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A GRAND

LONG COMPLETE YARN DEALING WITH THE FURTHER-—

N

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Happy Hikers !

RIP, drip, drip!
D It was raining! . X
“1 told you so!” said Billy

Bunter, for the tenth, or per-
Eaps the twentieth time. *1 knew it
was geing to rain!’’

Noﬁdy answered Bunter,

The Greyfriars hikers plugged onward
through the rain.

They were getting wet.

That, of course, wans only te be ex-
pected when it was raining hard.

Hikers have to take the rough with
the smooth. Harry Wharton & Ca. bere
it cheerfully. Lord Mauleverer was as
placid as_usual. Only Billy Bunter
groused. But Billy Bunter did enough
grousing for the whole party.

Certainly it was not nice! Oxfordshire
was not displaying its most attractive
aspect to the schoolboy hikers,

The Greyfriars fellows had heard of
Oxford claly. Now they found a good
deal of it slippery round their feet. Tall
elm-trees swept over them a3 they
marched. Darkness was falling. A last
glIm.mer of a wet and watery sun cume

imly through rainy inists, across
drenched fields, It was wet and it was
\\'lndx.

“It's coming down !"' groaned Bunter,

“Did_you expect it to go up?” in-
quired Bob Cherry.

“Beast |”

“It's a bit damp, and no mistake!”
remarked Johnny Bull

"The dampfulness is truly terrific!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What's the odds, so long as you're
'appy ¥ asked Bob. “I dare say this
rain is doing the crops a lot of good.”

“Blow the crops!” said rank
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Nugent. “It’s
neck ™

“T say, you fellows—"

“ Bhut up, Bunter!*

“Look here, how far is it to that
beastly village we're making for?’’ de-
manded Bunter.

“It was five miles when we started
after lunch,” answered Bob. *Wa
should have got in before the raim if
ylou hl’ldn‘t crawled like a bandy-legged
slug I’ :

“We've done more than five miles. I
feel as if I'd done about fifty I’’ groaned
Bunter. “ Look here, I'm getting wet!”

“The rain’s wet,” said Bob. “One
thing you can rely on about the rain—
it's always wet. Never heard of dry
rain.”

“I'm soaked I”’ howled Bunter.

“ We're not exactly dry, old fat bean "’
remarked Ha:r;r Wharton.

“Eh, what?”’ Bunter grunted.
was not apparently thinking about
whether the other fellows were wet. “I
tell you I'm dronched.”’

“The drenchfulness of my esteemed
zelf iz alse preposterous,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. "“But the
grousefulness is not the proper caper,
my idiotic Bunter.”

“¥m tired,” added Bunter,

“ And nobody else is tired!' observed
Johnny Bull, with a deep sarcasm that
was wasted on Bunter,

“I'm hungry.”

“You needn’t have mentioned that,”
said Bob Cherry. “We could have
guessed that one, old fat man."”

“I say, you fellows, there’s a shed in
that field. I say, halt! Let’s have a
rest for geodness’ sake ! . Let’s camp 1”

““Nothing for supper,” said Harry
Whartor. “We were relying on getiing
to Hoad for = t. Not mere than
half a dozem snn:lwiehes left.”

“Well, lock here, k could manage on

trickling dewn my

He B

" said Bunter.

2

half a dozen sandwricl
“It's not much I eat, as you i

The Famous Five bh at Bunter
through the dripping rain. Lord
Mauleverer gave a gontle chuckle. Bill
Bunter wiped his big spectacles, jamme
them back om his fat little nose, and
blinked at the hikers.

*“Thet's all right,” he said. "I can
rough it. After ail, I've never had
enough ta eat since I started hiking with
vou fellows. I’ve wished more tham once
that I hadn’t come.”

“ S8ame here |"” remarked Johnny Bull,

"'glh.a samefttlllneee his ]tlarriﬁc." .

“8logging through the rain, hungry
as a hunter | said the fat Owl of the
Remove indignantly,

“¥You mean hungry as a Bunter?”

asked Bab.

“Well, let's camp in that shed, I
want to get out of this rain!™ roared
unter. " We can get over that fence,
Look here, there's two or three palings

loais,e' ; we can squeeze through, Ceme
on

Billy Bunter headed for the fence that
bordered that Oxfordshire lane. The
other fellows grinned and resumed their
march,

Bunter blinked round through his web
spectacles,

“I say, you fellows!"” he bawled,
“Where are you going1”

“(Good-bye, Bunter [

‘" Beasts |” roared Bunter.

He rolled on after the party. Slosh,
slash, slesh, went the footsteps of the
hikers through a _clay soil made slipper;
by ample rain. Bob Cherry slipped an
stumbled, and sat down in a puddle.

“0Oh1” he ejaculated.

“He, he, he !” came from Bunter.

Bob scrambled up, rather muddy. He
gave the fat Owl of the Remove a glare
and marched om.

“X say, you fellows—""
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“8hut up !’ roared Johony Bull.

“<Yaas, ring off, old bean,” said Lord
Mauleverer gently. “You talk too
much, Bunter, old fat tulip! I've men-
tioned that before.”

“Look here—"

“0Oh, kick him I'"* said Nugent,

“Beast "

Bunter sloshed on.

Suddenly his foot slipped, and he sat
down as Bob had done.

“Yoooop ' roared Bunter,

“Funny, isn't it?"’ said Bob, looking
round.

“Yow-ow-ow [”

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! Why aren’t you
he-he-heing 7"’ asked Bob., “You went
off like a E‘.hincﬁe cracker when I took a
tumble. Doesn't it seem so funny now 1"

“Ow! Beast! Wow! Help!"

“Oh dear! Take hold of his ears and
yank him up!” said Harry Wharton.
“We shall get into Hoad about mid-
nith at this rate.”

*I say, you fellows, I can't get up!
I say, I'm injured! Help!” roared
Bunter,

The Greyfriars hikers turned back and
surroundeg the Owl of the Remove. Bob
cherry took one fat arm, Johnny Bull
took the other, and Bunter was heaved
to his feet. He stood on one leg, cling-
ing to his helpers.

“Ow! I've sprained my ankle!” he

gasped, “Wow | Oh dear! The pain's
awiull I e-c-can’t put my foot to the
ground ! Ow!”

“Well, my hat! That's the jolly old
limit |” exclaimed Nugent, in great ex-
asperation, " Look here, you've got to
come on, you fat owl!"

“Ow! I think my ankle’s broken!”
wailed Bunter,

“ Pity it wasn’t your neck !" remarked
Johnny Bull heartlessly.

“Beast! Ow! Don't let go!” yelled
Bunter. “I shall fall down again if you
let go! Oh! I'm suffering awful pain!
Wow |7

He clung desperately to Bob and
Johnny. ‘hey staggered wunder his
weight. Tt was not a light task to sup-

port William George Bunter.

“Well, that does it,” said Harry
Wharton. “If the fat idiot really can’t
walk—"

“Gammon!"” growled Johnny Bull,
“Bit of a twist, perhaps. Nobody but
Bunter would make a fuss about it.”

roan

“Well, what the thump's going to be
done ?” asked Bob, in dismay.

“Get me into the shelter,” said
Bunter, in a faint voice, “Leave me!
Leave me to suffer alone! It would be
like you! Ow!”

“Oh, cheese it!” growled Bob. “You
;olly well know we shan't Jeave you, you
at fraud. But what the dickens——"

“There’'s that shed,” said Harry.
“Better get out of the rain if we're
going to halt, Look here, Bunter, if
you're really hurt—"

Groan!

“0Oh, get him along!" said Harry.

There would have been plenty of sym-
Qathy had any other member of the
Greyfriars hiking party been crocked.
But really it was a little difficuli to
sﬁmpathise deeply with Bunter, The
chances were about a hundred to one
that he was making the most of a trifling
damage, Indeed, it was quite possible
that he was not damagea nt all, but
was “spoofing '' all the time, But in
the circumstances he had to be given
the benefit of the doubt. Certainly he
could not march if Lis ankle was twisted.
8o the juniors helped him through the
fence, and headed across the drenched
and dripping field towards the shed, the
only shelter that was in sight.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Rest for Bunter !

" Oor it!” said Bob Cherry,
H encouragingly.
Groan, from Bunter|

With one fat arm round
Bob's neck, the other round Johnny
Bull's, Bunter threw his whole weight
on them. He hopped on one leg. the
other being kept carefully suspended in
the air.

The two juniors staggered along,
bearing up manfully. Harry Wharton
cut ahead, to open the door of the shed.

To whom the building belonged, the
Greyfriars fellows had no idea; but
they supposed that it was an out-build-
ing belonging to some farm. It was
not likely that the farmer would object
to the party tuking shelter from the
rain in it, cspeciuﬁy as one of tliem
was crocked. Anyhow, the hikers had
to chance that. ~ Standing out in the
downpour, when there was a_roof at
hand, was not to be thought of.

Wharton opened the shed door.
Nugent and Hurree Singh and Lord
Mauleverer went in, and Bob and
Johnny followed with Bunter. Inside,
the shod was deeply dusky, and smelled
strongly of cattle, There was a great
pile of straw at ome side. The juniors
peered round them in the shadows,
Wharton leaving the door a little way
open, to admit such light as there was,
also to freshen the stuffy air a little.

It takes more than a ghost to

frighten Harry Wharton & Co.

—the happy-go-lucky holiday

hikers. And thrill {follows

thrill when they set omi to

solve the mystery of Hoad
Castle I

“Well, here we are!” said Bob, *Sit
down, Dunter, and let's have a look at
vour” fearful injury.”

“What is there to sit on?"” groaned
Bunter.

“The farmer seems to have forgotten
to put armchairs or a sofa in his shed!
Bit thoughtless.” said Bob. “DBut
there's quite a large floor.”

“If wyou think 1 can sit on {he fioor,
Bob Chorey—"

“There's a pile of straw.” said Farry.
“®it in the siraw, for goodness' sake,
Bunter, and dry up.’:

“Beast 1"

“Now let's look at the damage,” said
Johnny Bull, with n suspicious glare ak
Bunter. “1 fancy we shall find it's not
awfully bad.Z

“] ean't hear to have it touched,”
gaid Bunter. “The pain is awful—fear-
ful, in fact! I sav, vou fellows. we
shall have to camp here for the night,
There must be a farmhouse somewhere,
and if you can find it, you can get some
grub for supper. I'm jolly hungry.”

Harry Wharton looked from the open
door. No donbt there was a farmhouse
“ somewhere™; but oll lie could see was
weoping rain. weeping trees, weeping
hedges, and thickening gloom.

“Not much good going and looking
for a house,” remarked the captain of
the Greyfriars Remove.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“I suppose we shall have {o camp
here, if E%lmter can't get on,” said Bob,
“We shall have topping appelites by
breakfast-time to-morrow.”

"“The topfulness will be terrific!” re-
marked I—Furrea Jamset Ram Singh,
ruefully.

“You'd better try to find a farm-
house or something—for goodness’ sake,
don't be lazy !” said Bunter.

“You fat owl—"

“I'm really thinking of rou fellows!"”
said Bunter, with dignity, “I can
manage on the sandwiches! What are
vou fellows going to have?”

“We're guing to have a sandwich
each!” said Johnny Bull, in a deep,
growling voice.

“QOh, really, Bull—"

“There's some cocoa in my rucsack.”
said Bob Cherry, cheerily. *I remem-
ber stmkmg it in with my Holiday
Annual | f we could pget some
water——"

“Lots of water!” said Nugent, with
a grimace, “Only it's no use for mak-
g cocoa.”

*Water, water, all around, and not a
drop to drink ! ‘as the johnny says in
the poem! Anyhow, we're out of the
rain| We shall have to tighten our
belts, and smile !”

“The smilefulness is the proper
caper! Pack up your absurd troubles

in your ridiculous kithag, and smile!”
sugﬁesied Hurree Singh.

“1 say, wvon fellows!
dry? 1If it's dry I'll sit
said Bunter. “Get those sandwiches
unpacked ! TI've told you I'm hungry.
If you're afraid of a little rain, you
can wait till it stops, and then go and
look for a farmhouse.”

“I believe that fat villain is gam-
moning, all the time,” growled Joluny
Bull. “We ought to be getting on to
Hoad. 1 don't suppose it's a mile far-
ther on.”

“If you think I can walk a mile, with
a fearful pain in my ankle, Bull—2

“0Oh, rats!”

“If wou think it’s only s mile, sup-
pose you go on. ard get some grub ab
the shops, and come back with itt!”
suggested Bunter, “I can wait, if I
have the sandwiches.”

“QOh, sit down and be quiet!”

113 ‘Yuh !JJ

Billy. Bunter—with an expression of
agony on his fat [ace, designed to show
what awful suffering he was enduring,
liobbled across to the stack of straw. He
plumped down on i with a gasp of
relicf. Whether Bunter was injured or
not, there was no doubt that he was
Fmd’ and still less doubt that he was
azy.

He plumped leavily into the thick

I3 that straw
down on it,”

strlrltw. The next moment he gave a
yell,

“Ow! I say, you fellows—"

“0Oh. my hat! What's the matter
now?”

“Qw! There's something here—some-
thing  alive—it's moving!”  yelled

Bunter, and he bounded up from the
straw.

“What the thump—"

“Oh erikey! Is that a bllll?:‘fasped
Bob Cherry, as a huge horned head
lnomed dimly from the shadows of the
shed. Dvidently the sghed was not un-
occupied, as the hikers had supposed.

“ A—n—a—bull1” stuttered Bunter.
“Ol crikey! 1 say, you fellows, keep
him off ! Yarooooooh "

Bunter bounded to the door,

The fact that he had a sprained ankle,
and could not walk, let alone run,
slipped his memory at that thrilling
moment! He fairly flew ! g

Harry Wharton and Co. stared at him
blankly.

“Keep him off " howled Bunter.

He went lhrough the doorway
abiout 60 m.p.h.
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“Moooooooch 2 eame from the big
animal stirring in the straw. Big sleepy
eyes blinked ab the hikers.

It was not, fortunately, & bull! Tt
was & cowl The animal had becn
sleeping placidly in the straw, when
Bunter plumped down and startled it
out of balmy slumber.

But the cow was not so startled as
Bunter! The cow simply blinked
sleepily at the hikers, mooed, and laid
down its head again peacefully in the
straw; while William George Bunter
raced for the fence on the lame, as if
a mad bull had been just behind him !

“Qh, my hat!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

“The spoofer!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Didn’t I tell you he was gpammon-
ing ¥’ demanded }uhnny Bull,

“I'he gammonfulness 1s terrific!”

“ After him !” 2

The hikers left the shed. Billy Bun-
ter’s fearful injury having suddenly
evaporated, as 1t were, there was no
roason for staying there ! Harry Whar-
ton carefully closed and fastened the
door behind {lim, and the party followed
Bunter back to the lane. They over-
took him at tho fence. The fat junior

was_squeezing through. p
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Buck up, Bunter! There's a

Bull just behind you 1”
“Yaroocoooh [* .
Bunter went through, spluttering. He
rolled in the lane on the other side.
Bunter sat up and roared.
w l\'}f,!ep him off | I say, you fellows,

“Keep off, Johnny!”? said Bob,

"“"Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly owl!” roared Wharton.
“There wasn't a bull in the shed—it was
only a cow—"

“Oh|” Bunter gasped, and blinked
round through his Eig spectacles. “ That
beast Cherry said there was a bull just
behind me—"

. "Bo there was,” answered Bob. “But
it was only Johnny Bull [

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Beast |” roared Bunter.

He scrambled to his feet.

“Now Bunter’s done his funny turn,
Iot’s get on to Hoad |” said Bob Cherry.
" Quick march 1

1 say, you fellows—"

“Get a move on, you spoofing rhin-
oreros |

“I—I can’t walk—"

“What?” roared the hikers.

“I told you my enkle was sprained
and——"

“You—you—you told us your ankle
wug sprained ! * gasped Bob,

. “¥es, you beast! I can’t walk, as you
iolly well know! If it's only a cow in
the shed, we can camp Lhere! You
fellows needn't be afraid of a cow—
cows are all right! Let’s get back!

Help wme!”

“Help you!*” repeated Wharton,
blankly.

“Yes! T can't walk—"

“Oh, my only summer bonnet!”
gasped Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Alter the foot-race Billy Bunter had
pui up, only u few minutes ago, it really
was not of much use to tell the tale of
tho sprained ankle again. It was quite
clear that that tule had been spoof from
beginning to end! But Bunter a par-
ently hoped to get away with it | {fope
springs ceternal in the human breast!

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
ot * exclaimed the Owl of Greyfriars
indignantly. “It's frightfully unfeeling
to cuckle and snigger when a fellow's
suffering fearful pain! I say, you
fellows—»

“ Bure you ear’t walk? * chuckled Bob

wrry.
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"Quite sure! ™

“Well, if you can't walk, you can run,
because we've_ just scen you do it! Do
you fellows mind running, just to oblige
Bunter? He can’t walk, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Let's!”

“The runfulness is the proper eaper!”

“ Run, you fat bounder!

“l ean’t! " yelled Bunter, “I can't
take a step! I—yaroooh! Xeave off
kicking me, Cherry, you beast! "

“I'm waiting for yoy te run! You
can't walk—but you can run—and I'm
going to kick you till you do!*

"I—%a, ha, ha!l™

“ Yarooooooh ! ”

Whether Bunter could walk or not,
there was no doubt that he counld run—

and he did! Ile ran quite fast. With
Bob Cherl’li running behind him, dribb-
ling him like & very fat football, Bunter

found that he could put on quite a
creditable turn of speed. He ran and
ran and ran.

After him ran the hikers, through the
dropping rain. Bunter, for once, led the
way. With a boot behind him, to help
him on when he slacked, he kept in the
lead ; and he was still going strong when
the lights of the village of Hoad glim-
mered ahead throungh tha rain umf the
gloom—welcome to all the hikers, but
especially to Bunter !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Asking for It !

i“ UTRID weather !*

P Ponsonby, of the

at Highecliffe.
“Horrible ! ¥ said Gadsby.

“Beastly ] ” agreed Monson.

Jervis, the chauffeur, who was driving
the car, made no remarks sbout the
weather, though no doubt he felt it
rather more than the fellows in the ear
did. Jervis had to give all his attention
to driving, in the thickening dusk and
the pouring rain, Rain beat on the roof
of the green Austin, and splashed on the
windows, blurring them till nothing
could be seen from within, save a vague
looming of weeping trees and dusky wet
hedges,

Pon and Co, were thoroughly bad
tempered. Certainly that September
afternoon was enougg to try the temper
of a saint. A sunny August was followed
by a rather rainy September; and Pon
and Co. did not like 1t. In fine weather
the three Highcliffa fellows had enjoyed
touring the green country in a car, hunt-
ing the Greyfriars hikers. They agreed
thut it was a jolly way of spending the
“hols.” . With no masters or prefects
about, ghey were able to drop in at the
races sometimes, and play gil]iards at
the hotels when they put up, and gener-
ally make young asses of themselves.
But in this weather it was no catch.

“Where the dooce are we now ?” asked
Monson, trying to peer from the drip-
ping glass,

“Bomewhere in Oxfordshire, I sup-
pose,” grunted Pon.

“If we'd only stopped in Banbury this
mornin'—" sighed Gadsby.

“Wo're after those Greyfriars cads.
They weren't in Banbury,” growled Pon,

Gadsby and Monson gave a simul-
tancous grunt. Hunting the hikers did
not appeal to them very much at any
time; they had had the worst of most
of the encounters that had taken place.
In this weeping weather it appealed to
them less than ever. Pon was as deter-
mined as at the start; but Gadsby and
Monson  would undoubtedly ~ have
“ chucked ™ it, but for the fact that they
were getting the tour in Pon’s car.

“We're not far off their track,” said
Ponsonby., “We got npews of them

rowled Cecil
ourth Form

THE MAGNET

yesterday. They struck north after leav-
ing the Thames.”

*QOh, bother 'em!” growled Monson.
“We've caught them more than once
and jolly well caught Tartars, You'l
never get hold of Bob Cherry’s Holiday
Annusl—eaven if it was worth gettin’
hold of, which I don’t believe.”

“ Same here,” said Gaddy. ¥ You fancy
that smash-and-grab man at Courtfield
ut & message in that book for his pal,

on. You fancy you're going to spob
it, and find out where he parked the
plunder. You fancy you're going to bag
the reward of £50 the insurance people
are offering for finding the loot. And
I tell you 1t’s all rot.”

“ Utter rot!* agreed Monson,

“Pifile ! * said (Gadsby.

“Bosh | ¥ said Monson.

Ponsonby turned an unpleasant eye on

his pals, X .
“You grumblin’, grousin’ nincom-
poops—" he began. A .
A roll of thunder drowned his voice,

Lightning flashed across the darkening
sky. Foﬁowing it came a rush of rain,
beating on the car like a cascade. Rain
and mud splashed round the revolving
wheels,

“Oh gad! This is rippin’!” groaned
Gadsby, ‘Shall we ever get to any-
where, I wonder ? Has the dashed chaui-
feur lost his way, or what?® :

“We ought to have kept to the high-
road,” snarled Monson, “One of these
dashed lanes is just like mnother. Looks
like a night out for us.”

" And sugpoae it is? " snapped Pon-
sonby. "Those Greyfriars men are hik-
ing it, on foot, and I'll bet the lot of
them aren't puttin’ up so much grousin'
as you two, with a roof over your
heads.”

“Oh, rats!”

“QOh, go an’ eat coke! ™ .

Tempers wore getting very a'hm;a in
the green Austin. Ponsonby slid do
the glass a few inches to look out. Im-
mediately there was a dash of wind and
rain inside the car, and yelps from
Gadsby and Moneon  Unheeding the
yelping of hizs knutty pals, Ponsonby
stared out into the gathering gloom, He
saw a muddy lane, lined by tall, weep-
ing elms; and, as far as he could see
there were oniy elms and beeches, all
weeping. [t was one of those Oxford-
shire woods which are so delightful in
the fine weather. Ii looked anyt inJg but
delightful under torrents of rain. Jervis
had slowed down. There was little doubt
that he was doubtful of his way, in
winding lanes where signposts were few
and far between,

“What the dooce is the brute ptoppin'
for ? ¥ muttered Gadsby.

“To ask the way, fathead!” snapped
Ponsonby. “There's some sort of a
npative here, thank goodness.”

A man by the roadside was st E
and looking at the car. He was en-
veloped in a raincoat, which was turned
up about his neck, and a soft hat was

ulled down over hizs face. Jervis
Erought the car to a halt only a few
yards from him. Pon eyed him sourl
from the window. Beitween the pulled-
down hat and the turned-up collar he
had a glimpse in the dusk of a plump
red face and a ginger-coloured mous-
tache, The man ste‘fped into the road
and eame to the window where Pon was
looking out.

“You've J)icked & rather rough day,
sir,” he said.

“Kh, what?*

“1 suppose you've been up to the
office !

Pon etared at him.

“What the dooce do you mean?” he
AR

"I .mean, you've got the order to
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view,” said the man in the raincoat.
“ You can't sce the place without it.”

“What the thump—" murmured
Gadsby.

"I mean, you can see the place; it's
open to the public, os far as that goes,”
said the man in the raincoat; “ but oni_v
the ruins, The other part of the house
is locked up, of course, and you have
to get the keys at the office,”

The man was talking in riddles, appa-
rently.

“I'd advise you to leave it till to-
morrow, sir,” said ihe man in the rain-
coat. “Ii’s getting dark, and, of eourse,
there's no lights there. Couldn’t you
find the place, or what? Some people
don’t find it easy, Not that there's a
lot come to see 1t. If you like to call
at the office in the morning I'll take

“1 want to know the way{” hissed
Ponsonby. He had no desire to a long
talk with a garrulous gentleman who
was, apparently, the local estate agent
in that part of the country, and who
seemed to be full of his own business.
“Doesn't this road lead anywhere else ¢

“It does not, sir!” asnswered Mr,
Timothy Watking, “If you go back a
guarter of a mile you'll see o turning
that leads to Hoad, and a guarter of a
mile farther on is the turning tor High
Hoad—my office is there, if you lad a
faney for viewing any properties in
these parts—"

“Gret back, Jervis!” snapped Pon.

“Yes, sir!”

