warm enough. But an
hour of watching om a bitter
Jaunary cvening made them realise
t-!':t&a.t a detective's life had its tough
side.

The Famous Five were kcen and

er. Drake’s belief that the hap-
lesa fat Owl of Greyfriars had landed
in bad trouble at the haunted house
made them keener than ever to pene-
trate the mfaterg of the strange old
place. And to Drake's suggestion
that they should remain at Wharton
and leave him to carry on
alone they had returned a munani-
mous negative.

Ferrers Locke's adgsistant pointed
out that this was all in the day’s
work to him; which it evrtainly was
not to Lower Fourth fellows of Grey-
friars Behool. The Famous Five
pointed out, in return, that they
could stand it if he could stand it:
and, moreover, they were jolly well
going to! So there they were, in the
cold and the dark—on the watch,

It was a d, nem. con,, that
Drake took the lead in the enterprise.
Haxry Wharton & Co. were more thau
ready to follow his lead and back him
up, leaving Ferrers Locke's assistant

table. ‘ to give directions.

Evidently he was going to do {Continued on next page.)
nothing about that : "
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But they found it, aa the boy detec-
tive had warned them, weary work
—and fearfully cold. Hurree Jamset
Rom Singh, who hardly enjoyed the
British winter at the best of timcs,
was olmost blue, and he had hard
work to keep his teeth from
chattering. ;

They had picked their way in the
:Inrkezn the trees at a short distance
from the caravan — taking the
greatest care that their approach was
not observed if the rat-faced man
happened to be looking out.

Bevond the trees there was star-
light; but under them, all was dark.
And though therc had becn no fresh
fall of enow, there was a great deal
of it banked up among the trecs, and
a dozen feet gradually grew colder
and colder. e attractions of a
detective’s life grew less and lesa, as
the long, long minutes passed and
nothing hu.pﬁnemd, ¢xcept that the
cold grew colder.

They were watching the caravan
which, at a dozem yards distance,
stood out im the starlight. If the
rat-faced man was at home, the van
window was well blacked out; no
gleam of light came from it.

Perhaps the Famous Five, or some
of them, doubted Drake's judgment
in concentrating on the van; they
were not assured that the rat-
featured man really was thoe man in
the hood, who had narrowly escaped
them once in the ruins of the moat
house. But it was for the boy de-
tective to give directions, and the
chums of the Remove played up.

From where they were in cover, in
the dark, they could see if tho man
left the van. But how lomg they
were likely to have to watch, and
whether anything would come of it,
they did not kmow. A long, long
hour crawled by—and then Drake's
whisper came softly in the silence.

The door of the caravan opened.

Silent, they watched. )

A glimmer of light shone out into
the winter night. It was shut off os
the door closed agnin—the man out-
side,

In the starlight they saw him
fairly clearly—wrapped in_ a coaf,
with a thick mufler round his neck,
& cap pulled low agver his hrows.
They even caught the glint of his
gharp, rat-like eyes as he stood look-
ing round him.

‘or 4 minute or more he stood by
tie van, looking round. ‘Then he
tramped to the lane and stecd therc,
looking up and down the lane, with
searching eyes. .

He came back after o few minutes,
and stood looking towards tho moat
house—a black mass, ridged with
snow, against the ateeijf sky.

Finally he went back into tlic van
and shut the door again.

“Oh gum!"” murmurcd Bob Cherry,
e wan

‘An ing cold?”
wured FJ ﬂhgﬂf EI:ﬁull. €

There was a sound something like
castanets. Hurree Jamset Iam
Singh's teeth, in spite of his efforts,
thattered at last.

“The coldfulness is terrific!™ he
wurmured.
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Jack Drake smiled fuint]gi =
“It's not all beer and ekittles, is
it?* he remoarked. “But I don't
think we shall hove to wait much
longer.” i 4
“Buppose thaot sweep's gone to
bml?"Pmutmred Nugent.
“Then we shall have to make a
t of it!”
‘Oh crumbs I'™
Drake chuckled softly.
“But I don't think he's gone to
bed,” he said. “I fancy he came out
to make sure that the const was clear
before he pot mnﬂ'nﬁ“
“Qh!” breathed Harry Wharton.
“He had a narrow cscape once, you
know. He doesn’t know that there’s
& detective on the job; but he knows
that a mob of schoolboys butted in
t butt in ugjﬁn. He

ni

once, and migh 3
wanted to be sure, I think
“Looks like it!” agreed Johanny

Bull. “By gum! I hope he'll get a
move on soon! It's o bit parky
here !”

“The parkfulncss is-terrific.”
“Quiet, old beans—quiet |” whis-
Drake, '

The caravan door opened again,
This time there was ne glimmer of
light; the lamp in the var had been
turned off. The burly figure stepped
down, shutting the door and locking
it after him.

For n few moments he stood clear
in the starlight, and the juniors
caught their th as they watched
him. For the caravanner was quite
diffcrent in his aspect now. His
head and face were covered by a
dark hood, fastened round the neck.

“By gum !* breathed Bob.

There was no doubt now! It was
the Liooded man they were watchin
—and the hooded man and the rat-
faced man of the caravan, cvidently
now, were one and the saome!

Having locked the van door, the
man cut ewiftly across towards the
moat housc. n o few moments he
disappeared inte fthe ruins—faint
sounds floating back as he tmmEEd
across the ruh%lﬂ that choked np the
ancient moat.

“That settles it!”
Harry. “He's the man!”

“Come on—and not a sound!”
breathed Drake. i

He led the way, and the juniors,
leaving their cover, followed him,
treading as softly as they could.

The hooded man was inside the old
roofless mansion—he could be neither
seen mor heard, As quietly as they
could, the Greyfriars party picked
their way across the moat, and the
old courtyard beyoud, and entercd the
shnttferedy doorway.

A spot of light winked from the
darkness, at n distance at the back
of the old dismontled hall of the
moat housc—at the spot where the
stono steps led down to the undcr-
ground passage.

But the juniors werc not likely to
believe that it was the ghostly
lantern of the phantom miser re-
visiting his buried hoard. The
knew !‘:';I’mt it was a flagshlamp turn
on by the hooded man, to pick his
way down the steps in the blackness,

nder the old arched doorway,

whispercd

where the steps led down, it was as
black as a hat.

The light vanished.

The hooded man had gone down.
His light was doubtless still on, but
H.'rﬂﬂﬂ below the level of the old hall

QOT.

Swiftly, but silently, Jack Drake
ran forward, the lemgth of the old
hall, his comrades at his heels.

On the previous occasion when
they had spotted the hooded man in
the ruins, he had been coming nup
from that underground recess, and he

had escaped them! Now lLe had
gone down, and they had him
cornered.

Drako reached the top of the Et‘Ef.
Below, in the blackness, a lig
winked. ]

The hooded mau was there—his
light etill on.

ut, even as the breathless juniors
spotted the light, it vanished.

All was black!

Drake gritted his teeth. He

ucssed at once that the man below

ad heard some gound from the party
as they hurricd aeross the hall of the
moat housec.

He had takcn the alarm and shut
off his light.

It had becp Drake's hope that the
hooded man, shadowed on his mys-
terious visit to that wunderground
passage, wonld have been an uncons-
gcions gunide to the seeret of the moant
house—whatever it was, DBut it was
evident that he was as wary as a rat
or a badger.

A loug minnte passed.

There was no gonnd—no glimmer of
light., Drake had no doubt that the
hooded man, below, was listening in-
tently. But a sound came at length.

£ It was the cautious trend of a

stealthy foot on the stone stair.

Every ear in the party canght that
stealthy sound. I"E whatever pur-
pose the hooded man had desconded
into that dark, damp recess, he had
abandoned it, now that he had taken
the alarm, and he was coming up the
steps again, either knowing that
gomeone was there, or te ascertain
whether the coast was clear.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood silent
and still, waiting for a sign from
Drake.

Drake waited, silent.

From the impenetrable darkuess
below came a whispering voice..

“Is that you, Jim?®¥

Drake had told the chums of the
Remove, already, that he had mo
doubt that the ghost-player of the
moat house had o confederate in his
strange and mysterious game at the
loncly ruin. They had of it
now—and that whisper told that the
confederate’s name was Jim—though
who Jim was they had not the re-
motest idea, and he certainly was not
on the spot. :

Silence followed that whisper.

