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HERE WE ARE AGAIN, CHUMS !

Fy

Here your Ediler i pleased o onswer guestions ond discuss fopics of general

Write to him : Editor of the ' Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect, E.C4. A s{iempeid and ocddressed envelope
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UDGING by my postbag, my readers
must be very keen on jazz bands.
'This week 1 have another request
from e reader who wishes to get

into touch with * Magnetitea " who can
play jazz instruments. So, if your home
happens to be in Birminghem, and you
can ' strike the lyre "—or coax music
ont of more modern instruments—will
you drop this readsr & line T His name is
Clawde Willhams, and he liver at 255,
Irknield Port Road, Rotton Park,
Birmingham, _

Al best wishes, Claude, snd when you've
ot vour jarz band going, drop ms a line
and let me know, won't you ¥ 1 ean sea
we'll have * Magnet, Jazz Bands ' all
over the country bafore long,

The next letter thia week comes from
n reader who signe himself ™ Magrietite-
Jock,” and who hos some very compli-
mentary things to say re ing our
little paper. Inecidentally, however, he
takes your Editor o task for one thing.
You remember  the “ladder puzzle
which I mentioned a little while ago 1
Wel], Jock says that.the person wha
carried the ladder arourd & corner in the
space of a few inches would not have to
ke weyy stout! He ought to see our
office-boy. He's so thin that when he
etands swleways you can’t see hima—and
I'm sure he ¢ould go round & coroer in &
few inches, Beriously, thouph, when I
gave that anewer, I waese relerring
to the Iadder, not the person who
carried it
0 REGULAR READER,™
Maidstone, wants

MORE INFORMATION
ABOUT GREYFRIARS.

Yen, there are several schaols in Grest
Erntain which are run on the game lines
an Greyinars, and which have Big Hall,
Common Rooms, Prelecta' Room, and
go on. Almost all the big publie schooly
of the couniry haove. 8 AVErage age
of the boys of the Remove at Greyiriara
iz 14 to 15. The Fifth-Formera are all
about 17, and the Sixth-Formers arae
17.to 18, and generally go to a University
after completing their time at Greyiriars.
The fags of the school and Third Form
range in age from 10 to/13.

Glad to know wyou - like our present
geries of stories, ' HRegular Reader.”
P'll mike a note of your reguest to bring
in the fags more prominently in future
stories, pantime, T strongly urge vou
to pet this vear's Holiday Annual, In it
vou will find a host of interecting facts
concerning Harry Wharton & Co. and
Greyiriarg, This popular anousl costs 8z, ;
but its worth donble !

of

~ Here’s one of this week’s winning
jokes which comes Irom G. Folson, of 20,
Greenford Foad, Harrow, Aliddlesex ;

DO IT
NOW !

enzsure a reply.

“* Where's your rear-
light ¢ "' demanded,the ¢on-
stable of the motor-lorry
driver.  The latter disen-
tapgled himsell from his

ecarious perch and walked

He Fpeered In all direeiions
for a second or so, and then 3tood seratch-
lni his head. ** Well, what abount it % *
asked the P.-p., produclng his notebook.

I dl:nm::, I had a——"'
- *“*Now, I've heard that ifale belore.
Anybody can see you haven't had a lamp
there, *eos there's no brackei.'”

** ¥es,”" gald the driver, *'but, look
hﬂrﬂ | 1 . ] L
-** No good making excuses,’” sald the
arm of the law. ** You've got mo lght,
and that's flat.”* :

“* That's not what I'm
worrying about,” sajd the
driver sadly. *° What 1'd4
like to know is—where is
my blinkln® trajler 7 ** :

The prize of a dandy pocket knife has
already been dispatched to G. Folson.

e HERE'S a nip in the air to-day
that geems to prophesy cnow
before wvery long, sc the next
gquary, which comes from H.

Leckie, of Deal, is quite topical. He

wants to know

SOMETHING ABOUT GLACIERS.

Where do they come from—and where
do they ge ! Well, they are formed by
snow which iz Eumgraumd into ice in
cartain * collecting bers ** or deprea-
gions 1o high mountsins. As further ice
forms, that which is slready there i3
pushed out and begins fo move down the
mountain side at the rate of a few inches
& yoar. As the glacier reaches the wermer
regiong 1t begins to melt and the water
trickles away. from it, to form those
mountain torrents which are o feature
of such countries as Switzerland snd
Norway.

In the Arctic, however, the glaciers
do not melt, but great masses of ice

broak asway from them when they reach

the sea, and these form ijcebergg-—the most
dreaded menace to shipping. In time,
of eourse, tho bergs melt, so that the water
which firgt formed the glacier eventually
goes back to the gea, ¥n time, of course,
water from the ses forms the t:Inu:ip,
and falls as enow again on the mountan
tops—and go it goes on and on.

rom ice to fire is a long ery, but J, M.;
of Wapping, asks me a few questions
about

THE GREAT FIRE OF LONDON.

There have beon many great fires in
London, but I toke it thnt my chum

Sheffield atecl penimives.

ack to the end of his van..

rofera to that which took
place in 1666, He asks how
many ple wese killed in
the catastrophe; and it mey
gurprise him to know that,
despito the tremendous con-
flagration, only eight people
et their deaths in it. The
extent of the fire, however,
was 306 acres, and in the
spaco of the four days during
which it raged, no ‘fewer
than %8 churches wers des-
troyed, including Bt. Paul's.
The City Gates, The Royal
Exchange, the Custdms
House, the Guildhall, Sion
College, and many  other
public  buildings suffered,
together with about thirteen
thousand houses ! Two hundred thousind

people were rendered homelesa.
which is well worth passing on

to you. Ib concerns

THE LUCKIEST MAN ALIVE.

———

ERE iz a curious yarn which I
came across the other day, and

During the War thousands of men had
wonderful _esca from death, bat the
escapas of Captain Hedley, s Canadian
fiying officer, seems almost unbelievable,
although it iz vouched for by the pilat
of the plane in whioch Captain Hedloy
was acting as an observer. Theoy wers
attacked over the German lines, and their

lane went inte o sudden vertical dive.

e obsorver waa disledged from the
plane and fell several hundred feet in
a direct line with it. By some means or
other, he came into contact with the tail
of the plone, and hung om thers, bein
safely landed on earth from a height o
nearly 10,000 feet, * Bome fall,” as
Figher T, Fish would say.

Hava you won a pockeél wallet yet?
If not, yon'd better get & move on Beo
if you ecan Eﬂnd_ﬂ!:m}g. & limerick as good
ag the following. t was semnt in by
M. J. Bmith, of 44,

Laverpool.

The Famous Five planned a big spread
To consums when baaks were In bed.
Alas, Bunier got wind
0! the whesze, so he grinned.

AMilton Strect,

Mow the spréad’s inside Bunter Instead |
OW let's eee what we have in
N gtore for next week. Your old

friend, Frank Richards, iz on
the top line again, with.

*THE PHANTOM OF THE ABBEY |”

—another of the Christmas holiday
seriee of Groyirars yarms, Aiter veading
this week’s story, you'll be wondering
what i3 gong to heppen to the Famous
Five—to asay nothing of the portly
Bunter, Well, Frank R. won't keep
you long in deoubi, and when you get
next week's varn in your hands jou'll
want to sit down without moving until
you'va read every line of it.

“Up, the Rovers! ! will continue its
triumphant march, while there are some
topioal touches in the special issue of
“ The Groyiriars Herald.” " Old Fef. !
will be in form, and so will our special
rhymester. While, as ususl, I will be
wait.in? in the office to have & chat with

vou al
YOUR EDITOR.

Send along gour Joke or gour Greyfriars Limerich—or both—and win our useful prives of
leather pocket tcalleis and

All cfforts 10 be szent to: cfo

i Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.Cd (Comp.)s



ANOTHER TIP-TOP YARN OF CHRISTMAS ADVENTURE,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Danger Ahead [

T3 EORGE I
G “Bir 1" answered Albert.
Billy Bunter blinked at his
footman through his big spec-
tacles. )

Bunter was seated in the easiest of
ensy chairs in his room—one of his suite
of rooms—at Cavandale Abbey.

Bunter had not been long at Cavan-
dale Abbey. But he had already made
himself at home there.

He was Lord Cavandale's guest for
Christmes: and his lordship had re-
quested Bunter to make himself at
home. Dut the Owl of Groyfriare did
not need requesting. He was the fellow
to make himself at home, requested or
unrequestad.

Albert, the mild young {[ootman
gpecially detailed for Bunter's service
while he was a guest of Lord Cavan-
dale's, answeraed Bunter mildly and re-
spectfully. .

Perhaps -Albert was surprised to see
that gpuest in Lord Cavendale’'s Surrcy
mansion. Indeed, there was no doubt
that o was serprised. Even Pifkinﬁlmm,
the stats]y butler, a mon above ordinary
emotions, had betrayed surprise. But
Albert was a well-trained young man,
His reflections, if any, were carefully
concoaled behind & wooden exprossion-
less countenance.

Bunter blinked at him suspiciously.

Ho sus Albert of grionning,
behind that wooden mask that he uszed
as a face.

Not that thera was anything to grin
at. The fact that Harry Wharton's
dinner-jacket, being too tight for
Bunter, had burst, was not comio. Or
if it was, Bunter failed to see the comie-
ality, Btill, he roalised that it might
have struck the beholders as funny.

But Bunter's eyes, with the aid of lis
oig epectacles, [ailed to discern eny sign
of amuscment in Albert’s face. Albert
stood before him like a graven image.

“Where's Lord Cavaodale? asked
Bunter.

“His Jlordship 13 engaged with In-
spector Chapman, from Ashwood, sir.”

“0Oh! Well, you may mention to him
that I shall take my coffee and cigse-
ettes in my eoom.”

*Very good, =ir.”

*I shall not come down again to-
night, Frederick ¥ zaid Bunter, Bunter
had an ides thad it was aristocratic to

Somewhere in the ancient pile of

Cavandale Abbey lorks the mystery

man—a would-be assassin ! Whe

he is,and what his motives are, are

questicns thai provide a thrill to

Harry Wharton & Co.’s Chrisimas
Holiday !

o — s ——

forget gervants' mames. 1 am—ah!—
doocid fatigued from my journey.”

Bunter had picked up * doocid ¥ from
Lord Cavaodale. Bunter's corecr had
long been that of a shapper-up of un
considered trifles.

"Very pood, sir”

“You may bring up my coffee, Her-
bert! Don't forget the cigarettes.”

“Very good, sir.”

Albert departed with noiseless tread.

Billy Bunter leaned back in the chair,

in an attitude of comfort if not of grace,

and stretched ount hiz fat toes to the
erackling log five.

Billy Bunter was in clover,

Harry Wharton & Co. had declined,

carrtage  betrayed

FRANK RICHARDS.

L L R o P T o A TP Py o N i T i,

wilhout thanks, the boon and blesasing,
of Punter's [ascinating society over the
{'hristmps holidays, Bunter was glad of
it mow., Any fellaw in the Greyfriacs
Bowove would bave jumped at the
honour and distinction of passing tho
Curistiios  holidays in the magmbicent

mansnion  af Locd Cavandale.,  And
Bunter was there !
Tap!

It was a tap at the door, and a2
Bunter eupposed that it was Albert com-
ing back with the coffee and cigavettes,
he did not speak.

Tap!

The knock at the door was repeated,
and Bunter blinked round icritably.

* Come in, you silly ass!” he smapped.

The door opened.

A rather handsome young maon, in
evening clothes, whose manner and
the military man,
stood in the doorway. He looked at
Bunter, perhaps surprised by his grect-
mg. It was Capitamn Lankester, another
of Lord Covandale's guests,

“Oht™  ejaculated Bunter, “I1-—1
thought 1t was another silly ass—"

“ What "

“I—] mean—-
Bunter.

Captain Lankester came in.

Billy Dunter blinked at him in sur
prise. ~ He had met Captain Lankester
at dinner, and had nat liked him. e
had an impression that the Army man
was supercilions, and regarded him—
William George Bunter—as s bounder,
The Owi of the Remove was extremely
obtuse in some ways, but he had a great
ceal of sharpness in other ways,  And,
os o miatter of fack, he had divined Cap-
tnin Lankester's opinion of him exactly,
He had anether impression——also correct—
that tho eaptain was not pleased to sce
him an inmate of {kn'.&ndnl]"u Abbey. Bo
it was rather a surprise to receive o visit
from the captuin in his room.

Even now, though ho was in Bunter's
quarters, there wos an expression on tho
captain’s face which Bunter could only
regard as suporcilious,

The fat junior's eve: gleamed behind
his spectacles,  Ile was Lord Cavan-
dale's %HDET. His lordship wag undez
deop obligations to him.  He was not
going to be patronized by this Arnny
TOATL

He sat down, and waved a fat hand to
a chair.

“Trke a pow!™ he said carvelesely,

“ELi* !

“Squat down ! said Bunter.

Captain Lankester did not “sguat
down. and he did nat take a pew. He

Tue Macxer Lisnanr.—No, 1,192

Come in!” gasped

{Copyright in the United States of America.)
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etrolled across to the fireplace, and stood
leaning on & corner of the mantelpiece
lpouing very elegant as he did &g, an
looking down on Billy Bunter. There
was a faintly amused glimmer in his
eyes, which convineed Bunter that he
was a shpercilious beast,

Bunter leaned back in the chair and
erossed ono fat leg over another, and
vawned. He was gﬂin% to show this
suparcilious beast that he didn't care
two straws for him, anyway,

“B8c we are having the pleasure of
your company hero for some time,
Master DBonter,” said Caplain Lankester,

“(h, P'm staying over Christmas,”
satd Bunter, “Cavandale scems rather
keen on it.”

“1 had not noticed that.”

“(Oh, frightiully keen!” said Bunter.
“I'm really sorry that I shan’t be able
to give Cavandale all the time he would
like, But the fact ia, I'm so crowded
with invitations for the holidays, that I
really can't do it. A fellow with hosts
of friends—" )

“"Helieve me,” said the captain,
“Lord Cavandale would bear it with
equanimity, 1f you deserted him, and
went to some other of your—er—
friendg——" _ 1

“Think so?" said Bunter, his fat lip
curling offensively. "Well, 1 don’t!

1 gan put that in your pipe and
smoke 1t"

Captain Lankester made a slight move-
ment, Billy Bunter did not realise how
narrow an escape he had of having his
fat ear pulled. Bunter often had these
narrow escapes without knowing it

“It seems that you performed s=oma
service for Lord Cavandale, on his way
home from Lantham to-day,” said Cap-
tain .Lankester, after a long pause.

“1 should jolly well think I did ! said
Bunter complacently, “1I zaved his life
when he was attacked in the train. [
saved it again when he was fired at in
I saved it a

the é:mr!: here, in his car.
third time when the villain E'CH:IIE:E- t-
shot at him at the smoke-room window.

Only my boundless pluck and presence
of mind saved his bacon. But for mis,
ha would have been killed every
time——""

L1 E]'.'IT“

#*I-I mean, of~-of course, ho couldn’t
have been killed thres times,™ said
Bunter, " What I mean js—-" _

“Quite!” gaid the captain. “Well, I
came hero, Master Bunter, to warn you
to be on your guard.”

“Wha-a-t "

" A breve, indeed horoie, fellow like
you, of course, wonld not dream of
shrinking from danger.™

“Danger? stuttdred Bunter.

“But take m'n:éy ecare. It would ba
g blow to Lord Covapdale if you were
killed under his roof—-"

"Kik-kik-killed i

Billy Bunter sat upright.

His little round eyes were wide open
behind his big round epectacles, ri%ﬂ
blinked at the Army man in great alarm
—locking at the moment neither brave
nor heraie,

“Joock here, wharrer wou mean?”
asped Bunter. *“I—I ain't in =soy
anger that I know of. Wharrer you
mean "

“The villain who has attempted Lord
Cavandale’s life three times is =still at
laﬁ.g'cﬂ’ said Captain Lankester gravely.
“He seems to be an absolutely desperate
aend determined man. Three times, by

‘the strangest of chances, you have stood

between lLord Cavandale and the
@ESA5SIN. iz feelings towards you must
boe bitterly reven &Fﬂa}—vv"

“Qh " gasped ﬁunb&r.

Tre Maiaxer Lisrany.—No. 1,192,

“"He may eoven think it neccessary b6
get you out of the wav, should he intend
to make another
Cavandale—"

i {}h I:lj

“You had not thought of that?"

“Nunno!” gasped Bunter,

“Then I am very glad T eameo io give

ou the warning,” said Captain

ankester, his eyes on DBunter's fat,
alarmed face, "Pray take cvery caral
Ii the wretch should fire at you ot a
window——"

“Ow ™

H0Or penctrate
night——-7"

1] “Taw 1” ‘

“Your courage would not fail, I am
sure. But for everybody's sake be on
vour guard "

£ ﬂh Ii‘?

“ Do not forget, for one moment, that

ou are in terrible denger—the dead-
iest danger—"

into the house at

" Ooooooh 1M
“That is  al,” ssid Caplain j
Lankester. “Be on your puard, night

and day. I felt bound to give you the
warning."” ]

And, with a nod to the dismayed
Bunter, Captain Lankester sirolled out
of the room. BRBilly Bunter blinked at
the door as it closed behind the Army
man. His fat face was pale, and there
were beads of perspiration on his brow,

“Oh1” gasped Bunter. “0Oh lor' I*

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In the Dead of Night]

IDNIGHT1
M Twelve strokes boomed out
from somewhere in the vast
pile of Covandala Abbey.

Billy Bunter counted overy one of
thern:, _

It was seldom—very seldom—that
William George Bunter, of tho Grey-
friars Remove, heard the chimes at mid-
night. Generally, at the witching hour
of night, Bunter was safe and sound in
the embrace of Morpheus. At that
hotr, as a rule, his snore would have
drowned any ordinary chimes.

But Billy Bunter was awake now—
wide awake. He was unable to siEEE,
his fest pight under Lord Cavandale's
majestic roof. ;

He closed his eyes many times; but
#hei camne open again. Being swake,
he heard evory sound in the old house—
and it was remarkable how ma
gounds there were in the stilly night.
Ancient wainscot eracked or creaked;
ancient 1vy rustled at ancient windows;

the Decomber wind wailed round old
chimney-pots. Bnowflakecs, borne on
the wind, pattered softly at closed

panes. Nocturnal sounds seldom, very
seldom, worried Billy Bunter.

Now he heard every one of them, and
?vﬂrjr one of them worried him a whole
of.

It was partly due to the cigarettes.
Now that he was safe from Mr. Quelch's
gimlet-eye, safe from the ashplant of a
prefect, Bunter saw no reason why he
ghould not let himself go o littls. In
Lord Cavandale's hospitable mansion he
could have anything he cared to ask for.
8o Bunter had spread himself, He had
smoked several cigareties; and they had
a esomewhat disturbing effect on the
dinner he had &@ﬁkﬁ& aWAY.

But it was chiefly due to that beast
Captein estor.  Perhaps the cap-
tain hed felt bound, &s he bad ssid, to

ive Bunter a word of warmng. but
ore was no doubt that that word of
warning was costing Bunter his rught’s

rest.
Some unkoown enomy was seekin
Lord Cavandale’s life. Bunter ba

attempt on Lord

“thak Bontes ‘would Dok have henid

THE MAGNET

saved the peer. It had seemed to
Bunter quite a master-stroke to plant
himself at Orvandale Abbey for Christ-
mag, taking ruthless advantege of the
obligation under which ho had placed
his lordship. He bad felt that he was in
clover for Christmas,

But he was not feeling in clover.

No doubt that supercilious beast
Lankester would have liked to frighten
him away., Hoa did not like Bunter, and
did not want him there. But the worst
of it was that there was something in it.
The man who had attacked Lord Cavan-
dale was evidently an utterly dosperats
villain. Bunter had baffled him—three
times| What was more likely than that
be would deal with Bunter?

With that thought in his fat mind
Billy Bunter was not likely to sleep. The
thought hed not been in his mind till
Geraﬁd Lankester put it there. But it
waa there now, and would not leave

him

Ovor snd over Bunter turned in his
uxurious bed much softer and
more luxurious than his bed in the
Remove dormitory at Groyfriars—or
oven at Bunter Court |

He could not sleep.

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. “Oh
lor’ | Beastal”

Heo was thinking of Harry Wharton
& Co. After sll he had done for them
they ought to bave been glad to wel-
come him for Christmas with open arms,
At the present moment—qusking in bed
in the dark—Bunter would have been

lad to exchange the maognificence of
Javandale Ab for the comparative
humbleneas of arton Lodge.

One 1 . .

It wos.opne o'cloock in the morping !

Bunter groaned. ]
to sleep. Captain

It was no use tryi ]p
Lankester's warning had fairly done for

that. No doubt the captain bimself had
never dreamed that it would produce
such an effect. But it bed! Possibl

the captain desired Bunter to clear o

on the morrow. But certainly hae could
not have foreseen that the fat jumior
would remain sieepless sll night.

Bunter sat up.

It was useless to fry to sleep. Ha
rosolved to turn on the light sand sort
out a book from somewhere. Heo was
not much given to reading; but read-
ing was better than nothing.

And then, through the silence of the
winter night, his mervously-intent ears
caught a sound.

iz fat heart throbbed.

This time it was not a creak of the
wainscot, or a rat scuttling behind an
ancient wall. It was not n qrmkh
branch or a wailing gust of wind. It
was & footfall in the corrider cutside
his door.

It was a soft, stealthy footfall, so iamg
1
had not his nerves been strained by
sheer funk, _

But he heard 1t now. ] \

He did not turn on the light at his
bed-head. He did not move, He saé
and listened with thumping heart.

Hiz hed-room had two doors; one into
his sitting-room, one on the pgreat
corridor. Both, he was thankiul to
remember, were locked. But a lock
was not much defence against a dbs-
parate man bent on vengeance. DBunter
shivered from head to foot. He
trembled. He shuddered.

The footfall passed his door.

Bilence again.

. Bunter breathed once more. But he
listened and quaked with dread. The
footfall had passed—but it might
return! At that hour it could scarcely
be any occupant of the house who was
moving about the passages. It wes
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:ﬁf intruder—Bunter felt ceoriain of

If he was looking for Bunter, pethaps
he did not koow Bunter’s room and was
searching for it. Or perhaps—the
thought struck Bunter suddenly—if it
was the unkmown villoin perhaps he
wag going to avandale's room.
That stealthy footfnll might mean
anothor attempt on the peer's life in
the hours of dackness,

Bunter suppressed o groan.

