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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Left !

LARM!
@ Click !
It waos tho door of Study No, 12

—Lord Mauleverer's study—that
slammed, the lock of that door that
clicked, as Billy Bunter rqih:d into the
Remove passage at Greyiriars.

Bunter heard the slan:, and he heard
the elick. and he snorted:

* Beast 1" i

1t looked as if the fellow in Study No.
12 did not want to see Bunter. .

That in itself was not surprising.
Fascinating fellow as Billy Bunter knew
himself to be, often and often fellows
did not want to ses him. It was not
surprising, buot it was annoying, for
Billy Bunter wanted to ses Lord
Mauleverer. Very much indeed did the
fat Owl of the move want to see
Mauly. :

The December dusk was falling on
Greviriars School, It was breask-up
day, and most of the fellows were
already gone.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove

d gone in the first brake. And Harry
Wharton, so far from accepting Bunter’s
kind offer to go home with him for the
Christmas holidsys, had left him sitting
in the snow when the brake rolled away.
Other fellows had gone; the sthool was
almost deserted now, Some of them
wished Bunter a merry Christmaa before
they loft. None of them secmed fo
desire to make that Christmas merry by
taking him along. WNice as he was,
planned hg Nature to make any pariy
a success, Bunter seemed to be a drug in
tha market.

Lord Mauleverer's
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departure wa=z T

rather delayed. The schoolboy carl did
not go by train like & common mortal.
A magnificent car arrived to take
AMauly home. No doubt, owing to snow
on tho roads, the car had arrived rather
late. Nr:nr]’:l,r everybod Was  gone.
Fellows of all Forms had melted away.
Of the Remove, only three were still in
the school—Lord Mauleverer, waiting
for his belated car; Billy Bunter, wait-
ing also for that car; and Fisher T.
I'ish, the American junior, who, having
nowlere to go, was staying at the school
over the hohidays.

The magnificent car had arrived at
last—Bunter had seen it draw up befors
tho House—and he rolled in to tell
Mauly, and to mention that he was
g:cin in the car also. At least, he

oped that he was, Mauly was kind
and good-natured, and hated saying no
to any fellow, which Bunter regarded as
“ gzoft,” and he had no seruple whatever
about taking the fullest advantage of
that “s=oftness.” It was rather irritat-
ing to hear Mauly's door slam and lock
a3 he came up the passage.

However, Mauly was cornered, at
least, He couldn't get out of the
window, that was clear, and DBunter
planted himself at the door. He was
sitrg that Mauly was in the study, for he
could hear someone moving thers. And
who, but Mauly, could have locked
Mauly’s door on the inside?

Buntor rattled tho door handle; then
he tapped, .

“I say, Mauly, your car's comea 1"

No snswer |

"Gmﬁnf’a pukting the hangaiga on it,

Mauly ! say, come out, old chap!
You're late already, you know, and it's
rather a long step to Mauleverer

owers,"”
There was no reply from within Lord

AMauleverer's study., Dunter gave a
runt of annoyance. If this was what
ﬁlmaiy considered good manners, tho
Ow] of the Remove did not agres with
him. Buot he restrained his desire to
tell Mauwly what he thought of him.

“1 say, Mauly, can't yoiur speak?”
hooted Bunter through the keyhole.

Apparently the junior in the study
couldn’t. At all events, he didn't.
Bunter thumped on the door.

“Your baggage is on, Mauly! Your
chauffeur’s waiting to stort] What's
the pood of keeping him waiting "

There was a sound in the study.
Bunter started: It was the sound of
munching. The fellow in the study was
cating cakel

That was an occupation in which Billy
Bunter was always propared to join_any
fellow, friend or foe! He banged on
th?:‘mr'm Iy, it’ lly good id

‘I say, Mauly, 1t's a joll idea to
have a snack before atirtifﬁg? I say, 1
could do with some of that cake!”

Munch, munch, from the locked
study |

“Mauly, old chep, I dare say vou
know that I'm not g;oinp; ‘home with
Wharton, sfter all!” said Bunter,
through the kevhole. "“"Ho rather
begged of me to go, but I had to tell
him it couldn’t be domel _Same with
Smithy ! ' Ne,” I =aid, m sticking
to my old pal, Mauly,' Aly very
words "’

Munch, munch !

The fellow in the etudy was poing
strong on the cake. He seemed to be
too busy to speak. p

“You'd like me for Christmas, Mauly,
old fellow ?*

Munch, munch, munch |
“That's settled, then,” szaid Bunter,
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apparcntly taking silence for consend.
"pﬁu'll Iui{m a jolly good time, Manly!
I'll do some of my ventriloguial tricks—
what? Mako your uncle 'I.'mm by
making o dop gprowl under his chair,
and that =ort of thing. Dather fua to
s the old fossil jump—wlat? Ile, b,

(L]

Munch, munch!

Not o word from the studs, but Lthe
eound of munching jaws was inccssant,
Which was rather unusnal in Meuly's
study, for the schoolboy carl was be
no means particularly keen on tuek.
But the follow in the study was devonr-
ing cako like Bunter himself, or like
Visher ', Fish, when taat lean youth
gob a cake for nothing.

“Greedy beast [¥ murmnred Bunter.
“Rotter | Pig!” Alowd e went on:
“Manly, dear old chap. et me in, old
fellow ! You might let o chap bhave
whack at that calke !

Munch, munch!

Bunter breathed wrath., It looked as
if the fellow in Study No. 12 was [::mnﬁ
to keep him locked out bill he ha
finished the eake. And all the time, it
seemesd, he was not goiug lo waste a
word on Bunter. ;

“1 sax, Mauly, vou're keeping the car
waiting 1"

Munch, munch! o

“It’s o long way home, rou know.

Muncly, muneh § .

“pPig!" breathed DBunter, Again he
was sorely tempted to tell  Mauly,
through the keyhole, what hie thought of
him and his  manvers. But  that.
obviously, would not have done—il he
was going homo with Manly !

The olternative was nob aliraclive,
Billy Bunter was nover keon on that
lorious  abode, DBunter Court, at
oliday-time. But cven e Bunier
home was closed to lim now,

Mr. Bunter had been having somc
hard luck on thoe Btoek xchange. Ilc
had been a © bull * when he should have
Leon & * bear "—or else & bear when he
shonld have been s bull.  Anyhow,
money was tight. Mr. and brs. Hunter
were spending Chrisimas with relations.

Blinter's yvoung-brother. Sammy, haod
keon landed on an uncle.  MHis sister
Bessie wos landed on an aunt. Bunter
himzelf had to share the uvnele with
Sammy, if there was no other resouree.
Ho had not the slichtest desire to share
that nnele with Sammy.

Mauly was the only ofher rvesonree
Dunter was propared to wait ontside
Stndy No. 12 if Moauly Lkept him wait-
ing till midnight. It was neck or
nothing!  Fartunately Bunter had
plenty of " necl.”

e waited.

Steadily, without o pause, the sound
of munching continued in the locked
study., It seemed to Lo o large caka
from the time it teok the scoffer thereof
tp seoff it. Long, long minutes passed.
Bunter still waited. There was no
chanco of his gettinge any of the cake.
But so long as he eaught AMauly when
he came ont it was all right. Mauly
was too “soft ™ to say no, to o fellow's
face. Moreover, Bunter was not the
follow to take “no ™ for an answor.
Wothing short of a kick wonld have un-
hooked Bunter, nnd he felt sure that
Mauly would not go to that length, ko
had only to wait.

Thoe December duslk deepenecd. Bunter
began to fesl rathor uneasy lest M.
Queleh, or some other master, should
spot him and inquire why he was not
gone., The Remove passage, generally
in & buzz when tha feliows ware thers,
was dusky and deserted ond dismal.
Lven Fisher T. Fish wes not le be scen—
not that Bunter wanted to ses him,

Fishy, Dunter knew, Lind fished for in
vitations rvight and left—a thing Bunter
despised, But ho had got * lelt,’’ as he
would have deseribed it in his own
lancuare, But Billy Bunter wasn't in-
tevested in Fishy., All his sutercsl was
concentrated on the fellow eating tho
cake in Btudy No. 12,

The steady sound of munching consed
at last. Ile heavd o grunt of satisfnc-
tion trom the study. It swas quite un-
like Mauly to give such andiblo expres-
sion to lis satisfaction. DBut Bunter was
rlad to hear it. Ile had been waiting &
guarter of an hour or mors; and he was

lad to learn thet tle cako was finished,
1f that meant the opening of the study
door.

“1 sar, Blaunly, bnek upl” urped
Dunter, tlilmugh the keyhole., ¥ Dan't
your want te start befors dark? I'm
waiking for vou, old chap !”

There was a chuckle in the study.
Tootsteps crossed to the door. The key
wus turned back PBunter hardly waoited
for 1t to turn before he heaved at the
dooe and hurled it open,

“1 say, Mauly—"

Ile broke off, staring blankly into the
study through his hig speetacles, A bouny
vouth, with a lean, grinning face, was
there, [t was Fisher Tarleton Iish,
There was no sign of Lord Mauleverer.
Hh Wha‘ll.-—-—" gasped Bunter, ™ Where

Jm—

e fairly gopgled at fisher T, Fish.
Caly 1Mish was there; 1t had been Fishy
cafing the cake ! Not for & moment had

- —

Every mystery has its soluiion,

but the mystery of Wharton

Lodge can be solved only by

William George Bunter—for he
is the mystery !

Bunier doubted that it was Lord Maule-
vever,  But, only too plainly, it wasn't
“Where's Mauly ' pasped Bunter.
“1 guess,” drawled Fisher T. Fish,
“that that gny is moseying for home
jost as fast as his car will burn the

wind! ¥ep|”
“What " welledd Bunter,
11 eny so!” grinned Fish, *Jevver
t lefi®”
* But—but-—but

what—" Buntcr

stuttercd.
“That gny Manly sure asked me to
sticlk in i3 study, and lock the door

when vou moseyed along " explained
Fisher T. Fish, "1 guest 1 agreed to
stay a3 long a9 it took me to eat tho
cake !

“h " gasped Dunter. g

“It surely was a good cake!™ snid
Fisher 1 Fish, “I'll say I've enjoyed
that cake! SBuorpl”

“MMauly.” gasped Bunter—* gone 7"

Fisher T, Fish chortled.

“Yep! I puess he was waiting down-
stairs, and he eurc hit the trail pronio
as soon as you hit this hyer passage!
Jevver peb left T

“*Beast " roared Bunter, :

* [a, ha, ha 1" roared Fishor T. Fish.

“That—that beast has dodged me—"

“Ha, ha, hat"

%“1—I thought he was in the study all
the timo—"

“Hec reckoned you would! Ha, ba,
ha 1” velled Fishy,

* Beast |¥ . .

Billy Buntor gave the veolling IMish a
plare that almost eracked his speetacles.
‘Lhen he relled away in haste, leaving
Fisher T. I'ish still yelling. Bunter fid

tho Remove stairease n jumps, the
lower passago in bounds. ile leaped
oul of the llouse doorway into the dusk
and the falling Nakes—too lotel

The ear was gone. It had been long
gone. Lord Mauleverer evidently way
goney loo—long pgone. Billy Dunter
gazed into the snowy amd dusky spuce,
with foolings too deep lov wards,

A hand touched lus shoulder. Ile
blinked vornd, ot the surprised face of
Mr. Quelch, the master ﬂ% the RRemove,
Queleh, making Lis own preparations fog
departure, was surprised to find =&
member of his Form shill lingering
abovt tha schoaol,

“Bunter, what arn you ':Ining: here?
Why are you not gone, Bunter

Evidently 1t weos {ime for Binter to
be gone,  And—still full of inexpressible
feelings—Tiuntey went §

L o ]

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In the Dark !

i OLD 1" osked IMTarry Wharton

ﬁ Hurreo Jamsot ﬁnm Singh,

the dusky Nababh of Bhanipur,

ropressed a shiver. The jumor

fram Tndiu's coral strand found the

Britizh =ununer none too warm. The

Hritir{th winter he found decidedly
“parky.’

“N-u-not terrifically ! zaid the nabob,
through his chaitering teeth, “But T
shall he preposterously glad to get wn
and derive warmth from o ridiculons
five [

It was cold=there was no doubt
nbout that. It was a snowy Christmns-
tide. Uhe Surrey hills gleamed wiite
through the December duosk. Another
fall of snow had come on rather swd-
denly, and cuught the two juniors a miloe
from home. Ilakes danced on a keen,
searching wind, which scemed to the
Indian junior to penretrate through nis
thick overeont as if it hind been paper.
Wharton and the.pabob, home for the
holidays at Wharton Lodge, had gone
for a ramble that afternoon, and they
were returning by a snowy ond rather
slicky lano when the snowlall restarted
after the interval,

“We'll take o short ent.” said Harry,
“It’s less than helf the distance across
tho park. Hop over this fence |

“Lhe shorter tho estecmed cut cho
bBetter 1" agreed Hurrce Joamset Bam
Singh: and he clambered after his
chum over the park palings.

Within, the old leafless trees, ridged
with snow, roso lilkke spectres in the
dusk. The pround was like a mantle
of white, with no trace of a path. But
Harry Wharton knew every inch of tho
grounds round his heme, and he started
ascross the park, winding among the
frosty trunks without o pause, +he
nabob tramping after him. The dark-
nesz was decpening, the enow falling
more thickly, and it was scarcely pos-
gible to se0 & vard in advance.

“Ripping weather for Christmas '™
Whaorton remarked.

“Eh? Oh, yes!” gasped the nahob.
“The ripfulness is terrific! Perhaps a
litile too terrificl Qooogh !

Ilarry Wharton laughed. Ho was
enjoying the keen, frosty air, and tho
falling flakes did not bother him. Tt
was rather different with the dusky
junior from the suuny Orient,

“We'll be in in ten minutes ! hoe said.

And they tromped on among the
frosty old trecs ‘hrough the wintor
ilﬂﬁm' the lighted windows of Wharion

odge began to gleam in the distonoe—
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a comforting sight to Hurrce Jamsel
Ram Eingh.g But the lights in the dis-
tance seemed to make the darkness near
at hand more intense. Wharton, leading
the way, was only a few feet in advance
of his chum, but the Nabob of Bhanipur

could not ses him.
“My estcomed Wharton 1% called out

the nabob.
fHallol” TWharton called back.
It

“Thia way 1™

“Right-ho, my absurd chuml
would be terrifically unpleasant to be
lost in this cxcellent and nd-:‘:u'lm;a
wilderness 1" gasped the nabob. “ Wait
momentarily for me ¥

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh ﬁrn ed on
round the big trunk of an cak that his
chum had passed. His hand came in
contact with an ovarcoat, ]

“Oh, hore IrOu aro1” he exclaimed.
“1 thoughtfully supposed that you were
farther on. Why—what— Whoooop |

The nabob gave a suddon yell.

The overcoat he had grasped twisted
guddenly from his hand. The next
moment & sudden, violent pnsh sent him
staggering backwards, and he landed on
hisghack in the snow.

“ My osteemed hat 1’ gasped Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, “Oh erumbs! M
idiotio chum, is this a time for absur
larking? Ow!1”

Thera was a swift rustle among the

trees. Hurree Singh sat up,
i ﬁ?bmatﬁ. ‘That sudden shove

asping
Eadp almost winded him.
Wé::rtﬁn‘a E*:}Iilﬂn?ﬁallcd s
" Coming, Inky
o {}nm:g!%l" gasped the nabob, *¥ou

Sl e What—" Wharton was

'IFHnlln |
heard groping back. " Where are you f*

He almost stumbled over the sitting

nabob. “Why, what tho thump are you
sguatting there for, Inky?™ Lo eered
dewn at his chum blankly. " Taking a

rnit in the smwd?" a
estcemed & E T
cuul?ihnnl; help adopting & sitiul atntudg
when you pushed me over backfully |
as F.he nabob. I" What are you
arking for, you asal™

"WE{: ushed you over, fathead?”

“You did, you assl”

“7 did I’ exclaimed Wharton, in
astonishment. He stooped and grasped
the gasping nabob by tha arm and
hel im to his feet. “What the
dickens are you talking about, Inky?
I waa yards pway. ou must have
bumped inte a tree——-"7"

“The tree had an overcoat on, then,
and it alzo had a hand that shovefully
Eushﬁ;] ma hackiully 1” grunted Hurree

n

i

"i'ghartnn stared at him.

“Look here, Inky, don’t be an a3s]
I never pushed you over; 1 never knew
you'd stopped till I ocarly fell over
ron [
¥ Then thore is somebody else in this
esteomed and terrifically cold spot !’
eaid the nabob. * For cortainfully 1
touched an overcoat. and I was push-

fully overturned.”

“Somebody <lse  here!™ repeated
Wharton. He smiled. It was unlikely
enough that anyone was wandering
Wharton Park after the fall of dusk m
the enow and the bittor wind, and still
morg unlikely that any unknown wan-
derer should have pushed the nabob

aover. " You're dreamiu%, Inkyl! You
must have got a bump from a branch
or something,"

“Let us procecdfully go on,” said the
nabob in a very guiet tone.

“This way, old bean " said Wharton
cheerfully,

Ha led the way again, and the dusky
iunior fellowed him. They camo out on
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idiotie chum, 1 3

the terrace in front of the house; but
Wharton did not hcad for tho entrance
porch. He had his own way nto his
“den ™ at Wharton Lodge—an old stone
stair at tho side of the house, which
led to o baleany on which hia windows
opened. Once or twice he called to the
nabob, who answored only in mono-
syllables. They reached the stone stair,
ono side of which was against tha wall,
tho other protected by a balustrade
thick with ancient ivy, now mantled
with glimmering snow,

Wharton tramped up the stops, the
nabob followin in silenee.  They
reachod the little balecony, which was
thick with snow. Through the french
window came the ruddy glinuner of a
log fire within. Wharton threw open
the ﬁlm door, and kicked the snow [rom
his bootas,

“Trot in, Inky! You'll get warm at
last 1" he said, with a laugh.

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh entered in
silence, Wharton followed him in,
gwitohed on the eleetriec light, and
stirred the burning logs in the wide old
hearth. The wumf
warmth that was grateful and comfort-
ing to the Indian junior. Ha threw olf
hiz cont, and bent over the fire; but tha
uzual cheery smile was absent from his
dusky countenance. Wharton pulled up
& denp armchair for him.

“8it down, old bean! You look jolly
cold ! he said. “ You'll soon warm
up.” He gave the logs another shir.
“That boetter "

*“Thank you, yes.”

Wharton gave him a glance. For the
firss time he noticed that his dusky chum
was unusually asilent and grave,

* Anything wrong, Inky 7" he asked.

“ Not at ﬁl-t’ull T :

“Look herel You're not shirty sbout
anything, surely !* exclaimed Wharton,
in surprize., It was utterly unusual for
the good-tempered, amiable nabob to bhe
“shirty.” e was patient and good-
empered, even with Billy Bunter at
Greyiriara—still more so with his
friends. Ewven Bob Cherry was not more

cheery and good-humoured than the
Nabob of Bhanipur. But there was no
mistaking the grave coldness on his

bronze visage. He did not reply, and
Wharton staroed at him harder.
What's

“Look here, Inky, old chap!
the rowi” he asked. in his direct way,
“If there's anything emiss, cough it
up.”

"It was exceedingly unpleasant to ha
shoved over backiully in the snmow, my
esteemed Wharton!” said the nabob

uietly.
::;!mt ou had not done so 1™

“You howling ass!” exclaimed Whar-
won. “1 told you I never shoved you
ovear! Why should I7*

“It was an idiotie lark, 1 zoppose,™
said Hurree SBingh. *But whyfully not
say sol” ) ) ]

‘Becanse 1 didn't do it ! exclaimed
Wharton warmly. “I'm hot ass enough
1 hope, to play such s silly trick; but i
I did I should own up! Can't you take
my word for it 7"

‘The word of my esteemed chum is as
ood as gold !” said the nabob, his dusk
ace clearing. “ Neverthelessfully,

was knocked over by some person, who
shoved me backfully in the dark *

“Well, it was not.I!I"” said Harry, a
little gruffly. “If it really happened,
somebody must have been there—good-
ness knows whom! [ think it must have
been a branch that caught you.”

“It was nothing of the kind, my
estecemed Wharton I

“Well, it’s not at all likely that any-
body was hanging about there in the
dark and the snow,” said Harry. " Any-
how, I nover touched wou, and I hope
my word’s good enough ¥

fire blazed up with a g4

“ And whyfully did you state T
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“Quitefully I said the nabob,

And the matter drepped, and seemed
to have been forgotten, when the chuma
of Greylriars went down to tea with
Aunt Amy and Colonel Wharton,

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Talk on the Telephone }

UZZZZ7222!
B Colonel Wharton, smoking an
after-dinner cigar by the fire in

the hall, glanead up as the tele-
phone bell rang.” Miss Amy Wharton,
his sister, was knitting on the other side
of the cheory log fire. Aunt Amy was
genevally knitting, for the benefit of the
local poor.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh sat on either side of a chess
table, deep in a e—too decp to
notice the ring on melaphme in the
cabinet meross the hall, " Qutside the

snow was falling steadily, and the wind
wailed round the mullioned windows and
red roofs of the old houze on the Surrey
OW I8,

The colonel laid his half-smokod cigar
down, and crossed to the telephone
cabinef, stepped i, and took up the
recoiver. And Wells, the builer, who
bad appearcd silently from nowhers to
answer the ring, faded away again as
silently.

“That Wharton!” came a voice over
the wires, as the colonel placed the re-
ceiver to his ear,

" Speaking ! said the colonel. It did
not occur to him, naturally, that he was
not Etﬁ:ﬂ Eﬁ{tgﬁ mquir-id !”

s B ! Got a cold?

“What? Nol”

“Your voice sounds a bit gruff! If
you'd got a cold, it would serve you jolly
well right, if you come to that f"‘

“Wha-a-a-at " ﬂgamhted the colonel,
e had supposed that it waa some friend
OF_BCOuAmLances Finging bim up; but
this did not sound very friendly,

“I mean, after the way you've treated
me, you boast 1

“Good gad !

“Not that I bear malice, you koow,”
went on the voica. “ After all, you don't
know any better, Wharton! You never
had good manners. In fact, your
manners were always rather rotten!
dare say you got 'em from that old fat-
hended fossil of an uncle of yours,”

Colonel Wharton stood =s if trans-
fixed. The mention of an “uncle ™ ap-
prised him that thia“}:eculiar telephenea
call must be intended for his nephew!
t was somebody who knew Harr
was phoning. Ifarry waa the *
ton ” who was wanted! But the way in
which Wharton’s uncle was referred ta
rather took away the breath of the old
soldier,

The voice on the telephone rattled on
chearfully : _

“Well, never mind that! I'm not the
fellow to think of grudggm at Christmas-
timel I'll tell you how the matter
stands, cold chap! Tve turned down
Mauly! I really meant to give him
some time this Christmas; but you know
what a thumping bore he 13! 1 felt,
after all, that 1 couldn’t stand it! I'll
tell you what! TI'll give vou a loock-in I

“Who i3 speaking?™ hooted the
colonel.

“Eh? Den't you know my voice, fat.
head? DBunter—your old pal, Bunter!
My people are rather keen for me to g0
to the South of France with them this
Christmas! Of course, I should have a
gorgeous time! But I really prefor io
sea old friends.  As dgn::»u'li ba having
Bob and Nugent and Bull with you
later, we ehall all be together again—
sust like Greyiriars, what? That will
La ripping! \What do you think I*

who
har-
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* Bunter——"

*Yes, Bunter! Don’t you know my
voice, you ass{ I say, Wharton, what
about 187 You said somothing about
our uncle not liking me very much—
ut that's all right! I can pull tho old
donkey’s leg all right.”

