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TWO TOPPING LONG CHRISTMAS TALES—

Special Supplement, and many other fine features inside !
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Next Friday’s fine issue is crammed full of big surprises!
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A Christmas Message to
All My Readers.

EFORE I proceed to give au out-
line of our grand programme
for our mext issue, 1 have a
message for all my readers.

Another Christinas is here—another
round of festivities will shortly com-
mence. And another chance is given
me to wish every reader the time-
honoured wish—A MERRY CHRIST-
MAS AND A PROSPEROUS NEW
YEAR.

At this time of the year 1 always
feel that L bave a deal to do with my
readers’ Christmas Holidays. It is up
to me to give you the best stories and
the best articles it is possible to
obtain, to help you to enjoy this most
festive of all occasions. - I think all of

jou will like this number of the

AGNET Library—in fact, 1 am sure
you will,

1f my wishes for [ymlr Impﬂ)iness and
p rity went for anything, you
w uid all be the jolliest boys and girls
in the world—you would all be multi-
millionaires.  Unfortunately, wishes
do not change into fact; but, never-
theless, one can be very sincere in
wishing anybody anything. T feel
that way now. I feel that I am ad-
dressing a congregation of all readers
of this paper—and 1 do most sincerely
tender to you all my very heartiest
good wishes for a right royal Christ-
mas, and may the New Year bring
you all that you wish for,

That is my Christmas message to
my thousands of chums—and although
these lines will not reach many
hundreds of boys and girls who live in
the Colonies until after Christmas has
gone by, I want them all to feel that
they are not forgotten. In fact, I
think I might write on behalf of all
the readers in Great Britain, and send
our Colonial chums an extra-warm
greeting.

So have a good time, and remem-
ber Christmas comes but once a year
—make the best of it! Be jolly—
make others jolly—let the spirit of
peace and good will be with you!
Then everybody will have a splendi
time, and will {m rendy to tackle the
New Year with a light heart.

MAKE A SPECIAL NOTE OF
THIS.
Fvery reader of the MacNer
Library, the “Boys’ Friend,” and the
“ Popular ”* should make a note that

({: More Tales of School and Adventure next Friday — a
Bumper Programme for You!

- - / -1_.%’

usually on sale on
Tuesday .next weck,
WILL BE PUBLISHED ON
FRIDAY. This is done to give the
newsagents a chance to have a rest,
and 1 am sure all boys and girls will
be pleascd to get their copies of their
favourite papers earlier. So our next
issue of the MagNeT Library will be
n!n‘aiﬂllfhlc on FRIDAY MORNING

Y

these papers,
Monday and

1 have a very special story for
FRIDAY'S ISSUE of the Macyer
Library, entitled :

“ PONSONBY'S REVENGE !
By Frank Richards.

Hazeldene, as most of my readers
of long-standing will know, is not
always a model youth. He is apt, at
times to break out and behave in a
manner mora reckless than sensible.

Hazeldene, as described in our next
story, does break loose again, and
this time there is very serious tronble
for the weak Removite. Ponsonby &
Co., however, find that a desperate
junior will do things that he would
not do if desperation did pot goad
him on, and they find that the tables
are turncd upon them.

But Ponsonby is not like ITazeldene.
He is bad to the backbone, and never
has any “decent ”” moments.  He is
more cunning—a more accomplished
YOUDg  SCamp. And he works a
scheme—a terrible  scheme—which
looks as if it will succeed in driving
Hazeldene from Greyfriars. But help
comes from an entirely unexpected
quarter, and that help is sufficient to
balance the scales between the Grey-
friars junior and his one-time friend
at Higheliffe.

Many dramatic amd exciting inci-
dents oceur in this story—it is a =tory,
in short, which will go straight home
to you as being one of the best the
ever-popular  Mr.  Richards  has
written.

Maoke a noie, then, again, aml see
that you obtain this story on Friday
moring next!

ANOTHER
SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT.
Our next issue of the MaGxET

Library will contain, in the centre
pages, yet another splendid, special
supplement. It is called a SPECIAL
HINTS AND IMPROVEMENTS
NUMBER, and is undoubtedly one of
the best which has so far appeared.
Readers and contributors have

thrown out hinis, and some con-
tributors have described the
adventures of various juniors in
their efforts to provide ideas
and improvements in the jolly
little Greyfriars Enpcrs.

Do not miss this supplement,
my chums.

And, remember, it appears
in the Maaxer Library, on
SALE EVERYWHERE
NEXT FRIDAY !

A - very special story of
FERRERS LOCKE and JACK
DRAKE will appear in Friday's
wgue of the Macxer Libravy.
It is entitled :

“THE CASE OF THE
SMUGGLERS |

and relates to lyon how the great de-
tective tackled a ease which had
baffled the cleverest detectives at
Scotland Yard.

The scene is laid at Torkan Bay,
and there have been many strange
happenings in that quarter. Scotland
Yard takes up the ease of the
smugglers, and fails. Then Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake are invited to
“have a shot” at finding how the
smngglers get to work. invita-
tion is accepted, and it is a very small
clug which sets * Tiger " Lacke on the
trail. You must read this splendid
story, boys and girls, and see how
Ferrers Locke and his  youthful
assistant accomplished their task.

YOUR LAST CHANCE!

Although I have headed this para-
graph thus, I begin to feel that T
ought to have written * Your Dest
Chance "

For this is the season when presents
are being given and received. Some-
times—very many tunes, I dare -::‘11,-—
boys and girls are asked what they
would like for a present, or are puzzled
what to give their boy and girl chums
for a present.

The answer is supplied. The
“Holiday Annual " is a present which
will warm the heart of every really
British boy and girl. Three hundred
and sixty odd pages are utilised in
providing you with stories and articles,
plates and pictures, articles and poems
—everything that you like to read.
Every taste is catered for, cver
boyish and girlish want is thought of.

No wonder we have had to reprint
in thousands this excellent volume. It
takes nearly a year to prepare this
volume, but, like all good things, it
goes quicker than it takes to prepare.

The volume costs six shillings—a
very small price when one considers
the number and size of the pages. It
is undoubtedly the biggest bargain in
“annuals " ever offered, and I want
every one of you to get a copy before
it is too late.

Your newsagent might have sold
out. If he has, ask hum to get you
a copy—quickly. Do not leave it until
Friday or Saturday—go to him to-
day, and make certain of getting what
you want in the time you want to
have it,

your €ditor.
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The paper with the greatest reputation for boys’ stories!
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A Gripping New 20,000-word Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.'s strange

Christmas Adventure at Mauleverer Towers. 1

A tale with a thrill in every line.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mauly is Mysterious !

“ EM!™
H Thus Lord Mauleverer.
It was the last day of

term at Greyfriars; on the
morrow the old school was to break
up for the Christmas holidays.

In Study No. 1 in the Remove a
merry party had gatherod.

Harry \\"rtarlun & Co, were winding
up the term with a final royal spread.
Holly decorated the walls of the study,
and highly coloured bunting was
looped over the cracked looking-glass,
giving the study quite a festive ap-

arance. The Famous Five of the
lemove were all there, and Lord
Mauleverer was a specially distin-
guished guest.

1t was quite a festive scene, and the
chums of the Remove were in the
highest of spirits.

Only Lord Mauleverer, the distin-
guished guest, was rather silent—even
more so than usual. Lord Mauleverer
was not a great talker—he found talk-
ing an unnecessary exertion, and the
chief object of Mauly's existence
seemed to be to glide through life
with the smallest possible amount of
exertion.

But on this festive occasion he was
still more silent than was his custom,
and there was an unusual shade of
thought upon his brow.

His remarks for quite a long time
were confined to the monosyllables
“Yaas " and “No,” and he made
them at random. It was evident to
the Famous Five that something was
weighing upon Mauly's noble miud,
and they wondered what it was.

So far as thoy could see, Mauly had
nothing to worry about, IHe was
going home for (jlrisim.ns {o the mag-
nificence of Mauleverer Towers.  That

was ripping, in itself ; and if anything
was wanted to make it more ripping,
Mauly had it—for the Famous Five
were going with him. That was
enough to fill any fellow’s cup of satis-
faction to the brim.

Yet Mauly was silent, thoughtful,
distraught, and obviously troubled.
He smiled mechanically, and answered
“Yaas " or * No " without even hear-
ing what was said to him.

And when he contributed a remark
of his own to the conversation, all of
his own accord, it consisted of :

“Hem !”

Merely that, and nothing more.

Hurry Wharton regarded him rather
curionsly.  Apparently Mauly had
something to say, and did not quite
know how to say it. The captain of
the Remove began to wonder whether
something had tr%mspirml to interfere
with the arrangements for the Christ-
mas vacation.

“Hem !" said Mauly again.

“Go it!"  said Bob
encouragingly.

“Eh, what?"

“8peech I grinned Johnny Bull.

*“The ej]n-m-hiulm'-sn of the esteemed

Cherry

Manly is mnot terrific!” remarked
Hurree Singh.

“ Hem !”

“You haven't caught a eold,

Mauly ?** asked Frank Nugent.
“Eh? No!”
“Then what

for?”

“Hem !"

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh,

“(ret it off your chest, Mauly, old
man,” he said. “T1f something's up,
toll us, and den't worry. It's not too
late to make some other arrange-
wments, if—"

“Oh, is that it ?" said Bob.
old Mauly! Pump it up!"”

Lord Mauleverer reddened.

are you coughing

“Dear

“You see—-" he began.

“Well, we don't guite see, so far,”
said Harry, with a smile. * If some-
thing 8 gone wrong at Mauleverer
Towers, just tell us, and it will be all
right. I can telephone to my uncle,
and we'll all go to my place instead.”

1t isn't exactly that.”

“Well, what 15 1t ?"”

“Hem!"

Lord Mauleverer's face was grow-
ing redder and redder. 'The five
juniors looked at him, and looked at
one another.

“The fact iz—
last.

“Go it!"”

“Hem!"

“The hemfulness is terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hem! You fellows are coming
home with me to-morrow," said Lord
Mauleverer. “I'm jolly glad you're
comin'. DBut—"

“But——" said Harry Wharton.

“Hem !"

“You'll be getting hem-stitched if
you keep on like this, Mauly," said
Bob Cherry.

“Hem! I ought to tell youn—-"
said Mauleverer.

“(o it, then!”

“ But I-—-I'd rather not.”

“Then don't!" suggested Wharton.

“Put T must, you see.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“You see, in the cires, T can’t very
well take you there without tellin’ you,
ean 17" said Mauleverer dismally.

“That depends on what it 1s,” said
Harry, in blank wonder. *Is your
guardian ill? Sir Reginald—-"

“No, no! Right as rain,”

"

said Mauly at

“Has the ghost of Mauleverer
Towers started walking®" asked
Nugent.

“Nunno !
Tur Mavser Lisnawy.—XNo. 770,
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“Have you asked Bunter to come?”
inquired Bob. " We could stand even
that, for the sake of your fascinating
society, old chap.”

Lord Mauleverer grinned faintly.

“No; Bunter isn’t comin’,”

* Hurrah !

“But — but — but —" stammered
Mauleverer.  “You see, if I'd known
carlier—but I didn't—and now it's fixed
—and I want you to come. Only—I feel
I ought to let you know—only I don’t
want to mention it. But I can’t let you
meet the chap without lettin’ you know—

oh, gad!”  Lord Mauleverer's voice
trailed off disconsolately.
“Meet the chap!” said Bob. ‘' Some

other giddy guest 1"

e ya‘;‘q"iy L

“You told us you'd asked Drake, who
used to be at Greyfriars,” said Harry.
“We'll be jolly glad to sce old Drake
again "

“Yes, rather !

I'he ratherfulness is terrifie !
“'Nather chap,” seid Mauleverer.
“Well 17
“Cousin of mine!" gasped Mauleverer

at last,

* Didn’t know you had one.”

* Never menticiied him,” said Lord
Mauleverer. * IHe's a bad hat.”

“Oh!”

“Well, even if your jolly old cousin is
a bad bat, I suppose we can meet him
and no harm done,” said Bob Cherry in
wonder. ** Does he bite?"”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

* You—you see—'

Lord Mauleverer rose from his chair,
evidently in a great state of dismay and
worry. He stood with his hands driven
deep into the pockets of his elegant
trousers, and blinked at the fire.

‘ll

“I'm bound to tell you,” he =aid.
can't let you meet him without knowin'.
It wouldn't be playin' the game. If you
feel inclined to chuck it up an' not come,
I sha'n’t be offended. But what I'm
goin’ to tell you is in the strictest con-
lidence, of course !

“0Of course!” said Wharton.
don’t tell us if you'd rather not.”

“ Must !"

*“Then cough it up !" =aid Bob Cherry.

* He—he—my cousin, you know-—""

“Yest"
*He—my cousin,
has 44

“Well#”

* He—he—he—well, he's been in—in—-

"

“But

Brian Mauleverer

in—

“In the soup " asked Bob.

*In—in—in—"  stammered Muule-
Yerer.

“In what, for goodness' sake #"*

“ Chokey !

“Wha-a-a-at 1"

“Prison ! said Mauleverer dismally,

“ Now you know !”

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
A Bad Hat—and a Hot Tart!

i REAT sCOTT!"
G The chums of the Remove
fairly blinked at Lord Maule-

verer. They had not known
what o expect; but most assuredly they
had not expected this, That Lord
Mauleverer, the schoolboy carl, the mil-
lionaire, master of Mauleverer Towers
and unnumbered acres, had a relation who
had been in prison, was about the last
thing they would have suspected.
Lord Mauleverer sat down
climson.

again,

Tt was out now! And it was not sur-
prising that Mauly had found it difficult
to get oult.

“Dear old man,” said Bob Cherry,
‘“you're dreaming. The ginger-beer's got
into your head.”

“It’s true, I was bound to tell you,
as you're comin' to my place, and yon'll
meet him,” eaid Mauleverer dismally.
“1f you'd rather cdge off, don’t mind
me, It'll be a disappoiniment; but
?'tm'\'i! a right to. Not that there’s any
wrm in old Brian, you know. Not now,
at all events. IHe's a bad hat, of course.
A remarkably bad hat. But T couldn’t
turn him down. Peace and good will at
Christinas-time, you know—forgiveness,
and all that. Couldn’t turn him down.
But I've no right to expect fellows to
meet a—a—a gaolbird—not withour
lettin® them know, Oh, gad!”

“Poor old Mauly !"" said Harry. “So
that’s what you've had on your mind?"

*“Yaas.”

“If you'd rather we didn’t come——"

-

“Oh, no! I want yon to come !
was bound to give you the warnin’.

“ Suppose you tell us a little more?”
said Nugent. ** Of course, it will be kept
in this study. We shouldn't jaw."”

“We shall observe the golden silence
that goes longest to the well, as the
English proverb says,” remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Mauleverer grinned. He scemed a
little cheered by the English proverb.

“1It's a rotten yarn,” he said. * Cousin
Brian is years older than I am. He's
next {o me for the title and the dibs, you
know. It really ain’t quite fair for me
to have such lots and old Brian nothin’.
He had somethin’ onee, but it went—gee-
gees and things.  1le painted the town
too red, an' red’s an expensive colour.
He was always a miscellancons sort of
johnny. I've only seen him three or four
times in my life, an’ never liked him.
But blood's thicker than water, isn't it %"

His lordship paused.

“1've. heard that he made things too
warm for him in England, and went over
the Channel,” he resumed. *“There he
came an awful mucker. What he haa

"But I

Another rollicking story of the Greyfriars Chums in the
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left, and what he got out of Sir Reginald,
he dropped at a Continental easino, tryin’
to break the bank. The bank broke him.
Then he stuck up another kind of bank,
and was roped mn and sent somewhere
quiet for some years. He came out quite
recently, It's a dead secret, of course;
ho had the decency to go to a chokey
in_France under another name. Now
he's turned up, like a bad penny. Like
the giddy prodigal, you know. Repented,
an' all that. And—and when I heard
from my uncle that he's turned up at the
Towers, I wired back to nunky to keep
him over Christmas., Couldn’t do less,
could I?”

“Hum "

“He's quite a new character now, I
believe,” said Maulevercr. ** Learned his
lesson, you know—he's had a pretty
sovere one. If I find there's any harm
in_him, I shall set him travellin’.” But I
think not. Uncle says he's in good order,
and anxious to. get some sort of a job
somchow. Can't imagine him doin’ any
work—but it's a good sign. If you
fellows meet him, of course, yon won't
let him know I've told you? But I was
bound to let you know the sort of chap
you're goin' to meet. But if you want to
cry off, don’t mind me.”

word Mauleverer stopped, with a dismal
look. He looked like a fellow who wans
awaiting sentonce as he waited for the
chums of the Remove to speak.

There was a brief silence in the study.

“Well,"” said Wharfon at last, it was
decent of you to tell us, Mauly—I sup-
pose you couldn’t have done anything
clse. But I don’t sce that it makes any
difference.  If you're satisfied with the
chap, I suppose we can be satisfied, too.”

Lord Mauleverer brightened up.

“That means that you'll come, all the
same ?” he asked.

“If you want us,” szid Harry, with a
glance at his chums, who nodded assent.

! course I want you!"™ said Lord
Mauleverer lp!uinli\'ely. “T shall feel
awf'ly done it you let me down.”

“That settles it,” eaid Harry. " We're
coming."”

* Sticking to you like glue, old top!”
said Bob Cherry.

“Yes, rather!”

“We'll just forget what you've told us,
and meet your cousin just as we shall
meet old Drake,” said Johnny Bull.

“That's it !"” assented Nugent.

Lord Mauleverer looked immensely
relieved.

“You're awf'ly good, you chaps!” he
said gratefully. “I really believe Brian
has turned over a giddy new leal. Nunky
thinks so. If I find that he’s at the old
game, he goes quick enough. But I want
to give him a chance, specially at Christ-
mas-time. He's got an idea of takin’
over a farm on the estate—gentleman
farmer, you know. Rippin’ i? it turns
out well. He's a rather agreeable chap,
too, in his way; no end of a merry mer-

chant. I shouldn’t wonder if you like
him when you see him.”

“We'll make it a point to,” said
Nugent, laughing.

“I say, you fellows—"

The study door opened, and Billy
Bunter blinked in. He gave Loxd
Mauleverer an affectionate grin.

“I've been looking for you, Mauly,”
he said.

i Yﬂllﬂ.“

“Now go and look for sonicbody else,
Bunter,” su!ggesled Bob Cheiry.

*Oh, real {, Cherry—"
Bunter rolled into the study. IMaving
found Lord Mauleverer, he did nol seem
disposed to part with him., He blinked
at the table, from which most of the

& Popular " to-morrow !
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good things had disappeared by this
time.

“If you fellows had told me there was
a feed on, I'd have come,” he grunted.

“That's why we didn't tell you, old fat
pippin !

“If you thiik I wanted to come to a
measly study feed, Bob Cherry, you're
making a mistake. I say, Mauly, what
time does the train go to-morrow 7"

No answer.

“You didn't think T was going to
desert you for Christmas this time, did
you, old fellow !" asked Bunter affection-
ately.

i \.’aagh"

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“TIl be gettin' along, you fellows,”
said Lord Mauleverer, rising.

“Y hope you're not getting oul because
I've dropped in, Mauly "

*Yaas.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Beast—I—I mean, I don’t mind your
little joke, old chap. He, he, he! Tl
come along to your study with you if
vou're going.”

“0Oh gad, don't!"

“TLook here, Mauly—"

“Won't you try a tart,
asked Bob Cherry temptingly.

Bunter's altention was transferred from
Lord Mauleverer at once. His lordship
took advantage of it, and escaped from
the study; and a moment later a koy
might have been heard to turn farther
along the Remove passage. Ilis lord-
<hip, apparently, was not yearning for
the charming society of the Owl of the
Remove.

Bunter held out a fat hand for the
tart.

“Hold on a minute ! snid Bob gravely.
“T'Il put a bit of extra jam in it for you,
Bunter. You like jam."”

“Go it ! said Bunter.

Bob é'hlrrry ladled jam into Lhe tart,
thereby concealing the fact that he had
already ladled mustard into it.

For days—in fact, ever since break-up
for Christmas had drawn nigh—Billy
Bunter had haunted Lord Mauleverer as
if. he had bLeen the family ghost of
Mauleverer Towers,

Now evidently he was only stopping
for the tart before he pursued his lord-
«lip to his study. and cornered him, as it
were. Bob Cherry's iden was to give him
something else to think about for a little
while.

Bunter fairly grabbed the jammy tart,
his eyes glistening behind his spectacles.

“That looks good,” he said. “T1 say,
vou fellows, T understand that you're
coming to Mauleverer Towers with
Mauly and me. It'll he rather a erowd.
You don't mind my men oning it, do
vou? But T think it’s rather thick, the
whole crowd of you sticking Mauleverer
like this.”

“What ?"" ejaculated Wharton.

“Phick ! said Bonter, shaking his
head. “If there's a thing T always did
despise it’s fishing for invitations.”

“My hat!"

“Rotten, T eall 30! entd Duonter. 1
don’t want to hurt your feelings, of
ecomse, but T feel bhovnd w say 'm dis-
gustwl.™

Dunter "

“You fal rvolter!" roared Johnny
ull.

“Oh. really, Bull! OF course, you
von't jook at these things as T do,” said

Dinter loftilv. * You're not  sensitive.
1 hardly like letting my old pal Mauly be
done like this—"
“Like what?" breathed Nugent,
“Well, sticking  lum like this
Christmas, yon know,” saud Bunter.
conldn’t do it."

for

o

oo Ehasm—

Billy Bunter spluttered and spluttered, and almost exploded. He grabbed the

fragments of the tart from his mouth.

*“0oooococh ! I'm burnt !

Ooocoooch ! ”* *‘ Don’t you like mustard in your tarts ? ** asked Bob Cherry.

** Mustard ! Ooooch !

the study.

Beasts ! *’ yelled Bunter, and he staggered from
(See Chapler 2.)

—

“Why, you—you—"

_“Bome fellows are not quile so par-
ticular as I am,” said Buunter calmly.
“But it's rather rotten—disgusting,
fact. I must say that I despise yon!”

And having thus delivered his valnable
opinion, Billy Bunter gobbled up the
tart.

Bunler's mouth was capacious, and
nearly the whole tart went in at the first
gobble.

For a second the expression on Dun-
ter's face was beatitic.  1le liked jam, and
the jam was thick.

Put the next second there was a sudden
awful change.

“Groooogh !

“ Like that tart?" asked Dol Cherry
vffably.

* Ooooooooch !"

“1allo, hallo,
row """

“Yurrergggeghh 1"

Billy Bunter spluttered and spluttered,
and almost exploded.
fragments of the tart from s capacious
month with his fat hands, and gurgled
and gasped and yelled,

“Ooooch!  Grooovogh !
Qoooovooch !

“Don't you like
tarts 7" asked Bob.

“ Mustard ! Ooooch ! Beast ! Groooch !

“1la, ha, ha!”

“Gurgrgrgegrgreeeeeer ! Billy Bune
ter slaggered out of the study, ultering
wild, weird, incoherent sounds, in scarch
of o tan.

“Ila, ha, ha!"

hallo!  What's the

I'm Iurnt!

mustard in  your

He grabbed the

“Now I fency Bunter will give old
Mauly a rest for a little while!”
chuekled Bob Cherry.