He had fancied himself in clover for
Christmas| He did not feel in clover
now ! Christmas with Lord Cavandale
had ceased to appeal to William
George Bunter, ag;lmﬁeent as that
manston was, thy hﬂ?'ﬂ".ﬂ Owl of the
Remove wished himself anywhere else.

He liztened, with straining fat ears.
There was no sound but the ordinary
sounds of a rough winter's night,

Tha footfalls did
not return. And now
it occurred to Bun-
ter that the footfalls
passing his door bad
been going towarda
the left. .

In. that direction
was nothiog but the
end of the corridor,
ending in_ 8 large
window locking on a
baleony — Bunter's
being the last room
in o long series.

It was strange that
an intruder ehould go
mlong to the end of
the corridor — and
slay thorel

That he had stayed
there was certain, for

Bunter’s straining
aars would havo
heard tho elightest

sound of returning
footfalls,

Whoever had
passed Bunter's door
was now at the win-
dow ot the end of the
grest corridor, and
had bzen thers many
minutes.

Bunter gave a
gasp of relief.

It must be, after
ull, eomebody be-
longing to the house
==perhaps someona
who, lika Bunter
eould not sleep, and
had turned out of bed
and tasken & walk :
along tha long corridor; just looking
out of the-window now at the wintry,
snowy park ;- perhaps opening a case-
ment for & breath of the keen winter
sir. Bunter felt deeply relieved.

He wondered who it was. The ser-
vants' quarters were not at hand, There
was only one other guest in the house—
Captain Lankester—whose rooms, Bun-
ter knew, were farther up the same gor-
ridor. Probably it waa the coptain, or 1t
might be Mr. Parker, the peer's secre-
tary. It might be Lord Cavandale
himself; Buntor did not koow where
his lordship’s quarters were.

Anyhow, it couldn't be the unknown
assassin, or an ordinary burglar. He
would not have gones slong to the
window and stoyed there. That was an
ebsolute certsinty.

Bunter turned out of bad.

Thera could be no doubt that the man
in the corridor belonged to the bouse,
After soveral hours of quaking in &
sleepless bed, Bunter was simply long-
ing for the sight of a human face, the
gound of a human woice. [Even that

With all his strength, and with all his desperation,
Bunter huried the poker. Whiz ! Crash [ Smash [

From the dark figurs at the window came 3 cry of
startled consternation.

supercilious beast's comnpuny for a few
minutes would be better than none.
Bynter crept to his door,

But bhe opened it tery softly before hs
peered out. Certain as he was that the
man outside belon to the houschold,
Bunter was not taking any chances. He
was sure, but he was goeing to make
asauranee doubly sure. :

The well-oiled key turned without &
gpund ; the hendle moved noiselessly.
Bunter drow the door epen o little and

ut his head out. IHe poered in the

irection of the end window. It was
pitch dark in the corridor, but the tall
window gleamed with wintry starlight,
A cold draught blew along the passago;
one of the casements had been opened.
A shadowy figure stood there, black
against the starlit window. The back

-of it was towards Bunter.

# Quiet 1™

BERE =3
T,

=

- -
-

It wasz a faintl

Bunter felt a

At the
sheulders
side. The derk ]
little, giving him a helping hand to

whispering voice.
rill in his fat heart.
oge-n casement the head and
of & man appeared from out-
figure within leaned a

enter,  Bunter's heart thumped and
stood still. Uadoubtedly it was =
member of the household who hed
passed Bunter's door and gone to the
cnd window-—and he was engaied in

1 ouse |

helping " an intrunder into the
Amazement, even more than terror
petrified Bunter.

The second figure stood beside the
first now—two dark silhouettes against
the starlit glags, The second was stocky,
thick-get, with a bowler hat jammed
down close on a . bullot head. Bunter
could sea only his outlines. But the out-
lines were familiar. It was the man
who had attacked Lord Cavandale in
the railway train from Lantham: and a
member of Lord Cavandale's household
was letting him secretly into the house
at one o'clock in the morning |

Bunter's fat broin swam.

Lt

5

Ho Lkpew what it meant—what it
could only mean. In those dark hours
Lord Cdsandale’'s lifa hung by a
thread; and Billy Bunier, shivering
from head to foot with dire terror, was
all that stood between the peer and the
hand of the assassin.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Up to Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER chuddered.

B His fat hrIaEn was almost

EWIMOLNEZ. oy  perspiration
trickled down his back."

His first clear thought was te close
his door silently, creep back into hias
room, and hide under the bed.

He had no doubt that that stocky
fpura by the end window was the man

o T
IR
i

of the Lantham train—the man wlho had
fired twice on Lord Cavandale from his
own park. A traitor in the houschold
had admitted him, Every minute was
precious now, .

Under his bed, behind a locked door,
was certainly the safest place for Billy
Bunter. But Bunter did not stir.

The hapless, fat junior tried to think
what other fellows would have done—
Harry Wharto or Bob grry, or

Johony Bull. Certainly they would not
have crept to safety, leaving the
dastard to do his wicked work

ummari:dE&. \
And Bunter could not do ik

Terror chained him. Az with the
Ancient Mariner, ¥ Fear at his heart, ns
at & cup, the life-blood seemed to sip !’
But he could not do it. Lord Cavandale
had been kind and generous to him.
The peer had aot, perhaps, received
Bunter's cool proposal to pass Christmag
ot the Abbey with enthusiazm. But his
gratitude to the fat schoolboy who had
gsoved his life in the Lantham train hod

Tre Maigxer Lisnans~No, 1,192
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stood the tesf. He had been kind and
hospitable. And he was a man who had
been through the War, and bore on his
seamed face the scars of Flanders.
Bunter was so scarcd that his very flesh
crept.  Dut somewhere in_ Bunter waos
& spark of British pluck. He could not
—znd would not—leave the master of
Cavandale Abbey to his fate.

"There was a foint whispering ot the
window.

The taller of the two figures bent a
hitle towards the other to whisper.
The sound of whispering teached
Bunter, but not the words, or any recog-
nisable tone of tho voice. Buat his per-
ceptions wero sharpened now; the very
terror that gripped him seemed Lo brace
litm and sharpen his facultics. Hea
knew that the traiter in the house was
giving the stocky man in the bowler
hat directions to_reach Lord Cavan-
dale’s quarters. Bunter certainly was
not the destined victim, for the man
had only to step along the cerridor to
reach hiz door, .

The stocky msan’s whisper came—a

whisper, but deeper and clearer.
Bunt?:.;' E&ught the words.

“1 get you.”

Another faint whisper from the taller
nion.

“Course it'll ba quict!” came the
husky whisper of the stocky man again.
“Ons erack from this——"" His hand
moved out from under his coat, and
Bunter saw that there was something
n 1t.

Another insudible whisper, and the
Iinsky answer: :

“Lead pipe wrapped in a sock!l I've
used 1t afore I’

_Bunter saw the tailer figure back a
Iittle, as if with involuntary repugnance,

The husky voice spoke again in a less of

cautious whisper and a jeering tone.

“1f
pin't |

* Quiet 1" ;

Bunter heard that whispered word.

“Well, we're wasting time I’ came the
huakﬂ: whisper sullenly.

“Wait 1" Dunter’s hearing seemed
memuturally keen, for he caught the
aintly whispered words. *“1I must get
back to my room."”

“*Ow long, guv'nori™

“ Five munutes'

“1'll wait.”

The taller figure moved. It come fo
Bunter like & flush that to reach his
room, wherever it was, the traitor had
to pass Bunter’s door again. The fat
junior’s head popped back into his room
;ikﬁ that of a tortoize into itas shell. He
elosed the deoer, but did not wventure to
latch it, Jest tho [faintest of sounds
should alarm the tweo villains. But the
fact that the door was ajar could not
be seen in the blackness of the corridor.
ﬂnl}g by the end window was a glimmer
of light from the stars and the reilec-
tion of the snow ontside.

The stealthy footfalls passed Bunter’s
door again. They died into silence up
tho passage,

The man was gone. He would have
to pass Captain Lankester’s room, and
Bunter hoped that the caplsin might
awaken. But there came no sound
from the corridor. Bunter drew his
door a few inches open agsin and
Efr:red out. The corridor waa dark,
teserted, silent; but by the dimly star-
lit window at the end the stocky Bgure
stood silent and motionless. The ruffian
was waiking till his esccomplice was
back in his bed-room; evidently the
inan ho had called " guv'nor ** was care-
ful to keep himself from any suspicion
being concerned in what was coming.
Bunter could have proaned wit
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borror, The wretch was waiting with
8 length lead pipiog in his grasp—
8 deadly weapon imeant for deadly use.
One erack [rom such + weapon—

Bunter shut his teeth hard. To his
own amazement, he was not so terrified
now as he had bcen at first. Perhaps
the very eczcess of terror had lent him
a kind of desperate courage,

To give the alarm—to wake the
whole honshold—without drawing upon
himself a blow of that deadly weapon,
was DBunter’s problem. Ho had a few
minutes to think, after the accomplico
had disnppeared; and the fat junior
tricd hard to think. When that bleck
figure stirred from the window it would
bo too late,

A siogle cry might, and probably
would, bring the ruffian springing at
him. To close and lock his door and
then yel at the top of his voico behind
it—it was futile. How far away others
might be, in that vest house, Bunter
did not know. Captain Lankester, he
knew, had rooms on the same great
corridor; but Bunter did not know if
they were ncar. Besides, the captain
would be asleep, his deor closed, and
the doors at Cavandale Abboy were
thiok and solid, of massive ancient oalk,
With his door sh and other doors
shiit, Bunter's loudest yell was not
likely to reach other ears—except those
of the man who was close ot hand—the
waiting assassin at the end window,
Bunter shuddered at that thought.

What could ho do? .

He dared not venture outside his
:ﬁnm Tho man would hear him and

en—

Onee more the temptation assailed
the bapless Qwl of Er&i;frinru to creep
into safo hiding and let things take
their course. Once more he resisted it,
and drove it from him. He must save

Lord Cavandale,

Minutes were precious—seconds were
precious. What could he do? In utter
desperation, Billy Bunter thought and
thought, sweat strcaming down his fat
skin in spite of the sharp cold of
night—sharp cold that Bunter did not
even notice now, though he was crouch-
ing at an open door in his pyjamas.
And in sheer desperation, he deter-
mined what to do. Bilently, hardly
breathing, he stepped back into his
room, crept to the fireplace and groped
for the heavy bronze poker. He crept
back to the door, poker in hand. Ile
peercd out; the black figure was still
motionless at the window, the casement
still apen, evidently left so, in readiness
for the dastard’s flight when his deadly
work was done. The stocky figure
not stirred. As a matter of fact,
though long minutes sesmed, to Bunter,
te have passed, it was not yet two
minutes ginca the unknown aecomplice

% had left the man standing there.

Bunter's fat hand gripped the poker
almost convulsively. Blowly dragging
himself against the pull of fear that
held him back, Bunter emerged from
his doorway into the blackness of the
corrider.

He swung the heavy poker nbove his
head, With all his strength and with
all his desperation he hurled it.

Whizt

Crash!

Amash !

Bunter hardly heard the smosh. He
hardly heard the startled ery that broke
from the man nt the window. Hao
bolted back into his room, turned the
key in the lock, and dived under his
bed. He had done what he could—he
had done all that he eould! :

And he had done enough.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Surprises the Natives!

MASH ! +
S The crashing of a large, thick
pane of glass, emashed in the

centre by the crashing poker, ran
through the silent house. From the dar
figure at the window a sharp cry broke
—p oty of startled consternation. There
was anocther ¢razsh as the hﬂa.g poker
ﬂr?ped on the balcony outside, The
tinkling of broken plass followed as it
fell in B shower. rom silent corridor
and staircase came the echoing of that
sudden crash,

Had Bunter still been watching, be
would have been aware that there was
no further daneer. For a second or
two the dark figure stood as if too
startled end amazed to stir; then it
vanished i::riy the if;en casement and the
casement clicked shut after it. Already
theve was a sound of I

&n opening door;
a few moments, and ectrio light

fiashed on in the oorridor. The alarmn

had been given; and the intruder had
escaped only in time. Had he lingered
even a few moments the sudden blaze
of light would have revesled him there,

Bunter, squirming under his bed
shivering with terror, listened. He

know that that terribe crash must alarm
the houschold-—-it could mot possibly
have failed to do s0. The alarm glven,
the man in the bowler hat was not
likely to linger to attempt to carry out
his purpose, But what if he rushed to
Bunter’s room--gavage, revengeful—
what if he burst in the locked door—~——

Billy Bunter groaned with sheer
ferror.

Foolsteps in the corridor—[footsteps
at his door! Bunter squirmed into the
farthest recess under the bed. He
squeaked aloud in fear, Footsteps—and
¥oiccsl

“What is it-—-what is it, Greaves?”
It waz Captain Lankester's voice:
startled, excited: utterly unlike the
usual cool drawl of the Army man,

“A window broken, sir——" It was
n servant’s voice that answered. Bun-
ter remembered that the captain®s man
had & room near his master. It was the
captain’s servant who was answering.’

Bunter gasped with relief.

If Captain Lankester- and his man
were both in the corridor there was no
further danger. That terrible figure
that had stood black by the starlit
window must ba gone. The accomplice
was still in the house: but he, of
course, would be lying very low—as
low as he could. unter's fears were
relioved and he crept from under the

bed.

A whﬂ:)ﬂ--'-" It was Captain
Lankester's voice again, It was aﬁunst
husky with excitement.

“Yes, sir—tho window at the end of
the passage—smashed in the middle—a
whole pape—"

“But—hut what—have you seen any-
one, Greaves?”

“No one, girl”

Another wvoica broke in; Dunter
recognised the fruity voice of Pilking-
ham, the butler

“What has happened?! What—>

“It’s & winder, sir!” That was the
voice of Albert, Bunter’s own personal
servant at Cavandale Abbey. .

Evidently many members of the
bhousehold were gathering on the scene,

Billy Bunter had quite recovered now.
The danger was past—oliviously past.
Bunter's courage returned at a bound.
When there was no danger Bunter waas
a5 bold as a lion.

He switched on hizs light and—con-
scious now of the December cold—

alipped on his slippers and puf on
his coat over his pyjamas. ’I!l’ztn he
unlocked his door and rolled out.
The corridor was ablaze with light.
MNear Bunter's door stood Captain
Lankester in slippers and dressing-
own, His face was white as chalk,
and he was staring towards the window,
Close by the window stood Greaves, the
captain’s valet, with an astonished face
blinking at the great jagged gap in
the centre of a large plate-glass pane.
On the other side of the captain, near
tho head of the stairs, stood Pilking-
ham—also in a dressing-gown. Albert
wag close at hand, in pyjama jacket
tucked into trousers, veral heads
showed on the staircase, coming up.
Obviously the erash of tho
window had reached, and
Emigj momberas of the numerous house-
old.

Bunter blinked towards the window.
There were casements on both sides of
the tall central window; and the one
on the left had been open., It was shut
now, locked by thoe spring Jock that
fastoned automatically when it closed.
0Of the dark figure that had siood there
there was no sign. DBunter had no
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doubt that the villain was getting away
from the vicinity at his best epecd;
and ke had gone only in time.

“But what—who—who—" Pilking-
ham almost stuttered, startled out of
his stately calm.

“Can’t make it oubt”™ said Croaves
“I was woke wup, hearing a fearful
crash, and come out of my room and
turned on the light. Then I saw that
the window had been smazhed.”

“I—IL heard the ecrash, alse,” said
Captain Lankester. "It is—is inexplic-
able, Who can have broken the win-
dow "

"I quite fail to understand, siz '™ gaid
Filkinghem. “It iz 2o most extra-
urdgmr:,rb ﬁgcsurrﬁenge, hsir. *

“ Somoebady'a n here, sir!” pasped
Alboct ) gasp

“What do vou mean, Albert? asked
Pilkingham coldly.

“Look, eir! There's snow—"->"

“Snowi” exclaimed Captain Lan-
kester.

“Yes, sir,” said Albert excitedly,
“Zomebody's been standing here and
left snow off his boots. Iool, sir!”

There was n aquick rathering at the
spot.  Just within the left-hand case-
ment, whers the dark figure had stood,
there were unmistakable traces of snow,
Startled exclamstionz broke out on all
gides. Captain Lenkester's voice cut
through them, -

“Nobody can have becnn here. No

breakin
Etarl:lecf d

7

one oould get through the broken pans,
The caseraents are shut and locked.™

“But the snow, sir——" eaid Albert.

"1 must have blown in through the
ga‘g in the pane.”

s the captain spoke a gust of wind
threw several Heecy snowfakes through
the gap. Qutside snow was still falling.

“No doubt 1" said Pilkingham,

“But, sir,” said Albert, “this here
snow, sir, i3 under the casement at the
stde—it couldn’t blow there, sit—"

“You need say no more, Albert,” said
Pilkmglham, in his most chilling tones.
And the footman drew back, abashed
by the rebuke. Pilkingham ruled the
household staf st Cavandale Abbey
with a rod of iron. Albert had ventured
tn]arguﬂ Eﬂt.hia guest of LI?rd Cavan-
ile, ou forget yourself, I thin
M;E'gﬁ'# h get ¥ ) ke,

orry, Mre. Pilkingham, sir|” -
mered Albert. 8 stam

Pilkingham waved him out of exist-
endca,

Billy Bunter rolled forward. Bunter
was grinning now from sheer enjoyment
of the situation. "T'he danger was past,
ond Bunter was going to tako the spot-
light, in the centre of o startled crowd.

* Albert’s right 1" he said.

“Sic 1 said Pilki.ngham.

*“Quite right I said Bunter.
“Indeed,  sirl” gaid Pilkingham
freczingly.

“What do your hean, you young fool **
snapped Captain L.Em]»r.ws:s'suu:*:S‘r “What do
you know about the matteri”

“More than you do, I fancy,”
answered Bunter coolly. * And don'’t ca!l
me names, either| Lord Cavandale
would haye been murdered while you
were snoring, but for me.?

The captain started violently.

“What? What do you mean?"

“I mean what I gay,” answered

- Bunter, “Some of you go &nd cail Lord

Gn?;rndnte-_ﬂ-—g
“You will do nothing of the kind "
sald Captain Lankesicrghamhlf. '

Carftmq]y not, sir,” said Pilking-
ham. “His lordship's rooms are at a
thistance, and if he has not been dis-
turbed, sir, I am sure you will not think
it neecessary to disturl him.”

“Not in the least, Pilkingham,” said
the captain, "I see no occasion whatever
to disturb his lordship.”

“I tell you—" hooted Dunter.

Bunter did not seem to be getting the
epot-light ho deserved. A dozen startled
servants were staring at him; Coptain
Lankester wos frowning at him; Pilk.
ingham regarded him with as much
disapproval ns ho could venture to show
towards a pguest of Lord Cavandale.
Bunter had rolled on the scene to taks
the game, as it were, into his hands,
But somehow he did not scem popular.

“IE you have anything to say, vou can
tell me!” snapped Captain Lankester.
“¥You can know nothing about this”
BHThnt'B*Pgllliﬁ :r_E::u amow [ snorted

pnter. * Pilkingham, e and wake
Lord Cavandale at nnufl" ;

“In the ecircumstances, sir, I am
recciving  instructions from Captain
Lankester,” said Pilkingham smoothiy.

“ Albert I roared Bunter.

In the stress of excitement he forgot
his aristocratic forgetfulness and did not
call Albert George or Frederick.

“Yeu, sirl” gaid Albert.

“Cio and eall Lord Cavandala™

Albert glanced at the butler.

“You will remain whers vou are.
Albert,” gaid Pilkingham.  * A+ tha
present moment Coptain Lankester is
giving us instructions.

“Yes, sir,” said Albert.

There was a quiet footfall, and anc'liop
member of the howvsrhold arrived on the
ecene. It was a thin gentlomann with
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watery eyes and gold-rimmed plasses—
tMn arker, Lord Cavandale’'s secre-
ary.

“¥What is this disturbance, Pilkiug-
ham ' asked Mr. Parker. ™1 heard a
noise—a deafoning erash——"

“A window has been broken, sir,”
said the butler. “We are now ‘frying
io ascertain how——*

“1 can tell youl” roared Bunter, “1I
broke 1t 1*

There was a sort of jump from all
hearers. FPilkingham started; Al
Parker turned his gold-rimmed glasses
and watery eyes on the fat junior; Cap-
tain Lankester made a movement
towards him, and then checked himself.

All the servants stared blankly at
Bunter, :

“You—you—you broke the window 7”
stuttered Pilkingham,

“I jolly well dadt”

“Goodness gracious!” ejaculated Mr.
Parker. ]

“¥ou!” breathed Captain Lankester.

Bunter was getting tho spot-light now !

“¥Yes, me!” he answered, emphatie-
elly and ungrammeatically, “and if I
'u!:f(y well hadn’t, Lord Cavandale would

ave becn murdered in his bed.”

"Are you mad?"

“(Oh, cheeze 1t1" said Bunter.

I Wm_‘_t !-u

“Cheese it] T tell you that man—
the man in the train—the man who
tried to kil Lord Cavandale—has becn
here, end B

“Nonsense " .

“¥You can iﬂiiy-weﬂ call it nonsense
if you likel” b Bunter. “You
wouldn't have saved Lord Cavandale.
Yon'd have gono on snm-in% while he
had his skull eracked with a lead pipe.”

The captain started again.

“ A—a—a what——" he stuttered.

“A lead pipe, wrapped in a sock—
that's what the willain had!” roared
Booter. “I jolly well stopped him!
You didn't! You can shut up.”

“You insolent young rascall” ex-
claimed the captain. .

He made a step towards Bunter, his
eves flashing.,

Billy Bunter blinked defiance through
his big speotacles. He had been horribly
a.fraif the dark Ggure at the window;
bhut he was mot afraid of Captain Lan-
kester,

“I said you can thut up, and I mean
it 1" hooted Bunter, *“You'd be fast
asleep now if I hadn't smashed that
window—and Lord Cavandale murdered
in his bedt! “You take s back seat,
“Y eakabl ar

ou  unsp & young ca ex-
claimed Captsin Lankester. “Do you
imapine that you can insult a friend of
Lord Cavandale’s because you have
forced yourself upon him in this house 1

“Rats " retorted Bunter.

“What?™ gasped the captain.