“Wha-a-at 7" gasped the colonel,

“He's o bit of & savage old huIldug, 1
know,” went on the Impg{l Buntor. " Bit
of & wet blanket at a Christmas gnrty.
and all that! But, dash it all can
stand.him! I'vo got a lot of uncles
myzelf, and I know what they're like.
You only have to pull their silly old
legs.”

f:nnud Eﬂ-d 1o

“Toave the old asa to mel Tl
manage him!  Personally, of course,
you'll be glad to see me, what

* 1 wonder If that fat Idiot Bunter has go! home ? '* sald Harry Wharton.

this time of tha year.”

last timeo I stayed with ITarry, and—and
1 shall be so glad to sec you again!
hopo you don't think [ was calling you
names, sir. [ was speaking of another
old fool—I—1 mean—"

The roeciver jammed on tho lLooks
with & jom that made the instroment
jump. Bunter was suddenly cut off.

Colone! Wharton strode out of the tele-

hone czbinet, with a brow of thunder.

hartori and Iurres Singh had both
heard his angry roar, and they looked
at him rather curicusly, forgetting chess
for the moment.

“FHarry !" barked the colonel,

“Yos, uncle!” said Wharton, in
wander.

“HMave vou asked a—a—a young rap-
scallion named DBunter here for

Christmas **
“No fear ! answered Harry prompily.
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that Billy DBunter's fat ear was within
reach of a pull

Buzzzzz |

It was the telephone again!

Colonel Wharten looked up wilh &
grunt,

“Probably that’s Bunter againl” hn
snid. “"You had bettor toke the call,
Harry."

Harry Wharton went to the telephons
with & rather grim ﬂ:'..'fprcssinn on his
face. A well-koown fnf voice came
through.

“That you, Wharton? I mecan,
Elarey i

E!'I'

“¥oz, you blithering freak

“0h, really, Wharten—"

*“What do you want, you image "

“I scem to have got on to your old
donkey of an uncle by mistale, old

W7 LA
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“ I hate kleking out even that faf foozler at
“ The missfulness will not be a terrific calamity,”” said Hurree Singh. On the other slde of the

bed«room door Biliy Bunter heard every word.

:igﬁlf}’jmpudcnn young scoundrel !*
“You disrespectiul young rascal I
“What 7

“Youn unmannerly roung ecub—->-"

“I—T1 say, is that Wharton spesking ¥
squeaked a startled voice, :

“It iz Clolonel Wharton speoking!™
roared the old, military gentleman, in &
volce that almost made the telephone
rock. ]

Thera was o gasp on the wires,

“Oh! Oh crikey!”

“You young raseal M

“Oh lor'! Tt's the old fool himself I
eama &n involuntary exclamation from
Dunter at the other end. *Oh jiminy I

“If I could reach you, sir, 1 would box
vour eara!” hooted the incensed coclonel.

“Oh! Oh, really, sir! I—I—I didn't
menn—ithat is to say—oh lor' " gasped
Bunter, “I—I—I=—how are you, sir? I
hope you're well! I—I'vo always re-
membered how pice you were, sir, the

“I am glad of that!” The colonel
calmed down., * You have, of course, as
\imu know, every liberty to ask any

riend you like, my boy. Duti—that umn-

pudent young rascal! Good gad! ¥You
are not in the habit, 1 presume, of dis-
oussing your uncle with your friends, as
o1 old donkey, and an old fossil, hay "

 "Certainly not!™ said Harrq, fluslh-
g, “"Has that fat chump—"'

“Well, if he's not coming here, never
mind,” said the colonel. “By gad, I'd
like to box his cars{ Yes, by gad IV

“If I seo him before mext torm at
Greyfriars, I'll jolly well kick him,"
said Harry.

“The kickiulness is perpotually neces-
sary for the esteemed and ridiculous
Bunter 1"  remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Calonel Wharton sat down again and
started & fresh cigar. Ie was still
frowning grimly; and doubtless wishing

chap ! He scemed nnnored about some-
thing—he cut off rather shoril I was

going to ask him to call you to the
hong———""

“Is that the lot?"

“No, old fellow?! The fact iz, I'm
rather thinking of coming along your
wiy to-morrow —-"" :

“Put a ‘Holiday Annual’ in your bags
first. "

“Eh, why?"

“Because if I sce you, I'm going to
lick you all the way back to the rail-
way station1”

> Beast 1™

“Good-bye: and remember my tip 1

“I say, old chap, hold en! I never
meant your silly old uncle to hear ma
calling 11im an old donkey—"

Wharton jammed the receiver back on
the hooks as hiz unele had done—with
an oxpression on his face very hke his
ynele’s, at that moment | Ee also was
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wishing that Dunter's fat ear was
within roach. He went back to Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh and chess—and thers
come no further ring on tho phone.
Bunter had given it up—fior the presont,
at lcast!

| ———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Snowhalls for Bunter !

({1 SAY, you followsl”
l “Oh, my hat |"
“Tho esteemed Bunter [

; It was the following day, and a
i};t}ghl: wintry sun shonoe down on snowy
hills and hedgerows. Ha.rgg Wharton
and Hurres Jamset Bam Singh camo
out of the gdtcs of Wharton Lodge to
taka the road to Wimford., Thera was a
circus at that little town, which the two
juniors were going to hom:rur with a
visit. Outside the dgute-a. a fab figure,
muffled in coat and scarf, was pacing
to and fro in tha carpet of snow, every
now and then blinking towards the gates
impsationtly through & pair of spectacles.
As the two juniors emerged, that fat
fi gr? turncd to them with a grunt of
relief,

“I sav. vou fellows, I've been wait-
ing:1"” said Bunter pecvishly. *I fancied
you'd be coming out sgoner or later, so
I thought 1'd ang about a bit, scat
Glad to see you, old fellows 1™
_ Bunter spoke with effusive cordiality;
indeed, with affection. At the szame
time, thore was a rather unessy blink
behind his i}ii:psctaﬂiu. Even Bunter's
“peck ” was hardly equal to his present

ings.

“The Tﬁ:ﬂfulnm iz entirely on your
sidde, my ostoomed and idiotic Bunter 1™
vremarked Hurree Jameet Ram Bingh,

“(Oh, really, Inky——"

“Buzz off, you fat fly1” growled
Harry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The buzzfulness off is the proper
caper I said the nabob, .

“"You shut up, Inky|” said Buntor.
“I'm talking to Wharton—youn needn’t
buté m. DBit thick you sticking on to
ithe chap, I think, the way you do—
sticking lim for a holiday nearly every
Yo—"

“HKick him, Inky!” said Harry.

“MNot the sort of thing I'd dol" said
Bunter, with & wary eye on the nabob,
“But there it is—somo fellows ars par-
ticular, and somo ain't] Harry, old
o Have ou § hat I told

“Have yvou forgotten what I told you
on the pﬁt}ne l&;tiﬂ nightI” asked the
captain of the Greyfriars Remova.

‘He, he, ho! I can take s joke, old
chap! I say, it was rather unlortunate
my getting through to your uncle by
mistake | Theso old jossers always get
offended if they hear what a fellow
really thinks of them! It was really
unfortunate 1" said Bunter. *That's
why I thought I'd speak to you
coming up to the house.”

“Oh! ou were coming up to the
house, wera you?"

‘f"l.‘fgli, naturally, old fallow, as I'm

ing to give you a faw days these hols !

say, ia your uncla fearfully waxy I

“Frightfully " _

“1 say, old chap, you can soothe him
a bit, somechow [ admit it's rather
unfortunate! Think he'd beliave it was
all a joke, and that 1 knew he was on
the’ and was just—just joking

“1 fancy not ! And that’s not the sort
of joke he likes! Apy more to say
befora I kick yout™

“Beaszt! I mean, look here, dear old
ﬂha?! Having turned Manuly du'i'rlz

refused Bmithy's invitation—an
having written to that chap I¥ of
8t. Jim's that I can't come to him——

before
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I'm rather in & scrape. Of course,
Nuogent wounld bo glad to have me, but
I cen’t stand his mob of brothers and
sisters | 1 might give old Bob a turn,
but then thore’s hia fathor—old Major
Cherry's even a grumpier benst thon
yYour unele—— Here, koep off 1"

Bunter jumped away just in time.

“The  burzfuloess-of—"  grinned
Hﬂrreu Jamsot Ram Singh.

Oh, a‘hu’t up, Inkyl g!.‘Imm*m Bull—
but I ecan't stand Bull—mot at honie
among all the other Bulls! Of course,
I'll put up with him here, when he
comes along, Harry 1"

" You won't 1" said Harry,

Well, good, if he's not going to be

Ilernﬂ—-”
“He's going to bo here—but yvou're
not | For goodness’ sake, shut up and
eut off | You've got my uncle’s rag out,
you blithering fathead, or I miqht have

squeczed  you inl" said Wharton
impatiently,
“Well, that was unfortunate—bhut,

after all, he's an old ass, and you can
stuff him somehow! I'IN tell you how
the matter stands |” said Bunter, “My
people have gone to relations at South-
end—I mean, they've gone to the South
of Franco for the winter. SBammy's
gone to m%& Uncle George—and, of
course, Uncle George would be de-
lighted to see me, too—"

‘No amuntmg for tastes!™

“But I should hardly care for it!
There's never enough grub st Uncle
George's ' said Bunter eadly. “It’s
not much ¥ eat, as you know | Still, a
fellow expects something decent. at
Christmas. What? Of course, I could

to Aunt Martha with Bessic—she'd

delighted—aha never wrote that if

Bessie came she'd have to como withont
gither of her brothers—"

“HB:I h"ﬁ hﬂl"

“Blessed if T can see anything to
vackle at! Lock here, old chap, I ex-
pect you to me, after all I've
done for youl” said Bunter warmly.
';,‘]:FDI? can hardly let a fellow down, I

mk."”

"I you'd had sonse enough not to in-
sult my uncle, I might have managed
it, you blithering owl!® said Harry,
“Now it's no %;:E Bo chuck it 1"

“Well, El-:ruk » I'd come in quietly
and you necedn't montion it to wyour
uncle at first I"* suggested Bunter. “I'll
lie low a bit 1m your rooms, till you've
had time to soothe the old fathcad!
What about that?”

“The old what?"

*The old fathead—— Here, keep
off " yelled Bunter, dodging again.
This time he did not dodge quickly
encugh. There wns o bump as the Owl
of the Remove rolled over in the snow.
1] ?ntmuh In

“Have another?” snapped Wharton,

“Beast 1" roared Bupter. "1 jolly
well won't stay with you now! Hee?
Think I could stand your old fossil of
an unn]a and your old frump of an
aunt? o fearl If vou think I ean
stand your mouldy old relations, Whar-
ton, I can jolly well say— Yarocooh !
Whaoop |  Yow-ow-ow |"

Whiz! Whiz! WWharton gathered
handfuls of snow, and opened fire.

Hnowballa pounded on Billy Duntar
right and left.

%Fha.rm-n seemoed angry—why, Bunter
did not know ! DBut thers was no doubt
about the fact |

“Go it, Inky!” panted Wharton.
“Give him a few (" ]

“The fowfulness will be terrifiol”
grinned the nabob gathering snow.

Whiz| Whiz! Crash! Smashl

Bunter rolled and roared.
Leavae off, yoo

Oh crikey]l Oh

beasts 1
lax' ]
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Tho fat junior scrambled to his feet.
Snowballs still whizzed, hard and East,
fairly rawning on Wilbam  George
Bunter. )

“] say, you fellows——" squesked
Buntor,

Whiz! Smash! Crash! :

“Ow! Oh jiminyi Boasts!” shricked
Bunter. .

Ho ran for it. Snowhalls whizzed
after him, pounding on his podgy back
as he fled. Down the road went Billy
Bunter -8t top speed and bebind him,
for o considerable distance, ran the two
juniors, gathering snow and whizzin
gnowballs as he raa Loud howls a
squeaks came from the Owl of the
Remove as he leaped and jumped and
b‘ﬂ“ﬂdﬂdi

Wharton end the nabob stopped at

Inst, panting for breatn, Dilly Bunier,
going strong, vanished in the dis
tance. The chumi of the Hemovo

turned back and walked in the diree-
tion of Wimford—done with Billy
Bunter! So they supposed, at least!
But, as a matter of fact, they wero far
from done with Billy Bunter yet!

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
The Uninvited Guest !

& LAST 1" groancd Billy Bunter.
X was dismal |
It was chilly !
It was getting dark!

Bunter was not enjoying life

Harry Wharton and his chum, in the
cirous tent at Wimford, had probably
forgotten his fat existence If they had
thought of him, they would hardly have
gueszed whers he was at the prescnt
moment |

Bunter was on the snowy lawnp, below
tha terrace that ran before Wharton
Lodge! From thore, in the thi{'kﬂninﬁ
winter dusk, he could see lighte
windows and the ruddy glow from the
fira in the old hall.

That ruddy flm? looked inviting and
hospitable. ut it hac no hospitality
for Billy Bunter! Once, as he stood
under a lesfless tree, he had glimpsed
Colonel Wharton & th open door,
locking out at the weather. There was
nothing encouraging to Bunter in the
old, bronzed visage of the colonal,

Even DBunter realise that it was un-
fortunatie that the colonel had tsken
that eall on the phone, and histened to
Bunter's uine opinion of him! But
for that, he had nd doubt that Wharton
would have taken him in.

Wharton was, it Bunter’s opinion,
soft, though not so soft as Maulﬂi
conough for Bunter’s purpose—but for
that dashed, grim, old gargoyle of an

unale! That had torn it!

By a tactful process of buttering-up,
perhaps, Wharton coula have set the

matter right somenow, Instead of
which ho snowballed Bunter, and
wal away to Wimford, evidently

glad te be done with

Bunter blinked
windows and groaned

But for one circumstance, even the
Owl of the Remove would have given
it up and taken the home-trail, .

But Bunter, like Cortes of old, had
burned his ships behind him !

Bupter  Court—otherwize  Bunter
Villa—was shut up. The kind aunt who
had accommedated Bessie Bunter,
declined Billy Bunte at any pricel
Uncle George wa~ the only resource.

After being #n cruellv let down hy
Mauly, Bunter had tried Uncle George.
Bammy Bunter was there, and Billy

him |
ar the lighted

Soft

joined him thers. Bul a couple of days
with Mr, George Bunter had fed him

up.

Mr, George Bumter, as it Lappened,
was also fed-up

The. feeling,. in faet, was mutnal

On tho very first dar o cake had been
missing from the larder. On the second
8 pudding was missing! Mr. George
Bunter was not one of those hospitahle
uecles who love to seo fellows eat! Ie
seemod to faney that six helpings at
meal-times was -_.m::rufh for a fellow |
e was quite eross when the cook com-
plained, .

That same evening o cold fowl was
missing! Upon which, Bunter's Uncle
George informed him that it was fime
that he was missing., too! Bunter's
telophone call to Wharton Lodge had
followed.

TR T i v T O A Al L
€ STOP FOR A LAUGH AT E
THIS WINNING JOKE! 3

_For the following rousing rib-
tickler George Bradshaw, of 110,
Wanlip Lane, Birstall, nr. Leicester,

2 been awarded one this

week's USEFUL PENKNIVES.

r'""""‘ r.,

I’ v

Oid Gentleman: *Y“"Do wyou
know what Itl.?pl-ﬂ‘ fo little boys
who smoke 7'

"Erbart: “"Not "arf 1 don't.
MNosey Parkers comes an’” worrits
'arn abaht it. You're the filth
to-day 1

Note.—All jokes and Grey-
friars Limericks should be :H-
dressed to: ' Jokes and Limericks
Editor,” The MacNeT, 5,Carmelite
Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

Owing to the unfortunate fact that
Colonel Wherton had taken that call,

Billy Bunter told Sammy
would have ta put up with
old mﬂier after all!

Unluckily, the “stingy old codger”
came into the room in time to hear the
remark | That did it! Bunter had to
start in the morning!

Going back was not to bs thought
of | There was a probability of Uncla
George's boot entering into the discus-
sion if he did.

Bunter rang up Mauleverer Towers.
o was informed, from that pslatial
establishment, that Lord Mauleverer
was away with friends. This was the
last straw! It was Wharton Lodge or
nothing 1

It looked as if it were going to ba
nothing | ;

Darkness was falling |

Bunter, like the unhappy gentleman

that he
the stingy

?

in the poem, was in danger of ﬁndin*
his lodging on the cold, cold ground

What was to be done?

Who was to bo donae?

Btanding under the leafless tree, in
the thickening winter gloom, Billy
Bunter thought out that problem.

He was even minus a railway fare!
Travelling exponses nad reduced his
cash resources to threopence |

On threcpence a fellow could not get
anywhore | Neither could ho put up at
the humblest innl

It was, indeed, s knotty problem.

There was, in fact, only ono answer
to the riddle! Billy Bunter got into
motion at last. The darkness wos
thick cnough to screen his movements,
He crept along the terrace, and passed
round the corner of the building. Ho
knew his way about, from many pre-
vious vieits. He rcached the stono

steps that led up to the balecony outside
Wharton'a room.

Up those steps wenr Bunter | .

Wharton’s “den” had a door on the
balcony, and it was unlikely that the
beast had fastened it in the daytime,
Bunter reached the balecony, and
groped over the french window.

Eeo fﬂ‘rn a grunt of satisfaction as it
opened to his touch.

He rolled in and shut the [rench
window bchind him.

He did not venture to switch on the

lig}tt,
here was 8 glimmering of rad
embers in the hearth, and Bunter
stirred them, and added a few logs,
making & cheery and ruddy fire.
Then he stretched himself in Whar-
tor's armchair, with his feet on the
hearth, finding the warmth grateful and

comforting atter the bittes cold out of

doors. The snow was beginning te fall
again at nightfall. The hapless Owl of
the Remove had, at least. found o
shelter from the weathor.

What he was going to do when
Wharton came back he had not yet
decided. It was a difficult matter to
deeide,

Only on omne point was Bunter
decided—he was not getting out! He
had got in—and he was not getting ous
again!

He remembered that there was an vne
used attic, up a little stair npear Whar.
ton's rooms. As & last resource, he

¢ could stow himself away in that! Any-

how, he was staying !
That benst, Colonel Wharton, would
t aver his beastly femper some fime !
arry Wharton might remember all
that Bunter had done for him, and show
a proper feeling of gratitudo! Home-
thing might turn up, anyhow! At

2 least, he was under a voof! A judicious

moment might be selected for reveal-
ing Ihiar presonce, Anyhow, there he
WaS

Thinking deeply—much more deeply
than was his wont—Billy Bunter resteu
in the deep, comfortable chair, and
toasted his toes at the fire—very much
on the alert, in case of & surprise.

Any servant who came to the room
would naturally be surprised to find him
there, and would cértainly report his
unexpected presence to the master of the
house. And Bunter did not want to
meet Colonel Wharton! Hoe would as
aoon have met his own Uncle George!

He pricked up his fat ears abt the
cound of a footstep at the door on the
corridor.

Ha sat upriﬁht n the chair.

He was on the alert—and intended to
dodge out of aight il there was anv
arrival. But the footstep was fol-
lowed by the immediate opening of the
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door, Tf oceurred (o Bunter—too lates
that lie ought to have been out of sight
already gluﬂ“,}'. it was not prudent to
git befora the lire, toasting his toes,
when bis presence in tho house was to
Lo kept—{or the presont—a dead secret,

But it was too late to think of thab
now |

The door opened ond someone
stepped in, Tho high back of the arm-
chair concecaled Bunter, unless the new-
cotmer camo towards the fireplace.

But as the newecomer was most pro-
bably someono who had come to mend
the fire, Bunter was booked! _

For a moment e was utterly dis-
mayed, It looked as if his lLittla game
wad going to be knocked on the head ab
tha wvery start.

But DBunter’s fat braim, under unae-
customed pressura, worked swiftly. The
Greylfriars ventriloquist had his own
resources in a tight corner.

Bunter's trick of ventriloquism was
weird and wonderful. 1b was, as
Bunter boasted, a gift. That, cer-
tainly, was true; for had it reqguired
much intelligence, Bunter could hardly
Iiava done 1t

He could imitate any voice at Croy-
friars, from the bark of Mr. Quelch,
to the fruity tones of Mr Prout; from
Lord Mauleverer's lazy drawl, to the
stacdato snap of the Bounder. Bome-
thing unusual in the fat gullet was per-
hapzs the cause—peorhaps even the iat-
ness thereof! Greant singers, as Bunter
somelimes told tho Remove [ellows,
wore always fat!

Not that Bunter was a great singer!
But thers wag no doubt that he was a
great ventriloguist

Bunter had little time to think. Whe-
ever had opened the door had switched
on the light, and was stepping across
the room towarda the fireplace. A few
moments, and the fat Owl of the Re-
move would have been revealed.

Snarl!

It was a sudden, savapa snarl as if
from some particularly ill-disposed dog,
and it ¢ame or appeared to come, from
the direction of the balcony.

The footstaps stopped.

Bunter heard the unseen person who
was crossing the room turn in the direc-
tion of the window, IEwvidently he was
surprized. o

The footsteps ro-started, this time
erossing to the window behind the high
back of Bunter's armchair.

With his fat heart thumping, Bunter
pecred round the chair, at the back of
the noweomer, who was facing the
window, :

Although ho had only a back view he
recognised a lad, whe was a relative
of Wells, the butler, and employed as
a page at Wharton Lodge. His name
was ‘Thomas, and Buntor had seen him
a good mauny times before, though he
did not want to meet him now.

Thomas went to the french window,
oponed it, and stared out on tho dusky,
LOOWY h&lcﬂuiu Apparently he was
locking for that snarling dog, which
certainly had no business to be there.

“Shoo !” said Thomas. “Shoo! Get
out of it! Shoo!"”

Ag there was no further sound from
tho dop, Thomas was satisfied that he
had “shooed ** it away, down the steps
to the garden. He closed the window
again.

“ Thomas!"?

It was, or seemed to be, the voice of
Me. W’:al]a. the butler, from the
corridor.

“Oh, yes, sic!” called back Thomas.

“Go down to the kitchen at once !

“1 came up to mond the fire!™
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“Never mind the Lre! Do as I tell
you [

“Oh, yes, sir "

To huntm's immoensa rvolief Thomas
crossed to tho door, switched off the
Light, and went out, closing tho door
aftar him.

Bunter gasped with relicof.

Fhomas, no doubt, was surprised not
to see Mr, Wells in the corvider; but
he was an obedient youth, and ho wont
down to tho kitchen at once.

Billy Buntor fl:irmcd. ]
Ho had saved liis fat bacon. Immedi-
afely  he quitted his  comfortable

uarters in tho armehair, Thomas was
airly certazin to como back before long
ns the fire had to be kept in, against
Master Havey's return.  Bunter had
plenty of timo to get out of sight.

door opposite tha window opened

into  Wharton's  bed-room.  Bunter
promptly got on the other side of it.

There ha sat on the bed, prepared to
dodgo underneath the samo at a sound.
Ten minutes later he heard n sound of
logs being placed on_ the fire in the
adjoining room, and there was a
glimmer of light under the communicat-
g door. Bunter dived under the bed,
end palpitated there till all waa silent
again,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Tortures of Tantalus [

1 EA in the study,” said Harry
Wharton, with a smile.
And Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh smiled a dusky smile,
and nodded. ]

Tha chums of Groyfriarz had re-
turned from Wimford in time for teas.
Colonel Wharton and Miss Amy were
out, and the juniors were left to them-
selves, On such occasions Wharton
liked to “tea ™ in hizs den, which was
cosy and reminiscent of the study at
Greyfriars SBechool.

S0, having given due instructions to
Wells, Wharton went up to his rcom
with the cheery nabob. )

The littla ineident of tha previous
day, when Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh
had been so roughly apnd mysterious
shoved over in the dark under the trees
was forgotten now., Wharton's belief
was that Inky must have bumped into
a branch in the dark; while the nabob
waa satisfied that some person unknown
had knocked him over, though whﬁy. he
had no idea. Thera had been for a
faw minutes a faint “shirtiness ¥ on the
subject; but that was quite washed out
now, and the matter dismissed. Both
the juniors were looking very bright
and cheory a3 they came mto Wharton's
den. They had enjoyed the cirous at
Wimford, and they were looking for-
ward to the coming of Bob Cherry and
Frank Nugent, and Johnny Bull and
tho festivities of Yuletide.