As there was uo reply, the licoded
man knew that, whoever was there, it
was not Jim. The silence was
broken by a sudden Tush of footsteps.

The next moment, the man rushing
up in the dark crashed into the
juniors at the top of the steps.

“Collar him !" roared Bob Cherry.

“Bag him "



They srasped him on all_dides,

There was o savage suarl of rage,
and a burly, powerful man struggled
desperately in the grasp of the crowd
of achoolboya.

In the grip of the whole erowd he
staggered on the steps, and went
beadlong down, the juniors clingin
to him like cats, Crashing an
bumping on the-eteps, but still cling-
ing to their prisencr, Harry Wharton
& Co. rolled down the stone stair, into
the nndergrannd passape.

KROTHING DOING !

: CMP! Bump! Cragh!
= Oh, my hat 1™
“Oh! Ow?

“Look omtb:"

“Oh crumbs ¥

A sprawling, stevepling crowd
landed in a wild heap at the bottom
of the short flight of stouc steps in
black and impenetrable Jdarkness.

There was a sudden stab of light
in the dark. 1t camo from Jack
Druke’s fashlamp as, the first to
seramble u%,‘ Lo gl:ﬂhbr:d it from hiy
pocket and Sashed it on,

“Hold him ! panted Drake,

The hooded man was  still
struggling, though the roupgh tumblo
down the steep steps had dazed him,
as it had doxced the juniors.

But he waz down on the stonc-

flagped floow of the underground pas-
eage, apnd Hatyy Wharton had a
grasp on hix neck, Johnny Bull on
hiz arm, Beb Cherry on the hood that
covered his head and face. Nugent
had piteled away from the rest, and
lay dizzy,-baving banged his head on
one of the masses of old masonxy
that had rolled down the steps in by-
goue days when the mausion’s shat-
tered walls and  roof collapsed.
Hurrce Jams:ct Ram Singh was
sprawling a few feet awoy, gasping
for breath. _ ;
_ But Drake, with the light, and the
nabob were on the hooded man again
in o moyment, before he had the
slightest chance of breaking loose
from the three who were still clinging
to him,

Ouly Frauk XNugent, rubbing a
dizzy head, remained hors de combat,
while the hooded wan struggled
wildly and fierecly in the grasp of
five determined fellows.

But, burly and strong as he waa,
and in a mood of savage desperation,
he had no chanee acajust the odds.

Hec was pinned to the mouldy old
stone flags, and Johnny Bull planted
a bheavy knee on his chest, while
Wharton and Bob gripped hia wrists
and held him. He kicked savagely,
and Hurree Jomsct Ham Swagh
tramped on his legs, and Frank
Nugent, pulling hivsclf together,
joined the pabeb. Then the hooded
man was lelpless, and could only
writhe and gasp.

Jack Drake bent over bhim, holding
the light, and jerked the hood from
the prisoncr’s head.

The juniors already knew the face
that would' be revealed. There was
no doubt {hat the hooded man was the
lonely carvavammer, JYao the light of
Drake’s flashlamp they saw  the
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stubbly, sharp, rat-fentured face th
expected to sce—oerimson now with
exertion, and distoyted with rage.

“Burn you!” gas the prisguer,
with another futile attempt to
struggle. “You young ‘omnds—"

“Pack that up !” said Bob Cherry.
“That's cnough from you! We've
got him all right, Drake, old bean !”

“Keep him I gaid Drake. “I'm
Zoing to have a squint round here t*

" dear chap, wo've squinted
over the place half a dozen times!
But go ahead !” said Bob.

Two or three more flashlamps wore
turned on. The dim, arched passage
nnder the old moat house was well
lighted.

Harry Wharton & Co. remained
puarding the hooded man, while Jack
Drake moved slowly along the pas-
sage, flashing his light to and fro on
the mouldy vld stonc walls, crecping

with damp

The dim recess uuder the moatb
house prescated the same aspeet as
when juniors had cxploved it he-

fore. Here and therc lay the masses
of masonry that had rolled down long
ago—one great mass jammed against
the wall of the passage. Nothing
olse was to be scon, but stone walls,
eracked old flags, and recking damp.
But naz Drake went, the sharp,
shifty eves of the rat-faced man fol-
lowed him with anzious intentness.
The juniors moticed it, and they
wondeved whether there was somo
hidden sccret in that dim vecesa that
he feared that Drake would discover.
Unless something of the kind existed,
it was hard to imagine his motive for
descending into such a dreary den of
darkneszs in the winter night.

Jack Drake had little douht on the
subject. His suspicion was that the
mystery of the moat house meant that
some unknown, unscen person was in
hiding {there—all the circumstances
scomed to point to it, and that, too,
was the opimon Ferrers Locke had
given, th a koen oye e cxamined
the old stone blocks in the walls, and
scammed the damp flagstoncs under-
foot, but they all seemed firm and im-
movable in their places.

He returned to his friends at last.

“Nothing doinr** asked Bob, with
a4 orin.

“ Nothing,” answered Drake,

“Will you young "ounds et a cove
dg £ came in a savage hiss from the
prisomcr. “I ecould "ave the law on
you for this ‘ere ”

Bob Cherry chueklod.

“Lots of law, if yom want it,” he
zaid.  “Like to walk to Winiford

lice station with us, and explain

o the bobbics what you play ghost
in this old placc for?*

The man gave him a black aéowl,
and did not angwer.

“This is the votier who gave you
that crack on the Lead, Bob,”
grunted Johnny Bull, **He could be
run in for that."

“Burn you ! growled the rat-faced
mwan savagely, “Who wants yon to
come rooting about a place? Keep
away from where E:m ain't got uo
business, blow yer!

“Is that why you've heen playing
ochost—just beeamse you don’t like
visitors at yvour camp?” asked Jack

i7

Drake, looking at the man's savage,
scowling face wery enriously.

“Wot else do yom think?” snarled
the mt—iaﬂedh mnﬁ];. "’.I['h#k 1 I‘i:':ll;:i i‘ln
crowd of school a the foo
ahout the lsl.man?’"'jrﬂ o

“Well, if you play tricks like that,

must expect to get collared, and
f you get roughly hapdled, you can
thank yourself,” said Drake, “We
may as well get out of this, vom
follows. We've found out who was
playing ghost here, and that's what
we came for., Let’s get ont of this.”

Harry Wharton gave him.a qnick
look. ‘Fliat was not, any means,
all that the Greyiriars party had
come for. But he nunderstood at once
that the boy from Baker Strect did
not want the caravanner to gness
MOre.

“All right,” he said, *Let’s.”

“But I say—" began Jolnny

Bull.
“Come on,” said Drake. “It's
frightfully cold here, and Inky is

tayning bluwe. Wo're throngh here.”
“Yes, but—"~
“Come on, old man ™ sdid IInyvy,
aud, bbing Johnny by the arm.
he Jed him up the steps,

“But lold on a minute!” said
-T{:-Imu:{. “Now we'te got lhold of
that blighter——"

“Oh, come on M

The rat-faced man, reledzed from
the grasp of the juniors, stood
seowling.

Iis ovil look showed plainly enongh
that he would have liked to rush at
them, hitting out right and left.
But he had had cnough of the Grey-
friars fellows” hondling; nd it was
plain enough that lie was relfeved fo
seo them going.

They went up the stone steps.
ITarvy Wharton almost dragging the
expostulating Johnny, and emcrzed
into the roofless oId hall, The man
with the hood followed them, more
slowly, muttering to himseclf. :

In the hall, Johnny Bull ghook lis
arm free of Whartom’a grasp.

“Look here,” he exclaimed, “I jolly
well think——" He broke off as Jack
Prake, slipping, bumped into him.
“Look where you're- barging,  fat-
head I

Harry Wharton langhed, i

“Come on ! he said, “We zhall hie

¥ late for tea!”

“Well, I think—"

But Johuny was interrnpted again
as Wharton slipped an arm through
his, and marched him on.

The juniors scrambled over the
moat, and tramped baeck to the lape.

The rat-faced man followed them
out of the mont honse, and wend to-
wards his van  He stood by tho van,
watching the schoolboys in the star-

light.

