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Ay

¥et ' said Johnny Bull.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Borrowed Plumes !

6 ACK " in!” called oul Dob
Cherry cheerily.

“The zackiulness will be
terrific!” grinned Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

It really looked like ik.

The brake, standing befara the
steps of the School House at Grey-
friars, was already swarming.

It was bresking-up day at the old
school, and Greyiriars was beginning
to  scatter. Thers were several
brakes—qgnite as many as were
needed, in faet, to convey the Grey-
friare fellows to the station. But
everybody zeemed to wani lo go I.E}
the first brake. One had rolled off,
crammed; another had fellowed,
swarmimg. Now there was a seramble
for the third, and in that scramble
the Famous TFive of the Remove were
pmmpmnt. .

“No reom " velled Skinner.

“(h, there’s room for a dozen

= “Wedge
't

Harry Wharton & Co. wedged in.

“Now I think we're full up,”
prmned Bob Cherry.,
Helle, hallo, hallo! There's Mauly !
Room for one more, Manly 1™

Lord Mauleversr siepped out of
the big doovway. Bul he was not vot
thresaed for travelling., Mauly never
was an early slartey,

“There it room!™
Skinner,

“Rats! I'll make room for yon,
Mauly, if I heve to drop Skinner
overboard!” shouted Bob Cherry,

“Whr, you cheeky rolter—
howled” Bkinner,

“Thanks, old man!" drawled his
lordship.  “I'm  not  ready  vet.
Haven't finished packin®,”

“¥ou'll be still packing whon the
new  term opens, I think."  eaid
Harry Wharlon, langhing.

“You zoe, I ean't find my for over-
coal,” cxplained Lord AMauleverer.
“Can't go without il.  Apy of von
follows zeen it 77

“1Won't you know where von keep
it, 2227 asked Frank MNugent.

howled

1

 BRatter sinrxt.-

Yaaa"

*Well, then, look theve for it

“T have: but it isn't there. I sup-
pose T shall have to leave it behind,™
said hig. lovdship resignedly.

“Halle, hallo, halla! There's
Bimter! Get moving, driver!”

“I say, you fellots, stop for
roated Bunter.

YNo room!’

Ef l' HH._}.__"

“You wani a Jorry, old top ! said
Bob Cherry.  *“Thiz hrake carries
only a ton, You'd better telephone
for a special lorry fpr yourself.™

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

¥1 say, you fellows, I'm coming
in that brake!” shouted Dunter.
“Gimme n hand in”

“Blessed if he isn't faiter than
ever!" exclaimed Whavion, *“Have
you been bolting the Honse-dame's
turkes, Bunfer?’

'y Yah i

“What a cireumference ™ chuckled
Johuny Bull,

Billy Bunter was alwars plump, not
to sax podgy. Bot on this especial
frosty mornming he looked plumper
and podgier tﬁaﬁ ever, His girth
was, m facf, enormouns. He was
wearing a roomy ulster, which, rogmy
s it was, fOlted round him  very
closely, Wide as his natural cireum-
feretice was, 1t seemed {0 have grown
amazingly  wider quite suddenly.
Iiven the Lolling of the housckeeper's

m&!hl

turkey comld not have accounted for
the increase.
He  clambered  inlo ihe Trake.

seeming to find some difficulty in
moving. Rkinner raised frosh expos-
tnlations, but the TFamous ¥Five
cheerily shoved Skinner. and helped
ihe (vl of the Remove on hoard.

Bunier sat down with a gosp.

ot

HNow we're off 7 sald Rob,

“DBunter ™ shouited  Lord
A

“Ehy  Merry Christmns, Manly!
Divive on yuick, vou fellows?""

“Iave yon :een my fur
Duntert™

“1 dubn’ts koow yon had one, old

Alaul-

coal,

A special

& Co., ol Greylriars,

chap! I =zay, you feilows, make that
driver start:”

*Why, you were nsking me to land
it to you yvesterday ! exclasimed Lord
Mauleverer.

“Wa-a-az 17

“"Yaas. You told me you were

omg fto spend Chrisdmas in the
ighlands, and you'd want a fur
Qﬂ‘-ﬂt;"

*That's Bunter’s little mistake !’
chuckled Bob Cherry. “He isn'f

ing to spend Christmas in the

ighlands.”
“0h, really, Cherrg—-"
" Well, have you ged my fur

rin.f.ut, Bunter?' demanded his lord-

B,

- iil:,-ﬂBther %"}:}mﬂ' at him lim
ignanily throy 18 i tacies,
“I hope I'mm;mt likrlg :EH borrow

g fellow’s coat witheut permission,

Mauly ™™ he said, with dignits.
“Yon haven't packed it ¥
“Cevtainly not!"

“Look in his box and make sure!”
suggested  Vernon-Smith, *You
know Bunter!™

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

. "Too much trouble!” sighed his

lordship, *“1 believe he's bagged it,

all the same.™

“Leook in my box., if vou like!”
howled Bunter. “I'll cat any fur
coat you find there !

“Well, if. you haven't bagged it,
all right!" emid Lord Mauleverer.
“Sorry—Dbut vou know what von ave,
Dunter !

Bunter waved a {af hand al his lord.
ship.

“Pardon iz _graoted!” he said
loftily. " DBut I must soy, I'm anr-
prized af you, Mauly. Itz rather low
to be suspicious!™

“ Oh, gad !

“T say, wyon fellows, mnke that

d:'i\:er Celart ! execlaimed Dunter,
" What's he hanging about for?”
minute.”

. : We shell
loze the train ab thiz rate’

HPulting on the extra horse," sail
Wharten.  “Well be off in &
“h, make him slnrt‘.m
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“Tha csleemed Bunler seems {o be in
a ferriffe hurry,” remarked Hurree Jam-
¢t Raim Singh, with a euricus look at
the Owl of the Remove,

“Oh, really, Inky—"

B oocenrs lo my estimable mind,”
conlinned i1he Nabob of DBhanpipur,
“that tho extvreme falfulness of the
v:teemed Donter 1s a suspicions eivenm-
stance, taken conjunctiully with the
missfulness  of the waerthy  Mauly's
fur coat,”
=% Oh, my hat ™ oxclaimed Bob Cherry.
“What have vou gol on under thaf
ulster, Bunler?™

* Nothing 1™

“ Nothing ¥ velled 1lob,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—=I mean I—I've got my clolhes
on, of course,” gasped DBunier, Y and--
and ap extra waisteost lo keep ol ihe
cold. I say, yon fellons, do make that
man slart I

“Hold on, Mauly!™  reared Dol
Chervy. “Inky's found a clue to the
miszing coat!"

*Ha, ha, ha!”

. Yaas?” said Lovd -Mauleverer, {urn.
g back,

_]“Lat’s_ look  under that  ulsier,
m}:mrer.!’-' chockled Noaeont,
Yaoh! I\.eep“nﬁ'! [=I've ool wiy

cwit ecoal onpee—

“That wouldn't make vou lwice as
{at ns wsuaal.”

“I—TI've wrapped a blankel round me
o ke&% out the eold ™

::‘L lariket 7 velled ihe jJumors

Yes, twh blankets, in fact!”

*Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Let's see the blankelzs!” chorused
the Juniors.  The whale brakeload was
interested now,

“1—1 zay, vou fellows=—™

" Open {hat ulsier!” roaved Dol
“I—I can't "

“Why not®

“The—the hultons won't come un-
done " gasped - Bunier.” 1 saw, we
-iall lose the {rain! Driver, pet off
A }

Ul fry my hand on the hulions ™
chnckled - Bok. Bl

Bob tried his hand—with 2 tremend-
s wrench.
The butions came undone then offec
tively. Mozt of themn flew off, Ther
was a roar of laughter as the ulster
cama open, amd a hand:ome fur coot
was rovenled underneath.

“Oh gad!” ecjaenlated Lord Manl-
everer, My cont!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Jork it off him !’

“I=I say, you fellows, this
Mavly's cont ! roared Banter.
s a coal just like Manly's——"

‘““IHa, ha, ha ™

“It=—=1t was n Christmas prosent from
my  pater!” gasped Dunter. * JL=—il
catng by post this morning "

“Yanl iL off him!"

“Leggo!” roaved DBunter. “T=T say
-0 mean to say, it was sent me speci-
ally by Siv Thilip Avgel, lo—io keep
me warm at Christinas at his place in
Scatlamnd, You can ask Angel of the
Jourth !

*Angels started 17 =aid Bob,

“T know=T mean I didn't know——"

“Hn. ha, hat”

“Fow! Lopgo!”" 1oared DBunler, as
ihe ulster wasz plucked From his fat
ligure by half a dozen hands.  “T—1

it
g

cay, Mauly, you ecan bhave the ulster
it vorr like. T'Il lend it lo you will
jheasure,””

“Pegad! T wouldn't be found dead
in it, old hean "

“Leggo! Yow.ow-ow!”

The fur coat eame off next, Tf came
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off wilh some difficnlty. It was anm
ample eoat, but Bunter filled it abmost
to bitisting, Bob Cherry lowered it Lo
Mauly over the side of the brake.

* Here you are, old wp! Now, pila
in and get vour packing tinished bhelore
Christmas 1"

“Yaazs! Thanks!"

Billy DBunter blinked aflier Lord
Mauleverer as Mauly walked into the
Ilouse with the coat over his am,

Whether Bunter was (o spend the
Christmns vacalion in Scoiland at Sir
Philip Apgel's place was snll a oot
question., Buat it was settled that if
ho zpeni it there, he would not spend
it in Mauly's fur ¢oat. That point was
guite docided now,

“Now we'll get off,” zaid I[Tavry
Wharten, laughing.

“Beast! (immo my ulsier ! .

The Lrake started at Tlast, BEilly
Bunter wrapped himself in the ulster,
and blinked wrathlully and indignantly
at the langhing jumors.

Y0t will be your fault if T eateh cold
i Iﬂm lighlands this Chrisimas!™ he
H0w0,

“Tt won't be our fault il you get
the Tlighlands!”  prinned Bob
“We'll jolly well =ec that yon

to

cdon't 1"

“1Ia. ha, ha”

“Yah!™

Al with dbat polished reply William
George Bunter velapsed into lofty and
dignified silence, whila the brake volled
away from Gregfriars School’ amid a
buzz of cheery voices.

THE SECORD CHAPTER.,

Off tor Christmas !

ALLO, halle, hallo!
jolly old Aulrey !
The platform at Courifield
Junetion swarmed with Grey-
fellows of all Forms, Wingale
and Gwynne of the Bixth could be seen,
walking with lofty = dignity, towering
aver the mob of juniors. Coker of the
Fifth was theve, bawling to a porier-—
the =nid porter rl'n;nf'it!g; committed- some
sin of commission or omizsion with re-
gard to the great Coker's _luggaﬁe,
Haolson of the 3hell was chasing o hat
that had been knocked off by a show-
ball, hurled by Tubb of the Thired,
Temple, Dabney, & Co. of ihe Fourth
lonked their checriest and nuttiest, and
ialked to one another loftily about the
they were going to  have
Anbrey Angel, also of the Fourth, stood
with his_ﬁmdy-umre, Kenney, wating
for the tinin to come in.

“Merry Christmas, Angel!” roarved
Bob Cherry meross about lifly leads.

Angel of the Fourth stared round,

As his glance lighted on Bob's cheery,
rieledy face his lip eurled, and be lurned
hiz back.

Baob flushed red.

“By Jove! he 1m1_1'|n|-1r‘cl.]. “P've a
jolly good mind to give Angel o lhick
sar fo cavey home  with  him for
Christinas 1™

“Good egr!™ said Johmny Dbl

“The poodiilness of the egg 15 lew
riie ' vemarked Hureree Singh gently.
“But do unot forgel that we are spend-
ine the esteemad festive seazon with the
Angel family, and a thiek car would
not be in the picture.”

“T1 say, yvou fellows ="

“(th, buze off, Bunler?”

“T think T’ zpeak to Angel,” =aid
Hamy  Wharton abrapty;  and  he
prshed his way through the throng io
ihe spot where the two Fourth-Formers
were slanding. ] . )

“ Angel, old man ! he said quictly,

Aubrey Ange! looked at him,

There's

Trine

I

111 “TE'.[]E"

“We sha'n't see each other LIl we
gel to Scotland,” said Harry, “We'ro
baoked to sperdd Christroas with sour
father and your brother Mick., We've
had our rows at school; bur it's Christ.
mas now, and holiday fime.  We want
to be on good terms for the hols,”

Angel did not answer.

“T.et’s part friends, and meel as
friends,”" zpid Harry., “If we can't get
on together next form: at schosl, let's
feave trouble till it happens. Nothing
to row about in the vae."”

“I don't want to row’
sulkily.

“That's all right, then”

“Fellows who bolt in where they'ro
not wunted——" began Kenney, with
an maulting gvin. -

“I's not o question of that,"” said
Harey very quietly. * Sir Philip Angel
wnd Mick asked us, and we agreed to
0. Angel szaid nothing against it then,
f he had—"

“Ay father isn't o man lo argue
with,” said Aubrey Angel, with a shrug
of the shonlders. )

“And I think——"" went on Kenney.

said Angel

“¥Weu necdn’t lell me what yom
think ! intermpied Wharton. “I'm
speaking to Angel, not 1o you. Is

Kenney coming wp fo Lochmuir with
yvour, Angel _

“Aa fear!” sneered Kenner., “I'm
not likely to stand your crowd for the
vac!”

“Then vou're not concerned in the
mratter 1™ Harry Wharton held out his
hand to Angel. “Let’'s part friends,
Angel. 1 don’t bear any grudge for
old troubles, if you don’t. And you
know that Mick wants to  ho
triends.” .

Angel's hard face softened a litile.
There wns, no doubt oi his affection for
his brother Mick, once the gipsy school.
hoy of Greyfriavs, He had an inwarnd
siruggle for a moment, and then he
held out hiz hand nnd shook Wharton's

“Tt's afl vight,” "he sad. 1 darmn
say  wo'll have n Jolly  Christnas,
CGood-bye!”

“ (Food-byve, Angel!” ] _

Harry Wharton rejoined his friends.
The irain was signalled, and it came
rumbling into the slation. There was
g rush for carriages. Every one was
flled—and over-filled. One carriago
hold the Famons Five and Vernon-
Qith and Redwing and Bolsover mijoer
and Skinper and Snoop, and then the
fat fignre of Billy Dunter wedged in

“IMelp a chap in, you fellows!” he
gosped, e

“lora yon are, old fat hean!

S ayvponh I rogred Bunter,

Bob Cherry had playfully taken ekl
af Niis ears 4o help him in, Those ears
were lavge epongh to give a good hold,
and  Punter wns safely laoded in the
caryiage - bt ha did not seem to be
satishioed, somehow,

0yt Benst! Lepgo!l
Bunter.

The dnor slanmed,

“We're off 17 : ?

“1 =ay, you fellows, h‘-l:l"':.'h TF Z'-'“"'l '-‘I
aing to give nreow ceal? dennedes
JI:“;'-u‘:lt'cgr-r, nsLHm Py EI vamhled ant of
e =lztion. . =

“Uhe whichfnlpess i< tereifie!

# AL ns another, olil Lean I el Kl
the Doundet.
“If wvou

splfish—"

“Wo arp—we is!" . .

“heast-t 1 osay, Wharlon, xou're all
meoting Mick at 8L Paneraz w o go wp
to Seelland, T think "'
SThat's a0, said Harry.
“Ti finee days' {imef”
"Yep"

e

Do " vonred

fellows are going to le
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€ Well, T shall have time to give old
D'Arcy, my pal at 8t Jim’z, a look-in
before I join you,” said Bunter thought-
fully.
“:t’Ynn‘H have time to give everybods
gt St. Jim's & look-in, if ﬁml wanl io,
e

H

before you join us, ackled Bob
Cherry.  *“You won't see us again till

TH'

next term, Bunly )
“I1 conldn’t possibly disappoint Mick
Angel " said Bunter. *° And then there's
Aubrey—he expects {o see me.  And oki
Sir Philip—vou know bhow heslooks for-
ward to my coming—=-"
“ E'IHEFP that he never mentioned 14!
#Ha, hg. ha!"
“Don’t forget &6 have a pgood, by

lunch-basket pui on the trainm, you
fellows.”

“What irain?”

“The Scoleh express, vont ass. I shall
gei hungry on the journey."”

i ED“._“.D“. [n

The express bozzed- on, and Billy

Bunter continued to discuss the holiday
i the Highlands, amid chuekles from
the Famous 1Nive,
trains they parted from Wiliiam George
Bunter—and iken, 23 ok remarked,
the holidays really began!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
At 5t. Pancras!

s TCE Y
" Here we ars again!”
A ruzsn of feet and a merry

shonting on  the erowded
Elaifﬂ!‘m and Mick was surrounded by
iz Greylriars friends, all shaking his
hapd ot once—or nearly af ance.

Mavrice Angel—once known as Mick,
the gilpsy schoolboy—T{airly  beatned
with pleasure and satisfaction as he
greetodl Harey Wharton & Co.

It was a grm December day, Out in
the country were clear, cold skics and
frosty helds: byt in the great metropolis
gloom veiled the slreeta.  Bb. Paneras
did not look cheerful in ilzelf; but most
of the faces In the hurrying crowds
locked cheery, Christinas was coming.
and even in these itroubled days the

spiril. of Christmas has not lost ks
influence.

~From their variouz homes the Famous
Five of Greyfriars had met at  the

Lordon station, and now they had met
Mick, with whom they were to travel
up to Scolland. They had expected
to find his brother Aubrey wilh himg;
bul Aunbrey Angel waz not to be zeen.

That was no dizappoiniment to Harry
Wharton & Co.

“It's jolly 1o zee you fellows!™ said
Mick, grinning cheerily. * Lois of tire
for the train—seatas booked—we're all
ri#]ﬂ, The pater’s cofing to see us
Q.

I:n' b vour father travelling with na®”
asked Dob.

“ He was; but he's delayed in London.
He's coming on to-morrow or the next
dax. with Auabrey,”

“That's all right,” said Baob, with a
sriile. It was rether a relief nol to have
Aubrey Angel for a travelling-com-
panion on the long journey.

“OF eourse, everything’s ready for us
at Lochmuir,” said Mick, “and we can
look nfter ourselves on the journey—
'ﬂhﬂ!?”

“I fancy s0," said Harry Wharton.

“The pater's made all the arrange-
menis, and you're under my wing, von
know,” said Mick, ““I'm sorry Aubrey
won't be with ns, - But he will he at
Lochmmir zoon after us, so that's all’
right.”

“Right az raint” said Nugent,

When they changed
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anvthing of

Bull, 3

“Yon Laven't seen i
4 el A

Bunler:” asked Johnny
grin.

“Burders” repeated Mick, *“"No.
Were you bringing that fat bounder with
vou? 0Of course, g don't mind.”

“No jolly fear! Dut I shouldn’t have
been surprised to zee Rim turn up,”
chuckled Jobinny Bnlk

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!™ ejaculated Doh
Cherry zuddenly. *Talk of angels, and
vou hear the rustle of their giddy wings!
Look 1™

“0Oh, my hat!”

Af a distance on the big platform a
fai figure appeared in sight, Twe little
round eyes blinked about inguisitively
through & patr of big spectacles,

* DBunter !

“The Bunierfuluess is terrific "

“Oh, my hat!™ said Alick,

# Al serone ™ eaid Johnny Bull.
kick him out of the station,
like !

Srgver ' gand Tarey Wharlen. langh-
ing.  * He hasn't soen us vet! Let him
wander on!”

“Liood egg !’

Billy Donter waz: coming along, blink-

bl
if wyou

ing about him, evidently in search of

the Greviviars party.  Bul the shori-
sighted Owl of the Remove had nof
sighted thent vot.

Tarry Wharton & C'o. backed Lehind
g greal stack of Imgrage on the plat-
farm, and kept in cover, with grinniug
faces.

From their cover they watched Bunder.

The fat juntor came rolling along.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

=

blinking to left and right, and stepped
at last close by the stack of luggage,

There he spoke {0 a porter who was
loading a trolley:

“J sav, my man! Have you =cea
some fellows waiting about?"

The porier blinked at him.

It was probable that he had seen some
thovzands of fellowa waiting aboud
already that dav, and that he would zes
some thousands, or tens of thouzands
more, hefore the murky sun sel.

“Eh?" he ejaculated.
On the other side .of the pile ile

Greyfrinrs  juniors grinned and kept
cloze,
R fellows™ saidd Bunler,

“Friends of mine—they're wailing for

me. Five or six chaps,  Seen them
abont here?”

The porter went on loading  the
trallov.,  Dunter blinked at him, and
then extracted a shilling fremy  his
pocked.

“There son ave, my man!™  sald
Bunter gracigusly, "It might have

been a pound-note, at leasi, by the way
Bunter handed it over, “Now do von
think you could find my friends for
g

The porter was willing to oblige, bul
it was noi an casy task tholt Dunter had
seb hirm.

“What ave they like, sir?"  ho
inanived. .
“Well, one of them iz an ugly

1ligi:§:f.tl S oeald Bunler,

urrep Jomsel KRam  Binrh, behind
the lugpage, shook a dusky fize v the
Iiz comrades grinued.

ajy,

| ““Yah!

: exclaimed his lordship.

I haven’ got your measly fur coat !’ howled Bunter.
Leggo '™ The ulster was plucked from his fat person by hall-a-dozen willl

hands, and Lord Mauleverer’s missing fur coat was revealed. ** You fat fraud [ *
““ Hand it over I ™

“Yowp !

(See Chapter 1.)
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“ Another i3 & low-down locking sort
1psy, " added Bunler,
Mick chuckled inaudibiy.
“I'hen there’s Cherry—a chap wilh
enormous feet "and & face like a ripe
temato,” said Bupter thoughbiully,
Bob  Cherry almost emerged {rom
cover a3 he heard that, Bui he re-
sirained the desire to kick Bunter,

of

“And Wharlon—sa rather lanky,
51rnuliing sort of cad,” said DBunler.
“Oh!” murmared HHarrv.

“And a fellow looking like a bulldog,
with a jaw like a prizelighier—thai’s
Bull.”

Johnny Buell breathed hard.

*The other’s a pasty-faced sorl of
milksop,” went on Bunter, comnpleting
hiz descriplion of the Greyfviars parly,

aml  Frank Nugenk crimsoned with
vwradle,
The porter shook bhis head. Az o

makter of fack, he had seen the (voy-
friavs parly. but he did nol recognise
thery  fromm Billy  Bunter's Hattering
deseription,

“ ™o, siv, T don’t seem Lo have noticed
that lot,” he =pid.

* Porhaps von've zeen Lthe old johony
—=2ir Philip Angel? sad Bunder, ™A
atiff  old Lli%htnr with a mashilf face
and a seowl,

Wick's eves gleamed,

The porter lad removed some of (he
ingwage to the trolley, and over what
was left the juniors could zee DBunter’'s
hat,  Mick reached over and lbronght
down his st on top of Bunler’s hat
with & heavy fhud,

Cronch !

* ¥Yaroooh 1™
startled.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yopooop! Ow _

Runter's hat was crualied over his eyes
atl  hiz ears.  lle wrenchedl at 1t
furigusly, and the porter, grionmg,
wheeled away his troliey.

