A FEAST OF CHRISTMAS FUN AND FIGTION—INSIDE !
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Make Sure of One
of These, Lads!

HOLIDAY ANNUAL

If you like school stories you will revel in the wonderful

budget of ripping school yarns and thrilling adventure .

stories in the HOLIDAY ANNUAL. All the favourite
schoolboy characters of Greyfriars, St. Jim's and Rook-
wood Schools are here to entertain you. There

are thrilling stories as well as interesting articles, 6 f -
colour plates, and many clever drawinga. Net

The NEW
NATURE BOOK

:
:
R
[
%
Here is a fascinating book for the boy who loves the great %
outdoors. A book that tells all about the wonders of Bird E
and Animal life and is profusely illustrated with remark-
able action photographs. There are also two beautiful #
coloured plates by well-known artists. The NEW E
NATURE?BWL: is amusing, astonishing, and in-
structive. If you want a present that cannot fail 6/ N E
to please, make sure you get this wonderful book.  wet 2

CHAMPION ANNUAL

A Budget of thrills, mystery and adventure—that's the
CHAMPION ANNUAL. Here are stories of hazardous
exploits in all parts of the world, True to life stories of
school and sport, and many thrilling tales that carry you
breathlessly to the last word. There is also a

wealth of delightful fllustrations, This is an ideal ﬁ / -
gift book that every boy will want, Net

The POPULARBOOK
of BOYS' STORIES

Every boy who delights in lively stories of gripping ad- §
venture—at sea and in the Wild West—will enjoy every §
page of The POPULAR BOOK of BOYS' STORIES, #
Scouting, Flyng, Mntnr-cjrcﬁni:in fact, every phase of #
adventure is represented in the budget of splendid yams %
in this grand all-fiction Annual. And there 2 /3 §

are many fine illustrations, including a plate in :

'NOW ON SALE
At all Newsagents and Booksellers

5



AMAZING YULETIDE ADVENTURES OF HARRY WHARTON & C0,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Dangerous I

113 HUT up!™
S I'"'Ir'hnt?}j
“Bhut up!” repcated Billy

Buntor,

“ I.ook hore, Bunter i

“8hot up!” szaid Billy Buonter, for
tlie third time.

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep. Hurree - Jamset Roam  Singh
grinned o d Frin.

“My esteemed fatheaded Dunter—"*
ho murmured.

“Bhut up, Inky!"

The three Greyfriars juniors were
standing in the great avenue of Cavan-
dale Abbey, in the bright,
kcen December afternoon.

They stood beside o car.

A chouffeur was waiting
with the car, and Harry
Wharton and Hurree Singh
had been waiting about ten
minutes when Billy Bunter
rolled out and joined them,
Albert, Billy Bunter's own special foot-
man, had been helping Bunter imto a
fur-lined overcoat, It was a brand-new
ovorcoat. Most of Bunter's garments
were brand-new. Sinca he had been a

nwest of Lord Cavandale Eilly Bunter
ad given extensive tailoring orders.
Extensive tailoring bills were coming in
after Christmas. PBuanter had n very
hazy idea of the amount. But that
mattered little as Bunter was not going
to foot these hills,

Harry Wharton and his dusky chum
had been able to get inte their coats
unaided. Not zo Dunter! At Cavan-
dale Abbey Bunter had found that he
could scarcely stir without & menial's
assistonce.  Buntor had always been
Inzy. WNow he was cultivating nristo-
cratio indolence in addition.

But he rolled out at last and joined
fhe two juniors on the drive, 8 cir-
cumference of Dunter, slwayz ample,

When

) By FRANK RICHARDS.

was ampler than ever in that fur coat,
He bad always n almost s broad
a5 he was long. Now ho looked really

bronder,

Wharton and the mnabob waited
paticntly. They had now been some
days at Cavandale Abbey with Bunter,
Bunter was Lord Cavandele's guest, and
his lordship had extended & warm wel-
come to Bunter’s fricnds. o far oz his
lordship wasg concerned, the two juniors
were ¢uoite satisfied. They liked the
soldier-pecr, and he liked them. Had
they been at Cavandale Abbey ¥ on their
own ' they would bave found it very
agreeable indeed. But they wore there
a3 Bunter's friends, and that made
rather & difference.

the Phantom Abbof stalks the anelent
passages of Cavandale Abbey death comes speedily
to the reigning head of the Cavandale family,

So runs the legend!

Bunter's zocioty bhad not beon enjoy-
sble at Greyfriars School. At Cavan-
dale Abbey it was still less so. At Grey-
friars Bunter could be kicked when ho
asked for it. At the Abbey he could not
very well be kioked, even when
I::c-ﬁgcr.l tor it, in and sgain Harry
Wharton had falt that he would nob
be ablo to keegl his foot from establish-
ing contaet with Bunter's tight trousers.
But, so far, Bunter bad got through
unkicked.

“Now, look here, Bunter—"" Harry

Wharton began egain, in a tone of -

resigned paticnoe.
Bunter blinked at him through his
'I:uq apectacies.
*Yvhen I sy
mean shut uF!'
“You can't
ton.
Bunter's fat lip eurled in & gnear.
‘If your people kept ss many cars

shut up, Wharton, I
he E:Ehined.
drive!” hooted Whar

as. we keep at Bunter Court you might
koow as much sbout driving as I do,"’
ke retprted. “Bhut up!”

Billy Bunter did not want any argu-
ment, Ho had stated that ho was going
ko drive that car. It was for the other
fellows to ﬁct into the car, sit
quietly, and watch Bunter's perform-
ances at the steering-wheel with admira-
tion.

Wharton end Hurree Singh did not
seem to see 1t seemed to lack
faith in Bunter as & driver, Perhaps
:sjig.uy felt that they were too young to

ie,

“You frabjous ass !’ sa1d Wharton.

Billy Bunter wagged & fot forefinger
at the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove.

“ Now, look here, Wharten,
we may as well have this
lain. I've asked you here

or Christmas, at the
magnificerit residenecc of mr
friend, Lord Cavandale—"

“You benighted asst*

“Bhut up! I don’t expect gratitude
for introducing you into the highest
sooial circles. I know vou too wall,
But I do expect you to behave your-
self, and shut up when you're told.
You're having a d time. I'll bet
vou've never had such grub beforae. But
vou've got to remember that we're not
at Greyiriars now. I'm somebody here.
You're nobody. Got thati"

“You born idiot—"'

“Thoe bornfulness of the cstecmod
idiot is terrifi,’” remarked Hurree

E-u:.%h.
“That will do!” seid Bunter. *“I
don't want any argument, and I don't
want any jaw. (et into the carl®
arton and Hurree Bingh did not
ﬁ:t into the car. Many times, gince they
d been at the Abbey, they had driven
in one or another of Lord Cavandalae's
cars; but Bunter had not been the
Tae Migxer Lmeriny.—No, 1,158
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drivcer. Hitherto, Bunter had been cor.
tent with the services of a chauffeur.
But Lord Cavandale was away in
London now, and perhaps in his lord-
ship's absence Bunter was disposed to
“ppread '’ himself a littlea more than
usual. Had Bunter been able to drive,
of course, it would have been all right.
But driving a car was only one of the
many things that Bunter supposed he
ecould do, without the sliphtest founda-
tion for the supposition. Really, Bunter
waz hardly equal to navigating a push-
bikoe successlully. Motor-cars weroe far
beyend his powers, )

But it was one of Bunter's little weak-
nesses never to realise that he couldn’t
do a thing until he was actually doing
it—or not doing it. And Bunter was
deaf to argument. He was clothed in
sclf-satisfaction as thickly ag in his now
fur coat. i

“George!” called out Bunter,  blink-
ing round for Albert. Bunter waos tog
aristocratic to remember o scrvant's
pame.

“Bir I'* said Albert,

“What's the timei"

“Three-thirty, sir."”

“We've got no more time to waste
Hop in! Nugent's train getz in &t
four,” ssid Bunter. _

“Weo'll hop in after the chauffeur!”
said Harry. .

“The chauffeur’s mot coming.”

“Then we'll walk.”

“If that means that you think I can’t
drive, Wharton—" .

“You know you can’t drive, you frab-

jous ass! You're not allowed to drive,
gither, as you've got no driving
hicence.”

“That's all right. The chauffeur can
lend me his.'”

“Oh erumbs I

“Hop in! Don’t be funky!” urged
Bunter.” “The fact is, you'll be safer
with me. There's snow on the roads,
1 had & skid the other day, being driven
by ona of those chauffeurs. With me
ou're perfectly safa. I'm going to let
ier out, and {'-afm:e you know where
you are we'll arrive at—"

“Kingdom come !’

"At  AshwoodI” roared Dunter.
“Look here, I'm fed-up with your silly
jaw, Wharton, I keep on telling you

ghut up, ¥You may be a little tin
god in the Remove at schoel, but you're
nobody here—less than noboedy! For
the last time, shut up!"’

Harry Wharton looked at the fat and
fatuous Ow] of the Remove. ice o
day, at least, since he hed been at
Cavandala Ab ?, he had felt inclined
ta kick himself for having come. Now
he was feeling inclined to kick himself
egain—though pot so atr_unglﬁ as he
was feeling inolined to kick Bunter.

But he controlled his wrath. Kicking
Bunter in the Remove passage at Grey-
friare was a natural proceeding. But
kicking him along the evenue at Cavan-
dale Abbey was not guite the thing.

“The walkfulness is-the propor caper,
my absurd chum !" murmured Hurreo
Jameet Ram Singh.

“Yog: but that fat ass will glaughter
himgelf if he fries drivipg thet car”
said Harry., “We don’t want to have
to pick up the pieces,”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Bunter.

“ Now, leok here, you piffling duffer,
you h

“Shut op I

Billy Bunter turned contemptuously
eway ond wedged himsclf into the
driving-seat of the car.

The chauffeur locked a littlo uneasy.
But it was not his busincss to argue
with m{I II'EEE g!ﬁ T:i.‘t;.d %tmda!m{e Hp
sEtepne o taly. 18 example was
‘leﬁ: Magser Liseaey.—No. 1,193,

followed by Wharton and urree Singh
and Albert. When Bunter started that
car 1t was only prudent for the speo
tators to beld deep, as it were.

There

Bunter pressea the starter.
was o busa from the engine.

“ Now, are you fellows gottimg m?”
he demanded, blinking round over a
fat shoulder with a ecornful blink.

“No, you ass! And you'd beiter
got out !

“Yah ¥

" For ﬁu-mrlness‘ sake, Bunter——*

“Yah|

Wharton was yearning to kick

Bunter, but he was also anxious about
him. Had Lord Cavanduale been at
homo he sight have called on s lord-
ship to intervene. But in the absence
of the master of Cavandale Abbey,
there was no one to say Bunter nay.
Pilkingham, the butler, was watching
from the doorway; but Pilkingham had
received instructions from his lnrdshif
to give Dunter his head, so to speak,
Mr. Parker, his lordship's secretsry,
was locking from o window of the
library; but Bunter was not likely to
listen to Mr. Parker. Captam -
kester was strolling in the avenue at a
distance; but Bunter was still

likely to heed him. There was really
noe stopping Bugter, unless the chums
of Remove collared him, and
drnfged him bodily from the car.

“I'm getting into gear now,” said
Bunter. “1f you're coming—>

" For goodness' sake——"

Wharton had no time to finish, no
time to decida whether he wpuld
collar the Owl of the Rcmove and
ank him out of the car. The car
eaped [forward.

“Ow " gasped Bunter. .

When a motor-car was started, it was
not surprising that it should go, but
it scemed to surprise Bunter, somehow,
He gave a gasp and a jump as the car
shot down the avenus.

“Brake ¥ yelled Wharton.

“Ch crikey!”

Bunter jammed his oot at the brake.
It was like Bunter to land that jam on
the accelerator instead. With a roar
and a whiz the car shot away, Bunter
still jamming at the accelerator in the
happy belief that it was the brake.
Captain Lankester, @ hundred yards
away down the avenue, was strolling
m & leisurely manner, but his motions
ceased to be leisurely as Bunter bore
down on him. With a sudden gasp the
captain jumped for his life, Bunter
toro past,

" crumbs ! gasped Wharton.

“The crumbiuluess is terrific!” gjacu-
lated Hurree Jamset Hem Singh,

“Come on, Inky!”

And the two juniors raced breath-
lessly down the avenue, to pick up what
was Joft of Bunter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A short Drive !

UMP!

Crash |

Whirrrr! Buzzzzl

“Yarcoh! Help! Whoop!”

Billy Bunter did not know what hap-

penad. The happeningz in that wi
drive were much too swilt for Dunter’s
fat brain to follow them. Had Bil
Bunter been mounted on a hippogrilt,
ho could have controlled his steed abont
o much @s he could control the car.

The car had, as it were, taken the bit
between its teeth and bholied with
Bunter.

All that Bunter could do was to keep
on jamming at the aceelerator. And,
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really, it would have been better to
leave the accelerator alone. ‘L'he bruke
would not act. Had Bunter been
awaro that he was stamping on tho
accelerator, no doubt he would vaa
realised why the brake did not act,
But Bunter was not aware of that cir-
cumstance. Ag for the hand-brake, ho
did oot think of that. A feilow could
not think of everything, Indeed,
Bunter did not think at ail. He rocked
along with the bolting car and yelied

with afiright.

Behind she runawey ocar Harry
Wharton was runming his  hardest,
Closg behind Wharton came Hurree
Jamsot Ham Singh. Behind the dusky
asabob came the chaulieur, and afior
the chauffeur came Albert. All of
them, strung out one aiter another,
were going strong. But they were, of
course, not in it, compared with the
CAT,

Had the car kept on its wild way,
without colliding with anything, thero
was no telling where Bunter would
have arrived, or when he would have
arrived there. Probably he would have
crossed  several counties, and only
stopped when the juice ran out. Hub
hiz adventurous journey was destined
to bo shorter than that—much shorter.
digragging ecross the broad avenuo
from side to side, Buntér was bound to
come to grief soover or loter—probably
soonor, And he came to grief soon,

He was not clear as to the sequonce
of events. Things happened quickly.
One moment he was yeliing frantically
in the driving-seat, another moment
he was yeling frantically in o bed of
spow. How he there he never
knew. DBut he did get there—for there
he was, rolling in smow, and yelling
at the top of his voice. The car, on
two whesls, had its bonnet buried 1o a
dlal‘::tlp drift of enow beside the avenuo,
and was buzzing away like a car pos-
pessed. It was making quite a noise,
but not so much noise as Bunter., Wil-
liam George Bunter was an easy first.

“Whoooop! Haelp! Yarcooh! [
say, you fellowa! RBesoue! Help!
I'm killed! T'm feacfully injured!
Whoooop |*

Cavandale Park wes oo immenso
place. But Bunter awoke almost every
echo in it from end to end.

Bugzzzzz! Whirrrrrr !

Help! Oh

“Yooop! Whooop!
crikey! Ow! Whooop "

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Harry Whar-
ton, as he came panting up. He was
the first to reach the hapless motorist.

“VYaroooh! Ow! Help!”

“Here you are, old man!"” gasped
Wharton. He bent over the fat junior,
and helped him out of the snow ‘in
which he was almost buried. " Hurt?"”

“¥ou silly ass! Of course, I'm hurt!
Yarcoogh! Both my lﬁﬁa are broken !
Ow! Aund my arms! ow! And my
neck ! Grooogh 17

“Nothing wrong with your lungs,
anyhow.”

*“Ow | Beast ! Wow! Brutel
Yow 1"

“You've had a jolly lucky escape,
you fat chump! f you hadn’t been
pitched into that snowdrift—>

“Ow!l Beast! Owl”

Bunter had had a bump and a severo
gshake., Otherwise, he was not hurt.
He had shot out of the car like a pip
from an_ orange, and the deep, soft
snow had received him like a feathoer-
bed. But thera was no doubt that he
had been lucky. Obviously, thers was
such & thing as fool's huck.

“Yaou'ro all right, old
Wharton soothingiy.

“Yow-ow! Beast! I'm not!

chap,” said
O 1™
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*You've been jolly lucky—-"

“Ow! Wow! Yow " :

*“The Iluckfulness is terrific,c, my
estcemed  idiotie  Dunter,” gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as he come

ap panting.
“Bwl 5#:! Deast! Ow 1™
Billy DBunter sat in the snow and

roared. A fow yards from him the car
was buzzing eway frantically, appar-
ently sccking to drive its way through

tho snowbank. The chauffeur came
panting up, and the buzzing ccased as
ho shut off the engine. rton and

Hurros Jamset Hom Singh helped the
fat junior to his fect, To his surprise,
Buntor found that he could stand on
his little fat lega. They werp nof, as
he had fancind, broken, neither were
his orns, and certainly not his neck.
In fact, he was not hurt at all, excopt
for a bump and e severe shake.

“Why dido't you brake, sir ¥’ asked
ke chauffenr, blinking at Buntor,

Bunter {lared at him,

. “You silly ass, 1 did brake! T was
seaming down the brake all the time!
ib didn't work!{ The ocar wasn't in
order! It was all your fault!”

“The brake was in order, sirl”

“It wasn't!" roared Bunter. “The
beastly thing only went faster when I
bmi:ag ge

" It—it—it went faster when you
braked | gasped the chauffeur,

“Yes!" yelled Bunter. "I had my
foot on it all the tirne, and the beastly
thing fairly jumped !

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the chaulfeur
in?ulunt-uriiy.

“Why, you checky sweep!” roared
Euntor. “ﬁﬂmrr&r you mean? What
th L

“Beg pardon, sir!™ gasped the
chauffeur.  “But yon—e ia, hal
You must have—— Ha, ha, ha! You

must have accelerated iustead of brak-
g, sir! Ha, hal”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton,

“Oh, shut up!” roarcd Dunter. |
know I was jJamming somicthing with
my foot "

*“Ha, ha, ha "

" 5hot wp ! howled Bunter.

The chauffeur turned to the car,
striving to suppress  his  emotions.
Dunter glared at m, and then glarcd
at the chums of the Remove,

“You cackling nsses!”

*“Ha, ha, hal’

“8lut up "’ roared Bunter. “Help me
back to the house. I'm hurt! I've got
g lot of pains! Help me, you boasts,
instend cipgr:mkling there, you rotters!"

Wharton and Hurree Singh took a fat
arm ocach and the hapless motorist
tottered up the avenue botween them.
Heo gasped and guwgled dismally as he
went, and blinked wrathfully at the
grinning face on either side of him.

The chums of the Remove had feared
that Bunter's motoring adventuro
might turn out tragic. As it had
turned out merely comic, they folt en-
titied to grin.

Bunter could sec nothing to grin at, _

“Here you aore, old fat men!” said
Harry, as Bunter was landed in the
house, " Now wo'd better cut off or wa
shall miss Franky and Johouy Bull ut
tho station.”

“Oh, really, Wharfon ! Billy Bunier
blinked indignantly at the captain of
the Romove, " Help me to my room,

u beast. nd stay with me! I'm
you | And st th me! I’
mﬂuﬁﬂd!;

“ But Nugoent—-""

“Blow Nugent!™

“ And Jobnny Bull—*

“Blow Jobhnoy Buall t*

“Look here, Bunler, we told them
we'd meet them at the stetion, and
they'l wait. If you're coming—*

. “How can I como when I'm feazfully
anjured 7
“YWoll, take a rest while we go—"

5

“1 expoot my pals to etick to me

“I when I'm foarfully injured, I any, you

fellows " welled Bunter.
back! Come back, you
vou fellows! Hotborat®

But answer there came nons. Harry
Wharton and Husree Singh were gone;
poerhaps having lad cnough of Bunter's
delightful company.

Bunter glared weathfully after two
active figures that venished down the
drivoe.

“ Beasts 1" he roared. :

he two juniors, going at & rapid
trot, vanished.

“ Prederick " hoofed Buater.

“8Bir ! said Allbort.

“ Help me to my room !

"Yery d, six!"” ;

And Billy Bunter was helped to his
rooru where ho scitled down in an
armchaic beforc a blazing log fre,
Albert was quictly retiring  whey
Bunter hootoed :

“(Zeorge I ;

“Qir{" said the patient Albert.

“Vou may bring me some coffec.”

“ Very good, sir I

“And a cake.”

“Yes, s ™ i i
“And s Lox of candied fruils.”

“1 sny—come
boasts! I say,

“Yes, mic[”

*And a few mince pics—say o dozen.”

“Yery good, sl

And Billy Bunter settled down in
comfort. The cloud of wrath departed
from his fat brow as he sprawled and
guzzled. After all, this was better than
motoring.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Phantom Abbot of Cavandale !

NORERRERERRR !
S The Docember darkness had
fallen. The log firo was burnin

low, casting strapge lighis an
shadows about the room. Light snow-
flakos patterod on the window-pancs,
fluttoring on the winter wind. From
without came & fmint wailing of the
wind, Within, thore waos a sound like
the crumble of thunder. Billy Bunter,
reclining at ease in his chair, with his
fat little legs stretched out, hias mouth

Tae Macter Liseary.—No. 1,193
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open, and his ecyes shut, was aleeping
the sleep of the just. He had dizposed
of the foodstufts almost to the last
ctumb, Having eaten, Bunter naturally
went to sleop. Indeed, he rather
needed a rest after his exertions.

He snoved in happy comfort. The
last dimn glimmer of the winter day-
light disappeared; the dusk thickened
and despened Into night. The ecarly
December darkness ¢lesed in black on
Cavandule Abbey. The room was deep
in shadow, save for the leaping, ruddy
gleam of the fire.

Bunter was dreaming; doubtless of
the tuck he had consumed, for a sweeot
smile Hickered over his slumbering [ace.
13uy presently that smile faded away,
and Bunter interrupted his own snore
with uneasy grunting.

Possibly he had packed away a few
minco pies too many. Or perhaps the
mince pies did not agree with the
candied fruits. Or both may have been
in disagreement with the cake. Bunter's
glumber grew troubled. :

A change came o'er the spirit of hi
dream, as a poet bhas put it. Instead
of heppy visions of foodstuffs, & night-
mare—or an afterncon-mare—worried
tho Owl of the Remove as he snored.
He was dreaming of the strange bap-
penings that bad followed his arrival at
Cavandale Abbey ; of dark, lurking Ggures
in the night. Billy Bunter had become
involved 1n the mysterious and desper-
ate attempts that had been made on the
lif+ of Lord Cavandale; end though
nolhing would have induced him to
guit that palatial establishment before
the end ufnthe Christmas holidays, he
had suffered wery considerably from
funk. That was why he bad induced
Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh to
join him, and why the other members
of the Famous Five of the Remove were
coming. With the other fellows there,
Bunter felt safe.

For some days now Lord Cavandale
had been absent from tho Abbey. He
" was coming back on Christmas Eve.
Bunter had not been zorry when his
iordship left. While the peer waos
abzent, the unknown enemy weas likely
to be nbsent, too. More than once Lord
Cavandale had been fired upon by an
unknown hand. Bullets were no o
specters of persons, and had a chance
shot found a billet in Bunter's ample
circumference, matters would bave
hecome ceally serious.

Ho Bunter bore his lordship’s absence

with eguanimity; and, ss the days
passed, the fat junior almost forgot

[
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MECCANO’S
1931 'MPROVEMENTS.

Fvery year wsees Improvementa Ip
Meccano, and 1931 brings new paris,
new models and new scopa for Keen
constrnetors and inventors.

With the No. 3 Meccang OntAt
priced at 27a. 6d., no less than HA&F
working models can oow be buailt—
agd thiz nomber refers only to -the
modelrn the makers themselves have
derlgned, and i3 excluzlve of those-
evelry inventive Meccano owner plans
end constracts for himself.
To-day, with all the pew that
each wear has added to ita range,
Meccann enginesring f2 & game that
in intorest, in fun, and in educative
Ecuwt-r, has been Improved beyond al
nowledge, Fathers who give thelr
some Mecrano this year will be Inclined
to aver that the modern bov hae s¥
the lnck !
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looming dim and ghostly a

the shadow of mystery and tragedy that
hung over Cavandale Abbey.

But now--under the influcnce of the
tmiince ples—it came back to him in his
slutnber.

Snoreerrrererer! Grunt |

Bunter's slecp was troubled.

From a vision of the lurking figure
he had seen in the darkness one night,
Bunter's slumbering fancy conjured up
E 'Iil'ﬁlﬂﬂ of the ghostly Abbot of Cavan-

ale.

Mr. Parker, his lordship’s secretary,
had told the juniors the story of the
Phantom Abbot, with many thrilling
details: and Bunter had afterwards
wished thuat he hadn’t.

last night he had dreamed of the
beastly abbot, c¢reeping about dark
passages in robe and cowl, and he bad
awakened palpitating. MNow he was
dreaniing of lnm again,

Iv was a strangely realistic dream.
Hn dreamed that tho phantom figure
lootned over himm in the firelight, and
that an icy finger touched his torehead.
He wriggled and grunted and groaned
and his vyes opencd behind iia big
spectacles.

" Uoooooooh 1™

He sat vp in the chair, blinking un-
casily. There was a feeling of chill
on his forehead as if the icy tinger that
hadl touched him in his dreem had been
real.