“Anyhody cold®” Jack
Drake.

“ Just a fow,” answéred Bob.

“The coldfulness is trnly terrific,
my esteemed Drake.”

“Race you hack to Wharton Lodge,
then 1 exelaimed Drake. “Line up
here, and start fair! Now, then!
O I?

And the whole party went whoop-

ing along the lane towards tho road,
Trme Micxer Linnant.~No. 1,664.
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the rat-raced man standin
watching them till the frosty
hid them from sight.

and
edges

JACK DRAKE’S DISCOVERY !

i OLD on
H Jack Drake spoke in o

WMo stommed  whero high, thick
¢ B where high,
hedg':-s, banked with snmE hid the
inniors from view from the moat
{:uu.sn and the caravan—if an cyo
there was etill on the alert.

The Famous Five came to a halt,

“What's the pame now, Drake?”
nsked Harry.

The ecaptain of the Remove had
puessod that Drake was not finished
t, and that what be hod said at
Eﬁ moat house was intended to pull
the wool over the cycs of the ghost
layer.
P f wvowll let a fellow speak,”
grunted Johnny Bull, "I think it's
tot to clear like this! We came here
to look for that fat ass, Bunter—if
lie's hare—and I think it's rot to clear
off without ﬁndin% out anything !
Jack Drake smiled.

“Right on the wicket, old beanl”
lLic answored. “But if weo'd asked
that chap ever so politely, I don’t
think he’d have told us whether he
had Buator parked here. We've got
to find that out for ourselves.”

Four members of the Co. grinned.

“'Well, we shan't find out by going
back to Wharton Lodge to tea!”
grunted Yohnny Bull

“ No—and we shouldn’t find out by
sticking at the moat house, for you
can bank en it that so long as t
rascal knew we were around, he
would stick in his earavan and wait
till we went!” said Drake. “Now I
fancy hic's got an impression on his
mmr.{ that we came to find out who
had been playing ghost and, having
fonnd out, that we've gone home.”

“No doubt sbout that!” said
En ] £ Mﬂ nnw—ﬂ

“Now,” said Drake. *You fcllows
cut off and leave it to me. The
blighter would t o crowd—he
won't spot ome fellow, when that
fcllow is a pupil of Ferrers Locke.

Get me?” .

“Yes, I understand!” admitted
Wharton. “Yom think that when
he's sure that the coast is clear he
will carcy on with whatover he was
up to in that dark underground
P“EHEE"'—“"

“That's the big idea!” said Drake.
“ And this is detective work, old cha
—that man is as wary as o wolf,
and——"

“And ns savage as a tiger!” said
Harry. “You remember what
ha ed to Bob, old fellow ! Blessed
if I like you going back alone!”

“He won't se¢ me,” smiled Drake.
“I haven't taken lessoms {rom
Ferrers Locke for mothing! Leave it
to me !

“Oh!” gaid Johnny Bull. “You
mean that we should be in the way?”

Jack Drake grinned.

*I shouldn’t put it like that, old
bean!” he said. “But in a case of
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special shadowing, the detective is
P e Eﬁ' e mm";u 1 pdmitted

‘Perha ou're right ! itte
T o = m“n terrific!

o i} ness is ifig I+
mumnreﬁarh Ef:rrm Jamset Ram
Singh, with a dusky prin.

"%oma on!” said H Wharton,
1 'ngkll;mg. “But for ness' sake,
Drake, take care, and don't get o
crack on the nut like Bob.”

“I'll watch it!” agreed Drake.
“Cut off now—and I'll sce you later—
with news, I hopo!®

The Pamous Five tramped on
towards the road; and as they went,
Jack Drake pushed through the

snowy hedge and disappeared.

If the man at the caravan was still
watching and listcning, donbtless he
heard the fromping fect nnd the
voices of the schoolboys as they went;
but there was nothing to rouse his
suspicions that onc of the party had
remained behind.

Drake did not return dircctly to
the moat house, Taking advantage
of all the cover of bushes and trees,
he crossed the field beside the lane
and reached nn old, tumbledown
fence that bordered the grounds of
the old mansion. He pushed through
& gap in the old palirgs, and a
minute or two later was ander the
trees from which, a short time ago,

the juniors had watched the van.

Then he epotted the rat-faced man
again. He had .been left standing
near the van—now he bad gone into
the lane and was staring in the dirce-
tion the schoolbo had taken,
towards the road, obviously to make
sure that they were off the scene.
Drake saw the lmrl{ figure plmn‘lf
in the starlight in the lane—stand-
ing motionless, staring with knittcd
brows, and listening.

Drake did not lingor.

Leaving the trees, he skirted round
to the ck of the moat house,
placing the buildin%h between him
and e man in a lame. He
scrambled mh the mm;értn and
reached one of the gaping a Tes
where & window once Ef\ﬂg been.

With hardly a sound he clambered
in and stood in the old rooflcss hall.
Most of it was open to the sky, and
the starlipht glimmered on the
flagged floor and the masses of fallen
masonry that cumbered it in all
directions.

Drake picked his way among the
rubble to the steps under the
doorway nt the back of the hall
There he blotted himself from sight
in cover of a mass of old stone over
which frost ivi gmw In that chilly
cover he scttled down to wait.

Minuto Tfollowed minute. The
penetrating to the
v bones; ;
assistant scemed indifferent fo dis-
comfort. Mo did not stir, as_he
waited with the paticnce of a Red
Indian,

He Lad little doubt, or rather
none, that the hooded man wonld
return when he was assured that all
was safe, But how long he had to
wait he did not know; and he was
prepared to  wait for lours, if
necessary. He did not, however,

think that it would be so tomg os
that; and he was right.
Hardly a guarter of an hour had
nased after he had taken up his post
ore he heard stealthy, shuffling
feet on the eold flagstones of the Lsll,
_ Through an interstice of thic frozen
ivy he saw a burly figure reach the
arched doorway; and he noted that
the man had roplaced the hood over
his head and face. A spock of light
showed ns tho hooded man stepped
under the arched doorway and disap-
peared down the stops.
Drake’s heart beat,

Bilently he crept from his cover.
Looking down the steps Le caught
the glimmer of the light below.
time there was 1o sound to warn
the hooded man. The boy deteetive
wns 0s silent as a cal.

He conld sce the glimmer. but the
low roof of the underground pnssage
hid the man from his sight.

. “Boftly, fecling hir way, moving
inch by inch, the boy deteetive
stepped down,

rom below came a heavy,
rumbling, grinding sound.

Drake stopped dead.

It was an unex sound ; nud,
for the moment, he did not undep-
stand. It sounded ns if the hooded
man was rolling one of the masscs of
ancient masonry that lay in tho
underground passage.

Mystified, Drake - stopped and
listened, with bent lhead.

The heavy rumbling sound ceased.
It was followed by another sound—
the grind of an iron key in a rusty
lock.

Drake's cyes gleamﬂ].

Faintly, but distinctly, therc eamo
the sound from below of a door that
opened and shut.

The glimmer of lipht vanished.

With a glimmering of the trath in
hiz mind now, the from Baker
Street stepped quictlg down from
step to step till he stood in the under-
ground passage.

It was black as piftch; and tliere
was mno sound movement or
breathing. He Enew that it was
untenanted. And he Enew, too, that
this timc the hounter of the moat
house had %uicleﬂ him, unkanowingly,
to the sccret that he songht.

He flashed on his pocket lamp

The undergromnd passage was
untenanted. e hooded mau had
vanished. For n second all scemed
the lmmr.-' as before—and then Drake
& . ,

A great mass of masonry that had
beem  jammed against the wall—a
mass too henvy for Drake to have
moved, and which could only have
been moved by o powerful and
muscnlar man—had bheen rolled aside
—that wns what he had heard. And,
revealed in the wall by the removal
of that great block was a low,
arched deorway. only three or four
feet high, closed by an iren-clamped
caken door!

In tho beam of the light from his
finsh lamp, Jack Drake fixgd his e
on the low door im the wall,
knew now the way the hooded man
had ¢ had discovercd the

Tiddon secret of the moat honsc!
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As Jauk Dra.ka entered the vault, there was a startled Equ&ak and a fat fae& and a hig pair of spectacles

turned fowards him.

“ Oh erikey ! ** came a familiar voice.