“ Retveat ¥ grinned Hol,

The juniors moved off among ihe
srowd, leaving Billy Bunter stroggling
with lia hat.

By tha time the Owl of the Remove
had extracted his bullet head from the
srushed topper, the juniors were lost to
stght in the crowds on the platform,

“Adien 1o Bunty ! ehnckled TBob
Cherry.  “ I wonder if e will ever know
what hit himn 2

“IHa, ha, hal”

They did not see Bunter again. Doubit.
loza the Owl of the Remove was siill
wamdering about St. Pancras searching
for them, But in the crowds he did not
come near them again, fortunately. A
Litile later the mrff' packed into their
carvizge, and Sir Phalip Angel stood at
the door ta bid them good-bye.

It had been srranged for Sir Philip to
travel np  to Scotland with the Christmas
party, Ent. his affairs detoined him in
London a couple of days longer. The
juniors liked the old gentlemun well
enough ; but they were not sorry to make
the journdy on their own, without the
severe eye of a etiff old gentleman upon
them all the tine.

“Well, good-bye, my bhows!™ said Sir
Philip.  * Mick knows all the arrnge-
nents, and vou'll find MaecXxab at Loch-
muir, and evervthing rveady [or you,
Good-bye 1

“ Good-live, siv "

The old barenet stood back, and the
door closed.  As the express moved, Hob
alanced over the platform, but there vwas
no sign of Bunter. Apparently the Owl
of the Remove had been “left,™ after all.
St. Pancras, and London and its fog zank
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voared DBunter, greaily
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away behind, and the express rumbled
and ponffed and blew on its rapid way
to ithe North,

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Northward Ho !

L SAY, you fellows——""
Six juniors jumped at once,
The express had been theobe-
lLing on for less than balf an hoar
when a fat face and a large pair of spec
tacles looked tnte the carviwge from the
vorridor of the train,

“Buanter ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, my hat:"

* Bunter-—on the train ™

Billy Bunter blinked cheerfully. lIle
was dressed in his best, with a necktie
warranted to kill at forty rods, and a silk
hat which showed seriows zigns of wear
ansl iear.

“It's abl vight,” he =aid.

A right, is 14!7 grunied Johnny
Dall.

*Yes, old chap.
St. Pancras.
Lave been looking out for ine,
Bunter soveraly,

“0h, my hat!”

“But 1 got on the train all righr, and
I"ve been huntivg up and down ihe train
ever sinee,” said Bunter, Y lacky 1
fond  you-—what

“Phe hwkinlness s nol terrific, wy
pzteemed Dunfer !V

Bunter wedged into the rarringe.

* Look here " began Mick,

“It's all vight. Tve got my lickel,”
said Bunter reassuringly.  * But it's lucky
I found you fellpws, I've lost my
purse, ™

“Anything in 1t7" asked Bobh Cherry
sarcasticaily,

“0Oh, a frifling sum!” said Dunter
avily. " A tenmer my father gave me,
and a couple of fivers I got from my
uncles, and a few pound noles—I really
forget how many.,  Nobt much to me,
though I dare say you fellows would
think it a lot of money., You will have
th stand my exes on this journey; bui 1)
solile np at Lochomui, T've given in-
struetiona for my letters to be ferwarded
thﬁ:l‘{s, an;:} I'm expecting a postal-order
w hej——

¥ A—p—a postal-order—

“Yes; from one of my titled rela.
tions,” said Bunter cheerily, “Ilow ave
you getting on, Mick, old man? Jolly
glad to see you! We'll have a good timao
this Christmas—what ¥

Alick simpl:.}:lsl,amd at im. Ile did noi
quite know how to deal with Wilham
George Bunter,

“You're looking quite deeeni,” went on
innter,

“What 37

“Rather a change from fhe time when
your were with the p;lpSI_ﬂ:l-—'n'hni £
erinned Bunter, “You're fairly respoet-
able now, Mick, old man.”

“You cheeky ass!™
“Your manners haven't jmproved
much,” said Bunter cabmly. * Bui then,
what's to be expected from a fellow
brought up practically among =avages.
tdon't mind. I'm no sneb!™

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Mick., o

“ A bit eareless of you fellows, mizsing
me at 5t. Paneras,” wend on Banler. "1
should have found you all right, bat X
was assaulled by a rough, who smashed
my hat.” ;

" A—a vough ! ejaculated Mick,

“VYe:. Some low seoundrel biffed me
on the hat,” said Bunter. *'I had neo
end of a job getting it into shape again,
I zave him a jolly good hiding, though.”

“You gave him a hiding *™ roared Lob.

“Yes rather [V

I neavly missed you al
I don't think you could
" said

b

“The fellow who smmshed your Lt #?

13 Yﬁ_u

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,

Billy Bunter blinked at them in sur.
prisg. Ile did not sec any oceasion for
merriment.

“What was he like, the fellow who
hiffed your hai 2" gasped Wharton,

“ A great, hulking rough,” said Bunter.
A fellow you wouldn't have cared o
tackle, I fancy. DBt T just went for ban,
(ne terrible Llow stretched him on the
platforma—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

** Blessed if ¥ sce anything to cackle at !
e lay senseless after 1 bad felled him,”
said unter.

“You epoofing tond I howled Mick,
“It waz I whe biffed your @illy hat aver
vour silly head t¥

Tuntor jumped.

* Youl" he gasped.

“Yos; and 've a jolly good mind to
nft 18 agaun 1

“Oh oerutobs " gasped Bunter.
bocked huwrredly into the corvidor.

say, Mick, old man——"'

“Ha, ha, ha?t™

“Of--of course, I—I knew it was vou
all the iime, Mick, old fellow I pasped
Dapteor. ™ Your little joke—what? e,
he, he! I say, you fellows, can vou
crowd up o bit and give me room to sit
down 7"

“No feapr !

"I ean’t =it on my bag in the corndor
all the way 10 Carlizle I howled Buntei,

“LGet off ot the next stop,” sogoested
Boly Cherey.

[ LI

Ha

B4 I_

Billy Bunter remained in the corridor
jor a time, lle was proceeding by
degrees, as it were.  Having made his
glésenﬂﬂ known, he allowed it io sink in
efore going further, But when, ut
Chesterlield, an enormous lunch-basket
was handed in te the Greyfriors party,
Bunter zomehow contrived fo squeers
himself into the carriage and find seating
aceonnnodation.

It was fortunate that there was an
ample lunch, for Billy Bunter, as usual,
distinguished himself as a irencherman.
The express ratiled on, and hy that
time, apparently, Buonter was established
az A memwber of the Greyfriarvs purty.

At Carlisle the party wers staying for
the night, arranfemenlﬂ having been
made at the hotel in advance for them.
No arrangements had been made for
Bunter, but he was there! Johnny Ball
proposed taking him for a walk in Car-
frsle, and losing him there. 13ul that
drasiie method was not adopted, By
sheer choek William George Bunter hung
on, and the next morning he was in the
Edl;'ibl.u‘gh express with the Chrisimas
party.

Huving now become &2 member of fhe
party, DBunter proceeded to demonstrate
that he was the most importamt member
of it. Ile grumbled at the cold, ap-
parently annoyed to find that 1t was
colder in the north than in the south,
and referred many times to Lond
Mauleverer’s selfishness in declining 1o
lend himy his for coat. He borrowed
n g from Wharton and another rue
fromn Bob to tuek vound his far hiile
legs, and a muffler from Mick.

“Clamfy now?" asked Bol
zaTrastically.

HNat” gronted Danters,

“Like to get out and walk s

“Yah!™

“Were in Beotland now.” remarked
Bab Cherry, when the train had srossed
the Esk, “We'ra going throopgh wha
thev call ihe Waverley country.”

“What the thump do thex eall it 1hat
for? asked Bunter. “ Whe's Waverley ™™

“JTa, ha, ha ™

{hercy
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“Ever heard of Sir Walter Scoft?”
grinned Nugent.

“0f conrze 1. hdval He's the chap
who wrote the ° Absont-Minded Beg-
gar! 7 spid Bunfer.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I=I mean _
atended Bunter,  * Nothing to cackle
at, you silly astes! VYou haven’t any
kpowledge of litevary matters.”

Y Hawick ! said Johnony Dull  pre-
gontly,  ““If we had time we'd have a
look at Branksoma Tower.”

“What's that 7" asked Bunter, .

“I&s in the "Lay of the Last DMin.
gtrel,” aaz1”

“We haven't had that in class, have
we'" asked Rounter,  “5till. T koow all
about it. 1 know all Shakespeare's
playz,”

“Bhakespeare’s plays ' velled DBob.
“Oh .y hat ! }Et':f n piwn by Sir
Walter Scott, you fat duffer”

“Rot ! said Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“1 know some of that esteemiod poom
heartfully,” remarked Tlurree Jamszet

Ram RBingh. And he prorecded (o
T ode:

' Paradizse  Lost!'™

“¢The wav waz long, the wind was
cold,
The minstrel was infernal old.' *

*rInfirm and old® " roared Tob
Eherry. and the juniors chuekled.

The juniors locked from the windows
throngh clear. frosty wir at a counfry
rich with historical associations. Bunter
was not bothering about historical aszo-
ciations. however; ho was eating toffee,
which -he found much mors interesting.
1 ‘;Edmhnrgh!” said Harry Wharton at
aet,

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“What *

*T'm hungey 1"

And Billy Bunfer repeated that inter-
esting observation in tonez of rising in-

dignation about a score of timeos before.

he fowmd himself at last sitting down to
a zubstantisl meal, after which, for a
long time, his jaws were too busy for
speech,

e L S

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Highlands [

DINBURGIE, Perth, Inverness—
amd after Inverncss the [High-

laruls. Tt was a cheery and en-
joxalile journey to Havry Whar
fon & Uo.. though there was an
necompannuent  of  “grousing ' inces
senily from William George Tlunier.
. Bunter seemed to take it as a personal
ijury that it was rather colder in the
Scottish ighlands than 1 the Swssex
downs,  ITe did not like it, and he said
s0. Indeed. he told Mick that he was
beginuing to regret that he had con.
sented to cowme—a remark at  which
Mick chuckled.
“In%s all very well to cackle!™
T er. rreatly meensed.,  “T'va a jally
d mind to go back! Theve!™
“1Ta, ha, hat™ reoaved Mick,
“Oply 1 van't vory “well desert. vou
follows 1n thi= dashed wilderness 1 zaid

sl

Bupter. “Pesides, having  left my
prse ai home, 1 can’t pay ey fare
Leiek I

PWe'lll elaly togother to Ty vou n
ficket, Bunter ! chorazed the Christmns-
priFly eagerly,

“Yah
Hilly Bonter dicd not aceept that mani
feont ofer,  (olil oz iF waz in the

[hghland- 0 December, apparonily
Bupter eanldn’t make up hiz fat mind
to dezert his old pals.
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[ “ Help a chap in, you fellows ! ** howled Bunter. ** Here you are, old fat hean ! ™'

E Einned Bob Cherry.

Bunier was safely landed in the carriage,
““Leggo 1™ (See Chopder 2.)

“ Yarooh ! " roared Bunfer. Bob had playlully taken hold
his ears to help him in, Those ears were large enough to give a good hold, 2ad

“Ow! Beast!" wailed Bunter.

“What's this place called?™ he asked.

S nngwall”

“What's ihat mi=t over there™”

“That's the sea,”

“Where are we going now? -

“ Place called Mdirland.”

“Whar 1z %"

A village™-

YHow are we going?

“By onr”

“1 haps it's a good car!™ =nid Donter.

Gileedged, velvet-lined, check-
action., ball bearings, and jewelled
UVLTY }m!rs'." Bob Cherry assured ki,

*“Yah'

The Grexfviars parivy  tolled along
snowy road: in oo bip car. They were
following o long rowd, away from the
ronte af the llighland Railway,  Wild
woors stretched for unnunthered miles
ronel theis, amd hidl-tops clad in white.
The scenery wias magnificent, thongh ir
did not appeal to Willinm  George
Buuter in the least.

Wilder and wililer it grew. more and

more  loneiy, a3 the ¢ar ate wmp the
miles,

“When ihe fhump dGo we gei in
Muirlond?” demamded] Bonter.

“A:k the detver.”

Bunier fapped on the glazz, bui the

chantfenr Jdidd net twrn his head.  Ile
was on o roml that was slippery, nnd
meeddind cavelnl driving,
Prosently  there was a
Bunter leansd ouct.
1T, driver'™
The ¢hafleur looked ai him,
“When shall we get to Muinland?”

stop, and

UDinna ken,”  sald * the chanfTem
brapfiy.

Bunter brighjened,

“Dinner! Do you mean we have
dinner here?®

“Eht

“I can't zee any hotel,” said Dunter,
blinking roumd at the wild waste.
“Whove's the hotel, von fellows®”

“There isn’t any hotel, ass !

“But the man savs we're going to
bave danner,”

“Tla, ha, ho!

“'Dirna ken' meana don't know,
fathead ! roared Boli Cherry,

“Oh mv hat ' gazsped Bunter. “Daon't
they spenk English here? Do any of
voui fellows know the language®™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Iow are wo going fo nsk for whal
we want if vou domn't speak the lan-
guage? demanded unter warmly, *1
hopa youn know the names of things o
eat, at least! That's impartant I

“Well, T think T could ask for a
hogei= ! chuckled Bab,

“What's n haggiz?"'

“Blessed if T know! It's something
to eat, anvhow, Ask the echauffounr if
he's ol a hapgeis about him!™ sug-
po=tedd Tloly,

“I= it At
suspiviguely,

“It’a =a1l to be veally ripping "

“Well, T'll ask him.™ :

Bunter approached the driver agam,
Tha Iightasd chanffear sz bozy wiih
itz evgmie, and hie was a man of (o

Tui Macser Lisvany, --XNo. 829,

to eat? asked Dunter
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wourds, He gave Bunter rather a dour
look.

“1 say, my man, do you speak
Enghsh®” asked Bunter.

e Highlander stared, as well he
might.

“T'm bungry,” went on
“You know what hungry
HUNGRY—hungry!"

The chaufleur still stared,

“Have you got a hagpiz about vou
continied Buanter, apparently under the
unpression that a haggis was tome sort
of & cake, or a biscuit,

Bunter,
meanz ¥

“A-pn—p  whaeti"”  stuttered the
chaunfeur. :
A hagets,” said Dunter. "1 say,

vou fellows, he seems to understand
some Englizh—a fow words, 1 dave say.
He looks rather o fatheaded sort of 4
dummy, but he knows a few words——"

“Mon, you're cheeky ! said the Iligh-
lander. And he gave Bunter a gentle
push, whieh sat hun down in o snow-
hank by the readside. Then he gave
all his attention to his engine,

Billy Bunter s=at in the snow and
reaved till the laughing juniors came and
extricated him, 1le did not ask the
chauffeur any. furtheyr questions about the
haggis. Tt dawned upon his powerful
brain au last that Bob mﬁ been pulhing
his fat leg.

The journey was resumed, through
wilder and wilder scenery. Duslk was
thickening when the car d‘;‘ew up at the
inn al Muirland, "The little village, shus
in by wild hills and moovs, wns some
miles, as the juniors understood, from
the old edastle of Lochmuiv, Lights
gleamed from the jnn, and a hospitable
weleome awaited the juniors there. The
fhauﬁ'ﬂﬂr,"hawng landed his passengers,
drove off in the darkness on his return
journey, From a window of the inm,
Bunter, with his mouth full, watched the
dss.a.gpr:arm lights of the car twinkle
out in the dusky distance.

"I say, you fellows, how do you get to
Lochmuir from here I hoe ask:.:,!f}_ .

“MacNab's sending the car from the
kouse,” said Mick.

“Who's MacNah ?"

*The butler in charge of the place,”

“ When's the car coming %"

“It ought to be here now, ready for
vs, " said Mick., "1 daresay there's snow
»n the road, and it's delaved. Anyhow,
you can get a good feed here, Bunter,
g0 don’t grouse.”

Bunter grunted,

*1 manage these things better when I
ask fellows to Bunter Court,” he said.

“Dy up!" said Boeb Cherry.

Bunter devated his attention to his
meal. After that the juniors went out to
look for the expected car from Loch-
muir. They were a {iftle surprised by its
non-arrival. Full instructions had been

iven by Sir Philip Angel, and the

hmuir car should have been at Muir-
land to meet the party. But it was not
there, and there was no sign of if.

Darknoess had closed 1n on the High-
lands; the snowy hill-tops were hidden
in gloom. Ounly from the villege inn
lights still twinkled. Mick was growing
worried, and his comrades perplexed,

“I daresay we can get something here
to take us to the house,” maid Mick at
last, “'I'll gsk the innkeeper.’?

The innkeeper was anxious to oblige.
But there was no car of any sort to be
had for love or money in Muirland.

“¥You shouldn’t have let that Din
wall man go back,” growled BiIF‘y
Bunter,

“ Lot of [;c-od thinking of that now !”
snapped Johnny Bull.  * For goodness'
seke dry up, Bunter,”

“Tf we can't get o car we can get
Tae Maacyer Lisrary.—No. 820,

at old Band

something else,” said Bob Clierey cheer-,
fully. “Any old thing il deo,”

“Any old thing won't do for me!”
snapped Bunter,

“LDry up!"” roaved Johnny Bull.

“An open coach, vsed in the smnmer
time for excursions, was all the obliging
innkeeper conld supply. But the party
were anxious to get to Lochmuoir, and
they decided on it. ‘Twe horses were
traced to the coach, and the baggage
piled on it, and then the juniors dis-
covered that the innkeeper was in warm
altercation with a brawny Highland
man, who was apparently to drive. The
altercation  was  conducted chiefly in
Gaclie, and the juniors listened withaout
understanding ; but they could puess that
thers was some difficalty afoot. ‘The
innkesper turned to them af last.

“The mon will take yo only as far as
the loch,” he said, ** Muirland wmen do
not like going to Lochoiur aftes dark.”

*“Why on earth not ¥ asked Wharton, -

In amazement.

“Tt's the old land!™

“The what 7

“The okl laird who walks the castle
at night.”

The juniors blinked. Mick had told
them, they remembered now, that there
was a ghost story attached to the old
castle of Lochmuir. But that it wae any-
thing more than a legend they had not
imagined. Apparently it was taken more
seriously in the vicinity of the place.

“The jolly old Christmas ghost
chuckled Bob Cherry, “ Well, were not
afraid of jolly old ghosts,™

“The mon will take ye as far ax the

1N
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loch,” said the innkeeper, with & frown, |

“If you like you can leave your luggage

Bean's cottage by the lgmi,
and walk the rest. Then you can send
the servants for your luggage—if they're
there [™

“If they're there!" repeated  Mick.
YOI course they're there.’

The Highland innkeeper shook his
head.

““ Btrange things happen at Lochmuir,”
he said. * There's nae lueck to the house
since the old laird was killed.™

“Was he killed?" asked Wharion.
“When was that "

“ At Culloden moor.™

“Oh, my hat! That was a jolly long
time sgo: Do vou niean ithat he was one
of the rebels?” asked Wharton,

“He was one of the King's men,” said
the innkeeper douvly. * He fought for
Prince Charlie and was killed, and then
the castle was besieged and harvied by
the Duke of Cumberland. And ever
since the old laird has walked, to keep
strangers away [rom the land of Jus
fathers,”™

“Oh, my hat !” said Harry.

To the Greyviriars juniors FPrinee
Charlie and the battle of Culloden, and
the harrying of the Highlands by the
Duke of Cumberland, were incidents of
the **history elass.™ It was a little diffi-
enlt to reglize that they were now in a
region where such things wore memaries
handed down from father to son. To
the Highland innkeeper the old Laivd of
Lochmuir was no rvebel; he was one of
the faithful adherents of Bonnic Prince
Charlie, who was * out in the forty-five,”
and had ];Imd_l'ﬂr his loyalty with his life,
And in the old laivd’s own country the
Angel family evidently were regarded as
newcomers and intruders, though they
had held the land of Lochmuir for more
than a hundred yeara,

“Well, this I?:'Eats it ["” =zaid Franl
Nugent, " All the zame, we're poing on
to Lochmuir.”

“Yes, rather!™ . .

“The ratherfulness s tervifie,” said

———— .

— T e

Hurree Jasizer Rum Singh. = 7The
;._*..-;H_wﬂ{-d spock will not scare us anay-
rliy,

“Ha, ha! No fear '™

*Well, will ye go as fay as the loeh 37
asked the innkeepar. “ It's & ehort walk
from Sandy Bean's cortage to the man-
sion, if ye care for i’

“Yes, that's all right.” said . Mick.
“ By the-way, who's Sandy Bean 3™

*The piper,”™

" We're in the land of the pipers now,"
said Wharton, with a smile. “Is he a
Lochnmiy man "

“Is he?" saig the innkecper. “'Lhe
Beans were pipers to the MacDermid
l:l{lﬂs of _'.l:,--l::lw:'l'-lnllli’."r before the first ."_-'p:um-i.
aelgned in Scolland.”

A mddy hereditary piper,” said Bob,
T We'll be jolly glad to see M Bean, I
daresay he's a jolly old bean. ™

"“Ila, ha, ha!™

“It's pac laughing matter, TOUNE sir.
But M ye'll go, ye'll go, amd it's nae
husiness of mme."’

And g few minutes later the Croyfrinrs

juitiozs were rolling away on the road to
the loch,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Arrival!

I HAT—what's that 1"
Billy Bunter gasped ont the
quastion,

] The other fellows started ang
listened. Hound them they could seo
nnﬂnng but blackness, broken here and
there B ;;i!lmmm: of a ridge of snow.

Faintly, glimmering in the bosow of
the darkness, the loch appeared, a broad
sheet of water washing the bases of great
hills swallowed up in the night. The
Muirland coach rattled and jolted by s
rough stony read at the side of the loch—
& narrow way between the water and the
abrupt hiilsides. Buddenly, through the
veil of night and mountain mist, *came a
low, wailing sound=-like the wail of a
lost spirit in the monntain solitudes,

The juniors peered at onc another with
startled faces. Wailing sonnds followed,
echoing strangely in the hollows of the
hills, coming from what direction they
could not determine,

“What the dickens is (¥ muitered
Bob Cherry,

“The wind—"

“It's not the wind—there's hardly
any wind, It can't be¢ some animal
erying.”

“I—I zay, yvou fellows, d-d-d-do wyou
ihink it's the ghost !” gasped Bunter,

“Fathoad 1™

Harry Wharton leaned over and
touched the driver on the shoulder of his
mu%‘ﬁ! frieze coat,

“ What's that noise 2" he asked.

The man peored round.

“Maise?™ he repeated,

" ¥Yes-—you can hear it

“7 hear nac noise,” retoried the driver,
“Bul, maybe, yve mean the pipes®*

“Oth, my hat!”

“We are nigh Sandy Bean's sheiling
the noo,” ndded the driver,

The juniors nndersiomd now. The wail-
ing camo from the bagmpes, plaged by
Sandy Bean in his cottage by the loch.
Tha juniors had heard swect music ex-
tracted froam bagpipes; but Handy Bean
wis not discoursing sweet munsic by any
means—he seemed to be set on producing
& wild and melancholy wailing, that
thrilled strangely on 1he ear. Possibly iz
wns the sncoslral dirge of the Mae.
Dermid, whom Sandy’s ancestors Dad
served and &ui]:;ed. for mnee the beginviug
of Highland history.

