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INTERESTING NEWS FROM FAR AND NEAR!

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C 4.

if he could visit America just now |

You sea, buginess in the restaurants

there basu't been eny teo good, so
the ]?rapnetam have hit upon a means of
bucking things up. You pay a set charge
~and then you can eat as much as you
like Ipl You i&n have as Equn eﬂul}:ﬁ&ﬂ “};
you please, and as many helpings of eac
88 you desire | P

Luckily for the ristors, howover,

there are not lo like Williara
(eorge Bunter living in the States, for it
in estimated that only about ome person
in twenty asks for a second helping.
When Bunter hears sbout this new sc a
he is sure to that tuckshops and
restaurants n nﬁs‘nd should adopt this
excellant idea ! cidentally, one of my
readers suggesta that Bunter’s middle
name should be altered from ** George ™ to
“ Gorge M |

BILLY BUNRTER would enjoy himself

From Albert Renwick, of Fishg;;:ard.
comes & curious query. Ho has heard
that there is

A RIVER OF VINEGAR,

and asks me if it is trus. He ig doubtless

referting to the Rio Vinagre, which iz a
rtof the Cauca River of Columbia. No;
it is not really compored of vinegar, but
it contains eulphuric acid and hydro-
ohlorie acid, is so bitter that ne fish
can live in it. The early travellers in the
country, tasting the water of the river and
baving no means of anslyeing it, jumped
to the conclusion that it was vinegar.
Tha acid finda its way into the river from
an active volcano in the neighbourhood.

s

ARE THEY REALLY TRUE?

asks a Leaminpton reader, who iz
interosted in those * Things you’d hardly
believe ” which I have been publishing.
I assure him they are! Here are a fow
more that seem unbelisvable, but are
vouched for on the highest authority :

A was onge Tried for its Lile in a
Court of Law ! This ha ad in France
i 457, whon a sow and her litter of aix
were solemnly arrested, taken to court,
and fried on a charge of having murdered
and oaten & child, The sow was [ound
guilty and sontenced to death, but the siz
Little pigs wore acquitted on account of
their yeiuth |

A Transparent Man! A Chinaman
named Haish Hzuan is said to have been
born with transparent flesh. The bonea

depends upon lo

and organs of his body were plainly
vigible !

A Fish only a Foot in Length can Kill a
Shark | One of the shark's greatest
enemmied ia the sea hedpohog. When
swallowed by a shark, this little creature
frat distonds itself and thrusts out its
spines, ‘Then it calmly proceods to eat ita
way out of the stomach and then through
the side of the sharlk, thus killing it |

White Men Cannot Make Indian Ink I
Although it is known that Indian ink is
made from burnt camphor, ita preparation
is omly known to the Chinese, who refuse
to reveal the sooret. All Indign ink,
therefore, is made by Chiness |

At Two Places on the Earth’s Surface
There Is no Such Thing as Time ] Time
, itude, and there iz no
longitude at the North and Bouth Poles,
Consequently there is no time at either of
theso apota |

DO YOU ENOW

that you can got & dandy leather pocket
wallet, or a useful pocket knife absolutely
freet  If you dom't, well, t by the
example of H. G. Martin, of 39, Longton
rove, Sydenham, 8.E.26, who has won
one of our spocial MaeweET knives for
sending in the following yarn :

Brown : ** Thete’s ancugh
wood in  your
head to make
a rowing-boat.”

Bmith : ** And
there's enough
waler Iln yours
to float It 1"

e,

Have you evor heard of
A S0HOOL WITHOUT SCHOLARS ¥

Nevertholess, there used to be a Fres
School of Lichfisld, at which some of the
mosat pmminﬂnt. men in English his
received their education. Long after
scholara had ceassd te go to the schopl
there was atill 2 headmaster, who received a
pood salary, slthough there was no one to
tesch ! ro was, howover, an anciont
¥ Hogring horse,” congtructed of stout
{imboer, but—fortunately—ecoverad with
duat ! Talking of old school customs, do
you know that the prineipal schelars at
Tunbridge and Lewishem oneo had fo
walle to church with garlands of flowers on
their heads ' Can't you imagine the riok
there’d be i fellows had to do that
nowadays !

, @o;yo:/

Always glad te hear from you, chumas, g0 drop me o Hne o the follotomyg address :
The Editor, The *' Magnet ” Library, The Amalgemaied Press, Lid., The Fleclwoy

Hare are a fow
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to wvarions guestions which
my readers have askod me
this week.

A job in a fire brigade.

(* Regular Reader.''}) You
must apply to the supers
intendent of your local fire
brigade, at the central fire
station of tha town in which
you live.  Physical fitnogs
and also syosight ig
easantial.

The slowest liners etil in
use.  (“ Bell Buoy,” LOW.)
Moat of the old slow lincrs
wars eithpr destroyed during

War or else were broken
up after the War and replaced
by more up-to-date shi Slow liners
nowsdays are only on cosating and
“branch line " work, BSome of thom
cannot do much more than ten knots.

The Bremen and her sister ships do not
actually enter Southampton, but lie in
Cowes Roads, For official purposes, how-
ever, ngers are counted as having
embarked or disembarked at Southampton,
although thay maks the journey from
Houthampton to Cowes Hoads or vice verza

by tonder,

E‘uhlishingaﬂ atory. (" Amen Rond.")
You must have your-story ncatly type-
writen on ome side of the paper only.
Then send it to the editor of a journal
publishing stories of that type. A
stamped and addressed envelope should he
enclosed for the return of the manuscript,
should it prove unsuitable. The scheols

mention, althou fictitious, are
upon ectual schools of a similar

type.

Fﬁw longest living ereature. (K. B,, of
Stonehaven.) The giant tortoise attains
an age of 200 years. At the other end of
the scale is the mayfly, which lives fs: wely
B d:ﬂ‘ and, having no meuth, dosa not cat
ot adl |

I've just got space for a really clever
limerick which sarns a topping leather
pocket wallet for Keanneth Rhodes, of
Alma Lane, Wilmslow, Manchester.

S8aid Fishy one day, with a bark:
“In business I'm up to the mark.
H there’s one guy who ean
Do business, that man
Is Fisher T. Fish, of Noo Yark.*

HERE are good things in store for
%mnkﬂu—m usual—next week, chumsl
_Richards seems to be
determined to improve upoen even
his excellent yarms. I think he must have
taken for his motte: ' BEvery week and
in overy way, my stories must bhe better
H;lu?i better t " Anyway, when you've
r
“ BUNTER'S NIGHT oUT!*
which is the title of next week's long
complate yarn of the Greyiriarms chums,
you'll agree with me that he has touched
high-wator mark | Don't miss it, chums,
or you'll be disappeinted !
{f eourse, there will be enother tbnlling
mmstalment of our popular serial, while the
" Groyfrinors Herald " and our shorter

foatures will round off a really ** bonegn *
programrne | YOULR EDITOIR.

WHO
SAYS

——

A DANDY LEATHER POCKET WALLET
or a USEFUL POCKET KNIFE?

These handsome prizes are offered for Storyettes and Snappy
Greyfriars Limericks. All efforts to be sent to: ¢/o MAGNET,
5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4. (Comp.).

HAVE A GO AT WINNING ONE OF THESE TOPPING PRIZES TO-DAY! \
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FRANK RICHARDS BE i

AT HIS BEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Hot 1
BILL‘E’ BUNTER sawoke,

It was & stormy December .

night.
snowflakes whirled in the
winter wind that howled and roared
round the ancient turrets of Mauleverer
Towers, : -

But it was not the roar of the wind
that awakened Billy Bunter.

That roar, indeed, had been barely
audible in Bunter's room at Mauleverer
Towers, It had been almost drowned
by the deep and resonant snore that had
proceeded from William George Bunter
ever since his bullet head had been laid
on the pillow.

Bunter awoke—hungry !

Anyone who had seen Billy Bunter ab
supper would never have puessed that

eould possibly get hungry before
morning—that is, anyone who did not
know William George Bunter.

No doubt, in torm-time at-Greyiriara
Behool, Bunter would have slept and
snored till the rising-bell rang. In the
Remove dormitory at Greyiriars there
were no rofreshments to be had in the
middle of the night.

, But at Mauleverer Towers, in holiday-
time, & better state of things obtnined.

There was a table beside Bunter's bed.
There was a dith on the table; and on
the dish was an enormous chunk of
Christmas-pudding.

a “rigimas was ovar--but Christmas.

udding was etill going! Bunter liked

hrietmasz-pudding. He liked it oven
better than jam-tarts, or meringues, or
cream-puffs, Thess were all good in
ir way—excellent, m fact. But
Christmas-pudding waes a8 thing that a
fellow could bite at, and feel that he
really was pating something. It gave a
foellow a feeling of solid comfort, when
o few pounds of it wero landed in his
ingide,

In some matters Billy Bunter was not

& thoughtful fellow.

\Z

“ e TURRET!

this kind ho was very thoughtful indeed.
Every night, when he went to bed at
Mauleverer Towers, he took this pre-
caution agaionst getting hungry in the
night. And every night the puddin
h?ur}tt,ad hiz dreams till he woke up an
atd it

Bunter sat up in bed.

“Doooogh " was his first remark,

It was cold, :

here waz o dull red glimmer from

the fire, which Bunter always loaded
with logs before he turned in. It had
burned almost out now. It was long
past midnight—near one o'clock.

* Beastly cold !"* grunted Bunter.

Hea groped for his big spectacles, end

2 ——

Christmas fun and gaiety at Maal-
everer Towers is marred by the
shadow of an unknown peril
Then, through Billy Bunter, the Iat
freak of the party, the shadow Is
dispelled and the secret of the

turret is a dread secret no longer ! ¥

L L | f—— e o o e ey e — e mm— -

jamamed them on hia fat little noze. He
shivered, and jerked an eiderdown over
his fat shoulders. The glimmer from tho
&Fit:f fire showed the Christmas-
pud mfg on the dish: and revesled &
ﬁm o I-m?mr anticipation on tho fat

ca of William Goorge Bunter,

Ho streteched out a padgy hand to the
pudding.

Then he uttered an ejaculation.

T EGELEH f"

Thers was no fork on the dish
Bunter remembered distinctly that be
had placed a fork there. Esidently it
had been removed. There was only one
explanation of ite removal. One of
those boasts, Harry Wharton & Co,
must have stepped in while Bunter wna
snoring and removed it. That, no doubs,

But in matters of was what the beasts would call a lark.

Christmas was over; but Lord
Mauleverer's Christmas party bad not
broken up. Harry Wharten & Co.,
Hazeldene of the Removo and his sister
Marjorie and Miss Clars, were staying
aver the Now Year. And Billy Bunter,
of course, was staying. A corkscrew
would have been needed to oxtract Eill
Bunter from s phlice where the gruﬁ
was 30 good and so ample.

Bunter knitted hia fat brows over hiy
spectacles as he groped for the fork,
and groped in vain.

“That beast, Bob Cherry,” bhe
murmured ; “or Inky—or that zilly ass,
Nugent—or that hooligan, Bull—or that
rotter, Wharton—or Hazel! Ope of the
beasts, anyhow! DBob Cherry most
likely—it's what that silly chump would
think funny!™

Bunter lifted the dish to hia fat
knees, drawn up vnder the bedclothes,
Most likely it was Bob Cherry who had
abstracted the fork. But if the playful
unior supposed that thet would prevent

unter from éating the pudding, it only
shtl:wad that hoe did not know Bunter
&

The fat Owl was not particular in his
eating, but he would have preferred an
implement of some kind. B8till, he had
his fat fngers, & large mowth, and a
ood set of teoth. & was only too
thankful that Bob had taken the fork
and not the pudding. Thatt. indeed,
would have been & real disaster—an
irraparable catastrophe.

The pudding was still there—that was
the chief thing. No implement being
available, Billy Bunter lifted the
pudding in his two fat hands and
opcned hizs mouth for an enormous bite,
t[_ﬁa mouth fairly watered in anticipa-

ion.

After all, this was a very agreeable
wawn of eating o pudding—to Bunter, at
least. A really pood bite at & good solid
pudding was one of those things that
mado life worth living. Bunter had no
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cul objection
aboard in bulk.

The pudding approached his wide-
open capacious mouth,

Witk an ecstatic smile, Bunter made
a bite at it—a huge bite, a bite of which
the great, huge bear need not have
been ashamed—and his mouth, large aa
it was, was filled to capaciiy.

And then—

“0oooooch! Woooooch ! Grooooch I**

B‘linter spluttered F;ild!:,r.

" Gug-gug-gug-gug y

The pudging dropped from hiz hands
and rolled to the foor. The dish slid
from his knees and followed it, erack-
ing as it fell Bunter did not heed
@ikOer.

He gasped and gurgled and splutiered
and puffed and blew!

“Woooogh | Ooooch! Beast! Ooooh!
"Mustard! Grooocogh! Oh crumbs! Oh
crikey !  Oooooooch 1™

Hia eves streamed water, Fragments
of pudding were ejected in a shower
aver the bed. Bunter gurgled and
gasped f{rantically

“(Oh! Beast! Ooococh! Gug-gug!"

Evidently that late visit had not been
paid to his room merely for the pur-
pose of abstracting the fork. Indeed, it
was clear now that the fork had only
been taken away to induce Bunter to
bite at the pudding itself. And mustard
had been introduced into the pudding—
plenty of mustard—lots of mustard—
tons, it seemed to Bunter, of mustard.

" Grooooooscoogh I

Mustard as a condiment was all very
well, Taken unaxgected]j in large
guantities it was far from well.

Bunter coughed and spluttered and
sneezed and gurgled. He rolled cut of
bed at last, andggur led water from a
jug to cool his mouth. DBut it was not
casy to wash away the flavour of the
mustard. Wheever had introduced that
mustard into the Christmas-pudding had
done his work not wisely but too well.
Bunter had taken only a mouthful—but
Bunter's mouthfuls were an outsize! He
soemed to bo full of mustard—recking
with mustard—secorching with mustard.

“0Oh dear! Beast] Rotter! Oh
crikey! Grooocogh! Qocooch! Oh
crumbs ! Urrrererrrrggeh 1M
_ There was, as the poet hes exprossed
it, & sound of revelry by night! For
ten minutes at least Billy Bunter
gurgled and gupe.-& and coughed and
sneezed,  And when, as the youthful
Macaulay would have put it, the agony
had abated, Bunter blinked mournfully
at the pudding. Ilungry as he was, ho
could not cat that pudding! Bunter
liked hia Christmas-pudding hot—but
not =0 hot as thig!

* Beast I'* hissod Bunter,

There was no pudding for him that

to taking his cargo

night; and that woas the unkindest cut
of alll

Hizs eyes gleamed behind  This
spectaclea,

The worm will turn !

Yengeance was in Bunter's thoughts,
He was not a vengeful fellow as a rule;
but thera are some injuries past forgive-
ness, and depriving a fellow of his
pudding was eurely one of them.

“The—the—the  swful  beast—
Grooogh! Tl jolly well take that—
ooogh l—pudding, and jam it on his—
wooogh !—face, and see if he—ugh!—

likes it! Beast!”

And hl‘i"inﬁ‘ “fialded ™ the pudding,
Bunter rolled to hiz door, his liicde
round eyes gleaming vengeance hehind

his big ro spectacles,
Ha opened the door and blinked into

the Yﬂﬂﬂﬂ'ﬁ-
All was dark: deeply derk, save for a
Tz Migxer Lierany.—No. 1.246.

glimme. of star-light and snow from the
high window at the end of the corridor.
All was si: -nt, save for the wail of the
wind over the old roofs.

Pudding in hand, Billy Bunter crept
out nto the dusky corridor, and tip-
toed along to Bob Cherry’s room,
tS;iﬁm_;Iy he opened the door and fip-

.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Unseen Hand !
BOH CHERRY was fast asleep.

A glimmer of wintry starlight
from the window showed his

: bealthy, reddy face on the white
pillow,
1;Ii':ill;,r Bunter grinned as he blinked
&0 LG

He paused by the bedside, pudding in
hand.

He had no doubt that it was Bob who
had introduced the mustard into the
E:.:dding. Anyhow, it was one of the

:.ajc:. Lob, at all events, was going to
get it

If Bob Cherry was dreaming, pto-
bably it was of football matches to
corae, next term at Greyfriars. Cer-
tainly he was not dreaming of a fat
Owl on vengeance bent,

H; slept peacefully, unconseious of
peril.

Billgﬁ{untﬂ lifted the pudding.

u
It descended suddenly, fairly on the
face of the sleeper,

“He, he, hel”
Bunter purgled with glee,
3 gh!” eame spluttering

from the unfortunazte Bob.

The pudding squashed =zll over his
face, and ho came with a jump out of
the land of dreams. Hiz eyes o
and filled with poadding. Hizs mouath
opened, and likewise filled. Pudding
squashed all over his features. Lifo was
full of surprizes; but never had Bob
Cherry becn so surprised as he was
noW.

He started up wildly.

“Qooogh ! Grocogh ! What—
Woooch! Atchoo — atchooh—

Some of the mustard

in Bob's nose. He
sneczed frantically,. “0Oh  crumbsl
QOoogh! Atcho =

“Ha, he, he!” gachinnated Bunter,

“0Oh crikey! What—oooogh l—gug-
gzoggugvgug—-r— Wooooooh I spluttered

, grabbing at sguashed pudding,
and %fuging it from eves and noss and
mout “Doogooh | Al ——"

“He, he, he!”

Bunter backed to the door.

Bob lezped from the bed. He was
utterly ameazed and astounded, and
hardly knew what had happened
to  him; but he heard the
familiar fat cachinnation of Billy
Buoter, and he knew that the fat Owl
was there. He stood grabbing at the
pudding clinging to his [zce, and glaz-
ing round for Bunter.

“You fat willaint What—grooogh |
What—— Oh, my hat! I'll spiBlicate
youl Oh crumbs! What—"

“He, he, hal”

Bunter cinitted that final chuckle as
he reached the door. Dob plunged
after him.

The door closed behind Bunter, alam-
ming as Bob resched it. Billy Bunter
raced down the dark corridor towards
his own room,. had no time to
waste. Just vengeanco having been ex-
acted, Bunter was anxious to get behind
a locked door, before Bob Cherry could
execute vengeance in his turn. He
went along the corrider with a speed

Qoooch !

atchooh 1™
reemed to be

THE MAGNET

that was remarkable, considering the
weight he had Lo earry. '

Crash|

“Qhl"” gasped Bunter, 28 he resled.

The corridor was not vacant now. A
dark figure loomed in the darkness, and
Bunter crashed into it before he kuew it
M T w vy Bl kb ssled

eard a heavy . 88 he reeled
from the shock.

Whoover it was he had c¢rashed into,
the victim had been sent sprawling by
::ihu terriio impact of Bunter's avoir

LpoLs,

*‘Pﬂw " gasped Bunter,

He staggered blindly, and sprawled
hendl::rntg over the aprawling, panting
figure that he bad hurled over.

A sav graep fastened on him.

"Owl! Beastl Leggo!® panted

Bunter.
" The sudden collision in the dark had
taken him utterly by surprizse. Who it

was he had c¢r into he did not
know; but he took it for granted that
it was some member of the Co,
Wharion or Nugent, Jo Bull, or

Hurres E'Ilﬁh—or erha d Maul-
evVerer or mldan];. Wplfmwr it wss,
Bunter had mo time to atop; Bob
Cherry's deor was already opening. Ho
struggled irantically to escape.

“Owl DBeastl Leggol" gurgled
Bunter,
ﬁsﬂu smashed out wildly with his fat

Ho heard a grunting ga.sg, a8 one fat
fist landed. The grasp on him waa like
iron; even in those startled moments
Bunter realised that that grasp was not
the grasp of a scheolboy, but of & strong

powerful man.

Crash|

Bunter gave a wild yell nz a blow de-
sconded on his head. It was a clenched
fist that struck; but the blow came with
fearful force, landing like the stroke of
5 hammer.

A thousand atars danced before
Bunter's vizion, as his fat zenses spun.
Only that one howl escaped him.
ba rolled on the foor, stunned,

There waa a sound, for a second or
two, of running feet., It died away into
immediaste silence.

Bunter lay senseless on the floor.

A moment later rupning feet were
heard again—this time tha feet of Bob
Cherry. Bob, with sticky pudding
smudged all over his face, and mus-
tard in his nose and mouth, was not in
his usual good temper. He wanted to
g‘ctd bold of Bunter~and he wanted it

ﬂ T

He ceme along the dark corridor as if
he wera on the cinder-path. He uttered
o startled exclamation as he stumbled
over Bunter, and went headlong.

Bump |

“ Oh 1*

Bob Cherry sprawled on his hands
and knees. His nose tapped on the hard
oak floor.

“Qh! Ow! ©Oh crumbs! You fab

villain!” he gasped,

He scrambled up, and grasped -*
Bunter.

“ Now, you podgy porpoise——"

It was dark, and he could npot sea
Bunter; but he knew that it was the
fat Owl he had hold of. There was no
mistaking the ample circumierence of
that gngdgj form.

To his surprise Bunter made no effort
to mzﬁe, Ne sound or movement came
from the fat jurior.

“ Bunter, you fat rotter——" pgasped

Bob. )
A door along the corridor opened,

and a light gleamed out. ArTy
Wharton stared into the passage. Tha
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Squash ! The pudding

descended suddenly, fairly on the fage of the sleeper.

Frg

* Thers, you beast | ** sald Bunter,

** Groooooogh ! * spluttered Bob Cherry, as he came with a jump out of the land of dreams, to find his eyes and mouth

noise had awakoned the captain of the
Greyiriars Hemove.

“What on earth’s up?™ he exclanned.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Turn on the
passage liﬂih‘r” called out Bob. “1IU's
that [at villnio Bunter—1 was going to
spiflicate him; but he seoms to bo mn a
fiv or something—"

“My hat!”

“Or else he's pammoning,” growled
Pob. "That's more likely " :

Harry Wharton switched on the light
in the corridor. He ran up to the spot,
gnd stared down at Bunter.

The fat junior lay on his back, his eyes
closed behind the big spectucles that
had slipped down his fat linle poso.
Eithor I;m was unconscious, or clse he
was playing the part extremely well.

“VWhat the thump——=*

Other doors wera opening along the
corridor now, Frank Nugent and
Johnny Bull ¢ame on the scene, and
then Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh, and a
moment or two later Lord Mauleverer,
His lordship had delayed to encese him-
gcif in  dressiog-gowwn  and  slippers,
before hie emerged to seo what the row
was about.

“Oh gad I” ejaculated Mauly, “ YWhat
the merry deuce—" -

“What oo ecarth’'s the matter with
Bunter? exclaimed Nugent. “ What's
he doing out of bedi™

Another door opened, and Hazeldeno
came out. All the Greyirinrs juniors
who were guests at Mauleverer Towers
had their rooms on the same corridor.

filled with- pudding.

Hazoldene stared at the scene, and then
stared st Bob Cherry's face, which was
rather remarkable in its aspect, clothed
with sguashed pudding as with a
gorment.

“What on earth’s the gome?" asked
Hazel, “You'll wake the wholo house
at thiz rate,”

“Hoemothing seems to have happened
to Bunter,” said Harry Wharton, in
wonder. " Look &4t him !

" Tut what the thump did he come ount
of his room for ! asked Wugent.

“He came to my room,” said Bob, "1
was woke up suddenly. The silly Owl
jammed o pudding all over my face—
thore was mustard in it—"

The juniors stared at him.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Hazel. "I[ie
thought you had put the mustard in his
pudding, old bean !

i Whut ?u

Hazcl roarved.

“1 doctored his j:»uddm with mus-
tard," he explained, “I1 thought it
would rather smuse him when he woke
up and ate it ¥

“Obh gad!” ejaculated Lord
Mauleverer.
“Oh!” exclaimed Bob. " And the

silly ass fancied that 1 hed done it, I
suppos®, and came along and mopped
the pudding over mo."