“*Is that you, Drake ? Oh crumbs!

I say, you fellows, have you got anything to eat ? **

AT LAST ]
"1 groancd Billy

lox'!
Bunter.

Billy
cijoying life.

Neither, undoubtedly, was Mr.
Queleh. But the Reméve master of
Greylriars did not find solace in
groaning,  moaning, mumbling,
and grousing. He was silent and
grim. Bunter, however, put in
cnough for two, and perhaps a little
over.

Buunter had bad three days in the
hidden vault under the moat house,
They seemed more like  three
centuries to the unfortunate Owl of
Qreyfriars. Queleh had had more than
t]m‘:& weeks, and he said nothing,
There were great powers of endurance
in the Remove master’s angular,
somewhat bony frame. Luckily, his
thoughts did net turn mcesaant-]y,
like William George Bunter's, to
the fleshpots of Egypt

“Oh crikey!” moancd Buuter.
“0Oh crumbs! Oh dear!”

The oil lamp burned on the table.
By ita light Mr. Quelch was reading
Eunripides.

Bunter had no Euripides to com-
fort him. Not that Le would have

found any comfort therein. He
would mot have accepted Euripides

T H

Buuter was not

as a gift. If Bunter had given
Euripides any thought at , it
would have been un] to reflect how

olly lucky it was that they didn’t
ave to do Greek in the Hemove at
Grevfriars, as well as Latin! Latin
was  putrid  enough, but Greek,

Bunter had lcard, was considerably
more putrid !

“Oh  lox'! Ooooh !

Bunter. _

Mr. Quelch raised his eyes from
the volume. He fixed them on the
doleful, dismal, disconsolate fat Owl.

“Bunter ! he rapped.

“0Oh dear! Yes, sirt”
Bunter.

“Be silent !”

“Oh, yes, sir!”

Q\lel{-.h resumed Euripides.

Billy Bunter rose from his bench
and ramb]ed about the vault.

It was a long, extensive vault, with
arched roof supported by stone
pillars, and Bunter rambled over it
geveral times in the hope of discover-
ing some way out. So, probably, had
Quelcl, during his weary imprisen-
ment. But there was no way out,
save by the thick oak door, locked on
the outside and barricaded by the
great mass of masonry.

The fat Owl returned to his bench
at last and sat flﬂwr;l ]I1{E bllllnkl::ﬂ
indienantly at Queleh throug 15
big %upzctuglea It was pretty thick,
Bunter thought, if a fellow wasn’t to
be allowed to utter a word when he
was shut up in a vault with no com-
pany but that of a bony old school-
master, and—worse still—hardly any-
thing to eat!

‘Oh dear! Oh lozr'!”

Buuter again at last.

He seemed to find comfort in it.

The gimlet cyes fixed ou him
again.

“Bunter ! rapped Mr. Quelch.

£ BEﬂst1I?

moaned

mumbled

mumbicd

“AWhat =+
“I—I—I mean, yes, sir!” gasped
Bunter. "I—I didn't mean to say

beast, siv! I—I shoulduw’t think ol
telling my Form-master what I think
of him, sir! I—I’m too respeetful.
sir! I—I mcant to say yos, siv[”

“If we were at Greviviars unow,
Buntcr, I shouwld cane you!”

Billy Bunter, for a brief moment.
felt glad that he was not at Grey-
friavz now!

“Yon should occupy your mind.
Bunter ! satd Mr. Quelch geverely.
“I have alrcady offered to give you
some instructions to w 111{:: awny
these weary howrs. I have sct you o
Ltl]tjm cxercise. You have not touched
it

Billy Buuter looked at him., i
wias [lcarfully weary in that beasily
vault ! The minutes scemed 1o
crawl hy. But if Mr. Quelel fauecicd
that a Latin cxercise wounld improve
matters, it only showed, in Bunter'-
opinion, wbat idiots schoolmasters
were !

“1f you were acquainted with the
Greek lamguage, Bunter, T would
lentd you this volume, which I so for-
tunately had in my pocket when l
fell into the hands of those rasecals !
sald Mr. Quelch,

Arain  Bunter was
moment !  Luckily,
a word of Gréek, 50 Qucleh couldn’t
Lbung that ]mtnd book at him!

“Perhaps it would case the monc-
tony a little, Bunter, if I -told you
something about this great - Greck
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indly.

Bunter doubted it!

“ Euripides,” said Mr. Quelch, * wos
a great tragic poct of ancient Greece,
Bunter.”

“Was Le?” moaned Bunter, “Oh
]nr: !:u-

“He was born at Salamis, Hunter,
on the same day that the Iersian

smggested  Mr.  Queleh

host of Xerxes was defeated by the
EIE’E -H'
Bunter didl not scem fearfully

interested in learning when Enripides
was born. He rather wished at that
moment that Euripides hod not been
born at all!

“He wrote seventy-five tragedies,
Bunter,” continued Mr. Quelch. “Of
these only ninetcen remain.”

Bunter wag sorry to hear that any
remained.

“0f these the most celebrated are

the Orestes, Mecdea, Iphigenin in
Anlis—"
“Oh lor'1”
“What did you say, Bunter?®”
“Oh!  Nothing, sir!® ned

Bunter. “I—I say, sir, when do
you think we're likely to see him?”

Mr. Quelch stared.

“ Are you so stupid, Bunter, as not
to know that Euripides lived many
centuries ago?” he exclaimed. “He
lived long before the Christinn era,
Bunter. How conld you possibly
s1 ¢ that you could see Ewuri-
pides ¥ .

“Eh? I didn't mean Euripides—I
mean that beast who brings ns the

1b!” gtammered Bunter.

* Wha-a-£ 7"

“I'm hungry!” moaned Buantor.

“Pah!"” snapped Mr. Queleh.

Evidently Bunter's fat thoughts
had wandered from Euripides!

Billy Bunter would rather have
had s doughnut than the mnineteen
trapedies that remained of the works
of that at Greek, or even the
whole seventy-five, had they been
obtainable.

Mr. Quelch resmmed reading,
making no further attempt to cosc
the monotony of imparting know-
ledge to Bunter !

Billy Bunter had znever hod any
great use for knowledge, and now
he had absolutely mnone, with his
pedgy thoughts concentrated om the
immelnsel}r more important matter of
orub!

Twenty-four weary Thours had
passed since the last visit of the
liooded man. On that oceasion he
had brought a rather larger quantity
of grub than wsual. But it had not
lasted very long., Not & ernmb re-
mained now—and Bunter was
hungry. He longed to Lear the sonnd
of the heavy stone rolling away from
the door, announcing that o further
supply was arriving.

At last—at long, long last—there
was & heavy, rumbling sound that

trated cven through the thick
old oak of the door.

Billy Bunter sat up and took notice
at once.

The hooded man was coming again !
That meant grab! It mcant that
life, now a weary burden, was going
to be worth liviog once more!
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Mr. Quecleh laid down his book and
roge to his feet. His face was dark
and Litter as he fixed his eyes on the
low arched doorway.

But the fat face of the Owl of the
Bemove had brightened. He blinked
hopefully at the door, and his spirits
Tose as it d.

The hooded man stepped in and
him.m_ iediately closed the door after

im.

To the surprisc of the Remove
master and the fat Owl, he had the

in his hand, and he placed it in
the inside of the old lock and turned
it. This was the first time that the
Remove master's gaoler had locked
the door on the mmside after enter-

ing.

%’u Mr. Quelch’s mind it portended
some new development,

Billy Bunter gave it little heed; he
was ng of the grub! His fat
heart sank as he saw that the hooded
man did not carry the usmal bag.
Ho had not come with a supply of

food.
“Oh crikey!” moaned Bunter.
“Oh crumbe! I—I say, haven't yon

some grub? I say, I'm fearfull
g}?ﬂg:‘j! Oh lor’'1” :
The hooded man took no notice of
the disconsolate fat Owl, He stepped
towards the Remove master.
; Mr. Quelch watched him, with set
ips.
“You're %;J‘;ong ' came o grunt from
under the . "I got to fix you
for the car. Keep quict, I warn you,
Mr. Schoolmaster! I'd jest as soon
crack r nut as unot!”
The Bemove master drew n deep

breath.
He had been expecting this daily,
, ever gince Bunter

or rather hour
had joined him in the wault; for
there could be no doubt that, sooner
or later, the fat jumior would be
scarched for, and that the search
wag likely to extend to the moat
hounse.