The coach stopped.

Faintly, a Light glimmered throngh
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the darkowss. The driver dismounted,
and moved towards the light, 'The
juniors followed suit,
out n listle tumble-down cottage, built
apparently of the stones from the hill-
gicle.
cold and hitier as the weather was, thero
was no trace of o fire in the cottage.

Mo doubi Sandy Beafi was hardened 1o

this exacting climate.
The juniors, in silence, looked in at
the open doorway.

A single candle ghimmersd on a rough,|

table. Un a bench sak an old man, elad

in the Highland costume, very worn and

torn. He was playing the bagpipes, and
he did not cease or look up as the party
arrived ot the doerway., He seomed
unconscious of therr presence. His face
yas old, wrinkled and birten with age,
hiz hair a snowy-white under the High-
land cap. his brows like snow ; but undey

them bis eyes were keen, alevt, almost

fieroo,

He plaved on, the pipes wailing wildly,
the Junioes watching  hin in silence,
Mick made o movement at last, ‘but the
driver iouched his arm quit;l-:l'r. He
spoke hurriedly, in Gaclie, and then re.
peated bis words in English,

" Silence, young sir.”

“Buaj——'

“Iv's nne hacky to spoak ta the man
when the fit’s on bhim,” fmultered the
corchman, ¥ Bandy Rean is fop”™

“Fey ! murmured Mick blankly.

“Hoot, say nothing,™

The wailing contimued. There was
something ‘sdmost uncarthly about the

d man, alone in the solitary cottage
uncler the - mountain, -by the waste waters
of the loch, wailing out the dirgo of a
forgotren: elan, © Harry Wharton & Co.
felr soureihing like & superstitious tholl,
ns they stood-1n silence and waited.

The -old man laid down tha pipes ai
last, and taised his sunken, fierce old
eves to the visitors.

Then the coachman spoke hurriedly in
Gaelle; Sandy Bean rosa to his feet, anpd
made -a siride towards them, his oves
fixed on Mick. Long he starad at the

face of the pipzy schoslboy, and then,.

turning away without a word, sat down,

i E I

g [ . H
IERE
i _-!*.:*'n".r. W b

Dimly they made

The deor steod wide apen, and
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Itz face averted. The Muirland coach-
man spoke again, in the Gaelic tongue,
ani the old mon answered not o word.

“Well, what does all thiz mean ™ asked
Wharton. growing impatient. *Can we
leave the bagaare here, What doos Bean
syt

“8amdy Dean saps that he will not
close his
enemy this dark might,” answered the
coachman, *Diat he will not salute the
stranger who enters the halls of the Mae-
Lyermid.”
% 1ash it all, that old chap ought to he
in a ballad, not in real life,”" murmured
Biob Cherry, * He looks jolly nearly old
onough to have been af the DBatile of

Clulloden himself,”

“His father’s father's father was slain
there,"” said the Highland coachman.
“He died by the side of the Mae
Dermid, playing the pipes to tho last Lo
spur on the clan. In old Sandy's mind
the land still helongs to the MacDermid,
thongh they ave dead amd gone. DBut
Sir f’]lili]\v Angel kas been a good man

to him—this cottage is on the Loclumur

land, and old Sandy pays no rent.”

“How does he live?” asked Harry, in
& low voice.

“They o not lei the okl piper starve,”
said the man, apparently allwdine to (he
few scattered inhabiiants of the moors
lamd=,

The junicr: looked agamn at the ald
wan. He zat motionless, his gnarled old
face averted frem them. They left the
cotlage, and the conchman  transforrod
theiv bags from the coach. Then he
pointed our  the wav io the Greviriays
JURIOTS,

“Fon won't come onto the house*
asked Mick, '

The man shaok his head, Az he stood
he was glancing to right and lefi; fear-
fully, in the gloom, us if in anticipation
of seeing the phantom of the old Laird
start up from the shadows.

“There's a curse on the place, sinee
the old laivd was slam,” he zzid. " No
man - of this country will walk by it af
night, and mot by his own will in the
dav."

e backed his horses, and turned the

deor to a stranger or to an |

— ——

old coach in the read. It was evident
that neilung would induce him to go on
to the houze; but be pointed out the way
carcfully to the jumors, The mncfx
rattled away by tf:m loch, and the Grey-
frimrs pavky werve left slone. From the
cottage in the shadows, a fresh wailing
burst forth.

“Let's gob on!” said Harey Wharton,

“I say, you fellows, I don't like {hia!”
mumbled Bunter.

* Like to walk back?™

“Beast !

“ Then dry up, and come on.”

The juniors followed the road. It was
a rough and stony road, difficult for
travel, and the trend was upward, In
ten minules or 5o they came in sight of
an ancient gatewar, of which the stone
E}iih_zrs still stood, thouph the gate wae
ong gone, From the gateway they [ol-
lowed a winding drive, botween stunted
snow-laden trees, towards the old casiis
af Lochmuir,

“That's the place,™ =aid Mick, at last.

It was an old stone honse,” with many
windows—oen the right was a mass of
ruing, shapeless in the gloom.  The
greater part of the old castle bad been
batiered down by the Duke of Cumber-
land’s cannon, in the davs following the
Right of Prince Charlie, after the Battle
of Culloden. when the Highlands had
been hervied with fire and sword by the
ruthless victors.

Not a light gleamed from a window,
The whole place was wrapped in dark-
FLe5E,

“Iv looks desevied,” said Nugent,

“Blessed if I can understand it,” mul-
tered Mick, “*I've never been here
before, of course; but this is the place
right enough, ‘There are six servants
there, with MaeNab—or there ought fo
be,  They wera sent here from Parth
weeks apo, to get the old place reedy
for Uhristroas-nobody in this neighbouy-
hood could be induced to take serviee
there—L  suppose on account of the
mhosts.” He grinned rather rocfulls,
“Let's gpet on--there must be somebody
al home ™

The juraors, with grave faces now,
pushed on to the house., There was no

iy

' Mick reached over and brought down his fist on fop of Bunter’s hat with a heav
“ Yow ! The faljunior’s hat was erushed over his
porter, grinning, wheeled away his trolley.

greatly startled.

¥ thud. Crunch! ** Yarooh !.” roared Bunier,
es and his ears,
* Ha, ha, ha ! " roared the junlors, (Sec Chapler 3.)

He wrenched a8 It furiously, and the

THE Macxer Loemary.— No. £20,
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light-—no sound! To {heir amazement,
they found the great osken door stand-
g wide open—vet there was not a
glhimmer of a light within.

The house of Lochmuir was déseried.
It was amazing—almost incredible—
but it waz exvidently true. In the lonely
heuse in the Highlands there was not
a soul to greet the Christmas visitors.

el

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Haunted !

i ALLO, hallo, hallo !

Bob Cherry stood 1n the dark
hall, sund sheuted. His shout
echoed back, in a thousand

thunderous echoes, from corridors amd
staircases and empty rooms. PBut thero
WEB N0 answering voloe.

“Ay hat!™ sard Wharton, “This 15
queer! That's why ihe car did net come
to Muirland—the servants are gone."”

' The gonefulness ia terrific!”

“I can't understand it,” said Mick,

“It's o blessed puzzle, and no mis-
mkﬂ."

Billy Bunter’s teeth were chattering,
im]t.lwhnli:.* with cold, though it was very
cold.

“I—I say, you fellows, d-d-do you
think the ghosts {rightened them
away 7" mumbled Bunter.

“F-H.thE‘Ed'!”

“Well, they're gone, T Eﬂf' how are
we going to get any supper?”

“E-l}lhf:r supper,” grunted Johnny
Dull, *vou've had ohe supper, you fat
bounder.”

“That was an hour ago,” said Bunter,
indignanily.

“Wae'd ietter fook about the place,™
sait! Harry Wharton, **we musi get a
light somebow,™

Matches were struck, and by
glimmer the juniors peered about the
dark, black-oak-walled hall. The walls
were adorned with trophies of Highland
wenpons, targets and dirks and clay-
inores, and huge antlers of stags. They
passed throngh an open doorway inio a
great room that was evidently the
dining-room, The long msahogany table
was set for & meal. In the centre of it
stood a huge lamp, which the juniors
wera glad enough to see. It was in
excellent order, and Harry Wharton
soon had it alight.

Then the juniors explored further,
Lighting matches as they went, they
found their way into the kitchens.
Thera {hey discovered lamps and
candles, and lighted half-a-dozen of them.
In the great fireplace were ashes that
were still warm: it was dlear that it
was very recently that the house had
been sbandoned,

Where were the servants gone—and
why? It was, at present, an nsoivable
mystery. . )

Taking lamps to light their way, the
juniors trod up the broad, low stairs to
the second floor. Here were the bed-
rooms, and all the roomwms were in per-
fect order. Mo trouble or expenze
had been spared to make the old house
comfortable for the sojourn of the Christ-
mas party. Fires were laid in the rooms,
and the jumors thoughtfully lighted
them ali, and soon there was a ruddy,
cheery glare in half-a-dozen different
places, It made the silent old house
seem much less desolate,

After exploring the upper regions,
Harry Wharton and Co, came down-
stairs again. They were utterly mysti-

“Wall, this beals it, and ne mistake,™
said Bob Cherry, “ What do you make
of it, Mick, old man?”
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Mick shook his head.

“It beats me!™ he said.
for this, f}'uu fellows, Not mueh of =
welcomne for you fellows,'

“Oh, that's all right,” said Wharton.
“We can look after ourselves, We can’t
setd down to Bandy Bean's for the hags,
as theve's nobody fo send, DBut we' can
eamp out zomehow till to-morrow,”

* Yes, rather.”

“There’s  plenty grub  in  the
house,” zaid Bunter, I locked while
you fellows were in the kitchen, Tons
of 14! Looks as if they lail in enongh
for a siege before they eleared off. But
look here, Mick Angel, I don't like
this! 'Lhis isn't the way I treat fellows
when they come 1o Bunter Courl for
Christinas,”

“Shut up, Bunter.”

“T'm sorry

of

Y Bomething must have happenad here

to-day,” said Mick, *There's some rea-
son for the servants bolting m this
extraordinary way.”

“The giddy ghost—"

“Well, they may have [ancied some-
thing,” said Mick, "or—Dblessed 1if 1
con make it out.  Anyhow, we can get
supper, and turn in, and we'll see what's
to be done to-morrow.”

“That's & good idea.”

The pariy rveturned o the kitchen.
The fire was raked together and stackKed
with ceal and wood, and was seon roar-
ing away cheerily in the ancient chim-
ney, The larders were well siored, and
there was no shortage of. provisions.
But it was with strange feeclings that
the Greyiriars party sat down to supper
in ihe haunted house i1n the Highlands.
The wind had rizen, and was wailing
shout the old stone walls, recalling the
wild noles of Sandy Bean's bagpipes to
their minds. The hour was late, and
after supgér the juniors holted the big
door, looked to the windows, and went
up te bed,

They were tired with their journey,
and in spito of the strangeness of their
surroundings they were soon fast asleep.

Harry Wharton was dreaming of
Highland, pipers and kilted warriors with
-:iirﬁ and claymore, when hs awoke
suddenly.

A wild yell rang in his ears.

He started up in bed.

The moon had risen, and a pale,
ghostly light came in at the casemont
of his room.

The house seemed full of sound—vell
followed yell, ringing and echeing in the
gloomy old mansion,

“Good heavens!” panted Wharton.

He leaped out of bed. As he rushed
from the door, Bob Cherry emerged
froriz  another door, hall dreszed, a
lighted lamp in his hand,

“ Whait " shouted Bob.

“It's Bunfer!”

“Oh! oh! ow! Help!” Bunter's voice
was yvelling, from the dark staircase.
“Help! Oh! Help!"”

All the juniors were awake and up
now. They rushed down the stoirs. On
the landing, in the curve of the stair
case, they found Bunifer. A eandie,
which the fat junior had evidently been
carrying, lay on the dark oak, extin-
guished, Bunter was standing with
wide-open staring eves, velling at the
top of his voice In a [reney of terror,

Harry Wharton caught him by the
shoulder,

“ Bunter—what 5

“Help! Oh! The—1he ghost!™

A heavy weight fell on Wharton-—he
cliteched Bunter and held him. The
juniors  gathered roumd with pale,
startled faces,

“PBunter! Whai's happened "

But there was no snswer from Bunter,

His fat face was set, and as white as
chalk; his eyes werg closed. Billy
Bunter had fainted.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Fhantom of the Night ]

12 AINTED I
“But what — what’s
pened "

. * roodness knows!
Dully Bunter was quite unconscious,
Evidently the fat junior bhad veccived
the scare of his life. What he had zeon,
or fancied thal he had scen, the juniors
could not guess. In the Rickering
candle-light, they stared and peered
about Lthem into the shadows of the
stal.case and .the old hall below,

“Give me 8 hand widh Bunler,”™ =aid
Wharton.

The Owl of the Remove was carried
up to his room and laid on the bed.
He was breathing stertoronsly ad
mumbling, His fat face was bathed in
cold water, and in a few minutes lis
eves opened.

“It's all right, Boniler,” said Harry,
as he metl tﬁa fat jumior's fughicned
stare,

“Dw!l Oh dear!” moaned Dunter,

“ Keep still, old chap.”

Bunler's startled gaze roamcd round
the room.

“ Where is it

“ Whera's what®”

“Have wou seen it?"

¥ MNaver mind now,” said Havry, think-
ing it betier that Buater should not
dwell npon the eavse of his fright in
the present state of his nerves. “ 0ot
to bed, old fellow."

Y1 saw b1 gasped Bunter.

H¥es, FEE_“

H1 tell you I saw it==lhe—ihe—tiha
ghost 1 stuttered Dunter, with challer-
mg teeth. *I =ay, you fellows, shut
that door!” i

Nugent shut the

HEBEetter not talk about it now,
Bunter,” said Harry. * You shouldn'y
have gone down alone in lhe dark,

hap-

d-room daor,

Why did you go downi™

“Hungry.”

“Wha-a-at 3

“I woke up Thungry,”  muanbled
Bunter. *I thought I'd go down and

have a snack. Then—then I saw it!™

“Well, what did you see?” nSked
IIE.[‘IEF, as it was clear that Bunier woul
not drop the subject.

“The ghaost!™

“What sort of a ghost?"

A Highlandur‘, in kilt and plaid!™
gasped Bunter. “ Just like that picture
of the old laird 1 the hall e was
stalking along in the hall below when
I got to the middle landing. I—1 juct
saw the eagle feather in lis bonuet
first, and—and wondered whal it wes,
and thﬁn I saw ham! Ide looked at
me——

Bunter shuddered from head to foof.

The juniors exchanged glances,

That Bunier had suan_auytl:i_n%; of the
kind seemed to them imposzible. The
sirange circumstances of their arrival
at Lochmuir, the legend of the haunted
house, and a heavy supper, accounled
for it, to their minds. But the Owl of
ihe Remove was taking 1t seriously, amd
wag plainly frightened almost out of
his fat wits,

“Tie looked al me!” repeated Buanter,
“His eyes were like=like burning coals!
His face was nearly hidden in Ins plaid,
and I only zaw hiz eyes—burning I

He shuddered again.

“Then I think 1 dropped my cannllo—
it was all dark, and I didn't see him
again. L think I called for help,”
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In silence the juniors looked In at the open doorway. A single candle glimmered on & rough table. On a bench sat an old man
elad in the Highland costume, very worn and torn. He was playing a mournful dirge on the bagpipes, and did not look up as

the juniors arrived at the doorway. (Yee Chapier B.)

*I think you did!" said Bob Cherry,
with a faint grin,

“Ow! It was awlol! shivered
Bumter, “I—I say, you fellows, I'in
not going to sleep alone afler ilms! 1
say, can't we get away from this place
to-night ¥

* Bearcely,” said Harrey, "1z jolly
nearly morning. Get 1o sleop and for-
gel all about it, Bunter.”

“I'm hungry 1™

“What "

“Hungry ! said Bunter,

The umorvs slared at him, amd Mick
chuekled, "The scare of the ghosl had
rot, apparvenlly, affeeted  Dunler’s
appelite.

“SBome of yon fellows go and wel me
g snack,” saidl Bunler. “You say you
ain't afraid of phosts!"”

Dol Cherey langlied.

T go!™ he sawd,

“We'll come with you,”
Bull quickls.

There waa a roar from Bunter:

“I say, vou fellows, don’t you leave me
alone ! Yaropooh !

“1 wili slayfully remnain with the
esteemed funky DBunter,” =aid Horree
Jamset Ram Bingh. And he zal on the
ide of the bed. Dilly Bunter snuggled
under the bodelolhes,

The other fellows, taking the candles,
lefr the room and went down the stair-
cace.  They looked up and down pas

said Jobuny

sages and into empty rooms, and scanned

shadowy corners and recesscs of the
old house. DBut thers was no trace fo
be seen of the ghost that had frightencd
Bunler. Then they repaived 1o the
kitchen, and sccured g supply of pro-
visiona for the Owl of the Hemove, and
refnrned to the bed-room.

Bunier sat up n bed and ale.

Ha ate rnvmmus'!;g': but evidenily not
with hiz nsual enjoyment. His oves
biinked to nvight and lelt and over
hiz shoulders continually.  Bob Cherry
gave a deep yawn,

“Well, I'm going back to bed,™ ho
retnarhed,

“I—I =awx. wou fellows, don’'t mo tn
hed: All of you =it up tnamight aond
keep ma company ' excluinred Dunder,

“Then I shall be able to gob zome
sleap—szee?”

“Ha, ha, ha! T don't think!”

Dol took his candle and walked away
ip his room, and Nugont and Johnny
Bull {ollowed his example,

“TH ostay il you like, Bunfer,” said
Aick.

“Why can’i vou all stay®™
Bunter. “I should feel safer.
saw suell selfsh fellows ¥

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned,
sl girolled awayv to bed, IIavey Whar-
ton remamedd,

W e'll gel some biankets hero and
camp, Mick,”™ he said, * We don't want
thal Fai ass Lo be Prightened into a O

“h. veally, Wharton A

“Hight-ho ™ zatd AMick.

- There was an immense ancient eoncl
in the raom, alone one side, on which
three or four fellows conld have camped.
VWharton ami Mick fotehed Blankets aisl

runled
naver

mllows, aml arrapged thein on  the
couch,

“Loave the lamp  burning,”  said
Dhurnifter crowaily,

The Inmp waz left bourning, In a

fow mitetles move Dunter, veplele with
nosecowd  sapper,  was smmking  infe
atnmber, and his deep and  resopani
snove echoed throngh the room.

Aick 11.-'1.1;11{-& azleer on the couch,
rolledd i Manketz.  Harey Wharten
elosed Tits eyves, e sleep came zlawly.

Bunler's snore helped to keep lim
awake.

He sal up on the eanch, and watched
the woonlight at the window, The lamp
Lurned  low, amd Wharton  res=e  and
fnrmed it ot The room wes Jdinly
Lighted now Ly ihe glimmering moon-
light,

ITarvey Wharlan walked te and fin
for o e, Loping to tire himself into
dronattie=s, Then he went at lazt Lo
the casement awd looked ont,  Irom
the witadow the roived castle of Loch.
mnir was vi-ible, shattered walle gl
casenel! s 2id battlemeni: losming cerily
in the dimmre-: of the noan, i

Boddenly Wharten gave o
siart,

: U e ol badiemonled wall, wheve
e oaticdenn davs defemaer: of the castla

violent

had looked down on their foes approach-
mg by the road up from the loch, a
strange figure appeared.

Wharton stared at it blankly.

. It was the figure of a tall Highlander,
in kilt and plaid and bonnet with eagle
plume.  Full in the glimmering light
of the moon it appearcd, pacing the old
battlentents,

Wharton rubbed his eves; and leaked
again. Was  he  half-asleep  and
treaming ?

The moon sailed behind a dark bank
of clouds. All waos darkuness now, and
he could ere nothing,

He watched with beafing heart till

the moon reappeared.  Once wore the
pale, ghostly light gleamed on  the
crumbling battlemenis,
_ But the plaided figare had vanished—
iE ever it had been there. The moon-
lizht glimmered on crumbling stone aml
moss and gleaming ridges of snow,

Wharton breathed hard.

What had e seen? Whas it o Lrick
of the imagination? Qr——

e veturned to the couch where Mick
wis sleeping peacefully. Bt sleep did
not visit Wharton's evesz till the winter
sun was: pliminering in af the casement,

—

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
The Mystery!

O CHERRY was first up in the
mornugg, 1t was not long before
the others followed. lis oxample

_ —further sleep would have been
d1ﬂ‘|q".||l; whett once  the Enr‘rgolic Bal
was afoot,.  Even DBilly Bunter, with
lened protestz, was routed ont. But a
zoent of cooking from the kitehen com-
forted ‘Bunter; in spite of the nnmber
and extend of hiz suppers, he was more
than ready for breakfnat,

Boli had constituied himsel!  cool.
ITe twrned otk o substantial brealfast,
und The party disposed -of it round the
roaring LKilchen fire with great comfort
and satisfaction.  Snoew had begun to
fall with the dawn. and the white flakes
floated down thickly past the old win-
dows,  But the Greviriars party were
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feeling quite cheery now—even Billy
Bunter was cheery. (Zhosts or no ghosts,
there was plenty of tuck—and in the
daytime, at least, Bunter was not afrawd
of phosts,

After breakfast Bunter was left suifl
busy, and the juniors turncd out info

the frosty air,

“Ripping  air, Bob
Cherry.  *Jolly healthy up here! It's
a queer old show, bnt T hke .

“If you fellows would like to clear
——" bepan Mick,

"“No fear!™

“I medn 1 shouldnt mind; this isn't
exactly tha kind of Christmas 1 asked
you for,” said Mick ruefnlly.

“AMy dear chap,” said Bob, ‘*a Christ-
mas without a ghost wouldn’t be the
genutine article, wouldn't change this
show [or anything"

“Hear, hear!”

“0f course, T should have to stick
i,"” snid Mick, “The pater and Aubrey
will be here +to-day or to-morrow,
They're brnging some friends with
them. But—="

“Wa'll pet the place ready for them
zomchow;” zaid Harry Wharton. “ First
thing 13 to get our baggage up from
Bandy PBean's cottame,  As  there's
nobody to fetch it, we shall have to
covry 1t ourselves, Then weo've got io
findd out whers the servanis have gone,
and get them back if possible.”

The juniors walked down ihe l'ﬁllgh
rond to the loch., On the broad shect
of water, washing the foot of the hill,
ithe zsun gleamed and reflected. Snow
was falling in light flakes, but thrt}liifl
it was a gleam of winter sunshine, The
kkaen, invigorating air of the mountain:
made the Greyfriarz juniors feel bright
and cheerful, On the way down to the
loch Wharton told his comrades of what
he had seen—or fancied he had secn—
from the window in the night.

“ Half-asleep and dreaming, old chap,”™
said Boh.

And Wharton wondered whether that
was the explanation. Certainly, in the
gleaming frosty day, what he had secn
sparmed fantastically impossible.