And Bob was right.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Takers !
(‘1 REYFRIARS SCIHOOIL was in a

buzz of excitement the following
morning.  Brakes rolled off
laden with cheery fellows, every-
body in good spirits and in a good
temper.  Even Coker of the Fifth
shouted a friendly good-bye to the
Famous Five, forgetful of unnumbered
tronbles with those merry youths, Even
Loder of the Sixth looked genial, and
did not euff his fag that day. If any
fellow in the merey swarm  looked
anxious, it was Willinm George Bunter.
But Bunter had some cause for uneasi-
ness, as he had not completed his
arrangements for the vacation. As a
last resource, Bunter was going home:
but that was only a very last resource.
Somechow, he did not seem Lo look for
ward to a happy Christmas with lns
brother Sammy and his  sister Bessie
Mauleverer was marked down as his
\irlim: but if '.\I;lll|)-' l‘.«'npl‘ll there wers
others, In fact, Bunter was very much
inelined to bestow his valuable company
on D'Arey of 8t. Jim's, that noble youth
being. in” Bunter's opinion, soft enongh
to stand it. Still, Mauly was a bird
hand, and D'Arey was only a bird in the
bush, and Bunter was undecided.,
After breakfast he hunted for Maule
verer, but did not find him, With great

What stunts are the Chums of Greyfriars up to next week ?

Tue Macxer Lanrany,—No. 770.



6 Four school tales in the ‘“ Popular ’’ every week!

indignation, Bunler realised thal Mauly
was deliberately keeping out of his way.
Mauly found it very difficult to say “No ”
to anvbody, but he was determined not
to say " Yaas " to Bunter. So he dodged
the Owl of the Remove; and DBunter
sought him up and down Greyfriars, but
sought him in vain,

Fellows whom he asked afier Mauly
only grinned, and gave him humorous
answers. They seemed to sympathise
witlh  Mauly, Vernon-Smith advised
Bunter to look on the roof. Peter Todd
suggesled the coal-cellar as a likely place.
Bunier came upon the Famous Five
finishing their packing, but he obtained
no information from them.

“Where's Mauly #”* he demanded.

“Fcho answers, where ?” answered Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle.

“The wherefulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Singh.

“He's keeping out of sight!” roared
Bunter,

“ Shouldn't
Wharton.

“Beasts! Look here, I can’t hang on
here all day, hunting for a silly [at
head—"

“Better not,” assented Bob. “Why
not phone home to Bunter Court for the
Rolls-Royce, and roll home in state?”

“I've got to fix up something,” saidl
Bunter, blinking wrathfully at the
Famous Five through his big spectacles,
“I say, you fellows, this is rather rotten,
you know. Mauly’s very anxious for me
to come with him—="

Ha. ha, ha!”

“But I must let D'Arcy know for cer-
fain ”

“1Arey?” repeated Wharton.

“Yes; my old pzl at St. Jim's, you
krow. If I'm going to join him, T shall
have to get a trunk call before he leaves
St Jim's, It will iake some time.”

*“Then yvou'd hetler buzz off and get
a trunk call,” said Nugent. “You won't
lind Mauly.”

“Beast! You can give Mauly a mes
sage from me,” said Bunter. *“Tell him
he's a silly fatheaded slacker——"

“Good I

“And that I refuse to come home with
him——"

“1lurrah 1"

“And that I despise him!”

“ Bravo!”

“And you, too!” roared DBunler.
despise the lot of you!”
“Hear, hear!” ]

And Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving
the Famous Five quite unmoved by his
crushing scorn.

The Owl of the Remove had settled
now that it must be D'Arcy. After all,
he reflected that Eastwood House would
he quite as good as Manleverer Towers—
better, in fact. Ile waited (il he was
sure that Mr. ‘1"(‘1(']] was busily engaged
elsewhere, and then rolled into the
Remove master’s study, to berrow his
1elephone for a trunk call.

While he was waiting lo be put
throngh, he Dblinked from the study
window, and frowned at the sight of the
TFamous Five in a crowded bra‘fw. Lord
Mauleverer was with them; he had
torned up in time for the brake. His
lordship was looking happy and geniul,
perhaps because Bunter wasn't there.
The bLrake rolled away and disappeared
from Billy Buniei's sight, and he gave
a snort.

It was a quarter of an hour later
that Billy Bunter was “through " 10 St.
Jim's. The telephone-bell buzzed, and
he hurried to take the receiver.

“Hallo! [s that St. Jim's?”

“Yes. Who's speaking?”

wonder,” assented

iy

Bunter recognised Tom Merry's voice
on the telephone. As he had rung up a
master's number, he was rather surprised
to hear his call taken by a junior, How-
ever, he went on.

“Bunter, of Greyfriars.”

“Oh! What's wanted 1"

“I want to speak to D'Arcy. Has he
gone yet?”

To Bunter's surprise, there was a

chuckle on the telephone.
“Gone? Oh, no!”
“Good! Get him to the phone.”

(L]

“Certainly !

Dunter waited, Ile was a litile
puzzled by Tom Merry’s chuckle. There
was nothing to chuckle about, that

Bunter could ses, in his question.

“ Are you there, deah boy?”

It was the voice of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, the swell of 8t. Jim's,

“Yes, old chap,” said the Owl of the

Remove, *“It's me speaking—Bunter—
yeur old pal Billy.”
ai Jove !”

“Glad you haven't left yet,” said
Dunter. I was afraid you might have
started. I've been a lot badgered this
morning—fellows worrying me to go
home with them for the holidays."”

“U'I |.||

“I've had to say no to the lot of
them,” said Bunter. “I had to tell Lord
Mauleverer that it couldn’t be done, you
know. I couldn't let you down for
Christmas, could 17"

“Bai Jove!”

“Rely on me,” said Bunter. “Now,
what time would suit you hest for me to
arrive?”

“Awwive?”

“Yes. I'm afraid I can’t give you the
whole of the vacation,” said unter.
“ But Christmas week—depend on that.”

“0Oh ewumbs!”

“Are you just leaving, old fellov

“Nunno!”

“But you're breaking up to-day, of
course?” asked Bunter.

“The fact is, deah boy—"

L) \“hal?"

“T'm not goin’ home for Chwistmas."”

“What? roared Bunter.

“Not goin' home."”

“What rot!” gasped Bunter. “You're
not staying at school through the Christ-
mas holidays, I suppose?®”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Oh crikey!”

Billy Bunter alnost dropped the rve-
ceiver in his astonishment. This was
about the last thing he had expecled to
hear,

“ Staying at the school?” he gasped.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What on earth for?”

There was a chuckle.

v 3

“It's a bawwin'-out, dean hoy” ®
“A what?" howled Bunter,
“A jollay old bawwin'-out, you know,”

“A  barring-out?” repeated Bunter
blaunkly.

*Yaas, wathah!"

“Well, you silly ass—"

L Etl?ll

“You frabjous chump!” howled
Bunter., “I was relying on you for
Christmes. Mauly’s gone now.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You burbling jabberwock, what are
you cackling at?”

“Ha, ha! I mean, sowwy, deah boy.
You see, we're bawwin’-out heah, and
we're sticking it out ovah Chwistmas,”

“You silly chump !”

“Weally, Buntah——"

“Do you want another three minutes?”
came a sweet feminine voice over the
wire. It came from the exchange.

_ Bunter snorted by way of answer, and
Jjommed the receiver on the hooks. Ho
was utterly disgusted. A barring-out at
St. Jim's, at Christmas; it was about the
last news he had expected to hear. But
there it was.,  Obviously, he was not
going to land himsell upon Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy for the Christmas vaca-
tion. Ile rolled out of Mr., Quelch’s
study in great disgust and indignation.

He spotted Sir Jimmy Vivian in the
passage, and bore down on him, Sir
Jimmy was Mauly's relation, but
apparently he had not deparfed with
his mnoble relative. Bunter bestowed
his most ingratiating grin on the school-
boy baronet.

“Overtaking Mauly at the stalion?”
he asked.

“No!" answered Vivian.

“(atching the next train?”

“Yes.”

“Good! I'll come!”

“Will you?"” said Sir Jimmy, looking
at him.

“Yes, old chap! I missed going with
Mauly owing to having lo speak to an
old pal on the phone. I've had lo tell
ID’Arcy that he can’t expect me for
Christmas. What time do you get to the
Towers, Vivian?"

“1 don't get there at all.”

L) Eh?”
Sir Jimmy grinned.
“You see, I'm going home with

Newland for Christmas,” he said; and
he walked away grinning.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

An hour later Billy Bunter was at the
station with his minor Sammy. Bessie
Bunter, from Cliff Flouse School, joined
them there. And the three DBunters
travelled home together and perhaps
enjoyed one another's society very much,
But they did not look as if they did.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Scapegrace !

1] Y cousin Brian, you fellows!"

M Lord Mauleverer coloured

slightly as he spoke. But

Harry Wharton & Co. had

their best manners on, and not by the

slightest sign did they betray the fact

that they knew anything about Mr.
Brisn Mauleverer.

A big car from the Towers was wait-
ing for the Greyfriars party when they
came out of the railway station, and a
young man was waiting by the car,
smoking a cigarette; and that young
man was presenled to the Famous Five
as Lord Mauleverer's cousin.

* The Great Barring-out at St. Jim's is
recarided in this week's “Gem " Library.
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T he juniors shook hands with him, and
they could not help regarding him with
interest., He was apparently about
twenty-five years old, though he had
an older look at first glance. The life
Mpr. Brian had led had not helped him
to preserve his youth. His face was a
good deal like Maunleverer's in feature,
but strikingly different in expression.
His eyes had what the juniors could not
help observing was a shifty look; and
there were signs in the face that told
of late hours and reckless living.

In the circumstances, the chums of
Greyfriars had no choice but to swallow
Mr. Brian whole, so to speak, and to
dismiss from their minds what Mauly
had told them about the unfortunate
young gentleman., Bul they had their
own opinion on the subject, and as soon
as they saw Mr. Brian tlfat opinion was
sirengthened. Mr. Brian certainly was
a prodigal; but whether he was a re-
pentant prodigal was a very doubtful
question,

Harry Wharton's opiniow was that the
scrapegrace, having run through every
penny he possessed, had *landed " him-
self on his good-natured cousin for want
of other resources. But that was Mauly's
business, and the Greyfriars fellows were
not called upon to sit in judgment upon
the prodigal, repentant or not. Maule-
verer had given them fair warning, and
as they had decided to come to
Mauleverer Towers all the same, it was
up to them to treat Mr. Brian as they
would have treated any other relation
of Mauly's.

And the young man was quite agrec-
able and pleasant, He greeted Mauly
with warmth, evidéntly glad to see him,
and pleased by his kind and friendly
manner. He chatted cheerily with the
juniors as the car ran on to the Towers,

smoking cigareltes incessantly the while,

till the car was in a blue haze of smoke.
The number of cigarettes that the young
man consumed was amazing.

Harry Wharton & Co. were glad when
they arrived at the Towers; the
atmosphere in the car was gelting too
thick }nr comforl,

Sir Reginald Brooke, Mauly’s uncle
and guardian, met them at the door
with a cheery smile and a hearty hand-
shake. Lord Mauleverer conducted his
guests Lo their roomd, Mr, Brian drifting
away aimlessly into the gardens, still
smoking cigarettes. A magnificent suite
of rooms had been prepared for the
guests, communicating with one another,
and all of them opening with French
windows upon a long balcony. The
change from the old dormitory at Grey-
friars was startling, and the juniors
smiled as they looked at their magni-
ficent surroundings,  Everything at
Mauleverer Towers was on the grand
scale, and undoubtedly Lord Muuleverer
was a fortunate youth much to be
envied.

“T hope you chaps will find yourselves
comfy,” said his lordship.

“We'll  try!”  said Bob  Cherry
solemuly, “If chere should be a
crumpled rose-leaf or anything serious
like that we'll let you know."

Iis lordship grinned.

“There'll be a late lunch,” he said.
“ Amble down when you feel disposed.
Look in for me first."

“ Right-ho !

Lord Mauleverer ambled away to his
own quarters. Before going down,
Ilarry Wharton stepped out on the
balecony, which was on the south side of
he house, and gave a wide view over
tretching parklands. The December

dusk as setting in, and a slight fall
of snow had whilened the park—the
leafless trees glimmering spectre-like
through the gathering dusk. Frank
Nugent came out of his room and joined
the captain of the Remove.

“Rather topping, what?" said Frank,
with a smile.

“Yes; Mauly's a lucky bargee.”

“No end lucky,” agreed Nugent;
“and the dear old chap never thinks of
putting on side, What would Dunter be
like if he owned a place like this?”

“T wonder!" said Wharton, luu%hin g

“What do you think of the jolly old
cousin ?"

“1 think he would be better for smok-
ing a few less cigarettes,” said Harry,
with a smile.

“Not a bad chap, so far as one can
see, though. He seems jolly good-
tempered, and rather fond of Mauly.”

“He was pleased to see him, anyhow,
I think.”

There were footsteps below the bal-
cony, and a fragrance of tobacco floated
up. The two juniors exchanged a glance.
Tll'iey guessed .that Mr. Brian Mauleverer
was walking below with his eternal
cigarette,

Then a voice was heard; the voice of
8ir Reginald Brooke.

* Brian !”

“Well 2"

“Dear me, Brian, you are always
smoking. Don't you think you would
be wise to smoke a little less?"

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
smile.

“Certainly, sir,”
“but I never was wise, you know.

answered DBrian;
But

it is too late! 7

if the cigarette offends you, there it
goes.”

“Now that there are schoolboys in tha
house, Brian, it would surely be advis-
able to be a little more—hem--
circumspect,”

“I am not a schoolboy."”

*“No, but %

“By gad! A new character for me,
settin’ up as a model to youth.” The
young man laughed. *“But you arc
right, sir. The scrubby little bounders
shall not take any harm from me.”

“Oh!" murmured Nugent.

Brian’s manner to the juniors had
been pleasantness itself. It was rather
a shock to hear him describing them as
scrubby little bounders. And it was not
agreeable.

“Really, Drian, I wish you would not
speak of Herbert's guests in that way."”

“My mistake, sir. 1 forgot 1 was
on my good behaviour here, I'll promise
not to talk horses to them, or to spin
them any yarns of wild nights at Monte
Carlo.”

“Be serious, Brian. I want (o warn
{ou once more to say nothing to
Mauleverer concerning the incident of
the armour——"

“That's all right !

“Of course, there is nothing in it, but
considering the old superstition attached
to the armour of Sir Fulke—"

“I understand, uncle!"”

* Neither need it be mentioned to the
other boys—""

Wharton and Nugent went in quickly
at the French windows. It dawned upon

them that they were about to hear

It was a dream,’’ said Mauly, * and I'm not afraid that Sir Fulke’s gauntlet
will fall, and warn me of my death——'" Crash !
words dying on his lips, his face ashy pale, With a loud erash, a gauntlet dropped
from the armoured figure on the polished oak.

the crash rang like thunder.

Mauleverer stopped, the

Through the startled room
(dee Chapter G.)

Harry Wharton & Co.—the schoolhoys who have pals all over the worid !
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something that was not intended for
their ears.

A few minutes later the Famous Five
foregathered in Lord Mauleverer's den.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Unrepentant Prodigal !

HE den of Herbert, Lord Maule-
verer, was a den that Fortunatus
himself would not have despised.

The juniors found his lord-
» loafing t)efure a leaping log fire,
he turned to them with a smile, On
a previous visit io the Towers Harry
Wharton and Co. had seen Mauly’s mag-
nificent quarters, but they looked about
them with much interest.,

The room was extensive. and opened
upon the samo southern balcony where
Wharton and Nugent had stood, Floor
and walls were of dark solid oak, and
the domed ceiling was painted in the
Italian style. Tall French windows
opened on the balcony, with another

shi
an

deep window on either side of the French
windows. IDetween the windows stood
two ligures of ancient armour, complete
even to the steel gauntlets,

On the walls hung several trophies of
ancient weapons—weapons used probably
by old Mauleverers in days tﬁat were
long gone by.

At the farther end of the room a door
opened into Lord Mauleverer's bed-room.
There wus another door from the bed-
room {o a corridor.

The electric light was on in Mauly's
“den,” glinuneriu:f on the polished oak,
and the armoured figures, and the old
weapons on the walls, Half a dozen deep
armchairs stood about in the ample
space, and three or four almost priceless
Persian rugs glowed in colour on the
oaken floor.

“And Mauly never grumbles at the
study at Greyfriars!” remarked Bob
Cherry, with an amused glance round.

“%h! Why should I grumble at the

old study, isn't it!”
Bob.
“QOh, yaas."

plate.
““Nobody at home, I suppose?”

asked.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
became very grave.
he said.
“ Who was Sir Fulke?” asked Bob.

before by the ‘old baronet.

very set of tin ribs.”

study " asked Mauly. “It's a jolly good

“Bit different from this!” grinned

Bob walked up to the armoured figures.
He tapped the nearest one on the breast-

he

Lord Mauleverer did not join in the
laugh. For some reason his lazy face

“That’s old Sir Fulke's armour-plate,”

Wharton started a little. He remem-
bered that name, uttered a few minutes

“One of my giddy ancestors,”
answered Mauleverer, *that lived before
there was an earldom. He used to c

hop
the Saracens in the good old days, in that
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GAMES FOR THE CHRISTMAS PARTY.

T Christmas parties, at which
A guests of all ages are found,
it is sometimes a perplexing
riddle to the hostess to know
how to entertain them all. Musical
items may delight the members of
the company, but dancing is not
always possible in rooms of limited
gize. Moreover, there are still many
voung folk who are unable to set
their feet nimbly to waltz and two-
step, and would much prefer a romp
to whirling round in time to a
measure.

Self-consciousness and shyness are
usually very evident when the party
enters the drawing-room, and this
coating of ice, if not thawed quickly,
will rapidly ireeze into impcnutrnbio
restraint and gloom. At such times
a good game, quickly organised, is
invaluable. The rules should be ex-
plained by the hostess in so simple
a manner that the youngest person
present can follow them, and every-
thing necessary should be arranged
beforehand to avoid awkward delays
and pauses.

Here are a few to try at your
next party.

THE GAME OF SHADOWS.

A white sheet is streiched against
the wall, with a lamp immediately
before it. All other lights are ex-
tinguished. One of the company sits
on a chair or stool with eyes fixed
on the sheet. Behind him the com-
pany files noiselessly, the while he
endeavours to identify them by
means of the shadows silhouetted on
the screen.

Simple disguises are allowsble and
increase the fun. For example, a
boy may don a girl’s hat, a girl a
boy's; or a skirt. or shawl may be
draped over an Eton suit, thus con-
cealing the wearer's identity. The
one whose shadow betrays him takes
the place of the player who identifies
him,

s
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MUSICAL BUFF.

Station a person in each corner of
the apartment, Then blindfold one
of the party, and lead him to the
centre,

The master of the ceremonies
points to each of the four in succes-
sion, and each says in a clear separate
tone the word “Come."”

When the word has been said by
each in turn, the blind man en-
deavours to find his way towards the
person who spoke first,

PANAMA CANAL.

One of the company is chosen as
director, and addresses the company
in some such way as this:—

“Ladies and Gentlemen,—It hav-
ing been discovered by the director
of the Panama Canal Company that
the water of the canal is often dis-
turbed to o dangerous degree by
means of the passionate sighs and
turbulent emotions of the passengers
cruising upon it, they have decided
that a penitentiary tax shall be levied
upon all ships containing lovers, and
that, for every kiss given, toll shall
be exacted.”

The company -mow pass slowly
before the director, who asks ea
questions as to the name, destination,
cargo, number and description of pas-
sepgers, and any other questions re-
lating to vessels which may occur to
him.

No answer must contain the letter
K, for this, being the initial letter of
“kiss,” is forbidden, and the person
who uees it is obliged to pay any
forfeit demanded by the captain.

A few questions and answers
might run like this:—

Captain to passing figure—

“What have you in your ship?”

“Tomatoes.”

“Where do vou hail from?”

“ Liverpool.”

“To which port are you sailing "

“London.”

“Have you any girls on board,
cte., ole.

Of course, the caplain’s aim is to
force *“the ships” to introduce the
letter K in their answers.

THE LONGEST LINE.
This is a good competitive game.
Men and boys should stand with
their feet on a chalked line. Each
must stoop down to a half-sitting
position, and with the left hand rest-
ing on the knee and the right hand
inserted benecath the right leg draw
a line as long as possible without

rising or using the left hand.

GARDENERS.

Two rows, headed by a chosen cap-
tain, face each other. In turn they
fire at each other the names of vege-
tables, flowers, or fruit, beginning
with the letter A, and using in turn
the other letters of the alphabet—
asparagus, artichokes, apples, ete.

The players on each side set their
wits to work to aid their captain
when he shows signs of faltering.
They are not allowed to speak niuuﬁ,
their promptings being given in
whispers, and this is where the fun
conies in, for, when one is excited
and eager to give a word, it is very
difficult to remember to whisper,
especially when placed at the tail of
the line.

When a garvdener and his side
pause to remember a word the oppo-
site side counts twenty slowly; if at
the end of that time their opponents
«till fail they forfeit a man. The
game goes on until one captain has
secured all his adversaries’ followers.
Should any one except the leaders
speak aloud, he or she is obliged to
crosa to the other party.

When a captain surrenders he is
obliged to go to the end of the line,
and the next man takes his place and
responsibilities. ~ Wild flowers or
plants are not allowed.

o R G PR T M e ) o O S T SR e A

Say, you want a real fine taie? Weil, next Friday’s Greyfriars story will suit youl

Tug Macxer Lisrary.—No. 776

g

RS L CLE Y Oy B oSS NE RS D5 e

4

.



Lend this Christmas number to a pal when you've finished with it!

T

" Good man,”

the other johnny
“That's the armour of Sir Gilbert,
his brother. They weren’'t a credit to
the family, I believe,” said Mauleverer.
“There's an old yarn about 8ir
Fulke——-" He paused.
“You shall spin us the yarn, Mauly,”

said Bob. “ And who's

5

said Bob. “Is it a ghost story?”
i YI!CIS.“
“Jolly old Sir Fulke revisits the

glimpses of the moon, what?” asked
Johnny Bull, with a grin.

“Well, of course ﬁo doesn't,” said
Mauleverer, slowly. * But—"

“ Dut——" asked Johnny.

“Well, it’s an old yarn, and, of course,
there's nothin’ in ii,” said Mauleverer.
“We don’t believe such things nowadays.
But a fellow is bound to give him his
own family legends some respect, you
know. But, dash it all—never min
ghost stories—you fellows must be
famished.”

“[ungry as Dunter, or a wolf,” con-
fessed Dob,

“Let's get down.”

The Greyfriars party went down lo a

very late lunch. Brian did not join
them; bul Sir Reginald presided at the
table with a beaming, cheery face. Dut

the beaming smile faded from the old
gentleman’s  countenance when DBob
Cherry made some allusion to the ghost
siory. DBob was a little interested in the
legend of the ghost of the 'lowers,
though he did not dream of taking it
seriously. But the sudden gravity in the
old baronel’s face made the juniors
realize, to their astonishment, that Sir
Reginald did not take the malter with
the same lightness.

