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MODERN BOY’'S ANNUAL

What oter ghrt? A theatro whero a whole day laate only seven E ‘,;
-

geconds; farme without carth; mobile alrports on tha Morth Pale
—thean, and a thousond other wooders of the warld, ara waltiog
for you in MODERN BOY'8 ANNUAL. ATt clea by oxperts,
cxelting storics, and masses of One illustrations make it tho gift Look

you can't afford Lo miss.

MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF PIRATES

The clash of cutlasses and crackie of muskcls Eoupd once again
acroes the sparkling waters of the Apanish Malut ¥op can miéct f'
all the pirate desperadoca  of  hlstory in Flying-Oflecy -
W, E. JOHNS marveilous new book—MODERXN BOYX'S BOOK _
OF PIRATES| 1t's packed -with thrilling storles and fuetrations [hat
will bald you spelibound. Make sure of a copy for Chrisimas.

GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY ANNUAL

Tho HOLIDAY ANYUAL iz the book to go far if you want
achoolhoy fup apd advemture at their best. In ihe pages of ‘u"
Tho HOLIDAY, boye, for the past 20 years, have becn meeting -
Sl Tilly Bunter, Harry Wharton & Co. of Grogiriars, Tama Merry &

) Ca, of 8t. Jim'e, and the other famous schoolboy favourites, Thiz yeat'n
\ 252.page Imsue f8 packed with good things—it's theille, laughs and
?ﬁrr-ntur{:uﬁll the woy! Colour plates, aud itimsirations gabeed—all
o fvg
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An ideal gift for yourself or a friend is one
of these grand “ Aonuals.” Remember, they
arc on zale at all Newsagzents and Booksellers,



GRANMND

ADVENTURE INTRODUCING HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF

YULETIDE YARN OF EXCITING SCHOOLBOY AND DETECTIVE

GREYFRIARS,

AND FERRERS LOCKE, THE CELEBRATED BAKER STREET DETECTIVE!

PUDDINGS FOR NOTHING :

i OU  fellows like Christmas
i pudding "
‘v we!” grinned Bob %

Cherry.
Billy Bunter, really, hardly needed
to ask tho question. Harry Wharton
& Co. of the Greyfriars Remove were

pot so fearfully keen on the sweet and -~

sticky things of life as Billy Bunter
was. Foodstuffs did not seem to them,
ag they did to Bunter, the beginning
and end of existence. B8till, it was an
undoubted fact that they liked
Christmas pudding.

With the end of the term drawing
near, and break-up close at hand, many
thoughts turned, naturally, to suc
things as turkeys, crackers, Christmas
puddings, and mince pies.

In point of fact. a slice from a
Christimas pudding would have been
quite o windfall to the Famous Five
about that time.

break. It was a

It was mornin

Leen, sharp, cold December morning.
Most fellows had come out after second
sckool, feeling that a snack at the tuck-
shop was ona of the neceseities of life.
A crowd of fellows had headed for Mrs

Mimble's little establishment in the

corner of the old quad. The Famous

Five hadn't.
There was financial stringency. Cash
15bma 3

was short; money was tigﬂhl; C
tips did not seem to be fHowing 1m yet.
o there was a food shortage—not due
to the war,

If some kind relation had sent Billy
Bunier a8 Christmas pudding, the
Famous Five wers prepared to help
him disposo of the same.

. O P B A S O P T P T i T e T T T

Bunter gazed, with palpitating heart, at the slowly moving,
Then he gave a gasp of utfer terror as a
strange metallic sound, like the c¢linking of iron keys, came to

twinkling light.

| ]

his fat ears ! s

“"You'd like somc?"” asked Bunter,
blinking inquiringly at the Co. through
his big spectacles.

“Sort of,” agreed Johnny Bull.

*“The likefulpess would be terrilic, my
csteemed fat Bunter " declared Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh

“Cough it up ! said Frank Nugent.

“Where is it!" asked Harry Wharton.

“Will you let a fellow spoak?”
howled Bunter. "I haven't got it yol.
I'm going to get it. I've omly got to

Court "

phone for it."

“Phone to Bunter askod
Bob Cherry, with deep sarcasm.

“Bhf No: to Chunkley's, in Court.
field.”

“What 1"

“You know their ripping Christmas
puddings 1" said Bunter, his eyes
gleaming behind his big, round spec
tacles. “They’re worth—well, they're
worth practically anything ' I mean to
say, a jolly goo{l Christmas pudding is
practically priceless Still, you can
get 'emn for a guinea.™

“And you've got & guinea ™

It seemed improbable as Bunter,
only that :::n:n:':'u,u'ﬁ..1 had been trying in
vain to borrow half-acrown up and
down the Bemorve.

“Well, no,” said Bunter.
to have one of those

“1 moant
magnificent

#

T R T R R B I T R T S S R S R R R T

Christmas puddings if my postal order

came. I think I told you fellows I was
expecting & postal order; but it hasn't
come. ut I ean jolly well tell you

that I can get a Christmas pudding
from Chunkley’s, all the same.”

“Are they giving them away in war
time I asked IFrank Nugent,

“Bounds probable,” remarked Bob.

“Oh, really, Nugent! Of courze they
ain't I snappod Bunter irritably. “ Bul
I've only got to phone for one, all the
same., You see, 1 know how."

“You know how to get a Christmas
pudding from Chunkley's for nothing ' -
cxclaimed Bob Cher 5

“Just that,” smiled Bunter.

The Famous Five regarded William
George Bunter in m{_ftl ed inguiry,
the fat Owl of the Remove knew how
to get Christmas puddings for nothing,
it was undounbtedly n thing worth
knowing.

“I've thﬂnght it ont—see " grinned
Bunter. "I've got the brains for it.
You fellows haven't. You're noi
brainy, vou know. I bet you'd nover
have thought of 1t 1 o dozen terms!
You seo, now Queleh 15 awax 5

“Quelch 1
“Yes, now Queleh 1zn't lere. vou
Enow—"
Tae Maigxer Lismary.—No. 1,661,
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has Quemh

a‘ on mtn
exclaimed

% o
Whartun.
It was a fact that Mr. Queh:h; the

master of the Remove, was away. The
stra and mysterious disappearance
of uelch was still an exciting

topio a.t. reyiriars, though it was some
dnys now since he had gone.

But what connection there could be
betveen Quelch’s absence and Christmas
pudiings was really a deeper mfatar:r
shan Q?.l‘alch’a dmappuranﬁﬂ itself

*1 mecan to say, Chunkle Ehs, in Court-
&al:i, won't know m;r mg- about
ch away," Bunter.

hm?
Why should they?

Bob Cherry tapped his forehead sig-
nificantly. So far as Bob could see,
Billy Bunter's extraordinary remarku
could only be accounted for on the
theory of insanity.

"'Nnhndy uses Quelch’s study while
he's gone,” continued Bunter. " Any-
body could go in, see?”

“Mad as a hatter!” =aid Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry! The tele
phona's still there,”  said Bunter
“Well, if Chunklay’s an order by
iclophone for a Christmas pudclm%
frum Quelch they will deliver 1&,
cuu;m—an order for a guines pudding,
58

“How could th
Queleh, when Quelc
into & knows where

. BpRCo, no .
he is?” howled Bob. “And if they
did, E’DW could the pudding come qur

Wa
?Ynu don't catch on, old chap!
You're rather dense. Any fellow could

et an order from
has disappeared

nip into Quelch’s study and say he was
Q&]elch—

“Wha-a-t "

“And give the order——"

“0h crikey I'"

“YWith Bgscm} instructions for tho
CATINAN to liver it at a special time,,
and—"*

"Dh crumha g

“When we're out of class, see? He's
divected to deliver it to—say—you,
Wharton |

“Mel” gasped the captsin of the

Remove.

“VYes, old chap. Or Cherry. One
of you, anyhow. Well, one of you takes
it off the carman. We get it up to the

study, and—and seoff it, zea?’
Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at Billy

Bunter,

This, it seemed, was Bunter's won-
derful way of getting a Christmss pud-
ding for nothing.

‘Igla fat Owl of the Remove grinned
from car to ear. Evidently he was
greatly taken with this great scheme.

"Thu:: baauty of " he explained,
‘i this—Quelch bein awa nothing
can come out. Chunkley’s eliver the
pudding, thinking that hau here, ui

course, as he gave thoe order, or the
thmk he did. He. he, hal Q‘ualﬂg
won't know, as he’s gone off, goodnesa

knuows where, nnd when he comes back
—if Im over duEnw-aiI ha will know is
that there’s a bill from Chunkley’s for
a Christmas pudding. He can argue
12 out with them, seel™

The Famous Five still gazed at the
happy Owl
unter, it scemed, did not see any-
thing unscrupulous in this little scheme,
Ho was, in fac thlnltm% wholly of the
Christmas puddin ollow couldn’t
think of mr&rytl:mg and a Christmas
pudding was ﬂnnugfl for- Billy Bunter
to think of. It occupicd, in fact, hia
whole mind.
“Bome whecze—what?” asked Bunter
rheari “I'll do the phoning; one of
THE Macrer LIBRARY.—NO. 1,001,
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u fellows takes in the pudding when
ﬂnmmmuthuu fair. We whm?kg it out
all rnund I’m letting
into it, ou're pals of mme,
and I'm hl.vmg tlf Ghnnftlm&.s holidays w

with you, Wharto

“.&rﬂ you " a;a-cﬂ.tlated the captain
of the Remove.

:’ﬂh I-BB-, old cha

I've heard of it|"”

"Dh, really, Wharton—"

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said rrjr, a;‘that at chump
pinches all the he can lay his
paws on in the R'EI[IIJ?-B studies,
we boot him for it. But if he
pmchmg pudding outside Greyfrtn.rs.
'T may run him off to chokey.
can’'t bave Remove men sent to nhukay.
It would let down the Form. It's no
pod talking to him. Bump him
*Good egg 1" agreed Harry Wharton.
"I B'-H._"F, ou fellows, dep't play the
ax& imed Bunter, in su:n?pnse
I say, I've got to
80 a8 to get the p
school. I've got to gn in
up Chunkley’s, and say—

i

nnd n]arm
and phon
after thi
and ring
anmmpl

o Whmmp Ly
Bajﬂpt "
= crikay! I say, you f{ellows
lem 1* jﬁllﬁd Billy BH{I“I;'. “1 wun:i
i: u have any Christinas
pud ng nuw—*

s an 1 Wharrer marrer—
mad 7 howled Bunter. “If you think
ou're going' to have any of that

ristmas pudding after this, I can
jolly well say, pleinly— Wow!
WﬂWI Wow ! FDWFI "

Bump, bump, bump 1

“ Woooooooooogh I

The Famous Five walked away,
]nqvéng Billy Buntur sitting in the
quad.

Bunl:er zat and epluttered. He

uttemd ha gmap«ad and he rgled

brea he did net do any
hnm for Eh.!‘mtmas uddings m

eak s was still

UNEXPECTED !
seid Mr.

1 QODNESS mel” i
G Lamb.
And the Remove smiled.

Some of them liked -Mr.
Lamb, the new art master., Some
regarded him with good-humoured
contempt. Nobody took him  very
seriously.

He wps & rather pale young man, in
the  thirties, with  gold-rimmed
glasseu. & slee -locking  face, and

air worn a littlo luug,

He locked arty. In the art class-
room wore o velvet cost—which
often had chalk on it. His maonner
was mild, and if anything surprised

him{, be vould ejaculate *Goodness
ma !’

Already the Remove had christencd
himm the Pet Lamb.

By chauce, he had a8 good deal to
do with the Remove. Mr. Quelch,
their Form-master, being absent, Lamb
was taking the Form i1n his place

Mild and sheepish as he scemed, he
was rather a capable man; for,
although ha had come to Greyfriars
School as art master, he was able _to
take o junior Form in most subjects,
and his offer to. do.so had been Ficeliy
useful to Dr. Locke, suddenl
without 8 Form-master for tho
Fourth.

For seversl days now the Remorve

T

- that mornin
gurgling when the E;I:rezll rang for third
schogl.

had been taken hy. Mr. Lamb—and
thijil got on qmta well mth him.

npmtar m the
ad unm&rmf
do, unless hel h & ah‘ungiﬁ

Mr Queleh’s hand had been stmng
cio Even Herbert Vernon-Smith,
the Bounder of Greyfriars, had seldom
vuntum:l un ragging ?uﬂh:h But
even tg Bunter could wventure on
a rlg with the Pet Lamb.

There wes no doubt that most of the
Remove fnunrl Id.' 81 agTee-
a];-ln change stern swoy of

Quelc m t,he Furm-rn-nm

Enmn of the juniors wers concoined
about Quelch and wandmd what had
become of him, hoped that he w
safe, and that be would return. |

Form
irits

the same, they ‘life easier with

the Pﬁ&: aﬁg ot -
Wh'ﬁ cT

knowledga !rgm b q:;t: Egnln::-.ﬁe

matter I' 8till, there were quite a lot

of fellows in tho Remove not fea.rfult]
heen on the acguirement of know:

£9.

At the present moment Mr, Lamb was
letting 1 his Form for third school.
They were gnthpred at the Form-
mﬁﬂ: door, which Lamb had to

He l‘]rﬂpped the key and, in E’Ih -

ing it up, dropped it again.
was Lamb all over. He was alwajs
dropping or losing something.
. “Goodpess mel!” said Mr. Lamb.
“Where is that key 1"
JHarry Wharton politely dtooped,

Elckeﬂ up ths key, and handad it to
.
Lamb gave him & blink over his

rlasses,

“Thank you, Wharton | he said.

He unlocked the door at last, and
tho Remove trooped in.

Bolsover major barged into Bkinner
s.nd gent him sprawling. Skinner, as

he went, grabbed hold of Bob Cherry

and Vernon-8mith, and took them

both to the foor with him.

Immediately five or six fellows
rushed to help them up.

Helping them up was rather 32
sirenuous process. chow or other,
three or uur fellows sprawle& Ve,
hum roarin Some

t !d n;-f Bunter's fat ankle, and .
t,lm Owl of the Remnva sat down mth

& roar.

“My boys, go
binnmd tha Fﬂt. an'b
pot m g0 much noiss! 5
Skinper—get up, Cherry! Hf a:l:-u
ness, please go to your places

“ Somebody ’ged ma over, sirl"
said E-kmne:' “I've hurt my leg! 1
can't get up, sirl”

“Goodness me! Is mdmur leg hadl;r
l:ur;b Skinner I bleated the am

ery bad indeed snid
Skinner.

He gave a deep, hair-raising groan.

There was a ripple of merrviment
through the Form-room!.

Skinner, of murnq, was not - hurt—
this .was & ruﬁ Skinner was wasting
the timo of the lesson, which was so
mueh to the good, and at the same
time getting & llttio fan " ont of the
innocent Lamb.

Everybody played up! Bcenes like

this took place at least once a day
in the Remove Form Rmm, Emm
Lamb had been in chﬂrslg
Pet Lamb scemed e nbsulul:cly
unsuspicious.

“Poor old Bkinner "

“His lef'a vary_ bad, sirl"”

" help iu:n to his place, sir "

“Shall I go and phone for the
doctor, sir1”

our o Iplueei |
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“Don‘t shove, Russell, vou swab

“Look here, don't you ehove—"

It was a regular rus. Half the
Form gathered round B8kinner, to
render hrst aid.

Hareld BSkinner, extended on his

on the floor, gove realistic groans,

“Please help Skinnor to his- place!”
bleated the Lamb. “But, pleasc
please do not make so much noisel 1
fear that it will be heard in other
Form-rooms. Please be as quiet as
possiblo 1™

Buch & gamo when Quclch was there
was unimaginable.

Bkinner's injury, if he bad tried
that game with l'juﬁlch, would have
been immediately cured by a swipe of
Quelch's cane. )

But mnything could be done with
the mnocent Lamb |

A crowd of fellowa gathered round
Bkinner to help him.

He was lifted up, holding on to Bob
Cherry and Vernon-S8mith. He clung
to them and grosned. Russell, Ogilvy,
Tom Erown, Bquiff, and three or four
more fellows crowded round to help—
with the result that the whole party
eprawled over, with a din that must

certainly have been heard in other
Form-rooms.

Thera was & roar of voices,

“Look out—*"

“Don't tread on me, Fou cad !
“"Who's that barging?™

“Can't yon keep order—Mr, Laml
keeps on asking you to kecp
why don't you keep quiet?” ;

“If you shove your hoof at me
ﬂgm{'ﬁ Bolsover, I'll jolly well swipe

11

Mr. Lamb blinked on at the secene.
He wore his velvet coat, even in the
Form-room—and the Bemovites were
not going to take & man in a velvei
coaf, who wore his hair long, wvery
seriously |

“*Now, lﬁrleu:-cmplﬂam," said My,
Lamb, “this must ecease! We arc
wasiing time—you do not realise, my
boys, that we are wasting time!”

Don't  we?” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Please go to your places! I will

assist Bkinner. Geo to your Plchs atb
once—leavo Skinner to meal’

“Chuck it, you fellows!"” said Harry
Wharton. As head boy of the Remove,
he felt bound to do what he could to
help so helpless & master to keep somo
sort of order. “You'll have the Head
here.”

The Famous Five set the example of
going quietly to their places,

Mr Lamb fairly vaa the rest
nn‘n{J from Bkinner; snd that playiul
vouth was left at last, groaning on his
own, in the middle of the Form-room.

Skinner was not chucking it yet—he
was not keen to begin on gl.iomun.- his-
tory! Ragging the Pet Lamb was
gver =0 much more amusing than the
reign of Diocletian!

“Now, my bo * ga1d Mr. Lamb,
bending over him.

‘The whole Form looked on, grin-
ning. They wondered that even the
unsuspicions Lamb could be taken in
like this. But he seemed to have no
doubt that 3kinner's leg was hurt and
that he could not rise.

Bending over Skinner, the Pet Lamb
took him by the shoulders to assist him
up.

That was o chance Bkinner was not

going to lose. He jerked his head up
suddenly and crashed it fairly on Mr.
Lamb’s nose |

. Lamb went over backwards and zal
on the Hoor.
00 Lie roared.

quiet—

Special Christmas MNumber

He clasped both hande to his nose,
which must have been considerably
paPed by that sudden shock.

Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the
Remove.

“He, -he. he!™ cachinnated Billy
Buater.

*0Oh! Sorry, sir!”  exclaimed
Skinner. “Did my head knock
agamst your nosce, sir? 8o  sorry,
sir—quite an_accident, sir—"

Mr. Lamb-lesped to his feet.

Hiz nose was crimson and had =

pain in it. His mild and sleepy-look-
mgﬂ face, under tho effect of that pain,
had quite lost its mild look. Fellows
stared at hlrp, surprized by the anger
that famed in his-face. This was the
first time they had had a ‘hint that
Lamb had a tomper. But a look at
his face now was sufficient to reveal
that ho had onc—and a bad one when
it was roused.

He mode s rapid stride to Mr.
Queleh’s desk, where Quelch's cane lay.

5

teraper had broken out, which they had
nover dreamed that the Lamb could
possibly possess,

“We will now commence ! said Mr.

A,

His mild look returncd—as if he
recollected lumselfi. He was once moic
the mild and innocent Lamb.

But there was no more ragging in
that lesson. Bemove were feelin
rather as if ther had playin witﬁ
a sheep that hed suddenly turned into
& tiger! Tlard zchool that day, in the
Remove room, was as quiet and orderly
?lﬁ if Henry Samuel %uoln‘h had been

were ! ;

BILLY BUNTER GETS GOING !

ILLY BUXNTER looked this way

~and that way, like Moscs of old:

and, like

no inan.

After dinner there was nobody about
in Masters' Dassape.

Moses again, he saw

So far, that cane had not been handled

in the ove room sinpe Lamb had
been in charge! Now he grasped it
and spun round towards Skinner—who,
still extended on the foor, was ready to

go on with the game,
Bwipe |
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Phew | breathed the Bounder.

From Skinner came a frantic yell as
the cone swiped across his legs. It was
a terrific swipe, and it hurt Skinner.
If he had not been hurt before, he was
hurt now |

Swipe, swipe! :

Skinner boundea to his feet like s
jack-in-the-box : He raced for his desk,

SBwipe, swipe, swipe ! come across his
shoulders as he raced Ho yelled at the
log of his voice.

wipe, swipel

The Remove stared on, transfixed by
that sudden and unex d scene,

It was a sudden and startling revela-
tion to them that the Pet Lamb was
not =0 meek and mild as he looked, and
as they had hitherto believed him to be.
He was swiping with that cane as
guﬁIch wonld never have dreamed of

olng.

Skinner dedged into his place yelling.
Never had a ragger so sincerely re-
pented of his ragging. ‘

Mr. Lamb, breathing hard, laid down
the cane. ’ g

The HRemove watched him as if
mesmerised. They had never dreamed
that the Pet Lamb could be like thisl
In those moments a fierce and savage

Satisfied on that point, the fat Ownl
of the BHemove cut along to Mr.
Quelch's study and whipped into that
apartment.

Ho shut the door after
grinned,

Once inside that study he was safe.

Mr. Lamb, though he acted pro tem,
g3 mastor of the Bemove, did not uso
the Remove master's study. He had his
own study up the passage, which had
helonged to the former art master, Mr.
Woosey

Quelch’s stndy had been deserted ever
gince the strange snd mysterious dis-
appearance of Mr. Quelech. There was
no danger of anvone coming to that
study. It was all right for Bunter.

Grinning the fat Owl rolled across to
the telephone. Bunter was thers to
earry ont the great scheme he had de-
tailed to the Famous Five in break.

They bhad heard it without enthusi-
asm, They had bumped Billy Bunter
for thinking of 1t; and, no doubt, hoped
;lhut they de sufficiently discouraged

im.

But Bunter meant business,

Buuter was really guite unserupulous
in these! matters. If there was o pud.
ding or a pic io annexed, Bunter
would annex 1t.

The pudding, 1 Bunter's estimation,
was the chief thing. The method by
which 1t woas acguired was & very
secondary consideration.

80 the fat Owl sat down by the

Tor MacxrT LBRARY.—No. 1,661
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telephone of his missing Form master
and rang up Chunkley’s in Covrtheld,

e Ehuﬁley‘a 1" camo & velce

“Mr, Quelch speaking from - Grey-
friars School 1" said the fat Owl, with
a really shiceesafdl imitation of Quelch’s
clear, sharp voice. “1 require volr to
Jdeliver a guines puddin

“That will -be the livestock depart-
ment, sir—guinea-pigs in the livestock
department ! T will put you thrngl;u

They wero very quick and efhciant
at  Chunkley's Stores. They never
waited fu:i- a customer {o make his

paning clear.
m"*I Ea:f," howled Bunter, : not
gninea-pigs—guines puddings—"

But it was too latel The efficient
oporator on the telephone at Chunkley’s
S}t)gres was already putting him through
io tho livestock department.