“Ratz! R-A-T-83! Reats! That's
what we say at Greyfriars to o fellow
who talks out of his hat! Cheese it!™"
5 “Upon my word [ murmured Pilking-

an

“¥Yon, Pilkingham, go and ¢all Lord
Cavandale I™ rndga.red Bunter. “Do you
hear? Think I'm going to let him sleep
when that man may come back, and be
let into the house again—-"

“ Lot into the house I gasped Caplain
Lankester.

“Yes, let into the house!” hooted
Bunter. *“He was let in before, and he
may be let in again. You didn’t know

J—

that, did you ister Clever Captain
Lankester ? ‘F‘}eil, you do now I've told

w—see 1

“"The boy 1= mad I ]

" Nightmare, perhaps, sir,” said
Pilkingham, staring with wide-open
eves at Billy Bunter.

Tre Maicxer Lisrapy,—No. 1,192

“Don't be a silly owl, Pilkingham,”

“Wha-a-t, sir? What did you say?”

“Don't be a silly owl! Go and call
Lnrdlia‘!a.mndagel if Z}l}kﬂﬂw w}'mfera {Igﬂ
was I'd go and wake hi selt]! Gio
and caiighim, you fool !*r’;'l o

“Fool I” repeated Pilkingham, as if he
could scarcely believe his ears—as mo
doubt he scarcely could.

In all his stately and disti
career a3 a butler Pilkingham h
been addressed like this before.

Will you go and call Lord Cavan-
dale 7" roared Bunter,

“Not unless Captain Lankester in-
structs me to do so—"

" LCertainly not1” said the captain.

I tell you——" ghricked Bunter,

ished
never

“I am here!” said a deep, quiet, calm «

voice, “Please-calm yourself, dear
boy! I'm herai™ % i

e s —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Fooiprinis in the Snow |

ORD CAVANDALE had arrived
on the scene. Although his rooms
were distant from the spot in
the great house the peer could

hardly have failed to become aware that
something unusual was going on at that
hour of the night, Evidently he had
becormo aware of it. He came on the
scene fully dressed, apparently not
having hurried. There was an imme-
diate hush, and all eyes turned on the
tall, lean gentleman's f -once hand-
some and still not ungi-aaing? in spite

of ﬂllrﬁ terrible scars t seamed both
cirecks.

“What 13 the trouble?” asked Lord
Cavandale gently.

*I—=' began Bunter.

Captain Lankester broke in,

“Bilence, boy! The fact is—"

now more about it than you do!”

Bunter broke in, in his turn, “and I'm
jolly well going to tell Lord Cavan-
dale—-=7=>

E{‘hu peéer made a gesture,

‘Please ellow Chaptain Lankester to
speak, Bunter,”

[ £ Elﬂi—‘*—h'“'

“Please!” said Lord Cavandale
pently.

Bunter grunted, end was silent. Cap-
tain Lankester gave him a very inimical
glance. It was fairly ebvious at that

moment that nothing would have
pleased the young Army man better
than to take Billy Bunter by the seruff

of the neck, and bestow upon him the
thrashing of his life.

“The fact is, we have not vet aleared
np what happened, Cavandale,” said
the captain. "“A window bhas been
broken, and the ¢rash appears to have
awakened nearly all the household. My
man, Greaves, I think, was the first out
of his room. I woke when he turned on
the light and called, and came out,
Wa found the window smashed—that 1s

oll wo koow.™

“Well, I know a jolly lot more than
that " snorted Bunter.

“This boy has upparentlﬁehaan suffer-
ing from nightmare,” added the ecap-
tain., “He has been meking some
ridiculous statements—*

“(Oh, can 1t !” snid Bunter rudely.

The captain compressed his lips in &
tight line. Lord Cavandaole suppressed
g8 smile.

“My dear Bunter, please do not use
schoolboy expressions to my friend
Lankester,” he said. “But it is your
turn now. If you know anything about
what -haz happened—"

“The whole jolly lot1” said Bunter.

“That is fortunate,” said Lord Cavan-
dale, smiling. *Please tell us the—

" ahem !'—whole jolly lot.”

THE MAGNET

“I woke up,” said Bunter—"that is, I
mean I hedon’t been to sleep. I heard
somebody ‘gnss my door and go to the
window. OF course, I got out to see
what was up. Being as brave as a lion,
and absolutely without nerves, I looked
into the matter. Lookmg out of my
door, I saw somebody helping a man in
ot the window——"

“Good gad I Lord Cavandale stared
blankly ot Bunter. Captain Lankester
laughed. Pilkingham permitted himself
an almost imperceptible shrug of the
shoulders.  Mr., Parker took off his
gold-rimmed glasses and wiped them,
put them on again, and blinked et
Bunter. Some of the servants grinned.

The mmn got in,” went on Punter,
You can see snow on the fleor from
his boots, where he was standing. The
mean who let him in whispered to him,
and told him to wait five minutes while
he got beck to bed. Then I thought of
alarming the house by chucking the
poker through the window. I'd have
tackled the brute myself, only he had &
lead Pipe. You remember he had &
loaded stick when he went for

u in
the Lantham train, eir! Thia h}:;ﬂ he
had a lead pipe. I—I wasn't & match

for him, po—

“It was the samoe man?” nsked Lord
Cavandale, watching Bunter's fat, ex-
cited face very curiously.

“Yes—the man in the bowler-hat,
The man who went for you in the Lan-
them train, sir. Ha must have cleared
off as socon 23 I gave the alarm—of
course, I thought he would, I knew it
W?P!d wake the house™ ]

You say you saw the man admitted
by & member of the household 1"

“I jolly well did!®

Give Lord Cavandale the name of
tho servant who has betrayed his trust,
Bunter I* enecred Captsin® Lankester,

How should I  know?” anorted
Bunter. “Think I can see in the dark?
Or do you think I'd turn the light ox
with that murderer only a dozen feet
ﬂ“‘?ﬁ.?ﬂl

ui you saw the man'?” asked Lord

Cavandale.

“1 saw him against the window, liké
@ shadow.”

Capiain Lankester laughed again.

“You wre short-sighted, I believe,
Master Bunter?” he asked.

“What about it1” grunted Bunter

“In spite of that defect of vision, you
were able to recognize & man a dozen
feet away in the dark *

“You can say what you Ilike!”?
snapped Bunter. “1 knew it was tha
samg man. I couldn’t make out his
face, of course, But he looked the
SAmMe—SAmne, height, same figure, and a
bowler-hat jammed down on his head to
the ears. jolly well know it was the
same man [

“And the man who admitted him ™
asked the captain, in the same derisive
tone. “Can you give a description of
him 7

“0Of course I con't!” enapped Bunter.
“I'm not & ecat to see-1n the dark. He
was taller than the other man, that's all
I know. About your height.”

“Thank wyoul” said the eaptain,
laughing. “I am the same height as
Mr. Parker. It's between you and me,
Parker.”

The secretary laughed,

“Come, come ™ said Lord Cavandale
rather sharply. "This reslly ia not a
jesting mattor, Lankestor.” _

“My mistaks, Cavandale! I thought
H was®

“My lord,” said Filki!;fhﬂm. in hip
most stately manner, “if I am per- .
mitted to speak—" Ha waited for a
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gosture of assent be.
forc he proceeded:
“Then, my lord, I
beg to assure your
lordship that mno
member of your lord-
ship's staff of servants
is capable of the
action attributed to
him by this young
gentlemon, 1 will
answer, my lord, for

overy member of this
household bhelow
stairs, os will

answer for myself. I
15 not f[or me to con-
tradict a guest of
vour lordship’s, but 1
am bound to say, my

lord, that such an
action a8  that de-
scribod is impossible,
my lord.”

“Lord Cavandalo
does not need assur-
ing of that, Pilking-
ham,” said Captoin
Lankcster. “He is
well aware that this
extracrdinary boy has

n dreaming."

“Gammon "
Buntor.

Lord Carvandale,
without  answering,
stepped towards the
end window. He
bent his head and
examined the traces
of enow on the floor.

“ Someone {rom out-
gide appears to have
been standing here,
Lankestor,” Ehﬂ re-

marked.

“I faney the snow
Elew in through the
gap, Cavandale,™

“Impossibla | This

!Egt- is quite out of

the lins of the gap in the central
window. Bome snow 1s blowing in now,
as you see, but it is nowhere near the
apot."

The captain bit his lip,

“Then there is only one explanation,”
he drawled.

“ What is that?”

“This boy haa not dreamed the occur-
rence, as 1 fancied—"

“Ok! You know that now, do you?”
interjected Bunter.
~ “He has not dreamed it—he has in-
vented it,” said the captain deliberately,
“Prom & desire to make himself of im-

rtance, and to add to the obligations

o has placed you under, ho has ins
vented the whole thing."”

“Wha-a-at 1 stuttered Bunter.

Hs blinked at the captain blankly.

“He hes deliberately opened the case-
ment, and strewn snow on the floor to
give colour to his story,” went on the
captain calmly. - “Certainly no mur-
derous character has bean here, and no
member of the household has given such
o character admittance. Tho mere sup-
position is an imsult to your faithful
servants, Cavandale.”

There was a faint murmur of a
proval from the servents, Even Pilk-
ingham permitted himself to join n 1k

“Why, you—you—you—->" gasped
Bunter. * You trying to make out that
T'm a liari®

“An  jmaginative lad, at [least,”
smiled the captain, “Come, come, my
boy, you have caused trouble enoug
Now, own up that the whole thing was
gn invention.”

gaid

“It's @ lie!” ronred Bunter,
“ Bunter ! said Lord Cavandale.
Bunter spluttered with rage.

“Think I'm going to be made out a
liar, when I've saved your life?” he
bawled. “I tell you that man wns let
in by ﬂ?meb&dy in the housze. I tell
you

“Calm yourself, my dear boy!" said
Lord Cavandale, hiz keem oves on
Bunter’s crimson face, *Lankester, I
wish you had nrot made that snggestion.
The boy may be misteken—deluded—"

“The boy is lying!” said Captain
Lankester uncompromisingly.

* Liar yourself ¥ bawled Bunter.

The captain turned quite pule,

“By gad! I will not tolerate this!

I will—*

“ Enough ! exclaimed Lord Cavan-
dale. “Bunter, bo silent! Lankester,
govern your tongue, please! The
matter may be easily put to thé proof.”

Lankester started.

“In what wayt"”

Lord Cavandale opened the casement.
Qutside, the light snowBakes werc fall-
ing. He pointed to the snow that lay
thick gn the baleony.

“TLook I he said quietly.

Across the snow-covered balcony, to
the bronze rail at the farther edge,
lay tracks of feet. The light snowiflakes
had not yet had time to obliterate them.
Captain Lankester stared out at the
tracks in tho snow.

“The boy—" he said obstinately.

*“{“ome, come, that is mere obstinacy.
Lankester. You can see from here

“ Feeling fil ¢ ** asked Wharion.
ﬁﬂ“ﬁﬁi‘”‘},‘;‘ﬁi‘ﬁ uld spoil my luneh. §—I

per: wounld spoil my lun —
y think I'll go to my room. I—Ileeis littlegtddy [*”

" ﬂh. np!"
“1—I1'd llke anofher clgar,

that those footprints were Ieft by »
man, not a boy"

“Yas, rather !” chuckled Bunter. “1
hada't thought of that—] mean, I was
just going to suggest looking for the
beast’'s footprints. What sbout that,
Mister Jolly-clever Lankester 7"

Lankester did not heed Bunter. He
stared out st the tracks in the snow,

limmering in the pale starlight, and
shook his head. Evidently he was not
to be convinced. :

“Trickery !" he said. *“Trickery, to
bear out the boy's desire to meke a
sensation. MNething but that.”

“Pilkingham "

“My lord !

“Go down and look outside under the
balcony, and report to me whether you
find footprints in the snow there.”

“ Iramediately, my lord.”

Pilkingham gave Bunter a glance—
as scornful as a butler could venture
upon. It was clear that Pilkingham
was of the captain’s opinion, and that
ha had not the slightest doubt that
the whole thing was a foolish trick
to cause a sensation, to add to the fat
junior's self-importance. Obviocusly he

ad no expoctation whatever of finding
footprints below the balcony.

Lord Cavandale waited in silance.

Thers was a sound of & door opening
Lelow, Captain Lankester moved rest

lIessly. Tho grmtp of menservants siood
still. Mr. Parker eyed Bunter very
curiously. Bunter grinned. As the

snow had not hidden thujﬂﬂtprint& on
the balcony, it was not likely to have
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hidden those at the [cot of the wall
below, Bunter kmew that the butler
cxpected to find nothing; but be knew
too what he must Bnd, and he waited
with a faf, grinning face for his vindi-
£ 0t 300,

Pilkingham <¢ame back up the stairs
et last, and came nlong the corridor
12 tho waiting group near the window.
There was o somewhat disturbed ox-
preseion on his face.

“My—my lord—*

“ Well, Pilkingham?1®

" Tihere sro footprints below the bal-
vony, my lord—in faet, ve many
of them! The snow certsinly looks
very trampled—quite as—ar if someone
had jumped down hastily and stumbled
tn it. There are traces of I ints
hhuﬂ-l approaching &nd leaving the

guze,”

“What did I tell you? grinned
Bunter.

Captain Lankester apened his lips and
closed them again,. He pgnawed
underlip hard.

* Thank you, Pilh:ingham!” said Lord
Cavandale quietly, *“that settles the
matter ond doubt. The man has
been here! Master Bunter’s statement
13 perfectly correct—and I have no
douht that my life has been saved again
by my young friend.™

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Very FPressing Imvitation !

ARRY WHARTON waved his
hand as the car drove away
from the gates of Wharton
+Lﬂd§ﬂ, Hurree Jomses

e Singh waved his bat.  Colenel
Wherton end his sister, Miss Amy
Wharton, smiled back; and the car
daocthed on and disappesred towards
Wimford, And the two juniors of Grey-
friars walked slowly up the drive agam
io the bouse.

“It's rather rotten, uncle and aunt
being called awey like this,” Harry
Wharton ramark‘ei “1 hope they'll be
back before Christmas., But—"

“The rottenfulness is terrific,” re
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“ Bat your excellent aunt and ridiculous
uncle ¢ould not turn the deaf ear to
the call of esteemed and absurd duiy.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That’s so, old bean. 1 believe Aunt
Margaret is ‘a very decent old lady,
though T herdly ever see her. I had
o holiday once with her at rng-
mouth, and I fum:? she wos glad when

u

I cleared. I'm awfully sorry she's ill—
but I'm rather glad she didn't want
to zee me as Well as her brother and

sister, They were bound to of
course, they're fond of her. But—now
we're on our own, Inky, till Bob and
Frank and Jolnny come slong.”

Wharton looked thoughtful,

“Look here, Inky, with Aunt Mar-
garet il at baurnamnuﬂl, and Aunt
Amy and my uncle gone to stay there—
what about getting old Bob on the
phone, and going over to him for a few
day:.a. We know he'd be glad to have

us.’

“A wheezy good idea, my esteemed
chum ! agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“The excellent and absurd Bob Cherry
would be terrifically pleased.’

“It's & bit rotten hers, without my
uncle and aunt,” said rry.  “Look
here, T'll ring up Bob Cherry es soon
as wa get in.’

“*¥Yes, ratherfully.!

There was a honk of a car behind
the two juniors, and they glanced
round, A rather handsome car waa
coming up the drive, evidently having
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just turned in at the gates. Fram the
window a fat face locked out.

“I say, you fellows!” trilled & well-
known vpice.

*QOh, my hat! Bunter!”

The Bunterfulness is terrifia 1” grinned
Fiperes damzet Ram Siogh. ™,

The car came glidi:? on thﬁu%thu
snow cn the drive and stopped. Iy
VWharton amd Hurres Singh /‘stopped
nlzo: the former eycing William George
Bunter rather grimly. DBunter leaned
from the window of the car end blinked
at them amicably through bis big
spectacles,

“I say, you fellows! You didn't ex-
pect to sce mie again go soon, whati™
chuckled Bunter,

“It's not exsctly a surpries,’” eaid
Wharton sarcastically, * What do you
wunt this timef

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You came last might to borrow my
dress clothes. Have you burst them
and come for apother lot?”

“Nol!” roared Bunter. *“If you think
I'se come here to borrow anything,
Whartone—**

“Haven't you?” ejaculated the cap-
tain of the Kemove.

::{"%ﬂ ;_;’ rfmre% Bunter. -

ell, 1 u've come to slay, you
have to th:lr;fk again,” said Ifﬂ.l‘l‘j".
“My uncle and aunt have gone awey,
rnd Inky and I are just going. You're
Just 1 tume to say good-bye.?

“If you think I'd stay in your humhle
htme,- Wharton, after what I'm accus-
tomed to in the residence of my friend
Lord Cavandale—"

“What on earth do you twant, then 7"
demanded  “Wharter  perplexed.  If
Buuter had pot come to borrow, and
had not come to siay, it was difficult
to imagine what he had coms far.

“Yon ;.{" said DPunter,

* My estecmed fat Bunter—"

The Owl of the Remove threw open
the door of the car.

“Hop in ! he said.

}:."nnrtﬂn starced at bim blankly.

Is that one of Lord Cavandale's
cars 7" he asked.

"“"¥Yes, rather! 1 can have & car
whenever I like. - In fact, I've the
choice of a many cars. So far
as that goes, it's just like being at
home at Bunter Court”

“Ha, hs, ha!”

“Blessed if I ses anything to cackle
at. Hop 1n"

*Do you mean thet you want to take
us for a drive?” asked the mystified
captain of the Remove,

t Cavandalo-Albey Tof Giistmass ™
at Cavandale ey for Christmas,

“Wha-a-at 1™ :F

“Ie'a right—I've asked Lord
Cavandsle,” said Bunter reassuringly.
“He will be glad to bave you—as
friends of mine. On your own merits,
of course, you could hardly expoct to
be asked to such a place. As my frienda,
howev

“You fat idiot!"

“Oh, really, Wharton !
gratitude for being asked
ran's magnificent residence, I
withdraw the invitation.”

“Fathead | Come on, Inky.”

Wharton and Hurree Singh resumed
_ the drive towards the
house. Billy Bunter blinked after them
in angry astonishment, Evidently
Bunter had expected the chums of the
Remove to jump at that offer with
both feet. ey showed mo sign of
jumping, however,

“1 say, you fellows!” bawled Bunter.

The two juniors walked on_ withouot
turning their heads. They bad not the

I that’s your
to 8 noble-
ghall

their walk u
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ﬂ]:%ht-&s!; desire for o Christmas with
Billy Bunter, even in g0 maognificent &
mansion as Cavandale Abbey. Likewise,
they were a little more particular than
Billy Bunter in euch matters. How
Bunter had contrived to “plant™ hims«
self on the peer for Christinas, they
did mot know; but they certainly were
not disposed to follow his example and
“plant” themselves alto on hjs long-
suffering lordship.

o Xou silly owlsl” rosred Bunter.
“Look here, if ron don't jolly well b

In at once, i won't take you, so there,™

Wharton sad Inky, like i?&li:, kept
on walking. Bunter glared after them
with @ glare that might have cracked
his spectacles,

"I say, you fellown!” he yelled.

The two juniors disappesred round &
bend of the drive. Bunter turned hin
blink on Lord Cavandale’s chauffeur.

“Get on to the house I he sonpped.

The ear rolled on through the snow.
Billy Bunter sat down, sporting. Ha
waa strongly tempted to drive away and
leave these ungrateful fellows to stew
in their own juice, as it were, Bui he
did not yield to that temptation,

Bunter had reasons of his own for
desiring the company of the Greyiriars
fellows that C%riutmaﬂidﬁ—puwarhl
reasons, Apart from his desiro to
“swank ¥ az a friend and guest of »
par of the realm, Bunter wanted the

rayfriars chumns et Cavandale Abbey
—and wanted them badly. So he rolled
on to the house ip the car.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Siogh
went into” the house. Billy Bunter
landed from the ecar, and rolled in after
them. Wharton, who waa about {o go to
the telephone to ring up Bob Cherry at
hia home, turned impatiently.

“Look here, Bunter——"

“0Oh, don't be an ass ! said Bunter.
“I fell you I want you to come to
Cavandale Abbey for the vae. Anvhow,
for a few doys. I really want you!"

“Well, if you really want us, we're
gorry ; but——"

“Tho sorrowfulness i8 torrifiey
but—"

“You'll have o good time,” said Bun.
ter. * Best of everything o eat! Yoy
should have seen the dinner I had last
night ! Twelve courses—"

“Ind you burst my clobber "

“As a matter of fact, the dinner-
jacket wlelnt. !1: had an accident———=»"

LL] t ur !JI

" Nothing to cackle at! I'll buy
8 new ooe,’ said Bunter sco
" ¥ou can give the order to my tailor,
I've soeing my tailor this morn-
ing; that's -why 1 couldn’t get over
carlier to sea you fellows. vo boen
rather busy with my tailor, I had a lob
of things to order, Make ha{ while the
sun shines, you know., I-—I mean, I
believe In giving as much custom as

ible to the 1 tradespeople, I
pe {uu don’t think I'm going to leave
the bills for Lord Caﬁrandﬁg to pay i

“0Oh ecrikeyl”

“Of course, I shall fnot the bills my-
self,” said Bunter, with dignity, “I'm
&xﬂ-&cﬁng a E?atal order—-"

“In fact, several postal ordors, from
somo of my titled rolations. You know
how they rain generous tips on me af
Christmne. I've told you.’

“You've told me!™ agreed Wharton,
“I haven't scen you caught in the raip,

fhﬂl{tﬁ?."
“0Oh, really, Wharton! Well, lock
here, are you coming?"

“Thanks! No.”

“1f gmz don’t think my friend, Lord
Cavandale, wants you, you csn ring

him up and ask him! He's eager to sce
[Continued on page 12.)
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GATHER ROUND FOR A “ FOOTER ” POW-WOW, BOYS !

HIE weelt I want to start by congratulating some of my

readers on being early risers. They get up so soon
in the morning that they even catch mo aslee et
eny rate not go wide awake as I ocught to be.