“We want Mauly to spin the yarn,”
said Bob. “It will make it no end of
a merry Christmas if the glddy ghost
walks on his beat.”

“1 am afraid the tale is not a very
pleasanl one,” said the old baronet.
“They wore lawloss days when Sir Fulke
Maunleverer lived. Herbert would do
well to dismiss the legend entirely from
his mind.”

“0Oh, yaas,” said Herberl.

And Bob Cherry let the subject drop
at once. But when he strolled out on
the terrsce later with Wharton, he ex-
pressed his amozement to the ceptain of
the RRemove,

“Mauly can't be ass enongh to believe
in the ghost story, surely,” he said.

“Well, it’s a family ghost,” said Whar-
ton, langhing. “Perhaps Mauly feels
that it's up to him.”

“I'd like to hear the yarn, all the
same,” said Bob. “I dare say the Brian-
bird knows, and he'll spin it for us.”

And when Bob went in ho asked a
manservant where Mr. Brian Maule-
vorer was, He was directed to  the

billinrds-room, where he found the young
man idly knocking ahout the ivory balls.
There was a discontented expression on
Brian's face.

He rapped at the Dall viciously, but
made a good shot. Db Cherry stopped
to watch the shot, and for the moment
the scapegraco of the Mauleverer family
did not notice that he had entered. The
young man placed the balls in a difficull
position, and brought off a cannen from
the top cushion—with a deftness that
showed that a considerable porlion of his
yonth had been misepent.

As he caught sight of the junior, how-
ever. the discontented look left the young

man's face, and he smiled geninlly. T
was like a mask being put on a face.

ol Cherry suppressed o grin.

Ile was not blind to the Ffact that

Now, iook here !

-~

Jack Drake reached the side of the

Chapt

on the floor. There was no stranger in the bed-room.
but there was no light of consciousness in his eyes; his glance was wild
and strange, and a wild meaningless babble came from his lips.

Mauly was stretched

schoolboy earl.
He was consclous,

(See
er 12.)

Mauly's scapegrace cousin was bored to
extinction at the Towers, and saw no
prospect of enjoying Christinas in com-
pany with a crowd of fellows from school.
Much older and wilder company would
have been required to mueke it a happy
Christmas for Brian Mauleverer.

Butl it was evidently BDrian’s cue to
affect a satisfaction with his surround-
ings that he was fur from fecling. In
his personal dealings with the Greyfriars
juniors, he certainly gave no hint of the
fact that he regarded Minuly's friends as
“sgerubby little bounders,”

“Like a game, kid?” he
genially. “ILet me see, your
Derry, isn't it1"

“Cherry ! said Tlob.

“Sorry—always forgeitin' names.
give you fifty in a hundred.”

“Done!” said Dob.

Bob played billiards in a schoolboy
fashion. ﬁc was rather prouwd of lead-
ing off with a break of fifleen. Interested
in showing his skill, he forgot all aliout
his intention of asking Brian concerning
the ghost story. Drian followed him with
a break of twenty-five, and then potied
his own ball clumsily enough. Bob fol-
lowed on with fen, and again the scape-
grace played badly, and Bob run oul
with his hundred, having started with
fifly to his score. The schoolboy of Grey-
frinrs folt very pleased with himself.

“Ciood man!" said Brian, cordially,
“Yoau can play."”

“XNot so bad, was it?”
invacenily,

“Jolly woord. T’ give you fifty again,
and {ry you once more,” said Drian.

m.lml.
name’s

1

saidd  Dob,

Next Friday’s ripping tale of Greyfriars is going to make a

“Let's have a =ov. on the game to make
it interestin’ 7"

Bob Cherry started a little. Ile shook
his head.

“Can’t be done,” he answered, in his
direct way. * Never play a game for
money."

“Oh, great gal!” pgroaned Brian
Mauleverer. * Where have I landed "

DBob laughed.

“Sorry,” he said. “Play yon for love,
if you like.”

ST pul up a fiver against your quid,”
said Drian. *“Lel’s have somethin’ to
put life into it.”

“Nothing doing,” =il Bob, tersely.
And as Nugent looked into the billiards-
room just then, Bob nodded to the scape-
grace, and walked nway with Nugent.

Bob was no fool; and a little reflection

showed him that Brian had played very
badly—after displaying great skill in prac-
tice shots. Ile had, in fact, allowed the
schoolboy to win {lie game, and, obvi-
ously, for the purpose of templing him
to play for money. It was pretly clear
that whatever kind of a prodigal Brian
Masileverer waz, he was not of the re-
pentant kind. Ilis conduct, in fact, was
that of a billiavds sharper; notLing less
or more,
“ Paor old Mauly !" Bob said o hiwm-
solf. Tt was pretty eloar that the school-
Loy carl was being imposed upon by his
rascally relative.

But it was not Bob’s business; and ho
didd not mention the incident even to hi«
comrades. Dul he showed no desire after
that to seck Mr. Brian Mauleverer's com-
[Hany.

big sensation}!
Ting Macxer Lignany.—No, 770,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Legend of Old Time !
llY OU Ifellows look awfully jolly.”

Brian Mauleverer made that
remark. Ie stood in the door-
way of Lord Mauleverer's den.

Certainly the fellows looked jolly.

Round the blazing log fire on the wide
hearth, helf a dozen deep, big chairs
were drawn, and the Greyfriars party
sat in a merry half-circle, with the fire-
light playing on their cheery faces.

The evening was growing old, and
the party had gathered in Mauly’s den
for a “jaw " before going to bed. Sir
Reginald Brooke was already in bed,
and Brian was out of doors when the
juniors pathered there. Now he looked
im on the party with a smiling face.

Lord Mauleverer turned a smiling look
of welcome on his cousin.

“Trot in, old fellow,”

MDo!” eaid Wharton. *“We're spin-
ning a yarn, Mr. Brian"

The young man sauntered in, He

looked very handsome and slim in even-
ing clothes, and no one could have
guessed from his face that he was not
enjoying his stay at the Towers. He
ooked very unlike the discontented man
Bob had eeen in the billiards-room, knock-
ing viciously at the balls; and Wharton
and Nugent, glancing at him, tried to
forget that he had characterised them
a3 scrubby bounders, Surely that smil-
ing, genial face did not hide a nature
of malicious ill-feeling? They tried not
to think so. at all events.
Bob jumped up and pulled another
big chair into 1;:0 cirele.  DBrian sat
down in it, crossing one elegant leg over
the other. As he sat, he was almost
fucing the gleaming suit of armour that
in ancient days had been worn by Sir
Fulke Mauleverer. The firelight glim-
mered on the shining coat of mail and
on the closed visor of the helmet; it
needed little imagination te  suppose
that. the figure was real and living.
Brian's eyes dwelt upon it curiously for
a moment or two, and then he lighted
one of his endless cigarettes,
. His coming did not damp the party
in any way. The schoolboys felt, in
fact, a little flattered at an experienced
man of the world like Brian Mauleverer
seeking their company. Johnny Bull
had been spinning a yarn and ﬁe had
jnst come to a conclusion. Mauleverer
glanced at his cousin as he blew out a
stream of smoke.

“Your turn, Brian,"" he said.

“Good!” exclaimed Johnny Bull
“You've seen a lot of the world, Mr.
Mauleverer; you must have a good
many yarns to spin.”

Brian laughed,

“I'm afraid many of my yarns would
not do for this company,” he said, “ but
Christmas is the time for ghost stories—
what "

“Good!
said DBob.

“T'I tell vour friends the legend of
Rir Fulke, Herbert—what?"” asked the
young man, with a careless glance at
Lord Mauleverer,

Wharton, looking at his lordship, had
an impression that Mauly \\'{mlafn have
weferred to avoid that subject, But
Munly nodded cheerily,

“(o ahead—if they'd care to hear,”
he said,

Brian took his cigarette from his
mouth, and the juniors settled them-
selves dawn to listen, They glanced
a4 good many times at Sic Fulke's armour,

Let's have a ghost story,”

towering by the shadowy windews. Out-
side the house the December wind wailed
along the terrace and creaked the
branches of the old trees. Wharton threw
a fresh log on the fire.

Brian told the tale in a low, clear
voice, staring at the fire most of the
time and allowing his cigarette to ex-
pire. Tt was a strange old tale of battle
and murder and feud—a tale of the
“rood old times” when life was held
cheap.

Sir Fulke Mauleverer's career in the
reign of Richard the First had been
an exciting one, according to the story.
He had added field to field and manor
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to manor with the strong hand, and a
life of violence and bloodshed had ended
in violence. In the old stoné tower,
the ruins of which still stood, he had
fallen by the hand of his brother, Sir
Gilbert. The fratricide, haunted and
conscience-stricken, had found death on
a Saracen battlefield, leaving the great
Mauleverer estate to his son, the ances-
tor of the dandy of the Remove, who
was sitting silent, staring at the fire,
as DBrian told the tale.

“The spirit of the wicked old knight,
slain by his brother’s hand, could find
no peace,” went on DBrian in his low,
clear voice. ““For ever afterwards the
Mauleverers were a haunted race, even
to this day. When death is coming
to a Mauleverer there is always a sign
from Sir Fulke. And the legend tells
that more than one Maulevarer has
met his death at the hands of the wicked
old knight, whose restless spirit has re-
turned to inhabit the armour that he
wore when he was a living man.”

He paused a moment.

THE IDEAL
CHRISTMAS
PRESENT!

—

B ——

“Aore than once a Mauleverer has
been found dead. with the iron grasp
of Sir Fulke on his throat—-"

There was a sudden movemeni from
Mauly. DBut he smiled as the juniors
glanced at him.

“ A steep yarn, begad!” said his lord-
ship.

“There can’'t be any truth in it, of
course,” said Wharton, looking oddly
at Brian. The young man had spoken
with the deepest seriousness,

Brian shrugged shoulders.

“There are more things in heaven
and ecarth than are dreamt of in your
philosophy,” he remarked. *A great
poet has told us that, And it 15 at
least that  the death of a

certain

Mauleverer, in recent umes, has been
hinted at by the figure yonder.”

“The juniors’ glances turned invelun-
tarily towards the figure.

‘“Before the last Earl of Mauleverer
died—killed in the hunting-field—a
gauntlet dropped from the armoured
figure,” said Brian. *“It had held its
place from time immemorial. It fell
with a crash on the evening before the
last lord met his death: and last
night—"

Lord Mauleverer started violently.

He turned a quick, searching look
upon his cousin,

“Last night!” he exclaimed. * What
hnpl:'enml ast night, Briani"”
The young man hesitated. Wharton

and Nugent, remembering the chance
words they had heard on the balcony,
exchanged a quick glance.

“Nothing,” said Brian at last. “T—
I—in fact—" He stammered a little,

Lord Mauleverer sat bolt upright in
his chair. There was a trace of pallor
in his cheeks.

“Tell me!” he said quietly.

The juniors looked at Brian. e
seemed overwhelmed with confusion.

“1 did not mean to allude to it,” he
said at last. “Sir Reginald asked me
not to tell you, Herbert. But after all,
it is only a legend. Why should you
be afraid?”

Mauleverer flushed.

“T am not afraid,” he answered.
“But if anything happened, I ought to
know. What was it?"”

“T suppose I had better tell yon, as
the matter has been mentioned,” said
Brian at last reluctantly. *I heard a
noise in my room—you know I have a
room at the end of the corridor. L
think T had heen dreaming—perhaps the
legend was in my mind while I slept.
1 heard a sound of—of—"

“0Of what?”

Mauleverer's voice was sharp.

“Of armonred feet treading.”

“Oh, gad!™

“1 jumped ont of bed and ran here.”
said Brian. “1 looked in and flashed
on the light; and I thought—"

He pansed.

The juniors fell an eerie sensation.
All eyes were fixed on the towering
armour-clad figure,

“You thonght—-"

“T thought, for a second, that Sir
Fulke moved,” said Brian in a low,
shuddering voice. *“No doubt the sud-
den light deceived me; no doubi T had
dreamed the =onnd of iron foolsteps.
Sir Reginald thought so when T told
him this morning. He did not wish
me to tell von. Forgive me.”

Mauleverer laughed lightly,

“I'm glad to know,” he =aid. *“It
was a dream, of course. And 1'm not
afraid that Sir Fulke's gauntlet will
fall and warn me of my death.”

('rash!

Mauleverer stopped, the words dying
on his lips. his face ashy pale.  With
a loud metallic crash a gauntlet dropped
from the arnnoured fignre on lo the
polished oak. Throurh the startled
room the crash rang like thunder,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Specire Knight !
L ORD MAULEVERER sat fixed,

motionless, his eoyes slaring at

the figure of Sir Fulke and the

gauntlet that lay on the floor.
The juniors started to their feet with
suppressed exclamations.
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“ (Good heavens!"” exclaimed Brian,

He sprang up.

Then there was silence; and for some
minutes no one spoke. Lord Maule-
verer was making painful and visible
efforts to pull himself tofether. The
crash of the falling gauntlet had rung
like a knell of doom in the ears of the

schoolboy earl,
“Goo heavens!”  breathed Bob

Cherry at last. **He hurried across to
the armoured form, that seemed to tower
threateningly over him.

For some moments he had felt a super-
stitious thrill; but his sturdy common-
sense came to the rescue. He picked
up the heavy gauntlet.

“Just come unstuck!” he said, with
an attempt at humour.

“It has not happened since—
since——"  Brian  Mauleverer  was
muttering. He broke off without finish-
ing.

“Quite a dramatic climax to Brian’s
yarn,” said Lord Mauleverer, calmly.
He was smiling, but there was a quiver
in his lips. “The dashed thing couldn’t
have given way al a more appropriate
moment, by gad. I fancy somebody
has been monkeyin' with that armour.”

“Who would touch it?” said Brian.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.
Wharton looked at him; DMauly was
calm, emiling, but there was a dew of
perspiration on his forchead. It came
as a shock to Harry to realise that
Mauleverer was not untouched by super-
etitions belief in the legend of his
family. ;

“ Mauly, old chap—" he said.

Mauleverer forced a laugh.

“Now, if Bunter were here, I‘should
{ake that as a warnin’,” he said lightly;
“as a sign that T was goin’ to be bored
to death, you know. But as the matter
stands, I'm not alarmed.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” 1

“There's no cause for alarm,” said
Brian, with a curious look at his cousin.
“The thing became detached, and fell.
The same thing happened a day before
your poor father was killed in the hunt-
ing-field, Herbert—when you were a
baby. Sheer chance, of course,”

“0h, of course,” said Mauleverer, but
his lips twitched. “Brian, old man, you
tell a ghost story well; and Sir Fulke
plays up like a little man to increase the
effect.  You fellows know il's getting
on for twelve? We're riding in the
mornin', and Drake’s comin’ to-morrow.
What price bed?"”

And the party broke up. -

Brian Mauleverer said good-night to
the juniors, and went away to his own
quarters, at the end of the old wide
corridor upon which all the juniors’
rooms opened. Harry Wharton stayed
last to speak o Lord Mauleverer after
the other fellows had gone. o

Mauly was cool and calm and smiling ;
but he was not completely hiding the
effect of the fall of the gauntlet upon
him. And Wharton was fecling a little
uneasy about his chum.

“You're rather an ass to have your
giddy ancestor in your den, Mauly,” he

said. “I'd have him shifted.”
Mauleverer smiled and shook his
head.

““He's stoodl in this room for & hundred
years,” he said. “I've heard that he
wsed to stand in the gallery; but people
were frightened by a ghostly iron-clad
tread in the dead of night.  The jolly
old dog has never walked in my time.
DBrian was dreamin’ last night—""

“Of course,” said Harry., “Bul—"
“ All serene, old top! Good-night.”
“Good-night, Mauly.”

Wharton went along to his own room,
and Mauleverer's door closed. The
schoolboy earl, as soon as he was alone,
dropped the mask of smiling non-
chalance. His face set gravely, and he
walked up to the armoured figure, and
stood before it for some minutes, in
silence, regarding it. The gauntlet
still lay where it had fallen.

For some time Mauleverer stood re-
garding the gure, in silence, strange
thoughts passing in his mind. Then he
turned off the electric light, and passed
into the adjoining bed-room.

He turned in, and put out the light;
but sleep did not come soon.

The old legend of the Towers, which
Mauleverer had known from childhood,
had a strange effect on his mind. He
did not exactly believe in it; but it
weighed with him; and the falling of
the gauntlet seemed too strange to be
a coincidence. Last night Brian had
heard the ghostly tread of the wicked
old knight; to-night the gauntlet had
fallen—as it had the night before the
death of Mauleverer's father. It was
chance— it must be chance—and yet
while Mauleverer's brain told him that
there was nothing more in it, something
in his heart seemed to tell him a dif-
ferent tale. Something, somewhere in
his nature, responded to the call of super-
stition that his mind rejected.

He slept at last; but it was uneasily.
A light sound would have awakened
him from a slumber tormented by
dreams of a wicked old knight, whose

Y
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evil eyes glittered through the holes in
his vizor. Suddenly Lord Mauleverer
awakened—

_ He sat up in bed, his very flesh creep-
ing.

What was it that he heard?

Outside, there was a faint wail of the
winter wind, But what he heard was
closer at hand.

It was the tread of iron feet,

In the darkness he sat, his heart
throbbing, the sweat running down his
face. Was he dreaming—was he mad?

Tramp! tramp!

It was no dream. Unless he was
mad, he heard it. The tramp of a man
in armour—approaching the door of his
bed-room, from the room where the
figure of wicked old Sir Fulke stood—

The door opened.

A thrill of horror and dread ran
through the unhappy boy in the bed.
He would have stretched out his hand
to the electric switch; but horror held
him motionless. He could only stare
in the gloom—still, dumb, in unspeak-
able horror,

From the open doorway came a gleam
of firelight—the log fire yet burned. It
played through the doorway, glimmer-
ing. What was it that the firelight
glimmered on?

On a figure in armour—on the figure
of Sir Fulke Mauleverer—towering in
the gloom—

A wild shriek broke from Herbert
Mauleverer, and he fell back in a dead
[aint.

With clanging footsteps the armour-clad figure left its {la.ee, rushing towards

the door. Jack Drake made a spring at the striding
savage blow from the steel gauntlet, clung to the figure.
(See Chapter 12.)
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Horror of the Night !
H ARRY WHARTON leaped from

his bed.
A shriek was ringing in his
ears—a fearful cry that had
awakencd him, and yet rang and echoed
and throbbed in his brain,

That  terrible ery  came
Mauleverer's room—he knew it!

What had happened?

Wharton did not stop to think. He
stopped for nothing. He raced ount of
bis room into the corridor, only pausing
a fraction of s sccond there to switch
on the electric light.

Another second, and he was at the
door of Mauleverer's den, and had
hurled the door wide open.

He switched on the light in the room.

It showed the room exactly as the
juniors had left it—the armchairs still
ranged round the red embers on the
hearth—the two armoured figures stand-
ing between the windows,

The door of Mauleverer's bed-room was
shut.  No sound came from beyond the
closed door.

Yet Wharton was certain of the cry
he had heard.  Something had hap-

from

pened to Mauleverer—something  that
was terrible.

“llarry"'

It was Bob Cherry's voice behind
Wharton,

“You heard it Imﬁ" gasped Harry,

“Yes—was it——"

“Mauly !”

Evidently Wharton had net fancied
it. * Bob had heard it, too—and the
doors of three other rooms were opening
—Nugent, Johony Bull, and Hurree
Singh hurried out.  All had heard that
terrible ery.

"“Wharton—what——%"

Harry Wharton dashed across the
room, and threw open the door of Lord
Mauleverer's bed-room. All was in
darkness; but in a moment he had found
the switch and turned the light on.

“Mauly !"

Lord Mauleverer lay ncross the bed,
motionless. The bedelothes were thrown
back. Wharton ran to him.

“Mauly ! he exclaimed, huskily.

No sound, no word, no movement!
Manleverer wwainsensible,

“He's fainted ! said Harry.

“But what—what can have
happened *" asked Bob  Cherry, in a
low, scared voice,

“Heaven knows,"

There was a faint moan from
Mauleverer.  His eyes opened. and he

stared wildly round him. For the
moment he did net seem to recognise
the chums of the Remove.

He shuddered violently.

“Mauly " breathed Wharton, e
thmew his arm round the schoolboy earl
and drew Inln to a sitling posture on
the bed.  * Mauly, old fellow——"

A long and terrible shudder ran
through Mauleverer's limbs again. e
m||llorml snllwlllilll{ ill(‘ﬂlwrnnll\'.

“Better call Sir  Reginald,”  said
Nugent.

!i’lnlmr-rm made a movement then.
he muttered,
Dan't!

"

*All right in a minute,”
'[Inr: t—don’t ecall my uncle,
Stay with me a bit, you fellows—
“Of course we'll stay,” said Harry.
“Get into Ill(‘ other room, to the fire,
old chap; you m shivering. Stir the fire
l.n[,:dhel‘ Bob.”
' Right 1"

Mauleverer seemed scarcely able to

move. Wharton caught up a dressing-
gown and placed it on the shivering
junior, and_ half led, half carried him
into the adjoining room. Bob was stir-
ring the embers mto a blaze.

The faces of the juniors were scared
and startled. They asked themselves
what could have happened, without
being able to find an answer. Some-
thing had struck the schoolboy earl with
horror and fear—what, they could not
even guess,

Mauleverer sank into a chair by tho
fire, still shivering, and the juniors
noticed that he kept his face turned away
from the armoured figures by the
windows,

: “Wharton!" whispered Mauleverer at
ast.

“Yes, old fellow?"”

“Ts he—is he still there?”

“He? Who!" asked Harry, wonder-
ing  whether Mauleverer’s mind was
\\ar:dermg

‘Sir Fulke."

Mauleverer scarceiy breathed the
name,

Wharton started. s eyes turned on
the armoured figure.

“It's still there, of course, Mauly.”

“Tlas it moved?"

“* Moved?" sad Harry.
not !"

Mauleverer shuddered.

“Look at it, Harry ! Look at it closely,
old chap, if you've the nerve. ‘l'ell me
if it—if it seems to have moved—even
an inch—"

Wharton looked at the shuddering
junior. Was it some dream—some dream
of the wicked old knight who was said
to haunt Mauleverer %owers—lhat had
shaken Mauleverer like this, to the very
depths of his soul? It seemed incredible,

In silence Harry crossed over to the
figure of Sir Fulke.

So far as he could observe, it was
standing exactly in its old position.
There was no sign of its having moved.
How could it have moved?

Each of the armoured figures looked
exactly as when the juniors had seen
them ¥u

.\Inulm erer did not speak, but his eyes
seemned to beseech Wharton, as the cap-
tain of the Remove came back.

“It’s not moved,” said Harry.

“Sure?”

“Quite sure, old chap!"

Mauleverer stared into the fire. Bob
had fanned it into blaze, and was heap-
ing up half-burnt embers. But the
schoolboy earl still shivered, as if the
cold were in his very heart.

Wharton closed the doors of the room.
The juniors did not think for a moment
of leaving their chum. No one else in
the house seemed to have heard the ery
that had awakened them. The aenanla
quarters were at a distance; only Brian
Mauleverer's rooin was occupied within
range of hearing. But Brian had not
turned out.

Wharton thought of him, and asked
Mauleverer whether ho should call his
cousin,

The schoolboy earl shook his head.