“Tia, ha, ha "

“ But--but I never touched him,” faid
Bob. “He bolted, and slammed the
door witer him. I cawme aller the Iat

chump, and fell over him in the dark—
he was lying here—"

“ Well, what's the matter with him 1"

" Goodness knows!™

Harry' Wharton had knelt beside
Bunter and lifted his head. DBunter's
head rested against Wharton's arm, but
his c:f(aa remained closed, and he seemed
hardly to breathe. It was plain that
the fat junior was not shammnimg. He
wlis unconscious,

“Must be a ht!” said Lord Maule-
verer. “Does Bunter have hGtst”

“Might havo fallen over and banged
hiz head,” said Heazel. *“He's silly ass
enough.” : _

“Look here! There's a bruise on his
head,” said Bob., *“Look! He's had a
kwock—"

“ Bunged it into tho wall
dark 1" said Jehnny Bull.

“ Blossed if I gee how ho could!

in tho
But
I__..

“ et him back to bed,” said Hearry
Wharton, “¥You fellows locnd me &
hand.” ]

Mot without difficulty, the fat Owl of
the Remove was lifted and carried back
to his room. There he was laid on tihe
bed, and while the other fellows stood
round, Harry Wharton batbed his faco
with a wet sponge. Bunter's eyes
openced beforo long.
h_Hﬂ blinked dizzily at the faces round

im,

“Ow! Keep him off I" he moaned.

“It'a all right, old bean,” said Harry

Tug Macgxer Lisriey.—No. 1,246.
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soothingly, “You'ra a silly owl, but
Bob's not Tﬂiiﬁ wo whop youl"

“You silly idiot!”

H'Ehtﬂ

*§ mean him {"* gasped Bunter. “ Not
Bob, you -:l:.n'r.m'l:urlE Him ™

“Him! Whoi"

“The man who banged me on the
bead——""

“Tha—the man? What mani*

“The man [ ron into in the dark.”
Bunter shuddered with terror, and his
eves wandered round the room as if in
search of the unseen assailant. “1I eay,
you fellows, stay with me! Don't leave
me alons! Oh dear 1 :

“ Wandering in his mind I" murmured
Nugoent.

“0Oh, really, Nugent! I tell you he
knacked me #i )

“MNot much of a knock needed,” said

Hazel.

“Beast! I say, you fellows, stay with
me—keep him off—oh dear—— Help, 1
o,

Billy Bunter's voice trailed away in a
feeble squeak, and he relapsed into
unconseiousness, leaving Harry Wharton
& Co. staring at one ancther blankly.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Seeret Enemy !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stood
silent. What had hn.pEenaf:l
was a mystery to them; but it
began to look as if something

had happened. Frank Nugent was bath-
ing the bruise on Bunter's hesd. 'The

fat Owl's eyes had opened agein, blink-
ing dizsi over his  spectacles,

_'.“

Evidently Bunter was in s state of
terror, and his fat senses had been
scattered by tha thump en his head.
That knoek might have been ‘caused by

a tall, and certainly nothing bhaa boen
seen or heard of an assailant, But a
startling thought was in Harry Whar-
ton's nund.

“¥f Bunter really was handled by
gomebody in the dark——" said Wharton
slowly. ;

“What rot !” yowned Hazel. “He fell
over and bumped his silly napperl”

* But he says—> .

““Just funk,” said Hazel. " He fancied
ﬂiing'a in the dark. I'm going back to

The Famous Five and Lord Maule-
verer remained in Bunter’s room. They
did not feel dizpozed te leave the Uwl
of the Remove in his present state,

“You fellows remember,” eaid
Wharton quietly, “the day before
Christmas Eve, some unkoown vwillain
tried to get at Lord Mauleverer, The
man who wrote him threatening letters,
asking for money. He got into Mauly's
room and ehloroformed him, and it was
only by luck that he was interrupted.
Iz it that scoundrel again i”

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Lord
Mauloverer,

His lordship had almost forgotten that
incident. He bad teken it for granted
that the unknown rascal who had at-
tempted to kidnap him hod been fright-
ened off. Nothing had been heard of
the mysterious prowler during
Christmas.

“0Oh, my hat!” smid Nugent. “That
may be it! T thought we were done
with that villain, whoever he is.
Inspector Rymer s still looking for
him—-»*

“PBut he hesn't found him!*
Harry.

Johnny Bull gave a low whistle,

“If it waa that villain after Mauly
again, it was lucky that Bunter was

said

i
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" Bat—"

“1 say, you fellows——"
to speak sensibly for ance. Did iou
really run into somebody in the darkI™

Bunter rubbed his head,

= 't splash water down my neck,
“You've mede my hair all wet, you
dummy *
way of tendering thanks for his atten.
tion to the bruisze, - 1

towel, somebody!™
unted Bunter.
| was fealing better.
unter——"*

“Give ms s towal, blow you I*

“Cave the howling am a towel, some-

“Dripping water down a fellow's
neck ! said Bunter, with a glare at
ass ! If you had any sense—>"

“Cheesa it, fathead " gaid Harry.
body

“¥es, I did!* growled Bunter, &8 he
oene of you beosts at first. But it was »
man—aa strong as a horse, too. He
knocked him right and le

“¥You whatted ¥
he was too strong for me. He gave
a fearful blow on the head with a life-

“(Oh, rotl”

“Tt might have been the butt of a

“Gammon ! gronted Johnny Bull,

“I've got 8 bruise!” howled Bunter,
senselesg—"

““That's nothing new.™
said Bunter. * Anvhow, it was a fright-
ful cosh I felt a sickening thud—same
that, I knew no more.”

“¥ou weren't frightened in the dark,
%Ilﬂ. napper on the wall " asked Johnny

u -

“No!” roared Bunter. "It was &ll
mustard into a fellow's puddi

“You fat idiot!” said Bob. “That
Hauzel told us”

“0Oh " eaid Bunter. “ Well, 1 knew
jammed the pudding over
Herve you jolly well right [¥
there, and he oollared yout" asked
Harry Wharton, eyeing the fat Owl very

“Yes, you silly nss!
know who 1t was (™

“That beast who was after Mauly be-
fore Christmas, that I saved Mauly
know who the boast is, of course; but ¥
was the same man right enough, And
hadn't collared him.”

“ He scoms to have collared you.™
saved Mauly's lifa a second tima, Not
that I expoct thanks!” said DBunter

“Oh gad!™ eaid Tord Mauleverer.

“The fact ia, he aidn't exactly collar
fortile imagination was already af work.
Bunter never could tell a plain, un-

playing ’t‘ha goas to-night,” he said.
“ Bunter, old chap,” ssid Harry, “try
“0Oh, really, Wharton—"
you silly idiot,” he said toc Nugent.
Nugent grinoned. This was Bunter's
“Give me a
Apparently the fat
“Tock heve,
body. Now, Bunter—
Nugent through his spectacles. * Clumsy
“Took here! Did you run into some-
towelled his fat neck. *“1 thought it was
grabbed me like—like w tiger! I
“HKnocked bhim right and left! But
preserver or something——=»"
revolvar—"
“I was stunned! I was absolutely
“DBeast! It nught hava been his fst,™
as they do in detcctive novels, After
and you didn't fall over and bang your
that beast Cherry’s fault! Putting
was Hazel. I knew nothing about it tall
it was one of you, and I'm jig&r efiﬁrl
“ And you really think somebody was
dubiously. ;
And I jolly well
“Who, then 1"
{from befors,”” said Bunter, "I don't
he would have Mauly again if I
“ It comes to the same thing! I've
bitterly.
me,’”” went on Bantor. The fat Owl's
varnished tale. * The—the sctusl [ack
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S8, that I saw him lurking in the passage,
and collared him. Thinking that be was
sfter Mauly, I zushed at him, and—and
geized him. You koow my reckless
gourage.’’

*Oh crumbs I”’

"But for his revolver I should have
Lad him. But when he fire A

“Fired!” yelled Nugent.

“I—I mean, when ha clubbed tho re-
volver and Lknocked mo senseless, what
could a fellow do? I remember now
that he had a revolver. I saw if
distinctiy.”

“In the dark?”

“I1 mean, I folt it—felt it distinetls.
I think he had a knife, too—I mean, I
know he had a knife. A long, glitter-
ing blade, samo es they have on the
filmoa—*"

“Too much like & film altopcther!™

gripned Johnny Bull. “This is what
gomes of poing to the pictures.'’
- "Berst! He had a revolver in ono
+hand and a knife in the other, when he
seized me by the throst in a steely
grip—-

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“Dlessed if 1 seo anything to cackle
at!” rosred DBunter. “You fellows

would have been jolly soared, and chance

at 1

_ “Well, it was enough to startle a
follow, if & man with & revolver in one
and, and & knife in the other, seized

you by ihe ihroat!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “What hand did ho do it
with?"

“iMust have Thad three hands?”

chortled Johnny Bull.

“ =} mean—"

“ You mean that yon're telling thump-
ing lies, a3 wsual!” grunted Johnny
Eﬁ'“' “llhera never was anvhody at
a .M

“My esteemed chums!” murmured
Hurreo Jamsct Ram  Singh. The
nabob’s dusky brow was wrinkled in
thought. “My esteemed and absurd
churms, if there was a ridiculous person
i the passage, he must have got out of
the house, and by searchiully locking we
ghall find that o window or a door has
been opened——" )

* Botter look,”” agreed Wharton. * We
nm’t_ i believe 8 word that fat duffer
ERYS,

“Don't Jyou leave me alona ! howled
Bunter. “He may come back! Some
of you stay with me.”

“¥You can lock wvour door, fathead
The man—if there was a man—can't get
in through tho keyhole.™

“Iook here, I'd rather Fou fellowe sat
up with me till morning.

“ Bow-wow [

L3 Be-ﬁ-ﬂtﬂl"l

Billy Bunter had to be contented with
Yock: his door after the juniors left
him. aving locked it, andl dragped a
table and an armclisir against it as an
additional precaution, the fat Owl re-
turned to bed, and about a minute lator
his deep esnore was re-awakening the
echoes.

The juniors returnad to their rooms to
dress, and met in the passage again.
_ Lord Mauleverer had & rather worried
.

“Look here, you men,'” sald his lord-
ship. * There's nothin’ in it, only that
fat duffer's gammon. Wo doir't want to
wako the house, and alarm my unele and
aunt, and the girls. I'll call Porson and
Orriz, and we'll trot round guietly, vou
know. Weo shen® find anythin’.™

But Mauly proved to be mistaken.

Porson, the butler, and Orris, Mauly's
valet, wera called, and the search hegan.
One of the first rooms entered was the
library, and 28 they entered it a cold
draught of air showed that a window
was apen.

“0Oh gad!"™ said Mauloverer.

Ha stared blankly at an open case-

ment, through which the December wind
howled, ecattering snowflakes within
the room.
E;Lﬂumuhnd:,-’s been herel” exclaimed
“Then—then Bunter was rmight 1" saad
Harry Wharton. *There's been some-
body in the house, Mauly."

“ Looks litke 1t, by Jove "

“This window has beon forced from
outside, myv lord!" said Orriz. “Some
person bas forced mn entrance.”

“Oh dear ! groaned Lord Mauleverer.
“That means the bobbies here again in
the morning. What s lifel”

“Shall I ring up the police akt once,
my lord 7" asked Porson. _

“No fear! The mornin’ will be zoon
enough,’”” answered Lord Mauleverer.
“The johnny's far enough away by this
timo,. Leave it till the mormin’. 'm
goin’ back to bed.”” e

“ Parhaps your lordship would like me

F ﬂ
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to sleep in your lordship’s dressing-
room,” suggested Orris. “I should bo
very glad—" -

“MNot at all necessary, thanks!™ zaid
Lord Mauleverer. *“Go back to bed,
Qrris; you, too, Forson. Come on, you
men. I'm jolly sleepy! The sports-
man won't come back to-night.”

The Greyfriars fellows returned to
thoir quarters, leaving the butler and
Orris to securo fthe window.

“You're not going to be left alone to-
ni'fht, Mauly,” said Harry Wharton.
“The rotter's not likely to come back;
but he might, when all’s quiet. Two of
us ara going to camp in your room."

“My dear men, vou'll spoil your
night's rest—"

“Rotl It isn't long
now, anvhow.”

“Look here, then, I'll ring for Orris.
He offered—"

“Bosh! We're going to look after
vou, fathoad !

to morning,

“ But it’s rough on you, old bransg—-?" -

7

L1} R&H TFI

Lord Mauloverer bad to give in.
Whacton passed the rest of the night
rolled in rugs on & settes in Mauly's
room, and Bob Cherry slept on s bed in
the dressing-room, with the doors on the
corridor locked.

Whether the scorct enemy mada
ancther attempt during the hours of
darkness that romaiped, they did not
know; but if he did, he found that
tliere was nothing doing, for there had
been mo alarm when the winter sun
peaped at last in at the windowe.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Brave Bunter!

Ll UNTER 1™
B * Bon't bother I

“Turn out, fattyi”
“ Bhan't [
“Tt's ten o'clock!™
Wharton.

“l don’t care if it's cloven—or
twelve!” said DBuntor. “I've been
injured, stunned sensolozs, looking after
Maulaverer, and I'm not going to pot
up. I've had brekker in bed, and I'm
going to have lunch in bod, and—"'

“You're giving tho sorvanta hero
foarful lot of trouble, Bunter,"” said
Wharton.

£l Eh ?
Buntor.

Harry Wharton did not answer that

uestion. Billy Bunter gave him a dis-

ainful blink.

“You should sce the way I order 'em
sbout st Bunter Court,” ho said. *1I
pever lift a finger for myselfl But, of
course, we keep more servants at Bunter

suid Flarry

What are scrvants for ' asked

Court than Mauly does here.  Bettor
trained. too! There's nothing to grin
nt, Wherton | I can tell you that if that

man, Orris. for instance, was my valet
instead of Mauly's. he would be sacked
pretty guick. Ho’s cheeky. So's
Torson,. Now, our butlep——s"

“Turn out, vyou fat piffier,” szaid

Harry. *“Inspector Bvmor has come
over again from Winchester, and he

wants to hear about what happened last
night.”

“Tell him to come up here,” answered
Bunter.

“He's with Sir Reginald Brooke and
I-!a.ulg in the library.”

:;%ﬂ ql;n all mn:i:{} up." ;

oll, if you really can't pet out o

bad—="

“1 can't ™

“Then I'll help you.”

“Here, I say, stoppit! Varcop! I
can get out! I'm getting out—beast!™

' roared Bunter,

Bunter got out quile quickly, with
Harry Wharton’s vigorous assistance.
He smote the floor with a rosounding
gmite, and roared.

“Now " said Harry., “If you're not
down in ten minutes I'll come back and
roll you down the stairs.”

“ Beoast 1”7

Bunter was down in ten minutes.
His ablutions did not take him long;
they never did. When he rolled down
he found the Famous Five in the hall,
talking ‘with Hazeldene and his sister
Marjorie, and Miss Clara. Mouly's
aunt, Lady Broolke, was with them. All
the group looked at Bunter: and the
fat junior immediately assumed an nir
of suffering A fellow whe had been
knocked senseless by &  midnight
prowler had a right to do so, in
Buontoer's opinion.

"“Good-morning, my dear boy ! said
Lady Brooke. *1 hope wou are fecling
no ill elfecta—"'

Tue Macrer Lisnany.—No. 1,245,
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Bunter blinked at the kind old lady.

“I'm not the fellow lo complain
ma’amn,” he answered, with an air nf
heroio fortitude. “I've got a feariul
pain in my hecad whers that villain

ed mo with his revolver.” )

“Did he have a revolver!” nsked Misa
Clara, with interest.

“Yes—and a Eknile!” said Bunter.
“Ome in each hand.™

“And a machinec-gun up his sleeval”
said EBob Cherry gravely.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“For goodness’ sake, DBunter, tell
Inspector Rymer the truthI” said Harry
Wharton. “'Keep the frills for us, you
know."”

“T shall tell the bobby the facts, of
course!” said Bunter calmly. “'The
villain was armed to the teeth, You
fcllows would like to make out that I
waen't in awiul danger when I tackled
him.*

“Did yvou tackle him?" asked Clars.

“Rushed st him and scized him by
tha throat! said Bunter. “Seizing him
in & grip of iron, [ bore hum—"

“That sounds true!” commented
Hazeldene. * Bunter bores everybody.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“I bore him to the earth—"

“Did it happen out of doors?” asked
Clarz.

“T mean I floor him to thoe boro—I1
mean bore him to the flcor. He went
down witk a sickening thud——m"

“You're gomg to tel. the bobby
thot 7 asked Hazel,

“Certainly 1"

“Oh, my hat ™

“He gnashed his teeth with rego!”
continued Bunter. “His eves glared
like—like a tiger's. You fellows would
have been scared stiff., Not me! We
struggled like—like figers. Rolled over
and over, you know, in desperate
eombat, Then 0

“Then you woke up?”’ asked Hazel.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast! Then he got me with the
butt end of his revolver and I lost my
ﬂ-ﬂﬂﬁ'ﬂ'ﬂ'—-—'"

“And wou baven't got themn back
vet!" remarked Hazel.h “Poor old
Bunter! But I shouldn't worry—they
didn't amount to much.”

“Ha, ha, hat*

“T've got a fearful agony in mv
crumpet, where he beshed me,” said
Bunter, unheeding. *T'm not the fellow
to complain—~1 e¢an bear 1] You

fellows would be hluhh{nﬁ. I'm pretty
tough, you know. I shall be all right
in a few days”

“You're all right now, you silly ass!™
said Johnny Bull.

“That's the sort of thing I expect
from you fellows!” gaid Billy Bunter
disdainfully. “You took jolly pood care
not. to get mixed up in it. Funking, thé
lot of you”

“ Why, you silly ass—"

*You'd hardly belreve, Marjorie, that
these fellows were all skulking in their
rooms while I was fighting for my life,
would you? said Bunter.

“Certainly I should hardly beliavo
that!" said Marjorie Hazeldene, lough-

ing.
The library door opened, and Bir
Reginald Brooke lnnkecfc out. '

*“Is not Bunter down vet?” he asked,
“Oh, hero you are! Come in, please!
Mr. Rymer is waiting.”

Bunter rolled into the library. Heo
left the juniors and the Cliff House girls
smnlmg: end Lady DBrooke looking
puzzle

About ten minutcs later Bunter
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emerged again, with a dissatisfied frown
on his fat faco.

“1 sey, you fellows, that inspector is
g silly ass!” he said morcsely, * He
didn't seem to believe half of what I
teld him.”

“He must be a silly ass, if he be-
Lieved half!” remarked Hazel. *“Or a
guarter.™

" Beast 1Y

Billy Bunter sat down in au easy-
chair before the log fire in the hall. He
frowned over his taoles at Ins r
Eymer, when that official gentleman
came out of the library with Bir Reii-
nald Brooke and Lord Mauleverer, The
inspector gave him a rather grim loock.
Probably he had found some difficulty in
sifting the truth from the irimmings in
the story William George Bunter had
told him. 'The old baronet went to the
door with Mr, Rymer, and Mauly joined
the gmug of guests by the fire.

“The bobby's rather fummeoxed,” he
remarked. * He spems to have an idea
that somebody in the house is in league
with that villain who got in last night—
and that's all rot, of course. He
suggested having a constable stationed
i the house™

" Good idea ™ said Beob.

“FHot, aold bean!” said Lord
Mauleverer. ‘'I'm jolly well not goin’
te be watched over like thatt! I've
agreed to have Orris sleepin’ in my
dressin’-roony at night, in cese the brute
tries it on again, with the doors locked,
That'll make =gll safe. I say, I'm
awl'ly sorry this has bappened while
¥ou were stayin® with me-—but it's
really a thing no fellow could foreszes,
isn’t it? I hope it won't make you girls
nervous,™

“Not & bit!” said Marjorie, with a
smile,

“Not in wour lifetime, old bean!”
answered Miss Clara, who was rather
i;lﬂm to slang. * Besides, Bunter is
were to protect us all.”

#¥es, rather!” sgaid Buntor. “Rely
on me! I'm going to stick to you till
the end of the vao, Mauly, and protect

you. In fact, I'm cutting al! my other
numerous engagements for  that
reason,”

“Oh, gad ! said Mauly., “Well, after
all, it was lucky you butted into that
brute by sceident I

“Look here, draw it mild!™” ex-
clpimed Bunter indignantly. “I've
told you it wasn't by accident! Know-
ing that you were in danger, J—"

Oh, vaas!” said Lord Mauleverer.
*Well, I'm much obliged, aocident or
not, How’s your old napper?"

“Frightful pain in it,” said Bunter.
“But don't bother—I can bear it, I'm

L'Eg-lll‘Ed to suffer fearful injuries de.

cnding my friends—that's me all over,
you know! Loval and fearlesz, end
all that. Blessed if I see anything to
cackle aft*twu cheeky h’L:iﬂ-EfEI I'm suffer-
mg awiul agonies and not saying o
word abouk it,™ HR

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Well, is there anythin® & fellow can
do, old bean?” nsked Maulaverer,

“I'l rest here for a bit,” said
Bunter, with an air of patient martyr-
dom. “¥You might tell Porson to bring
me & little light refreshment. Nothing
much—say, a few mince-pics and a
cake or two, and some Christmas
pudding, and perhaps a few grapes;
not more than a bunch. Just a trifle,
you know”

“Is vhat all?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Woll, I think
good if Marjorie sat by me and—and
held my hand " said Bunter.

“Oh crumba!®

it might do me ]

THE MAGNET

“Will it do if I hold your ear?:
askod Johnny Ball,
“No!" roared Buntes.
¢ Ii:l'a. ha‘*Mh“.I” - "
‘I say, Marjoric, o ng—
_But M&rjur%e wea gone. Pussih!g,-
sitting by Billy Bunter and holding his
hand did not nppheal to her very much.
But Porszon brought a well-laden
tray and placed it on & tsble beside
Bunter, and the fat Owl was comiorted.
It was more than an hour since ho had
breakfasted, so he was guite ready for
the few {riles he bad enumerated.
Having disposed "of them internslly,
Billy Bunter leaned back in the deep
chair, stretched out his feet to the fire,
closed his eyes behind his bi
spectacles, and snored. Anéd Lor
Meauleverer and his guests very com
tentedly left him to snore while they
went out to skate on the frozen lake,

— —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Cheek !
BILLY BUNTER yawned, and

“ It won't |

awoke. He yawned egain, and

set his spectacles straight on

his fat little pose and blinked
around him. It wes dusky in the old
oak-paneiled  hall of = Mauleverer
Towers. Outside the winter wind was
wailing, and feathery flakes floated on
tho wind end dashed against the
windows. The glowing logire cast a
ruddy gleam through the dusky old hall.
Bunter yawned o third time, sand szat
up. Then he became aware of Orris
standing only & few feet from him,
looking at him,

Ouris, Lord Meauleverer's valet, was a
rather plump, but very powerful man.
His rather -looking, clean-shaven
fzce had an habitually deferential ex-
pression, and he seldom lifted his eyes
and looked anyone in the face Ho far
as anyone at Mauleverer Towers had
ever chserved, Orrs lived only to brush
his master’s clothes, and to brush them
efficiently and well. No one, judging
by his looks, would have supposed him
to be anythirg but a woll-trained and
very. efficicnt valet.