One reader hag cortainly caught me na mﬁ A week or
two back, when discussing cases of intentiona! bandling by
defenders—other than the goalkesper—in order to save a
certain geal, I stated that in no circumstances could o referce
award a to a side unless the ball had passed over the
goal-line between the posts and under the bar.

ma.UdPDn‘ that statement there haa followed a guery from a
der in Newcnatle who clearly gets up early in the moming.
This is how he writes to me :

“ dre you guite right in gour stolement that
o referee iz never justified in awording a goal
stlezs the boll has achuclly gone info the goal —
that iz belfiween the posts ond under the bar 7 ¥

How a query of that kind sets me thinking, becauss I know,
rom past experionce, that there is wusually mors in it than
meets the eye at firet glance. And having carefully considered
the matter I have to declare that I was wrong. Circumstancea
can arse under which the referee ia justified, and correct
acmrdmﬁ to rule, in awarding a geml even though the ball is

]

:t:hnt Ei the net or has not passed Between the posts and under
e bar.
Probably my very wise readera will twig the occasion. To

BAVE 4N rther waste of grey matter, however, I will tall
yor. Thus is the wording of the rule which gives away the
answer to tho guestion :

Under thiz regulstion I should say that if, in the course of a
match, the oroes-bar was smashed, or cama down so that ik
could not be replaced, the refsres in uhag would be justified
in fini the game and swarding goals whenever, in hia
opinion, the ball would have
been there.

overlooked. In all my experience of football—and I
wish my bank balance comtained one pound for every
match 1 have witnessed-—I do not recall a single cocasion
when tho eross-bar has been displaced in the course of a match.

The only conclusion at which I ean possibly arrive ia that
the makors of goalposta and eross-bare do their work very well.
T have seen fourteen stone goalikeepers hang on to the oroes-bar
timo after time during the course of & mateh, but I have never
yot secn theae heavyweights bring the bar down, or amash it.

lTi!nntdiﬂinu]btﬂundﬁmtandhnwanﬂauI this sort is

Actually, of course, it is against the rules for
G to havig on fo the bar—swing on i
—ax the goes over,

Buch sction comes under the heading of ungentlemanty conduct,
and the gna.’ikaaﬂpar who deea it once ghould receive a caution
about what will happen to him if he does it a sscond time,
Ususlly, howsver, offence of hanging on to the cross-bar
;i::;a: over without any comment or esution from the

int ¢ase has been broupht to my notice

_EE'BB.
ATHER a
R by a er who lives at Cheater. He was playing
in & match recently, so hs says, whon o poal was
awarded against his gide which most of the members

of his side hotly disputed. However, the referce refused to
alter his decision, and the ball was duly taken back to the

centre of the feld to be kicked off again. The centre-forward |

undarthahari!ithndl

Soma o, you footsr fans,
firs in your quarieal *“ Old A" la never
happierthan when he ls dealin wltil:tprni_:llm-
ol Interost to ithe socosr enthuslast.

of the toam agsinst which the goal had been given, however
Was 80 :%EB“ that he refused to kick the ball off from the centre
spot. o roferee told him he must do 8o forthwith or he would
be sent off the Held,

I don’t know whether the referce was right or not regarding
the goasl which he awarded, but it iz a certainty that he was
wrong in ordering the centre-forward of the side against whick
the goal hod been given to kick the ball off from tho centre

2
2
=
B
=,
[+
sE

ne to the captain
orward woyld not kick the ball off to reatart the game, soma
other member of tho side should be deputed to do so. If no
other member of the side could be found who would lick the
ball off, then the referes would have had no option but to
call the match off and report the circumatances to the local

ruling body.
I the game in the orthodox way. He should have been
drawn over the coals immediately by his captain, because
he was not displaying asnything spproaching the true spirit
of sport. I have often had fut» to me the question of how I
ghould define o sporteman. I am never guite sure of the real
and mm&:’!eta reply, but I don’t think many of us would fall
short of mrr.rinit-ha label of a sporteman if we always accepted
the decision of the responsiblo suthority in game, hen
we have leamt to do that, most of the other things which go to
the make- F of s thorough sporteman would belong to ue
automatically.

snything about the lack of sportsmanship

AM not sayi
l:]E.uan centre-forward who rofgsed fo reskact

shovwn by

E have now pgot to the part of the football season
when Englesh Cup-ties are being Fih}'ﬂd‘.. This
fact accounts, I suppose, for one of my .resdera
putting the gquestion of why so many clubs which

haven't even a hope of winning the Cup enter the competition ?

It is o fact that hundreds of olube which haven't an earthly
chance of winning enter the English Cop competition annusally.
There sre about six hundred entries every ssason. The early
qualifying rounde, the drowa for which are made acoording
to the area in which the clube play, ide interesling games,
And when we come to the later muncg::oq

This has often happened in the . Two seasons ago
Mansfield Town, o toam of working lads, got to the fourth round
of the Cup and then had the privilege of playing the mighty
Arsennl at Highbury, That was mc?a&ﬂ o great day for the

vers of the Manafiold Town team, and it was olso a great

ay for the club iteelf, as they played before nearly fity

thousand people and shered in a gross * gate ' which amounted
to nearly three thousand pounds.

There is & wonderful glamour about the English Cup, and I
fancy scores of lads, sesing this or that biﬁ team win it at the
end of the season, saying to their pals: ™ We played in that
competition last autumn.”

“QLD REF.)”
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THE MYSTERY OF CAVANDALE
ABBEY !

{Continued from page 10.)

sy friend of mine. Of course, you'll
have to behave vourselves.  Besk
manners, and al that! You see, as
san'yo going there as friends of mine
vou'll have to play up, aod be careful
not to let mo down.”

“But we're not going—""'

0y, really, Wharton—"

“Good-bye, old {at bean ;¥

“You slly sss——"

“ Good-bye, and o mcrry Christmas ™

"I say, you fellows, I—I want you to
~omie,” said Bunter, “1 say, its no end
t:r[ g;:;:i;-'mi:y place! This is a mera hole
L |

“My est®med Bunler—"

" You've got to come, oid chap! Look
here, stand by a pal 1" said Bunter.

Wharton stared at him,

“What on ecarth do you meani Do
vou want us to hold Lord Cavandale
back when ho kicks vou outi™

“Voanmyou—you silly chump I* gasped
Buoter.

“Well, what do you want us for, fat-
head 1" :

“ Becauze wo're such pals, you know.”

" Bow-wow 1"

“ Apnd—and—-" Bunter was driven
to the truth at last—always the very
last resource with William George
Bunter, *'I—I say, you fellows, I—I
want you 1o come—you must come,
because—becouse I daren’t stay there
another night vnless you dol”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Friends In Need ]

ARRY WHARTON stared.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
opened his dusky eyes ve
wide. Bunier had su -

at least, in astonishing the chums of the
Greyfriara Remove,

Heo blinked at them anziously.

“You'll come?” be pleaded.

“What on esrith are you driving at "
ask Harry, in utter amazement,
“ Are you off your rocker I

o hers, get in the car, and Fll
tell gﬂu a8 we go along ¥’

“But we're not going !

“If you're going to desert o !:ml in
the hour of danper, Wharton—’

“What danger1” yelled Wharton.

“Not that I'm afrzid of danger, of
course. If wyou'd eeen the way
tackled that murderous villain last
night—=>"

" A—a—p murderous villain?® Whar-
ten looked quite anxiously at the Owl
of the Remove.

He really feared that William George
Bunter was taking leave of his senses
—such asa they were.

“I'd better tell you the whole thing,"”
said Bunter. I want my pals to stand
by me, because T'm in fearful danger.
Mind, I'm not afreid, You Ielﬁ'ﬂ
know what my courage 1z like—"

“We do ! chuckled Wharton, *But
what danger can you bo in, you frabjous
fathead, mm Lord Cavandale’s house—
except the danger of bursting 7"

“Haven't you looked at the news-
papers this morning i snorted Bunter.
“If you had, you'd have seen that Lord
Cavandale was attacked in a trzin
yoesterday, and his life was saved by an
heroie  schoolboy. was the heroic
echoolboy.” Bunter drew himself up to
his full height. “Mel”

“Great pip 1"

“My esteemed idiotic Bunter—"

Bunter =zat down.
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“Don't ézw a minute, and T'll tell
vou all about it,” ho said.

*“Go it!" said Harry.

He was interested mow. If Bunter
recally had been reported in newspapers
&3 an heroic schoolboy i1t was worth
hearing about. At Greyfriars he had
certaanly  never been reparded os
hergie; quite the reverse, in fact!

Billy Bunter proceeded to “go " it.
Wharton apd Hurres Singh stared at
him in inereasing astonishment, as he
told thein of the attack om Lord Cavan-
dalo in the Lantham train; and the
strange and startling events that had
followed,

. Bunter’s account did not err on the
sido of miedesty.- Hea forgot to mention
his own terrors on those thrilling occa-
sions.  According to Bunter, he had
gone through those perils with the cool-
ness of ice, the courage of & lion, and
2 nerve of tompered steel.

Ho had not turned o hzoir. He had
not known what fear was Coolly

calmly, nonchalantly, in fact, he ha
faccd peril after peril—and the perils
ho described wanted some facing, for
they were much more fearsome than the
actual facts,

The two juniors listensd in almast
stunned silence. They knew Bunter and
his boasting ; but they had never heard
even DBunter “going it*” like this
before. When he iad finished, he
blinked at them complacently.

“Now, what do you think of that?"
he asked. ’

Wharton found his voice. _

Think of it!I'" he gasped. I think
that you beat Baron Munchausen and
Georpo Washington nnd Ananias, all
rolled into one. What on earth have
you {old us zll these thumping fbs

for®™
“Eh! Don't you belicve me i

“Delisve you!” stuttered Wharton. dub

“Oh, my hat! Wot quite |
“The 'Leliavefu]nm ia nob terrific!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
Bunter snorted

“Wolls !I" he hooted.

The Wharton Lodge butler ap-
proeched.
“Bring the morning paper.”

" nly, sir 1

ai
Wells brought the morning paper.
Billy Bunter opened it, and jammed it
under the astonished eves of Wharton
and Hurree Singh.
“Look at that]™
They looked. Almost dazedly th
read the account of the attack on Lor
Cavandale in the train, on his lordehip’s
way home after visiting his racing
stable at Lantham, Lord -Cavandale,
the paper stated, was the well-known
sporting peer, owner of Maharajah, the
horse generally expectsd to win the
Lontham Thousand Guineas, His lifs
had been attempted in the ttain; ha

had been zaved the intervention of
a schoolboy pamed Bunter, Particulars
were few: but the name of Bunter

stared at the chums of tha Remove in
actual type. They gazed and gazed
and gazod !

“Well ” sneered Bunter.

“My only hat ! said Wharton.

“Tha estecmed hatfulness is terrific I

Wells approached, with sn apologetio

n-::ugrh.
“The telephone, sip 1™

Wharton laid down the paper.

“1 expect that's Bob,"” he said.

*Never mind the teiephmai‘“ hooted
Bunter, “Let Wells take the call. Look
hare, Wharton, you knew how the
matter stands. I can’t desert my friend,
Lord Cavandale,
gorgeous—I mean, 'm not thinking
about the grub, of course. I can't let
him down, see? But I ain't safe there—

The grub’s simply t
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that beast may be after me. 1 can tell
you, I was awake all last might, after
that snesring beast, Uaptain Lankestoer
told me 1 was in danger. I mean, f
stayed awzke all nignt fo watch over
my friend, Lord Cavandale—"

“Taks the call, Wells”

“Yes, s,

“Do shut up & minute, Whorton! I
can’t stay awake every night—that
stamds to reason. I want my pals with
me. Legk how 1 protected you when we
weng to Lhina I said Bunter reproachs
fully. ““¥You remember how I saved all
your lives over and over again—m-=~m"

** Blessed if I do!”

“The rememberfulness is not terrifie.”
_ "DBeasts!] Now I'm in danger, and
it’s your turn to stand by mne. 'me rely-
g on you! Don't It & man down ™

harton snd Inky looked at one
another. The discovery that there was
some substratim of truth in Bunter's
amazing story, had completcly aston-
ished them. Amazing. stories they were
not surprised to receive from DPunter;
but truth from the Owl of the Remove
was_guite startling.

“But we can’t come, old fat bean,”
gald Harry, at last. “We'd come all
right if it was a guestion of standing
by you in danger, and all that—=>

“The stand-byfulness would be
E:rzlﬁe,* my esteemed idiotio DBunter.

u __l

“But we can’t butt in on Lord Cavan-
dale—" gaid Wharton.

“The buttfulness is not the proper
caper,”™

“I tell you I can ask enybody I like,”
hooted Bunter. “I tell you I treat tha
place as if it were my own,”

::?e ]I:kelg :Ejl'tiutr---—"&k ol sy

era, & van to ask
Fon—="

9 }‘i'elii. in that case——"" said Wharton
iously.

Wells come from the telephone cabinet
across the ball,

“Lord Cavandsale is speaking on the
tElugphunB, B Pmee?

““Oh, hat |

Barry _Wharton went to the tele-
phone. He spoka into the transmitter,
and, a dewmt voice answered.
Ha rememb the voice of the searred
gfntlemn who had given him a lift in
the Rolls the previous day with Bunter.

*Lord Cavandale speaking. ¥ under-
stand that my young friend, William
Bunter, ia calling on you this morning.”

he's here mnow,” gasped

“He desires you to join him here for
the Christas vacation, Mastar
Wharton; you and any achool friends
who ma with you. I kave rung up
to say that 1 shall be delighted if you

the invitation.”

“Oh I* purmured Harry,

“1 am under daul_'p obligations te
Master Bunter. He has saved my life
mora than once———-="

Itﬂh !I.'Il

“Anpy friend of his would always bs
welcome here. gshould be especially
pleased to ‘welcome the mnephew of
Colonel Wharton. So far as it doea not

interfere with other arrangements
already made, I should be very glad
for you and your friends to stay hera

iﬂf*'ﬂ' 8 hnﬁﬂ?ym" —— -
cu—you're vary good, sir ™ gas

Wharton. “As a matter of fact, our
arrangements
through, n® my uncle and aunt have
had to go to their sister at Bourne-
month, whn"h ill. If you would like ua

o come— ;
“Dolighted 1 said Lord Cavandale,
k in the car with Bunter,

here have rather fallen

[ {] {:ﬂmﬁ

You will be in time for lunch.”
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“Ono moment, sir!” Wharton looked

out of the telephons cabinet. * Inky!”
“My esteomed chum——" The nabob
came towards him,
“Jt's genuine! TLord Cavandale’s

asked us! Shall we go?”
“I say, you fellows, you simply must
come!l I'm relying on you as my old
;f:ra]a* you know; and after all I've dope
or i
"Bhut up a.minute, Bunter.”

B ot T —
“"Let us go, my worthy an ur
c¢hum,” n&ﬁ I-i‘/’urrea Singh, *“The
pleasurefulness of my ridiculous self will

b Erapn}atemua.”

“it's s go, then”
gaid Harry.

Wharton utﬁﬂa&
back to the telephone.

“Thank ou  Very
much, Lord Cevandale.
Hurree Singh and
will be delighted to
Come, We' come
back with Bunter in
the car.”

“Y shall expect you

]

to lunch I* said Lord
Cavandale: and he

raagh off.
arton went back
into the hall,

Eilly Bunter grinned
cheerfully.

“What did I tell
youi" he asked.

“Blossed if I ecan
moke it out,” eaid
Harry. *PBut if yvou're
in danger, old fat bean,
wa're the men to seo

ou through. Looks
like being & bit excit-
in this  Christmas,
Inky, 1if half what
Bunter says is true.”

“The excitefulness will be absurd and
terrific,” agreed Hurree Singh.

“ Buck up!” said Bunter briskly. * (Zet

ur things! Quick! We can’t ba late
or lunch! That's important.”

In & very short time two suiicases
were put on the car, and it volled away
with three passengers from Wharton

“ You lying
hoods I ¥ Shake,shake, shake!

Billy Bunter was grinning with satis-
faction. He had not been able fo “ get
away ” with lofty pat-runagle ; but the
fellows were coming, and that was the
chief point. No more sleepless nights
for Bunter! Deeply as he was atteched
to his friend Lord Cavandale, g-::rg:ieou;
sz was the "pgrub® in the palatial es-

tablishment, 1t was doubtful whether I

Bunter would have ventured te pass
gnother night there * on his own.” Now
it was all serensl

Bunter talked all the way, giving the
chums of the Remove more and more
detaila of the amazing happenings at
Cavandale Abbe rawing upon his
imagination for many of them, Wharton
and Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh sat in
astonishment; and they wore still as-
tonished when the car arrived at the
Abbey.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Guests at Cavandale Abbey ]

£ HAT'S Em%tiain Lankeater 1"
Bﬁlg unter jerked & fat
thumb towards a young man in
plus fours, who was walking on
the snowy avenue when the car turned
in at the gates of Cavandale Abbey.
Wharton and Hurree Bingh glanced at
the Army man, whom Bunter had men-
tioned many times in his thﬁlﬁnf narra-
tive, They noticed that Gersld Lan-
kostor glanced back st them curiously.

rascnl ! '* cried Captain Lankester.

had gathered from Bunter that
Lankester did not like him; which did
not surprise them very much. That
Bunter did mot like the captain was
cloar;: from the blink ef scornful de-
fiance he bestowed on him through his
big spoctacles.

nkester mads a sign to  the
chauffeur, who stopped the car on the
avenue, and came towards it. He raised
his hat slightly to the juniors; and they
politely returned his salute. Bunier
glared at him. Bunter had no polite.
ness to waste on the supercilions young
man who had sough$ to throw discredit
on him.

*Master Wharton and Hurree Sinﬁh.
suppose ™ gaid the captain agreeably.
“Lc:ftl Cavandale has mentioned you to
me,

“That's right,” said Harry.

“The nmghtfulness 13 terrihe, honoured
sahib," said Hurree Singh.

Captain Lankester started a little, and

he

Th&i

fat looked at the nabob.

“"Wha-at—what did you
ajaculated. ,

“The rightfulness of your esteemed
and absurd supposition 1s terrific and

reposterous,” answered the junior from

ndia’s coral strand,

“0Oh gad!” said the captain.

Wharton grinned.  He was not sur-
prised at the captain’s amazement,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's flew of
English often surprised strangers.

“T am plad to ses you here,” went on
Lankester, recovering from the efect of
Hurree Siogh's variety of the English
hniuagu. I believe you are the
nophew of Colonel Wharton; I served
under him in Flanders.”

“Indeed, siv!” gaid Harry, with some
interesk.

“1 am recally plessad to moke your

say ™

13

‘“* How dare you tell me such foolish false-
**Grooh ! Yaroooh I spluttered Bunter, wriggling furlously.

acquaintance,” seid the captain. “ Let
me introduce myseli—Gerald Lankester,
once of the Loamshira Rogiment.” He
held out his hand to Wharton, and tho
junior took it frankly enough. Then
he shook hands with Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh, over the side of the car.

Billy Bunter blinked angrily at him.
The captain was taking no notice what-
ever of Bunter—the really important
fellow in the car. He ignored Buntor's
existence just as if Bunter wero not
there. DBunter was not to be treated
like that by a supercilious beast !

“1 say, you fellows, let's get on!* he
said.

“You young fellows are staying
here?” nsked the ecaptain, still oblivious
of William George Bunter.

“Yeos,"” said Harry, a little restively.
Bunter might be a " bhounder ¥ more or
less, but this was not the way to treat
him in the prescnce of fellows who had
come thers as his friends. Wharton's
idea was that the captain had either to
acknowledge Bunter's existence, or else
cut tha interview short.

“ Long? asked the captain.

“That's hardly seftled,” said Harry.
“It depends largely on Bunter.™ .

“I've asked my friends here, with
the pormission of my friend Cavan-
gglaf' ‘sald Bunter, with a great deal of

ignity.

he ca?tain did not scem to hear,
Apparently he was deal and blind to
the Owl of the Roemove,

“In  the  circumstances, Master
Wharton, I think I cught te give you a
tip,” said Lankestor. “Several most
extraordinary attempts have been made
on the life of Lord Cavandale by somo
unknown person. By own theory ia

(Continued on page 10.)
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that he is some lunatic with a fancied
grudre a%nmst Cavendale—that, indeed,
seems o be the only way of accounting
for it. With such a charaster lurking
about, recklessly using deadly woeapons,
I was a little su::griaed at Cavandale
asking schoolboys here. It is, of course,
nok affair—"
“Only just thought of that?” inquired
in's eyes gleamed for a
second. But he went on without pay-
ing heed to the fat Removite of Grey-
@B 1 cannot halp thinkd
“But I cann alp thinking there is
risk--for lads like you. It aggnu to me

cha

that your parents, or guardians, would
hardly care for you to run such risks,
The fact is, I fee unessy shout you.”

“You're very kind,” said ATTY.
“But we don't feel uneasy about mﬁ-
selves, fact is, we've reslly come

use Bunter thinks therg is danger.”

“"0Oh!” ejeonlated the captain,

“Bo thers is danger—lots of it ! gajd
Bunter, “And I shell feel safe with
my pals round me. You jolly well
Emnted it out to me last night, Captein

ankester—I hadn't reali it beforo
then, That's why I jolly well fetohed
these fellows aver, sea?®

And Bunter chuckled. Gerald Lank-
ester did not want him at the Abbey;
and did not want his friends there. 1t
wa3 quite a pleasure to Bunter to

pownt out to him that he -was
the cause of tho latter being ealled in.
Lankester's glance tur on the fat

junior st last. ‘The dislike end con-
tempt in it might have offended a
thicker-skinned fellow than Bunter—if
there existed a thicker-skinned fellow
in the wide world.

“I am eertainly if 1 am the
capj:u of these boys coming here,” he
said.

“I dare say you are!” snecred
Bunter, "“"You wanted to frighten me
away! Instead of that you've got my
friends lLere as well. He, he, he I

Lankester compressed his hard lips.
Probably he had oot expected an
obtuse fellow like Bunter to read his
motives. But Bunter, like many obtuss
fellows, had a rich vein of siyness in
hizs nature. Good motives Bunfer often
missed, nob suspecting that they were
thero; but he had quite n keen eve for

motives.  Certainly, he had not
dnuhiﬁi hﬁhjfﬁ:rﬂéﬂ snkester had
Warn im o e danger in which
stood at Cavandale Ehhg;. be

Whorton and Hurree Singh folb
exccedingly uncomfortable, They did
not want to be dragged into Bunter's
disputes with another guest of Lord
Cavandale’s. They mnlds not help feel-
ing, too, that Lankester, civil to them
as j-m was, did not want them there—
which was rather a oheek on his part,
a3 he was only & guest himself. Acoord-
ing to Bunter, he had tried to frighten
the fat junior away; and it seemed as

if his object was the same with the new- B

QaTTiera.