Evidently the kidnappers, in the
interval, had prepared another hide-
out for the kidnapped Form-master,
and now he was to be removed to it
before a discovery was made.

The fact that he was to be taken
away showed plainly cnough that
there was ho of rescue if e
remained in resent guarters.
The Remove mas clene. hig
hands almost convulsively, He was
little more than an infant m the
hands of that powerful, munscular
ruffian: but he wounld not be taken
away from that chance of freedom if
Le could help it.

A moment more, and the hooded
ruffian's grasp was on him,

With all his strength, Quelch
struggled in that grasp.

But it waa futile.

Billy Bunter watched what fol-
lowed, with his eyes almost popping
through his a%ectaclﬂ with terror.

He forgot that he was hungry as
he watched. It would kave
useless for the fat Owl to go to his
Form-master’s aid, if he thought
of it. One blow from a brutal fist
wonuld have knocked Lim out. But
the terrified Owl did not even think
of it. He blinked on in terror.

In a few minntes the nnfortunate
Form-master's resistance was over-
come and he lay on the stone flags,
bound hand and foot and securely
Ea .

en the hooded man ped thie
heap of sacking that had formed
Bunter's bed during his -imprison-

ment in the vault snd rolled it round
the master of the Remowe. All was

dy now for the arrival of the
hooded man's confederate, which
plainly he expected at any moment.

How long a time passed, the fright-
ened, fat Owl did not know; but
there came at last o sudden, shorp
knock at the oaken door.

T00 LATE !

& ALLO, halle, hallo!”
“Drake, old bean——*
ﬂwmtr__ﬂ

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
hall at Wharton Lodge, after tea,
when Wells opened the door to Jack
Drake.

Drake came in, flushed and breath-
less. Evidently he had been run-
ning. And the juniors could read in
his face that there was mews.

They gathered round him eagerly
as he panted for breath,

“You've {found out—"
Harry.

“Yes. Call vour uncle; he'd hetter
come, It's finish now,” said
Drake. “One of you go and scrounge
& crowbar—we may need it for get-
ting a door ;

“But what——" exclaimed Bob.

“I've spotted it! Call Colonel
Wharton I”

“Right-ho!” answered Harry, and
he ran across the hall to the library
door.

Jack Drake stood panting for
breath. He had lost no time, after
making the discovery at the moat
house. The secret was brought to
light at last, and all that remained
was to force the door of the hidden
voult—with E‘Iiﬂ“ih force at hand to
overcome any objections that the
hooded man might make.

Colonel Wharton came out into
the hall. So far, he knew nothing of
the matter ex that the juniors
had been exploring the haunfed house,
He listened in astonishment to what
Drake had to tell him.

“Good pad!"™ he ejaculated. “Yon

began

‘think that Bunter—I understood that

Bunter had gone home—"

“Zo did we all until to-day, sir,”
answered Drake. ‘““But he never went
home, and I have a strong suspicion,
at least, that he landed in trouble at
the moat house. Anyhow, we're
going to find out what is on the
other Elﬂe of thﬁt door in the under-

ound passage.
gf“ﬂartainlj'g':re shall do that, and
without delay,” said Colonel Wharton,
He gave the boy from Baker Street
& keen look. “If wou are right,
Drake, we had better lose nmo time.
We shall goon see, at all events.”

The Famous Five were already
scrambling into their overcoats.
There scemed to be some doubt in the
old ecolonel’s mind, but the cliums of
the Hemove hod po doubt that the



boy from Baker Strect had it might.
In any case, they were-keen and eagoer
to explore that hidden and hitherto
unknown recess nnder the mysterions
moat house,

Hardly more than ton
after Drake’s breathless arrival they
started—Bob Cherry with a crowbar
nnder his arm, and the colonel with a
thick walking-stick, which it
fjnite likely might be required in deal-
ing with the man in the caravan.
Whatever wmyaterious sceret was
hidden heneath the ruins of the moat

house, it was poing to be revealed 3

naw.

A quick tramp brought them to the
corner of Redratc Lane.
tance down the lane, the snow-
vidged shattered wallz of the moat
house glimmered in the starlight.
There was a spot of red light in the
shadowy gloom of the lane, close to
the moat house.

Jack Drake uttered a sharp cx-
vlamation.

“A car—at the moat house "

“A car!” repeated Harry Wharton,

“Listen 1” ‘ ]

The sound of a ecar in motion
Roated through the frosty air. The
ved light winked in the gloom, and
vaniched.

The car had shot awa
lane in the direction of
sound floated back
silence, and faded.

Drake Fritim] his tecth,

“If we're too late——" he breathed.

He broke into a run.

The ear was gone! For whatever
Imrpm& it had stopped at the haunted
wouse, it had vanished into the winter
night.

Was it by chance that a car had
passed through the lonely lanc and
stopped opposite the moat house? Or

imford. Its
through the

did 1t mean that the rat-faced man,

and hiz unknown confederate, Jim,
had fled in time?

That e had not been scen or sus-
pected when he shadowed the hooded
man and disecovered the sccret of the
vault, Drake was certain. But he had
a foreboding that the car in the lonely
lane meant that the birde had flown.
He ran breathlessly, the Famous Five
at his heels, the colonel following on
with long strides.

Drake glanced at the enravan as
he passed it.

It stood there, banked round with
snow, dark and silent. If the rot-
faced man was there, there was no
gign of him. If he had gone, he had
left his van behind.

Drake panted on to the moat house.
Flashlamps were turned on as the
Greyfriars fellows serambled across
the old moat, and the colonel followed
them. They tramped nup the voofless
hall to the steps under the arched
doorway, and Jack Drake led the way
downward, !

All was silent, still, and dark.

Drake set his lips as he flashed his
light round the underground Flnssaﬂe.

n that brief interval, weil under
an hour, while he had beon gone, had
the bLirds flown? If so, it could not
have been a sudden alarm that had
caused the flight—they knew nothing
of Drake's discovery, nothing of what
was following it. Their plans must

(Conlinued on next page.)
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Cracker! @9

=
A Rib-tickling Story of -
Jack loily & Co., u; 5t

Sam's e

By DICKY NUGENT

LANG ! Klang! Klang!
* Sounds ke e first
gucsis  arrivi or vl
Christinws poarty, M::?mﬂ ” El'ﬂiﬂlt
Jacl: Jolly. - I wonder who it
is ¥ '

“ Wait ¢ jiffy, oul I'il see!?*
grinned Mevrry; and he left his
pals, Jolly and Bright and Fearless,
woho weere spending Christmoas with
himme af his ancestral lome, Merry
£1-EHHI:EI", and galloped off into the

L1 {1

Jolly end DBright and Fearless
eggspected hivn fo come Baclk weifhh
one of the cheery crored of boys and
girls he had invited to his parisy.
Imagine their serprize, then, wichen
he returned wwith the bearded figger
of a rinkled old fogey of 99 or 50!

“ Mevry Christmas, boys!?™
grected the newcomer; and our
hervoes® faces  fell—forchunilly,
withowt suffering any daomage !

“ The Head ! ' they gasped.

“ Right first pop, boys ! ' nodded
. RBirchemall jenially. * ;I’t!ﬂ
come along to join porwr party.”

* Look Ile:-efﬂsir!:’a’ m‘fﬁl !.Elll’err;j
dewbiously. “ I don't =secemr fo
réemember sending you an invifa-
tion."

“Oh, let’'s not bother about
formalitics, boys," eent on the
Head. **I never Hrrubble abownt
trifles—I prefer voast turkeys and
Christmas poodings! Bless my
sole! What o big cracker!"

. DBirehemall poinied, as he
spolke, fo o te Christmas
cracher lying across the table.

Merry smiled. The cracker in
question cortainly was & bewty.
It was umpleen feet long and pards
toide, and i was inlended fo be

the cheef fecteher of the grofe
Christmas pariy.
What's ingide it 27 ashed the

IHead.