It had grown dark while he ele
and the fire was low, the reom t'ullp-;"f
wavering shadows,

Bunter shuddered involuntarily. He
made a movement to leave the chaiy—
to reach the switch and turn on the
electrie light,

_But he did oot leave the chair. With
nis eyes' abmost starting through his
spectacles, he gazed at a figure that
stood half-seen in the Hickering fire-
light. lor a moment the shuddering
Uwl fancied that he was still dreaming.

But he was not dreaming—he was
wide awake. Every vestige of colour
deserted the fat face, as he gazed st a
figure in dark, flowing robe and cowl,
standing silent, motionleas, within a
few feet of him. His jaw dropped
and his eyes bulged.

It was the Bgure of the Abbot of
Cavandale, as he had seen it in an old
print in the library, which Mr., Parker
had shown him.

Frozen with terror, Bunter gazed at

azped Bunter.

it.
He was alone in the room but for
thut ghostly form. The doors were
locked, he knew that; locked on the
inside. Bunter had never neglected
that precaution since he had been at
Cavandale Abbey. Whenever he was
alone his doors were locked,

_He knew that they were locked now.
Phe window was closed and [astened.
Yot within a few feet of him stood
that strange, unearthly fipure, half-
revealed by the flickering  firelighe,
Y ainst the
dark ock panelln:nﬁ}uf the walls.

Bunter sat without motion, silent,
horrilied, glued to his chair with sheer
terror.

He could not move.
speak. He could eonly gaze in frozen
horror at that terrible fpure.

The shadowy form moved at Jast. A
fuint rustle of the ghostly robe eame
to Bunter's ears. Tﬁﬂ right arm was
ratged towvards Bunter. ' From upnder
the falling sleeve a hand emerged: the
extended finger pointing at the torrified
foce of the Owl of the Remove.

The figure was approaching him with
extonded hand.

Bunter could not stir.

He longed to leap from the chair, to

He could not
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rush to the door, to Bee, to yell for help.
But terror chained him. Like cne
hypnotised, he gazed at the fearful
hgure as it advanced.

There was no sound from tha a
proaching figure., From the slits in the
cowl that covered the facoe thers was a
glint ot eyes in the Grehght, ‘The out-
stretvbed hand drew near—nearer and
nearer. Bunter moved at last, backing
away from the ghostly Gnger ns fur as
the deep chair allowed. Crumpled
against the back of the chair, he lay
gusping with terror as the ghostly finger
drew poarer and nearer.

It reaxched hun. A touch, as of ice,
sent a chill through his veins. The
silence was broken by a shriek of terror
from the Owl of the Remove, and be
collopsed in the chair in a dead faint,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The rocked Room !

i RANAKY, old man! Johnny, old

F bean | Here you are 1"

“'The here-you-arefulness is
ternfic I

draok Nugent and Johony Bull
jumped frou: the train, and Wharton
and tho nabob cut across the platiorm
to meet them, Four cheery faces smiled
welcome at one another. The four
mewvers of the famous Co, were glad
to wmeet again, though it was not long
siuce they had separated, on breaking-
up jl”{;t :.:rayfrinrﬂ.

“Jolly glad to see you men!” said
Johnny Bull. g

“1The gludiulness of our ridicyloua
selves 15 preposterous ' beamed Hurrece
Jamset Ham Singh.

“ Terrifically preposterous |* chuckled

Bunter 1"

Wharton.
asked Frank
Nugent, glancing round.

“Where's

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ ¥ou won't ste Bunter till you get to
the abbey. He started driving s car,
and had to recupeorate—""

“Hs, ha, ha ™

“We've got & car outside,” zaia
Harry. “1 von't know how many cars
there are at Cavandale Abbey—~I haven't
counted ‘em—nor how many footmen,
1 don't know whether Lord Cavandale
knows. Territic show. And Bunter, of
course, iz 1n his element. It reminds

hima ot Bunter Court™

Nugent chuckled.

“But how on earth did Bunter land
himselr there?"” ho asked. * And—"

“1'Il tell you in the car. It's 8
thrilling tale, This way 1"

The early dusk was falling as the
baggage was packed on the car and the
four Greyiriars [ellows packed them-
selves inside. The headlights gleamed
out 1n the dusk as the chauffeur started,
and the car rolled out of Ashwood on
the road to Cavandale Abbey. ‘There
was o thoughtful expression on Johnny
Bull's face.

*This s rather n gueer business, you
men,” he remarked. *Of course, we're
glad to be together for Christmas. DBut I
don't quite cutch on. We've taken your
word for it that i1t’s all right, Wharton,
but we don’t know Lord Cavandale or
anything about him, except that I've
sean in the papers that he's the owner
of some hlewcd racehorae or other™

“Maharajah,” said Wharron, with a
smile. " The horse Lhat is -xpectad to
win the Lantham Thousand Guinezs
some time in January,”

-I-::-hnnn{l Bull gave a faint grunt. He
had no high opinion of racing men or
racing.
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“Lord Cavandale is one of the best,™
Wharton hasténcd to explain. * He was
through the War from beginning to
end. And his faco is terribly scarred,
though he's a nice-looking man, all the
game, You remember secing him at
Lm;ﬂmm Btation the doy echool broke
up

“I remember,"” said Nugont, and
Johnny Bull nodded, “ Bunicr told us
be wos on old friend of his”

“That was gammon, s usual, Bunter
didn't know bim then. Dut that day
Bunter saved his life. From what I can
make out, Bunter waz bilking the rail-
way company by hiding under a seat
when Lord vandale was attacked in
the railway carriage, and Bunter——"

“Btayed under the eeat?” asked
Johnny Bull, .

“"Well, no. He seems to hove chipped
in and saved Lord Cavandale's life
And he hasn't given us details; but
¥ fancy he planted himself on Lord
Cavandale ns a reward for his services.
He makes out that Cavandale bogged
kim to come, and—and so on. But——"

“0h, we know Bunter!" gaid Johnny
Bull, “I know exactly how muach Lord
Cavandale begged him to comel 1
suppose he couldn’t kick him, if Bunter
mﬂy saved his life. But if that's how
Bunter planted himself in the place,
what the thump are you doing there,
aod what the thump are we doing? I
don't mnke it out.. We're not tufi-
bunters, like Bunter, I snpposet”

“I'athead! The man who i3 after
Loerd Cavandale has tried again and
again to get him since what happencd
in the train. Bunter has got mixed up
in it, nod I''m bound to sny that by
gucer chances ho really has saved Lord
Cavandale from getting damaged. And
lie got the ides that the villain—pgood-
nos3 knows who he iz and why iz
after Cavandale—~would get after him
for chipping in. Ho ho fairly dragged
Inky and me to the abbey fo see him
safe. Of course, wo couldn’t have gone
only Lord Covandale was very decent
about it, and he welcomed vs, as he will
welcome you fellows. I think he really
likes to have us there; and, anyhow, wa

don’t feel that we can -turn DBunter
down.,”
“Is the fat idiot really in any

danger?

“Waell, he may be, and he thinks he
is, I think it's possible enough. We're
& sork of bﬁd{guurd."

‘;.’!I'i he's funky, he ought to clear
out.

*The grub's too good for that."”

*“Ha, ha. ha "

“Woall, if tho boss of the show likes
us there, theére's no roeason why we
ghouldn't be there,” szid Frank. “We
might be zome use, too; might geot a
chance of begging the man who's sfter
Cavandale, ™

#I've thought oi that,” said Harry,
“and:I'd be jolly glad to get a chance.
Axother thing is, Ferrers Locke is
coming, though I don't know exactly
when, and you'll be glad to see him
again.”

“Yes, ratherl TIs he taking up the
case ! asked Johnny Bull,

“That's it1 It seerns he's away now
in Dorsetshiro, but he's coming along
later. I dare say if waa Mr, Locko
sdvised Lord Cavandale to leave home
for & time. Ho went guite suddenly.
It's & queer business,"” went on Whar-
ton. “It's clear that there is some man
in the housze who let in the villain who
was after Cavandale. Dunter saw him
one night letking the man in at a
window, in the darlt. T eome on them
ong evening confabbing in the dark

under the trees,~and got @ knock on the
head. There's been nothing since Lorvd
Cavandale went away. course, the
man who is after him hasn't any buasi.
ness at the abbey now Cavandale isn't
there, He may be looking for a chance
at him in London.” .

“ And nobody knows who he is?"

“Not the foggiest." .

“It's jolly queer! Bome racing man
who's lost money and got his back up,
perhaps,” said Jobnny Bull,

“I fancy Ferrcrs a will bag tho
rotter, whoever he is,* said Harry. I
hope he will be here when Lord Cavan.
dale comes back. His lordship asked
me to apologise to you fellows for being
sway when you arrived.”

WINTER-TIME

k3
| JOKE-TIME !

Read thi ising storyette for
which A:#Afﬁgg.:g._ u? 1, E'irfb

e

Crove, Beeston, Leeds, has !::ncu
awarded one of this week's
TOPPING SHEFFIELD STEEL
PENKNIVES.

| Jimmy : "1 wish | could be a

irate and sail the Spanish Maln
souitie Spanish ships,*

Pa: "You take the mscutile,

sall downstairs, and plrats some
conl fromn Brown's bin [ *'

Have a shot at winning one of
these useful prizes RIGHT NOWI

“0b, we'll forgive him,” said
Nugent,. “"We don't mind.. And if
he'd taken Bunter with him we'd mind

stil‘! less.™ ” 7 e ,

" in appened while wyou've
beon tlf::?n Iﬁ askgg Johnoy EHILF

“Yes., Bomobody fired at Lord Clavan-
dale when he was showing us his jolly
old encestors in the picture gallery.
Thero's some scrt of a sccret passage
or something there, and the man wasn's
geen,*

“That sounds interesting."” said
Nugent, “We'll jolly well find that
secret passage. “inything clse §

“There's a ghost,” said Harry,
smiling,. “The Phantom Abbot haunts
the :ghe;-. But wa haven't seen him
vet. He may come later.”

“ Any other visitora?" .

*Only ono at present—Captain Lan-
kostor. Bunter doesn't like him,"

it Any other P::uinta in hiz favour®™

“Well, I don't like him a lot myself,”
said Harry, “He doesn't like any of
us there, I fancy; end that's rather &

7

cheek. It's nothing to do with him.
Then there's Parker, Lord Cavandale’s
seorotary. Buot he's o fisture. Rather
an owl of a chan, with watery eyes and
spees, but very civil. He secms to live
ol iefly for cataloguing books in the
library, nosing over old black-letter
manuscripts, and s0 on. By the way,
there's one drawback—"

H-ﬂa it I:Il

“We've got jolly nice rooms. DBut
Punter insizts on our beds being all in
one room. He's funky of being left nt
night, It's o big roown, pleaty of space,
nearly half as big as the dorm at
Girevirinrs. DBut we have to stand
Bunter's snore, the samo as at school.”

“And the csteomed snorcfulness is
terrific " remarked Hurree Singh.

“Well, we've stood it at Greyivines,
and we can stand it here,” said IFrank,
laughing. *“What about Bob Cherryi
He's coming i

“Bob’s coming to-morrow,”

r L]

‘#Gr_}-md !IJ

“Now you fellows know how tho
matter stands. I can't say it’s specially
jolly to be thore ms Bunter's friends.
But Lord Cavandale is so jolly decent
that I think you'll like it all right. If
we get too fed-up with Bunter we can
clear, But—the fact is, I really think
the fat duffer may be in somo donger,
and Iaky and I have agreed to stick to
him so long as we can stand him. And
weo'd like you men to shick to us, Bee?”

“The stickfulness is the proper caper,”
said the nabob. *United we stand
Bunter, divided he is too much of a
good thing.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, it looks liko being a rather
exciting Christmas, with & jolly old
sniper after our host, and a phantom
abbot knocking sabopt et night,” said
Nugent, “I'm glad we came.”

The car ran on swiftly through the
December darkness. It turned at last
into the great gatoway of Cavandsle
Abbey, and glided up the drive. Frank
Nugent end Johony Bull looked out of
the windows with Lkeen interest at the
great ateous of oaks and beeches, with
the wide parklands stretching beyond,
wrapped in winter gloom.

The car stopped at last before the
great door, In the deep dusk of the
terrace there was a spot of crimson
from a cigar. It came towards tho
Greyfriars fellows as they alighted from
the car, and behind the glowing cigar
Ea?t.ain Lankester loomed into view,

“Bohool friends of yours, Wharton?"
asked the captain, -glancing at the two
newsoiners.

“Yes,” answered Harry,

"Good gad 1” said Captain Lankester;
and without apparently desiring an
introduction, he swung round and
walked away along the terraca.

Wharton coloured a little, Johomy
Bull cast an expressive glance after the
Army mag. Nogent smﬁed,

“It's casy to sea that the dear man
isn't keen on a schoolboy party here,”
he remarked. “Is he anybody in par-

ticular, Harry?"”
friend of Lord

said

“Not at all. A
Cavandale's,” seid Wharton. “He can
be quite agreeable when he likes: but
ke 3%3!‘1’1: often like. Anyhow, he can
go and eat coke”

“Hear, hear |

Pilkingham, stately and impressiye,
received the jumiors im  the hall
Pilkingham convoyed them as far as the
ozk gallory above the hall, whora the
grootn of the chambers took them in
charge and convoyed them to their
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rooms. ‘The rooms were m the same
coeridor as Bunter's apavtments ; Duoter
had given Pilkingham direclions to
loeate his {ricmds as npear him a3
possilite. 'Fhoe Uw] of the Remove did
not appear, and Wharton went to his
door wnd turned the hawndle, But the
door was locked, and he tapped. Thero
was uo answer to his tapping, however,

“J suppoze the fat ass has fallen
axleep,” said Ilarry. * He must be in
his room, as the deor’s locked. Mo
always locks kis door, the fathoead.™

“But he cannot be sleepfully ve-
posing,” said Hurree Singh. “In thab
esdcemed ecase, the snorefulncss would be
terrakic.™

“Well, if he isn’t asleep, why the
thump doesn't he answer? Bunterl
Bunter, you fat chwiop! Ave you there,
agza ™

Wharton called and thumped. Bub
there was no answer from within the
room. Wharton calicd to Albert, who
hod [ollowed the juniors up with & suit-
ease,

“1g Mr. Buntor in his room, Albert?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, it's jolly queer he doesn’t
ans. 1"

Thurap! Thump Thump !

“ Bunter 1” roared Wharton.

Dead silence from Buanter's room.
Haod the fat Owl been asleep there was
no doubt that his snore would have been
heard. The captain of the Remove
Lagan to feal a little “nemiv;

“Whaf the thump?” he muttered.
“Nothing ean have happencd to him, T
suppose, How long sinee you saw him,
Albert 7" .

“ About an hour, eir.” )

“We'll try the other door,™ said
Harry.

Bunter's bed-room had a door on the
sorridor, and Wharton went along to it
and teied it. It opened, and ho entored
and switoched on the light. The room
was vacant, and he went to the door
that communicated with Bunter's sitting-
voom. This, however, was locked the
other side. Wharton thumped on it.

“ Bunter 1** ha shouted.

™o reply.

Wharton and Hurree Singh exchanged
a stavtled glance. Bunter was certainly
in the room, as both the doors were
locked on the inside. Why he did not
nnswer was 8 mystery.

Wharton set his lips. Bunter had
induced the chums of the Remove to
stay with him, because he did mnot
sclieve himself to be safe within the
wills of Cavandale Abbey. But that
iere could be any danger, while Lord
Cavandale was away, seemod unlikely;
the assassin could scorcely be haunting
the place when his intended vietim was
abezont. And in the day-time, in & great
house swarming with servants, how
ronld denger have reached Bunter in
his room with locked doors? If was im-
possible. Yet, though the fat junior
was evidently in the room, no sound
ragne from him in answer to knocking
and calling. Whas it possible that some-
thing had happened to Bunter while his
two [riends had been gone to Ashwood ¥

“Bunter '  shouted Wharton and
ITurree Singh together.

Johnny Bull and Nugent joined them.
They joined their voices to the other
fwo. But no answer cmne from the
locked room.

“Wheat on carth can it mean?” dsked
Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“1 can't make it out! What counld
happen to mm? It's impossible! The
dnors are locked ; ho glways locks them,
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the ass! Nobody could get in through
a locked door—even if there was any-
vody. Dunter! Bunter [P

“It's vory odd, sie,” said Albert. "1
passed the door some time ago, sir, and
the younpg gentleman was asleep.
heard hun =noring, siv. But I don't
hear anything now.”

“We've got to get in,® said Wharton
decidedly, “Looks as if be may have
Iuac a {it, or something. Bunter!”

“Bunter 1 reared Johnny Bull.

Bang, bang, bang!

Captain Lankester looked in from the
doorway on the corrideor. The captain’s
rooms were farther along.

“Nay I ask what this disturbance is
about ¥ drawled the young Army man.

Wharton glanced round.

“Wa ecan't make Bunter here® he
answered, * Something muost be wrong.”

“ Asleep, perhaps,” suggested
Lankester. : .
“We should hear him snoring!

Besides, even Bunter couldn't sleep
through the row we've been making.”

“¥es, you've been makin' rather a
row,"” assented Lankester. " You ean
ke heard all over the house, in fact.”

Wharton made no answer to that,

“Albert ] Get something to open thia
door,” he said. *A key's no use; the
kef's in-the lock on the other side. It
will have to be forced.”

“Very good, sir.”

Captain  Lankester camo into tho
room. He seemed to be faintly inter-
cated in the matter. He listened at the
door, but there was no sound from the
roor oecupied by the Owl of the
Eemovae.

*“Thig i3 rathor curious,” he remarked.
“A fit, most likely! I sow Albert
bringin’ up some rofreshments about an
hour ago. If Bunter has put himaelf
outside the whole consignment he may
have burst.”

Tho juniors did not reply. They were
feoling really anxions about DBunter
now, and not in a mood for jesting.
Wherton and Hurree Singh were fecling
it @ little on their minds that they had
loft Buntor alone. Not for a moment
had they dreamed that anything ecould
happen to him in their sbsence, but it
looked now ns if something had.

Albert came back with tools. It was
not easy to force open the strong lock,
but it was opened ot last and the door
fluny back. Harry Wharton & Co.
crowded into Bunter's room, Captain
Lankestor at their heels, The room was
in darknoss, save for a faint glimmer
froen the hearth. Wharton found the
switeh and flashed on the light.

o Bunter [

“{inod heavens!™

Tn the big armchair, before the dying

fire, Tny Billy Bunter, huddled and
inzensible.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Ghost Story |

ARRY WHARTON stared
blankly at the huddled figure
in the chair. Billy Bunter’s
oyes wore closed, his spectacles

had shd down his fat little nose. He
was breathing in jerks. There was no
sign of injury to scen, but the Owl
of the Remove was completely uncon-
SCI OIS,

“What the thump—" oxelaimed
Wharton.
He stared round the room. The

window was closed and fastened on the
inside, both doors, he know, had been
locked. Vet it wasz clear that some-
thing had happencd to Dunter,

THE MAGNET

“Tooks like a faint!"” Captain
Lankuster stared down at the fat junier.
“Though what can have caused 1—"

“Something’s kappened to him,"
wiuttered Wharton,

“What could have happened?"’

"I don's know—but this is the fir:t
tine he's been lelt alone since we cama
—amd samething has happened while wa
wore out”

Wharton hurried into the bed-room,
and came back with a carafe of water.
Bunter's collar was unfastened, and his
face bathed in cold water. A long,
quivering mumble came from him, and
his eyes opened. He blinked over his
spectacles with s torrified blink.

“Owl Keep it off! Oh! Help!?™

“ All gerene, old man,"” said Wharton
soothingly, *we're here—"

HOw 1 HQIP jae

“We're with you, old bean,"” said
Nugent.

“Oh! I eay, you fellows!” DBunter
recognised the juniors mow. “I1 say,
is—1g—15 1t gonal"’

“Is whot gone?’’ asked Harry., " No-
body’s here but us.™

Bunter sat upright and blinked round
him. [lis scered gaze scarched every
corner of the room.

“Oh dear!” he gasped. Y You—

ou're sure it's gm:te? —I—1 saw it—
it touched me.” He shuddered from
head to foot. )

“He fancies he has seen something,”
said Eaptaiu Lankester, “‘Nerves, I
suppose.’’

“What did you see, Bunter?"” asked
Wharton. o

“The giggig-gig-gig—" slutlered
Bunter.

. %ﬂa sl host [ ped Bunter,

“The gpig-gig- gas u 5

" (h, glﬁh“ !ﬁ

Harry Wharton & Co. had wondered
what could have affcoted Bunter to such
an extent, But certainly they had not
thought of a ghostly visitation. They
starcd at the fat junior

“The ghost 7' repeated Wharton.

“Ow! Yes! he ghost of the
abbot I’ groaned Bunter. * Just like he
locked inm that picture Parker showed
us in the library. Oh dear! He—he
touched me—— Ow!"”

“What rot!"” said Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—""

Captain Lankester burst into a lavgh.

“He has been dreaming sbout the
ghost of Cavandsle Abbey,” he said,
“Heo has dreamed thet he has seen it.
Full yourself together, boy. It was
cnly fancy.'”

“You silly ass!™ hooted Bunter.

“Wha-at §"’ )

“ Tt wasn't fancy ! I waa wide awake!
Tt touched mal” )

Captain Lankester shrugged hia
shoulders and walked out of rOonT.
The four juniors remained with Bunter,
Albert hovering behind them, listening
with all his cars, Albert, at least, was
not wholly incredulous, and he was kéen
for details, to be carried down tg the

servants' hall. Harry Wharton & Co.
exchanged glances an rauppresm:l their
smiles. ‘They had littla doubt that

Bunter had awakencd in the dark after
s nap in the armchair, and had been
seared by somea shadow in the flickering

firelight.
“I—I cay, you follows, it was real,

ou know!™ gasped Bunter. “T eay,
i—-l woke up and—and saw it! The
ghost of the abbot, you know! Tt—it

fourhed me with a Bnger—it was like
ice! Oh dear!™

“Had you boen eating mince pies?
asked Johnny Bull, with a glance ai the
table near Bunter's chair,

“Owl Yes! What!"
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“That did it!” ex-
plained Johony Dull

“You silly champ!
Boan Lo say you <don't
believe T osaw a6 1™ ox-
cloimed Dunter indig-
nantly.

“Well, yvou eouldu't
have, old chap,” said
Harry. "“You s,
thora aren't any
fhnst:;, s0 you couldn't
iava seon one Y

“i know what I
gaw ! snorted Bunter.
In the bright light,
with the othoer fellows
rovnd  him, Duntor
was recovering  his
RET Ve "Of—of
gourse, I—I don't
exactly  believe in
Eg—gh{:ﬁ!:ﬂf But I saw
im—as large oz lifc!
It was—was some-
thing—or somebody |
1t touched moe—"

“Toll us exaclly
what you think hap-
poned,” said Harry
guietly.

Tho ghost story was
staggering, but Whar-

n was wondering
whether somethin
really had happened.
It was odd, at least,
that this stranpe
OCONTTOne should
have taken place on
the frst occasion
when Bunter's friends
had been both away
from him. _And a
vapue suspieion wis
in Wharton's mind
that some trickster
hud seized the eppor-
tunity io friphten tho
tat junior.

Bunter proceeded to .
give & description of his thrilliog ex-

perience, He blinked uneasily round
the room as he did s6. Johony Bull
grunted.

“ Just imagination !" he said.

“Lock here, you silly ass—"

“Tf it was somchody playing ghost ™
said Nugent.

“How could he get into the room ™

psked Wharton. *“A genuine ghost
might get through a locked door, but
s milly ass playing ghost couldn’t.
Blessed if I make it out.”

“Well, I saw it!"” said Bunter.

“The seofulness could not have been
terrifie,”” said Hurree Singh, with a
ghake of his dusky head.

“] suppose you [fainted?
Johnny Bull.

“No, I dida't! I don't =zeem to
remember what happened alter the—the
rhost touched me. Not till I saw you
lfru'ellt:m.-a here! I say, I'm all wet! Have
vou beasts been larking 7'

“You wors in a faint ! said Harry.

l:l'-]' W&ﬁl‘l’t!" )

*We had to bathe your silly head to
bring you round——""

“T'm all wet! My collar’s wet!
Eeast [

“Ja that how you thank a chap for
looking after you?” asked Johony DBull.

“Tah! All your fault, Wharton, for

ing out and leaving me alone here!
%EI don't believe it was n real ghost
now—but—but it was something! I-I
gaw it—and it touched me——"

“You should have hit it in the eye,”
gaid Johnny Bull, “That's the way to
desl with a ghost.”™

#]—I never thought of that, at—at

said

X

- "-':I';i-'

A . X i : -
ﬁ%@ U A

the timo! Of course, I wam't
frightoncd.  But—but——" .

“Well, you're all right now,”” said
Wharton. - *The jolly old ghost has
aleared, if it was over here—"'

“1 tell you it was hore!" yolled
Buntor,

“0h, all right, it was here, then!
Anyhow, it's bunked !"