The Army man turned i
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(Continved from

vour own business best,"” he said. “But
take my tip to be on your pguard;
bulleta are no respecters of persons, and
from what has already occurred it seems
likely enough the bullets may be fiying
about here. [ think——"

“Get on, driver]” said Bunter, lean-
ing over and poking the chauffeur in
the neck. “You're wasting time.”
_"0wl1"” said the chaufieur, with =
;umfm ]

“*I'hank wou, Captain Lankester!”
eaid Harry hastily. *“But we're not
alropid—we'rs sticking to  Bunter.
Thanks all the same,” .

“Tha thankfulness iz terrifio |V

The car glid into motion again.
tain Lankester had to step back rather
hurriedly as it moved. The chauffeur
had halted at his signal; but Bunter
was making it clear that he was “boss
of the show,” so0 long as he was in the
car, He stood looking after the car
with a lowering brow; and DBunter
chuckled.

“That's the cheeky rotter I told you
of,” he said. “He doesn’t want us
here” .

“I don't see why he should mind,”
i Ony 5%y on. interferi X

o8 an interfering ass ! Bwan
you know,"” szid Bunler. “I jolly wkﬁi

Cep-

ut bim in his place, I can tell you,
@ on trying to butt in between
me an friond Cavandale. What

are ,Epu grinning at? Blessed if I see

anj't‘mi; tﬂdgr;n et! Halo! There's

the ,;nl;r old inspector! Bet you he
asn't found anything out )™

Jnspector Chapran, of Ashwood, was
visible on the terrace, under the balcony
up which the unknown man had clam-
bored the previoua night. Judging by
hiz expression, Mr. Chapman had not
had a Jot of success so far in picking
up the trail of the attempted assassin,

he juniprs alighted from the car a
went into tho house. His lordship was
not visible; but Pilkingham waa there,
evidently expecting thom.

Faint surprise dawned in Pilking-
ham’s mmlg countonance at sight of
them. The butler of Cavandale Abbeay
had n-n% pechaps, expectod William
G » Bunter to produce such credit-
able triends. No doubt he had expected
some more Bunters, and had not been
greatly bucked by the prospect.

His manner was a:tmamef’;f respectful
to the newcomers, after his majestic
glance had dwelt on them for a moment
or two—with a subtle difference from
his manner to Bunter,

These fine distinctions, howoever, were
entirely lost on William George Bunter,
who was cm:n}glatel:.r satisfied with bhim-
gelf, and did not care two straws
wh#uther Pilkjngham was sntisfied
not,

*“These are my friends, Pilkingham,”
said Bunter. *1 hope you've got the
rooms ready.”

.. Hli lordship has instructed me,
B ——

. “¥es, quite!” Bunter believed in
interrupting- servants. It helped to
keop them in thoir place, from which
Bunter always suspected them of trying
to emorge. “ You will have two extra
?:?ida?:l made up in my bed-room for my

“Indeed, sir! I was not aware—"

“You're aware now I've told you!®

“Quite =0, sirl” said Pilkiogham,
brea hard.

“They will bave a silting-room each
but they will share my bed-room,” said
Bunter. “BSee to it, Pilking i
unter’s manner was guite that of &
Roman emperor eaying: “Bee to it,
'I‘_l;g%}_ilnunl' i '

ary good, airl

*Come on, you fellows 1” said Bunter;

- or

nd titled friend., You'ro not in th
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and the juniors ascended the great oak
staircose and followed Pilkingham along
the immense oaken gellery above.

Albert and another footman followed
with the guitcases.

“ Herbert 1” rapped out Bunter,

“5ir 1" said Albert.

“Put my friends' bags in my bed-
room. ™

* Vory d, sir.”

“You fellows will like sharing my
quarters, what1” snid Bunter, when the
uniors were in his room and Pilking-
am and Albert dismissed,

The juniors locked dubious.

* What's the big idea 1" asked Harry,
#The fact is, Bunter, we get enough of
your snore in the dorm at Greyfriars.”

“*“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The eleepfulness will not be terrific-
ally balmy, with the snorefulness of tha
esteemed Bunter so close to hand,"” sug-
gested Hurree Singh.

“0Oh, really Inky—"

" ¥You see—" murmured Wharton.

Bunter raised a fot hand.

“1 don't want any jaw!™ he said.
“I've brought you fellows here to give
¥ou a good time—a magni Chriat-
mas—under the superb roof of my friend
Lord Oavandale. I don’t expect prati-
tude; I know vou too well ut I
Etlfgtﬂfﬂ}‘ you to do as you're told. Got

i

Wharton looked at him grimly.

Hurree Jamset Ram E-inggl gricned.

“8o that's the programme?” asked
ihe captain of the ove,

“That's it!" =aid Buonter, with
emphasis, 'Don’t make any mistake
about it, Y'm boss here |

“¥ou fat frump—-~"

“And I may as well say that I don't
want sny cheek!  You'll have to
remember your manners a little while
youre 1n the magnificent mansion of my
o Remove

passage at Greyfriars now, or in vour
own humble homel|” added Bunter
erushingly.

_ “Come on, Inky!" said Harry, turn-
ing towards the door.

“Certainly, my esteomed chumi”
grinned the nabob.

Bunter blinked at them in alarm.

“I—I say, you fellows, where are you
going " hafe]mated.

“Out o ia,” answered Harry,
“Goodbye l” 4

“0Oh erikey! I—I say, you fellows,

come  back I wyelled Bugter, “I-I
want you to stay, you Enow! I'm
mlr}mg on youl BaY, ésrou follows,
you're not poing to turn down an old

pal, are you "

Wharton hesitated.

“1 gay, you fellows, I want you to
camp in my room, in case that villain
tries to get at me, you know|” urged
Bunter. “You ain’t going to desert a
pal in the hour of danger, are you "

“Oh, all right 1" uaidg Wharton resign-
edly. “I suppoze you can’t help bein
s silly chump, Bunter, But don't h!E
tﬂ-PIlil:h." _

‘I—-] won't eay a word!™ gasped
Bunter., “Not & word, old {:hﬂpﬁ"ﬂp
. “Keep to that!™ said Harry, laugh-

1 -
And Bunter kept to it—for sbout tan
seconds.

THE NINTH CEAPTER.
Something Like a Smoke ]

b EERERSE LOCEE!"®
Captain Lenkester repeated
the name in startled topes.
., He lowered the cocktail he
had just mizxed and stared over it at

Lord Cavandale,

The peer was geated in a deep leather
¢hair in the smoke-room, one long leg
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croszed over the other, The wintry sunlight at the window
fell upon his fine-featured faece—sirangely marked and
scarred on both checks. Beard and moustache hid other
soars, left on the handsome face by & bursting shell in
TFlanders in the War days. There was & thoughtiul cloud
on the peer’s brow.

'""Yes, Ferrers Locke I he said. “ The local police are not
?mm up to handling 8o strange a ease as this, Lankester.

have thought of asking for s man from Bcotland ¥Yard.
Buf, oo the whole, I think that if Ferrers Locke is at
liberty to come, anda is willing to come, I should feel better
with the matter in his hands.”

“You arg feeling—s littla nervy?? asked TLankester,
" True, it is not surprising in the strange circumstances.”

Lord Cavandalo gave him a look.

“I am not I&e]igg in the slightest degree nervy, Lan-
kester,” he apnsweored. “ DBut no man likes being smuped by
an unknown eneray. 1 am not allowing thizs matter to make
the slightest differcnce to my usual aveecations. Buf I am
fully aware that I may be knocked over by o bullet any
hour that I step outside my house—or, indeed, any hour
within my house. ILnst night the man would have been
siceessful but for the boy Bunier.”

“1 ecanoot believe—"

“You are prejudiced, my dear fellow. You do not like
tha boy.” The peer smiled faintly. * Doubtless ho has his
faults. But 1t 18 a certainty that some member of this
household admitted an intended assassin last night, That
is a cause for very serious uncasiness. There is some man
in this house who is not to be trusted, who is in league
with the rascal who is seeking my life. That iz assured.”

“Inspector Chapman has examined every member of the
household and questioned every ome, and—"

“ And discovered nothing,” said Lord Cavandale. * Quile
s0. The matter is rather beyond him.”

“But a private detective—a mere adventurer-—=">

“Ferrers Locke is hardly that., He iz a man with a
world-wide reputation. I have very little doubt that Locke
would be able to put his finger on the clue to the mystery.”

The coptain drank his cocktail. |

“ Possibly you are right, Cavandale,” he said; *‘at all
events, it can do no harm if it docs no good.”

“I think he will clear up the matter if he deserves his
reputation. And it cannot be eleared up too soon. Sniping
in Flanders, in the way of duty, was ono thing; being
sniped in one's own park is guite another. I am rather
keen to see thal smiper with the handcuffs on his wrists.”

“1 only hope that Ferrers Locke may ba able to put them
there. And whon is the great man coming 7" asked Len-
kﬂE]EEII", with & curious lock at the peer. *“You have spoken
to him——"

“Y rang up his offica in Baker Street this morning,”
answered Lord Cavandale. *“He was not there, however.
He is, of course, a busy man, and I may not be able to
obtain his servicea. His assistant, a youong fellow named
Drakezbjnhrmgd me that he was away at Dorchester on
soms business, and promised to inform him of my eall
That is all, so far, No doubt I shell bear from him.”

“In the meantime—?"

“In the mesntime,” said Lord Cavandale, I am taking
some precantions, since last night’s happening. If the
dastard should be admitted to the house again, he will not
find me unﬁreparﬁd.+ My door will be locked te-night; and
my mnn, Harris, will sleep in my dressing-room. My old
Army revolver will be besade my pillow.” He smiled. “1
should not be wholly sorry if the rascal tried it on agsin
to-night.”

“VYou think it ansihlai" )

“1 think it probable. The man, whoever he is and what-
ever his motive may be, is desperstely determined. Ho haa
made that clear.” . . . _

“Tt is difficult to imagine his motive," eaid the capiain
thoughtiully.

“‘Say impossible, rather. I never knew that I had an
enemy | But the facts speak for themaelves,™

“1 say, you fellowa!” It was o well-known voice outside
the door. . : .

Lord Cavandale smiled; and the captein’s brows Lnitied
inveluntarily. 3

“1 say, you fellows, come in here and be introduced fo
my friend Cavandale 1”

By gad!” easid Captain Lankester. “How vou stand
that unspeakable bounder in the house, Cavandale——->"
: "“Heo saved life," gaid the peer;: *and, after all, thero
is no harm in him. He canpot help being 8 young ass.”

“0Oh, cheese it, Bunter 1" came another voice, “We met
Lord Cavandele yesterday, and wa're seeing him at lunch;
and he doean’t want to be bothered with us. Let's got ont,™

“0b, reslly, Wharton=—"

{Continued on next pagd)
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THE MYSTERY OF GAVANDALE
ABBEY !

(Continuwed from previous page.)

~ "The stopfulness of the estcomed and
disgusting snow falling gives us an ab-
surd opportunity to walk aroundfully,”
camo another voice,,

“Oh, really, Inky—*

i o on, Bunter! Let's take a
mu.*i'

“Rats! Come in here and see Lord
Cavandale! My friend Cavandale 13
anxicus €0 see you. Nob on your own
aooount, of course—you're nobody, ms
you know! But because you're friends
of mine.” :

*¥You fat chump——"

“You're not in the Remove
at Groviriars now, Wharton!
to remember that.”

“You benighted ass—"

“Yah!"

The deoor opened and Billy Bunter
rolled in. He blinked round through his
big tacles for his friend Lord
Cavandale. .The peer rose to his feet,
and gave a kind smile to the two
juniors who hesitated at the door.

Assngo
try

match fo the cigar. “"We can do .mf-
thing we jolly well like here. You fel-
lows are a bit out of your depth ih s

place like this, but my tip to you is,.

I:u-ag an eve on mo and do as I do.
Hea 17

¥ tip you 18 fo ief that cigar
“My tip to i It that ci
alone I said Harry.

Bunter blew out & cloud of smoke,

;jThia is a doocid pood ecigar!” he
BA [ . ,

“Aro you gol tc make room for
vour lunch wﬁ.h niE?”

“My dear follow, I can smoke cigars!
You should see me at Bunter Court in
the vac.—a repulnr dogl” said Bunter.

ki lar hog, do yon mean?”

"No, 1 don’t 1" roa Bunter. *And
I don't want any cheek. For goodness’
sako be & man snd put on a smoke [

“ Fathoad I

“ Well, watch me!” said Bunter; and
ho leaned back luzuriously in the chair
crossed one fat leg over the other, sn
pufied at the cigar with an air of great
enjoyment. “A good cigar's something
like & smoke, I can tell you ("

The two juniors watched him. They
would have preferred to get out of
d but they had a feeling that Bunter
wuuiﬁ need their help soon. Billy

“Come in, my boys! I am delighted Bupter might be under the impression
to ses youl” Lord Cavandale K that he mzﬁd smoke Havana cigars with-
hands cordially with Wharton and gyt disaster accruing: but that was only

Hurrea Siogh. *You've met Captain
Lankester, I think, I suppose Filking-
ham hag shown you your guarters here.
I hope you find yourselves comfortabls.*

“More than comfortable, thanks”
said Harry, with a smile.

“The comfort is terrific and pre-
posterous, honoured sahib.” said Hurree
Jamszet Ram BSingh. *“The delightful-
ness of our esteemed quarters is both
ludierous and absurd.”

“1 am glad to hear it,* =aid Tord
Cavandale gravely. “1 fear that you
may find it a little dull here—"

“0Oh, that's all right,” said Bunter.
"I'm going to ask some more fellows
;fprﬁlﬂiﬁriﬁtmﬂu and we'll make it jolly
ively. -

' "d{l. quite,” gasped Lord Cavandale.

“Liven up the old place a hit, what?"
satd Dunter.

*¥ou have carie blanche in every
way, Bunter! Your wishes in the mat-
ter aro mine.” Lord Cavandale glanced
at the captain, “You're gowng,” Lan-
kester

#1'1! iake s turn on the tesrapa till
B o y detr fellow.”

join you, my dear ow.

And after o fow more words

juniors, the peer followed Captain
Lankester. Billy Bunter grinned at his
companions,

“The jolly old captain don't like us
here," ho snid. “He can go and eat
coke. Sit down, you men, and make
yoursolves comfy. Have a cigar!”

“No fear!”

“Oh, be &2 man, you know,” said
Bunter, selecting an Havana for himsalf.
“We're not under old Quelch’s eve now,

Wingate isn't likely to come elong here ™%
hgf My

with hiz ashplant, Ha, he,
friend Oavandale has good
cigars.™

“¥ou v&sw—lm&d, potty porpoise,™ said
Harry Wharton in measured tones, as
Bunter sat down in the chair Lord
Cavandale had vacated, and snipped off
the end of the cigar in a manner which
he fondly imagined demonstrated that
he was o finished man of the world.
“Are you going to smoke thati™

“Well, I'm not going to eat it!" said
Bunter sarcastically.

“Look here, you ass—-"

“Oh, help yoursolf to a smoke and
be o man,” said Bunter, applying a
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rathar

one of Bunter's many impressions thab
had no foundation in fact. .

Bunter pulled at the cigar and sur-
rounded himself with smoke. Aftor a
foew minutes, however, he ceased to pull,

He removed the ciger from his mouth.

* Feeling the strain 7" asked Wharton.

“Nothing of the sortl I like cigars,”
said Bunter. “This iz & doocid good
onel Just what T like before lunch.
Groooooh 1 he added suddenly.

ﬁ;‘i’bﬁq’a the ln:a.l;te_r?": the ci

" Nothing—only enjoyin @ cigar,
Stall, if you fellows are ﬁﬁt g{ﬂﬂg to
smoke, I won't fimish it™

i | wnu]&n't_,” agroed Wharton,

“The fact 13, it's 2 good idea not to
finish a cigar,” said Bunter, “It
rather stronger as you get through it.
Cooooh

“Trouble coming along

“OF course not! Think I can’t smoks
a cigar? Woooh! I mean, I wish you
fellows would put on a smoke and enjoy
yourselves like—grocogh—I'm doing!
A reslly good a%&ar is a—— Yooooch1”

“It'a & what

* Moooocoooooh 1™

Billy Bunter had turned quite pale.

the The hali-smoked cigar dropped from a

nerveless hand. Wharton picked it v
and put it on an ashtray. Bunter lnamas
back heavily.

“I—1 say, {uu fellows 1” he gasped.

“Feoling #ll1"

“Oh, nol I enjoy cigars! I fhink
I'd like another, but—but perhaps it
might spoil my lunch! - rl
Groooooh| Y—I think Il to my
room !¥ paspad Bunter, "I—ﬁaﬁl a—a
littla giddy. I say, u fellowa, you

'ghl: alp & nhapl ooooano-er |
I thoyght you'd want help.” agreed
Wharton. “Lend & hand, Inkyt*

The two juniors took a fat arm each
and pilo Bunter out of tha smoke.
room and across the hall to the staire.
Bunter tottered betwoen them. If the
cigar had not affected him it was clear
that something bad, for the Owl of the
Remove was evidently on the point of
eollapse, Slowly the juniors navigated
him up the stairs.

“It—it wasnit the ecigar!” moaned
Bunter.

“Coma on "

“I ecan smoke

cigare! I like *eme—
love Tem, in fact!

Oooo-er! Croooh 1™

Bunter was rolled into his room. Ha £

was heaved-on the bed. He lay there
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with extended limbs and distended eyes
behind his big spoctacles, The interior
of William George Bunter was heaving
like & stormy coean,

# eI say, vou follows!l I—it waen't
the cigar!{ It was a—ocoooch—doocid
good.cigarl If you fellows think I'm

ing to be e-ssick, you're mistaken!

—I enjoyed that cigar. “I'm going
Billy Bunter did not appear at lunch,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
-The Shot In the Pleture Gallery !
BRIGHT, wintry sunshine
strcamed in at the tall wido
windows of the picture gallery.
The snow was falling sgain in
light flakes. Qutside Cavandale Abbey
wes & world of gleaming white. Care-
less of the falling snow, Captain
Lankester bad gone out after lunch; but
Wharton and Hurree SBingh did not fool
that they miszed his mmpmg. To the
two chums, though not to Bunter, the
captain was very civil; yet thoy had
a fesling that he disliked their presence
at the Abbey ms much as he disliked
Bunter's. Bo the juniors were not at all
sorry when he disappeared after lunch.
As for Eﬂl; Bunter, he was still in the
seclusion of his own apartments, slow

recovering from the effects of the excel.
lent cigar he had enjoyed so much.
Whether Lord Cavandale actuslly found
pleasure in showing two schoolboya round
the historic picture gallery of his mag-
nificcot residence the juniors did not
know, but certainly his lordship scemed
to- be quite pl?ﬂ.ﬂﬂg. The chums of the
Remove were intcrested to ramble over
a building like Cavandale Abbey, but
they would have been satisfied had Mr,
Parker, the sceretary, been their guide,
or even Pilkingham. But the peer took
the office of oicerone upon i'u'.l:ﬂs-lalt't with
a polished courtosy that left nothing to
ba desired. .

As a matter of fact, Lord Cavandale
had taken a liking to both of them. A-
gonse of gratitude for sorviees rendered
mede him try to like Bunter; but he
could not, as it warewquite get away
with it. But Harry Wharton, hoalthy
and and unassuming; Hurree
Singh, with his dusky smile, his kind

temper, and his amazing English
pleased his lordship extremely, quite un-
conscious that they were doing so. It
was probably a relief to his lordship to
discover that Bunter's friends were so
unlike Bunter. Mora visitors of the
same brand would probably have put a
voery severa strain on hie courtesy. Ha
liked, too, their tslk about Greyfriars,
his old school; it was rather different
from Buntor's talk on the same subject.

Certainly there was a very pleasant
expression on the peer's scarred fance as
he led his young friends round the
groat gallery. There were portraits of
many Cavandales, some modern and
eome ancient; and the Cavandale of
Stuart times had been painted by Van-
dyck, and must consequently have been
worth a great sum, though the peer did
not refer to that eiroumstance.

“This is Sir Giles, of Charles the
First's time," said the peer as they
etopped before the picture, "I am sup-
posed to resombla this particular
ancestor,” he mdded with a smile.

The juniors looked at the picture with
interest. Bir (riles Cavandale had the
pointed beard of the tg:rind, very like
the beard worn by present paer.
It was a tall and handsome Cavalier
that laoked down on the schoolboys from
the wall—a life-size picturs in & masaive

chee

rame.
“The likencss is quite striking, sir,”
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Wharton,
where he had been
Brutally sirack down.

gaid Harry, after a look at Sir Giles.
“Is that the chap who held this place
aﬁninst the Ironsides—I1 bhave heard
about that.” :

“That iz the man 1" eaid Lord Cavan-
dale. “He was killod in defending
Cavandale Abbey, and, according to the
legend, he was aware of his fate, the
aehﬁvt Eﬂ.wng sppeared to him the night
before. The stary goes that the phantom
abbot appeara to every Cavandale to
warn him of approaching doom, and
many such apparitions are on record,
though Dot In recent times.” He
laughed. * Possibly the abbot has gone
out of business in these modern days.™

“Who was the abbot1” asked Harry.

“ Abbot Boniface, who was turned out
when the abbey was confiscated in Kin
Henry VIII's time. The first Lo
Cavandale took possession—with rather
a high hend, I am afraid,” said Lord
Cavandale, with a smile. “You will
have learned about thoe dissolution of
the monasteries at Greyiriars.”

“Qh, yes, ratherl a've had that
with Quelch,” said Harry., *8o. the
jolly old abbot haunta the place?”

“ 8o the story goes. But I must admit
that I have never scen him. Sir Gilea
was the brother of the Lord Cavandala
of that time. The ear] was with the
royal army while 8ir Gilea was holding
the abbey against the Parliament. Ho
survived the Civil War—indeed, had
he not done so thers would be no
Cavandales to-day. He died in his bed,
long after the Restoration. Hera i8 bis
pictura.”

.The juniors _muveﬂ_nlm%m ancther
E:_-:Lure::l Cavalier. Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh looked back at Sir {;“93 with a
tlitg it start. His keen ear had caught
a faint sound, and it startled him.

“What is it, my boy?" asked Lord

Cavandale, glancin

at him.
urres Jamsct Ram Singh locked
puzzled.