Mr. Watkins stepped out of the way,
and the chauffeur started backing the
car to turn it. The man in the raincoat

5

at 8 Hime. Every tima it backed the
rear wheels came perilously near the
edge of the ditch and the edge of the
ditch was soggy and erumbling with
heavy rain. Jervis was a good driver,
and no doubt he could have turned the
car successfully, even in that confined
space, but for that circumstance,
Suddenly there was a slip. A mass
of drenched earth under the rear wheels
gave, and tumbled down into the ditch.
Immediately the car slid backwards
after it, There was a yell from the three
IMTighcliffians within. 5o suddenly that
they hardly knew what was happening,
the car slipped backwards into the ditch
and jammed into three feet of water
and clinging mud, Water swamped into
it, drenching the Highclifians as they
rolled and tumbled on the rear seat.

The Greyfriars hikers were slogging thr
““ Yooooop ! ** roared the fat junior.

you there and show you over it, You
won't see the ghost in the daylight, I
dare say.” He chuckled. *“I dare say
you've heard that it's haunted.”

“ 1 don't know what you're talking
about,” snapped Ponsonby, “Where does
this lane lead ? *

“Btraight to Hoad Castle,” answered
the man in the raincoat, “and nowhere
else. Aren’t you going there?”

“No!” grunted Ponsonby.

“My mistake, sir,” said the man in
the raincoat cheerfully. “Seeing you
hea.dmf straight for the old castle gate-
WAy, naturally supposed you were
going there. You're not here to view
the place, then?”

“Never heard of it!"” said Ponsonby.

“If you want to, sir, you've only to
call at my office—anybody in High Hoad
will point out the oftice of Timothy
Watkins, estate agent and auctioneer.
The place is in my hands—and has been
these seven years, ever since the old
squire went abroad. And—"

“ Yow-ow-ow [ *

h the rain when Bunter’s foot suddenly slipped, and he sat down in the mud.

backed under the weeping trees, watch-
ing the proceedings.

‘Careful of that ditech!" he ealled
out.

In & narrow lane, with a wide, flowing
ditch on one side, it was not easy to
back and turn the car. Jervis paused
and looked round at Ponsonby.

“I think I'd better back as far as the
turning, sir,” he said. *“There’s not
much room here to turn a car.”

“Oh gad " growled Monson, ‘“How
long is it goin’ to take to back a car a
quarter of & mile?”

“For andnass' sake get it round
snarled Gadsby.

“There's hardly room, sir—"

Ponsonby interrupted him savagely.

“Can't you drive?! Stop talking rot
and get the car round, and go back.”

“Very well, sir!"” said Jervis.

And he started egain. The wheels
ground and sloshed through clayey mud.
Grunting and greaning, the car moved
back anﬁ forward, gaining a few inches

&

* Funny, isn’t it ? ** said Bob Cherry, looking round.
aren’t you he-he-heing ? You went off like a Chinese cracker when [ took a tumble.

(1 wu
Doesn’t seem so funny now, eh ? **

The man in the raincoat jumped for-
ward and dragged the door open.
Thres drgnched and breathless fellows
clambered and scrambled out. Jervis
shut off the engine, suppressing a grin.
Pon had asked for it, and he had got
it| The ear sank deeper into the bed
of the oozy ditch. . .

“Well,” said Mr, Timothy Watkins,
“vou've done it now "’

Mr. Watkins was right! 'There was
no mistake about that! Undoubtedly,
beyond the shadow of a doubt, Pon &
Co. had “done ™ it!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Haunted Castle !

6 0U fool I”
Y “You idiot!"”
“You dummy 1”

Pon & Co. mddressed those
polite remarks to the chauffeur. They
THe Macwer Lisrary.—No. 1,335,
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stood in dremching rain, swamped with
i1, gazing af the cmbedded car.

“Seorry, sir,” said Jervis urbanely.
" You remember, sir, I mentioned that
there was no space to turn—-"

“@Get it out]” howled Gadsby. *We
ghall be soaked to the skin in =&
minute !”

Jervis blinked at him. Getting that
cav out of the ditch was a task for six
or seven Jervises, at least! Obviously
the green Austin had found a resting-
place from which it would not shift in a
urry. 3

#“Oh, don’t be a silly ass, Gaddy!”
gnarled Pon. *“The car's stuck ! Don't
talk like a fool !

“Then what are we going to do?”
yelled Gadsby.

“Is that a conundrum ?" snarled Pon,

“We can’t shift the ear, sirl’”’ said
Jervis calmly. “It will have to be got
out somehow to-moerrow, Is there a
garage anywhere near, sir7” he added,
addressing Mr. Watkins.

“ Nearest four miles,” said the estate
agent cheerfully, * Next to my oflice in
High Hoad.”

The car was settling deeper in the soft
mud at the bottom of the ditch, It was
almost perpendicular now, cn its back,
and half full of water. Iercules him-
self, had he been available, would have
found it difficult to shift that car. Tt
was a hefty task for somebody in the
morning 1

“rd gl:-ct.tlar get along to the garage,
sir, that this gentleman mentions,” sug-
gested Jervis,

“Get our bags off the car,” growled
Ponsonhy. “We shall have to find an
inn, or something, you fellows,” He
turned to the cheerful Mr. Watkins., “Is
there an inn anywhere abont 7’
_“There’'s an hotel at High Hoad,
gir—""

“We can't walk four miles in this1”
hissed Ponsonby.

“Well, Hoad is only two miles, sir,
and there’s an inn there—the Golden
Pig ! Not much of an inn, though—""

“ Anythin’s better than nothin’., But—
two miles—in this!” The three High-
clifians had backed under the trees, but
there was little shelter. The rain was
coming down in torrents.

Jervis oxtracted three suitcases from
the car. The knuts of Highcliffe looked
at one another in utter dismay. Hardicr
fellows than Pon & Co. might have
balked at a walk of two miles in a
drenching, swamping downpour. Fon
turned almost desperately to Mr.
Watkins again.

“Took here, isn't
nearer ! he gasped.

“Nothing, sir! Hoad's the nearest—
only two miles,” said Mr, Watkins
encouragingly. “I'm going that way
myself, if you'd like me to show you.”

“We can’t walk two miles in this!”
howled Gaddy.

“What about that place you were
speakin' of—Iload Castle?” asked Pon-
gonby. “Can we get shelter there ™

“Nobody there, sir—"

“Weo don’'t want anybody—we want
to get out of the rain !’ howled Monson.
“I suppose there's a roof 1%

“Well, I wouldn’t advise you to go
there,* said Mr. Watkins. “It’s getting

there anythin’

dark, and all the countryside believes
that the place is haunted——"

“Qh, rubbish!” snapped Ponsonby.
“Took here, you fellows, we'd better
get under shelter. This dashed rain may
give over presently, Did you say it was
straight on to the castle, Mr. Watkins?"”

“Yes; bot—"

“Well, we're going there. If the rain
stops, you fellows, we can walk to Hoad
afterwards, Pick up your bags. Jervis,
you get along to High Hoad and tell
them at the garage.”

“Yes, sir|”

4 Jc}z‘rvis disappeared in the rain and the
usk,

Pon & Co. picked up their bags, Mr.
Watking eyeing them very ecuriously as
they tramped on up the lane. He was
stilfr eyeing them curiously, with a
peculiar glint in his eyes, when they dis-
appeared from his sight.

The change from the shelter of the

car to the open air was a change with
a vengeance. Drenched and dripping,
the three knuts of Highcliffe staggored
on through the dusk. It seemed as if
the skies had opened on them; the rain
came down in sheets. Two miles away
the Groyfriara hikers had been very
lad to get into Hoad before that fear-
ul downpour came on, But Pon & Co.
wera getting the full benefit of it. Water
fairly swamped them as they staggered
on., A yuined castle, reputed to be
haunted, was not a particularly attrac-
tive place after dark; but the knuts of
Higheliffe lopged to reach it, They
could hardly have walked the necessary
two miles to Hoad in this blinding
swamp of rain. Two or three hundred
yards to the old castle gate was more
than enough for them.

“Here's the place 1” grosned Gadsby.

Dimly through the dusk and the ramn
two ancient stone pillars loomed up
where a great gate once had hung.
There was no sign of the gate now, and
the gateway was overgrown with
drenched weeds and grass. Beyond, a
drive that was like a sea of mud ran
between rows of weeping elms. Pon &
Co. tramped along it desperately.

Fload Castle, a3 they could see even
in the thickening gloom, was a very
ancient place, One wing of the house
was habitahle, and that, as the estato
agent had told them, was locked up.
The rest was a mere ruin, and had

-evidently been so for unnumbered years.

Crumbling walls of immense thickness,
old flagstones green with moss, hardly o
trace of a roof met the eyes of the dis-
mayed Higheliffe fellows. The rain
washed down on tumbling old walls,
fragments of masonry, windowless
apertures, broken and doorless door-
ways. Mr. Watkins had said that the
ruins were “open to the public,” and
arhn[;s on fine days sightseers might
ave liked to visit the place and take
snapshots with cameras. But on a
drenching day like this the desolation of
the place was almost appalling. "

" s

“Oh gad " aned Monson.
that the show? Oh dear!”

“ Anythin's better than this rain,”
gaspndy Gaddy. “Let’s get out of it
somehow. Oh crikey! I'm wet!”

Through what had once been a great
entrance doorway the three Highcliffians
entered the ram-
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plete now; the place dusky, full of
shadows., Ponsonby groped in' his
pocket and produced am electric torch.
He carried one with him ever since he
had started trailing the Greyiriars
hikers; he had needed it once or twice
in dark hours when he had been on the
warpath, He flashed on the light, sway-
ing it to and fro in search of anything
lika n shelter. .

“Here—thig wayl” he exclaimed, as
he spotted an arched opeming, once &
doorway, though no door remained. But
the archway gave into & roofed place,
and that was enough,

Ponsonby trumped in, Gadsby and
Monson squelching after him. The rain
was beating mow on a roof over their
heads, which was a relief. Wind and
rain dashed in at the doorway, but that
mattered little. They gasped with relicf
to be out of the downpour.

“Filthy-lookin’ hote,” remarked
Gadsby, staring round dismally in the
glimmer of the torch.

“Dry, snyhow,” mumbled Monson.

“We're out of the rain,” said Pon-
sonby, “Thunder! How it's coming
down! TIt's too fast to last—we shall
get out of this soon.”

The apartment in which they stood
was o long, low hall, There were thick
walls, where the mason-work was broken
away. Long, deep slits in the thick walls
took the place of windows. In ancient
days they had been manned by bowmen
in times of danger. The floor was of solid
old stone flags, here and there thick
with moss. Mgost of the roof was intact,
though here and there it had fallen
away, and rain dropped in. _ Except
where Ponsonby Bashed the light there
was deep darkness, The dandy of High-
cliffs found a fallen mass of masonry,
and sat on it, and shut off the light,

“Keep the light on, old bean,” said
Gadsby, with an uneasy blink reund in
the darkness. B

“What for? The battery won't last
for ever,” grunted Pon. “ We've got to
pick our way out of this hole when the
rain stops.” ;

“Tt doesn’t sound like stopping,” said
Monson, with a shiver, .

i Weli, we've got to wait till it does.”

“Got any smokes?”

“Here you are!”

The three young rascals found—or
fancied they found—a liitle comfort in
lighting cigarettes. If there was any
comfort in it, however, it was slight.
They were utterly dismal and wretched,
and their tempers were growing worse
and worse, If this was a holiday tour,
Gadsby and Monson were fed-up with
it. It was not their way to keep a stiff
upper lip, and take the rough with the
smooth. .

“If we'd stayed on in Banbury——1*
mumbled Monson,

“Well, we didn't! * snapped Pon.

“Might have, but for your silly fool
idea of rootin' after those Greyfriars
cads,” growled Gadsby.

“Oh, shut up! ™

“Y say, what was that? ” azked Mon-
son, with a start,

“Whats was whal:l, you gilly mas??®
grunted Pon, irritably.

“Y heard somethin’——*

“The rain, ass.”

*Somethin’ else—a sort of sound—*

“0Oh, the jolly old ghost, perhaps,”
sneered Pon. “That jognny' in the lane
told us the place was haunted, you kmow.
The ghost may be goin’ to give us a look
in.”
“Oh, shut up | ¥ muttered Gadsby, un-
casily. “Don't start talkin’ about gﬁostn
here, for goodness’ sake.”

*“Yes, shut. up, Pon,” snapped Monson,
“Tn this dashed darkness— *

“Rot ! * said Poneonby, coolly. Pon,
at least, was not afraid of ghosts, and
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he found a malicious pleasure in making
his companions uneasy. ‘If there's &
jolly old ghost in Hoad Castle, I'd be
rather gi.si to ses him., Better company,
I dare say, than you fellows, with your
eternal grousin’, What about callin’ out
and askin' him if he's at home? *

“Dry up, I tell you,” hissed Monson.

“0Oh, rats| ¥ And Ponsonby raised his
voice, and shouted, with a shout that
echoed eerily- throngh the dismal old
ruins, “IHallo! Ghost at home? Bhow
up, old ghostly bean; here’s two fellows
anxious to see you.”

His voice died away in a thousand
echoes. Following the echoes came a
faint groaning sound. N

Gadsby and Monson jumped to their

ect,

“What—what was that?” stuttered
Cadsby.

“I—I heard a—a—a groan—"" gab-
bled Monson,

“Rot!” Ponsonby's heart was beat-
ing faster, and he wished that he had
not shouted that challenge to the ghost
of Hoad Castle. ‘““Rubbish! If you
believe in silly ghosts— *

(iroan !

Tonsonby broke off short.

The sound was loud, clenr, distinet;
it scemed to come from tho solid stone
flags under their feet.

“What— "' panted Monson,

Groan !

There was no mistaking the sound
now. It was a deep and dismal groan,
echoing weirdly, eerily, horribly through
the shodows. It sent a chill to their
hearts, and Pon's face was as white a3
those of is comrades as he stared round
him in the black gloom,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Ghost Story !
8AY, you fellows—

n

I “Buck up, Bunterl”

“Oh dear 1" .
“TLaok here, buck up; I'm tired

of kicking you!” said Bob Cherry

warmly. “You can't expect a fellow to

keep on kicking you all the time.”

“Hu, ha, ha!”

“Beast!* moaned Bunter. “I'm
tired! I'm wet! I'm hungry! I'm
nearly dropping! I'm going to be ill!
T'm catching a cold! I think I can feel
it turning to pneumonia already! Ow!”

“Listen to my tale of woe!” chanted
Bob Cherry, .

“Here wo are, old fat bean,” said
Lord Mauleverer, encouragingly “This
giaca must be a village, and thers must

an inn—" -

“Oh dear! Oh crikey! Oh loz’ 1"

The Greyfriars hikers tramped into
Hoad, It was a small Oxfordshire ham-
let, and seemed to depend on the stars
for illumination at night., The village
street, washed and drenched with rain,
was dark, no stars being on view; at the

resent time. But they caught a giim'mer
in the distance, and guessed that it prob-
ably caome from an inn, and headed in
that direction.

“ Hullo, hallo, hallo! Here we are!”
exclaimed Bob. “A jolly old inn, Bun-
ter—and that means grub. Rejoice! My
tat! They've got the place up specially
for this party, according to that sign.”

Light glimmered from diamond panes.
A sign swinging on the branch of a
becch tree announced that the building
was the Golden Pig, adding that there
was accommodation for man and beast.

“Eh, wharrer you mean? ” mumbled
Bunter,

“Leok!" Bob pointed to the sign.
“Mon and beast, That's for us and
you. old chap.”.

*Ha, ha, ha!?”

*You silly chumr ! ” roared Bunter,

It was a small village and a small inm.
But the hikers were deeply thankful to
get under its roof, They tailed in, leav-
ing a troil of muddy rain. A plump
innkeeper, with a red nose, which looked
ag if he was one of his own best cus-
tomers in the ele department, came to

reet them. He eyed them rather
sharply; and they were aware that they
presented a dismal, draggled, and rather
disreputable aspect.

But Mr. Pooks was as hospitable as
he was plump. There was accommoda-
tion for the party; indeed, the hikers
gathered that they were the enly guests
at the Golden Pig; and even -the ale
and beer department was very thinly
R;tmnised that rainy, windy evening.

r. Pooks called an equally plump and
red-nosed waitdr, and the hikers were

helped off with their packs and shown

to their rooms, and assured that supper

TIME FOR A JOKE?

Well, here's one for which S,
Lawler, of 96, Grosvenor Road,
Urmston, Manchester, has been
awarded one of this week's useful
pocket-knives :

Two miners

were Enxiously
gazing at a glittering display in a,
jewellar’a shop window.

“ Wouldn't Knu like to have

ar
pick among the lot 7 ** asked the
taller of the two.

“ I’d sooner have me shovel 1"
replied the other.

I've got more pr_izes in stock,
chums, so pile in with your efforts,

e

would be prepared immediately. Mr.
Pooks himself showed them to their
rooms, and candles were lighted for
them, Out of doors Hoad de'fended on
the stars, indoors en-candles, The march
of modern progress had passed that little
village by.

*Yon're too late to-day,” Mr., Pooks
remarked; “but if it's fine in the
marnin' I can let you have the trap.”

With that mysterious remark, into the
mystery of wﬂich the hikers did not
inf;;uire, Mr. Pooks left them to clean
off the mud, and change—which they
did with great pleasure and relief,
Yiven Billv' Bunter was glad to make
himself a little more presentable. Newly
swept and garnished, as it were, the
hikers came down to a low-ceiled com-
fortable room, in which thers was a
fire, and which was lighted—not brightly
—by 8 swinging lamp. A table was
already laid, and the plump waiter was
busy; and a savoury scent of supper
was more than welcome to the hungry

hikers,

7

They sat down to eat—and Billy
Bunter’s fat face expanded into a grin
of delight as he blinked over the festive
board.  Mr. Pooks carried his hospi-
tslilg so far ms to bestow his plump,
rud E company on the hikers as they
ate their supper.

“It'll be wet!” he told them. “Dut
it will droie up! You'll see it all
right, marnin'.”

he Greyfriars hikers were not aware
that there was anything special to see
in the vicinity of Hosg. Apparently,
however, there was!

“I can get you sll into the trap, at
a pinch!” said Mr. Pooks, surveying
them thoughtfully. “But mavbe you'd
walk! It's a matter of two moile.”

“What is?” inquired Bob Cherry
politely,

“Hay? The castle,” answered Mr.
Pooks.

*1s thers a castle?" asked Bob, in-
nocently.

Mr. Pooks looked at him. He seemed
puzzléd for a moment or two, and then
he seemed to decide to take the gues-
tion as o joke, and he burst into a roar
of {aughter.

“Well, that's a good one!” he said.
“Ha. ha! Xs there a castle, says you?
Ha, ha, ha! A good one! Ha, hat”

‘Evidently there was a castle two miles
from the village of Hoad, and it was
4 show-piece of the meighbourhood,
though the Greyfriars hikers were so
Emtfortunute as never to have heard of
1t

Mr. Pooks, however, really could not
believe that anybody had come to Hoad,
wilkout having heard of the ruined
castle—which was generally the only
reason why anybody ever came to Hoad.

“You'll see it marnin’,” said Mr
Pooks good-humouredly. “It'1l droie
up by marnin’. You wouldn't want te
sea it after dark! No! Seeing that it's

haunted! No!*

“My hat! A jollv old haunted
f"sﬁ? " said Johnny Bull. “We're in
uck.”

“The luckfulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

. “Any charge for seeing the ghost?”
mqmred Nugent.

“There’s no charge at all,” explained
Mr. Pooks. “Open to the public, and
they goes with their cameras and their
sketch-books.  Leastways the ruins
is _ open the ~ public. The
squire’s house nin't, natural-like.
Seven year  the sounire’s  been
away, and the house ain’t sold yot,
though Mr. Watkins, along at High
Hoad, has it on his books all the time.
Nor 1t won't sell,” added Mr. Pooks,
with _a shake of the head. “No!”

“Why not?” asked Bob.

" Haunted, sir—and a place that's
haunted by a ghost ain’t everybody’s
money !” said Mr. Pooks. “Likewise
the estate was too expensive for the old
squire to keep up in these times of 'igh
taxes, so naturaﬁlike it's too expensive
for others. 'Course, it's going cheap,
for such a place—but in these times,
ten thousand pounds is & pot of maoney.
Though if it ain't worth twice as much,
it ain’t worth a penny!”

“I say, you fellows, we might look
over it,” remarked Billy Bunter, glanc-
ing up from the plate of beef that he
was attacking, ‘‘Might mention it to
my pater! Ten thousand pounds is
nothing to him.”

“Tathead |”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“1 dare say it's cheap at ten thousand
pounds, with the ghost thrown in,”
grinned DBob. “But iz it a genuine
ghost? Anybody seen it?”

“Nigh every man in Hoad,” an-
swered Mr. Pooks, “Mr. Watkins, too,
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along at High Hoad—and
hended man, if you like. He dor,x‘t say
much about it, 'cause why, he's the
estata agent that has the sefllng of the
place, and he don't want to s%oll his
own markat, natural-like. But I asked
him fair and square, and he owned up
that he see something very strango
there. ‘Don’t tell everybody what I've
said, Pooks,’ says he. But natural-like,
talk like that gets sbout.” y

The juniors smiled. Their impression
of Mr. Pooks was, that anything eaid to
him would “get about” in a very short
space of time. Telling Mr. Pooks was
as good as advertising the ghost! .

“No!” said Mr. Pooks. “It won't
sell, not unless the old squire takes o
very low figure, half or less'n half what
he wants. No! Why, my idea is that
Mr. Watkins himself would put in for
the estnte, along of that new bhilding
echeme he's got in hand, if the squire
would come down to his figure, And
if it don’t sell, the old squire'll haye to,
you mark my words!” said Mr. Pooks
solemnly, taking it for granted that
the hikers were as deeply Interested in
this important matter a3 he was him-
self. “'Cause why, look at the income
tax! He will have to sell cheap, the
old squire will, and before long, too,
you mark my words!”

“You haven't seen the jolly old ghost
yourself 1 asked Harry.

“J have that|” answered Mr. Poeks,

he's 2 hard-

unexpectedly.
“Oh, my hat! What was it like?”
“Qix of us goes there, one night last

year,” said Mr. Pooks, impressively.
“Wae sits there in the dark and watches,
Mr, Watkins was coming, bui he was
kept away—and there was six of us.
And we nﬂ see it]! We hears a groan—
a deep and ‘orrible groan—and then we
sces 8 skull a-walking towards us in
the dark—a shining skull, as true as I
stand here—and you can lay to it that
we didn’t stop for a second look! I
don’t mind admitting that I run all the
way back to the Golden Pig without
atosfing, an’ when I got in, I had
’ardly enough breath to call to George
for some ale!”

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
snid Bob Cherry, “we're going to view
that jolly old castle, before we get on
our travels again [*

“Yes, rather|” ; .

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“And we'll go after dark and see the
ghost walk 1” said Harry Wharton,

“ What-ho | .

“You won’t stop long, if you do!”
said Mr. Pooks. “ Lots of visitors have
said the same, but one sight of that
walking skull was enough for 'em. I've
had 'em come in here as white as chalk,
totterin’, I have that. A wild night
like this,” added Mr, Pooks, "is jest
the night for the ghost to walk! nd
if there was anybody at the haunted
eastle to-night, he would see something,
I can tell you, and run for his li?a
and—"

Mr, Pooks was interrupted.

There was a sound of scampering feet
outside in the raim, and a bang at the
inn doer.

Mr. Pooks ran to open it.

Three fellows, drenched with rain,
panting for breath and white as chalk,
staggered into the inn.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Three in a Funk !

ROAN |
G Ponsonby, Gadsby and Mon-

son drew closer togother in the

dark, as the strange, weird

egound was repeated. Gadsby and Mon-

gon were trembling, and Ponsonby tried
Toe MagNer LIBRARY.—No. 1,3

in vain to still the-chattering of his
teeth, -

“What—what—what is it?*
mered Gadsby.

“It—it's an echo, or somethin’,”
stammered Ponsonby. *It—it can't be
anythin’ else! The wind in these old
rums—>*

Groan !

Pon ceased to speak. He know that
it was not an echo. It was a deep and
dismal groan, whether it came from a
human or a ghostly throat.

of this!”

“I—I eay, let’'s get out
Pon tried to pull himself together.

stam-

mumbled Monson.

“Rot! It's o rotten trick!” he mut-
tered. “I'm not going out in the rain!

It’s some sort of trickery——

“There’s nobody here, but ourselves !
Who could be here?” stuttered Gadsby.
“0Oh! Look—lock!” His voiee rose to
a frightened scream. .

There was a glimmer of strange light
in the darkness, The three Highclii-
fians fixed their startled eyes on it.

From the blackness, the shape of a
human skull grinned at them.