“How did vou fellows pet in?' do-
manded Buonter. “1 locked the doors,
like I always do—-—""

“We had to force the door [rom your
bod-room-——""

“Why didn't vou call me?’

“We did call, and bangzed on tha
doors—"

“Rot! T should have heard you!
Trying to make out that I was m a
faint, what?"

“You howling ass, you were in a2
dead faint—"

*Nothing of the kind! I—I think I
fell asleep,”” said Bunter. *1 should
have heard you if you'd hnocked, of
conrse. MNice state ypou'vo got that lack
in, you dummies. Frederick! Sce that
that lock’s mended immediately. Tole-
phone for a man'! It must be donc at
ﬂn‘:ﬂ.ij .

“Vary good, sir,” said Albert. .

“Smashing a fellow's lock!" gnid
Bunter, blinking indignantly at the Co.
“J believe you want that villain to get
at me and murder me some night.*’

“ You benighted futhead—-""

“¥Yah! Go ani cat coke, the lot of

ou "
: Bunter rolled into the adjoining bed-
rootn to towel himself dry and change

o
a

ey,
at”

- '-r': a

Crack ! Bob Cherry was stariled at ths sudden report of a firearm, and then dimly, through the whirling
snowfakes, he saw two figures struggling ahead of him,

“ What the thump [*' he ejaculated.

his ecollar. The chums of the Remove
looked at one another and grinned.

1 suppose we musin't kick him, in
the circumstances,” said IFrank Nupgent
thoughﬂullg.

“The kickiulness would hardly bo the
proper caper,” grinned Hurreo Singh.

Johnny Bull grunted.

“1 shall jolly well kick him. If I'm
staying hero lys!m.ll kick Bunter just
the same as if wo wero at Greyfriars.
If he asks for it he will jolly well get
il !

“But—what con have happencd while
wo were out Y said Har?‘i

ohnny  DBull

" Nothing ! answered
“ Just funk 1"

“I-=TI suppose so. But if there were
any woy of getting into the room, 1
should think-—"  Wharton pauscd,
glancing round at the solid oak walls.
“I wonder——"

“Rot!" said Johnny DBull. * Just
funk *

And Wharton =aid ne mors, though
& lingering doubt remained in  his
wind.

e —-r

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Attack on Ferrers Loekal

OB CHERRY turned up his

coal collar, and pulled his cap

a little tighter over his mop of

hair, A Lkeen wintor wind,

laden with snowflakes, blew along the

road past the gates of Cherry Flace, a

few miles from the old town of
Dorchester.
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_Facing the wind, his head hent a
littlo to it, Dob tramped away through
the thick December dusk.

It was a long and lonely roed, and
lamps were few ond far between. Aa
g rule, it wus well frequented by cars,
but now not a single headlight came
gleaming thmugﬁ the gloom. Snow
covered the road thickly, and driving
would have been difficult and dan-
gerons work.

Bob, as he tramped through snow
and wind, was thinking chiefly of the
moriow, when Lo was to jon Lis chiums
at Cavandale Abbey, in Surrey, a
hundred miles away. But ho waa think.
mg, too, of a guest who was expected
at Cherry Place that evening—no othen
than Ferrers Locke, the [amous
detective.

The chums of the Remove knew tho
Baker Street detective well, He wiy o
relwtive of their headmaster, Dr.
Locke, at Greyfriars, and they had
often seen him at the scheol, And it
wag in Ferrers Locke's charge that they
had made their adventurous trip to
China,

Mr. Locke had been engaged on a
case that had takem him down to
Doreetshire, and, his task being done,
he was taking the opportunity to call
on Major Cherry before returning fo
Lo . The heavy fall of snow made
it unlikely that he could come by ear,
zod Bob had started out with the idea
of meeting him on tha road it he
walked. It was not an cvening that
would have tempted many fellows out
of doors; but Bob cared little for wind
and snow, and he was a whele on fresh
air and exevoise. Ho tramped along
cheerily, whistling as he wenf, with a
whistle that made up in volume what
it lacked in tunefulness,

For a mile or more on the snowy,
dusky road Bob had not passzed a soul
or seen the lights of a car. He won-
dered whether Mr. Locke would come,
after all; it was Fqssﬂ:r[n that he might
telepbone and call it off. 8till, a walk
was & wallk, and out of doors was
better than indoors, from Beb’s point
of view. So he tromped on his way,
kecping his eyes open for a pedestrian
in_the gloom.

The cheery whistle died szuddenly on
his lips, and he pave a jumpy.

“0Oh, my hat!’

Crack }

It was a sharp, ringing shot from the
darkness aohead of bhim—the sudden

report of & firearm,
ob Cherry jumped and stood still.

Ha stared ahead of him into the deop
duzk and whirling snowflakes.

“What the thumip—"" he ejaculated.

A shot had boeen fired on the dushky
road not fifty yarde abead of him. It
was startling enough, and Bob Cherry's
heart beat faster. Faint sounds reached
him from tho dusky distance, the sounds
of o struggle.

Cuoly for a moment ar two he stood

]iataniuﬁ, Then he broke into & run
and dashed on.

The sound of rustling and panting
breath came to him from the gloom., He
ran hard, and twice slipped in the snow,
picked himsalf up a.gam and raced on.

He came quite su dmflsr on the scens
of the struggle. Two figures, bunched
together, were rolling in the smow by
tha road, fighting desperately.

Bob panted to a halt,

Dimly in the gloom he made cub that
e of the strugghng fipures was tall
and lean, the other short and stocky.
The latter was uppermost, and the man
underneath was struggling desperately
to throw him off.
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Bob's oot clumped against something
that lay in the snew. It was & revolver,
and ho caught it up. Evidently the man
who had fired had dropped lus weapon
in the struggle,

“Help I

It was a panting cry from the man
underneath. A hoarse, husky voice in
soarling accents followed,

“I've got you, Ferrcrs Locke 1 Nobody
to help you here, you bloodhound | F've
got you I

“You scoundrel "

“I've got you!” snarled the husky
voice. " '¥You won't butt in where yon're
not wanted this time, Ferrers Loeko 1

Bob Cherry caught o flash of stecl in
the gloom.

He leaped forward, grasping the
revolver by the bLarrel. With & crash
the butt came down_ on the head of the
stocky man a3 a knile flashed over the
fallen detective, ;

There was 2 gaspinz cry from tho
ruffian, and he reeled under the blow.
Bob struck again, and caught his
shoulder with the pistol-butt.

The Lknifa fell into the snew as the
man leaped to his feet. Heo spun round
at Bob, and the Edlﬂﬁlhﬂ}*_had_p a glimpse
of a hard, furious face, with little pigey
eyey close together, under a bowler-hat
that was crushed by Bob's first blow.
For an instant the ruffian evidently in.
tended to spring om his unexpected
assailant; but DFerrers Locke was
E.ﬁl:l‘:gg]ing‘ up, and the man changed his
mind and leaped away.

There was a thudding of rapid foot-
steps for a few scconds, and the man
was gone, swallowed up by the December
darknesa,

Bob panted.

“Mr. Locke! That Mr.
Lockel”

The Baker Street detective was on his
feet again now. He stared round him
for & moment in scarch of his enemy,
but the man had vanished., Then his
glance turned on the Greyiriars junior,

“Bob Cherry!” bhe exclaimed, in
astonichment.

“Little me,” said Bob. " You'd hetler
take this, Mr. Locke."

He handed the detective tha revolver.

Locka was breathing hard. He

ragped the reveolver, and peered inte
the gloom wiih gleaming eyea, But hig
assatlaut was gone; there was no sound
of him, and pursuit was impossible in
the thick darkness. ]

The detective turned to Bob again.

“Thenk you, my boyl” he said
quietly. “I think you have saved my
lifal The villzin had me at a disad-
T’llnt&-ﬂ'ﬁ,“

“¥You know the man, Mr. Locke 1"

“No. I have never seen him before.
But I shall know him when we meet
again,™ said Locke. “"He knows me,
however, that is clear.” Ha smiled.
“There's an old proverb that more
peopla know Tom Fool than Tom INool
knows 1"

Bob Cherry laughed. The Baker
Street detective had been within an ace
of death: but he was onca more cool,
calm, only his deep breathing telling of
the ficree struggle he had been through.
He picked up his hat, and dusted the
snow from his coah.

“This was rather unexpected,” be
said. “The rascal had evidently been
watching the road for me—Me knew I
was here. He was anxzious to prevent
me from butting in, as he expressed it,
where I am not wanted—where he doea
not want me, no_doubt.” The detective
compressed his lips, “It is very pro-
bhable that he would have pot away with
it had net yvou come along, my boy. Dut
how did you get heve, Cherryi"

¥ 0u,

EVERY SATURDAY

I thought you might be walking, and
I cama along to meet you on the road,”
¢xplained Bob., “Jolly glad I did now ™

“It was rather fortunate for “*
said Locke, with & smile. " Eviden
someond was defermined that I should
not pass my Christmas at Cavandale
Abbey., Let Jus get on, my boy. We
shall sea nothing more of that scoundrel,
unfortunately.” The detective gavo a
rueful glance at his hat before he placed
it on his head. Thero was 2 bullet-hole
in the Iwim. *“The raseal meont buai-
nags—his shot went very close, devk as
it was. Had he had time for a second,
you would have been too late to help
me But, lnckily, I closed with him in
time. ™

" You're going to Cavandale Abbey
for Christmas, Mr, Locke 7" asked Bab,
a3 they starled towards Cherry DPlace.
“Then you'll sce ma there”

Ferrers Locke glanced at him,

“ ¥ou, Chorry 1 _

“¥Yes, rather ! My friends nre there,”
cxnlained Bob, “and the jolly old one
and only Bunter! DI'm going te-
mMorrow

Locke looked at him very curiously.

“1 shall eertainly be glad to see you
there, Cherry; but, in the present eir-
cumstaneces, I should hardly have cup-
rosed Cavandale Abbey a suitable place
or zchoolboys on heliday.”

“You see, Bunter's there,” azaid Bab,
“and he's asked us to see him through,
He {ancies he's in some dangzor ihere,
fromy what I've heard from \Wharton.
So we'ra all sticking to him.”

“1 seal”

“*My bhat!" cjaculated Bob. *“0Of
course, iﬂu'va heard about some sporte-
man who's been getting after Lord
Cavandale, Mr. Locke. That’'s why
you're going there, of coursa.”

e amiled,

*That was not & hard one to guess,”
ho said. ,

“Then—then,"” cxclaimed Bob, “that
bruta who waa attacking you—he may
be the same man—-"

“Veary probably,”” said Locke dryly.
“ My presence at Cavandale Abbey will
bo enwolcome to him.™

“But how the thump could he know
you were going there?” asked Bob,
mystified. " How could he know you
Eﬂrﬁj}n Dorsetshire, 1f yon come to

a

Ferrers Lockoe smiled grimly.

“TTe has sources of information, evi-
dently,” he answered. I shall find the
answers to those guestions, my boy, at
Cavandale Abbey-—at least, I hope so.”

“Looks like bgin%gn exciting Chuist-
mas for us!” said
_ "1 hope it may not prove too excit-
ing,” smd Ferrers Locke rather dryly,

And the Baker Street detective
walked on in silence, in deep thuufhb;
and Bob, tramping by his side, did not
interrupt his  reflecti h he
wonld Ea,ve given a good deal te kpow
what they were.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Ghost Walks ]

i EAVE the light onl”
! “My dear asge——'"

“Leave it onfi” snapped
Bunter. i

Bunter sat up in bed, blinking wrath-
fully at the coptain of the Remave.
After his exsperience that afternoon
Billy Bunter did not intend to he left
in the dark agsin. Bleeping with the
ligtit on did not agree with the views
of the other four fellows, but that

(Continued on page 12.)



WHAT CHRISTMAS MEANS TO THE FOOTBALLER!

¥ ou'll have to get up sarly

in ivve morning to oatoh our ' Wise Man of tha

Whistle” napping. But It"s worth while having

a shot. Try a tricky socosr guastion on him
to-day.

grS it a fact that the professona tootballer can please

I himself whether he for his team at Christmes 1"

This is a sessonable query which has just reached me,

and it cen bo answered. in part at auy rate, in the
affirmative.

VWhen & footballer syna on asa s pro for a football
tearn he has to sign an ent which containa many clauses,
OUne of these clauses, which ia insisted upon by the Football

om, is to the effect that mgnyarn_h 1 be " made"
to for his team on Christmas Dav or on Geod Friday.
Intérpretod this means that
the player can. if he 8o chooses, refuse to plog on

Christyvas Day and for such he cannot be
ponalizred by the club to which Ke in atiached.

In practice, of course, very few pinyers avail themseives of
thie tmas Day option. Their cluba have important matches
on the pro me on that day, snd the player does his best to
help his through the trying time.

There .is ne necossity for me to enlarge here either on the
strenuous nature of the footballers’ Christmas, or on the im-
portance of the games which are played at this period of the
season., You need only take a casusl glance at the list of
matches down for decision to get the proper im ion of what
Christmaa means to the foothall elpbe and to the players.

HIB yoar, of course, Christross Uay talls just aboui as
badly aa it can, from the players’ pomnt of view, 8o
far as the day of the week is concerned. Thers are
matohes on the Thursday, msatchea on the Friday,

and matches again on the Eat-uui; ~ games in three
days; involving, in uddition to actual playing, much
travelling,.

The points which inay e loat or won af this

peviod of the season have on imporiant bearing on
the poxitions of Ethe clubs in the T tabla.

Thes othar day 1 was 1alkiog with the man
is doing very well at the moment, and 1 asked him what he
thought of the club's prospects of winning the ehampionahip,
* 1 never lot mysell think seriously about championships until
the Christmas holiday matches are ovor. | have seen too man
eluba pulled down from the top of the tree owing to a bad apell
at Christmas to make any sort of prophecy.”

Of this much we can be certain: that the ofticials of the
various football clubs do not want whal is known as & * white
Christmas.” A sudden fall of enow i8 one of the things which-
puts & stop to lootball. Fog ie another. You will probably
romember that three ago there was a heavy fall of anow in
the south of England which started on Christmas night, with
the result that svery match down for deciegion in that part
of tho eountry on Boxing Day had to be postponed. The draw-
backs of road travel were illuastrated that season in more than
one instancs. The Northampton players. for instance, were
travelling ocroes country in & charmabane, but wlhon they got
s far as Wendover the snuw becume so deep that [urther pro-
grees was impoeaible, and they could not get any nearer to Luton,
whers they were due to play.

A hoavy fall of snow st nobday.time s .o . Xpensive
lxury which few football clube can rd. The attendances at
this time are usally above the average, and hundeds of pounds
ar loat—in some casen thousands—if a Chr rtmas ¥ or
Boxing Day maich lms 1o be ralled off. Desperate efforts
are often made by club officinls to wet the pitches fit. After tlat
fall of snow on the night of Chrisimas ¥ three yaars ago
the Chelses offivials st nearly two hundrdd men to work
. first thing the following moming in an effort to get the snow

clearod. But it simply couldn's be uone.

r of aaide which

AD weather being so ofton amociated with the Chrstmas
holiday season, it @ not i priate to remind our-
solves just now that the decision ss to whether or not
s football greand @ fit for play, is in the hands of the

referee absolutely.

I have known club officials, sesing the of a good
attandance ‘' going weet "' because of the weather, try to
use their inﬂum;;: Hj!t«h the referes to get him to postpons the

I ;
dosan't concern him with- the size of the sitendance. ﬁa
has his instructions I'mmul;iud uartors to .E; m lhl-t-milm
should fea tho v through, il possible, t are v
two mmdami%ﬁ which should have weight with him in
daciding whether or not io etart & match or ses it through,

The tiret question is whether the game can be carried through
sccording fo rale.

if the snow jotis 8o thickly during c game thot the
tinen are obacured, then the referee in fusbifiod in
calling the malbek off, becowse ﬂurl;“:ﬂr—-ﬁ
see the gome Uhwough according relos

there ave no Haes marking the bowndary of the
tha

g

;tri!-l"‘h
There may be so much water and mud abount, too, that : lines
vapish, and T mmember not ! BgO & st Highbury
being abandoned scon aftar bh?}nll_;nt-ﬂvﬂ uss the rafa
could not aee the lines which were supposed to mark out the
penalty area.

When there w [og about, or it bocomes very dark, it is not the
concern of the referce as to whether the spectators can mes the
The point with which he is conocernad is whether he him-

play.
msf o Gai wlth snmclent dlearmsat to.He Abls. to: ilerorck the
Fgthils .8

g

Hl: other excuse for not going through with a gamo

l on & bad day concerns the guestion of whether the state

of the piich is such a& to rendsr it dangerous for foothal

to be played therson. The fact that the players

gel wet through, or get covered in mud up to &
shouldn't worrv the presiding official. But

if mudden froat has followed roin or snow, malkdng
it itmponsible for the plagers to koop their feel
wohen a fall would be dongerous, then the refever
showld «all fthe game off.

There are other points of interest connected with matchea
which are called off or postponed. If & Leagne match is started,
but not tinished, then ihe second meeting holween the same
alubs s on - Uup-tie " terme—that ie the elubs go filty-ffiy on
the receipts whoen the game ia played for the second time. But
if & League mmich ia poatponed without a start being made,
then the home club takes the - gate ' when the match is plaved

junt as if it had not heen postponod.

] in the hackground. Throe matchees in three days
usunlly bring a big list of injuries, and youngaters havo

ofton io bo introduced around Christmos-time who have not

previously baom tried out.

Let us hope, however, thot thus Christmas tho casualty list
will be amall. For asome reason or other laat Christmas woen a
particulariy black one in respect of serious injuries. 1 recall
that four lirst -class footballers hoad lege broken: Barley, of
Grimsby Town : Hanomon, of Manchester United : Pritchand,
of Charlton Athletic and Walker, of Wolverhampton Wan-
derers. . It is quite bad enoygh spending the festive semson in
railway traine and charabanca. spenud Christmes in hospital

i OVeN WOIDd,
“ OLD REF."

ey
eyebrows

HE ruwsn o matehos at the holiday period of the year
often moans o chonce for the lads of the club—for those
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fHE PHANTOM OF THE ABBEY !

(Continucd from page 10.)

mattered nothing to William George
Bunter.

*“Oh, all right!” said Harry Wharton
roaignedly.

Grunt from Johnny Bull,

“Are you afraid of the dark?” he
asked sarcastically. '

** Beast {*°

“There's four of us here to prolect
you _yfrlfni: the phost ' said Johnny,

£n a l ¥1

“Oh, anything for a quiet life " said

Frank MNugent., " Far eas’ saks,
leave the light on if it will stop Bunter
tatking 1"

“ As for being afraid of the dark,”
sni:il] Buntcri, G e}; P
tonth part of 1 UK you oi Hu
I'm jlsiy wellngﬂi?lg to- have tha light
on—and you ecan go and eat cokel”

“My esteemed, fatheaded Bunter—"
I“B]::nt up, inhyi I'm going to
sleep.™’ i

Bunter laid his head on the pillow.
Harry Wharton & Co. locked at him.
Had they been at Greyfriars, no doubt
they would have hooked B:jl:f.r Bunter
‘out of bed and bumped him on the
floor. Now thoy refrained from doing
503 but the Owl of the Remove had a
narrow ceoape. As a metter of fact,
Bunter had® had a_ whole seriea of
narrow egeapes lately without being
aware of it,

It was & large, lofty room, and there
was ample space for the five beds in it,
and the sixth bed, which was ready
for Bob Cherry when ho came, The
arrangement had made Pilkingham lift
his eychrows; hut Billy Bunter cared
not & jot or tittle for Pilkingham or
hiz eyebrows. He jolly well know. that
e was going to sleep safo at Covandale
Abbey, aud. Pilkinghaia tocld thik
what ho jullf'.we]] thed! That was
Lkow Bunter looked at it.

As the chums of the Remove were
there to sce Bunter through, they did
not fcel that they could object, though
undoubtedly they would have preferred
to be at a sofer distance from Buut.llalr’a
that

snore. ‘They could not help fesling th
uring

they had enough of that snore
the term at Greyiriars. )
. They turned in, leaving the electrio
light burning. Whatever it was Bunter
had seen that eftérnoon, he did not
want to see it agoin; A genuing
ghost, no doubt, would keep away from
a brightly lighted room. At least,
Bunter d so.

At all events, dread of the Phantom
Abbot of Cavandale did mnot keop
Bunter from slunber, Hia hefty snore
was £00n going stmn%.

“0h, listen to the band " murmured
Nugont.

“The bandiulness s terrific I
chnckled Hurree Janiset Ram Singh.

Bnore |

Bunter was happy in the land of
dreams.  Nugent and .Johuny Bull,
tired 13- their journey that day, soon
dyup!pc off, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh followed their example.
ton did not sleep so soon,

He was thinking of the stranga story
Bunter had told, and he was thinking,
too, .of what Yord Cavandale had re-
marked on one occasion of the secret
Enﬁsngea that existed in the ancient

vilding. Bome of them were known,
some unknown, and 8 plan of them was
supposed to exist among the piles of
ancient papers and manuseripts in the
library, which wore in Mr. Parker's
churge.

Sinco the mystertons shot had been
fived ot Lord Cavandale frem some
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Whar-

fellowas had a -

*

secret recoss in the old Emtm'e gallery,
Mr. Parker had been asked to meke a
special search for that plan, but so
ar, 1t appeared, he had had no suocess.

There were ves and chests full of
ancignt documents, deeds, and records,
which had not beon disturbed or
examined for many years. Mr. Parker,
who was librazian as well as secretary,
was slowly and methodically working
his way through the mass, ]

But it occurred to Wharton that it
was quito possible that the old plan was
known to someone in the house, It was,
at ledst, evident that some secret recess
behind the walls of the picture gallery
was known to Lord Cavandale’s enemy ;
the mysterious attempt on his lfe
proved that, :

And the captein of the Remove was
wondering whether some such secret
passage existed behind the oak
of the suite of rooms occupied by the
Greyfriara party. That was the only
way of accounting for the mysterious

apparition of the phantom abbot, unlesa

unter had dreamed it. And Wharton
was inclined to believe that Bunter had
seen something, though he certainly did
not believe that it was a wvisitant from
another world.

Yﬂl.; who could have played such a

Some servant possibly: for Bunter un-
doubtedly was not popular below stairs,
and probab P:ihl;fimm snd his staff

would have been glad to see the last of
him if ke could have been frightened
away. Wharton thought, too, of

GnEt;am‘Lp,nkester, who made no secrot
of his dislike of the fat junior, and hia
dislike of tho Greyfriars party’s pre-
sence dn the house. Yot it was difficult
to suppose that the supercilious young
fﬂgy man would condeseend to such a
rigk.
And Wharton, thinking it over, gave
& sudden start. If the “phantom
ained admittanee to Bunter's
room by & secret pessage unbknown to
the houschold, surely it was the man
who had fired on Lord Cavandale from
& hidden reécess. It was not likely that
two different persoms had that familiar
knowledge of the secrets of the house,
which were unknown to Lord Cavan-
dale himszelf,

Bunter, on that occasion, had saved
Lord Cavandale from the bullet, though
by accident, It was likely enough that
the villein would be glad to get the fat
junior out of the house—and his friends
with him. Was it the seeret sniper whq
had played ghost that day?

It was an uncomfortable thought, and
2% it came into Wharton's mindg he was
rather glad, after all, that the light
had been left on. He turned his head
on the pillow to glance towards the
door that communicated with the ad-
joining room. 'The lock had been’ ro-
paired, and Bunter had carefully locked
that deor before going to bed, as well
as the door on the corridor. Then
Wharton's E;yi!ﬂ turned on the dark cak
panelling of the walls that glimmered
i the gleam of tho cleetric light, It
was not a pleasant thought that some
unknown, hidden encmy might he lurk-
ing behind those ancient, blackened
panels, able to enter if he chose at any
momoent.

The thoughts in the junior’s mind
grew more and more ipdistinet, and his
eves closed at last.

But the ides still haunted his slecping
mind, and his slumber was uneasy.
From a distance the stroke of one
boomed out through the December
ﬂiﬂih and Wharton awoke suddenly.

e gtared from his bed-—in darkness.

The log fire on the broad hearth had
burned down to a faint red plow. Tha
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electrio light was out. The lofty room
was wrapped in shadow,
Wharton sat up in bed, his heart

baatis _fast,

The light had been burning when his
eyes closed; it should havo boen bura-
mg still. Whose band had turned off
the awiteh ?