“It scemed to me, esteemed saphib,
thit I heard some ludicrous sound,” he

suid. “ Perhapsfully it was an esteemed
rat behind the absurd wall™

"Pquuibii;,_" gaid Lord Cavandsale.
“DBehind this old oak there is a stone
wall not lesz than six feet in thickness,
and as likely as not a seoret passage.
The building is honeyeombed with
secret passages, many of them known,
but others, % ?iﬁnk* unknown. A plan
iz said to be in existence, and may
possibly ecxist among the meany old
manuscripts in the library, which are 1n
Mr. Parker’s charge hcy bave not
been examined for many years—possibly
centuries; and Mr. Parker finds it a
congeonial tosk to examine and annotate
them. DBut here iz our young friend
Bunter.”

“I.say. you fellows—"

Billy Bunter appeared in the offing.
Apparently be had. recovered from the
excellent cigar.

“I've beon looking for you fellows |
said Bunter. “Couldn't find out where

on'd got to. 'What are you up to

erot”

“ITooking at the pictures,” enswered
Harry.

Bunter blinked at them across the
wide gallery. )

“Well, my hat! You must be in
want of something to do!™ he ejacu-
lated. “What on earth are you look-
mg-na pictures for?”

*Fathoad "

“Ob, really, Wharton! Precious lot

19

of old guys, eren’t they ?” gaid Bunter,
with & disparaging blink at Lord Cavan-
dale's aocestors. “"Most of them in
fancy dress, too.,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anything 1o cackle
at!” said Bunter. "They are mn fancy
dress, ain't they? Owl Oh erikey !

The floor of the picture gallery was
of polished oak, uater, coming to-
wards the group, did not allow for the

1:]!1'1 His foot suddenly slipped, and

0 1,

“W 1o Bunter,
“0Oh, my hatl k out ™
" Yarooocoh 1

Bunter felt as if he were skating. He
mado a d ate effort to recover his
balance, and his heels shot fromm under
him, and he plunged forward like a run-
away lorry. There was & orash as
cannoned into Lord Cavandale.

“"Ow " roared Bunter, eclutching at
the tall, lean peer for support. “ Hold
me ! 'ﬁ’hu-mo?l Save me! Yoooopl!

“(iood gad ™ .

[He sat down suddenly on the oak
floor, with Billy Bunter sprowling over
him. At the same moment a sharp,
ri in? report was heard in the gallery.
A bullet crashed on m picture on the
farther wall, smashing through the
the glags that covered the canvas.

“Ow! What's that!" yelled Bunter.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh,
who had been etarting forward to help
Lord (avendale, stopped, and spun
round in blank amazoment. Bunter sat
and rosred as the peer sprang o his
feet. Lord Cavandale’s eycs turned on
the picture in which the bullet-hola
chowed. The bullet had passed exnctly
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over the spot where he had been stand-
ing before Bunter cannomed into him
and hurled him over.

“Great gad!”
Cavandale.

He stared round the picture gallery.
Ko one was there, cxcept the three
Greyiriars fellows and himself.

ajaculated Lord

“Who—who—who  lired?” panted
Wharton.
Thore was uwiter amazement in all

faces. Tho bullet had been fired at
Lord Cavandale, that was obvious, and
1t would have struck him down but for

the fortunate accident of DBunter's
arcival. Yet there was no one to be
BEell.

“Leave the gallery, my boys!” said
Lord Cavandale. * You are m danger
here. Leave the gallery.”

“Yarocogh !*

Bupter leaped and ran. Wharton
Band Hurree Singh followed him more
slowly. The shot had been fired from
some hidden pluce. The whole gallery
wns open to their eyes, and the man
who had fired was not to be seen, Lord
Cavandale followed them out. He was
breathing hard. Even his iron nerve
pad beon shaken a little by that strangs
and narrow escape. Outside the picturo
gullery he smiled faintly.

“1 was telling you of tho sccret pas-
enges,” he said, and his voice was calm.
“Evidently more of them is known to
others than Lo me. The man whe secks
my life is in_the house—hidden from
sight! o into the library. Mr.
Parker i1s there, and you will bo safe.
I must see to this.”

"I—1 say, you fellows, d-d-don't be

afraid,” pgasped DBunter. “I—I—I'm
with you, vyou koow. D-d-don’t be
f-f-funky.”

“Wo're not funky, fathead!”

“Bunter has saved me ogain,” seid
Lord Cavandale, “by accident; but I
begin to believe that he really is =
mascot. Please go into the library, and
remain with Mr. Parker while I look
into this.”

The juniors went into the library.
Mr, Parker, as it happened, was not
there; but Wharton and Hurree Singh,
at least, did not feel in nced of any

protection. They would have
to help in the search for the péer’s
mysterious  assailant.  Billy Bunter
bhinked round the great apartment
uneasily.

“I—1I say, vou fellows, this is gettin
rather thick, ain't it?" he asked. "1—
say, this is going to be 8 lively Christ-
mas i{—if we stay here!™

“It was rather lucky for Lord Cavan-
dale you were here, old fat man,” said

lxlnrefurred
B

Harry, “That bullet was meant for
him. If wyou hadn’t shpped end
cannoned him—"

“Oh, really, Wharton! I pushed him
over on purpose, of course——"

“What 1"

“To save his life,” =aid Bunter.
“ Presence of mind, you know !”

“QOh, my hat!” o

“While you fellows were blinking at
tilly pictures,” added Bunter scornfully.
“That's me all over,”

“You silly ass! You slipped over by
eocident, and——"

“Just like yvou to run a fellow down,
ain't it1” sneered Bunter, %It was
presence of mind—sheer presence of
mind, And pluck.”

“Halle, here comes the jolly cld cap-
tain!” said Harry, glencing from e
windew. Captain Lankester appeared
on the avenue, coming up towards the

house.

“T'll jolly well tell him,” chuckled
Bunter. “He'll be no end pleased io
hear that I've saved Cavandale's life.
He, he, he ™ .

And Bunter rolled out into the hall
to meet Captain Lankester as he came

in.

S prE— r—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Off at the Deep End !

ILKINGHAM, in the outer hall,
P was helping Captain Lankester
off with his coat. A slight dls-
turbance was visible in Pilking-
ham's stately face. Half a dozen foot-
men were engaged in searching the pie-
ture gallery end its vicinity, under the
oye -:rﬁimrd Cavandale.
Thea latest happening had startied the
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household, alveady Hurried by the
strange events of the night. Pilking-
ham waa fecling his equanimity e little
upset, Such strange, etartling happen-
mngs as these were out of place 1n &
well-ordered household, Apy houschold
of which |Pilkingham had charge was
certain to be well-ordered. In his own
department all was still well-ordered.
ilkingham did not ocxactly blame
Lord Cavandale for being shot at by an
unknown assassin. Dut he could not
help fealing that thiz sort of thing was
not what & well-trained butler had a
right to expeet in A& nobleman’s house.
He could not help fealing that, if there
was much more of it, he would be
driven to sever hiz connection with
Cavandale Abbey, and retire to some
other housshold where a butler’s ner-
vous systern was not shaken up by such
very extraordinary occurrences.

With thesa weighty reflections in his
stately mind, Pilkingham was removing
Captain Lankester's top-coat, when
Bunter rolled =along. There was a
cheery grin on Dunter's fat face. That
supercilions beast, Lankester, had been
down on him all the time, pooh-poohed
hia heroism, and even tried to make
out that Bunter exaggerated, and even
fabricated ! Bunter was going to enjoy
telling him how he had saved the peers
lifo in the picture gallery.

“You're too late for the fun, Captain
Lankester,” he grinned.

The captain’s cold eyes dwelt on him
for & moment. He had ado 8 WAy
of totally ignoring Bunter; but Bunter
was not to be ipnored.

“Just mizsed it!" went on Buntfer
cheerily. *“Not that you'd have been
good if you'd been there! He, he,
ha ¥

“ Has anything happened duriog my
absence,  Pilkingham?” asked the
captain, icily ignoring Bunter.

Bunter replied before FPilkingham
could speak. There was a stately de-
liberation about Pilkingham, none at
all about Bunter, Bunter answered be-
fore Pilkingham had a chance to turn
on his fruity voice. ;

“You bet there has!”™ said Buonter.
“Tord Cavandale’s been shot—"

The captain jumped almost clesr of
the flcor. His elbow butted Pilkingham
under his double chin in that startled

jump, and the butler started back, top
coat in hand. '

“Qoocoooh !” said Pilkingham in-
voluntarily.

The Army man did not heed him,
He glared at Bunter, all affectation of
ignoring the fat junior thrown aside.

“You lying young rascal ' he bawled,
“How dare ¥ :

Bunter jumped away. He fancied for
a moment that the captain was going
to collar him snd shake him,

“Here, you keep off I he stuttered,
“Y don't mean he was shot. I mean he
was shot at—fired at—nearly killed, only
I pulled him out of the way just
ﬁm‘Wh “‘ d tl tai

“When?” roared the captain.

“Eht Ten minules mﬁ)——-"’ ;

“vou wretched littla liar I" Captain
ILankester strode at Bunter and grabbed
him by tha collar. His eyes fm;!-lg glit-
tered with angor. “How dare you tell
me such fnu]iku fﬂiﬂ;hmdl e

Shake, shake, shake!

“Gr h! Yarcooh! Whoooop!”
spluttered Bunter, wriggling frantically
in the captain’s gmasp. “Leggol

ﬁl%aka, ih;‘hﬁ‘?“tka !‘E 2 ok
Aroo elp ! ou’ll m-m-make
my glasses fof-fuf-fall off I” fﬂllﬂd
Buater. “Leggo! If you break them-—-
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rogogh l—you'll heve to pip-pip-pip-pay
or them-—yarooocoogh I®

Shake, shake, shake !

“YnmJPII 1 say, you fellows! Helpl
Rescua | yelled Bunter.

Harry Wharton and the nabob hur-
ried to the spot. The rage in Captain
Lankester’ s face startled and amazed
them. Pilkingham stood staring on, the
picture of shocked wonder. i

Obvionsly the eaptain was intensely
excited and angered ; why, was a puzzle.
The news that the peer had fired
at once more might anger and exeite
him, but not against Bunter. Yet it
was clear that his rage was concentrated
on the Owl of Gregfriars. .

He shook and shook the fat junior till
the haplesa Bunter quivered like a jelly.
Hiz faco was almost pale with rage.

“Rescun ¥ rosred Bunter. " Groooh-
hoooh | He's chook-chook-chook-choking
mol I'm being chook-chook-choked !
Ermmqh! Draggimoff I .

“Bicl” g‘akpo(ggtha shocked Pilking-
ham, ;

Shake, shake, shake!

“You young rascal I” roared the cap-
tain, “How dare you tell me such
falschoods, agwhl Intupld falsehoods, you
oung scoundrel 1™
; “Ow! It's true! Yarooooooh—"

Shake, shake |

“Groodoh ] Help! Qoochl”

Harry Wharton, ran up: Bunter
might be an irritating ass; but the cap-
tasin of the Remove was not going to
ses him treated like this. Neither could
he i ine why the Army man was so
enrsa Bt h‘;ﬂh lt;.?:ltﬂr. N

m gol” rapped out Wharton.

Bunter's ff:? was cnmsnni,nl;ua breath
came in gulping gasps. a savaye

rasp on 1‘.1'5 mfla: half suffocated the
at junior. He sagged in the captain’s

ip, his fat clumping together,
ﬁraﬂgin almost like a sack from the
sinewy hand thet shook him.

Lankester gave Wharton a glare,

“Btand back, you young fooll"”
“ Lat .'I?»u,::ntvm.-Jr elone 1  exclaimed
Wharton, with a flash in his eye.

“th;?' dare you handle the kid like
that 1"
“What? The lying young rascal! If
1 had my horsewhip here I would
thrash him within an inch of his life
for his lies |

“Let him go 1*

Wharton grasped the captain’s arm
and fairly dragged it off Buntor. The
for breath, sat

fiat juﬂi?‘;ﬁ spigﬂiaring
own with a vy bump.

For a second Lgnkﬂst.er clenched his
hands as if he would knock Wharton
spinning. i 3

Wharton did not flinch. His own
hands were olenched, and he faced the
Army man with flashing eyes and sot
tecth. Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh lea
to his sido.

“gir|” gurgled Pilkingham. “Cap-
tain Lankegter] Birl” .

Pilkingham was scandalised beyond
measure, Such a scene, in such a place,
took all the wind out of Pilkingham’s
saila.

Captain Lankester calmed himself
with n_visible effort. Apparently he
realized that he was going too far. But
that his rage was only checked, and was
burning as fiereely as ever within, was
evident from his gleaming eves and
hurried breathing. In those moments
the Army man betrayed, what no one
had guessed before, the frayed nerves
that ware oconcenled ind his
customary  offectation of  indolent
nonchalance.

“Ow! Owl Ow!” spluttered Bunter
hreathlﬂaﬂfh “Owl Keep him off |
The awiul beast! Pitching into me
beennse I saved my friend Cavandale's
life! Owl™

“¥You unscrupuloua, Iying young
raseal I said the caftnin, staring down
at him savagely. How dare you tell
ma ﬁuch z;. fnla&gggr}ﬂ!“

“Beast [ pas unter.

“Bunter has told you mno falschaod,
Captain Lankester,” =aid ‘Wharton,
“and you've no right to lay hands on
him even if he had 1™

“No falschood! What do you mean ?
Heo has told me a deliberate lie! He
said that Lord Cavandale was shot at
ten minutes ago—="

“That is true.”

“What?" roared the captain. He
mado & movement towards Wharton as
if he would treat him as he bad treated

Bunter.
Wharton's eyes gleamed ot him.
“Hands off, Captain Lankester ! he
said. “Take care, sir! You will not

find me so easy to handle os Bunter!”

STOP FOR A LAUGH

at
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“8ir1” gasped Pilkingham, almost
wringing his plump bands. “8ir! I
beg you, sir! What—-what will Lord
Cavandale soy ¥ What will his lordship
think? Sicl”

Lankester did not heed him. His eyes
wors fixed on Harry Wharton with an
almost wolfish stare.

“Are you repcating that fat rascal’s
statemnent, Wharton 1 .

“Certainly,” said Harry.

“Then you are as untruthful a rascal
as he isl

Wharton coloured with anger.

“I think you must be out of your
BENS0E, Gauptmu Lankester I'" he said
coldly. Bunter's statement was per-
fectly true—"

[T} ml l}l

“The trucfulness was terrifie, sir!™
gsaid Hurrea Jamset BRam &ingh in
wondor, “Y myself was bhonourably
resent when the esteemed shot was
ired at the estimable and ridiculous
lﬂrdﬂhilp."

“Hold your lying tonguel”

2t

"My only esteemed hat!™ ejaculsted

o naho

Wharton gave Bunter a helping hand
uf:g, The fat junior backed behind him,
blinking Mrmuﬂi at Lankester. The
jﬂui;l\f man ayed him ovilly.

“Why, you are telling me this cock-

and-bull story I cannot imagine,” he
said contomptuously. *“I did not under-
stand that you, Wharton, wera a
tattling, lying young rascal like this fat
fool, Bunter——"
" "I hope I am nothing of the sort™
said Harry. “I can't understand you.
If you cannot take our word for what
has happened, Pilkingham will tell youw
He knows, as everyone olso in the house
knows. ™

Tho captain started,

o Are you mad?” ho almost hissed,

I tell you that no shot has been fired
at Cavandale in this house to-day, and
cannot heve boen! I tell you—" Ha
broke off abruptly, and bit his lip so
hard that a spot of blood showed on it,
Palk:tug!:mm.m :Ib 1 cﬂrtninti}ir tl’lﬁﬁ m
are trying eceive me, thou -
ness knows why they should | Igsup
;hetj t-hz!nk this is & matter for schoolboy
jesting 1"

* But, sir, it is quife correct ! gas
Pilkingham. It is certainly truc that
a ghot was fired at his lordship——"

“I tell you it cannot bel” said Ca
tein Lankester., “f tell you—> [
checked himself again.

! ‘ Pilkingham,
tell ma what has happened.”

“His lordship was showing the youn
gentlemen the picturcs in %ha gaﬂatjs,
sir, when 2 shot was fired.”

“ Impossible |

“I assure you, sir, that such is the
foaot,” said the butler. “His lordshi
and some of the servants are now search-
ing the gallery, sir, for the man who
fired.”

Captain Lapkestor stared at him
with 2 dazed . __Ho passad his

over his forehead. Wharton and Hurreo
Bingh looked at him in wonder. It
scemed to be impossible for the captain
to believe that a shot had been fired at
the peer; yet after what had already
happened it was surely not a surprising
CCCUrTanca.

“Am I dreaming or are you?” said
the captain huskily, *“Pilkingham, are
you serious? You assure me that—
that—"

“*Undoubtedly, sir "

“Where is Lord Cavandale?” gasped
the captain.

He secmed like a man in & maze, All
his coolness, all his aupnﬁ'liﬂua non-
chalance, was gone now. a latest of
the strange terics of the Abbey
scermed to have knocked him completely
off his balance.

"* At the moment, sir, I think his lord-

gship i3 In the armoury adjoining the
pictare-gallory—"
" Withoat waiting for the butler to
finish, Captain Lankester rushed away.
Pilkingham's glance followed him disap-
provingly. At that moment Pilkingham
disapproved of the Arr;f ‘man even
more than he disapproved of William
George Bunter. .

i) ‘I:;Fell:, my hat ™ said Harry Wharton
blankly. “What on earth’'s the matter
with the man "

“The goodfulness only knows," said
the nabob.

“1 say, vou fellows—" )

“Poor old Bunter! Feeling a bt
shaken up?™

“I we weren't under my friend
Cavandale’s rdof,” said Buater, “I'd
thrash that fellow—thrash him till he
cringed ! Only the fact that I have too
much respect for Lord Cavandale to
make o =cena in his house saves him
from the thrashing of his life [
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“Ha, ba, ha " G

“Oh, really you fellows—— i

Pilkingham {:ul; his hand_over_ his
mouth as he glided away. Even Pilk-
ingham's gravity was shaken by the
idea of William Ceorge Bunter thrash-

ing Captain Lankester. Wharton an
Hurree Singh—less severely traine
than Mr. Pilkinghom—chortled loud

and long.

el v———l

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Volces in the Darkl

i EORGE 1"
G (£ Ei: P:I' ) )
“Hazn"t my tailor comey

“Not yet, sir!” said Albert.
“Tt's doocid awkward!” said Bunter,
Whereat Wharton ond Hurree Singh
took the liberty of smiling. They wera
in Bunter's room, with Bunter, when
he rang for Albert. It was half-past
five: and at Cavandale Abbey, dinner
svas at seven. Billy Bunter blinked
seriously at Albert through his- big
apac#ac:f:a._ _
# Coming out for & run before dinner,
Buntyi” asked Harry. :
‘“Hot! Nol I'm expecting my
tailor,” asid Bunter. “My man
Wooster, from Ashwood, you know. I
‘had him here this morning for messura-
ments, He was to deliver my evening
clothes in time for dinoer.
“My hat! That's quick :
“You sce, my luggage having gone
astray on the railway, L was left in a
dooeid  mwkward hole!” explained
Bunter. “Of course, I told Wooster
that expense was no object. The simple
thing was, that I had to bave clothes. 1
tﬂld%im he could charge what he liked,
go long a3 he delivered the goods on
time. %ﬁjf{mﬂﬁ- five wes the time he
was to come and fit me. He's 8 minute
late. This won't do.”
“0Oh, give him a minute and a balf ¥
gugrozted Wharton.

“] expect tradesmen to carry out my
instructions, Wharton! I elways expect
tradesmen to carry out my instructions
to the very letter,” said Bunter, with
dignity. "I explained to this man,
Wooster, that thore was no {fime to got
my own tailor down Irom Savile
Row—"

“Oh crikey 1" N
«Y told him T had to cely on him!
said Bunter. “It's scarcely conceivable
that & tradesman would venture to let
me down, isn't it? Yet he's late. Doocid

late ["

Wharton end the nabob exchanged a
joyous grin. With Lord Cavandale to
pay the bills, Bunter was evidently
spreading himsell considerably. So long
as he was staying with his amisble and
hospitable lordship, DBunter evidently
was going to play the part of a fellow
of unlimited wealth. It ?m & part that
Bunter liked. Seldom indeed did Wil-
liam George Bunter enjoy such an op-
purtunitf of throwing his weight about,
Naturally, he was going to make the
most of it while 1% lasted.

" Frederiok I* rapped out Bunter.

“Bir!” answered the ﬁatmnt Albert,

“(Go down and ses whether Wooster
has arrived. If he hag, bring bhim here
at once. If he hasn't, telephome, and
gsk him what he means by it.”

“Yery good, mc.™ .

Albert departed. Bunter threw him-
gelf back into & chaiz,

work ¥

“Doocid awkward !” he said, blinking -

at the chums of the Remove. * You see,
I'm rather stranded without my lug-
gage. Doocid awkward.”
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# Prightfully doocid|” agreed Whar-
ton. “ By the way, what's that fellow's
name §*

“Ehl Albert.™

“Then why do you call him George
and Frederiek

“0Oh, I never remember servants
names !” said Bunter negligently, “¥ou
s¢e, surrounded by menialas at Bunter
Court, I never could remember all their
names. It's the same here. I dom't re-
member that my fooltmen's name 18
Albert, naturally. Jn fact, I've alread
E:;—rgutten}tlmt butler's name iz P

ng it

“Oh crumbs 1™

“It would be different with you, keep-
ing only a few servants,” gaid Bunter,
condescendingly,  “But we've always
had lots and lots. And the fact is, that
my friend Cavandale keeps as many
flunkeys as we do at Bunter Court”

“Quite az many, I'm sure!” sssented
Wharton, * Passibly even one or two more.
Well, are you coming out for & run
before dinner? Wa want to get some
fresh air, you kmow, and it's left off

snowing."
“Impossible! I've got to see my
tailor, Besides, it's dark, and cold, and

that villain may be hanging about. Not
that I'm afraid of him, of course. But I
must see my tailor, or it will be
doocid—"

“Oh, quite! You coming, Inky?”

Hurrco Jomset Ram Singh cast a
glance at the glowing fire before ho an-
swerad. December cold never had ap-
pealed to tho jupior from Bhanipur in
far-off India.

“The pleasurefulness will be terrifie,
my esteemed chom,”

Harry Wharion laughed.

“But keeping near the fire would be
gtill more terrifically pleasant, what?”
he asked. * All serene, old man|”

- “I say, you fellows, I want one of you
to stay with me. I'm not going to be
left alone. I—"

“ All gerene ! Inky isn’t keen on snow
and & December wind,” said Harry.
“I'll trot out & bit. See you later,
Inky."