Christmas was only o few days off
now, and already Wharton Lodge had

a rether festive look. Aunt Amy hod
been decorating her dear nephew’s

room, and bright heolly gleamed from
the walls, ) .
Thomos brought in the tea. Thomas

was a chubby youth, generally wearing
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& broad grin on his plump countenance.
That grin was now absent, and Thomas
looked subdued and glum. Noticing
that eircumstonce, Harry inguired the
Cause,

“What's up, old bean?” he asked
cheerily,

Thomas' grin refurned at onco.

“ Nothing, sir,” he answered. “ Least-
ways, s all right., Mr. Wells did call
ma.u
“Wells called you? repeated IHarry
blankly,

“And he forgoet,” said Thomas,
“Jest in a few minutes, sir, he forgot.
“Lwasn't my fault.”

“0h, Walls called you, and forgotl,
did het” said IHarry, rather puzzled.
“Well, we all forget things at times,
Tonuny, old sport.”

“Jawing a chap,” said Thomas,

“Oh 1™

“I come 'ers, sir, to mend the fire,
which was my éuty," sald Thomas, I
wouldn’t let you, sir, come in out of
the snow and [ind the fire out. Mr.
Wells calls mo from the passidge. * Go
down to the kitchen,” he eays, And I
goes down.”

Thomas frowned, evidently with a
senge of inifur:.r.

“1 sees My, Wells in the 'all,” con-
tinued Thomas, “and he asks me i I've
mended the fre already., * You told
me to go down to the kitchen,” I says.
1 :J:Iitl not,” he says. Just like that,
sir.

“Wells doesn’t generally forget
things,” said Harry, “Sure he called

And

you, kid?"

“Plain as I 'ear you now, sir,
ho says to me, says he, 'I did not call
you, ha sayas. *Go and mend Master
Jarry’'s fire at once,” he says; ‘and
don’t he lazy !’ *Me lazy, sir 1" aaid
Thomas warmly. :

“The forgettuluess iz a privilego of
advanced and venerabls years, my
esteemed Thomas,” said the Mabob of
Bhanipur srcmthin%hr. “It 18 the duty
of csteomed youth to exercise terrifio
patience in  dealing with venerable
johnnies.”

Thomas grinned.

“Oh, yez, sir!” he said. "“And Mr.
Wells is always kind, and very seldom
spcaz:jks sharp, sir. Only he did call
me,

And, having finished laying the tea
Thomas retired, happily unconscious of
tho fact that a fat youth, listening on
the other side of the bed-room door,
was grinning from one fat ear to the
other. That littla misunderstanding
between Mr. Wells and Thomas rather
amused Billy Bunter.

“Might fancy ourselves in the. study
at Greyfriars—what?” seid Harry
Wharton, azs he poured out the tea.
“Only I wish that Bob and Franky and
Johnny were here, old bean.”

“The wishfulness of my esteemed self
is also great, but the arrivefulness of
our ridiculous friends will shortly
eventuate,” said tho nabob.

“] wonder if that fat idiot has got
home " said Harry, remembering the
unimportant existence of Billy Bunter.
“ Bother him 1” ]

“Bother and_blow  him!”
Hurree Jamset Rem Singh.

“T hate kicking out even that fat
foozlor at this time of the year, but
even if I woanted him, I couldn’t land
him on my uncle, after what the blither-
ing idiot gnhblad on tha phone. I don’t
think uncle would stand 1k, if I did.”

“The missfulness of the esteemed
Bunter's company will not be a terrifie
calamity.” .

“ Hardly,"” said Wharton, laughing,

On the other side of the bed-room
door Billy Bunter shook a fat fist.

agrecd
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Listeners, it is said, never hesr any
of themsclves; and that was often
unter's fate.

Dunter was Iingry. He was alwars
hungrey, af it came to that. DBut now he
was  specially, fearfully, frightfully
hungry.
 He could scarcely resist the tempta-
tion fo open the door, and take the risk
of joining the tea-party in  the next
FOOM,

But tho rerarks he heard had s dis-
couraging effect. Obviously if s pro-
pitions moment for revealing his pre-
tence was to come, it had not come yet.

That stufly old colonel, it secemed,
still had his back up. It was a sad
fect that he nmever had liked Dunter.
Why, DBunter could not guess; but
thoro it was.

But fo remain in hiding, hungry,
while tea was poing on, only a fow
vards from him, was sheer torture to
Billy Bunter,

Tantalus, of old, was tormented b
the sight of food always just eut of his
reach. Now Bunter could fully under-
stand and E})p}:eciat& the torturcs of
Tantalus, Never had he been so
tantalised.

HPeermﬁ throngh the keyhole, he could
discern the two juniors at the tea-table:
snd the good things on the table. The
click of crockery reached his fat ears.
There were poached eggs, and a lar
eake, and a dish of jam-tarts: and tﬁg
fragrant scent of fried sausages reached
him, and made his mouth water.
Tantelus® experiences in olden times
wore 8 mere joke to this! Both the
janiers, hungry after m lomg walk in
the December cold, wera doing justice to
the spread. Billy Bunter could have
groaned aloud—though ho took good
care not to do so! He had & horrid
certainty that discovery mesnt the order
of the boot !

But he had to eat!

Thiz was more thap flesh and blood
could stand !

Bunter set his fat wits to work,

Necossity is the mother of invention!
Somehow, thosa two frightfu) beasts had
to be got away from the room for a fow
minutes, at least, while Bunter took the
keen edge off his n}gpuhtﬂ. The scent of
sausages epurrad Bunter on.

He tiptoed away from the communica-
ting deor at last to the bed-room door
in the corridor.

He opened thet door, and blinked out
cautiously through his I:F:n:g,' epectacles.
No one was in sight, nuturu!:lg. A
light burned in the passage, and Bunter
could sea a row of doors in one direction
and the landing in the other,

He tiptoed out,

His firat proceedin

: was to switch off
thakcurridur Light.

g felt safer in the

ark.

Then, with beating heart, he tapped at
the door of Wharton'’s den, The Grey-
friars Iwntnlﬁquist was ready for action
again

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Who ?
AP!

Harry Wharton glanced round
to the door,’ :
“Hallol Come in!" be called

out.

The door did not open.

But a voice—which anyone at Whar-
ton ge would have aworn was tho
rather mumbling voice of Thomas, the

pagﬁ—anawemd :

“Oh, Master Harry! Please come
down at once, gir! ‘There's been amn
accident, sir, and the colonel's a-talkin’
onh the phone, wir.”
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Harr:: Wharton lea to his feet,
Why ‘Thomas called through the door,
mstead of o mng it, would havs

uzzled him if he had given it o thought.

ut the startling news that there had
been an accident banished gll other
thoughts from his mind. Colonel Whar-
ton and his sister wore out in the car—
and the snowy roads were dangerous
Em:-ugh. Wharton fairly bounded to the

Dor.

He reached it so quickly thet Billy
Buntcr, cutside, had barely time to whip
bsick into the next room and shut him-
self in,

The next moment Wharton's door flaw
open.

“An accident!” panted Wharlon.
“Who—" Ho stared. The corridor
was empty. Naturally he had czpected
to ece Thomas there!

But without a pause he dashed away
townrds tho stairs, with Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh at his heels.  Both tho
juniors were equally alarmed and
anxious. They did the stairs three at &
Eirim. and rushed breathless into the hall

elow.

Bunter, in the bed-room, could hardly
believe in his pood luck!

He lost no time. ~

Wharton and Inky were still on the

stairs, running and leaping down, when
Bunter cpened the communiceting door
and whipped into Wharton's den.

Btaying only to stuff a sausage into
his miouth, the fat Owl of the Remove
gathercd up his plunder,

There was a ruoesack hanging on the
wall, uged by Wharton 1o his camping
excursions. DBunter grabbed it down,
stuffed the cake into it, and followed u
the cake with the tarts and a pile o
toast. DMeanwhile, he munched the
sausage. The sausage disappeared n
record time. Another followed it, and
then Bunter made a clean sweep of what
romained of the tﬁﬂ&ﬂhﬂd e There
were somo other things left—but Bunter
dared not linger! Pmba.l:;]{y for the firss
time on record the Owl the Remove
turned from a tea-tabls on which there
remained things to eat! With his ba
of provender in hiz fat hands hoe bolte
back into the bed-room, closed the
door, and dived under the bed with his
plunder. Bunter’s motions pgenerally
resombled those of the tortoise. Now,
a fash of lightning had hardly anything
on Bunter !

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had rushed
down into the hall, and Harry bounded
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into the 1elophong eabinet. To lia sur-
prise, the recciver was on the hooks! o
grnhf'n:d it off. )

U Mumber, please™ Tt was a4 vowco
from the exchange. If Colonel Wharton
had been on the phone at all ho was
eut off.

“Waollz1” shonted Wharton,

“Alaster Iarry ! The butler of
Wharton Lodge como across the hall,
with surprise in his usually expressions-
less countenance. ' What—"

“Did you tako tho call? YWhat has
happened 7 : :
“Thera has been no call, sie!™ sand

the astonished Wells,

“NWo call on the phone ! cxclaimed
Wharton, stupelivd,

“*WNo, sir!”

“Has vot my uncle rupg vp—"

“No, sirl"

“ But=-hasn't there been an accident
and—" Wharion {airly gasped in his
gmazemoent,

“Not that I am awaroe of, sir! Cer-
tainly there has been no call on the

telephono 1™ said Wells,

“l—I—I—what—what did Thomas
meann, then? Has that voung 1diot boen
scaring me for nothing*” panted Whar-
ton, Anxicty gave Eaﬁ:- to anger, It
was a relief to {ind that thera had been
no telephone eall about an accident. But
suclh a heartless triek was intensely
ex rating.

“Thomas——" vepeated Wells blankly.,

“The young rascal! Has the kid
takon to EIE}‘!:HE idiotic practical jokos,
or what?’' roared Wharton, red with
anger. “Ha came up to my room and
called in that there had been an acerdent
and that my uncle was speaking on the
phonea 1#

“Oh, sir!” gazsped Wells, :

"It i3 an estcemed and idiolic
practical joke!™ said ihe Nabob of
Bhanipur, in wender, “The cxecrablo
Thomas must be off his ridiculous
rocker 17

Wells frowned portentously.

“Thomas, sie, 158 a relative of mine,”
ha said with di nityv. “1 can hardly
believe thet ho has deone such a thing,
sir! If so, ha must be discharged im-
mediately! Tho boy has been rather
quecr to-day—he faneied, or said he
fancicd, that I called him out of your
raom this aftermoon—""

“Whera 13 he? demanded Harry.

“"Robert ! Wells addressed one of his
retainers. *“ Where is Thomas 1

“Upetaira in the master’s rocom, sir,
a-cleaning up somne smow which blowed
in at the winder, which the colenel left
t H'PEH."'—'T"""

“Call him at once ! said Wells,

Robert went to felch Thomas.

There was a ghint in Harry Wharton's
eves a3 ha waited. Sueh a trick, whieh
had alarmed him for the safety of his
relatives, wae not to be forgiven, Had
Thomas been a Greyiriars fellow, like
himself, Wharton would certainly have
punched his head, hard. As the matter
stood, it was the “sack ' for Thomas,

Robert came back in a fow minutes,
followed by Thomas, who had a won-
dering expression on his chubby face.

“You young sweep!™ shouted Whars
ton. “What do you mean by it?”

Thomas blinked at him.

“Wot 'ave I done, gir?” he asked.

“You know what you've deme, you
young rascal! Why should you Fﬁny
snch a beastly rotten trick on maei®
exclaimed Wharton indi nmﬂﬁ

Thomas’ eyes seemed to almost
popping out of his chubby face, in his
amazement and dismay.

. 1 ain’t done anything I he exclaimed
in bewilderment, “What have I done,
sir? I been sweeping up the snow what
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blowed into the master's room, sir, which
tha winder was leflt open—»"*

“You cama to my room and called
through the door that my wnelo had had
an accident—-"

“ I didn’t ™ gasped Thomas.

T¥ou duln't ¥ stuttered Whorton.
I;:’{l’nurm I didn't, siz] Why should

“Thomas, how dave vou contradict
Master Harry, who saw you——"" began
Wells.

“T1 didn't zea him,® said ITavey. “He
called through tho deor. Dut I know lus
voice, "

“The Lknowfulness 1= terrific!" de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, nis
dark eyes very keenly on Thomas' dis-
mayed face.

* I didn’t 1™
did, sirt! I wouldn't!
say he como to maoe
room——-=>" ;

*1 found ham there, sir 1" said Robert,

“1lo must have gone back there after
calling me,” said Harry., *“DBut if you
say you didn't, Thomas—""

“T didn’t, sir I gasped Thomas, * Tl
swear I didn’t) gs if T'd play such a
trick en you, sir!”

TN N g e
| There Will Be

ANOTHER SET
of
MAGNIFICENT

Coloured Pictures

FREE

with next week’s grand issue
of the

MAGNET

Make sure of adding them
to your album, chum, by
ordering your copy NOW !

gasped Thomas, “T never
"Ere's Tlobert'll
in the master's

“Well, I certainly thought it was your

voice,” eaid Harry. “Didn’t you,
Inky 1 ,

“The thinkfulness was terrific.”

“It wasn't mo, sirl"” said Thomas
almost tearfully, *“I wouldn't go for to
do such a thin o

“Who did, then?” demeanded Wells,
“Somecne did I

“Y dunno! I didn't, Mr. Wells!”

Wharton gave the boy a searchin
look.  Someone, it was certain, ha
played that unfﬂcl’ing trick. Why, was a
mystery. If it was not Thomas, it was
somoona else. And the voice had eer-
tainly sounded like Thomas’., But the
elmost tearful earnestness in the chubby
face disarmed Wharton.

“Well, if you deny it, kid, I'll tako
vour word,’”’ he said. *“But I'd like to
know who played that rotten trick I’

“8Bo would I, sir!"” =zaid Thomas.
“I'd like to punch his ead, sir!"”

“If you are satisfied that it was not
Thomas, Master Harry—" said tho
stately Wells.

“I'm bound to take his word,” =aid.

Harry. . y

“Thank you, sir I’* said Thomas.

“I shall inquire into the matter sir,
with your leave,” said Wells.

Harry Wharton nodded and went up
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tho stairease again with the nabob, hoth
of thom frnntly rturbed and per-
plexed. They left Wells and tho otliers
in a buzz helow,

“What do you think, Inky '’ asked
Harry, as the juniors came back inte
ihe den. “The kid looked as if he was
telling tho truth, Bu i

"“Tho lockfulness was terrifie,’’ agreed
the nabob., “DBut the Lotfulness is also
Dreposterons,

“Well, thank goodness it was only a
false alarm, anyhow | Let's finish our
tea,” said Harry.,  “Why, what—-
Great pipl! Whe's been here $"

Ho stared blankly at the denuded tea-
table.

Iardly a thing romained !

“My osteemed hat ' ejacnlated flio
nabob, equally astonizhed,

* The—the—the young sweep I” gasped
Wharton. “That's why he played that
rotten trick—to get ws out of the room
wlile ho bagged our tea! It mnst have
Lbeen Thomas, of conrse! Whao else 7™

“The who-fulness is terrifie. It is like
an gsteemed greb rasd of tho execrablo
Bunter at Greyfriars,” said the nabol
in astonishment,

Wharton made an angry stride to the
daor.

But he paused.

He had told Thomas that he would
tale his word. And, though he had now
found out the motive for the wretehed
trick, he felt that he could not reopen
the matter. Posably, too, the culprit
had not been Thomas—though who clsa
1t could have been was a miystery.  Any-
how, in the circumstances, he felt that
Thomas had te be given thoe benefit of
the doubt—and that was that |

e,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Lodging for the Night !

ILLY BUNTER searcely breathed,
Huddled under Harry Whar-
ton's bed, the fat Owl of the
Remove blinked in the light that
hed suddenly come on.
He blinked at & pair of feet ot the
bedside,

They were not Wharton's feet. It was
not yet Wharton's usual bed-time—and
on holiday he was rather hkely to he
later than was usual st =zchool
Bunter fancied they were Thomas' feet.
Anyhow, they wero the feet of some-
one who had come into the bed-room to
get it ready for the night. Standing
bedide the bed, that someone was only
s yard from the fat Owl, stilling Ius
breathing underneath,  Bunzer heapd
the rustle of a coverlet, and a hand
bruzhing on a pillow. Then the fect
moved away, and Bunter saw more and
more of their owner as he crossed the
room to the fireplace. There he knelt
down to ignile 8 wood fire, and Bunter
could see that it was Thomas.

Thomas ignited the fire and watched
it burn up. Bui Bunter no longer
watched Thomas; he huddled right out
of sight of that youth under the bed,
fearful that a chance glimpse might dis-
cover him.

But Thomas, of course, had no idea
that anybody was under the bed, and he
did not glence in that direction.

Leaving s cheerful fire burning to
greot Master Harry's eyes when ho come
up to bed, Thomas quitted the room and
went along to the next to perform a
eimilar service for the Nabob of Bhani-
Fur. He turned out the light as hs went,
eaving the room ilmmined only by the
glow from the fire.

Billy Bunter wos glad to hear the door
shut after him.
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In other respects Bunter was not fecl-
ing %Inr!. He was fecling worried.

f be had not dared to roveal his pre-
seace ab Wharton Lodge before, much
less dik he dare to reveal it sinco tho
trick he had played on the captain of
the Remove. .

A grub raid was not likely to make
Wharton angry for long, but tho false
alarm of an accident to his uncle had
certainly angered him deeply.

At present ho attributed the whole
thing to Thormas, or to some person un-
known. The discovery of Bunter would,
of course, enlighten him. At the thought
of it Bunter could almost fecl the impact
of a boot on his tight Erousers.

e had to lie doggo.

Fortunately, e had had somecthing to
eat. He had not had enough, of course :

him for some time, WNow ho was Lolh
tired and sleepy. Colng to sleep under
o bed was not to Lie thought of. Besides,
the beast might look under Lis  bed
beforo he turned in.

Where was Bunler to sleep?

Ilo thought of the attic over the bed-
rooms. From previous visits to Wharton
Leodge—under different  conditions—ho
remembered that attic,. No Light and no
fire; but nobady over went there, which
was the chicf thing. Slecping on the
bare floor without blunkets on a night in
Decembor_was impassible, especially for
Bunter. Dut thern were plenty of bod-
clothes at hand., It was casy enough to
snafflo them.

JHe heard Thomas como out of Hurres
Bingh's room and pass the door, poing

but that was nothing new, he never had towards the service staircase. Thomas
enough. Ilo had parked enough to last was gone—and the comst was clear.
- :
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LEARNING SOMETHING IN ADVANCE !

NE of the strange things about
O football, when you come to think

of it, is that the big clubs ahould
rogard Cup-tiee as much moro
important than League gamea, But they
certainly do in one respeot. As soon as
the Cup-tieca appear on the programme
we hear of offimala of thia or that club
in ecinlly to watch the opponents
E;uiﬁﬂtapwhnmrthair side haa baalzlmdmwn
in the knogk-out competition,

I have oven heard of a whole team being
taken to see a replayed Cup-tia so that
they could sum up the possibilities of
iheir ultimate opponents in the Cup
competifion. As have told you pre-
viously, I am & great hLeliever in this
idea of knowing your cpponents, besauss
to a certain extent il a foothall team knows
what it I8 nup against, fhen that team
knows what thoy have to do in order to
win the matoh.

What strikes me as strange, however, is
that the big olubs, congerned as they are
in winning & Cup-tie, and going to such
lengths to work out the schemes before-
hand, do not epply the same principle
to their League games,

After all, if it is cccepled that by
wcaiching Jforthcoming opponents
a Cup tearn has a bedler chance of
beating those opponenis, then gurcly
by watching forthcoming League
opponerniis they would have a betier
chance of beating them.

I am very giad to note, in this connee.
tion, that the offisials of at least ons League
olub think thoy oan learn something in
advancs. You know that Port Vale have
done particularly well this ssason. They
are among the eurprises of League foot.

ball. Nobody expeoted them to make a
big show in Second Division, but they
have done it And I ean now let you into a
soorot, E Soturday an official of Port
Vale has ed & match in which the

ponents of Port Valo for the followi
week have been concernmed. That offici
hes then gone back to the players and
given them ideas 85 to what they should

do~—the sort of game they should play
in ordoer to beat their opponents. I don't
say that thia is the sole secrat of the suc.
oeas of the Port Vale club this season,
::rtﬂ.‘r it is just one of the little things which
oll.

CLUBS AND THEIR COLOURS!

MaoneT reader who is very much
iniercgted in the Eweorton eoluhb,
asks mo about the eolours which
are worn by the players. These

Everton playors wear roya! blus shirts
and white kniokers with a blue stripe down
the sidea, I can tell you about that strp
of biue. Some time ago the players of the
Everton club told the officials that they
could not always distinguizh a friend from
foe without looking up. So the bluo stripe
was introduced to knickers fo  rid
the players of this necessity.

&o now, when on Everton plaper
has the ball at kis foe, he does not
need to look up 1o see a colleagure
to whom he may pass the ball. He
merely looks at the knickers, and
noticing the blue stripe down the
ride, ig able o find his collengue 1eith
the buell. This is another Tittle thing
which counis,

Porzonally, I have never been phio to
understand why more originelity is not
shown in choomng the attire which shall
be worn by the players of the leadin
¢luba. Thers ars o many whitea, hlooes, ang
reds that Lthe clubs which use these colours
have to change quite frequently, and the
ohange leads to ponfusion. I pometimes
think that it would be much sasior if only
two eolours of shirtz were allowed in
foothall—aay bloe for the men plaring on
their own ground, and red for tho teams
playing away from home,

In the old days it used to be a rule that
the ¢lub oldesat in membership of the Leagne

should have the prior richt to their own
cologrs. Then rule was altered so
that the team playing at home could

wear its own colours mm League gamss.
In Cup-ties, however, thers i3 noew a
different rule altogether, When two teams

i

Nobody now was likely to be rooting
aliont till hed-time

If bedelothes were snaled they wonld
be missed. That was o dilfliculty, It
might lead to suspicion that some cx-
trancous porson was in Lhe hovse, Thnt
meant a scarch—and the beot for
Bunter |

Thomas had beer suspected of banging

the juniors’ tea. But "T'homas could
hardly be suspected of Lagging the bLed-
clothes [
. Bunter had to think this out. Tt waa
irritating and annoying, heeause he was
drowsy and would nieh rather have
gons to sleep. DBut there was no help
for it.

o rolled out from under the Led at
fast. There was o lurking fat grin on
his face.

Ela had the ideat

(Continued on next page.)

oro drawn together whose colours clash
then both tcams have to make a chango,

FOR FPENALTY EKICKS |

SOMEWHAT intricate prohlem

has beenm sonf to me from o

roader ot Manchester., It rofors

to the extra timo which musk
be allowed fer tho taking of a penalty
kiock nfter the ordinary timo has expired.
You know, of course, that if, in tho last
few scconds of o game, the roleres con-
siders that o ponslty kick should be
awarded, the ordinary time mnst bs ox.
tended for the purposs of allowing the
penaley kick to bo taken. Now comes tho
query &s to how muoh extra time should
be allowed.

Juat recently, in a mateoh in the Man-
chester distriet, so I am informed, the
roferee stretohod the time eo that a penalty
kick should be taken. The taker of tho
kick sent the ball s[%igt the goalkeeper,
who pushed it out, taker of the kick
followed up, and banged the ball into the
net. Should a goal have been allowed ?