Ha sat very still, striving to penetrate

the gloom with his eyes,
mg ears caught a faint sound,
e l.:int'-a]:"na amrﬁ ﬂ&%ﬁi steadily thraugh
ArEmness, t 7 ]
Eudtg Hl?tih u arton's ears wora
) en ere cama a dark, movin
shadow betwecn him and the fﬁjut, :‘Euﬂ
glow on the hearth. A figure—silent,
spectre-like—~had  possed ore  his
staring eyes,
ba:‘-'kl.:artun felt a cold trickle down his

Hia strain-

There was another presence in the
rooim—whether earthly ar unearthly.
A balf-seen shadow that flitted for o
second between him and the faint glow
Efmtﬂf fire, and vanished again in
_ Then suddenly, before the startled
junior myld.demde. how to act, thore
coma a preremg shriek in the darkness,

1t eame from Bunter's bed

Shriek on shriok of wtter

L2

te
through the gilenca, hei?r :::Eg
startled exclamations 1 the thren

sleeping juniors as they awok

Wharton bounded from bis bod, oY
He rushed towards Bunter's bed, Ii

seemed to him that he felt tho wind of

& flowing garment brush past him in
the darkness, Hg ciutehega at it, hut

if it had been there it Wi gone.
on shriek pealed from Bunter, echoing

"W

" What the thump !’ sheut i
“ That fool Buntepr-—-n n?;higmr:qmg’
cama Johony Bull's veiea,

Wharton groped for the switoh at the
;ﬁﬁtﬂa Bunter’ath_&d. ﬂ:nd turned it on.
azhed ou

b-eg lam o

e room from tho

Bhriel:

o p‘_
Bunter, shaking with fear, sat ip hi
bed, ﬂi’ll‘lﬂkiﬂ_ﬂ'.m%iﬂ fat face was zhlig:
;a \:]:!'luau,ik.f hia eyes bulging from his

ead.
Wharton stered round.

Save for the Greyfriars juniors thers
was no one 1 the room. He ran to tha
doors and tried them; both were locked,

“Shut wp, Bunter!* reoared Joh
Bull, “You'll weke the hopse® oy

Em;tqr. kﬁi’“ Emni:—% h:ihh. shrieked
and shrieked. ar rton d
a hand on his ahouﬂer. Sifsed

ANl screne now, Bunter—it's all
right, old man! Kecp cool 1*
unter clutched at his arm.

“ It touched me !’ he stuttered.
I woke up—it touched me! It touched
mo—like ico! Oh dear! I'm not stay-
ing here any longer! I'm going! OhI?

“You fat duniny, nobody’s been
here!’” grunted Johnny Bull

“Who turned off the light?* asked
MNugent. “Did you, Harry?"

“No, I woke up and found it dark.®

“Then wh pr

“{Roodness knows.™

“It touched me,” moaned Bunter.
“I—I woke up! Stay with me—don’t
you move away! Oh dear!™

5

Enock, kootk! camo at the door onm
the corridor. Tho Creyiriarz fellows
jumped, their oerves tense, DBut the
knock was followed by the voice of
Captain Lankester.

“What's the row heref I've been
awakened by your howling. What on
ecarth’s the trouble®"

“It's all right now,” ealled back

Wharton. “ Bunter was scarcd—"
“The young ass!” snapped the cap-
tain, “Mor goodness' sake, keep him
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quiet. Ho will alarm the whole house
at this rate.”
And the captain’s footsteps were

heard to recede’ towards his own rooms
farthor up the corridor. The juniors
heard the startled voice of Greaves, the
captain’e valet.

“What 15 1t, sir* Is anrthing wrong ?
What T}

“Oaly that fat fool of a schoolloy
howling in a nightmare,” snapped the

captain. “You can go back to bed,
Greaves,
“Beast!” pasped Bunter.

“"Ha's rignt!"” grunted Johnny Dull,
“It was n nightmare, of course
The fat duffer’s been dreaming.”

“Then—who turned the light off *¥
eaid Harry .

“Didn't one of you fellows?"

“Nol But it was turned off. And—
that's not alll” said Harry quiectly.
“1 saw something—it's not only what
Bunter saw, this time. Something—I
can't say exactly what—passed before
tho firo—like a shadow——"

“ Perhaps it was a shadow,” suggested
Johony Bull.  * You're not going to
get nervy like Bunter, are you "

“{h, don't be an ass’" sald Wharton
rather sharply. * What I saw, I saw—1
dide’t fancy it. And woe know that
somebody turned off the light. Some-
Lody has been here.”

“But who—how Johnny Bull
stared rownd. “It was the ceiling light
tlsmt was left on. It's cut now. Sure
vou didn't switch it off before you went
to aleap ¥

“0f conrse I'm sure, fathead.”

“MThen m blessed if T make it out.”

1]

“I eay, you fellows! Don't you go
to sleep again!” gasped Bunter. “1
say, you stay awake, you fellowa! Put

all the lights on1”

“Rot!’ grunted Johnny Dull,

“Put thero all on, you beast ™' howled
Bunter, and Wharton quietly went from
bed to bed. swilching on all the bed
lights, heedless of Johnny Bull, Billy
Bunter was not very far from hysterics,
and he bhad to be given his head. *I
say, you fellows, I shan't sleep any
more. I'm getting out of this. I'm go-
ing away from here first thing in the
morning 1| Oh deur 1™

“The stiff-fullness of the esteomod
uppoer lip 15 the proper caper, my absurd
Bunter,” remarked Hurmren Jomsob
Ram Singh. *The cxcellent and ridicu-
lous ghost has departfully bunked.”

“Mind you stay awake, you fellows."”

“We'll stay awake, old chap,” eaid
Harry., " Dicssed if I feel inclined to go

td sleep—after thiz—"" He starod
round at the ocaken walls, *Somchody
has been here—that's a cort——"*

“¥You d-d-don't think 1t was a
g-e-ghost 1 pasped Banter,

“No, asst”

“It—it touched me—"" mumbled

. Bunter.

“Then it might have saved itsclf the
trouble!"" grunted Jolnny Bull, * You
wore touchod already—quite  touched
enough.™

o EEIH-t- !ll‘

“ Somebody's been here,™ spid Nugent.
“1f none of you fellows turmed tho
light off—"

“ Perhaps Wharten turned 3t off and
forgot it*" suggested Jolinny Bull.

“ Perhap: you'ro a silly ass! retorted
Wharton tartly.

“Well, I don't soe how anybody could

~get in:  Who would wani to play ghost

and frighten that fat chump?'’
“Bomebody who doesn't want him
here, T supposs,' eaid Harry.
“Then it might be snybody in the

13

Before the desperats
ruffias could éarry
out hls foul deed

his arm was
gras

by

d from behind
errers Locks !

;cl.ttﬂ“t-ﬁ?—]- suppose  they all feel like
511 P

“"Why, you beast—"" roared DBunter,

“Well T'm gn'mF back to bed,”
vawned Johnny Bull *You can kecp
your jolly old ghosts. I fancy vou musk
Lhava turned that light off, Wharton."

“1 fancy you're & howling chump!”

“*Thanks. Good-night.””

Johnny Bull turned in again. Nugent
antl Hurroe Bingh locked dubiously at
tlic captein of tho Remove.

“1 sav, you fellows, don't go to
sleep I gasped Bunter., “I want you
atl to stay awake and watch over me,
you know, Then I may be able to geta
litlto slecp myself. See?™

“Oh cyumbs!"

“Dan't be selfish,” urged DBunter.
“I never could stand sellishness™

“"¥You [ellows turn in,” said Harey.
“Fll st up for a bit. I don’t supposc
the blighter will come back with all the
lights on, whoever he is, and whatever
hiz game is. It's all right.”

“Well, I'm slocpyI'* yawned Nugent.

“The sleepfulness is terrific,” cou-
[resed the Nabob of Bhanipur.

And they turned in. Wharton threw
more logs on the dying fire, and stirred
it. e was not disposed for sleep. Dut
n few mnutes later thore came =
drowsy voieer from Bunter's bed

“1 sny, Wharton-——""

“ Hallo!™

“Not going to sleep?”

1 Hﬂ.."

“All vight—then I will™

Al Dunter did,

arry Wharton vemained in the arm
chair, bofore the leaping live, with the
full mtention of staying awake. That
was still his intention when lio nodded

{(Continued on page 16.)
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off to sleo The warmthk of the fire
and the lul of Bunter's snore lulled
him to slumber, and he started with
surprise when Alert's &nock camoe ot
the door, and he opened his eyos on the
dim December merning peeping in ut
the windows.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Arrives ]

ALLO, halle, hallet"

Bob = Cherry's  powerinl
volce was & pleasant sound in
the ears of his comrades. It
was the following da d Christias
Bve. A taxi from Ashwood had lunded
Bob Cherry at the doors of Cavandale
Abboy, and his friends hurried into
the hall to meet him. ,

Bob looked ruddy and rosy mnd in
exuberant spirits, and glad to =ee his
shums. He gave Billy Bunter o hearty
smack on the shoulder, which illicited @
loud how!l from the fat jumior.

“ Here wo e again, Fatty!” chortled
%‘!}.ﬂ:{ Fat :_m??;mri What's the mat-

pin
“Ow! You'verdislocated my shoulder,
vou willy chump !*

“My dear man, that's only & hearty
Christmas greeting! Come here and
hove another.™ .
Bunter backed awsy.

WHad a good jourmey, old chap?”’

&

asked Harry. :
“0Oh, ripping! Weather splendid—

soasonable, at least. Lots of snow all

the way! Jolly glad to see you men

agein! Dash it all, I'm glad to sce you,
Bunter,"”” added Bob. Evidently Rohert
Cherry was etron Ef under the influenco
n{. Yuletide goodfellowship end geni-
ali

ty.

“Qh, really, Cher e

“You mreg'1I having a good timel”
asked

“0Oh, tiptop! There was a ghost last
Iﬁg.’ﬂt !n

“Qood ! snid Bob Cherry heartily.
“That's what I call real Christmas
hospitality, to trot out & ghost. Christ-
mas_ isn't really complete without one;
but they're getting rarer and rarer.
To tell you the truth, I’ve never secn
ﬂﬂt\ sr&t.riﬂWh;:E 1;?1‘# of 'l‘?h ]ﬂ}]yk?ld
ghost—grisly on, with clanking
choins? .

“"No: s jolly old abbot who sti
feols sore ﬂﬂlwrrthe- dissolution of the
mum-ateﬁe&a in I'llﬂm _ VIIL's time,”
ans rry, laughing.

“Well, that's keeping up 'a rudge,
and m; mistake t" {:hul:k]adg B{gilh

“An hod{ actually seen him 1"
"Cgﬂr unter, so far—" .
“Aftor » suppor of goose and mince

Preg—
“Oh, really, Cherzy—" i
“We'll tell yon about iE™ said
Harry. "Bettor trot in and ece Lord
Cavandale now, He came home this
morning. He had to be away some
Toe Maarer ILmemany.—No. 1,195

pentleman w

davs, but he's hack now. Oh, here he
i 1! .
Bob Chgrrgotumcd to the leam, tall
came to greet him. He

recognised tha gentleman with the
scarred fnce, whom he had seer at

Lantham junction -on hreakigg l.il::fﬁ— 1
e

the owner of the celebra
Maharajah. Lord Cavandale gave him
n pleasant smile and nod as he shook
hands with him.
is i3 DBob Cherry,

?i

“1 think I should have recopniscd
vou from your likemess to your father,
my boy,” said peor. “Major
Chorry was with me in Flanders. I am
glad to see you here, though 1 foar that
yvou will find Christmes somewhat dull
at the abbey.”

*“QOh, Wﬁ’ﬁ meke it morry and bright,
sir!"” said Bob. " Wharton says there's

air I"  said

o jellyr old ghest. That's simply
topping I
Lm:dg Cavandale laughed.

"1 cannot answor for the ghost,
though my young frionds secm to havo
had a wery singular experienco last
night, from what they tell me,™ he an-
sworgd. “Bunter fovours tho ghost
theory, I think, while Wharton i3 dis-
posed to believe in a socret ol
and a practical joker. Amd Bull, I
think, ti)ﬁes not favour either theory.
3o you may choose for vourself."

“0Oh, I plump for the ghost!” said
Iiob, with a chuekla, “T'H sit up to-
night and put salt on his tpil.”

“"Wharton sat up last night, but he
jolly well went to sleep !” said Bunter.
“I told him specielly to keop awake,
Lbecause I was going to sleep——"'

“Dear old Bunter | Always the samao
bonny boy!™ said Bob affectionabely.
“He never changes, does ha "

“The changefulness i3 not
posterous.”

Captain Lankester lounged into the
hall, with the expression on his face
thut made Bunter deseribe him as o
suparcilious besat, )

‘More of Bunter's friends, Cavan-
dale?" he asked, his lip curling.

“¥es, Lankester,” said Lord Cavan-
dale quietly. *'This is the son of Major
Chevry, whom I om very glad indeed
to meet. This is Captain Lankestor,
Cherey.”

The captain, without approaching,
gave Bnhpa. careless nod. Fll:: Inungfd
away into the billiard-reom, and Lord
Cavandale, after a fow more plensant
words to Bab, followed him there.

Harry Wharton & Co. marched the
negweomor off to their own gquarters.
Bunter rang for Albort.

pre-

“George !

“Bir " said Albert.

“Let toas bo served up  here,
rederick.”

“Vary good, sirl"

“Ja that chap’s mnamo Georpe, or
Frederick ¥ asked Bob Cherry, glancan
after Albert as he disappeared, an

then looking at Bunter.

“Ohk, neither!” answered Bunter
carelessly. “But I can nover remember
that his name's Albert.™

ﬂEh?H‘

“I nover remember servants' namos,

ou know,” explained Dunter. “We
ieep so many at Bunter Courk, that's
how it is"

“Oh, my hat!"

“We'll havo ton up here, old chap,”
said Bunter. "It will romind you of
tca in the study at Greyfriars, i,'l:m
know.. It will recell some of the splen-
did spreads I've stood you at ool.
You remember thom—swhat "

“My memory must be [ailing,” an-
swored Bob gravely. *Bleesed if I can
remember & single one!®

LL]
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“Ha, ha, ha!™
“* Dh ma‘ﬂy,, Cherpy—->"

“Jolly quarters!” said Bob. “This
your room, Bunter?"

 '*One of my rooms," said Bunter. "I
like having tea up here; it's cosy, and

like having my friends round ma in
my own quarters while I dispense lavish
I:ttc?pitalitri What are you grinning
ﬂ il

Bob Cherry gurgled.

“"Eh! Was I grinning? My mistake !
Wall, 1 had & rother measly lunch on
the train, sc I'm quite ready for your
lavish hospitality, old fat bean: and tha
lavisher it is the bettor I shall-like it !"

“There's rather & cad staying here—
that fellow Lankester,” said Bunter,
“I don't want you to be too civil to
him. He's absolutely chesky! Ha
doesn’t lika me.”

“Doesn’t like you?” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in sstonishment.

“No!"” said Dunter,

“Woll,” said Bob, “you fellows told
meo there were mysteries going on in
thia place: but % fancy that's the
myateriouscst.” He looked round at the
Co, “What possible reason can this
men Lankester have for not liking
Egﬂtar? Can you fellows sccount for
it.?

“Ma, ha, ha!™

“"Ha can't fnd fault with his man-
ners, surely 77 said Bob, “We know
what they're like! Think he's jealons
of his good looks?”

“As & matter of fact, I fancy that’s
ot o lob te do with it,” said Bunter.
“What are you silly owls cackling at?
Look here—"'

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hore comes the
lavish hospitality ! said Bob cheerily.
" Bunter, old fat bean, you're a lucky
bargee! Talk sbout pige in clover ™

*“Oh, really, you ass—"

Albert came in, fellowed by James
and Robert. Thera was no doubt that
thoe hospitality was lavish, whether it
was Bunpter's or not.

Albert & Co. werc dismissed, and tha
Famous Five sat down to tea, as cheory
and bright as if they were teaing in
Study No. 1, in the Greyiriars Removo.

IHarry Wharton & Co. had been feol-
ing “& little troubled over the stran
events of the previous night; but all
clouds rolled away under the in-
fluence of Bob Cherry’s ruddy, cheery
faco and exuborant spirits. Bob had
come in like a particulavly bright ray
of sunshine.

Over tea, his chums told him of the

strange happenings at Cavandale
Abbey. E;ih listcned with keen
intorest,

#1s Mr. Locke here vot 7 he asked.

“Haven't seen him," answered Whae-
ton. "We've heard that he's coming
to look for that rotter who's been get-
ting after our host, I've no doubt that
he will nail him.

“Wa'll tell him about the ghost, and
get him to nail the Phantom Abbat at
the same time,"” said Nugent.

“1 say, you fellowg——="

“"Halle, halle, halla!™

“Ring for Albert, one of vou "

“Bother Albert!" ssid Johnny Bull.
“We can have tex without blinking
footmen buzzing round the table !

“Yon may not be accustomed to foot-
men, Bull! I am!™ said Bunter, with
dignity. At Bunter Court 1 never lift
hand or [éot to wait on myself. Ring
for Albert! I've loft my cigarettes o
the other room.”

Bob stared at him.

“Cigurettes, you fat duffer! Aro yon
playing the giddy ox now that Quelchy's
cve 1so't on yvouf"

“A man likes & smoke now and
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then,” said Bunter negligently, “Who's
going to ring for Albert?”

* Echo snswers, who 7

*“Well, if you're too lazy to step to
a bell,” said Bunter seornfully, “step
into the next reom and get the cigan
ettea? I left them beside my bed.”

“ Ain't he the samo jolly old DBunter
that we always knew?” said DBob

rry admiringly. “Doesn’t he glve
yon that same old feeling ahout the
tocs, ea if you simply must kick him "

“Ha, ha, ha " 3 ;

Billy Bunter rose from his chair, and
rolled inte the adjoining bed-room to
fetch the cigarcttes himself, Tho next
moment a fearful yell rang through

h rooms.

“Ow! Help! Owi”
h"Hallu, hallo, hallo! ‘What the
thu

I 1k
b ﬁy only hat! What—"

The Famous Five jumped up from the
table, As they started towards the
communicating door, Billy Bunter came
bolting back out of the bed-room, his
fat face white ss chalk, and his little
round eyes almost protruding threugh
hiz big round spoctacles, ;

2 | £Ly, you fellows—helpl! Kcep
him off 1™ shricked Bunter.

“What the thpmp—"~

“Ow! The ig-ghost ] Yow-ow !
Eeep him off gfggﬂfe ed Bunter,
“*(ireat pip!"

The Famous Five, with ons saocord,
rushed through the doorway into the
sdjoining room:. It waa dusky, in the
carly December evening. Harry Whar-
ton switched on the hght. -

Tha room was empty.

B“;Iﬂm silly  asa!Vgrowled Johnny
ull.

“I—1 say, you fellows, ¢c-c-ccan you
see him i

“There’s nohody there, fathead!”

“XI—1 sow him I gasped Bunter. “He.
—he—he was standing by the wall—the
abbot—just like I saw lum before! O
dear—" .

“Well, he's %*nn-a now,” said Nugent.
“Look here, old fat man, you musin't
bogin sceing ghosts in the day-time,
Keop them for night.”

“1 tell wou I gaw lbam ™
Bunter. .

“Gammon ¥ said Johnny Bull

“Beast! I tell you—r

Bob Cherry rabbed his hands,

roared

“"Toppiong ¥ ho exclaimed. “ A jolly
old {gﬁtistmus ghost | ' beloved
earers, wo're going to enjoy  thps
Christmas 1™

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Watcher of the Right]
LGRD CAVANDALE laughed.

“Nonsense, my dear fellow”
- ho =zaid,

The hour was late.

Harry Wharton & Co. had long gone
to bed. The darkness of the December
midnight hung over Cavandale Abhey.
Filkingham had made his final survey,
scen that all was in order, and retired
io his own quarters.

Lord Cavandale stopped at the door
of his room, which was opened by his
valet, Harris, Captain Lankester had
come up with the peer, and he seemed
to hesitate to leave him,

::ﬂT];f fact is, I’n; uoeday I{;ltrandnlﬂr,"
said the captain slowly, “This is your
frst night hp.f%, Emtif B 4

“And you think my friend the ene
may be watching for his ﬂp]]ﬂl‘tunit;;{'

“Well, I'm going to glance round
E;ur quarters before you turn in,” said

nkester, " I'm uneasy.”

. "Nousense! Harris is gnin% to
in the dressing-room, with the
RE

sleep
door
I shall have my old Army

revolver by my pillow. T chould he
glad if the spiper would drep in, as a
matter of fact, should weleoma a
chance to deal with him, now that 1
am on my gugrd.”

Lord Cavandalo, standing in the open
doorway of his bed-room, did not move
for the captain to enfer. Iunkester
Flnm:ed past him into the lofty, well-
lq,’}itﬂd roon.

"“Yon don't feel uncasy® ho ashed.

“"Not at all.”

“¥et, according to the boy Bunler
there is a traitor in your houschold who
admitted the nssassin once, gnd may
admit him again,”

O trust that Ferrers Locke will deal
with him,” said tho peor.

. " Possibly—when fi’r. Locke blows
in,"” said the captain. “JI cannot say
that I share your faith in him.”

“My unknown enemy does, Lankes-
ter,” said the peer gravely. “For
there was an attempt on Mr., Locke's
life yesterday, which he is satisfied was
made to prevent him from coming here,
The traitor in this houschold knew that
I was calling in Ferrers Locke, and took
measures to prevent his intervention—
which fortunately failed. But the hour
is late, my dear fellow. Good-night!”

Captain Lankester lingored.

Spend s few minutes of the

LONG EVENINGS
WRITING. GREYFRIARS
LIMERICKS ]

Hope Bobby King, of "Lynd-
huut:e " High i ee‘f. urar.ﬂﬁ-'
point, Sussex, is pleased with the
DANDY POCKET WALLET

awarded him for sending in the
following prize-winning effort:

From the dorm came a horrible

din ;
Hi;gliv Bunter had sat on_a pin!
ahy sald ¢ * You poor joint,
MNow you've satl on the polint
s the sign of an early spring I ¥

Set to work on a limerick now,
chum, and win one of these hnndﬁn
for-the-pocket walletz YOQUR-
SELF |

"Well,"”
Cavandale, I hardly take it hindly that
you have not 'told me what measures
this Ferrers Locke is taking for yowr
protection.™

Cavandale’s [nce hecame very prave.

*I've explained, Lankester, that My,

said Lankester, *'really,

Locke has 1m secrecy. I discussed
the matter with him in London thia
morning, ‘and be laid down a certain
line for me to follow. He insisted that
no one, not evon an intimate friend,
should 'he acoquainted with the matter;
and as I had placed myself unreservedly
in his hands, I am bound te carry out
his wishes.”

“Well, we shall sce what wa shall see,
whon the preat man comes* smid {.Ta.g-
tain Lankester, with a shrug of his
shoulders. "I on e that your faith
in the man may ustified. Well, a
last _-::igarcttu, Cavandale, and then to

Cavandale accepted a cigarette from
the captein’s case, and the two wmen

paced tho wide corridor while he
smoked it. Then they zaid good-night
and parted, and Lord Cavandale
entered his room and the door wwas
clazed.

‘Ca.ptu.in Lankester, Jhowever,  ocon-
tinued to pace the corcidor, lighling a
cigar to keep him company.
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Thera was no doubt that the captain
was, aa he had said, uneasy.

Now that he was alone, a dark
eloud sattled on his brow, and his face
had almost a haggard look,

Half an hour pazeed, and the light no
longer g]immareﬁ under the door of the
peer's room. There was #till & light
winder the door of the adjoining dress
ing-room, however; and the captain
approached it and tapped Iif;htiy. I¢
was opened by Harris, who looked at
the captain with a slightly surprised
expregsion on his face.
kester forced a smile. .

“T'm une !,ﬂ—mgiht, Harris,” he
sard, ' Lord vandale haa no fears;
but I cannot feel in my mind. You
are sure that you have examincd his
lﬂrdshlp’a guarters earefully.”

"%.\1!:&, gir ¥ said Harris.
"“Windows and doors sscure, what 2"

" Porfeetly, sir.”

“¥ou are in & hurry for bed !’ osked
the captain, with & smile.

“Not particularly, sir,” answered the
valet, suppressing a yawn.

Lankester held out hiz cigaretie.case.

* Bmoke, good fellow. Keep me
company til} i’ve finished my cigar.”
_Harrly smiled dutifully, and ‘took a
cigorette, The captain gave him a
] UnEhlp Lankester leaned on the

E o rings nising from his cigar,
while the valet smo the cigaretio.

He yawned at last

HI

" Well, bed, 1 suppose,” he said,
leave Leord Cavandale Im  your care,
Horris, I don’t feel much like sle g;
but I'd better turn in. Good-night,
Harrm 1” .

* Good-night, siri"

Captain Lankester walked =swary,
switchod off tho corridoz light at the
end, and disappeared. Harris olosed
his door.

Lankester moved along the osk
gallery above the hall, slowly, switching
off lights behind him a8 he went. A
rhort atairense from the oak gollery led
to his rooms. Ho paused in the corri-
dor, to glance at tho door of Bunter’s
room, with a scowl on his face. Then
he walked along to his own rooms. A
sleepy wolet started to his fect as the
Army man entered,

“I told you gau could go to hed,
Creaves,” said the captain sharply.

“1 thought you might need me, sir,”

“Nonsensa! Go to bed!™

Gireaves went 1o his own roon, farther
up the eorridor. Lankester stood at his
open door till the wvalet's door had
closed. Then he closed s deor, and,
with o hand that shook a little, poured
ont o whishy-and-da. A few minutes
later his kight was extinguished; bus
Captoin Lankester was not slceping.