“# Chunkley's Stores!” came another
voice. “ Livestock department—-"

“Blow youl”

i Eh?!l

“I mean, I want & puddin S

“Wrong department, =ir! This is
the livestock department, sir! I will

put you through to the confectionery
Jopartment.” . :
unter waited again, Safo as it was
in Quelel’s deserted study, he did not
want to stay there longer than he could
holp. Really, he had no time for t.h:a
up-to-date  efficiency of Chunkley’s
Stores. : i

“Chunkley’s !’ camo a thin]. voice.
“ Confectionery department—

“Mr. Queleh s ing—-=""

“¥r. Bguclch

“No; 31131-::11 I

“Yes, Mr. Walsh; what cen I do for
vou, Mr, Walsh?” asked the brisk,

usinass-like voice from Chunkley's con-
fectionery department.

“1 sapd Queleh I howled Bunter
£ Q“H'E'L'{:' ¥ Mhh i“

“Yes sir] Q.U E. L. C. H. Welsh
Quito ! T shall remember thosa initials,
sir! What ars you requirving, Mr
Welsh " .

“The namoe is Quelch!™ shrieked
Dunter. ) i
: "l!;!:rh ! Quite! Pray give your order,
=r

“1 want one of those guinea Chyist-
as :rl.:ddmfs—*“" )

“That will ba the spacial Christmas
bargain department, sip. I will put
ven through.”

They had ever so many dJdepartments
at Chunkley's Bioves in Courtfield, It
was guite hke a Londen storcs. A cus
tamer might spead an hour on tele-
phone before he got what he wanted.

Billy Bunter breathed hard over Mr.
GQuelch's telephona,

A fourth veice came through,

“Chunkley's | Special Christmas

!]E-I’?&iﬂ department,”
« “1 want one of those guinea Christ-
mas  puddingas  that you advertise !
nigged Bunter. “ Mr, Q‘ruﬂlnh speaking
from Greyiriars School ¥

"Very good, sir—carly mﬂ-n}ingj, sil.

“1 want it delivered to-day—"

“Borvy, sir, delivery van gone, sirl
We hava no second delivery owing to
war conditions.  Tf to-morrow morning
would suit yon, sir—="

Snort, from Bunter | This was due to
those beasts plaving the goat in break.
They had made Bunier miss the day’s
delivery |

“Oh, all right 1" gronted Bunter.

"Very good, sir—early morning, sir.
Thank you, sirl Good-bys®

“Hold on " yelled Bunter., He had
not finished yot.

But tha efficient man at Chunkley's
and had! He had vung off before t
fat Owl could speak again! They did
nol waste a moment at Chunkley's.
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* Boast ! hissed Bunter. )

‘%n_’d ho rang up all over again.

“QChunkley’s I'" came' the firat voice
of thé four, ;

“Give mo tha aFeuiai Christmas bar-
gain department I hissed Bunter.

“Yes, sir| Hold on, sir " _

“*Chunkley’s 1" came the fourth voice
over .;Ilmain' “8pecial Christmas bar-

n department, st

“Me. Quelch speaking from Grey-
friars, about that Christmas pudding |
hooted Bunter .
h""_‘{en, gir; order taken, sir! GCood-

ol

e It's about the delivery!” hissed
Bunter. “Early morning won't suit
me | I shall be in clasg——""

“1 mean, 1 shall be taking my class,”
amended Bunter hastily. Eﬁ.‘l want that
pudding delivered soon after twalve.”
" “Soon after twelve! Yoea, sir! Good-

51'! ¥
F:?Wil]hj'ﬂu hold on, you idiot?"

“1 haven't finished yot |”
“0Oh! Very good, sir 1"
“I may be busy about my—hem—
Form duties—the pudding is to be
delivered to a member of my Form,
who will be waiting to take it from your
carman—his name is Bunter.” ;
“Yes, sir—Hunter! I will make o
note of the name, Hunter, and tho
carman will act sccordingly.”
* Not Hunter—Bunter |

'"T]’?ld you say Hunter or Punter,
sip

“ Bunter I” velled the fat Owl.

% Var sir| Good-bye "

“ Wilfrﬂn listen to me, you dummy "

“Oh! Eh? Whatt Certainly, sirl”

“The Christmas pudd
handed to Master Bunter, and to no one
else! The bill will be sent to me—to
me—Mr. Quelch—as usuall Have you
got that clear " ) ]

“Quite, sirl The" guinea Christmas

dding is to be deliverad to Master
g‘:mtar at the school, and the item to
bo placed to your account, Mr. Quelch.
Quite gir | -bye | :

This time. Bunter let the officient man
at Chunkley’s ring off. He rose from
the telephone rather tired, but satisfied.

He peered out of the study door, and,
finding the coast still clear, rolled out
of Mr. Quelch’s study.

On the morrow, after third school,
that Christmas pudding was going to
be delivered. Bunter would be at
liberty then to deal with the matter;

o course,
Quelel's

he would take the. pudding from tho-
I:;.i.ﬁ,u in 5u

carman—and the
would Mr.

be placed to
account

Probably it would surprise Quelch
when he found it there. B8till, Quelch
was awey; it might be a long time
before he came back—and Bunter could
not help feeling that tha m:"lt was
the better, No doubt he d inquire
into the matter—and the later that in-

quirf place the safer the fat Owl
would feel about it}
In the meantime, thero was the

Christmas pudding.

Bunter hiked jam to-day beticr than
jam to-morrbw. But he to wait—
and there was, after all, pleasure in
anticipation. :

For the remsinder of that day the

Owl of the Remove had to make the
most of the joys of anticipation.

A MIDNIGHT MYSTERY!

i EADY, 8kinner "
"(h, ves! Bot—"
8kinner sat up in bed in
the Remove dn‘rmltbrﬂ and
Elﬁllfﬁd at the shadowy figure by his
rEpe,

ing is to le

Vernon-Smith had turned out with
hardly a sound and-half-dressed himsalf
in the dark; thef he shook Skinner
quietly. .

But Skinner did not fieed awekening ;
he waa ali*enﬂx'aﬁa.tﬁ :

“But what?” asked the Bounder in
a sarcastic whisper. “Cold feet?*

“No! But—"
~ “Are you coming!” asked Smithy
impatiently. _

kinner did not immadmtﬂlieunmﬂr.
but be did not roll out of bed, Ha
could not sce tho Bounder’s faco ini the
dark, but Le knew that it wore a sar-
castic, contemptuous sneer.
er sinco that swiping in tha
Remove room in third "school Harald
Skinner khad becn meditating vengeance
on the Pet Lamb. Skinner had never
had such & swiping before, and it made
him feel sore—in a double scnse.

It was all the more exasperating
because the Lamh had mevor shown his
teath befors, and Skinper and other
raggors had been led to suppose that
thay could do practically as they liked.
That fierce outbreak ‘of temper on &

art of thoe Lamb had been a very pain-
ul and very coraging surprise to

for him to get
% rEg‘-

‘Bkinner,

It had been ea
Smithy to join up in a scheme of
ging the Lamb; Bounder was
always ready for a rog The big idea
was to leave the dormitory quietly at a
late hour and step silently along to the
art master’a . 1.'::'1:&'51.'1{'a Mer.
Woosey's room—and give the Lamb a
midnight surprise in the shape of &
sudden squirting of ink over hia slum-
bering countcnance,

Skinner quite nr:_ilninad in the prospect
till the time actually came to carry out
the big idea. : : .

But the chimes of midnight zounding

ully through the December gloom
sogmed to have rather a discouraginiy
effect on him. Planhing that rag in the
Bounder's study waes one thing—carry-
ing on with it at midnight’s stilly hour
was another. Bkinper, in fact, was

LOEE.

The Er-esrt of the Remove were sleep-
ing ?aamfully; Billy Bunter's soore
mﬁmi:ling like the mutter of distant
thunder.

Only Smithy and Bkinner were awake
—and 8kinner was wishing that the
Bounder hadn't woke up.

“Don’t hurry!” came the Dounder's
sardonic whisper, as Bkinner hesitated,
“It's only twelve, and rising-bell isn't
till seven | We've got hours and hours
before us.” . 3

“The fact iz, Smithy, I—I—I think
we'd betier it,”  muttered
Skinner uneasily. *“It's horribly cold,
HP,“ [ -

“Didp’t you expect it to be cold in
the middle of Decemberi”

"‘Th;ra'll Iﬁia l’alrfrirl row if we're
potted oub of dorm—
i "Dliﬂn’t yvou know that this after-
i ell, look here, there's a burglar
hanging about the neighbourhood, too;
I’d forgotten that,” muttered Skinner,
“You jolly wdll

ow that when you
went down at night & week or two ago

you ran into & burglar, and—and—
“Burglars ave like lightning—they
never strike in the same place twics

said Bmithy, :
“Well, 3.?:--.1 never know," mumbled

Skinner. * From what they ?nﬁ of that

blighter they call 8lim Jim, he sticks

to & neighbourhood when he starte—

and He may try it'on sgain, and—and—
J—

i And—and—and—" mimicked the
Bounder, “Cut 'it short—you've got
cold feet, and you're funking 1*



Skinner scowled in the dark without
replyirg.

“What about that swiping he gave
vou this morning !" jeered the Bounder,
“You were going to make him sit up
for that.”

“Well, after all, I did bang his nose,”

rauttered Bkinner, * L here, S8mithy,
chuck it—I'm not going!”

And Skinner laid his head on the
Eillnw again to settle the matter. He

eard a contemptuous laugh.

“Funk it if vou like ! said Smithr.
“I'm going ! haven't turned out of
bed for nothin"—and it will be a lark
to make that soft ass Lamb jump out
of his skinl Leave it to me—I1 don’t
want you.” ]

“Pleasze yourself,” grunted Skinner.

He was more than willing to leave
it to the Bounder. Herbert Vernon-
Smith had nerve enough for thing.
He had no particular dislike for the
drawing master; he regarded him with
contemptuous smusement. But he was
not going to turn back, having once
started—and he was going to make it
clear that he did not Emk it, like
Skinner.

With a squirt in his hand, full of ink,
the Bounder crept quietly to the dox-
mitory door.

Skinner heard that deor open and
close softly., .Bmithy was gone.

In the corridor outside all was decp
darkness, The Bounder grnpig&gu_mtly
along to the landing and ero it to
the passage that led to the master's
r OO

Plenty of fellows would have disliked
stealing about on. tiptos in the denso
darkness at midnight, especially as it
was known that a burglar had been
active in the vicinity of late; -but
Smithz's perve was of iron, and he was

ii'lh'i"’*'ij?ii’fivf

master’s nose.

Bmithry.
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not deterred even by the fact that he
had- actually run into 8lim Jim, the
cracksman, one night hardly more than
a week ago.

In & dark passage, with blacked-out
windows, the Bounder turned on a tiny
ﬂeam from a flash-lamp and picked out

r. Lamb'a door.

Shutting off the light, he turned the

door-handle silently.
The door did not open,

Smithy realised that it was locked on
the inside, .

His lip curled. That rabbit of a
man, Lamb, was just the man to lock
his door of B night if he had heard that
there had been & burglar about, Really
he might have guessed that one !

It was an uuexpected obstacle. The
L.amb could not surprized with a
stream of ink over his face as he slum-
bered unless the ragger could get into
the room.

“The _silly,
Vernon-8mith.

He was unwilling to give up the
enterprise. He could sce the sneering

rin on Skinner's face if ho did.
gkinne: would regard his explanation
that the Lamb's door had been locked
simply as an cxcuse for chucking it
But there was no way of dealing with
a locked door. _

It - was intensely exazperating
He stood in irritated tho
unwilling to chuck it, but quite at a
how to carry on, ]

As he stood, there came a faint zound
in the deep silence.

Smithy started.

That sound came from Lamb’s room;
it was the faint sound of a window
softly opencd.

The ander felt his heart beat.

Back into his mind came the memory

nervy ass!”  muttered

to
ht,
£3

.JERWE’WH‘“MW (UMD 0
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L

il

-

As Mr. Lamb bent forward, Skinner jerked his head up suddenly and crashed it fairly on the new
““Oh ! roared the Pet Lamb.

G R T e
of the man in black—the masked man
he had surprised in the Head’s study
in the middle of the night. He had.
told Bkinner that the cracksman was
not likely to repeat his visit, But what
did that sound of an opening window
at midnight mean §

The Lamb’s window looked out at
the back of the school buildings. There
was, the Bounder knew, a sheer wall
below; bhe would not have fancied that
even & cat-burglar could climb to thar
window. But it was certain that the
window had been opened,

Had the Lamb turned out at that
hour ard opened his window in the
dark? It did not seem likely.

Smithy listened intently, with beating
heart.

If 8lim Jim bad revisited Grep-
friars his object could not be the roem
he was entering ; there could be nothing
worth his while there. This conld only
be his wayp into the house, his object
the Head's studr, where the safe was.
In that case, he would pas: througl
the room and out at the door, where
the Bounder stood. :

Smithy stood guite still. He waited.
prepared to back away if the door
opened from within.

But the door did not open. There
was no spund from the room. Long
minute after minute passed, but all
was still, -

Five—Eix—seven minute:, aud shll
there was no sound.

It was clear now that a man was not
passing through that room {o gain entry
to the House. If o midnignt prowler
had entered the Lamb's rvom he wos
gtill there. Whrt

Did it mean, after all, that tae Lamb
was sleepless—that he had turned ount
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of bed sud was at the open window ?
That did not seem likely on o bitterly
cold Decemnber night, aith light flakes
of snow dr.iftin%r on & eutting wind from
tha sea. Had the wimdow been shut as
well as opened? Tha Bounder could
not bo sure. He knew thas hoe had
heard thoe sash moving, that waz all.

Smithy was not thinking ni‘r&%ging
NOW, ]',f there was some thicf of the
night in the Lamb's room, perhaps
poing through his belongings while 1
slept, she Bounder could not leave him
10 Carry on. _ 5

JIe wado up his mind at last, raised
lis bhand, and tapped at the door.

Ha gave a sharp tap, loud enough to
wake a sleeper within, but not, he
lioped, to wake szleepers in tho other
LOOMS 4 tho passage.

Then ho listened intently.

A midnight thief, undoubtedly, would
havae takon the alarm at that sudden
knock ou the doeor. A sleeper would
have awakened, But ihere was no
sonnd of a movement.

Knock 1 .

The Bounder kuocked agoin, more
loudly than before. It was a joud
vharp knoek. It could not have failed
ig awaken Mr. Lamb unless he slept
liko Billy Bunter or Rip van Winhkle,

But it was followed by absolute still-
ness,

It was impossible to suppose that o
midnight intruder wos there, taking no
heed of that plain evidence that some-
one wos up and at the door. It must
have been Lamb who had opened the
window. DBut in
awake., And why did ‘hé not heed such
a steriling thing as a knock at his door
gt midnight? It was quite mystifying.

‘Bmithy could have fancied that the
Lamb had gono out by the window if
that had heen ifmaginable.
course, would have accounted for it all.

But ha could hardly fancy thiat the
art master had climbed down from his
bed-room window -at midnight.

It was a sheer puzzle.

-As he stood, utterly perplexed, there
was a sound of an opening door up the
passaga, Ilia second knock evidently
iad avwakened one of the masters in one
of the other rooms. A light flashed on.

Smithy did not wait to -see which
master wasg coming out of his room. He
Jid not want to be called on the carpet
before the Head in the ml}ﬂ'iil'l?. a
sulded away swiftly but silently, and
in hardly morec than a minute was
inzide the Remove dormitory -again.

There was o whisper from Bkinner's
Ll in the dark,

“Vou've done it, Emithg?”

“Xo. The :lly duffer's door was
locked 1 muttered the Bounder,

“YWasz it??' He detected the sneer 1n
2kinner's voice.

“Yez, it was!” =narled the Bounder.

“Might as well bave stayed in bed |
I'iy glad I nevor turned out if the door
was locked ' Skinner chuckled. * Sure
il owasg i :

“Tve gob the stl';mrt here! Do sou
want what's in it ¥°

Bkinne ddn’t. He said no mare.

Vernon-Smith went back to- bed, but
it was =omo time before he slept. The
rag oa the Lamb was off, but he was
not thinking about that. He was
utterly puzzled and perplexed by the
strauge affair, and he puzzled over it
till at last ho fell asleep.

s

FERRERS LOCKE AT GREYFRIARS!

£ ERRERS LOCEE
“By gum 1*
“ The cstoemed detective ¥
In break the next meornming
ITaryy Wharton & Co. were in the quad
Tiae Mwcwer Lippany.—No. 1,661,

that case he was .

That, of"

when a taxicab turned in at the. gates
and drove up to the House.

Thoy ﬂ;ﬂlﬂﬁﬁd at it carslessly, . and
then with a fixed gazo as they saw tho
man with strong, clesr-cut featurcs and
dark, keen cyes who sat in i,

They hed seen Ferrers  Locke, the
famous dotective, often énough to know
him aﬁam-. S 4

a4 JG
Chorry. - _

The Famous PFive capped the cele-
brated detective as the taxi. pas
them, receiving a nod and a smile in
response from Ferrers Locke.

;:H:r' I said Bob.- “T wonder
W ' =

Harry Wharton laughed.

¥ 30 30 1,* he I'EBE- :
~ “The wonderfulness is terrifié1” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Eililfh.

“Locke’'s a relation of the i
remarked Johmmy Buall. “ He drops 1n
once B term to see him. But I

wonder—="
“ Queleh,” said Frank Nugent.

“Ves; bet you that's it1” said Bob.

“ Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, has
been looking for poor old Quelch ever
since he was kidonapped on Courtfisld
Common, but he hasn't found a spot
of him so far. He hasn’t much chaiice,
real!:.r, if Quelch was hiked off In a
car.”

“ Might be a hundred miles away,”
“They would

seid Frank Nugent.
hirdly park him anywhere near Grey-
friars.” i

“Hardly,” said Harry Wharten.
“ By Jove, I wonder whether this is just
a visit or whether Farrars Locke 13 hera
to look for Quelch ™ '

“He's the man to fnd bhim if any-

ody cam’ said Bob. * But I'm blesped
if I can guess how he'll set to wprk.
Why should anybody kidnap our jolly
old Form-master, miegm with §*

g ness knows !

“Homebody must bave wanted .to
pusk him off the scene,” said Bob.
“But who—and why 1"

" Ask me another " -

“It is a terrific story!” remarked
IHurres Jameat Ram Singh. _

“1 say, you fellows"—Billy Bunter
rolled up—"1 say, was that the Head’s
relation, Ferrers Locke? 1 say, think
ha's come here to look for old Quelch 1™

“ Shounldn’t wonder.”

“Then 1 expect ke'll want to see me,”
said the fat Owl complacently. “T'm
tho only chap that ows anythin
about it, as I saw Quelch collared.
may get off third-school if he wanta to

s¢e me now. It's English literature;
I'd like to get off that. We're bound
to have BShakespeare. 1 say, you
f&llﬂw% do you think Ferrers Locke will
find ‘old Quelch 7"

"I:'Ha will if anybody can,” answered
Bob.

“Tm! Anvhow, it will take time,™

said Bunter thoughtfully. ** He couldn’t
possibly find him t,o-dag, could he?*

“Hardly, I should think. Don't you
want Queich to be found, you fat
villain ¥ demanded Bob

“Oh, yes! Of course! But I don’t
see that there's " any  hurrey,” said
Buntor.

“It would be pretty awhkward
if he turned up tmcf'uy. After all,
we're getting en easier time with the
Lamb than we had with Quelch: he
don't make a chap work hi elch
did. Anyhow, Quelch won't be found
to-dey;: that stands to reason., [t
would ba rather a jolt if he turned up
nﬂw-"

“¥You fat, foozling, .
head 1™ hooted Johnny Bull indig-
nantly. '

“Qh, reslly, Bullt Of course, I'm
soary for poor old Quelch, 'getting a

footling fat-

v old Locke!” exclaimed: Bob-

cosh -on the nut and all that. But if
he turned up- when that carman fromp
Chunkley's- came——"

*“Wha-at 1™

“Well, you can see that it would be

awkward,” said Buntar.
“You frabjous: frump! Have yon
phoned for that pudding after we took

the trouble tor bump you (" demanded
Bob

“0Oh, nol Never thought of it. But
I con tell you fellows this—you ain't

ing to have any of thagud ing ‘after

tting me down as you did! You can’t
expect it!” said Bunter emphatically.
“If I take all the risk of taking the
pudding off the carman——-»"
- “8o the pudding's coming "

“0Oh, no! Not that 1 know of. The
fact is, T don’t know whethér Chunk-

ley's have a special line of guinea
iristmas puﬁgﬁa or n:»h; Ifnthey
have I've never heard of them."

“0Oh crikey 1*

“But you ain’t going to have any

d you oan bank on that!® declared

unter. “If you wanted a whack in
it you should have stood by a chapl
You won't get a single plum out of that
pudding ! ot that I'm expecting &
Pudding,“ added Bunter cautiously.
‘8o far as I'm concernéd, 1 know sbso-
lutely nothing sbout any Eudd;ﬁhs, and
I'm not going down to the back gate
after third school to meet the carman
there, or—or anything!”

And Billy Bunter ralled away, leaving
the Famous Five blinking. :

The bell rang, and the Remove went
into their Form-room, to imbiba know-
ledge of English literature from Mr.

Lamb.
During that school Billy Bunter q%]":ﬂ
o
lesson, as Bunter had feared, dealt

little attention to Mr, Lamb.
with Shakespeare; but the fat Owl had

little thought to waste on the Bard of
Avon andg his immortal works. o
much more important matters ccoupied

Bunter's fat mind.

First, he was in hope, every minute,
of being callad away from Form-
room to see Ferrers Locke. Becondly,

his {at mind dwelt with happy anticipa-
tion on the Christmas g;gdm that was
to be delivered after thi ool
Betweer the ond of morning school
and dinner there was a space of an hour
~and that hour, to Billy Bunter, was a

dreary and almost intermipable déser
Now there was to be an oasis in
the desert, in the shape of one
Chunkley's special guinea i
puddings!

But as the hour of twelve approached,
Bunter's happy anticipations Eogm to
be mingled with anmety.