It was about the height from the floor
that a man’s face would have béen, had
& man been standing there, But ne-
thing was to be seen, but the skull,
floating in the darkness,

It remained there, glimmering lumi-
nously, seeming to grin hideously at
the Higheliffe juniors from the gloom.

Ponsonby felt an icy chill run down
his back.

He did not believe in ghosts. He had
s hard and practical mind, and non-
iqme of that sort had no appeal to

im.

. But it was _easier to, laugh at ghosts
in the daylight, and in company, than
in the darkness of am old ruin, silent

and_solitary.

“Tt—it—it's a—a skull!” gabbled
Gadsby. *“Oh gad,” he shricked, “it's
comin’ this way 12

The skull was moving towards the
Highoeliffians, It floated eerily through
the darkness towards them.

There was a patter of feet as Gadsby
rushed for the arched doorway.

He plunged out headlong into the
rain. Monson followed him, panting
with terror.

Ponsonby, gritting his teeth, felt for
{-‘_:shelectriu torch. He flashed on the
ight.

. The white beam shone on the glisten-
ing skull, and on the dim outlines o
a grisly skeleton below.

keleton and skull advanced on
Ponsonbly.
One glimpse of the hideous thing was
enough for him.

He turned and ran after his comrades.

Clank| Clank!

He heard the sound of a rattling chain
behind him [ Tt was as if the spectre of
Hoad was dragging behind him a chain
as he moved |

Mn.dlcf Ponsanb{ rushed out into the
rainy darkness after his comrades.

(Gadsby and Monson were racing down
the windy, weeping avenue to the old
stone gatewny. Pon raced after them.

Stumbling blindly in the darkness,
folling and picking themselves up again,
Pon & Co. reached the gateway on the
lane ant last.

There they paused, to gasp for breath,

Gadsbf recled ngainst one of the old
stone pillars. Monson staggered by his
gide. Ponsonby stared back with dis-
tonded eyes, in terror of seeing the grisly
thing behind him.

But there was nothing to be seen, but
the falling rain in the gloom, and the
groaning %rnnchea of the old Lrees.

“Come on |” muttered Gadshy. “Get
out of this.”

THE MAGNET

“It's a trick!® Pon hissed out the
words. *Some sort of a trick—it can’s
be anything else.’’

“Let's get out, anyhow.”

"“Two miles to the nearest village,”
goaned Monson, *“and in this rain!

h crikey !

“Better than that horrible place!”
said Gadsby, with a shudder. “ Are you
comin’, Pon, you fool? I'm goin’, any-
how.*

Monson tramped away, and Gadsby
followed. Pon, after another savage
stare back into the darkness, followed
them.

Through the mud and the wind and
the rain they tremped on, peering about
for the turning that the High Hoad
estate agent had mentioned to them,

“This Jooks like & turnin',” eaid
Gadsby, after long groping and fums-
bling in the dark., *“Is this it?"”

“Take it and chance it!” mumbled
Monson,

A figure loomed up in the gloom, and
the three Highcliffians gave a startled
gasp. But it wos a human figure, clad
m a long raincoat.

“Hallo ! said a voice they had heard

before. “Who's that?”
“Oh! That’s Watkins!” exclaimed
Gadsby, “I know his veice again ™

" Oh, it’s you!? Mr. Watkins 'peered
ot them in the gloom. * Have you been
up to the castle?”

“Yes! I say—"*

“You didn’t stay long?” .

“We—wo—we  saw—something—
stammered Gadsby. He was rather
ashamed to admit that he had been
frightened by a ghoet. *“We—we got
out——""

Mr. Watkins chuckled.

“I fancied you would |” he answered.
“And I thought I'd hang about s bit
and see if you ran for it, and if )iou
weant the way to the village, why I'll

a“" 1‘

show you the way, snd welcome!”

* Thanks | gﬁped Gadshy.
you're going to Hoad—"

“I'm going home, which is at High
Hoad, but it ain’t much farther round
if I go by the vi]lare.” answered the
estate agent cheerfully. *You'll never
find the way in this darkness:. I'm used
to it. Keep with me, and you'll land
all right at the Golden Pig, if that's
what you want.”

“Thanks ever gasped
Mon

501,
““Not at all!” answered Mr. Watkins.

so much,”

f *Happy to oblige. But look here, what

did you see in the ruins

“ A—a sort of floatin U
shuddered at the recollection.
was_awful—horrible—"

“Bome sort of trickery!" growled
Ponsonby. .

“Oh! You think it was trickery, do
you, sir?” asked Mr. Watkine.

“What else could it be?” growled
Pon. “There’s no such thing as ghosts.”

“Well, strange things have been seen
and heard in_that old place,” said Mr.
Watking, “I've seem etrange things
there _myself that I can't account for,
and I'm a practical business men, i
hope. It's a J:l&ca I'd steer clear of
after dark—though, of course, I
wouldn’t say so to everybody, as I've got
the place on my books to sell] If you'd
taken my advice, you wouldn’t have got
this fright.”

™
skull I Gadshy
“It—1b

“] wasn't frightened!” growled
Ponsonby. ;
“0Oh!  You weren't?” Mr, Watkins

was heard to chuckle. “Well, this is
the way—keep with me—and walk a bit
{aster, will you—I don’t like being too
near Hoad éastla at night! I can tell
you, m_Y nerves were on the jump all
the ‘whx e I was waiting for you! Comse
on.” -
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“Ow ! There’s something here—something
The fact that he had a sprained ankle and eould not walk, slipped his memory at that thrilling momeni. He [airly flew |

¢ Mooooooooh ! '’ came from the cow stirring

Mr. Watkins walked very 3uick1y,
and the Highclifians tramped after
him. They had left their suitcases be-
hind in the burry of their flight, but
they were not thinking of going back
for them. Pon, in spite of his assertion
that the ghost was trickery, would not
have entered the haunted ruins again
in_the dark for love or money.

Mr. Watking gave a sudden start.

“What was that?” he ejaculated,
round. “Did you hear it?”
the wind ! muttered Ponsonby.
_ "Well, put it on = bit, will you! I'm
in rather & hurry, if you don't mind."

Ponsonby sneered in the darkness,
The estate agent of High Hoad seemed
to have his nerves still on the jump.
But, 83 a matter of fact, Pon’s own
nerves were none too steady, and
Gadsby and Monson were peering round
in the darkness with scared eyes. They
hurried on after Mr. Watkins, who set
them a good pace. The muddy, rainy
lanes seemed endless; but a glimmer of
light caught their eyes at last.

“That’s the place!” said Mr. Watkins.

Pon & Co. tottered on to the inn and
banged at the door. The darkness
behind them seemed peopled with grin-
ning skulls. They could almost have
cried with relief when the door was
opened and Mr, Pooks let them in.
They staggered into the Golden Pig.

“Thank goodness|” gasped Gadsby.

“1 thought we'd mever get here!”
moaned Monson.

“Well, we're here now—pull your-
selves together !” snapped Ponsonby.

Mr. Watkins followed the thres High-
cliffe fellows in. He nodded in greeting
to the innkeeper.

“What’s 'appencd, Mr. Watkins, sir?”
asked Mr, Pooks.

“These young gentlemen took shelter
from the rain in the haunted castle. They

seom to have seen something that’s
scared them.,”

“And no wonder!” said Mr. Pooks.
“1 was just telling some young gents
here that this was Just the night for the
ghost of Hoad to walk—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherr
looked out of tho inner door and starc
at the drenched and weary Higheliffians.
“Pon & Co! My hatl You fellows
look wet!”

“That gang here!” exelaimed Gadsby.

“Here we are, here we are, here we
are sgain!”’ chuckled Bob. “And the
jolly old Holiday Annual, too, Pon, if
you're still after it.” And Bob laughed,
and went back to his friends.

“We've found them again!” muttered
Pon to Gadsby and Monson. But
Gaddy and Monson weren't intorested.

“Blow them!” said Gadsby.

“ Bothor them!” said Monson.

And they followed Mr. Pooks up the
creaking stairs, while Mr. Watkins,
divested of his drenched hat and rain-
coat, procecded to trouble George, the
waiter, for a drink.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Thief In the Night!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H gathered about the fire in the
inn parlour after supper,

It was hardly time for bed;
and the hardicst of the hikers did noi
feel disposcd to walk out in the rainm,
which was still coming down hard.
Throe or four local inhabitants wers
there, and Mr. Pooks and Mr. Timothy
Woetkins—who had & glass at his elbow,
and was apparcntly accustomed to
having a glass at his elbow.

Scen in the light, Mr. Watkins' ruddy
face was rather hard and rather sharp,
and the juniors would have set him

alive—it's moving ! yelled Bunier, and he bounded up from the siraw.
the siraw, startled out of ifs balmy slumber.

down as & business man of rather a
tough disposition—certainly not the
kind of man to believe in ghosts, as
Mr. Pooks had told them. Hard-
featured as he was, however, the estate
agent of High Hoad scemed ver
affable, and he entered into talk wit
the hikers and told them a Food deal
about Hoad Castle and the old squire;
who had been a rich man in the dear
dead days before the War, and, like so
many others, was a rich man no longer.

Mr. Watkins was interested to hear
that the hikers wero going to exploit
the ruins on the morrow; but he shook
his head scriously when he heard that
they intended to remain there after dark
and “start " the ghost if they could.

“Don’t do it, young gentlemen,” said
Mr. Watkins, shoking his head. “A
shock to the nerves does nobody any
good; and you'll get one.”

“The ghost might get the ghock!”
suggested Bob Cherry. “I'm jolly well
going to punch his nose if he turns up.”

“The punchfulness will be terrific!”
said Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh; a
remark that made Mr. Watkins blink

at him.

“The other young gentlemen to-day
didn’t stop to punch his nose,” said Mr.
Watkins_dryly. .

“0Oh, Highcliffe funks!” said Johnny
Bull. “T bet they hopped it fast enough.
We shan't hop it.”

“No fear | ™ said Frank Nugent,

“I say, you fellows, you'll be all right,
you know,” remarked Billy Bunter. I
shall be with you.”

“Right as rain!* agreed Bob., “If
the ghost sees your features suddenly,
old fat man. there’s no doubt who will
get tho shoel.”

“0h, really, Cherry—*

« IIailo, halle, hallo! * murmured Baob,

Tug Maover Lisrany.—No. 1,335.
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as a voice was heard from tho passago
ouiside. “That's dear old Pon.”

Tho hikers grinned. Ponsonby’s voice,
raised in angry tones, was heard. Pon,
it scemed, wanted a man sent to collech
the suiteases that had been left behind
in Hoad Castle. Somebody was explain-
ing to him that nobody would go in the
rain, and that nobody in the village,
anvhow, would go into the haunted
castle after dark. Which secmed to irri-
tate the lordly Pon.

The door opened, and Ponsonby came
in, with an angry face. He looked round
for the innkeeper, who was smoking a
churchwarden pipe at the corner of the
fire. Mr. Pooks looked at him.

“Here! I want my bags sent for,”
said Ponsonby sharply. “Your man
here says it can’t be done”

“Right! ? agreed Mr. Poocks.
can't,”

“We can't do without our baggage,”
said Pousonby,

“If von loike to feteh it,” said Mr.
Pooks, “I'll find a man to carry a lan-
tern as far as the gate.”

*1 want_it fetched,” snapped Pon-
sonby, “I'll pay. lsn't there a man in
1liis place with sense enough not to be
efraid of ghosts?™

Mr. Pooks regarded him solemnly.
_“Whoy did you leave them bags there,
gir? * he asked,

Harry Wharton and Co. grinned. It
was clear enough why Pon and Co. had
bolted without their bags. Pon coloured
with annoyance.

“Well, we did Ieave them,” he eaid.
“We—we got out in rather a—a
hurry—"

“Not afraid of the ghest? ¥ asked Mr.
Pooks solemnly.

“Took here! I don't want any impn-
denee,” said the dandy of 1Mighcliffe. “I
want my bags fetehed in.”

“"You won't get them fetehed by ne-
body here,” s=aid. Mr, Pooks; “and as
for unpudence, 1 don't want any, either.
And if you ain't satisiied with this here
inn, you can go clsewliere, and I shan't
miss your custom.”

“ T

Pansouby glared at Mr., Pooks. Bat
that plump and solemn gentleman had
the best of the argument, and Pon flung
out of the room in a temper Mr, If‘ooks,
quite unmoved, renewed his attention to
his churchwarden pipe.

The Highelifians had had their clothes
dried, but they locked rather limp and
muddy as they sat down to supper.
There was no doubt that they were m
need of thoe suitcases they had left be-
hind in the haunted castle; but it was
a case ef needs must, and Pon and Co.
had to do without them.

After supper they came into the inn
parlour, and Harry Wharton & Co. de-
cided to go to bed, They did not want
to remain in the company of their old
encmies of Higheliffe. Mr. Watkins
drove away in the Golden Pig f.ra?,
after bidding the hikers a very affable
good-night. They took their candles atid
went up the stairs.

A number of doors opened on the hig
landing above. Billy Bunter rolled into
his room at once, and was very soon
snoring. The other fellows chatted for
a few minutes at the doorway. While
they were so oceupied Ponsonby came
up the Stairs with a candle and passed
inte one of the rooms, 1le did not speak
to the Greyfriars fellows or look at them
ag he passed. ITe went into his room,
but did not shut the door after him.
Apparently he was not going {o bed yeb.

The hikers scparated, going into their
various rooms with cheery good-nights.
After they had gone in, and the doors
were shub, Ponsonby went downstairs
with a sour grin on his face. He joined
(Gadsby and Monson, and the three
voung rascals smoked cigarettes for some
time—Mr. Pooks and several old
villagers eyeing them with cold and
grim disapproval the while,

It was more than an hour later that
Pon & Co. went to bed. They had
a three-bedded room together; accom-
modution at the Golden Pig being
limited, and most of it having been
bagged by the Greyfriars party before
the arrival of Pon & Co.

Gadsby gave a grunt as he set his
candle down on a washstand.

At all Newsogents and Bnofcseﬂers

A Ripping Gift-Book of

THE GREYFRIARS ’a

HOLIDAY ANNUA

School an&
Adv enture Yarns!

lF you'd like to give yourself a real
treat, lrot round to your necarest
Newsagent or Bookscller and ask
him for a copy of The HOLIDAY
ANNUAL for 1934. It's just out
and it costs only five shillings] And
what a five-bobs’-worth|  All about
Billy Bunter — the fattest and
funniest schoolboy in creation —
and all the other famous school-
boy pals of Greyfriars, St. Jim's
and Rookwood Schools. It's a
wonderful budget of fascinating
school and adventure yarns—and
it's waiting for you now !

5’ = net

THE MAGNET

“Precious sort of a hole to put up
in!” he remarked.

“Candles!” said Monson. “Who'd
believe that thers are people still goimg
to bed by candlelight? The Govern-
ment uugﬁt. to do somethin’.”

“They’ve put in electric light at Bag-
dad,” said Ponsonby, *They’ll put 1t
in at Timbuctoo next, and then perhaps
they may think of Oxfordshire. Never
mind that. As a matter of fact, it's
rather lucky.”

“What the thump—27"

“T mean, a fellow disturbed in the
night won’t be able to get a light in a
hurry,” said Ponsonby. .

Gadsby and Monson stared at him,

“Who's goin’ to be disturbed in the
night? * asked Gadsby.

“'I'hat rotter Cherry,” answered Pon,
in a low voice. “It's a stroke of luck
being under the same roof with that

gang. It gives us a chance.”
“Oh gad!” ejaculaied Monson.
“You're thinkin'—™

“1 came up when they were goin’ to
bed, and spotted their rooms,” said Pon,
coolly. “Uherry’s room is next to thiz.”

“You're thinkin’ of burglin’ the
fcllow's room ! " exelaimed Monson,

“ Don't shout, you ass. The rotter will
have his ruesack in his room, of course,
and I know he carries that dashed Holi-
day Annual in it. We're in’ to snaflle
it tonight. Lasy as fallin’ off a form.”
_ “Wa! ” ropeated Gadsby unpleasantly,
“Are we? You ean, if you like, but if
youw're playm’ burglar games you can
jolly well leave me out. I'm mnot goin’
to be run in for burglin’, if I know it.”

“Same here,” said Monson, with em-
phasis.  “Why, you might get three
months for it, you silly ass.”

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.

“If you funk lendin’ a hand, I can
do it on my own,” he answered, with &
sneer. “You're ready enough to share
!n”i:he Courifield reward wﬁen we geb
1t.

“71'd sell my share for a bob down,”
answercd Gadsby,

" A tanner for mine,” said Monson.

“Oh, go an’ eat coke ! ”

Not in the best of tempers, the High-
¢liffians turned in. Gndsgy and Monson
were soon fast asleep ; but Ponsouby did
not close his eyes. He had not undressed
when he laid down, and he lay listening
till the inn was silent, and it was eertain
that all oceupants had gone to bed. e
struck a match at last, and locked at
his watch, It was past eleven.

Ponsonby slipped from his bed.

The old floor creaked as he tipioed
to the door
opened it.

Quiside, the landing was as black as
a hat.

Leaving the deor open, for a prompt
retreat if noccssary, Pousouby erept out
on the landing,

Groping his way along the wall in
the darkness, he came to the door of
the adjacent room, which he had so
(‘.unumgly ascertaincd to be Bob
Cherry's.

He grasped the door handle and
turned it. For a moment he feared that
Bob might have locked his door.

But it opened to his touch.

Pon's heart beat as the ancient door
creaked sharply in opening. He stood
in the doorway, listening intently.

The room was dark, but not so dark
as thoe landing. Bob had pulled back
the curtains and opened the top of the
window for fresh air. The rain had
ceased at that late hour, and stars were

The door crcaked as he
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glimmering from the gky. A pale, faint
glimmer fell into the room, and Pon
was able to pick out the objects within
dimly and vaguely.

He made out a large, old-fashioned
bed, with the figure of a sleeper in it.
His straining ears caught a sound of
regular breathing, The occupant of the
room was asleep.

Ponsonby stepped in.

His heart was beating rather un-
pleasantly. He had no scruples what-
ever in getting possession of what ho

wanted. DBut he was well aware that
this sort of proceeding was rather risky.

Still, it seemed safe cnough, The
Greyfriars fellow was evidently fast
asleep, and a plimmer of Pon's electric
torch would reveal where the rucsack
lay—and hardly a couple of minutes
would be needed to extract the long-
sought Hnlidai Annual therefrom. Cer-
tainly, when the hikers missed it in the
morning thcy would guess who had
snaffled it. That would make no diffce-
ence to Ponsonby, as they could prove

1

nothing. He would take good care that
they never saw it again.

Ho stepped into the room, and a
limmer of the torch showed hkim the
ace of the sleeper in the bed, a ruddy,
healihy face with shut eyes. The same
glimmer revealed a rucsack lying on
the floor by the head of the bed.

Pon strode forward. )

The next moment he staggered wildly
and crashed to the floor, and a startled
yell woke the echoes of the inn.

(Continued on next page.)
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TALKS ON TACTICS 1

E are oub to make the very most

of this football season, aren't

we? It is already obvious

that some of my readers are

answering that question with a wery

decided affirmative. They are sitting down

to think out ways and means of getting

the best out of this football season. Take

& bit of evidence to that effect. The first

letter I opened from a reader this season,

put this question: * Do you believe in a

foothall team having talks on tactics

before & match ' Let me say at once,

fhat I do believe in talking on tactica

before each match, no matter whether the

game be betweoen En%land and Secotland,

or between two echoolboy teams, If the

talks on tactica are of the right kind,

then they ought to produce pothing but
good results.

In firet-class football these tactical
talks are a comparatively new idea. But
they have become very popular recently,

it is no @ tion to say that,
nowadays the playera of ‘pm.ct.icali{ every
big football team have pre-match talks
on tactics. At these talks the manug:r
prosides, but this does not mean-that he
does all the talking! The individual
players are encouraged to express their
views, and by an exchange of opinion good
should result.

There is just one danger in these
fallks. Unless every member of the
team engaging in them has the real
feam spiril, they are apt to become
a source of irritation.

Let me explain. In order that some-
thing like the maximum benefit may be
obtained from these talks, it iz often
necessary to ‘‘ hold an inquest " on the
previous match; to inquire why the
match was lost. In the course of such
an inquiry the blame might be put on an
individual player, and he might feel
aggrieved. Now, the objeot of these
* inguosts,” as I call them, is not to fix
the blame. It is to find out what was the
matter with the play in the tactical senss,
How did your opponents get that second
goal 1 Was there something wrong in the
positional play 1 It is only by going into
such questions as these in the weekly
talks on tactics that the way to improve-
ment ¢an be found,

PUTTING IT PLAIN [

FTER the chat about the previous
mateh, and the lessons to be
learnt therefrom, discussion of the
coming match should be helpful,

eapecially if the make-up of the opposing
team iz known. What I want to stress
is the importance of deciding on some gort
of tactical plans both for attack and
defence,

Please don’t imagine that I am
telling you fhat football matches
are won in the dressing-room.
They're not !

I remember a young professional, who
had signed for a big club, attending his
firgt tactical talk. The corks were duly
brought out and placed on the board
marked out to represent a football field.
The manager took the corks, which repre-
sented his forwards, moved them hither
and thither, until finally the eork which
repregented the centre-forward was able
to score an easy goal, The young “ pro.”
watched this moving of the corka very
closely for a pericd, and then, plucking
up hig courage, put in s most pertinent
observation. * That’s all vory well, Mr.
Meanager,” he gaid. * But what were the
opponents doing while those goal-scoring
moves were being made by our corks 1"

Obviously, when it comes to actual play,
much must depend on what the opponents
do, They may be good enough to dictate
the tactica. But there can be no harm in
having these pre-match talks, provided

the tactics agreed upon are good—and

| provided that they are, as I might put it—

made of elastic; that is, changeable. It
is no use continuing the agreed tactics
ogaingt particular 0%ponants if thoss
tactics are leading to heavy defeat.

A VALUABLE TIP!

ACTICS in general change from time
to time. ‘They have changed
so far ag first-class football is
concerned, in recent years. And

it is & fact, that what the first-class

footballers do the clubs lower down the
scale also try to do, That is natural, and
generally speaking, is also wise, DMany
of tho first-class clubsa now use their
centre-hall almost evelusively a8 a third
full-back. His particular job 18 to stop the
opposing centre-forward from scoring
goals. I shall not, this week, enter into &
disdussion a8 to whether this third-full-
back idea is & good ome. 1 have men-
tioned it in order to get the right

“* atmosphere ” from answering another

ueation, * Buppose,” writes one of my
riends, * our centre-forward is being so
well watched down the middle that he
scarcely hes a chance of scoring. What
should be lis moves ? "

In the first place, it iz obriously
no use for the centre-forward who
is being corefully shadowed by the
opposing centre-half, just being
confent that he can’t do anything
good that day. He con siill do
good,

I had a talk not long ago on this

artioular phase of football to ** Vie."

yatson, the centre-forward of West Ham
United, who has had much experience,
including that of playing for England.
“If I find an opposing centre-half is gtick-
ing to me closer than Mary's little lamb
ever stuck to Mary,"” he aaid, "I don’t
complain. What I do is take him for &
walk, Instead of keepin%' to my Ilgcmii;icum
down the ecentre of the field, T wander over
to the left or to the right—sometimes sven

a8 far as the touch-line. Such a move is
apt to get the policeman ecentre-half
worried. "He is not sure whether he ought
to follow me, and I don't mind whether he
does or not. If he does follow me, then
he has been lured away from his position
guarding the goal. Ifhe doesn’t follow me,
then I have a chance fo do something
with the ball.”
A BRILLIANT CAREER !
THINK in that little chat, Watson
E gave & valuable tip to all eentre-
forwards who find themselves closely
watched., There can be no greater
mistake than to rely on one member of the
gide to get the goals, So don’t regard
the centre-forward as the official goal-
scorer. Arsensl don't, When they find
the centre-forward covered, they use the
wing men to cub in and score goals. You
may remember that, last season, Clff
Bastin, the outside-lefi of Arsenal, scored
32 goals. This was & greater number
than any other first-class player has evae
scored in one League Beason in thse
osition, IHe got many of these goals
y cutting in, and shooting from what
was really the position of the inside-lef!
or the centre-forward.

What a wonderful carcer this oul-
side-left of Arsenal has had fo be
sure. Before he was twenly he
earned practically all the honours
tehich can come fo a professional
footballer. He played for England,
he had a Cup-winner’s medal, and

was in a side which won the League
Championship [

I asked s man who know Bastin very
well, how it was that the boy had dons so
marvellously, “ Well,”” was the reply,
“mainly because he i8 a really fine
footballer. But thers i8 one thing which
Las told greatly in his favour. Though
the honoms have come to him thick and
fast, he has always becn able to wear the
same #ize of hat.'! I like that last bit.
Swelled head has * kilied i more pood
footballers than any other * discase.”