He threw himself into s chair, and
the red glow of his cigar gleamed
through the darkness of the room. Bub
he threw the cigar away half smaoked,
and it smouldercd ocut on the herrth, -

Tho long, slow mioutes passed. and
iho stroke of one beomed through the
silent night.

Still Gerald Lankester vemained
motionless in the echair, his , slecpless
eves staring through the darkness.

Long, slow minutes—eazch an age to
the man who was waitingl Twico lie
moved to look at the luminous dial of
o watch, as if he could net believe that
the time was passinz so slowly.

But two deep strokes sounded through
the night at last. It was two o'clock
on Christmas morning, and Captain
Lanhkester rogse at last {rom the chuir and
with a white, set face moved to his door,
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke on Hand )

i3
HE nightlight burned dimly in

I Lord Cavandale’s room.

It glimmered on tho face of

o, & BT R0 S B0

tllow, the eyea o in deap alumbar,

ia’nd on th;.’:maig pear that seamed the
uptaroed ;

PTha stroke of two had sounded and
died away. Thera waa silence, save for
the faint mosn of the December wind
without.

In the adjpining dressing-room &
nightlight alse burned. From that room,
th:aug%‘ the hall-open doorway, a sound
of heavy breathing came. Harris, like
his master, was plunged in.deep sleep.

Suddenly there was a faint sound in
t.hzﬂ "iinﬂ?m

ick. -

The door from the corridor ﬁﬂﬂm

The lock bad been picked from the
outer side. A stocky, thick-set fgure
stepped quickly into the rooin and closed
the door silently after him.-

The light glimmered oo a face half-
hidder by & dark muffier drawn across it
jtst below tho eyes. A bowler hat was
jamméd down almost to the eyebrowa.

It wos a strange and simster figure
that stood there, the head bent a little
td Haton. ; - :

‘For a long mioute it stood; then it
atirted, crossing swiitly to the half-open
door of the dressing-room. In that door-
way the figure stopped, staring silemtly
at the valet stretched oo his deo
in: slumber. Ope look scvemed enoug
for the intruder, and he turned back,
apparently satisfied that he bad nothing
to fear from Harrie.

Silently - the stocky figure approached
I;Md Cavandale’s bedside. poar
E on,

right hand of the intruder slid

into the coat pocket and emerged again,

E_:hl:ping o length of leaden gaspipe.

hard eyes glittered down at the
sleeper.

Yet the wretch, who had come there
for deadly work, seemed to pause. One
erushing blow with the terrible weapon
in his hand meant instant death to the
aleeper; but spmething in the calm fuce,
perhapa the scar left from the terrible

2y3 in Flanders, gave the ruffian pause.

man who lay at his ma;'gg had B
through the terrible years of the War,
mgmg a thnus:nnd perils—to perish at
last by an assassin’s hand under hiz awn
roof. It seemed that some faint twinge
of remorse tonched ¢von the hard heart
of the desperate ruffian who stodd over
him, weapon in hand.

But if so, it was only momentary.

iTheini right arm p:iﬁ Iigm‘f up, the lead

Pipe Ormiy gras nd aa it r it
was grasped from behind by a:g:hm

A grasp that scemed of fron dracecd
the ruffian’s arm back over his shoulder
twisted it ruthlessly, and the weapon fell
tuﬁt.h? floor. "

aint, gasping cry broke from the
wreich.

He spun round in the iron grip of the
man who had seized him s starting

stared wildly inte a cool, calm,

c aar-:il_lt face, nffﬁe thﬁzzf Imh ?u:lam and
a panting cry of terror left hia lips.
_Farnfrs IrL:ka pe P

Like one in s dream, unremisting for
r moment, the wretch stood staring at
the Baker Street detéctive, who had
appeared as if by magic from nowhere.

s jaw drooped, and his eves seemed
starting from his head.

i A grim smile curved Ferrers Locke’s

I
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“Forrers Locke! You—you here!®

* As you seel”

The mnext instant the man was
struggling., Terror chaoged to despera-
tion, and he fought furiously for his
liborty.

Crash |-

He wos down on his back, and the
sinewy grasp of the Baker Street dotec-
tive dragged his wrists together.

Click !

The handcuffs were on his wrists.

He lay panting on the floor, his eyes
gleaming up at the Baker Street detec-
tiva like those of A captured wild beast.

Locke sthoped over him and drew the
disguismng maffler frotn his face.

“As I thought!" he said tranquilly.
It was the face of the ruffian who had
attacked him on the Dorchester road
that was revealed.

Strange as it seemed, no sound or
movement had come from the sleoping
peer, or from the valet in tho adjoining
room, in spite of the noise of the
girurzie amnd the crash of the falling man
on the floor.

Both of them still slept soundly.

Locke turned from the handecuffed
man sprawling at his fest, and bent
aver !..mt-:i ﬂj{r]avnndaie. He toushied the
peer g .

But the aleeping man's eyes did not

open.

He went to the dressing-rcom door,
looked in at Harris, and called:

. E& Harm !‘JJ

But the man slept on,

Ho eamo back to the captured ruffian,
who had now struggled to his feat, His
deep-spt eves gleamed at the detective
like a wolf's.

“You've got mo, Ferrers Locke!™ he
muttered. “DBut for that schoolboy
-Eﬂtell;gar you would never have boen

gere
o gmta 1* said Locke,

“And you were here—here all the
time. and no one knew—no ong—"

“No one!” sgreed Ferrers Locke.
“Your confederste in the house would
hardly have admitted you, my man, had
ha known that Ferroers Locke was here.”

The prisoner ground his tecth.

“Fool!” he breathed. “Fool, to be
fooled like this—fcoled! He did not
know, did not guess, that Ferrers Locke
had come—"

The Baker
faintly.

*“You need not blame vour confeder-
ate! I came secretly, in darknesas. ¥
entered by a window, and have remeined
eoncealed since I came. Ewven Harris
did not know that [ had come. No one
knew but Lord Cavandale. The secrot
was well kept, my friend [ was
ex to-morrow, and I was not mis-
taken in judging that Lord Cavandale's
enoemy would seek to accomplieh his
work beforo Ferrers Locke was installed
in the house. You seoundrel, T knew
that you would he admitted to-night.
1 knew that you would come, and from
the instant vou entered this room my
oye hos been wpon you.” Locke made a
gesture towards a tnll Chinese acreen.
‘“This. night Lord Cavandale haa been
in no dasger. though you and your con-
ederates counted on his death as & cer-
tainty. Elo lay drugged. at your mercy.
as you fancied."

“The game's up!” muttered the

risoner sullenly. * Fivae years for this,

errers Locke ! T'll remember vou when
I come out!"

Locke shrugged his shoulders.

He step to the door, opened it,
end looked out into the blackness of the
corridor. There was no sound; -the
house was buried in silence and slumber.

He looked back at the prisoner,

Btreet detective smiled

THE MAGNE?

_ The man, standing silent, was wrench-
ing at the handcuffs with an effort that
made the veins stand out on bis fore-
head. The effort seemed to exhaust
him, and he stood unsteadily, eatching
hia breath,

Locke rang a bell. It was two or
three minutes before Pilkingham, the
butler, npl{:eearad, switching on the
lights as came. FPilkinpgham was
half-dressed, with a coet thrown on, and
his face was startled.

He stepped in at the door thet Locke
had teit open, tapping lightly, and

gered at the sight of the Baker
3¢reet detective in the room ond the
handenffed prisonmer.

* What—what—"

Pilkingham bad bec. amazed st being
rung by his lordship, as he supposed, at
such an bour. But what be bebeld in
tus lordship’s roow tairly unnerved him.
For once the profeasional re of the
butler of Cavandale Abbey completely
deserted him, and he gogjled at the
Baker Street detective.

“Do not be nlarmedd Pilkingham*
said Locke quietly. I am Ferrera
Locke, tho'detective. I am here on Lord
Cavandale’s instruoctions.”

“1—1 thisk 1 koow you, sirl"
gasped Pilkingham, *JI—I have seen
our picture n the papers, sir! But—

ut I fail to understand, sir. I weas not
aware that you were in this house, sir,
though I was aware of his lordship's in-
tﬂﬁi‘hltim to call you hﬂin—" »

presgnce re was a seoret,
said i.oc&a. “1 hava been watching
over Lord Cavandale's safoty, and have
arrested the man who has so often
atte d his life.”

“Oh, sir | gasped Pilkinghem,

He blinked dazedly at the mcowling
m*‘mﬁzﬁdilm'dwﬁg' the guarters of

indly go guarters o
Greyiriars boys,” added Farrors IME:
“Wake them, and request them to come
here as quickly as possible.”

“The—the boys, sir!” stuttered Pil-
kingham. Ho expected Mr. Locke to
instruct him to telephone to the police:
but the request to call the schoolbovs to
the scens astounded Alr, Pilkinghamn.

“¥es, and at once Plesse aleo call
Ceptain Lankester—as his lordship's
friend and guest, he has & right to know
tmmediately what has happened, Ask
Gai;)::;::m Lankester to come hero.”

ke was lecking towards the butler
as he spoke, lns shoulder turned to the
handcuffed man, But in a tall glass, a
corner of his oye was on a reflection of
the ruffian’s face. And he did not fail
to note tho sudden gleam that leaped
into the cyes of the handeuffed man.

He gave no aign. aver

“"Lose no finae, Eimm-. Pitkingham."

“Very woll. sic 1" gasped Pilkingham.

And he almost toftered ewav.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm .n the Night |
i ALL{Y, halle, hallo!™
H “Who's that?”
“What the dickens—"
Bob Cherry was tho first to
E‘.‘Elk&' lﬁ“t tho E&}tilhnr‘ membl:r_ii;:! tho
. quickly open eir cyos. Through
the :Elen-::c- of the night came a knockiog
at tho door
The light—or, rathor, scveral lights—
burned 10 tho achoolboys' room. Bunter
had ineisted on all the lights burning
all mght; and after the mysterious hap-
ing »! the might before, the other
ellows were not unwilling. Wharton
Elumped out of bed and ran to the
oor.
“Who's thero!” hs called out. Ha
glanced at his watch and saw that it
wan balf-past two,



EVERY SATURDAY

“It 1 I, Pilking-
Imm1¥ came a
frnity woice of the
butler. Pilkingham
was recovering his
portly calmness
HOW,

“Anything the
maiter ¥

Harry Wharton
opened the door as
he reeognised the
butler’as voice,

“What on earth
de—" exclaimed
Mugoent, staring at
Filkingham.

Enore ! eame from
Billy Bunter's bed.
‘tho lknocking on
the door, and the
sound of voices had
not  awakcoed the
Owl of the Remove.

“Mr. Ferrers
Lockoe desires your
jrresence in bis lord-
hip'a room,” soid

Pilkingham.
There was a
general  exclama-
Liom,

“Ferrvers Locke !

“¥ea! And will
you kindly po at
onee 1

“Yes, rather ¥
oxclaimed Bob
Cherry., “But I
never  koew My,
Locke wps here.™

Y Neither did I,
sir 1" said Pilking-
ham, in a somewhat
reserved tome, I
was  quile unac-
guainted with the
fact. The whole
proceading is somewhat singular, I am
bownd to , and contrayy to the usuznl
customs of bkig lovdship, JIf you young
gentlemen will dress, ¥ will conduet
you to his lordship's room, when I
have called Captain Lankester.,”

“What-ho |’ said Bob.

He fairly jumped into his clothes.

“But what has happened, Pilking-
ham?” exclaimed arry Wharton.
“Bomcthing must have bappened—"

“His_ lordthip's life bas been at-
temipted, sir,” said the butler. " But it
appcars that Mr., Locke was concesled
in his room, and he bas taken tho viliain
in the attempt.”

“Qh, my hatl”

B“ﬁi&a got him3?"” shouted Johnny
ull.

“Yes, sir. The man is now a hand-
culfed prisoner in hiz lordship’s room,
m Mr. ka's charge.™

“Good old Locke |” chuckled Johnny.

“Tha esteemed Locke was the right
man to deal with the absurd and
detestable  scoundrel I  said  Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh. i

Pilkingham went along the corridor
towards Captain Lankester's rooma.
The Famous Five were dressing at a
vecord rate. Billy Buoter was still
gnoring.

“What about Bunteri* gsked Bob,
plancing towards the gleeping Owl of
the Iemove.

“Blow Buntor!” s=aid Jobnny Bull.
“Locke can't want him |” _

“Could anybody want him?" grinned
Bob. YBut wh mean 1§, ¢an we
loave him here salone? Better not, T
think.”

“Nol? said Harry, ond ho wont to
Buntor's bed and shool the fab junior
oy tho shonlder. “Duntor 1™

rtgmﬂg‘h 1“

buiping
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Bump ! Bunter tripped over the belt of his

own and went 1o tha floer,
*hh chin. * Tw:mm " he howled
“Owl Yow-ow "™

“Wake up i
ir -h

Oooooooooh 1
Bhake, shake, shakel

TOwl Beast ] Lemme  alone
Grocogh ! *Tain't rising-bell 1" muembled
Bunter.

“Wake up, you fat idiot.”

Billy Bunter sat up in hed and
blinked at the ceptain of ilic Remove.

“Wharrer marrer? Wharrer you
waking me up for? I'm sleepy]l OUhl
Is it the gig-gig-ghost?” Bunier
started up with a yell

“ 13 180"t the gig-gig-ghost!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. "% wﬁ‘gre oing, and 3f
you don't want to be leit slone, pet into
your c¢lobber sharp.”

“But I—1 say, you fellowg—>"

“Bharp’s the word 1"

“0Oh, reelly, Wharton—"

“Tor goodness’ sske, bo guick, you
as5! Wo can't wait for vou 1*

“But what—" gasped Bunter,

“ Never mind now-—huck up

“ Look here 1" roared
"Wharrer sou mean?
pened?  Think  yow're pgiving me
orders? Go and eat coke ¥

* 8uit yoursell 1 seid Harvy., *“Come

on, you men ™ .
He went to tho door, where Fﬂkmﬁ-
ham's portly form had pow reappeared.
“I say, you iecllows, Lold anI” yelled
Bunter. “FlIl ecomal D-d-don't rom
leave me here alopne to be m-m-muy-
dored, you beasts 1™

Dunter leaped into his trousers, and
bundled on a drvessing-gown, Like most
of Bunter's garments, it was a brand-
new dressing-gown. It was of a gor-
geous design in many colours, rivalling
the celebrated coat of Joseph, and
Tuoter looked a good deal like o

Buntor.

What's bap- j

tropical beetlo as he enveloped himsclf

m 1t

“1f onp tlomen  aro
red ryﬂaig Pilgingg:;;l. i

“Lead on RAfacdutf!” said
cheerily.

Pilkingham gave a elight start, at thak
ulaccustomed e of address. But he

led the way, and the Famous Five fol-
lowed him towards Lord Cavandale's
apartment. Billy Bunter rolled after
them. Lights were on in all the corri-
dors and the oaken gallery over the
great ball. As the schoolboys went
along the gallery there were hurried
footsteps bﬂﬁﬁﬂd them, and o sound of
anting breath, as of a man in &
T,

“T say, you fellows, Jook out!” yelled
Bun;rer. *_I;Eﬂ'a ﬂi.:i,tar usl”

“You silly ass

“It ia Ga{ltniu Lankester [ said Pil-
kin i;la:l? Eiiie

it " gas unter,

The .ﬂ-r:prmnn passed the schoolboys
without a word or & lock In the bright
light, his faco showed pale as death.
« ran on shead of them and turmed
intgp  the oorridor leading to Leord
Cavandale’s room.

“I1—1 eay, you fellows, don't rum ™
oa Bunter. *I say—vyaroool [

ump |
“Oh, my hat' Harry Wharion
stared round, *What—"

“"Ow?! Something’s caught me round
the ankle1” howled Bunter, sprawlin
cn the oak floor. “Ow! What was it
1 =2y, you fellowe—m"

“Vou fat idiot, it was the belt of
your blessod dressing-gown! Tor good-
nesg' gako, shut up and come on '™

“QOw! Beast! Lond a fellow a hand |

Ow 1
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Bob Cherry lent 2 hand. He took a
prasp on Bunter's hair, and jerked him

to hus feet. Dunter rose vory swiftly.
“Ow! Yowow! Leggo! You're
pip-pip-pulling my hair out by the

roptz I he yelled. “0Ow! Leggo, you
brast! Wow "

“Lome on, fathead!™ ;s

; % 'l._‘-;-'_{nit till I tie up my dressing-gown.

{70 and cat coke !

The  Famous Five
Dunter, gathering up his !
gown in two fat hends, rolled rapidly
after them. An ampir:l fold of that
gorgeous gown caught in a fat leg,
and Bunter rolled over again.

“Ow! Wow! I say, yvou fellows!™

But the fellows did not bheed. They
hurried on; and Bunter, picking him-
self up, spluttering, sprinted after
them, and arrived last at the door of
Lord Cavandale's room.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

ERRER3 LOCKI, standing in

the middle of the room, where

Lord Cavandale still lay in desp

sleep, looked towards the open

door, his face expressionless as he

listened to hurried approaching

steps in the corridor. 'The handeufied

man had thrown himself on a settee,

and sat, with his manacled hends before

him, scowling sullenly and savegely at
the Baker 8Street detective.

A prisoner, caught in the wvery act,
handouffed, and under the keen eyes of
the cclebrated detective, the assassin’s
5’:::5 was up, and yet & lass kesn man

n Ferrors Locke would have noted
that the bullet-headed marn had not
given up hops, He was listening to ths
wpprouching footstops even more 1in-
tently thon Ferrers Locke. .

Locke glanoed at him for a Heeting
moment, and through the sullen de-
fanos in the hard face, he read the
lurking hope of the rascal that all was
not yeb t:!pad And on what that hope

hurried om,
viol U minoua

was foun Locke was well aware.
the house, unknown among . the
pumerous ocoupants of Cavendale

Abbey, was his accomplice. And it was
from this confederate that the scoundrel
boped, and looked, for aid.

And that the unkoown and mys-
terious confederate would, and must,

aid him, if he could, was certain. For
if he failed, he had betrayal to ex
from the man who was captured. That

wild night's work was not over wvet for
Ferrers Locke. It was only beginning.
Much remained to be done in the dark,
cold hours of that Christmas morning.

The hurried footsteps reeched. the
doorway, and Captain Lankester en-
tered, white as death, panting, His
ewift glance went fo Lord Cavandale's
bed, then to the sullen, handcuffed
ruffian on the settee, and then came to
rest on the oalm, clear-cut face of
Farrera Locke.

“Who are you?!”

The captain Bung out the worda.

"Did not Pikingham tell you?”

“He said that Ferrors Locke—>"

“T am Ferrers, Locke,” said the de-
tective, with o slight bow. “You, I
take it, are Captain Lankester.®

“What are you doing here?”
.Thers was & sort of involuntery hos.
tility in the ceptain's tone and manner.
Locke did not appear to obzerve it.

His evez were keenly on the almost
laﬁ;;urd face of the Army man,

am here on Lord Cavandale's in-
structions,” he answered. He paused
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foot+

for & moment to nod to the ohums of
Grayfriars, who had now arrived at the
door, and went on quietly: “I cntered
the house in zecret, and posted myself
to watch over Lord Cavandale's safety.
I seized upon yonder zcoundrel in the
very act of lifting his weapon to Lill a
sleaping man,”

“(zood gad!” breathed the captain.

His glance went to the bed again.

“Cavandale is—iz gafe?”

" Quita.”

Harry Wharton & Co.  entered
quietly. It amazed them to sea Lord
Covandale sleeping undisturbed, but
they said nothing. Captain Lankester
did not, for the moment,. remark on it.

e gave the juniors a hostile stare,

“What are these boys doing herei”
he demanded.

"I sent for them,"” said Locke.

“Good gad! For a set of schoolboys
at an hour like this—"

I am acquainted with these lads,
and can depend on them,” said Ferrers
Locke. “Bomeone upon whom 1 can
de?end must remain with Lord Cavan-
dale when I leave him."”

“Roly on us, siv!” said Bob Cherry.
“1 do, my boy."”

“I am taking your word for it that

vou are Ferrers Looke, and that wyou the

are here on Lord Cavandale's instruo-
tions,” said the captain. “But in these
circumstances, sir, some proof of your
bona-fides—*"

“These schoelboys are well
acquainted with me,” asaid Locke.
“They will tell you that they know me
a3 a relative of their hoadmaster, Dr.

Locke, at Groyfriars Schoel.”

“That is the case, Caplain Lan-
kester,” said Flarey Wharton,

*Tha knowfulness of the estoemed
and ridiculous Lecke is terrific!” as-
sured Hurroe Jamset Bam Bingh.

" Moreaver, I think m:iaﬁtiuna speal
for themselves,” added Locke, with a
gesture towards the bandeuffed man on
the settco. “Here at my feet lies the
gns—{::&:e with which he would have
dashed out Lord Cavandale’s brains had
I not intervened.” He fixed hiz eyes
on the prisoner, as Lankester stood
gilent, “ What is vour name 1"

“You ean find that out for yourself,”
snacred the prisoner.

Wharton started & little at the harsh,
husky voice, and Locke smiled,

“Do you recognise the man's voice,
Wharten 7

“Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“As that of the man yau overheard
on the avenue one night, and who
struck you down? Y.ord Cavandale has
told me of the incident.™

“¥Yes,” said Harry. “I zaw the man
only in the dark; but he is the same
bhuild, and T know his voice again per-

fectly well.”

“Quita go," said Locke, and tha
handcuffed man gave him & savage
scowl. “ Where is Bunter ?”

“1 say, yvou fellows——"

What locked like & resplendent
tropical beetle rolled in at the door.
Bunter blinked round through his big
speatacles,

“Leaving me behind, yvou beasts? I
might have been murdered! Lot wou
care! I say—>

“Bunter 1" Ferrers Locke's
broke in quietly,

"Oh! Yes—what—"

“Look at that man. Have you seen
him bafare ™

Bunter blinked at the sullen-faced
ruffian, and jumped,

“0h crikey! TIt's that beast—"

“Where have you seen him before?”

" . o1
- I 50y, you fellows, is he safe? Is

Toice
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“He 13 handcuffed,” =aid Ferrers

ke, “ Answer my questicn.”

“He's the man who was in the train
from Lantham on breakwup day!”
gasped Bunter. “The beast who wont
for Lord Cavandale—and I stoppid
him—" The fat junior broke off, quite
unnerved by the black glare ffun the
man in the handeuffs,

“Cuite s0!" said Locke, "I had no
doubt of it. But it is now established,
Captain Lankester, that this is the same
man who has repeatedly attempted the
life of Lord Cavandale.” .

“It—it looks like it,” said the cap-
tain, through his white lips. “It ccr-
t.nm[y looks like it 1"

The man's cyes were fixed on Lan.
kester’s whito face. It did not ocour
to the juniors to read a threat in ihat

dy, uwnwinking stare. Possibly it
ocourred to Ferrers Locko.

“Aund I jolly well know the brute,
too!" exclairaed Bob Cherry. “Thal's
the man who got at you on the Dor-
chester road yesterday, Mr. Locke.”

“To prevent my butting in here, as
he expressed it,” smiled Locke. “You
are right, Cherry 1

“Mr. Locke—sir "—Pilkingham was
hm:img_m the d?;m;wnjrt._ his oyes on

sleeping peer—""gir, if Lord Caven-
dale has not harmed—-"

:'Huii in the least[”

‘It i3 very singular, sir, if you will
pardon my speaking, that his {ﬂrdahip
doez not awsaken—"

“1 was about to remark on it," inter-
rupted Captain Lankester, “This is—is
extraordinacy

“Lord Cavandale has been drugged,”
answered Ferrers Locke calmly. 1
doubt whether he will awaken for some
hours yet.

_ “Drugged, sic! gasped Pilkingham,
in horror.

“¥es, And the sasme drug has
evidently been administered to  his
man, Harris, who is still fast aslecp in
the next room."

“0Oh, sir!” stuitered Pilkingham.

“But who—how " ejaculated Captain
Lankester, “EBy whose hand—"

“That is what we have to discover,™
gaid Ferrers Locke quietly. “It is
known that the scoundrel yonder has a
eonfederate in the household who hos
admitted him to do his dastapdly
work. Undoubtedly that confedorato
administered the drug to Lord Cavan-
dale and his servant in order to assure
the success of the assassin.”

*“I—I can scarcal; gredit it1” ex-
claimed Lankester. “Pilkingham, who
has done this?"

“It is impossible for ma even to make
& suggestion, sir,” said Pilkingham,
“There is no member of this household,
sir, who has not come under my personal
observation. The antecedents of evory
man and maid are known to me per-
sonally. Care is exercised, eir, before
any servant 18 admitted to such an
establishment as that of Lord Cavan-
dale. T cannot believe, sir, that any
gervant emploved im this household 13
faithless to his truat”

Pilkingham drew up his portly form.

“I am prepared, sir, to answer for
every servant in this houschold, as for
myszelf,” he said_with dignity,

“Yet, if Mr. Locke is right—"

“I can only say, sir, thet it is beyond
me,” said Pilkinghsam.