Bunter, as it happened, knew mors
about Orng than  any resident as
Mauleverer Towers. Bunter had his
own ways of getting information on all
ﬁ?ﬂ-ﬁ of subjects that did not concern

im.,

At the present Orris was not leokin
hiz usuel smooth and deferential self,
His oyes were fizxed on Bunter's face,
with a glitter in them which indicated
a very profound distaste and dislike for
the ornament ot the Greyfriara
Remove. Orris' feelings. perhaps, were
not surprisimng. for Bunter had his own
way with sarvantz, and it was a way
that dic noe make bim popular with
them.

But as Bunter's sleepy blink turned on
him Orris assumed at onee his customary
manner. The cxpression of smooth, silky
deferential respeer for bia betiers came
over his face like a mask,

He waos moving away, with his silent
step, when Bunter called to him,

“ Here, Qrris [*

£y YEB,, gir I

The valet eame quiatlg' back.

“Where's Mauleverer?

“His lordshit hos gone out with his
friends. sir Ther will be coming in to
lunch,” said Orris,

“Well. I'll teor ont and maet them,'?
said Dunter. * fateh ma a fur coat.”
“Certainly, sir|” said Orris. *“*May
ask, sir, where I am to find the coat ™
Bunte: blinked at him suspicious]y.
e scented impertinence under thad
smooth queshtion.
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As Lord Mauleverer N
awoke with a siart, g
a hand snaked out

and a pad was “\m

pressed over his nosa.
\\..

The skekly Tumes of
chloroform filled his
head, and, as from
afar, the voice of his
mysterions assailant
hissed : ** Bllence 1**

All the servants =t Mauleveror
Towers koew thas Duynter had arrived
for Christmas without baggage. That
was not onusus! for Buuter, though it
was rather unusual for a guest at the
Towers.

The servants were, in fact, puzsled
to know how Bunter had arrived at all.
He had been found &t s late hour, asleep
in Wharton's reom, a few days before
Christinas. Nobody had let him in.

It was surmised that Bunter had con.
cealed his arrival, until it waes too late
for him to be kickod out. But how ho
had entered the mansion was rather a
mystery, which Bunter had not
explained

Harry Wharton & Co. had concluded
that he had sneaked in somehow unszeen
—as indeed he had. But they were not
aware that Bunter had tumbled accident-
ally into the old well in the grounds in
the dark, aud had most unexpectedly
and fortunatelr discovered the secrob
passage that lea from the well to the

mansion, with an outlet in the haunted
furrek 2
Bunter wes keeping that little seoret,

But howsosver he had obtained admit.
tance unscen, it wae known that he bad
arrived with only what he stood up in.
But for o timely raid on Lord
Mauleverer's quarters, aoe would not
have heen able even to change his collar |
And certeinly ho had not come in a fur
coat. So Orris naturally wanted to
know where he was to find the coat he
was to fetch

Bunter gave bhim a severe blink.
Bunter wae not the follow to stand
impertinence from servants.

Ho wagged a fat forefinger at James
Orrnis.

“I don't want ans check from you,
Orriz 1™ he seid sternly.

“Oh, «<ir|” murmured Orris. "1 was
moraly asking for information, sir! I
will fetch wour fur coat with pleasure,
sir, if—"

“There's a fur enat in Mauleverar's
room " said Buanter. “Fetch that.
Thet's the one | oean.”

“I am afraid, sir, without instructions
from his lordship——"

“Fotch that coat!” rapped Bunter,

“Without instructions from his lord-
sghip, sir—="" gnid Orris, shaking his
head.

This wes distinet cheek |
bo no douty about it! '
manscrvant was making out
Bunter's word was not law to him!

The fat Owl s upright in the chair
and fized s oyes. end his spectacles,
on James Orris with slern severity.
There was just taoe tisace of a lurking
Erin  on reis smooth  face, which
naturally aroused Billy Duonter's ire,

“"Now, look here, Orris. said Dilly
Bunter, “T've said that I don't want
nny cheek! You've checked me
before 1"

“Oh, sir!™ murmured Orris.

“I've advised Mauleverer to sack you

There could
This impertinent
that

for wyour deshea mperunence!™ said
Bunter warm! g %
“Indeed. sir! said Orris. " Very

kind of yvou. I'm suve, sirt"

“And if he jolly well know what I
could jolly well tell him. he wonld sack
vou fast enough!™ exclaimed DBunter,
more and more irritated, “ You haven't
forgotten that letter of yours that you
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dropped on the ice, and thet 1 picked
up. Mauly refused to lock at it or hear
s word sbout it, but I jolly well know
what was in it, sect’’

“] am sure of that, sir,"” said Orris
“TIt 13, indeed, what I should have
expected of you, si. ¥

If this was not cheek, Dunter had
never heard chech! His fat face
boeame almost ormmson.

* ¥ou—you checky sweop I he gasped.
" Mean to maks out that I'd look al
vour rotten letter—a servant's letier, by
gum "

“(Oh, no. sir] No doubt you Jearned
whot was in my letier without looking
at it, sici" said QOrnis.

This, undoubtedly., was sarcoasm !

“1 happencd to ses it—] mean, as
Mauly's friend it was my dutv to look
o you: shady goines on [¥ said Bunter,
with dignity. “And that letter was
from a firm of 'bookies,” Orris, and it
said that you owed them two hundred
and fifty-six pounds you'd lost on back-
ing horses, and asked sou to sgquare—
which T jolly well know wou can't de!
T’d like to know where o dashed valet is
gotting two hundred and Gfty pounds
from! And if Mauly know——"

“His lordship would hardly listen lo a
person who tull:! nim what be hnd read
m a private letter. sirl™ said Orris.
“He woula naturally despize such =2
person, sir."

Buntor gurgled with wrath, There
was no doubt now that Orris was choeky !
There was not & shadow of a doubt
about it.

“\Well, if von want me
Blanh——"" he gasped.
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“I think you would have told his lord-
ship alresdy, sir, if his lordship would
have listened 1 said Orris, *'Neither
should I admit, mr, that the letter con-
tained what you state.” )

- “Why, vou jolly well know it did I¥
taid Bunter, staring at him.

Orris shrugged his shoulders, ;

“Mean to say you'd tell lics about it 1"
gasped the fat junior.

Liko many untruthiul persons, Bunter
waa always surprised and shocked at
untruthfulness in others.

“Well, I remember the name of the
hookie Rrm—Taopham & Tuke,! aaid
Bunter. “You've been backing horses,
Orris, and got into debt-—debt you can't

ssiﬁl;g PaY, iu your position; and I
ancy yon must have made those bookios
believe you're something better than a
manscrvant here, to let you run an
account fo that tune, I Mauly
know——=""

“1 fear, sir, that my duties call me
away, and I cunnot stay to liston further
to your very kind and pleasant conversa-
tion, sir,” said Crris.

e étﬂl}i" hooted Bunter,

Orris was turning away, but he stopped
BEAIN.

Billy Bunter rose to his feet, his eye
gleaming wrath through his spectacles.

It was no doubt true that had Lord
Mauleverer learned that his valet, out-
wardly so very respectable and well-

haved, was sceretly o reckless and
desperate gambler on horse races, Orris’
days as his lordship’s valet wonld have
been numbered.

But as Lord Mauleverer had refused
io listen fo a word of what Bunter had
found out surreptitiously, no doubt heo
felt snfe enough.

“Feteh that coat!” said Bunter,
Without bis lordship’s instruciions,
gir—""

“Will you feteh that coat #*

““In tho ¢ircumstances, sir, I regret to
say—no |

And with that Orris glided away.

Bunter gasped.

“Cheek ] A blinking valet! My hat!
T've a jolly good mind to ge after him
and kick him! I'll jolly well get him
sacked—if that silly ass Mauly would
listen 1o & fellow [

Bunter stretched a fat hand to a bell.
But it oceurred to him that Porson like-
wiza might refuse to fetch his lordship's
fur coat, without instructions from his
lordship | '

With an angry grunt, Bunter rolled
away to the staeirs, to fetch the coat
himsclf. And he was feeling decply
annoyed, and extremely indignant, when
he rolled at last out into the frosty air
and tho feathery, falling snowfakes,
enveloped in Lord Mauleverer's hand-
somo and expensive fur coat,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Arifui Bunter !
o  AMMON 1 said Miss Clara,
G “Oh, Clara!” murmured
Marjoria,

- “Gammon I* repeated Clara
decizively.
* Honest Injun!” sa:d Bob Cherry.
ou were dreaming, old bean,” gaid
Jlara.
* Norves I” yawned Hazeldeno,
Hﬂ.!’ glmﬁ:d at [Hazol,
on 51 ass—=" he hopan.
checked hfu'lseli sudde:uly,g
O A rp—?
Hazel chuckled.
“Go it I” he said. “You needn's mind
Marjoris I
But Bob Cherry did mind Marjorie.
In the Remove passage ot Groyfriars ho
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would have told Hazel what he thought
of him in the plain language of the
Lowar Fourth, But with Marjorio
resent at Mauleverer Towers, the plain
anguage of the Lower Fourth was out
of place,

“But it's really a fact, you know,”
drawled Lord Mauleverer., “1 can't
account for it—but there vou are!”

“Hot|” said Hazel gﬂiltﬂl‘j.

“ But what happened exactly 7 asked

BT]OTIS

Lord Mauleverer and his guests wers
ﬁlthﬁrad in the old armoury, which was

auly's den, after tea, The early dark-
ness of the last days of December had
fallen, and the log fire glowed brightly
and cheerily in the old armoury, glisten-
ing on ancient armour and tropines of
weapons on the walle. Tho talk had
turned on the haunted turret and the
ghost of Mauleverer Towers,

Mauly had told the story of that
ancient Mauleverer, the Red Earl, who
liad disappeared when the king's pur-
suivants ceme, vanishing from the
haunted turret wilbout leaving a trace
behind bim. And Bob Cherry followed
up the story by deseribing - how the
juniors had explored the old turret-
room and heard a deeg raan behind
the ancient walls when Eg had rapped
thereon,

Billy Bunter, stretched at ease in a
deep chair, with his toes lo the fire,
was grinning. Bunter knew all about
that mysterious groan behind the old
panclled walls of the turret-room
though nobody suspected what he knew,

It did happen, you kpow,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “Wo went up to the
turret-room, and I told Bob that the
jolly old ghost was given to groamin’
if a fellow tapped on the wall, Well,
Bob tapped—and there was a groan.”

“We all heard it,” said Harry
Wharton,

“The hearfulness waa terrific,” said
Hurree Jameset Ram Singh solemnly.

“ Fancy 1 said Hazel,

“Gammon | said Misa Clara.

“Of course, it wasn't the ghost!”

unted Bob. "“We don't think it was.

ut it was jolly queer. The groan
followed the rap on the wall”

“He, he, hol” came from Bunter.

“If you really heard it, it was some-
body, playing & trick 1” yawned Hazcl,
* Bunter, very likely |

“Bunter wasn't here then !
Frank Nugent.

“He, he, het”

Hazcl glanced round at the grinning
face of the fat Owl.

“He seems jolly amused about some-
thing, anvhow," he remarked. * Did you
have a hoand in it, Bunter?”

“He. he, ha!”

“Bunter couldn’t have had a hand in
it,"” said Johnny Bull. " Ha wasn't here,
I tell youl It waa the night he came—
but he hadn’t got here then”

“Ho, he, ho!" cachinnated Bunter.
“1 say, eﬂmu fellows, you were jolly
frightened, weren’t you? Lok of funks!
He, he, he 1 .

“Weo woren't frightened, you fat owl ¥
gcmwle& Johnny Bull. “You'd have

en scared ioto fite if you'd heen
thare "

“He, ho, he!" gurgled Bunter,

“Look here, let's go and explore the
jally old lurret now,” suggested NMiss
Clara. *“If there’s a giﬂ%y ghost we
don't want to mizs him—doe we,
Marjorie 1™

“{ivod egg!” said Bob. “Lei’si®

Marjorie planced at Lord Mauleverar,
I1is lordship roso immediately.

“Yaas, lot's ™ he zaid. "fdun't sup-
pose it will happen again—>"

“Heg, be, hel’

said

_ Lord Mauleverer stared at the {2t Owl
in %1??1 a.:mnhai::] N

*What's tho j old joke, Bunterf?
ho asked. Joily FUEE,

* (b, nnthinff He, be, hat 1 say, you
fellows, you'll be frightened ogain(?
chuckled Bunter.

“Fathead |” said Bob Cherry.

“Better get your coats,” said Lord
Maulevorer. “It's [rightfully chillg in
the old turrct, We shan't catch a ghost,
but we might catch a cold,”™

“I'd rather catch the ghost, old bean,”
said Miss Clara. “I've never geen a
gﬂqst_ yet, and it would be frightfully
thrilling. " Come on, Marjorie "

It was a bright and merry party that
prepared to explors the haunted turret.
Coats and scarves were donncd, and
electric torches sorted out. Bob Cherry
missed his electrio torch, and there was
some delay while he 1uufu3rl {for it—withe
out finding it. It was not surprising
that he failed to find it, as it was in
the et of Williamm George Bunter,
who had borrowed it for reasons of his
own. Dunter was not with the perty, but
nobody missed Bunter. While the rest
wore getting veady for the expedition
Billy Bunter rolled away by himself.,

The baunted turret was reached by a
stone stmircase, near the corridor where
the Greyfriars juniors had their
quarters. While the others were getting
madgaﬂuntcr was pulling and panting
up that stone stairease,

Harry Wharton & Co. did not miss
Bunter; but had they missed him they
certainly would not have guessed whern
he was. It was not likely to occur to
them that Bunter had gono ahead of
them to the haunted turret on his
lonely own.

But that was exactly what tho fat Owl
had done. Ik -

He reached the high turret-room, from
which, in the ima, there wers
glorious views over the hilla and
meadows of Hampshire. Now it was
wrapped in black darkness, and the wind
wailed in  through ths tall slite of
windows, innocent of glasa.

Bunter turned on tho light of Bob
Cherry’s torch in the turrct-room. He
blinked over the oak-panelled wall, and
found the grotesquely carved lion's head,
which hid the spring of the secret
moving panel,

He chuckled ss the panecl opened,

In & moment he had passed through
and closed the pancel bchind him, Tt
chcked ms it shut,

The fat junior was standing in a small
stome cell, formed out of the thickness of
the ancient wall.

On one side was a deep and dark spiral
stair, which led downwards inte the
depths. It was a narrow, almost endless
spiral staircase, as Dunter had good
reason to know, as it was by that stair
that ho had entered Mauleverer Towers
when he arrived unexpectedly for
Christmas, i

_Far below, under the ancient founds-

tions of the old mansion, wos the speret
passage that led to the weli in {he
grounda,

That, undoubtedly, was the way the
Red Earl had made his mysterious
escape from the king's pursuivants in
the far-off days of old.

In those days, doubtless, the well had
been in use, end there had been n chain
and bucket. Centuries ago the well had
dried up. and buket and chain had
long vanished, and anyone who had gons
down the secret pastago from the turret
would have found it vweeedingly diffienlt
to aet out at the well.

Bunter had discovered tho socret by

(Continued on page 12.)
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ROBERT
McKAY,

of

CHARLTON
F.C.

LLERETET R LR bl

A Sense of Huomour |
UZ‘CLIKE the child in the story-book, young Kobert

McKay was not clevor at either books or games

while he was st school. He was borp in Glasgow,

and attended two elementary schools in that district
until he was fourteen years of age, after which he was sent
to work at Beardmore’s Steel Factory. During the five years
that ho &
hammer i the world, where the heat from the furnaces was
almost unbearable, Robert McIlay was surrounded by men
and boys who seomed to live for football. Tho result was, he
became afflicted with the same mania, ek

Now at Beardmore's, as with other buge engineering firms
around Glasgow, they have what they eall 2 “ Welfare Foot-
ball Team,” for workers under the age of eighteen, and
this sido competes with others in the “ Welfare " League. It
did not take young Robert very long to got his place m the
gide, for he was “tricky ' with his feet, and did quito a lot
of private practice in an endsavour to acquire tho art of
ball control. T ;

Tt was when MoKay wasz in his first year at Beardmore’s
that I met him, and this was owing to his wonderful sense
of humour, which proclaimed itself in & loud remark that
he made in & pubﬁu highwaﬁ. I was standing under the
awning of & butcher’s shop, wherd I was taking shelter from
& downpour of rain, and at my side there stood s small
youth who was blackened by the nature of his work, for it
whas easy to see that his occupation lay in a forge. ’

Suddenly there came an English voice from the hutchor's
shop to which I had turmed by back. . It was that of a
man, and in tones of complaint he was shouting: “ When I
ask for a sheep's head T want & sheep's head; and let me
tell you that I want an English one at that 1"

The grimy youth at myv side chuckled. and then shounted :
Ay, gi'e him the head o' & Sassonach sheap. He don't
want ain o' oors wi'oot breens I

I cannot hopo to reproduce his speech, for Robert MeKax
then had, and still has, the broadest Scottish dialect that T
have ever tried to understand. But I apprecinted his
humour, and while we steod there. taking sheltor from the
rain, I got to know quite & lot about him and his football
azpirations.

A Wonderful Temperament !
BOUT & year after our first meocting, young Robert
A told me that ho was thinking of joining the Park-
head White. Rose Club, which had a team that
layed in the Secottish Junior Cup Competition,
and whicﬁ was regarded as the juvenile side of the Glasgow
distriet.

All this seems strange when I remember the grounds upon
whioh these youths had to ﬁ:ar, and the sacrifices that were
rade by the members. ere were no grassy fields, the
playing-pitches being hard like racing-tracks, and when
the youngstors were brought down by their opponents. their
knees, hands, olbows, and sometimes faces ran with blood.
Yet each vouth contnibuted a weekly sum of as much as he
could afferd towards the upkeep of the club.

Robert MeKay improved with every mateh in which he
played, and scouts from other junior clubs bocame pressing
in their attentions, with the result that he was pounced
upon, and transferred to a team by the name of Neilston

ictoria.

This was, in a amall way, his first professional engagement.
payment being given in accordance with the Anoncial state
of the club. Hao could always be sure of recciving his Erain
fare and a small weekly fce. Sometimes thia wos only just
over two shillings, but there were occasions—fow, it is true—
when he was paid as much as ten shillinga.

nt in tho steam forge, attending the largost steam

By “0ld Ref "—the “*Man in the Know.”
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A wonderfal inside - right
and master of the art of
ball contral. He plays—he
schoemes—be thrills. . . .

It was in September, 1921, or when young Robert was just
mghtccn years old, that he signed on for l?:mcnm:h Morton,
who were in tho First Division of the Scottish League.

His mastery over the ball was a revelation, aud so suc
cessfully did he operate at inside-right, that in his first season
he was the principat factor in Morton's winning the Scottish
Cup, beating the famous (lasgow Rangors at Hampdow
Fark by L.

Foupr scasons with Morton; then came twe with Clasgow
Rangers, during which period McKay was chosen to repre
scnt tho Scottish League against the Irish League. Thia
was a great gamo, and the Scots’ victory by T—2 wat
brought about mainly b}y’ young Robert, who fed the great
Hugh Gallacher—now of Chelsoa—so well that he was able
to met the ball five times,

In 1926, McKany crossed the border, and signed for
Newcastlo United, and in his first season he bronght luck to
his elub by helping them to win the First League Champion-
EhlP. Then he was tronsferred to Sunderland, whero ho

uickly became a groat favourite with the cluly’s followers,

or they appreciated his skill, and the faet that he was a
player with a wonderful temperament. He was as hard
a3 pnails, yet when he was bowled over, ho got on to his fect
agair and was off to score, not {0 retaliate. He never drank

;'E'-"" Ismnkt'ﬁ; he was always fit, ond had the courame of a
ion !

A Rea! Friend |

T the ecommencoment of his second scason wilh
Surderland, a tragic occurrence nearly put an end
te McKay's football caresr. he carpet in tha
sitting-room of his home ecaught fire, and the flames

commenced to spread in a manncr which threatened the
completo destruction of his home

Without counting the cost, McKay grappled with the
flames, stamping them with his feat, and ting them with
his baro hands until he got tho fire under control, Then is
was found that his legs. his hands, and his face had been
badly burncd; further, the affair had upeot his nerves.

When he oventuslly gob into troining agsin, it was dis-
covercd that hoe had o poiscned leg, which called for an
immediato operatien in the Sunderland Hoespital, and it was
there that ho made up his mind to throw up football {or
all timo, ond go back to Scotland, whore he could set himscil
up m =ome kind of business.

But he reckoned without one, Alex Maclarlane, who knew
what a great foothaller was likely to be wasted unless he got
into the hands of a real friend. Macfarlane, the best frien.l
a man over had., induced MeKay to accomopany him to
Charlton: and there, to.day. the wonderful inside-right
operates in a manner which thrills tho onlookers. :

As I have said, Robert MeKay has & very broad, Scotch
dialect, bot when you can got him to speak slowly 1t is
casy to understand his speeeh, and I shall always remembier
one occasion whoa he was very deliberate, He was looking
at a football crewd of about £0.000 people, and was obviously
impressed by the size of the gathering. Suddenly he spoke,
but T will not attempt to write his remarks in Scoteh dialeet,
for such o feat iz bevond me.

Being interpreted, his words were: "Ye gods, and they
say that football was invented by somcbody in the Stona
Age! Rubbish' It was invented by a cute cioth mann-
facturer, who had a million yards of cloth ho couldn’t s¢!l.
Sa he introduced foothall. turnad the million vards of cloth
into ton million cloth caps. and=they arn all here I

Me¥Kay is a great humorist.
Tue Maoxsr Lisrany.—No. 1,240
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THE SECRET OF THE TURRET!

(Continued from page 10.)

thﬂusimpla process of falling into the
w

That was how he had been sble to
ensconce himself unknown in the man-
sipn, much to the surprizse of Lord
Mauleverer and his guests when they
had found him there.

Bunter flashed the light of the torch
round the stone cell, and blinked with
distaste at the opening of the spiral
stair, remembering the terrific exertion
it had eost him to mount it.

On the other side of the cell was
ancther opening—a narrow passage, loss
than two feet wide, leading away into
dnrukum in the thickness of the stone
wall.

Where it led Bunter had no iden—
neither did he want to koow, It was
one of the secret passages which honey-
combed the ancient building, all know-
ledge of which had long beon lost.

Bunter hed not come there to explore.
He remained close te the panel, which
covered 8 recess in the stone wall, and
listened for sounds from the turret-roown
on the other side.

There was & sound of fuﬂtstcﬁs at last.

Bunter shut off hisg light, and stood in
darkoess. Ha grinncd as he hstencd.

The oak panel was thick and solid, but
ho could hear footsteps, and the murmur
of voices through the cak, And he pre-
pared to deliver a deep and hair-raising
groan as seon &5 he should hear a rap
oo the wall.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Something Liko Pluek!

K ERE we aral!” e=aid Bob
H Cherry. ;
“Chilly 1" said Marjeric.

“The chilliulness 18 ter-
rific, esteomed and beautgous wniss !’
enid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with o
shiver.

“Creepy I said Miss Clara.

Half a dozen eleetric torches flashed
round the dusky old turret-room. 1t
was dark and cold and windy, and far

from inviting, The gleam of the lights
sh:i:]m beek from the eold blackened onk
walls,

_ Miss Clara peered about her, with
interest, Excepting for an old oaken
bench, the turret-room was unfurnished.
It was many a long century since it
had been occupled.

“*No ghost so far!" commented Miss
Clara.

“The ghost-fulness is not prepos-
terous,” remarked Hurreo Singh. “ Dut
the rapfulness is the proper caper to
disturb the esteemed spectre.”

“Go it, somebody ! yawned Hazel,
“Ten to one in doughnuts that we don't
hear & jolly old groan!®

“We heard i last timel®
Johnny Ball.

“Who was playing a trick then?'"

said

“Nobody, ass; there was nobody
h&rELﬂ but nursel-.res;i”

“Let's tap, and ses!” interposed
Lord Mauleverer hastily., “Tho proof

of the jolly old pudding is in the eating
~what? Somebody rap !