“No! What's the good?”

The juniors gathered round the fire.
The night was cold, and they were clad
only in their pyjamae. For a long time
iholre was silence, but Mauleverer spoke
at last.

NSWE Rs
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“Of course

“A dream,” he said. “Was it a
dream? You fellows will think me mad,
or & funk., But I saw—I saw—" Hae
shuddered,

“What did you see, old fellow?"” asked
Nugent softly.

There was no vestige of colour in
Mauleverer's waxen checks. But he was
calm now, and his voice was steady as
he answered.

“I think I fainted. Did you fellows
fmi my bed- -room door open*

“No; shut.”

“Was Sir Fulke in his place?"”

“In his place? Of course!”

“Was there—was lhcrn anybody in the
room, or—or any U’lm

“Good heav unn‘ murlmlrml Wharton,
under his breath. Aloud he said: * No
old fellow, nobody—nothing that's not
here now. If there'd been anybody, he
couldn't have cleared. I heard you cry
out, and came at once.”

“Then it wasn't a
Mauleverer.

“A—a trick?”

“Harry, old man "—Mauleverer's
voice grew husky—"“as I'm living, my
bed-room door opened, and Sir Fulke
came in—S8ir Fulke Mauleverer—"

“Mauly 1"

“Unless I'm

trick?"  said

mad, I saw him!"
Mauleverer shivered. *“I remember 1
cried out; then I must have famted
You fellows know I'm not a funk,

be frightened by a shadaw. 1 saw Sll'
Fulke—in armour—"
The  juniors exchanged alarmed

glances,

“You'd been dreaming, old chap!"
said Bob uncomfortably.

“1 had—I know I had! But it was
he—the signal of death to s Maule-
verer!” muttered the schoolboy earl.
“Well, I'm nat nfrnad! 1t was only the
horror of it

“Mauly !" exclaimed Wharton sharply.
“Look here, old man, if you saw the
armoured ﬁgure. thera was somebody
inside it—

“I've thought of that. It might have
been a cruel trick. But you say your-
self that there was nobody here—"

Wharton crossed over to the mail-clad
figure. The armour was empty.

* Look about the rooms, you fellows,”
said Harry. “It’s baralv possible

The juniors searched, though wilhout
expectation of making any discovery.
Every recess was looked into. There was
not 1¥m remolest trace of an intruder.

Yet if someone had played a trick with
the mail-clad figure it was evident that
he could not have escaped unseen.
Wharton had been on the spot at once—
his chums close behind him. The corri-
dor had been flooded with electrie light.
The upper end of it was a blank wall
and shultered window; and in the other
direction any fugitive from Mauleverer's
room must have passed the doors of all
the rooms occupied by the Famous Five.
A trickster could not have escaped un-
seen, that was certain,

The juniors gathered round the flire
again. Every face was grave. Thero
was little doubt in their minds that
Mauleverer had cried out in the grip of
a terrible nightmare.

But they did not say so.

Bob ( horr\f he1p¢d more wood on the
fire. The juniors were sleepy, but they
did not think of bed. But Lord Maule-

verer rose to his feet at last.

“I'm keepin' you fﬂllo“a up,” he said.
“You're tired. I'm goin’ back to bed.”

“Not alone,” said Harry.

“Tt's all serene, old fellow.”

Wharton shook his head.

(Continued on page 17.)
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THE ‘BREAKING-
UP’ CONCERT!

By Bob Cherry.

move, who suggested we should
have a jolly good concert as a
wind-up to the term. Wib is a
good actor, and knows it, and as we
have had many examples of his skill in
this direction, we heartily agreed that ¥
4 hreaking-up concert should be given
by the Remove. ;
Immediately this decision was made
known, practically everybody in the
Remove suddenly discoverad that they
coulidl do a turn of some kimd, and it
was necessary to forin a committee to <
deal  with applications from stunt |
merchants. :
They elected me chairman of the ¥
Stunt Committec. I must say they
elected the right man for the job, us|

I'l‘ was Willlam Wibley of the Re-

[F] my powers of discrimination are Ol
) infinitely superior to any other chap's. j
i (Don't talk piffle! We elected you be-\ B
[] cause you can deal with such as Coker 8 i 4
By % and Bulstrode and Bolsover—you're so N
e\t Landy with your mits!'—Ed.) (A i <
Y] The first chap to get into the study & 'sd‘.
89 H where the committce was sitting was & Al
E 5 Billy Bunter. [ looked at him in a 4
bt manuer which should have frizzled him
- into a grease-spot. /(3
W, “1 say, you fellows—" he hegan. 4§ E,-‘:
"q “William George Bunter,” I said. in \
o my best magisterial tone, there'ssy T
nothing doing! rI[np it! We want firat- g8 =g "

class talent—'
“That's why 1 have come here,” broke | The Bunter Brothers
in Billy loftily. *“Yon must have at
least one chap who can do a decent | hundreds of titled relutives—1 mean,
turn.  With my wonderiul ventrilo- | people—the laughter was simply deafeu-
quism— g !"
“Ventriloquists are barred; we want

ive a popular turn in the Greyfriars Breaking-up Concert.

"As it's Christmas-time, we'll forgo
our usual fees,” he said loftily. *“We
generally charge—"

“We'll be charging in a minute,” 1

something new,” put in Harry Wharton.

“Look here, Wharton, you know jolly
well that T saved yo ives when we
were in the Congo—'

“We were never in the Congn, my
tulip,” =aid Frank Nugent. “On the
Ci you mean!"

“On or in wmake no difference—
nly that if yon lnd heen in the
! you would have had two haths
instead of one this year!" said Tom
DBrown hwmoronsly,

“0Oh, really, Browny—— Look lere.
Nob Cherry, da you want the concert
to Lbe a sunecess or a failure?” de-
manded Billy hotly.

L secess, of courze. fath 440 |
said, “That's why we den't want any
Bunters in the programme. Buzz off I

“My wonderful ventriloquism—-"

“Too old, Bunty. We had plenty of
that during the term, and the chaps
don’t want any more of it,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“Sammy and [ eonld do a dance.”
said Billv desperately. “We're very
(0 dancers, you know. It wants
s with elegant fizures like ours to
really dance properly. Now, when we
performed  last  vae  hefore—bhefore

“I dare say it was!” gald several of
the committee in unizon.

“8o if we can make a lot or titled
people laugh and forget their dignity.
Sammy and I can jolly well burst all
the Greyfriars chaps!" went on Bunter,
warming .to his subject. *“Now, put us
on top of the kill, and we'll give a

handsome dance—I mean, a comie
dance !"
He broke off, and the Committee

looked at one aunother questioningly.
Hurry Wharton winked, and Tom Brown
nodded. Alter all, there might be
much less funny stunts than seeing
Billy and Sammy dving a trot on the
honarda.

“All right, Billy,” T said at last.
“You're on the giddy list. Now buzz
_‘“!". aud let some real performers come
in!"

There was something like a riot out in
the passage. But I could hear Bnl-
strode and Dolsover bellowing,
guessed that they were keeping back
the crowd of stunt merchants so that
they could get in as soon as Billy Bun-
ter had passed out.

Billy smiled—a superior sort of smile
:I_mt made me long to chuck a table at
Hnm.

couple!

hinted darkly—"charging you out of the
study, you ass!”

“You'd better he enreful,” safil Run.
ter in what the novelists would call &
menacing tone. * We might refuse to
perform for you if you don't slow us
proper respect.”

“Serateh his name off the list, Harey,”
I said at once.

Buoter jumped.

“*Nummo—I mean—I was only joking!"
said Billy bastily. “I'm going now. 1
really meant to say that it is awfully
good of you to allow us to make a suc-
cess of your rotten concert!™

I slung a boak at him then, and Billy
disappeared through the doorway like
a rabbit down its hole. The next
moment Bol:over and Bulstrode eame
in, together, and glaring at cach other
like a conple of fighting cocks.

“Put me down for a clog dance—"
began Bulstrode quickly.

“My stunt's a clog dance—"
menced Bolsover,

“TLook here, Bolsover—"

The Committee frowned ns one man,

“No scrapping here,” I said sternly.
“Bolsover and Bulstrode—clog-dancing
Hop!™

com-

=y

e man el =t i e e o
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“1 coull dn it much better hy mysell—"

begain Bulstiode.

“Next!" I howled.

There was o rash from ontside, and in a
moment Bolsover and Bulstrode forgot to
argue. They had th, tor their voices would
have been drowned by the row the other
chaps kicked up

However, ofter much clanging, howling,
roaring, shouting, shrieking, threatening, and
pieading, we got together a fine group of
performers for the breaking-up coneert, and
notices were put on ull the notice-hoards to
announce that the concert would ecommence
at seven sharp.

It was, perbaps, unfortunate timt  we
didn’t keep an eye on the diseontonted mug-
wumps for whom we couldn’t find a place
on the programme. We might have =aved
ourselves quite a lot of trouble, not to
mention a few facial decorations to take
home with us for Christmas.

The Hall was crowded at seven o'clock with
the Remove chaps, who had been allowed in
a few minutes earlier than the rest, well
in the front row. At lenst, that iz where
they should have been, but we noticed that
Skinner and his crowd of rotters were at the
hack. We were more pleased than surprised,
a2 a matter of fact, for their faces would
have worried any performer into forgetting
what he bad to do.

The concert started with a dapee hy the
Bunter brothers, end I must say it was
amunsing. Two great, fat porpoises could not
have danced in a more amusing fashion, and
the Bunters really thonght their “comic™
dance was being laughed at. As a matter of
fact, the laughter was caused by their
frantic efforts to appear funny !

We had just pushed on Bolsover amd Bul-
strode when there came a hullabalon ot the
hack of the hall. Scveral fellows were singing
a rag-time ditty, and Harold Skinmer was
standing upon a form waving a ruler in the
manner of n conductor.

“Hi! Whet's the giddy game, Skinver,
you rotter?” I howled over the footlights,

“It's Ragtime Cowhoy Joe—" =ang the
rotters brigade, unhecding.
“gkiomer!" I roared. *Chuck om out,

somehody !

The song. however, wes qaickly finished,
atid the rotters sat down. 1 breathed fire
anil veng . but the spirit of Christmas
wis in my bones, and I suppose they were
feeling o bit lively, too. So we lel thom

slap.

When Hurrce Singh started to warhle- he’s
ot a nice volee, you know—up jum;n-ﬁ ?_hu
rotters hrigade spain, and started cinging
ahout “his coal-Wlach mammy-——" That was
el
ithout any more ado, the committie pro-
eceded to wipe up the giddy hall with the
;utiern, and the singing gave place to howl-
ng.

“What's the troulde?” hooted Skiuner, just
a8 I wot to him. *“This is the hreaking-up
eoncert, 't it!  We're only breaking up
the—

“1'm going to break you up into little
picecs!™ I suld, in a gentle roar.

I did-am? Skinner went out of the Hall
on hiz wpeck. All s tollowers followed. us
they shonbd do, and the door was elosed upon
them.

Then the eoncert went on nninterrnptedly,
and a joly good time we had.  Every por-
former porformed in tophole fashion, and
when the masters came in at seven-thirty the
nudience was in u state of  jollity which
brought smiles te their faces.

Jolly old Leche—that's the Hesd,
kuow -made a Ve speech at the end, s
Quelehy stood  hesiile him. clappiog  evers
time he nttered good wishies to all the

sndlence,

The evening was= hrought to a conclusion
with three cheors (ur the Head, three more
for readers of the “Magnet,” three more for
the Stunt Committer, three more for the per-
formerg, three more for the masters, throe
wmore for old Wingate, three more for—
(Rinz off, Hab! It you're going to put
iown the names of all the people for whon
three chéers were called there will he n
roum for anything else in this special number
of ours!—Ed.)

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

' THE ORIGINAL
SANTA CLAUS!

By Tom Brown.

week s thinking of Christmas

and all the good times which

Christmas should bring. In the
hopa that we shall help to make this
Christmas an  enjoyable one for our
many reader-chums, my staff and I have
arranged this Special Christinas Number
of the HEraLD,

I was swamped out with offers of con-
tributions to this number.  Every chap
in the Third, Fourth, and Fiftl?:, and
one or two in the lordly Sixth, wanted
to write something or other so that they
could take a copy of the HErALD home
with them, and show their work to their
people

Loder of the Sixth, with a smile on his
faca which unmediately put me on m
guard, bronght me an article, entitled,
“Why I am Popular.” Like his cheek
thinking thet onr paper is a rag which
has no respect for the truth. I suppose
Loder thought he would get a handsome
present from his people if he could show
them an article published in the Remove
magazine, proving his popularity. 1
am now threatened with a thick ear a
day mnext term,

Tom Brown has contribuled a season-
able story, which is certainly more
funny than truthful. Tommy must be
a fine chap to have with one in a parly
at a festive time like Christmas!

My real regret is that Dick Penfold is
suffering from a frightful cold in his
head, and has been unable to contribute
a sparkling poem on Christines. He
tells me he finds rather a difficully in
thinking clearly, and would rather not
write anything likely to lower t(he
standard of his work. Let's hope Dicky
is all right for the 25ih.

We held a special meeting of the staff
and contributors on Baturday cvening,
when a vote of thanks to all readers of
the Grevrriaps  Tlerarp  for  their
support this year was unanimously
passed amidst loud cheering, I was
then asked to put the following resolu-
tion to you:

“That this meeling, composed mnilllr
of the Remove, wishes (o assure all
readers of the * Magnet' Library and
the GrevrriArs HErRaLD of  their
heartiost good wishes for a right merry
Christmas and a Prosperous New Year.”

To which Billy Bunter added: *May
the puddings be fruity and the turkey
tender!"

Cheerio, then, chams all! Have a jolly
good time—as I shall if T can dodge
Bunter this time!

Ever your sincere pal,

ITARRY WIIARTON,

E\'ER\’HQDY in the country this

A FINE CHRISTMAS
PRESENT :—

THE

"HOLIDAY ANNUAL"

(I've an idea this has been made up by
our cheerful humarist. He tells me that
if I don’t believe it I should buy a book
and look it up.—Ed.)

ANTA CLAUS, the popular gentle-
man who brings presents along at
Christmas-time, was originally o
sweep. I don't mean that he was

a sweep like Skinner, but a chimney-
sweep

I learn thalt Santa Claus was once a
boy. That is rather difficult to under-
stand, but there is no going against the
truth.  As a boy, Santa Claus had &
great liking for chmbing on to roofs and
peering down chimneys. In the end his
parents thought he would be zooted—I
mean, suited—for a sweep, so they put
him to the profession.

Santa Claus made great headway in
his profession. 1u less than a centlury
he had become known throughout the
world as the biggest chimney-sweep of
all time. He had contracts with all the
titled people in the country, but my
record does not show the name of
Bunter in the list of the exalted people
who puatronised old Santa Claus.

Of course, the sweep made lols of
money, and, being a thrifty sort of
fellow, he saved and saved and saved
until he had accumulated a huge for-
tune. He loved children, and his first
thought, when he retired from business,
was to spend his fortune in buying the
children presents at Christmas-lime.

He did not wanl to show up in this
really topping and generous idea, so he
used to ship round to Selfridge’s and buy
up tremendous supplies of toys, ele.
Then caumnzs the question of delivering
the goods.

This was a great problem. There were
no aeroplanes in those days, and the
dear old lady who jumped over the
moon \\'oul:g:'t lend him her fAying
broom. (That sounds a bit mixed, Mr.
Editor, but 1 must follow my records,)
Ho old Santa decided that the best thing
to do was to get on the roofs of houses,
and drop the merry presents down the
chimneys.

1is great experience in dealing with
chimneys heich him here. He was able
to drop the presents down the chimney
50 that parents could place them in the
children’s stockings.  That is why =o
many children today see. their parents
lacing presents in their stockings, and
Ee.cnum they see their parents doing
this, declare that there is no Santa Claus.

I hereby put it on record that there
was, and still is, n Santa Claus. He is
a very old man now, but a couple of
doses of thyroid and soda have given him
internal life—I mean, eternal life.

Therefore, if there's a row in the old
chimney this Christmas I ask all readers
not to get the wind np. " It's only Santa
Claus, baving spont s=ome of his War
Loan on presents, dropping them down
the most sootable place.
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Another batch of topping contributions from the Greyfriars Chums next week !
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

An Eggsci®ng Christmas advencher speshally ritten for Harry

Wharton's Christmas Number.

OBBY NIX was haggurd. [His fuce
was positively pail, and his lips
were twitching tremblingly. His

eyes were glood to the clock on the
mantle piece of his small lodjing bed-room.
Yor ‘twas Ciristmus Day, and he had cleen
forgot all about it.

Nobhy wae pore and without wunney, but
Lz new that only oue hundred miles away was
the castle of his boyhood daze, where his
father and mother and sisters and brothers
and cousins and uncles and aruts would be
spending the whole of Christmas Day in put-
ting away their good things.

“What shall 1 do?" he muttered in a horse

whisper. “The time is late, and there is only
one trane to Richville tomite—1 mean,
to-day. Ah, the garrarge!”

No =ooner thort of than acted upon.

With a bound like u woonded tiger, e was
owt of the rume, and down the stares.

“Fareweil, Mrs. Nudgeitt!” he howled
werrily.  “1'm for home and beauty! A
merry Christmas to you and all yours!™

“Thank you Kindly, Master Nix!" said Mrs.
Nudgeitt, with flashing eyes. *The same to
you, and meny of ‘em!™

Out ioto the wild morning went Nobby Nix,
his eyes blazing with the fire of battle, and
bis mind made up to fite his way home, if
needs must.,

The garrarge was only just round the
korner, and, looking neither to rite nor to
left, nor behind him, Nobhy swuug round
the Korner and dashed into the garrarge.
‘ e were two men . smoking a eigar
which had been given them hy a delited and
prosprous client, and Nobby jerked to a halt
Lefore them, panting.

“A ear!” he said tensely.
o'cloek !"

“1t will be one o'clock ufore you get a car,
sir!" said the man with the biggest cigar.
“They are all out, sir, and I ain’t got no
maore in stoek !

A grone escaped our hero's lips. His pants
heeame quicker and quicker, and the wild lite
in his blazing eyes threttened to singe his
eyebrows.

Suddenly he looked juto the korner of the
}.{urrurgu. and hope took the place of the wild
ite.

“A norse—a norse!"™ he ejackulaited. "A
norse will do! I only want it to take me to
the stashun!"

Before anybody conld stop him, Nohby had
:-unklo the horse, and had sprung upon its
rack.

“Don’'t spur him, sir!" worned the young
man with the big vigar, in plantive tones.

Nobby pever herd. His heels were digging
into the annymal’s soft side, and like the
gallant feller he was, the horse bounded
forward.

Nobby terned him into the road, where the
snow was lying thick and hevy. No thort of
slipping  entered Nobby's head—hls whole
mind was ockupied in thinking of the castle
at Richville. Threw the snow went Nohhy
and the horse.

A kab got in the way as It was turning in
the middel of the rode. Did that. stop
Nobby? Was he doomed to kollide with the
kab, and lose his life and Christmus dinner?
Could the kXabiby tern round in time to let the
horse threw? Was it the end—the bitter,
wrful end?

The momeut was drermatic.  The Labby
velled horsely, and Nobby clenched his teeth.

“A ear, like one

By DICKY NUGENT (Orther).

The next moment horse and rider leapt from
the snowey erth!

Clean as a whistle over the top of the
kab went the horse and Nobby. The horse's
hoofs cort the top of the kab and ripped the
mateerial from end to end, but Nobby did

not fall.
That wuas the grate point, The horse
landed well, and in anuther instant was

boundin forward at grater speed than ever.
Nobby glanced at the watch on his rist. He
had two miuonits more—only two minnits
more !

The station hove In site—the trane was
signalled. But Nobby hadn't got a tickit.
The powerful horse, panting and naying, was
pooled to a standstil outside the bookin-
oflice, nnd Nobby slid down out of the saddel.

Puff, putf! Skreech!

The trane was .
Should he stop for a tickitt and dodge the
kollector at the other end of his jurney?

w T - S .

Nobby and the Kollector met in the

entrance of the station platform, and
down they went into the cold snow.

Should he? The temptation was orful, aud
A grone broak from his lips.

It was Christmus time, and he couldent do
it. No; come what mite, he had to have his
tickit.,

* Richville—Richville!” he shouted, as he
approched the hookin ofce.

A parsp left his lips. There was no oue
there! EFWII as he pecred hotly through the
bars of the office, he herd the engine shreek
again, and saw the trane rolling out of the
station.

He maid a frantick dazh for the platform.
But alas! His luck was out, and so was the
kollector’s luck, for they met att the
entrance to the stashun platform, and down
they went into the cold snow.

“0Ow'" gasped Nobhy, “My trane!”

“It is porn!" panted the kollector.
are two late!”

They scrambled to there feet again, and
the kollector gazed with simpathy at our
hera's pail face.

“Is it o dredful?” he asked ankshusly.

“'Tis Christmmuz Day, and 1 karn't get
home ! said Nohby, swallowing the lump in
his throat. “Ah, me!"”

(Continued at foot of column 3.)
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HOW 1 SHALL
SPEND CHRISTMAS !

(A nomber of fellows were asked {hiv ques-
tion, and the fellowing replies resulted.)

DR. LUCKE:

“1 shall spend my Christmas al home, and
I should very much like to have all the
Greyfriars boys here with me. 1 shall miss
their cheery voices, the noise they make,
and the happy laughter which usually makes
Greyfriars such a pleasant place to live in.
My thoughts will be with yor all on the
25th.,  Have a good time, and come back
ready to work harder than ever. I think
the greater part of Christmas evening will be
wpied in listening to Miss Rose's sing-

GEORGE WINGATE:

“I'm goiug home for Christmae, and I
shall be jolly glad to get away [rom you
young rascals for a time. It will be quite
pleasant not to have to cull a dozen clieeky
fags on Christmas morning. No, you cheeky
chumps, 1 don't hang up my stocking on
Christmas Eve!™

GOSLING (the school porter):

“Which I shall spend my Ciristmas a-
hopiug a3 ‘ow you young gentlemen's
parents lectures you on ‘' 'Ow Lo respect
your lHelders!" 1t depends on you Yyouug
gentlemen whether I have turkey or pork
and beans for my Christmas dinner. I love
turkey—so does Mrs. Gosling. That ain’t a
‘int, that's a fact!” (Chaps, ‘gnore the
first, but not the second part of Gossy's
statement ! —Ed.)

BILLY BUNTER:

“Sammy and I will spend Christmas wit!
our titled relatives. We shall have & splen-
did time, for one of our uncles runs a tre-
mendous store, We shall decorate Buuter
Court with holly and coloured papers and
Christmas-puddings and turkey. [1'd like to
take all the Remove with me, but I'm afraid
the duke wouldn't like to have a lot of
shtieking, ill-mannered fags around him.

“The Army won't get you home, sir!™ =aid
the kollector, who dident understand ritely.
“Don't faiut, sir-

“I'm not goin to faint!" declared Nobby,
as he squaired his shoulders and the kollector
tor koocking him down. =1 will never e
beat! 1 will spend my Christmas Day with
my relertives! What can I do? What shall
I do? How can 1 do it?"

The kollector was sylent.
Wleedin with pitty.