They found Sandy Bean's door on the
latch, but the old piper was not to he
seen. The mext few hours weve ueon-
pied in conveying their baggope (o
Lochmuir.

Bunter was set to cooking, ond a
substantial lunch was produced, alter
which the party set out to explore the
neighbourhood, and to discover, if they
could, some clue to the strange disap-
pearance of the servants,

Billy Bunter loudly protesied that he
wanted s npap after lunch; but he de-
clined to remaip alone in the house, so
he toddled, grumbling, after the others
when they started. .

There wos no  habitation, excepting
Sandy Bean's cottage, anywhere near
Lochmuir, though in the glen the
juniors found traces of ancient habita-
tions long destroyed—the cabins of
Highlanders who had been burnt out
hy Cumberland's dragoons after the re-
bellion of 1745, Fire and sword had
wasted the land in thosé eld days, and
the clan and the chief of the MacDermid
had perished together; the lands and
the ruined castls had passed into the
hands of strangors.

Only old Sandy Bean remained. to
mourn over a past forgotten by others,
lingering like & phantom in the demesne
whero his forefathers had dwelt.

In the late afterncon the jumers, rn
turning from a long ramble, came on
the old piper. .

They found Sandy Bean rstanding on
a rock, looking over the waters of the
loch. He was standing Bke a hgore
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carved in stone, and did not glance at
the party as they came uﬂ. 1t Hashed
mté Wharton's mind as he looked at
the cld man that Sandy Deen was not
gquite in his right senses. There was
something strange and unearthly in the
old man's look, and the wild, solitary
tife he had led for long years could
starcely have falled to affect his intel-
leet. A moan who in the twentieth
century was stifll Dbrooding over the
events of the '45 must be, at least, ihe
vichim of an ohbsession. The piper of
the MacDermid was livingty as it were,
not in his own days, but m the days of
his father's grandfather.

“Let's speak to him,” sand Harry in
a tow voice. ' He's the only chap living
anywhere near Lochmuir, and he may
know something of what happencd here
vostorday.,  SBomething must have hap-
pened o geare the servanrs away.”

'T'ho juniors stopned.

“Halle, haile, halla?”

groeled  Toh

Lheery cheerilv, in & voice tha! boomesd

across the climmmering walers of ihe
lach.,
The old man turned his heald. Wil

n native courtesy he dolfed his Bigh-
loud bonnel, though bis gonarled face
expressed nothing.

Iurry Wharkten procesded ta expiain
to Bandy., The old man lisienegd withoot
# change of a muscle i3 his foee: 0
almost seomed that he did not lesr
what was said to him, Bzt when
Wharton had finished be ﬁ}mhe_

“They flecd ! ho suid briefy.

“The servants were here yesferday,”
soncl arry.

Sandy Bean nodded.

“Did you see them pgot”

Another ned,

“DBut why

“They dared not remain in the hatls
of the MacDermid.”

“Bat why?™  =aid
“Why did they go?”

A wrinkled smile crossed  Sanmdy's
egnarled face for a moment.

“They zaw the laird!”

“Oh my hat! The ghost?”

Another nod,

“And that scared them away:™

MNaod,

“YWa were expecting the car lo bwe
sent to Muirland to bring us {o ihe
housge,” said IHarry., *We haven't found
a car in the garvage at Lochmuir. Did
lexi_gﬂ in the car?”

i o) 11

Wharlon agnin.

“Did they leave no message for us?’

“None!”

“The fupky asses!” growled Tob
Cherry. “Your pater will jolly well
sack tha lot far thiz, Mick. If they're
seared so bad as thal they won't be
coming back.”

“Not likely 1™ saud Mick ruefully.

Sandy Bean turned away and resumed
his contemplation of the loch., Te
sepmed to forget the presence of the
JUnGTs,

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on io
the house, puzzled and pgrplexed.
What waz best to be dene in the strange
circumstances they did net know. The
early winter dusk was faliing, and the
snow was thickening., They wers glad
to get into the house again and 1o build
+ huge log fire in the spacious fireplace
in the old hall.

As the darkness decpened round the
house Billy Bunter began to cast uneasy
blinks about him. An ample supper
cheered up Bunter, but the wail of the
rising wind startled snd  scearved  him.
The ghost of the previeus night was
fresh in his memory,

“I say. you fellows,
clear!” he growled,
{‘hristmas holiday ™

“Shut up, Buniert!”

wa  onght Lo
Sl thes oo

“I tell you the place is haunted——"
* Bow-wow |”
The juntors stacked logs on the fire

and sat vound 1it, chatting, whle the
night grew older.

= L--E sy, - you  fellows, what——
What was  that®”  exclaimed Bunier
sucldenly,

“What—"

“Hark 1™

From smnewhere in the house came a
soumnid—a strange sound. It was a low,
faint, echoing wail.

“ Wus—was that the wind ™" mutiered
Db,

Wharton shook his head. Ile knew
that it was not the wind. The sound was
in' the house, echoing fainily, cerily, in
ihe diun old pessages and deserted rooms.
He rose iguiuii;.r antd took up a candle.

“Come on '™ he nmuticiod,

1 aay, you fellows——"

The juniors cid nof heed Bunter. They
fotlowed Wharlon., The wailing sound
wad tepeated, and Wharton followed n,
helding up the candle, nifo a din ~tone
corvidor that led towards the raibs,

“Look ! yelled Boly Chervy, staveled,

Full before thoiy oves loosmmed up &
stratge fgure—the figure of a Hhghland
chiel in kilt and plaid, the heavy folds of
the :r[u:i;l a1t :;n::n'#_-l'ihg' kb Tace, re-
veahing to view ouly a puir of strunge,
brming eyes, o utler winnzemond sined
terror the juniors crowded back from the
apparition. Tho lizure was advoncing
TEpRCH !iu:m, aned  witly obe wecord  he
yersiors rushed back into the lighted hall
There, with pale Taces, they stared back;
hat the Ggnre had not followed.

For sone minutes there was deep
silence, broken only by the erackling of
the logsa.

Wlarton set his (ceth,

“lt's a trick—a trick of somie sortl”
L panded, " Comwe on—we re gomg 1o
ape this through!™

He seized a lamp, and led the way hack
to the stone passage. From ond 1o eug
the junios searched it: but the appari-
tion had vanished. Phantom or not, it
was gonhe, leaving no trace hehind.

The juniors gathered in the hall again.
They were stavtled and shaken, Banter
was quivering with terror, and mm-
bling. Suddenly, in the silence, came &
loud sound without,

Hoot ! hoot!™

Tt was a motor-hovn.

Wharten rushed to the big oak door
and flung it open. Outside, on the nowy
drive, gleamed the lights of & molor-car,
From the car desconded a traveller
wrapped in a fur coat, and ibe Jights
gleamed on the handsome face of Avhvey
Angel.

* Aubrey 1™ shonted Mick.

And he van out fo greel Tis hrother,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Aubrey!
3 UBREY ANGEL stoml hefore the

leaping lire, a smile on his hand-
some face. It was rather a
cynical  smile.  Bob  Cherry,
thoughifully hospitable, had taken the
chauffenr into the Litchen to supply him
with refreslhments after his ardnous drive
to Lochmuir. Angel listened to what tha
juniors had fa tell him with seaieely
polite attention. It was guite clear, from
hiz look, that he regavded the story of
the spectral Highlander as ail mioen-
<hine, and Harry Wharton and Co. as the
vietins of an attack of norves,
The Co. had almost forgotlen {hair
dixlilke of Aubrey Angel; but the mock-
inz look on his handsome fare veninded

(Centinued on page 17.)
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WANTEDR Lo write to nvy pater
yoesterday. Ay supply  of
pucket-rioney had  dwindled
tdown to three-halfpence, so I
thought I'd give the old man a gentle
reminder,

Wriling Jetters 15 a fearful fag,
however., Besides, my fountain-pen
has a tendency to leak, and iy sheds
big biots all over the paper. And
my pater has o horror of blots.

“Why nel pop into Quelchy's
shidy amgd nse his t{puu‘riiﬂr?” ang-
gested Bnoop. “ You'll be onite
safe, Quelchy’s oud rolling.”

“A  very . happy  suggesilion,
Snoopey 1 I said, brightening up.
“1 know how fo use a typewriler,
and 1 won't tuke me {ten minutes Lo
knock oft a letter 1o fthe pater.™

B T toddled along to Quelchy's
sivdy, and found it umnohahited.

The {ypewriter was on the desk, all
ready for use. T inserled o sheet of
paper, and started to type my lettor;
but I soon made the tragie discovery
that there was someibing wrong.
The letler “¢ " had heen broken, and
it refused to come out at all.

Nothing daunted, however, T wend
ahead with my letler, and tn place of
the letier “e™ I substiluted an
H'-":. ¥

P'm afrvaid my letter had vather a
comical appearance by the fime it
was lpished., This is how 1ib looked :

%

:
;

s,

¥

“My dxar Tafxr—Tusl a fxw
linxs to inform you that my pockxl-
monxy has run short. I'vx only got
about  thrax-halfpxumex.  Will you
plxasx sxnd mx five bob at onex, so
that I can hold a study cxlxbralion
for thx bxnxfit of my pals.

“I'm gxtting on gquitx wxll af
Greyfrines, but I wish I was n a
highxr Form than thx Rxmovx. Old
Quxlchy, our Form mastxr, is a bxast
and a tyrant. Hx gavx mx 100 linxs

only this morning, bxcausx I wasn't
paving attxnlion during thx Ixsson,
“Quxlchy is out golfing at thx
momxnt, so I am taking thx oppor-
tunity of using his typxwritxr.. Onx

¢ of thy Ixitxrs has gonx wrong, so I

g
|

g

* am using thx lxitxe *x ' insixad, and

Supplement ]

3

AR SRR

Telated by Aimself

I hopx vou will bx ablx fo undxr-
siand thes Ixtixr.—Your afxclionatx
0T,

"“"Haporp,™

Rather o comical letter, you will
agree: but you must blame Quelchy
for it, not me. The nold buffer
shronldn’t have broken his typewriter!

It occurred lo me afierwards that
I might have left the leiter "oV
blank, and flled it in aflerwards in
ik, Dut the deed wazs done now,
and the letter would have to stand.

I was burrowing abont [or an

envelope, when suddenly I heard a

guick footstep in the passage. It
zent cold shivers down my spime.
(uelchy  was  returning  from  his
golling cxpedition!

Before
searce Lhe door was thrown open, and
Guelehy strode into the study.

“Skinner ! he thundered. ** What
are you deing here "

“ Ahem !

“ Answer me, Skinner !

“1—I thoenght you wouldn't mind
your favourtio an:i] borrowing your
typewriler, sir!” I staramered.

* Favourite pupil " roared Quelchy.
Yo are uo favonrite of mine!  Let
me see what vou have been typing '’

The fot was in the fire now, with
a vengeance ! Quelchy saw the letter
T had wrilten, and the unfaliering
réference to lhumself. and he flew io
a fearful paddy. He picked up his
cane, ahd lanl into me good pnd
proper, ag the saving goes.  And 1
sha'n't horrow Quelchy's “tapper ™
acain in & hurry !
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had time to make mysalf

By
HARRY
WHARTON.

EDITORIAL'!

UR special number 1his week
deals chiefly with the art of
letier-writing. It i5 almost a
lost art mowadays. In the

ruzh and scurry of modern life, very
few people have a chance o wrile
leiters prapecly, even if they tronble
to write them at all! The telephone
and the wireless service have helped
to make letter-writing o buck number,
Ii you want lo give a message to your
pai you either ring him up or com-
muntcate with him by wireless if you
are lucky enough to be able io get
in touch with him by this means.

Probably 1he best lotter-writer the
world has even known was Lord
Byran., His letlers are masierpioces
of deseripiive writing. But thirgs
have changed sinee Byron's day. Al
that time there was noe telegrvaph,
telephone, or wireless service. Coun-
sequently, letler-writing was the anly
means of communication with distant
fricnda: and in those davs letiers took
a jolly long time to geb to their
destination! They didn't hdave three
or four deliveries a day, like we now
have in our large towns.

Mozt people find letier-wriline a
fearful  bore. When a Greyfriars
fellaw writes home, his lotter seldom
occupies more fhan a hali-sheet of
notopaper,

This is the usual style of lelicr:

“Trear Molher,—Just a few lines
hoping you are quite well, as it leaves
me at present.—Your loving

“* PERCY."

Personally, T think it would Le a
splendid thing if the avt of letter-
writing was revived. For although
we may not enjoy writing lelters, our
friends always enjoy receiving them.
The posiman iz afwa:.rs a weleome
gueat, and a letler Trom a true pal
will transform a gloomy morning
infa a bright and sunny one. How-
ever, I am not seiting out fo preach,
because I'm aware that T am a shock-
ing correspondent myself! There is
guite a pile of letiers on my desk
awatling apswers, I have put off the
joby from day to day, but I shall have
to tackle it sooner or laier. 8o I'll
ack onm that most excellenl maxim
and [0 I NOW !

HARRY WHARTON.

Tir MaogxeT Lisrany.—No. 320,
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BOB CHERRY :

The only letters that I label *“lucky
letters ” are those which contain remit-
tances! A letter asking me if I am guite
well, as it leaves the writer at present,
always leaves me cold, I've had quite
o legion of lucky, letters in my time, but
I think the Iuckiest was thet which con-
tained a “tenner’” from my palernal
relative. IHe woke up one morning in a
generous mood, and I only wish these
generous moods would ocenr about seven
times & week |

BILLY BUNTER:

The luckiest letter I ever resceved
wasn't really intended for me at all)
One of my distant relations wizhed to
sond young Sammy & quid, Ie wasn't
surg of Sammy's inillals—being a very
distant relation—so he simply addressed
the onverlope to *Master Bunter.” 1
bagged the lotler, hkewise the remittanse |
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HOW TO WRITE
LETTERS!

By Billy Bunter.

THE

L5 s
Py ol

* “fhe Tostman often bnr@_;}-; pleasant SUrprises

Howwe people sneer av begging-letier
writers, and call them all sorts of horrid
names, But, beleeve me, it iz guite a
work of art to write a letter which will
voax & remittanse oui of anyone,

It's not & bit of use writing home io
your people and saving: “Pleese send
me-& fiver by return of post.” They will
turn & deaf car to such a blunt rekwest.
You want to wrep it up in a skilful
manner. That is toe say, your letter
should deal with totally different top-
picks, and the rekwest for & remit-
tanse should be a posteript—a sort of
afterthought.

Lot me give you an eggsample of what
I mean., Hear is a letter I sent to my
Uncle Bob a fow days ago:

“Dear Uncle Bob,—I trussed you are
in the pink, and that cverything in the
garden is lovely, oz it leeves me at
prezzant,

“1 played footer for the Remove the
other day, and kicked six goles, in-
clooding the winning one.

“1 am making hne progress with my
lessens—in fact, Mr. f:suelﬂh sava 1'mn &t
dead cort. [or the spelling prize this
Year,

Qur gontribulors cho
eboul their luckiest terters,

It didn't come oul for a long time
thai the quid had been intended for
Sammy,  When my miner eventually
got to know of it there was weeping
and nashing of melars!

DICK PENTFOLD:

Lucky letters from my betters seldom
come my way; but Bull and Teddy and
everybody has them, strange to say!
Rich relations send donations to  the
ather chaps, but T'm dejected and neg-
lected, Luck will change, perhaps!

DICK RUSSELL:

My luckiest letter—shall I ever forget
fhe theilling mwoment when it arvived’—
was from the editor of a pﬂlpnl:ar weekly
paper, informing me that I had won a
prize in a football competition, 1I'm not
gaing to say how much I woh, or Billy
Bunter wili haunt me day and night,
cadging for a loan! Wish & few mors

“Bammy iz still as plump as ever,
and he sends his kind regards., He is
m good helth, but hizs white mice have
got hooping-koff,

“You are always in our thoughts,
dear uncle—not bekawse you happen
io be a welthy batchelor, but bekawse
we have a4 genuine and sinseer recard
for you. You are a real brick, and we
wish you every posterity.

“With fond love, I remane,

“Your alfeckshunate nevvew,
“BILLY.

“PE—A pood way of dodging
Excess Prophet Duty is to send large
suma of munny to your nevvews from
time to time.”

Now that's what T eall & really top-
hole letter. Cunningly worded, if you
fike; but then you have to employ aun-
ning if you want to skweeze a remittanse
out of anvhody.

Unecle Bob turned up trumps his
morning with a tanoer postle-order, so
I am now as vich as Crowsns,  And all
bekawse T had mastered the art of beg-
ging-lotter writing !
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A MERRY CHRISTMAS

AND

A PROSPEROUS NEW YEAR

FROM
THE EDITOR 472 STAFF.
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GREYFRIARS HERALD.

lacky letiers would come my way. They

vielieve the montony of life,

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Which I ain’t in the habit of recewing
otters, lucky or otherwise. Nobody
never writes to me, and I never writes to
nobody!  What J says 15 this here—
letter-writing 13 all very well for them
what have had & good edification; but o
man Like me, what ain't wsed to stiing-
ing words and sentences together, makes
a sorry mess of it when he tries to write
e Jetter., Desides, it costs three-half-
pence a time to send & letter, end I ean
find a better use for my hardearned
money [

DICKY NUGENT:

My majer frank gets all the Lucky
Letters & nobody ever thinks of poor
little Me & i'm fed-up with not reseev-
ing no news from nowhere & 'm jolly
well going to start writing a lot of letlers
and posting them to myself]

HAROLD BEINNER:

I can't say which was my luckiest
letiar, but T know wlich was my
unluckiest ! * Dear Harvold, I am send-
ing vou five pounds,” it began. I had
visions of hshing a crisp bankoote oaut of
the envolope.  But alas! The letter con-
tinued: “As zoon as I receive o splis-
factory report about you from your
Form master!” Now, Quelchy pever
sends & satisfactory report about me, and

he never will; so it's good-bye lo my

hopes of geliing a “fver "1
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It ON “TICK”!
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{The following dialogue was overheard
in Friardale post-office.)

BILLY BUNTER: *“Good-morning,
maam] I want you to despatch
this telegram for me”

PORTMIESTRESE: “Very gooil, Master
Dunter, That will be threc-and-six-
pence. It is rather a lengthy wire”

BILLY BUNTER: Abem! I-I hap-
pen io be short of cash at  the

moment, ma'am, but if you'll [ef me
send  this telepran on  tick, I'H
settle with you as soon as my postal-
order comes.  I've bheen expecling it
overy day For the last five years.”

POSETMISTRESS: “We don't transacr
buzinezz on  those termaz,  Alastey
Bunter. Three-and-six. please, or
this telegram canneot go.”

BILLY BUNTER: “Yah!
Ofliee i3 & beastiv Draud! 1 shall
withdraw mv patronage! T won't
sond anothor lelegram in my lLife, so
there I¥

‘Lxit BUNTER in deep dizgust.}

The Post

f]

il |
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Wixth Form passage, and tapped
on the door of Wingate's study,
- YComa in!™ f&llef the captain
of Greyfriars, in gruff tones.

Tire fat junior promptly stepped in-
side.  Wingate, wlo was in the act of
writing a letter, lurned his head as
Bunter entered. On sceing that his
visilor waz nobody of any consequence,
he went on writing.

' Please, Wingate, I've brought my
lines—-""

“Wait I snapped Wingate,

So Dunter waited. And, being of an
ingeuisite turm of mind, he crept
stealthily uwp to Wingate, whase hack
was towatds him, in order to discover, if
poszible, what the captain of Greyiriars
was wirlting.

Wingate's pen was travelling swiftly,
and waos mnnhinﬁ the foot of the sheet
of notepaper. Billy Bunter; standing on
lip-toe and peering over the wriler's
shoulder, was startled fo sea  theso
words 1 —

“1 mean fo resign the caplainey.™

“My hat!™ breathed the fab junior,
fairly guivering with excitement,

Having come to the end of the page,
Wingate laid down his pen for a
moment, and turned to Bunter, wheo had
stealthily dodged back a yard or two.

“Let me see your lines[" said the
Groviriars capraim, enptly.

Bunter handed over his imposition.

Wingate glanced through the pages of
spider-like scrawl, and gave a grunt,
U Very carelessly written,” he said,
“but it will .do, Cut off now, and sec
i wou can meanage fo keep out of
tronble for & day ar two.”

Billy Bunter rolled o the door, andg
took hiz departure,

Straight to No. 1 Study the fat junior
went, his little round eves fairly glean.
ing with excitement,

The Fameus Five of the Remove were
at tea, when Dlly Bunter burst in npon
them like a boisterous pale.

“T sav, vou fellows, heard the latest?
Old Wingate's poing to vexien!”

Billy Bunter had expeeted hiz news to
make an impression, Apd it did! Harry
Wharlon and Co. looked up from their
plates, and stared blankly at their in-
formant.

“Iz this another of vour nventions,
Bunter?" asked Wharton, after a8 pause.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Anvhedy
would think I was in the habit of telling

fibs! It's a fact about old Wingate re-
s,
“How do son  know " growled

Johnny Buall,
“Ahem ! Wingate told me so himself,
not 1wo minuies ago. YWo re preal pals,

'BiLL‘f BUNTER rolled along the

i [ |

i ﬂ

HHEE

me and old Wingate. We don't have
any secrefs from each other. ' DBunty,
old boy,” he said, * I'm fed up with the
ceptainey of Greyfriars, and [ mean to
resign.”

“Ha! ha! ha”

A peal of langliter followed Bunter's
statement. The wea of George Wingate
?'“k'“i.the egregions Owl of the Remove
into iz confidence strnck the Famous
Five as being decidedly comical.

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the
hilarious guintetie,

“ Beasts!” he snorted. “I'm giving
you the straight goods, but you don't
seem to believa me,. Wingate's going to
chuck wp the eaptainey, 1 tell voy !¥

“Gammorn *"

“Bogh 1"

“Tha i:ﬂ:rsl]fﬂ’lﬂ&s-’. is tercifie !

““ Let this be a lesson to you nol
to read other people's letiers !
rapped Wingafe.’ '

“Very well,"” =zaid Dunter, glowering
ot the Famous Five. “If vou don’t
believe me, go and ask old Wingate.
And if vou find I've told von a whop-
per, voure at liberiy fo give me a
reegrd bumping 1M

Harry Wharton and his chums looked
hard at DBunter. They hegan 1o think
there must be something in it, ar he
1.'{-‘.:-1“(1 never have made an offer like
that.

Tho juniors felt uneasy. Wingate of
tha  Bixth siood vers high in  their
asteem, It was havdly ton mneh to say
that they hevo-worshipped the stalwart,
manly skippor of Greviviars,

If Wingate resigned the captatney, il
would be a tragedy. Greyiviars could
ill-aftord lo lose the serviees of such a
beader,

MDesides, in ihe cvent of Winpgale re-
sigiiingr, who would Sl the vacaney?

The Jnnices had a boreihle fesr that a

By Mark Linley

cal like Gerald Loder might step inlo
Wingate's shooa.

“I think we'd better step along and
zec old Wingate, and find out if there’s
any truth in this,” said Bob Cherry.

“Hear, hear!” »aid Nugent.

Billy Bunter's aves sparkled, He wiy
*“‘P’“%. that the Famous Five would
leave him alone in the _study, 2o that he
conld finish their tea for them.