The answcer iz n the negative,
If the taker of o Ey Kiele, for
wohich extra time has been allowed,
does not secore with the first hick,
then fthe Hme i8 up aulomatically,
ond the game should be declared
finished.

Coertain complications sarvise in regard
to this question, goncorning which the
rilea are not very oloear, he Boottish
Football Association, for instance, have
askod for a ruling in the case of a goal-
keeper porily m‘.ﬂp{ling & bell from such
s penalty kick which twistas out of higy
handa and goes into the nat. Iz it o goal t
Perzonally, I think a gosl should bo al-
lowed, hut the fact that tho Scottish F.A.
have queried this ehows that there is a
differcnce of opiniop on the pont. I
think that the question of a goal or not n
%DB] deppnds on the roault of the one kick
rom the ponalty spot,

I have a letter from a player in tho
Brighton district who thinks he 15 good
encugh to moake progress in the zame,
but who is worried aa to low his p 'owess
shall be brought to the notice of tho leading
clubs of the district, I don’t think this
ought to be very difficult, and I auggest
that a note to the man of tho Iiton
and IMove Albion olub would at lenst
result in the ambitious player gotting o
trinl. After all if we brnng fellows from
South Africa—aa we have been doing—
just to have a trigl with English clabs,
and all expenses paid, surely ths home
player can got a trial, If my ecorrespond-
ent does not get the trial which he desires
I hope he will writa to ma azain.

“ LINESMAN."
TaE Macyer LiBnant.—Na. 1349,
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e binked thraegh severa! drawers in
nocheat till e come o Harery Wharton's
handkerchief-hox.  Yrom that bhox he
extracted a handkerchici  which Tl
Wharton's mdtiels in the corner.  llo
ceumpled it in his grabby hamds fo give
it the appearaves of having boeen moa
wehot. ]

Then he rolled (ol dnar aid Ilinked
catitiously into the pussage.

Phe ronsk was elear.

He whipped aloug 1o Hurree Jamsel
am Singl's yoom.  From  hearmng
Thomas' movermeids, he had ne donls
that it was the next bed-room to Wiar-
ton's. As soon as he entered it ho kuew
that it was right; various possessions of
the Nabob of Bhanipur were in sight.
Thomas had left a nice fire burnme,
which gave Buonler all the light ho
wanted. X

e dropped Wharion's handkerehief
beside the bed. ]

Then he coolly stripped the nabob’s
Bedd, making up sheeis and blankets mto
n bundle, mu.ll pillow and bolster and
ciderdown quilt into auother bundle.

T the course of that labour he dis-
covered a bot-water bottle in the bed,
which he gladly appropriated and stuck
nito ono of the hunfﬂ!ns.

A cautions Tlink info the dimly lit
corridor showed him that the coast was
~1ill elear. Meving at unusual speed, ho
Lore first one and then the other bundle
along (o the little stair that led steeply
up to tho attic wder Lthe ecaves, )

The attie door was locked, the key in
tha ontside. DBunter untocked 16 by the
lieht of a mateh and put the key en the
inisacle.

I earried his hundles in.

L.'“m“ Le locked tho attic door after
1in.

He blinked round rather dizmally in
his new quariers. There was a litile
dormer window, through which came o
pale glimmer of winter starlight and the
wrleam of snow on the roofs.

It was coldl It was chlly ! It wes
Jdistual ! Bub it was ¢ cazo of any port
m o storm!

. i—‘imi Bunter had to make the best of
1L

After all, he had sheets and blankets
and a warm quilt and a hotavater
bottlal Matters might have been worse
—much worse !

And he was sleepy!

He rolled lli_mEEl? in the bedclothes,
rolled the quilt reund him, and lay
}im:l!’t. with the hot-water bottlo at ns

oo

Really, it was not so bad!

Thoro was a grin on his fat faco as
he laid iz bullet head on the milow.
Hurree Singl, finding his bed-room in
rl:at dismantled state, and Wharton's
handkerchief on the floor, could hardly
coma to any conclusion but that his
cimm hed been japing him !

Tt might lead to o row bLetween the
chiwms of the Remove! That did not
matter, so long as it did not lead to
Bunter !

Or Inky might be deeply offended and
dipnificd, and i that framo of mund,
chzdain to utter & word of complaing!
Pnazznming as he was, the nabob never
forgot that he was a prineo in his own
country. That, in Bunter's eopinton,
wc;‘u!:.] be best—1t wounld makeo him guite
zafo !

Anyhow, Bunter had a feeling that he
had done all he could, and had acted
witly great astutences, He had done his
best: and no fellow could do more !

With that happy convictien in hig fat
mand, Billy Bunder went te sleep—for-
tunately for him, too far frem tho
ageenpied rooms for s saore to be
Lheard !
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THE NINTH EHAPTFR.
Exit the Nabob !

6 gty (JOD-NIGIIT, old chap ™
“Good-might, my g¢steemad

Wharton I
It was ten o'elock; latew
than bediime at Gresfriars. The two
Jumiors coime up logether, and Wharlen
siid ood-nrght {o his guost at the dour
of the latter’s roon, and then went on
1o his owip. .

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh entered his
roomt and switehed on (e Deht and
closed the door. i

ITis first step was towards fhe five;
wolcome to any fellow on a {reeczmmg
Decenber night; doubly welcome to_the
voulh from the sunny Fast! Standing
by the fire, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
elanced at his bed—and juniped !

Ay esteomod hat ¥ he ejaculated.

Ile siared at the hed.

Under tho combined xzupervision of
Miss Amy Wharlon and the exeollent
Wells, lhouschold maiters at Wharton
Lodpe worked as exactly as if they wont
by machinery.

It was impossible, of course, that &
eguczl's bed had been left in that slale
Iy carcless hands.

Indeed, the naboly had been in the
rogm oneg or fwice, and then the bed
had been in aspple-pie ovder.

Now it was utterly dismaniled! All
the bedelothes were gone—even fo the
ptiow and bolster.

Who had played thiz extraordinary
trick ¥

With a slight grimness in his uzually
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smiling and good-natured dusky face,
ihe nfl;-ub picked np ithe handkerchic
that lay beside the bed. !

Crumpled and a little grubby, it
logked &s if it had fallen by accrdent
from a pocket. _

The grimness in lis dusky face in-
tﬂi‘lﬁiﬁﬂg gz he planced at the initials
worked in the coruer of the bhandker-
chiel.

He lnid it down, and st
and still. c"?

It was Iarry Wharton's handker-
chief! Wharton lhad been there and
dropped it; that was the only conclusion
to be drawn. e had dropped it beside
the digmantled boed. ] ) .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's lips set in
a tight line. . ]

This sort of thing, at school, might be
a Jape! Such japes were quite ount of

lace at home, bhetween host and guest |
&'hartnu, morcover, was the last fellow
to play such a trick—merely as a trick!
He was no practical joker like Wibley
of the Remove—not even o thoughtless
fellow like Bob Cherry, He was not mn
the least the kind of fcllow to act un-
thinkingly.

The dusky face of the nabob hardened
and hardened. ]

If Wharton had done this, he had not
done it thoughtltessly! And Wharton,
it appeared, had done it There was his
handkerchief, dropped in bundling up
the missing bedelothes! No servant in
the house would have dared to play such
a trick—or could have had any imagin-
abla motive for doing so!

Back into the nabob’s mind camoe the
incident in the park! He bhad been
roughly shoved over—knocked over!
Wharton haed denied having done rt—

very silent
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but even in denying it, had admitted
ihat be did net believe that anyone clzo
had been at hand! Inky had taken his
word 1 But now—— )

e had been myetifial by that ia-
cident! He conld not be mystified by
Lhe preseit ohe | : :

When a fellow treated a guest in this
way, it meanl ouly one tlang; he did
not want humn |

The colour glowed in the nabob's dusky
cheek ! )

Almost always lie spent ihe holidays
witlh Wharlon. His native land of
Bhanipur was far away. Colonel Whay-
ton, who had known lus father in India,
took it as o matter of course that
Wharton Lodge should be his home in
England, Never had it erossed the
nebob's mind to doubt that he was
woeleome there !

But now——

He had other friends! Bolb Cherry,
Frank Nugent, Johinuy Bull, would have
made him mora than welcome. Lord
Alaulevorer would have weleonted him
to Mauleverer Tuwprﬂ. ]

Standing vory silent and slill, the
nabob thought 1t out.

Bok Cherry, in lus place, wounld prob-
ably have gone along to Wharton's room
and  asked hime what the thump he
meant by it i

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh did not
think of domng 1hat. .

If he had out-worn hiz weleome In
friend’s honse, he had only one wish—ta
withdraw himsclf as quictly and un-
ostentatiously as possible. A row wounld
servo no purpose; and he did not want
a row.

And there was the colonel 1o be con-
sidered, and his kind sister—Dhoth
hospitality itsclf, and altached to their
Indian  guoest, Least sawd  soonest
mended !

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh did not
ring for Wells and more bedclothes.
Ho did not even think of it. To lot the
matter come lo the knowledge of the
sorvants was (oo m-:rrhf:rmf;

Bunter had wondered whether Inky
would kick up & row, or take the tlnnﬁ
:Huml,lv with offended dignity. o ha
ithought the latter the more probable
of the two! Obtuse as Bunter was,
there was o considerable vein of slyness
in him a5 in many stupid peuple. He
had read the Indian prince’s character
aright!

Hurree Singh could not, in the cir-
cumstances, go to bed! He could not
quit the house immediately without a
painful explanation with  Colonel
Wharton ! : 3

He turned off the light and sat in an
armchair before the fre, after piling it
with logs.

He was not going to say a word! He
could not do so, in fact, without landing
Wharton in trouble with his unele, who
was very meticulous in rnatiers of hos-
pitality to o guest] Certainly he did
not desire that. He was deeply, bitterly
wountded and offended: but liko a true
Oriental, the more decply hoe felt, the

more deoply he was disposed to hide his
fechings. :
Tt was long before his eves closed.

But they closed at last; and did not
open agoin till the polp winter dawn
was ghmmering ni. )

‘The fire had burned out by that time;
and the Wabob of Bhanipnr shivered as
he rose from the chair. It was a cold
and snowy morning.

The hour was carly: no ono else was
stirring yet, except the old colonel, who
waos always an early riser, and perhaps
the early housenaids. The mnabob lost
no time .

He sat down at the table to write a
note, which he enclosed in an envelopo
and sealed. Then he repidly packed a
suitcasa.
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Colonel Wharion grasped his nephew by the collsr with one ha
““ What the th
*“ Fighting, by gad 1 **

wrench, he dragged them apart.
yout ? " rumbled the eolonel.

Stepping quietly, he descended the
;at.a,inv.l.:b pﬂn early housemaid in the hall
lopked at him, Wells—appearing, -as
usual, silently from nowhere—hade hm
a rTespectiul gmd-pwmmg—hls eyes
dwelling rather curiously on the suit-
case in the dusky schoolboy's hand.

“1t's carly, sir'* said Wells.

“Quitefully s0!” agreed the nabob.
i Ferhnmfu'ii{y you will have the kind-
nesz, my esteemad Wells, to deliver this
nota to the worthy Wharton when he
comes downfully 1%

“ Cartainly, sir 1” said Wells.

He took the note, and opened the
door for the nabob. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh stepped out inte the December
dawn, glimmering on a world of whito!
At that untimely Lour, there was no taxi
to be had; and he had to walk to the
railway station at Wimford, a good dis-
tance from Wharton Ledge. e started
down the drive, carrving his suitease.

Wells gazed after bim. IIo was
puzzled. Colonel Whartor had goue
out for an carly walk: but Lthe nabol
could hardly be geing for a walk, with
o heavy suiteaze m lns hand.

Wells realised that something was
amiss,

Fle glanced at the note in his hand,
wondering what it contained. Then he
Flamced again after the disappearing
crm of the nabob.

There was only one conclusion o
which Wells mu!g come. There had
Leen some “row * between the school-
boy friends, snd Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh was going. The noto lelt for
Wharton, and the suitcase in his hand,
were proof that he was going. Wharton,
evidently. did not know. .

“Dear me " said Wells, * Dear me [™

Wells considered the matter.

A quarrel and a parting at Christmas-
t]maqbetweeﬂ two fellews who had been
such chums was not at all the thing.

A

.
** panted Wharton,

glare of the colonel,

It rather distressed Wells, who was g
kind-hearted, portly gentleman,

Hurree Bingh had bidden him give
Wharton the note when he came down
By that time the nabol would be gone
beyond recall. Having considered the
matter, Wells decided that it would be
judicious not to wait till Master Ilarry
cama down, but to take the note to him
at once—which was wvery judicious of
Wells, in the eireumstances.

Meanwhile, the nabob, suilease n
hand, was tramping up & snowy rond,
hiz face to the wintry wind. Billy
Bunter, snoring in the attic, was dream-
ing—aof turkey and mince pies. He did
not dream how very successtul his astute
scheme had been. Had he done so, no
doubt the fat Owl would have smiled
in his sleep.

A el

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Shindy |

i M1 Master Harry 1"

H Harry Wharton awakened
at the sound of a voice and
an apologetic cough. He sat

up in bed and blinked at Wells,

“Hallol Overslept myseli—what 7"

asked Haree, rubbing his eyes. “Is it
getting late ¥4

* Mo, sir; it is very early,” said Wells.

“T have taken the libevty, sir, to
awalken you to give you this note from
Master Flurree Singh, who has just gone
out.”

Wharton was still a little sleepy, but

thoso words from Wells made him very
wide rwake.

“ Furree Singh gone out, and left mo
a note! What the thump—-" ox-
claimed Wharton, in asteomshment.

“Ho had a suitcase, sir,” said Wetls,
~ and, in the circumstances, I thought I

o
]
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nd al:ld Hurree Singh giﬁh!the other. Then, with & powerlul
The iwo junlors stood erimson aﬁd paniing, under the stern, angry

You, uncle [ ** ** How dare

had better bring you thoe note immedi-
gtcly, although Master Hurree Singh re-
quested me to give 1t to you when you
carme down, sir.”

YWharton took the note and opened it
Wells turned on the bed-light, and the
captain of the Greviriars Eemove read
the letter from Hurrce Jamset Ram
Bingh, with gathering amazement and
dismay in lus [ace. It ran:

“Dear and esteemed Wharten,—In
the ridiculous eircumsianees, pou will
probalbly not ba tervifically surprised
at my prompt and welcome depariure.
The regretfulness 2 f)rtgma!srnw that
I have not soonerfully obsrerved that
nty abmrd compeny waes superfluous.
Doubtiess vou wili agree that the least
said the soonerfully repaired, and
perhapsfully you will explain to the
estimable colonegl and the admirable
mizs that my sudden french leave toas
deplorably unavoidalie.

“H. J. R. 8"

IMarry Wharton gnzed at that letter,
almost wondering if he was dreaming.
He read it, and read it again, in utter
wonder, and then hlinked st Wells,

“How long has Inky=—1 mean, Hurrce
Bingh—been gone 7 ]

“Perhaps & guarter of an hour, sic.”

*1s my uncle down yet?”

“Yes, gir. The ecolonel has gone for
& walk beofore breakfast.”

“Tell Thomas to get my bike round.”

“Ihero i5 a grect deal of snow on the
ground, sir.”

“Nevor mind that ("

“ Very good, sir!”

Wells retired, and Wharton bounded
from his bed. What Hurree Jamset
tam Singh could possibly mean br hia
remarkable conduct. Wharton could not

(Continued on page 16.)
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* sprawled there, panting for

drift of enow beside the rond, and
breath, |

Hurrco Singh was the first on Dis
foet. But harton wss quick to
clumber up out of tho drift.

He ran towards Hurrea Jamsct Eam
Singh, who was rubbing the dumugi-fgi,
r!acu whero the skidding bike had hat
11T,

“ Inky, old chap—"" panted Wharton,
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh ocased to
rub his bruise and drew lhaimself ereet.

% Ho stared the captain of the Removo

(Continued from page 15.)

begin to pguess. Evidently there was
somo  sort of o misunderstanding,
though ho could not imagine the canse,
Hiz ong thought was to get after the
nabob before 1t was too late and make
him explain, With a pgood start, and
being unlikely to lose time on the roed,
the nobob would reach Wimford and
cateh the early train before he could be
overtaken if Wharton went on foof, It
was no weather for eycling, but he had
to risk it

In five minules Wharton was running
downstairs, Thomas, blinking with
sleepy eyes, was holding his bike ready
for him outside. Wharton took 1t
hurriedly, Z ;

“Tot of enow, sir,” said Thomas.
“Mind you don't get a skid, sir.”

‘Wharton shot away to the gates, ran
his machine inte the road, and started
for Wimford He could not doubt
that that was the direction taken by
Hurree Jamsct Bam Singh. The village
station was neerer, but there were no
early trains there,

The bike shot along the snowy road.

It was hard riding. Snow was on the
road, hard and frosty, and several times
the machine slipped and skidded, and
Wharton barely righted it again. But
he kept on fast. Someliow lie had to
catch ~ Hurree Singh belore Hurree
Singh could catch the early train from
Wimford.

But the nabob, though he had a well-

acked suitcase to carry, had made the
Eest of his start, and was making good
speed. Wharton was a mile from home
when he spotted s derk figure on the
white road ahead, bag in hand, tramp-
ing steadily and swittly auong in the
rising wintry sunlight. :

Hc rode on, rapidly overhauling the
nabob, As the bike drew nearer Hurrce
Singh probably heard it, but he did not
lock back. Harry Wharton shouted :

“Inky! Hold ont” \

Then the nabob glanced over his
shoulder. Flis dusky face was expres-
sionless, but his eves wero like steel.

He gove the captain of the Remove
one cold glance, and then strode on
again, rather faster than before,

“My hat!” breathed Wharton,

Ho slogged on through the snow., But
for his certainty that there was soma
strange, extraordipary misunderstand-
ing, hiz own u?w would have risen
hot at that iey look from the nabob,
and he would have stopped and turned
back. As it was, he rode on harder than
ever, and drew swiftly nearer the
tramping junior.

“Inkyl Btop! Oh crumbs!” gasped
Wharton, as the bike skidded again, and
this time he {ailed to right it

It shot away right after the nabob,
and before Wharton quite knew _what
lb-msL happening, it erashed into Inky's

1L

There was a yell from Hurree Singh
as he was knocked over headlong.
sprawling in the snow, his suilcase
fiving from his hund.

Wherton landed with & bump in a
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in the face.

“Whyfully have you followed mel”
he demanded sharply,

“I want to know what you mean, you
silly asa1” cxclaimed Wharton warmly,
“What the dickens iz the matter with
vou, I'd like to know i

Tha nakob sh ruﬁgu:d his shoulders,

“i:::;anlt n!l?I"' kﬂ asked.

i were, In F__h__ﬂ .

“] am Inky to mv friends!” said
Hurres Jamset Ilam Bingh. .

“My only hat! And aren't weo friends
any longer 1 exclaimed Wharton, too
astonished to be angry. “ What do you
mecani”

“I mean what I say[” answered tha
nabob coldly. “If the esteemed Wells
has given yon my letter—>"

“Y have it hera! That's why T bolted
after you.”

“1 sco no reason for boltfully purspine
& departing and unwelcome guest [ sa1d
the nabob, with & curl of the lt['p. “As
I have snid in m{! ridiculous letter, I
rclimt terrifically having outstayed my
welcome in your absurd residence—""

“Took here, Inky, let’s have this
plain I” said Harry, “You've got some
sort of bee in your bonnet| What's pub
this into your headt”

“1Is it not tho esteemed fact?™

“0Of course not, fathead! You must
ba mad,” said Harry, in wonder, “cul-
ting off like this, when our friends are
coming in a day or twol If we were
at Greyfriars, I should think somebody
had been pulling your silly leg—some
mischief-making worm like Skinner--
butb there’s nobody at home to do such
o thing. Have you been dreaming, or
what ? .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fixed his
dark eves keenly on Wharton’s rather
excited face. He was puzxled.

“The understanding is not great!” ke
said.  “Your absurd words do not
coincide with your ridiculous actions !

“If I'voa dons anything——" said
Wharton blankly, “1 haven't the
faintest idea what! Give it a name,
Inky! 1 don’t koow what it 18"

“The knowinlness iz terrifip I said the
nabob enally.

“ ¥ou don't mean to say that you don ¢
bhaliave me, Inky

;;%uitefuﬂg o 1" ‘

artom stood still. His anger was
rising now. But he kept his temper,

“If you want to clear,” he eaid
quietly, “I don't want to stop you. But
von’re making out that I've done some-
thing that makes you think you're un-
weleome in my um::{e’s honse. I want to
know what it is! You're bound to tell
ma thai!” He gave & start. “You're
not thinking of what happenad the other
day, when you fancied I'd barged wyou
over ion the park—~" _

It was not fancyl” ssid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “Some ridioulous
person barged me over; but I believed
what you said ;
terrifienlly dense not to take a hint.
But what you have done sinca leaves me
no sbsurd doubt in the matter.”

“What have T done, vou fathead?!”

“Tt 18 absurdly useless to discuss that
when tho koowfulness is preat. What
is Lthe uee of idiotic humbug 7*

Perhapsfully T was t
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“Houmbug rnfmted Ilarry.

* Fxactfully ! shall make no com-
plaint to the esteemed colonel, if that
15 what troubles vou !” said the nabob
hiz lip enrling again. * You may tell
him what you please, and 1 shall say
nothing,” .

He stepped to his fallen suitcase,
picked it up, and swung away up the
road towards Wimford. :

Harry Wharton stored after him,
almost in stupefaction,

* Inky——" ho gasped.

The nabab stnor?n on.

WWharton dashed after him, and caught
him by the shoulder. He fairly
wrenched away the suiicase, and flung
it mto the snow.

[Turree Jamset Ram Singh spun round
at him. His dark eyes wero Nashing and
his hand: were clenched.

“Leave me alonefully I he rapped.
“IL am guingu—”

“"You're not going till vou've ex-
plained yourselt I* roared Wherton, his
eves flas ing, too. “You're treating me
rottenly ,

“That iz terrifically appropriate for a
rolter—""

“You're enlling me a rotter?”

Pregisefully "

“By Jove, if we hadn't alweys been
friends, Y'd—="

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh stepped to
tho suitcase again, Wharton pushed him

from ik, ;

“You'vo got fo explain—"

“Htand wsidefully I shouted
nabob. )

“Not till you've explained—"

There was o push, a shove, & punch,
and then, equally angry and exeited,
tho chums of the Remove were fighting.

tho

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Quite Mysterious ]

QOLONEL WHARTON started.
He almost jumped,

The old military gentleman
had been enjoying his walk in
the lcen, frosty morning. Now he was
coming back towards Wharton Lodge,
with & good appetite for breakfast and a

healthy glow in his bronzed cheeks.

He expected to find his nephew and
his nefhnw‘a schpolboy E‘geﬂ down when
he pot to the lodge. rtainly he did
not expect to find them on the roed, a
mile from the house—and still less, un-
doubtedly, did he expeet to find them
scrapping |

But that was what he saw as ha cama
swinging along the road with his
military stride.

Ho stared blankly at the unexpected
and amozing siphkt. He came to a halt
in his astonishment, hardly believing his
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“Good gad!” ejaculated the colonel.
And he strode forward with thunder in
his brow. :

Two excited fellows wers {mm:'h ing one
another wildly when the colonel arrived
on the scene, his approach unobserved
in the exeitement of the moment.

Colonel Wharton intervened promptly.

He grasped Harry by the collar with
one hand and Hurree Bingh with the
other. Then, with a powerful wrench,
draﬁged them apart.

They steggered to right and left of tho
angrv old gpentleman.