Nobhy took to pacing up and down outside
the stashun entrance, and the kollector
watehed him with eyes that were red with
weepin,

A car?  There wasent one! A norse?
"I'would be two much for a norse! There
wusent eny trane! There wasent eny trama
or busses,

Suddenty their was a whir In the air, and
a grate hig airyplane came down into the
suow of the rode. Nohby's eyes lit up with

His heart was

hoap.

“Ah! On! The airyplain!™ he muttercd.
“What luck! What henine luck!"

The avyater got out of the plane and
strolled langwidly to the stashun.

“1 went up without any matches for my
fags!" he said kasually. “Can you oblige?”

Nobby thort quickly.

“1 will give you a box of matches if you'll
take me to Richville ! he said drermatically.
“ A hargin is a bargin! There arut eny shojs
open—and all the slot masheens are empty!
What abont it?"

“I'm on, me gond lad!" declaired tle
avyater. “Give me a lite and jump in!"

So the hoy who lost his trane got home for
his Christmus dinner quicker than if he hud
cort his trane that he lost. It was & matter
of great satisfacshun to him and to his
parents, and the avyater, who was & genyinl
feller, stopped with him and brort him Dack,

THE END.
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

“FIVE SHILLINGS FOR EVERY READER'S *“SPEECH” PUBLISHED BELOW ! SEND IN YOUR *‘SPEECH” T0-DAY.

—
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N enthusiastic welcome awaited

Y the Speaker (Mr. Harry Whar-

ton) on his resumption of duty

ut the House after his adven-

tures on the Congo. Mr. Wharton had

been addressing a meeting in Study No. 7,

and he entered the House late, when Mr.

Peter Todd vacated the chair. Accom-

panying the BSpeaker were the other

members of the party, including Mr.

Bunter, whose healthy tan was much
admired.

and others, I am glad to be back, and
g0 are my friends and colleagues. 1 hope
Mr. Todd has been given an easy task
in my absence in the way of officlating
over this illustrious assembly,”

Mr. Peter Todd: *With the exception
of a fracas with Coker, and a little row
over Loder, we have got on swimmingly.”

Mr. Wharton: “That’s nothing. Coker
is irrepressible, I suppose 1 had better
get straight to business.”

Mr. Buuter: "“No you don’t, you bur-
bling chump! Do‘,}nu think I am going
to disappoint the House? Not me! The
chaps want to hear about my adven-
tures. They shall hear them.”

Mr. Wharton: ** Your exEloits. my fat
tulip, are not before the House.”

Mr. Bunter: “They jolly soon will be,
I have made a squecze to get here to-
pight. It was precious inconvenlent, 1
can tell you. All my titled relatives are
clamouring for me. The duke rang me
up on Quelchy's lI‘:rht:n:le as I came along.
I had to tell his Grace there was nothing
doing. He will have to give his dinner-
party another night.'

Mr. Wharton: “That's all very well,
but the House isn't so mighty cager to
hear aboot the lions you Tam awny
from."

Mr. Bunter: “Why, if it hadn't been
for me, that Spaniard, with a face like
a I.r_ving-pnu. would bave done you all
in.’

Mr. Wharton: “Order, order! 1 am
ready to admit, with the rest of us, that
Bunter's ventriloquial hanky-panky came
in jolly useful, but I should advise every-
body to take a handful of salt with the
statements made by our plump friend.
Bunter ean write a book if be llkes—"

Mr. Bunter: “And [ jolly well shall!

Mr. Wharton: “I am sure it will be an
interesting contribution to the literature
of the Dark Continent, but I do wish to
implore Bunter not to put his iden into
execution of dyeing bimsell black, and
appearing on the stage as the Mad Chief
of the Jingbibbawees. It would not do.
The police would feel hurt, I am sure,
and, besides, the part is pot in kecping
: with the dignity of our colleague.”

Lord Mauleverer: * Digoity, begad!™

Mr. Wharton: “I used the word
advisedly. Bunter is turning over a new
leaf. The past is dead. He has learned
responsibility in the wilds. He no longer
eats as he used to do.”

At this stage Bunter was scen to ex.
tract i haz of iam-tarts from his pecket
and start munching.

Mr. Bob Cherry: “Dack at
games.”

Mr. Bunter: “If you mean me, Bob,
old fellow, these are tarts, not games.

ot
ot
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Mr. Harry Wharton: “ Well, gentlemen,,

I am only waiting for silcnce. Then I
will tell the House what happened.”

Mr. Wharton: “That you won't! Mr,
Todd has handed me a speéech from
Reader JOHN PALMER, 12, Bloomfield
Street, Paddington, W. 2, and I will read
it at once.” Mr. Wharton read the
following :

“Most hoys collect stamps, so do I,
but I collect omnibus tickets as well. I
am not too interested in stamps. A good
idea Is to get a stamp album and fll it
with bus tickets—the 2d. in one square,
the #d. in another, and =0 on, and also
put them in their respective places. Such
us putting tickets from York tramcars
in one section, instead of stamps from
Belgium, ete. Hidden away in the corner
of the dining-room 1 have o portman-
teau full of tickets. I have never tried to
count them, as 1 helieve there are a few
million. In my opinion stamp-collecting
it an old pastime. My advice is, start
collecting omnibus and tram tickets. |
know a fellow who has dozens of expen-
sive omnibus tickets—le. ones. He very
generously gave me a 10d. oue, hut he
bad lots higher. So give your stamps
away to chaps who still revel in the
ancient pastime, and collect bus tickets
instead.”

Mr. Fish: “Tiflle, I call it.”

Mr. Wharton: “The hon. member can
keep his opinlon. I consider IReader
Palmer has hit on a good idea. We all
ride by omuibus. These days yon can
travel pretty well all over the country
by motor-bus."”

AMr. Bunter: “You ought to sce the
omuihuses on the Congo—all colours, I
remember skipping on one and telling
the dusky driver to drop me in Nyanza
Street, and—""

Mr. Cherry: “The Porpolse is romanecing
again.  Don't you fellows believe a giddy
word he says. He has Congo oun the
Lrain. There are no omuibuses there.”

Mr. Bunter: “I meant to say it was in
Peckham. [ was going to see my aunt,
the Duochess—"'

Mr. Wharton: “Has any member any
suggestion to make?”

Lord Mauauleverer: “Collecting bus
tickets may suit some chaps. Of course,
you get to know where plices are, and
that's useful.”

Mr. 8. Bunter: “I know a man who
collects antigues. He never uses new
hus tickets, always the old ones; he says
it comes cheaper in the end.”

Mr. Fish: “You jnr! The old tickets
won't take you anywhere!"

Mr. Bunter: “I bave not the time to
take up the business. The last time I
got on an omnibus the condnctor mizsed
me out entirely. The result was I never
had & ticket at all. How can a fellow
collect tickets if the officials do not give
them to you?”

Mr. Nugent: “Dodging again.”

Mr. Bunter: *It is beneath my notice,
n remark like that, I never dodge, hut
I am not the chap to plague a conductor
jobnny with a fare if he doesn’t want it.
The poor chap has quite enough to do.”

Mr. Wharton: “I think we are all
agreed that there is some amusement to
be extracted from the hobby, It teaches

oy

7 AT, N S E A a N

topography, anyhow, and shows anybody
that Tooting is not In Birmingham, and
that Salford las nothing to do with
Hammersmith. 1 now wish to lay hefore
the llouse the interesting little speech
on Railways from Reader E. V. RALPH,

35, Foulsham Road, Thornton Heath,
Surrey. Reader Ralph says: * 1 consider

railways to be one of the most interest-
ing subjects in existence. To be able
to speak about engines does not neces-
sarily mean that one has to understand
mechanism. I always cut out newspaper
articles about railways, and the pholos
of accidents that have oceurred. These
are added to my collection of engine plates
given in the ‘TPopular.” Which is the
* prettiest * railway? 1 think the Great
Northern. The engines are greon, and
the coaches Iis}llt brown. I don't know
which station in Eogland is supposed to
have the prettiest name, but 1 think it
is Heathfield, Then there are the types
of engines—the South Western with their
stumpy funnels, ete.'”

Mr. Alonzo Todd: "I remember Heath-
fleld. My Uncie Benjamin went there
once. He says the memorial stone to
Jack Cade is worth seeing. He says the
old stone was a most fascinating section
of Eoglish history. 1t seems that The
late Mr. Cade, somewhere about 1150——"

Mr. Jobuny Bull: “Rats!"

Mr. A. Todd: “Mr. Cade had a terrible
accident.  Chap called Alexander Iden
caught him one on his topknot.”

Mr. Wharton: “Railways are before
the House. I agree with Reader Ralph.
The subject is interesting.”

Mr. Napoleon Dupont: *I think your
English railways are what you eall top-
ping. But they have one fault—there is
no top, like a bus, to ride on. Now in
France we can sit on the roofs.”

Mr. Mark Linley: "Yes, and
black as sweeps.”

Mr. Bunter: “1 am still waiting for
my turn, hut perhaps next time 1 shall
have my chance. 1 could tell you some-
thing about the railways in Afriea, Old
Corkran knows about them, but he is a
perfect baby compared to me, I can tell
you fellows that my word went on the
Congo."”

Mr. DBulstrode: did
follow jt."”

Mr. Bunter: “1 scorn such insinunations,
1 treat them with despision. What the
British Empire wants is a fow chaps 1ike
me. We know how to deal with the
natives, They all loved me on the Congo,
Why, the chiefs could not do enough for
me. I tell you flat that I amn doing
Greyfriars no cnd of honour by coming
back at all.”

Mr. Wharton: “1 propose a vote of
thanks to the two readers who have con-
tributed such telling little speechies.”
is ag to unnuimousl
Mr. Buuter: [ Quelchy gives
of his nousense¢ it will he a had
Lim. I know what's due to me.”

The House adjourned, hut Bunter went
on talking to empty benches. It was
only when Lord Mauleverer returncd and
dragged him off to supper in his study
that the famous veutriloguist desisted,
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MAULEVEVER TOWERS!

(Continued from page 12.)

“Whatever it was—dream or not—
you're not being left alone again to-
night, Mauly. 'lﬁlerc's room for two or
three in that big four-poster of yours.
One of us is going to stay with you.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled faintly.

“It's rotten to worry you fellows like
this,” he said. “‘A jolly Christinas I'm
givin' you, begad!”

‘‘Rot, old chap!"

And when the other fellows went back
to bed Harry Wharton went with Lord
Mauleverer, quite determined that the
schoolboy earl should not be left nlone.

Wharton kept the electric light on, and
in a short time he was glad to see that
Mauleverer was asleep. He did not
sleep so soon himself; he lay lhll‘lkm‘g
of the strange occurrence.  And sud-
denly he gave a start, For a moment it
seemed to him that he heard a sound
in the adjoining room—a sound of move-
ment. He started up in bed, listening
mtently, with Ihrobging heart. But
the sound was not repeated; he heard
rothing but the faint wail of the wind.

He slept at last, fatigued with watch-
ing, and he did not open his eyes again
till the sun of the winter morning was
glimmering in at the windows.

_

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Drake Arrives !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
H feeling a little heavy-eyed when
they came down in the morning.
But a good breakfast and a spell
of skating on tﬁo frozen lake made them
fecl quite themselves again—with the ex-
ception of Lord Mauleverer. Mauly was
quiet and calm, and even cheerful in a
way; but the juniors could see plainly
enough that the strange events of the
night had told on him. At Mauly's
request nothing was said to Sir Reginald
Brooke on the subjecf—he did not wish
the kind old gentleman to be distressed.
And the juniors mentioned none of the
circumstances to Brian Mauleverer. The
least said, the soonest mended, was
Mauleverer's view; and probably he did
not care to hear Brian's comments on
the subject. It was odd enough, when
the juniors came to think of it, that
Brian had heard nothing during the
night, as his quarters were so close at
hand ; but if he was in ignorance of what
had occurred, it was as well to leave him
s0.

Mauleverer was keenly sensitive to
ridicule on the subject; but in the day-
light, at least, it was difficult for the
juniors to take the affair with serious-
ness. It seemed clear to them that
Mauleverer had been the victim of an
excited faney; and, indeed, Mauleverer
wondered more than once whether they
were right.  And yet he was convinced—
ho knew—that he had looked upon the
armour-clad figure of old Sir Fulke
Mauleverer. Ho had hoped against ho
that some sign of trickery would be
found—that 1t would {ranspire that
someone unknown had encased himself
in the old knight's armour to play that
trick upon him; but so far as could
seen, that had been proved to be impos-
sible. But if it was no trick, what did
it mean? For he had seen the armour-
clad figure—he had heard the iron foot-
steps, Was it, then, a visitation—a

warning of coming death, as the old
Mauleverer legend told?

Mauleverer did not join the skaters;
and while his comrades were gone out,
Wharton looked for the schoolboy earl,
and found him in his den. He was
seated in a deep armchair, with his eyes
fixed on the armoured figure of Sir
Fulke, his face strangely pale and worn.
He glanced up with a smile as Wharton
entered, but the smile evidently was
forced. And it came into Wharton's
mind that the strange visitation had told
upon Mauly more tﬁnn he had guessed.

“You're coming out on the ice, old
fellow 7" said Harry.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

*“T think not. Lazy, you know.”

“But-—" said Harry.

“Besides, Drake’'s comin’ to-day,”
said Mauleverer. *“I think I'll go down
in the car to meet him at the station.
Like to come?"

“Good!" said Wharton. *“When do
you got"

“Mwelve,”

“Right-ho! Tl be ready. Won't you
come out for a run now "

“Dear boy, you go ahead with the
strenuous life. lost some sleep last
night, an’ I want a little extra nap.”

Mauly closed  his  eyes. Harry
Wharton joined the skaters; but as soon
as he was ;izmm from the den, Mauly's
eyes opened again. His glance turned
almost haggardly on the figure of Sir
Fulke.

Brian  Mauleverer  joined Harry
Wharton as he was going down to the
lake. The young man was smoking a
cigarette, as usual, and he seemed in a
cheery mood.

“Nothin' wrong with
there 1" he asked suddenly.

“Mauly 7" eaid Wharton.

“Yea. He seemed a little off his feed
this mornin’.”  Brian looked curiously
at Wharton. “T hope the ghost story
didn’t *:l'w him a jolly old nightmare
!lml_t]ig it; but from his looks I'm afraid
it oid.”

“Very iikely, T think,” said Harry.

“Friend of yours comin' down to-day,
I believe?” said Brian, changing the
subject.

“Yes, Jack Drake. He used to be at
Greyfriars with us,” said Harry.

“0Oh, a schoolboy 1"
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“Well, it'a not long since he was a
schoolboy,” snid Wharton, with a smile.
“He's a jolly good sort.”

Brian nodded, aud strolled away into
the park, while Wharion joined the
skaters, The captain of the Remove left
his comrades in time to join Mauleverer
for the run to the station. Mauleverer
looked a little more like his old lazy and
cheerful #elf as the car ran down the
drive, in the frosty sunshine. But the
signs of sirain in his fuco were only teo
clear.

“Mauly, old man." said Wharton, as
the car left the park gates behind, “1I've
been thinking—"

“About the pgiddy ghost?” asked
Muuleverer, with a fmint smile.

“Yes, old chap. I know il's not an
agreeable syubject to you,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, “but 1 want to ask

ou a question. Now it's all over—now
i's daylight—do you feel sure that you
saw—what you thought you saw f.ut
night 7't

fauleverer was silent.

“Yaas,” he said, at last.

“You feel sure it wasn't a dream "

“Yaas.”

“Then what do yvou think?"

The schoolboy earl did not speak.

“If you saw it, Mauly, it must surely
have been some sort of a trick,” said
Wharton.

“1 don't see how.’

“Neither do I,” said Harry, with a
nod. * Nobody else wae there—nobody
but ourselves—even if anybody in the
house could have thought of playing
such a dastardly trick. But—"

“But what?"

“Well, to put it plain, old thap, ghosts
are all rot,” said Harry. * Now, we're
going to meet Drake; and I'm more
glad than ever that he's coming. You
know that when Drake left Grexfriars,
he entered the service of Ferrers Locke,
the famous detective. He's a detective
]Iil elf llﬂ\r."

“Yans,

“Well, my idea is, tell Drake all
about it, and see what he thinks,” said
Harry., *“Sort of professional opinion,
you know.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

“This isn't the kind of business a
detective could deal with, ]Iﬂl’l‘_\-‘." he
answered.  * Either it's a potty fancy—
and I want a doctor for that, begad—or
—or the old legend's true, and that cld
villain Sir Fulke Mauleverer has come
back to warn me that I'in near the end.
And if it's that, o detective can't help—
not Ferrers Locke himself.”

“But if it was some sort of a decep-
tion—""

“How could it have heen? You
searched my rooms, and there was no
one there—and you know nobody could
have ot away before you arrivcd."

“That's true. But—"

“Nothin' doin’, you know," said Lord
Mauleverer.

“All the same, 1° like to tell Drake,
and get his opinion. He's no end of a
keen chap. If there's anything to be
found out, Drake's the fellow to find it
ont !

Mauleverer hesitated.

“ Drake's a practical sort of chap."” he

said. *I'm afraid he'll think it's silly
nerves, I don’t want to be chipped.”
“1 understand that,” said Harry.

“But whichever way you look at it,
Mauly, it's a serions matter. Drake will
be glad to help, if he can help. If eome-
thing of the kind happened again this
Christmas, you'd feel the shock pretty
seriously. Let Drake know, anyway.”
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“T'll do as you like,” said Mauleverer
at last.

“Good man!" said Wharton, relieved.

The car stopped at the station, and
Mauleverer and Wharton went on the
platform. The train came in; and a
cheery, good-looking youth with very
keen eyes jumped out, and waved his
hand to the two juniors. They rushed
across the platform to greet him.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Jack Drake Takes a Hand !

ACK DRAKE looked very merny
J and bright.
Ho f‘muk hands warmly with

Wharton and Lord Mauleverer, evi-
dently glad to see his old Greyfriars
schoolfellows again.

“It's jolly to see you!" he exclaimed.
“Topping, in fact.”

“You're looking just the same,
Drake,” said Wharton, smiling. *I
don't think I should guess you were a
giddy detective, to look at you."”

‘‘Begad, no,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“1 suppose you've been runnin’ in a
jolly old eracksman before brekker every
mornin’—what "

Jack Drake chuckled.

“I'm a schoolboy again. for the Christ-
mas holidays, at least,” he said. *“I
almost wish 1 were going back to Grey-
friars again with you next term.”

“Bul not quite 7"

“No; not quite,” said Drake, laugh-
ing. “I like my new life, and Ferrers
Locke is 2 man anybody might be happy
to work with.”

The three schoolboys walked out of
the station together. Drake’s face was
very bright as he sat in the car with
the Greylriars juniors.

He glanced round appreciatively as
the car glided along a lane with all leaf-
less trees, white with frost, on either
side.

“This is a jolly change after Baker
Street,” he said.

“Bul not so excitin', dear boy!"

“No, but rather more jolly,” said
Drake. *“You fellows have ~already
started late hours, 1 see,”

*“Oh, you see that?” asked Harry.

“1 fancy s0.” Drake grinned. *“I'm
a detective, you know, and a dizciple of

Ferrers Locke. Tell me what it is,
Mauly.”
“Eh? What what is?" ejaculated his

lordship, with a start.

“What you've got on your mind."”

“Eh? How the thump do you know
I've got anythin’ on my mind?” de-
manded Lord Mauleverer.

1 shouldn't be of much use to
Ferrers Locke if T couldn't see that, old
scout,” said Drake. ‘“Ias anvything
happened since you came home for the
liolidags?”

“By gad!” said Mauleverer.

“I hope mnobody has burgled the
Mauleverer plate?” said Drake. * But
if so, hand over the case to me—the
man on the spot, you know!"

“Not so bad as that,” said Wharton,
Taughing.

“But something’s happened?”

'fch-’l

“Something in my line?”

“] don't know yet,” said the captain
of the Remove, “but we were going to
tell you and ask your opinion.”

“Good!” said Drake. “I'd be no end
pleased if I could help. Get on with
the yarn at once.”

Drake leaned back on the soft cushions,
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drinking in the keen, frosty air, while
Wharton told the story, Lord Mauleverer
putting in a few words here and there.

Mauly's foreboding that Drake might
“chip” him on the subject was not
realised.

The schoolboy detective listened with
quiet gravity, and it was easy to see
that he was taking the incident with
great seriousness.

“Well, what do you think?" asked
Harry, when the story was finished and
the schoolboy detective was in possession
of all the circumstances.

“I think it's jolly lucky that Mauly
asked me down for Christmas,” said
Drake gquietly. “There's somebody in
Mauleverer Towers who will bear
watching."

“Oh, gad!” murmured Mauleverer.

“I suppose it's known that I'm com-
ing?" said Drake, **Has it been men-
tioned about my connection with
Ferrers Locke?”

“The fellows know, of course,” said
Harry, “and Mauly's uncle may know.
It's not been mentioned otherwise.”

* Better not speak of it, then,” said
Drake., “I'm coming along just as your
old schoolfellow from Greyfriars, that's
all. No need to put anybody on his
guard if we can avoid it.”

“That’s so,” assented Wharton.
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“But you can't think—"
Mauleverer, perplexed.

“It's a bit hard to know what to think
so far,"” said Drake. *“But I'm going to
look round, and then do some hard
thinking.”

began

And that was all Ferrers Locke's
assistant had to say. The car glided up
the drive at the Towers. Brian

Mauleverer was strolling on the terrace
with his inevitable cigarette, and he
came to meet the juniors. Lord
Mauleverer introduced Drake, who was
referred to simply as a former Grey-
friars fellow. Brian was genial enough
to him, but took no special note of the
newcomer, evidently not having the
faintest idea that Jack Drake was any-
thing but what he looked—a cheery
schoolboy.

Drake met the rest of the Greyfriars
party at lunch. Wharton had already
spoken a word to his chums, and no
reference was made to Drake’s new pro-
fession. After lunch, Lord Mauleverer
sought out Harry Wharton, with a
rather worried look on his face.

“You remember what I told you
fellows before we broke up at Grey-
friars,” he said.

“ About your cousin?”

“Yans. Drake's come here in the
same way, and--and I suppose 1 ought
to let him know. But I couldn't let
him know before he came, and—and now
it doesn't seem specially necessary to
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mention it, as he's landed, what? 1
lrate referrin’ to the subject, of course.”

Wharton emiled.
“Drake’s landed, as you say,” he
gaid. “No need to mention it now, I

should say.”

Lord Mauleverer looked relieved.

“I'm glad you think so. I was bound
to let you fellows know—and Drake, too,
if I'd seen him—but I didn't! Now it's
too late, let it drop—what ?"

“] should think s0,” assented Harry,

i Gmd !‘I

And nothing was said to Jack Drake
on the subject of Drian Mauleverer's
peculiar antecedents, But it is probable
that Ferrers Locke's pupil needed lalling
very little on the subject; he had ha
more than experience enough to read
the signs that were indelible in Brian's
face, and he needed no Erompting to
make him decide, at the first mceting,
that Brian Mauleverer had been a * bad
hat,” and had not changed since.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTEH.
The Ghost Walks Again !