If Mr Locke was there on Quelch’s
casa, it was fairly certain that be wounld
want to see Bunter—the fellow who had
witnessed the kidnapping of the Ramove
master. 1hat w be very welcome
as an interruption to- third

But if Locke wanted to see him after
third school, it would be fearfully

awkward—{for after third school Bunter

had to meet Chunkley's carman and
take that pudding off himl

Twelve a'clock chimed out, which
marked the end of third schoal.

Mr. Lamb was in the act of dismiss-

ing the Form, when there waa a tap af

the dodr of the Remove room It
opened, and Trotter, the House page,
looked in.

i Bunter to go to the Head |
said Trotter =

[1] ﬂh mikag I‘“ .

Mr ' Lamb blinked round over his

glasses y ;
“Bunter! ¥bou will go to Dr. Locke's
study? The rest, dismiss|”
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The Remove poured out of their
Form-room—ono of their number with
an extremoely worried expression on hos
fat foce!

A STRANGE CASE !
EI'IJ;R.&I'IGE case!" said Ferrers

cke.
The cclebrated Baker Street
: detective - gat  in the head-
master's study, facing hiz venerable
relative, Dr. gﬂn’kﬂ.

As the Famous IMive had surmised, it
was tho mysterions dmu%peamzme of Mr.
Ci*luelch that had called Ferrers Locke to
the school. Almost a weck bad clapsed
sinee that stran dizappearance; and
tho local police had, go far, made no
discovery.

But that was only to be gxgiaated. a5
it seemed fairly clear that the kidnapped
Form-master had been romoved to a
distanco—far out of the radius of In-
gpector Grimes' aclivities.

“A strange case indeed!™ said Dr.
Locke. *“I am glad, moro than glad,
that you have boen sble to find the time
to como, my dear Ferrers. Mr. Quelch
is not merely & member of my staff, but
an old friend—a very valued friond—
pnd yon will understand my dis-
tress—"' :

“Quito!” said Locke.

“Not,"” continued the Head, “ihat I
am ablo to see, in the least, what iﬂﬂl;
can do i the matter. Mr. Quelch
vanished as if into thin air. Not the
remotest clue exists to his present
whereabouts. You have seen Inspector
Grimes—a vory keen and able man,
'but_"

Ferrers Locke nodded.

#1 palled on Mr. Grimes, at Court-
ficld, on my way here,” he suid. *1 had
a8 conversation with hLim, and he was

enough to welcome my nssistance
i the case. Now, sir, although weo
have no knowledge of what has become
of Mr. Quelch, I am sure that the
inspector's t.haurfr of the kidnapper's
motive is porroct” _

“The cracksman, who is called by the
extraordinary name of 8lim Jim—"
sl D, Lodke:

“Exactly. It appears that one night,
a week aiu, Mr. Quelch was belated, in
the lane by Popper Court, and be saw
the man emgpl

ing over the wall after &

robbery at Bir Hilton Popper’s house.

He saw him remove his m and was

the only man who had ever seen 8lim

Jim unmasked. The next day he was
kidnapped. This speaks for itself.™
“1 think so!” assented the Head.

“It 1z fairly obwvious," said Locke,
“"that the man whose face he saw that
night did nct care to run the risk of
being seen again by him and identified.
In some way ho tricked Mr. Quelch to
that lonely spot on tho common
next day and kiudnapped him. This
seams to be clear!™

Dr. Locke nodded.

“How he learned, in so short a time,
that the man who saw him late at night
was a master at this school—how he
learned his name—his residence—we
cannot guess at present. But he must
have done so.™

Angther nod. :

“I am very well acquainted with the
regord of this man called 8Blim JimI™
went on Ferrers Locke. “It s five or
gix years since he first attracted the
notice of the pelice. Duriog that time
he has brought of a very successfal
sories of robberies—and when he has
been seen nothing could be described
but & slim man in black with a black
mask over his face What Mr. Quelch
gaww that night would have been 1n-

|
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O0D-BYE fo wmaths oand
famous doles !
Farewell 1o Titus Livius!

To-day all Greyfriars abdicales
To spols where beaks can't

chivoy us !
We've through with all that daily
i §

grin
And, though we've had some
days,
We're glad to Ieave the sclhiool
. racl
And start our Christmas holidays.

O'er musly Form-rooms silence
hroods ;
No study rags now germinate ;
In emply dorms no slep inirudes ;
Al links with these coe'll
ferminate.
The chaps swrround the stoation
bus—
Too crammed fo be Inrurions—
“ et off thot atep! Make room
for us!™
They ory in accents furious !

In ev'ry corner of our lond
Will Greyfriars men be travelling.

ho ro-

valuable to the police—had
mained at liberty."

“Vou mean, if the man remained in
this neighbourhood,” said Dr. Locke.
“Otherwise, !];I;r. Quelch was little likely
to encounter him again.”

“Pregisely! But Blim Jim's record
shows that it is his invariable custom to
remain in one neighbourhood for a con-
siderable time—never moving on, 1u
facﬁ,kwhih R val?a.hle- ea!r::b remained oo-

ed in the vieinity!”
mi‘uﬁ-:- I have ]:mm'g from Insg:aetnr
CGrimes!” assented the Head. “‘E'r.m
believe, then, that he remained—

“That is a certainty,” said Ferrers
Locke, ;inr he was at work again only
last might."

i Lasﬁ'ﬂighﬂ” cjaculated the Head.

%3y I have learned from oY
Grimes! There was & robbery at the
Courtfield and County Bank last n.\glht.
and every indication was of the skilful
work of 8lim Jim. There can be little

or no doubt that the ramal!hjl‘;wiug got E

rid of the man who knew face, re-

mained in this: mmH to_carry on—

according to his ususl and invarisble
stem. '

“That would seem to place the motive
for the kidnapping beyond doubt.”

A Quite [” )

“T am no detective,"” said the Head,
with a faint smile, **but it appeara to
me that in & country town like Court-
field the police ghould be able to make
a list of all newcomers just before tho
first robbery—and cone of them, I should
AU o, must bo the man they want."

"errers Locke smiled, too.

roR CRRISTMASK

=

BY DICK PENFOLD,
THE GREYFRIARS POET.

(In Uloch-out fmes, you'll andor-
stand,
Their 1ooys 1oill neod raravellingg. )
To Scotland, Ogiley will specd,
But Morgan finds them eleverer
Im Wales; wchile Englond’s ali
pou necd
For languid Ford Mawlevever !

Heil Horace Coker, stern and grim,
The Duffer of the Fifth, 'tis said !
Aunt Judy's praises, fell of vim,
Will surely maoke km Lift his
Fead ! :
Heve's Temple joining in the guecue;
Hiz looks are ous.
Cry eritics : ** Though hia blood be
Blue,
He's * up the loop "—a silly ass!'’

A eheery bunch, the Famous Five,
Whoae larks arc c'er delighting
S,
Dull carcs away ewill guickly drive.
{We zoish they'd be inviling us !
A fat Owol’s bowund for Bunler Court)
His stately home's alluring him
We fear that in another porl
O pals will be enduring him !

The bus morves off, "mid lowd
applousc ;
Forewell o scenes familior!
A atronge event of mnkroion cowscy
My spine feelzs somewchat
chillier [)
There's joy in store for every Tud;
For school we’ll morer yoarn
aepain.
And pet our hearts will still be glad
The day that toc relurn again! P
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““It iz not so simple as that, sir!” he
answored. ““There can be little doubt
that 8lim Jim—when hizs mask is off—
keaps up respectable appearances and is
not the kind of man upon whom sus-
picion would eazily fall. Otherwize he
could not have had so long a run.”

“y MY ]

“If ho lives in Courtlicld, it is un-
doubtedly as a respectable resident, with
& respectable recerd open fo investiga-
tiomn.

E ] {}]1!"

“But he may be residing at Lantham,
or Redeclyffe, or any other town within
casy reach of the beat he has marked
ont for his prezert scheme of operations.
He mu.;rﬁo staying in cne of the villages
—Friardale—Woodend—Green Hedges—
thero arp many rournd about here.'

".ﬂnﬂ J'Eli:_‘" )

ocko smiled again.

“We must take it for granted, also,
that he is & man very much on hia

uard,” he said. ““The firzt cracking of
a crib by 8lim Jim, whose methods are
Em-l:ty well krown, warna the police that

o iz in tho vicinity—and no doubt they
have & watchful eve for recent arrivals.
But—"' 5

Y But—"" said tho Head.

“But,” eaid Ferrers Looke guiﬂth.
“the man is wise to all that—and I fecl
surp that lie cracks hia firat orib beforo
Le setfles down in the neighbourhood--
coming from & distance for the pur

e,

P01 exclaimed the Head, |

“Ualess I overcatimato his wariness,

Tre Maoxer Loariny.—2No0. 1,661
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ihat would be his ideal” said I ocke.
“He would give tho impression that
Slim Jim had already arrived—but he
would not actually settle down "umtil,
perhapz, a woek afterwards. He would
ot bo among the recent arrivals just
Lefore tho first burglary.™ ,
“QOh!" ropeated the Head. T seo
your paint! I suppose wo may be suroe
that the man ia as wary as that?™
“A mwan who has defied Scotland
Yard for vears is as wary and cunning
as & fox!” said Forrers Locke. ' Ho
would not leave o single point un-
guarded.” : .
“Bvidently I sm no detectival” said
tho Head, smiling again. “I certainly
Jid not think of that
“We are dealing, sir, with g very uu-
common man!" said PFerrers Locke.
““His carcer i3 not that of a common

crook! Under his own pname, whatever
it may be, and under his. natural Eppn.ﬂ,:l:'-
¢ evi-

u.m-.e«,I whatever that may be, 1
dently leads a life above suspicion! This
indicates, to my mind, that he is not a
crook with the .common criminal con-
nections—but & mav in o decent station
of hife who has taken to ctime—the
hardest kind of crock to trace.”™

He pansed a moment.

“Tiis skill with a safe, which is won-
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P loased 1" said Ferrers Locke.

The adaagnet

Jderful and unmastakable, is zsor l:..hﬂf
patural gift1” Locke went wa. It
may lave been the discovery thathe
was in possession of this gift that led
his J.uimiJ to crime in the first place—
added, of *course, to greed .for ‘more
money than he could earn by more re-
putable gifre. 1 'mmﬁme that it was by
degrees that he adopted a regular
carcer a8 a secret cracksman—en-
couraged by success. At the same time
I have no doubt he kept up his origing
avocation, for appearance’s and safety’s

sake.”
“Then in his daily lifa he wmight

bp—
“ Anything |” said Ferrers Locke.
“"He ma a cashier in a bank, a

private detective, a Civil Bervant, a
schoolmaster, an income-tax collecror—
indeed, he may be s member actually

of the police.”

"B‘]GEI: my soul 1 said the Head.

“He may be the bookseller from
whom you obtain school-books—he may
be the man at the bank who cashes your
cheque 1" said Ferrers Locke. * He
may bo a man you have met at & head-
masters’ conference—he may any-
body or anythin hen he has taken
off his mask and ﬂiE hlack aﬁlt..“ ]

“Then tracing him is a sheer impos-
sibality 1" said Eh- Locke., *“Unless he
is nctually caught in the very act of
robbe ]

“ It would scem sol Certainly he has
never been traced, or even suspected, so
far!” said Ferrers Locke.

Dr. Locke sighed.

“That would appear to mako tho
scarch for Mr. Quelch a hopeless one |”
Lie said slowly.

“Not at alll® answered Ferrers
Locke. “You may count as a certainty
on the ultimate return of Mr. Quelch.”

Thoe Head started. _

“ How—why—I am glad to hear you
a0y 80, but—how——"

“1 think I can make it clear,” said
Ferrers Locke. *Mr. Quelch has been
kidnapped—to keep him out of the
way. Eee is a prisoper in soume glum_:.
most likely at & great distance. But ib
is hardly to be presumed that 3lim

r:rr—--

Jim plans to Lkeep him a perpetual
prisoner—for years on end! That
would scarcely be practicable. T think

that Mr. Quelch is being kept out of the
way for the period that the secret
cracksmap ntends to :?ii.‘cund in this
vicipnity, where Mr. Quelch’s presence
would be a constant danger to him."

el £ 7T — :

“When the man, according to bis
usunl systemn, has exhausted this dis-
trict, and moves on—or wheén, as may
be possible. some engagement he has
taken up in his outward character
comes to a natural termination—then,
sivr, Mr. Queleh will no longer be a
danger to him—3lim Jim's oext beat
may be a hundred miles away, where
Mr. Quelch certainly would never sch
eyes on him.”

HTrue 1

“When that time comes, sir, I have
no doubt that Mr. Queleh will bhe ro-
“It may
be weeks, or it may be months—three
months at the outside, 1 think—that 1s
the longest period that Blim Jim has
ever been known to put in in a single
district,”

“1 seal DBut——"

‘"Had he planned to keep Mr. Quelch

permanently out of the way, sir, a surer -

methad than  kidnapping would have
been adopted.” ) :
Dr. Locke shivered.
“No doubt 1" he said, - But—"
“In all his career of erime, the man
has never been known to use a deadlier
weapon than a loaded stick!™ said
Ferrers Locke. * Possibly ho shrinks

that the kidnapping was witnessed

from worse deeds—or he may have &
due rcgard for the safety of his neck,
in case of discovery and capture. He
has kidnapped Mr. -Quelch—but keep-
ing him a prisoner for life ia scarcely
within the range of practical politica.
I do not-doubt for a moment that he
intonds to let his prisoner after a
safe interval following his departuro
from this quarter.”

“That is at least, some comfors!”
said Dr. Locke slowly. * Nevertheless,
an imprisonment of weeks or months—
what a Christmas for my poor friend.”

‘“"He will bé found and saved, sir, if
he can be found!” said Ferrers Luc'ku
“And if he can be found, Blim Jim,
incidentally, may have met hiz Water-
loo in this case. It is very funuil}:am

¥
nknown to the kid-

Greyfriars: boy. u

napper—that 15, at Imﬂhmmebhin% to
' story

upon. I have heard Bunter's sto
rom: Mr. Grimes—bar I should like to
see the boy——=™ _

Dr, Locke glaneed at his watch.

“Third school will be dismissed 1n o
few minutes,” he said. * Bunter is now
in class. I will give direcuions for him
to be sent to you here. No doubt you
pl:gfqr ta quaatji’?n him by yourself.’

you

Dr Locke left the study.

Fervers Locke stood at the window
looking out into the fros uad, a
thoughtful expression on his clear-cut
face.

It was, s be bad said, a strange case
—such a case-as had never come tho
detective’s way before
- Bomewhere 1n the vicinity, within a
radius of a fow miles, was Slim Jim,
the cracksman—hunted by the police,
yet as likely as pot rubbing shoulders
with the officers of the law who hunted

m, unsuspected.

Ferrers Eg?:lte himself might have
passed him in the High Streot at Court-
ficld for all he knew—might, for all he
knew, have spoken to him! He ight
have been the man who sat in the rail-
way carriage at his side—he might have
béen the man who was inguiring for a
lost umbrella at the police station when
Locke arrived there—he might, indeed,
have been the taximan who bad driven
the detective to the school ! :

Slim Jim's real identity was buried
deep—his faca unknown save to the
man who bad vanished [

A rushmg of feet, and a whooping of
voices, told that the school was out
aftor third lesson.

Locke siniled at tho sight of a crowd
of cheery faces in the gquad—tho faces
of hiz old acquaintances, Harry Whar-
ton & Co., among them.

Then . there was & tap at the door,
and he turned from the window as
Billy Bunter volled-into the study.

WHAT BUNTER KNEW !

ILLY BUNTER blivked at
Forrers Locke through his hig
speciacles in a' rather uneasy
Lanner.

Ile was quite willing to see Mr.
Locke ! IHHo was quite aware of his im-
portance, as the fellow who had wit-
nessed the |Ei|'1]]ﬂ|‘$:il1g of Quelch. He
was quite prepared o tell the Remove
fellows, later how Locke had con-
sulted him, and asked his advice, and

nerally treated him as tho important
cllow lig wasl But

But there was another matter on
Bunter’s fat mind

Almost any minute now, Chunkley’s
van might stop at tho baek gate, and
Ehhnkleg];a ‘carman  step in with a
guinea Christmas pudding to be handed

to- Master Bunter ]



Bunter wanted 1o voe on the apof to
take it off his hands.

It would be frighthully awkward if Q

that carman had to- band it to some-
body else, with details lesking out that
it had been ordered by Mr. Quelch |

At Chunkley’s, no doubt, they knew
nothing about Quelch's mysterious dis-
appearmt _ !l B&I.t at_tl}mybi;;.a_.m! it ;:as
A ual and oXCITINg L3 ¥-
bﬁ?mﬁhu heard that. the order had
been given by Mr, Quelch would jump !
The whole thing would come out!

Billy Bunter did not in the least
realise what a serious thing it was. But
he realizsed that the pudding was 1D
danger | =

30 it was a fearful worry to the faé
Owl; and his podgy face revealed his
state of worry.

“Come in, boy 1" said Ferrers
Locke kindly. m,;[& s{m:nk hands with
Bunter. *“Probably you remember me,
Bunter."”

“Oh, yes, Mr, Locke!” mumbled
Bunter. “JI—I'm glad to see BiT I
If you'd like a little chat after dinner,
— _

“I should like a liltle chat now,
Master Bunter I said Ferrers Locke.
“Y¥ou may close the door and sib
down.”

Bunter unwillingly closed the door.
8till more unwillingly he .sat down on
the edge of a chair, = :

Ferrera Locke regarded him curi-
ously. He ocould- see that semethin

was on the fabt jumior’s mind: thuug'ﬁ
-ﬂ'ﬂ:’:ﬁr Bireet defective 3

even the keen B :

did not deduce that it was a Christmas

pudding ! . :
“Now, Master Bunter, I desive yon

‘to tell me all you know upon the subject

of your Form-miaster, . Quelch 1™

f}fﬂ“id' “It seems that yom were on
8

“Oh! Yea! A man knocked him on
the head and yanked him off," said
Bunter hurriediy. *“That's 'nii. sir |
CG-c-can I go now 1”

“That is scarcely sufficient,” said
Ferrers Locke, staring at him. *“Are
you in 8 hurry, Master Bunter "

“0Oh! No! I mean, #%eal” stam-
mered Bunter.

“There id some important matter of
a personal nature transcending in im-
portance the matter to which I am
mf?‘i‘rh _?"._'t ﬁ!kod H:'.BLucke.d o

at's it 1" gasped Bunter, deaf a
blind to sarcasm, *“Exsctlyl I'Il seo
vou another time, Mr. Locke.”

“I regret,” said Ferrers Locke,
“that my time is of some value, Master
Buntér, and that this other matter, no
doubt of the first importance, must be
sct amide for the present.™

“Oh 1" '

Bunter, who had half-risen; sat down
again. :

“Kindly give me your attention|”
eaid Ferrezs Locks sharply. - “It
ssems that you were.in the?uf by the
Bi?nd on Courtfield - Common last

ednesday  afternoon when the kd-
p:-gpmg took place—and you witnessed
i

“Oh!l Yes'™
E‘I“Why were ym.i affhﬁlgi: d;:; such a

itary spok on a -hali i

“If you don’t believe I -was there,
like that beast 8kinner——"

“Please answer my question.”
“That's all very well!” mumbled
Banter. “But if the Head knew, he
mig]]:zt give me that six ’;m

.1 gan reassura yvou on that int
Master Buntar ! g

“Well, you sce, the Head told me
to go to Quelch for eix 1" explained
Bunter. . “l was in the Lamb’s class-
room with e pineappls, wyou szee,
when he.came there. I fhink he must
bave fancied that it was the pineapple

Special Christmas Humber

Coker of the Fifth was making & [uea

sbout—anyhow, d me to go fo
us for gix——"
“Well 1

“Wall, what would you have donei”
argucd Bunter. “I eupposo you've
been at school in your time, Mr.
Lockel  Wonld. you take eix if you

could help -it1"
* gsaid Ferrers Locke,

‘" Proba l{cu
with a smile. “But go on"
to  Quelch,

“Well, I never went
sec? And—and I thought if I kept out
of sight the Head might forget all
about it!” explained Bunter. “As
Quelch- has been kidnapped, it's all
right so far as Quelch 1s concerned—
but I don't want the Head to beo
reminded—"

“1 will not remind him, Master
Bunter.  Proeceed.”

“80 I cleared off and went to that
hut," explained Bunter. “I had some
grub—I never pinched it from the
studics while the fellows were playing
football, you .

“We will not inguire into its
origin,"” said Ferrers Locke gravely.
“L am not here to .inquire into the
disappearance of “doughnuts. or toffee.
8o you went to the hut—-"

“OFf course, I never dreamed . any-
body would come there,” said Bunter.

WILL
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“Nobody ever comes near the place in
the, winter. Then I heard somebody
coming, and saw Quelch through a
crack i the door. Of course, I
thought the Head had spoken to him
a.h-nHt that six and that ho was after
me,

*“Quite_a natural thought !” assented
Ferrora Locke. * But—"
But he wasn't!” said Bunter.

Ho just stood outside the hut, and
I was wondering what the thump he
was sticking thero for, like & graven
image, you know, and whether he had
come to see somebody, when the other
men turned up.”

::Tnu a:]ilw him " the doo

" Yes, thro a hole in ;
vyou know! .lﬁt-.l '

_ Never £aw me, &0y
more than Quelch did. said
eomething’ to Quelch sbout having
kept him WMg-mg—;-;z 1 kn?ﬁw that 1t
Was an appointm see

“Quite! And then—"

“Then they walked off togethor, and
I was jolly glad to see them go,” said
Bunter. “And then "—the fat Owl
shiiddered at the recollection—" then
the awful villsin ste behind Quelch
and gave him & ocosh on the nut with
50 ing he had in lys "hand—and
Quelck went down—whop [*

“Ho was stunned I

“He must have been, becauss he
never movad or spoke.”

*And then—"

“Then that awful villain fetched a
hand-barrow ont of the thickets—I mup-

he had it hidden thers ready, sea?
—and tied Quelch utﬂ, and tied some-
l:h_i.ntgh over his south, and stuck him
in the barrow, and coverad him u
with sacke—and -avheeled him away
across the common-1*

Billy Bunter's ruddy -face paled ab
the recollection,

§ course, he would look jolly different

Fur_ﬂ:-huchm?nﬁnt he had -[furgmteﬂ

ovon -tho ristmas pudding.