*LINESMAN."
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry aat up in bed.
He grabbed a maichbox,
bedside. .

Tho light glimmered on Ponsonby of
floor, howling and gasping. Never had
& fellow been taken more completely by

He hardly knew what had happened
to him. He was aware that his foot had
had pitched forward on his nose, and
that his nose was severely damaged.

Not a Success !
“H ALLO, hallo, halla 1"
ready at hand, struck a
wfatch, and lighted the candle at his
Higheliffe,

Pon was sprawling on his face on the
surprise than was Cecil Ponsonby of the
Higheliffe Fourth.
caught in soniething, that was all. And
he was aware—only too clearly—that he

Bob Cherry stared at him in the
candle-light and grinned.

“Ooooh|" gasped Ponsonby., “Oh
gad! Yooooogh! Urrrrgh! What the
thunder— Un{:—ooogh!"'

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Boh.
Y Caught !"

He jumped out of bed.

Pon sat up on the floor hlinking

dizzily, He saw now that what he had
caught his foot in was a cord stretched
across the room a few feet within the
doorway and a few inches from the
floor. One end was ticd to a leg of the
bed, the other to a heavy article of
furniture. The cord was stretched taut
—all ready for a nocturnal intruder, as
Pon realised now. The owner of the
much-disputed Holiday Annual had
been asleep, but he had not been caught
napping |

* You—you—you— panted Ton
breathlessly, He rubbed his nose in

anguish. “Ow! Oh! You—you rotter,
you—you did this—"

Bob Cherry roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! You thieving rascal,

did you think I didn’t guess what you
might get up to, being in the same inn?
I fixed that cord up ready for you if you
camne |’

*Oh, you rotter ! groancd Ponsonby.

“8till after my jolly old Holiday
Annual—what?” chuckled Bob. *“Weli,
I guessed that much. It wasn’t hard to
guess, was it? I rather thought that
the three of you might butt in—and I
fancied that I should hear you when
You tripped over the cord ! Ha, ha, ha |"

“Ow! You roiter! Wow!" Pon-
gonby caressed his nose, a thin stream of
crimson running through his fingers.
Pon’'s nose had hit the floor hard.

“My patent burglar-alarm I chortled
Bob. “And I've jolly well caught the
jolly old hurglar! Hurt your nose

“Owl Wow!"

“What's the row?” Ilarry Wharton
came out of his room. “Whats up? I
heard somebody yell— Oh, my ﬁat 20
The captain of tho Greyfriars Remove
stared into Bob's room and burst inte a
roar. “Ha, ha, ha!”

Pon staggered to his foet.

Ilis game was up now—with a ven-
geance | He was not going to snaffle tho
Holiday Annual that night, ihat was
certain! His face was white with rage
—with_ihe exception of his nose, which
Was Ccrimson,

Bob Cherry grabbed the pillow from
his bed.

“Pon’s hurt,”” he said. “He's going
to be hurt some more! Where will you
have it, Pon 7

Pon evidently did not want it any-
where. He made a jump for the door.
The whirling pillow caught him on the
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hack of his head as ho jumped, and he
pitched forward at Wharton.

Wharton promptly gave him a shove,
scending him spinning back towards Bob
Cherry,

Swipe ! came the pillow again, catch-
ing Pon on the side of the head, and he
staggered wildly and crashed.

“Ha, ha, ha |

“Ow!l Oh! You rotter, let me go!l”
panted Ponsonby.

“'Won't you have a few more before
you go?” chuckled Bob.

“You rufian! Keep off 1" yelled I'on-
sonby, scrambling up wildly.

Swipe, swipe, swipo |

“Oh gad! Oh erumbs! Yaroccch!”

Pansonby—dodging frantically, but in
vain—fled doorward again. This time
the captain of the Remove let him pass;
and Pon rushed out, Bob behind him
with the pillow.

Wharton, laughing, picked up the
candle and followed. Ponsonby dashed
into his own room and strove to slam
the door after him. But the pursuer was
too close behind him for that, Bob's
foot met the door and sent it spinning
open again, and he rushed in after Pon.

Swipe !
Crash !
TPonsonby fairly spun aloog the floor.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton,

standing in the doorway, candlestick in
hand.

“Ow! Wow! Keep off ! Yarooop

Cadsby and Monson started out of
sleep; they jumped up in bed, staring
i\t ]tllo startling scene in the candle-
ight,

“What the dooce * gasped Gadsby.

“Pon, what—" stuttered Monson,

“Tt's a jolly old amateur burglar!”
explained Bob Cherry. '"Why didn't
vou fellows come, too? 1 expected the
ot of you, and I was going to swipe
you all round! But it's all right; as
I'm here I'll swipe you all the same!"

*'Here, keep ofi I’* roared Gadsby in
alarm, as the exuberant Bob rushed at
hiz bed and smote with the pillow.

Swipe !

“0h gad! Urrrggh!” B

“Like a few, onson 1’ chirruped

ob.

*“Keep off I” yelled Monson.

“ Better serve "em the same all round,”
said Bob. "“This one is for your nut,
Monson 1"

Swi{;al
“Whoooop !”" roared Monson, as his
“nut  captured the pillow. He rolled
off his bed with a orash.

**Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Wharton.

Ponsonby scrambled up. With a
desperate look on his face he leaped at
a washstand and grasped a big Jug by
the handle. 7

That big jug undoubtedly would have
done some damage had Pon got going
with it—but le had no time to get
going |

Bob Clerry was on him again too
quickly for that. The pillow whirled
and smote, and Ton went over back-
E\':ﬁrds, the jug falling on his chest as he
oLl

It was full of water! It was empty
n moment later ! The water was swamp-
ing over Ponsonby.

“Urrrrrggh 1" gurgled Pon, as he
wriggled in a sea of water. “Oh gad!
Grrruuugegh !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 think that will de,” remarked Bob
Cherry. *“If you fellows want any niore
you know which is my room. Lots of it

(EE]

on tap if yon want any! Ta-ta|”

And Bob Cherry tramped out of the
room.

Gadsby serambled to the door,

slammed it, and turned the key in the
lock, Monson lighted a candle. Don,
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sprawling in spilt water, was sayin
things that certainly would have earn
him the “sack” 1if uttered at High-
cliffe in the hearing of a beak.

“You silly idiot!” howled Monson.
"“Qo this is how it's turned out, is it?
You bring that mad hooligan down on
us in the middle of the night

“Ow! I'm wet!” yelled Ponsonby.
“I'm soaked I {

“Serve you jolly well right ! howled
Gadsby.

“Yes, rather I’ panted Monson. “I
wish you'd had it worse I”

Ponsonby staggered up—drenched,
white, furious, stuttering with rage.

‘“ Back me up, you rotters!” he hissed,
“I'm going after that brute! Come and
help me! Get hold of the fireirons, or
somethin’ 1"

He dashed across to the door. Gadsby
and Monson exchanged a look, and with
one accord they rushed at him, grasped
him, and hurled him back. Once more
Ponsenby sprawled.

“You're going after him, are you?”
howled Gadsby. ' You're goin’ to bring
the whole gang of them down on us, are
you? You're jolly well not!”

“No jelly fear!'” gasped Monson.
“You're goin’ to stay where you are,
vyou silly fool! Take that key out of
the door, Gaddy.”

“¥es, rather!” Gadsby took out tho
key. “We've had enough for one night,
I fancy; and if Pon wants any more
we'll jolly well give it to him our-
selves 1"

“You—you—you rotten funks—"

“8hut up!” hooted Gadsby. *Any
more from you and we'll jolly well scrag
you ! Bhut up and go to bed !”

“Give mo that key !"

“I'll give you a thick ear

“You rotten funks—'"

“Bang his silly head I"’ said Monson.

They grasped him again, and Pon's
silly head was duly banged. Then his
ldear pals chucked him on his bed in &
1eap.

“Stay there!” snarled Gadsby. * Any
more rot from you, Pon, end you'll get
more than you want! And shut up 1’

Monson blew out the candle. He went
back to bed, and Gadsby followed his
cxample, .

For some minutes Pon’s voice was
heard in the darkness, in tones of con-
centrated fury. But he was silent at
last! On second thoughts, in fact, Pon
found that he was not reslly keen to
go after Bob Cherry. It was only too
probable that, if he did, his last state
would be worse than his first |

Gadsby and Monson got to sleep
again at last. It was longer before Pon
closed his oves. He was thinking
savage thoughts as ho lay sleepless;
but he was not thinking of going alter
the Holiday Annual again! Pon was
a sticker; but, for the present at least,
even Pon had had enough!

1

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
At the Haunted Casile of Hoad!
(] BAY. you fellows !

I “Eight o'clock, fathead!”

“We can’t go out in this fear-
ful rain—"

“The rain stopped last night, ass!”

“Oh! Did it? Well, it might come
on again !’ said Billy Bunter. “Keep
an oye on the weather, and call me
again at half-past ten.”

q1'he Famous Five, looking in at the
door of Billy Bunter's room, grinned.
They had wlready breakfasted, and
packed. and were ready for the road.
After the heavy rain of the night, there
was a pglorious September morning, and
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L Ouoo‘iﬂ Oh gad ! Unrghh!. W‘ﬁatrthe '_th;l]lder—oooogh 1 Ponsonby gave a stariled yell as he tripped over the

eord stretched across the room a few inches from the floor,

¢ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** cried Bob Cherry, getting out of bed.

He struck a match and lighted a ecandle. The light glimmered on the nocturnal visitor.

all the hikers were feeling merry and
bright.

Bunter sat up and blinked et them
morosely. Bunter had no desire to
turn out and get on the march. Glorious
Scptember mornings did not appeal to
Biﬁy Bunter.  But, for once, ]?Bunte:
was going to be allowed to slack.

“Now look here, you fellows,” said
the fat Owl of the Remove. “I'm not

otting up yet! See? You can tell
them to have my brekker ready at balf-
past ten! Beef”

“Right-ho | answered Harry Whar-
ton, unexpectedly. “Make it half-past
eleven if you like, old fat bean.”

“Or half-past twelve!” grinned
Nugent.

“Half-past any old thing you like,”
said Bob Cherry. “If you want to see
us_again, roll along to the jolly old
ruined castle.”

“You see, we're going to make a day
of it, and camp there to-night, and see
the Ehost 1" explained Harry Wharton.
“We're not going on again till to-
morrow morning | So you can spend
a whele day slacking.”

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“Come on!” said Johnny Bull.

“I say, you fellows, you'd better come
back here to-night,” said Billy. Bunter.
“Come back for meals, too. I'd rather
have my meals here.”

“Have 'em hers, and welcome,” said

Bob, *As many as you like!”
“Yes, but what about paying—"
“We're paying the bill, including

your brekker, old fat bean, After that
you oan telephene to Bunter Court for
a ':;&3:]1{ of lflankr(ljo}tos."

10h, really, erry——"

“Ta-ta, old fat frog.”

The hikers turned away, and the door
closed.

“Beasts I” remarked Bunter,

And he laid his head on the pillow
again, and resumed his interrupted
snore. Harry Wharton & Co. walked
cheerily out of the Golden Pig into the
sunshine. There was no sign of the
Higholiffe fellows aboyt; probably they
would not_turn out much earlier than
Bunter. Mr. Pooks pointed out the
way to the old castle of Hoad, and
solemnly adjured the hikers not to stay
there after dark; advice which they did
not intend to follow. As Bob Cherry
remarked, a haunted castle was not dis-
covered every day on a hike, and
naturally they were not going to miss
this onc.

Lanes and hedges were still wet with
the rain, but rapidly drying in the
bright sunshine. In a cheery mood, the
hikers walked out of Hoad, and fol-
lowed the lanes to Hoad Castle.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! That's Pon's
car!” remarked Bob Cherry, as they
turned into the lane leading up to the
old castle gate.

Jorvis, the chauffeur, was there with
half-a-dozen other men, and a W
Daimler, struggling to get the green
Austin out of the ditch, They were
getting it out when the hikers passed
them ; but it looked as if it would want
a lot of cleaning before the knuts of
Higheliffe could uso it again, Leaving
them to it, the hikers walked on to the
castle gate and went into the weedy,
shady old drive that led up to the
ruins.

“Jolly old place, in the day-time, at
least !” remarked Frank Nugent.

“The jollifulness is terrific,”? agreed
the Nabob of Bhanipur. *Sort of show
that a fellow likes to explore.  Bit
gloomy at night, though, I imagine.”

“Topping place to camp I” said Bob,

“Well, we're not afraid of ghosts,

8. Mauleverer.

anyhow, like those Higheliffe funks,”
grunted Johnny. .

“It's queer, though,” said Harry,
thoughtfully.  “Pon & Co. must have
secn something! And all the villagers
fancy they've scen something!  liven
that man Watkins—and he's a hard-
headed, practical man—"

“Bit of a spoofer, I think,” remarked
Lord Mauleverer, simking his head. "1
don't like that man Watkins.”

“He seemed a civil sort of johnny,”
said Nugent.

“0Oh, vaas.”

“0Of course, he's never seen a ghost
here, and there aren’t such things; but
he must fanoy he has, as he said so.”

“Um!” said Lord Mauloverer.

“Well, why should he spoof about
it ?” asked Bob, staring at his lordship.
“He only belioves the same as all the
other local people.”

“He doesn’t "™ gaid Mauly.

“Well, my hat! How the thump do

a1

vou know ho doesn't, if you come to
that?” demanded Bob.
“Hard-hcaded chap!” said Lord

“Nothin' soft about jolly
old Watkins! Man must be a bit soft
to beliove in ghosts. Watkins doesn't!
Too jolly hard-headed.”
“WWell, ghost or not,
thing going on here™
“Poople have scen something or other.
“Yaas! Some sort of spoof.”
“That's i, most likely,"” agreed
Johnny Bull. “Some silly practical
joker playing tricks to frighten people.
f there's a ghost story about a place,
there'll always be somo silly ass ready
to play ghost and cause a scare.”
“But nobody lives within two miles
of the {)]ncc," said Nugent. “And a
practical joker eouldn’t be eamping in
(Continued on page 16.)
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there's some-
said Harry.
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the ruins.  Jolly queer that he hap-
pened to be on the spob when on and
Co. butted in lust night.”

“Yaas!| But he did happen,”

“It wain't oxactly a night for prac-
tical jokers to be out,” remarked Bob.
“But I suppose there's no other ox-
planation—unless it's & roal ghost. Wat-
kins was telling a story of a prisoner
in the ancient dungeons, who perished
three hundred years ago, and whoso
skeleton  walks about dragging his
chains. Nice sort of sportsman to mect
in the dark.”

“We'll give him a chance to show up
to-night, anyhow ! eaid Harry Whar-
ton.  “And while it's daylight we'll
explore the place from end to end, and
sce if we ean pick up any sign of him.,”

“Yes, rather !

The hikers arrived in the dismantled
old building. Botween the ruins and
the locked-up habitable wing was an
almost ondless confusion of shattered
masonry, overgrown with moss, grasses,
bushes, and hero and there a tree, It
was evident that the place had long
been allowed to go to deeay, even when
the old squire hved in the modern
wing.  The hikers had the place to
themselves, Although open to the
publie. it was too far from everywhere
to attract casnal visitors very often.

“Here's tho things the Higheliffe fol-
lows left!” romarked Nugent, as they
entered the. arched doorway, into the
long, low lall where Pon & Co. had
taken refugn the previous night.

Three suilcases ]l'ay on the old mossy
stone flags, where Ton & Co. had
Ieft _them. The “ghost” that had fright-
encd away the %—Iighcliﬂiuns had not
interfered with their property.

“It was here that those chaps saw, or
fancind they saw, something,” said Bob.
“Nobody about now! I suppose the
ghost only wulks at night.” He dumped
down his pack. “Let’s look round.”

The juniors landed their packs on the
stone flags, and scattored up and down
the old place, rooting curiously through
the ruins. They wore rather interosted
1o sce tho ancicnt dungeons, where, ac
cording to Mr. Watlins' story, a pri-
sonce had perished in ancient days in
chains.  DBut the entrance to the dun-
geott= was probably choked by the fall
of rubble, for they did not succeed in
finding il.

They had heen about an hour in the
ruing, whey there was a clatter of Lhoofs
and wheels on the vive. The ostler
from the Golden I'ig lLiad arrived in
the trap in feteh Don and. Co.’s suit-
cases, He drove away with them, leav:
ing o ruins to the Greyfriavs hikers
again,

Q!nlg: a cheery morning was spont
eplaring {he Jr]uun: but the explorers
cama on no sign cither of a ghost or
a piactical joker.

They camped for lunch wnder the
shady troos on the old drive. Long be-
fore that, Jervis and his helpers had
got away with the green Austin, Plenty
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of provisions had been brought from
the villago, The cooking-stove was
soon going strong; and a savoury scent
of frying sausages grected a fat and
perspiring  fellow who came J)luggmg
up the drive. Billy Bunter had arrived
in tune for lunch!

“I oy, you fellows—
Bunter.

“My hat! Bunter's scented the
sosses !"" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, really, Cherry! I say, you
fellows, I'm hungry,” said Bunter, “I
never had much brekker—only a few
cges and rashers and some kidneys—
absolutely nothing elso, except somo
porridge and a cake! I'm glad you've
grot lunch ready. How many sosses
have you got there?”

“ About a dozen!”

“That's all right ! But what are you
fellows going  to  have?” inguired
Bunter.

I'he fat junior sat down, reached for
the tin dish, and helped himself to
sausages—all of them; a proceeding
that the hikers eyed as if it fascinated
them.

“ Any spuds " asked Bunter.

“QOnly a dishful !" gasped Dob. “ Halp
yourself " :

" “Well, it was rather deeont of you to
fry the spuds,’” said Buoter. “T like
‘em fried | Quite nice, and no mistake !
You fellowe going to have bread and
cheese 7”7 )

Bunter tipped the dish of fried
potatoes into a large plate.

“Leave me some of the chcese!” ho
added.

“0Oh gad!' murmured Lord Maule-
verer.

“How they must love DBunter at
home,” remarked Bob—* and how I wish
they had him there now! Kill him,
gomebody 1™

And Bob jerked back the supplies and

proceeded to whack them out among
seven., Bunter blinked at him in
dismay.
" “If there's anything I despise,” said
Bunter, “it's greediness| T must say I
think you chaps are the limit! I sup-
pose I shall have to fill up on bread and
cheese |  Well, I suppose it's what a
fellow might expect of you I”

Bunter frowned over the sosses and
fried potatoes. DBut he felt a little
better when he had parked them; and
began to fill up with bread and cheese.

“1 say, you fellows, Pon & Co. are
raging like anything!” said Bunter.

"

squeaked

#T1 loft 'em at it—calling ono another

names! I fancy something happened
last night to upset them.”

“Ha, ha! fancy something did !”
chuckled Bob Cherry—*and I fancy it
was a pillow 1"

“(laddy and Monson told Pon they'd
gee him blowed before they'd comae after
vou with him,” said Bunter. *“They'ra
fed-uﬁ! And Pon was calling them all
the things lLe could think of. They've
pgot the car back, and Gaddy and
Monson wanted to go in it, and Pon said
it was his ecar and they -could go to
Jericho if they liked—but not in his
car! He, he, he!”

The t}re}'friura hikers chuckled,
Evidently thore was a rift in the High-
cliffian lute, which was not surprising
aftor the hupponin;{:s of the night.

Having (inished [unch, the hikers re-
sumed exploring < the ruined castle;
while Billy Bunter packed himself away
in a shady corner, shut his eyes and
opened his mouth and went to sleep.
Dofore scattering among the ruins the
hikers carefully concoaled the packs in
a thickot, lest wandering tramps—or
Highclilfians—should come rooting after
them while their attention was otherwise
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engaged. Which proved to be a useful

precaution, for Pon, though he had.lost
the amssistance of his two exasperated
pals, was still on the warpath.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pon on the Warpath !

“ QM
N Gadshby and Monson made

that answer together.
Fon scowled.

“ Laok hore——" he bogan.

“Rats!” said Gadsby and Monson
simultancously again,

And to add point to. the remark, they
turned and walked into the Golden Pig,
leaving Pon on his own.

Scowling more blackly, Ponsonby
walked out of the village of Hoad.

For the present, at least, there was a
deep rift mn the Highelifian lute, If
Pon was carrying on the warfare with
the Greylriars party, he had only him-
self to depend upon.

He walked slowly along the lanes
towards the ruined castle in the bright
September sunshine, Tho green Austin
and Jervis were at the inn now; but
Pon had no intontion of going on his
way yet. He was thinking not only of
the £50 reward, which he believed he
could gain by getting hold of the
Holiday Annual that belonged to Bob
Cherry, Defeat alter defeat only made
Pon more determined and obstinate.
Beating the Greyfriars fellows in this
peculinr contest seemod to him even
more important than *gnaffling ” that
reward |

Ilc glanced about him furtively as he
cameo up the weedy, shady old drive in
the castle prounds. He could hear
gounds of the hikers and calling voices,
but they were not in gight. Another
sound fell on his ears—that of a deep
and unmelodious snore. He grinned at
the sight of Billy Bunter, extended
under a shady tree, fast asleep.

“That fat freak!” murmured Pon.

Ho stopped, looking about him vory
cautiously. IHe knew that the hikers
were exploring and they were not at
hand. As Bunter was not joining in the
ramble over the ruins he rather ex-
pected to see the packs left with him.

ut nothing was to be seen of them,

He step{nad closer to the sleeping fat
junior at last,

Billy Bunter awakened suddenly with
a grasp on his fat neck,

“Gurrrgh 1" gurgled Bunter.

1Io blinked in &larm at Ponsonby
over his hig spectacles, which had slid
down his fat little nose.

“Don’t call out I’ said Pon pleasantly.
“If you do I shall bang your head
against that tree—hard!"’

“QOh lor'|” gasped Bunter.

“Where have those cads put the
packs ! asked Ponsonby in a low voice.
“They won’t be lugging their baggage
about all day for nothing! They've left
them somewherc. Where !

“I—1I don’t know |" gasped Bunter.

That was, ps a matter of fact, Lhae
truth, as Billy Bunter had gone to sleep
before the hikers parked their packs in
the thicket. Pon, however, was nof
likely to believe Bunter's statement.

“Think again!” he suggested.

“I—] suppose the things are about
somewhere " stammered Bunter. “I—I
—TI'll help you look for them if you like,
old chap! Lemmo gerrup1”

“You wouldn’t cut if I did ?” grinned
Pon banteringly.

“0Oh, no! %——-I wasn't thinking of
bolting—nothing of the sort! I—I think
the packs are just behind that tree!”
Bunter pointed to a big beech a dozen
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yards away. “In fact, I'm sure they
are| I—I saw Wharton put them
there 1"

“Try again!” said Pon.

“1—1 mean, they—they're in the
castle; in that room, you know, where
you left gour suitcases when you were
frigh_tenc last night— Ow! 8top
twisting my arm, you beast | Wow !’

“I1f those fellows hear you and come
this way I'll erack your silly head on
that tree | said Pon between his teeth.
“Now, I want to know where to lay my
hands on that Holiday Annual. Where
is it 1"

Dunter blinked at him in great dis-
may. It was rather fortunate that he
did not know where the packs had been

put. 'The savage gleam in Ponsonby’s
oyes  terrified the fat UOwl of the
Remove,

“Cough it up 1” snarled Pon, who was
upecasy lest any moment one of the
Ilikeirs might come in sight. “Get it
eut !

“I—I don’t know—— Ow!” pasped
Bunter, as the Higheliffe fellow twisted
his fat arm again. i

Pon clapped a hasty hand over his
mouth to suppress a i’el : .

“You'd better tell me,” said Pon-
sonby. “I'm going on twisting your
mrm till you do [**

“0h ﬁrikey 1" gasped DBunter. "“I—1

Eay

“1Iallo, hallo, hallo!”” Bob Cherry
came through the trees and stared at
the {wo in astonishment. *“You here,
Pon! What the thump—"

Ponsonby jumped up in alarm.

“1 say I” yelled Bunter. He was free
to yell now, and he lost no time, *I
eay ! Bob! Wow | He was twisting my
arm to make me tell him where the
packs are— Wow !

“Was ha?” eaid Bob grimly. And he
came at Ponsonby with a gleam in his
blue eyes and his hands clenched. *You
Highelife cur—" <

For & moment, Ponsonby faced him,
scowling savagely; but only for a
moment. Then he turned and ran.