ARRY WHARTON had looked
H forward to the arrival of Jack
Drake, as the means of solving
the strange mystery of the ghost
of Mauleverer Towers, But in the
course of the day he was conscious of
some disappointment. True, it was
Drake’s object to appear nothing but a
careless schoolbay on a holiday, and to
keep the *“detective " quite out of sight.
If he was playing that as a part, he was
playing it remarkably well. For no one,
sceing Drake among the Greyfriars
juniors at the Towers, would have
dreamed that he had any thought in his
mind but to enjoy his Christmas holiday.
He skated on the frozen lake, he ro
one of Mauleverer's ponies, he wandered
in the great picture gallery, he chatted to
Jerningham, the stately old butler, and
he played a game of billiards with Brian
Mauleverer, He contrived to put a great
deal into the afternoon; but nothing of
it, so far as Wharton could see, had any
connection with the mystery he had
undertaken to solve.

And in one respect Drake seemed {o
have changed since he had left Greyfriars
—as Wharton discovered when he strolled
into the billiards-room and found the
schoolboy detective at play with Brian
Mauleverer. The captain of the Remove
learned that there was a fiver on the
game, He made no comment; it was
no business of Lis. But he was sur-
prised, and he was not pleased. The
““bad hat” was evidently at his old tricks
again, in spite of his supposed reform;
and Drake had been led nto it. After
leaving the billiards-room, Drake walked
on the terrace in the dusk, and Harry
Wharton joined him there.

“We're going to have tea up in
Mauly's den,” he said. *“You've seen
Mauly's quarters already.”

“Oh, yes; and looked at Sir Fulke!"
said Drake. *He looks a bit too solid
to take midnight saunters, doesn’t he 7"

“He does,” agreed Wharton., *Yon
seem to get on fairly well with Mr.
Brian %"

Drake looked at him.

“You don't like the

“Hem!"

“I'd never heard of Mauly's cousin
before,” said Drake. * Good reasons for
keeping him dark, I dare say. It would
be a bad day for the Mauleverer family
if Mauly took a header through the thin

chap,” he said.
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Now boys, there is still time to get the

ice when he's skating, Wharton. Mnr.
Brian isn't exactly the johnny to make
o reputable head of a noble family.”

“You think he's a bad hat?”

“I don't think, I know! It’s amazing
that Mauly should have a relation like
that. Son of a younger son—brought up
expensively and left with hardly a
brown,” said Drake thoughtfully. *It's
not uncommon for fellows of that kind
to go to the dogs. Unless I'm mistaken,
the worthy Brian went to the dogs at
'lr)pkﬁﬂl!(:lj, and landed there up to the
necik.

“1 see you've worked it out,” said
Harry. A sudden thought struck him.
“Of course, you've been drawing him.”

“I've been getting posted,” said
Drake coolly, “and I know what to
think of a man who eggs a schoolboy
to play for money.

“Oh!" said Wharton.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"
Cherry's stentorian voice,
coming to tea?”

“Right-ho !"

Tea in Mauly's den was a good deal
like a spread in the study at Greyfriars.
Sir Reginald Brooke joined the merry
circle for a while, and Brain Mauleverer
came in, to smoke cigarettes and chat.

Once or twice Brian made allusion 1o
the ghost story ; but the juniors, realising
how distasteful the topic was to Maule-
verer, headed him off, as it were.

There was, besides, a topic of great
interest to the juniors—a dance that they
were to attend at a neighbouring man-
sion in the evening. Lord Mauleverer
was to take his whole flock; and he
asked Brian whether he was coming.

The young man shook his head.

“T'm readin’ up farmin’, you know,”
he said. “T'm goin' to put in an evenin’
of steady readin’. You young fellowe go
off and enjoy yourselves.”

And after dinner the parly rolled away
cheerily in the big car. Harry, who
eyed auleverer anxiously at times,
could see that the fall of darkness
brought a sombre shade to the face of
the schoolboy earl, and guessed that
Mauly was looking forward (o the coming
night with unecasiness. Ie was glad that
Mauly’s mind was to be occupied till
bed-time.

It was at a late hour that the parly
veturned to Mauleverer Towers. Bir
Reginald Brooke had gone to bed; but

1 found in the smoking-room,

Tt was Bob
“You fellows

Drian was
in a haze of cigarette smoke.

“Had a good time?” he asked.

“Top-hola!” said Bob Cherry heartily.

“The top-holefulness was terrific!”
raid Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

Brian grinned.

“That's good!"”
night.”

And the juniors went up to their
rooms,

They gathered in Lord Mauleverer's
den to say good-night to his lordship.
Mauly was smiling cheerily. Whatever
he felt inwardly, he was not likely to
show any outward sign of disquict if he
could help it. Dob Cherry and Nugent,
Johnny Bull and Hurrece Singh went to
their rooms sleepy and contented. Whar-
ton and Drake lingered a few minutes.

“Mauly, old man, let one of us camp
with you to-night,” said Harry in a low
voice,

*“Rot, old fellow,” answered Maule-
verer.

“But if there was anything—"

Manleverer shook his head.

“I'm not draggin' anybody else inlo
i,” he eaid. “It there's anythin’, it's
for me to stand.”

he eaid. *Good-

‘‘ Holidav Annual*’!

Brian Mauleverer stood at the open door. Outside the wind howled and the
The adventurer looked at the juniors in the
doorway. There was no relenting in their faces. Bob Cherry raised his hand.

* Get out, you cur ! ' he said.

snowflakes beat against him.

(See Chapter 13.)

Wharton looked at Drake.

“There won't be nn‘?'tlzim:, if there's
somebody with Mauly,” said the school-
boy detective. *Mauly, old man, keep
vour pecker up—and if something hap-
pens to-night, all the better, It will help
us to clear up the mystery.”

Mauleverer smiled faintly.

“Well, good-night, old infunts,” he
said,

Wharton took a last glance at the mail-
olad figure of Sir Fulke as he went, The
door closed.

Drake went to Wharlon's door with
him. The face of the schoolboy de-
tective was very grave,

“1 sha'n't sleep to-night,” he said in
a low voice. “You'd better not, either,
Harry., But keep in your room nnless
you hear an alarm.”

“You think—"

“I think that the scoundrel will try to
repeat his villainy, if he finds the coast
clear,” said Drake.

“But—I can't understand!  Why
should anybody try to hurt Mauly ? Who
could want to?” muitered Wharton.
“He hasn’t an enemy in the world.
Some lunatic, perhaps.”

“If it's a lunatic, there's method in
his madness,” said Drake dryly. *‘Ioor
old Mauly keeps it under, but he's fairly
shaken up by this. A little more of it,
and Mauly's condition will be pretty
serious. Fellows have died under shocks
like that,”

Wharton slarted.

“PBut—but you can’t suspect—-"

“We shall know better what to suspect
when the ghost has walked again,” said

A story you’ll never forget—next Friday’s tale of

Drake, and he nodded good-night and
left. Wharton to himself.

The captain of the Remove was not
likely to slecp. e turned out the light
and waited, IHis anxiety for Mauleverer
drove away the thought of slumber. And
Jack l)rnf;:_-, in his room across the
corridor, was not thinking of sleep. After
turning out the light, he lifted a chair
close to the door, sat down, and listened
—and for a very long time Drake did not
stir, though his eyes did not close.

The light still glimmered under Lord
Manleverer's door till a late hour. ‘T'he
schoolboy earl was tired, but he was
disinclined for sleep. But when the hour
of one tolled out, Mauleverer rose at last
from his chair hy the log fire and turned
wearily to his bed-room.

He left the electric light burning in
his den.

He switched on the light in the adjoin-
ing bed-room, and the hmriod glance he
gave ronnd him showed how the strange
visitation of the previous night had told
on his nervea,

He did not undress, e throw himself
on the bed, leaving the electric light at
full foree.

If the ghost of Mauleverer Towera
walked that night, it would not walk in
darkness,

Mauleverer did not sleep; but at last,
after long listening to the December
wind wailing without, he dozed.

He came out of the doze with a slart,

A thrill ran through him, and a groan
camo to his lips.

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp!
The tramping of iron feet was not
Greyfriars School |
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loud—but it was clear, distinct. Lord
Muuleverer sat up, pressing his hand to
his heart. His face was chalky white,
and dewed with sweat.

His eyes were fixed on the open door-
way between the rooms,

He knew what was to appear.

His starting oyes fell on the armour-
clad figure advancing from the outer
room, the vizor closed; advancing with
steady iron tread.

Closer and closer!

1t was no dream of the night, no func?
born of darkness and shadow. In the full

lare of the electric light Sir Iulke
glnulaverer towered over his unhappy
descendant—and a gauntleted hand rose
over Mauleverer as he cowed on the bed,

The hand descended slowly, inexorably
upon the shrinking schoolboy carl, while
ha watched the black vizor in shu(!dcrlng
dread. It touched him! The icy-cold
contact sent a chill to his very heart.

“Help! Helpl"

The terrified junior (ound his voice at
Jast, His ery ran t rough the room
ns he tore himself away from that
phantom touch and r0||cd from the bed,
on the other side, with a crash. And
then, as he lay, wild mcoharenl mutter-
ings came from his lips; and for the
moment, at least, Lord Mauloverer's
aenses failed him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Amazing Discovery !

ACK DRAKE tore open his door
J and switched on the electric light
in the corridor. At the same
moment Wharton's door opened,
and his face, white as death, stared out.

“Drake, it s Mauly—"

“Come on!

They raced to Mauleverer's room. The
wholo corridor, bright in the electric
light, was before them. They hauled
open Mauleverer's door, and the room
before them was bright with light. The
room beyond was lighted, too, and from
that room cries came faintly, in-
coherently,

i ‘]-‘jec that no one gets out, Wharton !"

' But—""

“I1'll see to Mauly.”

Drake ran across into the bed-room,
Wharton remained in the doorway of
the outer room.

If some foe was there—some ruthless
scoundrel—as Drake evidently suspected,
he had no chance of passing Wharton and
escaping. Bob Cherry, Nugent, Johnny
Bull, and Hurree Singh hurried out of
their rooms and joined the captain of the

Remove,
“Better call Mr. Brian!" said Whar-
ton hurriedly. “Drake thinks someone

is here! We may want help!”

The most attractive paper is the MAGNET! Anyone will tell you that!

“Right!” muttered Bob, and he ran
down the passage to hammer al DBrian
Mauauleverer’s door,

Meanwhile Jack Drake had reached
Mauleverer, The schoolboy  earl,
stretched on the floor, was alone in the
bed-room. He was conseions; but there
was no light of consciousness in his eves;
his glance was wild and strange, and the
words from his lips came in a wild
meaningless babble, It was clear that
the :Ihllilpp)‘ boy had received a terrible
shock.,

Drake lifted the slim junior in his
arms and bore him into the outer room
and placed him in the armchair before
the fire. Mauleverer ceased to mutter,
but his face was still distorted, his eyes
strange in their look. 'The l‘mllor of
death was in his face,

Drake set his teeth.

“Another sliock like that,
will be a new
think,” he said,
comrades,

“But what has happened 1’

“We shall soon know.’

Bob Cherry came back along the cor-
ridor.

“I can't make Brian hear,” he said.

“He must be in a jolly deep sleep.”

Wharton's lip curled. 1le had little
doubt that the seapegrace had been

and there
Farl of Mullluurtr, 1
im a low voice to his
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WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

Here is a splendid Focter competition
which I am sure will interest you. On
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drinking heavily before going to bed, and
for that reason could not be awakened.

“Shut. the deor!” said Drake. * Lock
it!”

Wharton obeyed.

The juniors gathered round Lord
Mauleverer. For some minutes the
schoolboy earl looked at them dazedly,
not_knowing them. A terrible fear was
in their hearts that Mauleverer was losing
his grip upon his sanity.

But the wild look faded from his face
at last, and he grew calmer. Ile was
ahuddering from en.d to foot.

*“It's the warning,” he said, in a voice
so low that the juniors could hmoly hear

it. “I'm not afraid! I'm ready.”
“Mauly, old man—" muttered
Wharton

A faint, tremulous smile glided over

Mauleverer's white face.
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“0ld fellow—-"

“Dear old chap,” said Jolmuny Bull,
“the armour t‘oleln t move unless there
was somebody inside it. And we can see
there isn't.”

“Search the room,’ s.uul Drake.

“We did that last mght said Nugent.
“There was no

“ Search, all the snme

“We mny as well,” said Boh. And the
juniors proceeded to search. They
examined every corner of the hed-room,
and tried the dymr that led to the farther
corridor. But it was bolted on the bed-
room side, as it had been the previous
night. Then they came back to Lord
Mauleverer's den, and searched once
more. But they gathered round Lord
Mauleverer again, with clouded faces.

The schoolboy ‘earl smiled—a ghastly
smile

of the ** Gem "’J 21

“Did you go in?”

“His door was locked.”

“(all Sir Reginald Brooke,"
Drake,

Lord \Ian]e\ erer mndu a gesture.

“No, no! I—

“You've put the matter in my hnnds;
Mauly, and you must give me my head,’
said Drnkc gently. “I've got a reason.
I'm going to save you from the scoundrel
who has nearly driven you out of your
senses and endangered your life.”

“Drake !"” exclaimed Wharton.

“Call Sir Reginald !"”

Without further demur the captain of
the Remove quitted the room. It was in
less than five minutes that he came back
with the old baronet, in dressing-gown
and slippers, with pale and startled face,
Sir Reginald hurried to his nephew.

“ Herbert ! he said huskily,

said

“I)e boliday Annual!”

“It's rotten to bother you fellows like
this! But there was no doubt this time,
I saw him, [e touched me—"

*Touchied you?" said Dob.

“Touched me! 1 felt the chill of the
gauntlet.”

“Impossible, old fellow!” breathed

Nugent.

AMauleverer's face worked.

“I never believed in the legend,” he
said—"'never quite, at any rate. Now
I've had preof. Ie touched me—I was
broad awake—in the night.”

“Who—what touched yout? asked
Johnny DBull, in a scared voice.
Mauleverer made a gesture towards the

two armoured figures between  the
windows,
“ Sir |'||||“,'*” breathed Nugem.

“ Yee,!
Boys, next Friday’s story

“You see, Drake,” he said, * nobody’ 8
here—and nol:mly could have got awny.

“That’s certain,” gaid Wharton.

“0Old fellow, you dreawed it,"”
Johnny Bull uneasily.

Lord Mauleverer made no reply to that.
He knew that he had not dreamed the
terrible sight and the freezing touch of
the gauntlet.

All eyes turned upon Jack Drake.
face was grave and grin.

“ Drake,” said Wharton huskily, “can’t
jou help? Can’t you give us some
fight ? This is killing Mauleverer.”

“1 know that!” said Drake quictly.
“That is ||m game.”

* What 7’

\ou called Mr. Brian, ]'lnh':‘”
es. He couldn't hear.”

said

His
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to tell you,
“It's

“1 didn't want them
unele,” said Lord Mauleverer.
rather a shame. But I've seen it 1"

“Tell me all!" said the baronet,
voice quivering.

He listened, his pale face growing paler
and more worn. The juniors stood in
silence. Drake had quietly locked the
door again after the baronet had entered.
His face was hard and grim, and there
was a glint in his eyes.

“My poor boy!" whispered the old
baronet. **I—

“1 have aoumlhuls: to tell you, sir,”
said Drake quietly. * Mauly, old man,
you have been tricked. A scoundrel has
Played on your fears, old fellow. It's a
dastardly trick l'rum 'ingmmng to end.”

“But how—how " exclaimed Il:o wld
baronet. “There is no one here !

Lis

of Harry Wharton & Co. is a real corker—ifull of thrills !
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“We've searched, Drake,” said Bob.
% You know we've searched !"

Drake nodded.

“Mauly did not fancy what he

saw |” he said quietly. “He saw the
armour of Sir Futke Mauleverer in
motion. That means that somebody was
mside it. It was not the phantom of the
old knight. It was a cunning trickster
who has to gain by Mauleverer's death.”

* Drake !" .

“ Look in the armour,” said Drake.

*It's empty now."

“ Look in 1t!" A

Wharton obeyed. He shook his head.

“And now,” said Drake, with a grim

smile, “take off the helmet of Sir
Gilbert.”

“ What ?” -
“The other suit of armour!™ said
Drak

0. i
“Drake!" y

All eyes turned upon the figure of Sir
Gilbert Mauleverer. 1t stood motionless
in its place.

“It was Sir Fulke I saw,” breathed
Mauleverer. * The black armour—"

“Take off Sir Gilbert's helmet !

“Bllt'_"

Wharton was interrupted. There was
a sudden amazing movement, and the
shining armour of Bir Gilbert Mauleverer
was in motion. With clanking footsteps,
the armour-clad figure left its place, rush-
ing towards the door. For a moment the
juniors stood transfixed, amazed, horror-
stricken, unbelieving what they saw.
But Jack Drake made a spring at the
striding figure of tho knight, and gras
at the armour, seemingly tenanted now
by a living body.

“Back up!" shouted Drake.

Ho dodged a savage blow from a steel
gauntlet, and clung to the figure in
armour. Wharton and Bob Cherry,
dimly understanding at last, rushed to his
aid.

Crash!

With a fearful, echoing crash the figure
of Sir Gilbert came full length on the
polished floor.

The helmet rolled away.

A human head showed in its place—n
human face, distorted with rage and fury
and despair. And from Lord Mauleverer
came a faint cry:

“ Brian !"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unmasked at Last !

“ RIAN MAULEVERER !

B It was Brian Mauleverer—the
scapegrace, the adventurer, the
scheming plotter—exposed and

unmasked at last!

Lord Mauleveror started to his feet,
with staring eyes. Sir Reginald Brooke
gazed at the seprawling, armour-clad
figure dazedly,

Jack Drake smiled grimly.

Tue MAGRET Lisrary.—No. 776.

“There's your ghost, Mauly !” he said
quietly.

“Brian !” repeated Lord Mauleverer.

The young man stared at the startled
faces, his features working with fury. A
savage curse dropped from his lips.

“A trick!” oxclaimed Harry Wharton,
panting with relief. * He was hidden in
the armour! Why, last night—"

“ Last night he was hidden in the same
place, I should say,” said Jack Drake.
*“1le had no time to get clear, according
to what you told me, before you got on
the scene. After playing his trick, he got
out of Sir Fulke's armour, and replaced
it; then he heard you coming, and [
imagine that at that moment he was
fairly scared out of his rascally wits. He
dodged into the other suit of armour as a
desperate resource—-""

5 see—now——""

“I fancy he was palpitating there,
while you searched thoe room last night,”
said Drake. “But you did not guess—
and he escaped——"

“I remember hearing a sound—after
going to bed in Mauly's room. Of
course—""

““And as he found it safe once, he felt
safe enough to-night in hiding in the
same way,” said Drake. * Don’t blame
yourself—you didn’t guess that there was
a cunning villain—not hidden, but stand-
ing out i full view under your eyes—
inside a suit of armour. Dut——"

“You guessed?” exclaimed Bob.

Drake smiled.

“That's my business,” he said. My
business is to look as deep into a thing
as possible, and where there's no ex-
planation, to find one. I expected the

host trick to be played again to-night.
f listened at my door, but the rascal
trod by too softly even for me to hear.
I never knew that anything was on till
Mauly cried out. But after that there
was no chance of the rascul getting away,
and as we saw nothing of him I knew
that he would be found inside the other

"

suit of armour—
“A thousand curses!” muttered Brian
Mauleverer
Drake gave him a scornful look,

“The less you say the Dbetter, you
scoundrel " he exclaimed.
“But  why?” exclaimed the old

baronet, hoarsely. “ Why—why did this
man, befriended by my nephew, play so
dastardly a trick——"

“Took at Mauleverer!" said Drake.
“You can see the effect it has produced
upon him. A little more, and Mauleverer
would not have lived. Even now the
shock might have—" He paused.
“You need not ask that scoundrel his
reason, Sir Reginald. He is heir to the
earldom of Mauleverer, and his object
was" Mauly's death.”

“Good heavens!"”
“The awlul villain!" gasped Bob
Cherry.

The

TLord Mauleverer breathed hard.

School and detective tales that please—every week in the MAGNET!

look on his faco showed that he had
already guessed, before Drake spoke. e
k;ww the reason of Brian's dastardly
plot.

There was no anger in his face as he
looked at the baffled rascal. There was
pain, and contempt, and grief. Even
the hardy adventurer shrank from his
cousin’s steady look,

“It's clear enough now,” said Whar-
ton slowly. “That is why he told the
ghost story—that's why the gauntlet fell
—he had fixed that, of course, to work
on Mauly's mind. That was his game
from the beginning. Mauly, that rascal,
must go from here to prison. You can't
run a risk like this again.”

Mauleverer did not speak.

Brian clambered unsteadily to his feet
in the clanking armour of the old Crn-
sader, His face was white, his look
bitter.

“What can you prove?” he said con-
temptuously, savagely. ““A trick in an
old suit of armour—playing ghost—you
can prove nothing that will harm me.
Do your worst.”

“You will not be harmed, Drian,"
said Lord Mauleverer quietly., “Yeon
have acted like a villain. I received you

here in friendship, trying to forget what
vou had been—a rascal, a sharper—a
gaol-bird ! This is how you have repaid
me—by seeking my lifel You would
have succeeded; you knew how to play
upon my belief in the Mauleverer legend ;
vou would have caused my death., Jack
Drake has saved me, and you will have
no chance in the future; you can go
unpunished. But go!”

“But—"" began Bob Cherry hotly.

“Let him go!” said Mauleverer.

“This very hour, then!" exclaimed the
old baronet.

Five minutes later Brian Mauleverer
stood at the open door below, with the
Famous Five, Outside, the night wind
howled, drifting snowflakes against the
old windows of Mauleverer Towers. Tho
adventurer looked inte the snowy
winter's night—he looked at the juniors.
There was no relenting in their faces,
As he hesitaterdd on the threshold, Bob
Cherry raised his hand.

“Get out, you cur!” he said.

And with a black scow! on his face,
and a curse upon his lips, Brian Maule-
verer went, and quitted Mauleverer
Towers—for ever !

. . - - . -

Harry Wharton and Co. enjoyed their
Christmas holiday—and Lord Mauleverer,
quite his old cheery self again now, was
as merry and bright as any fellow in the
party. And the chums of Greyfriars did
not seem able to make enongh of Jack
Drake. They were well aware that that
Christmas might have been a tragic one
had not Drake come to their aid and laid
so effectively the Ghost of Mauleverer
Towers.
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FERRERS LOCKE finds himself up against the sirangest and most baffling mystery Te has ever encountered, What
is the Tervor at the Grange ?
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What is the meaning of the appearance of the great white face on the wall ?

A Wonderful, Long, Complete Story of a Thrilling Christmas Adventure, introducing
FERRERS LOCKE, the Master-Detective,and JACK DRAKE, his young assistant.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Cry in the Night!

= “A QUIET Christ-
mas in dear old Lon-
don Town—an entranc-
ing prospect, Drake!”

Ferrers Locke, the
d world - fumous detec-
tive, drew his travel-
ling-rug a little closer
thout him, Opposite
&l him  in  the railway

carriage Juck Drake,
his elever young assist-
aut, =miled happily
at his chief's remark.