“And after that?” asked .Locke.

i o IEFI'_-'I‘ : u;b smulsbﬂ;rﬂ;n{ mumbled.
uoter. —I wasn' tened, -

know—nothing ' of that lﬁiﬂﬂrﬁtﬂﬁ

didn't want that awlul beast -to -sce

me.  Then I heard 2 car from that

little lano across the commmon—and—

and I guessed that the beast was gone,

so—e0 I pot out .and eut back to the
school,™ '
“You saw the -man elearly who

assailed Mr, Queleh !
“As clear as I zee you now."
“*You

S you would know- him
again

“Yes, rather—the minute T see him,”

“What was he like

“Ho was & beaver—"

“Wha-a-at 1" _

“1 mean, he had beard and whis-
kers all over his face,” said Bunter.
“There was nothing to be scen except
hair all over his face, hia
coat-collar and his hat!" I'd jolly well

w him again all right 1™ -

Forreras Locko smiled faintly.

It ‘had not occorred to Bunter's
powerful brain that the man who had

attacked Mr. Quelch was in  dis-
LIS,

“Did you obsorve —mono of his
features?" asked Mr. Locke., “Sup-

pose,” for instance, that he shaved off
that beard and whiskers, do you think

Of

R you would know his faco agam?”

“Oh!” said Bunter. “Um!
with his beard and mousfache off.”
“What was his pose like?™
:"‘Dh I "‘A—a nose,” said Bunter.
What colour weroe his eyes?”
“1 didn't notice.™
“Was he short or tall?”
ey
I—I de W, was the rcsult of
his reflections.
:: H:.a ho as tall as Mr. Quelch?”

y DO—%& d bit shorter!
Quelcl’s a bit u%wa. hop-pole, you

know,” said Bunter. “I bet he was
head taller than the other man.” a
Then ‘the hairy man was about

P S e
us ut,' a ; unter.
“Abont the  height %rfi: Capper .E;r

Lamb?*

“Capper's the Fourth Form peak
here, and Lamb's the art master,”
said Bunter. “They're: about the
samo height. Hacker's rather taller.
&0 18 Lascelles, 0Old Wiggins is about
the same height, though.

“I have met Mr. Capper and My,
Wiggins—though I have not had the
leasuro of mecting Mr. Lamb,” said

errers - Locke, “8o0 the. hairy man

or repeated

was about the same height as My,
ﬂal»_}:ufﬁr or Mr. Wiggins®”

“Just mbout tho eame,” said
Bunter.

“Did you notice his handsi”

“I noticed he had two, of course!”

“Dear mo!” said Ferrers Locke,
“Did -you really, ¢r Bunfer?
You are aun observant lad ¥

“Well, I gonerally sco as much as
most fellows, or a little more,” caid
Bunter complacently.

“Did you motice anything else aboul
hizs han as well as their number?”
asked Ferrers Looke, with a sarcasm
that was a sheer waste on DBilly
Bunter. .

“N-n-no, I can’t say I did.”

“Had ha gloves on?"

“Oh, yesl I remember
hadlilud his hands strike .

“Did his ha strike you—="

Tag Magyer Lmeary.—INo. 1,601
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“Oh, wo—he never saw mel! Ha
atruck i :

“Please let mo finish my question,
Bunter | Did his hands strike you ag
being large or amalli™

“1 newer noticed.™

“Ilis feot—"
“1 nover looked at them."
Ferrers Locke  breathed  hard.

Obviously, the kidoapper had been in
disguise ; ‘but there were many physical
points that could noi have been dis-
guised—had Bunter noticed them |

But Bunter hadn’t! One item of
information had been extracted from
the fat Owl—the man's height. Ho
waa sbout the zame hoight as Mr.
Capper, Mr. Wiggins, and Mr. Lamb.
Locko ]'md met two oul of those threae
entlemen, and w that both were a
ittle under the medium height. It
was something to learn, if not much.

There were other dJetails that he
could deduce. The man who had
acked & good-sized gentleman like
]Izir. Quelch mto s hand-barrow and
wheeled him away must be faicly
strong  and active—aod  presumably
soung. He was a man who had a car,
as thero could be ne doubs that Quelch
had been taken away in a car. It was
no doubt a large car, for Inspector
Grimes had found no trace of the
hand-barrow, beyond marks of its
wheels, The barrow must have been
brought in the car, and taken away
with it. That required space. But it
was all little emough to go upon.

Billy Bunter blinked at the Baker
Atrect detective’s thoughiful face. Hae
slid off the edge of the chair.

“M-m-mum-may 1 go newit” Lo
mumbled. . “I=Iva got to sco
Quelch——"
“ What 1

#I—1 mean, Lamb—Lamb's takiog
us now Queleh is away., [—I've got to
se0 Lamb|” amended Billy Bunter
hastily. *I'm not expecting a man in
a van, or—or anythiug. I—I've just
got to see Quelch—1 mean, Lamb——"

“Thank you, Master Bunter—I
think 1 am finished »now!" said
Ferrers Locke.

Billy Bunter made one bound to the

QOF.

As ho reached it, it opened from
without, and Dr. Locke hurriedly
entered.

A SURPRISE FOR ME. LAMB !

i OME mm ! said Mr. Lamb,
Mr. Lamb was in his study

afrver thard school. He had a
drawing-board on the rtable

by iho window, with a sheet of card-
board pinned on it, and was standing
at it at work on a pen-and-mnk drawing.

He glanced round ss the door ugan:i
and raised his evebrows in surprise at
tho sight of . Kebble, the house
dame, and, behind that buxom dame, a
man in uniform, on whosa cep was tho
word * Chunkley's* in gilt letters

Mrs. Kebble bad s shrprized and
lustered cexpressiom on her face, and
the map from Chunkley's had a large
package under his arm.

“My dear madam, what—" ashed
Mr. mb, gazing in surprise at tho
two over his gold-rimmed g

“Mr. Lamb, sir 1 cannot understand
this " said Mrs. Kebble. * Perhaps you

can, sir. This man will tell you,
sir—"

Tho man from Chunkley's touchead his
eap.

'_‘d Parcel for Master Bunter, sir,™ he
BOIO,
“ Bunter ¥ repeated Mr. Lamb, in
Tee Macser Lrrany.—No. 1,601

Billy Bunter's Christimas Greeting—" Eat,

astomshment. “There is a boy of that
name 1n the Form of which 1 am in
charge, but bo iz not hete Wh 5
“But that is not all, sir | exclaimed
Mras. Kebble. “Where Master Buntor
is nmlj. I !t:]h lin:lalgﬂl know, ;h&_tt e&ﬁl:? T;}n
saya that tho was order L
Eel-r:h—” £ z

“ What ;
q Mr Lamb jumped almost clear of the

Lo b g ;

“"That's on the order, sizr,” said the
man from Chunkley’s, *“Phoie order,
sir; ordered by Mr. Quelch, to be
delivered to Mgaster Bunter, My in-
structions are to deliver it to Master
Bunter personally, which I explained
to this good lady, sir, such being tho
instroctions given by Mr. Quelch over
the telephone”

"By Mr. Quelch—on the tele-
phone ™

“?E.B,. gip .
ou mad ¥ exclaimed

him.

Mr. Lamb’s expression was
quite extraocrdinary. What the
carman hiad said seemed to
have shaken him from head to
foot. Mre. Kebblo was in a
stato of flustered surprise and
perplexity, but the art master
secewed to be startled almost
out of his wits.

“1 don't understand, sir,”
said Chunkley’'s man. My,
Queleh has an zecount with us,
and has often ordered goods by
telephone; I have been hore
ﬂftﬂllllginﬂﬁ I]::L. In this r:.a.daa tha
goo B ristmas pudding—
weara ordered to be delivered to
BMaster Bunter.”

“ Not by Mr. ?&talch b

“Wes, sir; hf r. Quelch.”

“Impossible| Absurd

“It is marked on my order
paper, sir,” said the astonished
carman. *Ordered by Mr.
Quelch, for delivery to—"

“ That 1s why I have brought
_ﬂ.m man to yout, sir, 83 you aro
in charge of Mr. émh::h’u
Form now,” said Mrs. Kehble.
;lfk Mrh CQueleh has coma

aﬂ e

“Come back I* repeated Mr.
Lamb.

“1f he has I have not heard
of 1t,” raid the bouse dame,

“He has not come back. Hao
cannot have come back—I—I
mean, I have certainly heard
nothi of the kind! ex-
claimed Mr Lamb.  “ H—if he
i1s back &t [‘ir?:,rfnara—m But #
it ia impossible I—I1 should Mowes
certainly have been formed.”

“Bo I should think, sir,” said Mrs.
Eebble. “But. then, what docs it
mean? How can Mr Quelch have
given an orde

“He canpot,” breathed Mr. Lamb.

“ He has been away nearly a week,”
said Mrs Kebble. ™ Was 0 Bstonished,
Mr. Lamb, when this man said that the
order had been given by Mr. Quelch——
What can it mean, air?"

“1—1 hardly know,” said Mr. Lamb.
“It is quite beyond my understanding.
Really, 1t 13 guite useless to come to
II]E\-"

“As you are now in Mr. Quelch's
placa, sir—>"

* Oh, yes, quite! But, really, I know
nothing of the maiter. [ do mot under-
gtand 1t ie tho least. Perhaps you had
better Eﬂ to the headmaster ™ :

Mr Lamb took bold of his door with
the evidont intention of shutting it

Thoe man from Chunkley’s backed

you?”

gway, the bhouse dame stepped back
into the passage, and Mr. Lamb shat
the door.

As tho footsteps faded away down the

assage the vew 4rt master of Grey-
riars turned the key in the lock.

Then he stood ‘]}iﬂtiﬂg for breath.

Tho Remove follows who knew Mr.
Lamb as a mild ond rather sleepy-
looking man would have been startled
if they had scon him now.

His face was white, his eyeca dilated,
his lips quivering.

Mre. Kebble was in a state of
sstonishment and perplexity. But Me.
Lemb's look expressed much moré than
that. There was deep di uu:ﬂ::m[a—

o art

indead, fear—in the facda o
master,
The possibility that Mr. Quelch Lad

“* Release my arm !* snapped Mr. Lamb.
“* My name is Locke ! ** said the Bab«
suflicia

e o R T

L1 ]]

somehow  turned up at Greyfriars
Behool eeemed to be a stunning blow
to Mr. Lamb.

“If he is hera“—he  breathed the
words half-aloud—"if he is here—
But he cannot be—ho capnot! But if
bhe 18, and I never know—"

Tapl

Mr Lamb spun round towards the
door. There was something like terror
in his pale face. He had to make an
clffort to keep hiz voieo calm as he
spoke.

“Who is thera”

“ Wharton, sir,’” came the reply; and
the door-handle turoed.

Tho coptain of the Remove naturally
expected to bo able to enter the study.

“1 amn busy opow, Wharton. But
what . is it? called out Mr. Lamb.

“The Form papers, sir,” answered
Wharton, with & very noticcable note
of surprise. in his voice.

5\



Brink and IBe Merry, Pou Fellows!”

¢ Street detective,

.“FI”

Wharton had a sheaf of papers in hia
haud. They wero papera ihat the head
boy of the Remwove had to collect in
the Form-reom and take to his Form-
master's stady—AMr. Lamb’s, now that

ch was away

“0Oh, yes| Thank you, Wharton!
Augther timo!” My, Lamb bhad quite
forgotten those Form papers. “Leave
them on my desk in the Forp-room.™

" Very waoll, sie®

" oo moment 1 added Mr. Lamb, as
Wharton was turm away. " Haveo
on heard that your Form-master, Mr.

uelch, has returned i

"No, sir.”

“¥ou have pot scen him 1

**No, sir. I don’t think he has come

back ; wo should have seen him if he

gy
r'f ;o ,..-"r'r

o, e f
-.".f ]

0w dare you interveme ! Who the dickens

had,” caid the captain of the Remave,
in astenishment

“1 have spoken to Mrs. Eebble; she
appears to think that Mr. Quelch 13 now
iu the school, Wharton.”

“I've heard noithing of it,hlir and I
don't think man 1 tha ﬁamu}rn
has. I think Mra Kebble must be mis-
take:rv, mr.‘;} l

“"Very w you may go.”

Harry W'hl.rtnuF went, rather
astonished at the art master talking to
him without g the door.

Ho was not !iklﬂj to guess, however,
that Mr. Lamb bad his own reazons
for sporting his oak while thersa was
4 possibility that Mr. Quelch might be
i the echool. For reasons best n
to himself, Mr. Lamb did not want to
meet the Remove master of Grayinara,

After Wharton had » Mr Lamb
moved- abou his st restlascly, his
faca lined with trou thought.

“ That boy has been caned

Several times he approached the tele-
phone, but paused.

At last, however, ke lifted the
receiver and acked for a trunk call

He waited with feverish impatience
unti) he was given hia number—Red-
gate 202.

A voice camo through at last:

“Hallo I }

“ Hallo | replicd Mr, Lamb. “Is the
wind in the same quarter still 2"

Anyone who had heard Mr. Lamb
aek that question on the telephone
would probably have been surprised.

Redgate, in Burrey, was a .
arght : miles from Greyfriars, and 1t
would have seemed very singular that
Mr. Lamb shonld be interested in the
state of the weather there. : :

But the strange question did
not seem to surprise the man
at the other end. Thoe answer
cama at once:

“No change.”

“1 have a special reasom for
asking,” said Mrc Lamhbh. “Go
and look at tho weather-vans,
and then tell me again.”

“Hang on l”

There was a pause. Then the

samé voice came through
BEAIML:

" No change.”

“You've looked ¥

*Bural™

*0.I2. 1" gaid Mr. Lamb.

He hung utp, and turned
from the telephone. That

brief and curious conversation
scemted to have entirely re-
lioved him of his uneasiness.
Hoe was still puzzled, but he
e was no longer alarmed. He
unlocked the study door.
“Bomo. trick ' he muttered,
“The man's name has been
used. But wh aowi It is
inexplicable ! ho——"

He pave a little start as he
remembered that the house
dame had mentiooed Bunter.

His eyos gleamed over his
gold-rimmed glasses.

Mr. Quelch was supposed to
have phoned an order to
Chunkley's, which he certainly
n.e'rﬁrf haﬂ] d?i:;]ﬂ: Tl:mE order
wasz for the v of gooda
to Bunter, of Iﬁ? Form: of
which Mr. Lamb was now in
charge.

g Myr. Lamb put a cane under
his arm, and left the study—to
lbok for Billy Bunterl

BAD LUCK FOR BILLY BUNTER

L H 1" gasped Billy Bunter.

e backed in haste as the
door of the Head's study
opened and De. Locke came

in. The headmaster’s manner was
hurried, and there was a trace of ex-
citerpent in his usually calm face.

“My dear Ferrers—" exclaimed
s o,
The Baker Street detective gave him

& curious glance, '
“Ia there any newsi* he asked.

“1' hardly know.,” answered Dr

I.:ocka. “But there has beon a most
singular  occurrence—very.  singular
indeed! 1 have jum seem the E&
dame, and o man who came from
Chunkley's Stores—*

“0Oh crikey

Billy Bunter uttered that ejaculation
quite involuntarily.

eated with me.” said Dr, Locke.

13

He had feared that the delay in the
Head's s#tudy might canse troubla in
the matter of the Christmas pudding.
I looked ae if it had 1 W=y

Dr. Locke glanced at the fat junior.

“Whatr—what did you say, Bunter?”
he exclaimed.

“Oh, nothing, : ;
Bunter. * I—I mean—n-n-onothing, sir 1"
The fat junior edged round towards
the doorway.

gir 1® stammered

H“-R&md ain here, Bunter!” said the
ead.
“Mr. Locke’s finished with me,
pr—"

“ Remain here I

“0Oh, yes, sir!” moaned Bunter.

“It is possible that this boy may be
sble to throw some light on the matter,
Ferrers,” explaived Head. "It ia
& vory sibgular occurrence, in viow of
Mr. lch’s absence. It appears that
an order was telephoned to ﬁunk]cy’s
dtores in Courtfield by, as they sup-
posed, Mr. %uelch——"‘

“By Mr. Quelch I” exclaimed Forrers
Locke, * When did this cccur 1™

“The order was telephoned . yesterday,
for delivery to-day. Obviously it can-
not have been tole ed from here, as
Mr. Quelch is not here.”

“Will you uiet, nter i

“0Oh, yes, ﬁ-il'IE

“1f Mr. ?ue!ch has been released, or
has  off his escape, he might, of
course, have telephoned,” said the

Head. “But in such a case I should
naturally have expected to hear from
him immediately ; and it is very singu-
lar that he should have telephoned an
order to a stores—especially for such an
article as a Christmas puddin

“A Christmas pudding 1"

“Yes—a ristmas pudding ¥ said
the Head. *“It appears scarcely pos-
sible that it can have been Mr. Quelch
who telephoned such an order, in the
circumstances—"

“Quite impossible, I should say,” re-
marked Ferrers o dryly.

“Yet if some other:person has nsed
Mr. Quelch’s name on the telephone, it
seems more singular still,” eaid the
Head.

“ Very singular indeed 1" said Ferrers
Locke. " But in what way is this boy
Bunter connected with the matter i

“That 1s the most surprising circum-
stance of all I"* said the Head. *'This
order, which Chuukley’'s tock for

ranted came from Mr. Quelch, who

as an account at their stores, was for
& Christmas pudding to be delivered to
this boy Bunter here—>*

“0Oh1” exclaimed Mr. Locke.

“ Bunter, therefore, may know some-
thing on t:lm subject, which appears to
me quite inexplicable,” said the Head.

Ferrers Locke, with his keen eves
fixed on the fat Owl's dismayed face,
amiled faintly.

Ferhaps the mystery did not scem

vite so inexpliceble to the Baker

treet detective as it did to Dr. Locke.

“If thia means that Mr. Quelch 13 at
liberty, it is very welcome news, amaz-
ing as it is that he has not commum-
: LL ﬂan
it mean that, Ferrers?™

“1 fear not,” answered Ferrers
Locke. "I am afraid that the simple
explanetion is that Mr Quelch's nane
has been used on the telephone by some

" person who was aware that he had an

pecount at Chunkley’s Stores.”

“But for what reason—for
motive ! asked Dr. Locke.

“ Possibly, as you remarked, Bunter
may be able to throw some light on the
gubject.”

*1 hope so—I trust sol

“0Ohb crikey 1™

T Mscyer Lippary.~INo, 1,661,
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“Dear me| The seams quite
alarmed I” said Dr. Locke, staring at
Billy Bunter. “There is nothing to be

alarmed about, Bunter.”
"Oh !’ gasped Buntar. * Isn’t there,
gicr? Yes, sirl . Obh dear!”

“¥You have simply to tell me whether
vou know anything about this strange
occurrence;” eaid the Head reassur-
mgly., “You have nothing whatever to
fear, Bunter, There is no occasion
whatever for alarm.”

“*0Oh, yes, sir1” :

“Have you any kunowledge of this,
Bunter 1

“0Oh, no, sir! Mum-mum-my mind's
a perfect blank |” gasped Bunger,. “I—
I never knew there was a Christmas

udding coming from Chunkley’s, sir.
f—l’ : m&';r heard ﬁnf:'l _ their n&
guines Christmas ings, and—an

l?l?e Christreas pud-

—and I—I don't
di \ ler“'h

F@hﬂl‘ﬂ 1s no doubt that the carman
had nstructions to deliver the goods to
you, Bunter. Did you know nothing
whatever about the matter I

“Not a thing, sir |” moaned Bunter.
" It—it's quite a surprise to me. I—I
don’t know anvthing about it at all,
Bir.

Ferrers Locke stood with his eyes
fixed on the fat face, but he did not
& . Mr. Locke was at Greyiriars
to take up the case of vanished
Form-master, not to hand over a fat
and fatuons Owl to » well-deserved

whopping. :

“Are you quite sure of this, Bunter *
asked the Head,

“Oh, wyes, sirl Absolutely sure!"
mumbled Bunter. “I never knew that

a pudding was coming from Chunkley's,
and I certainly wasn't going to wait at
the back gate for the van.

The Head started,

“You were not gaing to wait at the
back gate for the van!’’ he repeated.

* Certainly not, sir—nat kn-:}wins a.n;r,rf
es,

thing about the ding! Besi
couldn’t, as Mr. ke kept me here
talking—"

“Bless my soul!” said the Head
blankly.

- *Cecan I go now, sir?’ asked
Bunter anxiously.

“You may not, Bunter! Ii appesars

to me that you certainly do know some-
thing of this matter if it was your in-
tention to wait at the back gate for the
carmap——" : :
- *0h, no, gir! I wasn't going to wait
for the carman, as I never knew he was
coming st all! I didn't want o get
away while Mr, Locke was talking' to
me, sir! I—I enjoyed a chat with him
I wasn't thinking about that pudding
all the time—-=>" .

“You were pot thinking about that
pudding all the time " said the Head
d i

“No, sir—never having heard of it!
1 wasn't just going fo cut down to the
back gate when you came in, eir.
'EB-B ing to Mr. Quelch—I mean, Mr.

am e R

* Bunter ! thundered the Head.

“Oh erikey! I—I mean, yes, airl”
gasl}ed Bunter.
“Tell me the truth at once! It is

obvious to me that you know about this
meatter. Speak I

Billy Bunter's fat knees knocked to-
gaﬂ:mh Thunder in the headmaster’s
iorow deprived him of what little wit
he had,

“0h, ves, sir!” he stuttered.
wasn't me, sir "

“What1”

A I—1 mean, I—I never I'’ gurgled the
fat Owl. - “If anybody phoned from
?l‘l?:]gh"s{hldy ;raatharl:laj_ it ng-%] g
1—]1 can't guess who it was, sir; but—

. THE MacweT Lmnm.—!&g. 1,661.

“It

The Magnet

I{?‘:ﬁiaﬁ know iié}#am’t _m;a'l II—.-I 1;:};
mas pu sir] 1 certa
never ed fo %hunklﬂj"‘ﬂ for one,

and if thm:ﬁht it was Mr. Quelch,
it wasn't my fault, sir, as—as I never
phoned 1™

 Bless my soul I said the Head.