“No doubt Mr. 'Iaﬂﬁkﬂ has o suspicicn
on the subject t*

he captain's eyes turned on the Baker
Street detective.

Locke smiled faintly.

“You must not atiribute the powers
of a magician to me, Captain Lankester,
I have, so far, met no member of the
housshold staff with the exception of
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Pilkingham, and 1 am not, therefore, in
the position to form the [aintest sus-
picion of any of them.  Unless the
scoundrel youder should decide to speak
thero is o task before us in wnmasking
- his confoderate,”

Lankestor’s glance went to the hand-
cutfed man for a second, , ;

“He is not likely to speak, I imagine,”
he said. “He i3 a prisoner, and if he
has any hope remainiog it can only be
in his confederate. By betraying the
man he can only knock his own chances
on :-Qha head.™ i Fock

“Quite so0," agreed Ferrers &
“And 1 expect po aid from that
quarker, for that very reason.”

“¥You'll get nothing from me, Ferrers
Locke !” came in a husky growl from the
handcuffed man.

Pilkingham had advanced to the bed-
gide, and was scenning the sleeper's

face,

He even ventured to shake Lord
Cavandale slightly. But there was no
sign from the unconscious man. It was
avident that the peer was sleeping under
the influence of a -;iru%;

“This—this is quite beyond me, Mr.
Locke, sir,” said Pilkingham,
cannot doubt that a drug has been
administered to his lordship.  It—it
appears certain. But o few days ago,
sir, before his lordship went to London,
there was an attempt—doubtless his lord-
ship has told you—and his lordship cer
tainly was not drugged at that time.”

“The circumstances were differemnt,”
gaid Ferrors e, “It was not till
that attempt was made that Lord Cavan-
dale became awore that there was o
traitor in his household. That night he
lay defenceless to attack, hiad not Bunter
awakened and slarmed the assassin,
But since, Lord Cavandale has been on
his guard—his door locked, his servant
sleeping in  his dressing-room, his
revolver at his pillow—and I doubt
whether that scoundrel would have
succeeded even had I not been here, had
not Lord Cavandale been rendered help-
less. On this occasion it was essential
that Lord Cavandale should be rendered
unconseipus—and it was done by the un.
known rascal who later admiited the
assazsin to the house” ;

“But who—who—" exclaimed the
CapTai. i

That 18 what we have to diseover,
sir,” eaid Ferrers Locke; “and in the
meantime Lord Cavandale must be care-
fully watehed. As for this man——m="

“If you desire, sir, I will ring up the

olico stutiuin m&\'@hﬂ," sald Hi!ga
1n " Ins r apman will be
ﬂﬂ% glad to come over and take
kim into custody.” .

A fierce Igiﬂam shot into the eves of
the handeuffed man, .

“An excellent idea, Pilkingham™
said Captain Lankester. *The sooner
the police are here, the better. You
will excuse me, Mr. Locke, but you are,
after all, marﬁfy & private detective—"

“Parfectly #0," said Ferrers Locke.

“I ghall be glad to hand over my
" prisoner to the official police at the
carliest possible moment. TUntil they
ean arrive he must be kept in safe
custody.” ;

“I will be answerable for him,” said
Captain Lankester, “"He must be
removed from here—this is no place
for the scoundrel.”

“I agree,” said Locke.
some of the foolmen—'

Lankestor shook his head.

"You forget, Mr. Locke, that the
mian's confederate 1s among the house-
llﬂ|{!}'P.‘gt-ﬂ,’f:l"£ ';'ﬁla Can ]!_..g,keblc:u risk of his
eonfederate helping him to escape.”

“Truc; l:lnu.l;—"'g

I will be personally responsible for
Litn,” said Captain Lankester, *¥ have

. “But perhaps

no intention of returning to bed, and 1
will keep him under my own observa-
fion until the police arrive.”

“1 should be quite willing to leave
that task to some of these boys, sir—"

1 dao not share your faith in the
capacity of schoolboys to guard a
dangerous man,” seid Captain Lankester

acidly. _

He stepped towafds the prisoner.

“Stand vp and come with me!”

The man rose from the setfee. y

“ Really, Captain Lankester—" said
Ferrors ke. A trace of irritation was
vizibla in tha detective’s face. “I am
bound to say that you appear to bo
taking matters somewhat freely intp
your own hands.”

“As Lord Cavandale's friend I have

every nﬁht to do so,” answered the cap-
tain eoolly. “It i3 my duty. When

21
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Not an Escape !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. waited,
H Thoy stood in & group by the
bedside of the sleeping peer,
speaking 1n bushed whiapers.
Pilkinzham was using the telephone in
the dressing-room, giving startling in-
formation to the polico station at Ash-
wood. He eamo back into the bod-room
after putting up the recciver, and locked

at the Gre l%:rhau.r.-z-. juniors with as :
disapproval as he could venture ta dis-
lay. Pilkingham vndoubtedly shared
aptain Lankester's opinion that school-
hoys were out of place in this scene. On
that point, however, the Famous Five
wera quite indifferent to the butler’s
opinion. .Ferrers Locke had told them
lo watch over the sleeping peer during
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This week’s clever eflort
by the Greyfriars Rhymester
iz devoied to Dick Penfold,
the poet of the Remove.

A sending you, deqr Mr, Edilor,

This littie effuston in ricyme;

And fervently hope, when you've

read i o'er
You won't think me guifty of erzme!

' hardly o Keoaly or ¢ Kipltng,
A Burnzs ar a¢ Byron, I Eknow;

Buy still, from the pen of a stripling
You can't expect epics to fow!

Mo seated in happy stelusion,
And toasting my loes atl the fire,
Away from the din end confusion
That brainy bards never desire,
I'd rather be writing le you, sir,
Phan romping eround wn the Rag;
And when this epistle is through, #v,
DI bury myszelf in & " mag”

I hope you are in a good humour,
il nod feeling surly or sore,

Beeauze I have just heard ¢ rumounr

That we've o day's outing in store.
And, sor, with your gracious peérmizsion,

I'd leve to bring Hussell and Brown
And Reke, on @ grand expeditian,

To zee you in goy London Town!

Qf course, if you're frightfully busy
This project will not be pursued;
Ml gpend o dull day with Aune Lizzie,
For I should jusl haie to intrudel

But I'm sure, your charming and
soeet way,
You'll let us your sanclium invade,
And show us the wonders of Fleetwey~

The House where the MAGRET i3 made )

My ecomrades are wildly excited,
And hope you will grant my reguést;
Bifly Bunter will not be invited,
Se set your forebodings at reat)

If Bunter rolled into your porials
P certain the Lifi would collopse!
And he'll swallow enough for stz morials

If treated to lunchéon—perkaps/

The sounds of high revel diminish,
0l Wingate i3 bawling “To bed!”
I'm still very far from the Rniah,
But there! I must give dMm his heéad.
And if you approve cur excursion
Qur joy witl be magnified tenfold;
And none will enjoy. the divérsion
Se muck as, Fours gaily

DICKE PENFOLD.

Lord Cavandale recovers consciousness
he may perhaps tell me that he desires
me to submit to your imstructions. Imn
that case I shall cheerfully do so. In
the meantime I regard it as my doty
to take care that Cavandale's enemy
docs not pot loose again”

“If you put it like that—"

“1 do put it like that!” interrupted
the captamn erisply. " Lord Cavandale’s
future safety depends on the safe custod
of this man, and make myself
r&s';mnmhlﬁ for k"

“Very well,” said Ferrers Locke, "1
will at least accompany you and see the
man placed in safety.  Wharton, yon
and your friends will remain here until
I veturn—I shall not be many minutes.
Do not leave Lord Cavandale for o
single instant.”

“Depend on ns, sir,” said Harry.

And Ferrers Locke followed the cap-
tain as Lankester led the handeuffed
man away with o grasp on his arm.

his abaence from the apartment, and that
was enough for them. Bilfy Bunter
scttled down in an armchair before the
hearth, blinked at the almost extinet
fire and blinked round at the junjiors

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Well 1

“The fire's nearly gut.”

“What about it, fathead”

“"Well, put somo logs on it.™

* Ags 1

“Oh, really, Wharton—="

“Can't you lift a log yourself 1" asked
Johnny Bull.

“¥ou know I don't like moving, when

I'm aitting down, vou beast, here's
that man Pilkingham? Where's that
fatheaded butler 7" i

“Here, sir!” said 8 voica behind
Bunter,

“Oh!  Put some logs on the fire,

Filkingham 1
“Very E{:}nd, sir 1™
Tue Masxer Lierane.—No. 1,153,
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Pilkingham mended the fira, Bunter
schtled down comfortably, olosed Liis eyes
behind his spectacles, and enored:

His snore was rumbling through the
room when Ferrers Locke came baok.
The detective entered thé room guietly.

“The man's safe, air 1" asked Harry.

“Quite,” sald Locke. “Captain Lan-
kester has taken him to his own room,
end is to sit up snd keep watch on
him ¢ill the police arrive. He ocould
scarcely be safer. You have telephoned,
Pilkingham "

“Yes, sic,” answored the butlor. *In-
spector Chapman will be here in hnlf
an hour, sir,

*Thank you! Now, my boys, I am
sorry to have disturbed your night's
mstTh ; th Mr. - Locke.

“That's nothing, Mr.. o

“JI hava nﬂt,nﬁ all events, disturbed
Bunter's,” remarked Looke, with =
glance towards the snoring -f
the armchair, “If you lads
ﬁh;ectmn to remsining up—>"

f Mot the least, sir,” aaid Bob Cherry,
B“ﬁ!ﬂllg giad to help!” said Johnny

ull, .

“The gladfulness is terrific.”

“In that case, I will leave you on tho
watoch,” =said Ferrers Looke, “You
fully 'understand that Lord Cavandale
must not bo left alone for @ moment.”

“1 shall ba very ha.ypy, air, to re-
main with my master,” said i?tll:mg-
ham, with dignity.

“An excellent idea!” said ELocke.
“HRemain by all means, Pilkingham.
My young friends will remain mlso,
One, cennot be too careful, for his lord-
shi][; has other enamies, as well as tho
villain whom I have fortunately taken.
This man has repeatedly attempted
Lord Cavandale’s life; but it was not
he who fired tho shot ih the picture-
gallery.”

“That must have been hie confedor-
ate, I suppose,” said Bob Cherry.

“ Perhapa

“1 don't spe that,” soid Johnny Ball,
in hizs thoughtful way. “If the jolly
old confoderate was rqagg to do thoe
job himself, I don't see why he should

avp ocalled in the other villain at all
Locks to me as if there's some other
party after Lord Oavandale, as woll a3
ltl];:lt. hrutﬂ and his confederate in the

t‘a.l

Ferrers Locke gave vohmay Bull a

va o

curious glance, but he made uo re-
joinder. bent for & moment over
the sleeping peer. Lord Cavandsle was

still unconscious.
Without a word more Locke quitted

m‘%’h inutes passed slowl

o minu slowly.

RBilly Bunter's snora rumh{e-d through
the silent room; but the Famous Five

re Iin.

From a distnnce below came the sound
of wvoices. .

“The police are here,” said Locke.
“No doubt Pilkingham will take them
directly to Captnin Lankester’s room
for the Erisun_er.“ :

A slight smilo hovered over his face
for & momcnt. 2 .

Wharton watched him ecuriously. It
wag umpossible to read the -inscrutable
face of the Baker Btfreet detective; bub
Wharton felt that something was yet
tp come. :

Thete were voices and heavy foot-
steps in the silent houso. The jumiors
had no doubt that the police wero
tuking into custody the handouffed
man who had been left i Capbom
Lankester’s charge, They rather won-
dered that Ferrers Locke did not go
to the captain’'s room to sce the man
handed over.

But Locke
waited. .

There were heavy footsteps in the
corridor. A portly figure appeared in
the doorway. It was Inspector Chap-
man, and the expression on his face
was one of apgry disappointment and
disguat.

*Mr. Locke here!” he grunted.
Ferrers -Locke shook
Ashwood inspector.
hope, Mr, Chap-

remained, gsnd they

“I am hore !
hands with the
*“ Mothing wrong, I
e 1 pecto ' t.

o ins r gAVE 4 SNOT

"Wmnil I should say eo,
Locke! Tho man's gonoe!”

W
PLEASE NOTE
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Mr.

“Gone ! ejaculated Wharton.

Mr, Chapman stared at him for a
nioment,

“"Gone?" asked Ierrers Locke. ™ But

——  Captain Leankester had him
in his personal charpo, and he was
handouffed——"

Another snort from Mr., Chapman.

“] wish you hod kept him in your
personal charge, Mr. Locke. We were
tuken to Captain Lankester's room,
and found him fast asleep in a chair”

“ Asleep ™

“ Fast asleep I prowled the inspector.
“And the man gono! We knew that
the rascal had & confederate in the
house, of course. Somehow, ho got ab
the man and released him.  That is
what must have happened—with Cap-
tain Lankester aslcep in the room |

Mr, Chapman gave ancther zoort of

were not feeling inclined for sleep. ] .
Their nerves woro tenso. All of them - "' '.r?:iisguﬁy hat!” muttered Bob
hsd the impression that the steange Cherry,

affair was not over m:nd they won-
dered how Farrers wes occupicd
in these dragging minutes. Obviously,
the Boker Street detective had some
purposo in absenting himself, and leav-
mg them on goard over the maester of
Cavandale Abbey,

3 ié:ilkingham yawned ochind a plump

and.

It was over half an hour before theo
sound of a car was heard through the
silonce of the night.

Bob Cherry started and listened.

“That will be the police,” ho said.

Pilkingham glided from the room.
The juniors heard him descending theo
stairs to open the door to Inspector

Chapman. )
_There was & quiot step in the coz-
rider, and Forrers Locke camo in,

Tas Micxer Lisnany.~No, 1,193.

'T'he juniors looked at Ferrera Locke.
They expected to see the anger and
disgust of the Ashwood inspector re-
Hec in hig fare. But Locke's faco
expressed nothing.

hurried footstep was heard, and
Captain Lankester entered the room,
His look was deoply disturbed.

“Inspector Chapinon has told wyou,
Mr, Locke—" he began,

“Yﬂ."

*I can. only apologise, only ecxpress
my deepest regrets, I had no inten-
tion of sleeping, of coursa. The an
was handouffed. I believed him to be
perfectly safe. 1 closed my cyes for a
moment, apd—and—"

“That iz all very well, sir,” said In-
ﬁﬁeﬂtﬂr Chaproan.  “But you had e

ngerous criminsl in charge—a man
who has attempted Lord Cavandale's

" step
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iie over and over again! Rcally, #ir,
i

“You need not tell me how much I
am to Dblame, Mr., Chapman,” said
Captain Lankester. I am only too
conscious of it, I shall never forgive
myself. I am utterly ashamed

“Well, what's done ¢can’t be undone,”
said Mr. Chapman gruffly,. “But I
wish you'd kept the man 1n your own
charge, Mr. Locke. I'm bound to say
that, in the circumstances, 1 cau’t
up?_lerﬂﬁmd you letting him out of your
sight.

“Captain Lankester rather insisted
upon taking comtrol,” ssid Locke,

Grunt! from the inspector, _

“I was to blame,” said the captain,
“I admit it., I cannot forgive myself.
Perhaps—perbaps the man may yet be
found.”

“ ¥es," said Locke,
*prnhahfa."

Captaic Lankester started.

“You—you think soi”

“1 feal pure of it,” said Locke., “In
fact, I have little doubt, if any, that
the rasoal did not get very far wheao
ke cscaped from your room, sie”

“I—I hardly understand you, Mr.
Locke.” The captain’s look was
strange at tho Baker Street detechive.
“Burely the ecoundrel will have fled.”

“Lertainly that was his intention,™
assented Ferrers Locke. “And that
was the intcotion of the scoundrel who
released him. But do not lay your
fault too much to hearh, sir. Fortun-
ntei‘-ir, I feared that something of the
kind might ocour, and adequate pre-
cautions wero taken.” ;

{hﬁtﬂm Lankestor started viclently.

“What—what do you meant"
tor Chapman made en eager
ward.

“Mr. Locke, what—" ]

“You will find your é:rmnnar, _in-
spector,” said Ferrers Locks tranguilly.
“ Hig confederate undoub got at
him in Captain Lankester’s room, and
contrived to releasa him from his hand-
cuffs. He cscaped from the captain's
room, dropping from the balcony out-
side the window. Luckily, he dropped
into the erms of two of my men, whom
I had instructed to keep watch.”

Captain Lankester gave s strangled
Iy,
“Your men?
hers 7

“that is wvery

You wore not alone

“Here—ves,” said Ferrers Locke.
“But I have assistance outsido, After
the ‘prisoner was taken into your
charge, gir, I passed them the word to
wa.tci for his posaible escape. Inspector
Chapman, you will find your prisoner
on the terrace, in the charge of two of
my men, who will gladly hand him
over to you.”

“By gad!” ejaculated the inspector.
He rubbed his ﬁump hands. *““By gad,
I might have known, Mr, Locke, that
no man would get away when onco
you'd laid hands on him! Good!”

The inspector hurried eway. Harr
Wharton & Co. exchanged a joyfu
grin. They understood mow why Fer-
rers Locke had left them with Lord

Cavandale. It was as if ho had fore-
sepn the prisoner’s escape, though how
he could have foreseen it was o mystery

to the juniors. Certainly they had
pever imagined for o moment that the
Army man might sleep at his post.
Captain Lankester stood very still,
His fm was like chalk, and lua eycs
gleamed strangely at Ferrers Locke,
“Then—then "—he spoke haltingly—
“then—the—the prisoner is—is safe,
Mr. Locke? ¥He—he has not escaped "
“MNot in the least,” answered the
Baker Btreot detective. " Rost assured
that I left nothing to chance, sir, or to
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design, The scoundrel is still in sate
custody, and will answer for his at-
tempts on Lord Cavandale's life, and
yvou, therefore, need not take 1t too
much to heart that he escaped while in
your charge, Captain Lankester. ;

“ And—and—"" The captain’s voice
was husky. ““And you havae nnﬁ:mg
more io tell Inspector Chapman? }

“] have told Inspector Chapman all
that [ had to tell him.” -

Tho captain was breathing hard.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him
in wonder. It was cvident that he was
the prey of an omotion that he found
difficult to control,

He opened his lips to speak, but
closed thom again, zod left the room
without ancther word.

A faint smile Bickercd on Ferrcis
Locke’s face. He turned to the Grey-
friars fellows.

“You boys may return to bed,”” he
gaid. “I shall remain with Lord
Cavandale till morning. Cood-night!

“ Good-night, sir!"” -

Billy Bunter was shaken into wake-
fulness, and the juniors retired. Bunter
plunged into bed et once, and was
soon snoring. But sleep did not como
go easily to the Famous Five, The
darkness of the December night was
breaking into the grey dawn of Christ-
mas Day before they slept.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Guilty Man |

ORD CAVANDALE stood beforo
the fire in the great library of
Cavendale Abbey. His face was
& little pale, and there was a

wrinkle of troubled thought in his brow.
There was a glimmer of wintry sunshine
on the tall windows, gleaming with
frost. Captain Lankestor leaned on
one of the marble columns of the
mantelpicce, a cigar between his fingers.
Twice he had lighted it, and twice let i
go out, They were alone in the library,
and for some time neither had ken.
It was the Army man who broke the
silence at last.

“A Merey Christmas, Cavandalel!™

There was a bitter and sardomio note
in his voice, and the peer glanced at
him quickly.

“You look szeedy (e morning,
Gerald,” he said. “I am afraid you
had a disturbed night. But, sericusly,
my dear fellow, Christmas iz likely to
be moro agreeable, if not exactly merry,
gince the happoenings of last night. The
wretech who has threatened my lLife is
safe in & cell, and I have little doubt
that Locke will soon put his hnger on
the man's confederate in this housa.’

“You think so?"’

“1 feel sure of it,” eaid Lord Cavan-
dale.

“You have no suspicion yourself?'

“MNone. There. is no one in the bouse
whom I do not trust. It will be a pain-
ful shock to mé when Locke reveals the
rascal—as I have no doubt he will do
before long.”

Captain Lankester threw his cigar
into the fire.

“A wonderful man!" he said.

“A clever detective, at least, Lan-
keater. IDDo not think, for one moment,
my dear fellow, that I blame you for
the escape of the dastard whom you
took into your charge last night. But
it was like Locke to take precautions
against an event which I, certainly,
gshould never have foreseen. 1 have
evory confidence in him—only, I shrink
from hearing what he will have to tell
mo when he reveals the name of the

i:il §he AFEt?
1 .'F _I.!;-,-'i-!.a

While making an attempt to escape, the prisoner dropped

from the balcony righi

nto the arms of the two men Ferrers Locke had instructed to keep walch [

wretch who has caten wy bread, undall:

m% roof, and leagued with mg enemy.
he captain bit his lip hard,

in_ desperate circum-

resgurces,

“And you

“Home man
gtances, driven to desperate
he esaid, in a low voice.
think Locke knows him?"

“J feel that he does.” ]

“ Then ﬂ:uhy Fasfh& not handed him
over to the 1wcefl”

“Y cunnot [:;ﬁr. But doubtless Locke
will explain in good time. I am expect-
ing him. He desired to see me, In your

resen
P That iz why you sent Pilkingham to
ask me to come heref"

“Yes. Locke desires you fto hear
what he has to say. knows thnt
1 heve confidence in vou, of course.

Lankester gave the peer a strange
look. He snipped off the cnd of a fresh
cigar and lighted it with a hand that
visibly trembled.

The door opened, and Ferrers Locke
entered the hibrary, closing the door
behind him. The tall, lean figure of
the detective crossed to the fire, where
the two men stood. The expression on
Locke's face was grave,

“You have Eiﬂl%ﬂt-hil}g' to tell Lord
Coavandale, Locke?

Captain Lankester spoke abruptly.

“I'ha name, perhaps, of the con-
foderate of the rascal who attempted
bis life last nighti"

“ Exactly "

The cigar dropped from the captnin’'s
fingers. )

“Are you serious?”

“ Quite.”

“ And —and the name?'’

Ferrers Looke did not answer, le
turned to Lord Cavandale.

“You must prepare yourself for a
shock, Lord Cavandale,’ he said.
“What I have to tell you will not be
pleasant hearing.”

*1 am sware of tha
said the peer, with a sigh.

Me. _ooke,”
“Whataver

‘name you give, it will be that of some-

one have trusted. You know the
man 7

“1 know him."

“And the motive of the crime?"
asked Lord Cavandala., *“But that, per-
haps, is Hkini too much of you.”

Ferrers Locke smiled slightly.

“The motive of the crime, Lord
Cavandale, waa clear to me long before
I cama here. I knew it when you Grat

communicated with me, a week ago.”

“You are a wonderful man, Mr.
Locke! [ confess that I have never
been able to imapine whaf motive any-
one can have for attempting my lifa,'*
said Tord Cavandale. “8So far as I
know, | have never made an enemy."

“It was not as Lord Cavandale that
vour life was sought. It was as-the
owner of the celebrated  horse,
Mahiarajah. "

“Are you jesting, Mr. Locke?"

“I was never more serigus
Maharajah is E:Eecbed to win the Lan-
tham Tl'!muannd uineas. The rooce is,
indeed, & foregone coneclusion, unless
your horse can be got at. He is too well

Tee Mioxer aBY.—No. 1,185
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uarded for that, Great sums have
n laid on B Prince, the

favonrite, wuntil Maharajah’'s form

became known, There are men who
stand to lose thousands of pounda if
Moharnjah runs in  the Lantham
"Thousand."

“ But—but what—"

“Your trainor ia fully ﬁropare_wi for
nttemﬂpts on the horse. aharajsh 1s
guarded night and day. But therp was
another resource for desperate men
with ruin facing them. The horse could
not be got et. The owner could, ¥ou
are aware, of course, that on the death
of ar owner cngagements are

concelled. That is why your lifo was
sitacked."”

“Giood hLoavons!” breathed Lord
Cavandale,

His face was pale,

“If you had died under the assassin’s
hand, Lord Cavandale, Maharajoh
would not have run. That wes the
motive: and from the fjrst I bhad no
doubt of it. I was, e you koow,
cogeged upon a case in Dorsot, and
could not immediately come to your
assistance, But I ecaused certain in-
vestipntions to be made by trusted
msgistants. Before I come here I was
sware of a certain group of racing mon
in London, posts of the Turf, who
stand to lose a hugp sum unless somo«
thing should occur to prevent Maharajah
running in the Lantham Thousand. One
member of this group was a man with
whom you were on terms of personal
friendsﬁip—a man desperately in dobt,
whoso last chanco of kecping his head
above water was a victory of Black
Prince in the Lantham race. This man,
I lcorned, was frequently & guest in
your houge.”

Captain Lankestor made a movement,
3 ‘;ﬂﬁnd this man-——:" srid Lord Cavan-
ale.

“Thie man beonme the confederate of
the desperate ruflian who was hired to
destroy you. As a guest in your
house, ke had the power to admib
the  assaspin, though he was not

abandoned o to atrike the blow
himsclf. Ewven his &recachery had its
limits."