“What the thump—-" panted Whar-
on. ‘*Oh, you, uncle I

“Who the—— Oh!” gasped Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ Esteemed sahib1”

The two juniors st crimson and

panting under the stern, angry glare
of tha colonel. : :
*“What oes this meeni® roared

Colonel Wharton, * Fighting, by Save!
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Harry, is (hat your irealiwent of & guest Imnse_maid, Wella had

under your roof #7

“"Oh'!' I~I'm sorzy I--T 4
merced Wharkon.

“The sorrowfubness is teerific 1™ gasped
the nabobh. “There was momentary and
unfortunale loss of estremed temper.”

sfani-

“Explain  yourselves I hooted  the
eolonel, ** What docs this mean?”
The juniors wero silent. Coloncl

Wharton glanced at the bike, sprawling
in the snow, then at tho suitcase. The
bika was ‘Wharton’s, the suitcase was
Hurres Singh's. The colonel stared at
ihe latter, as if it had been the ghost of
a suiteasc, ]

“That is your bag, TTurree Singh

“Yes, esteomod sir.”

“Where were vou taking it ®”

“To the railway station.”

“Docs that mean ihat you were
lenving ws 7V

“Exactfully s0.” _

“Did vou follow Furrce Singh on
your bicvele, Harry "

“Yos " gasped Whartan.

Colonel Wharton looled from one to
the other. Lle was intensely angry, and
liis old bronzed face was very grim. Bub
he wos cool and calm. y

“This must be explaimed,” ho said.
“Hava yon been guarecllipg !

“Not that I know of,” answered
Harry. : .

“Why were yon going, Hurree Singl,
without a word of leave-taking "

The nabob Aushed ﬂcﬂp];i'-

“I requested your cxeellent nephew
to explain, sahib!™ he answered. *1
heve reason to deparvt suddenfully.”

“What reason ?” barked the colonel.

N0 IMEWET. . :

“an you cxplain this, Harey

“No!” answercd Wharton, “Inky's
got his back up about something, that's
all T know ! If T've done anything, I'm
sarry, but I ecan’t imagine what it 13.”

“}Ias my nephew given vou offence,
Hurreo Singh ™ =

“I have mo excerable complaint to
make, my estecmed sahib! For reasons
of personal nature I desire to depart
from your hospitable rgpt.”

“Yon mcan,” said Colonel Wharton
grimly, “that my nephew has given you
affence. but that you do not desire to tell
me =o0.”

“Perhaps vou can got out of Inky
what's the matter, uncle,” said Harry,
considerably eocler now. “1 cen’t muke
him out! I'm sorry I got execited, but
it was enongh to make any fellow wild !
Inky, if you won't tell me what's the
matter, can't yvou tell my uncle ¥

““ have nothing to say,” said Hurrea
Jamset Ram Bingh icily. “ LExceptfully
that I desire immediate and prompt
departure.” .

“You will certainly not leave us like
this I* said Colonel Wharton, “I shall
allow nothing of the kind! During the
vacation, Hurree SBingh, I am respon-
sible for you to your headmaster. i
yau desire to change your guarters, you
must acquaint me with where you are

oing, and why! You will now pick up
that suiteaso and walk back to the houss
with me ! .

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh's lips set.

There was a long pause.

“I am bound to obey order of
esteomed sahib ! said the nabob, at lasi,
and he picked up the switease.

“I'm glad you understand that!”
grunted the colonel. “Pick up your
machine and come along, Harry I

Wharton picked up the bike and
wheeled 1t on. Nob a word was spoken
during the return to Wharton Lodge.

Arrived at the Lodge, Colonel Whar-
ton- stalked in, still with a deeply cov-

atod hrow.

Wells, in the hall, ered Hurree Jamset
Bam 3ingh very curiously. I'rom a

received  am
ainazing repork, which had caused him
to wigit Hurroo Jamsot Ram Singh's
room almost 1‘unnin§;l Wells' eyes
lingered on the nabob’s suitcaso [
ndging from the leok of alfairs, it
teally seomed that the ﬁgms!:, at Whaxy-
ton go had walked off with his bed-
clothes packed in the suitcese—for they
wore not to be found in bhis room!
Which was amazing !

Wharton went to :
Inrree Jomset Ram Singh stood by his
suitcase, his dusky faco sot and expres-
stonless. Wells gavo a deferential cough,
and s;lmka to Liis master in a low voice
that the nabob could not hear.

“LExeuse me, sir!” he murmured.
“But something so very extroordinary
has happened *

“What—what ! barked the colonel.

“The bedclothes are missing from
Master Hurres Singh’s voom, siz 1V

Colonel Wharton gazed at his butler,

“ The—tha bodelothes T he cjaculated,

“¥es, sir "

“ Missing 7" gasped the colonel,

“Yes, sir—sheets and blanketz and all,
and—="

“What on carth do you mean, Wells 7

“It's very extraordinary, sir!” mur-
mured Wells, “Idut such is the case,
Janet called my attention to it only a
fow minutes ago, sir, and I went at once
to the room, All the bedclothes aro
missing ¥

“(zood gad!”

Wells coughed again.

“I—I suppose the dark yonng gentle-
man is—is quite right in his head, sir?”
ha murmured,

“Wha-a-at 7" i ]

“It iz =0 very extraordinary, sir, for a
ToOung tloman to pack up his bed-
clothes in o suitease, and wall off with
them —" . ;

*Very extreordinary, if true 1™ F&%PEd
the colenal. * Are you mad, Wells ¥

“Well, sir, they are gone—completely
Eone 12

Snort, from the colonel.

“Nonsense ! Absurd !
be gone i*

““TPhey are missing, sir, and cannot be
found 1* .

“Nonsense [ hooted tha  irritated
colonel. “Utter nonsense ! Why should
tha boy play such an absurd trick "

The colonel stalked away to tho brenk-
fast-room. Wells, excellently trained
butler as lie was, gave the elightast
shrug of the shoulders,

ut up his bike.

How can they

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Culprit !

BREAKFAST et Wharton Lodga
was rather o silent meal that
morning.

Colonel Wharton was
stata of suppressed irritation.
Wharton was

in &
1larry
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Aftor breakfast, the twe juniors wera
told that the colonel desived to speak to
thoth in tho library, and thay repaired
ta that al.artment to wait for him,

Thay waited in silenca,

Wharton made oue attompt to bireak
through the quiet, impassivé reservo of
ihe nabob, and failed ]

“Look here, Inky!” he said. “We
hoth played the fonl when my uncle
came on us on the Wimford rond this
moring, Wae lest our tempers! 1'm
sorey, and I dara say vou are! My
uncle’s upset ahout this! I can’t make
vou out! Chan't you tell me what's the
matter 7 i ,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not
seom to hear, ]

ITo moved across te tho windovw, qnd
stood Jooling out at the snow-gleaming
trecs, with liis back to the captan of the
Greyiriara Remova. _

Wharten bit his lip, and said no more.

It wus soma little timo belore the
colonoel entered.  His brow was grim
and stern when he came, and he closed
the door after him with almost a bang,

Ha strode across to the fire, stood with
his back to it, ond foced the two schaool-
hays, the nabol coming from the window
towards him. ]

“MNow,” said Colonel Wharton, in &
deep voice, “thia matler has to be ex-
lained. I can hardly beliove, Ilarry,
that you have been gnilty of any dis-
courtesy towards a pguest—one of your
gwn school friends—"

“I hopo not,” aaid ITarry,

“Hurrea Singh st have had o
reason for his action! You do not know
what it i3§™

“I have no ides.” :

“Very well,  Now, Ilurrce Singh,
explain yourself! You are a guest Liere,
lwit you are nlso a schoolboy under my
charge, for the moment. I command
you to tell me why you left my house at
an early hour™

“The departfulness soomed to me the

proper caper, sabib!” answered the
MNaboly of Bhanipur.
“Why 1

No answer. :

“Inky scerns to think that I don’t
want liim here,” said Harry. “'Whnt:a
put the iden into hia head I can't
magine. 8o far as I know, I've done
nothing. I was simply astounded when
Wells zave me lis letter——"

“His letter? Give it to me!”

Wherton passed over tha nabob's fares
well note. His unela read it through,
with frowning brows. 3

:1] TharE s n?nni; Tisun&amﬁlﬂ.‘;n ,”I_I;gr
sapd, " Certar it appears that Hur
Sigh has a false impression. What has

iven you this impression, Hurree
gingh?’ .

“¥. desire to say nothing, hopoured
sahib.”

Colonel Wharton looked from one to

{Cantinued on nexd pagd.)
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. Wharton's. faco expressed
only Pur Iemb}y‘; Hurree Bingh’s nothing
ut gll. The old, milisary gentleman was
growing moro and more mystified, and
more and rnore irritated.

*1t iz clear to me,” he said, “that you
fancy that my neﬁiww; has done some-
thing, and you will not tell me, because
it may make me angry with him. That
is all very well; but I must know the
fncts. You have not been playing some
echoolboy trick, Harry, which your
friend has taken in bad part?”

“Nol*

The nabob glanced at Wharton for a
second, with a Rash of scorn in his eyes,
It was but for a second, but it did not
cscape the colonel's keen observation.

“Ho that is it!” he said. “That 13
what you heve in your mind, Hurree
Emgh! What has my nephew dono ¥

No reply.

“Now,” suid the colonol, “T have
learned from Wella that some inexplie-
abla trickery has been going on. he
bedelothes Ii'mvn been removed from
Hurree Singl's room. Do you know
an(;;thmg of this, Harry "

My hat! No!" said Harry blankly,

“¥ou did not remove them 7™

“0Of ecourse not I )

“You, Hurree Singh, are not so {oolish
aa to play a silly trick on the servants in
this way "

“Certainfully not 1"

“Very well! A trick has been
played! Did you find the bedclathes
I:'I:Ii:i‘ﬂiﬂ"" when you went to bed last
m%"ll'nt. Hurreo Singh?”

‘harton started, and stared at the
nabob.

“Who on ecarth could have plaved
such & trick 7 ho cxeolaimaod. "In_E,
you ass, if anybody pulled your leg like
that, surely you weren’'t fool enough to
think that it was I1"

The nebob compressed his lips, and

tho other.

did not answer,
“We aro getting te the truth, I
think 1 said the celonel sharply.

“Hurree Singh, answer me at onece.
Did you, or did you not, find your bed-
clothes missing when you went to bed
lpst nizht?”

“¥es, sahib ™

*Then how did vou spend tho night "

“In the excellent armchair by the
fire.” _

“And why” demanded the colones,
“did your not make the matter known
ot once !
~Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was silent,

“Was it because you believed that my
nephew had pleyed that silly trick on
vou, and you believed that it was
meant to signify that he did not desire
vou fo remain as his guest 7

“Inky, you ass——"

“Let Hurree Bingh speak!" rapped
the colonel. But the nabob did net
speak: Colonel Wharton went on: “A
handkerchief -!mh]:;[gmg to you has been
found lying in Hurree Smgh's room,
Harry. Did you drop it thore?”

Wharton s hand went to his pocket.

“No; my hanky's here,” he said,
“ Beatdes, I haven’t been in the room.”

“You are zure of that”

1 ﬂi‘ oOunrse IH

“Did you see my nephew’s handker-
chief there, Hurree Singh, and did it
lead you to believe that he had played
that miserable and foolish trick ?°

5o that's it ! said Wharton., " You

might have had a littla more sense,

Inky! Why couldn’t you cuine along
t2 my room and speak oot ?®
The nabob’s lip curled
. “You have scted thoughtlessly and
incoustderately, Hurree BSingh,” said
Colonel Wharton. “Pride i all very
well, but there = such & thi as
¢ormmon sense.  Someone  has qgl:;een
Tue Maicuer Lmrary.—No, 1,349.

guiltr of rascally trickery. I have no
oubt that I can lay my finger on the
Derson mnqernedf’

Hurreo Singh gave a start.

“Wells informed me yesterday of a
foolish practical joke played by the h::iy
Thomas!” eaid the colonel. *“It
appears that ha gave nephew a
falzo alarm, and hmugh?{im running
down to the telephone in the belief that
there had been an accident.”

“ﬂl?m'aﬁ 1" exclaimed YWharton. *“0Of
COUTES 13t YOUIE SWaapre——"'

“Thomas!” repeated the nabob
Llankly. I did not think—"

“You ought to have thought!™
rapped Wharton, “You might have
remem that he'd played a silly
trick before.”

Hurreo Einﬁh‘u face sob mgoin.

“Your handkerchief was there,” he
said coldly, “If it wae Thomas, he
could not have dropped your hand-
korchief.”

“That, of course, was a part of the
trickery,” said Colonel Wharton, *I
take my nephew's word on that subject,
Hurree SBingh, and expect you to do the
same, ‘'The handkerchief was placed
there by tI_:}u trickster, to give a false
1M pression.

urres Singh was silent.

Colonel Wharton touched the bell,
and Wolls appeared at the door.

“S8end Thomas here”
colonel.

“Very good, sir!®

Thomas appeared in a fow moments,

said the

His chubby a.cla had & rather alarmed
lqu-:,I and he blinked from one face to
another.

“Thomas ! rapped Colonel Wharton.
“Yesterday you played a foolish prac-
tical joke on my nephew.”

“Oh, sir! I never did 2

"Bilence ! T should have passed over
that incident, but now you have re-
peated your foolish and disrespectful
conduct, and caused a misunderstanding
between friends. You will leave this
house to-morrow! You are discharged,
Thomas !™

“Oh, sir!” gasped Thomas.

S Wou will tell Wells where you have
hidden the bedclothes—" ,

“1 ain’t touched them, giv! I don't
know nothing——"

“Hilence ! roared the colonel, ~If
you heve purloined these articles, and

removed them from the houso, you will
be sever&lry dealt with. I warn you to
inform Wells at once where you have

concealed them! Gol”

“Oh, sir! But——" pasped Thomas,
overwhelmed with dismay.

“Go ! roared the colonel

And Thomas, in a state of utter be-
wildorment, went.

“Now, my boys,” said the .colonel,
raore calmly, *the mattor is cleared up.
It was a misunderstanding. Let there
be no more.”

He dismissed the juniors with a
gesture, end they left the library
together.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Strained Relations !

éc ASTER HARRY—*

M “You young rascal!™

“Oh, ar!

“Don’t speak to me, you
voung sweep! You ouglit to be jolly
well ashamed of Fnurseﬁ‘. B snid W]hur-
ton indignantly.

Wharton and Hurree Singh had gone
out on the irosty terrace after leaving
tha colonel. To Wharton’s mind the
mysterions matter was now cleared up.
Thera scomed no doubt about that,
But he was fesling considerably sore
about it. Hurreo Jamset Ram Ringh

THE MAGNET

hardly knew what to (hink. Keen and
astute ms e was, the nabob was quite
perplexed. The hapless Thomas enmeo
creopmg  out, looking hke o fellow
whose world liad fallen to pieces. Tho
two juniors were worried and troubled,
but their feelings were nothing to poor
Thomas',

*I nover did it, sir!” said Thomaos,
almost tearfully, “As if I'd play such
a game on & friend of yours, sir!
Won't you speak a word for mo to the
master, sirf"

“You're not denying it1” exclaimed

Wharton angrily.
_ “Course I am, sir, when T never did
it!  ¥You don't believe that I did it,
Master Hurree Bingh, sir?” Thomos
appealed to the nabob.

urree Jamset Ram Singh shook his
duslr}v head, .

“Tho beliovefulness is not terrifie, my
esteemed Thomas,” he answered.

You 'ear what vour friend says,
Master Harry,” urged Thomas. *“*Ho
knows I wouldn’t do it, and him always
kind to & feller. Xf you speak a word
to the master——"

“Oh, ring off !” snapped Wharton.
“You'd bebter go and tell Wells what
you've done with the things, you young
gweepr! Cut!”

Thomas ¢ave him s beseeching look,
but he “cut” without saying anything
more.

Wharton faced the nabob with a
glitter in his eyes.

“Now let's have this out, Hurres
%jn‘gh," he said, between his teeth.

here mag ba some excuse for you
thinking I'd played that rotten trick,
finding my hanky there. Bul you've

heard me tell my uncle that I knew
nothing of it. Can you take my word,
or not "

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked at
him in silence for a long moment,
Trom the a geamn{:a of things, it
looked as if Wharton hed played that
trick on hinm, as & hint thot he was no
lp;?-e-r wanted at the Lodge, apd had
li about 1t afterwards to avoid
trouble with his uncle. But that was
not in the least in accord with what he
knew of Wharton’s character. It was
searcely possible to suppose that Harry
Wharton had lied like a follow of Billy
Bunter's stamp, Yet he was convinced
that the hepless Thomas was innocent,
He spoke at last.

“I om boundfilly mn?elled to accepl
your word, my esteemed Wharton,” he
sa1d slowly.

_“Then what did you mean by telling
Thomsas you believed him ™

“I believe him completefully.”

“You believe me, and believa him,
too ! snapped Wharton. “That means
that you belicve that there's a third
party in it”

“That iz the lookfulness of it.”

“Who, then? ‘Who do wyou fancy
enaffied your bedelothes last night?
Old Wells?” asked Wharton, with
angry sarcasm. “Or one of the
maitda "

“That 1s scarcely possible. Dut—"

“ Well, who then?”

The nabob shock his head.

“The Lknowiulness 18 not great,” ha
answored.

“My uncle, perhaps?” There was
eomething very like o sneer in Whar-
ton’s tono. “Do you think the colonel
has tuken to playing schoolboy japes on
a gucst?”

urres Bingh smiled faintly.

“You know that that young idiot,
Thomas, played a potty practical joke
on ug both yesterday,” sald Wharton
regentfully,. “He gave me a rotten
scare, and snaffled the eake while wa
were gone down to the phone. Isn't ik
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Billy Bunter struck match after maich, to ge
the most comfortable way of taking supper.

was & steady sound
us :ilenr as daylight that he's done this,
too?"”
“It looks lke it,” sadmitted the
nabieh; “bu A

“But what?” . N
“But I think he was speeking with
terrifio truthfulness. 'Whe putfulpess of
your idiotic hanky in my room was not
a practical joke. It was &n act of pre-
osterous rascality, The esteemed
homas is a fool, perhaps, but I do not
thinkfully eonsider him a rascal.”

“Well, T should never have thought
s0,” smid Harry slowly. “He always
seemed a deeent kid enough, and 1
thought ho rathor liked me. I slways
rather liked him. But the facts speak
for themsolves.”

] thinkfully opine that we have not
yot escertained the ridiculous facts,
There iz a thirdful party in the absurd
matter.”

“Well, who then?”

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh could only
shake his head. Perhaps, at the back
of his mind, he wes mnot wholly oon-
vinced of his chum’s innocence. There
was & silence,

‘“Oh, let it drop, then!” said Harry,
at last. “If you're sestisfied now that
I haven't acted like & pig, &5 you

Al
“TE'T have wrongfully doubted you,
my esteemed Wharton, the apologise is

torrific.”

«“Tf1* exclaimed Wharton., *Then
you're not satisfied yot1”

*Yes,” said the nabob, though with
an #lmost visible effort. “The satis-
f¢  on is total, I cannob think that
you would tell lies, I am terrifioally
satisfied on thet point.”

“Thanks for that much ! said Whar-
ton mur]gp *“That’s something, I sup-

ose.” He tried to make his tone more
friandlg. *Coming out "
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“Tt is terrifically cold ! murmured
tha nabob.

“The lake's frozen.,
sliates™ :
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh paused.
“I you will excusefully forgive me,
I will proceed to my room and write a
letter,” he said. I have long delayed
a communication with my old esteemed
tutor, the moonshee Mook Mookeriee st

hanipur.™ . )

“Just as sou like,” said Wharton
curtly.

He went for his sketes, and went out
to the frozen lake by himself. It was a
bright, clear, frosty morning, and the
Ite WaSs hard and good; but the cap-
tain of the Greyiriars Remove did not
enjoy the skating very much.

urreo Singh went to his room,

It was true that he had a letler o
write to Mook Mackerjee, the wise old
moonshes of Bhanipur, who taught him
the wonderful English he spoke. And
lie wrote it in the weird Indian.char-
acters which Groylfriars fellows, when
they saw them, compared to crawling
gpiders end ants, ;

But when he hao finished that letter
he did not join his chum

He remained in hs room, thinking.

It was not ecasy for a bitter and un-
pleasant impression t  Dbe removed
from his mind He belisved, or tried
hard to believe, that hia chum had not
offended, and that he was as welcome
as ever at Wharton's home, But he

Let's got our

wished that he wa anywhere else.
Yet, in the circumstances, he could
£ leave It was a disagreeable

position all round; but it seemed that
thare was nothin~ tn be done.

The chums of thh Remove did not
meet again till lunch Then they tried
to be as friendly and cordial as of old
—but nor with much suceess. Mirs
Amy, fortunately. noticed nothing; buk

t his bearing, as it were, He could not venture to turn on the light, It was not
But the fat Owl cared little for that as he got busy.
of munehing, varied by an oceasional grunt |

For & good hali-hour there

her brother did, and his brows knitted
grimly mora than onge.

The chums of Greyfriars, for the
present, were not enjoying life—but, if
they had only know~> it, still less was
the unknown caust of the trouble find-
ing life enjoyable! Billy Bunter was
having an awiu! morning |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
 The Ariful Dodger !

o E lor' 1" said Billy Bunter, for
O about the hundredth Hme.

Bunter had slept till about
ten o'clock in the morning.

That was so much to the good.
But when he awoke he awoke hungry !
Not a erumb remained of the pro-
vender he had baggec the previcus day.
In the peculiar circurnstances, the fat
Owl of Greyfriars would have done
wisely to put himself on rations! Dut
Bunter seldom eoted wisely—and he

had not even thought of that}

Ho had slept quite soundly and com-
fortably. Had snyone gome up the
attic stair, certainly the fat junior’s
hefty snore would have been heard.
Luckily for Bunter, no ona did.

“Oh lor'1” repeate« Bunter.

He wondered p little what Hurrca
Jamset Ram SBingh had done, and what
had happened, and whether thers had
been a row  But he did not think much
about it The fect that he was hungry
occupied hiws thoughts, to the exclusion

f lesser matters
: Ha rather regretted now that he had
turned in and slep' so soundly. In the
da.r'i-méaas of ﬂ&f night he might have
hunte ravendor.

But ‘IE war too late to think of that
now.

Tee Msoxer Lisrany.~—No. 1,38,
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What was hccgﬂmg to dof

He bad landed hieself at Wharton
Lodge. Apf»ar:mly he would be able
to remain thers unsuspected .

DBut no fellow could live without

food—lcast of all Billy Buntorl The
guestion of  the commissariat was
urgent 1

IIe 1utended of course, gooner ar

later, to meke his presence known—
anxious as he was for & burrow, he was
not keen on spending Christmas-tide
hidden in an attip--even if iliere was o
sapply of grubl

ut he had to make sure first that
the rovelation would not be followed
by the impact of a boot on his tight
trousers, and sudden departure nto s
cold, unfeeling world !

How was he to make sure of that?

It was rather a problem.

If he could cateh that beast, Wharton,
in a good tomper—ar  if the Dbeast,
being in a pood temper, could prevail
on the other DLeast, his unecle, to get
good-temapered, too—

It seemed doubtful!

Btill, there was no hurry to put it to
the test—if he could only obtain sup-
plies to tide him over for a time.

That was the urgent pressing
matter ! There was the rub! He pot
up hungry! Ho grew hungrier every
monent ! There was no breakfast!
The bare idea of missing lunch also
was exerpciating

Mo silently unlocked the door, ta
link ont of hiz hidden quarters.
Eithor of the juniora might have left
chocolates, or something ot the kind, n
his roam.

Again. and again Bunter blinked out.
but was frightened back by the sound
of a footstep or 8 voice There wore
servants about. Once he heard the
voices of the maids; and once a snatch
of conversation came to him, in voices
that he recoguised as those of Wells and

homas.
iy, Br Wells, sir!”

“I never did
Thomas was sayin

“Don't you teﬂg- untruths, Thomas!
You're discharged., and vyou deserve
it 1" smid Wells sevarcly.