“Cocan I go now, sir?” grosned
Bunter,

“You utterly unscrupulous boy Y- ex-

claimed- the Head. Tt was as clear to
r. Locke now as it had been all the
while to Ferrers “Is it pos

sible, Bunter, that you took advantage
of Mr. Quelch’s absence from the sthool
to iwp an order in his name for a—a—
a stmas pudding _
“'Oh, no, sir |” gpluttered Bunter, “I
never phoned, gir, and I never told
them to deliver it afiér twelve, either |
I was't in Mr. Quelch’s study at all,
sir, when I phoned—I mean, when I
ﬂi&n‘t phone; and I wasn't l.goinug; to

wait at the back ﬁ:te, sir, if Locke
hadn’'t kEept me here, because I never
knew snything at all about it—"

“If you were not an extraordinarily
stupid Bunter, I should administer
& severe flogging for ' this unsorupulous

_ ”E;h, thank you, sir| M.m-may I go
now 1"

“You may not! I shall cane you
very severely, Bunter |”

errers, perhaps you would care to
walk in ﬁ?mdrmglé before lunch?”
suggested the Head,

“Certainly " said Ferrers Locke, and
he left the study. .

As he went down the corridor the
sound of a ewiping cane followed him,
accompanied by a series of fearful yells.

Billy Bunter, after all his astute
scheming, was getting something much
less * agreeable than a Christmas
pudding.

FERRERS LOCEE INTERVENES !
Cherry.
was full of woe when he rolled out of

1 SAY, ﬂu follows—wow 1"
“Whopped?” asked Bob
_ “Owl Yesl Wowl”
Billy Bunter wriggled. His fat face
the House after that painful interview
with the Head.

“Lamb's looking for you,” said
Frank Nugent.
“Blow Lamh! Ow! Wow|¥

“He seems to want you™ i

“Let him want!. Wow! That idiot,
Locke I'" hissed Bunter, “That silly
fool, Ferrers Locke—ow! That dummy
—wow [

“YWhat on oarth has Ferrers Locke

done ! asked.-Harry Wharton, in aston-
g W t‘fI! Keeapi fell jawi

“ Wow eap a fellow jawing
Il'.lﬂ_‘WH%'f time “11“E groaned Bunter,
“It.-would have been all right if I'd

met the carman from Chunkley’s at the

gate—wow ! But that silly idiot—
wow l—had to keep a fellow jawing!
So—»"

*You fat villain I

“Dw! Wow!l I shan't get it now 1"
moaned Bunter. *“1 expect they'll send
1t back sfter this. Ow! You see, as I

never saw tho carman, the silly fool
must have asked the house dame—
—wow ! Anyhow, it all came ocut—
wow !l I suppose Mra. Eebble
that Quelch had  never ord that
pudding, as he isn't here—ow "

“Yea, I think she may have guessed

that one,” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“The guessiulpess +was probably
torrific 1™ 1
“I don't sec why she wanted to speak
to the Head about it " od Bunter.

“She could have gone to .the Lamb,

a3 he's taken old Queleh’s place. . No
ﬂeﬁ-;]-tu jaw to the Head—wow 1"
f‘-:ﬂ;BJ; Eul" axﬂ?u:é:;%d Harry Whar-
. “I fancy = 1 " fat assl
That must be why Litt;b_rg:kﬂd me if
I'd heard that Quelch had come back.”

“0h! And that's why the Lamb
wants Bunter!” exclaimed Bob,

“Look out for squalls, you fat
ﬁoﬁar!" said - nny Bull. “The

mb had a cene under his arm when

ha asked us where you tvere.”
., “Why, the beast!” exclaimied Bunter
lﬂqi:i?anﬂr. _*He can't lick me, when
the Head's licked me| They dan't:lick
& follow twice for the same thing!”

“ Beiter tell the Lamb that—quick—
when he spots youl” grinned MNugent.
“He looked as if he was going to
handle that cane."

“Blow him!” Bunter. “I
say, the Head laid it on! He seemed
annoyed, thm'fhh I told him that I-never
phoned, and that I wasn't in ch's
sh::li ’ltt uilﬂwhgn I 9 i uh l!m
cowlan’t take my word. Ungentlemanly,
I call it—making & fellow out to bo a
}:lia:'I béfore & wisitor to the school!

w ¥

“ 0Ok, my hat!"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallod Here comes the
Lamb |" exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he
spotted & gleam of gold-rim glasses
in the distance,

Billy Buntor promptly rolled

i nter prom o AWAY.

He did not Fﬂnt to see Mr, Llrn:frb—
n.fterd;gt ae.amﬁ.thu Head. It was
true that a feliow couldn't be licked
twice for the samo misdeed, 8till
Bunter preferred not to see Mr. Lamb,
if Lamb had a cane under his arm.

‘The fat Owl rolled off into the
Cloister, which was. & nice decluded
spot, with tho idea of remsining out of
bt at least until the dinner bell rang.
e disappeared from the view of the
Famous Five.

But the old Cloister was not un-
tenanted. A rather tall, athletic figure
was pacing there. And Billy B

a8 he spotted it, gave it an inimi

blink from his big spectacles.

His feelings towards Ferrers Locke
were deep and bitter. It was all tho
fault of the Baker Btreet dotective,
Btﬁnter hmdnsidai'mi, E:n;ti ﬂ}- groat
scheme had gone so C aWTY.
But for that unappnhhhp;;;lim, Fn::ga

e, Bunter mllgtht. have been scoff-

mg ﬁhrul;pma pudding at this very
momen

t, instead of wriggli in
anguish from the offects u!giiﬁald-
master's cane. |

Farrers Liocke
amiled faintly. _

Bunter gave him the ‘bitterest of
blinks, and lcaned on one of the old
stone pillars,

g]an-;mi_ at him, and

; walked on, and passed out of
mEht- alﬂn,g the Cloister,

‘Beast | hissed Bunter, as he went.

A minute later there was a step.

The fat Owl blinked round in dismay
at a glimmer of gold-rimmed glasses
and a wvelvet coat. _

“Oh erikey ! he ejaculated.

Mr, Lamb had run him down. Ie
had, in fact, q;)ttad Bunter in the quad,
and followed him to his retreat.

The art master’s face was far from
wearing its umal placid, sleepy, almost

doeile His lips ‘'ware set, and his
oyes glinted. = _
“Bunter!” His voice was bard -and

sha ’
“ﬁ:, yes, sir I" moaned Buntor.
was startled and alarmed by that
grim look on the Pet Lamb's face, and
still more by seeing Hrd ‘Lamb slip hia
nd.

tho . sad caso . of

cane down.into his
He . remembered - BB
Bkinner, and realised with dismay that



the Lamb was now 1n as savage &
temper a3 when he had so unexpectedly
given Skinoner beans m the Form-room.

“1 raﬂuim'm] axplanation from wou,

Bunter,” said BMr, L.amb, in concen-
trated tones. “ Bomeone appears to
have u name of your dbsent

I'orm-master on the telephone to order
cortain eatables—to ba delivered to you.
What does this mean?” :
“0Oh, I—=I don’t know; sir!” gasped
the wretched Owl. “I—1 never ordered
the Christmas pudding, sir.”
“¥ou appear to be aware that it was
& Christmas ﬁnddmg." eaid Mr. Lamb
imly. “How do you know that,
uﬂte.r; if it was not you.that used Mr.
Quelch’s name oo the telephone?”
“J—I don’t, mir. I—I never dreamed
that it was a Christmas pudding—"
“What " . ]
“J—I hadn't the faintest idea, sirl”
croancd Bunter. *Besides, the Head’s
found out, and whopped me I”
“Indeed 1" .gaid Mr. Lamb, shutting
hiz lips hard. “Indeed! As I am at
present in- the place of your Form-
master, Bunter, it is my duty to punich
jon for this act of unscrupulous dis-
nesty. I shall do so with the ntmost

severity. ¥

e | BA.Y, tha Head's whopped me
already I’ yelled Bunter. “You can't
T i

Mr. Lamb did not tell him to bend
over. He oaught the fat Owl by the
collar, twirled him round, and laid
oz tho cane.

Heo laid it on hard and fast.

Billy Buater hopped and bounded and

cllowed. But the grip on his collar
was like iron. He was hold ea in a

vice, and the canme whopped and
whopped. ‘

“Owl Wowl Etﬂp}:u_ﬂ" roared
Bunter. “Leavo offl tell you .the

Head caned mo for it | Will you leave 3

vif? ¥Yarcooh! Yeo-hoop!”
Whack, whack, whack
“Ow! Wow! Stoppit! DBeast!”

shricked Punter. “ Yarcoh! Oh crikey !
Leave off ] Wowl Yowl Yoo-hoop!
Wow I

Thae cana was suddonly arrested 1n its
descent. Mr. Lamb had been unaware
that anyone else was in the Cloister
1ill that grip fell on his arm, stopping
the care as 14 lashed.

Ho stared round savagely. He stared
at a clear-cut, calm face, with a faint
exproession of contempt on it

“"Heleaso my armi” he snapped.
" How dare you.interveno! Who tho
ﬂiclmlns are you? Releaso my arm at
unee |

“My namea is Locka 1 said the Baker
HSiveot detective quietly. “I am a rela-
tive of tho headmaster heral 1 think
ou forget yourself a little, sir. That
fm:,r has been caned sufficiontly.”

“That i3 no concern of yours!™
engrled My, Lamb, "1 rﬂueﬂ you to
mind your own business, Mr. Locke, if
that is your name ! Will you let go my
arm-instantly 2"

“¥ou will kindly releaze that boy
fiest,” said Ferrcrs Locke “ His head-
tnaster has already caned him for his
vffenco, as I heard him tell you. Vou
havae no ng’ht, sir, to intlict a second
punishment.” .

“That 13 my business! I am in
charge of the Form, sir, to which this
boy gﬂfﬂﬂﬁ.’ﬂ, ard it i3 for mo te judge.”

I gather that you are Mr. Lamb,"”
saidl the Baker Birect detective. *“1
win gorrcy, Mr Lamb, to have to imter-
vaie, but I eannot sea a boy beaten in
that manner, of which you must
awara that Dr. Locke would

approve,” e :
“I never odid 1017 wailed Dunter.

not

Special Cbristmas Mumber

“And the Head’s licked me for it, wo.
Oh crikey I

“ Please releaze the boy, Mr. Lamb I*

said Locke

“I refuse to allow you to interfere,
air! [ shall deal with this bo ilm-
cisely as I think Bt1” snarled Mr.
Lamb. “He has been guilty of an act
of unscrupulous dlahnnaatd?——"

“ His headmaster has judged him, and
punished him, sie.™

“That is no concern of yours.”

“I make it my concern,” said Ferrera
Locke. “I am sorry to interfere with
a Greyltiars master, but I will not allow
that boy to he tonched again "

! The Bhost
of the Fifth!
WILLIAM

el Tk

OFVERLOORKED one thing when

I disguised Coker az a ghost.

Apart from that, the job twwas

as good as any I hacve done in the
course of my theatrical career!

Coker's requirements were clear

enough.

 F reaand gou Lo rig me Up a3 o

ghost,'” he said. *" And I want il

done so that nobody can recognise

* Ensy az volling off a log,” 1
said. ' Whal's theidea 7 Havethey
given you o part in  Hamlet*7 '’

Coker, whe doesn’t know e
difference hetoeen ' Hamlet "
and o ham roll, frewned severely,

* No cheek, now, or Il whop
gow! " he said. ** Thia is jus? a
Christmas joke of mine. Chrisimas
is the time when people talk aboul
ghosts—and 't going to give "em
o ghost to tallk abowl. see ¥ Jump
out on chaps and scare the life
ol of e ! Funny, what ¢

“* Feavfully ! ' 1 said, in dwtiful
agreement,. * Ha, hal™

* Nemo get on with the job and
don't jawe I ted Coker. ' Do
it well, and 'l buny pouw some
lollipops or whatlever (I ia you
scrubby kids like [ ™

* Ok, thank you, Cokerl? 1

I toak him to the box-room where
tee keep the Remove [Dramatic
Society’s props, and turned him
into a fearsome-looking ghost.
Nobody, I felt sure, couwld recognise
the awful olbject that at last
emerged from the box-rooin as
Horace Coker!

My. Lamb gave a fierce wrench at his
4T

But he might as well have tried to
wrench it out of the grip of a steel
vice.

Ferrers Locke's face was stern, and
his lips set. This man, for whatevaer

recason, was in a fierco and sava
temper, and wreaking it on  the
wretched Owl. Obviously what Bunter

had done did pot in itseli account for
that angry thrashing .

It was an awkward position for
Ferrers Locke; but he was quite deter-
mined that Bunter was going te have no
more. ‘

“If you desire to refer the matter to
Dr. Locke, sir——" said the detective,

: Mr. Lamb released Bunter's collar at
ast.

* of that, he stood still and starcd.
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The fat Owl tottered away, souecakin
with angmsh Never had Bunter ha
such a whopping and it would have
gone on, but for Ferrers Locke.

“¥on bad better go, Buater,” said
Ferrers Locke. '

Bunter did not nced telling twice.
He shot away, squeaking and squealing
as ho went. ;

Mr. Locke released that steely grip
on the master's arm. He al:epped‘f back.

“I am sorry for this, Mr. Lamb,” he
said, “but I feel sure that, on reflec.
tion, you will realis '

““Are you here, sir, to teach Grey-

I followeed the Fifth Fovin Ghost,
Half-way dowen the stairs, he
sltarted twoowving e orms and
uitering blood-curdling howis.
When 1 looked over the banisters,
F saw that this was being done for
the benefit of Drown, who was
approaching.

Broweny. of course, should have
twrned tail and fled. Bul, instead

** What are you doing all this
for. Coker ¢ " he ashked.

Coker stopped toaving and howl-
ing. He booted Browen instead;
aid Browny started deoing the
woaving and howling, while Coler
sought fresh victims [

Admaring as it seemed, the others
all recognised Coker as easily as
Brown ! II baffled me, but there
it was. I saw him jump out in
furn on Bolsover major, Temple,
Hoskins and Blundell, They ashed @
“ What's the idea, Coker ¢ and
went on, tapping their forcheads
sigmificantiy !
Coker came raging backh lo me

fast.
1 showld have Enown better
than to trust the job to an inky-
fingered fag ! ** he hooted. ** They
Eknow me evergichere—yet pou're
supposed to have disguised e
begond recognition! 1 shouldn't
Fave ht it a difficult feat——""

* gsot it I °* 1 yelled.

*f@ed what 7™

* The explonation! Your saying
*feal ' reminded mel IY's your
feel that give gou mway! I forgot
to disguise them : ygel crporgone
knows they've the biggest in the
school—here, wharrer you doing 7"

Coker didn't stop o explain
ecfiad e wnas doing. He rushed at
me instead and storted wsing the

at

biggest feet at Greygfviars for
footer practice—icith me as the
ball !

! headed for safety at top speed. .
Coker the ghost teas a litkle foo
encrielic for my taste!

friars masters their ducy §* asked M.

Lamb, his voico husky with rage.
"“Not in the least.,” said Ferrers
Locke. "1 am here as a detective,

which i1s my profession. But, 1n the
clreumstances—>""'

“A detectivel”

“You may possibly have heard my
nameo, sir,” said the Igal:ar. Streot detecs
tive. “It 13 farly well known.”

“Locke — Locke!” repeated M.
Lamb. The angry ozcitement had died
out of his face, and ha looked intently
at the clear cut face before him.
you mean Ferrers Locke, the celebrated
detective .

“1 am Ferrers Locke, certainly.”™

“PDear mel” said Mr. Lamb. His
manner had quite changed. The

Tre Maexer LErany.—No. 1,601,
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Removites would have recognised the
Pet Lamb agein now. It is a
pleasure, sir, t¢ meet so celebrated a
man ! dear Mr. Locke, 1 regrct
extremely—more than I can say—any
disagreeabls words that I may - have
uttered| Please forget them! I will
add that I sm obliged to you—v

much obliged to youl I fear that

lh;;d Hquim lost my temper with that

"I-

“J] fear that you had, sir,” said
Ferrors Locke dryly.

“J] am afraid I have given you an
erroncous impression,” said Mr. Lamb.
“I am in charge of the Remove diring
Mr. Quelch’s absence, and all the _boga
in that Form could tell you that .the
cane is never used in their Form-room.
Pray do not judge me, Mr. Locke, by
one unfortunate outbreak of temper|

‘;E?t at all, sir,” said Ferrers

iely. )
Ft:‘l uiﬂ. glad that {nu intervened, sir!
I thank you for it!" ssid Mr. Lamb;
and, with a polite bow to the Baker
Strect detective, he walked back to the
uadrangle, Ferrers Locke gasing sfter
?ﬁm very curiously as he went,

GOING TO BE GORGEOUS !

i HEIATMAS—"
£ ] Hﬂl_P I‘li
“Christmas——"
Billy Bunter.

“Roll away {*

“ Oh, reali;r, Wharton—"

“ Avaunt [

“Ha, ha, bha 1"

It was two or thrce days later, and
the Famous Five were at tea in 8
Hu.dl E’h?in. Billy Bunter's ample figure
filled the doorway.

Bunter had a fm;ter in his hand, and
a cheery grin on his face. .

Five hands were waved at him,
waving hiin off like a troublesome blue-
bottle. Just on break-up nobody seemed
to want to hear Billy Bunter on the
subjeet of the Christmas holidays.

“7 was going to say—" roared

Bunter. e
“Zhut the door before you say it!

repeated

“Beast! I was going to say, Christ-
mas is going to %g awfully l,p::nll;- at
Bupter Court.”

uEhl:.-r:

“T believe I half-promised to give you
a look-in, Wharton, in _the Christmas
hols,” said Bunter, blinking at the
captain of the Remove. :

edmitted

“T'm afraid you did!®
Wharton. i

“Woll, I shan't be able to now !” said
Bunter, his fat lip curling. * After all,
vou can't expect 1t 1”

The Famous Five all looked at
Bunter. They had taken it for granted
that the fat Owl bad barged in to fix
up for the Christmas hols. The chumes
n? the Remove were sll going to be at
Wharton Ln»dﬁg together for the festive
season, and t “; seemed quite blind to
the fact that William George Bunter’s
presence was reguired

to make any
party a real success,

But it seemed, from Bunter's words,
that hie had other views! It was quite
a pleasure to hear it.

“Roll in and have a sausage roll, old
fat man!” eaid the captain of the
Remove cordially If Bunter had not
come there to fix up the Christmas hols,
ﬂui juniors were prepared to be hospit-
shle.

“0h, all right!” PBunter rolled in
and helped himself to 8 sausage roll. “I
say, you fellows, I'm going to have o
tﬂ?}liﬂg’ time, fromw what the pater says

"I'HE MAGRET IcwmarY.—INO, 1,661.

The fagnet

in this letter! Borry I skan't be able to
give iéu & week or two, Wharton.”
::I ., don't-ménch ™ - 3 "
mean to Ba can't rea
expect  it1” nrgugé %ﬁtm. "'Tuu'ﬁ
have Buall there, and I can’t stand
Bull.

Bull.”

“Good I said Johnny E .

“ And Bob Cherry barging about like
a hippopotamus—~<not the sort of thing a
fellow can stand.” :

“(xood again | remarked Bob.

“And Inky—I can’t say I'm keen

mgﬁ:ers. i
he goodiulness is terrific | :

“Nugent ain't so bad—but he's a bit
of a mlksop.”

“Hear, hear |” said Frank.

“And you, yourself, Wharton, you're
a bit of a stuck-up ass, you
you don’t mind my mentioning it.”

“Not at all! Carry on I

“"Well, I'll]l have another of these
sausage rolls. Well, I'd like to ask you
te Bunter Court, but there's difficultics
in the way.”

“It isn't built yet 1” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha [

“There's some difficulties in the
way 1¥ repeated Bunter, unheeding.
“¥You'd be rather out of place—a m
::E noisy m]l]:um]hass. 8till, you can thmli
of me having & gorgeous time,
Wharton, - when you’re ’Ph:termg about
in r humble home! 4

“1 will!” said the captain of the
Bemove gravely. “But we shan't have
really o bad time at Wharton Lodge—if
you're at Bunter Court.”

“Buntér's going to make it a happy
ﬁrg}* at Wharton Lodge,” remar

“Eh? I shan’t be there ¥
*“Yes—that's how [¥
“Ha, ha, haI®
I say, I'll have another of
those sausage rolls—they'ra not badl
Not like those I get in hampers from
home—but not bad | I say, you fellows,
I'll let you sea what the pater says in
his letter.”

"'Uﬂ.l'l-'j" ﬂﬂ.:u

Evidently, ]B»i]];}r1 Bunter had had some
grent news. in that letter from home,
and was anxious to let the fellows know
E‘ha.t-tu gorgeous time he was going to

ave

The Famous Five were affably inter-
ested ! They were glad if Bunter was
going to have a good time—especially
i1f it would keep him at a safe distance
from Wharton Eadﬁm

“Read that I said Bunier. *“I1'll have
anothor sausage roll while you read it."

The Famous Five looked st the lettor,
It ran:

on

mai !

“Bunter Villa,
. Redgate,
s Burrey.

“Dear William, — I have made
arrangements for Christmas vaca-
tion which will, T think, be a very novel
and beneficial experience for you. As
Eu{ brother S8ammy and your sister

ssic will be away, I have made this
arrangement with a view to you only.
As it seems unlikely that vou will have
any time to epare, 1 may request your
Form-master to excuse you the usual
holidavy task on this occasion.—Your
affectionate father, W. 8. BuxTer.”

“ Sounds

good I romarked Bob
Cher

"Iﬁnt-hn I* grinned Bunter. “Fancy
tting out of the holiday task, you
now—no time to spare for it! Parties
and shows all the time—what *
“Looks like 1t!® said Harry.
“Gratters, old fat bean ¥
**The gratterfulness is terrifio I
"The pater doesn’t give any particu-

lnrs,"tlremqued Egﬁtnr. "Euttjﬂg CAR
sec 1t's going to Eorgebus | Sorry
you fﬂlluwn.vgn’t gotting something like
1t—he, he, hoi”

“0Oh, we'll worry along somehow I
said Harry, laughing. ]

“You can.t of me, rolling round
dozens of shows and having the time of
my life while f‘ﬂn’m_ pottering a
in your little place,” smiled Bunter. 1

D ANy mMoro Bau rolls %"
I e bad the lot i

“Well, I think you fellows might
have laid in more than half a dozen
E:uﬂage rolls when you msk a fellow to

B.JI‘

“Nobody asked you, gir, ghe said!”
chanted Bob Cherry.

“ Well, I'm not asking you to Dunter
Court, how [* reto{.tbd“ Bunter.
“You can have your mob all to your-
nuff at jmrhumﬁ]e home, Wharton."