3 Chueing b T ek, M
o uei B W r.
Locke, themnifm been no piu&st in m
bouse, with the exception of the school-
boys qﬁl Captain 'Lankester.”

80

- Tho peer started again.
furned on the wiite,

'.&rm&' man, .
“Mr. Lockel You do not mean—you
cannot mean-——-="*

“I warned you to prepars yourself
for a shock, sir,’” said the Baker Street
detective quietf;n “Last night, while
I watched. 1n your room, hkid
gereen, Captain Lankester gave you a
drugged cigarstte. Ho gave a drugged
cigaratte to your man, Harris, Had I
not beon thero you would bave fallen
a helpless wictim to the thug who was
admitted into the house, Aﬁw‘ I had
taken the man, Captain Lankester in-
sisted upon U

his moti

“Mr, Locke!" said Lord Cavandale
huskily.

His glance
awn face of the

.. His eyes were on Lankester. The i

Army man stood motionless, a3 if
$urned to stone.

“I know his motive,” repoated Locke,

THE MAGNET

by the debt—o

ing Ehn:ga of kim, I

“THE

‘;I alvcady suspected him when ¥ came.

to the houso—you will remember that 1
stipulated that my presence should not
bo known to s single soul. When 1
saw him offer you the cigarette, 1 did
not for the moment divine his object;
but when ho gave one also to Harris, 3
guessed, i

1 sllowed him to take charge of the
prisoner, in lhis room—knowing his in-
tention. He locked his doors before
releasing the man; but o locked door
docs not give me much trouble.

*YWhile he was working at the
prizonar’s handeufis I was in the adjoin-
ing reom, unknown to him. X saw all,
and heard all that was said between
them. I did not leave till T had seen
him hLelp tho Pris:}nar to oscape from
the window. "That was B matter of
little conzequence—as had alrea
warned my men to be on the watch, a

I kpmew that the prisoner would not go
far. He afiected slaﬁp when lnspecior

“Chapman arrived—

Y1t is false!” The captain found
his voice at last. “Cavandale, you do
not believo—you cannot believe—""

Lord Covandale passed his hand over
his brow,

Captain Lankester’s evez burned at
the Baker Btreet dcotective.

"You lie! You lie!” ho hissed
between white lips. “If you dare to
E&E that this iz true, why did you not
tell Inspector Chapman: last night—why
did you not accuse me vpenl 4

“That iz easily oxplained,” soaid
Terrers Locko guietly. “I am not an
official detective. I nm a private detec-
tivo, here in Lord (Uavandale's intrrests,
I leave your fote in his hands, I shall
either detain you to given info
custody, or stand aside and nllow you
to leave, as Lord Cavandale directs.
He haz called you, and believed you to
lfaa, his friend-—and he shall decide your

ate."

“It in fnlse—false!
do not believe—" )
Lord Cavandale averted his glanew.

“Save your denials, Captain Lankes-
ter,” said Ferrets Locke quietly.
“Lord Cavandale knows the truth.
Weither is it likely that the villain who
is now in a prison cell will remasin
silent when he comes to his trial.”

The wretched man gave a groan.
Lord Cevondale turned his eyes npon
him. He did not speak: but he made

S, wit Sagiing: lipes Baphi
Wiy, Wi agging steps, Captain
Lankester crossed to the door. Ferrera
Locke stood aside for him to pass.
ﬂ.; theo limr Lankestor ta.lrnadl L
t's useless to say anything,” he mut-
tered. “I—I know that! But—hut—
thers are excuses. Den't think that I
had o willing hand in this. I was in
ver ears in dobt—you've often
helped me; but—but it was ruin this
time! And that was not all—I was in
their power—they knew things. There
was a cheque, with another man’s name
on it—and they %knew—they had mo
under their thumb! I'd never have—*
u wish for orgiveness it is
yours I’Hﬁauid Lord vandale quietly.
But never let ma ses you again }”
“No ono is likely to see me again—
this country,"” muttered Lankester.
game’s up for me—this was my
last chance, and it has failed. And—
atid—believe me if you ean, Cavandale,

Cavandale, you
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I'm glad that it has failed! Try to
believe that™
"1 believe it [ said Lord Cavandale.
@ And—and before I po—one wordl
You are gtill in danger. That at least
I can tell you. Someone else—soma
other sconndrel with a fortune to lose if
Maharajeh runs—who I connot say; I
have no idea—but tho shot that was
fired in the picture-gallery was fired by
someone unknown to me. I give you
m;-'r word for that, Cavandalet’
he door <closed behind Gerald

Lankester,
11 I
Christmas, old bean (™
“I say, that man Lankester
isn't staying over Christras,” said
Billy Bunter, “He's just gone! Ho
was looking frightfully sick about somo-

ey ~m—

BAY {l:-u fellowsa 1™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Merry

thing. I say, do you know whether
we're having dioner early to-day——"
“Ha, he, ha!”

“We generally do at Bunter Court, on
Christmas Day,” =aid Bunter. “I think
it's a jolly good idea. I eay, yon
follows, I've scen the turkey—"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Blessed if I ece anything to cackle
at. 1 say, do you fellows know where
that fathead Locke 1s3—"

“Just behind you,” grinncd Bob
Cherry, as Ferrers Locke came out of
the Iigmry.

“0Oh!”  Bugter spun round. “I—
say, M-Merry Christinas, Mr, Locke!”

Ferrers Locke amiled.

“You're mot going, Mr. Locke?”
asked Elarry Wharton. .
hTi-:ilB Baker Street detcetive shook lia

ead.

“No; I am not finished hore,” ho
repliod.

*They got that man safe to clickey
iast night?" asked Bob Cherry.

2 guit.a safe.”

. "And now you've

jolly old confederate?
 Hie confederate is pone,” said Locke

briefly. “He will nﬁtﬁg geen at Cavun-

dals Abbey agnin,”

HDh !h’

e IFamous Five exchanged glances.

The ¥ Five exchanged gl
Locke's expression did not invite gues-
tions, and they asked none. But Billy
Bunter, naturally, wanted to know,

“1 say, who was it?" he dempnded.
B::Hﬂhut up, Bunter|” grunted Johony

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“The shut-upfulness is the proper
caper, my estpamed, ‘;u-.wful Runtor,”

I foncy I know " grinned Bunter,
“I puspected all along that it was
Pilkingham—*

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled tho juniors.

Forrers Locke smiled.

“Well, look here, Mr. Locke,” said
Billy Bunter, blinking at the Dakor
Street detective. “Now you'ra here,
you Can Lﬂ“jl: well find out that beast,

a
d fr

Enl: to nail his

whoover is, who has been playing
ghost and frig ng fellows——"
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Exactly 1" eaid Forrors  Locke.
“Befors 1 leave, I shall certainly hopa
to sce tho ghost of Cavandala Abbey.

* - ] L) L]
There was yet a mystory to be solvoed

at Cavandale Abboy, ﬂ.ndrﬂar Whar-

ton & Co. wondered what wm:[g be tho

f Forrers Locke's Cl

end o wistmas case,

THE END,

e e e P A A PN P AP

SNIPER ! ”
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ANOTHER GRIPPING INSTALMENT OF

OUR POPULAR SPORTING SERIAL,

B

The First Chapiers Bristly Retold.

Jamer Bremnan, cwner of the Raillun Rovers
P{!’.. w robbed of his ﬁﬁ?’ﬁum of a
oryed cheyue, then v 018
uknoton Further disasiers [follow

until Jimmy Brennan, the dead owner's wom, i
Jorced lo his house to Charles Thurgood,
mungger of the Ravllon Hank, in order lo carry
on.  Determined, withott rousing 1
Jind oul who it af the bask of the
the Rovers, Scotland Yard conmives that Tim
Osborne, late .I"ﬂ:'r m.!:m Camdm;ﬂ&mmtw,
should play Rovers, ] r
ﬂrmf dmti;:. Tim proves a _Dﬂut tg the
m, for Rovera , i AT
lfrgé‘m'd.!: Fil m_l:l W m

e Fread.
ated

A fm%“’ inst the doughly
freted .

Léague leaders themselves. s

{ Now read on.)

+r b —

A Bautle of Glants ]

INMNLNG the toss Junmy kicked
w with the broeze. The visitors
: sot the ball rolling. They
wera u fine side, not so
fust ue the Kovera, but well-balanced
aud clever, and desperately intent on
promotion this season. In o whirl of
scarlot, they !ﬂugh!- their way straight
down to Reynclds, who was forced to
eave in the Brst minuto from o torrific
tle~-driver which he tipped over the
r. The corner-kick landed beautifully
in front of goal, and a hearty scrim-
mage took place before Harvoey, barging
through in pondcrous style, drove the
ball to Jimmy. Eﬁﬂﬂi:!mg it up, Jimmy
feinted and tricked hiz man, and re-
cciving the ball, Tim carried on the
attaok io a bobling, hesitating run that
gent the crowd delirious,

The Wanderers had heard all about
the “Galloping Five of Railton,” and
they settled down to a careful defenco
and brst-time clearances that drove the
youthfi:] gquintette back timo and
agoin. All over the field the game
flushed at dizzy s%umi, now closing in
on the Rovers’ goal, now storming back
to the other end. Each side was trring

SRR

JOHN BREARLEY.

its hardest to get s lead; attack gave
place to attack, overy move in the gamoe
was tried, sometimes by the “overhendd
route,” with skiliul heads flicking the
ball on its way; but chielly by flat,
rapid passing, in and out, backwards
and forwards, weaving # breothless
attern over the green turf.  Soccer at
its best ond brightest.

Harford were the first to score—a
snoppy, sweeping run by their whole for-
ward line ending in a shot that gave
Reyoolds no chance, DBefore long, how-
ever, Payton had equalised for Railton,
ruimm%’. in to mect a through-pass
from Jimmy and scoring with his

DARING ABDUCTION BY
MASEED MEN!

A devilish plot to ruin Jimmy

Brennan, the idol of the
Raillion Rovers F.C.

favourita cross-drive from three vards
outside tho post,

Half-time arrived. Ong-all!l

Both teams ran out full of beans for
tho second sessiom, snd clashed in a
whirlwind of thrilla and rapid-fire
footer, Wing-raids down the sidelines,
flickering attacks by the inside men,
gwiteches and :aversu-;msma—-—all Waro
exploited in & wonderful mateh fought
out at fever-heat. Bwiftly the minutes
slipped by in the ding-dong battle; the
darting, racing fHgures in black-and-
white swarmed ever nearer to the visit-
1_1;?‘ goal. Yek the Wanderers beat them
off stoutly, .

At ]un?_th deft passing and uncanny
ball-juggling by Jimmy and
opened a hole in the red-jerseyed wall
through which Miller lung himself to
scora with a cannon-ball drive. The
Rovers were leading. But Harford
returned to tho attack like men
posscased,

Tim ]

A clearanoe-kick from the Wanderors
full-back wsoared into the air and
dropped grandly, deep into thoe Rovers'
territory. Jameson, the righi-back, ran
forward to clear; but in from the
touchline came the Harf winger,
breasted the leather down and ripped
it across to his centre all in ono nove-
ment,  The marksman had just a second
in which to shoot, and about o foot of
open goal.  But it was enough.  Taking
the ball in his stride he hit it with cvery
cunce of power and Bashed it hissing
past Reynolds olutching fingers to moko
the score even.

Two—alll Time getting close!

A din as of & million ‘demons rose

when the game restarted,
J"‘Hﬂw. Rovers | Fntgmpﬂh Harf{?ﬁt‘cﬂ
) immy-—Jimm ayton | in
it acrossl T:Eat.’a it—that's it} Glﬁ
shoot, Tim—shoot—shoo-chhhh 1

“Well saved, goalie! Now, Reds!
1?'1% hﬁrﬁ]a ‘i'i]';ndararat ﬂu—-l&-aw

Tac » Harvey—good o TEel
Now, - Blakg, back to Jimmy ! Thﬁt’a
the stuff, Jimmy! Over it goes! Gof
it, Tim! Pa asal He's got himl
hﬁﬁndmha& him, by thunder! Ha, ha,

“Good old Eﬁva.rmwl"
*Ro-0-0-veral
Came a rolling bellow that would not
bo dented. Tim, dancing like a will.o'-
the-wisp, had seddenly tied Harford's
defence into knots. Ho pushed the
ball to Jimmy—Jimmy slung it right
ont to Atkins—and the supporters of
both sides flung up their srms, their
hats, anything, 1n & howl of mingled de-
light and apprehension. For tho
“Gallopera ® wers right on top.
Away down the wing went Atking in
i fiash, plugging ahesd with hard-sct
aw. A frantic back skated across in
a sliding tackle, but the winger swerved
round him dizzily; his centre whistled
squarely across the enemy %m!mouth
Up in the sir bobbed Miller and »
{ull-back, ecannoned fiercely and missed
Tueg MaieryeEr Lisrany.—No. 1,193
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it; the hall dropped at Tim's feot, and
the Wandercrs' por came out in &
tigerish ruzh as the centre-forward let

:p".

Thud?

Smack on the shoulder the ball hit
bim, rchounding high into tho air. The
bedlam of cheering broke off sharp, red
sliirts leapt towards the [oathor. Dut
before anvone could reach if, through
the wild-cyod men hurtled Jimmy Bren-
nan, twisted los body in 2. marvellous
swoop, and flashed the pill beneath
iho erosshar with all the foree of his
ﬁml_v twead bohind it———

“Goal! Gon-oal!”

Five minutes iater the final whistle

blew. For the first time that season
Railton Rovers wore on top of
Divivion I

Your Editor iz alwaps pleased to heay from hix readers,

envelope

B this is our Christmas weel issue,
A chums, I oust onoe again wish
all my loyel MAGRETITES &
happy Christmas, and may yon
all have plonty of the good things which
this festive season brings in its train. The
Xow Year is close upon us, and I can
oEsUre one and all that, asin the past,
®o in future, the good old MaorET is
ing to remain true to tradition—*' at
gﬁ top of 1the tree." Bhoals of latters have
reached me latoly that the good
old paper i3 better than sver. And so it
a1 But, believe me, your Editor ia mot
ing tn-rais;ﬁq his !im:hheﬂthﬂmdﬂm m 1'_'
¥oear s gol o a
evar] The peogramaemn of mtorss Y.
Frank Ri and I have mapped oub
for the coming year, not to montion
corking serials by %:hoagular boys® authors,
is going to take market by storm.
You just wait and see i

OW spare a moment to co tulate
N !dega Bro of 102, nﬂgﬂﬂh
Htreat, Cﬁgﬁiﬂ, Gla;iu!:; for his
Groyiriara limerici. , by the
way, hos besn awarded & handsome
Christmas t in the shape of a dandy
pocket walﬁ

Bob Cherry’s as strong ay a baull ;
Not easlly shocked as & rule.
But he fainted this merning,
Wlthout a warning,
When Bunter at breaklast sald :
(1! ru_:“ ! FE

T've pot plenty mors of thess handsome
prizos 1n stock, 8o it's up to you to set to
work and win ons,

E fimst query this wesk—a rather
intoresting one—ocomes from Frod
Daviz, of Monmouth. He wants
me to tell him pomething about

A STATUE THAT BINGS !

This ia the famous Vocal Memuon status
of the Upper Nile. There are eighty-seven
ingeriptions it testifying to the fact
that it has been heard o sing and piving
the datos and titnes upon which these
ﬁ:ﬂumam were heard. But it has not

n heard to sing for a long tims, and one
theory has it that the singing was an

RS

The Masked Man Again]

HAT night revelry reigned in y
E Trainer Nye's cottage on the

banks of the Railton Canal.

CGoeorps Harvey and the pigantie
Eeynold:, with Ssturday-night pipes
woll wlicht, lounged on the sofa, the
Liost eccupied tho post of honour in a
vast armchaie.  Around the cosy fire,
their brown healthy faces glowing in
the lumplight, most of the younger
Rovers were playing the alterncon’s
hattle over again, Lvery move, every
Lick almost, was chewed over; the
cheerful babble, as everyonc cut in on
evorvone clse, eould have been heard
Leyond the distant garden-gate.

Only Tim Osborne of the Galloping
Five was absent. Earlier vn he had

S DG 0]

E,

Write
o Mm : Editor of ¥ The Magmel,” The Amalgamaled Press Lid.,
Flectway Howse, Farringdon Street, E.C 4. A slamped addressed

reply.

L3 el e Y

Epyptian priests. However, the following
soems to ma to ba the most plauvsible
explanation,

t ia said that there were two small
comparimonts in the statue, one of which
wag filled with water., Both chambors
wore connecied by a kind of siphon pipe,
and the Lheat of CERG ] wve the water
out of ome compartment inte anocther.
The compressed air in the sscond compart-
ment was driven out through a concealed
pips, which thereupon gave forth mugical
notes accordiog {o the amount of prossure
of the air,

The fact that the status has only besn
heard to ““ging " after the rising of the
gun had warmed it, following the coldnosa
of the night, certainly looks as though
this was the correct explanation !

arn which earns for A. H.
tockley, of 37, Camp Hill Road,
Nuneaton, Warwickshire, one of

our useful pocket knives :

The schoolmaster was taking the ¢lass
In sclence. ** Now then, Smith,'" he
sald, **name me a polsonous zub-
gtance ! ** Willle Smith, who was nol
gilted with an over supply of intelligence,
thought deaply. *' Avlation,'" he replled
after & W The olass tiiiered wilh
amusement and the master looked
sternly at the boy. *' Explaln your-
self, Bmith ] * he snapped. ** One drop
will klll, sir 1 ** responded Willie.

Finished laoghing?t Thon we'll se=a
what the black book has in store for next
waol.

Firat comes another measterpiece from
the gifted pen of Frank Richards, entitled :
“* THE SECRET SNIFPER!"™

This topping yarn abounds in surprizes
and exciting situstions and will kesp you
intorosted from the first chapter to the
last. Be wise, thon, and order your copy
in good time. You'll find John Brearle
“ at home " with another gripping instal-
ment of his t soccor serial, ' Up, the
Rovers !" The ' Greyfriars Herald,” tpo,
will be well up to standord, not to mention
onr other features by the Greyfriars
rhymester and ** Old Ref."”

NDW let's have a chuckle ot this

THE MAGNET

heen there for part of tho evening,
Iying back in his tilted chair, apparently
half-aslcep, with his drowsy hcad rest-
ing against the wall close to the window-
frame. It was very rarely that he
joined in the pow-wow; tho Rovers fad
grown used to his quiet uncbirusive
wars by now, nnd bevond an oecosional
spot of leg-pulling, took very litile heed
of him off the field. Which suited
Tinothy immensely.

At nine o'clock he had suddenly risen
to say good-night, pleading weariness,
and after a shy grin all round had
vanished. Tho others settled down to
talk a3 before; and only Jimmy of all
the merry party gave a moment’s
thought to his cenire-forward's abrupt
departure. Ho could have sworn that,
o fcw geconds before Tim had got up
to go, someona Lhad tapped on the win-
dow pane; tap, tap, tap! Just like that,
softly but charply. 1t might have been
imagination; there was enough row go-
ing on, in all comscience. Anyway,
Tita had gone. Jimmy Bhﬂ?gﬂd and
plunged into the friendly “dog-fight ®
Onee more.

The evening wore on. Bill Nye,
seoretly plessed et the bubbling en-
thusiasm around him, rammed sn as-
bestos thumb into the red-hot bowl of
his briar and winked mcross ot Harvoy
and Reynolds.

“When you kids have finished sayin'
how clever yo are,” he in
caustically, “I'll be glad. one'd
think we'd won promotion already,
'stead of just topping the table for once
in & woyl”

“Bhame ! prinned Jimmy,

“Reats, Bill. We're there to stay!”

".A.H:hm a henrthl”

orus of humorous protosts nns-
wered him, in the midst {:-P which Mra.
Nye bustled in carrying n tray of cups
and an enormous jug of cocoa, whi
she set down on the table. The chuck-
ling foothallers gathered round her
cagerly, for * Mother ™ Nye was a real
ﬁood sort, although she ruled her littla
ousehold with a rod of iron

"“"Now then!” she announced. *Ten

o'clock and home wvou go, all of you,
Talk, talk, talk, the gl':l:}lth'.'.t] 5

L @ evening.
Miller, leave tho ﬂugg alone; Payton, if
you spill that—— "There! Take that,
then !

Smack !

‘l’ﬂwtl‘l

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The outside-left retired with half-a-
cup of cocon only and & tingling ear,
while the others roared and gulped the
stcaming  beverage q,ﬁlmﬁg Ten
o'clock was "elosing-time * at Bill Nye's
and they knew it

Taking their caps, they said good-
pight and went down the garden path
in & cheery group, Jimmy goieg with
them to bolt the gate. a_stomf for a
little while in tho fresh air until his
frionds’ volees dicd away into the dis-
tance. Out hero on the outskirts of
Raillon, with dark country stretching
beyond the cannl, all was still and quiet
— porfect moonlight night. When he
returned to the cottage his candle was
lighted on the kitchen table and the old
couplo had slrcady gone upstairs.

“Ho, hum! I'm ready for bed!™ he
:.rnwrnc-é, and stralled leisurely up te his
little room at tho back. Setting the
candle on his dressing-table, he turncd
to fing open the casement windows to
their widest extent. And, as he did so
a long, black arm slid out from behind

imposture practised by ancicnt YOUR EDITOR,
"X A
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the door, the candle
hizgsed, spluttered, and
died, he room was
lunged into
arkness.

Jimmy turned in o
flash, Btanding before
him, rigid a3 stone,

“*Well, vyom

mnstant

bird of prey.

ey
Only its head showed  %242%
in the faint moonlight
that streamed through
the window—a mon-
strous head, draped in
# shapeless black cowl
through which two
baleful eyes floared
with deadly menace.

Jimmy’s heart gave a

surging, choking leap.
One glance enabled
him to recognise the
silent apparition. It
was the Masked Man
agai=that mystervious
opponent with whom
he had fought under
the shadow of the trees
the night the Rovers
main stand waz burnt
—the man who had
slaghed at him with a
knife—who had kicked
him into helplessness
and vanizhed into tho
darkness,

The Aiasked Man'! ]
All this streaked through Jimmy's brain
in less thon o second. His encmies had
come again! His lithe museles tensed
themselves for o spring, Then, from
behind the cowl came a low voice,
muffled and strange, but paralysing in
its stinging vYenom :

*“ Don't move |

R e re——

Audacity and Guns!
jIHM? slowly relaxed,

was a tall figure in P
dark clothes a mere 2= ﬂ '
blur in the gloom. “%ﬁz 25 Iiﬁ

_."-'-H—l-.

SRR MERR

Although the sombre form of the
Masked Man, faintly outlined

. against the door, was less than
two strides away, the young footballer
know it was usclesa to resist—yet. For
with the low-voiced warning to leep
still had come a quick movement of his
foe’s right hand. It rested now on his
hip, steady as & rock.  And even in the
darkness of the bed-room Jimmy
guessed what that hand grasped.

Useless to risk a yush—useless even
to raise his voice. He waited, with bated
breath, watching the dim figuro warily.

“Welli™ he said et last.

I'he Masked Man reached backwards
and noisclessly closed the door.

“And don't talk, eitheri” his biting
voice hissed again through the folds of
the cowl he wore. “I’ll do all that
Sit down!™

Reluctantly Jimmy backed away and
sank on te the edge of hig bed. In-
wardly boiling though he was, ho yet
had sense enough to keep himself well in
hand, If this was going to be
another DBlackholt Quarry  affair,

. he thought, he would have need of all
his coolness, And—in time—perhaps
the other would get careless—

For the present, howover, there seemod
no signs of that. Leaving the doer, the
Masked Man glided cloger; but the gun
he held never wavered an inch, Ho
etopped cautiously to the window and
tapped on the pane, A soft whistle,
audible only to ears that were on the
alert for it, drifted up from the garden
putside.

At the sienal, the Masked Man pulled

Jimmy Brennan, * what do yeu
want with me ? ** The insult went
bome, and the man at the head |
of the table hunched his shoulders |
tiil he looked like some grotesque :

lE

secum,”  sna

sommething quickly {rom under his coat,
:m&fd holding one end, allowed it to
@

trickle from his hand over the sll. In
the moonlight Jimmy caught a glimpss
of what looked like coils of rope, and
heard a -faint rustle ap they pattercd
down the ivy on the cottage wu!l;.

Once again cams the low whistle. The
Masked Man grunted, and twined s
loop deftly round the post of the bed.
His hand shot out smoothly until the
cold muszle of the gun kizged Jimmy's

cheek, Ile spoke again in & voice as
¢hill and hard as & knife,
“Now listen, Brennan—earefully.