“Here goes'"” said Harry Wharton.

He lifted his hand and dealt a re-
sounding smack on the ocaken wall Tt
rang almost like a pistol-shot threugh
the turret, echoing eerily,

“Now listen ! grinned Hazel, “ Why,
what—what=—-"" Ho lbroke off with &
startled jump.

Sy the Fiig sl

‘What ¢t merry  thum " ax.
claimed Miss Clara.
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Stlence followed.

Lhe juniors and the CLff House girls

locked at one sanother, with startled
faces.
. From what direction the sound came
it was difficult to say, except that it
scemed to proceed from somowhere
behind tho osken walls,

But the sound had been unmistak-
able! It was a groan, and it had fol-
lowed tho knock on the wall, in strig
accordance with the legond.

“Look here, it's all rot!” muttered
Hazel, breaking the startled silence,
But his face was a little pale. “It—it
must be gome c}umr eort of echo. These
old places are full of queer echoes,”

“Ury again!” said Nugent.

Harry Wharton struck on the wall
agaln. Again the echoing knoek rang
through the turret.

Groan !

“Oh gad!” gasped Lard Mauleverer.

"I—I say, it—it's horribly uncanny!”
said Nugent. “It must ba some gueer
echo, as Hazel says, but—"

“It can't be anything else,” said
Wharton, “Rut it's jolly crecpy! Like
another knock, or are you fed-up 7

“I'm fed-up, {or one,” said Hazel,
sta:rm,g round him uncasily. "I've had
enough of this! Let's get out!”

Both the girls were looking rather
%ale. It was eerie, oncanny, almost

lood-curdling, to hear that muffled
groan from behind the solid-locking
walls. Tt could scarcely have been an
echo; but if it was not, there seemed
no other explanstion but a supernatural
one.

“Had cnoogh?" asked Lord Maule-
verer “"Come on. then”

Hazeldene had already loft the turret-
room, and was going down the stairs.
Lord Mauleverer and the Famous Five
followed with Marjorie and Clara, and
they went in silence and with uneasy
backward glances.

The ancient turret-room was deserted
onca more—dark and silent and deso-
late, qg:!y echoing cerily 'to the wail of
the wind.

But a few minutea later a pancl in
the old blackened wall clicked open
and = grinning fat face appear
thrnuﬁh _the aperture, and Banter
fashod his light round the room.

He stepped out and closed the secret
panel, and chuckled.

Cautiously the fat junior erept down
the stone staircase., But his caution
was needless; Lord Mauleverer and his
guosts hod gone back to the armoury,
and there was no eye to see Bunter.

There was a cheery grin on Bunter’s
fat face as he rolled into the armoury.

The juniors and the schoolgirls were

athered in a group before the glowing
og fire with unusually grave faces,

Billy Bunter blinked at them, grin-

ning.

“% S4Y, {f follows—-="

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ Bob Cherry's
cheery voice seemed to lack a little of
its usual ring. “Why dido't you come

with us, Dunter? We've heard the
jolly old ghost groaning in the haunted
turret.”

“He, ha, hel"

“Catch Bunter going there!® said
ITazel.

Billy Bunter sniffed,

“I'l go there fast enough!® Lo re-
torted. “T'm not 8o ensily frightened as
you fellows, I can tell you. Have you
had o scara? He, hoe, he!®

“The scarcfulness was not terrifig,
my esteemed idiotic Bunter !

“Frightened out of vour wits—
what ¥ chuckled Bunter. say,
Ilnzel, you're looking as white as a
sheet., He, heo, ho I®

Hazel glared at him,
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“You took jolly good care not to
go!" he sneered.

“He, he, ha! T'll go now, if you'll
mﬁnﬁm ﬂ!l::ﬂg with me!” said DBunter.

“I'll jolly well go alome if vou like I
said Bunter. “Dash it all, I ggn’u want
Marjoria and Clara to think that Grey-
friars men aro all funks.”

“Who's a funk?” roared Jobmny
Bull.

“You
coolly.
haunted
waﬂ__'__“

;.rn:’YﬂuEa o tmn:ﬁwhem E-iﬂlﬂ', and say
Vo en to the turret!™ snepped
Hazel. “Can it!”

“"¥Yon can como and watch mao ! said
Bunter. “I'll go into the room alone,
ﬁ:d IEang on the wall as often as you
1E8& ¢

“Rata!” grunted Bob Cherry.

e Funk ! retorted Bunter cheerily.

I say, Marjorie, jevver see such a lot
of funks? They'ro afraid to go to the
turrot, even if | go with them ?*

“You fat, frabjous cuckoo!" sgaid
Johnny Bull, breathing bard, “You're
too funky to go snyhero near the
turret, and if we started you'd dodge

n.w&%r‘.

“The  dodgefulness ba
tarrfic 1*

, “Any excuse is better than none !
1eered Bunter, “If I go mlone, voull
say T haven't been, and you're funky of
coming with me ™

“My hat! [I'll jolly well eome!”
cnorted Johnny Bull. “And Tl jolly
well hold your arm all the way to the
turrct, and shove you into tha room,
and kick you if you try to deodge
away I"

“Yah! Anybody .clse coming?”
asked Bunter, "Qive s fellow o chance
to show tho girls that we're not all
funks at Greyfriars?™

The Famous Five glared at the fat
Owl as if they could have caten him.
If there was a funk present the name
of timt funk certainly was William
George Bunter. Not one of the party
believed that the fat Owl really in-
tended to enter the haunted turret,
little’ drearoing of the fat junior's
gecret.

“Look here, we'll go and keep him
up to it!” said Harry Wharton,

“*Yea, rather [*

“The ratherfulness is terrifie !”

“You're for it, old bean!” said Miss
Clara.

“Think I'm afraid?* grinned Bun-
tex. " Come on, all of you! 1 want you
to see me do it! Pluck's my long suit,
vou know !

“0Oh crikey ™

“You oan all stand cutaside and sca
me go in alone,” said Bunter. “T'H
rap on the wall as often as you like—
what 7

“We'll see you do it, you hTithEring
fathead !’ growled Johnny Bull, an
he Imked his arm in Bunter's. “"I'm
jolly well secing that you do I

“Come on, then!™ said Lord Maw~-
avercr.

And onee more the Christmas party
escended the stairs and mounted the
stone steps Lo the turret. Billy Bunter
rolled in advance, with Johnny Bull's
grip on bhis fat arm. But, to the

eneral surprise, DBunter showed no

csire whalever to dodge away.

They reached thn landing outside the
doorway of the srcient turret-room.
There the party stopped.

“Now go it, you {:. fraud I" growlea
Johnny Bull,

And with a rather vigorous shove he
gent Billy Bunter rolling into the
furret-room,

lot are!” answered Bunter
“Look here, I'll go to tha
turret and rap on the

would
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Bob Cherry ploked up the frozen handkerchiel and poin
must have dropped this | *" he s.aig.

“Qw! i1=

The [at Owl rolled half across the
turret-room before he came to & halt.
The rest of the party remained on the
landing, looking in through the low,
arched doorway of the turret-roowm.
They fully expected to see Billy Bunter
come charging out in a great hurry
from the dark and shadowy interior of
the haunted room. _ :

But he did not. Either Billy Bunter
had more pluck than was generally sup-

sed in Greyiriars Remove, or elso

o had his own rcasons for knowing
that there was nothing to fear in the
haunted turret] Three or four of the
juniors flashed in the light of their
torches after him, the beams of light
revegling the fat junior, apparcntly
quite cool and collected.

“MNow knock on the wall, you [at
fraud ! called out Johnny Bull. " ¥You
fellows look out, or he'll bump you over
when he comes bolting out I

“Catch me bolting out!™ retorted
buntor disdainfully., ¥ My dear chap,
I've got pluck| Not like seme fellows
I econld name!l"”

“Well, get on with it, fatty!” sald
Bob Cherry.

Bunter approached the farther wall of
the turret-room, the party watching him
through the low doorway. He was at
quite a distance from them, half-hidden
by shifting shadows, half-revealed by the
glimmering torches. He lifted a fat
hand to emite the wall

Knock !

It was & loud, ringing knock, nnd
Bunter dealt it with a Grm hand,

",.E"'; AR ERr
BTN At L,

The juniors listened for the ghostly
groan Lo follow.

Had it materialised, thero was mno
doubt that DBunter would have come
seuttling out of the haunted room like =
frightenced fat rabbit. But it did not
materialise. Bunter, indeed, had the
best of reasoms for knowing that it
wouldn’t] And it didn't!

The echo of the knock died away, and
there was deep silence, only broken by
the whine of the wind.

“Iiallo, halle, halle I murmured Bob
Cherry. " The jolly old ghost's gone on
strike 1"

“He, he, he!” came from Bunter.

“It's jolly queer ! said Lord Maule-
verer, in perplexity. “'We cortainly
heard it lost time, you men.”

“Tho hearfulness was terrifie 1"

“Nerves, vyou know!” chuckled
Bunter. “Just funk, old beans!”

“You cheeky fat idiot—" growled

Johnny Bull. 4
Bunter,” said Lord

“Try again,
Mauleverer. ]

“h, T don't mind ! grinned Dunter.
“ Nothing funky about me, I hopel If
there’'s o ghost here, I'll wakoe him up
all right! He, he, ha!™

Enock ! .

Again the party listened intently.

But there was no ghostly oan !
Evidently the ghost of Mauloverer
Towers wasz off duty !

Billy Bunter rolled out of the turret-
room grinning triumphantly. The fat
Owl f-‘ﬁl‘- that ho had scored, and the
other fellows had ‘o admit that he had.
Ile had demonstrated his uncommon

fed to the orest and the letter ** M ** in the corner of It.
““ It proves that this was the way his captor went I "
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" H.ﬂr“:lr

pluck. He had gone alene into the
shadows of the haunted room, and defied
tie ghost, and the other fellows and
the girls had watched him do it. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at him, and
looked 2t ono another. Marjorie gave
him a smile, and Miss Clara bestowed an
approving amack on & fat shoulder.

“Good man!” she said,

DBunter smirked.

“Vou see, I've pgot pluck!” he
explained. “That's where 1 come out
strong. Not like theso fellows, you
know 1"

“0Oh, my hat!” said Miss Clara. _

Tho party descended the stairs. Billy
Bunter looked like a f{ellow walking on
air. And the olher fellows, who had
not believed for & moment that Bunter
would wventure into tho haunted room
alone, much less knock on the wall to
arouse the ghost, could only wonder.
They were far from guessing how the
matter really stood—and William
George Bunter certainly was not lilkely
to tell them |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Dead of Night!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.

H lingered at Lord Mauleverer's

door that night to say good-

pight to the schoolboy earl,

feeling mot guite easy in their minds.

They cquld not help remembering the

ovents of the night before, and wonder-

ing whether the unknown, desperale
(Continueed on page 16.)
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{Continued from rage 13.)

ruseal who had marked Mauly as his
victimn, might not make another attempt.

Sir Berinald Brooke shared their un-
casiness, for he came up, and looked
throngh Mauly's rooms with hiz own
avuleular eye, to make sure that all was
well, The juniors still lingered, afler
the old gentleman was gone,

There was & cheerful smile on Tord
Alanleverer’s face. The schoolboy euarl
waa incapable of fear, and he was not
fecling in the least uneasy.

“ Look here, Mauly! What about one
of us camping in your room?” asked
MWarry Wharton, .

“ Ay dear man, I wouldn't apoil your
night's rest for anythin'. I've agread to
hava Orris in the dressin’-room, to
please my uncle. Orris says he doesn't
mind.™

“ Lot 1'd eato if he minded, if he was
my valet | grunted Billy Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer did not seem to hear
that remark, Billy Bunter rolled off to
his own room, and the juniors heard him
Jock his door. Bunter was not likely to
emerge before daylight, even if he.found
mustard in his Christmes pudding again.

“Well, we'll wait till Orria comes
vp ! said Dob Cherry. “ You've got 1o
Lo eareiul, Mauly,”

“Oh, yaasl” assenfed his lordship
carelessly,

“Von'll lock your door, old chap?”
sald Nugent.

“1 dare say Orris will. Tl tell him
if 1 remember to.”

“T'll jolly well tell him, fathead!”
said Wharton, “ You're not going to be
mopped up under our noses, Mauly.
That scoundrel, whoever he 13, means
business. He's chucked writing threat-
cning letters—but he's tried twica to geb
hold of you. And the third time he
may pull it off, if you don’t take care.
1lis game is to get you away and hold
vou to ransom. It would have been
safer to let Inspector Rymer leave a
bobby here.”

“0Oh, bosh, old bean!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I shall ba all right!
Here comes Orris 17 ] . i

Cvrris came up the corridor, with his
ailent tread.

“ind you lock the doors on the cor-
ridor, Orris!™ said Beob.

“Certainly, sir " answered Orris.

“Well, d-night, Mauly I

" Good-night, old beans !

Lord Mauvlavberer went ints his room,
followed by Orris. The door closed, and
tha juniora heard the key turn in the
lock. They waited till they heard it
iurn also in the adjoining dressing-room,
which had a door in the corridor.

“Well, Mauly will be safe enough if
that hl:ghter butts in agpin,” said
Jolinny Bull. “Both doors locked—and
Oirrie in the dressmmg-room. I don't sce
how he can get at Mauly now.”

And the juniors, feeling easy in their
minds at last, went to thelir rooms and
turned in.
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They were soon asleep. Butb sleep was
not go swift in visiting Lord Mauleverer.
For-somé little time Maunly lay awake,
thinking over the strange wisitation of
the night before, and of the attempt that
had been made the night before Christ-
mas Fve. THe gave little thought to
danger, but the problem of tho identity
of his unknown cnemy perplexcd his
mind.

He rejected, and, indeed, rather
resented, Inspector Rymer’s surmise that
the mysterious rascal might have a con-
federate in the houschold, Yet it was
cloar that the “man in black ” was well
pequainted with the interior of the mans.
zion, and had koen able to pick out Lord
Mauleverer's room without trouble.

Who the man was, and what had be-
come of him, nobody knew—the police
had found no clus te him. On each
cecasion that an attempt had been made
a window downsitairs had been found
forced open; but that was all the trace
that the mysterious prowler had left
behind him. ]

But, whoever he was, it was certain
that he wes a desporate and determined
man, and it was probable enough that
bo would make another attempt.

Mauly was not feeling nneasy, how-
ever. Ie closed his eyes at lasht, and
dropped into slumber.

He slopt peseefully 23 the night grow
older. Midnight chimed out, and the
winter wind wailed round the old roofs
and turrets of Mauloverer Towers, but
Mauly did not hear. One o'clock struck,
and two, and the schoolboy earl lay
deep in slumber, Y& was a few minontes
after tho stroke of two had died away
that he awoke suddenly.

Ho awoke with & sudden start, lo
foel a hand pressed over hiz mouth. A
shiver ran through him.

“Bilenee I came & deep, husky whis-
per i the darkness.

A nightlight had been burning in the
room, but it was out now. The log fire
hiad died down, shedding only the merest
g}imﬂh In the deep gloom Lotd

auleverer's startled cyes made out a
durle form that leaned over his bed, and
diseerned the gleam that came strangely
through the cyc-holes of a black mask.

He shuddered.

It was the seccret enemy! Locked
doors had not kept him out, and either
hke knew nothing of the valet in the ad-
joining dressing-room, or cared nothing.

A faint sickly odonr ecame to Maul-
evorer. He knew what it was—the
reek of the chloroform pad that was
ready to be clapped over his face.

“Bilence!”  repeated the  husky
whisper., “1 am  here ngain, Leord
Mauloverer. The chloreform is ready,
if you attempt to call out. Do not
think that you will receive aid from
your servant in the neit room—the
chloroform has already done its work
with him, and he will not wake till
morning.”

“¥ou villain!” breathed Mauleverer,

“Did you think that a locked door
would keep me away? I have keys that
will open any door. I am Im_rum'i‘-::r the
last time, my lord. The prite of your
liberty is @ thousand pounds. You are
rich—you will not miss the moncey—it
15 less than tho income-tax takes from
yau twice a year. Give me your word
to place 2 thousand pounds in notes on
the old sundial near the well; to leave
the placo unwatched, and I will go and
lecava you. I can trust your wnrg?”

“Beoundrel 1

“You consent?”

“ Never I

“Then thiz i3 oll that remains. ™

The soft, clinging pad, impreenated
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with clloroform, was suddenly jammed
over Lord Mauwlevercr's face.  For a
fow moinents ho strugeled, and then ha
knéw no more.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Hidden Prison.

ORD  MAULEVERER'S
opened.

Hea blinked round him dazedly.

His head was dizzy, his eyes

dazed; for some moments it seemed to

him that i was iu ihe grip of a night.

INaro.

He had been in his bed, in his hand-
somely appointed reom in Mauleverer
Towers, when he had lost his senses
under fhe chloroform.  But hiz sur-
roundings were strangely different now,

Cold stone walls surrounded him., He
Iay on & heap of zacking, on a Hoor of
stone fags.

He was in a room, not more than ten
fect by twelve. On one side was a
narrow opening—a doorway without a
door. Beyvond the opening was darkness,
 But  the stone-walled room  was
lighted by 2 single candle stuck in a
crevice of the wall, dripping grease,
and casting & fickering light,

“Oh gad ™ gasped Mauleverer,

. He reiscd himself on hus <lbow, star
ing round him dizzily, Then he made
the dizcovery that an irom chain was
locked round his wrist, the other end
secured to a staple in the wall. e was
a chained prisoner.

The rusty chain chinked as he stirred.

“ You've come to!” geid o voice,

By the opening in the wall stood o
strange figure, eeric in the fickering
light of tho candle. It was that of &
man clad in black from head to foot,
hiz face comecealed by & black mask,
from the eycholes of which his eyes
glittered at the schoolboy earl.

Mauleverer gazed at him.

This was the secret enemy who had
attacked him in hiz room, who had, as
he knew, carried him off in the dark-
nest and silence of the night to this
socret and hidden place. Mauleverer
saw him now, revealed by the eandle-
light! But he learned nothing by secing
him. Whether the man was o stranger
or someons with whose looks he was
familiar, he conld not guess; the black
mask hid the whole face, revealing only
the ayes,

Mauleverer rose rather painfully to
his feet. His head was dizzy, and he
leaned on the chilly wall where the
chain was attached to the staple.

“¥Fou willain!™ he gaid faintly,
“You've got me! Where am I™

* Where you will never be found,” an-

Cyes

swered the maan in black coldly. “Your
schoolboy friends, and vour police-in-
spectar  from  Winchester, will never

dream where to look for you, Lord
Mauloverer.”

Maulevorer stood silent. He eould
not help realising that the man in
black spoke the truth. Where he was
he had not the faintest idea himself.

“You are in my hands,” went on « o
muffled ' voice under the mask. " ¥You
aro a chained prisoner in this room—
not the first who has been chained here,
my lord. In nncient days that chain
has held others in your place—by the
order of your ancestors.™

“I . understand,” sz2id Lord Maul-
gverer guietly.

“When I first disecvercd this place,
my lord, that chaiv :eld & skeleton,”
said the masked man. “Your ancestors
had a high hand, my lord. Look!”

He pointed to a shadowy corner, with
a black-gloved hand. Lord Mauleverer's
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eyes followed the pointing finger, and he shuddered at the

sight of a heap of bones. Centuries ago—many centuries,

ﬁrhapsr—mrne apless prisoner had perished in that hidden
om,

“Your fate may bs the same, m
man. *““Home ancestor of yours chamed a prisoner here,
and left him to die. The sight of thoss old bones would
show you how hLittle you have to hope for rescue.”

Lord Mauleverer’s lip curled.

“You can’t scare me!"” he added eontemptuously.

“We shall see. Do you tmagine that you will be found
hera?” sneered the man in the mask. *“You have already
guessed that you are in one of the secrer, hidden recesses
of your own mansion—this very room is mentioned in one
of the legends of Mauleverer Towera——"

"‘_’I!kncw it. I had guessed that much 1” said Mauleverer

nietly.

b The secret hos long been lost—mnny have sought it, but
never found it. You, yourself, my lord, have sought it—
ha::;} you succceded 77

.

*“Do think your friends will find it? Do you think
they will even suspect that you are within the walls of
Mauleverer Towers 1"

Mauleverer wos silent agnin.

“ A window will be found open—some tracks wiil be found
in the snow—something belonging to you will be picked
up at a distance from the house—the search will tuke &
direction far away from hers. This secret iz known only
m ﬂ'I.E.."

Mauleverer breathed hard. .

“You've found it—others may find it,”" he said.

The masked man gave a scoffing Iau%.h.

“They will not have the e¢lue that T had,” he answered.
“An old parchment fell into my hands, my lord, in which
this room was described. Even then it was not ecasy to
discover the sceret pane! that gives admission to this seoret
passage.” He pointed to the opening in the wall. “DBut I
punted and hunted till T found 1t, Without the ¢lue in the
parchment, I should never have succeeded. And that parch-
ment has been burned.™

Lord Mauleverer fized his eves hard on the masked face.

He listened intently to the husky, muffied voice from under
the mask, Byt there was rno fatniliar tone in it to his ears.
The man was disguising his voice, and he was disguiszing
it successfully. Buat Lord Mauleverer realised now that
Inspector Rymer's suspicion must have been well-founded.

QOnly sn occupant of the Towers could have made this
discovery of the secrets of the ancient mansion, Either his
cnemy had a confederate in the household, or he was him-
self an actual member of the houschold. Dut if the latter
wes the case, Mauleverer could not even begin to guess at
his 1denfity.

TE;IB seaffing laugh eame again from under the disguising
mask.

“I read wour thoughts, my lord. But you will never
know with whom vou havo to deal. If you pay your
ransom, you will be taken back to your rooin in the dead
of night—unconscious. If you refuse to pay it, you will
remain here till you perish, and your fate will never be

lord," said the masked

known., Your skeleton will bleach here in the darknoss, like
that of the vichim of & Mauleverer of former times.” Heo
made s gesture towards the heap of booes. “Take the
leszon to rt, my lord.” .

“1 will not pay you a single penny,” said Lord
Mauleverer quietly. “I do not beheve that you will dare
to leave me hera to die; vut if I belisved it, { wonld die a
thousand times before I would give in to threats. You've
got me in your hands; but you've had your trouble for
your pains. You'll get nothing from me.”

“¥You may change your mund after twenty-four hours in
the cold and darkness, without food or drink,”’ said the
masked man.

“Moger ™

“Well, we shall sea. Tt resis entirvely with your lordship,™
gaid the man in the mask. “ You will find it cold and chilly
here, my lord=—you, sccustomed to every comfort ond
luxury—="

There waz a contemptuous encer in the huzky voice.

“Leave me here, then,” suid Lord Mauleverer quictly.
“"You will see whether 1 zhall give in, you raseal ™

“1 shall return in twenty-four hours—when you have had
time to reflect. I shall not bring you food or drink, I
shall bring yeu pen and paper, to write to your guardian.
You will urge Sir Reginald to pay the ransom, to save you
from death by hunger.”

“] shall cot write a licel®

The masked ‘mon shrugged his shouldera,

{Continued on neéxt page.}
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“] think I shall hear a diffcrent tale
to-morrow mnight!” he said. *I wmn
willing to wait! In twenty-four hours
you will learn whether you have a
chance of beng found.” ;

“What you have tound others may
fnd,” said Lord Maulevercr swoadily.
*“1 bavo heard of this room, though I
have nevéer seen it before; tho scerot
has been lost. But 1 can guess this
much—what wyou have found is the
secret way out of tho haunted turrat,
by whi the Red Earl escaped
hundreds of years ago. Il've always
known that there roust be a secret
passage behind the wulls of thy turret-
room.”