“Thanks." o

“If I have 8 spare evening, I might
give yoi & rl:in,g t’; said Blm}e:m “T1 daro
88V YOu cou our uncle to run you
p;%gg: in his ﬁ’?:-ri—it-lu & Ford, isn’t
i

“No—it isn't a Ford |

“0Oh, I thought it was, old fcllow!
E-urr]ri Don't come over unless I givo
you & ring, though—I don't want a
crowd of louts b in unexpectedly
when I may have nobby friends there.™

Johnny Bull picked up half a loafl
But he laid it down againl After all,
it was Christmaas-tide; snd they weren't
gamgi to sce Bunter again till next
term

“If |l can give you an evening, I'll let
you know!" said Bunter. *It may bg

'"lﬁl I can only say I'll de m

st |

“Don't bother, old fat man | The fact
is, we'd rather forget you till next term,
if you don’t mind.”

“I mean to say, on socond thoughts,
I couldn't possibly have you over—not
with my nobby friends about! It would
hardly do.”

“You fat ass—" ;
“ Borry; and all that—but it wouldn't
do'1” said Bunter firmly. “I can know
u at sohool—a chap can know any-
at schooll In home circle it's
a different matter! A chap has to draw
the line somewhere! I draw it therol
I shall have to give you a completé miss
these hols! ¥ou can’t expect to stick
on to & cha

Jﬂ‘]'ll.ikﬂ Bthﬁl, hq]ﬂiﬁmllmf,_tﬂunta:?’_’ asked

n u i it o ain.

“Ehr Noih 8 1P
“You're going to have it, if you're

:ll-;iil ijalnidu is study when I've colinted
‘l;ﬂ'ﬁnu checky beast—"

*One " said Johony.
“You neadn’'t get your back up
simply becausa I'm going to have a
g:::l“&?wgm;j]ma while you—"
(1]
“While ' you're Entt.aring gbout in
Wharton’s measly Lttle place—="
“Three | o
“And while I'm on the
] lf well say—— Wow!

ol
Ba .
'I_'h:shar]f-luaf gmiting tho best filled
waistconr at hrﬂﬁ’fﬂ_ﬂﬂ School, ocut
short Bunter's remarks. Bunter roarocd.
“Owl Yowl Wow! Beast! Look
here—" . |
“Now let him have the tcapot ! said
Frank Nugent.
Billy Bunter did not wait for tho tea-
ﬁ“ He "quitted Btudy No. 1 in_orno
und and slammed tho door after him,
Then & fat voice squeaked through the

hole :
ke‘;f‘?nh! I'm going to have a gorgeous
time, and you're going to be ‘Ieft out
in the cold, so yah io you I*

subject, I
a3



After which, Bunter departed:. the
fat Owl ceased from.troubling and the
weary were af rest!

o r —

BUNTER THE SNOWBALLER !

11 '8 that for?
“Eht Oh! That besst
Lamb ¥

, Greyfriars School gleamed
with white on the morning of break-up
-day. 2now had fallen steadily through-
out the night; and in the frosty Decem-

r dawn roofs and walls, and leafless
branches, were white and gleaming.

Flenty of fellows were snowballin
but it was rather surprising to Bob
Cherry to come on Billy
fully kneading a husﬁ

gym. .

corner of tho unter, generally,

preferred a warm frowst by a fireside, 2

on-a cold and frosty morning.
“ Lamb I repeated Bob.
ing our Pet Lamb?1”
“Pet Lamb be blowed!” grunted
Bunter *“Look how he pitched

ho, when that man ko butted in and

stopped him!| I ewe him one, see!"”
@ hardly ever whops,” said Bob.
“Heo's guite a harmless ass, old fat

man ! Give him a miss I?

“I'll wateh it!™ said Bunter. " He's

gone round that corner, see? I'm wait-

ing éur him to come back 1*

u
“Don’'t jaw—I don't want him to ¥

hear anybody here!” said Bunter
irritebly. I want to get him right in
the chivvy as soon as he shows up—and
cut, semnm ha sees who it was”
HEut‘_‘-"""
“Q0h, shut up!” urged Bunter.
believe | ear hear him coming ¥

Bunter gripped his big smowball and
watched, eves, and spectacles,

fastened on the cormer of the building 'j

round which he expected Mr., Lamb to

appear. :
Bob Cherry obligingly shut up!

Really, he did not

. | Emte approve of
snowballing the Pet

amb, rue, the

Lamb had, once or twice, shown that

he had a ferce tomper hidden under his
slecpy, docile manner.

Since the affair of Skinner, the

Remove had not ragged the Lamb quite

so unmercifully. But, as a rule, Lamb
was tha easiest-going
friars; and the ove generally had
an easy time with him.

S3till, it was Bunter's business; and

Bunter, undoubtedly, had & grievance

against the Lamb. Zo Bob shut up and +..I

looked on.
Bunter watehed thﬁ corner | :
seen Mr. Lamb, taking a little walk in

the frosty morning, pass that corner— %
20 1t was natural to 5urci:-caa that when 3

he turned back he would pass it again.
Bunter was gomng to get him with
that snowball as soon as he appeared
and then bolt round the other corner
before he was ?np&d. _A big snowhall,
ing right in his face, would,
Bunter copsidered, cramp the Lamb’s
style long enough for him to get ¢lear.
A gound
approached the corner,
illy Buoter lifted the big snowball
high in the air.
he tramping sounded as if the un-
seen onoe was comung at a trot! The
Lambh might, perhaps, be trotting, that

freezing murm:lg; to keep bimself
warm But Bob Cherry was smitten by
& doubt, \

“Hold on—" he began.
“Bhut up!” hissed Bunter.
warn him

“Ehut up, yoo fathead I¥

“You'll

Bunter care- ¥
enowball by the ¥

Snowhball- 4!

mto ma 2
the other day—whopping me like billy- &

L | I

master at Grey-

He had %

of trampiog in the snow 3

Special Christmas RTumber

A trotting figure shot past the corner
of the gym.
Bunter's fat arm swopt. throngh the

air and .the snowball whizzed.

It was a short range! Even Bunter
could not miss at the distance. That
snowhall crashed on the side of & face.

Thera was a roar of surprise and rage
as the trotting figure went spinning.
"3“ h :I’I!']J" hat ¥ gasped Bob Cherry.

m] TF
Bunter was already running! HHe

By BOB CHERRY

Williars Wibley, our lamc
actor, is taking wp cooking in
iz spare thme and heas tevended
¥ o ncw felly. Me wishes, how-

ever, to deny the ramour that
4 he is chonging his mnome to
William Wobbly.

Micky Desnmeond Tias dvied fo
help himself to Mrs. Himble's
g prite roast turkey on fwo
5 occasions withow! success. It
is thought that at the third
atternpt he i abmost certain
to get the ** bird.'"

In the course of an argument
on the merils of coal and wood
for the Yuleltide five, Bolsover
major said he preferved to keep
warm by means of o punch-
ball. H. evidently favoura the
Chyistmas ' log ' !

Smithy aond Redwing have
bought o box of Christmas
crackers, Optinddsts  believe
that they are at present making
ﬂﬂﬂﬂlﬂi;’ attempt to * pull to-

I have been ashed if Gosling
seemed seaved when he was
buvied wnder a fall of snow
from the School House rooj.
Well, ke cortacinly twned very
white.

Dvive penalties are threatened
to the purloiner who has been
pinching sage and onions jrom
Loder's study. It iz wundep-
stood that Loder ntends o
knock the stuffing out of im! §

Billy Bunter cepresses the
view thal the more eggs ypou g
pd in a Chrigimos pudding.
the better it in. They certainly
take a lot of beating.

Stolt hopes to celebrate end-
¥ of-fterm by helping Skinner to
fir up a booby-trap in the pre-
fects’ yroom. Go ahcad, Stoti )
You're alimost bound fo gel a
“ Rick ' out of it!

Skinner recently put mustard
and pepper i Temple's mince
pies, He musi have felt like
wisghing hkine the condinwends
of the sneeze-onl

Here's wnshing youw all the
brightest and best goursoelves,
chums !

0 that it w
Herbert Vernon-8mith bhe had got with

had not even obzerved was

soon as. |

b esca

B with & snowball, you
i saw me !

R behind
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““0Oh, that fat goat!” gaspea Buob.
“Ha. .ha, ha!* ; ]

Bunter vanished round o corner of
the buildirg,. going atmng.

Vernon-8mith scrambled to his fes
gouged, snow from . his eyes, and glare:
round. in towering wrath for the snow-

baller.

Bob Cherry was there—grinning!
Nobody else was there—a fat figuro had
just vanished |

The Bounder made a rush at Bob.

“Think it's funny,. knocking o chap
over with a spowball!” he roarcd.
“You can have some yourself.”

And he grasped Bob and hooked him
over, rolling headlong, and jammed his
face 1n piled snow.

“Ooocogh 1" gasped Bob,
you ass [’

“Have some more [” growled Smithy,
gr:!}p]ng Bob by the back of the nock
an inding lus face in snow,

“Urrrggh I Bob  struggled franti-

“Ztoppit,

cnll{:_ “Gurrgh ! Woooooogh !
“Like it yourself!” grinned the
Bounder

“Wurrggh! Leggo!. Vou mad ass,

it wasn't me buzzed grooogh—
snowball—ooogh—you blithering i:i:‘%:—
grooocogh 1*

“0Oh, my hat!
Smithy.

Bob sat up, spluttering. He clawed
at snow, In which he was clothed liko o

rment | He was of the snow snowy,

e sat and soraped snow off his features
and cut of his heir and his cars.
Hearbert Vernon-Smuth stared dowsn at

him
then ¥ he demandad.

Wasn't 167" gasped

L1 Whﬂ wis :'

“Find out, blow you! QOocogh! Don™:
go—ID'm just going to smasa Fou, o0:
get up—groooogh 1

But Smithy, grinning. cut off,

Bob was left spluttering for breath
and combing off snow.
Billy Bunter had made good his
_ . Bunter did not stop running
till he was at & safe distance; then he
came to & breathless halt in tho quad
with a cheory fat grin on his face,

“Been taking exercise, old fat hean
asked Harry Wharton

Bunter chuckled,

“He, he, hel I had to cut pretly
fast 1” he grinped. “T've got that
rotten c¢ad with a snowball near the
gym—Lamb, you know—"

“ Lamb 1" ejaculated Harry Wharton,

At a little distance—une ved by
the short-sighted fat Owl—XMyr, Lamb,
in coat and hat, was ambling scdately—
not locking at all as if he had been
recently snowballed.

*Yes—that swab Lambl” grinned
Bunter. “Got him riﬁht in the chivvy

now |” He nevez
He, he, hel The beast—"

“ Ha will see you now—and hear you,
too, if you don't shut up, you fat ass!”
cxclaimed Wharton, “He’s almost
it

“Oh, don't be furmf]” said Bunter. -

A “You can’t pull my legl! I left him
& sprawling—knocked end-wise by a
¢ snowball! He, he, hel I dare sy
% he’s etill rolling over by the gzym!
@ He, he, he!” A

“You fat ass, I tell you—"

‘“He, he, hel at rotten swab

Lamb—I'll teach him to pitch into &
chap!” grinned Bunter, “The cad
WhS whnwg’mg me no end, and Ferrers

that snowball, : Locke grabbed him and stopped him—
Mr. Lamb, if he was coming back the rvoster! That socaking swab
that way had not yet come. Bmithy, Lamb—"

taking & trot in the keen morning air,
had wrned uvp on that spot at an
unfortunate moment.

“0Oht! Qoogh! What — who—"
voared the enraged Bounder as he
rolled -headlong - snow, up-ended by
thas sudden and unexpected crash

“Bhut up!” breathed Wharton. “Ile

can hear you—"
“He, he, hel Don't bo & goat, you
know! Lot I care if he hears mal®

said Bunter, valiant in the assurapes
that Lamb was nowhere near at hand.
Tee Magser Lisrary.—No. 1,661.
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“Think Pm afraid of that cad Lamb?
Lét Him speak to me; T'll let hin- have

a snowbsall right in the eyet Fat lot
I care for a snesking worm like
Lamh '¥

“ Bunter 1M came a sharp voice,

- " 0Oh!” gasped tho fat Owl. He knew
that voice. _

* Bunter spun round like a fat hum-
ming tops. B'i};lm little-round eyes secmed
to leap through hia big round spectacles
at the sight-of Mr. Lamb.

“Oh crikey!” he g . :
‘How Lamb had got there with no
sign of snow on him when Bumter had
left lLim—as he believed, at least—
sprawling in snow on the other side of
the g¥io, was a deep mystery to the fat

wl, He simply goggled at the art
master.

* Bunter, T heard you—=-"

“Oh lor’! I—I wasn't saying ang-
thing, sir!” spluttered Bunter, 1
nover opened my mouth—I mean, I
wasu't calling you & sneaking worm,
51! 1—1—? was speaking about
another sneaking worm, sir—not you I”

“Kindly coms to my study, Bunter!
said My, Lamb,

“Oh scissors ™

Five minutes
emerged from the
gling. e did not appesr -to have
enjoved that'visit to Mr. Lamb's study.
e  wriggled, he dgﬂ?pﬁd. and he
mumbled and moaned 3

Herbert Vernon-8mith, coming to
the Iouse, paused to look on at tho
performance.

“Licked ' he asked

“Yes! Wow! Yes|” moaned Bunter.
“That awful beast Lambl He heard
me calling him a—wow, wow, wowl—
a sneaking worm—— YWow !l I never
koew lie was thera! Wow! I thought
he was the other side of the gyml
Wow! But it can't have been him 1
got with that snowball ! Owl™”

“El? Did you get somebody with a
snowball at the corner of the gym?i”
azled Bmithy with interest.

“Ow'! Tes! I thought it was Lamb,
but it must have been—ow |—somebody
clse; I don't know whom! Yaroooh!
Wharrer vou kicking me for, you
beast 7" yelled Bunter

Why Smithy kicked him Bunter had
nc_-h i:]r,ia; but he knew that Bmithy did
—hard !

later Billy Bunter
Honso again: wrig-

THE MAN IN THE DARK !

b CEILI?-!” remiatked Harry Whar-
ton..
“The coldfulness is ter-
rific!’* agreed Hurree Jamset
Fam Singh, with a shiver.

“We shall get warm walking.”

“The warmfulness would be a boon-
Ful blessing 1*

It was a%m-:-st. asz dark as & hat. The
little fown of Wimford, in Surrey, was
Llacked out, like all other places. It
was yot earf:r. but after the fall of the
winter eovening all was dark and
gloomy.,

Greyfriars School had broken up that
dav. CGireyfriars fellows were scatler-
ing to the four corners of the kingdom
—mast .of them, probably, E&nding
rather wunnsual difficulties in transit
under war conditions on the railways.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamszet
Ham Singh had arrived at Wimford
station considerably later than tho
had expectec—or, at least, hﬂpOCE
Night had fallen grim and derk and
BOOWY.

Looking out of the station into the
daricened sireet, the snow-packed road,
and heavy flakes whirling on the bitter
wind, they did not find it an attractive
prospect,
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‘becn able to push-
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No ear could get oul on.such roads;
no taxi was to be had for love or

tho car had not
rough from Whar-
ton Lodge, for thers was né sign of 1t
in the street—or of any other car.

“Wo shdll have to leave our ba

here, to be sent on, and walk;” said th

arry.
5 _rﬁa pony of esteemed Shanks is the
] Hurres 8ingh.

sine ?lut non ! agree Iy
“I'll cut in and phone to uncle.

Wharton went back into the station
to telephone- to Colonel Wharton at
Wharton Lodge and tell him that the
two were walking; then he rejoined
his dusky chum. :

The two had travelled together.
Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Frank
Nugent were to join them later for the
Lolidays. ] £

“Real Christmas weather, anyhow,
said Harry, ‘as he turned up the collar

of his coat

“Terrifically so!” murmured Hurree
Jameset Ram Emt%-h. Real Christmas
weather was not the kind e«nin{ed most
by the junior from India’s coral strand.

"Migjht be worse,” said Harry,
laughing. * Miﬁht have Bunter to roll
along through this!”

“That would hoe preposterously
woree 1" agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“We can cut off o good bit of the
distance, too, h:ir:' going Redgate way,
said Harry, as they started. ™ As we're
walking, there’s no need to stick to the
road; it's a good bit longer round by
tho road. I know every i of the
way; wae can cut across country by
short cuta”’ ]

“The shortfulnees of the cuts will be
prep-m;‘:;amusiy weleome, my esteemed
c

The two schoolboys tramped away
in the gloom. For a short distance
they followed the Wimford road, and
then Harry Wharton opened a field
ate—thick with snow—and they fol-
ﬁ:nwed a path, .

It was dark enough in the town;
outside the town. it was black. Not a
star was to be secn in the sky; the
blackness of the night was only ro-
lieved by the glimmer of endless snow
Eﬁtching away aeross fields and

5.

The ficld path led into & lane—
pleasant and in summer weather,
now hlack as a hat, thick with snow,
lined by white-carpeted hedges.
“Know this place, Inky?” asked
Harry.

i f;e knowfulness is not great,” ad-
mitted Hurree Emfh.
aughed.

Harr;r Wharton
“We've cycled thmuﬁh here often
enough in the summer hols,” heo ssid.
“This is Redgate Lane. "If you follow
it far enough it leads you into the
Redgate road, where that gorgeous
residence Bunter Court dominates the
landscape.”

Hurree Singh chuckled. He had
scen Bunter Court—which diminished
to Bunter Villa on close inspection,

“PBut that’s miles and miles,” added
Harry. “We shan’t go anywhere near
Bunter Courk. The only buil wo
shall pass is that old moat house that
I showed you last summer."

“1 remember,” assented the nabob.

“The haunted house,” said Harry,
laughing. “Buat we won’t stop to loo
at the giddy ghosts this time. We
aimuld mlthf old pila:a from the lane
if it was light; perhaps we may now
if the jnll;s'lsultj is walking—it's
said to have a spectral light.”

‘Hurree Jamset Ram Swngh came to
a pause  and locked back. Wharton
stnpﬁ also.

“What's up " he asked. :

“1 think somebody else is on this

it seem

road,” said ihe nabob. I think I
hﬂﬁhamrd*ﬂ-f 'Eﬁr EHI {i:latcn .
n listane -

From the darknpess behind them came
s sound of t—distant, but
drawing near. Bomeone, as yet un-
soen, was on that lonely road in the

l¢£ BOOW And Jar

“Blessed if I cxpected to see a soul
on a night like thisl”" said Harry.
“This ia about the loneliest spot m
Surrey in the winter Nothing “hut
pastureland for miles. Nobody's lived
at the old moat house for centuries;
it's mostly in ruins. Come on ¥

“Tf it should bo some esteemed and
exeerable tramp in this lonely spot,”
murmured the nabob,

“0Oh!" Harry Wharton nodded. It
was not a -pleasant spot for two school
boys to fall in with some roadside rough
in dark. “Mayr as well. let him

whoever he is. ‘Stand back in the

1]
TE&; backed into.a gap'in the snowy
hedge, to wait for the wnseen wayfarer

to pasa.

he tramping fect came eteadily
nearer, and in the blackmess of the lane
s shadow loomed up against whito
ENOW.

‘They made out dimly a man muffled
up in 8 thick overcoat and muffler, with
his hat pulled low over his brows. What
ho was like, of t&etﬁ.mu!d have seen
him moreo .nfearl;r, ey did oot Emow.
He was little more than a shadow.

He tramped on, but a%-he iamd
the spot where they stood in the hedge
some faint sound seemed to reach Lim,
and he utnl.;:]ped and turned to face tho
gap in the hedge where they etood.

“Is that you, Bat?" he asked.

The two juniors started.

Evidently the man in the dark had
héard some faint rustle in the hedge
and kpnew that someone was there, an
ned he ex to sec someono
in the wvicinity, whom he called by tho
peculiar name of “Rat.” But what
made the juniors start was the
familiarity of the volce.

It was a voice they were surc they
had -heard before a good many times
in the past week or two—a voice they
had heard only that day at Groyiriars
School. .

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Horry
Wharton, in astonishment  *Is that
Mr. Lamb "

He stepped out_of the hedge.

He heard a muffled exclamation as he

did so. But the ehnm figure did

not speak again. It p on quickly,

ﬁd idimppeamﬂ into the darkness
28

“Mr, Lamb I' called out Wharton, in
gurprise. “It's all right; we're Grey-
frinra fellows going home. I'm
Wharton.” .

There was no reply, and the hurried
tramping died away into silence,

The twoe juniors sta at ono
another. ' ’ :

“MNervous ass, whoover he is!” eaid
Harry. “Weo scem to have frightened
him. But wasn't that the Pet b'a
bleat, Inky®" y

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded.

“I think so,” he gaid. I am sure
that it was the bleat of the ocsteemed
Lamb."”

“I'd bet on it!”? said Harry. “He
k was about the Lamb's s too, from
what I could sece of him. Blessed if I

can make opt why he didn't stop! Hae
must have heard me call out who we
were,

The half-seen wayfarer, whether it
was Mr. Lamb or not, had disappeared
into the winter mght. 3

Both the juniors were sure that it waa
Mr. Lamb, the art master of Greyfriars,
who had passed them in the dark
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** Who-oo-whooooop ! ** howled Bunter, as he pitched backwards and sat down in the snow with
a bump. A moment later the door of the earavan opened and a man looked out.
and what the dickens do you want ? ** he snapped, in a voice as sharp as his features.

T T T T R T S T T 0 T T 0 S S T T

s
-

"I suppose he lives about here some-
where,” said Harry. “May be walking
to Redgate.™ He chuckled. *May
have taken us for tramps—same as we
did him—and was too nervy to h
what I saad. Bet vou it was Lamb "

The two jumors pushed on. Of the
shadowy wayfarer they saw and heard
nothing more.

At a lttle distance from the spot
where they had stopped Harry Whar-
ton came to a halt again at a place
where a crumbling old wall, thick with
snow, replaced the hedge by the lane.
In that old wall was a wide open
space, where a gateway once had been,

" Look ! said Harry, in a low voice.

From the darkness off the road, came
& ghimmer of hght.

The captain of the Greyfriars Romove
stared ar it. startled.

“A cottaga?" asked the nabob.

“There's no huiIdin{g anywhere near
here, except the old moot bouse,”
answered Harry. “That light must be
in the old moat house, or near it
But nobody’s- lived there for donkey’s
yoars. Who the dickens is wandering
round the haunted house on a night like
this "

“ Perhaps the esteemed ghost,” mur-
mured the nabob.