“ After him !” yelled Bunter., “I say,
give him a jolly good licking! I sey.
Rob, old chap, knock the stuffing out of
the beast! I say——"" .

Bob Cherry did not stop to listen. e
was pursuing the Higheliffe fellow at
top speed, Ponsonby ran desperately up
the drive with the Greyfriars fellow Lot
on his track.

“Hallo, halla, hallo 1" bawled Boh. ns
he ran. *“Lock out, yon men! High-
cliffe cad ! Stop him! Bag him !”

Twe or three calling voices answered
from the scattered hikers. Frank
Nugent ran ont of the trees in front of
Ponsonby. The dandy of Higheliffo
charged him desperately, and Nugent
went reeling. Leaving him sprawling,
Ponsonby dashed on into the ruine.

“Oh  crumbs!”" gasped Nugent,
staggering to his feet.

“ After him |” panted Bob.

“Uigheliffe cad!” yelled Johnny
Bull, glimpsing Pon from a distance.
And he rushed to intercept him.

Ponsonby twisted aside and darted
away among trces and thickets. He
was rather sorry by (hat time that he
had dropped in on the Greyfriars
hikers that afternoon. But there was
no cscape for him now, with the whole
party hunting him if he emerged from
cover. ”

He glared round him savagely from a
hiding-place. After the way he h
handled the heolpless fat Owl, he did
not expect to be handled gently if the
hikers got hold of him. Twisting a
fellow’s arm was o game that two could
play at, and Pon did not want to go
through the experience himself.

As he ran t‘h_rou%h the trees, with the
hikers whooping after him, he suddenly
found his way lilm:kee:l by a huge mass
of ancient, crumbling wall. There was
no time to get round it; but it was
thick with clustering, aneient ivy, and
Pon squeezed himscff through the ivy;
to hide. A startled gasp left his lips
the next moment, as he felt himself
falling.

Bump, bump, bump!

Evidently there was an opening in
that ancient wall, screened by the thick,
hanging tendrils of the ivy, and Pon
had inadvertently stepped through it.
Within were steps, which he tumbled
headlong down.

Bruised and breathless, the Highecliffo
junior bumped down three stone ste}ps,
and then managed to stop. He sprawled
there, dazed and dizzy.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
came & shout.

“He came this wa

“Yaas, begad!
minute ago.”

" Look among the trees!”

“This way!*

Footsteps and voices passed on, round
the ancient wall. Ponsonby, huddled
on the hidden stone stair, gasped with
relief. ‘Unconsciously, he had found the
hiding-place he necded. He had never
dreamed that there was an opening in
that solid-looking, old, ivy-mantled

J

Seen him I
"’

spotted him &

WHO WANTS A POCKET
WALLET

like that of A. N, Parry, of

10, Wyndham Road, Walﬁ(usey.

Cheshire ? He got his for sending

in the following Greyfriars
limerick :

Said Coker to Potter and Gireene :
L ME bike is the fastest that's
[1.1
And when | get going
There will be no knowing
Whenever again I'll be seen !’

wall, end the hikers did not think of
it

it.

e lay gasping, while the Greyfriars
fellows streamed oway in another
direction, looking for him, but not
likely to find him now!

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
The Secret Passage!
O¥SENBY picked himself up at
as

‘Ile was safe—and that was the

chief_consideration. So long as

lie remained in that hidden nook of the

old castle of Hoad, the hikers were not

likely to discover him. He did not
ncan to emerge in a hurry!

He stared u.FLout him.

Only the faintest glimmer of daylight
came through the masses of ivy that
covered the opening at the head of the
stone stair. No doubt there had been
a door there onee; now there was only
a mnarrow doorway. The steps down
which he had tumbled were not more
than three feet wide, with slimy walls
of heavy stone blocks on either side,

e groped for his electrio torch and
turned it on, and flashed the light down
the stairs,

It was in spiral form, and wound
away downwards, apparently into the
depths of the carth.

e wondered whether it was an
entrance to the dungeons known to exist
under the castle of Hoad. BStepping

vy
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carefully, he descended; and arrived
in_a narrow, flagged, stone passage.

Only the gleam of his torch broke the
utter blackness of that subterranean
tunnel, Holding up the light, he
stepped “lmlf'

The thought was in his mind that
probably there was another outlet at
the end of the stone passage. If that was
the case, his escape would be easy
enouglh. y

The passage ran for a considerable
distance. It ended in a cell, with walls
of stone blocks, and no sign of & door-

way.

ﬁe examined cach wall in turn, but
there was no outlet. Then he flashed
the light over his head.

It was scarcely possible to suppose
that the ancient builders, centuries ago,
had built such a place for nothing.
Obviously, it was one of the old secret
passages, for escape in time of danger,
which were built as a matier of course
in those stormy, old days, There was
some opening to the stone cell, but it
was a secret one—he was assured of
that,

The roof over his head was so low as
to be within reach. He felt over it
with his fingers. In the middle of the
floor was & square stone block. It did
not take Pensonby long to guess why it
was there—it was intendesF as a step-
ing stone into the castle above, ik
could have no other meaning.

He stepped on it, stooping his head to
do so, and groped over the roof. A bar
of rusty iron jutting from the stone
roof met his groping fingers.

Whirrrreer !

His grasp on the iron set some hidden
mechanism in motion. The square stone
over his head rolled away.

e gave a startled gasp.

Light streamed down into the cell—
dusky light, but daylight, He raised
his head through an opening about two
feet aquare.

.The stone flag that had covered it was
tilted up ! He stared around, with his
feet on the stepping-stone in the under-
ground cell, his head in the room above.

“Great gad|” ejaculated Ponsonby.

He recognised the apartment at once.
It was the long dow hall in which he
had taken refuge the night before, with
Gadsby and Monson, and where the
“ghost ” of Iload had appeared. He
could see the marks on the mossy flags
where the suitcases had lain.

“Great gad!” he repeated.

And he grinned.

Ho knew now how the “ghost” had
appeared so strangely and suddenly.
The *“ ghost * of Hoad had risen through
the trapdoor in which Ponsonby was
now standing. The sceret he had just
discovered, by sheer chance, was known
to the mysterious individual who played
ghost at Ioad.

He could have no doubt about that.
Scared as he had been at the time by
the grinning, phosphorescent skull, he
knew that the apparition must be somo
sort of trickery, because it could not ba
anything else. Now he had discovered
one of the scercts of the trickster!

From a distance_hs heard the echo
of a calling voice. The hikers were still
seeking him in the ruins, Dut thero
was nobody in the hall.

It was probable, however, that they
might come that way, and the outlet he
lmﬁ discovered did not mean a way of
cseape. -

In fear of secing some of the hikers
glance in through the arched doorway
at the end of the hall, Ponsonbhy
crouched back into the call and fumbled
with the iron har again, to close the
stono. .

There was snother whir, and it closed

Toe Macrer LisraRY.—No. 1,335.
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over his head, and he stepped down to
the floor of the cell. i .

The sound it made was faint; evi-
dently the hidden moechanism on which
it worked was in good order, and kept

well oiled. The trickster of Iload
Iooked after that!
Pongonby

ave & mocking chucklo as
Lie recalled ﬁla talk at tho Golden Pig
of the evening before, wondering what
Mr, Pooks and his friends would think
if they knew what he now knew !

It was clear that some person un-
known knew this secret of the old castle,

and used it to play ghost, for what
reason Pon conlci not imagine, unless
from some crack-brained scnse of
humour !

Whoever it was must bo some man
well acguainted with tho place, or he
would not have discovercg the sccret
that Pon had now discovered.

Ponsonby cared nothing about that,
however. What ho was thinking of was
that there was no escape for him hy
way of the sceret trap. He lefi the
cell, and retraced his steps along the
paesﬁa,gc, to the stone stair in the old
wall.

Ho ascended the spiral stair, shut off
the light, and peered through  tho
thick, clustering ivy into the open air.

Ic had to wait till the coast was clear
before he attempted to make his
escape. And ho was glad of his caution
the next moment as he sighted a hiker
in the trecs, not six or seven feet
distant.

It was Lord Mauleverer. .

Iis lordship was standing still, Fazmg
at the ivied wall with a thoughtful ex-
pression on his face.

]Pon’.‘s cyes glittered at him through
the ivy.

The other hikers were far aficld; but
tlie look on Mauly's face told what he
was thinking of. He was puzzled at
Pon's disappearance at that spot, and
had returned there for further investi-
gation. Now he was scanning the ivy,
and, as Ponsonby watched him, he
made a forward movement to pull aside
somo of the heavy clusters of tendrils
and leaves,

Ponsonby started back in alarm, for-
petting for the instant that he was
standing on the top step of the stair,

“Oh!” he gasped as, for the second
timo. he tumbled down.

“Oh gad!” he hoard Lord Manl-
everer exclaim, and he knew that Mauly
had heard him.

The thick ivy parted, letting in a
stream of sunlight. Lord Mauleverer's
face appeared, staring into the opening.

Pon stared up at him, sprawling at
the turn of the stair, Tlo was seen, and
in anotlier moment Mauly’s call might
have brought the whole party to the
gpot] DPon's brain worked swiftly.

“Help!™ ho gasped. *“Mauleverer,
comne quickly! I've fallen! My leg's
twisted ! (%ui::k—hclp el

“Rotten luck, old bean,” said Maule-
verer, cnmity changing into friendly
concern at onee.

He pushed through the ivy, and came

dawn the steps in the dark as the
clismlors fell in place behind him.
IIe reached PPonsonby and stenped

over him.  As hoe did so, the High-
cliffe  fellow struck out, taking him
utlerly by surprise.

“Oh” gasped Mauleverer.

He stumbled over Ponsonby and went
twnbling down the stair. He rolled
down live or six steps before he was
able fo stop; and then, as he sprawled
breathlessly, there was a flash of light
from Pon's torch, and Pon was upon
him. A knee was planted on Mauly's
chest, pinning him down.

“Now,” said Ponsonby, between his
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teeth, ''quiet, you rotter! Quiet, you
cad ! Give just a yelp to call the other
rotters here, and I'll bang your head
on the stone and stun you ! :

Lord Mauloverer blinked up at him.

“You're not hurt, ihen?" he asked
quictly.

Ponsonby laughed.

“You were trickin' me!”

“Yes, you fool I

“By gad!” said Mauleverer. “I
always knew you were a dirty, sneakin’,
poisonous sort of reptile, Pon, but this
15 the jolly old limit! What the dooco
15 a fellow like you dein’ out of
chokey 7"

“Quict

“Not at all, old bean!
shout !"” said Mauleverer calmly. “I
don’t like your company, Pon! I'd
prefer reptiles and beetles and spiders!
I'm goin’ to give you the hidin' of your
life, you cur! Get off my chest, or I'll
call the other fellows here, and they'll
hook you out fast enough.”

“(all out, and take the consegquences !
I mean what I say !’ said Ponsonby
savagely. “I'm not goin' through a
raggin’, if I know it! Give one yelp,
hang you, and you won't give another 1”

The schoolboy earl, pinned down on
Lis back, was at the mercy of the young
rascal of Highcliffe. But he looked up
at Pon in the glimmer of the electrio
toreh with calm contempt.

“Are you lettin' me get up?? he
asked.

i ND!”

“Help!” shouled Mauleverer.

Crash!

Ponsonby kcft his word. The cry had
havdly left Mauly's lips when the
desperate young  rascal crashed his
head on the stone. Dazed, half-stunned,
Mauleverer lay erumpled on the stone
stair, while Ponsonby listened with
terrified anxiety for an answering shout
from the hikers. But no call came:
evidently they had not heard Maule-
verer. No doubt they would have
heard if the ery had been repeated, but
it was not repeated,

1

I'm goin’ to

——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Mauly !

ORD MAULEVERER hardly

L knew what ha{; cned: after that.

He was hali-unconscious for

a good many minutes, Dimly

he knew that he was dragged down a

stone stair and along a murky passage.

Ho was pitched down on a stone floor,

in & corner of the stone cell under the
old hall of Hoad,

His dizzy brain cleared at last. He
struggled into a sitting position, blink-
ing in the beam of the electric torch
which was stuck in one of the many
crevices of the wall,

Ponsonby stood regarding him with
a sneering grin.

Mauleverer realised that his hands
were tied, ITis belt had been taken off
and buckled fast round his arms, behind
him. Ho could hardly move his hands.
He made the further discovery that his
foet were tied together at the ankles
with a twisted Lhandkerchicf.

The schoolboy carl of Greyfriars was
a helpless prisoner.

His hcad ached horribly. He was not
badly hurt, but it was painful and
extremely uncomfortable, He gazed at
Ponsonby in a kind of wonder. Pon
the dandy of Iighcliffe, the glass of
fashion and the mould of form among
the Higheliffe knutls, was coming out.
Under his polished exterior, Pon was
very little better than a hooligan, as
he had proved more than once, Now

' THE MAGNET

he was acting like an utterly un-
scrupulous and ruthless young scoundrel.
That, however, was not a new experi-
enee for Ponsonby:.

“(Good gad !” murmured Lord Maule-
verer. “My head aches, by gad! I'll
givc you somcthing to remember this

y presently, Pon !”

Pon laughed mucking]f.

“You've got to get loose first!" he
remarked,

Lord Mauleverer gave a wrench at
his bonds. Ponsonby watched him,
grinning. The schoolboy earl had no
chanee whatover of getting loose. Pon
had taken exccllent care of that.

“Keep it up ! he said. “Try as hard
a5 you like.”

“You cowardly rotter!”

Pon laughed again.

“You're not goin’ to leave me here
like this, I suppose, while you cut?”
asked Mauloverer, at last. “I don't
know what sort of a place you've
dragged me into, but my friends may
never find me here.”

"You can bet on it that they won't!”
answered Ponsonby coolly. “But I'm
not goin' to cut yet, Mauleverer. I
came here for that Holiday Annual, and
I'm not goin® without it, As you'vn
been idiot enough to tumble into my
hands, I'm goin’ to make use of you!"

“Go it 1" said Mauleverer. “I'd like
to know how.

“Where have those cads put their
packs?”?

“Find out

“I'm goin’ to find out—from you !”

“Are you goin’' to twist my arm, as
you did Buntor'si” asked Lord Maule-
verer contemptuously. “You can twist
it off, you cur, before I'll tell you a
word I'*

Ponsonby shook his head,

“More ways of killin' a cat than
chokin’ it with cream!” he answered.
“You're goin' to tell me exactly where
to put my hands on that Holiday
Annual, and as soon as I'm sure that
the coast is clear, I'm goin’ after it.”

((Rats Il]

“Otherwise,” said Ponsonby, coolly
and deliberately, “I shall leave you
here! As you've said, your friends will
never find you., Like the prospect?

“You dare not !”

Ponsonby ahrugf&d his shoulders.

“I fancy they’ll hear me, anyhow, if
I shout long enough,” said Lord
Mauloverer.

“1 ghan't leave vou able to shout !”

“My hat! You're a pretty specimen
of & rotter, ain't you, Pon'” said
Mauly. “May I ingquire again what
you are doin’ out of chokey 7"

Ponsonby took a hundiarchiof from
his pocket.

“Are you goin' to tell me what I'va
asked ?* he said.

“No "
“Take your chance, then,” said
Ponsonby, selting lis teeth., * You've

got to stick here, anyhow, till I get
clear., Tell me what I want to know,
and I'll send word to your friends whera
to find you, once I'm out of this! Two
or three hours of it, perhaps. Keep
mum, and I'll leave you where you are
till to-morrow."

“1 don’t think you dare "

“You'll seel” said Ponsonby
venomously.

“I suppose you know that you could
be put into prison for this?’ remarked
Lord Mauleverer.

“That’s encugh! Last (lime of
askin’ I snapped Pon savagely, * What
have you got to say ™

“Only go an’ eat coke ("

Pon did not speak agnin, He bent
over the helpless Mauly and gagged him
with the handkerchief. It was im-
possible for Mauleverer to resist, and
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Whack, whack, whack !

and again on Ponsonby’s trousers, and the Higheliffe junior squirmed and roared and shrieked and yelled,

in & few minutes he was securely
gageed.

“Think you ecan call to the other
cads now?"’ asked Ponsonby mockingly.

Lord Mauleverer's eyes gleamed at
him. But he could not speak even the
{aintest whisper,

Taking up the electric torch, Ponsonby
turned away. He walked into the secret
passage, and the schoolboy earl was left
in dense darkness.

It seemed ineredible to Mauly that
even the hardened young rascal of
Highelifie really intended to carry out
his threat. But he was soon aware that
there was no doubt of it. Ponsonby's
footsteps died away slong the stone
passage, and the gleam of the torch dis-
appeared from sight. Huddled in a
corner of the stone cell, unable to move
hand or foot, unable to ulter a sound,
Lord Mauleverer was left alona, in
darkness so intense that it was diffeult
to believe that only a few feet above
lis head the Beptember sunset was
glowing over the old castle of Hoad.

Ponsonby's face was a little pale as
he reached the outlet of the stair and
peered out through the ivy again. But
there was no sign of relenting in his
face. His bitter enmity to the Grey-
friare party was toe implacable for

at.

Standing by the screening ivy, he
peered out. The sun was setting over
woods and fields, glowing with erimson

and gold. He could hear the voices Bob

of the hikers, every now and then,
calling to one another, and to Mauly |
Ha dared not ventura out, and he stood
and waited, and gritted his teeth with
impatience.

Presently the fat voice of Billy
Bunter came to his ears, addressing
some of the hikers a little way off.

“Y esay, you fellows, didn’t you find
that beast Pon?”

n
4

"rli'{r &'
}.r;..i.#.\‘

A

i/
iif

Stoppit ! Keep that fat lunatic away !

“No; he's cleared off, I faney,”
answered Bob  Cherry.  “Beems to
have vanished into thin air.”

“Tha rotter twisted my arm.”

“Why didn't you punch his nose?”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I szay, where's
Mauly 1

“Blessed if I know! He seems to
have gone off somewhere. 1 haven't
gecnt him for an hour or inore.”

“Look here, Cherry, you jolly well
tell me where Mauly is!” exclaimed
Bunter indigrantly. “I'm locking for
him [

“Perhaps he's gueszed that one!”
chuckled Bob., “That may be why he's
out of view, old fat bean!”

“Beast! Look here, if zou f[ellows
are going to camp here, P'm jolly well
going to Jeave you to it!” deeclared
Bunter., “I'd rather go back to the inn.
S0 would Mauly! Well, I shall go
with Mauly! I don't want to go with-
out Mauly, because

“Beeause somebody will have to pay
the hbill 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No!” roared Bunfer. “Because
we're pals, you beast! Besides, if
AMauly pays the bill I shall equare later
—FI'm not a chap to stick a fellow for
nioney, I hopel”

“Oh erikey |”

“Well, where's Mauly?” demanded

Bunter.
“Puzzle—find  Mauly ' chuckled

ob,
* Beast |

The voices died away and the fool-
stops. In the stone doorway behind the
ivy Pon grinned sourly. Evidently the
hikers had no suspicion that anything
had happened to l?tlIauIeve:rm:; and so
long as Mauly remained a prisoner in
the underground cell, they were not
likely to guess that he had fallen foul
of the dandy of Highclife, And it

RBilly Bunter piled in with terrific energy. The frying-pan rose and fell like a flail. Tt rang again

“Ow! Wow!

seemed that they were going to camp
in the ruined castle that night—a
chance, surely, for Ponsonby to
“snafle ¥ the volume he had so long
Lunted for,

Until the last gleam of daylight was
gone, Pon dared not emerge from his
hiding-place; but he waited mniore
patiently now—with a cheery anticipa-
tion of getting hold of that Holiday
Annual, getting back to the village with
it, and scudding away in the green
Austin with his prize.

And in the darkness and silence aof
the hidden cell, Lord Mauleverer, bound
and helpless, heard footsteps passing on
the stone-flagged floor, only a few feet
above him, and knew that they were
the footsteps of his friends—and could
only lie and wonder when—and whether
—they would find him and rescue him |

THE THBIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Night!

HERE on earth’s Mauly 1
“(Goodness knows!”
“Haven't seen him for

hours 1

The hikers were camping for the
night in the dismantled hall of Hoad.
Fine as the day had been, there was a
hint ef returning rain, and they were
rather glad to have a roof over their
camp—the only roof that remained
intact, or almost intact, in the dilapi-
dated old place.

But that was not their only reason
in selecting the site of the camp. It
was in this long, low, dusky shadowy
apartment that the ‘*‘ghost” had
recently been seen; and they were after
the ghost of Hoad |

All the Greyfriars fellows had made
up their minds that they weren't going,
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if they oould help- it, without seeing the
ghost—and that, if they saw it, they
would not be soared away like the High-
cliffe fellows. The ghost of Hoad, if
he uigaared that night, was in danger
of rather severe handling.

The cooking-stove was lighted, and a
number of ocandles, which they had
brought from the village, were stuck
in crevices on_the walls. There was
rather a wavering and xhoatlg illumina-
tion in the old hall, roun
selected as a camp—farther off, the
darkness thickened. .

Billy Bunier blinked uneasily round
into the shadows. In bright daylight
Bunter was not afraid of ghosta; but
after dark he felt a fow tremors. B8till,
for the moment he was thinking chiefly
of supper—an important function to
Bunter, and second in importance only
to dinner |

The hikers, however, were thinking of
Mauleverer. Wkhat had become of him
was a mystery to them.

They, had not found Ponsonby; and,
supposing that Pon had made his
escape, they had dismissed him from
mind. _They did not for a moment
think of Mauly’s absence in connection
with the Higholiffe fellow.

It was probable enough that Mauly,
as Bunter had suggested, might have
preferred a bed at the Golden Pig fo
camping in the ruins, But it was very
improbable that he would have gone
back to Hoad without a word. Neither
could they suppose that any mischance
had happened to him in rambling about
the ruins. They could only conclude
that he had rambled off, and would
return later.

“Gone for a walk, and missed the way
back |” said Johnny Bull “That
would be Mauly all over.”

“1 suppose that's it "' agreed Harry
Wharton. “If he went & distance, and
turned back after dark, he might easily
miss the way. I suppose he will turn
up later.”

“The esteemed Mauly will turn
like a ridioulous ba eanny,”
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“We car keep his supper hot!” said

up
said

ob,

And the hikers ate their supper,
expecting every moment to hear the
voice or footstep of Mauleverer.

But he did not come, and after supper
Wharton went to the arched doorway
and stared out into the night.

A few drops of rain were falling, and
clouds hid the stars. Darkness lay like
a cloak over the ruined castle of Hoad
and the deep woods that encircled it.

It was not much use to think of look-
ing for Mauleverer. If he had gone for
a walk, and missed the way back, he
might have been in any direction, at
any distance! And the hikers could
only imagine that that was the explana-
tion of his absence.

Wharton returned to the camp round
the stove.

“No sign ot him?” msked Bob.

“No. 1 suppose nothing can have
happened to him,” said Harry.

“Well, what could have?” asked
Nugent,

*Nothing, of course! He's missed his
way; he's bound to turn up, sconer or
later—

“Unless he wanders back to the vil-
lage and puts ug at the Golden Pig
again!” grinned Bab.

“Well, I suppose he might! Any-
how, he knows where to find us.”

I say, you fellows—" Billy Bunter
blinked at the hikers through his big
spectacles. “I say, ten to one Mauly’s
got into the village—let's all go back,
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the spot-

shall we? LA walk after supper will do

us 4

“Bin ond 4271 ything to cackl

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Lot of slackers, sitting about
—instead of going for a walk after
supper—-"' .

‘We've done a good bit of walking
to-day,” said Harry Wharton, lau%h-
ing. * And if you're afraid of the jolly
ol ghost, Bunter, you can start for
Hoad as soon s you like.”

“The—the fact is, it's rather uncanny
gere!;;h snidi Bl.ftgitfr. d“ Ighmaa.n, Iit.’s

raughty, fearfully draughty!. I'm
not afraid of ghosts, of course—I hope
I've a bit more nerve than you fellows
—I'm really thinking about Mauly. He
may be anxious about us—"’ .

“Well, trot off and relieve his
anxiety, if you find him at the Golden
Pi‘g 1” grinned Bob,

‘I don’t want to go alone—it's jolly
dark in those beastly lanes! Not that
I'm afraid of the dark, of course.
But—"

“Ring off, old fat bean! Roll up in
a blanket, and go to sleep, and dream
that you're home at Bunter Court,
among the dukes and princes.”