“ARk! That's ascerct,’ grinned
i | « YT don't even nowe my-
gelf. Tuck, I darcsay. Eggscuse

me now, sir, won't you T

Mervry darted off again, as the
front door bell staried weringing.
Jolly and Bright and Fearless wcere
anly too glad of an eggscuse lo
jollowe Rine and they left the Head
to his own devices.

When they returned witle the fivst
batel of guests he had vanished.
They conclooded he had gone o
look: for something to cat, and they
teeve nol for wide of the mark.
Little «id they dreem, howeover,
teheere e had gone fo loal for it.

The gungsters at Merry’s Christ-
mas payty that nite were as happy
as binds. Therve weere plenty of
larl:z and heaps fo swealloao and,
by the ftime the pariy drew {0 o
cloge, Merrvy nad good rcason fo
orow !

At Tast came the ceremony of

2]

pulling the grate Christmos
eraclcr.

“ Fewp ! IWhat a weight!?™
gasped Jolly, as he and a duzren
others lifled the cracker off the
fable., ** Is it filled with sondbogs,
Mervy 7 7*

“ I didn't lmow it was hevey !
answered Merry, in serprive. “ Dut
well soen il ond the renson.
Pull the cracker, you fellows!*

Merry's guests rere only too
pleased to oblige, They lined up
on cither side of the cracker and
gave a long poll amd a sfrong pull.

DOoOM!

IWith a deffening eqggsplosion,
the cracher come asunder. Asx it
didd so there was a cry of shecy
armazententt firone the erowed. oy,
among the presents that were seat-
fered out of the cracker 1cas o emww-
man figger—a  bearded gewman
fgger that yelled feendishly s if
Ianded with a« briomp on the floor !

“ Yaroano! Help! Pevliee!™

U The Heoed T vpoorod Joek Jally
&r Ca.

It weas Dr. Rirehemall, the Head,
whose umwwecleome presence they
had Jorgotiten in the cggsitemont
of the pavty !

“ The—the Hemd!™  pasped
Alevry. ** How id you get inside
that cracker, sir 7'

“ gwe! X crawled tn, of conrse.
Then I couldn't get ovt, dash it !
groaned the Head, as he picked
fiimself up and ftenderly rubbed
fis injured anatomnmy. *f I—op—
thought I weould like {o have a fool:
nt the presents—=""

“ You nean you thowght pou’d
Iilie to jeed your face wkile nobody
weas Iooking, didn't gou ? 7' chori-
ted Jolly., ** Have any luck, sir 27

Y No Tnele—aud no tuek, either !
groaned the Head. *° There wweve
fooltballs and wrist-wwalches and
Dozxing-gloves—but not o serap fo
eal] Nof that it mallered, of
course,’’ he added gquickly, ' sce-
ingg that T anly wanted fo inspect
fthe piesenis! Er—I must go
nowe I

“ Ma, ha, al™

Dv. Bivehiefnall flod—doubtless
fo find the buileri He lefi the
crowd simply slhweeking. They
found Nis wuneggspecled eggrit
frony that Christmas cracher a
proper screent !

“ It was just as well the Head
furned up after all,’ grinned Jolly,
achore the lest of the guests had gone
that nite. ** When he arrived, il
weas @ blow ; but wehen hic popped
out of that craclker, it was the hil
of the crening [ 7 ;

A the Co. decideod to pass i vofe
of thanfks ta Dr. Birchemall for
what he Iad doenc—whick showed
what remarilable results  could
followo when a Beak felt pechish!
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nave been aleeady laid and had beeu
earried ont, barely in time. As they
fled in the car they did not even know
how narrow their escapo had boen !

“@Gone!” said the hoy from Baker
Street bitterly. ;

“Gone 1" ropeated Bob, “How do
you know ?”

“Look !"

Drake pointed to {he oaken door
in the wall,

The great bloek of stone which
had formerly hidden it from sight
now lay clear of it. The hooded
man had not taken the tromble to
replace it.

That was proof enough that the
hanunters of the moat honse no longer
caved to keep tho sccret,

“Oh, my hat! exclnimed Johony
Bull. “The key’s in ihe door ™

“By pum!”

The cvowbar wons nol needed. It
was not necessary to foree the oaken
donr in the wall. The key had been
lett in the lock.

“Thoat means that they're gone!™
sald Harry Wharton, “1f somchody
was hidden on the other side of that
deor. Ihake, we shan't find him
now ;"

1 Drake, between
il'i,"[lr.

T Anrned  the key back., The
wiken door was flung open.  From
the vanll beyond ceame the glimmer
of am oil lomp, Drake ducked his
head under the low doorway and
enlevidd.  And there was a startled
sgueak 02 a fat face and o big pair
of =peetaeles turned towards him,

saicl his

o L i+ | - | -1 - S - N L) {1 i | |- |1 A

THE MAGNET

1" ecame 0 familiar
voice. “Is that you, Drake? Oh
crumbs! I rmay, you fcllows, have
vou gob anything to eat?”

“Oh erike

BUNTER IN A HURRY !

i SAY, you fellows—"
“* Bunter 1"
“The csteemed and ridicu-
lous Bunter !
“Good pad! Bunter is here!™
exclaimed Colonel Wharton., He had
to duck almost double to cnter the

vault. He stared blunkly at the fat
Owl of Greyfriars. “It is yom,
Bunter [¥

“1 say, you fellows, I'm hungry !*
moancd Bunter, “I  think you
fellows might have come before
this "

“Well, here we are, anyhow, old
fat man !" said Bob cheerily. " You'ro
gotiing out of it now, old porpoise !

“Well, wou miFlll:- have come
sooner, I think! I've been fearfully
hunogry all the while I've been here
—woeeks and weeks !

“Only three days, old chap ™ aaid
Nugent.

“Well, it scemed like weeks and
weeks ! I've lind hardly anything to
cat—that heast was stingy with the
grubh! I say, you fellows, haven't
von got anything to cat with you®"
wailed Bunter.

Bunter, no doubt, was glad to he
resened from that dreary abode. Ile
was glad to see the cheery facez of

o | N 1 (0 | |- [ e |

“THE GHOST OF SOMERTON ABBEY”

The festive senson fimds Nipper & Co., the
nk's, at the home of Somertdn,

Edwy Searles
Brooks' Tip-Top
MNew Book-
Length Story!

chiums of 5t Fra
the schoolboy dukes all set for o merry Christ-
mas. But mystery cnters the scheme of things
-1 ghostly visitor np&mra! Who is the un-
kngwn? Look out for this gr.

newsagent hasn't a copy ask

grand yarn. If your
Elim to order

one for you!

the Famous Five again. Bub Bunter
was hungry — fearfully hun%;r--
famished, in fact! When illy
Bunter was fearfully hungry, other
matters made little impression on his
fut mind.

“Didn’t you bring something to
eat ?” he wailed.

“Never thought of it!”

“Well, you silly ass!" gasped
Bunter. *“Haven’t ¥uu even gob
some chocs—or a bit of toflec—or—or

anything #*

“Nothing nearer than Wharton
Lodge !

“Oh crikey I”

“Have vou been lhere over sinee
ou left Wharton Lodge, Bunter?”
nsked the colonel.

“Eh? Yes! Of course I have, as

that beast grabbed me and pitched
me in here ¥ ancd Bunter. *“I’ve
been hungry all the time! The food
was beastly! But I ecould have
stood that if there’d been enough of
it—but there wasn’t! Not nearly
enough !

“Why did yon come here?” asked
Harry.

“Oh, I—I just ecame! I mnever
Lheard you fellows talking about
coming here—I hope I'm mot the
chap to listen at a keyhole—and 1
never came here to give you a fright
whnt} you came, othing of the
sort!

I—I—I—just e¢ame, yom
know !”
“You fat chump1”
“0Oh, really, Wharton——"
“So that was it, was it?” prunted

Johony Bull, “Well, you joiiy well
asked :Fa;‘l:-r it, yon fat ffump}‘!::’ %

“Beast! I say, you fellows, sure
you haven't got any prub? You
might have guessed that a fellow
wonld be hungry! Oh lox*! It's
half a mile to Wharton Lodge! Ol
crikey ! Of all the silly idiots——"

“Go it!” =said Bob. *“That's how
Bunter ibhanks fellows for getting:
him out of a scrape, you men!
Carry on, old fat man! It's n
pleasure to listen to vom 17

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Beast!” roarcd Bunter,

And he shot out of the door of the
vault, If there were no foodstufls
available on the spot, Bunter was
losing no ftime in petting to the
rrarest spot where foodstuffls were
available. He flew.