“Rot|l But it's jolly queor ™

For a long nunute the two juniors
stood staving at the light that ghm-
mered in the distant darkness through
the falling snow. Then they resumed
their wav, and the glim'mer aded into
the blacknesa behind them.

Half an hour later they tramped. into
Wharion lodge, where Colonel Whar-
ton and Aunt Amy, and a: bright fire
and a cosv supper, welcomed them—

%ol :

Specfal Christmas Mumber
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glad to get in out of the darkness and
the wind and the snow.

GORGEOUS !

4 ILLIAM 1™
Billy Bunter was cracking

Brazil nuts and chewing the
same as fast as a pair of nut-crackers
and a pair of fat jaws could work.

But he transferrcd some of his atten-
ticn to Mr. Bunter ns that plump
gentleman addressed him

Supper was over at Bunter Villa, or,
as the fat Owl would have described it,
dinner was over at Bunter Court.

No stately butler had marshalled a
corpa of well-trained footmen, though
Billy Bunter had often alluded casually
to such things at school. Butler and
footmen had unfortunately no existence
outside Billy Bunter's fertile imagina-
f1om.

Still, it had been quite a good
supper, which was the chief thing. All
the more ample, gerhnpn, because
Brother Bammy and Sister Beasie were
not present.

Sammy bad gono to an uncle and
Beasie to an aunt for Christmas, and
if Billy missed them it was not to such
an extent as ro alfect his appetite.

Now, having sull a Little space to 1l
Bunter was hlling it with nuts, while
Mr. Bunter =at by the fireside and
smoked a cigar ‘

Bunter, decp as was his intereat in
the nouts, was quite interested in what
his plump parcnt was going to say. He
was going to hear somethi about
those epecial arrapgements for the

19
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;‘ana.tiun, and he was quite keen to
WAL

30 far, he knew nothing of thoze
special arrangements, oxcept that he
was likely to be too busily occupicd
to_have time for a holiday task.

Visions of innumerable shows, of trips
here and tri%e there, parties whera
there would be lots of grub foated
before Bunter's fat mind.

For once he had not been keen to
plant himself out for Christmas.

Lord Mauleverer of the Remove had
not had to dodge the fat Owl. Hayry
Wharton & Co. had been told where
they got off. Bunter had no unsze for
}:1}&!11 with this bright prospect befora
1im.

“Now, William, give me your atten-
tion,” said Mr. Bunter, Crossing ono
plump knee over the other, and taking
the eigar from his mouth

“Oh, yes. I'm listening ! aszsented
Bunter, eramming another Brazil inta
hizs mouth. “I'm awfully keen to know
what we're doing this Christmas.™

“1 hope you will continue to be keen,
William. ™

“Oh, rather!” said Bunter.

“In present circumstances,” said Az,
Bunter, “I om not mn a position to
unf:.'lfe;liﬁﬁa expenditure of any kind.®

Bunter blinked at him. 3Money wes
often tight in the Dunter household.
Since income tax had gone up to seven-
and-six, it had naturslly been tighter
than before.

Bunter had already observed that
there, was no lenger o gordencr about
the plage, and that two maids had been
reduced to one.  Monoy, of course,

TEe Migxer Lisrary.—No. 1,661,



20

conld not be spent twice. If the
Chancellor of I;ha-l?e Exchequer collected
it in the form of income tax, obviously
it could not be paid out in wages.

Atill, if Bunter was going to have
that gorgeous time he had been antici-
pating, clearly there would have to be
some cxpenditure. So he gave his
plump parent a puszled blink.

“Your brother Samuel,” said Mr.
Bunter, “will the Christmas
vacation with your Uncle George. ¥Your
eister Bessie will pass it with Aunt
Amelia, where your mother is now
staying.”

o paused.

“But you, William, are at home:
Have you had any experience in dig-
ging, William " :

“%i ing 1" repeated Bunter blankly.

_ Drgﬁmme;?" asked Mr., Bunter.

“Hoeing !’

“Or planting vegotables?™

“Pip-pip-planting vegetables!” re.
poaterf ﬁunmr glued? “N-n-no |
They’'ve fixed up some allotmenta at the

|, and some of the fellows grub
about on them. I haven't done any-
thing." .

“Are you lazy, William "

“Eht Oh, no!"

“It is rather unfortunate that you
have not taken part in such very useful
and meritorious work when you had the
opportunity, William. The experience
would have been wvery useful te you
now.”

CW-w-w-would itV

‘Bunter could only blink. lle was
not in the least eager to acquire ex-
perience in the line of diﬁ‘. . hoeing,
or planting vegetables. Neither could
ho eee how such experience would have
helped bim to enjoy & gorgeous time in
the hols.

“1 have had to part with the gar-
dencr, William. His wages now in
increased taxation. At the same time,
I have decided, like many other per-
sons in these distressful days, to grow
vegetables for the household, so far as
may be practicable.”

“Oh! Yes!" mumbled the puzzled
Owl. "“Have you?"

“ At this season of the year," con-
tinued Mr. ]iilznter. “éifttle can be dnﬁ
except in the way preparing
ground. But as the garden is to be
turned into a kitchen garden, gmwin,%
the largest possible quantity o
vegetables, there is an immense amount
of digging to be done.”

** How 1s the digging going to be done
without a gardener to do it?" asked
Bunter, quite mystified.

“You are going to do it, William.”

(1] Eh??l

"“That iz what I have planned for
vou, this vacation.”

“YWhat 2"

“It will, as I mentioned in myv letier,
Le a novel and beneficial experience for
vou, William."”

Bunter gazed at his parent.

“Had vou, as is s0 often the case,
spent the holidays with some of your

school friends, it would be a different.

matter,” remarked Mr. Bunter. *But
I am glad you will spend the holidays
at howe this time, William. The
healthy exercise of digging will be, I
think, a great benefit to you.™

“Oh coikey 1"

“ There 1s nearly an acrc to be dug.”

& Dh [urr !:l'l

“I shall see that you are excused
Tour lmll:li:_nﬁ task, in view of the fact
that vou will be so busily occupied.™

“Oh gum!" 1 1

“Te-morrow morning,” said Mr,
Bunter. “you will commence. 1 shall
mark out & space which I shall expect
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vou to turn over during the day——"

“Oh "

“And I trust, William, that you will
sob t{-nmtadl}rf mﬂt%:d task -!chaqriu]lf :qd
con an real enjoyment in
this nseful work."

Words failed Billy Bunter.

This was the gorgeous time he was
going to have | :

. He was going to wield fork and spade
from early morn till dewy eve, ing
an acre round ready for bles |

It was for this—this—that he had
turned down Wharton Lodge for the
Christrmas holidays |

He could not speak.

He could only gaze at his cheeriul
parent, _

“In war-time,” said Mr. Bunter,
“everyone must exps ]
All useless expenditure must be ocub
down. Luxuries must be dispensed
with.” = Mr, Bunter paused to select
another cigar and light it. * No selfish
indulgence of any kind, William !” he

continued, “ Spartan simplicity and

hard work, Willlam—that must be the
wiﬂ:-%hﬁiu ¢ ¥ L
~—1—] say—

“I hope yom look forward to this

prospect with pleasure, William?"
“Oh! Yes! Fine!l"” groaned Bunter.
*I—I—I don't think there's ﬂnﬁthinﬁ I
—1 should really enjoy more! But—but
1 promised Wharton—"
‘{Eh;t?'f he begged hard
ou—you see, he beg me 50,
to go to Wharton Lodge, I—I felt that
I couldn't refuse!" gasped Bunter. “I
—1 hnrdl;r know how he'll take it if—if
ha doesn't see me at Wharton Lodge
to-morrow. He—he's relying on me to—
to make his Christmas party go, m

know, I—I don't see how I can let
down,”

*If such 13 the case, William, I shall,
of course, not expect you to break an
arrangement ¢ with your school

friends——""

“You—you sec, I—1 can't let the
chap down—a—a—a Public school man
naever lets a chap down!" gasped
Bunter.

“Quite s0.1"” agreed Mr. Bunter. “In
that case, of course, I shall place no
obstacle in the way of gour joining your
friends, William. If this has
definitely settled—"

“0Oh, absolutely definitely! If—if I
turn him down I—I shouldn't like to
face him next term.”

“Very well, the mattoer is settled,” thin

said Mr. Bunter.

The matter being scttled, Billy
Bunter ht really to have locked re-
lieved pleased. Instead of which

he looked worried. He was gnin% to get
out of that go us time at ter
Court if he could plant himself out at
Wharton Lodge. But could het

There was a doubt. It was & worry-
ing doubt Bunter was almost too
worried to continue operations on the
Brazil nuts. But not ﬂyltﬂ- Worried as
he was, those Brazils disappeared to the
last nut ! .

COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON

i ASTER HARRY 1"
“Yes, Wellal”
*The telophone, sir,” said
the butler of Wharton
. with a nhEhl:- amile.
“Oh, all right 1
Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram BSingh were standing before the
log fire in the hall at Wharton
in the morning, discussing plans for the

day.

%hnm:}, remembering that mys-
terious glunmqnni light at the ruined
imoat house in gate Lanc, was

Woells

to exert himself.

rather keen to visit the old
scout round, as he éxp
the nabob agreed. :
But the weather was far from pro
itious. Boow had turned to a sleety
rizzle, and the outlook was un-
attractive. They had agreed that that
excursion should be left till later in the
day, when the weather would have had
a chance of mending, -and at that point
camo to announce that ter
Harry was wanted on the telephone.

Wharton went to the telephone
cabinet, which opened off the hall. He
Eml:a-d up the receiver, expecting to
gar the voice of Bob Cherry, Frank
Nugent, or Johnny Bull.

But it was none of those voices that
came back in response to his cheerr

lace and
it, and

“Hallo1” What came back was a
familiar fat oqillunk.
“That arry, old chap "

*Is that Bunter §"
“Yes, old fellow I"
“Merry Christmas, Bunter!

punish the turkmu severaly [V
;ﬂh. malh'&n ttté,en._l_u w
And W mince pies to &
hundred 1;932 , old. fat man [ ¥
“Look "

here—
“Have a gorgeous time, old fat bean |
Getting on with it already?”

“Oh! Yes! I mean, nol The fact
i3

Harry Wharton grinned over the tele-
phone.  He fancied he could guess what
the *fact " was before Bunter told him.
That gorgeous time that the fat Owl
had hﬁ:{ expecting had missed fre

Don’t
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“I say, don't ring off | I—I want to—
tﬂ"'—"'"

“To wish me a merry Christmas !
Thanks | Good-bye ™

“Yeal Nol old on! I say, old
fellow, dear old chap, the fact 15, I—
I've got & day or two to sparo0——"

“Y was afraid so.”

“Beast! I—I mean, do listen to a
chap, old fellow! I'm g.ioing to have a
gorgeous time, as I told you—simply
terrific ! Expenditure is simply nothing
to us! The pater hasn't sacked the

ener or anything of that kind.

re's two mew gardeners—I mesn,
three—as well as several new footmen
since I was home last.™

“Fine! Good-bye
“Hold on! There's going to bo great
1 here—a t&rngﬂ . time—money
flowing like water. But—but it isn't
starting just yet, and—and as the
matter' stands, could give you a
couple of days—perhaps threo—"

“Don't bother 1"

“3 suppose you could send tho Ford

over—
“ Borry, we haven't a Ford.”
“Well, whatever the thing is—I

never notice the make of a ear nnless
it's & Rolls- like ours. Can you send it
over for ma?" - '
“T ‘oapposs yow'd ke
sup i to see me,
Wharton " o '
“'Not at all ™

lIBElBt Ill
“Thanks| Good-bye!™
“Hold on! Of course, you know I

was only joking the other day in ¢he
g ., I said I couldn’t stand Bull
W ,-l I can, you know; that's all
ri t 1x

"It isn’t | Bull couldn't stand P

“1 may have eaid that old Bel
charged about like s hippopotamus !
The truth is, old fellow. I'm longing to
hear his voice again 1"

“You'll hear 1t next term.”

“] may have said I wasn't keen on
nigge -put  old Inkvy, after all, isn't
what you'd call a nigger, is he?”



—1s the Sincere Thish of Pour EDditor!

“Not what I should call a uigﬁr, cor-
tainly. 1 shouldo’t call anybody a

- not being o foozhng, footling,

fmglgﬁ:ua fathead 1 : "

“Beast! I mean, what time would it
suit you for me ro pop int"

"“Well, say Christmas, 1999 1"

“You silly idiot I

“ Not before thon | Good-bye 1

“Hold on, you silly rotter—I mean,
don't ring off, old fellow. Leok here,
to toll you the truth—-=""

“Dan’t orack the telephone ™

“Eh? How could I crack the tele-
phone, you fathead ?*

“By giving it such a shock!™
“You—you silly blitberi idiot 1
Lock here, to tell you the truth, I'm a

bit fed a.:g with all this wild gaiety
and splashing money abont—I raai!i
thould prefor a quiet time with my 6l
pals under a humble roof 1™

“Better ring off, thep—"

“Eh?! Whyi”
s thoza old pals. Who

“And ring
are they? Anybody I knowi™

“PBeast! Ive o jolly good mind to
furn you down p]ti_gethnr and accept
old Mauly's invitation to Mauleverer
Towers.™

1!-]:._“1.::

“Well, it’s rather too late now—"

“Better late than never[”

“If you can’t send over the Ford, or
the Austin, or whatever the thing
—

“I. certainly shan™t send over the

thing, whatever it is!” the cap-
tain of the Bemove, *“Good-byel”
“Haold on & minuta! Loek here. I

can’t walk ten miles—"
“Hardly! You can't walk ten yardse.”
“Fve got to get over somehow, fat-
hend, if I"'m coming at all.” -
“That's an easy one; you'ro mnob

coming at oll 1 :
“He, he, he! I don't mind your
little jokes, old.chap—still, you might

bo serious for a minute. I 'could take
a ticket to Wimford, but—but——"

“But it would have to be Eaid for |
I know—frightfully awkward! :

“If- you will meet me at Wimford
Station it will be all right}”

“ Jupposa you copped travelling
withm?;p: ticket ﬁzﬂm you get as far
as Wimford? Deon't risk it, old fat
man! Suppose they s=ent you to
E_umt.nl‘?””

[i3 Iii E bl.

“I*ve heard that one! Good-byal”

“Hold on! I'll manage it somehow,
old chap, rather than let you down over
the hota. I shall have to walk the last
bit—but after all, I'm a ; walker.
I suppose it will be all right if I don’t
u;rry a bag—you can lend me some
things."

“Y can lend you & boot! Inky will
lend vou apother boot! Nothing else.”

“ Beast |”

“ Good-bye 1

“ Rotter |

Harry Wharton put up the receiver.
Apparently he had had enough of
William OGeorge Bunter's entertaining
and gemal conversation.

He rejoined Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh in the hall

nabob's dark eyes turned on him
ingniringly. .

“The esteemed Bobi” he asked.

“MNo: the unesteemecd Bunter!™ said
Harry Wharton, ia:ghing‘, * Some-
thing: ecems to hl&‘mil:l I;:lw-ard wlthh:hai
gorgeous time, an g has remae:u} ered

; ba hbam't tho

hiz old Is, Lupki?rl, _

fare to Wimford, so it's all right™
Buzzzzzzz 1
“0Oh, m

O Y Jok Sogs the phens
again is time, ) _
BBury, Wharton went back to the
telephona.

. the
seemed altogether different in its enowy

“Hallo, that you, Bob?"” he called.

“Eh? It's me; old fellow !’ came a
fat egueak * We eeem to have got cul
off somehow, Harry, old chap.”

“You fat 1diot—""

“I thought I'd mention about getting
my room re u'ra so jolly for-

getful yvou .might forget it—"

N ;‘ No ' might ' about it—I shall forget
1 2

“I can't say exactly when 1 sghall
hlow in, old chap. ..!ﬁ_l I can say is
that you'll see me to-day——""

“Look out for a boot, if I do1® -

“Remember me to the old fossil and
ihe old frump—-=" t

“ What 1"

“1 mean, Unpcle James and Aunt

A.mv“
“0Oh, you mean Uncle James and
Aunt Amy, do tg-:’m? 1 wish 'you were
st this end of the wira, Bunter1”

“Do you really, old chap?”

“Yeos-1'd kick you all the way back
horne 1"

“ Beast 1”

Wharton jammed back the receiver,

Billy Bunter, at the other end, did
not ring up dgsin. He was ing his
preparations for starting.

INHOSPITABLE !
i H crikey!” groaned Billy
Bunter.

Tha fat Owl of the Remove
blinked round him, with &
and dismal blink. The view of

WOar
¥ d to

the- surrounding " landscape

afford him no comfort or satisfaction

whatever.
Bunter had started after lunch. He
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Sleet, whirh- had fallen all day, bad
ceased towards sunset; there was &
brief spell of almost fire weather com-
paratively. But that brief spell was de-
ceptive. It was followed by a tremen-
dous fall of snow.

Brow tame down

masses | L
. Bunter hligkmﬂ through whirl-
ing. snow -an 5
nind then, to his relief, he zighted 2
familiar object.: .
_In tha"d[;mnunﬂ- was an anﬂfj?dt II:;:ildi
i ainly roofless, surroun an
.:.15 moat now banked with enow.
Bunter bad seen  that bnilding,. or
remnant of & building, before, when he
had been st Wharton Lodge in the
summer,

It looked diffgront:in its winter gar-
ment, but he rccognised it—it was the
ruined and descrted. old moat house,
gaid to be in Chancervy—at all events,
never occupied, reputed to ba haunted,
and:seldom.or nover visited.

He knew where he was now, and the
digtance he had still to cover.

It was hardly half o mile to Wherton
Lodge—if ho could “trundls through

iles of smow in tho fast-falling, lLicavy

_Ho restarted after the interval, drag-
guT ong foot after another, elippin
and -stumbling, progressing st a- snail-
rate pace.

If there had been any habitalion at
hand, he would have azked for shelter.
But he knew that the ‘nearest building
to the old moat house was Wharton

in lumps—in

Lodge.: He plugged on dezpérately.

But as he camo to the spot whore
Wharton " and the nabob, the previous
night, had been brought to a -lalt by

bad packed in a good lunch, to last him the glimmering light. he stopped.
until dinner at Wharton In In the daylight, dim as it was,
the -‘ilm“mmﬂr be could not quite RBunter conld see what had been hidden
ttﬁﬂtaka. long the journey was ely fr?m i}.._, %T, juni?;ja fi“ tho ‘Eﬁrk;’f“ﬁa
P : n the old, unéarod for groundsa

Cash was shoit Mr. Bunter had left p58¢ house. between .thﬁghui[ﬂing and
the morning so there was no of taad -
renewing supplies in that quarter. But Bynser blinked at it.

im:':]; of E;iiml_:ldlill;ure, there did not seem
a chance, w.
Burtes platmed cavefully. .Ha took a
ticket to Greenford, which was about
two-thirds of the distance. That ex-
hausted his financial rescurces, Prob-
ably he entertained a hope of stickin
in the train, running on to WLm.fon:I ford,
and dodging out at that steation un-
poticed ® Bilking ¥ was not & new ex-

arieance to the unscrupulous fat Owl.

ut & railway official had wanted to
see the ‘tickets at Greenford—and
Eluuliqr, with décp feelings, had had to

ight

ter that, it was Shanks' pony for

the remaining few miles, ]

It was worth the walk, even in such
wintry weather, to escape making him-
self useful in tha agricultural
dui’ﬁg the heols. Nevertbeless, it was
aw .

_Bunter plugged through snow and
glush. But now, as the early December
dusk shadowed the Gelds and hillocks
of smow, he had come to a halt!

He was in Redgate Lane. But
exactly where, in that long, winding,
almost endless SBurrey lane, he did not
know. He blin round for a land-

marlk.

He had stayed at Wharton Lodge
often enough, and fancied that he knew
country round about. But it

mentle, ow-covered earth, snow-
carpeted hedges, frozen trees, all locked
m
eyea and spectacles,
get in before dark|

be wanted to

fixture;

uch thoe same to the hapless fat Owl's

find 8 caravan there in the summer.
But in the depth of winter, it was very
surprmn? indeed. Certainly it was no
weather for mmtmm:ﬁ.
ré was no sign a horze or a

motor caravan seemod te ba a
indeed, as he blinked at it
Bunter could sce that a teléphone-wire
ran overhead. _ 4

That van was on the tele o, which
looked as if somebody bhad taken up o
permanent residenco in that lonoly spot
without intending to movo on.

Bunter had heard of pcople who
lived in caravans and housa- to
dodge rates and taxcs, so that explana-
tion cccurred to his mund. v

Anyhow, ‘it was plain - that ' the
caravan was occupied, for smoke waa
curling from the chimney. ierd wos
a stove inside, and a fire.

The mere thought of a fire drew tho
cold m:ﬁe shivering Owl like o magnet.
Ho turned off the lane.

It was a very attractive idea to get
shelter till that heavy fAurry of snow

assed off. And caravanners ora often
Enapitah]u; they might stand Bunter
something warm to park inside.
such a solitary Bp-ul‘.{,om such weathor,
they might boe glad for a fellow to look
in—Buntar hoped so, at least.

A trampled track in the snow, though

artly uhﬁherued by new fAakes, lod up
?mn_: the lane to the caravan.
Bunter tramped along it hopefully.
He rvached the steps of the caravan,

han round with, snow. From the
Tes Maioyer Lerary.—No. 1,601
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interior, & murmuring sound of voices
reached his eara. -

More than one person was in the van.

The fat Owl clambered up the steps.
They were slippery with snow, and he
stumbled.

He had intended to knock at the door.
Eut he did not reach thoe door. He.gave
s lowd howl as he pitched backwards,
and sat down in the snow with a bump.

“ Woo-co-whooooop 1" g

The sound of conversing voices in the
caravan died awav as that loud howl
broke the silance. _

A moment later the door was opened,
or rather partly opened, and & man
looked out. He wore a thick woollen
jersey, & woollen muffler, and a cap.
Hen starcd down at Bunter.

Bunter blinked up at him.

The man did not lock much like an
hoespitable caravanner. He had a sharp
face and a sharp rose and sharp eyes
that reminded one of & rat.  His sharp,
E}t-}likﬁ eves glinted at the blinking fat

w

“Who are vou, and what the dickens
do you wantt” he snapped, in a voice
as sharp as his features. * (et out of
i: I.'.l

Bunter srrambled up.

“I—1 say, it's snowing ! he gasped.

The man starad at him. Really, he
did not need telling that, as the snow
was coming down in masses, dashing on
him, on the wind, as he looked out of
thie wan.