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“¥ah! I say, you fellows, you'd
better watch to-night I”  said
Bunter. “Not for the ghost, you know,

but tramps might come round—or those
Higheliffe cads—some of you had better
stay awake and keep watch——"

“Leave it to you, partner I” said Bob.

“Beast "

For some time the hikers sat up, chat-
ting, and wondering where Mauly was,
and whether he coufd amble in. But he
did not come, and they thought about
bed at last. A day’s rambling had
made them all tired and sleepy, They
spread the ground-sheets amf unrolled
the blankets. The candles were blown
out, with one exception, a single candle
being left alight to glimmer in the old
hall, and guide Mauly if he came.

Billy Bunter blinked into the thick
shadows with uneasy eyes.

The other fellows, however, were not
nervous, They were ready to welcome
the ghost of Hoad if the spectral visitor
came; but they certainly did not feel
disposed to sit up for him.

Very soon after rolling themselves in
their blankets the Famous Five were
fast asleep.

was Bunter—generally the best
sleeper in the party—who remained
awake! He closed his little round eyes
many times, but they always opened
again! Bunter could not help thinkin
of that grinning hostl?' skull that ha
been seen “‘walkin in that very
apartment; and it did not seem any-
thing like so absurd now as it had
seemed in broad daylight. To Billy
Bunter's fat mind the thick shadows
were penﬁled with grinning skulls and
ghastly skeletons, and every whine of
the wind was a sound of ghostly clank-
ing chains to his fat ears.

gl'e could not sleep!

Again end again he blinked about
him uneasily, whilst the other fellows
slept soundly. A long hour passed—
very long to Bunter! He was tired,
and he was sleepy; but he could not
sink into slumber. And suddenly he
gave & violent start as an unmistak-
able sound came to his ears! His fat
heart throbbed as he heard a soft and
cautious footfall.

It could not be Mauly returning—
Mauleverer would not ecreep about on
tiptoe like that! If Mauly came he
would come quite audibly, and call to
his friends as he arrived! It was not
Mauly—but who—what—was it? Billy
Bunter felt his fat flesh creeping like
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ooseflesh as he listened, with horrid
thumps at his podgy heart,

The candle was guttering, It cast a
slight, Aickering light in a dim circle—
all outside was blackness. Through the
blackness came those creeping footsteps,
chaining Bunter to his blankets with
terror. And then a head and shoulders
loomed in the circle of dim light—a
figure bent over the stack of hikers'
packs—and Bunter gave a squeak of
relief.

. “Pon! I say, you fellows, wake up—
it's Pon!"

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Pon!
HARRY WHARTON opened his

eyes.
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“Pon!” yelled Bunter. All

his supernatural terrors vanished at

‘the sight of the Higheliffe fellow,

“Pon!” roared
feet in a twinkling,

Ponsonby, rummaging among the ruc-
sacks, jumped up and spun round, with
a gasp of affright., e made a bound
towsr_ds' the arched deorway.

iz !

Bob Cherry ﬁmbbed up the bread-
bag! He hurled it with unerring aim
as Pon ran. It crashed on the back of
Pon’s head, and pitched him forward,
and there was & bump and a how!l as
he landed on his hands and knees.

“Pon!” yelled Bob. “Collar him!"
_He was after the dandy of Highcliffe
like a shot. As Ponsonby staggered to
his feet, Bob's grasp closed on his collar.

Ponsonby was dragged back into the
candlelight. He struggled savagely as
he was dragged, but he had to go;
there was no arguing with the swing of
Bob Cherlg’s hefty right arm.

Al]l the hikers were awake now, and
on their feet. Billy Bunter was grin-
ning from one fat ear to the other.

| say, you fellows, luc I was
keeping watoh, what?” chuckled Bunter,
“I spotted him! The faoct is, I rather
thought he was hanging about, and I
kept watch for him, you know—"

“You did?” ejaculated Nugent in
astonishment. .

“Yes, rather! While all you fellows
were snoring like pigs!” said Bunter
Igttily, *“I stayed awake to watch for
that rotter! I wasn't thinking of the
ghost, yon know—nothing of that
sort—_”'l'

lfHa’ ha h& I',

“0Oh, cackle | sneered Bunter. “But
I can jolly well tell you that Pon would
have got away with it this time if I
hadn't been keeping watch.”

“Will you t io, Cherry, you
rufian?” said Ponsonby, in a low, con-
centrated tone of rage and fury.

“No fear!” answered Bob cheerily.
“ A sneaking rotter who comes m .
ing round a camp to pinch things has

of to have a lesson. You twisted

unter'’s arm this afternoon—"

“I say, you fellows, hold him while
I twist his arms,” exclasimed Bunter.

“Nunno! But you can give him a
joll good walloping!” said Boh.
‘That's what he wantes, and what he’s
going to get.”

"{es, rather I

“The wallopfulness is the proper
caper!"” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, with » dusky lgrm. “It will
teach the ridiculous Pon to keep his
absurd hands from the pickfulness and
the stealfulness.”

“Bend him over!” said Harry Whar-
ton,

Ponsonby struggled fiercely. But he
was bent over in Bob's sinewy hands,
face down fo the stone Hags.

b Cherry, on his
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Billy Bunter took the frying-gan.

“Hold him steady!* he said.

“Ha, ha, hal|*

Whack |

Bunter was not a hefty fellow! But
he put an enormous amount of beef into
that whack ! The frying-pan fairly
rmE on Pon's trousers.

The yell that came from Pon awoke
almost every echo in the ancient ruins
of Hoad!

Whack! Whack! Whack!
Billy Bunter piled in with terrific
energy. Pon had twisted his erm—and

Pon was pa{ling for it now! Bunter's
idea was that he should pay with
interest! And he didl

The frying-pan rose and fell like a

{lail. It rang again and again on Pon
who equirmed and roared and shrieked
and yelled,

The hikers locked on, grinning. The
fellow who had come like a thief in
the night needed a warning to keep
clear of the hikers’ camp! He was
gotting one—with a vengeance!

Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Ow! Wow! Oh!” roared Ponsonby.

“Owl Btoppit! Leave off! Keep that
fat lunatic away! Yarocooooh!"
‘Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Yarooop! Stoppit!” shrieked Pon
wildly. “Oh gad! Oh ecrumbs! Oh
crikey! Ow! Wow! Wow!”

“*That's enough, I think,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “We can let the
cad off with that!”

“Rot!"” hooted Bunter indignantly. I
haven’t given him a dozen yet! T
give him about a hundred.”

Whack!

“Hold onl”

gasped Bob. “Pon

doesn’t want a hundred! Do you,
Pont?

“* Yaroooooh 1”

“ Chuck it, Bunter—"

“Rats |” roared Bunter, and he smote
again.

Whack!

“Whooooop 1"

Bob Cherry released the writhing,
wrigt'glin% Higholiffian. In the opinion
of the Famous Five, though not in
Bunter’s, Pon had had enoughl!
certainly, agreed with the Famous Five
on that point !

He bounded away as he was released |
Bunter made a last swipe, and missed,
and the frying-pan clanged on the stone
flags.

“I say, you fellows, hold him!”
yelled Bunter. “Collar him! Let me

ive him a few more—say a couple of

ozen—-~"

“Come back and have that couple of
dozen, Pon|” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Only a sound of running footsteps
answered. The dandy of Highcliffe was
flecing for his life,

“ After him !” yelled Bunter.
The hikers did not heed; Pon had
had enough, and that was that! But

Billy Bunter’s yell reached Pon’s eara
as he fled, and spurred him to greater
speed, He fairly raced away to the old
castle gate and raced out into the lane,
He went down the dark lane as if he
was_on the cinder-path. Pon was not

11 thinking of “snaffling '’ that Holiday

Annual now; he was thinking only of
putting a safe distance between himself
and the hikers. He went racing down

Fon,
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the lane in the darkness of the over-
haoging branches, and there was a

sudden crash.
Pon reeled back from the collisionl
8o did the unseen person he had rum

into |

“Qw!” gasped Ponsonby, as he sak
down.

“Oh! Ow! Who—what—" stut-

tered a voice as the other party sat
down, teo. “ Who—what—ow—w a
It was the voice of Mr., Timoth:
Waﬂ;ma, the estate agent, of Hig)

oad.

What Mr. Watkins was doing there
at that hour, Pon had no idea—cer-
tainly he had never dreamed of running
into him, or anybody else, in that
lonely lane. But it was aviéent, from
his voiece, that Mr. Watkins was angry
at being knocked over—there was no
doubt about that! Ponsonby heard him
scrambling up in the dark, and he
scrambled out of the way.

“Who's that?” hissed Mr. Watkins.
“Who knocked me over—who—" He
caught a glimpse of Ponsonby dedging,
and smacked, and the smack caught Pon
on the side of the head and sent him
resling across the lane.

“QOw " gasped Pon.

He dashed away again, just in time to
escape another angry clout. With his
head singing he raced away, stumbling
and tumbling, anxious only to escape.

He dropped into a walk at last, as he
sighted the lighted windows of the
Golden Pig in Hoad, He had had no
Iuck—and he was sore in body and in
mind, There was only one consolation
for the deleated young rascal—Lord

Whats behind the punch
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Mauloverer was having o worse tima
still | Whether. Pon would really have
lefl. Mauly bound and gagged in the
dismal underground cell al night may
bo doubtful [ but now, in his rage and
spite, he had no remorss, He thought
p% it with suvage, malicious satisfaction
as he tottered on panting to the inn,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mauleverer Makes a Discovery !

ORD MAULEVERER stirred a
! little in the black darkness of
the stone cell.

How long had he sat there,
unable to move, unable to call out, in
ghe blackness, he did net know. 1t
goemed like days—but he knew it could

only be hours: rhaps a very few hours,
but endlessly long to the imprisoned
Mauly. He could guess that it was

night: the sound of footsteps on the
old flags above his head had long died
away. It began to look as if Fon in-
tended to carry out his threat of leaving
him there t.iI{ the morning; and the
hapless Mauly could only make up his
mind to bear it with a stiff upper lip,
And then he stirred as s glimmer of
light came through the blackness from
the direction of the secret passage.

He had no doubt that it was Ponsonby
coming back—and it was a relief for
even the rascal of Higheliffe to come.
But as he listened to the tread of ap-
proaching feet it dawned on him that
it was a heavier tread than a schoolboy's
—it seemed that it was o man who was
coming. And as a dim form loomed u
in the glimmer of a small lantern Maul-
everer could see that it was not Pom,
though he could not see who it was.

Mauleverer did not stir now.

A man, shrouded in a long Taincoat,
with a soft hat pulled down over his
face, had euteradp the stone cell. The
small lantern in his hand cast only a
glimmer, and as he sot it down on the
stone slab in the middle of the cell, with
its back to Mauleverer's corner, he left
the prisoner of the cell in complete
darkness.

Evidently he had not the faintest sus-
picion that anyone was there.

Mauly did not make a movement, He
could have drawn the man’s attention by
shifting in the dark corner; but he was
not sure yet that he wanted to draw it.
Certainly he would have welcomed any
chance of release; but it was far from
certain that he would have had help to
expect from this stealthy, surreptitious
prowler of the night.

For this man, whoever he was, was
obviously up to no good, He knew a
secret of the old castle which was not
generally known; and he was creeping
into the subterranean depths, cloaked
and muffied, at a late hour of the night,
Obviously he was a suspicious character,
Mauleverar wondered whether he might
be a poacher, or even some crook who
used the sceret place under Hoad Castle
to hide his plunder. Anyhow, he wanted
to know something more of the man
before he drew his attention.

Not once did the man glance round
the cell. Plainly he was aceustomed to
using the place, and to finding it empty.
Naturally it was not likely to eross his
mind that a young rascal fleeing from
the hikers had discovered the place by
accident that day, and shut up another
fellow there. Whoever the man was, it
did not occur to him for o moment that
he was not alone.

Leaving the lanterr: glimmering on the
stagpl_ng-stone, he groped on the floor,
and lifted a large stone from its placc.
The lantern light was directed on him
as he moved, and Mazuleverer, from the
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darkness, watched him, From the erifice
in the floor the man drew a bundle.
ﬁlnule"erer felt his heart beat pain-
fully,
Ife could searcely doubt, at that
moment, that he was in the presence of
some thief who had cencealed there the
proceeds of a robbery, What might hap-
pen if the man discovered that he was
under observation was rather alarming
to think of.

But alarm gave place to utter amaze-
ment as he watched the man's further
actions, The bundle was opened, and
from within it tk: man drew what
looked like o fancy costume, such as
might have been used in amatenr thea-
tricals. It was a dark, close-fitting suit,
with complete face mask and hood, and
strange markings showed on it as it was
unfolded.

Stripping off his raincoat and hat, the
unknown man proceeded to put on ihe
black costume.

Mauleverer could only stare.

The man's back was to him, and the
light was dim, and he could not make
him out clearly. But something familiar
about his aspect struck Mauleverer, He
was sure that he had seen the man
before, and recently.

Having put on the black suit, the man
hooked a little mirror on the wall, where
the lantern light fell, and was busy for
o few minutes before it. His motions
showed that he was using theatrical
make-up, not on himself, but on the
black gaonze mask that covered his face
from brow to chin.

%\]Iauieva‘r‘e: heard a low chuckle in the
cell,

The man turned, and the lantern was
immediately extinguished.

Blackest darkness rushed on the scheol-
boy's sight. DBut in the darkness came
a glimmer of strange light.

A shudder ran through him,

Standing there in the darkness was
the faint outline of & skeleton form, emd
clear and distinet above it the outlines
of a grinning skull,

Mauly’s heart almost ceased to beat
for a second,

But he knew at once what it meant,

It was the man, dressed in black, with
the skeleton and skull depicted on the
costuma in luminous paint. He had
been touching up the paint of the skull
before the glass, and it glowed and
glimmered in the dark; bui the outlines
of the skeleton below were dim; he had
taken no trouble with the rest of the
figure,

Mauleverer heard a faint movement,
and, to his amazement, realised that the
man was getting up on the slab of stone
in the middle of the cell.

There was a faint whirring sound.

The blackness was broken by the
dimmest of glimmers from above. One
of the great stone flags had risen from
its place, leaving an opening in the roof
of the cell, avhich was the floor of the
apariment nbove.

It was all elear to Mauleverer now,
of course.

This was the ghostly figure that Pon &
Co. had seen in the old hall of Hoad the
previous night. This was the trickster
who had played ghost. And he had
found out tiat another party—the hikers
—had camped in the ruined castle, and
ho was there to play the same trick over
again. The ghost of Hoad was about
to “walk "—to frighten the Greyfriars
hikers as he had frightened the High-
clifians—and to add one more wild tale
to the many wild rumours about the

place.

Evidently the old hall of Hoad was
above the stome cell, and the hikers
wera camping there, for the glimmer
from above, faint as it was, showed that
a candle was burning.
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Mauly Heard the faint sounds as the
disguised trickster lifted himself from
the stepping stone into the apartment
above,

Buf he could utter no word of warning
to his friends; he could not even get
on his feet; he was helpless, and could
only wait in deep anxiety for what was
to follow.

—_—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Ghost Walks !

NORE !
Groan !
Billy Bunter had fallen asleep

at last, His deep snore rumble
through the dusky old hall of Hoad.
The candle stuck in the crevice of the
wall was guttering, but it still shewed a
dim, flickering light on the camp of the
Greyfriars hikers. Beyond a short
radius was all dark., Amd from the dark-
ness came the sound of a deep, hair-
raising groan. .
It alternated with the snore of Billy
Bunter. But theugh it did not wake
Bunter, it awakened others,
i _Hénrry Wharton started and raised his
end.

The eerie sound from the darkness
caused a shiver to run_through the cap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove. He felt
the blood thrill to his heart.

Groan !

Wharten serambled to his fect,

“Wake up, you fellows!"” he panted.

They were all awake in a moment and
on their feet, staring round into the
dark shadows of the old hall.

“Qh!” gasped Bob Cherry suddenly.
“Look !

The ilunicrrs caught their breath,

In the darkness, at a distance, ap-
peared a grinning skull, which seemed
to float in the bleckness. Only faintly
could the outlines of a skeleton form
be Ifz:mr%%% under it.d N

rry arton and Co, gazed at it
gpellbound. s

Clank! Clank! Clank!

Itow;ug the so}t};ﬂnd of n'rn,t%:hing chain.

5 crumbs | an Nugent.
(1 what______u p g
Groan !
Clank |

Harry Wharton sat his lips.

He was startled, almost dumbfounded
by the hideous apparition. But he was
made of sterner stuff than Ponsonby &

The sight of the grisly spectre had
been enough to sct Pon & Co. racing out
into the night. But it did not produce
that effect on the chums of the Grey-
friars Remove.

They drew together, gazing spell-
bound at the apparition, their hearts
beating fast and hard. But they stood
steady, and did not think of flight. The
flickering candlelight glimmered on a
group DF pale, staring, startled faces.

There was a sudden yelp from Bunter.
Bunter was not sleeping soundly that
night, and he was dreaming of ghosts.
Ho opened his litile round eyes, to
behold the specire of Hoad in the dark-
noss, and he gave a startled yelp and
scrambled up.

“I1 say, you fellows! Yarooooh!”
yelled Bunter, “I say, it's the gig-gig-

ghost! Oh! Owl| Help!”
Giroan !
Clank !
“Yaroooch ! Helpl” roared Bunter.
“Shut up, .you fat idiot!” growled
Johnny Bull; but there was a shake in

his own voice. The hideous, glimmering
apparition in the darkness was enough
to shake any fellow's nerve.

“0Ow! Keep it off I” shrieked Bunter.
“Jt’s poming! Yoooop! Helpl Oh
dear! Keep it off I
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Bob Cherry stepped down into the cell.
“ Mauly [ ** yelled Bob, his eyes alighiing on the bound and

Hoad,

|N| |
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The next moment a yell of astomshment woke all the echoes of
gagged junior.

“What?** “ Mauly—here——"

The hikers scrambled down and stared at Lord Mauleverer In stupefaction.

The glimmering skull seemed to float
towards the group of startled jumiors.
A chain clanked, and there was another
deep, dismal, hair- -raising groan.

Bob Ghany stooped, behind his com-
rades, and jerked the Holiday Annual
from his rucsack. He rose with that
volume in his hand and a gleam in his

The volume Rew through the air true
as a bullet to its aim. It crashed fairly
on the grinning skull that gleamed from
the darkness,

Crash !

“Oh I’ came a startled gasp from the
Epecire,

Evidently the ghost of Hoad hed not
expected that! Probably the hikers
were the first who had stood their ground
and adopted offensive measures towards
the grisly spectre. Anyhow, it was clear
that the ghost was taken by surprise.

The crash of the Holiday Annual on
the grinning skull sent the ghost spin-
ning backwards, to fall on the gtone
flags with a bump which showed that,
for a ghost, he was remarkably solid.

Bump |

“ Doooogh 1"

“Got him !” roared Bob. “ Collar him
before he can dodge 1™

“ What-ho 1"’

The hikers rushed forward.

Any supernstural fears t‘hei might
have had, of course, vanished when they
heard the ghost crash with a solid bump
and heard a breathless howl from him,
Obviously it was & bhuman being they
had to deal with.

As they rushed forward they saw the
gleaming skull rising—the ghost war
scrambling up to run for jt1 But the
il';ost of Hoad had no time to run!

b's handywork with the Holiday
Annual prevented that. Had they
rushed on him in the first place it would

have been casy for the trickster to drop
back into the cell below and close the
stone trap and vanish mysteriously, But
now he was sprawling and scrambling,
and they had ampla time to reach him
before he could get away.

Their grasp closed on solid human
limbs in the darkmess. And they all
gras od togather, and grasped hard.

ow I”’ asp Johnny Bull, as he
received a heme blow, and stnggerod
back and fell. The ghost, evidently,
was desperate,

“Hold him !” panted Bob.

“Collar him | “Stick to him!”

Four fellows grn.a?ed tenaciously, and
Johnny Bull scrambled up and joined in
again. In spite of his furious struggles
the trickster was secured, and dragged
along the floar 1nt,o the candlehght

“TLet me go!” came a panting voice
from under the gauze mask. ‘It was
only & joke! Let me go!"

“T'va heard that voice befores soma-
where,” said Harry Wharton. “1 fancy
we shall know him——''

Gripped in the hands of the hikers,
the ghost of Hoad had no chance of

escape. DBunter lighted candles, and
Harry Wharton Jjerked aside the
painted mask on the face of the

And there was a yell of
astonishment from the Greyfriars
fellows as the face of Mr, Timothy
Watkins, the estate agent of High
Hoad, was revealed.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

i ATKINS |
w “The esteemed
ridiculous Watkins t*

* Great Scott”
“¥ou tricky rascal !”
The hikers stared in blank amazement
at the revealed trickster. Mr, Watking’
face was convulsed with fury,

“spectre.”

and

The ihoat of Hoad was laid at last,
and it had proved to be Mr. Watkins 1
It was an amazing discovery !

“What docs this  mean,
Watkins?"” demanded Wharton.

“Find out!” came the snarling
answer. *“Let mo go! ¥You've no right
to detain mo! Telease me at once,
confound you I

Wharton's face was grim.

“You've Fot somo sneaking, rotmn
reason for p aying this rotten game,’” he
said, “and you're jolly well going to
be shown up to all the people you've
fooled and taken in and scared. Get a
rope, Bunter. We'll tie. his hands and
walk him into the village, got up asheis
—and leti them all sce what the ghost of
Iload is like !"

ood egg |” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“ Hear, hear 1"
" He, he, he!” chortled Bunter,

And in spite of Mr. Watking
strugg‘]ea and furious expostulations his
hands were tied behind his back, and, as
a further precaution, his feet also wero
tied. The hikers were not disposed to
stand on ccremony with the rogue, and
they were quite determined that he
should be shown up in his true colours.

“Now let’s see where ho came from,”
said Bob Cherry. “He can't 'hava
walked here got up like that. How did
you get in, Watking?”

“Tind out!” snarled Mr, Watkina.

The hikers wore not long in fmdmg
ont. Taking the candles, they searche
along the hall, and in a few minutes
dllzlcen]wd the opcn flagstone over the
(a]

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hare we arc!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. *“This is the
jolly old ghosts' entrance and exit!”

He lowered a candle 1-1to the opening
and peered into the cell

THE MAGHET lemr.-—No. 1,335,

Mr,



24

“ A secret passage !" sald Harry.

“Yes; come on|”

Bob steppad down on the stepping-
stone below, and thence to the floor of

the cell. He saw Mr, Watkins' raincoat
and hat there, and then—a yell of
astonishment woke all the echoes of
Hoad.

: l‘\;‘I‘auly I" yelled Bob.

“ Mauly—here !

Tho hikers scrambled down. They
stared at Lord Mauleverer in stupe-
faction.

They grabbed him from the corner;
released hlm from the bonds and the
gag, almost in the twinkling of an eye.
lhe helped him into the hall above.

%Vhat the thump——"

“How on earth—"

“We thought youd gone for a walk
nnd lost your way—’

“Mauly, old man—-"

“Jolly glad you men drogped in 1"
yawned Mauleverer, rubbing his
cramped arms, “I've had a rotten
time.”’

“But who—what—

“Dear old Pon! By gum, I hope Pon
won't be gone before I get to the
\rlllaga'! I want to see Pon—badly 1"’

“Pon!” repcated Wharton blankly.

“Yaas! He got me rather at a dis-
advantage, or he couldn't have handled
me like that,” said Mauleverer. Aund he
explained what had happened.

“By gum! It 8 rather lucky the ghost
walked to-night,’”" remarked Nugent.
“Mauly w oulcl have been sticking there
till morning.”

“¥aas! And I wasn't enjoying it a
hit! Yow've got the ghost?” ~ Lord
Mauleverer grinned at the bound figure
huddled in the candlelight. “I rather
fancy I know the sportsman; I couldn’t
quite make him out when he was

"
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dressin’ up down there, but I thought
Oh gad! Watkins!"

“Jolly old Watkins!” said DBob.
“And we've got him—and we're going
to take him to Hoad just as he is!”

“Oh ﬁndi What a.surprise for them!
You fellows got any supper ? I'm a bit
peckish. If Bunter hasn't eaten every-
thin™—"

“Oh really, Maunly—"

per was soon fortheoming for Lord
BInu everer, and he ate it with an appe-
tite almost worthy of Billy Bunter;
after which the hikers rolled themselves
in their blankets to sleep till dawn, and
Billy Bunter's snore once more woke the
echoes,

There was one who did not sleep, and
that was Mr, Timothy Watkins, whose
anticipations of thé orrow were not
likely to let him slumber. The way of
the transgressor was hard—as Mr,
Wutkms wna ﬁndmg out I

h}lurry Wharton & Co, were up with
t

They decided to breakfast at the
Golden Pig, in Hoad; they were rather
anxious to arrive there—with Mr.
Waitkins,

So the packs were packed, and Mr.
Watkins' feet were released so that he
could hike with the hikers, but his hands
were left tied.