But the glutton of the Remove was
soon disillusioned. Harry Wharton's
gms&} descended on his collar,

"This way, Bunter! You're coming
with us to Wingate's study.”

“Oh, erumbs!’”

“March him aleng!™ said Rob Chorey,

Rilly DBunter was whirled slong the
winding corvidors unfil the Sixth Fors
guarters wers reached.

Wharton tapped at the door of Win-
gate's study, and the proecssion filed in,

“What the thunder——?" began Win-
gate, in amazernent,

“Borry to disturb you, Wingaie,” said
Harry Wharton, ™ bug Bunter's been to
ns with & yarn that you're going to re
signthe ceptainey, Any truth in it "

“Certainly not!'"

There was a murmur of relief from
the Famous Five, and a gasp of dismay
frnmf]'jilly Bunter. )

“You—yon'rea not going to resigu
Wingate 7 faltered the fat junior, L

id ﬁ i

“ Pub—but vou digtinetly saud in vour

letter, *I mean to resign the cap
tainey * 1™

Wingete looked grim.

“Bo you've heen spying on  me,
what!” he said, *“You must have

peeped over my shoulder while I was
writing. Matter of fact, you've only
got half the story. I certainly wrote the
words you meniion, Lot it wes not a
complete senteace, It is continued on
tha next page. The conplele sentence
reads: ‘I mean to resign the captainey
when 1 leave Greyiriars, and not be-
forel® ¥

“Oh!

_ Billy Bunter realised that he had
jumped too hastily to conelusions.

Wingate was not resigning the cap-
tainey, after all., And the Famous Five
were glad,

Bul Bunder had no canze to be glad.
Wingate irit-kml up an ash-plant and ad-
mimistered o couple of stinging euts on
cach of DBunter's fat palms.  Wild yells
of angnish floated through the stuedy,

“There ! panted Wingate,  * That'l)
he a lesson to von not to read other
prople’s Ietters in fatnre !

Bui if Wingaie ihinks that Bunter
will ever be cured of his curiosity, he's

il
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DID COMMUNICATIONS!

Addressed by the Editor to Yarious
People in the Public Eye.
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To GERALD LODER (Sixth Form).

Most Pompous Personago,—I hear you
have started n sort of Anti-Herald
League—a movement which has for ats
object the suppression of our little sup-
plement.  You say it {s an appalling
“pag,” and you describe jts contents as
“ypadulterated  pifle ™ and  utter
balderda=sh,"”

The fact is, my dear Loder, some of the
articles in the * Greyiriars Herald ™ are
a jolly sight teo candid and outspoken
for vour liking. The Herald i no
respocter of persons, and it oftens puts
prefecis  in the pillory-—-when they
dezerve it. You dow't like being critic-
jseal and shown up; and s0 you are goung
to do your best—or rather, your worsi—
to get the paper squashed, Dut you will
never succeed, my lean, lanky lamp-post
of a Loder! The Herald is too desply
rooted in the affections of Dritish boys,

We shall spend no a’{eerniass mlghls O
account of your precious Anti-Herald
League; and we cheerfully raise the
sword of defiance against the biggost
tvrant in the school!

Yours contemptususly,
Harny WITARTOX,

To HORACE COKER (Fifth Form).

Dear * Funnyewnis,”—You have been
lifting up your voice in Jamentation, and
asking why the Head deesn’t appoint
vou captain of Groyiriars, as you ave
zuch a brilliani “skoller ¥ and such a
clever *atherlete,”

Before the Head took such a step as
you sugoest, he would need to be clean
off hiz rocker! 'The captain of Grey-
friars wants brains in his neddle—not
sawdust ; and vou will have to wait uniil
the Millenniure arrives befors you find
yourself in that oxalted position.  You-
can think yourself lucky that a fellow
who can't spell & word with-more than
five letters in it has asfnr&d so_high as
the Fifth Form. Stuictly speaking, you
ought te take your .lessone with the
Ba%\es of the First! .

T.et me also add that the captain of
Greyfriars: should possess the _-{ruahfmu-
tion of Leing a good athlete. You, my
denr ‘Horase, are the biggest comedian
who ever kicked a football.the wrong
way. or held & cricket-bat by its blade !

When you see this letter, perkaps you
will stop wondering why the Head
doezn't appoint you captain of Grey-
friars!

Marrily yours,

HarrYy WHARTON.

Te MR PAUL PONTIFEX PROUT
{Mazter of the Fifth Form}.

Plump and Portly Pedagogue,—You
have been airing your views on the sub.
ject of shooting. You declare that riflo
and revolver shooting should be taught
in all schodlz, and that every youngster
pught to he & skilled shot.
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Please send me funds, and don’t be 1-8,

po e

—

With all respect, sir, I should like to
suggest  that there 15 quite enoagh
davger lurking about, from your Win-
chester repeater, without allowing fags
lo run smok with rifles, and revolvers.
As ¥ou are aware, a cerlain amount of
shooting instruction is given in the Groy-
friars Cadet Corps.  ‘This ought to be
civite sufficient. Bhooting is not nearly
suchh A fasmnating pastime asz f{ooter,
and -1, for one, am jnili glad we don't
have to spend halt our lives on the rifle
range

Just becavse you happen lo be madly
in love with shooting, sir, that’s no
reason why it should be made a general
thing. "My, Lascelles 13 fond of his pipe;
hut he doesn’t inzizt that all the Grey-
{riavs  fellows should Tecome pipe-
smokers! The Head is fond of an hour's
rap after dinner:; boat he docsn't turn
round and say fo all the Greyiriars
chaps: “Go then and do likewise [V

Yours, with duc respect,

Harry WHaARTON.

Pr——

To WILLIAM GOSLING (Keeper of
the Gata).

Dear Ol Fossil,—Allow us to con-
gratulate you an the occasion of your
ninety-ninth birthday! At least, weé
assume if is your ninety-ninth, for judg-
ing by your venerable apd weather-

WRITING HOME
BY NUMBERS!

By DICK PENFOLD,

=

Dear Pater,—-I ara pleazed to si-8
That I am getting on frst-r-8;
In [z2ct, 1 do not hesit-8

To say that I feel simply gr-.

It gmives me pleasure to rel-d

I've zcored a doren goals, to d.8;
And very soon "twill be my {.8
To bag a dozen more—just w-8!

Please zive my love lo Sister K-8,

I hope these greetings aren't too 1-8;
But really, I abomin-3

This letter-writing, sad to st-8.

I shartly shall enjovy 2 pl-8

Of peaches, with my study-m-8:
He's making tea:; and if it's [-8,
He'll get o {ives-bat on his p-B!

My funds are in a shocking st-8,
For fresh supplies T st and w-8,
Expecting. at no distant d-3,

A “fiver ™ o eventu-B!

It's getting harvder to ere-8,
Fresh phrases from the figure 3.

Or I shall sing a hvion of h-8!
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beaten appearance, you've seen nearly a
hundred summmers and winlers. ;

Az o small token of the esteem n
which youn ars held, my venerable
patriarch, we have clubbed together to
buy you & birthday cake, It has been
sFec.mllj made by Mys, Mlmh!a, of tucks
shop fame, and we hopo you've enougl
fangs left to eal it with!

May wyou continuc to keep bale and
hearty for another hundred years, al
least ! That is the sincore wish of

Yours cheerily,
Hanny WHARTON.

To MARTER GEORGE TUBB (Third
Form]).

My Dear Infant.—We have just sent
Cosling o eake, on the ovcasion of his
ninoky-ninth  birithday; and we now
confer the same favour upon you.

Knowing that you beleng to the Army
of the Great Unwashed, we are sending
vou a fragrant snd delicions cake—ol
goap ! Please nole that it is to be taken
externally==not internally. We hopo
vou will use 1t regularly ¢very morning,
and not tnake it last about ten years!

Kiudly let uz know when you propose
to start operations with the zoap, It
will be a rare and relreshing spectacle,
to see Tubl tub!

Yours huemovously,

Hanxry WHaARTON,
.8, —Wg shall be pleased bo send any
of your grubby friends a similar cake,
if they eare ta apply o the editorial
office of the * Greyiriars Herald.™

To GERORGE WINGCATE (Caplain of
Grevirars).

My dear George,——Now that we are
fast coming to the end of the year, |
suppose the obuoxicus Loder will ones
again - be dveaming of wresting  the
caplainey from wou., This paper does
not, as a rule, lend itz pages for the
purpose of propaganda, bug I want to
assitre you  thal, should the aforessid
least challenge vou at the pell, we'll
wlly soon publish sufficient dala  to
{veeze away anvbody who thought of
woting for him!

A certain fai friend of onrs has said
that. we oughl to charge vou for ihis

snpport. We charged hin instead—into
the Pﬂ.ﬁ&iﬂg’c!
We support you becauwse you arg a

good fellow, and one of the best captaing
Grreyfriara has ever had., And we know
you'll never do anything 1o cause us lo
chgnge our gpinion !
Yours loyally,
1lamey WrarTON.

Te MRS, MIMBLE (The Tuckshop).

Dear Ma'am,~-IL haz vome lo onr
“herving ”' that you have sertously
theught of sclting off & portion of your
shop fov the sale of hot fried fish and
chips.  Whilst we should not think of
doing anything which would stop you
from carning your living, we do not think
Grreviriars 12 the * plawce ™ for that.

We look forward to a “skate’ now
and then, and some of uz are * dabs.”
DBut eother school: might “chip” us,
and then you wouldu't be the only one
to “hatter.” Ha, f you don’t mind, ler
the village have the sele right to that
tradn!

I3ut perhaps lhe news is all “cod ™9

Yours respectinlly,
Harry WHARTON,
(Supplement e,




EYERY
MONDAY,

r———

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE 15
TWOPENGCE.

E‘—-—..—:—r#m

THE PHANTOM OF THE HIGHLAXNDS |

(Conlinuwed from page 12.)

themy that he was siill Auvgel of the
Fourth, the supercilious cad of Grey.
[ranrs.

“lad ! what a story I deawled Angel
at last. " Ro there's no servants in the
plaee 17

“ Nobody but oursplves,™ aid Whar-
Edir,

“{h, gad! This looks like a jolly
Cheistavas, amd wo misdako 07

“We've got to lix something up before
the pader arrives,” =aid Mick.

Aopel =hook his head,

“The pater sncn arvivin'™ be answered,
®I1le's kept in London by election busi-
nes<, He's sorry, and all that —he sent 1o
elil of exenses—bot he simply can't pet
away from London, aftee all, for davs
ar & time, There won't be a gatheriong
bere for Christmas aftee ali.”

“Oh Y said Mick, blankly.

Auvgel amiled again. e was the
Iearer of rather -'.Ii‘*t‘.(]!l{.‘l-:'t‘!illg news ;) bt
it id not scem to distress him at all.

1 say, you fellows, 'm not going to
slay, anyhow,” sarl DBunter.,  “Now
there’s a ear here let's all get’ ont,”

“Best thing you can do,” said Angel
with & nod.  “The fact iz, L came up
expectin’ fo take Maurwe awav with me.
[ suppose you're fod up  with  this,
Mauriee 7™

Mitck coloured. Angel of the Fourth

deliberately ipnoved hid comvades, and

hrows bezan to darken among the Grey-
{rars Junors,

Mick looked at them.

"1 the fellows want to go, 1'm
ready,”’ he saud, "That 15, I'm r{*ad; 1o
let them go, but I don’t want to Fo.™

“Yeou don't want to stay on here,”
wrged Angel,

“Ido. 1 want to get to the botiom of
this ghost business, " said Miele, T want
to know what it means before 1 leave
Lochnuoar.™

“Whai rot!”’

“But I won't keep vou, Aubrey, if you
don't want o stay, ” eald Miclk, with an
effort. :

Angel shropeeld iz shoulders,

“Tt's understood that we're spending
(‘hriztreas together,™ he said, ' There's
nothin’ goin' on at hane—the pater
would bhe awyihin' byt pleased 1f we
furned up there. ITe's up to the neck
in pelitical business, That’s what comes
of ein® & member of the House of Chin-
wag, and havin' clection scarea sprung
on you suddenly by dashed politicians.
He's got to get busy gassing and promis-
ing. if Ie's to keep his seal. But we
van o to Kenney's place—Panl Kenney
will be glad to hove us. He's asked me.™

Hatry Wharton set lis lips.

He realised that Aubrey Angel would
be glad, if he could, to take s brother
awav, and leave the Groyfriars party
stranded for Christmas, now that it was
{og lete for orther arvrangemicntz to be
mpde.  The morrow was Christmas Eve,
Angel's olidl enmity had slept, but it was
not domd.  Sir Philip Angel's change of
plans guve Rim his ¢hanee, and he waa
(S [P I

But Mick was not hkely to 3l into
the trap.  (ihosts or no ghosts at Loch-
miir, festivities or no festivities, the
tivevliriaes party could not =pend thewr

Christinas in railway fravelling, to turn
up unexpectedly at their homes, Mick
had not the faintest wlea of following s
brother’s lead, and “letting down”' his
ruests,  The rhoughi did not even eross
s henest mind.

“We can pet away in the car,” re-
sumed Angel hightly, "1 daresay your
fernds will be glad te go after the scare
they've had.” He grinned.  “ The pater
won't  come, anyway —he ean'l.  Of
coutse, he says vou're to stay on here if
von ke, He thioks the house 13 staffed
and comfortable. 1 dam:;a}- he thinks o
sot of schoolhoys could enjoy a holiday
in a place like this——"*

“That's so, too,” smd Johnny Ball
“1I want nothing better, There’s plenty
to do here.”

Angel snecered.

“Well, I want somethin’ a little more
lively,” he eaid, "'The Christinas party
bein’ off, I want to be off too. As 1l
turna out that the place 1= descrted,
there's nothin’ to stay for. Mauriee, old
chap"—Angeol's voice was kind and affec-
tionate in speaking to his  brother—
“vou'll come hack with me®*®

Mick shook his head.

“We're hera for Christmas,” he =aid.
“T won't keep the fellows if they want
to clear; but I want to stay, and I want
thens to stay, i they will.™

“Of course we will,”? said Harry, * As
a mattor of fack, it's a bit too late to
think of anything elke. We could
scarcely met away from leve before
Uhristmas now. ™

“And we don’t want to,” said ol
Cherry, coming back Irom tue kitehen.
“Weo're all rfght here, and we're poing
to ece that jolly ohl ghost home before
we k!

“Maurice—"" urged Angel

“I'm staying ! .

Angel bit Ins lip.  ITe did not want to
go without his Brother, Lut it was plain
that he did not want to stay. He gave
the Greyfriars fellows a rather evil look.

“RBut you necdn’t hang on, Aubrey™
added Mick hastily., “You've got the
ear-——""

“T'm ostavin® if vou do.”’

“I want you to, old chap,™ sard Mk

sirm I%‘.
“l{". ell, that's seltled, then,” said
Avbrey Angel, more good-humouredly
than might have been expected, “1I'm
certainky not Eﬂin" and leavin' you heve,
Manrice. Let's make the hest of it

And, having made up his lofty mind
lo that, Aubrey Angel threw off his dis-
agreeable manner uml condescended to
make himsell pleasant to the Uhnistmas
party. That change in his manner was
u f;rr.:at. relief to Mick—which was pro-
bably the reason for the change.
Anbrey’s pffection for his young brother
was the ono guality that the Greviriare
fellows liked in him.  Bitter as Ins feel-
ings were towands Havry Wharton and
(o, Angel did his best to refrain from
disiressing Mick by a display of them,

After sapper Angel went up to his
rac—w hivh Mick haald ]Jl‘EPM‘Ed for ]ﬁm,
lighting a huge log lire. Aungel went up
first, juabably to smoke a cigarette or
two before going to hed, The parly sat
round the fire in the hall, chatung, buat

their chat was interrupted a couple of
minutes later, There was a hurried siep
on the stairs, amd Aubrey Angel came
runnitg down, lus face white and startled
and furious.

*“Who's
shouted.

“What's that 7"

“ Which of you?"

Angel’s eyes ran over the parly. They
were il present, and 1t was evident that
Angel bed expected to find one of them
missing.

"Then—then 1 wasn't one of you!®
he ejneulated, :

“One of us! What do vou mean?”
cuelaimed Wharton,

“There was somwhody In my room—
somebody dressed up ke a Highlander |

“Whia-at?”

I know there's a lot of old Highland
vig in the old presses here,” snapped
Angel, 1 thought one of yon felllnw--s
had dressed up to startle e, FU's some-
body, anyhow., 1le dodged out of the
other door of the voom oz I weot in,
Who was 1t " -

Silence.

“You muzt know ! exclaimed Anpel
angrily.  “Who's 1n the house besides
vourselves 1"

“Only the chaufeur who hrought you
hore, and he's in the kitchen,” said Dob
Cherry.

Angel knitted his brows,

“I'here's somebody else!
I tell you!l™

“"Ow! T's the—ihe gg-ghost!"”
walled Bunter. *“°I sny, you fellows, 1
sha'n't stay here any longer! Ow !?

“"Rot " snapped Angel.

Tt must be the same thing that we
saw 17 mutterad Frank Nogent, 1 =ay,
this iz getting rather thick !

“It's a trick of some sort!” growled
Angel.

I3ul he scemed <isinclined to go up the
staivs again, and he did not go to bed
before the others went. Ially DBunier
loudly refused to eleep alone, and Mick
camped on the couch in his roomn.  But
the night passed without further alarm.

playin  tricks here?”  hae

I saw i,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Good-bye !

i« g 'M going "
I iiilly DBunter made that an-

nouncement the next morning.
The chauffeur who had brought

Aubrey Angel vp from Dingwall was
¥rn] mring hiz car for tFIE return jomney.
Ie had stuved the night at Lothmuir,
Aubrey Angel would gladly have gone
back in the car, if Mick would have gone
with him; but Mick was adamant on
that point, and Angel had made up his
mind te it. Billy Buntoer's announcement
that he was going did not excite the
dismay in the Chrnstimas party that the
Owl of the Remove seemed to expect.

“I'm going!"” he repeated firiniy,
blinking round through his bag speclacles
after breakfast. *I'm not stending any
more of this!”

“Hurrah ! roared Bob.

" {3h, really, Cherry 1

“It's going to be a merry Christmas,
after nll!” sanl Bob heartily, and the
pmtors chuckled,

“ Beast ™

Billy Bunter was in carnest. The pariy
feared that he wasn't, buat he was, Ha
had very little packing to do, having re-
liedd on the other fellows for necossary
supplies during  his Christmins in the
Ilighlands. Ilis bag was put in the ecar,
nndd Bunter followed it in. Iarry Whar.
ion & Co. gathered round with souling
faccs to see hum off.

Tue Maoxer Liprary.—No. 328,
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“I sav, you feuows——"

“Good-bye, Bunter 1™

“Any  message  for  your
Wharfon ¥

“My uncle?” ejaculated Wharton.

“Vou, I-ghall grve him' a look-in.”

Harey Wharton laughed.

“Wish him a metry Christmas for
mie '™ he said, **He's gone to Cannes for
Christmas, with my aunt,”

“Ea, ha, ha ™

*Oh " osaid Bunier, I sav, Iranky,
old ehap, U'll look in en yomr people if
xou like”

“1 don't like,”" zaid Wugent.

“What about your Auntie DBull,
dolinny 1

HNothing about my
answered Johuny,

“[ say, Aubtey!™ shaisted Bunter,

“Don't - call- me Awbrey. yom [ab
bounder ! snapped Angel of the Fourth,
without. lecking round,

“Jlem ! I—I'll take & -message to your
fathern in London, # you like.”

“You'll be kicked out if you do!”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“If ¥ou fellows think I'm fishing for

uncle,

auntic Bull I

invitations, vou're jolly well mistaken 1 §

snid Buater, with & glare vound at the
gripning Co. . *As. a matter of fact, I
:-.-I1ai1]] be very busy this Christinas. T shall
keep an old promise, and look up my old
pal D¥Arcy of Bt. Jim's.”

£ Egcl;rfﬁ ap 7 said Mugent,

liad gobie, wére busy. -

“That clazsic monosyllable was Bunter's

good-bye, He had borowed a vug from
Wharton, a coat from Mick, a mufiler
fromn DBahb, and several pounds from

several members of the party. Now he
had done with theo, and he turned vp his
fat little noze at them as the car rolled
away with him.

‘Billy Bunter disoppearved in the misty
distanee—the first of the Greyfriars party

Ao be seaped away by the ghost of the
It remained to be secenl

ci Lajed,
whether any more of the pariy would

follow suit. Tt was not likely.

Harry Wharton & Co., after Bunter
There was no
longer any possibility that the servants
would wvefurn, or that furlher guests
would arrive ab.Lochmnr,  The Grey-

Arviars party had the place to themselves

for Christmas, and in a way they liked
the prospect. There were ample supplies
of every kind in the house, and MHarry

‘Wharton & Co. were prepared fo- look
afler themselves—ihough Aubrey Angel
aadde 1t clear that he Jdid not interdd to

lend a hand., Work of any sort was not
in Aubrey's line.

That day Bob Cherry maide the Christ.
mas pudiding. He found all the neressary
ingredients—amd -a good many that were
not necessary—and, being. rather doahiful
us to the exact composition of a Christ-
mas pudding, he put them all in. 1]
the fellows ‘were ‘called upon in turn fo
stir, and fnally the pudding was put on

> - U
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T 7=
. R
‘-u._.-_

The juniors rushed down the stairs and found Billy Bunter on the landing In the
curve of the staircase. A candle, which the fat junior had evidently been earrying,
lay on the dark oak, exiingulshed. Bunter was standing with wide-open eyes,
yelling at the top of his voice, Wharton caught him by the shoulder. ** Bunter
—what——"" *““Help! Oh! The ghost ! ™ yelled the Owl, (Yee Chapter 7.)

Tae Magxer Jonpany.—No, 829,

to boil. Bob loft it on to boil all night,
banking up a huge fire under it
Whether it was overboiled or undethoiled
did not matter very much, as nobody was
likely to eat it.

. A ramble on the wild weer in the fail-
mg snow was qunte an agreeable formn
of exercise to Harry Wharton & Co., but
Aubrey Angel did not care to join in it,
He stayed indoors and smoked cigarcttos,
At supper the wild wailing of Bandy
Bean’s " bagpipes was suddenly  heard
Aoating tremiulously through the dark-
ness of the might, Aubrey Angel started
and stared as he heard it

“What the thump's that?” he ex.
elaimed,

Rob Cherry grinned.

““Only the puddy bagpipes,” he said,
“There's & jolly old piper, Sandy Deau,
live: in o cottage by the Joch”

“I've seen him!" grunted Angel.
*He must be mad to be out on o night
like this, plaving the pipes.”

"1 think he i= a liitle bit locse in the
tilea,” adinitted Ieb. **A quecr old sort,
anyhow "

The juniors listened to the wailing of
the pipes. Old Sandy, unseen snmewﬁuﬁ;
out i the darkness, was piping the dirge
of the MacDermid, Pha . aelanche v
wailing came eerily through the wild
winter night.

It ched away at last.