And leaving the nabob basking in the
heat of the fire, and Bunter impatiently
cxpecting the errival of Mr, Wooster
with the evening clothes, the captain
of the Bemove went down, and donned
coat and cap for a walk in the keen, cold
air. He eaught sight of Inspector Chap-
man in conversation with Lord Cavan-
dale, &3 he went out; the Ashwood in-
rpector wearing a worried and troubled
frown on his ruddy face.

It was dark and bitterl
Wharton left the houss and went down
the steps from the terrace. The De-
cemmbar night had set in black and few
stars gleamed in the dark vault of the
gky. The ground was covered with
snow, but the Bakes had ceased to fall,
A bitter wind wailed through the leaf-
less branches of the old ocaks and beechea
on the great avenue. Wharton turned
up his coat collar, and stepped out
cheerfully, enjoying the keenncss of the
winter air. He had a glipse of & mov-
ing figure on thoe terrace as he went. A
consteble, muffled up Egainsl: the cold,
was paecing there, posted to keep watch
by the Ashwood inspector.

In the long avenuo, under the trees, it
was densely dark, Wharton's surround-
ings werse strange to him: but he could
not lose his way so long as he kept to
the .avenue, which led from the honso to
the lodge gates half & mile away., Ha
tram on cheerily, his [ootialls mak-
ing no sound in the snow.

His thoughts, as he went, were busy
on the strange mystery of Cavendale.
The repeated attempts on the peer's life

cold when

- which
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were tly inexplioable, and still more
imnexplicable was the u wn villain's
knowledge of the interior of the housa.
Doubtless the man who had lot the as
eassin in the previous mnight, was the
man who had fired on Lord Cavandele
in the picture-gallery—that seemed pro-
bable. Apparently he had taken the
matter into hia own bands, after
Bunter's intervention had frightened off
his confederate. He had, a3 it secmed,
ﬁ:&dtirum _E0Ie Ht'gﬁt Tecess ;irllth &
secret opening on the picture-gallery—
ich argued a knowledge of the in-
terior of the house more extensive than
Lord Cavandale's own. z
It was etrange eonough; and shill
stranger was the astonishment, the in-
eredulity, of Captain Lankester, when
he heard that the peer had been fired on

in his & . After so many previous
ntbamﬂ on the peer's life, why abould
that ve surprised the captain so

str 1¥? Everything that happened at
the .&Ebﬁg seemed stranga, mexplicable,
wrappad iz 8 fog of mystery. Wharton
waa by no means sorry that he hed come
at Bunter's urgent request: but ho
wished that his chums, Bob Cherry and
Johnoy Bull and Frank Nugent, were
with him there. Bunter had anncunced
that he was going to ask them; and
Wharton hoped that it would coma off.

“I tell you, guv'mor, I don't know
anything about it. I tell you, I ain’t
becn near the place. Take mo for a
blinking fool"

Wharton stopped dead.

The darkncss about hirm, under the
thick trees that over-arched the long
avenue, was intense. He could sco
nothing but the gleaming snow, dim in
the darkness before him. Thet husky
muttering voice came out of space and
darkness, . . .

Tha Greyfriars junior cought his
breath.

In the black darkness, under the trees
on the edge of the avenue, in the middle
of which Whearton stood, a4 man was
speaking. He spoke in & subdued,
husky voice; but in the stilluess of the
winter night the words came clearly
toc Wharton.

He felt his heart throb.

He knew that the speaker had not
heard his approach. His footsteps had
mada no sound in the snow. He stood
quite still,

Of what was the man speaking? Of
what had happened in the picture-
gallery? that
Bunter had said that the assassin had
addressed the man who had admiited
him at the window as "guv'ner,” A
thrill ran th h the junior. Was it
tha assazsin, in talk with the traitor in
the houschold, who was epeaking thers
unseenr in the darkness? He could
hardly doubt it, and he stood with his
heart beating like & hammer.

A fasint whisper camo—too [aint for
Wharton tohear the words, but in another
volce., It confirmed his suspicign, from
his remembrance of what Bunter had
told him of the whispering at the win-
dow the previous night. Then the husky
voice spoke apgain.

“I doun't get it] Xt beats mo, guv'nor!
How could I get into the 'ouse, if you
come to thai? I tell you, I don’t know
anything about it.  There’s ancther
party arter his nibs. That's all.”

Wharton was oertain now.  Those
words could only refer to the attempt
on the peer’s life in the picturo-gallery,

Hao strained his ears. The faintest of
faint whis came. The man who was
answering the ruffian was cautious,
wary, on his guard, although he evi-
dently had no suspicion .ﬂmt ANYOne was
within hearing in the winter dackness.
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The husky voice broke out irritably.
“It's another guv'nor |

party,

Another party's after him| I keep on
telling you I ain't had a hand in it
not sines last night! Not mel What
&pu say? How should I knowl

here's more'n one party would jump
for joy if his nibs was washed out afore
January| Whati” :

The faintest of whispers eagain.
Wharton strained his ears; he would
sltnost have given one of them to bear
that voice distinctly, Knowing that
voice, it would hava been only a matter
of time and patience to put his finger
on the traitor in Lorfi Cavandale's
household. But, strain his ears as he
might, only an indistinguishable
whisper reached bim.

ore'nm one party, you can lay to

that!"” came the husky voice. *“You
and your friends ain’t the only lot with
big monay at stake. There's others—
gfentj others—I'm telling youn, If it's
appened hike you tell me, it means
that there’s another party in the
game.”

Harry Wharton set his teeth.

In the blacknesa under the trees the
unknown assassin was standing with his
accomplice; that waa certain now. And
the junior rezolved that he would learn
whe that accomplice was, at any risk
to himself. With that seeret traitor in
his house, Lord Cavandale's life hung
on a thread,

He groped in his pochket for o match-
box and stepped softly through the
carpet of snow towards the voices,

Silently, softly, till he could hear tho
sound of hmvy breathing close to him.
A match was in his nd, and he
zeratched it suddenly on the box. A
fame flickered.

At the same moment there came a
sudden blow from the darkness, and the
Greyiriars junior staggered boack and
fell heavilé in the snow. He had a
vaguo, flashing glimpze of two dark,
mufiled figures—one taller than the
other—then the match was ont, and
Harry Wharton lay seoseless in the
STHONY.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Wharton §

ILLY BUNTER gazed into the
tall pier-glass and smiled.
He smiled the smile of com-
plete satisfaction.

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh smiled,
too. Mr. Wooster, the tailor of Ash-
wood, also smiled. The tall glass re-
flected three smiling faces—Bunter's
the emilingest.

“Rather decont—what, Inky 1" asked
Bunter. Arrayed in brand-new ew:nm%
clothes, produced under pressure tha
day in 3r. Wooster's cstablishment,
Bunter was quite salizfied with what
he saw in the glass.

“The ddecentfulness 15 terrific, my
esteemed Bunter,” answered the nabob
—sa remark that made Mr. Wooster
blink at him.

“Of course, hardly London tailoring,”
gaid Bunter. “One mustn't ex too
much in the country. But you've done
waoll, Mr. Wooster—very well indeed!
You have given me satisfaction.™

Bunter mado that statement as if he
expected 1t to make Mr. Wooster feel
that life, at least, was really worth liv-
ing. The Ashwood tailor did his best
to play up. He rubbed his hands to-
gether as if he were washing them in
invizible soap in imperceptible water.

“I shall want to see you again to-
morrow,” sald Bunter, * While I’ve got
the time I may as well get & few thinga,
After all, it's ono’s duty to give cne's

custom locally. A topeoat or two, some
lounge suvits, and a few other things.
Come in the morning, Wooster.”

Evidently Bunter was g‘nm%’bﬂ make
hay while the sun shonao, ¢ would
not always be a puost of Lord Cavan-
dala's,

“That will do for tu-lin.j'j, Wooster,™
said Bunter. * You can go."

Mr. Wooster went—doubtless greatly
impressed with the importance of

Bunter. At all events, he ap cd 50,
Bunter grinned at the nabe
“All right—what?"* he said. "I had

to borrow Whur{un’s clobber yesterday,
owing to my luggage going astray.
I've made this chap work—I %eliﬂ.ve i?;l
making ’em work. Of ecourse, I'm treat-
ing him generously. He can charge

3

“My esteemed Bunter, you look like
anything but s leth I" agsured the nabob
with perfeet sincerity., "'There is nob
}:hﬁ remotest resemblance to a ludicrous
ath.

“Nathing skinny sbout mel” said
Bunter, with another admiring glance
into the pier-glass.

“ Nothing at all, my absurd Bunter !

The skinmifulpess iz very {ar
terrifie.'’

“Well, n fellow likes to be good-
looking,” said Bunter. “Of course,
looks ain't overything—and that ought
to bo a comfort to fellows like you and
Wharton. Hut they count for o good
deal, Inky; I should hate to be éne of
thosze ordinary, common-looking fellows |

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPORDENTS.
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This week, Troiter, the
paga, siteps [nto our

portrait gallery. I think

you'll agree that our

Rhymester has hit him
off to a “T.”

quite proudly
At Doetor Locke’s desk, as I
write;
I'd betler not chuckle too loudly
In case the old cove comes in sight!t
I'm supposed to be cleaning his study

DE&R MOTHER—~I'm perching

Instead of composing a rhyme;
Lhe carpels are fearfully muddy,
The windows encrusted with grime.

But I was engaged as a bullons;
A charwoman’s job iz imposs.
For work, many fellows are glutions,
But “Charing ¥ haoe made me guile
“Crass
It makes me feel very inferior
To Inbour with fennel and mop;
What job could be dulier or drearier?
I'd rather zerve sweelz in @ shop/

The life of @ page-boy {3 egnerous;
No wonder Pm making a fuss!

The wages with which people honour us
Are really too mean to discuss.

Of all the appalling absurdities
Ten shillings a week i3 the worst;

A begparly wage, on my word it izf

With fery I feel I could burst!

.

Old Fosling, who
timea
Supporting the door of his lodge,
I envy; hiz life iz alf play-time,
His duties he'll eunningly dodge,
At times lie ir rather a rotter,
For when there's a job to be done,

spends ail the day-

He jusl murmurs, “"Leave it fo
Trotier

And plactdly basks in #he sunt

One¢ day, in a moment of bracery,
I badigercd the Head for a rise;
I said I was sick of this slavery,
And scoffed at my salary's size.
His angwer was sudden and mmappy
It gave me no end of @ start:
“IWell, Trotler, if you are not Lappy,
Just pack up your box and depart/™

But, seeing that Fm indispensable,
And @reyfriars would miss me g lot,
I thought { hnd better be senmble,

And sa I remamed on the spot.
But bkark! I heer foolsteps majeéshiof
I mustn't be caught by the Head;

No back fo my dulies domesiio
'l turn,—Y our affeciionate FRED.

prmtica]l{ what he likes; I leave that
to him. I'm not the fellow to haggle;
I'm quite indifferent to the bills.”

“No doubt, in the esteemed circum-
stances,” agreed the nabob. Perhaps
Inky wondered whether Lord Cavan-
dale would be equally indifferent when
the bills came in.,  Bunter was mot
hothering about that. He blinked 1
tho glass again with increasing satis-
faction.

“Evening-dress shows off a good
figure, doesn’t it, Inky " bo remarked
complacently.

“ A—a whati™ eiaeuinted the nabob.

“A good figural’

“Ohl Ah! Yes! Certainfully I
“Wharton locks like a lath in
evening-drees,”” said Bumter. **‘Now, I

den't look like & lath, do I, Inky 1*

I'm accustomed to sceing mela glance
round when I enter a room.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh turned &
chuckle into a ; :

“1 have myself observed the glance-
roundfulness.’” he admitied.

Bunter nodded with satisfaction.

“Whnt 1 like about you, Inl-:_v; iz that
ou ain't jealous of a fellow’s good
ooks like some of the fellowe—Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry and Nugent and
soms more. Of course, it wouldn't be
much use wvou setting up 03 good-
lltum‘king—with your black mug! He, he,
E,” . ",

“My csteemed, idiotio Bunter——"

“That's all right, Inky; ron can'
help being plain eny more than I can
help being handsome. It just happens,”

Tnoe Magxer LiseiryY.—No. 1,182
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aaid Bunter. “S3ome fellows happen to
be lusky in that line and some don’t.
I must eay I'm glad to be one of the
Iucky ones; but, after all, there's very
little in it. Don't you worry about it,
Inky.™

“The worryfulness is not preposter-
ous,’”” grinned the nabob. * But perbhaps
vou had better not look in the glass so
wuch, my esteered Bunker.”

“Eh—why not} Think I'm likely to
grow conceited i

“0Oh erumbs! Nunnol I was think-
i:ilg of the possible erackfulness of the
gluss,™

* ¥ou silly chump 1" roared Bunter.

. Ho rolled to the door.

“The dinner-bell's gonel!  Where's
that ass Wharton? He hasn't char:{;ed
vet, If ho thinks hels going to dime
here in a lonnge jacket he's mistaken.
I expeet him to keep u}:-_ap arances
while he's here as my friend. &
on; we can't keep my friend Cavandale
wititing." i ;

Bunter rolled down to dinner, fol-
lowed by the smzlmg nabob, Harry
Wharton was not to be seen, and they
went inte the dining-room. Lord
Cavandale, Captain Lankester, and Mr,
Parker were there; Pilkingham and
Ivis myrmidons were ready lo serve
dinner. ;

“Hope we're not late,” said Bunter
airily, “I've becn rather busy. I sny,
isn't Wharton- here "

“ Apparently not,”” said Lord Cavan-
dale, taking big scat.

“i\Well, my hat!” said Bunter, as he
sat down. “He went out for a walk an
hour ago, the silly ass| He can't have

come in."’ ; =
“I hope ho linz not lost his war,
gaid Lord Coavandale.

“Well, he's ess enough,” sald Bunter,
“But don't think of waiting dinner for
him, It's 2 good rule never to keep a
meal waiting. wonder where the
duffer has got to? Ie was only going
fo tnke & trot along the avenue.”

“Did vou sece anything him,
Lankester#™ asked Lord Cavandale.

“1%" said the captain, starting a
littie. c :

“Yes. You were out, I think—-""

“Ounly strolling on tlie terrace," said
the ecaptnin.
the Ashwood constable.
Wharton.”

“Ol, he'll turn up, like a bad
enne!™ enid Bunter, guzzling soup.
The soup was good, and Bunter dis-
mizzed Wharten and all other such
trifles from his mind while he gave hia
attention to it. i

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked &
littlo worried. Tt waa mot like Wharton
to bo late for so serious a function as
dinnor at Cavandale Abbey: and he
hrd said that he would be back in good
time. It seemed scarcely likely that
ha eonld have lost his way, with the
lighted windows of fhe great house
ehiring throuph the December night to
guide him back if ho had left the
avenue. Yot that ho could have come
to eny harm scemed less likely etill,
Bu: the nobob was worried.

Dinner passed almost in  silence.
Captain Lankester, who generally had
plenty to s:hfr, seemed plunped in
thoceht, and Lerd Cavandale waes also
in a thoughtiul mood. A long search
had revealed no trace of the man who
had fired the shot in the picture-gallery,
or of the secret recess where he must
Lave been hidden. Strong as his lord
ship's nerve was, the strein of the
strange sitnation was telling on him a
Tittle. Mr. Tarker was always a man of
fewr words; while the nabob was think-
ing about his absent chum, and Billy
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1 did not see

“f gaw no cne there but h

Bunter, of course, was wholly concen-. t

trated on food.

Dinner over, Mr. Parker retired in hia

ulet, unobtrusive way, unnoficed.

illy Bunter was tempted to help him-
telf to a cigar, and join Lord Cavan-
dale and tho captain in & smoke; but
his earlier experienca that day had
warned him off, and perhaps, too, even
;E'runter's cheek was not quite equal
o it

“Coma and have.a hundred up,
Inky,” he said. "I'll give you ﬁf.t;'
1a_a hundred, to ?wa ou a chance.”

The two juniors left the dining-room,
leaving the peer and the capiain to
their cigars. But Hurrce Bingh did
not follow Bunter to the billiard-room.
. “The estecmed Wharton has not come
in,” he remarked.

“Oh, blow Wharton!” said DBunter
carelessly. “I suppose he's still on the
go. Those fellows are nlways walking
or runhing or jumping or something—
noever keeping still, like sensible chaps.
Shall we have a fiver on the game®*

“I am terrifieally uwncasy about the
worthy and sbsurd Wharton,™

“1 tell you, blow Wharton!"" said
Bunter ¢rossly. “Think of me! I
suppoze I matter more than Wharton,”

“Tho answer is in the estecmed
negative, my oxcellent fathceded Bun-
ter,”

“Look here, Inkyee—"

Hecdless of the fellow who roally
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mattered more than anybody else in
the wide universe, Hurree Jamset Ramn
Singh lingered in the hall. He was
uneasy and growing a little alarmed.
Hn went to the door at last and opened
it and looked out into the snowy night.

“You silly ass![” grunted Bunter.

“What is the matterfulness?"

“"You should have called 2 footman
to open the door, fathead ! You'd better
keep 8o eye on mo and do as I do
ere ' .
The nabob grionned for a moment;
but his face became grave again as
he looked oub om the snow-carpeted
terrace.

“My hat!” he ejaculated suddenly.

“YWhat the thump—*"

“Wharton '™ )

“Eh—what—whers are you going,
vou ass?”

The nabob did not reg!jr. _He rushed
cut of the doorway and Billy Bunter
blinked after him ireitably. ﬁ'mm the
darkness of the avenue came the portly
figure of Inspector Chapman—and lean-
ing on his mem, his face white, with
a streak of crimson across tho colour-
loss forehead, was Harmry Wharton, The
nabob reached him in a momont.

“My esteemed chum——" he gasped.

-:"Aﬁ ht, I]]k:f"'nﬁti n}uch h_ul‘t-,"
muttered Wharton, He smiled fzintly,
“T've had a orack on the head—owl
No damage done. Lucky the inzpector
found me, though.”

And between the noboh and the
Acshwood inspector, Harry Wharlon
was helped info the house.

e e——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Has His Sosplcions !

ORD CAVANDALE tuggeﬂ ab
his thick moustache. In the
soarred faca of the soldier-pecr
there was deep emotion, K&C‘I’w

cool calmness with which he faced the
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ors that menaced himeelf ssomed
czort him now that he realized
the denger had fallen upon

to
that

another—and that other, a schoolboy,

who was 8 puest under his roof,

Harry Wharton lay back in a chair,
his face showing white in the elocttio
light, & bruise visible under his hair,
and a cut from which blood had oozed.
He bhad pulled himself together now
but it was plain that he had been
hard hit. Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh
stood beside his chum with a distressed,
dusky face. Billy Buntgr blinked at
him through his big spectacles. Captain
Lankester, with a cigar still -betwecn
his lips, regarded him curiously.

In the background hovered Filking-
ham—no doubt sympathetic, but
shocked and disturbed and rather
scandalised. Harry Wharton, in a low,
clear voice, had told what had ha
pened on the dark avenus, and all
had listened intently—especially Mr.
Chapraan. The Ashwoeod inspector made
nates of what the junior stated, znd
though, no doubt, he was sorry for
what had bappened to Wharton, it
was easy to read that he was relieved
to get, at last, something like inform-
ation on the subjoct of the peer's
mysterious encmy.

“You actually saw both men, I tale
it ¥" amid Inspector Chapman,

“Just a glimpse, for & eccond,” said
Harry. “Only two derk figures,
mutled up. I can't say anything ex.
cept that one was mlzi&r ghort, end
tho other rather tall.”

“That is Buoter's desoription of the
twoe men last night,'" said the pecr.
;E‘iﬂidﬂnﬂj the same pair of scoun-
I'ES."

* Evidently !” said Captain Lankcs-
ter, taking the cigar from his mouth.
“You ran a terrible risk, Wharton.
If the ruffian had been mwere that
ou had been lsatenmg to bim, he mle,‘hﬂ
ave used a more deadly wespon.”

“INo doubt he mersly supposed that
somcone was blundering into in
the dark—poszsibly that it was one of
my men,’”’ said the inspecter. *You
would know the man's woice if you
heard 1t =gain, Master Wharton?"”

“1 am sure of that”

“But the other map~-the one he
called the 'guv'nor® —7" S

“No,” said Harry, “his whispering
waa too faint for me to hear.”

“You don't think you would Imow
his voice if you beard him speak?”
asked Captain Lankester, eyeing the
junior., “You realise how important
that is—for to all mppearapce, he is
;gl duimate of Lord Cavandale’s house-

“No,” said Harry, “All I can say
of him is that he was taller than thas
other man. No more than that.™

“ Abput Captain Lankester's height,
what?* asked Bunter, blinking at him.
“That's what I noticed last night.”

*Don't be an ass! esid Harry.

“Oh, really, Wharton! I don't mecan
that he was Captain Lankester, of
conrse, ™

“For goodness’ sske, shut up, Bun-
tor!” gasped Wharton.

He hardly dared look at the captain
gz the fatuous Owl of the Remove
made his fatuous observations. But Le
was conscious of the savage %litter in
ths Army man's eyes turned on
Bunier.

“I mean that was sbout hts height,”
asaid Bunter. “That's something fo
go on, isn't it, Mr. Chapman? If you
want & tip from me—

“Pleass be silent,”

said Inspector
Chapman,

his glare showing how much



EVERY SATURDAY

-
L ad]

ML 4 # '
ey L] 1
ufmlﬂﬁlﬁu i

!. S TR

L B

<

£ ;,f'

Coming irom (he avenue fowards the
manslon was Inspector Chapman—and ™
leaning on his arm, his face white, was

Harry Wharton 1
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—or how little—he wanted & tip from
William George Bunter. :

“Oh, eeally, you know! The fact 1s,
1 fancy you de want a little help,”
explained Bunter. *“You don't seem
to be making much of the ecase, so
far, if you don't mind my mentioning
it, My idea is this—"

Mt. Chapmon scemed in danger of
choking. .

“ Please say no more, Bunter,” said
Lord Cavandale, hastily,

“Now, my idea is this—"

“My denr boy—" said Lord
Cavandale.

“Wy idea,” gaid Bunter cheerfully,
is this! The men is asbout Captain
Lankester's height—in fact, exactly his
height——-" )

“1f you mention iny name again, boy,
I will box your ears!” exclaimed tho
captain, io & tone of intense exaspers-
tion. . .

Bunter blinked at him.