The masked man gave a slight start,
which did not cscape Mauleverer.

“I've guessed right, 1 thmk,” said
Mauleverer; “and when 1 get out of
thia I'll bave the secret found, by gad,
it 1 have to have every inch of the oak
walls taken down to find it.”

“When you are ocus of this, my lord,
you may do as you please,” said the
man in the mesk. " But you are not
out yetl It is true that if you strip the
old oak from the walls oiv the turret-
room you will find the seerct—why
should I not admit it? There is a stone
cell behind that ancient wall, my lord,
and on one side of it i3 this seoret
passage—on the other side a spiral stair
that leads away into the depths of the
garth. Whero it leads I do pot know—
I have nover taken the trouble to ex-
plore it; I had no use for it. Perhaps
it is the way by which the Red Earl
esca in days gone by. You may
have the ploasure of exploring it—if
you do not broak your neck on the
crumbling stairs—when you are out of
thial But it will cost you a thousand
pounds to have that pleasure, my lord,"

He paused,

The candle was guttering low,
Strange lights and shadows danced in
the hidden prison-room.

_“For the last time, my lord! Ne
light remches you here—but it is very
near to morning! 1 cannot linger! [
offer you a chance—will you writo at
my digtation, nowi"

£ .'I’

“¥You will come to heel after twenty-
four hours of cold and hunger,” said
tho man in the mask. “I would spare
you that if 1 could.”

“You will see ™

He hoard & muttered oasth under the
mask, The man in black came closer
to him, his eyes glittering,

“Make no mistake, my lord! I mean
business! You will ronsom r life
or perish herc! No danger will follow
for me—your fate will never be known |
Make no mistako about that.”

“I've hod that before.” said Lord

verer coolly. “You're repeatin’
yourself, old bean, ™

The men in black clenched his hand,
as if the temptation assailed him to
drive his fist into the cool. defiant face
of tho schoolboy ecarl. Bub he re
strained his rage.

Fool 1" he muttered. “You talk of
discovering the seeret stripping the
oak from the walls of the tuvrret-room!

> you tmn;iqmu that anyone else will
think of such a messure? 1 tell you
that clucs will be fonad at & distance
from your house proving that you have

en taken away—the scarch for wou
will bogin at a distance from Moule-
verer Towers No one will even dream
of searching for you within the build-
ing! Think again ™

“You've had my answer!™

“Remnin, thon, till hunger brings
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you to your senses!” snarled the man in
the mnsk; and he blew out the reémain-
ing fraction of the guttering cundle.

Black duarkness fell in the prison-
room.

In the darkness, Lord Mauleverer
hoard the footsteps of the masked man
dying away along the secret passage.

Silence followed.

e ——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
' Vanished !
Hﬂ%ﬁt Wh half-ast
arry arton, half-asleep,
heard the sound .along the
corridor. The early glimmer
of 8 winiry sun was creeping
in at the windows. The last day of the
Old Year was dawning on Mauleverer

Towers.

Enock! Knock!

Wharton g2t up in bed. Someono
was knocking at 2 door along the
corridor, in the direction of Lord

Maulevorer's room. It was too carly an

hour for Mauleverer to be called; and
Wharton wondered who was knocking
and what it meant. With the thought
in  his mind

that something had,

A CHRISTMAS PRESENT I

s to Miss Edith Crush, of 26,

arenth Road, Stamford Hill, N.,

who sent -in the following Grey-
friars Limerick,

Enl:lh ?unhf to Toddy: ' He,
]

You're really too thin, can’i you
ade T
iIf you take my advice
And would like to look nlos,
You'd gultivate a figura like me.”

Send in YOUR limerick, chum,
asnd WIN A HANDSOME
LLEATHER POCKET WALLET.

erhaps, happened in the night, he
eaped out of bed, hurried on a
dressing-gown and slippers, and stepped
out into the corridor.

Knock! Enock!{ Enock!

Porson, the butler, was standing at
Lord Mauleverer's door, knocking His
face wore an alnrmed and troubled ex-
pression.

Wharton ran along the pamage.

“What's happened, Porson?” he ex-
elaimed.

“I cannot make his lordship hear,
sir1” answered the butler. *“A door
wos found open downstairs by the
muicds, and it seems to have been open
o long time during the night as snow
has drifted in. [ came up at once to
call his lordship, but—"

Wharton rapped quickly on the door
with his knuckles.

* Mauly !" he shouted,

There was no answer from within the

room.

“Is Orriz down yet?" asked Flarry.

“No, sir.”

Wharton turned the door-handle. As
the dgrnlrt.huhd !;:In Tkege:tn th: inside
overnight, he not ex 1t to open,
but it opened to his hand. Porson
stared as it swung back.

“Surely hia lordship’s
locked ?” he exclaimed.

“It was locked last night,” snswered
Harry. "I stopped here fill I heard

door was
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Orriz lock it frow inside. Dut something
must have happened-—*

He ran into the room,

* Mauly 1" he gasped,

The bed was empty. The bedclothes
were thrown back roughly, as if the
cveupant had been dragged bodily out.
But the bed was cold; it was long sinet
Mauleverer had beon there.

Harry Wharton starod blankly at the
emupty bed. Porson, with wide eyes,
stared over his shoulder,

“Where is his lordship?”
Paoreson. |

Wharton did not reply. Ho ran to
the communicating door of the dressing-
room. It was open, and in & moment
uiore he was looking down at Orris,

The valet was stretched in bed, his
oves closed, apparently fast asleep. A
sickly odour Hooted round the bed.
_Wharton sniffed at it; he knew the
siokly scent of chloroform. The same
scent had hurég over Mauleverer's bed.

He stooped over the walet and
“grasped him by the shoulder, shaking
him vigorously,

There was a low murmur from Orris.
He stirred uncesily, but did not walce.

“Good heavens!” breathed Wharton,

gaspod

FPorzon had followed him in, his
plump face pale with horror.

“What—what—what—" stammered
the butler,

“Hoe hag been chloroformed,” said
Harry, “You can smell the stuff,
That villain has in somehow, in
the night—chloroformed Orris and taken
Mauleverar away 1"

“0Oh, sirt™ Porson.

“He must have picked the lock of

~ Mauleverer's door—it was locked safely

ecnough last night!" Wharton gritted
his teoth, "Again he shook Orris roughly,
tiﬂhl I'Iﬂjﬂi ﬂﬂmiﬂg t‘ﬂ'r"

Orris" eyes opened.

He blin up at the schoolboy and
the staring butler. .

His hand went to his forchead. and
he gave a low moan.

“ What—what has happened ¥ he mut-
tered.

“Pull yourself together,” said Harry.
“ Lord Mauleverer 1 gone—he has been
kiduapped I* '

*Oh 1" gasped Orris. He struggled to
a sitting posture. “Eis lordship gone!
And I—I was here to guard him—and I
slept—-y-""

“You needn’'t blame yourself,” said
Harry. “You svem to hsve been chloro-
formed while you slept—the place reeks
with the stuff. You did not wake in
the night?”

“No, sir! Oh, how my head achea!”
muttered Orris, pressing his hand to his
forehead. “You are sure his lordship
is gome, sirl”

“He is not in his room—the bed’s
cold and the door was unlocked. That
scoundrel has got him at last!”

Wharton hurried back to the bed-
room, followed by Porson. The wvalet
turned out of bed at ence. Porson went
to call Bir Reginald Brooke; ana Harry
Wharton took a hasty survey oi ine
schoolboy earl’s room. But for the
lingering reek of the drug there was no
clue to what had happened in the silent
hours of the night, go far as the junior
could disctrn.

With & clouded face and a heavy
heart ha wen: elong the corridor to
call his frionds chums of the
Remove wern soon up end dressed, and
had gatherad, +ith grave faces, in
Mauleverer’s room by the time Sir
Reginald Brooke arrived thera., Across
the corridor the snore of Billy Bunter
was heard rumbling; Wharton had not
troubled to call the Owl of the Remove,
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“Horbort—gone !" breathed the old
baronet, as he stared down at the
empty bed. “Good heavens! His
facs was white and lined. *'But—but
what—— Orris, did you hear nothing—
g6 nothing 7

“No, Bir Reginald,” snswered Orris.
“I blame myself very much; but—but
Mr. Wharton, sir, will tell you how beo
found me.” .

“Orriz had been chloroformed,” said
Harry., “He must have been drugged
in his sleep. He was unconscious,”

“And my nephew—my dear boy——"'

Porson appeared in the deoorway.

“1 have telephoned, Sir Reginald.
Inspector mer i1s coming over in &
car; he will be here very soon.”

“Very good, Porson! See that the
room is not disturbed in any way; tho
police may find some clue that we can-
net san, Do not toush soything hero,

mﬁ‘ boys.” :
he old baronet left the room. Orria
went quietly away, his hand still
ressed to his forehead. Johnny Bull
ooked after him rather grimly as he
wenk.,

“That fellow wes here to guard
Mauly ! be grunted. " Lot of good he
was I

“Well, if ho had a chloroform pad
dabbed over his face while he was
asleep he couldn't do much I” said Bob
Cherry. " He looks as if he's been
through it, poor chap!"

“But how the thump did anybody

“ Come and lend a
rushing :i!‘ the #!d of B'm!nﬂ. e
pars—so 1** ** Yoooooop ZED 0000p
““Beasts ] 1 mean—cat !

the fat junlor.

got i, with the door locked on (he
insido 7 said Nugent. =

“Must have picked the lock from the
outside. I dare say tho police will find
traces of | that” sald Harry. “I-—I
wish old Mauly had let one ot us stay
with him. 8till, T supposo_we should
have been put to sleop like Orris.
Lot's get down,™

Thoe Famous Five went down, Hazel
joining them on the way.

“T've scen Orris. Is Mauly really
gono 7 asked Hazel

“Yoa; kidnapped by tho scoundrel,
whoever he is! We're poing down to
sco tho way he was taken out of the
house,” answered Harry.

The door that bad been found open
by the maids was still a:mdmg open.
It waa the door of the secretary’s room
adjoming the Iibmri, and it gave on
the terrace. Bmow had drifted in on
the wind, and Hakes lay scattered over
the Hoor. ? ;

Outside, snow was still falling. 1t
had fallom all through tho night,
covering up any tracks that might
have been made. s

“No chance of picking up
villain’s tracks=!" taid Nugent.

“The chancefulness is not terrific,™
remnarked Hurrce Jamszet Ram Singh.
“Put the trviulness is the proper caper.”

“Let's sea if thero’s anything to be
picked up. anyhow,” said Bob

The juniors hurricdly donned coats
and hnts, end went out on thoe toerrace,

tho
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hand, Marjorle ! ** said Miss Clarg;
10“ 1'll take onas of his
1" walled
Leggo 1

It was carpeied with snow, end pot &
single track was to bo picked np: long
ago the falling Bakes had obliterated
all sign. DBut as they went down the
steps from tho terrace to the gardens
Bob Cherry uttered o sudden exclama-
tion :

* Hallo, hallo, hallo [

He stooped and picked up an object
trom the snow, and held it up. It wasa
handkerchicf, frozen almost stiff,

“Thet's Mauly’s!™ exclaimed
Nugent.

Ho pomnted to the crest and the lelter
“M * in the corner of the handkerchief.
There was no doubt that it belonged to
Lord Mauleverer.

“Must havo dropped thot while he
was gotting Mnu:'lly away 1" said Bob.
“It proves that this was tho way the
villain went—if wo neceded proof.”

* Beiter Ipa‘m it hera for Inspector
BRymer,” said Harry. "“Let's pet on:
we may pick up some clua farther on.
I ean't imagine how the brute gob
Mauly away, unlets he had a cor wait-
ing on the road. But that's nMg'nod
distanca; ho must have carrvied Mauly
g long way. Let's pet on”

The juniors pressed on down the long
avenun, between lines of leafless troes
that led to tha distant gates. “The earth
was parpeted with snow, and the [nst-
falling flakes obliterated their own foot.
marks almost as soon as they wero

made.
Tre Macxer Lisnsnr.—No. 1,246
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There was no hope of ﬂmkmg up &
trail; but they seached hopefully for
signs, all the same. From the mansion
to the getes on the Winchester rond
was & distence of & quarter of & mile;
and, so far as thoy could see, the kid-
napper must have carried his victim
the whole distance.

Half-way te the gates Johnny Bull
pounced on an object coverad by snow,
and dragped it out. It was a silk
muffler, which they knew belonged to
Lord ‘Mauleverer.

“"Ho camo this way !” said Bob,

“The brute must have sllowed him to
put this on before bringing him ocut of
the house,” said Harry. * He couldn’t
ses anything that he dropped in tho
dork, of conrsc| Most likely he carried
him away in & hurry, anyhow. We may
find something olze.™
_ But nothing else was found, and the
juniors returned at last to the house
in o troubled and dismal mood, s
Toepector Rymer's car came grinding
through the snow up the avenue.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter s Not Pleased I
BILLY BUNTER rolled into the

breakfast-roora, grunting, with
& frown on his fat brow.
Bunter was annoyed,

Bunter had not yvet breakiasted.

It was rather a late hour for break-
fast, and the fat Owl expected to_ find
that the rest of the party had finished
lmﬁg ago, and gone.

ather to his surprise, he found them
all in the hreakfgst-rmm. Marjorie
pod Clara were sitting at the table,
with grave and precccupled faces,
Hazel was meking o good breakiasst—
tha only fellow thera who was—and
the Famous Five were standing.

Neither 8ir Repinald Brooke nor
Lady Brooke was fo be seen. Harry
Wharton & Co. were making o
desultory meel without sitfing down to

it.

Bunter blinked at them.

“I say, you fellows——" he began.

Nobody answered Bunter. Nobody,
indeed, seermed to ‘notice that he had
como into the room at sll. In that
hour of trouble and dismay nobody
had any attention to waste on Bunter.

“1 say, vou fellows ! hooted Bunter.

“0h, dry up ' enapped Johnny Ball

“What's up, I'd like to know®”
snorted DBunter. “I've rung & dozen
times for my brekker, and hobody's
answered the bell! I've hiad to come
down to brekker I

Buntor’s wvoice fairly thrilled with
indignation.

“Mice way to treat a pgucst!” he
went on,  “Where's Mauly? I shall

L jolly I-nmI?r to Mauly about

this! If Liaulgr can't get his servants to
answer bellse—"

“0h, shut up, yvou ass!” growled Bob.

“"Nice manners!” sneored Bunter.
“¥You might remember that you're not
in the Remove passago now, Cherry,
and that there ware ladies present.
Don’t mind him, vou girls; he can’t
help being o bear.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Miss
Clara tartly,
Bunter blinked at her.

“Eh#" he ¢jnculated, *“What”

“Don't bother now,” said Marjorie.
“Something has happened to Maule-
verer, and we're all worried,”

“Oh, is that it1” grunted Bunter.
“The whole place seems upside down—
the servants like a lot of cackling
goea&—nﬂt even bringing a fellow's
reakfast op toa fellow'sroom ! Every-
thing at sizes end sevens! This isn’s
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wo manage thinges at Bunter
Court, I can tell you!” DBunter sak
down. " Shove that dish this way,
Wharton, will you?”

“3o and eat coke "

“Not even & servant waiting at
tabla [* said Bunter., **My hat, this

how

wouldn't de for Bunter Court! Don't
scoff all the kidneys, Hazel I
Bunter reached round end helped

himself, as nobody geemcd dis to
holp him, He waited till his mouth
was full before he spoke again.

1 saljr, vou fellows, what's happened
o Mauly t"

“ Kidoapped, fathead 1"

t
snorted

Johnny Bull, “Now shut up![”
* Beast !
Bunter glowered and ate. No

doubt he was sorry to hear that Lord
Mauleverer had been kidnapped. But
brankfast was & more important con-
sideration, A fellow had to eat!

The Famous Five, having snatched a
late and burried breakfast, went out

in, Marjorie and Clara went with
them. Hazel remained io fnish his
broakfast.

From Hazel, Bunter learned of the
happenings in the night. Hazel was
sorry for what had happened to his
kind and hospitablo hest; but it had
not affocted his appetite. BStill less did
it affeet William George Bunter's,

Everything seemed to be in confusion
that morning at Mauleverer Towers,
generally the most orderly of house-
bolds. Bunter rang for further supplies
in vain. Perhaps the servants knew
that it was Bunter who was ringing, and
perhaps that was why they did not
heed. But there really were ample sup-
plies on the table, and Bunter removed
cover after cover, and devoured {ne
contents of the dishes; all was grist that
came to his mill.
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He was still going strong when Hazel-
dens went out, and he remamed long
enough to clear the table of evergything
im the shape of eatables. Then, with a
fat and shiny and coniented face, he
rolled out to look for the other fellows.

Inspector Rymer, {rom Winchester,
was in the hall, with Sir Reginald
Brooke. The inspector had a grim ex-
pression on his ruddy face, the old
varonet looked worn ond worried,
Bunter blinked at them, strongly dis-
poscd to join in the consultetion and
offer his advice; but the look of neither
peatleman wes encouraging, and Bonfer
g}ﬂﬂ:r up that idea. Ilo spotted Orris in
the distance, and rolled up to him.

“Where aro they all gone, Orris?” he
asked,

*“The young gentiemen have gone into
the grounds, sir, with the young ladied,”
sard Orris.

“It's still snowing,” grunted Bunter.

“I think the young gentlemen are
logking for—ahem '—clues to his lord-
ship, sir,” said Ovris.

“What rot I szid Bunler,

* Indeed, sirf”

Bunter wagzed a fat foreinger at the
valet,

“It's you that's to blame for this,
Orrig!" he said,

Orris started.

“I, sir 1™ he ejaculated.

*Yes, youl!” said Bunter aceusingly.
“Why didn't vou take proper cave of
poor old Mauly ! 2

*I was drugged in oy sleep, sir—-"

“ More like;r fruking,”™ sawl Buanter
cheerfully, *1 j.nll:,r well shouldr't have
been drugged o my sleep if I'd been
looking after old 3Mauly, He was rather
an ass not to ask me io look after him;
but poor old Manly always was n silly
uss, If I wore old Brooke, Ornis, I'd
sack wyou on the spot for letting Mauly
be bagged under your nose”

“Ferhaps you will kindly make the
suggostion to Sir Ruginaiﬂ{ sir,” said
Orris urbanely; “but I must beg you,
sir, not fo allude to my master’s
guardian as ‘old Brooke' in speaki
0 me., It savours of impertinencd,
sir—indeed, I may say, insolence.”

With that remark Ovris glided away,
leaving Billy Bunter snorting with in-
dignation.

“My hat!” murmured tho fat Owl
“The cheek of these blinking menials—
Mauly spoils "em I

Having eoncased his fat person in
Lord Mauleverer’s fur coat—which by
this time secmed to have become
Bunter's fur eoat—tho fat junior rolled
out inte the falling flakes to join the
other fellows,

The snow was falling more lightly
now; bot it was still coming down.
Billy Bunter spotted the juniors and
the girls in the distance, and rolled
away to join them.

“Found anything?™ he. asked,

“No,” said Han? curtly.

“You're not likely to, either,” com-
mented Bunter. “Fat lot of good you
f-Mlaws coying 1

“Better than doing nothing,
head 1" growled Johnny Bull.

“It’s not much good, I suppose,” =zaid
Harry, with a clouded brow. “Poor
old Mauly iz far enough off by this
time. Goodness koows where that
scoundrel has taken him.™

“There will be news sooner or later,”
gaid MNugent. “It's Mauly's money
that the rotter ia after—he’s been kid-
napped to be beld to ransom.®

“No doubt about that, Bnt—*"

“Might have murdered him!” sug-
gested Bunter brightly,

“"Wha-a-£?*

fat.

“ Might have pitched him into the
lnke. Let’s go and sce if thore's a hole
mm the jeel” suggosted Bunter,

" You howling idiot "

“Ob, really, Cherry———-

“ You frumptious chump i

*0h, really, Bull-——-*

“Bhut up, you frabjous ass1”

“Well, if poor old Mauly's been mur-
derved, we might as well look for the
body,” argued PBunter. “You see——
Yarooooh ¥* - .

A smowball landed on Billy Bunter's
fat face, suddenly cutting short his
cheerful remarks, Bunter sat down
suddenl vy,

“Owl Whoop! Beast! Grooogh!”

He zat i the snow and roared.

Harry Wharton & Co. moved off,
leaving him  sitting and roaring.

DBunter serambled op, shipped in the
snow, and sat down agaiu.

“Owl Beasts! Give a fellow a hand
up ™ he roared.

Marjorie glanced round; Miss Clara
ran back to help Bunter. She took hold
of his fat ear to belp hn.

*Yarooocoh ! reared Bunter, as Clara
pulled. “0Ow!  Wharrer you up to?
Leggo i

“I'm helping vou—»"

“W hoocoop I*

“0h, Clara! exclaimed Marjorvie.

“Come and lend me a hand, old
thing,” called back Miss Clara. "Take
one of his ears.”

“"Yooooop! Leggo! Whooop ! i

“¥ou asked 1o be helped up,” said
Miss Clara, “Fm helpmg you. Some
people are never satisfed.™

“Beast ! 1 mean—cat! Lepgol™

Mizs Clara did wot let go. She pulled,
hard, and Bunter scrambled wp.  Then,
having successfully helped Bunter, Miss
Clarn ren-after her friends, leaving the
Owl of the Remove rubbing his car and
snortang.

After which Billy Bunter rolled back
io the house, feeling that hiz fascina-
ting society was wasted on the CLIY
House girls and the Greviriars fcllows.
For the rest of the morning he left
them zeverely alone—which proboably
did mnot add appreciably to their
troubles.

TBE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Under the Shadow !

PEEP ploom overbung Maul-
A everer Towers that snowy day,

the last of December, Lord

Maunleverer's Chrietmas party
was still there; but Mauly himself was
gone, and every faco was dark with
anxiety, The schoolboy earl and his
frienda had planned to zeo the old year
out and the new year in; but no one
was thinking of festivities now.

The servants had grave faces; Mauly
had been liked by all; even Forson so
fur forgot bis professiomal impassivity
as to look distressed. Sir ﬁnginald
Brooke was silent and grim; Lady
Brooke looked almost the ghost of her
ustnal kind and cheerful self. Even Billy
Buuter felt the eoffect of the gencral
gloom and anxiety, ond allowed hig
thoughts to wander once or twice from
his fat and impovtant self.

Inspector Rymer had done all that,
so far as E:H-:rnu could see, could he
done, Heo had followed up tho clues of
the handkerchief and the silk muffler
that the juniors had found, and which
soemed to indicats the way Lord Maul-
evercr had been taken by the kid-
napper. His search had been diligent
and active. That the kidnapped pcer
had not been taken out at the great
gales, was certain—the gates had been
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closed and loeked during the night, and
the lodgekeeper had heard and seen
nothing,  But Mr, Rymer dig~
¢overed a gpot where the snow had been
brushed away from the park fonce, im-
dicating  thot sometiing lhad  been
drageed over it, and o rope was found
lying under the snow ocutside the fence,
m the road. '

No doubt was entertained that Eord
Mauleverer had been carricd off at that
spot, It was surmused that the kid-
napper had had a car in waiting; but
the ineessaut snowfall had obliteratcd
uny traces that nught have remamed,
Inspector Rymer had left the Towers at
last, to carry on his search farther
aficld, and the anxicous houschold waited
for news—which did not come,

It was certain that the schoolbey carl
had been kidnapped for ransom, and it
scemied likely that the next move would
ba on the part of the kidnapper.
Sooner or later it was concluded, a de-
mand would bg received from him, and
it was possible that tles pnght furnizh s
clue. But if that was the wretel’s in-
tention, he was in no harry 1o act.