The two were comfortably ensconced in
a lirst-class carriage of the Torquay-
London express. They had successfully
completed & worrying case for a wealthy
farmer in Devonshire, upon whose land
a series of cattlemaiming outrages had
taken place,

“Let's hope, sir,” sald Drake, “that
clicuts give Baker Street a miss for a
few days!"”

“H'n murmured Locke. “It's now
the twenty-third of December. If any-
one calls before the twenty-seventh, 1t
will be a case of my being * not at home "
to them."

He watched the blue smoke-wisps of his
excellent Havana cigar as they ascended,
and then turned his gaze out of the
carriage window. Spowflakes were beat-
ing down fo the whitened ground through
the darkness of the night as the express
swung along at full sixty miles an hour.

A row u}‘ station-lights ran by like a
string of yellow beads.

“ Andover, in Hampshire,” murmured
Ferrers Locke, puffing away contentedly.
“More than haif the journey done.”

Silence fell between the two. Locke
leaned back, lost in his own thoughts.
Jack Drake selected the " Popular * from
the little pile of mnewspapers and
periodicals by his side, and was soon
chuckling contentedly.

Then, to disturb their harmony, came
a violent lurch. 1t was followed by the
grinding roar of the brakes. So swiftly
did the express reduce speed that Locke
and Drake were almost hurled from their
rats.

“M-my aunt! Wh-what's the matter?”

Excited amd alarmed eries could be
tieard from adjoining carriages as the
train came to a halt.

Ferrers Locke dropped the window, and
thrust his head out. The snow, driven
by an icy wind, lashed his face, and he
shivered.” But dimly ahead of the engine
e could see a moving red light.

“Someone waving a lantern,” he said.
“0Obviously, there's trouble ahead.”

A few minutes later, from the guard,
they learned the cause of the stoppage.

“We've had a narrow squeak, sir!” the
guard told Locke. *Not twenty yards
ahead of us is a splintered rail. It must
have been made of defective metal, and

the last train over it completed its
destruction. Luckily it was that a
signalman coming off duty woticed it.

It might have meant a bad smash for
us.”

*A keen fellow that signalman!™ com-
mented Locke. “But how long are we
likely to remain here, guard?”

“The repair gaug are being telephoned
for, sir. It may be two hours, it muay
he five, 'fore we shall get away.”

“Oh crumbs!" groaned Druke.

“We're a good mauy miles from And-
over now, guard?" murmured Locke.

“Yes, sir. We sha'n’t return. We ean’t
get round no otber way to Londun
quicker."

Locke jerked his thumb towards the
carriage window.

“What lights are those over there?”

“The village of Dundrave, I helieve,
sir."”

“Dundrave,” put in Jack Drake,
“That's the little place where that well
of healing waters was discovered some
weeks ago.”

“The very pluce, young sir. And
wonderful they are, too! 1 tried a
couple o' bottles for my rhenmaties. The
stationmaster at Andover got 'em for me
—the bottles, not the rheumaties—and
I've felt heaps better.”

He left the compartment, and Locke
and Drake looked at each other with wry
smiles. Neither of them fancied a loug
wait in the railway-carriage, warm
though it was on the train.

They occupied a quarter of an hour by
tukiog up a collection for the signalman
wlio had been the means of saving the
train. As they returned to their com-
partment a sudden recollection came to
the detective.

“Pundrave ! he murmured. “Of course,
that is where young Honpald Masters
lives.”

“Ronall Masters, sir?"

“You never met him, 1 believe, Drake,”
said Locke. *1 ran across him at Alder-
shot once during the war. He was 2a
subaltern in the Second-Third Hampshires
then—a very decent ehap. Afterwards he
got the M.C. at Souchez and a rather bad
shell-shock."”

Locke paused, and continued:

“1 don't think it would be a bad idea

to call on him, my boy; the snow has
stopped.  He lives at a place called
the Grange, with his uncle. It would
puss the time to go and look him up.”

They put on their heavy overcoats g
wraps, and informed the guard of their
intention.

Leaving the train, Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake set off over the snow-covered
ground towards the yellow lights of the
village.

The wind was still keen, but the walk
refreshied them wonderfully.

The jovial landlord of the village Inn
willingly directed them to the Grange,
though he looked at them somewhat
curiously.

Taking a narrow lane which led from
the village street the two wandered on

for another couple of minutes. Again
they stopped in the durkness,
“Here's a gateway,” sald Locke.

“The house must be behind that dark
clump of poplars.”

Drake gave u shiver.

“My hat!" he muttered.
we don't live in this part!
good enough for me!™

Goiug up the gravel drive they ecounld
see no lights glimmering from the gaunt
building behind the leafless branches of
the trees. Misgivings possessed them of
there being anyone at home,

“It looks like spending the wait on the
train, after all, sir,” said Drake. “There's
po sign of life or of—"

He broke off short. Both he and
Locke were frozen to the spot. For,
from behind some of the poplars to the
right of the house, a wild cry rent the
alr. It was a longdrawn wail, as of a
liuman being in great agony. It fnished
in a gurgling sort of whine. Then deadly
silence fell over the eerie =cene.

The detective and his assistant ex-
changed swift glances. So unexpected
and sinister had been the ery that both
revealed the terror which had gripped
their heartstriugs.

But they recovered themselves almost
rnstantaneously.

The detective dashed away from the
gravel path through aod among the trees,

*Come, Drake,” he cried, “we'd better
look into this matter!”

Breaking from the cover of the trees
they come into a kind of shrubhery.

"{.ouh!"

“I'm so glad
Baker Street's

Drake's finger shot out.  Ahead of
them in the shrubbery was a gaunt
gure.

The detective and the boy rushed

it. The figure Jdropped down-
A burst of flame and a roaring

towards
wards.

|
|
§
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report followed. Locke staggered forward as
his hat sailed from his head..

A moment later the detective and Drake
had hurled themselves upon a man, who,
wrapped up in an overcoat, was crouching
in among the bushes. By the fellow was a
sporting shot-gun with one barrel empty.

“Let me go, you cowards!"” hissed the
fellow, struggling violently.

By their combined efforts Locke and Drake
dragged him to his feet, and held him
firmly.

Their captive was a tall individual, with
clean-cut features. His face was working
with indignation and anger.

Locke speedily checked the fow of abuse
which poured from the man’s lips. 3

“Now, my [riend,” eaid the detective,
“perhaps you will explain the meaning of
that fiendish cry we Leard. Also, why you
saw fit to blaze o that little pop-gun at
us."

An unmusical laugh left the lips of the
man.

“Me explain!” he jeered. “Jiminy, I like
that! I reckon you_can explain that un-
earthly yell better'n 1 can, you rotten
cowards and trespassers!”

THS STCO2ND CHAPTER.
A QGhostly Visitor !

VERY deliberately
Ferrers Locke sccured a
firm ju-jitsu hold on the
captive.

“Now, Drake,” he said,
turning to his assistant,
A“I've ~ got this new
acquaintance of ours quite
safely. Tuke charge of
that shot-gun. Then pick
. up my hat for me."”
| ‘Drake did as he was

bidd The hat he

placed on his chiel's head. b

“You had a jolly lucky escape that time,
sir,” he remarked. t“' Your hat's as full of
holes as a pepper-pot!”

“A miss l:spl:s good as a mile!" laughed
Locke lightly. *Certainly the hat fecls a
bit draughty. But lel's get along towards
the house.”

Hardly, however, had they tuken hall a
dozen steps, than the sound of someone
approaching through the bushes came to

them.
The captive let out a lusty shout.
“Rescue! Rescue!”

“Egad!” came the reply. “Is that you,
Symouds?"
“Yes, sir!
me, and—-"
But Locke, who had recognised the former
voice, broke in swiftly.
“Hallo!" he called out.

Masters?”

A young man plunged into view through
the shrubbery. [Ilis right hand was grasp-
ing a very serviceable-looking Colt revolver.

“Hi, lower that gun!" ordered the
detective hastily. “I'm Ferrers Locke!™

The moon shining momentarily between

The scoundrels have caught

“Is that Ronpald

the dark, scudding clouds revealed the
scene.  There was  Locke grasping  the
prisoner.  Beside him, with the shot-gun

ready for instant action, was Jack Drake.
At the edge of the uhrulnhery stood a tall,
pallld young man with a revolver.

At the sound of the name the newcomer
lowered his revolver and walked forward.

“Ferrers Locké!" he echoed. *Great pip!
How the blazes did you get here?”

“HBy train,” grinned the detective. “I'm
pleased to meet you again, captain! 1 and
my assistant, Jack Drake, were cowing to
pay a friendly call on you. But we stopped
to indulge in a bit of big-game hunting on
FOUr preserves. llere's our bag.” He
illuli'j'ucd the captive with a nod of his
Lad.

The puzzled look remained on Masters’
brow.

“I—I still don't understand, Locke,”
said. “The man you are holding
Symonds, my footman.”

The captive, who had bren both surprised
and relieved to find that his captor was the
world-famous  detective, smiled confidently.

Locke released the foolman and narrated
the story of the delay to the London express
and the adventure which had led to the
capture of Symonds.

Ronald Masters dropped his revolver in

he
is

Wodehouse’s latest success in

his pocket and tapped the detective lightly
on the arm.

“My dear Locke,” he said, "Symonds
heard the devilish cry himself and thought
you might have had something to do with
it. Wasno't that the case?”

“Yes, sir,” replied Symonds lpramplux ol
heard that unearthly yell twice before to-
night.  Then, without saying a word to
anyone, I came out here to try and find out
the trouble.”

“Yery rash of you, Symonds,” was the
comment of Ronald Masters.

“Yes, sir,” agreed the footman. “It was
a foolish thing to do to prowl round alone,
but I thought I might discover something.
Then these two gentlemen appeared on the
scene. I thought they were the trespassers
and_responsible for the cries—and I let fly.”

“You did,” said Locke, with a laugh; “and
it will cost me thirty bob for a new hat.
Still, that howl we heard ourselves was
enough to put anyone's nerves oo edge.
Have you heard it bhefore?"

Musters cackled mirthlessly.

“Heard it before!” he cried. *Egad,
we're  always lhearing it—or something
worse. It's been the giddy limit for the

last three or four weeks.”

“H'm!" said Ferrers Locke. “I'm to
understand, then, that you've heard these
weird noises before and you can't account
for themi”

“That's so. But come along to the
house. Symonds, go ahead and order some
hot coffee.”

The footman took his shot-gun from
Drake with a respectful “Thank you, sir!”
and set off to the mansion. Ronald Masters,
with Ferrers Locke and Drake, followed.

As they strolled along Locke sought some
further information from the ex-officer.

“Is your uncle at the house, Musters?”

“No,” was the reply; “heé died a few
months ago. I was his heir, and came into
possession of his property, including the
Grange and the acreage surrounding it.”

“8o you're the squire of Dundrave these
days?" said the detective cheerfully.

“1 suppose 1 am,” answered the young
man modestly. “I wouldo't admit it to
another soul, but it's been absoclute torture
living at the Grange of late. What with
myterious shrieks, mysterious rappings,
mysterious lights, and other mysterious
happeniogs, it's a wonder we're not all in
a mad-house.”

“Who do you mean by all?”

“Myself, Symonds, the footman, .and
Jenks, the butler. They're the only two
servants who have remained. At present I
have a cook, n Mrs. Hooper, but she's the
fourth who's been here in the last three
weeks,"”

“ A queer sort of
fellow,” murmured
stick it.”

Masters shrugged his shoulders.

“It's been my home since I was a kid,”
he said. “The villagers have always said
the place was haunted. But it's only lately
I've had personal experience of the mys-
terious visitors. Dut, Ey gad, I'm not going
to quit the place for all the noises in the
world mor all the spooks from any other
world !

Roth Locke and Drake admired the fellow
for his spirit. But nothing more was
said until they were comfortably seated in
the library of the Grange.

As he sipped the fragrant coffee seryed
by a stout hutler, Ferrers Locke surveyed
the library approvingly.

“Aun  excellent seleclion of

f‘!':ce yon inherited, old
ke, “I wonder you

books,"  he

murmured., “And 1 ses you have a few
sprigs of holly }:r,"
“Yes,” said asters, “though I ecan't

imagine myself having a frightfully merry
Christmas here. [ think 1 shall accept an
invitation to spend it with some of the
connty folk. That is, unless—unless— "
“Unless what?" asked Locke.
“Unless you and Drake will stay on here
with me."”

Ferrers Locke looked at Drake, and Drake

looked at Ferrers Locke.

“Thanks, Masters,” said the detective,
“hut 1'm afraid we can't accept. We must
get back to Baker Street. We promised

ourselves that much, and— Great Scott!™
He leaped up as a shrill, feminine shriek
echoed through the house, Drake and

Masters also left their seats as precipitately.
The ex-officer was as pale as death. Apart
from the shell.shock he had received during

the * Boys' Friend »’?

the war, his nerves had suffered severely by
llu-t mysterious happenings  of the recent
past.

“Heavens! Whatever's up now?"

“That was no ghost!" cried Locke.
was n woman in distress!”

And so it proved. On the first-floor
landing at the top of the staircase a buxcm
woman was clutching the banisters. Her
face was flabby and deadly pale. Her eyes
were staring. She seemed about to faint.

“It’s Mrs. Hooper!" gasped Masters.

Ferrers Locke dashed lIII the stairs three
at a time and supported the woman. Behind
Masters and Drake came the butler and foot-
man. The “former, with commendable
presence of miund, fetched the brandy carafe,

A few drops of the potent liquor pulled
the cook round.

“I—I was going to my room,” she panted,
“when 1—I heard it! It was in there!"

She pointed to a room on the other side
of the landing. Leaving Mrs. Hooper to the
care of the hutler, the others made a dive
for the room in question. Locke reached it
first, and turned the door handle. The
place was locked.

He faced about.

“Who's got a key?" he demanded,

“There one in my room next door,” said
Masters. “This room hasn't been used for
some time.”

Quickly he went for the key.

“What did you hear, my good woman?*
demanded Locke, turning to the cook.

“8-something moving  inside there, sir
Then—then there was a crash like—like a
body falling.” She burst into a hysterical
laugh., “1 won't stay in this place another
day. 1It's as full of ghosts as—as holly's
full of prickles.”

With a grunt Ferrers Locke took the key
from the hand of Ronald Masters and pushed
open the door. Drake had his electric torch
ready and flashed it into fhe room. Nohody
was in view, and the room was empty. DBut
on the floor, full-length,-lay a heavy cabinet,
in which reposed a collection of old English
fans and bric-a-brac.

“Well, T'm blessed!” muttered Ronald
Masters, in a despairing tone. *“Egad, I
shall start to believe in the ghost theory
myself soon!"

By the aid of the electric toreh. Ferrers
Locke examined the cabinet and the room.

“It was a pretty hefty ghost which shoved
that down,” he said.

Then, after the gas was turned on, he
even tapped the walls for a secret cavity
into which some practical joker could have
hidden. But the walls everywhere sounded
solid enough,

Returning to the library, he laid his hand
on the shoulder of the young squire of Dun-
drave.

“Masters, my lad,” he said, *If yon will
still have me, I'll stay here for a day or
two with you, You're game, Drake?”

“You bet, sir!"

“Good! Then, Masters, we'll try and lay
this ghost by the liecls for you. Dut first
we must return to the train and get our

"It

luggage.”
The ex-captain  of Infantry appeared
delighted. He offered to send his men. Rut,

refusing assistance, Locke and Drake them-
selves returned to the train. They obtained
their suit-cases, tipped the guard, and
plodded through the snow back to the eerie
Grange.

“A quict Christmas among the ghosta!"
chuckled Ferrers Locke.  *An  entrancing
prospect, Drake!™

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Mysteriaus Facs!
e TILAT  unight  Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake re-
mained up late in the
company of thelr host,
The detective smoked a
coupls of excellent
Manillas from his host's
cigar-cabinet in the
i lihrary. Muasters himself
I sipped  hot  lemon and
H water and consumed
| cigarettes. Drake amused
: himself by baking chest.
uuts over the fire and devouring them.

From Masters the detective drew a loug

account of the many mysterions occurrences
which had taken place in and nbout thu

honse.  But beyond the repetition of the

Who is * Yellow Spider’ ? See next week's gripping tale of Ferrers Locke !
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hideous ery from outside the house, there
were no more ghostly manifesiations.

“[ think,” said Ferrers Locke, “that we
can dismiss the ghost theory right away.
There remains other possihilities, The queer
noises, and so forth, may be the work of
somo practical joker. They may be the
insane work of a madman. They may be
the work of some encmy who has taken this
queer means to cause you the utmost
annoyance. They may be the work of some-
oue who, for eome purpoze of his own,
wants to drive you ont of the Grange.”

“Well, Locke,” said Masters, “I neither
know of any practical jokers wor of any mad.
men about these parts. As far as enemies
are concerned, I suppose I've two or three,
like most people.”

“Anyone who lives reasonably close to the

Grange?”
“Er—yes! There is Sir Boscomhe Deller,
who occupies Dellers Hall, less than a

quarter of a mile away. Me's treated me
pretty rottenly in many ways since 1 refused
to sell him the Grange.™

Locke made a note of
name and address on  the
envelope.

“I may like to call on him."” liec explaineld,
“But tell me, Masters, how long have yuur
servants been-in your employ? Were both
Jenks and Symonds here hefore these strange
manifestations begani”

“They were. Symonds wa
of years before my uncle di Symr
came to me just after 1 came into the
property. Jenks himself introduccd him.™

“And they've both stuck out these—er—
terrifying incidents¥”

*Yes, though hoth of them have suggested
going on more than one occasion.”

“You persuaded them to stay.”

“Yes. DBut the cook and twe chamber-
maids left the day after that uncarthly
shricking row was heard for the Frst time.
We've no chambermaid in the house now.
None of the local girls will take service
Jiere. And now Mrs. Hooper's going to pack
lier things and follow the others.”

“One more question, Masters. Are there
any others of your known cuemics who have
shown any keenuness to possess this house?”

“No. The term enemies, as far as the
other chaps are concerned, is perhaps a mis-
nomer, There is always a certain amount
of petty spite in these country places, and
it really means nothing. The only other
offers for the place 1 have received are from
estate agents. Mr. Ralph Greenways, whose
oflice is in Andover, and who lives near this
village, has tried to get me to sell to
various clients of his. But, of course, that's
his business, and he's never shown any
annoyanee becanse of my refusals of his
offers.”

At this int there was a tap on the
door. The hutler entered.

“The bed-rooms for the guests are ready,
sir,” he announced. *“Shall the footman and
1 lock up, sir?”

“Yes, please, Jenks., Then you may retire.”

“Thank you, sir.”

The butler wasz about to withdraw when
Ferrers Locke rose from his easy-chair.

“ Excuse me, Masters,” he said, *but would
you mind my meaking a tour of the house
first?"

At Masters’ request, the butler fetched
a lantern. This Ferrers Locke took himself,
and, with Masters as a guide, he aud Drake
made a tour of the premizes. One room on
the second floor was minus a carpet, and he
commented on the fact.

“This was the room I was telling you about
to-night, Locke,” said the young squire.
“This was the place where we had one of
those weird experiences. We found a pool of
hload on the carpet. How it got there is an
absolute mystery. The local policeman whom
I told about it came here, hut waz abso-
lutely bafed.”

“Where's tho carpet now?” asked Locke.

“It was destroyed—a jolly fine thick
Turkish rug it was, too.”

Locke asked Masters to indicate about the
spot where the strange phenomenon  had
occurred, Then he horrowed Drake's toreh,
and pulled a small table to the centre of the
room. Monuting this, he shone the torch
on to the brown oaken rafters which formed
the ceiling.

“I—=I say, old man,” said Ronald Masters,
“it was on the floor, you know—not up
here."™
The deteetive looked down with a smile.

the haronet's
hack of an

here

i eoug

A gurgling cry rang out from the other side of the library, and the next moment
a portion of the heavy panelling swung open, revealing a big aperture. Then
a man came hurtling into the room. A second later another figure emerged
from the secret panel and stood before Drake and Masters.

(See Chapter 4.)

“There you're mistaken, old chap,” he said.
“Your local policeman evidently had his eyes
glued to tho carpet when you called him
in. There are a few streaks up here which
plainly show that the blood, or whatever it
was, percolated through a crack in the
ceiling.”

* Impossibile !"

Locke climbed down from the table.

“What is above this room?” he asked.

“A room which is used for storing lumber
—a kind of attic.”

“Let's see It.”

They proceeded to the room above. But
here there was no trace of anything un-
toward at all.

“I think, if you don’'t mind, Masters,”
said Locke, I should like to spend the night
in that bed-room underneath. Drake can
share It with me. There are two heds,
noticed. Perhiaps you will have our things
transferred to that room.”

Finding that the detective was very much
in earnest, Masters issued the necessary
orders. Symonds, the footman, attended to
the matter. The job done, he and the butler
retired. Then Locke, Drake, and their host
returned to the library.

“You told us, too, Masters,” said the de-
tective, “that strange occurrences took place
in this room."

“Only when I stay up till twelve,” replied

the ex-officer. “I used to stay up late, read-
ing. But I don't mow. 1'm not exactly
looking for scarcs.”
“You say a ghostly sort of face used to
appear in the dim light on that wall over
there. It was wvsually in the same position,
Kindly point out the spot.”

Masters did so.

“Now you go upstairs, old man,” said
Locke. “Drake and I will stay till mid-
night in the library. We'll see il the
ghostly face with the dark eyes, nose, and
mouth will appear for our henefit. But
first I should like to borrow a hit of chalk
from the billiard-room. By the way. there's
one thing you can do. Directly after the
library clock has struck twelve, go to the
rooms of Jenks and Symonds and call them.

It they are present and correct, merely say
you want hreakfast half an hour later.”

Ronald Masters did pot like the Idea at
all. But Locke was not to be denied. He
secured the chalk, and ushered his host up-
stairs. Then he returned to the library with
Drake, and turped the lights low.

“Drake, my boy,” he said, “I want yon
to keep your eyes glued on that place where
?Iaaters claims to have seen the mysterious
ace.”

He himself knelt near the oaken panelling
on the opposite side of the library. The
green piece of billiard-chalk was grasped in
his right hand.

Slowly the minutes dragged. A chill crept
over Drake as the deep, hooming strokes were
told oft. Then, even as the echo of the
twelfth stroke lingered, he started forward
in horror. Right before him was a ghostly,
inhuman face with dark, hollow-looking eyes
and nose, and a dark, grioniog mouth. Ife
thrust out his hand, but the face had gone
us swiftly as it had appeared

Wiping a bead of perspiration from his
brow, he turned about. Locke sigualled to
him to turn up the lights. As he did =o
he saw a green chalk mark on the oaken
panelling opposite from: where he had =cen
the face.

“There was no ghostly ageney about that
face, my boy,” saiil Locke, after Drake bad
told of what he had seen. A light shone
from this wall. 1 suspected something of the
sort would occur. A portion of this panelling
opened a few inches. A light shone forth,
and the panelling elosed again.” ;

“Couldn’t you have pulled the panciling
open wide, sirs" =

“No, my boy; the secret door was too thick
and heavy. Desides, the person—whoever it
was—on the other side would have flown.
I've marked about the spot from which the

light appeared. At our leisure we can in-
vestigate the seeret of opening the o ling
aml discovering the misereant. We'll =ay

nothing to Masters yot."”
Althougl: the green chalk mark was rinI.Jt,
against the edge of one of the onken pancs,

The mysterious Mr. Fang appears again next week !
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the twa could not discover the secret of open-
ing the wall,

It was nearly ton minuates after twelve
ere Masters appeared in pyjamas and dress-
ing-gown.