That's a rope ladder I've just dropped,
1t leads to the garden. There's another
man down there—armed. Got out of
that window and climb down. And do
it quietly " :

“And if I don't?” said Jimmy quietly.
The gun bored harder into his Hesh,

“Then  Railton Fovers will need
another new forward!”™ was the acid re-
p]%l And the words carried conviclion.
The lad roze slowiy. With the cold
ring of steel pressing against hiz foce,
he had no option. DOnly he wished he
knew who the gunman was. Somehow
the voice scsundged sickeningly familiar,
but whether duo to deliberate disguise
or the hlack hood hiding the Masked
?Eaﬂ’a head, he could not exactly place
i

iz every nerve was on odee for one
falzo movo on the part of his opponent;
but that {alsa move never came. As he
turned to the window the gun left his
check and dug into the small of his back.
Coolly then, %‘m slung one leg over the
window-ledgoe and felt with his {oot for
the rungs of the ladder. The other leg
follewoed, sand as he clambered down-
wards he saw the head and shoulders of
the Masked Man framed in the window
above- his head, and plainly saw the
antomatic si'_:iinting in tho man's hand.
Tt covered him every inch of the way.

In any case there was still no loop-
hole of escape for & while. The moment
his feet touched =olid earth again, Jimmy
{cit the pressure of anciher gun-barrel

in his ribs angd became aware of & second
hooded figure et his rhoulder. Mis
enemies were taking no chances in their
daring abduction. In silence he was
forced to wait while the Masked Man
skimmed lightly down the ladder; then,
in the shadow of the cottage wall, he re-
ceived fresh instryctions.

“(Go ahead to the pate. No monkey
tricks op—"

The sentcnces was
Prodded by the two guns, the helpless
youngster threw back his shoulders and
went down Bill Nye's fla path,
making no sound. It seemed impossible
even now that his ceptors should suc-
ceed like this—velr what could ho do?
And of other help there was no sign.
‘The loneliness pressed on his heart like
a weirht.

At the garden %ﬂiﬂ the party halted,
and one of the hooded men went on
ahead down the few yards of lane that
led to the canal. Jimmy saw his-figure
for a second in a pateh of moonlight and

left. unfinished.

after that it vanished into the atill,
black shadows. But presently the
familiar whistle trilled again t gh

the hush, and the captive was pushed
ahead.

They came to the gquict, glimmering
canal, jet-black and silver under the
moon ; & boat was moored in the shelter
of the bank. Instinctively Jimmy gave
a glance up and down the towpath in
the hope that scmeone might be passing,
Tha sound of strolling footsteps did
come to his ears, but they were too far
away to be of aid. A mocking voice
whispered in his ear:

“Not a hope, dear friend. Get inte
that boatl"™

The crooks had plainly thought out
every single detail of their reckless
coup; even the rowlocks of tho di:&%h:?
Were - g:ensed and the sculls muffled
With barely n sound mave the faint
dribble of water from the blades,
Jimmy was ferried aoross to the other

Treg Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,195
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side—where enly darkness and a lonely
countryside awaited him, Up ¢
and across a field he was marched, the
zuns nover shifting from his lm-:h
Onee he stumbled on & grassy hummock
pned instantly the men were on him like
“uh'es. He recovered and marched ong;

prizoner and warders came at last to o
rutty road that van parallel with the
towpath. Deneath the shadow of a tree
he suw the dark Lulk of o closed car,

A sibilant whisper hatled them.

“ Al rijght-i"

“OK. "

“Good !I”

Out of the car came a third man, witi
ropes. Jimmy tried hard to get a look
at him, but a clond had passed across
the mbon nnd the durknm was oo
great. Ho felt o gag snapped over his
mouth from bLehind; then a eoil of rope
elild sinuously around his shoulders.

Immediately, as though an electric
corrcnt  had  seorched him, Jimmy
Sprang int-:: life—desperately—murder- o
ouslv, for it wans his last chanee,
lashing hack-heel eracked on the shin of
one of the thugs behind him, the savage
plunge of his sinewy body koocked
the man from t o car sprawling., Just
for one short sccond wild hope possessed
voung Jimmy and he opened his mouth
in a cry for help. But as he did o the
Masked Man struck like an angry snake.

A perfect left, smooth and preecise,
socked into Jlmmva jow with n sharp,
cxport crack: an upporeut followed
into his ribs,
crumpled, arms still hampered by the
cimgbng rope: apd long before the
numibness of those K0, blows had wern
off, furious hands had trussed him like
A c‘hmkcn and thrown him heavily. into
the car, Two of the men piled in after
him; the door clicked sternly Lehind

Soon the soft peace of the night was
broken by the purr of an enging, -the
crunch of trres on a gravel surface.
The ear glided swiftly down the desclate

road,
him, g m;:-ped Jimmy as the car

thered speed.  IF only he had

had o fght for his money—if he eoulil
have gone down swapping punches to
the lazt, it wounid not have been so bad.

The Hooded Three !

FEELIN(G of utter fury, so
strong that it almost choked

THE MAGNET

the bank

Down into the road he.

But this—this was ghastly. Yanked
out of his own room, with fiiends with-
in call, herded acress the canal and
fields like an animal to the slaughter—
he writhed passionately in Lis honds
while the two men on the seat opposite
zhook in silent mirth. From time to
iime the Rovers erack forward caught
glimpses of their black. sinister heads,
nodding to the sway of the car. But
nothing was said to him nor was any
attempt made to check iz stroggles
Thereo was zomething contempinons m
their indifforence.

Heo stopped oventually of his own nc-
cord, breathless and exhausted., The
struggle, futile though it was, had done
soimoe pood, however: it had . worked
off tho fover of rage ﬂmt had Llinded
him, and he took a Iresh prip of himsalf.

Meoanwhile the car tore onwards. To
guesz tho direction in which fhey worn
travelling was  hopeless; the route
tumcu:t and twisted l:n-emldermp;lz-, Not

that, but the driver stuck to tha
-:In sm:ﬂndur:;—' roads all the time; and
never once did a light of any Lind
flicker through the windows except when
an infroquent car fled past in the op-
posite dircction. On and on.thiey went
for over an hour, Jimmy judged, cat-
mg up the miles. The ropes that bound
him tightened- on his limbs till he was
in an agony of cramp.

Then suddenly the headlong journcy
ended.

After o last abeapt turn, the car slid
gently fo o hale "-Hmng, deft Iamuxls
bundled Jlmrr?. into the open and he
wag carried inte the night. He suw
his captors were bearing hii gquictly
along the drive of a privato hiowse, with
treea and bushies crowding hia&kh arn
cither side. ‘They nmst be a good fifty
miles or more fiom R&ﬂtﬂn he thanght,
o5 the men plunged into the sombreness
of the house itself, and quickly up some
skens.

An wnscen door was opened by a key,
the party passed througl’ an cehoing,
tiled hall and into a back room, Dy the

ight of-a single duvst-grimed eleetrie
Lulbk that was switched on immediately,
Jimmy noticed a table and four chaiys,
into one of which he was dumped w3 |i
a foree that madeo him winee., The
roonl was innocent of cavpet or hang-
ings, badly-tattered blinds only parit-
ally covered ihe dirty windows. The
one other article of furnituro Desides
the table and chairs was a rusty gas-fite,
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its clay rings broken and in many cases
missing altogether, A musty, slatternly
atmosphere pervaded the whele 1}]&&.

For thoe first time ho had o full view
of his captors ss they grouped them-
selves round the table, staring down at
him through the slits in their cowls
Fach had donned & black parment liko
an overall,” and ihe loosa fn%ds dmﬂ‘mﬁ("ﬂ
their figures perfectly. In the dim light
théy looked like those ghouls of a by-
pone age~devile of ithe BSpanish Tn-
qumntmn dreadful in their immobility.

a sign from one of E]mm the gng
'nms “]IISLE"I.'I from the prisoner’s mouth;
the men sat Jdown, tho leader facing
Jimy, the otherss on  either  side,
Jimnyy oased himself upright in _his
chair, his eyes smouldering dangerousty,
Ho was weighing up whether it was
worth while givivg o shout for rescue.
but the easy poise of tho. liooded mon
told him they Jdid not eare if he volled
or not. Apparently theoy were guite
confident no holp was mgh.

Secing this, Jimmy gave his most in-
solent sncer. At least he wounld show
them he was not cowed.

“CWell—-scum?” he snapped, breaking
the tonse silence. The insult went howe,
for tho three fipures stiffened ominously
under * their ? ks; and, folding his
arms, the mwan at the head of the tablo
leaned forwnared, lmnehing his shouldoers
till hio looked like somo grotesque. bird
of prey. His voice, like that of tho first
masked man, was distorted | beyond
recognilion h:.r his hoodl. -

“Now enppose we cut all that out,
my young friend, and get to business!”
he purred. “I con promiss you that
hard words won't help you at oll!”

“That's too bad?!” ecoffed Jimmy,
“ And what s vour precious * business,”
vou rat "

Smack !

A set of hard konuckles, belonging to
ths man on his right, Bluppﬂd hi'm im-
patiently across the mouth, Dut .]:mmy
saw the blow coming and met it with
bared . teeth. . Growling with fury. the
croolk lonpt to big feet, a trickle of Dlood
gtaining his hanod, e

{(For what . reason foas the Maskod
Man browglit Jimmy to this sinistcr
hotize 2 Dan't miss next week's inslal-
meint of this full-ef-thrills acrial, whal-
cver won dol)
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e TRt Ml Wil W W T ;
DON'T G HOME _
by train. Make the journcy in comfort. Hire a car
from CHUONKLEY'S STORES, Courtfleld, Phone :
Courttield 106.3 Cheap aud comfortable. fwﬂ 0
any distance. The journey to London costs ¥
£20, and the railway charge 6s. 11d. Anywhere
fromy Lami's End to Timbuetoo by car. -
TrariMoNIAL: I hired a car from you last week
to take nie to Timbuctoo, snd I had a very comfortable
journ-y, and got there quicker than the Underground.
et apﬁﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂmﬁmu by o camel.
BEER,'

YOUR CAR NOW!

o chanfieur, I«
Yours truly, IMA

BOOK

)
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PLOT TO STEAL “ GREYFRIARS HERALD "

Gﬁmauﬁr& by Eavesdropper
A CUNNING SCHEME

In another column we are publishing & few exiracts from a copy
of the GREYFRIARE HERALD ._ﬁuimu __.w Horaco Coker of the Fifth,
Thin fake edition of the HERALD was mtended to make the Remove

) . Tt was a little plot of Coker's by way of revenge,
Eﬁoﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂﬁqrﬁuﬁwﬂum. allowed to edit the HERALD.
Ho pointed out to us that the matter should be left in the hands
of a Fifth-Former, Wharton refused—politely, of course—and
Gawﬂwmﬂuwm ﬂ—_wﬂrnww_uﬂwﬂ mﬁﬁﬂﬂa o .
Determine have his » Uoler & plot. B

n—mnmm.ﬂﬁ_mmm wait until we bad oompleted

thiz week's co of the Hgrarp and,

hefore we it to the printer. to steam
opon the envelope and take our manuseripta

2o B out. Hﬂﬁauﬁgumﬂﬁnmwﬁwg_.uﬂﬂ
= = 5 copy written gpecially by himself. The

5 ks printer would not know that anything
was wrong, and before woe could interfore
the HErALD would have been printed and
sent on to the Editor of the Companion
Papera for inclusion in the MaeNwET.

t waa quite a eonning scheme—for
Coker, ﬂumul:uwﬂm e F_E.mr, hig aunt
Judy sent him & hamper while he was stiil WE.N on his fake copy
of the HErALD, :

A hamper ien't usually regarded as unfortunate, of course;
but in thie instancs it attracted the notice of Billy Bunter, who
folt compelled to sneak into Coker’s study and wrap himself arcund
sa much of Aunt Judy's hamper as he cowld manage. It was
while he was masticating an iced cake that Cokor returned to the
study. Bunter dived under the table, and while he was under
there he overheard Colker toll his fiendish plot to Potter and Greene.

Bunter was not disgoversd. As soon as the thres soniors left
the study, he seuttled back to the Remove passage, bursting with
news and Coker's b.

When we heard about Coker’s little game, we first of all gave
Bunter a kiock for grub.raiding, another for mﬁﬂn@mﬂnﬁmﬁﬂm‘ and &
third for tale-bearing, and then we held a Council of War., We
decided to let Coker think wo were ignorant of his echeme until
after he had put his spurious copy of the Hrranp into the envelope.
Thon we would collar the fake copy and expose the Fifth-Form
fathead by printing soms of his rubbish with &n explanation of how
wu got hold of it. With this view we wrote the genuine edition
out twice—one for Coker ond one for the printer, :

Coker doesn't know yet that we have tumbled to his pame,
He'll find ouf when he reads this npumber, We're sll going along
to his study to sse his face. Poor old Coker! Dost ees any green
in our eyea, brothert! Nay, pot much, i

We hope that all onr chums who road the Maewer will
chuckle st Coker's fatheadedness, It'll make him feel small if he
thinka you are all laughing at him.

S A R U R R PR R A AR D OO RO RO T RERTC

mpz\._”—} ogdmm By Dick Penfold.

But the folly cld man with the bulg-
ing sack

ot E.w- apd trinkets upon bis back

™Would wait for me to dream and dozae

Ere be glided In oo bis nimble toes

To fill my atocking's gaping jaws.

{Oh, & stealthy goot ia Santa Qlapsl)

OUR Sants Olans is old and greye
.______.F_____n- loug and soow-wiite beard,
¥y BLY.
Hix %nu is roddy, hls eyes ara bright;
He _,_"_n_m_.m- oo the winds of the winrer
B -
M.H_.H__.nuuq through space with nover a
For an active gcnt Is Sants Claas, -

When 1 was & youngster of soven or
elght,

But tow ihat I've come to man‘a
entatla

IN HAIR-OIL

NAUGHTY,
NAUGHTY

Uncle Skinner’s Child-
rens’ Corner.

Lot uncle tell you a story.
Omes upon o time there was a
boy nameéd Jack. He was not a
od boy. No, if will believe
o word of an nnele who wouldn't
deceive you for worlds, Jaclk was a
ﬂn.nmmﬁ_ﬂ , naughty, NAUGHTY
ﬂ.ﬁ»r He Eﬁr slacked and
n.wu_..ﬂuﬁ%ﬁuﬁ e got ink on his
gollar and he didn't care a ra
for his kind teacher. He
even been known to etrike a
schooliellow 1naliciously, causing
him a feoling of intenze discom-
fort and o gswelling on the right

@E‘ 1

When he was s fag ‘Jack was|
bad, when he was & Removite
he was worss, and when he was a
genior o was wuasest, He out.
Lodered Loder. ' He tied cans on
to dogs'’ _H,mmh rm:&mn u_.ﬁmw_ﬁ: in
tho penalty area and mixed gum
with his Huﬂﬁnﬁ.ﬁﬂaﬁ. hair-oil.
Everything. bad thers was to do
Jack did.

He went from worse to worser.
Ho was found out. The head-
master nailed him and put him
raﬁ punishment-room. Next day

o

he was cxpelled from the school
and wenb away in disgrace and o
taxi.

Can vou guess what happened
to .m_.ﬂwu__.tEma Le became wﬁm.mﬁw 1
He didn't po to prison.

Hs becaine Prime Miniater of
England. In the hooks I've read
nearly all the great statesmon
scom to hove been bad bovs,
Strange, ain't it ?

In m arm, soug bed I'4 He and iYve torned Afteon, at aony ratal)
ﬂ_..“___....ﬂ . 014 Bania’s bountiea 1 Eﬁ_ recelve,
Feering lntently through the gloom Nor hang wy stocking on Christmaa
And the'sheadowas that filled the sloni "ETé. z
Toom, Hut whebther It freczes or anows or
I"d wallk for hodra [t & wWorthy cages— thaws;

1 wanted to see old Bapta Clauil Ho's still at his job, old Santa Olaus!

GUM MIXED (IN DISGRACE

Class-Bench  division.

was snmmoned to show cause w
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CRAZY COPY

Here are a few short extraota

SENTENCED TO

EAT HIS WORDS ifum, tokere, oo Gnerrmiane

ker splits an infinitive in the
i sentemnce, and onda the second

Before Mr. Justioe Todd in tisf.I 8m su to have written,
with a preposition. In the

James Hobson, of the 8 :
Q-

the Middle Bchaol X1, finished uy| cumsiances, this is  hard n
at the foot of the First Division of compliment, blow him! (Harmry
the Courtfield League last seasos| Wharton,)
HHHMn_umﬁu : ﬂ mﬁﬂﬂﬂ Muﬁ_ﬂMﬂm help it! EDDITORIALL.
ot one o orw
nﬂwurwwmn about shooting goah . By Harry Wharton. o
They ught the & was 4 Door reeders,—We feol it im
beauty conteat,” (Laughter,) |Hpp to us to humbley  the
The Judge: °Bring me pardon of the seeniors—parficko-
Record Baok.” He looked swiftly] 1arley the Vih. bave had a
it to put up with. We have

throu the book and theh®
gh Bt tten all sorta of inmolting things

§ | sbowl them ; but we are a jolley
#  |mbfe warse ourselves, We are &

o *E.Enﬂu._ low, mizzerable, untidy,
- wheeky, rotton, brootal, retohed
lott of fagge, and wo krave there

pardon for riting woppers abowt
them

We admit that the Vih. are the
beat form in the skool, and we
will always take off our caps when
we e a Vih-form man owt
walking with respeckt and lick
biz boots and we hoap he kicks

us beaos it wood sorve us rite and
EA_RW_H kuffs us on the side of the

[ 1] H
soverely,  that the Remove beal

ho

frowmed. e,

This sort of thing it

¥you nine-nil,
Who were your fon

Conténited on nexl col :
must stop. { COMIRN.;

warda 1’ 52 v A S g e T T

“Hobson : “That ass TempklContinued from previous column.)

- 2 F L ;
e
outside this season.” u ! 1
and a amort from H.munﬂ_?”__mr b .”_.Emﬁ.mumu "1 Enow what
Hobeon :  * That chum H-.Hm_u_-wﬂm_ * ou had boon H.Unw“_huuu_m

was inside-right, and that frabjout b ' _M.muu face weuid ghop. 8
ouckoo Hoskins was oentre-dor, w0 Sgpon cour lordshi
ward, Ho lnows more bty fnisfio being bostly porsonal
O e  Sogming SOnAll should liko to oxplain that I was

kil Fry were on sorry to havo beon late,. We were
T uhearsing & splendid play and

Judgs: * Great Seottl . »
bl .ﬂ
What a Fry 1™ (Groans.) “ha Jud . "
it & go: ° What play ?
Hobson : | o Tom ouly RN Wibley: ‘It was entitled

matches, and in each case

i F
opposing back put the ball in Footprints in Gore, or the Hall-

8 Vengeanco,'*

own goal. How could wo h S
bring e iho bottar of Wy Tiete 30770 200! Who
ivision o o aguas 1 '° . o TR
The Judge sentenced th Middiy) iv°y ¢ 16 18 not for mo to
Bchaot XI. to twelvo months The wcn.wf i ,mmw Lmu&.m it
the Becond Division. Very well. 1 was goinz to let u_ﬁ...“.

The next defendant was Willi
Wibley, whp was required
explain why he waa forty ming
late for o rehcarsal of the [tem
Dramatio Society.

ff, but I'll be jiggoved if I will

yow. You are sentenced to eat

jour words—and also tho paper
are written on.”

A Winding-Up Order was ap.

3

| WE ARE A BEASTLY
_ What Coker Wanted to Print

In the fucher we will not rite
phibbs abowt the best form in the
skool and we will not be cheeky to
our ellders and betters among who
18 Horace Coker of ths Vth.

Who roll all day in mudd and
grimea 7

Who think stale sardeens are
orfall %_.Eum 1

Who try to dodje there lossons all
the time ?

Ths Remova,
Whe aro o cheaky lott of bratta
Who fight i . :

stumps and
cricket-battsl

Who are always talking owt of
there silly _E_ﬁm.___Em
Ths Remova.

.__.ﬂwan ﬁmw# that Yooolid was o
00
And Cessar was o silly mule ?
And who 1 of these days will be
jolly well kicked all round
this blessod skool ?

The Remogye,

LETTERS T0 THE EDDITER.

Door Edditer,~Mr. Queleh told
me yosterday that I ort to jolly
well wash my face, * Cherry,” he
gedd, “you ore o disgrace to
Greyfrinrs. ¥ never sce an un-

tidier bloke. CGo and wash vore
dile immejitly.” Can you tell o
how to do thia? Ive novver
waghed befour in my life, so I
dozant kmow how to sott abowt it.
Bops CoeEnny.

(No, Bobb, I can't help you.
You bad better arsk the Vth,
They will be abul to tell you.~—
Tue EbDpITER.)

—

Deor Edditer,—A3z a reedor of
fthe GrEvrriags HeERALD i tolke
upp my poun to tell you that I
ink Horaca Colkor of the Vith,
wood make a muteh bettor edditer

than you. DPlecse arsk Coker to
take over the edditership at
wonoe, and EH:%P
Tou TN,
(In repli {o thizs reedes, and

manny thowsands of other reeders,
I wood like to state that 1 am-

LOW LOT OF FAG

sy 1930,

e

becos I am a mulish little broot
who ' duzzent know good littera-
ture when he sees it.—Hanny
WaarToN.)

R EROREA RO R

sz:__mw
Greetings

From Celebrities

Christroas comes,
comes |
Ushored with a rain of plums,
Hollies in the windows greot himg, |
ﬁnwnmmm.aaﬂm driving post to m.et

im,

Emﬂ?ﬁaﬁmn him, bells proolaim
m,
Every mouth delights to name

him,
Wet and cold and wind and dark
Make him but the warmer mark.
Lricax Hoxr,

Ho comes, he

To all my own scholars, to the
readers of the Companion Papars
everywhere, I wish o merry
Christmastide, and all the good
things in tho verse I have quoted.
Hexpy Samuen QuerncH, MA,

Thiz jsn't Christmas weather
for me. At iny home in Australia,
the sun is boiling hot and there
im’t a cloud in the sky. But I
like the English Christmas all the
same, Hore's the beat of good
wishes, Chums,

Bamson Quixey Irripy

FIerD.

The Maoary-Christmasfulness ia
tervific, cglecined Sahibs, The
Happy-New-Yearfulness fa  also

gront,

Hupres Jauser Rav Smem.

TWO FUNKS

SrECIAT. ATTRacTIONs To-NI1GHuT,
BIG HALIL, at 6.30 p,m, sharp,
PURBLIC FPLOGHING. Special
w__unnﬁqﬂpg of Perey Bolsover in
w rlo of vietim, NO CHARGI:
FOR ADMIESION. Come carly
ond got [ront seats.  Dolsover's
howlsa will bo wery entertaining.

LECTULRE JIALL, at 7 o'elock.
* My Exporiences in the Rockica,”
Lectura by FPaul Frout, M.A,
No noed to come early. - Thore

Moral : Be a bad boy.

(Continued af fool of next colun to tho study olock.

sticking to this jcbb of oddilor

will bu plenty of room,

YOURG GERTS, I wish you a Merry Crissmus and
a4 Happy Noo Year. Wob I says {s this "ere—thero
never were a better set of young gents than them at
Greyfriars, and that's & {ack, Most bova Is dratted
young ripa; but all the young gents at Greyfriars fa
well-behaved and hextremely generous,
said s0, Anybody wot gays I ‘ave some hulterlor
motive for putiing this ‘ere advertisement in the
paper fs telling lea, :
Thanking you in anticipation, young gents,

1 alwaye "ave

Wiirian GosLina,

L T nL L L R

GS [SNAKE BITES

LODER
POOR SNAKE

Mrs, Mimble has just installod a
penny-in-the-glot machine outsids
the tueckshop. Peony bars of
Wnbwwnr?innmﬁpﬂwﬂ Eﬂ:ﬁﬂﬂ&uﬂ

E%a. a ours.
H..wi_um_. . Fish, by the way, is
n__uﬂmw making a number of roundad
1 " dinga, o

@ have & oollection for
the funds of the Remove Dramatie
Spoiety. It realived £1 18s. 6d,
Vernon-8mith was the biggest
contributor. Hs put up a pound
to the funds. Bul Bmithy has
“a lot to put up with.”

A small grasssmake bit Lodep
in the ankla in
Friardale Woods
last woek, Wa
understand,
however, that

=7 the snaka i
bl 4 FOCOVering

* iy " .“....u.. | EHE...—.—.H;
L A vater - rab

made Mﬁ

pearance in
wehool fountain
Nobody seemhs

It
has disappeared now. Wun Lung
hag just mede a stow.

Colrer of the Fifth is growing o
moustache. In a oloar :m.i.m it
ia almost wvisible to ihe naked eye.
We would give pounds to ase
Prout’s face if Coker goes into
olags with a flowing * beaver.”

Cur tronbles novor end. M,
Quelch’s rheumatiam is still givin
hima beans. Directly ho entore
the clasa-room uanEumpM morning
he * went up in the air.” And he
ame -lown hedvily on Dunter.

the other day.
{o know from whones it came,

TO FIGHT

SPECIAL ENTERTAINMENT GUIDE

GVMNASIUAL
Fight betwoon Bunter and Snoo
—unless both boxora funk it o
the last moment. "Ulus should be
the funmiest show of the torm,
and ought not to be missed. Roll

up.

REMOVE DORAM. Midnight.
Dormito foast. No visitors
[romm ot Forms red,
Mastors and prefects requested to
keop off the grass.