“Cheerful I gronted Aubrey Angel,
and he sat staring sulkily at the crackling
fire, taking no part in the merry buzz of
inlk that enlivened the old shadowy hall,

But several times he glanced at the
cheery faces of the Grayfriars juniors,
ruddy in the firelight, with a peculiar
expression in his eyes. Strange thoughta
were working in the mind of Angel of
the Fourth.

Christmas Night !
‘e ERRY CHRISTMAS!™
Dok Cherry's  poweriul
the old houze of. Lochmuir,

It was Christmas Ty !

A strange enough Christmaa for the
selves in the ancient haupted house,
shut in by the wild moors and mists of
the Highlands,
how appealed to them. The mystery of
the haunted Higldand house had a
strange ativaction for their lmapgina-
them occupied that day, in the absence
of vany assistance “below stairs.” Tho
Christmaz dinner had to be prepared—
CASIOM. Aubrey Angel dawdled and
smoked while the other fellows wers
cheerfully busy. Mick, with his old-tima
to be an oxecllent cook—even as good
as Billy Bunter in that line. The turkey
wes done toe a turn: the old panciled
gleamed cheerlly in {he blaze of the
great log fire, Gluite a merry party eat
down, at last, to the turkey; but merry
Chevry, with an imnpressive manner, car-
ried in the Christmas pudding.

Aubrey Angel grinned as it was
to feel & sudden solemnity. Dol Cherry
took up the knife to cut ik,

Hep seemmd 2 little puzzled az he
INg mass.

“You fellows think it boiled
enongh®™ he asked.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
voice awcke every eocho of
Uireyfriars party—camping by them-
Yot from itz very sbrangeness it some-
tions. Amnd there was plent;y to keep
e
ancl 1t was a dinner worthy of the oc-
cxpericnce damong the gipsies, proved
hall, decorated with holly and mistletoe,
faces became a little grave when DBob
turned out, but the other fellows scemed
stuck the knife info a rather glucy-look.
“Hem!"

fong
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“ 1t emells nice,” said Bob,

* Ham 1" .

“ [t—1t tastes all right, loo.”

* Mmmmmm.”

“Here you are, old fellows”

Bob Cherry began to serve. This task
presonted  some  difficulties.  Nugent
suggested using a spoon for H—a sug-
gestion that Bob did not seem to hear,

Covtpinly there eeemed something
wrong with that pudding. Bob had been
rather afraid that it might be too hard.
But it had turned out quite soft—very
soft  indecd—in  fact, almost Eﬂ'ﬂ'knﬁ.‘
Somehow or other portions of the pud-
ding were rransferred to the plates.
Bob, with rather a heightened colour,
began on his portion. The inntors took
up their forks—and hesitated,

“Go it said Bob.

The juniors went it—slowly. A
elrange expression came over Mick's
face az he rasted it.

“Ded-did you put any
thia pudding®” he asked.

“I—I think not.”

Y 0w " murtmured Johnny Bull,

“PTastes all right to me,™ said Bob,
with a {och of defiance.

“After that furkey, T—I think TI'll
give the pudding & miss,” murmured
Wharton, “Enough's as pood az o
feast.”

“The enoughfulness is {evrihe,
wured Hurree Jamset Ram” Singh.

Bob Cherry was the only. fellow whe
was ealing the pudding. He was caling
slowlf—very slowly. He stopped at last.

“1t isn't boiled enough,” he sail.

“Homething's wrong with i,
tainly,” agreed Nugent.

“I—I'"ll shove it back in the ecloth and
put it on agein to-morrow,” eaid Bob.
“We mustn’t lose vuy Christmas pud-
ding."”

“Hem 1"

Tive juniors registered a menisl vow
that on the morrow that pudding would
be missing.

But in spite of the puddiog the dinner
way B great success,

Every face was bright and cheery—
afier the pudding had dlﬂﬂ.ﬂ[ﬂ";ul‘fd.

The snow fell heavily that &a;;; the
eatly winter darknesa elosed in. Bub in
the® old hall of Lochmuir the lights
gleamed brightly, the log fire roared
and crackled. Even Aubrey Angel un-
bhent and became cheery and good-
humoured. .

* 4 merry Christimas, aiter all,” said
Bob.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh de-
clared that the merryfulness was terrific.

It was at rather a late hour that the
junjors =zought their beds, and they
were soon fast asleep. The old house
was in darkness save for ihe faint red
low of the dyin
Lghe old walls and crumbling moss-grown
battlements the winter wind howled and
vosred. It was long Eu&t midnight when
Harry Wharton awoke suddenly.

What had awakened him he did not
know; but he awoke with a strange
ghiver, and n fm:-linq that ho was not
alone in hiz reom. There was no %limi
mer of light—save a pale reflection from
the snow at the window.

Wharton sab up in bed.

From the darkness near him came a
faint sound of 1movement—a sound as
of almo:st noizeless gliding feet, He sat
in bed, steving before him intently.

His heart was bealing almost to
o Mocalion,

Someone — somelhing —was  in hia
peont—within a few feet of himy, unseen
in the darkness, 'The phantom—ihe
thing—that haunted the House of Loch-
e was ab his side, in the darknese.

vinegar in
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Wharton made out dimly, faintly, eerily, a figure in kilt and plald—2 shedow
among shadows. For some momenis the junior sat

he leaped from (he bed.
the shadowy fligure.

frozen., n, with a cry,

“Help ! " He plunged wildly, elmost in & Irenzy, at
(1] l_hlp 1 i

{See Chanler 12.)

As he strove to pierce the gloom, he
made out, dimly, faintly, ecrily, a figure
in kilt and piai:]—a shadow among
shadows. Two gleaming, buwrnimg eyes
looked at him, like balls of five in ibe
darkness.

For some
[rosen.
 Then, with a cry, he leaped from the
.

“Holp 1™

He plunged wildly, almoit in a {renzy,
at the shadowy figure, Hiz hands came
into contact with something—he knew
that it was the heavy folds of a High-

momenis  Wharton  sat

firein the hall. Round Pland plaid, He clutched it, and gripped

it, and shouted wildly 10 his comrades,

A hand was laid upon him—a hand
that secmed of we. Tt sent a chiver
through the junior.

i Hﬂ][] 1

“Hallo, hallo, halle?" Bob Cherry's
answering shout rang through the dark-
nesz. “I'm coming =W hat—"

‘ Help 1"

The ey hand pressed Wharten Dback.
He loet Lis grip on the plaid. He stag-
gered, and then van forward with arms
cxtended, feeling for hiz enemy in the
darkness.  But his hands encountered
only emptiness,

A light glimmered in at the door,

Bob Cherry  stood there, wnith a
startled foee, a candle in his hand.

* Hurry—what——"

Wharton stared wildly ahout the
voom, Save for hansell, and the juntor
at the door, it was emply. His ds

had tonched something in the darkness
—he knew an icy hand had gripped
him—but there was nothing to be seen.
Was it a phantom of the mght thai had
towched T’?lim—’[]‘m' hand of the dead?
Wharton felt that his brain was recling.

“It—it's gone!” he panted. IDis voice
was husky and breken. " I[—I touched
it=—it's gope——""

“ What—whnt was i7"

But Wharton could not reply to that,
What was it that had lurked n the davk-
noss, and touched him with the hand of
death?

o - . j § o
There was no more sleep at Tochmuir

that wild might. Till the winter sun

glimmered in at the windows, the Grey-

‘frinrs juniors watched, and listened io

the wailing of the wind, ¢choing cenly
in the nooks and crapmies of the ancient
house. The night of Chrisimas wore
away, and at last came dawi,

THE ERD.

{What is the solution of the nystery
of Lochmuir ke 8 #the ghosHy
vigsifont ¥ Bolh these guestions are
grnswered by Frank Richards in cue
grand New Yeoar story, enifitied ** The
Wraith of Lochmuir " Make certain
uf obtaining your copy of the MAGNET
by ordering ¥ now, chums!)
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A CLOSE SHAVE!
The village cricket teamnm was doi

pretty well, and their crack bat—the loca
architect—had vet fo make the big
inmings which was naturally  expected
from him. A3ut in the fivst over a risky
shorl run waa met with o confident
appeal for “run out.,” The village barber
was umpire, and he answered the appeal
with an smphatic " Not out!™ *Ah"
said the batsman, with a sigh of relief,
to the umpire, “ that was a close shave !
“1t was thatt" al:grae:_] the wmpire,
“and "—in an audible whisper—"jf yo
wasn't in the habit of having a shampoo
alrerwards I should have zaid, * Next
mentieman, please N ™

50 CLEVER !

Akl
o

Provd Mother: P Yes, Willle is a wonder-
fully clever ﬂnr; we arg taking him to tha
Lot to-morrow i’

Sorad Vaitor ;: ""Reéally 7 Wae are sénding
oy hoy to coHege:"

BEAT-EN !

Voung Murphy, eagey to join the
police-force, came to London to pass the
necessary medieal exanuination, This he
easily did, and the vext day he was intor-
viewed "Ly’ & high athcial. “'Well, my
man.” said the latter, * you look o pro-
mising sort of fellow; whern were vou
educated ' “0Ob,"” saill the recruit,
“shure Towas edecated i Doblin.” " Ah,
and you have w good Lknowledgne, 1
hope?"” “I'have, sor ¥ “1I wonder can
vou tell me, for example, how many
miles it is from London to Manchester 7"
At this the recvuit became nervenusty
peitaied, and at length ha blurted aut:
**Look here, bojabbers, if you'ra poing
o put me.on that beal, I:.!m done wi’
the force !

TR Magwrr Lisragr.—No, 829,
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PARLEY-YOUS FRANCAIS ?

A certain town has a2 coalman whe
unows  some  French, and occasionally
little phrases keep slipping into his casual
speech. Reeently he was ashed by a
lady- cosiomer the price of ks coal.
“ Well, madam,” he replied, “if you take
it & !a carte, it's forty-nime shillings the
ton; but if you take it eul-de-sac, it'z a

| ¥

shilling oxfra for the bag!

HiS DWN DEDU(TION !

An old American negro was asked by
the proprietor of a store how he happened
to need credit when he had such a good
crop of cotton. “Ide ducks got "bout all
dat cotton, seh,” was the mournful reply.
“What do you' mean, the ducks got it
"Well, w»ou see” explained ihe old
man, I sent’ dat cotton up 16" Mehiphis,
an' dey deducks de -freight;- an’ dey
deducks de storage charges, an' dey de-
ducks de commission, an” dey deducks de

taxes; ves, sah, de ducks got 'Dout all

dat cotton, an' dat’s why T'm hoere.”

CURIOUS COINCIDENCE,

The conductor of a train in the Wild
West observed a tramp stowed  away on
the front end of the baggage truck. Ile
ordered_the brakesman to throw him off
ot the next station. The hrakesman
went, and he was apbout to start the
throwing-off process when the tramp
drew a revolver and advised him to
retieat. The advice scemed good, and
the brakesman took it. Tpon his veturn
the conductor asked hini af hie had got
vidd of the tramp. “No™ reiurned ihe
hr.'ihl:'.-'-l_t]ml, "1 didn't have the heart o
turn him off, You zee, he turned out
io. be an old schoolmate of mine™
“That don't cut no ice with me!™ said
the conductor angrily, “Just wait until
L get him, ?G[l%l see something fAying
in the air then ! The conductor went
forward, but soen returned, looking pale.
“Well, and "did you throw him off **
asked the brakesman, 7 No” answernd
tha conductor, *"he—er—fmmed owi o
be an old schoolmate of mine, ton !

L
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CONUNDRUMS.
Q& Why are clonds like conchmien?
A. Becanuse they hold the rains (reins).

Q. When does a ship fell a falselood:?
A. When it lics at a wharf.

.
eont ¥

A. Beecause 1t will be long  enoogh
Licfore he rets another.

Why may a. beggar wear a shout

. Why is the opening of a letler like
a very gqueer method of entering o room?

A, Because it's breaking through the
sealing (ceiling).

THE VIRTUE OF DEAFNESS!

- R

*
& 5

. &

Did Cant: * well, my dears, what ars yod
all erying for?"

The Choir: " We gin't crying, guv'nor}
wa're singing *"Ail the 'appy day I *"

Q. Why does & smlor know {here is
a man in the moon?

A, Decanse he's heen to sea (sec),

G, When can donkey Le spelt with
one letter |

A, When ifs “T."

Q. Why 1z a sculplor’s death
tervilale 7

A, Becanse he makes taces and busts,

mors

Q. What part of a fsh weighs most?
A. The =zceales,

(. Why iz a policeman like a rainbow 1

A, Becanse he farely dppears wntil tha
storm 15 OVor,
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The Ciue of the Bloiting Pad !

HE young footballer seemed in-
capable of speech or action for a
fow moments. He appeaved

] stunied, bewildered. Then the
laiut -sound of an apimauhing motor
seemed to awake Blakeney from the
state of coma he had fellen into. He
banged hys manacled wrists together 1o a
futile effort té4 rid himself of the steel
bracelets, and then he realised how hope-
less such & proceeding was.

“Inspector,” he zaid-hoarsely, * you're
moking the biggest miztake of your
career. I'm no more guilty of - the
murder of Mornington f{ardacrﬂ than

are,

He broke off as the sergeant, who had
been fumbling with the zandbag, slit
open ane end of tho weapon and with-
drew a small, hard substance that proved
to be a piece of iron. .

“Woighted ! he grunted triumph-
antly., I thoughi it was heavy!”

“That fact makes the case all the more
complete, ™ said the inspector.
“Evidently a deliberate and premedi-
tated attack. I was rather puzzled to
account for the wound in the victim's
head if o sandbag had been used. I can
understand now, (ome, Mr. Blakeney,
the taxi is outside.™

Like & man in & dream Jim Dlakeney
followed the inspector, whilst the ser-
peant walked bebind, From ithe police-
cab &  profassional-looking  gentleman,
cprrying o bag, alighted, in company
with & vniformed constable.

“DBrown,” rapped the inspector, * when
Dr. White has made hus examination you
are to lock up the library and remain on
duty. Bee that no one enters!”

" Very good, sir,” said the constable,

The police doctor was ushered into the
fibrary by the trembling Jenkins to make
his examination. And by the time the
medico had comploted his investigations
and the constable had locked and scaled
the room in which the tragedy had taken
place, Jim DBlakeney was agitatedly
pacing ap and down his narvew eell in
the station at Middleham.

Defore another hour had elapsed the
whole of the town was startled to hear
that the mapaging-director of the
Haugers had Leen foully nurdered, and
that his young protege, Jim Blakency,
was under arrest ag lis assassin !

——

o & |.I - & - -
“Veoz, your, this 1s Ferrers Loeke I

BB IR )

A sensational story
of League Football

with a

powerfui.

detective theme,

The great detective of Baker Styect:

YA out the words somewhat im-
patiently in reply fo the anxious inguiry
of the speaker at the other ond of the
wire, The famous sleuth had been work-
ing in his laboratory on' some deep, in-
triguing analysis when he had been sum-
moned to the telephone.

“.JJim Blekenes! Ohlisorry, my lad—
thowght you were some toquacious busy-

! m
HOW THE STORY OPENS.

JIM BLAKENEY, the eigbteen-year-old
centre-forward  of  the  Middlebam
Rangers, who is a pephew of

TIGER sLEEK, a notoricus crimioal, who
hag escuped the elutehea of the police,
and who now has desigos upon o secret
wireless tay invenled hy

MORNINGTON HARDACRE, the managing-
director of the Middleham Rangers.

RONALD SWIVELLER, the inside-left in the
Hangera elewﬁ,e amd pephew of Mora-
Ingtom Hurdacre. Jealous of Blakeney's
rapid zstrides Into favour, Swiveller haa
sworn to get the centre-forward turned
out of Middleham. The Tiger gets to
koow of Swiveller's animosity towards
Jim Blakeney, and uses it as a leverage
to attusin hiz own ends,

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detec-
tive, and his ¢clever young assistont,
JACK DRAKE, are by o strange seriea of
circumstances, thrown into contact with
Jim Blakeney, who confides in  the
fumous sleuth, It trapsplres that Tiger
Bleek seeks to compel Jin Blakeney to
steal the speciticntionz of Marnington
Hurdacre'zs jovention, and when he linds
the lud ohatinate, resorta to DLrutal
methods of persuaston. IFerrera Locke
afiera to tuke a hand in the case, Hom
time later Jhn Blakeney reccives a letter
purporting to have come from Moroing.
ton Hardacre. inviting lum to the Myrtles
Lo dianer. The writer reguests Jim to
préezent himscll at the french windows
of the library at o guarter past seven
sharp. Jim arrives to tiwe, aod finds to
hiz horror that Mornington Hurdoere
haz heen mmrdered. He ls sueprised iu
the uet of standiog over the dead mmp,
fingering o saandbag which he has picked
up from the Aoor. hy Jenking, the hutler,
who at ouce depounces him as  the
aseaszip, The police arrive on the scepe,
aml Jimm 2 requested to present the
letter whichh he statea can explain his
prezeoce o the fibrary., Buf the nofe-
raper, which originally was eovered iu
writing, is now an nhsolute blank! The
inzpector of police formally  chorges
Blakeney oz the munierer of Mornington
Harduere, amd dexterously  :lips  the

hamdenfs over his wrisis,

(Read on frown lere))

| the shnll

~body. What*" he added, in a startied
tone. * Murder—Morningten Hardacre
—Great heavens! Coming down to
Middleham in fifteen minutes——"

Without waiting for further partion-
lars, the world-famed sleuth jammed the
receiver on the hooks and swung round
on his young assistant,

“Get the car, Jack,” he said briskly.
“We've got to go down to Middlcham,”

*Yery good, sir.”

Without eliciting any surprise at these
hurried and unexpected commands, Jack
Drake vacated the sitting-room en route
for the garage. In less than five minutes
rill sounding cf a molor-Horn
below indicated that he had returned

witir the car.

Snatching wp a greatcoat—for the
night was bitterly old—Ferrers Laocke
descendod the stairs and entered the
high-powered Hawk racer which was
purring its steady note at the kerb,

“You drive, my lad!" said Locke
briefly, as he climbed into the cav. “1I
want to think, Bée if you can get
Middicham Police Station under the
guorter.”

* Right-ho ! guv’nor,” said Jack Dralie
enthusiastically. *I'll do it!™

The prospect of a gpeedy run through
the crisp night air appesled to the lad,
and inside eight minutes the great Iawk
car was merging <lear of the twinkling
ights of the metropolis. Onea elear of
the main-read traffie, Jack Drake opened
the throttle, and the specdometer
recorded an average speed of forty miles

| an hour for the next seven minutes.

The clocks of Middleham were chiming
the hour of ten when the Hawk pulled in
at the policestation. Suite a erowd of
cager, curions, amazed, and horrified
townspeople had gathered in the vicinity,
and the police had all their work cut out
to hold the cordan they had fornied.
The arrest of Jim Blakeney, the popular
contro-forward of the Rangers, on the
charge of murdering Bornington 1l
acre had bmu%ht the inhabitenis «;
Middlecham to the station like so many
becs round a honey-pot,

A constable came forward as the Hawk
drow to a stundstill, aud smartly saluted,
He recognised in the tall fignre muffed
in the greateoat the celebrated detective
of Baker Street,

Mr. Locke,” he said

“Thiz  way,

Tur Macxer Lisramy.—No. 589,

YT ST AT TR LR A D T B PTG Bl 1@k i 10



22

_THE _SGHOOL AND DETECTIVE WEEKLY'!

respectfully.  “The Chief  Commissioner
1s expecting you.™”

One of the foramost faces in the crowd
paled vizibly at mention of the world-
tamous detective’s nwme.  That same
face peered forward eagerly as the sleuth
zreppod from the eay and followed in the
wake'of the constable, Then—

My heavens!  Then he's not dead 1

‘The woids cecaped the owner of the
pile face like the hissing of & snake. Far
one: moment the man stared after the
upright figure of Ferrers Locke, and then

postled his way out of the crowd as if a,

thousand devils were at his heels,

Unconscious of the effect his appear-
ance had caused, Ferrers Locke walled
on, .and -E'-'lmtun_fil found himself in the
presence of the” Chief Commissioner of
:ﬂ:ddhhlm-—-ﬂ tall, military-looking indi-
vidual, whose iron-grey ' hair gave an
added strength and dignity fo his finely
chiselled features..

“Ah! Mr: Locke,
arrived !

The private detective thook hanus with
the police official, and seated himsell in
the chair thrust forward by an attentive
constable,

“And now,” smiled Locee . grimiy,
*“what’s the trouble, major 7 )

Major Carstarrs - shook his  head
wearily, and pursed his lips. with an .in-

I'm glad you've

take of breath that was significant of the | tions that vou are to be allowed to make

trouble that occupied Iiis mind.
Middleham has broken itz rocord,
My, Locke,” he said regrotfully. * Far
the first time since T was appointed Chicf
Commisgioner of the district my charge-
=neei shows the ugly ﬁtl-fiin n['ymur:ler.
Nob ordinary murder, either, but a ernel
and premeditated attack, And the last
person in Middleham I personally would
accuse of emnmitting such o crime is
brought before me, more or less con-
victed before he steps into the dock. 1
refer to Jiw Blakeney, You know him,
I am fully aware, for I gave him per-
migsion to, 'phone you twenty minutes
ago, - The whole thing scems mcredible.
And yet—the evidence is damning ! .
Ferrers Locke listeried paticntly whilst
the kindly official actuaiitéd lim with
the known details of the crime, and now
and again jotted down his Impressions in
his note-book,

“A very interesting caze .indeed, my

dede magor,' he said, when the other had
concluded. '

“ Interestiug '™ echoed Major Carstairs -

reproachfully.  “1 must be dull-witted,
for.1 fail to find anything mteresting in
the regrettable business which has laken

the respectable town of Middleham by

stobmi to-night. Interesting?  Atrocious
and confoundedly unpleasant, T grant
vou. Bt interesting—never!”

“Then you think the case iz com-
Eet{:?“ suggested Fervers Locke,

lakeney 15 a——"'

“No doubt about ir,™ roturned the

Commissioner wearily. * His whole story

i too weak for words, But there, you
will learn fov yourself. My, Blakeney
has asked for you to see him, and wishes
Fou o undertake his case.”

* That 15 quite in order, major,” smilod
Tocke., “I am a member of the Bar,
although 1 seldom go to the length of
representing a client in caurt.  Still, my
credentials are open to inspection.”
"My desr Locke,” snid the Cominis-
swoner, “ you forger that T have known
vou, followed .your meteoric vise 1o fame
=ves, and envied you youy snccosses—Iov
this last twenty years, Say ue morc!
Come, vou woull wish o interview the
prisoner !

Without another word Ferrers Locke
followed the dignified fignure of the Con-
mis-ioher amd was escorted o the coll

Tur Macyer Trsrany.—No. 528

‘Jim

which had been sot apart for the sus
pected murderer of Mornington Hand-
HeTe,

A warder accompanied the sleuth and
the Ucnimussioner, ancd 1t was the for-
wer's jingling keys that aroused ' Jim
Blakeney, who had fallen into a semi-
stupor, and brought him te his feet.
As the grille in the eell door zlid back
and the voung footballer came face to
facz with Ferrers Locke, a startling
transformation in the face of the former

took place,
“Thank heaven, vou've come, sirl™
gasped  Jie,  “This is  awful—over-

whelming |"

“Cheer up, my lad,” smiled the
slewth. “I'll have you ont of ilns in
tess  than twenty-four ours or my
name's noi. Ferrers Locke.”