Sinco the discovery of theo traces Joft
on tho park wall, Harry Wharton & Co.
had little hope of picking up any clue
to their missing chum, ?r. seomed eor-
tatn that Mauleverer had been hauled
over the park wall into the road, and
likely enough that a car had been nsed
to get lim away—in which case he
might be a hundred niles distant,

Old 8ir Reginald hovered incossantly
by tho telephone, hoping for o ring from
the police, to announce that they wore
on the track of his kidnapped nephew.
But no call came.

The chums or tha Remove had
nothing to do but to wait idly, with
heavy hearts, anxious for news, Bug
they agresd that any forn of exertion,
oven if it led to nothing, was bettep
than that.
~ After lunch they stood by o window
in tho hall, lookine out iuto the whirl-
ing flakes, and disoussed the inatter.

“No good hangin about doing
nothing I zaid Bob ﬂﬁarr r restlessly.

“What can we do?™ asked Hazel,

“Well, it looks as if {lint villain must
have had a car to got Mauly away—
how else could he Lave done it? Some-
body may have seer or heerd last ight
slong the read—there aro cottages and
hﬂ%i ”t | loo

“The police will be looking that up.”

“Well, ves; but—> ’ .

“We might take a walk and look
round,”” said Harry. *Wo might pick
up something frots somebody.”

“Boetter than doing nothing ! said
Mugent.

“I say, you fellows ™

Billy Bunter joined the thoughtful
group at the window, Bunter had had
a good lunch, and a happy nap after-
wards. No doult he was concerned for
Mauly: but, if so, he was bearing up
remarkably well

“1 say, you fellows, no good lookin
likc a lot of moulting fowls]” saig
Bunter cheerfully “Kecp vour pecker
up, you know.™

“ Fathead 1" grunted Johnny Bull.

“I'm kcoping cheerful I suid Bunter,

“You would I agreed Johnny,

“Well, Manly was my pal, and T feel
it deeply, of course,” said Bunter.
“*8hill, 1t's no mopicg | Keep a
stilf upper lip like me. What about
poing to thoe pictu-es ("

“You fat echump '™

“{h, really, Wharton——"

“ Shut up, Bunter I'* said Bob. “Give
us a rost | :

“Beast! Tl taks the girls to the
pictures, then,” said Bunter. “Ona of
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n fellows can lend mo
ou'll comel"” he ndded,
Marjorie and Olara
5

ound note.
E!inkin_t: at

l m - -
4 “Thaok sou, =ne’ sid Marjorie

rviy.

“Don't be an ass ] said Afiss Clara.

“Oh, really, Clara—="

“let's pot ocutf” gmowled Johnny
Boll. “If we don’. pick up any ncws
of BMauly, we sshall got & resi from
Bunter, at least.™

“Tho restfulness trom the csteemed
Dunter will be a boonful blessing,”
remarked Hurree Jemset Ram Singh.

“Waell, I'll como,’ ezid Bunter. “I'm
rot going to Le left alone in this dismal
phow—everybody with n face like a
funorall Pretty sort of & New Year you
fellows are going to give me, 1 must
say! Selfish, as usual—lot you care
about me " .

“Come on 1" said Harry.

o e e T, S

'm going to get my [ur coat.
here, whero's that coat? If that cheeky
cad Orris has taken my coat back to
Mauly's room—"" 4

The party did not wait for Bunter to
get his fur coat. Fossibly they wers
not anxious for the fat Owl's enlivenin
society, They donned their coats an
huts, and started, loaving Billy Bunter
still inguiring for * his " fur coat.

Bunter snorted as they went, That
oxpedition was o gheer waste of time, in
Bunter's opinion, which might have
been much better spent at the pictures.
And Bunter was prepared to stand treat
all round, if somebody would lend him
a2 pound notol

nnier rang for the butler.

It was somo minutes befora Porson
appeared; but he appearcd at last,

“Where's my fur cont?” demanded
Bunter, .

Porson looked st him. .

“If you refer to hiz lordship’s fur
enat, sir, I think you had better inquire
of Mr. Orrisg,” ho said.

“Bend Orris to me.” )

Porson locked at him again.

“Mr. Orris is in his lordship’s room,"
he said.

“Go and fetch him.”

Porson did not scom to hear that, Ho
departed—not in the direction of his
lordship’s room. ;

Billy Bunter breathed hard with
indignation.

“Cheeky menial!” he muttered.
“ Puiting on nirs now thot his master's
away, 1 suppose. Blauly spoils these
Hunkeys t"

And Bunter rolled away to the stair-
case and puffed and blew his way to

his lordship’s room.

A —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs for It!
i OO0 here—"' Liooted Bunter,
E Orris glanced up.
The wvalet was m FLord
dressing-room,

. Mauleverer's
accupicd in hrus‘hmﬁi n coat—the very
ignant Owl was in

coat of which the in )
zoarch., It necded sowme attention, after
Billy Bunter had worn il.

He gave Bunter one carcless glance
and resumed his occupation. The Owl
of Greyfriars fixed his cyes, and his
spectacles, on him, with a devastating
blink.

It scemed to produce no effect on
James Orris, however. He brushed the
cont quictly and methodically, heedless
of Bunter,

“Help me on with that coat, QOrrpizt”
said Bunter, breathing hard. “I'm
going out.™
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through his h

“Without insfruciions from hijs lord
ship, sir—"" said Orris, shaking hia

cad.
“P’m givine vou inziractions.®
Orris g:ual:md the coat. :

Billy Bunter rolled nearer to lum,

his wery spectacles glittering  with

wrath. ey
“If you'rc going to be cheeky

Orris—" :

"Fi?h, gir " murmured Orriz deprecas
tingly.

“The minuto Alauly comes baek, I
shall ask lum to sack you !" said Bunter.
“Mind that "

“Thank you, sir 1 said Orris.

" What 1" 4

“You're very kind, siz”

There was no doubt that the man was
cheeky ! There was gbsolutely no doubt
about that! Bunter breathed wrath,
He had no use for sarcasm from s man-
servant,

“You'd be zacked already if Mauly
would have listened to me,” he said.
“If he knew you'd been backing horses,
and wero being dunned by bookmakers
for hundreds of pounds, you wouldn't

stay here long '™
grris Iuﬂkrgé up again. There was a

smouldering glimmer io his eyes as they
fixcd on Bunter.

“T1 jolly well make Mauly liston to
me, seel” smorted Bunter, “In fact, if
you don't mind your p's and q's, T'll go
to old Brooke sbout it. Bake him
jump if he knew thst & servant here
was in debt te the tuno of hundreds
of pounds to & bookie.”

“I hardly thin% that Sir Heginald
would take any notice of such n state.
ment, sir "’ said Orris, but there was a
curious expression in bis eyes as they
lingored on Bunter.

“We'll in!lr well see!” snorted
Bunter. “I'm fed-up with your cheek,
Orrist I never stund cheek from o
sorvant, seef! I keep 'em in order ot
Bunter Court, I can tell youl I've 2
jolly J;md raind to tell old BRymer | How

would you hke that?”

Orris started.

“1 scarcely suppose that Inspeclor
Bymer would b: interested in my
affairs, sir,” be answered,

“Woulda't he?” sncered RBunter,
“Old Rymer's got it into his heod that

there's somehody i this house who's had
n hand in kidnapping Mauly. He might
like to hear of » gervant whoa was head-
over-ears in debt from backing horzes(”

Orris stood very still,

He did not speak, but his eves
remained fized on Bunter, with a vers
strange expression in them,

Bunter blinkes at him.

The wveiled importinence was quite

gone from Orris' mapner. Bunter had
the impression thas he was bringing the
fellow to hic semses.
* “Detter mind your p's and q's. my
man,” he said loftily. "“I'm mot the
t'elh:iw to stand any monsense, 1 can tell
you 1

Orris drew a deep, hard breath.

“8urely, sir,” he faltered, “you do
not imagine~=—" Ha broke off. His
oeves were glued on Bunter's fat face.

It socined as if bo wes striving, by
tho sheer foree of his gaze, to reud tho
thoughts behind that fat and fatucus
counténance.

But there was, in point of fact,
notlung to read.

Bunter's words, which lad startled
Jomes Orris to the extent of driving the
colour from his checks, had been uttered
only from irritation and annoyance,

As for actually suspecting Orris of
complicity in the ki.. apping of Lord
Blauleverer, that hrd never entered
Bunter's mind at all. ¥is fut intclicet

THE MAGNET

moved i fiystorious ways its wonders fo
perform,

Inspector Rymer might certainly have
turned his attention to Orris had he
konown that the valet was deeply in debt
from rechkless gambling. hat would
have been very discomtorting for Orris,
And that was all that Bunter was think-
mﬁ-sa far as ho thought st all.

o was far from realising the effect
of his words on Orris.

“*You see, it will pay you to be civil,
my manl” said Dunter. .

“I om sure, sir, that it was not my
intention to be unecivil," eaid Orris
humbly.

Bunter grinned.

He felt that he had put the fellow in
his place at last,

“That's better,” he said., " Now halp
mo on with that coat.”

“Certainly, sicl”

Bunter’s fat face woro a complacent
smile, as Orris hold the coat and he
squeezed his fat person into it. He had
brought Crris to 11

* Anything more, sir i asked Orris,

“(@et my gloves ond hat.”

“Yery good, sirl”

In s state of complete satisfaction
Bunter rplled away. & Hattered him-
self that be knew how to handle servants
when they were cheeky.

Orris looked after iim as he went,
with & singular expression on his face.
Bunter would have been startled could
he have guessed the thoughts that were
peasing in the valet's mind.

But the fat Owl, having gained his
m;m1r diemissed the matter. Orris had

n tm.lfht manners, ond he was
worthy of no more of Billy Bunter's
lofty consideration.

The fat junior, comfortably encased in
Lord Mauleverer’s fur coat, rolled ou$
into the thickening December dusk and
the falling flakes,

Harry Wharton & Co. had long been
gone, and Bunter rolled down the long,
winding avenuoe to the gatez after them.

He grunted discontentedly as he
trudged through thick snow.

The pictures would have been ever so
much better. Still, he did not want to
hang about the dismal, shadowed house
by himself. As he tramped along in the
thickening winter dusk he thought he
heard a footstep behind him, and blinked
round. But if there was anyono else
coming down the long avenue between
the rows of leafless, frosty trees, Bunter
did not sece him.

He rolled on.

About half-way down the avenue he
glanced through an opening of the trecs
at 8 masn of snow at a little distance
from the drive,

It was the old well, into which Bunter
had tumbled on the night of his arrival
at Mauleverer Towera

The well was surrounded bij' a stono
wall for E_:l.f_nt;; but the wall and the
ground adjoining, were piled with snow,
thick amd white, and looked like a
mound in the dimness, Bunter glanced
towards it carelessly, As he did.22 he
heard the footstep behind him again—
and now it was tho step of a man
running !

He blinked round again, Tt was
Orris, coming on at a r'apid run. He
panted for breath as he joined Bunter.

The fat junior eyed him superciliously.

“Well, what o you want?” he asked.

“Only a woid with you, sir!” said
Orris, and even Bunter, uncbservant
nnd obtuse aa v was, was startled by
the emouldering gleam in the man’s
eyes in the dusk, and +was wvaguely
alarmed. *You were pleaszed to make a
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remack, sir, in his lordship’s reom &
short time ago-——'*

“Well, what about it 7" asked Bunter,
backing away a step instinctively,
though even wet his fatucus mind did
not reolise danger,

*“1I eould not pursue the matter there,
pir,” eaid Orris. “But as you were
going outl, I thought I would follow, sir,
and speak to you hers, I have hitherto
regarded you, sir, as an absolute fool,
from whom nothing could possibly ba
feared. I find that I was mistaken.”

Bunter stared.
“Why, you cheeky rotter—" he
speaking

gasped.

“1 find, sir,” said Orris, still
in the amooth, silky manner, which was
strangely at varianee with lti'i-a words he
utterad, “X find that it is from you,
whom I have considered only a fat and
harmiess fool, that I have to anticipate
danger.”

Bunter blinked at him, speechlesa now.

“ Whether you actually suspect me, or
whether your stupidity is beyond my
power of plumbing, cannot say for
certain ™ continued Orris, in the same
low, smooth voice. “But I know.that I
cannot take the riek. There is too much
at stake for that. Your words, repeated
to ather cars, would certainly draw upon
me suspicion which could have only one
end. 1 must thank you, sir, for

hs.win?“wamed me in time to save &9

mysel
Bunter jumped back.
Even his obtuse mind understood
now, and a terror that was like ice
froze hiz very blood.

Bat even as he moved the man was
apon him.

One faint sgueak escaped the hapleas
Owl, shut off instantly by a grasp of iron

on his throat.

The next moment he was dragged
from the avenue among the dim trees.

He struggled feebly. His fat senses
whirled, as was dragged bodily
through the thick mmow. He hardly
knew what was happening in hiz terror
and amesement, but he made one more
effort at resistance aa he wos dragged
over the snow-piled parspet of the
ancient well,

He had a glimpse of the valet's face,
not smooth and deferential now, but
fixed, savage, ruthless. Then he slid in

falling snow, over the verge, and only
Orri rasp held him for a moment
from f into the well. That grasp

lin
was ra]a::e:i and he shot downwards.
Thud |
He landed in the thick snow that was
piled far below.
Dizzily he blinked up.

Boow wae [alling after him in great
masses, '

In the darkness shove, Orris was
working fast and hard. Mass alter
mass of snow was piled into the well

from above, till it was flled almost to
the brima, Ten feet of snow, and more,
piled over the hapless junior whom the
ruthless rescal had hurled to death.

Orris ceased ot last, He wiped his
brow, which was streaming with per-
spiration in spite of the freczing cold.
He stared for some moments at the
choked well. IHis face was white, his
handas shaking. But he was safe now.
Danger of which he had never dreamed
had threatened him from the least
expected quarter. That danger was
buried deep |

No one would be surprised, when it
waa learned—after many days, perhaps
weeks—that tho short-sighted junior had
tumbled into the well in the dark, and
perished there of cold, buried by fallin
snow. With a white face, but a coo
head, James Orris stole away from the
Epat in the darkness and the falling

akes,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Makes a Discovery !

&b H crikey |*

O Billy Bunter, like the
heathen of old, sat in darkneas.
ha gasped and spluitered as

he sat. Above him the old well was
erammed snd choked with suow. But
the fat jumior was not, as Orris believed,
buried under the snow.

The secret of the old well, utlerly un-
known to Orris, and unsuspecied by
him, was kndwn o DBunter. And
Buater, after landing on the snow at the

/ 1 Bunter’s senses whirled as he was
g through the thick snow.
was relaxed, and the fat junior shot downwards into

il

bottom of the well, had ¥sited into the
narrow bricked opening at the side, and
the falling muasses of snow above never
toughed him. They fell and fell, block-
ing up the opening into which he had
rolled, choking up the well above, while
the Owl of the Remove, sitting breath-

less in tha underground tunnel,
spluttered and gasped.
“Oh crikey! DBeastl Oh lor"l”

gurgled Dunter.

The fall had knocked most of the
breath out of him, but he was not
damagoed otherwise, for he had fellen on
a soft thicknezs of snow. Now he waa
completely shut into the tunnel by the
snow piled in tha well, That, however,
did not worry Bunter in the least, He
had been through the sceret passage

ed bodily
Then the grasp of his captor

the well [

before, and know whero it led, and he
knew that he had ooly to [ollow it to
reach safety.

But he was shivering willi terror, as
well as with eold,

Thers was no mistaking Ovrris’ inten-
tion and his motive! That was clear
even to Bunter's obtuse brain.

Ho had lLecn hurled inta tho disused
well to perish thers! Oeris, piling in the
snow, believed that he was burying him

he;mnd chance or hope of rescue,
‘The awful wvillain!” groaned
Bunter.

He shuddered, and hia teeth chat-
tered. In his fatueus szclf-satisfaction
hn had, as he szuppesed, brought a
che&k{‘ servant to heel, never dreaming
thet bis idle words had inspired the
fear of dizcovery in the heart of a
desperate and remorseless malefactor,
And but for the secret passage from the
old well, and Bunter's accidental know-
ledge of it, what he know—or, rather,
what hoe had mado Orris believe that
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the sus d—would have been buricd

from sll human knowledge.

hThﬁ fat Owl picked himsell up at
sk,

He was in donse darkoess, and, in
zﬂta of Mauly's fur coat, the cold

illed his fat himbs, He gimpc_d 1o his
pockets for Bob Cherry's electric torch,
which he had borrowed the day betore
when playing ghost in the baunted
turret, Ho turncd on the light, and
blinked round him.

The show blocking up the opening of
the tunne! rather relieved him; it shut
him off from the murderous rascul
above, Jamea  Orris undoubiedly
bolieved that he was buried under ton
feet of snow, doomed to ineviiable
death; and even in lus torror Bunter
grinned at that thought, James Orris
was going to discover luter thut he was
gtill alive—very much alive!

Flashing tho light of the torch before
him the fut jumor picked his way along
the underground passage.

Iie reachcd the spiral stmir at tho
end of it, and clambered up—slowly,
end with many a grunt and gasp.

Endless seomed the stone stops to
Bunter, winding up and up, as thoy
had eecmed on the previous ocoasion
whon he had mouonted them.

But he reached the top at last.

MNow ho was in the stono cell, behind
the thick wall of the turret-room, whera
bo had stood hidden to utter ghostly
groans when the juniors and the girls
were exploring the haunted turret.

Hiz fai hond ghded over the oak
pancl in thoe recess, and found the knob
which moved the hidden spring.

All he had to do was to open the

nel and re-cnter Mauleverer Towers

v way of the turret-room. Orris, if he
had come in, would doubtless be very
much surprised to see him, Not that
Bunter intended to let Orris see hum if
he could help it. Hir idea was to creep
quietly to his gwn room and lock him-
gelf in there, and wiit in hiding till
Harry Wharton & Co. returned, when
he would Lo safe. And the thought of
tha nows that he had for them made
Lim grin.

They had gone out in the snowy after-
noon, hoping to pick up news of the
missing Maunleverer, little dreaming

that whiie they werc gone Bunter bad
put his far finrper on the kidoapper
himself !

He grasped the ocaken knoob, and
turned, or, rather, tried to turn. The
knob did noy move.

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Bunter.

He strove again and again. On
previous oceasions the knob bud turned
casily and the spring had moved, the
pancl opened.  Now
mul';'u‘. a a a

Bunter blinked at it in dismay.

Fither it was jammed, or it had,
somehow, been sccured on the other
gida! It eould hardly have jamined;
it had worked porfectly before. It
had been sceured on the side of the
Lturret-roon:.

Who could have done it? Who, be-
gides Bunter, knew the seeret of tho
moving pancl in the turret-room?

Bunter could not guess. DBut he
realisod that his escape, om which ho
had counted as a certainty, was cut off,
‘I'he thick caken panel barred him off
from the haunted room, and it was now
immovable,

“0Oh lor" !V groaped Bunter.

Flo raised a fat hand, but he
lowered 1t again. The turret-room was
too far from the cecupied parts of the
mansion for koocking to be heard from
it. But that was not all. 1f any ears,
by chance, heard -knocking from the
haunted room they were as likely to ba
Orris’ ears as anyone clse’s. And the
bare idca of bemng caught by Orriz in
that loncly spot, defenceless, made
Bunter's blood run cold,

His tooth chattered.

For & long, long time the hapless Owl
stood irresoluts. He turoed away from
thoe locked panel atb inse

He flashed the toreh into the porrow
passage that led out of the stone cell
on tho opposite side from the spiral
stair. ]

He had not taken the trouble hitherto
even to blink into 1t; the dark passage
winding sway inio obscurity had had
no attraction for him. But now it was
o oase of any port in o storm.

It was possible, abt least, that there
existed some other way into the
Towers, apart from the panel in the
wall of the turrct-room. And the fat

e e—
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Owl resolved to explore it, in the hope
of discovering some way of ﬂﬂﬂﬁ{im .

With the light of the torch gleaming
before him, ha followed the narrow
pasﬁagﬂ in the thickness of the ancient
wall,

Step hg step he advanced, fecling his
way, and peering before him through
his hip{‘(apeﬂm-:les.

Clink |

“Ooocoh 1" gasped Bunter. ’

From the darkness ahead of him
game the sound of & clinking chain!

Bunter stopped dead.

The thought of the ghost of Maul-
everer Towers rushed into his mind.
He stood trembling in every Limb,

Clink, <link, ¢link |

There was a sound of movement, with
tho clinking of the chain, Bunier's fat
knees knocked together, end the torch
sagged in his shaking hond. His teeth
clattered like castanets.

Clink, Chink!

“Is that you, you rescal?”™ camoe =
vaice from the finrknws, “Or 18 1t
help? Who is there? If it's a friend,
epeak, for mercy's sake "

Dilly Bunter almost fell down in his
amazement.

The voice that came from the dark-
ness was the voico of Lord Mauleverer !

e e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mauly !

ORD MAULEVERER atrained
i hiz eyes in the darkness from
the prison-room.

. He stood with the chain
clinking round him as he moved, his
cyes fixed on o spot of glecaming hght
in the blackness.

How long he had beon a prisomer, in
cold and derkness, the schoolboy ecarl
did not know. It seemned like days and
weeks; indeed, it scemed to him that
centurios of blackness and solitude had
passed =zinge the kidvapper had left him
there, Yet he knew that most probably
it was less than a day, for the man in
black had said that ho would return in
twenty-four hours, and Mauleverer had
no doubt that he would keep his word.

As he saw the gleaming light ad-
vancing along the dark passage his
natural thoupht was that i was his
enemy who was coming, Nevertheless,
hope leaped up in his heart.

Ho heard a gasp irom the blackness
behind the Hght. It had stopped; buc
now it came on again. And from the
unseen person who carried it came a
voice that—oot musical in  itsgli—was
music to the kidnapped schoolboy. It
was certain that the woice of Billy
Bunter had never [allen so gloedly on
humsan ears beloro.

“l1g that you, Mauly

Mauleverer almeost staggered.

“Bunter ¥ he gasped.

“Yes, old chap !

“Bunter! Good gad ! ]

The light came onward. The voice
of Lor Mauleverer had bonished
Bunter's fears at once; and he know

that ke had found the kidnapned
schuﬂlbﬂi, though the discovery ulteriy
amazed him, He peered over the torch

az he came into the stone-walled prison-
room that ended the secrct passage.
His eyes opened wide behind his big
spoectaclos at the sight of Lord Manl-
everer, standing in the clinking chain
that gccurcd him to the wall.

“ Muuly 1™ e pasped.

“ Buater ! Bunter, old man, you're a
f'ﬁm packet ! DBlauleverer’s white
apa glowed. fle could have hugied
William (George Bunter at -thal
moment. “0Oh gad! How did you find
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me, Bunter?” He caught at the fat
junior’s plump arm, as if to miake sure
that the apparition was real. * Bunter,
old !:ma.wzu:n.Ii are the other fcllows coming
—what I’

“Ek! No.™

Bunter peered at him,

“Fancy finding you here!™ he
gasped. “"Have you been here all the
time, Mauly I

“Ygas, 'That villain drugged yme and
brought me here. It seems [ike wecks
BED, Or yearg—"

'?1':. was last night I said DBunter,

“1 suppose it was. IHe said he would
come b in twenty-four hours, and ko

hasn't come yet. But 1t seoms—"
Bunter jumped.
“Ohbh erumbs! Is he coming back!