“You come "ere to tell mo that " he
asked.

“Dh! No! ButI say, can I sit down
it the van a bit &1l 1t blows over®”
gasped Bunter., “I've got half a mile
or more to go—>"

“No, vou can't|”

“1 rav, don't ashnt
squeaked the fat Owl,

that door!”
“1 zay, 1k won't

For
ever sneaked !

B "‘-if # sokwoo

: & - It's & great yarn!

OBTAINABLE AT  ALL

shelter out o

When Marcus Manders, nephew of the
unpoepular master of the Modern House,
comes to Rookwood. it proves the start
of trouble for the chums of the Fourth.
Marcus 18 the
But
things all his own way,
how Jimmmy Silver &
too hot
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hurt you to let a chap sit in the van for
ten minutes or so—— Beast!
The door slammed.

it

THE PHANTOM |

ILLY BUNTER stood blinking at
B the snow-covered caravan with
an enraged and exasperated

blink.

“ Beast 1" he groaned.

The rat-faced man did not look a
ploasant sort of customer. But, really,
any man might have given a fellow
that blinding snowstorm.
Such inhospitality was rather unusual,
as woll as unfecling. :

But the slam of the door told that
thers was nothing doing.

The fat Owl turned wearily away to
resume his tramp.

But he stopped again. Ilardly a
dozen yards away was the old ruin; and
ithough much of it was open to the
weather, there was some sort of shelter
to be had. The snow was coming down,
ns it scemed to Bunter, in cart-loads,
and he had to get out of it, if he could.

Turning his back on the caravan, he
plugged through thick snow towards
the old moat house.

The ancient moat that surrounded it
was, he remembered from having seen
it in the summer, choked with rubble
aud earth—now hidden from sight under
snow. It was casy enough to scramble
ACTO5S.

The front of the old house looked
dismal and uninviting enough. Empty
aperturos showed where doors and
windows had been—but of doors and
windows hardly a trace remained.

Uninviting as it looked, it offered
shelter.

Sl vl R R R R TR R

biggest sneak who
p doeset have
ead and enjoy
o S8t out to make
to hold the snesk.

Billy Bunter starled
across the old choked moat.

He slipped and stumbled, and rolled
over two or three times, but he -got
across and dragged -himself wearily
into a Hagged courtyard—now a sheet of
ENOW.

Ahead of him was a great arched
doorway giving admission to the
building.

The woeary fat Owl tramped in.

In the failing light he blinked round
him. Most of the roof over the ancient
hall was gone, and stacks of snow lax
piled within. Feavy flakes were de-
scending all round him,

H0h crikey {" groaned Bunter.

This was_not much better than the
open air, But, dim as it was, he dis-
cerned & corner by an old shattered
window where -a portion of the roof
seemed to be still intact.

Ho plugged across to that corner.

Here he was under shelter. The. old
worn flagstones of the floor were baro
of snow, save for stray flakes carried
there by the wind

The shattered window formed a sort
of seat; and Bunter sat in it, glad to
rost his weary logs.

From this spot he could look. out
towards the lano, watch the weather,
and wait for that wild flurry of snow
to eéase off.

He could sec nothing of the caravan
now, the ratfaced man's mm?ing-
ground bewng away to the right of the
building.

He sat and watched the fast-falling
snow, while the last gleam of the wintey
sunlight disappeared and the dusk
deepened.

Bunter wantad to ir_at in before dark.
But avery time he blinked out into the
snowstorm, he decided to wait a little
longer ‘There was half & mile of lane
to plug through befors he reached the
road on which Wharton Lodge stood—
and half a mile in that blinding down-
fall of snow was dismaying to think of.
Ii could not last for over.

Dusk decpened over the landscape,
and within the ruined moat house the
darkness was already blacl

The fat Owl east. rathor uncasy blinks
round him in the thickening shadows.

80 long as the light lasted, he had
thought ﬂﬂ}g’ ﬂf.gﬂttin% out of the hea
snowfall. But as the shadows decpen
and the wind howled cerily through old
cracks and cranmes, and masses of
snow-laden ivy stirred and rustled, other
thoughts came into his fat mind.

He remembercd that the moat house
was reputed to haunted. Billy
Bunter did not boheve in ghosts—in the
daytime, at least But solitude and
darkness and tho wailing winter wind
made a differcnce

He hag heard the legend, during a
stay at Wharton Lcrd%a; and it came
back rathcr unpleasantly into his mind
now—of an old miser who had onco
lived in the mout house, who had been
robbed of his hoard, and whose phantom
lurked in the dim old ruin, searching
for his lost gold with a ghostly lamp,
pnd rattling & bunch of ghostly keys!

Blinking round him in the dark, the

fat Owl could almost imagine that he
could -discern a ghostly light twinkling
in_the gloom.
- He blinked from the shattered case-
ment again. It was now dark outside,
though not 0 black as inside. But the
gnow was still falling thickly, and he
was unwilling to venwure out.

“Oh ¥ gasped Bunter suddenly.

The interior of the old building was
now & black mass; ho could not make
out & single object; old walls, and fallen
masonry, fragments of roof, were lost

scrambling



in darkness. Through: that blackness » SRSSISIRIRGRRIRORCRIRGRIRRINGS

light twinkled. . T e L

Bunter gazed at it, with palpitating
beart.

Was it fancoy?

It was not] The barder he stared,
the more clearly he saw the light—
moving slowly along in the darkmness.

The fat juwnior shuddered from head
to _foot. : :

Of the figure {hat carried the light—
if indeed it was & human fgure at all
and nob a budﬁ'iesn_ phanm:l‘r..--.hu coul
gco nothing. Nothing was visible save
that slowly moving light in the black-

L3S,
His teeth chaitered. i .
Then, suddenly, it fashed into his

mind—ﬁuupﬁm it was somebody who,

like himself, had pushed into the ruined
mansion for shelter from the snow?

At that thought, the fat junior was
relieved. Vary _llkﬂi%éhat. was it—and
what he saw might a pocket-torch.
He called ont:

“1 say, who's that?”

‘The moving light came to & sudden
stop. Whoever it was, he had heard the
call and ceased to movea.

“Who's there 7" called ont the fat Owl
desperately.

1 light disa ]pcared. .

Impeneirable blackness reigned. Not
& sound came from the dark—not a
voice—not & whisper | silence,
save for the eerie wail of the wind
among the ruins, lay on the eld moat
house. _

Billy Bunter felt his fat flesh creep.

Whoover it was, why did he not
answer, if it was a being of flesh and
blood 1 : .

Bunter bad got off his seat in the
window, and now stcod leaning against
the, old stone, trembling in every fat
limb! Tho  heaviest snowstorm was
better than this, but to get to the door-
way he had ta pass the spot where ho
had scen the light—and he dared not.
The unfortunate fat Owl stood shaking
from hoead to foot.

After what seemed an age, & sound
came through the silence—a strange,
metallic sound, like the clinking of a
bunch of keys!

Clink, clink !

Bunter gave a gasp of utter terror.

Itkwns snﬂd tilmt. It{ha -:-h:!t misar;u host
clinked ostly keya to unlock &
phantom g{:hast when it wandered with
n speetral light secking the vanished
hoard. Now, cchoing cerily in the

loom, the clinking of iron keys came to
%umer’a fat cars. ;

The sound was between him and tha
dark doorway. It—whatever “it " was
—was there, hetween him and escaps.

Bunter leaned on the cold stone,
almost palsied with fear.

Clink, clink, elink! |

In utter terror he realized that the
sound was approaching him in the
davknose,

‘Clink, e¢link! .

Slowly but surely that sirange, eerie
sound drew npearcr. llo hea
footstops—ho saw nothing in the black-
ness—but it wa3 coming nearer, the
ghostly keys rattling as it came.

A shriek of terror cscaped the fat
Owl. Ha touned to the shattered case-
ment. and scrambled madly out. Terror
lent him strength and energy: n a
moment, or little more, he was out-
side and rolling over in the snow below,

Clink, clink!

The ghostly ratile of keys followed
him. But he did not heed or hear it—
he scrambled frantically up and rushed
away—tearing at top s through the
davknoess and the snow.

i1 stumbled in the old, choked moat
and rolled headlong—but he dra

4 nmber, but I foel that 1 cannot

ne

% Christinas-time, you can bank

Special Christmas Mumber

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

REETINGS, chums!
Here's to-a very merry
Christimas !}

Thirty-one years—and thirty-
onre Christmas numbers—have
passed by, and here we are
ewith  another—the  greatest
number of the whele year !

I do not propose fto dicell

upon the conlents of this bumper

lel it pass without saying a few
words fo my vast number of
chums scaticred theworld over.
My sincere wish to you all is
that gou will enjoy a mervy
Chrigtiaa, with lots of presents,
good Christmazy fare, and
riies. ¥ am looking

forward to being in the thick
of festivities myself, and hope
fto pull a cracker with the
poungest of ‘em! I only it
were possible for my vast army
of ehuni s to sif down at one big
festive table, wouldn't we have
the time of owr lives ¥ Never-
theless, although this cannol
take place, I shall be wilh every
oneof my logal readers in spirit,
if not, in the flesh, during this
Christmas of 1838:; Although,
as'T have said, I hope fo make
merry this festive seasonm, I
shall not lose sight of the fact
that I have to prepore ancther
programme of yorns for the
news year. Take my word for
it, too, chums, they're going to
be betier than ever. Frank B
Richards was sncver in belicr ¥
fetile than he is noww | -
I would like {0 mention a very
imporiant malter before I go
any further. If you want it fo
be a really happy Chrisimas, the
solution is—fo buy o copy of Me
“ HOLIDAY ANNUAL! It's
the best Christmas Annual
bar none. Juniors of Grey-
friars, 8t. Jin’s and Rookwood
figure in ita aplendid stories.
Their exploils are exciling and
amging. There are many
other ftoppng [eatures, oo,
enteulated to delight the hearls 3
of every boy ond girl. This 3
bumper feast of fun and fiction P,
iz now on sale at all newsagents

and bookstalls at five shillings.
Now 1o wind up with o word

or hweo about nert week's
% programme. The pilece-de-
d resistance will be

« THE MAN OF MYSTERY ! " §

the nexi porn in our grand
Christmas series. Billy
* Bunfer hos safely ensconced
i Niveseclf at Wharlon Lodge for
¥ the holidoays. With owr** Billp" ®
in the offing, especially al §

% on some real good fun. You'll
% have plenty of thrills, too, when
read about the Famous

¥ you
d Five's exciting visit to the

haunted moat house. Other 3
Christmasy featvres will add 3

X lo the altracltions of this grand

4 number, so take a tip from me

4 and order your copy RIGHT

B NOW!

' Here’s wishing you and yours

¥ a right royal Christmas.

5 ¥OUR EDITOR.
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himself oot somchow, ofr the other side,
and tore baek to the lane :

Heedless of darknbss, heedlées of
thick-falling snow, the ferrified Owl
raced along the f-na—gh;ipmg, stum-
bling, panting, spluttering, but mever
pmmmF for a moinent. :

Crash |

_Something—somebody—was  before
himi in #e darkness, A hand touched
him—and Bunter, with a E“sm%
shriek, collapsed, and fell in a deac
faint in the anow.

HAPPY LANDING !

ARRY WHARTON slogpgercd.
Husreo Jamset Raony Singh
uitered a startled exclamation.
“What the {hump—-~"
gasped Wharton. )

“Whe the csteemed dickens—"" ¢x-

claimed the mabols .
The two Euﬂmrs were tramping along

Redgata Lane, towards the moat
house, when it happened ;
That bLrief interval of clearing

sunset, had - encouraged
them to start, and then the heavy snow-
fall had followed. :

But they were net going fo furn
back; they tramped on, slowly but
resolutely, through the snowstorm.

It was hen? work and slow work,
and darkmreas fell before they were near
the moat house. But they trudged on
determinedly, anxious chicfly to reach
the old ruin, and get some' sort of
shelter. }

: had flash-lampa in their pockets
with which to explore the old place—
if they felt like exploring, after that
heavy tramp through the snow,

But they were still a couple of
hun vards shoct of ¢ moat
houss whes soniething from the dark-
ness crashed inte Harry Wharton and
sent him spinning,

He spun, and sat down in the snow.
Something wnseen d af hia feet.
Hurree Jamset m fHioghi came to
a halt, peering at him in the dark.

Wharton scrambled up.

“Bome howling ass ran into me!” he
gasped. " What ing idiot was
rug ing ;ejn_lnng in the dark like that?

P

He stumbled over someihing in the
SNOW.

“Oh, my bhat! He's here ! Get. vp.
you ass 1

Hurree Jamset Ham Singh groped
and drew out his flaeh-
lamp. A sudden Beam of light shot out
in. the darkness,

It rested on the Elgum that lay
huddled in the snow, It showed a fat
figure muffled in overcoat and scarf,
with a pallid fat faea, and eyes closed
behind a big pair of speetacles.

The two juniors ejaculated togother :

“Bunter ™

They stared down at the fat Owl of

Gra?-ririnru.
- “That {fat chump!” cxclaimed
Harrn “Must have been walking it—

fﬂul':m“ guesa where he was heading
or
“The guessfulness ia an casy one!”
grinned Hurree Jam:zet Ram Singh.
“Get up, Bunter, you asel”
Bunter did npot stir. Ho. did not
:ipeall. He lay like a log in the smow.
t dawned on the juniors that he was
“Harry Wharton droppéd on ki
I.'I".'I'EI ATLON ‘,I-p Ol 113
knees beside him, puul-:.é and alarmed.
That sudden crash in the darkness
had hurled hiov gver, and shaken him
considerably; but he was not much
hurt, and it seemed extraordicary if
Bunter wast
Tue Maexer Lmnrany.—No. 1,661
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“What oarth’s the malter with
him?" oxdaimed Wharton, He fifted
Bunter’s head, ®Bunter, pld fat bean
~buck opi”

Thoe bLoot that was to have greeted
Billy Bunter, if he arrived at YWharton
Lodge, was fprgotten siow. Both the
juniors felt concerned about tho fat
Owl, as well us porplexed. ]

“The estecmed ass has fainted 1" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Smgh, as ho held
the light on Buuter's pallid face.

“ But why—"" gasped Harry,

A faint, quavering eigh camo from
the fat junior. His eycs opened behind
hia spectacles, . _

Then e sudden, terrified yell bursi
from him.

_"Ow! Ecop offt Keop off! Help!
Dou't touch mel Keep offl I,
help 17 .

a strove (o struggle Lo his fcet.

“Bunter, old wman!” exclaimed
Harry, in alarm,.

“Don't touch me 1" shricked Bunter.
i I{'ﬂ"ﬂ EE 1!':

“It's all right, old chap—it's Whar-
ton=—Wharton and Inkyl It's all
right. Buck up, old bean I

It was clear that something had
frightened Buut-l'.‘:[-—fl?gﬁ‘tmmd hun out
of his fat wits, The juniors could only
weider what it was,

Bug in the gleam of the pockel-lamp
Bunter could see” Wharton's face, aud
he realised that it was oot the phantom
of the moat house that had him in its
prisly clurches.

“Oh " moaned Bunter. ¥ 8tick (o
e, you fellows, Oh deur! Keep it
off | Can you sce itf ERY, yOu
fellows, belp we away, I—I—I think
it’s after mel Can you hear it—
rattling those keysl Oh crikey 1"

Leaning on thie captain of the Re-
move, unter cast tercified  blinks
vound him in the davkness, shuddering
from head to foot. M

“ Nobody here Lut us, old man 1" said
Harry, .

“Huve you scen 161" gasped Bunler.

::%; What?* e :

0 Elg-EIg-pig-ge-ghost i elat-
icred Bunter. %"gh {n‘%kﬁy! Tt—it
nearly bad me! T say, you fellows,
stick to mel I say, let's get out of
ihis! Oh lox" ™

He scrambled wp, pnd  started—
rtumbled over, and wouid have fallen,
had not Harey Wharton caught him.

“Hold on !" gpasped Harry.

“I won't | 'm getting away from
this ! Oh dear, I wizh I hadn't slarted
—oh crikey! Lemme go—I'm goin
on—= Lommoe get away!™ howle
Bunter,

“* Bul—""
“Lemme  gerraway 1" spluttered
Bunter. ~ “Oh, cvikeyl  The giggic-

ghoat b

“*Come on, Inky!" said Harry Whar-
ton. “We'd better chuck it, and got
back! We can’t leave that fat clivnp
alono in that state ™

“I zay, you fellows, don't you leave
me! ¥ osay—"

“"Wo're coming,
Hayry.

“Oh lor'! Te—it near!
you know—in that hﬂ&stf

fathcad !  said

touched me,
¥ mpat houso

—it—it pearly had mo— O dear!”
moaned Bunter.

“In the moat honsc!” repeated
Harry. “Oh, my hati He fancies ho
has seen the ghost of the wmoat
housp—"

I dido't faney 161" yelled Buntoer.
“I saw the lignt, and then—then it
rattled the keys=—— Oh crikey, and—
and—and then it ¢ame towards me, and
—and—and it was going to touch me,
and—and—= Oh loa’ I :

“Well, it won't touch you here, old
fat mon!” smd Harry soothingly.
“Take hiz other fin, Inky—we shall
Lave to Lelp him.”

The two juniors took a fot ann cach,

Bunter necded a lot of help—his iat
legs were sagging uuder him, ns he
slumbled throngh the snow.

It was heavy work getting back to
Wharton Lodge, with the tottering fat
Owl to support all the way. The snow-
fall had diminished, fortunately; but
tho flakes, wero still falling thick and
fust, and the tramping feet sank deep
into a carpet of snow,

But they reached the house at last,
and never Had Harvy Wharton been so
glad to see Wells open the door, and to
soe the cheery gow of fivelight.

otone] Wharton came towards them
as they led the tottering Owl in. He
stared at the pallid face of the fnt Owl.
“Y< ithat Bunter?” He Erunled.
“What is the matter with him "

“ He fancies he's seen the ghost of the
moat. house " answercd Harry, with
a smile.

“Young ass!” tho old
colonal,

Buunter was piloted to an armchair
before a roaving log fire, ITe collapsed
mfo it For several minnfes ho sat
there, silent. Then, at lest, he blinked
round at the juniors,

“1 say, vou fellows!"

“Well 1

“T'm hungry .

Bunter was recovering !

grunted

- ] [ [} ]

Billy Buntes turned in thdt night, at
Wharton Lodge, in qguite a contented
frame of mind.

He etill shivered when he thought of
fhe awful cxperience in the haunted
moat Louse, ut, really, the ghost of
the imoat houwse had done himn & good
tur, ;

He was landed at Wharton Lodee,
and, having once penetrated the ﬁ(.
fences, &0 to 511&3]-:, unter was - the man
to consolidate hia position, It was a
happy  landing—and  Billy  Bunter
looked forward cheerfully to a Merry
Chrisimmas !
THE  EXI.

(Whatcrer wou do, chums, don’t mizs
next weck's taswe of the MagxET, which
will econtain another Yuletide slory of
the chums of Greyfriars, entetled
“THE MAN OF MYSTELY!" And
dor't forget that this special issue will
be on safle FRIDAY, December 15th.
If wow're awise, you'll ORDER YOUR
COPY T0-DAY /—ED.)

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

Eend & stawp and you will learn hiow to rid yourself of sueh a
torrible aflliction frec of charge.
. #ﬁﬂflnllsh

Acdrezs In confidence:

. J.. TEMPLE
House," 72, Oxford Blreet. LONDON,

31 veriotics,

ROYAL VISIT PKT. FREE
Malta, Capada, Cexlon, N.8.W, &
uge, requesting approvale, —Lisburn & Towagend (U.J.8.), Liverpool

The apagnet—Special Christmas Mumber

“MAGNET"” and“GEM"
PEN PALS

A free feature swhich brings together
readers all over the world for fhie pauy-
pose of cechanging views on matfors of
wmufual infercet, If you wish lo reply
to a nolice published here yon must
write to the Pen Pal direct. Nolioce for
publication should be aceompanicd by
the coupon on (his page, an peafed to
the Magrer and “Gem ™ Pen Pals,
Fleetway Houge, Farringdoen BSireef,
Londen, E.C.4,

K. Lee, 123, Abercromby Bireet,
P.O.5., Trm . British West Indies;
age 11-16;: stamps and magazines;
Palestine, Biraits Bettlements, 8. Africa,
Australin, and New Zealand; all letters
answered.

-bliss J. Lee, 24, New Sireet, Port of
Spain, Trinidad, British West Indies;
girl | correspondents; postcards  antl
stamps; anywhere.

Miss E. Chy Pow, 15 Duoke Bireet
West, Port ﬂfyﬂpaiu, Trinidad, British
West Indies; girl correspondents, age 15
up; stamps, photography, general topics.

N. BSmith, Erg, Craven Gardens,
Wimbledon, London, S.W.19; age 1517;
natural history, gardening, opera, and
lran ages; France, Scapdinavia, and
tﬂ L]

W, Mayo, 94, Castleton Road, Mot-
tingham, London, S.E.2; age 13-15;
exchanging viewe; Portugal, Blexico,
Gibraltar.

_ "Gem " readers of both sexes wanted
in the Greyfriars and St, Jim's Pen
Circle. Hend now for full particulars
to: B. Thomas, 26, Fonthill House,

Liverpoal, 4, eaclosing « stamped,
addressed envelope.
P. Thorp, 35, Sandhurst Avenue.

Harehills, Leeds, 8 hLas back numbers
of the ® Gem " and MAGNET to exchange;
also interested in cricket.

The National -Tnion of Match
Labelists, 119, Brownlow Road, New
Southgate, London, N.11, reguires
members in nll parts of the world.
HBend stamped, addressed envelope for
full particulars. This is a branch of the
“CGiem ™ Correspondence Exchange,

. Burgh; Box 1, Glencoe, Natal,
South Africa; age 19; stamps and cignr-
ctte cards; British Empire, Avgentine,
and Malaya,

.., Hommans, 111, Curzon Road,
Bradford Moor, Bradford, Yorks; age
14-16; stamps; anvwhere: all letiers
answered, :

From its headquarters in Ausiralia
and threugh its branches in all parts of
the world the Koala Correspondence
Club con offer its members real corre
spondence scrvice. If you are not
already & .member, write now for

furthter particulars to: The President,
P.0. Box 1693 I’, Melbourne, Vicioria,
Australia.
{More names and addresses in
the “ Gem.")

MAGNET & GEM

PEN PALS' COUPON
16-12-38
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