“I followed out instructions,” he said.
“Zymonds answered et once. Jenks only
responded to my call o mionute ago. His

cxcuse for not hearing me was that he was
round asleep.”

+Jolly suspicious,” said Drake.

“Yes,” said Locke; “but he was in the
house when the shriek occurred outside the
building. Symonds was out of doors, then,
you may remember.”

“Perhaps they’re both in it,” muttered

Ronald  Masters, “Though why the
dickens—"
"l‘u: tut!" interposed Ferrers Locke.

“Let's get to bed.  We will resume our
investigations to-morrow.”

THE FOUARTH CHAPTER.
Ths Myatery Sol.ed !

A'l' breakfast next morn-
ing Konald Masters was
the recipient of two let-
ters in addition to several
Christmas cards. One of
these communications was
| from 8ir Boscombe Deller;
|| the other was from Mr.

Greenways, the estate
agent. Both letters con-
tained offers for the

d Grange. But to both in-
B quirers the young squire of
Dundrave sent the same answer, n courteous
but firm refusal.

During part of the morning, while Masters
went for a canter across country on his
fuvourite hunter, Locke and Drake set to
work in the library., But, try as they might,
they could find no means of causing any of
the panelling to open.

“Perhaps it won't open from this side,”
#aid Locke. “Short of taking an axe to it—
which we don't want to do—it doesn't look
ns though we shall get through. We'll have
a look at some of the other rorms.”

The whole morning they spent in examin-
ing various rooms, but with equal lack of
success. At last, baMed and grubby, they
went to their own room for a wash and
brush-up before lunch., _

Drake, standing before the dressing-table
mirror, shook his head despondently.

“We know jolly well now,” he said, “that
some rotter uses secret passages about this
house.  But how the thump he ever—-
Hallo!"

e stepped back suddenly, his eyes almost
startlng from his head. For, right in front
of him on the lace dressing-table cover had
fallen a large splash of crimson!

Again there was a splash, and the cover
became further tinged with red. A little
pool began to form. He and Locke stared at
it as though unable to believe their eyes.

“M-my aunt!" gulped Drake. “It's
blood !

“It's coming from the ceiling, whatever
it is!" muttered Locke. *Come with me,
my boy!"

Hle dashed from the room and up the
stairs, followed by Drake. Then he burst
into the attic immediately above the bed-
room. It was empty!

There seemed no cause whatever for the
sinister phepomenon they had witnessed.
But Ferrers Locke took out a powerful
magnifying-glass and began to examine the
flooring.

“Drake,” he said, “go and fetch me a
claw-hammer and u crowbar, if you can find
such things. Don't ask either the butler or
the footman.”

A few minutes luter Drake returned, in
company with Ronald Masters. The latter
carried the articles the detective required.

Setting quietly but rarillly to work, Locke
ruised one of the boards of the floor. He
put his hand under. When he withdrew it,
it held a red, wet, little canvas bundle,

“Here we are, Masters!” he said cheer-
fully. “Here's the direct cause of one of
i‘uur troubles! The scheme was simple. A
yag of several layers of canvas was placed
under this boarding and above a erack in
the ceiling of the bed-room. The bag con-
tained a dl!l.‘{h crimson dye. After some time
—probably three. or four hours—the dye
soanked completely through the layers of

canvas and =o through the ceiling of the
bed-reom.”

“Well, 1'm jiggered!" gasped Masters.

Repluecing the floor-boarnd, Locke and Drake
went to the bed-room to complete their
toilet for lunch.

After the meal, Locke, who wanted to
muke further investigations, persuaded the
ex-ollicer to go out again.

When Masters had left the house, the
detective set Drake to examine the attie in
an attempt to find an entrance to a secret
passage from there. DBut with the further
idea that perhaps entrance to it could be
gained from outside the mansion, he him-
self put on a pair of strong boots and went
off ou his own. When he returned at tea-
time he was in excellent spirits, but to
Drake's questioning he returned merely ban-
tering answers, The boy himself had been
no more successful in the attic than he and
Locke had been in any other room.

But that Locke himself had discovered
something of the utmost importance the boy
felt sure when later that evening the detec-
tive issued fresh instructions.

“Listen to me, you fellows,” said the
detective to Drake and theig host. 1 want
you to stuy in the library until after the
clock has struck twelve tonight. I think
I can promise that no harm shall come to
you. But be prepared for a shock.”

Haviog given voice to that mysterious
remark, the famous detective announced
his intention of missing dinner. As soon
as dusk settled over the land he left the
house, and they saw no more of him that
eveniong.

The hands of the library clock pointed to
fiveminutes to midnight. Jack Drake and
Ronald Masters sat neur each other—wait-
ing. What would twelve o'clock reveal?
That was the question which preyed upon
the minds of both of them.

At last the hour sounded. As the last
stroke died away, Muasters gave a terrified
asp as the ghostly white face appeared.
Next instant a #urgllng cry rang out from
the other side of the library. A portion of
the heavy panelling swung open, revealing
a big aperture. Then a man came hurtling
into the room.

“@ood heavens!” cried Masters.
ways!"”

As the words left his lips, Ferrers Locke,
in stockinged feet, emerged from the secret
passage beyond the library. He stood, a
stern figure, above the crouching form of the
estate-dealer.

“Green-

“The Terror at the Grange!" he
exclaimed. “I've got it here for you, my
dear Masters!"”

Greenways whimpered like a frightened

child, but Locke curtly ordered him into a
chair.  From the hands of the man the
detective took an electric torch. Over the
glass face of the torch was drawn a stri
of blue muslin which was marked in in
with two eyes, a nose, and a grinning mouth.
Locke switched on the torch, and the
ghostly face appeared on the wall.
“Well, I'm blest!” muttered Masters,
leaning on the library table. “8o that's the

rotter who was responsible for all the
trouble!”
“That's 80," said Locke cheerfully. *Near

the buck of the Grange I found the track of
footmarks this afternoon. [ traced 'em to
some heaps of brushwood. Beneath one of
the heaps I found a trap-door, which led
to a number of secret puassages running
through this house. Why, the Grange ia
honeycombed with ‘em, old man!™

“Great Scott!”

“It's true. This evening I waited in
hiding near the trap-door. This fellow
entered the house by the secret way. I took
off my boots and quietly followed him.
Then, after he had pushed open this panel-
ling and shone his torch into the room, I
pushed him in here. Me it is who has heed
making ghastly cries and so forth about
your premises.”

The estate-dealer broke down completely.

“Yes, it was L1, he whined. 1'l-I'll
confess "

“And the reason?” demanded Ronald
Masters sternly.

“]—1 wanted you out of it. I thought I

could induce you to leave the place and sell
it. Since the healing-well was discovered in
this district, I've wanted to acquire this
housge to turn into a hydro!"

Another gripping Ferrers Locke tale in next week’s bumper number [

“0Oh, yon were on a money-making pro-
position, you old miser! But yon won't
have any chance for a while to practise
any more dishonesty. I'm going to phone
for the police.”

The estate-dealer grovelled on his knees.

“Don't, Mr. Masters—don't!” he pleaded
iteously. “I'll do anything you want me
o! I'll give up my business and leave the
country-—unything "

Ronald Masters looked into the keen face
of Ferrers Locke.

“That strikes me as the best thing the
rotter can do,” he remarked. *lle's too dis-
howest even for an estate-ngent. Now, get
out of it. And if you're not out of Hamp-
shire in a week, I'll eharge you with house-
breaking and terrorisation!"

The discomfited Greenways was seen Lo
the front door by Masters himsel{. As ho
stepﬁud from the house, the ex-oflicer raised
his boot and speeded the parting guest.

A ittle later Jack Drake appeared, ready
to leave the Grange.

“Sorry 1 can't stop,” he said, “hut an
old school-friend of mine, Lord Muauleverer,
is expecting me down at his place for
Christmas. Long-standing invitation, and
all that.”

And the young detective turned hiz face
away towards the statiom.

THE END.

(Don't miss next week’s amazing tale of
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake, entitled,
“The Case of the Swugglers!™)

— -

Result of
“ SKEFFIELD UNITED "
COMPETITION!

In this competition no competitor sent in
a correct solution of the pictures. The firat
prize of £5 has therefore been awarded to:

ALFRED CARR,
70, Bargate,
Boston, Lincs,

whose solution contained ome error.

The second prize of £2 10s. has heen
divided between the following two com-
petitors, whose solutions contained two
errors each :

Mrs. A. Darrie, 19, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan.

Eilcen Shord, €3, Temple Sheen Road, East
Sheen, 5.W. 14.

The ten prizes of 5a. each have been divided
wmong the following mineteen competitors,
whose solutlons contained three errors each:

Mrs. L. Kernick, 62, Ivor Road, Sparkhill,
Birmingham; W. Bayd Barrie, 19, Barrie
Terrace, Ardrossan: A. Mills, 8, White Cross
Road, Hereford; Robert Given, 17, Beith
Road, Johnstone, Renfrewshire, Scotland;
Dorothy Moore, 146, Vine Place, Rochdale;
8. White, 23, Albert Road, Aldershot, Hants;
Alice Taylor, 53, Flaxby Road, Darnall,
Shefield; Norman Weatherby, 89, Wude
Street, Burslem, Stoke-on-Trewt; Miss M. 0.
Aitken, 19, Barric Terrace, Ardrossan:
Stanley Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace, Ardros-
san; (. Arnold, 27, Delorme Street, Fulham,
W.6; John James, c.o. Bull Hotel, Rochester,
Kent; Frank Seaton, 311, Cromwell Road,
Peterborough; Roland C. Flower, 16, Skel-
hrook Street, Earlsfield, 8.W.18; Luke War-
burton, 331, Hulton Lane, Bolton, Lancs;
William J. Leng, 7. Travis Strect, Barry
Dock, Glam; Cecil Crouch, Opposite James,
Upwell, Wishech; Ernest Roberts, 1, Grange
Villas, Ellesmere, Salop: James Gibb, Bridge
Street, Catrine, Ayrshire.

SOLUTION.

ShefMeld United Football Club has had a
partieularly bright carcer. From its hegin-
ning as a club in 789, the play has been well
over the average, and geveral dozens of fine
performances have been given. The United
has had more distinguisliecd players on its
books than probably any other foothall eluly
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9+ Christmas Cales to Tell! #
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A TRICK OF THE TRADE.

Nip, nip, nip! The barber worked
away al the man's hair with great cager-
ness, talking all the while,

At last the man in the chair could
stand il no longer.

“Stop!” he cried.
you want to ‘tell me
bloodeurdling yarns for?
Christmas-time, but T
hear about ghosts and
fairly makes my flesh creep!

“I'm very sorvy, sir,” rveplied the
barber, *“but, vou :ce, whepn T tell
stories like thal to my clients their hair
stands on end. and that makes it much
easier Lo cut.”

“What ever do
these horrible
I know it is

don’t want to
robbers. It

1

A MODEST AFFAIR.

Simon Simpkins had reccived a hand
seame Christunas present from his em-
ployer, amd this had tempted Sinon to
get married a little carlier than he in-
tended. He therefore made tracks for
the elergyman al his parish chareh,

“T've como round to tell you that I'm
retling marrvied,” he zaid.

The clergyman swii-d, and remarked
in a eonial tone:

“Yon mean you've
notice for the bauu-:"

come o give

*No, that I baven’t!™ zaid the bud-
ding benedict. = We're not going to

lave any bands. Our

play the coucertina
.I|f 11}
all!

Jack's going tn
after tea, thal's

TE UNDERSTOOD.

Six o'clock, and Christimas Eve, loo.
Mike O'Mulligan  wus sitting  at his
desk, waiting for permission to go. Ie

had finished his work, amd was ecager

to get home to taste the mince-pies
which he knew his mother was cooking.

Suddenly Mike's employer entered the
room, but, instead of gl\-m Mike the
permission he required, anded him
several letters to post, nmf told him to
come back to the office again.

Mike hurried to the post-office, and in
five minutes returned in a breathless
state.

“ Did you post them all right?" ques-
tioned his employer.

“Sure, sir!” replied Mike. “But I
noticed that one had no address on it
at allt”

“Then why didn’t you bring it back?”
thundered the boss.

e aisy, sir,” said Mike. “T thought
maybe ye didn’'t want me to see who
v were writing to.”

CROWDED OUT!

“1 wish, Henry,” said the edilor's
wife, “that you'd try not to be so
nbmnl-mimlcd when you are dining
out.

The editor looked up, surprised.

“Hallo!" he exclaimed. * What have
I done now?”

“Done!” eried his  wife, “Why,
when the hostess asked you if you'd
have some more pudding, vou replied
that owing to the tremendous pressure
o your space, you were compelled to
decline.”

VERY TRUE.

Lodger: “Buat you advertised that one
could see far miles from this room.”

Landladv: “Well, so yon can. You
can see the moon from the skylight,
and ain't {hat miles away?”

A SHOCK FOR THE PROFESSOR.

Professor Bumpkina was exnlnmmg to
the men employed at a certain factory
the operations of a particular machine.
The majority of the men listened im-
tently to his explanations, but one man
would persist in interrupting, and cor-
recting the professor’s statements,

The professor greatly objected to the
interruptions, but he said not a word
until he had left lhe men, and was
sitting in the manager’s office.

“Who was that fellow who pretended
tr know more than ma about that
machine?” he inquived.

“0Oh, he's the man who invenled the
machine (" replied the manager.

MIXED FEELINGS.

Schoolmistress:  “Well, Tommy, I
hope your father gave you the thrushing
you so well deserved?”

Tommy: *No, miss, ‘e didn’t. 1la
said as 'ow it urt im more'n me.' [

Schoolmistress : “Pshaw ! Seml-
mentalism !

Tommy: “ Oh,
malism "

no, miss—rheu-

FOREWARNED.

Farmer: “Yes, I want a man, Are
you a good jumper?”

Applicant: ** Well, yes.”

Farmer: ‘“Do you think you could

jump a barbed-wire fence without any
trouble?"

Applicant: “T suppose :0."”

Farmer: “That's all right, then.
You'll do. You see, some of our bulls
are a little wild.”

Many happy hours can be spent with

Write o HOBBIES, Ltd. (Dept 34), DEREHAM,

or call at a Branch or Agent in your own town.

This Outfit only Costs 5/6

Just think of the money it will earn for you!
turned out, and these you can easily sell

this fne Fretwork Outfit. You can at a profit, Hobbies, Ltd. have every
make real articles to use: not toys toal you require, and give a frce design
that you get tired of or take to | each week with their journal * Hobbies.
pieces. Al sorts of things can be | Price 2d. every Wednesday.

--------- A New Catalogue:---++++++1 : ++Other Outfitg:=rsrrseivrres
" A fine 184- Catala [ 15 different : R (] i better Outht yor :
: p\“:mu rnﬁ\.;:mn:l 1 ﬂ:ﬂl;tﬂfmlralmnl"::ﬁ : ohl.:i? ::n: "u; 1o .60,". o rea “'::d": :
< alree Cosl Linet Design will be zenmt : ¢ Write for illustrated lista il you are :
. for 1/« post tree. " . inlerested. :

—
——

and Zoolog)
showing mites 1

No. 1.

Heavy Stand, ete,

Models, Toys, ote.

AN IDEAL XMAS GIFT

MICROSCOPE.

THE " EXCELSIOR ™
Ahl.;h grldn instrument at lrl priceof a toy. Magm
wols. Imdispensabie ior the

ng of Chemistry. Botan,

of Household Foodst 3.
i becties and Animaleuls
swimming in water, ete.

Reautifully finlshed in plain brass, 2.9 post free

%o, 3 Nickelled M onntings and Standards,
Ewinging Hefleetor
No. 3. Fitted with Super len- I!am‘l-emp

Superior fnish 7.8 .,
Cheapest House in the Tr\dr for Films, Cinrmas, Hrcrnmral
Trade supplicd

Semd to-day for Catalague from actual manufaclurers—

. USHER & CO., Hornonw. LONDON, W.c:

ete. 6d each;

—Vantri Ist's Volca Instrument. Inviaible,
FU" FOR ALL- Aﬂnnim:: ,n‘{m%un ?:ni‘?:!e Birds, Beasts,
4 for 1/- (Vent. Treatise incld.). —1deal Co.

., Clevedon, Som.

ifles 2,000

WIRELESS

SEETE.—The Simplest,
Varta for the Bnmnmr
Desk B, DEAN TRADING 0., 94, Draylon Avenus, West n-ua. ' 15.

Beat, and Chulnl'lt Ml lll
Tiltistrated Cat

e A e iy

o

When Answering Advertisements
Please Mention This Paper.

%

e T T T

Tie MAGNET LIBRARY.—XNo. 776.



28 THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Al

d .

Y

The ROLLS-ROYCE of TOYLAND.
Here is an All-British Toy which gives delight to every young Briton of the age when he secks
amusement and knowledge. The Brenco Car is a never-ending source of pleasure and instruction.

happy as any Owner-driver in the Kingdom.

car like those you see on the road.
ts.of motoring mechagics.

The boy who possessec a Brenco is as proud and

Why buy an ordinary tin toi? You want a model of a
a boy can learn the first rudimen
: : + is the onlv true model toy Motor-car obtainable.
Read the specification, and see for yoursell how like a real car is this woaderful toy.
For 17/6 this ideal

here is nothing lacking by whic

Car, b

in appearance and build

SPECIFICATION.
Chassir strongly built of heavy sheet metal.
actuated by erank handle
on to back axle by gear and pinion.
wheel. Brake controlled from diiving position. Body of
enamelled sheet metal Rnished Blue, Red, or Grey.
correctly Anished. Adjustable wind screen. Plated bonnet hinged
correctly.  Five glated wheels detachable at hub. Five rubher

Power unit under Lonnet,
Transmission by propeller-shaft driving direct
Direct steering, controlled by steering
i beautifully
Instrument board
to open
detsch-

Ihe Brenco

ift of Car and Garage will beat once
sent, within 24 hour af receipt of crder, packed in sperial
packing for safe transit, and curriage paid.
SATISFACTION OR MONEY REFUNDED.
NOTE! The Car is 1lins. long, 5ins. wide, 41ins. high,
and Garag: 12ins. by 5ins. by 5! ins.
Hend your order with remittanco crossed Lloyds Bank with.

ahle tyres. Spare wheel carried ou running-hoard, Gazage of cnamelled sheet
metal with double doors. With each Car and Garage is supplied a Spanner

und Driving licence, - All parts are interchangeable.

Frice list with car.

The NEW BRENCO MANUFACTURING CO. (Dept. 8), 59 to 67, Gt. Jackson Street, MANCHESTER.

25-Shot AUTOMATIC PEA PISTOL
Well finished model,  Price 26
17-Shot SMALLER PATTERN pricc 1/3
oA e (] NOVELTY OPERA
| YA GLASS 10 different uses,

: i Beautifully finishedinIvorine. Price 1 /@
CINEMAS B9 each. ;i ;
STEAM LOCOMOTIVES 108 each. | {3’ oiiief"e, '
4-Volt ELECTRIC MOTORS 3,6 each, | 3d: postfree. "
GRACE & CO, 81, Wood Street, Chezpside, E.C. 2.
unny Novelty, caus! ars of laughter,
FREE FUN ! ?IZIIII:rE:;' l‘l‘:l);" ;:"mi:l‘;l( g‘inhl‘:!ls ‘;O’il;tut‘:‘ [?r‘;:?ul;rr:;:
Tricks, 12 Jolly Joko Tricka 6 Catchy Coin Tricks: 6 Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mystifying Magie Tricks, 250 Itiddles, 18, Gamoes, 10 Furny Readings,
5 Funny Hecitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts," 52 Wealth Secrets, Easy
Ventriloquism Sceret, and 1,001 Stupendons Attractions, Thousands de-
lighted ! Great Fun!=—(. HUGHES, 15, Wood Bt,, Edgbaston, Birmingham,
—TLearn the Wonderful J:mn‘n:;u
DOH’T BE B“LL'ED! Art of Self-Defence without
Weapons., For emall boys and men (also women). Send NOW Four
Penny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or
3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—Dept, M.G., SCHOOL OF JUJITSL,
a1, Golden Sq., Regent St,, London, W.1. Personal Tuition also given.
MACHINES, SPOOLS, SCREENS,
GI“EMA Fles: SLIDES, cte. Everything stocked
for the Amateur. 50-foot Sample Film, 1/3, post free. 100-foot,

2/3, post free. Stamp for Tlustrated Lists.

YOURS /Sfor

This handsome _ tullsized. Gent's Lever
aich s=nt upon receipt of 1. Afer
approval send 1 /- more, may
then be rald by 6mo. thly mstalments of
2 - each. ;yelrl. Chain
off:red Free with every watch. Tash
. relurneg'm fallad rimﬂ;ﬁr(dﬁ'&nd 1 ')-
N impson’s K pt. 2
%7 94, Queen Rd., Brighton, Sussex

NERVOUS, SHY,
BLUSHING 1 ik, 6, E50 i il S

ticulars of simple permanent home core in 7 days. U.J.D.,
12, All Baints Road, St. Anne's-on-Sea.

Do YOU lack Seli-Confidence ? Do YOU
Blush, Start, Tremble, Grow Confused

HOME CINEMATOUGRAPHS. Machines from 7i6; with Take-up, from
£3.  Large Stock of Films. Samplo Film, 1/-, Post Pree. Lists Tee. —
Desk E, DEAN CINEMA 0., 94, Drayion Avenus, West Ealing, W.13.

Dno us o card [or our Illustrated List of

Sporting Goods, which will be sent
free,. —.FRANK CLARKE, Crown
Works, 6, Whittall Street, Birmingham.
20 MINT PICTORIAL STAMPS [7t:, ', sovhicants for, Bluo
postage. Montion Gift 503. B. L.CORYN,Wave Crest, Whitstabue, Kent,

BLUSH'NG — Famous Doctor's_recips for this mosl distressing
® complaint, 6d. Never fails. Testimonials daily,.—
Mg. ' GEORGE, Fairhaven, Clevedon, Somerset.

TYSON & MARSHALL (Dept. A), 89, Castle Boulevard, Nottingh
STOP STAMMERING ! §its yovssslt as Lo, Pag

HUGHES, 7. SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1l.

CUT THIS OU

‘' The Magnet.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Bend 7 of those coupons wilh only 2/9 direct to the Flest Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 4. You will receive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 3/9, 24, being
allowed for sach extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d.) Batisfaction
guarantesd or cash returnod. . Special New Offer—Your own name in 4113
lztters on either pen for 1/- extra,

Lever Self-Filing Model, with Safety Cap, 2 - extra.
NN

CONJURING TRICKS GIVEN AWAY TO ALL

sending sixpence for Hlustrated Catulogue of Tricks, Puzzles, Jokes.
We will send ahsolutely free a Remarkable Card Trick. Write Dame
and address plainly, enclose postal order sixpence, and address—
Desk LX, ECLIPSE NOVELTY CO., Francis Terrace, London, N. 19,
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All applications for Advertisement Space

in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
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