I=1 say, I=1 thiok I'd better go!
1 don’t want him to find me here.”
“Hold on, you sass!” Mauleyerer
looked at his wrist-watch, in the light
of the torch. “It's not live yet—and ho
won't come till the house is asleep—Iots
of time yet. He wouldn't sk it.”
“0h!” gasped DBunter, *All—all
right, then! I—I1 mean, of—of course 1
wouldn't desert you, old chap.™
Mauleverer grinned.
“But how did you get here, old

) =

bean? Did you find the way in here
from -the turret-rcomi That villain
knows it,”

“0Oh!* gasped Bunter. “Thea thal's

why the panel’'s locked on the other
side—he's locked it after sticking you
here, How did Orris find it out, I
wonder 1

“QOrris!” repeated Lord Mauleverer
blankly.

Didn’t you know it was Orrisi”
asked Bunter, blinking at him.

“Ara you mod? Orris, my valet—
what do you mean?” exclaimed Maul-
€VErer.,

Biily Bunier grinned. )
“T've found him out,” he said. "It
was Orrig—"

“What utter rot!” ]

“And he jolly well tried to murder
me, to keep it dark—"

“0Oh, rot 1™

“"Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Orris1” repeated Lord Mauleverer,
“Impaossible! You'rs dreaming, Bun-
ter, Don't be an ass, you know.”

“You'd have known the kind of man
he was, if you'd listened to me, when 1
wanted to tell you abount that letter of
his that I saw,” grunted Bunter. “He
owes bookmakers hundreds of pounds.”

“ MNonsense [
pitched me into the well becauss
he thought I'd found him out—I mean,
becauss I had found him out——"
hooted Bunter. *He chucked down
snow on me, and he thinks at this very
minute that I'm buried under it, at the
bottom of the well.”

Mauleverer gazed at him.

“Tell me how you got here,” he anid
quietly. -

And Bunter told him; the schoolboy
carl listening in  utter amazement.
Mauleverer drew a deep, deep breath,
whan the fat Owl had finished.

" S0 that's it!"” he said at last, " And
that's how you got in the night vou
came, you fat fraud! You've known of
that sceret panel in the turret-room all
the time you've been hera! It was you
that put up the groaning when we were
looking for the ghost im the turret
rmm__if

“He, he, ho!™

“You fat ﬁﬁunfer—"

"1f that’s how you thank a chap for
rescuing you at the risk of his life,
Maunl 2 -

“Oht! Ah! Well, never mind,” said
Lord AMauleverer. * You ought to have

told me about thal sceret panel at ance,
you fat bounder, What were you keep-
ing it dark for? Oh gad! Was it to
get in again if yvou were booted out ?'?

“0h, really, u H

*“Well, noever mind,” said Mauleverer.
“Thank goodness you're here, anyhow.
I'm dashed if I should ever have be-
lieved that I should ever be glad to
seo you; but it's always the jolly old
unexpected that happens.”

“Look here, you beas i3

“That wvillain has got the key that
lecks this chain,” said Mauleverer, un-
heeding. “ You can’t get mo loose. And
if he's locked the panel on the other
aide, you can't get out and get help,
Wea've to think this out.”

“1—I say, Mauly—"

“Don't interrupt! Look here, that
villain isn't likely fto come back till
after midnight; but he will come. He's
counting on my giving in, after twenty-
four hours of this, and writing a letter
to my uncle to fix up about the ran-
som.” Mauly set his lips. * He mustn’t
find you here, Bunter.”

*1 ghould jolly well say not!” gasped
Bunter. *“No jolly fear!”

“He will come by the panel in the
turret-room,” went on Maoleverar. “ He
knows nothing of the way you came in,
from the old well. . You'll be out of
sight, Bunter———:>"

emphasis, ;

“You'll bhide on that spiral stair
you've told me about. ¥You won't let
him spot you when he chmes through
from the turretroom——-"

“What-ho |

“He will come along here—and then
you'll njip through the panel into the
turret; it won't be locked on the other
side while he's here, sea?”

“Gﬂﬂdiu

“Then guu’l! get to Wharten, and
the other fellows, nnd tell them. "1
root me out of thix fast enough when
they know where § am. Only—take
jolly good core thaf that villain doesn’s
spot you whon he comes through*

“Rely on me for that, old chap!” said
Bunter earnestly.

And Lord Mauleverer grinned. Billy
Bunter was not, in many ways 8 very
reliable wouth. DBut Mauly had neo
doubt, not the shadow of a doubt, that
he could rely on him for that.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

ARRY WHARTON rubbed his
H eyes. Bob Cherry yawned.
Frank Nugent
half-asleep, in & deep chair,
Jobnny Bull stood by the crackling log
fire in the old hall of Mauleverer
Towers, his hands in his pockets.
Hurree Juhset Ram Singh sat with his
dark eyes drowsily on the roddy
embers. At a little distance, old Sir
Reginald moved restlessly about, like
an unguiet ghost,

The hour was late.

Long since, Marjorie and Clars had
gone to their rooms. Hazel bad stayed
up a littla later, but he had gone to bed
at last. But the Famous Iive, eleepy
as they were, were not thinking of bed.
They had returned unsuccessful from
their expedition; not that they had
really hoped for any suceess.  Now,
ndded to their anxiety for Mauleverer,
was the fact that Billy Bunter was
missing.

Where the fat Cwl was they could not
imagine, Orris had informed them that
he had helped Bunter into his lordship’s
fur coat, and that he had followed them

was dozing,
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out, Porson had seen him leave the
house. That was all they could learn.
'They had no doubt that Bunter had
missed his way somewhere in the dark,
end would come rolling homo late. Bus
at midnight he had not rolled in, and
they wondered rather uneasily whether
some acoident had befallen the fat and
fatuous Owl,

Midnight was past now. All the
rervants were gone to bed. Orris had
lingered latest, but he had dizappeared
at last. The gremt house was plunged
into silence, broken only by the wail of
the wind, and the orackle of the fire in
the great fireplace, piled with logs. It
was the last day of the old year, and
Mauly's Christmas party bad intended
to sit up and see the old year out and
the new year in. But this was very
different from what the Christmas party
had enticipated, They sat up with
heavy hearts and anxious minds,

“1 say, you fellows!”

Every member of the Famous Five
jump&tf st that whispering voice, com-
mng suddenly from the silence,

* Bunter [

A fat figure, in & fur coat, came on
tiptoe from the staircase, The Famous
Five stared at Bunter blankly. Bir
Reginuld Brooke serewed his eveplass a
little tighter into his eye, and stopped

- his restless pecing, to stare at the fat
“¥es, rather!” agreed Bunter, with J

unior.
“How the thump—*
Wharton.

_The juniora had expected to hear
Bunter at the door sooner or later. They
were amazed to gee him come from the
staironse within. And the look on his
face amazed them etill more. His fat
cheeks were white, his little round cyes.
bulging behind his spectacles, and he

breathed in
“1 say, Tﬁim" Bunter's voice
whisper,” 1 ssy—quick—

was & b : =
muick—oome on, all of you—quick—
mean, Bunter!”

He ga
“What does this 1
asked 8ir nald Brooke quietly.
“I'ye found him, si0—"
* Found him! What—who—"
“Mauly, sirI” gasped Bunter. “Come
on, quick! That villain's with hm
now! He passed only a couple of yards
from me, It was him =ll the time.
He was only when be made
out that he was chloroformed like
Mauly, you know. If Ie'd secn me he
wm-.Ig have—— Oh crikey!”
ared at Bunter, dumb-

begean

The juniors

founded. S8ir Reginald grasped him by
a faé shtuqlder. i

“ Explain malf—qu

Bungzr hﬂiaﬂ it out. In utter

sinazement the old baronet and the
juniors listened. But as soon as they
understood, no fime was lost. The
baronet and the Famous Five followed
Bunter up the staircase; Bob Cherry
lingering » moment to catch up one of
Sir Reginald's golf clubs from 3 bag in
the hall, with the idea that it might
be needed. :

Breathless, with gleaming cyes, the
juniors reached the old stone stair to
ithe terret, and hurried up. They
entered the shado furrot-room.
Bunter flashed on his light, groped for
itho oarved lion's hoad on the secref
panel, and the panel clicked open.

“1 =ay, you fellows, you—you go
first,” whispered Bunter., “I—I've got

to—to tie up my shoelaco—"

Without heeding Bunter, the old
baronet and the five juniors passed
through the aperture into the stone ccll
beyond,

Far in the distance, at the ond of the

(Continued on page 28}



THRILLS IN THE AIR—THRILLS ON THE GROUND

—.

rrible!

TR HOW THE STORY STARTED.

s Oom, ths Terrible, iz a Flying-Bandit who aima (o Be
master of the world. - He finds two formidable foes in the
‘H‘M‘ hrothers Dare, who have sworn te bring him to book. An

.'-‘Fe;% attempt to raid the house of Silas Merger, & millionaire,
T is frustrated by Rick. Meanwhile, Tom Dars succesds in
: S wracking the specinl wireiass apparatus which controla
vom's asroplane, and sels Up BN sven more
powerful omd himsell, In  averting a0
axplogion, however, Yom is injured, and while
he is recuperating, Rick is left to carry o

.
r‘l/'
T
]
A

;Z. 3

happened .to Tom,"” said Rick. “He
won't be able to do any flying for a
bit, poor old chap !*

_As Rick related Tom’s accident, Alf
listened, his gaunt features twitching
with wrath, cracking his bony fingers in
a way he had whoen ngitated.

Lk | &.!} hiinkil;t’ !]:ili;tlu d:llraitf—if I u”l.:g
get my feot on 'is hugly dial, I'd squa
‘im like I would a black 'hue-cila, the
s villain 1" he epluttered. “Lummy, it'll
i mean waitin' "til he's better, unlessg—
Look 'ere, sir, if we can git th' power
on wot sbaht me an’ you and old Ham
takin' this bus across an’ ketching Oom
on the 'op, so to speak? Look 'ere, you
think it over whilst I gits busy rees
peivin® this prop shaft]l I'l "ave noo
blades fizred to *er in less than a coupls
of hours, then you can fly back en’

" In the Dead of Night!
11 RFEAT gophers!” gasped Alf
G Higgs. "%?hﬂt’& isi'’

'he little experimental

plane limped into view, LIV consult wiv Mister Merger an’ th’ young
hovered for a moment like a wounded e bENWG A AR boss. Lummy-—if they'd on'y let us—
bird, then slowly descended into the pih 4 j;;ﬁ“' Sy };,.:'L}“'h.u SR wa ¢'ud ’ave & barney, me and you, and

clearing with gyroscope humming, and iﬁf"'ﬂqﬂ ::_'E-?ﬂ'%:q?{ﬁi.‘ﬁ"-"i-'3-'h']![nf‘;_'.'?:r,:ll.i'l_ﬂ:[1i"'}-'-1_'-=._:.,!.:L th' old tiz o' Nugget!"”
Flome it s peoi bosde  wen - (NERGNBRIITANINRRE - . . . . .,
- o st e Badn St 4 N '

The men danced around and cheered R B T e R 2 ;

‘Rick to the echo as he stepped emiling T — ""3-'.-‘3"-.'-‘r:-'ﬁ-_-".'-.":“ﬂ'l'ﬂé*.'H-:LJ:.".."‘:" Rick had explored the instrument.
“out of the cockpit. But for & bruise on Exzeme. DL Rte:  room in the wireless plane, and had die-

covered in there a map which had a
pencilled line running across it from the
Andes to Leke Titicaca. He rockoned

his forehead, he was none the worse.

“Crikey, wot '"ave ver been a-doin’
of 1 asked Alf, ag examined the

ol that this was the route takon when Oo
e Ik o xioned o clean as That shows that Oom's been back to had first captured him, and thus by
"Not with a bullet” snswered Rick. show ag’in, oh? following it backwards, so to speak, he

“ k : * Looks like it,”" agreed Rick. “Con- would be sble to find t
pat was Jolly lucky ho didn’t know he sidering he left Maleze behind him on Lold without difficult B eane
e lex, or he’d have s last trip. It likewise shows that the  Armed with this he few back and
| ma E“I! », A8 it was ho scemed  stronghold isn't as far off as wo thought, intorviewed Merger,
only .t‘iﬂ' glad to get away. But ko bocauso he's been back there in so short  To his surprize, the millionaire nok
ﬁrﬁmn h:;cl mtgumitng when £I“w-:ia!rhl: a time !” s ers . only gave his consent, but announced
% ey ,“" .?' smoxe :ﬂfﬂﬂﬂr Eerrect, an if 'e can 'op hover there his intention of coming on the expedition
.  Wot "ad 'e done, then?” queried Alf so quick, we'd git there s durn sight himself,
interestedly. “Did 'e put up a smoke quicker, if so be as we c'ud gif this 'era  “Yeah, me, Silas Morger, the
ecreen a-puppus?” . wireless ‘ippopotamuss into the 2ir,” yLloated millionsire!™ he erinned *1
‘No, I don’t think so. I imagine that mused Alf, surveying the big, helplesa may tell yuh, young feller, thet forty
when 1 hit Maleze, he was just in the plane with a disgusted air. “'Ow long vear ago T was weﬁ an’ truly Enown
ﬂ-ﬂ'li ':"f E’Eﬁtﬂﬂg out ﬂnﬂtl_lﬂr ;h'umb—"thelf Efﬂm MlﬁtE‘r Tﬂm‘ﬂ WIIE‘]&!ﬁ :H:I'FB["”, f!’ﬂlﬂ Fﬂming f0 Texan Bs & p iﬂmﬁn
object being to bomb this wireless planc be all hokey, sir?” an’ Injun fighter, an' thar was few to
and bust it up before we could get oy Almost any time now.” said Rick. touch me with either rifle or siz-gun !
her gmng sgain. Oom must have been “He told me when he got that last Tikewise I'd fight my weight in wild-
leaving that part of the business to the pair of transmitters fxed that it would cats if it came to it?r Yop, e heon
dwarf who 'had jammed the bomb-drop- be only a matter of o few hours before gettin’ fat_an' kinder ou} 'n eondition
ing appatatus when he dropped into he'd have her running &l aweet 1" ilin! up th' dollars for my leetle gal,
the bottom of the cockpit. Oom got & “Good cnough ™ chortled All. “ Waot Lut she's well fized now,. an’ I'm just
bit panic struck rhaps I'd hit him, 'e says 'e'll do, and as soon as th" achin’ for a bit o' fun! Ieguess this
I don't know, and dumped the bomba blinkin’ power comes—orf we s! I've Oom feller is doo to provide same.: Jump
anywhere to lighton the plane, and not  Jearnt all abaht this er'e slefunt since to-it, boyee—I'm a-comin’, an' we'll gO
run the risk of the bombs getting & wo've been lyin® ‘ere, and 1 reckon I imter this thing wi’ both feet!”
direct hit and blowing him sky-high!” Jud fly ‘er blindfold. That is, unless Tom .naturnlil_v chafed considerably at
~“Ah, that'll. be "ow it was, wivaht you or Mister Tom’s goin' to pilot "er, being cut «ff from going on the
daht,” apreed AM. ™Fancy that flat- sirt?” expedition, tat he was & sensible chap,
nosed blinkin' dwarft bein' wiv * iz boza. “Of course, you haven't heard what's and realized that it wae impossible for

—_—— e E—
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him to move for a few weeks, maybe,
aied he was too generous to let his
foelings show. He gave 2ll the hbelp
ho could while in bed and arranged for
s couple of hiz own trained experte to
take over the charge ol the power-house
which would supply the big plane with
Lier motive power. !

“ She ean be gﬂing all out in less than
twenty-fowr  hours,”” he assured. hia
brather and Merger. * And I'll guaran-
ten that my machines will gencrate
double az much power as Uom's ever
did, for I've had the advantage of start-
ing where his cngineors left off. Gee
whiz! Sflas, you have got "em oll on1”

The millionaire had arrayed himself
in all the glories of & cowpuncher—bluo
shirt, leather chaps, ‘kerchief, and
Stotson hat complete.  They showed
every sign -of the hard wear they hed
been put to in thé days when he had
heen eattleman, hunter, and scout on
1the great Western and Southern plains,
Slung at each hip was a huge scabbard
containing @ blued steel six-gun of large
culibre; for Silas had been known as a
“two-pun man,’’ and was reckoned to
ko ]igﬁtuing on the draw, -

Anvone who saw the kindly, shrewd,
eusy-going man of commerce nowadays
weitld hardly believe that he had been
one of the * roughnecks " of the West.

“Yeop, hoyoes, excuse muh ! he said
ﬁmnnwf:u.t sheepishly. “Dut I feel
kinder more comfor'ble like with th' old
duds on if it comes to & question o
scrappin’, as you say it likely will—an
1 hope it does! Don't say nothin' fo
Beryl; let her think we are goin’ on a
joy-ride, or sho’ll be worrvin’.

Although he had a picked crew of en-
gineering oxperts, who would also be
wouful in a serap, Rick had made ui:n his
mind to depend more on his own little
party than on any outside sid, and in-
tended to try to take the garrison at
the stronghold by surprise. Ho ex-
pleined hiz plans to Merger, but the
millionaire shook hiz head dubiously.

“It's all right for yuh light-weights,
but T go nigh sixteen stun,”’ ho ox-
plained. “I cain't ses m:.'sefi Aoatin®
thru' th' air held up by one o' them
things—no, sirree !’

Ha was handling cne of Tom's
“angel's wings ™ cloaks, which the
yvoung inventor bad worked sundry im-

rovements upon, and of which the wire-
cz3 plane earried a supply.

Rick knew that it would be hopeless
fo attempt to land with the big plane;
for tho stronghold was ton well guarded,
and Oom would be on the qui vive for
any attack. The czzence of ENCCEss
would have to bo surprise, and fo gain
that he must land his little foree dur-
mng the hours of darkness without giving
8 hint of their presence; otherwise, the
searchlights would pick them out, and
the anti-aircraft guns would be able to
keep them at a distanco.

Thercfore, lie meant to bring the

plane down boyond the lip of the preci-
pice which %arded tha stronghold so
effectually. ¢ knew that there were
gcveral good landing-places within a
r-¥—ar ‘wo of tho bLasin, as the main
spine of the Andes was a sort-of platean
which extended for miles.
H'm!  Bo 1 guess yuh mean to
kinder hover while we gets- threugh the
sivlight and drops down into this yer
butin #"* asked Silas,

" Hardly, sir,” zaid Rick, “Wa got
down inte the basin in the dark and
afttack  hefore  they  know  we've
grrived,™
U But yuh fold me fhet 1t wae impos-
sible to git inter th’ basin except from
an acroplane,” nh]j{e-ctml Btlas.

“I sutd the only entrance was Trom
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the air,”’ grinned Rick. “And so it s
Aly idea is that weo climb over tho pre-
cipice with these cloaks om, and then
waft gently down und—there we are "

L Dﬁ? are wei" cchoed the old plains
man. “Take et from mub, boyee, that
my figger wasn't constructed for no
wafting, and this yer thing looks

-mighty flimsy to support my weight.

Instead o' ' waftin',” I'm more liable
to come down all in a heap—like a ton
o' coal F*

“Don't worry ! Rick consoled him.
“Didn't one of these carry Alf and me?
Besides, sinee then they have been fnuch
improved and strengthened. If any-
thing gives way you can Kick me from
here to Rio!™

“If anythin® goes wrong I guess 1
shan't be in a condition to do no kickin',
However, I'm on; I kin on’y die but
onet 1"

“Hers you are, Ham, here's one for

you,” said Rick, as he handed a huge
cloak to the negro. )

Ham eved the silk balloon fabric
doubtfully.

“1 reckeons dizs niggoh am a mite too
hefty for to go trustin’ hia body in a
toy balloon in de air,”" he said. “All
de parryshootles I hab ebber seed hab
been huge brollies what opened out
propabh——"

“iAnd it over ‘'ere, puvinor; he's
afraid,” said Al shoving the big fellow
on one side. I told yer ‘e 'ad no
pluck. He's that windy he cughter ho
able to float dahn on 'is own without a
parachute. Git out o' th' way, yer big
boob, an’ let & man ‘ave o cot af 16!

“Don’ yo' talk to muh, 7o' pore whnte
trosh,” said the darkio scornfully, “or
T'll jest natterally take yo' up an' waim
vo' pants fo' wo', so's yo' take yo'
dinnah off'n de mantelpiece o' o
month | Mass’ Rick, 'den’ yo' go think-
in' I'm skeerod, Ah am jest pre-
cautious by mnature, suh, dat's alll
Gimme de cloak, an' AR'll -done show
diz i'l monkey dat & cullud gemmon
knows how to face dangah—yessah (™

Ho it was that in the dead of night
the party stolo across the rogged rocks
above the basin and peered down- intlo
the baszin, the oecupants of which were
all asleep, and unaware of the fact that
their most dangerous cnemy would soon
be in their midst. ;

Rick and his party looked like hig
batz flitting along tha top of the <liffs,
and they moved noiselessly, for they had
taken the precaution of wearing rubber
shoes. _

They could sec the lights from -the
huts in the basin, but the great central
are lamp was extinguished—in fact, it
had not been lighted sinea Oom’s return
after his futile attoinpt to wreck Tom's
power-house.

The Flving - Bandit had  been
thoroughly scared by the bad luck that
hed attended him lately, and knew only
too well that he would be raided sooner
or later, and had, therefore, taken all
the precautions possible.

With his wsual cymicnl indiference to
the welfare of those who trusted him,
he had determined to.save himself, and
let them face the music as best they
could.

He had returned with the wounded
Maleze to the stronghold in the De Hay
bomber in @ fonl temper, and his under-
lings had hardly dared speak to lim.
Ho had given a fow curt orders, and
then disappeared inio his own quarters,
since when none of them had seen him.

He had been mughty caveful ta give
them no inkling that trouble was lopm.
ing up, thongh he had  doubled the
arined guavds, and insisted upon o rigid
patrol day ami nishe, while the andi-
apreralt guns and povwerful scaeehifighis
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were 2ll overhauléd and put inte work-
ing order, and a’ strong party attached
to cach.

The men grumbled at the sxtra work,
but such was the power of the Flying-
Bandit’s personality that they give ac
zsign of demur.

"MWow then, I'll po Arst, as T know
tha ground best,"” Rick whispered, w:
thoy reached the edpe of the precipice;
“then Ham and Alf, and you come last,
Bilas, and we'll stand by to see that
vou land all ripght. Bo-long for the
present 1"

Ile stepped casualiy over the cheer
cdge, and next moment woas plunging
down inte the pitchy darkness,

R Uom's house as being farthest

away from the guard-rocin,
where they could see lights, and where
probably the wateh would be more
rigidly hept.

*“Come hon, yer long streak o' black
treacle "' grinned A, shoving the negro

towards the precipice. “Jus’' shut yo
little eyes, elarsp yer Little ’ands, and

Over the Topl

[CK and his party had chosen the
spot almost immediately behind

dahn yer goes!”
* Don't hurry muh, don't be too gquick,
Alf, dere’s & good fellah!™ gasped the

negro, his teeth chattering with fright.
“*Mah golly, but it do look so mighty
dark down dere; an' Ah ain't a-tall
suah as dis parryshootle am safe! Ow,
AlEl  What yo' doin' of ¥  Hellup!
Ah'm fallin" 1"

Alf had wasted no time about his bi
pal. Having forced him to the edge o
the precipice, he bad sent him fiviog
ever the cliff-side.

Luckily fear. paralysed poor Iam':
powers of speech, and he plunged down-
wards in dumb’ despair.,

All followed imrmediately behind him,
and, as the negro's parachute opened up
and his speed checked, the little
Cockney earcercd-down and drepped on
the bullkicr man from above.

With the added weight, Ham whizzoed
down to carth like a rocket-stick, to
land with a bump near to where Rick
wns awaiting them.

“Aw, mah golly, but Ah'm s deader
fo' suagh !” pgroaned Ham, trying to fight
his war out of tho tangle of the cloak.
“All mah innards hab been lef’ up-
sta'rs! Ohohoh! Gib meh Jub to
mudder an’ tell her Ah dies on dooty )
Golly wars! What am dat 7"

He sprang to his feot with a mulfied
yell as Silas Merger camo sailing down
and landed with all the graco of a baby
clephant.