“ Here, you keep off I" he exclaimed.
“I"m not seying it was you, am I? My
idea is this—go over the whole house-
hold, picking out everybody the same
hmgi)t as Captain Lankester, and make
‘em jolly well prove where they were at
the time Wharton was banged on the
head. Then you'll jolly well got hold
of the right man "

“ Do you think I had not thuulght of
that, you young donkey?” exclaimed
Mri“ Chapman angrily. “DBe silent,
sir
“0Oh!
right 1"
aback.

If you'd thought of it, wll
said Bunter, rather taken
“You didn't look as if vou'd

you the truth, you don't look as if you
could, if you don't mind my saying so.
If you like, I'll help you queati{&n tﬁam.
Thoy might spocf you—="

“Wha-s-at "

“But they wouldn't be likely to spoof
me,” sald Bunter complacently, “I'm
rather wide, you know |”

*The widefulness 1z terrific!™ mur-
mured Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.

thm%ﬁih of anything, vou konow ! Tatell 1

Lord Cavandale smiled involuntarily.

“You can hegin with Piit-:'mg}llm_m.”
went on. Bunter. “ He's the same height
as Captain Lankester | Then there's
Parker——"

“My lord 1" gurgled Pilkinzham.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Was it you, Pilkingham ! he ashed.

o M:.r—mj_:' lord !" gasped Pilkingham.
“ ] —F—if—if—J—]—-"

“"Pray take no notico of this absurd
boy, Pilkinghsm,” said Lord Cavandale,
his face twitching. “Bunter, 1 must
really beg you to gilent! You had
hetter go and lie down for a lhittle,
Whatton, and no doubt your friends
will remain with you. That bruise must

gcen to at onca!™

“That's all right, =ir,” said Harry.
“Inky will look after me.” He rose
from the chair. “Come on, Bunter!™

“I'm going to help Inspector Chap-
man, cld fallow. You spa—"

“Come on, you fat idiot!*

“Dh, really, Whariop——'?

* Pray with your friend, Bunter,”
said Lord Cavandale,

And Bunter, having blinked at In-
spectar Chapman, and discerned a quita

arming expression on that official’s
face, went with his friends. He caught
i glar& from Pilkingham as ha went,
and blinked at the butler with a sups-
picious blink,

“1 say, you fellows," said Bunter, as
Wharton Iay on his bed, with Hurree
Singh tenderly bathing his bruised

?ﬁal L “I say, that man Chopman’s a
ool |

"ﬂss !.J

“¥ou saw how he refused my help—
coked quite savage,” said Bunter.
“The man's under his eye all the time,
Did wyou ses how Pilkingham glnreﬂ
when I asked him if it was him §

"‘Wbat ™ gazped Wharton.

JIE over a man locked guilty, he
did!” said Bunter.

;Oh crikey ! The butler?”

E{{; esteemed idiotic Bunter—'"

“Well, I've got a strong suspicion of

Pilkingham,” said Bunter, “I fanoy he

klm:ﬂ;‘& it, too—the way ho plared at
e, _

“You benighted idiot I"

g bruise hurt you much,
Wharton "

“Yeo, a bit™

“You'll hardly be able to sleop
much 7"

“I'm afraid nobt™

“"That's all right, thep—<"

“Bh1"

“You see, I want one of you [ellows
to stay awake fo-night and ketep watch!
Can't take risks! With that pein in
vour napper, you'll be able to stay
awake right. Seci™

“0h 1" gasped Wharton.

“My esteamed fatheaded Bunter—""

“¥ou can take wyour turn to-morrow
night, Inky! Take it in turms. you
know ! on't want you to over-do it}
I never was selfish.”

i orm !u :

“Well, T'll trickle along and seq if
my friend Cavandale would like =a
hundre:? up. He's inghtfully keen on
my soclety—never sooms to want me
out of his sight. Bes you fellows later.,™

“Good! The later the better!”

“Yah!"”

And BEilly Bunter rolled away in
eearch  of _ hia  friend Cavandale.
Whether  his  lordship enjoyed his
somiety cannot be said; but there was no
doubt that the chums of the Remove
enjoyed his dbsence.

. THE PND.

[(Don’d migs the next yarn in thia
mand Christmas series, entitled ; “PHE
PHANTOM OF THE ABRBEY!™ It
a rcal corkerlt) '
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CONTINUATION OF JOHN BREARLEY'S POPULAR SOCCER STORY !

UP, THE ROVERS!

THE FIRST !'II!‘:H&FTEHB BRIEFLY thoughts. What on earth had bitten drawl HHowever, ae was pitching, into

LD, Thergood all at once—popular, good- somebody preity hard now in toneos that
Jitmes aﬁw of the Raillon Rovers natured Charles Thurgood? The man any passor-by could have heard. And

savings by means of & must be a putrid funk at heart to get evon as Jimmy knocked there came tho
eque, 4 ml.ﬁ.m Mm%ﬁfmﬂ}oﬁfﬁ ii::M:l:»E such & state over en ordinary gla[sé ﬂtt:l nhfutiﬂﬂslj-clmud door from
T oumer's son, is burglary. i inside the houss .
mﬂ?m‘ﬁ:ﬂﬁ‘mm md%furlu Thurgood;, _ Or was it an ordinary one? Orecould The housckeoper—a  tall,  silont
mm%armu.r %Mmm mﬁam mﬁ:ﬁ 1 him he?n ;:;.ﬂ [mti::-ﬂrxgr ll;inl:t = mn ?ﬂﬂgtunh—-admuﬁe%_mm and ma{:ad hiﬂn:
et rmined, » 10 mystery of his father's death, the into the small living-room, where
ﬂf wﬁmﬂ?ﬁﬁﬁMﬁt% forged cheque, the missing three found '['ony, imwmaculate as ever,
Osborns, [ais of the Canadion Secrsl Servies, thousand é}nunda? Jimmy halted in his sprawled on & sofa, negligently balano-
shouid Dlay Jor the Rovers, Tim undoubtedly stride az the thought struck him. Know- ing a slipper on one clegant tve. There
protes & great assst to the legm. Rending in ing nothing of Tim Osborne’s activitios was a little smile on his cousin’s hand-
paper some tims lnler that an gemed burglar Lo was in a mental fog.  He was positive some face, although his swarthy cheeks
ﬂﬁn@mﬁtﬂfxﬂﬂ Yk fus %% J:mﬂg Wlﬁﬁi that the £3,000 in banknotes had never looked darker even than usual, and his
T 4 Rite that. he i herd naver seen thy ©ven entered the Firs, and as for the eyes held the shadow of a scowl,
rotlen vlace. lIost cheque and passhook he believed, “Hallo, Jamest How's tho head?™
{Hﬂwrﬂi M.} like most GQEIE Lo, th!}t hlﬂ;- fﬂttl’&fﬂ hc nu{]dﬂd ﬂﬂﬂ“,}h “Ee_&: tha TUmpus
—— Vet v Mol Chries Mo e P IOT s |
. B W X arles ur immy mana aint smi
A Queer Business ! off hia chump at that casua mmsrkt "[‘Eg did h%ﬁr :Dmﬂthin?p?

IMMY BRENNAN, tha yﬂgxgg Hisz eyes had glared like hot ¢oals, and  Tony jerked s disrespectful head
owner of the Rovers, waa too g Jimmy could bave sworn the mag had tﬂwuriﬁ the door,
& sportsman to remind the shaking, been soared stiff. ; “Tho pater’'s somewhat ratty this
wild-eyed Thurgood that it was he _ “A darn queer business,” he mused at morning.” he drawled. “Been tickin'
who had first suggested buying the Firs, last; and, registering a thought to tell me off-—had lad, an' =0 forth 1
and had no$ rested until transaction Tim Osborne all about it as soon as he  #Qgp 1~
was completed. Ins.traad.harﬂfh_ad with saw_ that doceptive young mean, he Jim hesitated, During the last
stiff politeness that cut like a knife: strolled dlong for & Sunday morning few weeks, with his cousin constantly in
“I'm sorry the house doesn’t satisfy visit to his uncle and Tony. Railton now, the two bad hecoine
vou, Mr., Thu One day I'll hope  Opening the gate of their littls house, thoroughly acquainted, and although
to buy it back, even if it i3 rotten! which stood i a quiet baok street Tony was quite s good sort, there waae
In the mesntime, I've no ides what beyond the footer gronnd, he was sur- no doubt his esrlier life in Bouth Africa
there is hers to attract a burglar other prised to hear en angry voice through had mnade him ss wild as a hawk
than the silver or whatever else he could the !’;{m front window, and more sur- Since leaving Cambridge, as far back
find. And I hope you'll recover your prised still when he recggnised it as his a3 the day of James Brennan’s death,
temper pretty spon. Good-morning!”  uncle’s, for - Phili rennan geldom he had done little swotting for the
And he went out, a prey to whirling spoko other than in a quiet pleasant law, as he was supposed to bo doing,

-_Fﬂnteﬂ xnd fuhu:hﬂ arery Batnrday by the FPropreistors, The Amalr td.. The Plcelw Elonw, Farri n Streat, Londan, EO 4.
Adwertinboos

Pieas
M Pleatwa oise, Parriogpdon Birset, London, B.0O.4. Baglaferad for traoemizsion by Oaosdias sins Foat. Bubtseription
A N tioad f1s et annem: By Of Jor My Moatbe. Hole dgeais for Auminlls nod Hew Sealaud: Messrs, Goros & WOLE, Lid,, aod
for Bouth Africa: Central News Agenoy, Etd-=Saturday, December 20th, 1930
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and, 'clthough Jimmy neturally had
allowed him to make use of tha Rovers’
traiming quarfers, his appearances there
hgd been rave. He preferred to make
hig own friends in the town. And some
of those friends—t— Jimmy ahrugifeqi
They were o racy lot; but, alter all, it
was no business of his. At the same time,
he didn’t like to think of Tony playing
the %oa.t. and upsetting kindly, patient
old Philip Brennan.

Reading his thoughts, Tony laughed.

with airy frankness.

“Ion’t you worry, old bean—all will
shortly blow over!™ he smiled. “I've
been having real bad luck with the
gees lately, an’ papa’s been readin’ tho
Riot Act. That's alll”

“You and your horses!” grinned
Jimmy uncomfortably. * Why don’t you
chuck 'em? Ii's o mug's pame !

“Just what the pater says!™ Tony

vawned. “Don't vou start preachin’,
old lad.”

H:B L1 ]

“A-aach ™

Tony lm}i]t suddenly from the sofa,
lips drawn back and hands clenched so

fiercely that Jimmy regeiled. For
moment he thought his cousin would
hit him—he felt s vague shock at the
slmost ugly ﬁ_ltiar in T'ony’a eyes as th
bored into his own. Before he ecoul
speak, the other exploded: &=
“Ratsl  'm fedup with this life—
sick of Railton, England, everything. If
I had my way—" His voice trailed
off into thick, furiowus murmurs as he
strode up and down the little room while
Jimmy watched uneasily,  If this was
what racing did for ienpiﬂ, ‘he was glad
he was & footbeller, he thought.

At last, Tony's outburst subsided as
quickly as 1t had sprung up.
a little shiver, as though an icy douche
had hit him, and when he furned again
the harsh set of hig lips was the only
sign of the tempest that had swept him.

He gave .

“Sorry !” he jerked.
Jimmy grinned in relief.

* 8'all right!” he mumbled. “You're
off your feed a bit, I can gee.  Come
for a decent walk and blow it off I

“MNal” Tony bit off the word =ulkily.
“Don't feel like it. Maybe this after-
noon—oh, elush! Push off, Jimmy, like
a good chap and leave me alone [”

There zeemed nothing elee to do.
Jimmy wandered into the sireet again
fealing like someons who has peeped
behind o fair veil and seen an ugly
sight. He was uneasy, too; the expres-
sion in Tony's reckless eyes fillad him
with misgivings.

What was the matter with evervone
to-day? He felt o sudden desire to go
and rout cut some of the Rovers oand
cnjoy himeelf in the clean sane atmo-
? ere of foothall where people didn't

ive off the deep-end at a moment’s
notice over nothing at all.  Yet his
troubles were npot ended yet, for in
turm;f into the High Street, he nearly
barg

into someons coming round the
corner, Bide-stepping quickly, ho looked
up to aspologise and found himself star-

mﬁ' into the dry, lean features of Henry
Sylvester, his late father's solicitor.

_ With a muttered word, he was strid-
ing past, when the lawyer laid a hand
on his arm.

“ Just o moment, James!”

Jimmy halted grimly.

“Well—Mr. Sylvester!”

The lawyer's mouth tightened a little
as usual at the hostility in the young-
gter's tone, but he went on calmly:

“I am glad I have met you. Could
you give me a call to-morrow at ten,
pleasa '

£d wh'y ?!‘J

“I—ahl—have something important

to tell you about the—
Jimmy's voice was sofk.
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“About the groundt™

“Proecisely I’ nodded Sylvesier curtly.

It was the lost straw in & ﬂmrmtghi;
unhappy morning. A feeling of sharp
exasperation made Jimmy square his
sturdy shoulders ominously and sicp
nearer.

“Well, you can keep it!” he gritted
between c%venched tecth right in  the
solicitor's faee. "I want to hear noth-
g more about' the ground—or you
either., Ever. Now bite on that!”

Recovering himself, ho took two stens
away and looked back over his shoulder.

“As far as you and I go, My,
Sylvester, I told you we're finished. And
yon know why!

He left the lewryer standing there,
looking after him with inserutable eyes
yetb ﬁawmg his underhip loweringly.
And

ter on, he poured out & full and
faithful . detail of the morning's
encounters to Tim Osborne.
“1 can't understand why Sylvester
wants me to sell that ground !’ he burst
out, when he had finished. " Blowed if

Iecan. Can youi”

He cocked an inquiring cye ob thoe
youthful Scotlond Yard man.

“P'r'aps he doesn’t—now |” replied
Tim absently. Which remark only
added to Jimmy's bewilderment.

Y Whl-t_"‘_"

But Timothy smiled. And all he mnr-
mured in answer was:

“Think you'll ba fit for Wedncsdny
against Heddenford, Jimmy 7"

s oy

Going Up and Up!

HE midweck match against
Heddenford United was a gtiff
orie, inasmnch as the United had

yei to be defented on their own

ground, With Jimmy in the lineu
ance moro, the Rovers were at fuli
strength; but it was the general opinion

686

WORKING MODELS

WITH A No. 3

MEGGCANO OUTFIT

Think of it—a dMferent working mn-gt:]
at
Meccano
Qutht Na. 3. One day vou huiidhn
the
next you build a steam wagon that will
oint to
another and E"i'ﬂ.'. you hours of funy the
gou build a pit-head gear,
complete with a cage that will descend
And even this
large number of models—686—does not
take into considerastion all the many
sp!endid things you can invent and con-

every -day for nearly two yearsl

15 what it means to possess &
crane that wall lift heavy loads;
carry miniature goods from one
day after
as you desire.

or ascend

struct yourse]t !

eccano is real engineering in minia-
ture—all the parts are mimatures of the

corresponding parts  in ]

practice,
hundreds of different workin

~—when you have Meccano |

MECCANO LTD; DEPT: 35

YOU GAN BUILD

l::}'fm:cﬁn
They are all standardised an
interchangeable and can be used to make
i mﬂdﬁg.
There is endless fun, endless variety

MECCAN

io
450/

2
= - e 8 P

OLD S5WAN LIVERFPQOL

&

FREE TO BOYS
This Fine Meccano
.Book

Writae ¢ for this thrifl-
ing Book Inlt I:n:m‘"ﬁt you
4 COPY, D ., 10 return
for the names and addreszes
o three of your shums,

The book Iz brimiul of
lasizalions showing lhe
splandid ean modals
that can g will
Meceant. All the Meccano
Omifita nmre fully  described,
and many other [ntersstio
details of this wooderfn
bobby are given.




28

of supporters and papers alike that if
thoy came back from Heddenford with
oiie point out of the twe they would be
aolng well

At the start of a "nf:cﬂie * game, it
teoked as il they would be disanOInl-:fl
of even that one point; for the United
possessing a stav lefeewinger and a Wc:lah
mternational ot contre-forward, went off
at a tremendous  pace. thhlﬂ toen
minutés they were two goals up.  And
the home crowd, i the ntervals of chi-
iking Jimuny Brennan and his youthful
conrades in the frent line, were yelling
jubilantly fgr maore.

Flushed with success the IHeddenford
defence  backed  their forwards up
grimly, Jimmay, still focling his injury
a Jittle, had not settled down; Tim was
being bottled up by a fast and decidedly
vough coentre-half, and so the Railton
aftacks were ﬁhak:, Howeyver, hali-time
cume at last with the United still Jead-

mg* two—nil
; it oh, the sccond halfl . :
rry, chaps!” gromted Jiminy

"iurlng the interval.
il }?u;;"
And L" murmurcd Tim h]und‘l?
“will umkﬂ that centra-half talk Greek 1
To a derizive cheer .mingled with a
rallying ehout from  a tiny handful of
lmrai Railfonians, the.slim centra kicked
off - to. Jimmy:, United forward
char god in n'il legs and elbows, but the
vuu ful siarr ahpged past him like »
shadow, trick ]i: in. and out of tha
halves, slippeil the bal to Tim, rot it
kack and stobbed-it-out to Payton. L'en
yards in front of goal the winger's
cenfro cama right to his instep, bue,
feinting. to shoot, Jimmy jumped over
the ball and let it rin.on to Tim. A shot
like a streak of lightning thumdersd
low and hard into the corner of the net.

“1 muost wake up

THE MAGNET

1 Eﬂﬂ.l iu
From then on, there was only one side

'n it Looking more schoolborish than
ever, 'Tim Osborne proeceded to make
the United centre-half talk {;mplz-—

usuglly on his knees or the flat of his
Lizek, while Tim swayed daintily away
ir. another direction—and Jimmy, fait
arel dashirg, with plorious passes from
cither foot, ran the home defonce rageod.

'Thic Railtan attnck suddenly became a
ghtt&rmg blade, slicing its way through
to gonl, the fve spoedy Foungsteos

r]::z.zlm;zr even the partisan home crowd

arl

by the brillinnce of their bafling raids
and deadly-shooting. By seven goals to
two Railton shattered the United’s

ground record, and of that total Jimmy
and Tim scored one eadh. Mill T, ];"uiy
tor; and Atkins ‘gleefully shared the
rest,

And now, confident and {riumphant,
the Rovbrs began a sensational marel
of vietory that drow ‘the oves of the
football world upon them., Their pro-
gramme for the next four weeks was a
erowdod {:nc and every game added to
their smrt ing renown. - Nicknamed the
“Galloping ¥ive™ by tho Pross, the
forwards swept over overy dofenca the
met, averaging four oals & match
anid every onc o gem.  Affer throd con-
socutive 4--0 victories, o clever set of
Lverton defonders peggod them down to
& 2—1 success, but they made up for
this by tmuncmg & _strong - Burnmouth
side by five clear goals in the next match
away from home. The end of November
found: them lying second in the League.

Every lad ‘was fighting 6t, and in.
spired. Miller, sound, dotr, and thrust-
ful, rarely wasted a shot at g{ml Atkins
improved with every game, and Pay-
ton, the thunderbolt wmgm' mmﬁd u_p
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into stardem himself. Butf, as overy-
ocne knew, tho heart and brams of the
al::lntllln.tmg ling was the helty, clusive,
ved-licaded stecak st ioside-right, and
the lean, skinuy centre<forward, whe
looked like s« beanstalk and p!a:.cd hike
an angel.

During  that periad there was no
Lapmier {ellow in Britain than Jimmy
Brennan. Scared perhaps by the failure
of their murdercus plan on the Bluck-
holt, Lis enemies were biding their time
in the background, -Meanwhile, thero
was football—fest, glorious football—
with the Rovers going up and up. Truly
his' cheery grin grew broader overy
day, and a deadly unstoppable brillianco
crept into his play that slammed him
into the front rank of English forwards
—and kept him there |

The day come—e pgreat onc for the
Rovers—when at long last he mas ablo
to Jead his team out for the meatch
against the League leaders frem the new
stand, finished after wecks of work: In
honour of the occasion George. diarvey
had resignetd the captaincy for pnce;
and Railton Town, jammed like mar-
dines on every m:-nt ost and pereh in
the ground, rose to  Youug Jimmy ™ in
a selid roar that 1Ir.l:m=it- stunned hun.

“Up, the Hovers!” )

e 'This{ way to the I?]';Jrqt, Division !

“You're-going up, Jimmpy ™

Tho- hed!ﬁmmg'm&': Iul;in:.:vl;i‘!:aIr os the red
shirts of Harford Wandercrs ﬂppﬂn‘mﬂ
and their  supporters joined in tho
battle erics,

Fllav-ford! Give it ‘cm, Ilar-ford !

(Raelton Rovers are up e inst w-atiff
miraposiiion in the meuc leaders ! Wi
woung Jimmy eqrry dhem, through fo

victary? Don't miss this mﬁﬁmg fussle
--z'n s'ra-gﬂ %:ﬁ*ﬂ:‘.cr in.tm!mcm !
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CHRISTMAS AT BUNTER COURT [PANTO IN Al MY IDEAL |MISER HAUNTEDBYGHOSTS | TWO POINTS

m _s x _fn “* wou ought to kmow fool well at mo c — m"é
ENTERTAINING NOBILITY NEW EDITOR DORMITORY AS “Q-0-0-ow!” mﬁwﬁﬁ ol gt 0 |

FOR “HERALD”| Dick g&rﬁau . Snoozing “But Tm ot meen  and | MY MINOR MY MAJOR

L " R LT =

| miserly 1 cride Sir William. BY
JOKES ANDNUTS CRACKED | Fatmg | TOPICAL STORY |¥fiiisi ot | o2Ey  cabie
: | ts Others Hollow | GREAT TRIUMPH Skating By Dicky Nugent famatkid bod & Sl doaons, Wil | Whe fa' $he .o e
Deer Readers,—Firet and four- r * y a mocking larf. * Aren't the | meenest little \V -
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lited can
g-matches, in a n_uwwuwm. had never beem Jmown to talk | * Grab him, brothers 1| We'll take Who is it when his brother yanka
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Who ia the mﬁ. and lnzy loon -
Whoee face is as the haryvest moon
And figure like a great baboon 1

bk penase | . The lord of Oldboy Manner was
#erl  Billy Bunter: } no cowherd ; but he took the bull
Nurrishing - my | by the horns and fled oh this
dellicate ~ oomn - | Occasion.’
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