“You can’t toke me to’ the village
got up like this!" grouncd the hnpless
trickster. *You can't! You—"

“We'll try 1” grinned Bob Cherry.

“For marcga sake, let me go! I—T'II
never play ghost aga.mI It was only o
lark—a  practical icke!"

Watkins.

Wharton shook his head.

“Iven if it was, you ought to be
shown up, to put a stop to it,"” he
answered. “But a man of your age
doesn’t turn out at night to play larks,

mumbled
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Mr. Watkins, like a 5i]]y kid. You've
got gome rotten game on,
“¥Yans," said Lord Muauleverer.

“I—I swear—"'

“You're the estate agent in charge of
this Eroperty remarked Mauleverer.
“You've got the sellin’ of it. You don't
want it to sell—what? Pooks was sayin’
somethin' about your wantin’ to huy the
land for a buildin’ scheme you've got
on if the price came low enough—what?
You're diddlin' the jolly old squire
that’s trusted you—what 1"

Mr. Watkins gave him a bitter look.

“Oh, my hat! Is that it 7"’ exclaimed
Bob. “Own up, you rotter "

“For goodness’ sake, let me gol"
groaned Mr, Watkins, “This will ba
ruin to me ! It—it’s true that I wanted
to buy the land, but I could not raise
the price, I—I've taken measures to—
to reduce its market value—quite harm-
less measures really. After all, it was
only a sort of fltwtlcal joke. People
who came to look at the property have
been scared, ‘but—but there was no harm
really. It's not n.ctlohn.ble—

“Well, as you’ re such a joker, we'rs
going to let ever: vhody mto the joke!"”
grinned Bob. *“Come on [|”

And Mr. Watkins, Etlll in the weird
garb of the ghost of Hoad, was walked
out of the ruins and walked along the
sunny lanes to Hoad and walked into the
village to the Golden Pig—where M.
Pooks almost fell down in astonishment
at the sight of him. Then ke was
released.

In ten minutes all Hload was gathered
to stare at Mr, Watkins,

It was the sensation of the century at
Hoad.

Mr. Watkins would have been glad to
take a hurried departure, but he was not
permitted to do so. Excited villagers
crowded round him, and he was ducked
in the horse trough before he was
allowed to go. And 1t was a wet, weary,
and dismal Timothy Watkins that fled
at lost, while the Greyfriars hikers
breakfasted cheerily at the village inn.

Ponsonby rose earlier than usual that
morning.

He d to, because after breakfast
Lord Mauleverer walked into his room
and hooked him out of bed.

Mauly stayed about ten minutes in
the room, with the other hikers looking
in at the doorway with grinning faces,
and Gadsby and Monson staring on
silently.

They
Ponsenby.

He was a gasﬁng wreck when Mauly
had finighed. Mr. Watkins, Pon
found that the way of the transgressor
was hard.

Leaving him, gurgling for breath and
dabbing a streaming nose, on the floor,
the hikers departed.

They marched cheerily out of Hoad
into the sunny Oxfordshire lanes—leav-
ing Ponsonl.}iy asping and repairing
damages, an r. Watkins in his office
at High Hoad making hasty arrange-
ments for winding up his business affairs
in that neighbourhood and departing

also.
ghost of Hoad had been laid—

were hectic minutes for

The
and laid for good—by the Greyfriars
hikers. Which was quite a satisfaction
to the cheery hikers as they hiked on
with all the world before them!

THE END.

(Harry Wharton & Co., the Grey-
friars hikers, meet with further exciting
adventures next week when they bump
into Horace Coker, the fool of the F%’M
The title of the yarn ds:

THE HIKER!" and it's pmmmeed ta
supply a full measure of lavghs!)



THE MOST THRILLING SPORTING STORY EVER TOLD.

ALLISON- 0%

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY.

LEN ALLISON, the young boss of a motor
works, is set on stealing tha plans of a
supercharger, which s the invention of his
crippled ungle,

%IMON ALLISON.

an

MIKE DOYLE, & mechanic, are more than

to the attempts of a thug named

VALETTI, who is In Len’s pay, to steal
the plana.

BILL plays for Avonshire as a cricket
professional to keep the family finances
together. Meantime, Mike Doyle ' borrows '’
Valetti's oar for demonstration purposes,
0ld Simon's invention proves highly success.
ful. On retuming home, however, Bill and
Mike discover

JACK WILLIS, who had been left to guard
the plans, lying on the floor hound and
barely comstious, while beside him is the
charrod butt of one of Valetti’s favourite

Turkish eigarettes.
(Now read on.)
‘™M
and a blistering epithet from
Mike Doyle, were the onl
sounds as, for a heart-throbbing secon
or two, the f“tnem stood thunderstruck.
staring dully at the limp form of Jack
Willis, the young giant they had left
to guard the cottage,
aletti’s work, of course! That was
only too obvious. As Mike had pro-

But Simon's som, Bl,

Stolen !

Y hat! The ghastly brute 1”
Bill Allison's hoarse cry,

Ehesied, the Corsican crook had gathered
imself for one last onslaught—a
smasher,

Worse still, he had launched his

“offensive '’ with a celerity that had
taken even Mike by surprise,

Not only had young Willis been laid
eut, but the kitchen parlour had been
ruthlessly wrecked and ransacked.
Every drawer and cupboard had been
searched, parts of the lino were ripped
and torn, and the stuffing hacked out
of old Bimon Allison’s favourite arm-
chair. The room. looked as though it
had been swept by a small eyclone.

All this the partners noted in one
dazed glance. 'Then, without another
sound, they fell on their knees beside
Jack Willis, and began the task of re-
viving him with all s}pend.

Mike cut through his bonds, Bill un-

agged him and thrust a cushion gently

neath the lolling head. With a groan

£

the muscular youth opened bloodshot

eyes, and tried In vain to sit up.

“Gosh, I'm mortal sorry Muster
Doyle—" he began feebly.

Mike silenced him with a soothing
gesture,

“ All right, son; we'll have that later.
Where'd you get hit? On the head?”

Expertly he examined Willis, but
found no wound, although the giant
winced as Mike’s deft fingers caressed
the base of his skull.

“There, iz it? H'm! You've been
coshed by a rubber club, then, which
leaves no mark !’ growled the Irishman,
“Water, Bill—snappy! You bathe his
head while I-—"

In two long strides Mike was through
the inner door, and presently Bill heard
him rummaging about in the bed-
rooms upstairs. When he reappeared in
the kitchen some minutes later, his lean
face was mask-like. Only the ugly set
of his jaw and the bleakness of his eyes
gave the key to his true feelings,

“Yeah, he's found ’em|  Valetti’s
got th’ plans at last I

In a quiet, repressed voice, Mike
g:rked out the grim words in reply to

ill's urgent glance of inquiry. Btill
outwardly cool, he then swung on young
Willis, who, aided by the Avonshire
cricketer, had dragged himself to the
ruined armchair.

“Well, ‘son, how's the head? TFeel
like talking now ?”

Jack Willis almost wept with mortifi-

cation.
“0Oh, Muster Doyle, I'm mortal
sorry |”’ he repeated brokenmly. *I've
let ye down band. I was a fule! Ye
see, 'twas loike this. I was keepin® a
sharp look-ocut, loike ye told me, when
suddenly I sees an cle tramp stop at
th’ gate, loike he was comin’ in to beg.
Then, dang me, if "ee don’t fall flop in
th’ road. Weil. 'ea looked so hungry
an’ weak loike, that I thinks he's
fainted or summat, so, daft-loike, off
out I rushes to see to him., And
then—*

“And then, Jack?”

The young countryman groaned again.

*“Well, sir, no soener does I bend over
him when some worm jumps out from
be'ind them elders o' yourn beside th’
gaate, sn' knocks me silly. Th' next
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>AYONSHIRE

By JOHN BREARLEY e

I remembers I'm lyin' in here, an’ the
two fellers—"'

“Two, eh?” interrupted Bill quickly.
“Was one of them a foul-looking hunch-
back "

“No, sir. There was just this hound
disguised as & tramp, an’' another feller
wearin’ & mask, I didn't see much of
‘ern, either, bein' "alf under th' table,
But, dang it, they searched your place

proper ™
“Two men!” Bill and Mike ex-
changed lowering glances. “ That

means Len’s back in Avonport, then,”
continued Bill, “Valetti must have gob
in touech with him somehow after you
slammed him last night, Mike, and
forced the bloomin’ funk to come back
from London and lend a hand, That's
who the Corsican was waiting for on
é.e\;orl;l,port 8tation this morming, Tl

“They certainly took their time
searching this place!” growled Mike,
“When did they come here, Jack?”

“’Bout two hours after you’d left for
Daleham, Muster Doyle I muttered the
giant, clenching massive fists. “ And
they left lere, laughin’ to themselves,
just as it got dark. Dang 'em, if they’d
on'y given me a fair chance, man o
man, I'd ha’ swatted th’ pair on ’em |*

Mike—a sober, impassive, but highly
dangerous Mike—clapped him on the
shoulder.

“Be aisy, now!” he nodded, his Irish
brogue thickening, as it alwoys did in
time of stress. “Ye were up ag'inst th'
cleverest son o' Satan,in th' worrld—
cleverer even than I tho'ght, bad cess
to him! 'Tis meself that's to be
blamed.” He smiled bitterly. * Sure,
an' I tho'qht I had those plans well hid L
An’ T tho'ght I'd blocked Phil Valetti
at every turn. A rale cleverstick, I am |
A wise mug!”

Cold flame flashed in Bill's eyes as
he wheeled on his friend,

“Cut that out, Mike!”” he snapped.
"“We've all done our best, but Valetti's
%one one better this time, that's all,
Te's got the plans, but he still doesn’t
know you've already fixed the super-
charger, so much quud they’ll do him 1
And, anyway, that’s not the real point
now.”

The lad’s fist thudded on the talle,
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“He and Len nave stolen them from
us. Also, they've outed Jack here mnd
wrecked our home. All right! Now
we'll go and wreck them. Len's house
is our first port of call, Mike. Likely
enough, ncither of the swabs will be
there, but that’s our first and best step.
Maybe we'll find out something there
again. And even if they have bolted
a reud¥ they haven’t got such a big
start, from what Jack says.”

Mike, his lips a thin,
smiled mirthlessly.

“0.K., chief; I'm with yon!” he said
simply. “Come on, Jack—home!"

Together the comrades helped their
unlucky guardsman down the dark lane
to the Red Lion, Then, after secing
him safely in the hands of his flustered
father, they made a bee-line for their
demonstration car in the shed.

Five minutes later they were in
'Avonport, The last round of the long
fight against P’hil Valetti and Len had
begun.

tight line,

——

Surprises All Round !
BIL‘L drove, but Mike gave the

Orders.

“No, it's no use bustin’ up
and kickin' their front door in [”
he growled to the fiery hgthead beside
him. *Apart from th' fact that that
would give Valetti warning, it might
draw in outsiders, which we don't want,
We're still handling this our own
selves.

“Bill, what we're goin' to do now is
to get into that house by the tricky
back entrance. Cut off their pet line o'
retreat, sea? Wo still don't know
whether they're in the house or not; but
if they are, 'tis themselves will get the
shock of their rotten lives!"

Accordingly, then, Bill stifled his im-
rntmnce,. and swung off towards the
ane beside the river. Half-way alon
he switched off the lights and pnrkeg
beneath some overhanging trees. That
done, the partners covercd the remain-
ing fifty yards to the wall of Len's
house at the double.

Over that wall, and down into the
grounds on the other side they dropped,
noiseless as ghosts, And both uttered a
silent cheer at what they saw there.

A light! It was but the merest
gleam, escaping from behind a drawn
blind. But—

It came from the window of Len’s
study, in the top story of the otherwise
darkened mansion.

“ Attaboy I grinned Mike. “Maybe
th_a!.’s another plant—but maybe not.
We're goin’ in to see, anyway !”

Ducking low, treading warily, the
Irishman started towards the house.
Bill, struck by a sudden alarming
thought, caught him up and pulled him
to o standstill again.

“Whait 1" he hissed, “It's just oceurred
1o me. Look here! We're going efter
Len dnd Valetti, but don't forget there's
a third member of the gang! What
about that terror, Joe the Hump? Sup-
posing he's—"

Mike thrust his hatchet face closer.
In the gloom, Bill sensed rather than
saw the saturnine grin that twisted his
comrade's features.

“I've been waitin’ for you to ask
that!” he chuckled softly, leading the
puzzled youngster on by the arm. “Bill,
there ain't no Joo the Hump 1*

. “Wha-at?” Bill gaped at his partner
ineredulously.  * But—but——"

“But nothing! Listen! When T
pinched Valetti's car last night I
searchied it, Under the back scat I

found a valise, and ﬂacked inside was &
black mask, a black cloak, black soft
hat and gloves—and a leather shoulder-
pad! And, Bill, when I found that, I
solved & mystery that’s puzzled the
American police for years, and our own

olice for two months. No wonder

aletti and Joe the Hump were never
seen toqether by anyone, ¢op or crook!
Savvy I

“You mean—=

“Yeah! They're one and the same
man—and that man is Corsica Phil
Valetti! And it’s Len who's driven the
car when ‘Joe the Hump’ has raided
us, and Len who fixed up the alibis
afterwards | 8lick, ain't it? But, just
the same, that fatal bag's well hidden
in the Red Lion shed. Boy, that evi-
dence alone would get Valetti a lifor
back in the States!”

By this time the alert pair had
reached a small potting-shed ; &nd, with
Bill following in flabbergasted silence,
the hard-bitten Irishman glided round
to the back, and eased himself into the
narrow space between the shed end the
garden wall. TFor the first time, then,
he switched on his electric torch.

“And here's another mystery I've
solved,” he whispered. “Found it two
days ago. I've been sneakin' in here
every night this Inst week, and goin’
over every foot of this garden with a
fine tooth comb. See?”

Bill nodded dumbly. Mike was hand-
ing out surprises quick snd sudden to-
night| Now at last he knew why his
friend had taken to coming home at
all hours lately, and always with traces
of dirt on his knees and shoes.

In the rays of the torch glinted a
large iron plate—a manhole cover let
in flush with the ground. It was the
ontrance to the secret passage that led
up through the cellars of the mansion
into Len's study. =

Len's father, Jacob Allison—himselfl a
man with many crooked irons in the fire
—had had it constructed when the house
was built. DBut his son had made the
best—or worst—use of it, .

Grasping the ring-bolt, Mike raised
the plate, flashed his torch down into
the square cavity below. A short iron
ludder was clamped to one of the tiled
sides, and this he descended cautiously.

Bill dropped in after him.

All the youngster's old scruples about
housebreaking and calling in the ﬁolmn
had weakened long ago. The know-
ledge that Joe the Hump, the brutal
hunchback, was none other than Corsica
Phil Valetti in disguise had now
quashed them for good.

1t was the Corsican's savage hand,
then, that had dwelt the crushing blow
from which his father had only just
begun to recover! And Len himself—
his own cousin in person—had driven
the getaway car.

Two dull, angry spots of colour dyed
Bill'’s cheeks as he trailed Mike along
tho dampish, stone-lagged tunnel that
ran underneath the garden. The lad
was in a fever; burning with fury and
mpatience.

Tore than ever now he longed to run
amok—to come to bifter handgrips with
the treacherous curs who had caused so
much suffering and mischief.

“Bteady !

Mike's warning hiss broke in puddenly
on Bill's stormy thoughts.

They had reached the end of the
tunnel now, and & stab of torchlight
revealed. & narrow and gloomy shaft,
slightly out of the perpendicular, and

THE MAGNET

running upwards between the outer and
inner walls of the house. Squarely
built, it was just wide enough to allow
a man to ascend in comfort. Another
iron ladder formed the means of
ascension,

“Nifty idea, ain't it? Sort of false
chimney 1"

Mike's voice, low though it was,
raised sepulchral echoes when he spoke
agaln.

“Well, we're in now, Bill, so watch
your step! If Valetti was to cop us
from above when we're half-way up, it
would be good-night, nurse!
remember this—if we're outed in here
no one will ever know it!"

Bill shrugged. " The sinister words,
though they sent a thrill through his
heart, served only to stiffen his nerve.

“Don’t jaw—climb I’ he said tersely.

And Mike winked to himself as he
set a foot on the first rung of the ladder.
Bill plainly was hungry for action, risk
or no risk !

Thus the fateful climb commenced.

Up and up they clambered, feeling
their way slowly, cautiously, rung by
rung. It was a grunlling experience.
there in the blind darkness of the shaft.
A slip meant broken bones, at least—
possibly worse. And both refused to
think sbout what would happen if
Valetti suddenly appeared at the head
of the ladder and caught them. DuF-
gedly they pushed on. Once and only
onee was the dead silence broken.

From somewhere out of the black
pall overhead floated & sudden jumble
of sounds, so faint as to be meaning-
less. Nevertheless, the comrades halted
at once: clung to their precarious
perch, listening with bated breath.
Another sound came, slightly sharper
this time. Then silence again,

For a dread minute that seemed end-
less the intrepid raiders expected to see
a light split the darkness any moment
then; oxpected to hear a harsh, chal-
lenging voice, and — perhaps — the
harsher roar of a revolver. Their fears,
hoewever, proved groundless, And after
a while Mike whispered down over his
shoulder.

“Someone's in the house, anyway!”
he breathed, and smacked his lips
softly.

Up again, then. Mike reached the
stairhead, drew himself on to a sort of
landing, so cramped that his shoulder
brushed the walls on either side. Ho
edged onwards to make room for Bill.
Two more vards, and his outstretched
hand encountered solid woodwork at
last.

A door. The secret panel that opened
into Len's study | The Trishman. draw-
ing a deep breath, thumbed the button
of his torch. .

One brief flash was enough. Tis free
hand streaked out then, to setile
acournately on & small brass catch.

Holding it, he half turned his head.

Orders, short and aha.rﬁ, hissed
sibilantly from the corner of his slit-like
mouth,

“(et set for a real swilt rush now,
Bill! Don’t hesitate., Slam in aond gel
'sm on the hopl If they're inside,
that’s our only hope, 'cos Valetti will

shoot if he gets th' chance! I'll take
him—you tackle Len. And, here—take
this I

A heavy spanner was thrust into Bill'a
hand. He seized it, gripping the cold,
hard butt tightly.

Mike’s body grew tense as a coiled
spTIng.

Now for it!

“Right? Then come on!” he said;

dvertisement offices : The Fleotway
rales: loland and Abroad, lls, poi annum;: 5a,
for Soul

ouse, Farringdon Btreet,
Gd, for six montha.

rinted and eubll-hed e!er* Saturday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Preas Ltd,, The BIeetwu{; Housg, mrrlnm?n Btreet. London,
1 B.0.4, neilnere for transmission
or Australis aod Ne

mdon,
Bole Agenta

E.0.9.
‘gulno Poat, Bubsoription

by Uanadian
ordon & Gatoh, Lid., sad

W Zealand + Messrs.

{h Africa; Central Newa Agency, Ltd.— Saturday, September 16th, 1933,



EVERY SATURDAY

end In one dexterous movement jerked
back the eatch and slid the panel open.

Light streamed into the passage.
Like hounds off the leash, the partners
hurtled through the aperture, and

“Gosh 1

Both shouted at once.

With weapons poised, eyes blazing,
they stood rooted to the carpet, while
gradually their vengeful expressions

changed to blank dismay and astonish-
ment. For the second time that night
they had rushed into & room and found
it tenanted only by one injured man,

Across the study table, strugglin
feebly back to consciousness, Epraw]eg
Len Allison.

Of Corsica Phil Valetti the only
trace was the heavy aroma of Turkish
tobacca |

27

Lelt in the Lurch !
BILL’S gpanner thudded to the

foor.
At their tempestuous entrance
Len had raised his head. He
was staring ﬁ}:ﬂdl{ at the comrades
now, frowning, trying to focus a pair
of bleary eyes. Presently recognition

(Continued on next page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line fo

the following address : The Edifor, The *' Magnet '’ Library,

The Amalgomated Press, Lid., The Fleeticay House, Farringdon

Street, London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will
ensure a reply.

ELIL, chums, have vou done it
w yet ' Done what ¥ Why, or-
dered your copies of * The
Greyfriars Holidey Annual,”
end “The Popular Book of Boys'
Btoriea.” If you haven’t—anap into 1t !
Believe me, there's pgoing to be a big
rush on these two magnificent Annuala
this . and I wounldn’t like any of my
regular readers to be left out in the cold.
ou'll find all your favourite authors
writing for these two fine Annuals, and
they certainly have put their backs into
it, for the yarns are the kind that will
gain your interest throughout. Remem-
ber, also, that the price of the *° Heliday
Annual " hes been reduced, and it costs
only five ghillings this year. When your
dad is in & good mood, just whisper a few
words in hia ear !

FProbably you'll find that he is just as
interested in sesing the Annusls as you
are yourselvea. Judging by the letters
I get from " old boys,"” they are every
bit as enthusiastio about the famous
MiaNET characters as my younger readers

ara.

These two splendid Annuale get better
and better each year, and I and my staff
have seen to it that this year’s issues are
real “ top-notchers "'—better even thap
those of last year, and that's saying
something |

Ask your newsagent to let you have a
Eaep at them. And ask him, too, about

is " Annual eclub,” which puta these
magnificent books within the reach of

every boy.

ERE is a good yam that one of
H our authora was telling me the
other day. Remembor when Al

Capone was leading the gangsters
of Chicago ? Well, this is the yarmm of

THE CLOWN THAT SCARED CAPONE.

There was & mcimuﬂ in Chicago, and
one of the English clowns had put on a
“gkit' on a bootlegger’a raid, during which
& fake hold-up was staged by the clowns,
who dﬂmd 13.-;; terrifio n:;unahﬁr hﬂfl blank
cartridges. pone A is bodyguard
were mEt?g.ng in the front seats, and, as
soon as the * firing " started, they bolted
for their livea! They thought the whole
thing was staged in order to * bump
them off "' under cover of the firing in the
circus ring ! Capone didn’t go anywhore
near & oireus after that—and he's not
likely to do so again for a long time,
ing that he's now serving a big term of
Imprisonment,

waa reminded of that yarn by a letter
from a reader who asks if I can {ell him
which was

THE BIGGEST CIBRCUS

ever geen in England ¥ Omne has to go
back & few years to remember that par-
ticular circus, although some of my really

old readers may have visited the famous
Barnum sand Bailey's show, which visited
England in 1800. It took no less than
seventy specially constructed railway cars
to remove the circus from town to town,
and every car was 60 ft. in length. Thare
were fthves rings and two stages, and
there werc as many as seventy horses in
the ru:g at one time. No less than four
hundred horses accompanied the cirous,
There were two menageries, and twelve
big tents—one of them capable of holding
fifteen thousand people. ﬁhn gether 1,200
I:Ir_us'n::-1:.-rl|‘.*pI were employed by this mammoth
circus

_ There are not 80 many circuses travelling
in Great Britain nowadays, although en
the Continent and in the United States,
the circus is atill one of the priocipal
amusementa.

Here are a few
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to  various
readers :

A Crigketing Query (E. L. B., of South-
sen): 'Fraid you've * stumped ™ me !
No regular records are kept of ' freak ™
cocurrences in cricket.

What Is a Chimera ? (Jack K., of Sun-
derlend}: A mythological fire-breathing
monster., There is also a fish known as
the chimars which has two pairs of large
teeth, and a tail which ends in a point.
It is sometimes called " the king of the
herrings.”

How Many Legs has a Centipede ?
(" Magnetite,” of Benwell): The name
means, literally, " & hundred legs,” but
there are s0 many different varisties that
this term is misleading. Some have many
more than a hundred. Others have only
thirty. Bome tropical centipedea are
capable of mflicting & fatal bite.

What is a2 Dolomite ? (Fred Hawkes,
of Wrexford) : It sounds like an explosive,
but it isn’t | It is & mineral, consisting of
carbonates of calcium and magnesium.
The Alps of the South Tyrol are called
Dolomites because of the prevalence of
this mineral.

questions asked me by

ERE is en interesting query from
a Bedford reader. He wants to
Enow if it is possible to achieve
the feat of

CROSSING EUROPE BY CANAL,

Yea, it is quite possible. One can even
travel in & small boat from England to the
Black Sea. Once the Engligh channel is
crossed—and it bhas been crossed several

tirnes in cances and rowing boats—a vast
network of eanpls links up the whole
Continent. One can pass through Belgium
and Holland to the Rhine, which is also
linked up with the Danube by a canal,
and thus the Black Sea ean be reached,
From the English Channel there are other
canals which lead to the Mediterranean.