Ther were in the passage helow the
attic stair, and every word came cleavly
to Dunter, with hiz door ajar, and his
fat ears pricked up to listen.

“But I never dul, sir—'*

“You pay attention to me, Thomas 1
said Wells, "'Tell! me at once what
vou've dons with the bedelothes from
Master Hurree Singh's room.”

“T ain’t touchoed them, Mr. Wells.”

“What are you giving all this trouble
for, Thomas? I ecan’t believe wvou're
thinking of stealing bedclothes. WWhat
have you done wit" them 1

“1 tell vou. sir—"

“The colonel may charge vou with
theft, if vou don't return them,” said
Walls. "Think of that: Thomas ™

“1 never did—"*

“I've looked in your reom! IHave
you taken them oot of the house, or
what ¥

:Iﬂhain’t nevep—=* |

. EO aWay, Y0 FOUNg Tasca
enid Wells.

Billy Buntar

f"

inned over that little

talk, He realised that Thomas had
beenn found guilly of the raid on
Hurrece Jamsat Ram Singh's bed-

clothes !

Bunter was gorry for Thomas! He
Elmte pitied him Bull, it was all to
w_good, he considercd; for this sus.
picion of Thomas made it improbabls
that anyone would suspect that there
was an _cxtranecus person  in the
houwso.  Later on. of c<ourse, Bunter
Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,348,
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would ¢lear Thomas of that unjust sus-
picion. For the present it was all
right |

ater in the moming Bunter blinked
out again and listened., All was quiet
now. No doubt Hurree Singh's bed
had been provided with n new outfit,
The servanta had finished there. The
coast was likely to be clear, unless he
ran into one of the juniors.

Bunter was go hungry by this time
that he felt that he had to risk it
Elaqll:lem hio had heard the gpong down.
stairs that announced lunch—though
not for Bunler! He thought of boldly
presenting himself at lunch, and trust-
ing to his chock to save him, But the
thought of the old colonel's grim,
kn’:trtod brows dounted him, Iie dared
i
tI:In crept  silently down the attic
stair.

Nabody was about!

With beating heart, the fat junior
crept into Wharten's “den”™ A fire
was burning there, and he warmed him-
self before it for & few minutes. But
he had no time to waste. If anyene
came wvpstairs to that guarter of the
house, his retreat to his hiding-place
was cut off. He dared not linger.

“0Oh, good!” tg,- ed Bunter, as he

otted o box of chocolates lying on

harton'’s table.

It was one of Aunt Amy's many gifts
to her doar nephew. Wharton, who
was not keon on sweetmests, had not
opened it yet. Bunter saved him that
trouble. apidly e opened the box
and stuffed chocolates into his hungry
mouth.

_ There was only a pound of chocolates
in the box., Bunte: disposed of them
very swiftly. He was about to replace
the lid en the cardboard box, when it
occurred to  him  that, if Wharton
moved 1t, he wonld fee! by the lightness
that it had been empticd

That was easily remedied. Bunter
filled the box with wood-ashes from the
grats, and then replaced the lid.

The box now weighed as much as
before. No discovery would be made
till it was opened. .

Bunter could not guard against that!
Still, as the beast hadn’t opencd it yet,

robably he wouldn ¢ be opening it in a

urry |

The fat Owl prﬂc{sedm*"m root about
the room for mere provonder. Dut
thers was no more to be found.

Ho passed inte Wharton's bed-room ;
but that apartment was also drawn
blank! Hes opened the door on the
corvidor, blinked out and listened, and
then c¢rept along to Hurree Singh's
room. wWith the juniors at lunch, he
felt fairly eafe in rooting about their
guarters.

Nothing of an eatable nature was dis-
govered In the mabob’s room. Bunter
grunted with disgust.

Whenever Bunter was 8 guest any-
where, thera was alwavs something to
eat in his room; he tock care of that!
But other fellows did not seem to think
of such considerations, important as
they were,

“0Oh lor’ 1" said Bunter.

A pound of chocolates had, at least,
taken tho keen edge off his appetite.
Thera might be a chance later of
another raid, »f Wharton tea’d in his
den again. as he had done the day
before. All that the fat Owl could do
now was to ¢reap back to his burrow,
gnd, as there was nothing more to eat,
take it out in sleep. Fortooately, he
could alwaxys sleep !

He was sbout to creep out of Hurree
Singh's room when thera was a foot-
&éiep outside.

Bunter jumped.

There was no escaps ! .

e gave s wild blink round. If it was
the nabob coming to his room he was
fairly caught.

“Oh crikey!” gasped DBunter.

He leaped to tho bed and plunged
under it] Hardly a moment later the
door opened, and Hurreo Jamset Ram
Singh came in,

Bunter had a view of his fect as he
erossed over to the fire and threw a log
oo it,

Then the nabob sat down, taking o
set of pocket-chess, and apparently
working out a game from memory.

Bunter palpitated vnder the bed,

Ten minutes later there camo s tap at
the door, and it opened.

1 ing outt” asked i1lie voice of
Hurry Wharton.

_ *I am terrificadly interested in work-
ing out an sbsurd problem,” answered
tho nabaoh,

“Very well!"” gaid Harry quietly;
and the door clozed ogain. :

Terrifically interested as he was in
the problem, the nabob laid down the
chess, rose to his feet, and poaced rest-
lessly to and fro.

. Bunter, under the bed, had s con-
tinuous view of his feet, passing and
repassing.

Obviously, even to the obtuse Owl,
there were strained relations; the c:hum?
of Greyfriars were not on their ok
familiay Iﬂutmgp Bunter's trickery had
had its results! Serve them jolly well
right, the beasts, was Bunter's un-
uttered comment! It was some safis-
faction to know that, uncomfortable ms
he was, he had caused discomiort.

To his fre&t relief, Hurrce Jomset
Ham Singh went out of the room ab
last. Probably now that Wharton was
%mm he was going out on hiz own!

reatly relieved to be rid of him,
Bunter crawled out from under the bed.
Era long he was safe back in his athic,
rolled in blankets, and finding comfort
in slumber,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Night!l

IDNIGHT'! .
M Billy Bunter was wide
awake !
Probably it woaa the first

tima on record that the fat Owl of the
Remove had remained awake at mid-
night's witching hour. .

ut ha had slept & good deal during
the day; and he was too hungry to
sleep now.

Bunter was not only hungry! He
was famished! He was ravenous! Ie
had a keen understanding of the feelings
of shipwrecked crews in open boats at
son !

Bleep was imposeible! :

Again and again, Bunter listened with
gae door of the sttic ajar, till all sounds

ad died away.

At any risk he had to get hold of
something to cat! Even if his presence
was discovered, and was booted oput
into the winter night, he could stand it
no longer! Food was tha one thing
needful !

But he waited till he heard midnight
etrike from the clock in the hall down-
stairs! By that time he felt fairly sure
all would be safe!

He knew his way about the house!
Even as an invited guest on other and
happier oecasions, Bunter had d:sp]ﬁyﬂd
a keen interest ip the larder! More
th_arn.crncn he had paid it a surreptitions
visit !

True, his depredations were ocertain
to be discovered in the morping. He
had to take the rizk! They might think

(Continued on poge 22.)
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that it was Thomas - again—poor
Thomas! They mighs think that it was
the cat! Whatever they thought Bunter
hed to eat ]

He erept out of the ottic at lash

All wes dark !

The last door Lad closed; tho lnst
Jight had been extinguished. Bunter
was frec to roam tho house as ho liked,
Ho realised that he had to be carciull

If there was an elurm he might be
taken for & burglar! He was going to
be very careful indeed!

The old stair creaked under Bunter's
weight as he crept from the attic. In
the daytime it was hardly -noticeable,
but at midmght it soemed eerily loud.

On tiptoe the fat junior reached the
passage and crept away towards the
Btairs. . _

Everyone had long been in bed. DBilly
Bunter felt a thrill of uneasiness as lo
novigated the silent staircase, Mid-
night silence and solitude and gloom
did not agree with his nervous system.

Still, there was really nothing to be
afraid of. Silence snd darknesz could
not hurt anybody.

Ha crept across the shadowy hall to
the scrvice staircase, and crept down.

Two minutes more and he was at the
larder. )

It was locked ; but the key was in the
door.

Bunter struck a match.

Then he got busy,

Every now and then he struck a match
to get his bearings, as it werc, o
could not venture to turn on a light

It was not the most comfortable way
of taking supper! DBut the fat Owl
cared little for that! There was plenty
—and that was the chief thing! A col
clicken was absolutely delicious to the
hungry Owl! A cold pie was o dream
of geli ht! Other foodstuffs followed

hour there was a steady sound of
munching, wvaried by an occasionsl
unt !

Then Bunter sighed!

Thera was still more to eat—but he

could oat no more!

Bunter was not a fellow, as a rule,
to think of the future! Generally he
left it to take care of itsclf!
this occasion, mindful of his hungry
hours in the attic, the Owl of Greyfriars
exercised foresight, He might not have
gnother chance like this! Seratching
raatches to light him on his pilfering
way, Bunter proceeded to stack his
pockets with plunder.

All sorts and conditions of eatables
were crammed into his ets till they
would held no more. But that did not
satisfy Bunter! There was & basket at
hand, and he crammed that, toc! Only
too well he knew how soon he might
bo hungry againl

Taking the basket in his hand he
erept away to the service staircemzo and
ascended to the hall above.

It was getiing towards one o'clock
now: and now that Billy Bunter was
as full as he could hold, he felt that
ho would be able to sleep.

His motions were rather slow as he
cerossed the hall to the stairs. He had
rather a lot to carry!

The darkness was deep, but ha knew
the way well enough. With the well-
laden basket in one hand and the other
stretched before him to grope the Owl
of the Bemove orept onward.

Suddenly he gave a gurgle of horror.

His outstretched baud had touched
somothing in the dearkness—something
that moved!

Something alive! )

“Qooocogh ¥ gurgled Bunter in utier
terror.

He heard a startled ga.;g. and had a

the fow] and the pie! For o good half- #

But on §

glimpse of oyes in the darkness that
glarod! ¥e had run into somebody—
obviously not an occupant of the house,
creoping about in tho dark as Bunter
himaelf was doing !
nd prazped at lim. i ]
Bunter dodged back, gquaking with

fear.
“Ow!” he gasped. “Oh!
help

Ow! TIelp?!  Oh,
Help! Help! Helpt”

In his terror the fat Owl forgot that
he had to keep his presence in the house
s sccret,  He forgot cverything but his
awful terror of that unseen form that
was grasping at him. His frightened
yell r{img through the House from end
to ond.

A muttered oath came to his fat ears,
and he fclt the dim ﬂgluye grasping at
him, A hand gripped his fat shoulder.

Without aven thinking—he was too
torrified to think—Bunter swung up the
basket of “grub® and smote.

Crash |

The burglar, undoubtedly ho was a
burglar, certainly had not expected
that! He could not have expected to
find anybody up in the dark, at ono in

Who—
Burglars |
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the morning | Least of all could he
have expected the persom who was up
to be carrying o heavy basket in his
handl Proba ]{’ the whole affnir was
a puzzle to the burglarl

'E"he basket crashed fair

into his
face, sending him spinning backwards,
There was o torcdific crash as he landed
on his back on the oak floor. The back
of his head bunged on the herd oak with
stunning effect. Foodstuffs of all sorts
flew right and left from the basket, and
tha dhaslmt itzelf flew from Bunter's
hand.

There was o sound of a door opening
in  the distenco scancwhere. A
deep voice boomed: . .

“What 15 that? Who 13 calling?
What—-"" _

The sound of Colonel Wharton's voice
recalled Bunter to himself. He realised
that it was a burglar whom he bhad
foored with the basket. He knew, too,
that whoever it was he was eprawling
on the floor, out of reach. He remem-
bered that he bad to make his own
esoape. ] _

Coloncl Wharton's deep voice had, in
fact, slmost ns terrifying an effcct on
Bunter as the burglar.

Bunter bolted.

Heedless of the basket he had dropped
and the scattercd provender, Bunter few
up the stairs. Ia that l:h:ﬂ'lmg moment

befora Wharton
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Bunter forgol oven fogd—which was 8
proof how wildly excited ho was | .

Ho reached wide old oak landing
and darted into tho passage that led to
Harry Wharton's quarters,

Hardly had he bounded into the pas.
sage, when the lght flashed on in
pnother passage and on the landing and
in the hall, Colonel Whorton, alarmed
by the sudden outery in the middle of
the, night, was coming {to investigate,
flashing on tho elcotric lights os he
came. = o
_But Bunter had disappeared—just in
trme | ‘ 5

He raced nlong the corrider on which
the juniors’ rooms opened. Ho could
hear both Wharton and Hurrec Singh
moving in their rooms, and sce the light
Fleammg under their doors; the outcry
1ad alarmed them also, ond they wore
turning out. 3

Bunter did the passago to tho attic
stalr at about sixty m.]p.il. Discovery
threatened—and never had the fat Owl
oxerted himself so tremendously.

Wharton's door wosg opening as tho fat
juni?r reached the sttic stair and bolted
up it.

Again he was just in time to escape
ashed the light on in
tho corridor. o .

Breathless, panting, palpitating, Billy
Bunter reached tho attic, dived in, and
shut the door after lum.

He turned the kev in the lock.

Then he sank down in & goasping,
spluttering heap on the bedelothos and
gurgled. .

“Oooper! Oh lor"! Oh crikey!
Ooooooozh I

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Captured !

£ URGLAES
i B Colonel Wharton rapped out

the word.

From & switch on the high
landiog ho flashed on the light in the
hall below, and, staring over the caken
Lalustrade, he beheld a startling and re-
markable =sight. ) _

A man in shabby attire, with e dirty
hamdkerchief tied over the lower part of
his face by way of a masl, was sitting
up dizzily on the floor of the hall.

& WAaS gasping sgla_usmudzmﬂ_y and rub-
bing the back of his head, ihich bad
Lit the old cak with a terrific bang.

He was surrounded by a strange as-
gortment of goods—some dropped by
Bunter and some by himsclf as ho fell.
A silver candlestick, a hronze elock, and
soveral other such articlos lny amid two
or three loaves, packets of butter and
ham and cold meass, several cakes, and
other edibles.
ment | ]

Colonel Wharton, in slippera and
dressing-gown, stared down at him. He
had grabbed up his old Army revolver
when he rushed out of his room. With
that weapon in his d he dashed
down the stairz to the hall

The burglar, for the moment, was too
deeply absorbed in getting his wind and
i‘uhgiug his damaged head to heed him.

But os the old military gentloman

It wos quite an assort-

jumped from the stairs the rascal
serambled to his feet.
“Qtand where you arc!”™ roared

Colonel Wharton, ralsing the re:m!var.
«Qtand still, you scoundrel, or T'll pull

trigger 1"

The revolver was not Lkept loaded.
The old colonel, always a stickler for The
exact truth, did not say that he would
fire. He could soarcely have done so
with an unloaded revolve:. But he could

pull trigger if he liked.
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of ** grub,’”* and smote,

"l’I;I;xmmﬂ i:’ gasped the wan in the
grubby mask,

Still rubbing his demaged head hd
blinked at the colonel. who advanced on
him with long strides, the revolver up.

“Stand | Stop!" roared the colonel.

The mon in the grubby mask turned
and bounded away Thero was a doubla
gtaircase in tho hall of Wharton Lodge.
As the colonel came from one stalr the
midnight marauder bounded for the
other.

Had the revolver been loaded the old
soldier might have dropped him with a
butlet in his leg; as it was he rushed
sfter him in hot pursait.

The shabby man fairly tiew. Colonel
Wharton was an aotive man for his
vears, but he had no chance in a race
with the thicf. The latter would eor-
tainly have won the race, but just then
two fgures in pyjamas appeared ahead
of him.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ruom Singh arrived on the landing to-
gether just as the man in the shabby
sttire reached 1t.

* Back up, Inky " shouted Wharton.

“The back-upfulness is terrific!’ ex-
¢laimed the nabob.

They jumped at the man together.

They got him on the edpe of the land-
ing. With a startled howl, ha went over,
l:ﬂling on the stairs, and the two
juniors, elutching him, rolled with him.
All three went rolling down, and Colenel
Wharton Jumped back just in time to

gvoid being swept away by the
avalanche.

“Oh, my hat! Got him!" panted
Wharton. **Hold on 1™

*(Oh, mv estcemed hat 1™

“Hold bim 1" roared the colonel.

Excited voices were heard on all sides
now., wells, the butler, appeared,
Robert appeared, Thomas appearcd, In

ped Bunter, quaking with Eﬁﬂr.

T
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various stages of deshabille. In the dis-
tance maids were shricking. The whele
house was alarmed.

Three rolling, struggling figures de-
tached themselves in a heap from the
stairense and rolled in the hall. As they
bumped there, Hurree Singh lost his
hold on the shabby jacket. The burglar
wreached himself away from Wharion
and leaped to his feet.

Theo colonel grabbed at him and barely
miseed s tho desperate man dodged. He
flew across the hall.

Crash |

Wells was in the way. _

He stayed in the way only a split
second. He went rolling, with a breath-
less gasp, and tho burglar jumpad over
him and sprinted on. e would have
rushed down a passago ithe next moment,
but Thomas, with great presence of
mind, grabbed up s chair and hurled it
at his legs.

The missile caught the burglar across
the knees, and he made a sudden nose-
dive.

Bump o

“Urrrggh 1" spluttered the midnight
marauder.

“Well done!” boomed the colonel.
“Good boy!” His prasp was on the
sprawling man the next moment.

“(rikey " gurgled the burglar.

He struggled. But the muzzle of tho
revolver was pressed to his ear. The
colanel’s left hand gripped his collar.

“Surrender, you scoundrel 1™ boomed
the colonel.

“Take that thing away, gir 1" gasped
the wretched man. *“8'pose it was to
go arf! Crikey! It's a fair copl”

He surrendered.

“Got him !"' panted Ilarry Wharton.
% Who is it—what? A jolly old burglar,
of course—"'

“ An esteemed and execrablo burgler I
gasped the Nabob of Bhanipur,

'|-'-||-|||.|,-."_

““Help ! Burglars | ™ Without even thinking, Buntar swung up the basket
Bif I The basket crashed Iairly in the burglar’s face, sending him spinning backwards.

“ Collar him

Many hands collared the man in tha
shabby attire. Thomas grasped one
arm, HRobert grasped the other; Wells,
gasping for breath, took hold of his
collar. Then the colonel released him,
The grubby handkerchicf had been torn
away in the struggle and the man's face
was revealed—a stubbly face, muoch in
want of a gheye, and still more seriously
in want of o wash,

Evidently he was no professional
eracksman in a good way of business;
he looked more hike a sneak-thicf. Pro-
bably he had been on tramp, when—at
an unlucky tine for lhimeelf—he had de-
cided to pive Wharton Lodge his atten-
tion., Certainly he was very shabby, and
there was no  sign of  professional
burglarious implements about him.

“It's o fair cop, guv'nor!” said the
man in fthe shabby attire. *’Lre,
ands off, darkey I'’ he added, as Hurree
Jamset Rom Em]ﬁ;h ndded hiz grasp.
“They got me all right I

“The mike-surefulness is the proper
caper, my esteermed and dishonest
friend,”’ said the nabgb,

The man blinked at him, It sccmoed
that he had heard that remarkable flow
of English before.

“Oh, you!” he cjaculated. *You'ro
the bloke what grabbed me in the park
tha othoer hevening—wot? I 'eard yom
a-talking and nearly give myscli away
larfing I

The nabob jumped, .

“ Wha-a-at 7" he exclaimed blankly.
Y orp—""

“¥Youl” yelled Wharton.

“ What is thiz 1" exclaimed the colonel.

“Hava , you secn ithis rascal before,
Harry? . o
“1'va not seen, him, unele,” apswered

Wharton. * But—but tho other evening
—the day before vesterday—we wero

Toe MicHer LisRARY.~—No. 1,343,
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coming back thrsuglu the park after
dark, and Inky—' .
_ “Xt was this ecteeracd raseal 1 ran into
in the ridieulous dark, and he pinch-
fully knocked mo over!'” esclaimed the
nabob.  “At the moment 1 supposed
it was the estecmed Wharton japing
Q=

“And, T fhoub_ghi that Inky had run

into a branch ' snid Harry. “And it
was this rotter—watching the placo, I
suppose, befors ha tzi his hand af

breaking 1o

“J wns shovefully knocked over—"

“Wot was a bloke to do?” demanded
the man in the shabby attire. * You
run into & bloke and grabbed ‘iml
*Conrso 1 Pa.whed you hover! And there
I was, be'ind a tree, whilo you was a-
Jarin i

“You ridiculous rascal—"

“Bo you've beon watching the place,
Fon scoundrel ?? growled the colonel.

“Couple o' days and nights, sip!”
answered the midnight mereuder. * And
this 'ero night I got a winder open,
which I thought wes luck—though it
ain't turned out lucky.”

“Wells, take him down to the ecllar,
and lock him in till morning,” said
Colonel Wharton, .

* Certainly, sir [ said Waells,

“Don't be 'ard on a bloke, gnv'nor!
1 ain't no burglar ! said the man in the
shablby attire. “I jest nipped in for
a few trifles| Bless your 'eart, sir, I
couldn't hopen your =safn, not if 1
knowed where it waz! I picks up a
candiestick and a clock, and a few other
trifles, sir. You'd 'ardly 'ave misse
thiem, and I wouldn't "ave got morn'n a
couple of quids for ein from & popshop,
sip—-

“% ke liim away ™ _

With Wells' hand on his collar, and
Thomas and Robert heldivg his arms,
the midpight meraucder was talken away
to a collar, and locked in for the
remainder of the night,

Then the eolonel hurried away to re-
asstire Wliss Amy, and the junlors went
back to their roome.  After which, Wells
and his aseistants gathored up the scat-
tered plunder in the hall—all of which,
naturndly, they attributed to the man in
the shabby attire, never dreaming
that there had beon another midnight
marauder an the scene. e i

That unknown marsuder, safe in his
bidden attie, wos listening, with a pal-
pitating fat heart, till all was eilent
again, Then he rolled himself in
biankets and went to sleep.

———

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another Mystery ]
us EHTRAGRDIH& RY,

sir !¥ said
Vells.
Thoy were st breskinst at
Wharton Lodge. Colonel
Wharton had & grim expression on his
face. After breakfnst he was going to
telephone for & constgble from Wim-
ford to take charge of the midnight
marauder, locked overnight in the
cellar.

Miss Amy Wharton, whoe had been
vers much fluttered and flustered by the
slarm in the night, had now recovered
ler usual gentle equanimity; and was,
indeed, considering  whether  the
wreteched man in the esllar might not
be allowed to frec, considering that
it was Christmas-tide; snd that, to
judge by hiz apparont exploits, ho had

cen fearfully hunpgry when he got into
the house!

Wharton and [Hurree Jamset Eam
Singh were both locking very thought-
ful. The mysterious incident in the park
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had been explained now., The nabol
knew that it was not his chum who had
knocked him over im the dark, and
Wharton knew that the nabob had nos
hu?pa:l into a branch and imagined the
FOS

Both  were foeling rather com-
punctious. And both were wondering
whather the man in the cellar might not
have tomething to do with the cther
queer happenings in the housa. On his
own coniession, ho had been hanging
about the place for two days and nights.

The same idea was in Wells' portly
mind After an apologetio cough Wells
got 1t out. .