“Iold on,
Drake.

Bunter did not held on.

“You fat chump !” shonted Drake.
“Iold on! Was there somebody else
in thiz vault with younf”

“Eh? Yes!” called back Bunter
over 8 fat shoulder, and he vanished.

Bunter was not a quick mover, as
a rule, but he pot out of the moat
howse in record fime, scrambled
over the moat, and barged away up
the lane like a runaway rhinoceros.

There was grub at Wharton Lodge
—ample grub for a famished Owl;
and Billy Bunter, just then, was
wholly concentrated on one thin;f—
to reach Wharton Ledge in the
ghortest possible space of time. And
his fat little legs fairly flashed as he
went.

The othor fellows were not in such
a hurry. They were keen to cxplore

Bunter!” ecalled out



the hidden vault and find out what
they could of the mysterious proceed
ings of the haunters of the moat
house.

Jack Drake al had it clear in
hiz mind that there had been another
pecupant of the vault, That occupant
was gonc—no doubt in the car that
had disappeared down the lane to-
wards Wimford. And it was hardly
to be doubted that the.rat-faced man
of the caravan had. gone with him.
Drake knew now, from Buauter, that
the vault had had another occupant;
but, naturally, it did not eross his
mind that the unknown dweller in
the hidden vault was actually known
to Bunter, And the fat Owl, with
more important matters on his mind,
had not thought of menticaing it.

The boy detective made a meti-

culous examination of the wvault,
Fut he found nothing to eulighten
11m.

*Somchody was here!” said Harry
Wharton.  “They bagged Bunter
and shoved him 1 because he had
spotted something. But the other
pdrty was here alrveady. Tan't that
it, Drake?”

“No doubt about that!” said
Dirake.
*Bome piddy crook in hiding #”

snid Bob Cherry. “Blessed if I can
think of anything clse!” g

“I can't make 1t out,” said Drake.
“Whoever he was, he's left no sign
behind, We ean get a desoription of
him from Bunter, at any rate!”

“Xfter he's had a meal ! grinuned
Bob, “You won't get anything out
of him till then!™

“If that rat-faced blighter is still
in the caravan—=" said Jolmny
Bull. “Think he's gone, Drake?*

“I imagine so. But we ghall soon
scc " answered Drake. And uothing
having rewarded the scarch inm the
vault, the juniors cmerged at last
and ascended into the meat house]

Colonel Wharton gripped his stick
as he led the way towards the
caravan. If the man was still there,
he was going to be taken into nuatndg
to be han over to the police. An
the old colomel was grimly prepared
to deal with him,

But it was soon ascertained that
the rat-faced man was no longer
there.

Drake tried the door of the van.
It was shut, but not ecven locked.
It opened to his hand.

'The boy detective stepped in, and
flashed a light round the interior.

The van was unoccupied—the stove
cold. Cooking utemsmls and other
articles lay about. The rat-faced
man had taken nothing but his per-
gonal belongings. It was plain t
Le lLad abandoned the van aund its
contents, eareless of what becawe of
them.

“@Gone?” asked Harry, as Drake
emerged from the van.

“Gone !” answered Drake.

“He may return for the vam!”
said Colonel Wharton. *“It must be
worth a considerable amount. Surely
the man would not leave it derelict 2

Drake shook his head.

“1I don’t fancy they'll ever be seen
in this part of the commtry again!”
he said. *“They must have Inid their
plans fo clear after that fat aee
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Bunter butted in—and they carried
out their plans just in time, as it
bhappened! A caravan would be easy
to trace and follow—they've aban-
doned it 1*

“But they couldun’t have meant to
leave Bunter locked in the vault!™
said Bob.

“No! He was only kept there till
they were ready to  clear—that's
plamm cnough now! They'd let us

'COME INTO THE OFFICE,
| BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor is always pleased to

hear from his readeérs. Write 10
him: Editor of the MAGNET, The

Amalgamated Press, Lid,; Flettway
House, Farringdon 5t.; London, E.G.3.

I'THIN forty-cight howrs of the
W publishing of ithis paper ile

bells will He ringing the OId
Year oult amd the Xew Year in—so
here’s wishing my chums the world
over a Happy and Prosperous New
Year.

Since mny last chat with you fellows
Pee had time to make another New
Year's resolution—and thaet ia fo
double the circulation of the MAGNET !
A gigantic task, I kmow, bui one
possible fo accomplish providing
every ardent reader of the MAGNET
puts his shoulder {o the icheel and
gives me a helping hand. So many of
pou have dropped me a Une sayfeg
how pleased you rwould be if only you
could do sownething for me in return
far the moany khappy hours you hove
spent reading the WAGNET. Well,
here's o way in which you can be a
great Telp in asaisting your Editor to
double the cirenlation of the MAGNET.
Make a New Year's resclution fo
oblain al least one neio reader, You
teill not only be doing me a great
service, but you will earn the cver-
Fasting of the new reader
introduced to the MAGXET.

Alveady the MAGNET iz Enowcn all
orver the world as the fineat lwopenny-
wworth of literary fayve on the morked.
My duwdy in the coming year will
consist of providing the best school
slories it iz posgible fo obiain—and
the ones 1 wlready harve in hand are
real ¥ gemas.'t Mr. Franlk Richards
hag been burning the midnight eoil
writing some really good yarns with
tefiich fo commence our New Year

e,

Special for next weeel will be :
{t SMITHY'S SECRET WEAPON!"

the ncxt yparn in our present popular
sevies telling of the exciting lhunt
for the clusive Slime Jim. Another
week has gone amd Mr. Quelch is
atill missing from Greygfriars, and
ceen the famous deteetive, Fevrors
Locke, hasz failed to mace kimm. Mean-
while, Mr. Lamb, wcho is taking the
Remope muster’s place, moakes a joe
af Fernon-Smith, with the rvesult that
the nete Formm-maater hag a far fram
comfortable thne. The vengeful
Boupder finds an uperpecled aad
ehtively wunloohed-for weapon ready
to hia hand—and he uses it jor all id
ig iwvorih! Don't mizs " SMITHY'S

| SECRET WEAPOX ! "—it shoics gour

favourite author Licking off the New
Year in belier form fhar epvcy.

IHeyve's wishing you afl the very best
till we meet again.

YOUR EDITOR.
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know where to find him—after they

were safe off the eeene. They only

wanted to keep him quiet till after

they were gone. A long-distance

plone call to-morrow—perhaps—"
Drake wrinkled his brows.

“There’s one thing beats me!” he
said. *They must know that Bunter
can give a description of the man in
the vault, whoever he was—and they
don't seem to care whether he does
or not. They could have taken
Bunter in the car casily enoygh, Bat
it's clear that they only wanted to
E{;t shut of him—and never cared a

iled bean what he mifmht. he able
to tell! I don't quite’ make that out,
if it was a man m hiding. Nothing
doing here—let's get back!”

And the party started back to
Wharton Lodge—where Billy Bunter
had already arrived and was getting
busy !

STARTLING NEWS !

: ELLS gazed at Billy Bunter.
His gaze cxpressed dis-
approval mingled with

amazement.

Neither worried Bunter. The
Wharton Lodge butler was welcome
to think what he jolly well liked, so
as he provided Bunter with
g more grub, and still wmore
grub, and then some more!

That Wells liad done—and was
still doing, Cold turkey, eold beef,
cold potatoes in piles—everythi
that was available, in fact.-—truqellﬁ
on the downward path at an amazing
rate., Bunter had reached Wharton
Lodge spluttering for breath—having
covered the distance in a remarkably
short time. Wells faneied that he
wanted a wash and a brush-up even
more than he wanted a meal, B0~

ever badly he wanted the. lattcr.
But that was not Billy Bunter's
opinion. Bunter wanted to eat. He

ate—and he ate and ate!