“shurrup, wer Lig  hambone !
qifl‘ﬂwlud Alf. “Dijer want to wake hup
th' blinkin® camp®#"

“Gec! DBut this has got th' hoop-la
ond th' switchback licked to a frazzle i’
grinned Merger, as Rick belped dis-
cneumber him of his cloak. *1 thought
ih’ durned ﬂh:’ngI was never poin’ to
open ot fivst, an' I don’t mind admittin’
I was plumb skeered. DBut when it did—
it was hike floatin'® down on a feather
bed. I'd do it ten times a day wi'out a
guiver! Neow, what's th' idee, Rick?
Yuh are 1n ¢charge of opeoeations. Give
us vou orders, gen'ral [V

“I reckon the first thing to be done is
to got the onti-atreralt guns put out of
actron,”” said Rick. * We shall want o
get the plane down here hecanse of the
machine-goms and the rest of the men.
They've hikely to have fon strong a
rarrizon here for just ws four to tackie;

Tne AMacxer Lineans—No. 1.240.
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fhiough we ought to be able o account
for the gun crews, especially if they'ro
halfi wglecp, I left word with the
cnginecr in charge of the plane to take
off in half an hour, s0 we haven't got
too much time.”

Ho zent Ham in advance, because he
knew that cnd of the basin better than
auny of them, and also because the negro
bad the peewliar gift so many black men
Lave of being ablo to sec in the dark.

They wrapped their cloaks around
ihem, and in Indian fle worked their
way over the rocks to where the first
anti-aircraft gun was, its nose pointing
shywards—as wera the noses of the threco
wmen who, although supposed to be on
guerd, wers fast aslecp, comfortably
propped up against their charge!

Ham leapt quietly on to the gun plat-
form with his baro feet, and. grabbing
two of the sleeping men by the thtoat,
brought their heads together with a
feroctous bang.  IF they woke they must
have slept promptly again, for not a
sound came from them oxeept a mufiled
grunt.

The third man woke to find a cold rim
of steal pressed agaeinst hiz forehead,
and to hear a hosarse Cockney voice
snarl in his ear:

H{me sabnd from vou, and 1’1l Llow
the roof o' yor lump o lead orl ! Turn
bover an' lie doggo '™

They bound the three mien hack to
baek, and then fastened them securely
to the pun. Then AlE hopped up on to
the stand, and with cexpoert fingers
probid amongst the mechanism. o
reappeared, flonvishing a hrocch Lolt,

* They cawn't lowd or five "er "til they
rifs annvver I he gumonpeed.,  * Thual's
number one ont o' action !

They serambled down amengst the
rocks again, auml, keeping well in the
shadows, scubiled aoress 1o the next em.
placement. Here o man was pretending
to do tentry-go, but ere he conld give
an alarm Ham bad cricked hiz neck
back, end the further procecdings censed
to interest him.

Rick end Silas Aevger tackled the
othor two, and s=oon tha tlivee zentries
were Iving back (o back, bound io the
gun, with paga in their moaths ard vory
startled exprossions on their fuces,

At the next pan Ham juoaped his man
na hn.l'-:-'m, Bt the fellone Lad evigdently
not been asleep, and was asz shnpery as
an col. ITe managed to wriggle oul of
tho negros prip, and let out a
Frightened bellow, at the same time dis-
eharging his rifle.

“That's torn 11! =aid Rick., “Now
for trouble! Jump to it, Silas! We've
ot io look slippy I*’

(Next week's instalmtnt of thiz power-
Ful gorvial is coen mare theilling then any
wou've reod get, Make sure af reading
it by ordering your copy of the MACNET
i owamd fime!)

THE MAGNET —EVERY SATURDAY

THE SECRET OF THE TURRET !

(Cwntivurd from page 25.)

narrow  passago  that  opencd  belore
then, waz a glimmer of light.

Silent, grim, they passed along the
sncrot Dasspgo.

Tho prison-roomn  was before them,
lightedd by a flickering eandle stuck on
tho stone  wall. ".!E;Im:.r saw  Lord
Mauleworer, standing with the chain
lockedd on him, hiz face white in tho
candle-light, And they saw a figure in
hiack facing tha schoolboy carl, his back
to thean as they eamo:. The sound of a
husky, disguwised voice reached their
LArE,

*1here is pen amd paper, my lord.
I am warting 1™

“You ean wait! answered
Mauleverer,
Looking past the man in  black,

Maunleverer “dizseorned the six figures
that came quistly uwp the passage. DBut
not 4 musele of his face gquivered. Ha
gave no sign to warn the man in
black.

“You heve been here iwenty-four
hours, my lord! Think—bofore I gol
You are cold —frozen—starving! What
will you feel like in another twenty-
four hours? Write as a I dictate——"

“1 will write nothin'!™

There was & mutiered oath under the
mask.

“I will wait a quarter of an hour
longer, my lord! I will give you time!
Then, if you refuse——"

The man in black broke off suddenly.
Mauleverer’s faco betmyed nothing,
but sume faint sound fram belind him
vatught his ear.  Ie spun round,

“SBeoundrel ! shooted  the
baronet.

The masked man otfered a panting
cry.

His oves gleamed through thoe eye-
holes of the mask like those of a
corneced wild animal. He pave one
glave round him, bui there was vo way
of cscape, save by the seerel passage—
blocked by the baronet and the juniora
Lehnd him. In wtter desperation the
matt in the mask made a rush,

“Heize him Y gasped Bir Reginald,

The old baronet reeled over under the
riush of the man in black, The next
moment o golf-club swept throvgh the
air, and the masked man staggored
under the blow and fell. And as he
went down, the Famous Five piled on
him like onge man.

“Got him ! gasped Harry Wharton.

“ The got-fulness is teerifie!”

Harry Wharton toere the mask from
ihe strugglivng raseal, It wasz the faee
of James Orris, white with rage and
despalr, that was revealed m the flicker-
ing candle-light.

“Herbeovi—my  boy ™ oxeclaimed Sir
Reginald,  “ My dear boy 17

ald

“Jolly glad to sec you, nunky,” anid
Lord Mauleverer cheeviully., *That
villain’s got a key te this chain, vou
men. Get it off him—""

A mimndte more and the manaches
were unlocked and Mauleverer was frec,
Orris, still resisting fecbly, waz safely
held. There was a cadatious stop in the

passage, and a fat foce and a lapge
pair of spectacles glimmerad in the
candle-light.  Qrris

ve 8 convuolsive
start at the sight ufg%illy Burrter, his
oves almost starting from his head as
he saw the fat junior wherm he had
bolieved buried under the smow at Ui
bottom of the old woll.

"1 say, you fcllows—got that beast
safe! I say, you might have waited for
me.  Sure you've got him safo?”

*Bafr as houses, old bean 1 chuckled
Boh Cherry.

“The safefulness s——"

“Terrific ! chortled Bols.

Leaning on his uncle's arm, the school-
boy earl left the prison-room, the
Famous Five following with their grasp
on Orris. Billy Bunter led the way,
with a happy grin of anticipation on
hia fat face. Ten minutes later, Billy
Bunter was sceing the New Year in—
with the help of a cold turkey and o
Christmasz pudding.

Marjorie gave Billy Bunter her
sweetest smile the next movuing. Miss
Clara smacked him on the back. Sir
Roginald and Lady DBrooke made much
of him; Mauly was veally pally; Harey
Wharton & Co. guite chummy; and
even the stately Porson waited on hino
with cuger aticntion. Feervbody, for
gnee, was pleased with Buntor:; exceppt-
g, no doubt, COrris, whe left  the
Towers in the coustody of Tospeetor
Rymer, and who eould not he expected
to fecl ploased.

Still more was Dunfer pleased with
himself.

Indecd, he swelled so mneh with im-
portances  that he seemod veally  in
danger of sharing the fate of the frop
in the fable, and bursting. Not onee,
but many itmes, did Bunter explain fo
the other fellows that he, William
George Dunter, was the goods—the
genvine  goods! And  for onee  Ihlly
Bunter was allowed 1o spread himsel|
to hisz fat beart’s content, and nobody
muid him nay. For was it not due o
Billy Bunter that it was, after all, a
happy New  Year at Alanleverer
Towers?

THE EHD,
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SHOOTING PARTY!

Well-known Second Form sports- |(f
man invites others to join him in
an afternoon’s sport on the playing-
Targits to bo provided by
Remove footbawlers.
cwn pea-shooters! — Inkqwirics

Bring your
1o

PANTOMIME

SENSATION

SCENE IN STALLS

_Squiff writes us from London
giving WE partioulars ....."___.m 8 Bur-
prising happening in & Weat End
Wrmmﬂua which mmm visited with

ake,

Our two old !ww_P ignoring

Mr. Quelch'a vicd not to
attend such puerile and
egregioua  performances, had

*» to see a pantomime,

ng the performance, they
eouldn’t help noticing a bearded
old buffer in & geat in front of
them. This pariicular old
johany was enjoying himasli
ag though he didn't often get
He his

almost  split Bi

Jaughing over the comedians,|#
and wore corna on his hands with| {

clapping. Bquiff and Rake got
u@hnm% ng much fun out m.u_..
watching him esa they did out
of the performance itself,

During the interval before
the last act they staried argning
a3 to whether it waa possible
to lean over and pull the old
gentleman’s beard in such a
way aa to meke him believe
his next-door necighbour had
done it.

Bquiff maintained that it
wo be essy. On the other
hand, Rake considered that the
old bay would twig the direction
from which the tug had come.

the chance of letting himsslf go.| |

zeeuee his next.door neighbour,
he was to have tes out at Rake'’s
axpenss, while the roverse would
apply if the stunt dide’t work
out right,

Squiff wasted no time, Ho
loaned forward -with great
caution, grabbed the old boy's
whiskers, and gave them a jerk.

During the succeeding two
seconds. Squif and Rake re-
ceived two viclent shocks,

Bhock No. 1 waa to find that

the beard came away in Bquiff's
hand,

Shock No. 2 was to discover
that the face hidden hensath
the falee beard weas one that
wag very familiar to them.

The cheorful old buffer was
nons other than Mr. Quelch,
Form-master of the Remove—

| you.

Squilf and Rake sat bask in
their seats, gesping, Quelchy,
after ono look at them, eband-
oned hiz beard and flod for the
nearest exit,

After the performance, they
found him waiting for them in
the foyer.

Mr. Quelch, whose face
Sguiff doscribes as having been
peculiarly stony, drew them
aside and addressed them as
follows ;

* Poasibly you may have
wondered, my boys, what reason
induced mo to wear a false
board. Dismisa from  your
minds at once any idea that I
wigshed to disguise myself.
My sole reason, in point of fact,
was to provide protection for
my frce egainst the cold.

'Hom 1 ™

“You may also be asking
yvourselves w I, who have
always dotested Christmas pon.

tomimes, ehould have attended
this performanea, I will tell
I came simply and solely
to confirm my opinion that
pontomimes are ridiculous shows
quite unworthy of the attention
of intelligent people. Good-
night, my boys! A happy
New Yeartoyoul ™

Having spoken thus, Mr,
Quelch slipped up on & banana
skin pomoone hed left in the
Mﬂamﬁﬂﬂ? and was assisted to a

axXls

Our relief in findi
Quelchy denics having
flighty and flippant in his old

that
Baorme

COKER PLAYS RUGGER

SR

The Game As It

“T'm a pretty good all-roundsr at
Soceer,”” Co told us one mormning,
after broakiast at his aunt's place where
Greeney and I wsre staymng. * But
although I've never mentioned it befors,
the game I really shine at is Rugger,™

I said :

“Is that so 1™
mured : .

* Fancy that ! " Coker expects us
eay something like that when he paussa,

** Rugger is what I call o man's g
went on Coker. “ The sort of pams
where you need courage and grit. m:um
yow, it's mnmm.ﬁ_wwmnqm S.FFH uge even
more science when I'm Rug, ar
u_uﬂﬂ: H__m- do nh_mm__..anmm. 1 :mM wog Bogs

possi " I oried aghast.

Coker nodded. Sarcesam's waseted on
dear old Horace Jamea.
 “ It sounds impossible, I know, but i
18'80.  I'm playing for the village team
this afternoon against the Old Invincibles
from the next village, o you'll scon be
able to see for youmselves. In the
meantimo, come out inte the grounds
and I'li show you ome or two points
about the game as it should be played.”

We went cuty, and Coker started giving
a demonstration in front of the ﬂ_ﬂ_ﬂs

.: irat of all, about tackling,” he]
said, “A scientific R r.ﬁ.wm.nu
alwaya tackles low so as to fetch hms man
down. Like this, for instance."

As Coker finighed ppeaking, he mads
& vicious dive at Ureeney’s ankles,

and Grecno mur.

to

yanked them up in the air and brought §

Yhould Be Hv“—“ﬁ.u.__-mﬁ

ow 1" Coker said cheerfully. * Now
['ll show you how to avoid being brought
down w you'ra tackled. All you
do ig dive low and butt the other fellow
45 you pass—like thisg! ™

I puddenly saw the carth whiz round
me and felt myself landing somewhers
hard with a fearful * wallop.”

M Bimple, you see 1" smiled Coker.
" Now, you fellows get np and I'll show
you one or two more important points
about the game.”

“Thanks, very much!"™ I gasped,
Staggering to my feet again, * But I've
ust remembered something important

wanted to show you myself. ven't
you, Greeney ¢ "

.ﬂcﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂ#ﬁﬂmﬂ:

And we made a grab st our host,

rmn_ﬁ_u him sbout four feet in the air,

nd dropped him. Coker didn't seom
to approciate it a bit.
at afterncon we went along to ece

Coker play Rugger. Coker told us
lover lunch to watch his lay wve
carcfully, and we'd see gomething #numﬂ
.Eﬂﬂ-m-

We watched,

As soon as the whistle blew, the thirty
players seomed to hurl themselves at

erazaa

Williar George Bunter looked
deadly white,

But don't get alarmed, dear
readers. He could hardly look
anything else, since we hod
made him of snow !

A fall of snow had given ua
just tho _uwmo;ﬁ.—q we wanted
of taking the jolly old porpoise
down & peg or two. We went
out into the grounds of Maule-
verer Towers, taking with us
some of the butler’s old togs,
and made a thoroughly libellous
engw status of Bunter. It was
& diffieult job to turn out some-
a?ﬂ% fatter and even leas

ood-locking than the original,

t we ma d it somechow,
It was & regular nightmare of
a Bunter that eventuolly rose
out of the anow !

“ Now go and fetch the giddy
model, someone ! * gaid Whar-
ton, when wo had finighed our
labours. ' I should think he'll
ke pleased!™

“Ye goda!” Johnny Bull
murmured, * He'll cortginly
ba something—but it won't be
pleased I ¥

Bob went and {etched Bunter,
who appeared, carcying &
chocolate in hiz mouth and a
mince-pie in each hand—his
customary luggago whenover
he ventured a mﬂa yards away
from the House I

Bunter gazed hard and long

— . NUGENT, Sccond Form.

g

POMPOUS

PORPOISE

'SNO

ﬁ_&smﬂnﬂﬁ.ﬁ?ﬁ@ nnm-
pressed our mirth, with dif 1
cnlty, and waited for an out-
burst of indignation.

But we were booked for o
grievous disappointment.

Instead of giving us & dressing
down for turning out such a
libellous earicature, Bunter was
simply beaming when ha lookexl
round at us.

“Well, I must say, this is
jolly good, you fellows!™ ho
said., **It’s a long timo since
I've geen such a handsome
gtatue |

* Wha-a-at 1"

" You chaps usually make a
skinny  #n o win & u—bocauso
you're such skinny beasts
yvourselves, 1 suppose ! went
on Bonter, I can {ell you,
it's quite & treat to see some-
thing different for once. Who's
it supposed to be? Eome
farmous filmestar or other, I
suppese § "

* Great pip!"

“ I reckon to be protty good.
looking myself and I pride
myseli on my figure,” rattled
on Bunter cheerily, ‘"but I

USE JAPING BUNTER

don’t mind telling you I'd
give a great deal to have such
Mrwj@mnﬁa appearance os thia

p-

“ M-my giddy aunt | *

* 1 suppose you called me out
to a.wﬁqqnnaﬂa you,” finished
the jolly old Owl. “If so, I

can do it with all sincerity.
It's & real thing of joy and &
beauty for ever, ms the poed
remarked. Ta.tal™

And Bunter, with a. calm
nod, rolled off into the House,

leaving va gasping |

— —

NEW YEAR

RESOLUTIONS

my good, kind Form-mastor every time he eays
* Good-mnorning "' to mo.

1 am already !

W, WinLEv.—=I shall try to nchiove the im.
poesible=~{o become en even betier actor than

Lonp Mavreverer—I1 am firmly resolved

Eventually they agreed that|the very man who had warned | age is ine ea1bl We h G d th 1 . :
Bquiff should try. me,_um suc-jus all against the puerils and mmnw mLﬂEu%_ﬂWHMmm”E in mm?h.._,hm uﬂm%“,ﬁ.mﬁwhﬂuwwﬁ ﬂﬂﬂﬂaﬂ » Eﬁﬂmﬁﬁ
mgmﬁ in pulling the johnny’s|pernicious qualities of Christmas | the maximum publicity to the | Greeney.
ace-fungus, and making him!pantos ! facts of the case. “You sve what I mean by ﬂﬂnEmumw

Temple, Dabney and Fry, of the Greyfriars
Upper Fourth, dropped in at Mauleverer
Towera the other day. They strolled about the
place in a large way and condescended to have
tea with us, though they did it as though they
were conferring a fevour on & race of lesser
mortals,

Temple talked a lot during tea. Ho usually
does. o talked pbout the famous peopls
he mew end how pally he wes with them.
This also is Cecil Reginald's usual line.

TAKING IN TEMPLE

Fourth Form Swanker

Learns Lesson

Ricks whethor he knows Temple, an’ see what
he eaval”
" Oh pad { ™ exclaimed Mauly just then,

Ons ¢an stand half an hour of it, but it| He pointed out of the wind
S : , ’ ow, Tem
geots & bit thick when it gora on for an hour. | jumped up and eraved his neck to sse what
her that poriod had passed, we felt rather | was on, What he saw made him blink.

like nnwﬂﬂﬂ:ww Temple, Couldn't do so,
of courss, in Mauly’s ca,

Mauly got up when Temple’s chin had
been ﬂwm.m_ﬂum just over an hour and walked
over to the window., Temple was talking
about the film-actors he knew.

" 3’poso you don't know that chap Ditchard
Ricka, old bean, do you ™ asked Mauly.

Walking acroes the lawn towards the house
was a man whose face, even in the.dim
Wﬁmmmmwﬂ_. waos recognisable as that of Ditchard

icks

s H.,"M__. ._.w_ﬁm _.w&nuir;cu he’s a guest hore ! ™
gaspe emple, looking 2 strangely sickl
c¢olour wll of o pudden. * Look WW.HF Ha_m
lellows, perhape I'd bettor tell you before he

Wo grinned. It didn’t seem likely thot | comes in thot what 1 said juss
. ! nowW WwWas a
Teraple was pally with one of the beat-known m_rmwﬂ cxapgeration. I’'m _._hi, really wvory
film ‘mon in the world, pally with Ditchard Rickasi™

, HME.. Temple wasn't nonplussed,
“Ricks ¥ Why, he's been a pal of mino
for ycars, dear roan ! he ssid.” ** Ask ald

“Of course, you know him 1% prinned
Johnny Bull. =
Temple wopped his brow,

¥ Matter of fact, I don't aven lknow him..
I—I waa just pullin® your legs ! "

1k mm.... mu.?.. —Hﬂvn LT}

“ Hadn't we better bo goin’, old chap 7 ]
mﬁmmamﬂi Dabney.

‘'emple was only foo pleased to fall in with
tho idea, and the Fourth-Formers got readv:
to depart.

each other. Yillage Rugger usually is
vigorous, I . e ATy
game reminded me of a

tween two forocious tm

belivve, This partioular
itehed battle
.n__.m .mu“_..u....._&.._,

“ By the way, Mauly,” remarked Whartoi', thiraty savages |

i - We b & very careful ut f
is the first I've heard of Ditchard Ricks being ; ¥oker, r%_.m___. after the ma.._w__u.._ H.M,ﬂm %Mnunﬂm

in the hall a8 we were seeing them off. * This
& guest hero,"

* First I've heard, too, degr man 1
Mauly. * Mattor of fact, he ien'ti™ m

Temple stopped,

“ Then what wes ho deing strolling across
the lawn just now 7™

“ He wasn't. The chappie you saw strollin'

l..i..“..._.._q.. __-n e

jhe disarpeared into the whirling mass of
~Aity 1n tho centre of the Held.

When the game hed been in progress

fiva minutes, the whistle blew ngain,
and two firet aid men trotted on to the
field with & stretcher.
carried off had a black eve, ¢ thick ear,

Tho player they

across the lawn was my socond gerdemer.§s ssverely damaged nose, and bruises

He's well knovn aa bein' the livin® image of
Ditchard Ricksl"
“Ha, ha, hal™

all over bim. We recogunised him from
his feet ag Coker,

Coker took no further part in the

Awfully rude 5. us, of vourse, to eackis st|proceedings. We asked him afterward
a mﬂ.mﬁ_ﬁm guost, But _H._Eﬁﬁ_mwm faos, as hy m&mﬂwma that was r._ﬂu mﬁuhnﬁnm it HQEM
realised that he had givea the pome away|be played. He replied that it would have

without any need, was irregistiblc |
We fanoy T

ing about his famous [friends say mope,

hbeen if he’d had bis way ; the only thin
le won't be go keen on swank- Dhat stopped it was the other Hﬁmﬂu.m.
?Eu players |

Rash Promises for 1932

W. G, Bonrer.—Resolved that henceforth
I shall look after myself instead of devoting
time and atiention to ungrateful beasis
who won't even return my kindness by eashing
s measly postal order in advance,

P. Borsover.~—l bave made up my mind
never again to bully any youngster big enough
to hit back.

0. Kirps.—My New Year rosolution is, not to
uge the Head's topper for my conjuring tricks,
I know how hard 1t will bo to keep up to it,
bat I'm going fo make a noble effort 1

H. SEmnser.—I Lave made o solemmn mental
promise that I shall say “ Good-morning ™ to

to stop all this furious rushin' an® tearin’ about,
an’ take a little well-earned rest now an’ again,
mstead !

R. NvoenT.~—I have rosclved to have a clean
collar at lesst once n week, and to heep my
hands more presentable in [ulwe—providing
my major will stand the necessary cosh to
cover the axpenses of soap, eto.

G. Loper.—I have solemply promised to
refram [romn gambling in fulure, providing that
noe  “special information comes along to
tempt me.

I'.T', Fisn.—No more will I moke loans at
the rate of one penny in the shilling interest.
m%._ﬂﬁnn_..m the rate will be three-halipence in the
shilling,

S S T

ROLLUP! ROLL UP! ROLL UP!

Great Barrel-Walking Championship !

To-day, at 2.15 prompt, i the groonds of
Mauleverer Towers, Greut Contost to zee who
can walk the longest distance on WiILL1AM
GEORGE EUNTER, THE HUMAN BARREL.
No Entrance Feo. Prige: A Silver Shield,
suitably engraved, prosonted by the Earl
Maweveror, Don't wiss this anigue sporting
evont |

We are informoed that in a villags footer
rame where Bolsover recently ncted as rof, the
Indider of tho ball burgt and Bolsy knocked
himeclf up trying to blow it up again with his
moiuall.
This gives us a chance to mako an awiully
clever jolee,

THE REFILL MADE THE REF ILL!

Aren’t we ihe giddy lmit 1