“Big wordd, my dear friend,?” ad-
maonished the - Commissioner.. “Dur L
wishh vou luck, all the same,” he "added
m an undertone, * Blakeney looks no
mers  Jike ” an “sccomplished mubtdercr
thap——"

“I doy, eh®" chuckled Locke, * And
vou're rights major, - After I've had a
few words with my young [riend here I
would like to visit the scene of the
tragedy.”

“Thet yon can readily do,”
the Commissionar,

great

answered
“ 1 will ssna instrue-
F‘Imt investigations vou nught think
ik, "

“Very. many
private detective,

ThHe Commissioner walked back fo his
own quarters, Yeaving the wardaer within
sight and- earshot, of the prisonet aml
Terrers Locke. '

“And now, mg lad,” whispered. the
slenth, hurriedly, “let.me have. the facts
of the matter as you kaow them. Time
is short in a c#ap Tiké this=and I must
have something to"work on. Don't start
telling me that you arée innocent—that
would be a waste of time, If 1 thonght
otherwise I should not be here to help
you,"

In falterjng tones Jimi Blakener ac-
guainted ¥errers' Locke with the as-
tonishing series of events which had

thanks,” replted the

culminated in his arrest on a charge of

which he was entirely innocent.’

“Very decp indeed,” commented the
sleuth when the young man had fimshed
his nacrative. T must see that mys-
terious piece of blank paper which once
bore the message Izus.trpr:}|t-1'.in|lsl>,r to -have
come fromm Mornington Hardacre with-
out delav. It might afford a clue.”

“Then you think-—" began
hapefully.

“ Nathing !™ iuterm[}ttrl_ the detective,
rather abruptiv. 1
theory at this early stage would he
guesswork—a fatal habit to the detective
fucully, You munst have patience, my
lad. Roemember, Ferrers Locke las his
reputation at stake. 1 have sworn lo
see you clear of this ngly charge within
twenty-four howrs, And Ferrers Locke
always keeps his word. Keep a stiff
npper lip, Jim, aml leave thigs io
e,

Witle & word of farewell to  ihe
prizoner, who alveady felt considerably
easior in his mind and optimistic o a
degree, Ferrers Locke was-usheved into
the charge-room, Of the inspector there
e vequested the blank sheet of note-
pancr which had been prodweed by the
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:ington  Hardacre's

Jim,"
{ anything, Ferrers Locke walked over to

“To indulge n apy

prisoner as the letier containing Morn-
invitation fo  ihe
Myrtles, and with the single sheet of
notepaper -eafely stowed in his breast

ket, the sleath took his leave of the

‘ommissioner and ‘entered the Hawk,

“*'The Myriles, Jack," ‘muttered Locke
as he settled himsell in his seat. “I
potnted the place out to vou the last
time we were down this way, remem-
h{.r!”

Jack Ihrake nodded.

With a desterous movement of the
wheel, the nose of the high-powered car
was swung round, and itz gleaming
headlights swifilv picked their way fo
the late Mornington Hardacre's fine old
mansion, In reply to Locke s sunmmons
upon the bell, thie aged figure of Jen-
kinz, the butler, appeared.

“Who are you?" he demanded, in a

“QUAVETINE VOlCe.

“My name iz Locke,” replied the de-
tective, ““‘Constable Brown is expecting
me!"”

' “This way, Mr. Locke,” came a gruff
voice from the region of 1he halfway.
“*Put a hight on, Javkins?”

The electrie light was swilched on,

and FHerrers Locke and Jack lirake

found themselves confronting a typical

member of the Ioree, He saluted
smartly as the celebrated private defec-
tive presented the pass awthorising him
o view the scene of the {ragedy, dunly
signed by Major Carstairs, the Commis-
sioner of Police,

“Quite in m‘dey_,, sir,” grunted Con-
stable Drown., “The Chiel telephonol
ingtroctionz before vou arrived."”

“Good ! muttered Locke. “Then I
wotld hke to look round witheut. delay,
officer!™

Tha constable pushed open the door
a»f the library and strede in. Om the
threshold Locke paused to glance round
the apartment, noting with a sweeping
gaze the inert heap of lifeless humanity
on the Hoor, the smouldering remains of
& hre in the grate, the position of the
armchaiv- Before the fire, and laztle the
open french windows,

Then, with impassive face, he knelt
beside the remains of the man whotn he
had met a short time since 85 Morning--
ton Hardacre. He carefully examined
the gaping wound in the forehead, and
notedl the rimnpled state of the rug upon
which the deceased man was Ixving. For
a long time he serutinised the rg
through the powerful medium of a
pocket Rontgen lens, without which he
never 2ot forth on a caze, Then, with
a peonliay grunt that might have meant

the open frenéh winddw and stéod
gazing down at thé polished flooring of
tha hbrary. /This in turn was {rcabed
to a penefrating survey.

Next the great detective walked over
to the open burean and stood regarding
it in silent contemplation for fully five
minules. Suddenly his evebrows elevated
a trifle, and r slight " hissing  sonund
avcaped his lips, With a carcless glance
aver his shoulder, which took in the faet
that the consiable's attontion was on-
gaged elsewhere, Fervers Locke stooped
over ilie burcant and tore Lhe upper
miost sheed of blotting paper from the
pad,  Hastily coneccaling the portion of
Llotting paper in his pockel, the sleath
twrned to the police oflicer.

T wonld Lke fo plonee over the demd
man's offeets,™ he said cazoalbly,

“Seraiely, el

he eontents of  the dewd  man's
pockets were turned ont on the toble
anel examined,  Locke showed Ettde -
torest in the majority of the aricles
brought to view, The cheqgue bool of
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the deceased man, however, seemed fo
hold some peenliar attraction for him.
e turned over the flled-in counterfoils
wntil he came fo one peculiar-entry that
caused him fo start involuntarily. On
the accompanying counterfoil to the last
chieque Mornington Hardacre Lad signed
nwas the following inseription :

2159
S.Extrav.™

Fervers Locke mentally made a note
of that peculiar cntry and handed back
ithe chegque book to the constakble, i

*Thanks very much, officer,” he saud,
gratefully. “Do you ses anything
alnm!}gst, thess articles that will afford a
P e F

“No, sir," =aid the stohid official. “1
don't think any elues will be needwd.
Wa've pot our man!’”

“Hum!™”  grunted TFerrers Locke,
erossing  over to the frenelh windows
agein, this time cxamining the hasp.
“Appears {o have been neatly foreed
with a knife, 1 should say. I think that
will complete my investigation of the
rooim, officer, ™

“Have you discovered anything, siv?"

“No more 1 expect than vou have
discovered }'numeﬁ',” repliedd  Locke,
Aatteringly. *“But I wonld hke to inier-
vigw the butler before | po. There ave
one or two points that I should hke io
clear up'”

* Very good, sir,” said the constable.
“Jenkins [V

The figure of the aged butler enfered
o library in response to the call.

“Now, my man,” said Ferrers Locke,
“T would like to ask you a few simple
questions,”

" Ye-yes,
vausly.

“In the first place, T understand that
when vou discovered the tragedy which
el taken place in this room to-night the
clock in the Lall had just chimed the
goarter—guarter-past seven?’

“Yes, sir! About half a minule later
I entered the room, and——"

“Exactly,” broke in the sleuth,
“When I glanced at the clock in the
hall just & few moments ago I realised
that il was five minutes slow———*"

“It's always five minutes slow, sin,”
said Jenkins hurriedly. *I've heen
intending to have it vepaired for this
last thres months, only it got put off —"

“Quite  %0,”  smiled Locke easily.
“Now, Jenking, you see fhe hlotting.
pad on the bureau? When was that
placed there "

“Why, =ir,” =aid the astonishad
servant, “71 put it thera only this even.
ing. The master had written some
letters, and as he gave, m&_t'hnm tn poat
he rvequested mea to replenish the pad.”

v“Ah! Can you, Jenkins, give me a
vatlgh idea of tha time you performed
that task 77

“Certainly, sir! When 1 came igle
this room at a qnﬂrtnr-paf.it- 21X to e if
the master wanted anvthing, I brought
the new hlﬂtting;i;:mpﬁr with me and
replenished the pad.”

“Good ! I vnderstand that it was the
rastom of your late master to sleep for
an hour before dinner.  AE what Lime did
he wsually take his nap?"

“ At a quarter-past six, sir 1™

“Then from the time you replenished
the Blotter until the time you expected
vour ster to awake no visitor to the
house was given admittance.”

“No, sir. The last person I admitied
and showed out was Mr. Ronald—my
poor master's nephew,*

“Indeed! T prosume you mean Mr,
Ronald Swiveller? {{ood! At what
time did Mr. Swiveller depart 77

str,”  replied Jenkins ner-
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“Just before six o'clock, sir, if 1
remombor rightly,” answered Jenkins,

wondering for what purpose he vwas being.
subjecied to this severe cross-questioning. H

[}

“Thank wyou, Jenkins!” smiled
detective., **That will be all 1%

With obvious haste the butler withdrew
from the library, leaving behind him a
tdumblotnded and  semi-dontemptuous

the

police official in the person of Constable ji]

Browir.

With a careless glance over his shoulder, which took in the faect th#® thie consiable’s
altention was engaged elsewhere, Ferrers Locke stoo
tore the uppermost sheet of bloiting paper Irom the pad. (See page 22)

over the bureau 2nd

“What's the idea, sir?’ he asked
Ferrers Locke., * Blessed if 1 counld see
where your questtons woere leading.™

“I wmever lesve anything fo chanee,
afficer,” replied the private detective
smoothly, 1 don't know that I have
discovered anything ihat vou wourself
have not discovered, but-——"

He broke off, and shrogged
shoulders expressively,

“Come, Jack,” he continued in a
different tone of voice. **We must he
making a move. There's o lot to be
done, and I have only twenty-four hours
{o work in."”

With a friendly =mile in the direction
of the constable on duty, Fervers Locke
took his leave, and five minotes later was
bemng whirled hack to Londen at the
maximum speed of which the Hawk was

look at. this!

capahle,
Ferrers Locke laoked np from

HC
a nscellaveous collection of

rlass tubes and retorts in s laboratory,
and hackoned to his assistant to approach.

*Oh, great Scott i
The exclamation escaped Jack Drake's

NE

Conelusive Eviden:e !
OME here, my lad, and have a

1%

lips in semi-womler ag his eyey rested on [

a single shect of notenaper which buve
the foillowing inscription:

!

“ My dear Jum,—Tt has long since been
my desire that vou should meet my niece,
and & foolish old man’s whim can
gratified to-day. Daphne is staying with
me over the im!iqfﬂ:i's, and arrives this
evening. I wonder of you'd give us the
honaur of vour company at dinier to-
night# I rather think vou will humoure
me in this, so I am bold enouph {o give
vou the following instructions. I have
planuned a little surprise for both Daphne
and yourself, Will you therefore present
yourself outside the french windows of
the librare—which sou will find open—
at seven fifteen sharp. Don't come In
through the hall, you understand?. Wil
explain the idea when I sce you. But he
prepared for something in the nature of
& Eurprise.

“You will come!

“Yours sincerely,
“ (Bigned) Mozrmixerox Harpacre”

“Why, sir," declared Drake, his eyes

shining  with  admiration. “Jim
Blakeney's as good as & free man!”
“ Almost,” muttered Forrers ILocke,

with a smile.  *1 must confess that I
hardly expected ta reproduce the original
writing on this sheet of paper or ta learn
ihe fact that Tiger Sleek—unless I'm
preatly mistaken--penned these astonish-
ing words. "

HTiger Sleck ™ echioed Pralie
astomishment.  * But how—why o
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“Rasy does it, sonny,” smiled the
slenth,  **Let's start at the beginning.
For thiz last three hours I have treated
this picce of paper to a formula of my
own invention, and after several in.
effectual attermnpts have resurrected, as it
wers, the ﬂri%innl words of the mysterious
letter Jim Blakeney received. For your
edification, my lad, this letter was
written, originally in a cobalt chloride
fAuid mixed with soma other compound
which I have yet ta diseover.

“The effect of cobalt chloride on
paper is to produce & pinky colouring,
which remains visible to the cye so long
at it retains a certain moisture. Held to
the fire or the ordinary heat of 8 Toom
the moistore becomes absorbed, and the
writing disappears. So far so . As
T have'said, this particular Auid haz been
subjected to some other acid to preserve
it longer than just mere cobalt chloride
would do.  Agatn, it has been mized with
a darker ﬁ:fﬂm‘ of some kind which
rnables it to pass muster as ordinary
blark ink.

“That the whela thing had been timed
to & nicety by its porpetrater iz amply
cvideneed by the Fack that Jim Blakeney
Inoked at thiz letfer hefors he left his
tlipz en route for Hardacre’s house, and
read it word for word."

“ Then the Tiger—you say he wrote
it.” chimed in Jack Drake—*timed his
inky preparation to stand the test of an
nrdinary inspection until seren o'clock.
That wounld be the latest Jim Blakeney
conld  possibly leave s own  digs,
assnning that ha intended to he punctual,
Far he was expocted by Mornington
IHavdacre, according to the terms of the
letter, at a quarter-past seven sharp!”

“Exactly, my lad!™ sanid Locke, with
approval, “Dan't you thiuk it was very
ingentous of the Tiger?”?

* [ certainly do, guv'nor,™ replied Jack
Diyake emphatically, ™ Bat liow do you
knew, siv, that he wrote the leitert”

The great detective, for answer, held
up the sheet of notepaper with a pair of
Lwesroys:

“ Laoole nt this paper cavefully, my lad,”
ho zaid. “1 bave dusted cerviain portions
of it with a2 powder. What do yau seel?”

“Why, sovoral finger printe,” ejacu-
lIated his assistant.

HQuite . If you bave studied my
finger-prints, Jack, vouw will ehserve that
this paper bolds pne of them.  The re-
maituler can be put down as follows:
Jim (Blikeney, wlre, naturally enough,
handied the lettey when he vead it; the
inspector to . whom Jim goave it jn the
library bofore hie was arresfed; ond,
lastly, Tiper Sleck’s. Don't stare ot me
like-that. T have gehicved nothing won-

derful,” Yon remeinber some time ago
Tiger Sleck pinched my gold hunter®

TIGER SLEEK,

“ My nome’s Sleek—some call me the
Tiger. You should take a few tips
from Ferrers Locke, my man—""
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" Jack Dirake.

“gravely,

You remember alzo that he returned it
to me by post? Good! Can't you seec
now ™

“Think I do, guv'nor,” replied Jack
Drale brightly. *“The morning yon
received your gold watch you took it into
the laboratory, I remember, I suppose
you examiied it under the microscope,
found eone or two finger-marks, and
photographed them.”

“ Exactly !'* smiled Lacke. 'Also I
took a photograph-of ithe Tiger's finger-
prints on tha balcony in froné of the
sparc room when he visited Jim Blakeney
the night we fished the lad from the

river."
“Creat Seott. guv'nor!" exclaimed
“Then there's no doubt
about it! - The Tiger murdered Morning-
ton Hardacre—

“Not so fost, my lad. I haven't
proved-that, What I have proved, how-
ever, hrespective of the evidence of the
letter laring  Jimd  Blakeney  ito  the
Alyrtles, 1s that someone elae entered

the room of the library and—— Hallo!
There's tha bell? 1::{:5'-&[ it's Majaor
Carstaivs. From Middleham. T phoned

hir. np half an hour ago, and informed
him. that' I could prove Jini Blakenay's
innocence, He nearly exploded when I
told hiti that T-had discovered some-

thing, and informeéd me ihat he was |

coming along here without delay;, ™ Show
kim up, Jack?!" :

Two minutes laler the fwed fipure of
the Chief Commissioner of Pdlice in
Aliddleham ontered the costly appeinted
sitting-room  of Ferrerz Locke.  The
gleuth had doffed hizs lahoratory coat,
gnd save for o few ominous stains on his
lean fngers, showed litlle frace of the
business which had kept him emploved
in hiz laboratory for over three hours.

"Ah, Locke!"” greeted Major Cae-
stairs. panting a little after hiz exerlions,
“* Mo man but Ferrers Locke could drag
me from my bed at three o'clack in the
morning ! Tell me, my dear chap, what
have you discoversd®”

For answer the celebiated deteclive
nanded his old friend the sheet of neite-
paper, and chuckled grimly as ha noted
the look of astonishment thal eroph inlo
1.1'!('! H'I"E"}' F"Lii"E Di 1_"“_" ﬂll’{ :‘-'-ﬂ'I[.I_]IFI' hs ]'“:"
perused the peealine missive.

_ Y Dang me!” motlered the major.
“Then Blakeney was telling the ivuth
after all1™

“Yez, poor fellow!™ rvelurned Locke
“Jim DBlakeney has heen the
victim of an ingenions plot wluch {or

sheer cunning deserved to sneceed, This
letter 15 a clever forgery.”

"It 1s cerddinly ddentieal with the
waords  the prisoner  uitered . in. the

presence of my ingpecior,” admitied the
commussioner.. “But T am afraid it is
uwol suflicient to. acquit him. "

“1 beg to differ,” reloried the delee-
tive quielly.  “But’ I have obiained
slronger evidenco.”

“The deuce vou have!” sjaculated
the major, sitting bolt upright It lus
chair.

“1 ecan prove, for matance,”” continued
Locke, “that someonc else visiied the
libvary .at the Myrtles alier a gndrler-
past stx—1he hour al which i was Haed.
e’ s eecenloie custom (o lake o nap—
and 1f the Dutler 15 speaking the truth.
that same visilor was ned admitted by
the front deor.”

“"What ™ Major Cavelairs
hiz feat excitedly.

“Whilst I was making my nvestiga-
tinn of the library, my dear fellow,” said

rose (o

the slenth impressively, “my aitention’

was drawn 1o the new blotiing-pad on
the open flap of the bureauw. On the
uppermost sheet of the bhiotier was this
in-cripdion in alphabelical characlers—

INSPECTOR MOTLEY.

“You scoundrel, Sleek ! You—
you——"" Words failed the inspector.

*One Hundred and Fifty DPounds,” fol-
lowed o short distance underneath
by *&£150 0s. 0d.' in figures, - and
the rough imprint of a signature which
untdoubtedly was Mornington Hardacre's,
What would you deduee [rom  that,
major ¥

“That a cheaue had been writien auk
anmd blotted, of course,” relorned Lhe
Chiel Commnissioner wonderingly., ** Bab
whgtm——""

“I'm coming to i, major,” admonished

the private detective, with a smile. “I
examined the chegque-boolk of {he
deceased man, and found that tho

ecunterfoil corresponding with ihe last
wzed cheque was for the amount of one
hondred and fifty unds.”’

“I'm bleszedl if 1 can zee your line of
argument,”  granted Major Carvslairs,
“Whal's the chogue got to do with it
anyway ™’ 2

"A great deal, major,” replied Laocke,
“for it waps written or mude oul afler
a gquarter-past six—after the batler had
posted  the evening's letiers. Yon
follow ¥

“I'm beginning {o eee daylight,”” =aid
the Chiel Commissioner slowly, “I
take it that you know what time (he
Hoating-pad was placed on the burean,
aor else it would be gquite feaszible o
suppose  that the chegque had  Dbeen
writlon honrg ago.t

“Exaclly! ‘he butlar infermed nra
thut he placod the new blotler on the
bureau af a guarvier-past six,  which
means, obviously, that the cheque was
written out afjer that time.  You seo
that? Well, then, where 15 1the chegue?
Blakeney was examined, 1 take if, when
e was arvested?

“Yes," admiited the police official.
"Bl we diseoverod no chegque npon his
persat, Dot surely the connterfoil in
bl I:"'hE['_l'Hl:-h{H'Iq{ will show vou ta whom
the chegue was made payable?™

“Tn afrand 1t 1.]|:11*5||'L," rednried
Ferrevs Loeke regretfcdly, 1L would
save man awlnl lot of bother 1f i did,
The counterfail bears the amount of the
cheque, followed by an ovdinavy -Jeller

‘3" pnd the word *Extrav.” What
either of those two pointz will lead
mes bt I can't For the moment zar. Buk

Lhoth prove conclozively that someone
elae visiled Harvdacre belween the hour
of gquarier-past six and a guarter-past
soven.

SARY exelaimed 1the major trinm-
phantly. “We shall learn at the hank
who entered the library and reccived
the cheagne, for that same person will
cash ihe cheque, sure enough.™

“1 rather have my ddouhiz on that
point,” mutlered Ferrers Locke. " Hpw-
ever, {hat is by the way. | am nok
frighifully interested in who commilted
Lthe crime. My interest ‘is solely in
proving Jim Dlakeneyr's tnnocence.”

“And you've done 1hat my  dear
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fellow,” returned the Chief Comunis-
sioner warmly. * Your deduction of the
caze iz wonderful 1"

“Merely elementary, I assure you,
my deay friend,” said Locke with o wave
of the hand. “ With the exception of
the actwal murdarer, T think I can re-
construet the crime faivly well”

“Then 1 wish you would tell me why
it was tho writer of this forged letler
desired Jim Blakeney to present himszelf
at. the open french windows of the
libiary at s guarter-past seven sharp.”
suic Major Carstaivs. I feel hopelessly
ot sea l” :

“'I'hat, alsn, is guile easy of explana-
tion,” smiled Fervers Locke, as he looked
from the puzsled police official to his
nstonished  assistant, Jack  Driake.
“Mareover, I will give you the name of
the writer of the mystevious leiler yon
now hold in your hand, . Don’t inter-
rupt, there’s a good chap "—as the Chiel
Commissioner was about to inferpolale
g remark—"but let me answer your
question. It iz obviens that the man
behind this scheme desired Jim Dlakeney
lo be found in the roem with the dead
mat by the butler, Jenkins, hence the
passage in the lelter referring to -ihe
time of ‘a quarler-pasl seven sharp.
Very well ’ :

“Bat he wouldn't be found in ihe
presenca of the deceased man,” broke in
the police official trivmphantly, “f he
arrited to tjmme, for it was the custom
of the butler to awake his masier al
a quaiter-past seven. Blakeney wonld
liave anly jusl arrived.” ‘

“Your argument is quite good, with
the exception that you forget & certain
diserepaney in  the timepiece of .Jim
Blakeney's and Lhe clock in the hall at
the Myrtles. The latter, I have gathered
fromn the butler, has been five minutes

—

dow for threa months or =o' said
Ferrors Locke.
ALt T must confess that I over

looked' that poinl)” admitted the Com-
missioner, “ And it makes a world of
diference. Naturally enough, s young
man arriving at the open french win-
dows of a room and finding the body
of a friend lying still uwpon the foor
would walk in and invesligate.”

“And ke as nol,” pubt in Ferreys
Locke, ** pick up the very weapon with
which the degd had heen done.”

“Then Jim DBlakeney's telling ihe
truth,”  repealed  Major  Carstairs.
“That's just what he did do, according
tn his statement. DBut, my dear Locke,
the person behind this vile plot mnnst he
famibiar with the workings of the hovse—
how else his knowledge of the hour in
which Hardacre slept of an evemng or
the olack in the hall being five minnles
slow ¥ .