Three days in the vault under the
moat house had left Bunter fearfully
Fruh:hj. Even Bunter, Iater, was
ikely to realise that he wag not
really in a state to sit at o dining-
table. But that did not matter at
the moment, What mattered at the
moment. was grub, and plenty of it.
And Wells—well as he knew Billy
Bunter's tronomic Er8—Was
amazed and a little alarmed, Where
Bunter was putting it all he did not
know. But really it looked as if
something must ha s Nnless
Bunter was made of elastic and
could stretch to any required extent.

“Hgllo, halle, hallo!™ came a2
cheery roav.”

Bunter was still going strong when
the Qreyiriarg fellows got back to
Wharton Lodge. But he had slacked
down a little and was mow parking
minee pics—which woent down almost
like oysters,

However, he had takem the keen
edge off his appetite, and he bLad
leisure to blink round as the juniors
came in.

They gathered round the fat Owl
as he sat and ate.

“I say, you feltows, I fecl better
now !* said Bunter. I haven't

Tae Maexer Lisrany.—No. 1,664
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finished yet—but I'm not so fearfully

hungry now ™

‘%‘D glad 4o lear it!” said Beb
Cherry gravely. “We've been fecling
texribly worried about. that!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

e Elnﬂae{f if I sce a1 ﬂhiuﬁciﬂ cackle
al ! spid Bunter. “Dve I - Pracs
tically starved. It's not much T cat,
ns yvou fellows know !™

“EhE

“But a fellow wants food!” said
Bunter warmly, “I ain't a bony old
lath like Quelch! I dare suy. e can
do with a pineh or two of grab—I
caun't!. But I .say, you fellows, - he
nctually smacked my-licad onc day
because- I finished up the grub!
Faney 'that—old Quelch, yoy kuow—
smacking & fallow’s hiead beeanse——"

“Who——"

4
L] w . ¥r

e . Hat_"'?"'u

Thé Famoue Five fairly lowled. in
their astonishment. _

Jack Drake gave a bound. He
was , going to ask Buuter for a de-
scription of the man in the yault, las
acon’ ne Bunter finished . cating—if
Bunter ever did. - The mention of
Quelch came like a thunderelap.

“Quelch I roared Bob Chenry,
staring blankly at the fut Owl. “Did
yvou -say Quelch?”

“Eh Year! Yon see, I was
hungry, and there wasu't much, and
I ate ity nud then old Quelch——"

“Ts the fat ass.potty?” gasped
Hugm_t!;. :

" Oh, rcally, Nupent—"

Drake dropped o hand ou a fat
shouldei. His eyes were blazing with
éxcitement; as he jérked Bunier away
from the mince pies.

“Waa it Mi.
Bunter ! lie asked.

“Eb? Yos! Leggo wy -shoulder,
you asg—I ecan't veach the mince

ies I Wells, shove those. minee pies

his -way.”

“He woe & prisoncy in-that vault#”
cxelpimed Prake.

“EL? Yes!”

“Why dida't yow say s0?” velled
Drake.

E'mltﬂ-r h‘li“kﬂll ak h:i.;ul.

“ Yot didn't ask me, did your”

“You burbling idict—"

“Oh, really, Drube——>

“Is it possible?” exclaimed MHaovry
Wharton, in utlter astonishment, Iy
it-possible that it-was Queleh in that
vault’ under the moat homse? -~ We
knew he was Lidden away somewhere,
bat——" _

“Quelel I gasped Jolmuy  Bull.
“My bhat! Or is that Tat ass
dreaming "

“T say, you follows—-—" Buuier
arabbed 4 minee pe.

“GFo on!” eaid all

the . juniors
together.

For onee they were cager to lear |

wlat Billy Bunter had Lo say.
“These mince pivs ure prime
“Wha-a-f2*
“Prime!” said Bunter.  “Jolly
nn:sm_-Ig- a8 ﬁonﬂ as we bave it Bunter
Conrt. ‘ou can pot some wmore,
Wells.  You might brivg a cake, too.
If therce's any jum tart, yow cani Livipg

it, And——-
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“Youn fat chump!® rearcd Bob.
“Tell ug about Quelch I :

It was wutterly amazing o ilc
Famous Five to hear that it was
their missing Form-mnster wha had
been the man in the vault. They
hod not been able to form uui,' BUY-
mise. on tho subject, except tlint it
geemed probable that some man had
been liiding there, Queleh, certainly,
had been parked suvmoewhere by the
kidnappers—but they had  uever

drcamed thut it was anywhere at’

hand—nruch less that that was the
sceret of the moat house. - - Indeed,
they could hardly believe it now that
Buuter told them.
“0Oh! Yes! All pight!™ gasped
Buuter. His voicg came um
through the last mince pie. “Ilve
cot o message—Quelch said tell wou
fellows as soon as I saw you, and
you'd let Ferrers Locke kmow——" |
“Cough it up!” said Drake
guietly. e i
“All right.. I say, is Wells goin

to be all night about that cake:
Wher o fellow’s  fomished, 1
think—-"

. “What did Quelch say, you owl®”
hooted Wharton.

- “He told me to tell you, and yeu'l
let Locke know!” said Bunter, with
an anxions eye on the deor for Wells
and the cake. “He said that the
man who kidnapped him—that mau
in the mask, I su he said he
was o cracksman called Slim Jim—
remember the fellow that Vernou-
Smith——

“Yes, yes; get on!”

“All right! You might ving the
rig might sing the Ba e O

gtarted after the. brief interval,
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bell, if Wells iz going to be an how
fetehing that cuke. Quelch gald the
eracksmau  bad Lkiduapped him be-
Lafise.lie bad secn him with Lis mask
off and counld identify him—sce?  He
said that T wis to tell you, and you'd

et Locke kuow, as Locke's looking

for Lim—— But I say, see it Wells is
coming, will you? I'm lLungry.”
Wells areived with o cake and a
large gegment of jum tart,
A bappy smile overspread Billy
‘Bunter's grubby visa He re-

The juniors gozed at Buuter: They
had almost donbted whether the fot
Owl had only dreamed . that  Quelch
was in the vault. But that messige

frowm Quelel: settled the watter. Jock

Drake, at least, kuew that Ferrers
Lockid wus-alrcady sure-that that
liad Deen the wotive for the kid-

" “Well, this beats Bonagher ! said
Bob.  *Poor old Quelch—old Quelek
only half a mile away from lieve, ull
the t&inﬂ—itfu-tjiully queer—"

“The - queerfulness is terrvific,”
_ “Well, they had to park him soine-
where I"" said Harry. “ We kuew he’d
beer taken o distance, aud this is
eloge on s hnodred miles. - So that's
why they didn’t care whether Bunter
ﬁguﬂ _;;]:ba i:rh!.‘lt‘. kuew é!‘t,;]ﬁpt—gunw
Ly ve - him awhy, don’t
care if Mr. Lﬁcke'_lmma'-,thptx_ha was
theve.- Tf that fut ags hadp’t butted
in and ¢aused them- to change their
plans, we might have fouud poor old
Queleh—» |

“Protty edrtain [ sdid Boeb, "1t
wag o- near thing,- as it wes. I .say,

'But Drake had sHpped away. He
waus already on the teleplione, calling
up Jodm - Robinson at' Greyfriarz
Sohool, with sfartling news for the
Head's vew c¢hauffour.

v Ferrers, -Locke -was ot Wharton
Lodge at an carly hour in the morn-
ing. But there wag nothing that tho
Baker Street detective could do. A
posteard, in print characters, with o
Loudov postmark, was delivered nt

- Wharton Lodge that-day, telling where

Bunter. was to be found—an item of
information that was snperfluons
wew, ‘bint ‘which showed that the kid-
pappers bad had wo knowledge ol
how narrewly they bad cacaped al
tha mont house.

Locke's iutensive examination of
the deserted caravar and the hillden
vault told litm wothing—the birds
had flown. and what direction they
Bad taken remained ynknown. mnl

Fpo elue bad been left- belind,

The kidvapped Hemove mastor was
atill’ & prisoner in the hands of ghe
kidnappers—where it was impossitle
to surmise—thongh with just a spot
of luek, Horry Wharton & Co. ver-
tainly wonld have tound him, when
they discovered the seeret of the
hidden vault. :
. - " THE END. :

. (Luok out for more ecciling si{ua-
fions - in: “SMITHY'S SECRET
WEAPON!” nert . Saturduy's super

k¥ story. of Harvy Wharton & Co.)
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