So far as England is concerned, you can
travel by canal from the Mersey to London,
from the Humber to the mouth of the
Severn, or from Leeda to Liverpool.
The Caledonian Canal, in Scotland, will
take you from Invernesa to Fort William.

There ia just space for one more query.
Bit tight, you BScottish readers! Bam
Churchmon, of Hayes, asks me a question
concerning your national musical instru-
ment, and this is the answer :

THE BAGPIPE IS NOT A SCOTTISH
INSTRUMENT !

It heils from Egypt, and was known in
ancient Greece. It was in use all over
Europe in the fifteenth century. Ewven
to.day, it 18 used in Poland, Italy, the
South of France, and, of course, Ireland.
Actually, it was introduced into Scotland
by the English. Needless to say, haggipea
vary greatly in different countries, and the
Highland bagpipe is the most powerful,
nns calls for great exertion of the lungs.
The Italian hagpipe iz a erude
instrument, but, musically speaking, the
softer and more melodious Irish bagpipe
i8 the most perfect of all |

Now, don't throw bricks at me,

you
Scottish readers! I can't help it!

Aunyway, let's " pipe down " while we
have & look at th}:; list of next weok's
atiractions.

When you get hold of your MacwET
and read the begioning of

‘““ COKER, THE HIEKER | ™
By Frank Richards,

ou'll know wyou're in for a at treab,

rank Richards mnever lets his readers
down, and this latest Eﬂm of his, telling
of the further exciting holiday adventurea
of the Greyiriars hikers, is ﬁﬂttﬂ.inlg ane
of the finest we have ever published.
You'll egree with me when wyou've read
it! So taeke my oft-given advice, and
order your copy in advance. Don't run
the risk of your local newsagent being
“ pold out.™

There are plenty of thrills in store for
you in next week's exciting chapters of
ogur popular sporting story,

** ALLISON of AVONSHIRE I ™

and if you don't chuckle loud and lcm%
when you read the extra-specisl lasue ©
the ** Greyfriars Herald “—well, there's
something wrong with youn

The shorter features will a As
usual, while I ghell be " in the oftfice I®
angwering more readers’ queriea,

Cheerio !
YOUR EDITOR.
Tug Micser Lisrany.—No, 1,335
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dawned in Lhe lack-lustre dopths, Buat,
stranzely, no flash of fear or hatred
followed. Nor did the fact that lis
rnemics had discovered and used the
recret passage scem lo alarm or surprise
the young boss of the Allison Works.
Tustend, fo inerense {he amazement of
Bill and Mike, Len suddenly burst into
un hysterical titter that ended chokingly
inoasob,

At that Bill boiled over and rushed
ot kim. But Mike was there first.

Cirasping the pitiful weakling by the
rollar, he dumped him down in a chair
snd stood over him. glaring, & dark,
menacing figore.

“ Now, then, where's Valetti?2 he
voured. *Come on, you—talk fast!®

Len squirmed. But again that idiotic
erin flickered across his white faeo, only
ta Le replaced next instant by ungovern-
able, vindietive rage,

“Valett1? Oh, he's gone! Yes, dear
Valetti—he's gone !” he babbled, cursing.
“Valetti's got your precious plans, and
Iie’s bolted ! Olt, I know I'mi done; I'm
beaten! I'll own up; do eanything
now | We—we raided your cottage
to-night; found {he Plans. That's why
you're here, isn't it¥’

ST ds 1 :
#Well, then, you're {oo late! You've
got here quickly—quicker than I

expected even—but you're foo lato!”
Len clutched his head and swayed to
and fro. " Valetti's got "o 1”7 he almost
sercumed. “The vile, troacherous rat!
He always meant to get 1hem—for him-
zelf ! Te's been playing his own game
all wlong; using me as o tool, a dupe;
Lorrowing my moncy, using my cars an

wuse,  And , poor fool, 1 only
found out too late! T'Lil Valotti, my—
iy patrtner 1"

Len Allison scomed to have lost his
manhood completely. 'Lears were rain-
ing down his cheeks; the tears of a
gpoilt, pampered youth who never had
been able to stomach defeat. Terror
Lad sapped his spivit and will-power.
1le scemed anxious only to confess overy-
thing and indulge his spite wgainst the
Lotaican.

“Listen,” he went on, the words fairly
tumblivg  over each  other. “Well
planned to escapo o ihe Continent
to-night, if_the raid proved sucecessiul,
and sell your invention there. I've
altcady sold the Allison Works. I'm
sick of the rotten concern, anyway, so
1 por rid of il dirl choap in London
three days age. And alicr we loft your
©olture—in my own ear—we raced back
here (o pick up a fow things, cover our
tracks, and then carry on.

“And then, while I was eolloeling
some  papers  from my  desk  therc,
Valetti. the enr. suddenly hit me! Tli
we o with Tis fist behind the ear! And
then be lunglicd and jeered at me while
I lny there!

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Ile called me a sucker and a poor
sap! He told me all Lie’d been secretly
planning to do, and then defied me to
stop him. And “"—Len groaned in sheer
misery—*“1 can’t stop him, either; I
daren't! He's got me—like that! Now
you've got me, loo, and—and I don't
care & hoot I

Cringing lower in  his chair, the
wrelched conspirator raised trembling
bands to his face, while Bill and Mike
frowned glumly. Agaein they had lost
the Corsican will-o™the-wisp, aud the
discovery came bard. Neither spoke for
a time.

Then, with & grimace of diszust, Bill
shook his couzin by the shoulder, though

not ungently.

“Chack ity for Tete's sake!” he
crowled, *“Look here, Len, your game’s
up, ro squealing won't lelp  you.

Wlere's Veletti gone? If you can’t stop

him. we'll have a thundering good
Len's body twitched convulsively.
“Ile's gone to Portsea, in my car—the

roadster § use for business,” was the

SOMETHING NEW

IN NEW BOYS—
is Richard Thurnel, who arrives at St,
Jim's in this wezk’'s ripping yarn of
Tom Merry & Co. For the newcomer
is a regular bully and cad, yet no
fellow can handle Kim because he's so
strong. here's an ulterior motive,
too, behind Thurnel's presence at St.
Jim's. Read all about it in * The
Mystery Schoolboy! " which appears
in The GEM now on sale, price 2d.
jm; e |
shaky- veply. “lrem there he can get
u passage across ‘to Ireland, and then
he's going aboard a {ramp that’s bound
from Belfast to America—Galveston.
Oh, he’s got it all fixed up, the lend!
Ho told me all thiz before he hit me
again and went eut slamming Lhe door,
tlie double-crossing——"

Mike cut in with
gesture,

“Tlow long has he heen gone? What
road's he taking?y What's the number
of your car? he demanded; and the
rupid-five guestions made Len jerk up
Liiz arm defensively.

“IIg's been gone aboub ten minutes
Perhaps less. He'll take the secondary
rondls—ihrough the hills—across Dale-
ham  Comenon, for  certamm, They're
lonelier. Awd  my  enr number's
1) 05843."

That was enough for Mike.

“Porisea—nearly s hundred milea!
1'Q} 05843 | Come on. Bill | Last chanee 1"
he snorted. “Leave that pup: e ain't
wortly whipping! *Tis the real hound
we want!”
Liupetuously the

a swift, fieven

Ieishinun dashed for

the seerot panel again and wvanished.
But Bill stayed behind.

The youngster's eteady eyes held a

gleam that made his cousin wince as
from a blow. His words stung like
drops of corrosive acid.
. "Len,"” he said, very quietly, “I came
in heve to-night to do my best to smash
you! Decause of your rotten cowardly
greediness, my dad looks like having te
epend the rest of his life in a bath-
chair! But what you've just told us
saves your bacon; and, anyway, I can't
boot even a worm like you in cold
bload | So now I'll tell you what you're
going to dol” The lad’s voice eharp-
ened. “You stick lo your first plan—
bunk for the Continent! And stay
thore! Yeou're my cousin, unfortunately
and we've had enough imnatly scanda
and trouble in the Allison ™ family
alrcady. Dut if you're still in Avonporg
when we get back from chasing Valett,
consin or not, youll be for it, good
and hard I”

Len gaped at him, too dazed for a
moment {o compreliend Bill’s meaning,

“You'ro giving—" Then auddm!fy
his eyes lighted up with wild “hope.
“You mean, you're giving me o chance?
You'll Tuish this up?” And he tried to
seize Bill's hand.

Bill shoved him back roughly, and
squared his hefty shoulders.

“¥os3; o chance to go straight, if yon
can!” le snapped. “Get out of
England! JE you've &till got some
private ot business matters to settle,
settle "em from the other side of tho
Channel. And ata{ there, too! Len, if
vou ever come back, or trouble dad and
me again 4

“Bi-ill 17

Up from the deopths of the shaf¥
echoed au irvitalble Trish yall, and Bill,
swinging contemptuously on his heel,
slvode 1o the open panel. Thexe, Low-
cver, he torned again to give lia
shivering cousin o last level sfare that
zecimed to pierce the ruined schemer
through and through,

“Look out for yourself—that's all!”
lie conelnded in a ilone that carried
grim conviction,

Next monieut he had closed the panel
sharply, and in closing i, shut Len
Allison out of his sight for ever.

Lven as the youngster began a lasty
descent  of the ladder, - there came
faintly the elam of a door. Len.
soizing  the chance that lLad  so
miraculously, unexpectedly, befallen
him, was obeying orders. )

Bill earried on—to the pursuit of that
sironger, more dangerous crook, Corsica
hil Valotti,

(Corgiea Phil Taletti’s booked for w
rough pussage when RNl and Mike get
thetr huends on him. Deon't' miss neat
weelk's thrilling ehupters of thiz areut
eporiing serial, whatever you do, eliwms.)

GROSE’S, tuvcate circus, LoNDoN.

—
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Stop-Watches !

WHY NOT TICK HIM OFF?

He's late for that appombment!
TICK HIM OFF —but mind you do
it with the aid of one of Fish's Super
Price, 25 dollars—or
say &) i your weird comnage !—
FISH'S SUPER STOP-WATCHES,
Dept. G.H., Study No. 14, Remove.

_ No. 50 (New Series).
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TO THE HEAD (With Great Respect).

Don't trouble to have the Jundor Common-
room cleanod, sir.

the floor with the Fourth ss goon ed Now
bioging !

For the Remaove.

FOR SALE!

Forty Duck’s Egpe, all fresh thkis season.
Jollected by a connoisseur !—Apply (with
our compliments) to HORACE COKER,
Ilox No, 13, GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Wu're going to mop up

erm

H. WHARTON (Capt).
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Blundell and Bland, who have been
daing a bit of fishing from a beat oll
Eastbourne, had vather disappointing
resilts till one day this woek, when
their luck changed with & vengeanco.

1t was Blundell's suggestion to try
to cateh a porpoise.

“Dlenty of ‘em aboul; youn ¢an
often see their bodies half out of the
water,” he egaid. " Why oot vy
Lo net one just for the sport of it 2"

Bland said he’d try anyihing ence.
So off they weut with a net.

Porpoises seemed Lo be conspiciions
only by their abeenece for » time.
Bland thought that that was becauso
the weather was too fine.

* Porpoises only show themselves
in stormy weather,” lie =aid, airing
hig scanty knowledge of sailor’s lore.
“Ten to one we shun't see a solitary
gpccimen,”

1t was only ten minutes atfer {hat,
however, when Blundell pointed
excitedly across the water.

“There'sone ! ™ lio gaid. ** Beauti-
ful specimen, too, by the look of it
Paddle alfter it gently, Bland, while
I throw put the net.”

Bland dipped his oarg in the waler,
sending the boat on the track of the
porpoise, the bulky mass of whose
blmsh body conld ba seen protruding
from the water., In a matler of
secondds they wers near encugh for
Blundell to east his net,

Blundell fully expected tho big
tish to put vp n fight, and ho was
not dizappointed ; in an instaut the
sca was being churmed into fomn andd

DICKY NUGENT'S
WISDOM

Sheltering in a barn duving n

thundersloym 1 saw a near by tree split from

lop o botton,
The tree was struck Ly Bphitning,

sliuck by whkot o narvow cscape 1'd Lad !

LPeonsion rorm, will you 1

WELKLY

"IJLUNDELL’S

ecorp Bad

PORPOISE-CATCHING
OFF EASTBOURNE

(he net Iwisted and wrenched wilth
territie violences |

What Blundell didn™ expeet was
theti  the porpoise would yell:
“Help! Murder! Tolice!™

But that was what happemned !

1t ‘enddenly ovenrred to Blundell
{hat what he was caplurmg was noeb
a fish at all. The blue body was not
the body of a porpoise, but ihe
corpulont anatomy of o hinnan being
in & blue bathing costume engrged in
{he peéaceful occupation of floating
on the surleve of the waler!

But the biggest shoek came when

Blundell disentangled lis net Al
recoenised the furious face of his
Paplure.

1t wag My, Prouf, his Porm-masier
ab Grevivmes |

What Mre. Pronl feld Blhouwlell and
Bland we are not at hberly to divualgs,
But that it was somelhing pretty
tierce you van well imapgine, when we
tell yon ithat Blundell and Bland
have mmde a solepm vow never,
pever to hunt porpoises again |

If You Pass a Post Office

Drvop i asted eefe mie nn Old Age
I watehed
Bunter trying Lo swia belore the hols,
gaud 11 put vears on mo I—1F, Nugent,
Btudy No. 1, Rowove.

Would any Photographer—

Be so Lkind »s to lend wmo his
developing nppuratis and books of
instruetion in the ysa thereof 7 My
Unele Benjomin has told me I yreally
&L ._..__.__nﬁ._n.._uu ”_._u._‘._._.. ._..__...“_.____.._n.__..._m. .”___” 0=
ceniration.—ALONZO IO,

Lox XNo. 66, GCREYEFRLIARS

NELRALD,

OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of Arthur

Carne
By GEORGE TUBB

As a Sixth-Former and a regular member of
Lhe Fivst Eleven both at ericket and footer,
Avtluir Carne is entitled to expoet s mere
rfag like me to wither up at the mention of hia
name, But whal Carne’s entiltled lo and what
he jolly well gets are iwo entirely different
matters, All the withering-up I'm likely to
do wou't nourish Carne’s self respect for five
minutes, So there !

Third-Fermers wre supposed to look up to
(he ** iz nojsea " in the Sixth and treat them
with awe and respect. Well, I ask you, how
van you respect s maen who dighes out more
kicks and cufia (barring that rotter Loder)
(han snyone else ab Greyiriars T How can
yvou respect o man who goes out on the tiles
and pals with ** bookies ™ arkl bar loungers
in Courifield ? The fact is, it can’t be done—
and if it could, I wouldn't do it, anyway !

Blow Came—that's my idea!l " Dritons
nover shall be slavea! Yah!™ is the lusty
chorug he gots in reply from the throals of Lthe

AS

vneondguerable Third !
“ Surely,” T hear apineons objecting, '* thers |

must be some redeeming feature about this
rolier-——some strain of goodness to reliove his
otlierwise murky character 1 ' Lat the troth
he foll, dear reader, bitter though it be;
Lliere isn'l & suspicion of anything good about
Cerne—he’s just a Hundred Per Cent Rank
Uutsider |

But carry on with your foul deeds, Carne |
You ran langh now ; but a day will come
the distant future when a fellow as tall ns
youraelf will stop you in the street and give
yvou # ecosh on the boko that you'll remember
all vour hife.

That fellow will be George Tubb |

(Braro, younng Tublb! You've said
all we've felt we rwanted fo say about
Carne for a long time ! Amd nore wateh
out for this column next wecl, readers,
amd sec what Carne has to say about
Tilbb ! —Ed. )

IT?

“ELEMENTARY, MY
)

Monty Newlanwl tells vws that even on heliday DPick
Penfold can't nisist the femptation fo indulge in ibat
uncanny gift for lopical deduetion which hae carried lim
to the rank of d~eotive-inspector in Lhe Ramove U, 1, Doen’t.

At a seasidr adtel whera the two of them put up for the
nighti Penfold pitked up & ook in the lounge and remarked :
“ I see thig book has recently been in the hands of & doctor !

“ How on earth can yon fell that 7" pagped Newland.

“Quite easy !’ was Penfold’s ealm reply.
pendix hos boen romoved ! !

WATSON!”

“It's ap-

b

1:.5 an eal.

realmsa §

certainly boilimg with rage, anyway !

v ——— —— =

Dear HEditor —
scholastic contiily for recreative purposes vonunonly
known as the Sunmer Vacation spprosches ils (comination,
Rejuvenated by oxyprnons ]
adolescents of our historie foundations effect their confluence
to the stream -that leads bavk 1o 1he ancient cditice of
Greyfriars, mmtent on supercrogaiory scholastic endeavour
in the cause of agudemie distinelion,
do we resume euf incursions into the ¢lagsiea] and seirntitic
With wshot zest and sponiancily do we reopen
our lexicons ¥
veracicus to ¢ ssyverate that, while 1% is felieilous to be on
holiday, it is evua move felicitous to be back nt schoel !

Bolsover hoas just come off thie Worthing pier, wriggling

We fnney he has been in the soup, He was

e = —— ——— . et | b -

'‘Lonzy’s
Little
Letters

The academie dizsolution or abseiszion of

divaguliong, the studious

With what enthusiasm
Ah, my juveniloe avquainiances, is it nob

Zealously yours,
ALOXZO TODD,

(Here's "Lonzy folling us he's pglad the hols are nowrly
over and we'l scon be back at grhool ! Clhioek i, "Lonwy—
unless you feel:like & Form seragzing on first duy of Ternl

—ED.)

ANY OLD IRON GLOVES ABOUT ?

1°l} pay top preo for them if there are.

1 want {0 make

gure of coming dywn on the faga with a heavy hand next
term.—HORACL J. COKLER, Box No, 5, GREYFRIARS

 HERALD,

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

HERO’S MANLY
MODESTY

Our Special Representative
simply rushed teo Scarborough
when ho heard that Snoop of the
Remove had been involved ino an
heroie reseue,

i mn_n____uH: old man, gratters!”
he exclaimed, wringing Bnoop
warmly by the hand. ° Grey-
{riara 18 proud of her illustrious
gonn ! Tell me all about it, so
that I can pasgs on the thrilling
yam to cur hungry readers!”™

Snoop shrugged, )

* 1t waa nothing worth writing
home about,”’ he said. "' 1'd much
rather you printed nothing about
it

* The manly modesty of a {rue
hero | " eried ounr representative.
' But the public clumours to hear
the story!*™

1t was nothing, T tell you,”
gisted Snoop. " Any  othor
man would have dene the snne,”

“Only yeur praiseworthy
modesty could lead you to make
such a travesty of the truth!”
meuthed  our  representative.
“Tell the story in your own
gimple, modest words, Snoop, 1
beg of you, Did you plunge,
fully elothed, into the boiling
sea, & look of grim, dogged deter-
mination on your face ¥ Ihd the
mighty broakers buffet you with
frenzied force T Did the tempest
scream past your cars 1 Did o

“I'm  serry,” said Snoop,
quictly. * It was really nothmg
—nothing at all. T prefer to say
nothing about it,”

“* Then, in deference to the
modesty of o hero— a man whose
fame will echo down the ages in
Greylriars history—1 refrain {rom
pressing  you  further.  Adieu,
my brave Snoop !

And our Speeinl Representative
withdrew.

Afterwards he learned that
Snoop was the chap who was
resolied, not the chap who did the
rescuing. Possibly that's why
Snoop waa so roficent over the
affnir |

GAMEKEEPER OR
TOREADOR?

Greyfriars Man’s Altered

Close =il the doors, chaps,
and lend us your ears! We
have a secret to impart that
will make you sag at the knees
and gasp ** Never!” in awe-
stricken accents,

When you return to Grey-
friars for the new term (for
goodness’ sake keep it dark,
won't you ) there will be one

man vou'll have great difli-
culty 1n recognising, for the
reason that hisappearance will
have uncdergone a complete
transformation !

One moment he'll remind
vou of a Spanish toreador—
the next. of one of those
sinister gamekeepers that used
to figure so prominently and
villminously in the melo-
dramas of hygone days,

What's the name of this
singularly changed chappie ?
Well, brace yourselves up
| for the shock, and we'll tell
you.

COEKER |

There ! We knaw you'd boe
gurprised !  ¥es, we quito

bel

Appearance

appreciate that there’s only
one Coker,and he could always
be recognised a mile off:
But it's Ugker all the same !

What has happened to
eflfect this amaziog alteration
Well, it's quite sscple, neally.
During the wvac m.u.#m—. has
beem going to (he pictures
occasionally and, after due
consideration, has come to the
gconclugion that o pair of eide
whiskers liko those worn by
Ramon (able, or somebody,
would add considerably to
his  already  distinguished
(help !) appearance. 8o Coker
has spent the vao growing
gideboards |

Gentlemen, chaps, and fel-
lows, there ought to be a riof
at Friardale Station when
(Joker arrivea ! If there isn't,
we suggest the Remove get
together and jolly well start
cne: the idea of allowing
(Coker’s side-whiskers to arrive
at Greyfriars unheralded 1a
simply unthinkable! Ilon't
forgat, then, to be therse with

ﬁ on to give a right royal
welcoms to this pseudo-bull-
fiphter - cum - wvillainous «
gumekeeper |

P.8.—We've just heard thab
a welcome won't be necessary
after all. Coker accidentally
snipped off the right sidg-
whisker while trimming 1t
yestorday, and has hed to cut
the other to balance things
off. Bhame ! 8

Trevor's forthcoming wisif
to teotland for the shooting
sesson is sending him into
raptures of anticipation.

We'vo always soid he was
rather inelined to * grouse ™' !
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a makinge
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Alonzo Todd esavs Lo
for Hottentols.
of & *" LEoit V-wid

The spectacle of W. G.
oI
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Bunter
a ranaway dopkcy on FPegg
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When a

frog jumped out of HMr.
Queleh’s desk, all the Remove

protested innocence, Skinner,

Oliver Kipps i3 a very super- When the chbume ol the Remove

stitious fellow, ind dislikes spilling wisiled India with Inky, Bunter
galt, and uonlodky oumbers.

TEOEPEER gAY
SaVED vl LWE I
DA .
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Wuan Lung says ther
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the ship ™ |

| We Refuse to Believe—

That when Stott was sailing to the Isle
of Man Inst weok, he henrd mE:m::um that
gounded like * Abandon the ship!™

romptly dived overbonrd—only to find out
ater that the remark referred to "' a band on

and

-

P

REWARD OFFERED!

One Shilling a time—payable out of my

pullovers
Well, ke always waus a bit

Sands gava the iobabitaois a
thrill, especially when the donkey
stopped unexpectedly and Bunter

fBew off ! Bunfer has taken a dis=
like to donkoys !

however, seemed to be enjoying

3 seorot

Queleh found another frog

Bkinner’s desk, the joke turped
to trogedy—for Skinner |

joke—but when Mr.
in
about

The [accidentally saved Inky's life.

u_“uu_...m:u.ﬂﬂﬂﬁ.wnnmﬁmq&iﬁ_ﬂmﬁuﬂu___E_uu_.. Fﬂﬂxnﬁ

a remittance fo thirteen shillings spd be i3 alwaya an easy ** fonch ?

—and dees nol feel quite so sure

his Ilief’ mm uwnlucky
nunbers |

when Bunter is bard up !

8 m.nr “.EE_ Mr. @Quelglh bas compiled o
of characters in tha Chinese ‘* Doomsday Book ¥ Grey=
n_u__mp_“ﬁr m___.muﬂ"_EE of H!EM_- he is __-__Fuu* nun“:___m mn__w_ﬁ.nw n____numu__w____uﬁmm
periec amiliar, unter says of every Ilellow g school.
be Eqsm._b# like to learn Chiness cleen my shoos.

—he has quite enough {roubls
with the English slpbabet |

mn__EEEuEwEwnunu

undee the flagsiones in ,.ﬂu

Cloisters—1ior tho benefit of fnture
generations |

firat postal-order—to nny beest willing to
Thot rotter Wharton says I
ought to cleen them myself, but 1've fold
hirn T ean never stoop so low.—W, G. BUN-
TER, Box No. 67, GREYFRIARS ITIERALD,