“Extraordinary, sir!” he repoated,
over the coffee-urn. “ A silver candle-
stick, a clock, some golf clubs, several
books, sir—picked up in various rooms
that woro not occupied! But tho
fﬂﬂll 132

“The food I repeated tho colonel,

“The state of the larder, sir, is really
exbraordinary ' saudl Wells.,  “f Almost
everything catable was token away! A
basket and s considerable %ua.ntlt of
foodstuffs was found in the hall, where
tho man had dropped them. But a still
!a.rger quantity of catables is missing,

and 3£ is elear that he must have stood
in the larder eating them! A wver
unusual appetite, sir—vory unusus
indead [**

e AR A RO ANRCRURO RO S

HERE'S A HANDSOME
CHRISTMAS PRESENT

for L. Yeomans, of 6], Parsloes

Avenue, Dagenham, Essex, who

submitted the following Grey-
friars himerick

Whiat having a drink once old
Pup‘pnr
Was hit in thes eve with the
stopper.
L wili never again,''
He yallad out in paln, L
“Drink out o a bottle—"Eain't §
proparl™

Send in vour limerick, chum, and
win a HANDSOME LEATHER
POCKET WALLET.

T T T T TR N T U P T T

“He must have been very hungry Y
said Miss Wharton.

“Undoubtedly, madam,” said Wells,
“Very hungry, madam—very hungry
indeed ! Amazingly so! Crumbs and
fragments were scattered all over the
place. Chicken bones, and—"

“Who gave the alarm ¥ asked Harry.

“That 15 very extraordinary, airl”
said Wells. “It appears that someono
shouted for help, and awakened the
master. But none of the servants seems
to have been up. 1 have questioned
them all, but no one states that he gave
the alarm.”

“Somecone shouted!” pgrunted the
colonal. " Otherwise I should not have
been awalkened.”

F T R S R R R R AL R R R

“Certainly, sir! It iz very odd that
whoover did so does not mdmit it, as
it certainly prevented a robbery!
Unless, indecd, the man may have run
into something  in the dark, and
shouted, =ir, involuntarily, himself,

thinking that he was seized——"

“YVery improbable!™ grunted tho
colonecl, "1 suppoze one of the servants
was up late, and does not eare to admit
the fact!™

Wells coughed ] If some festive foot-
man had been out late without leave,
and had let himself in quietly and run
into the burglar, it accounted for the
circumstances. DPBut Wells was indis-
posed to admat the possibility of such

things In his well-ordered household.
He passed lightly over that topic.

“With regard te Thomas, sir——"" ha
murmured,

“Thomas! What about Thomas? The
bor acted very well lost night—-mdﬁad.
his action caused the raseal’s capture,”
said the colonel, *DBut that is no oxcuse
for the miserable trick he played on my
neﬁrhuw and his guest—-"

It has oceurred fo me, sir,” ssid
Wells, with his deferential cough, ™ that
possibly Thomes was, as he stated
innocent, in view of what has oCCUTTe
since, sir ! The bedelothes from Master
Hurees Ell‘%!:’ﬂ rocm have not been
found, and Thomas still denies knowing
anythung about them,”

_ “0h, my hat " exclaimed Harry, *Ias
it possible—="

“Tho possibility is terrifie I

“What !” exclaimed Colanel Wharton.
“You think, Wells—"

“Well, sir, the man admits having
hung about the houso for the last two
or three days and nights. Mo may have
found o door or window open—possibly
Master Iarry’s window on tho baleony,
sir! Certamly it is very odd that he
should steal bedelothes, but, in view of
the very strango assortinent of plunder
taken last night, =uch as loaves of
bread, siv, and butter, and a ham—"

“(Good gad I said the colonel.

“The csteemed Wells has hit the
vightful nail on its ridiculous head !
excloimed Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh,
“I was surefully positive that the
absurd Thomas wns innocent.”

“That's 1£7? said Iarry, with a ned,
“Wells has spotted 1t! Poor old
Thomas 1™

“Good gad!” repeated the colonel,
“What yvou suggest i3 certainly possible,
Wells! The boy scems to have played
oud {foolish trick—buat he may nat have
played the other! At all cvents, we
shall extract the truth from the man
now in the cellar! I will make him tell
mo the facts, by Jove !

Breakfast over, Colonel Wharton
descended to the eccllavs, followed by
Wells and the twe Iiunim-s, All wero
anxious to lear what the midnight
marauder had to say on the subject of
the mysterions bhappenings that haod
caused 86 much trouble,

Wells unlocked the cellar door.

He throw 1t open.

Colonel Wharton stared in—at blank
space |

“Wells 1” he rapped.
man T

“Oh!* gasped Wells. ]

The man in the shablby attire was
gonel ;

There was o barred window to the
cellar. Or rether, there had been! Now
the bars wero l}'ingrﬂrl. the floor! Tho
window was open! It looked on 3 snowy
8 at the back of tho house. Evidently
the man in the shabby attire had not
waited for the morning |

Ho had vanished!

“GFone ! murmured Wharton.

“ Dear me ™ said Wells.

Snort from the colonel!

“We may catch him yet!” he growled.
“1 shall certainly, in the circumstances,
give Thomas the benefit of the doubt;
and you may tell him, Wells, that he
i3 not to be discharged ¥

“Very pood, sicl”

“ But that scoundrel must be caught if
posstble. He may not yet be out of the
grounds. I am very enxions to hear
the truth from him Y

Colonel Wharton strode awey, leaving
Wells blinking tnle tha empty collar.
Wharton and Hurreo Singh followed
tho old gentleman. They also were keen
to get hold of the man in_ the shabby
attire, and hoar what he had to

(Continued on page 28.)

“Where i3 the



HORE GRIPPING CHAPTERS OF OUR POPULAR ADVEKTURE STORY.

WHEN the GREAT APES CAME!

The Fall of Gibraltar !
OB\TIDUELY this was Stein’s in-

struction.  But whera was

Stein? His big plane was not

among the flcet. Billy began
to tap out a mmaﬁe He had bean
testing Ling. The French station _had
not signelled, ned the message Billy
tapped out would be received by every
station within a thousand npules. It
was a short messago the young pilot
sent out—a hurried warning to Gibreltar
to defend itself against foes from the
Bir,

Having sent it, BiH];: breathed freely.
Morceco loomed up, then Tangier. Gib-
raltar rose mighty and sullen across the
straits,. The usual of white cloud
bung above the pesk of the Rock.

Ling roised his gun, holding it close
to Billy'a body.

“Keep low,” he ordered, “and pass
over that ship ahead I .

He pointed towsrde a British battle-
ship that was lying beyond the point
of the Rock.

Billy locked back, then down swiltly.
In those jerky motions he saw the situa-
tion at once, Big Ling was fumbling
with the irigger apparatus that con-
trolled the bombs slung below the plane,
Cloza behind came the other %ﬂ.nus,
driven by the giants, trailing the barges
of apes, while down below, the anti-
airoraft guns of the wearship were baing
clevated.

A sudden turn of the controls mada
the plane rock as the bomb fell, Simul-
taneously, the warship’s guns belched
shrapnel which fell in showers bevond
the plane, the explosion of the s:galls

itching the craft hither and thither.

ut the bomb, as Billy intended, missed
its cbjective. The only damage it did
was bo raise a spout of water ahead
of the battleship.

A bellow of triumph from Ling rang
out sz he ordered the [lalmm to circle
the Rack, Round Billy piloted the

By
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mighty machine, and scon he saw ths
reason for Ling's exultation,

The machine following them had
dropped & bomb on the battleship's
deng. The guns wers silenced for a
while, and by the time they begon
firing again planea containing the
8 ?lad were out of sight in the low-lying

auds.

Btill, at Ling's dictation, Billy circled
tho erest of the pile. The second time
round, whila the ship’s guns were belch-
ing shrapnel, he saw the daring of the
attack.

The barge: had keen unloaded on the
vory crest. Down the oliffs epes were
swarming, while the giants in chargo
of the other machines were dropping
bombs inte the town and on the ship-
ping. Explosion after explosion rent
the air. ‘

Meanwhile, Ling kept Billy's machine
high above the havoe, while he himself
cranad his enormous head out of the
plans and noted the attack. One
machine went down in flames, another
struck the face of the clif and was
dashed to pieces on the rocks below.

Then other planes camo from inland
—planes that were new to Billy, but all
fitled with apes. which were dropped

* when the planes passed over tho Rock.

They cama down in their harness,
with the helium bladders at their necks
octing as parachutes, They landed

everywhere, taking advantage of every
crack, every jutting cliff, and howling
like mad things.

Tha streets of the town were a3 mass
of flames and smoke now, and the fort

ung, captured by the apes, wers fiting

all gfter shell in the direction of the
warship, The vessel was forced to draw
away, although its guns still fired again
and again.

Al through this pandemonium Billy
kept his head, sending out messages
as fost as his fingers could tap them.
He warpned London of a possible

HOW THE STORY STARTED,

GERRY LAMBERT and BILLY MURCHIE, two young
atrmen, ard fying over the African jungle, when they are
¥ an army of apes reared fto crusk civilisation
by a renegade called Stein. By the orders of Big Ling, a
giant ape-man, the two piota are impriscned—togethcr
with a white girl named Lola—in an underground cave.
_ eseapes, dut Dilly and Lola are taken abowrd Big
Ling's flying armada, which Poye waste o Belgion ouipost
and eaptures guna and ammunition sn plenty, Billy is then
forced fo pilot a plane and lead an ¢
Europe. On nearing Algiers

the French are signalling and
we're Delgian {roops on air mancuvres,” says the ape-man.

_an expedition to strike ot
Billy informa Big Ling that
aske for orders. " Tell them

{¥ow read on.)

attack by Zeppelin, Ha remembered
=tein’s boasts of the raid he had fore-
casted, of the plans, so far as he koew
them, of thesa ape-men headed by Stein,
But Em messages wera fr. entary, for
he fearcd that Ling m:ggt grasp tha
situniion.
, As he cased off sending out theso warn-
io i:" %ilng‘:h\r::c? mairﬁg out an n:ifd&r.l
ollow tha Bne t 13 signsalling
Fn&l;:aw 1t ] Etjflj‘.l}l is there%:" s

Unce mors toe gun was throst towar
DBilly.  He saw the plane indicated,
travelling rapidly northward, a special
flag fluttering from its tail.

Ling kept muitering in jubilation.

“Weo have taken Gibraltar! We have
captured the Rock! Now for Londont
Now for Spain, France, Germany—
LEurope I'’

Over the plains of Andalusia the two
planes soaved, then inte the mountain
region of Spain beyond. They were soon
far bevond sight of Gibraltar, thread-
ing their way among the peaks.

The plane with the flag dro ?eui &k

laat behind s high mountain and landed
on & gentle slope, Down came Billy's in
its wake. He sat exhausted at the con-
;,I:G]H, staring at the strange sight before
1im.
_ Bten had stepped from his plane, but
it was not Stein that Billy stared at, nor
BEE Ling who crewled out and sent up
a howl of triumph What riveted the
eyes of the boy was the fact that here,
in the mids! of Bpain, gorillas were
everywhere—on the slopes, on the rocks
—cerowded like sheep. Thousands of
them were there, jabbering and fighting
among themsclves like monkeys in &
200,

It eeemed as if all the apes in the
world had gathered there, and among
them stalked giants like Ling, every
one holding in his hand a whip of hide,
Animals were training animals.

As Billy's eves travelled over that
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scene ho bocame aware of another object
that fairly made him gasp with astonish-
ment. In = deep valley to the loft he
saw the emorwious bulk of a Zeppelin,
aznchored and steady, with passenper cars
nmnin¥ the entire length of the enve-
lope. Ho was still staring ot this when
Stein, who had been tallung with Ling,
camo over slowly

“Ling tells me,” said Steim, looking
up at Lilly from the ground, *that you
behaved well That 18 good,. Will yon
please wso the instrument in front of
vou to send out a message to the
warld ¥

Watching Billy's movements, he began
to dictate:

“The stolen Zeppelin, which was
removed from the hangar lately in un-
explnined circumstances, has been sighted
heading southwards. Tt was captured
bw the foroes of Big Ling, the ape-man,
whe challenges all nations to fight for
the werld, is armies have just taken
Gibraltar from the English atter laying
wasts the communication lines of
MNorthern Africa. Other wvictories will
he hroadesst shortly., Big Ling is now
in Buropo and declares himeell king of
the world.”

Stein watched Billy's every movement
earciully to see that the message was
sent out correctly :

‘And now, Murchie™ he said, "we
intend to strike swiftly, Wea will rest
here and then strike at London before
dawn 'The Zeppelin ia ready.”

“1 cannot take part in that!” cried
Billy quickly. “Kill me if you lika.
will not do #!"

“Pon't excits urself,” returnad
Stein, misinterpreting the words and
tone.  “You are needing a rest, like
the others, and we have ‘l_'J enty of forces
for this expedition, which ia but a
slirmish to divert attention. We have
hi_sleer work for you in store. Manbe
will be hero shortly to resume his guard
ovar you, to sea you do not get mio
trouble with the apes. Thei are apt
to be short-tempered, you know,” he
added, with a leer.

As he ke he raised hiz cves up-
ward. ‘fﬁg hum of a plane sounded
faint and droming, like that of a bee.
The machine was but n speck u;nung
the clouds high sbove them as it winge
its way over the mountaina. But Billy’'s
heart thumped in his_breast as he
watched and listened. He could have
sworn that he knew that enging's hum,
that the plane already passing bhevond
the peaks of the hills was the Golden
Clipper !

A Daring Deed}

ILLY was not wrong, either. Tt
B was indeed the Golden Clipper
that was passing overhead, and
at the controls was his pal,
ﬂarrﬁ . i
If Billy had had an anxious time, so,
too, had Gerry. Still, although he had
been rendered unconscious by his fall
from the tree, he had not been
trampled uwnderfoot in the iunﬂle. a3
Stein and Ling had imagined. He had
escaped the hoofs of the numberless
beastz by a lucky accident. The reeds
into which he had fallen were on
marshy ground, snd wero bordered by
the prickly hedge that all jungle
animals avoid.

Ha clambered to hia feet, and stag-
gered dizzily for some time, trying to
collect hiz thoughts, and gradually the
past came back to him. Darkness was
falling, and his one hope was to find the
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Golden Clipper, and follow Billy"s
advice,

Ilo located the plane at last, after
cauttonsly walking in widening circles.
He saw Stein, too, in the cockpit of the
Lelgian fighting plane, just taking off.

Cerry waited until Stein got awsy
befora he approached the Clipper.

Dy this tima nifht had fallen.

Reahsmri he could do nothing in the
darkness, he crept into the cockpit to
ioke a much-needod rost.

It wns long after dawn when ha
awoke. Vacating the cockpit, he
cautiously entered the subterranmean
cavern, 1n search of food. All was
qutet in the wvast underground cave,
save for the hissing of the geyzer and
the movement of the pool. As he
walked round the edge of the lake he
noticed that another figure had been
ndded to the resin-conted statucs, It

was the fipure of Captain Bergenl

Gerry turned away from the ghastly,
vellow, transparent tomb, sickened at
the sight, but more than ever resolved
to do his part to defeat the perpetrators
of such terrible outrapes.

He found plenty of bananes and othor
food in tho cave's stores, and, partaking
of a substantizl meal, went back to the
Clipper,

There was not much petrol in the
tank, and it took Gerry most part of
the day to repair the domage to the
struts and undercarriage. Then he had

ta break away the obstructions to allow
for a i'ﬂ.]-_EE-Cl‘ . If ever he worked hLard
in his lifa it was then. Numberless

hindrances garose and had to be con-
quered : but Gerry conquered the task,
end, after much manceuvring, he was
eble to take off with safety.

Theve was no sign of anything un-
nstal taking place below him as ho
sped northward. Uis intention was to
call at & DBelgian station for fuel. He
knew every station on the route and
headed for the Congo.

When he sighted the station he saw
the ruin to which it had been reduced.
A tortured, dving soldier, breathing s
Iast, whispered the news of the a o5’
attack as I(:“nerrur knelt beside him. The
petrol store had been fired, but & quan-
tity kept underground had escape
destruction, snd Gerry was able to
obtain & load. .

Had the Clipper not been ftted with
a rtohot pilot worked by gyroscopes,
which enabled him to snatch sleep now
and then, the task before the young
pilot would have been beyond humon
endurance. Gerry few fairly low, haop-
ing to catch a sign of tho gorilla fleet,
bart all he zaw was the trail of massacre
and pillage in their wake.  Outpost
after outpost had been destroyed. Rail
ways had been torn up. Lines of com-
munication, thriving villages and towna
had been laid waste. A hurricane of
death and disaster had swept the valleys
and the plains, leaving only smoking
ruins and blackened soil,

The first sign of the despoilers came
into view when Gibraltar was sighted.
The booming of guns could be heard,
and at some distance from the Rock
a warshi was stationed, sending
shells at the migﬁmy pile. As he Hew
high above the Reck, Gerry obzerved
the situation.

Ships had been sunk in the harbour,
and the town was a mass of ruins, while
on the bare surface of the cliffs Cerry
saw porillas scrambling into caves and
crevices. It seemed as if thousands of
thern were there, and the guns of the
warship wers trained on these forms,
sending <hell after shell towards them.

THE MAGNET

Cerry flow northward, over Spain,
and then headed for the *Bny and Eng-
land. He eaw Cornwall looming up,
bnt he did not step, London! Heston!
Croydon! _'I'he evening was drawing
ia now., His petrol gave out when he
was within sight of Aldershot. He
came down in & field not far from &
military camp, and lay back in his seat,
exhausted and worn out, unable for the
moment to climb to the ground.

But his arrival had been seen. A ecar
came rushing along the road, and out of
it Jjumped two men in military vniform.
They hurried over to the Clipper, and
Gerry saw that they belonged to the
Intelligenee branch of tho Berviee.

“We have been watching for you,”
said one, *'This iz the Golden Chipper,
and vou—""

“Ylow could you have been watching
fnrd ma ?‘ Fve just flown from Africa,
ang—="

“We know. Wa have bepn raceiving
some  unusual messapes from  young
Billy Murchie. Rather cryptic stufl.
Fragments of warnings of soma sort,
but we can't place his position exactly,
One message came from  Gibraltar,
another from Spain or France—you
know, of course, what has been happen-
ing? There's trouble with ‘some
animals at Gibraltar—"

“Trouble !” cried Gerry. “There i3
war | EEE: Ling has opened war on the
world—"

“We want you to tell ns_about it
A.Mc:qutg are very scrappy. It is most
astonishing, Gorillas have broken wild
over Africa, we hoar—*

When Gerry told his story the aspect
assumed a much more serious phasa
than his hearers had been inclined to
imagine, They took Gerry up to their
mess and gave him foed, then a higher
officer camea in and listened to his story.
Whon Gorry finizhed, the officer nodded
gravely, and then took a slip of paper
from his pocket and laid it on the table.

“This 15 the latest message from your
pel,” he said quietly. “The War Office
was inclined to take it as a joke, but
after what you have said—if you are
not suffering from some sort of hysteria,
g—

Every eye was on the elip of paper.
On it were typed, in telegraphis form,
the words:

“5tolen Zep attacking London to-
nizht. Giant apes in command,—
Breey Moncuie”

“Your friend Murchie,” said the
officer, “mentioned your name in somse
of his messages, saying you would ex-
plain  things. Uniortunately, our
bnttlﬁpl?.nﬂﬂ are all on mancouvres just
now——"

“ Listen 1"

There was a sound of approaching air-
craft and Gerry leaped [rom his cheair
and rushed to the door, throwing it
open. [Elis eyes searched the sky., The
moon  was rising, and there in the
distance, high above and approaching
fast, was a great moving body.

“The Zeppelinl” he cried. *Look!"

The huge craft could be seen against
tha heavens, and it was travelling fast
towayds London!

“There isn’t a fighting plane in the
camp !” cried one of the officers, a youn
fellow whom Gerry rather liked. It
will be over London before we can do
anything [” _

“The Golden Clipper!” ered Gerry.
“(xive me petrol! Some bombs I*?

But thers were no live bombs
available. Several agomising minutes
passed while mechanies filled the Golden
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Clipper's tank. Gerry was alecady in
the cockpit, and into the companion seat
climbed the young officer.

“* [Tuskin is my name,” he informed
Gerry, as ho setiled down, * Licutenant
Huskin, Tho old man gave ine per-
mission to go. Contact i

The Zeppelin was far ahead when they
roso, lost in the night haze, the moon
having been abecurcd by clouds.

They Bew in the direction of London,
Lights twinkled beneath them—Ciuild-
ford, Woking, Weybridge, Walton. The
Thames was a silver thread in the
gloom. Hampton Court, Surbifon,
Kingston. The Golden Clipper tore on.

“ There it is!™ cried Iluskin, pointing
shead exeitedly,

Against the lights of London the
mighty bulk of the Zep showed up.
Huskin handed a revolver to Gerry
gritnly. The young pilet took it, but
shook his heaci' deprecatingly.

Over Putney the chase continued.
They were now less than five hundred
yards behind the Zep, which was slow-
mg down. Knightsbridge was barcly a
thousand feet below.

Gerr swung the Clipper over
suddenly, and Huskin shifted uncasily.

“What's up? he cried. “What are
you doing?" )

Instead of answering, Gerry pointed
towards the Zeppelin, which was making

for EunI{ip hain Pﬂfant-. It swung to
tha left slightly, and Gerry grasped the
intention of the invaders in a eudden

flash. Buckingham Palace! At that
very moment the King was holding
Court. The palace was a glare of lights,

“What ave you going to do?"’ roared
Huskin, as Gerry swung the Clipper
higher.

* Hold tig__hr.!” came the answer.
“Hold tight I

Up zaomed the Clipper above the Zep,
and as they tore past the big gasbay
Gerry and Huskin could see that the
crew in her saloons were composed of
apes, and towering above the apes stood
Eig lLing, his giant form outlined

arply, _

The huge ape-man saw the Clipper,
and raised. his hand in swift signal. A

un eracked and bullets flew through
tha Clipper’s wings. ]

Up and up went the plane, soaring
high above the Zeppelin, then suddenly
it turned and nose- ived.

In a dizzy dive it met the huge en-
velope, and Huskin and Gerry were
thrown from the %:arm as it hit the
envelope and tore a huge bole in its side.
A terrific explosion followed, as ‘beth
pilots landed on the Zep and slid down
its smooth sides. They would have
fallen to death, but for their clutching
hands that caught at the steel struts that
bore the weight of the saloons.

The dirigible lurched drunkenly, fell
away to one side, and then drnp%id.

The yells of the apes broke out. Many
of them clambered from thoe cars, and
Huskin, holding on with ons hand.
lifted his revolver and took pot shots
at them mps they appeared.

Meanwhile, Gerry had escaped death
by inches. The Clipper disapfmared into
the night; but a moment later there
was an explozion from below and flames
shot up towards the Zep.

It seemed as if the airship refused to
fall. She hung, drooping in the air,
for the gas not all eseaped. Then,
from one of the cars camo the giant
form cof Big Ling, revelver in hand.

He saw Gerry, and hiz face wemt
terrible in fury. Raiging his gun, he
Bred at the young pilet. The bullet
caught Gerry in the shoulder, and he
would have fallen, not Huskin
gripped him and hauled him back just
in_time.

The two pilots looked down to what

scoaned cortain death. They were over

Hyde Dark, They saw the Haming
Clipper and the {forms of running
people,  And still the Zep drooped and

drooped. She was going down by the
stern.

IHer end ecame swiftly, A tongue of
flame frem the burning plano caught the
sagging end and leaped high,  Shect
after ehect of flamoes shot up.

Gerry yelled to Huskin exeitediy.

“Jump! Down the vope!”

They seized a trailing rope, ono of
tha anchoring chains that had broken
loose, and slid down, but when they
reached the end of the ropo they were
still twenty feet from the ground.

a7

They dropped together and wers Aung
across tho grass by an explosion that
thundered in their cars. Ona of the
bombs striking the ground had exploded.
And that explosion was the ond of tho
airship. Ne bonfire had ever let up
Mydo Park as that ono did, and in the
midst of it the apes who had remained
on board met their deaths.