“I apree, majov,” said ibe privaie
detective grimly.  “1 have formed »
theory as tg who that person s hat
for the moment his pname must Lo Jefl
ot of oour dizewssian,”

“Put the writer of the myslerious
ltior, bLocke—surely e Bz the
piirderer !

“ Mot neceszarily,  Tiger Sleek has
been norally  vesponsible for a good
many chitnes of that description, bud he
s never aclually beew the asassin ™

“Pger Bleck.” mutieged  the  Chiel
Comnus=ioner, 1 know the name, Al
Pve fisedd hite. Waided by the police 1n
three conndries—eh ¥ Always beon a bit
100 ¢lever for ns, My word, Locke, 1
would give something te have him in the

dock!  But how do vou know he'a
vesponsible for the leitec ™
Witheut more  ado,  Fereers Locke

~howed his old frieml the linger-prints on
the written letter, and, for comprreison,
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handed him iwo pholographs, sach bear-
ing & hinger-print,

“Why, my dear chap,” ejaculaied the
Comnissioner, “they’re identical | Now
to get on the Tiged's track !

“He's not more than twenly minutes’
jﬂl! roney ;w.-a:.f,” T the Ll&t,&ﬂ"i‘t'l?

11%

quictly. “In fact, he's in Middicham !
* What "

Briefly the sleuth told of his capture
Ly the gang, and his subsequent dive into
the murky waters of the Twee, in'mg as
8 reazon for this murderous atiack on him
by the Tiger, the story of Lady DBrans
ton’s pearl necklace, which he had traced
to the scoundrel who vesided in g fene-
ient house on the banks of the viver,

I'ive nunutes later Major Carstang was

o=

jemming on bi: hat and making for the
door,  On the threshold he poaused,
“Liocke, iy dear chap,” he =ad grate-
fullv, “*voun have saved me from making
g most hideous blunder, I can save my
reputation now. Jin Blakeney will be
w}eaﬁed from custody before two houra
have elapsed. without o slain on his
character, To his thauk: shounld be
added the gralitude of MMajor Carstairs,
Locke, old chap, you're & wonder ™

As a distani elock proclaimed the eatly
hour of 5 a.m., two molor-cars, in which
were bunched a dozen men, rvaced along
the deserted road to the dreary row of
tenement haouze: fhat faced the River
Twoeo,

B the forenmos~t car, like some carved
slatue, saf Chiel Commissioner Major
Carstairs.  His nsually Lright face was
girim amd clamled; bhis eves gleamed a
deadly  purpo=e.  Without loss of time
the old soklier had retwned to the Mid-
dleham Biation, afier errers Locke's
nsioni=hing revelations, and bad gathered
arortnt i o posze of picked nen.

With o grindine of brakes the two
palice cars pulled up, snd the eonstaliles
alighted.  Inspeetor jplptley, who now
folt vert siwall at having arrested an
innocent man, was determined to redecio
lils  veputation. Ile called his men
together.

“Thomzon, Ratclif aml Stetson will
o with Corporal Wilson,” be whispered.
“Yon are to approach ilie house from

sky-high.

‘ ironwork.

[“ et down on your stomachs ! ”* rpared the inspector. Even as he spoke there
: came a deafening explosion, and the haunt of the Tiger and his gang was blown
Bricks and pieces of debris hurtled over the heads of the recumbenti
| policemen, When, Ninally, the inspector turned to look at the house which had
once sheltered Tiger Sleek he saw a mass of sgnﬁuldariﬂg ruios and twisted
{Mee ange 20.)

T Mauswer Ligrary.—No. 829,
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tha rear, and at a given signal from me
will rush the place.”

The remsinder of the posse were given
their instructions, and then zplit up into
their respective parties, and ed away
into the shadows of the trees, With two
men and the Chief Commissioner,
intpector Motley crept silently towards
the entrance of the dwelling-house that
sheltered Tiger Sleek and his gang. DBut
no sponer had the mspector pushed n
the ., gate leading to the house when
hoarse cries sounded from below,

“Quick, men, they've got wind of our
presence |” rapped the mspector.

He dragged out his whistle as he
spoke and blew a piercing blast. Simul-
taneously the cordon of police advanced
at the double and rushed the house. The
door was unceremonionsly broken down
by the énergetic corporal, who carried a
hatchet, and the whale party rushed in
and clambered below stairs. The irom-
studded door of the underground rooin
presented a more formidable barvier to
negotiate, and agein the hatchet in the
bands of Corparal Wilson came into play.

Suddenly to the ears of the alert
inspector there camo a faint, hissing
soundd, growing louder and louder as the
servonds ticked by

“Back, men!” gasped the inspector
hoarsely, “There's a homb inside !

The party of police drew back, alarmed.
All ears now caught the faint hissing
emanating from the other side of the
deor, end something else, A strong
odour like the burning of a fuse began
te Jeak out through the erevices of the
dor.

“ Beck for your lives!”

The police darted up the nacrow,
winding staircaze again and out into the
grounds of the house., Az the las
member, of the posse rushed out through-
the gate there came a deafening explo-
siom,

" "Get down) on your stomachz 1" roared
the inspector, suiting the action to the
word,

But the politemen peeded no instruc-
tions on that score. Even as the terrific
report out all of  them ‘flung
thetnselves fat on the ground, Over
their heads and bodies bricks and pieces
of debrizs whizzed about like so many
bullets from a machine-gun.

When, Ginally, the inspector chanced to
look «at the honse which had onee shel-
tered the poterious scoundrel Tiger
Sleek, he saw a mass of smouldering
ruins and twisted ironwork.

“The hounds?™ ha spluttered. “Our
oftack must have leghed omt. The scoun-
drels were evidently prepared for us!”

He ground his teeih with rage and
annovance, and then his eves turned
riverwards. The sight that met his gaze
caiaed him fo give voice to a volley of
bitter expletives. For about a hundred
vards downstream was & fast-moving
motor-boat, crammed full of men—a
motor-boat that was taking away to
safety the master-criminal, Tiger Sleek,
and hiz precions associates.

*“After them, men! shouied the
inspector, m ing a futile dazh aloe
the river-bank. “I’ut & volley over their
heads "

Crack, crack! Crack! Crack, cvack!

A dozen revolvers wore emptied in the
direction of the motor-boat, bot still the
craft sped downstream.

Crack, erack, crack!

Anothor volley rang out. thiz time
coming from the direction of the motor-
boat., The lice monmediately ook
cover, but not before one of their number

had been hit in the shoulder. The in-
spector also had a parrow escape. A
bullet whizzed over his head dangerously
near, whilst another scorched his pesk
cap.

*Into the cars, men!”

He rapped the order ssvagely., He
wasz cons¢clous of the fact that he was not
exactly shining in the eyes of the Chief
Commissioner. The police jumped into
the cars, and were carried away at & pace
that exceeded their own speed limit twice
over, By reason of the fact that the row
uf tenement houses faced directly on the
river, 1t was impossible to follow the
flight of the motor-boat without backing
into the main road, and then taking a
branch road that ran parallel with the
riversbank a few hundred yards further
on.

When at last the two police cars wero
ﬁB'eedmg elong this latter road, sign of
the motor:boat containing the Tigor and
his gang there was none, The inspector
stamped his foot with rage, and chewed,
savagely at the ends of his waxed mous-
toche. On the face of the Chief Com-
missioner there was a peculiar smile.

_ “'Fraid they've given us
inspector,” he said consolingly. “Mr,
Ferrers Locke was ri%ht. the Tiger is &
master-criminal. Hiz finesse is developed
to a marked degree. But 1 think we
should thank Providen#e thet we didn't
enter the underground room. . If we bad
—well, there's no veed to conjectire on
that point. The remains of the house

: eloguently Eneugh; You ' have
ailed to arrvest the Tiger, Inspector
Motley, but your timely warning down-
statrs undoubtedly saved the lives of
:,f:;t{ljrwp‘ten and myself, You have done
welf !

The inspector beamed upon his superior
u bright smile. These w!]:}'::'da of FF;TEE,
coming from the *Chief,” poured oil
upen iroubled water, as it were. Ap-
{N_H‘E'ﬂﬂylliﬂjﬂr Carstairs had overlooked
ns officiul blunder in arvesting  Jim
Blakeney for the murder of Mornington
Hardacre,

“1 failed to arrest the murderver of
Mornington Hardacre, siv,” said thoe
inspector slowly, “and I've failed to
arrest Tiger Bleek and his gang. Dut
T'll stake my reputation that I'll bag
one or bath of them within the rext——"

“Month !” cautioned the Chief grimly.
“Bettor make it that, at least, inspectar,
I wizh you luek '

The policenen crowded inte their cars
and Journeyed back fto the station.
Belfore two minutes had elapsed after
Inspector Motley's aveival, all the River
Police stalions were being notilied of the
escape of the notaricus criminal, Tiger
Bleek, and hiz gang of six.  Police-
launches put off froln every landirg-stage
along the river, and & riose nspoction
was made of all the likelv hiding-places
along the Twee,

But it was nine o'clock 1 the morning
before any news came through to Mid-
tleham,. and then it was over the tele-

phone.

“Halle! Ves. This is Middleham
Station,” snapped Inspector Motley as
he placed the receiver to his ear
What—"

“Motor-hoat N, 779,055 fonnd seutdlod
near Marsden's disused wharf,” came the
voive of the speaker at the other end of
the wire. ‘' According to footmarks on
the landing-stage, it 3 assumod that the
Tiger and his men disembarked there
and enlered o waiting car and—"

But Inspector Motley did not wait to
hear more. With a muttered improca-

the slip,

tion he jammed the recaiver on the hooks
imi bit his lip. His quarry had escaped
im.

* Burn him " he said vieiously, clench-
ing his fist at an imaginary fipure of tho
redoubtable Tiger Bleeck. "%’d like to
get my hands on him! I'd—"

He broke off abruptly as the iclephone-
bell again whirred at his elbow.

“Hallo ! be roared into the receiver,
“Who are you?' .

“My name's Sleek!” came a sibilant
voice through the receiver. * Bome call
me the Tiger. Thoughi someone at the
station would like to hear of me again,
and how we maneged to dodge you
fellows in the raid. Quite. easy, really.
One of my men spotted Ferrers Locke
arniving at your station yesterdsy even-
mg, and hastencd back to our rendez-
vous to give the alarm, We prepared
that bomb for you, and made dur get-
a.wmiv by means of a motor-boat which
we had flways kept in & secret room
opening on to the river, in case of emer-
gency. Sorry you had vour journey for
nothing. T
_ ""¥ou scoundrel!” hissed the inspector
in a boiling rage. *You—"

“Ha, ha!” came a2 gentle laugh over
the wires, “You should take & fow tips
from Ferrers Locke, miy man. Why, he'a
worth the” whole of the Middleham

ice force put together! Cheerio!
Can’t wait any longer. Remember, sonie
call me the Tiger '™
. The caller rang off, leaving a dumb-
founded and enraged inspector of police
gazing as if pn%s&d at the telephone
instrument, the receiver of whick he still
%I]lcﬂnﬂchlﬂu?lﬁ' held tightly in his hand.

wn the mspector recovered power of
speech and action. pow

With a roar like a bull he frantically
reng up the exchange, and inguired of
the operator if she knew whence the call
had come, but the operator could give
nothing definite to work upon. With a
volley of bitter expletives, In tor
Motley jammed on his hat and departed
homewards for bréskfast. In the course
of hiz varted careor he had handled and
huqtmi seores of eriminels, but never
during that time had_ one had the
awdacity to phone tha station to acquaint
the. police of his escape. It was being
borne in upon the rather obtuse mind of

e LT =g 0T

Jnspector -Motley that Tiger Sleek was

indeed & master-criminal, and, with that
thought well before him, the police
officer’s wuadally healthy appetite paled
considerably,

A Clever Alibi,

IM BLAKENEY strode out in the

direction of his own gnarters with

o step ms hight and carefrec as

any child of three. A bright sun

gleamned overhead, its early morning

rays giving an extra sparkle to the

little specks of dew that lay thickly

on the preensward of the ibourn

Lane,

“Freaol”

Jim Blakeney: vowed the word with

fervour and began to whistle. An hour
carlier he had been writhing on the
rack of mental torture. ‘ree ! Ib

hardly seemed credible. For hours tho
yvoung man had twisted and furned on
his marrow bed in the cell at Middle-

ham, secking the sleep and oblivion
that woull not come. Avcused of
murdar! Of murdering the one man

who had been the first to assist him
since his arrival at Middleham. Tho
ietter; the finding of Mornington Hacd-
gere stretehed lifeless on the floor; the
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enlry of the butler; and, fnally, hiz
arrest. It was a piclure that would ive
in his memory :11[I the days of his life,
hut for the moment it waz out of foeus.
IIe was a free man—released withouni a
tinin on his character,

Major Carstoirs, the Chief Commis-
sioner, had been usz good as his word.
Within an hour of hs arvival back at
the Middlehem police-station after his
wemorable visit to the great defective
of Bakeyr Strect, Jim Blakeney had been
acquainted of the remarkalile discoverios
Ferrars Locke had made, and hed been
set free,

“Ferrers Locke !

There waz a world of eloguent grati-
tude mn the words, although there was
none bl {he ﬂI‘l:tih’:ring bids o the
trees to hear them. Jim Hlarkf_-m_‘::,r ouor]
the great sleuth his life—ol thal he felt
tonvineed,

Before the young man had shaken the
dust of the police-station from his fect
Major Carstairz had informed him that
Fervers locke intended visiting Blake.
ney at his lodgings that same morning.
It was now o quarter to five, a.m. At
vleven o'clock England's greatest detee
tive was to call on him.

Jim  pinched himsell to make snre
that he was not dreaming, DBut this
was no dream. The town stretsbed
Lefore himn, the bivds twittered above
his head, and a bright and [viendly sun
streamed down—{far different from the
sordicd surreundings of his prisen cell.

Still whistling blithely, Jim Blakeney
et Bimsell into hiz snite of rooma and
clmly wndressed, He was dogged tired
and i dire need of sleep,  Despite the
hour, he was fast asleep within two
winutes of having latd his head on hiz
pillow,

And with sleep eaine forgeffulness of
the events of the last twelve looars,

- L} ] [l - *

TAnd se Mr
anyonc—ch*"

Ferrers Locke asked the question of
tho portly Mrs. DButtrix, as that gond
lady presented herself ac the door 0
gswer to hiz summmons.

“No, ho can't!” was the emphatic
reply. My, Bwiveller was taken bad
wilh a cold—influenza 1t is—at six
o'clock last night, and he'z got a tem-
perature.  The doctor’s with him now,
and his orders are that Mr, Swiveller
s not la boe disturhed,”

Before the detective could makes anv
reply the professional fignre of the local
doctor entercd the hallway.

“Vou will administer the medicing 1
have preseribed, Mrz. DButiriz,” he saud
gravely, “every three hounrs. And re-
mombor that Mr. Swiveller is not on
uny acconnk to bo distarbed 17

“Twave that to me, sivt”

With a gracious nel the good lady
of tho house bade the medico good-
morming, and then turped again to
Ferrers Leocke.

Swiveller cannot sec

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Lid you hear ihat, siri” che de
manded of the defective. .

“Yes” smiled Locke agreeably. " I'm
zovry Mr. Swiveller is ill; he seemed all
vightt at lialf-past =ix last night, and—
AN ——"

“I don't know who wou are, sir)”
thandered Alres, Buottrix; “but you are
not speaking the truth! Me, Swiveller
was faken bad ot six o'clock last night,
amd he wenk ﬁiruigilt te bed. 1 can
voitch for that, for I sent up the page-
oy with a hewl of gruel for him. Now
I ¢ome to losk at you, vou appear fo
he o canvasser, or debt collector; they
n=ually try and stuff a  respectable
wornan with a lot of lies! she added
severely, " You run away, mister, and

g
t
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think again! Seemed all right at hali-
past six last might, did he? Take that:
I clon’t like the look of you!™

And hefore the eelebrated dJdetective
knew what was happening the front
tlaor. had slammed in his [ace.

“Beems @ bit of an Amazon!” he
muttered good-humouredly., *'I've been
taken for many things in my time, but
never a canvasser or a debt colector,
Ha, ha! Mr. Swivellar’s landlady has
cleared the field a Liitle. I waa rather
inclingd to the theory that Swiveller it
wasz who committed the murder; but,
ns BEocolid iells ws, 1 man ean't bo in
iwo placos at once. 'Then there's the
doctor—he wonkln’t be taken in by any
play-acting, Bwiveller 13 genuinely ll,
andd was 11l at six a'clock last night,
That being 1he case, I can wipe him off
the slate of suspects, although instinet
prampls me to kesp an eye on him.
12ather funny he was taken il zo swd-
denly.  Jephking, the butler at  the

mkir

Th i "

= ;- v !‘""“ L 7 Y -y oy
L AT T T e v e Tt

=y T,

- PRIGE
. TWOPENCE. 27
Myetles, had not evidently noticed the

fact, Flum?! It’s a tangled skein I've
got to nnravel. But there's one con-
solation—Jime Blakeney’s o free man.”

Reflecting  thuswise, TFerrers Locke
iook the vomd to Jim Blakeney's lodg-
mgs, and within five minntes was clasp-
ing that young man by the hand,

“"Congratnlatinnz, Jim, my boy!" ha
exclamed  warmly, “How do you
fecl?™

“TFib az a fiddle, =iv! replied Jim,
with equal earnesiness. * And ready to
do anything in my power to show yon
my prafifude for what youw've doma!”

“Tush! Say no more obout if,
sonny '™ said Fervers Tocks protestingly.
“The evrtain’s onky just rung up on
the Middleham drama; time enough for
the aspplouse when the last scene s
enacted and the Tiper ia zafa under
lock and key and the muorderer of
Mornington Havdacre a prisoner in the
dock 1" '

{ There iz another long and theilling
instalment of thiz powe serial,
boys, in next Monday's s’?'fﬂ:{n! New
¥Yrear iague of the WAGNET. Ovder
pour copy norw, and get gour pals fo
siart the New Year well by becoming
reqitlay veaders.)

ASK YOUR
CHUM—

(2. When is a clock om the stairs dans

gerous ? :
A. When it vuns down and strikes one.

Q. Why iz o watch like o tiver?
A. Beeause it won'f run along without
winding.

0. Why iz & woell-tvained hovse like a
benevolent man?

A. Beecaunse he ztops al the sound of
wale).

). What is taken from you lLefore you
rot i 7 ]
A. ¥Your portrait.

Q. When 15 a silver cup mosh likely Lo
run ¥
A When it's chiased.

Q. Why would a compliment from s
chicken be an insalt?
A. Deecnuze 18 would Le fowl langnage.

Q. Tf you were to rvide vpon & donkey
what froit would you resemble?
A, A pear (pair).

. What iz the wost dangerona tune
to visit the conntry ?

A, When the bnil-rushes out, the cow-
alips  abont, and the hLttle sprigs are
slhantine all arowl,

._-.

A MERRY CHRISTMAS, CHUMS,

AND

A PROSPEROUS NEW YEAR!

From YOUR EDITOR.
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ANOTHER HOLIDAY KUMBER!

T stiikes me us just lucky that the
I presert ismue of the MAGKET comes
aight plum in the midst of the
Christmas festivities. Last week 1
wished vou all the best, but good wishes
can be  repeated with perfect safety.
'They are “always welcome; and, talk-
in
will extend a hearty ono to the copy of
the MacNET now in xsour hands. ii; is
as seasonable as anybody eould wish.
Our joke department will he fonnd most
m:itﬂ{rle. on can”.thuckle over the
erisp and novel funniosities as you make
yourself snug by a jolly good fire
Nothing, is there, to equal a wimnter
evening in comfortable quarters with the

gbout welcomes, 1 am certain you®

tha most wonderfyl
Frank Richards has
to show us something of the poetry to
e fownd in Scotland, and the peril,
Don't miss this fine yarn, boys!

legrends .
been at  pains

extant,

“A MARKED MANI™
Another magnetic instalment of our

t serial will be found in the next issuo.

Keep your eye on Jim Blakeney—you
vannot <o other—and TForrers Locks,
whe has here a *ease ™ _which goes
vight home to him, for it is full of
problems, and Locke is a whale for
difficultics.
in him. Thanger hems in Blakeney.
But as to the murder of Mornington

-

They bring out the best

Hardacre, Ferrers Locke has quitp other
iclens to those fostered by hoadguarters.
Lhe instalment bristles with actuality
and pithy detail.

'_--_h

A NEW YEAR SUPPLEMENT !

It iz now a matter of full speed-ahend
for 1924, and H. W. & Co. are not for-
getting it. Next week's supplement of
the *Greyfriars Herald ¥ takés well into
account the full ferocity of the tewpus
fugit detail.. New days, new ideos
That is the ticket! The ¢ Greylriars
Herald ™ moves with the times, and the
splendid isswe which will see the light
during the week when Janvary Ist,
1924, comes in i3 a real live husiness,
calculated to- knock spots off “rivals,
and clear up any monldy relics of the
bygone. There are big hopes for 1924,
but that's not enough, Everybody has
to do a bit cf clend-pushing. It will
be & great vear so lomg as all take o
share. The new 'Y Greviriars Herald ”
is like the first tap £t the door of the
l""ﬂ-::i. Year. "It will prove to be a good
ead.

latest MaGRET to keep things cheery
and interesting. '

“THE WRAITH OF LOCHMUIR!™

Of conrse, the fine old Christroas spinit
15 not Ninished with vet” for” this season,
goeing that next week's number of the
MaorET sees the brilliant culmination
of the Highland series of top-hole yarns.

The Greyfrinrs fellows {ake the Erestige

and the sporting_spirit of the old schonl ;

wherever they go,” and their Seottish ﬁglwy of Detective Wark and Darin
L] -- L] I II

trip has been no  ecxception,  These of Thivicen Marked Doibloree,

varns have heen’ real winners. The of *Tiw Faco In the Filn,” tto.

wind-up iz better still.- Havry Wharton
& Co. encounter somo mighty sirange
experiences “up infthe’ snowy north,
Those of you who know the Highlands
of Calédonia; stern "and wild, will find A Fratinatin
the mnarrative, humming with reality. YORK and I
It iz a’ véritnble mysfary of the lone
mountaing, - Up there in the solitudes,
where one ean watk for days and only A Ttonr::
meet an occasional shepherd, you find :

fnrednein
Lives @l

Trail,"” eta.
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A STORY OF THE SEA!

Make sure .you geb the “Doys'
Friend,” with its brilliant new scrial,
“Topsail Tony!™ by David Goodwin,
The old Green 'Efn has another splefidiil
seoop 1o ils eredil in thiz’ gopping yarn
of the sea. You will find in (& just thal
magic atmosphere of the deep wlich
gverybody likes, with roemance and’ nd-
venture in plenty. David Goodwin 15 a
ngine to conjure with, "He is the anlhov
of a series of the finest stories of explara-
tien on sca and land ever written. Idal
it is a dead certainty that he has nover
done anything so dramalic as “ Tapsail
Tony ! for in-it we. get the experionces
of & man who has sojourned in mang
countries, and-who knows the mysteries
of the Seven Seas.

YOLUME,

of Christmas
the Market !
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