{Ferry has eeriainly saved London
from destruetion, but Dig Ling's not
Beaten yel by any means, as ywou'll dis-
coger when you read next week's exeil-
iy chaplers of thiz fine thrillpacked
gfary.)

Strect, Lamdon, E.C.E.

» ERRE ia & query from Tom Walters,
ol Croydon. He wants e know

HOW BIG IS THE SAHARA
DESERT ?

It is caleulated to cover on erea of moro
than three and & hall million square miles.
But the Saharn is not onbively o desert,
for thero are large patches which are
covercd with vegetation. There are also
rivers, which suddenly come to a stand-
still and never got anywhers. Apart
from the shilting sand-duncs, thero are
alzo patches of stony or pebbly desert,
and granite hilla with voleanio cones,
The population of the Bahara is catimated
at two and a half millions. Inm some
Ei'a.cﬂ.'i the temperaturs at noon may bo as

igh as 112 degrees Fohrenhoeit, %ut at
night it dvops to several degrees of frost,
In fact, it is zaid that an entire caravan of
people wera once frozen to death in this
région |

Have you ever wondered

WHAT ARE “ HIGH' EXPLOSIVES?

Jack Carter, of Barnard Castle, asks me.
E:!:flﬂsivﬂs are roughly divided into ** low ™
and * high " classes. A low explosive
in exploded by the application of heat,

and burng more or less uniformly and
elowly., But it has a wider range of action.
A explogsive explodes under a

blow and creates a viclent disturbance in
# more or less limited area. Gunpowder,
for instenes, 8 a low esplosive, but
pierie meid and T.NJT. are high
explosives,

he same reader asks how gunpowder
is made. It isa mixinre of T4 to 75 tg
of saltpetre, 9 to 14 parts of sulphur, and
12 to 16 parts of charcoal, and, of course,
i# muech used in the manufacture of fire-
works.

OW for a word or two about owr
splendid free gifts which have
taken readers everywhers by
storm. There are 12 more

au coloured pietures for your album in
this iesue of the MaieweEr which brin
our total up to 60 pictures all told.
ut thera are plenty more of these hand.
some coloursd pictures to come wet,
chums, Next week's set reslly ia " the
piek of the bunch.” Don't spoil your
album through failing to order wyour
MagreT in good time. The wise reader
has already arranged with hisa newsagent

to reserve & copy regularly each week,
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS! &

Atwways glad to hear from you,
the jollowing address : The Editar, The * Magnel "' Library,
T'he dmalgarmated Press, Ltd., The Flectieay House, Farringdon

A stamped addressed envelope will
ensuyre a veplyf.

chums, 280 drop me a lino 1o

If yon have not yet done so, take my tip
and do it now |

E}' the way,
DTHER THINGS WORTH HAVING

are those magniﬂcani. Annuals which are
now on sale—" The Heliday Annual " and
* The Popular Book of Boys' Stories.” At
Sg. and 2s. 8d, regpeotively, they provide
the finest valuo of all boys' books.

You will revel in the gudgﬁt of ripping
school yams and thrilling adventura
storica of the * Holiday Annual.” Each
tale will hold you enthralled. Hers you
can mect all the jolly schoolboy characters
of Greyfriars, St. j“im‘m1I and Rookwood
Schools whose many pranks eannot fail to
enfertain. There sre Jote of other
mnteresting features, too, and four beautiful
colour plates,

Now for our companion Annual—"* Tha
Popular Book of Boys' Stories.” What a
wonderful budget of thrilling adventurs
stories, eh '—a book packed full of swift-
moving action that will hold you spell.
bound until the last page. Here you can
revel in big-thrill adventure yarns staged
on land, at sea, and in the air—in fact,
every phase of adventure is represented in
this nd all-fiction Annual which ia
splendidly illustrated.

Asl your newsagent to let you have a
peep alb these tip-top boolm, he'll be only
too pleased to oblige,

Meanwhile, here is next week’s splendid
programme :
“THE GHOST OF
LODGE 1”

By Frank Richards,

ig the title of the grand long vam of tha
chums of Greyfriars. You all know what
to expect when Frank Richards gets
gninlf. don't you ! 8o the titls ia suffciant
to tell you that you are in for o ratbling
fine warn that will hold your interest
to the very end,

There will be more thrills and exciting
situations in our grand adventure atory :
“When the Great Apes Came!™ and s
full-of-fun  isaue of the ever-popular
" Greyfriars Herald.” " Linesman " will
be solving roove Soccer problems, and to
complete a very fine programme thers
will anpther set of stunning ocoloured

WHARTON

}m}tuma to add to your album. You'll
eel like kiocking yourself il you miss this
bumper free gift issue I

Cheerio,
YOUR EDITOR.
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THE MYSTERY OF WHARTON LODCE!
(Continwed from page 24.)

say! The colonel hurried round to ihe
back of tho house with the two juniors
at his heels.

Hiurres Jamset Ham Singh touched
his cham on the arm,

*My esteemed Wharton——" he mur-
mured.

Wharton smiled. .

*“It was that bBlighter all the time,

Tnky 1" he said. 3
"ll: apm«arfulljr looks 0" agrecd the
nabols. “You will rememberfully

recollect that I suggestively rem_hr‘-‘:ed
that there must be a third party in tho
ridiculous afair ! That estoemed pincher
was the ridiculous third party. I cannos

sufficiently express my regret ulness——*

“Vou werp rather an ass!” said
Harry. .

“The ratherfulness was terrific and
prepostorons ! said the nabob i dis
tress. 1 distrustinlly doubted you, my
esteemed and absurd chum——>"

“ All sorene ! gaid Herry, * 'Wash it
ull ocut, cld chap! Let's e.'et. thaot blighter
and meke him own up !’

But it was not easy
“hlighter 1"

A fresh fall of snow had hidden hLis
footprints; and be had vanished withont
Ieaving a trace behind.

Colonel Wharton, after vainly scan-
ning tho snow round the brilding, gave
an angry snort. He came fto & stop,
with a frowning Dbrow, while the {wo
juniors went on hunting for traces,

From a !nqh attic window, r fat face,
with a pair of Iurgn} spectacles on the
podgy :ms::. blinked down at them.

111 Bunter blinked at the thieo
heads fur below, and glared through his
spoctacles with a plare that almost
cracked then.

to get the

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Outside the attic window was a ledge,
thickly carpeted with snow., ‘I'ho fat
Owl of the Remove would have Deen
glad to knead 2 snowball and drop it
on the heads below. He thought it over.
What the three were rooting about in
the snow for, Bunter did not know, ov
care. But Lo was wondering whether
that stuffy, old, wnspeakable beast, the
colongl, was in a good témper that
mmnmgl If ho looked good-fempered,
Bunter was inclined to risk showing
up, and-making his presence known.

So—resisting the desire to snowball
the trie below—Bunter blinked at tho
colonel, anxions to cateh o sight of his

faca, and judge by its expression
whether the beast was in s good temper
or not.

He sighted that face ab last, as the
rolonel ﬁtunfi lacking round hlm—ﬂmi
it: expression was far from encouraging.

Tho brows were knitted in an a.ngli,'
frown. and the eves glinted like stec
The burglar's escape had mado the
colonel angry and deeply annoyed, and
those feclings weve fully expruﬂﬂe:.l in
Iz stern old face!

Binter's faint lope died away at onece.
Evidently, from the colonel’s look, this
was not o propifions time for revealing
himself ! )

“ Beast ! murmured Buoter,

The colons] lit o cigar. He did not sce
ihe two juniors, who were stooping to
scan the snow for possible fdotmarks.

Bunter's eves gleamed.

He gathered up a double handful of
snow, and rapidly kneaded o snowball.
Bunter's aim was not penerally good;
but it was fairly easy for even fho fnt
{Owl to toss a snowball on & head below |
And it was preftty cortam that Colonel
Wharton would think that ono of tho
twoe juniors had done it, as there was
nobody else in sight!  Which would

sorve them right all round, for keepin
a nice fellow Jike Bunter a dl*m-ﬁ
prisoner in a dismal attic]

Whiz!

Crash |

Buntor popped back and elosed tho
window the moment he hod hurled the
snowball.

Colonel Wha.rtﬂn jumped as his hat
flew from his heacg Heo staggered,
shipped in the snow, and sat down.

“"Good gad!” he roared. “ What—"

Wharton and Hurree Singh turned
round te him at once, The ecolonel
scrambled to his feet and glared at

them.

“Which of you threw that snowbhall®
he roared.

“ Bnowhball 1V repeated Wharton
blankly. "I certsinly did not |

“ Ceortainfully I d;d not, osteemed

!"

sahib 1" gasped Hurreo Singh.

Colonel Wharton glared at them. Ile
stared round—no ono was in sight! Ile
Incked up his hat, jammed it on his

ad, snorted, and strode away. The

two juniors stared after him, and then
at one another. .

“Who the deuwce——" exclaimed
Wharton.

“Who the csteomoed dickonse——'"

It was really mysterious! Wharton

dge seemed to haunted by
mysteries that Christmastide!  And the
mysteries were not yet at an end=-and
wero not likely to he, g0 long as Wharton
Lodge still sheltered hidden Bunior !

THE EXI.

(XYou look out for the zerond graml
frn in thiz vew series, entitied: "THE
CHEST OF WHARTON LODGE!™
whick will appear i wert weekls
bumper tssue of the Macxrr,  Fou'll
find moare handsome colowred pictures Ty
!!Ms: tague, tog, chumel)
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i EVERY MAN HAS A DOUBLE

If mine will kindly look me up, I
shall be delighted to present him with
a Christmas Box consisting of One
Bag of Oof—on condition that he does
my entertaining stuff while I have a
snooze '—"' LANGUID
*“ GREYFRIARS
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SURPLUS TUCK

Sufficient quantity to feed 100
starving men urgently required by
Christmas Day. :

Bunter has threatened to have his
Christmas dinner with us |
ﬁ”" Donations to the FAMOUS FIVE,

c/o *“ GREYFRIARS HERALD.”
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Masked Mummers
Impress Temple

“Remove Nowlere in
Comparison!”

In 1he theatrien! line it 1akes o ot to
nupiess Ceeil Ieginald Tewple. Temple, as
vou may or may not know, iy producer and
slage manager ior tho U}:pur Fourth Dramatic
Hoviety, so hia crilical faculties are on o
vather high 11‘1!z‘|.1'|.ﬂ'+ If & stame show meels
with Temple's approval, it's as good as hall-
warked ond stawped in every link,

Neturally, Bemove standards in theatrical

production fall very short of the mark whero
Temple is concerncd. Al through the last
term Temple Lins been going to groat pains
to demonstrate to Greyiviard at Iarge that
fhe Hemove ove hopeless duds at  acting,
The notion that Wibley 13 in any way a born
theatrical genius poctienlacly gets Templo's
"oat,
" Temple's views, of conrse, have not found
ungualified acceptance in ithe Remove—in
faet geveral members of the Dramatic Soeiety
hove gone so far as to say : ¥ If you know a
betier sct of actors of our weight and age,
trot "ems ont ! Yo which pointed remairl
Lemple has hitherta mardo no response.

But now, yo budding Thespians of the
Temove, vou'll have lo prepare for o shock.
Fornething has como along to impress Temple
ot lost !

On the day afler ho arrived homeo for tho
hols, T'emple hnd o visit from n masked Dbond
of strolling 1]3133'»:3. And  thoese masked
murnners could nct,

“You Benove kids tallke ahoub acling ! "
eaid Templo scornfvlly 1o our ropresentative,
aiter the show had ended and the mummers
wero being vegaled with supper in the kitchen,
* Why, these mashked players could aet you
ofl your feet—anul there's not one of them
over fitteen weovs of aze, judging by their
build [

“As to your much-vaunted Wibley, 1
don't mind telling you he couldn’t hold a
candie to the leader of this troupe! This
kid, whoover he was, was simply marvellous——
an actor to the finger-tips! My hatl You
should just have seom lim § ¥

May we cenfide a lillle seeret to you,
Temple, old beon 1

The masked mummers who acted in your
house were all
Dramptic Socicty,

And the leader waz Willinm Wibdey !

We're having this copy of the * Hewald ¥
delivered to you speciaily, accompanied by a
smail bettle of smclling-sails, which wo teust
will enable you te romain conseious after
the shook !

Merry Chiristrans, old sport !

e I = rmam - ‘s o— S e E—— S — | IR o .

DIDN'T MINCE HIS WORDS!

Hazeldene's pater bought a prize turkey,
which waz accudentaily swallowed up by a
mincing machine and came out as saveloys,

lezel says he pevor * sausage ™ a sad sight
in all his lfe !

You'd imagine that that * do
aor di " look that comes into
Coker's face ohout a hundred
times a doy would fade out
round about Chyistmas-time,
wouldn't you

Well, it docsn’ }

When Coker sudden)y deeided
to dress up as Santa Claus and
distribute gifts to the deserving
poor in the villoge hall, doter-
mination waa writ in block
eapitals all over his plysiors.
nomy. A steely expression was
in Iis oyea and Iz jaw pro-
truded et least -ai-ingh
more than usual |

To Potter and Gresne ho
aaid : " 1I'l jolly well see that
everybody in the viliage has a
real gpond Christmazl

He said it in the same tones
a8 ho might have said Il
jolly well =eo that everybody
in ihe villags geta o punch on
tho nose this Chyistmes ™

When Color does a thing he
does 1t in style. He ordered
enough tuck to supply o reci-
ment of troops for a month
and arranged for the big stores
from which he obtained it {o

send it to his home,

Not content with that, ho
hiredd & Sants Claus coslume
and white whiskera and—nat
without diiliculty—a sleigh and
a pair of dashing horsea

0 say that there was o
sensation when Colier turned
out would be to make a serious

members of the Remove

gallop
village hall,

way !

articlea.

great che

mnderstaiement.
straipht out of the clouds in &
chariot dvawn by a brace of
oxeitement
couldn't have been wuch move
intense |

Santa Claus
down the willage sticet at a
and drew up outside the

pheasanta,

Unhap&l{,

{urioua
alight difficulty in
i lime, the result being that
the horsea charged throvgh the
front entrance and jammed the
catire outht in the main door-
Tho villagers, raiher to
Coker's eurprise, woren't o bLit
pleased aboub it.

When the

It

Tha wvilla

uddinga,

Smuthy ana Skiuner oad a wager Willlam Wibley®

Az to who was the Iatter—
Bonter or his sigler.
Cliffl House chool.

was & ftie—there iz

cbhocea between them )

The

are ¥
Bessie, of Hi
R B ctedly
Ion CAIm& anexpe
E hahin&uii E

popular
& burlesgue of
B He ;

g im nations
in Jﬁn Remova,

tha

Colker

the gallop was go
he experienced a
I‘E.Wll'lg l.‘.l.r.l

horses and

loolked

I5

0 he'd flown

drove

the
eargo had been extricated from
the wreek, Coker got to work
on o gt distribution,
ngain, there was a skight hiteh.
By some stranze mweans the
stores bad sent Coker the wrong
tike real
tuek, but it was only imitation
tuck, intended apparently for
a wholesale practical joker or
some kind of a stope scono!

heamed with
ulness when they
were handed massivo-looking
hams and turkeys and plum
But you ehould
wve geen their faces whon thoy
found that the hams were made
of cardboard, and the turkeys
of canvas, and thot the plum

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

EDITED BY Hz?

uddings bounced suspicissiv
Fikﬂ Imibalts. ¥ Bl
It's marvellous 1o think
a cheerful conecourse, ex
happiness and pgratitude,
be changed in the space
faww minutes into a h
mob, thirsting for gove.
wouldn't have thought it f .-
sibla unless it had been d
gtrated to him. Rut it
demonstrated to him soue-
mistakably that he was wry
glad to be abls ta mmm
exit out of one of the wi 1
If you think that Coker
it up after that you've
wrong. Bohind the 0
whiakera he slill wore '8
eXPression was OVen Yo pn.
conguerably determined #inn
it had been before, -
What he did waa to hire gear
te run Lim into the town,
There he colled at the ;
obtained the parcel whh:?iTt
been intended for him,
also purchaszed a small supply of
scoond-hand police trunakhsme,
Havin tﬁvided the
choona ftween himself
tho heroie Potter and Gwfios,
he returned to thae village|hull
in triumph and kept back!the
aggrossive villagers, whils he
explained that he had jo'lyirell
made up his mind to give b
happy Christmas and give
& happy Christmas he would,
And afler that there wi ne
more trouble. The vilﬁm
beamed egain and Santa (s
Coker did his stuff accofirg
to programme, '
S0 far a8 we knew it's the
first timo on reecord ta
Claus has ever distrihuﬁ;%a
with one hand while ¢ -
ingly flourishing a police gm-

¢heon in thoe other. But Gior
alwaya is breaking vewids,
Anyway i '

A "“SOLELESS"™ TASH!

Stott asks if anyone haiyny
ald footwear 1o give awaw,

Buntor invited him to
Cowrt for Christmas and Rgt.
bhas worn out all his boota

i
i

m ]

o find 1t

.Iwith them,

BROKE DOWN
WHILE
BREAKING UP

Skinner’s Tearful
Farewell

It was quite a shock to us to find
Skinoer of the Remove quistly weeping
in & corner of the quad on breaking-
up day.

“Bkinper, old chap

ge-nt}g.

“*Dont—don't! " moaned Skinoer.

“Words only male it worgs [ ™
“ But what's wrong, old fellow T ®
slinner gulped.
“It's—it's the

" owwa  said,

thought of leaving

the dear old sclicol behind,” heo said s

huskily. ' The grey old pile of build-
ingg—the noble elms—the grossy play-
ing fields. It seems hard to break
doean’t it ¥ Latin, for
instance, I gan hardly bear the thought
that I shall do no more Latin for a
time 1"

“0Oh erumbs!” we exclaimed, in-
voluntarily.

“ And no more impots, either ! "' went
on Skinger, with o deep sigh., ' Life
will eoarcely seem worth the livin
without impots! No prefeeis to senm
ws up to bed at nine-thivty ! Can you
wonder that I weep ¥ ¢

“0Oh, my hat 1 *

“YWorst of all," groaned Skinner,
“ there’ll be no masters to cane us and
no Head to dust our pants with the
jolly old birech. Won't it be awlul 7"

* Look here, you s=illy azg—"

* Last, but not least, we shan't have
the chance of ];I:m-tr.':liing of doorsteps
and scrape in Hell for tea. Somechow or
other we'll have to put up with mince

and Christmas cale and pastries |

b, I ean't bear to think of it 1"

And Skinner burat into a fdood of
bittor tears.

Wa picked up a hondful of snow and
stuffed it down the collar of the weeping
Removite,

For a man 8o broken by emotion,

Skinner hit cut in a surprisingly effective
marmer |

=
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GREYFRIARS FACT

CHRISTMAS

DUFF

REPLACED REBUFF

Loder Welcomes Remove Waits

Bulsirode thought it weuld
ba o pgreat idea to serenade
Loder with a few Christmas
carala,

Dulatrode’a homo s near
Loder's, Brown ond Penfold
are staying with DBulstrode,
and Came and Whalker with
Loder. And Bulsirode and
Brown and Ienfold lLave o
few old scorcs to settlo wwith
Loder and Carne and Wallker,

“ It just serve kim right
to have to listen to ‘em.”
Bulstrode said, with guite un-
Christmas vengefulness, 1

play my cornet. 1 hnow
Lodor doesn’t like it.™

“ My hat! I should think
not, eithor 1 ™ grinnad Brown.

" You con bring wyour tin-
whislle, Pemiold ; that's

enough to give a blue fit to
anyong with & sanse of
musio |

* Here, what the thump | ¥
protested Peniold.

“ And Browny can sing,”
chuckled DBulstrade. G
that doesn’t apoil their Christ.
mag dinner for ‘em, nothing
will 1

“You ailly ass!™ was
Brown's indignant e¢omment.
But Prowny was willing to
agrea that m combination

with Bulstrode’s cornct ol
Ponfold’s Lin-whistla his voico
might sound reasonelly pain-
ful, so he fell in with the
wheezo.

Confidently  anticipating
that Loder ond Carne and
Wallcer would greet their
musical efforts with a salve
of such missilea as happened
to be in the immediate
vicinity, Bulstrode & Co. Look
with them & healthy supply
of npe tomatoes, over-vipo
eges, and paper baga filled
with soot, se that they might
effectively ond.

But a surprizge was in storo
for the Greyiriars waits.

There was Do question
whatover about their musical
efforts being painful. We are
posilively assured that aiter
tho first two bars Loder’'s cat
had a fit, and tho village fire
brizade furned out under tho
impression  that an  carlh-
quake had happened.

But Loder & Co., far from
dislikking it, showed every sign
of enthusiastic appreciation |

‘They appeared at the win-
dow before the llemove waits

had finished the first verso of
“ Good King Wenceslas,” and
the Reomove waite surrepti-
tiously held their missilus of
the “ ready.” DBut much to
Bulstrode & Co.'s surprise,
Loder & Co. didn't hurl abuse
and flowor-pota. They invited
the waits inte the houso
watead |

Bulstrode & Co. aceepled
the invitation principaily [or
tho reason that they wors
well.armed.

1t wouldn't have made the
abghtest differconce, anyway,
for they had no ooccasion to
uss their armoury.

Loder & Co. were perfect
hosta! Inatead of looking,
as they wsually do look, like
demon lings in o pantomime,
they wore soraphio smilea and
simply oozed peace ond pood.
will. They dished out gingcr
wine and Christmes pudding,
complimented the * kids " on
their musica' prowess, and
wished them a wery merny
Christmas before  bidding
them farewell.

Bulstrode and Penfold ond
Brown olmost tottered away
form Loder’s dwelling. ‘The
uncxpeetedness of their ox-
perience was almost paraly.
sing !

As  DBulstrode remarked
afterwards, Christmas is linble
to affect poople like that;
but who on carth would have
thought of Loder & Co.
becotning infected 1

"SNOOP'S FIRST SNOWBALL

ball &t sanother person.

that by barring

S WHILE YOU WAIT!

missing half the fun of the winter season.
listening, leamning, and inwardly digesting.

By the time noop arrived home for the vae he was
almost convinced that it woas neceasary for hie ealvation
that he should throw a snowbell ot somebody.

Snoop haa never been fond of snowballing.
It's not that he has any moral ohjeelion to hurling a snow.
It’s the prospeet of
snowball hack that deters Snoop !

Fecently Stott has beon patiently pointing out to Bnoop
the hilorious sport of snowballing, he i3

pettinge a

Sooop has been

On the first doy of the holiday, while cn a

——

i

just the

TukinE;
at the ¢
S0P

shopping exped

g Etu.rgat he could have wished for—an

elderly gentloman woaring a t

walking twent
Snog{p dive _

a fine double-handful and welded it together.

ecarcful oim, he buzzed the soowball

derly gent's nepper.

scored & bullseye frt |

tor the first time in his life expericnced tho
delicious ecstasy which comes from kunocking

2 shining topper

ition in the town, ho found

r, who was

yards ahead of bim,
into the snow. collected up

a bullseys firat tima--and

off its wearer's head. 1t was
rience and Saoop

wilh mirth.
mirth of shork

WhS

You see, the wearer of the topper turnod

& troly debghtful
Horace Coker called on Wingate Tozer proudl onuced Charry and Bolsover mejo had o Af compulsory fouter  practice i how!
ihe oiber day ic demand a 1 wt Frierdale walrun%i%:lr ‘free real sei-lo_when Bob caught Euntn:%k 95 zupba at gZoal ; amI:? ﬂrtugam]y his
in the ¥irst XI. Wingate saids He changed his Bolsover b alsg. Bolsover 5 of them went over the barand .. oo
B T e 10 s Tad g, Nk T By pis ofn sheth s sy Jp we pie, Cib o bt 0
0w Colee b — e
the doox ] bim with peashooter: } and, ting his fanit] muirﬂ:uwadthnhlalqtnmmiul out to be the Headl



