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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The House in the Highlands !

ITRISTMAS night had worn
away; o dim, misty dawn was

vising  over the IIJghlandm
Harry Wharton stood his
window, in the old house of Imciumur,
and looked out.  Frosty, frozen trees,
snowy hillsides, and the misty streteh
of ihe loch met his eyes. Not g living
thing was in sight; only in the dis-
tanee a thin spiral of smoke rose from
the chimney of Bandy Bean's cottage
in the glen.
Ilarry Wharten shivered a little.
Iiz face was pale—pale with watch.
ing throngh the wild night. He tmmned

from the window, and looked at his
comracdes,
Doy Cherry  rubbed iz oves and

grinned faintly. Johnny Bull rose from
his chaiv by the fire and stretched him-
self and vawned. Nugent =at with lia
hoad bent forward—hbe had dozed off,
Hurree Jamet Ram Singh was huddied
by the fire. Mick Augel bad thrown
himeelf on the bed—he was fast arleep,

Il hiadt heen a strange-enough Christ-
mas for the chuma of Gregiviars, i the
havnied honze in the Ihighlands.

Even now, with the daylight stealing

A Splendid Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton &
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in ab the f[rosty casement, Wharton
shuddered to recall the happenings of
the night—the shadowy figure, alf-
seen in the gloom, the ey hand that
EimddtWEhEd him, like the touick of the
cad.

According to the legend of Lochmuir,
the old mansion was haunted by its
ancient laird, the MacDermid, who had
fallen long years ago on tho field of
Culloden,

And Harry Wharton, in spite of his

strong common-zense, was almost in-
clined to believe that the legend was
true.

In that sirange old house, by the
silent waters of the loch, emhmmad in
the lonely hills, the legend did not seem
so incredible as it would have seered
al Greyfriars or at home,

Cherry rubbed his sleepy eyces
and blinked, Frank Nugent awoke

‘uﬁd awned.,

allo, hallo, hallo!™ exclaimed
Boly, in less hearty tones than was his
wont. * You fellows feel like brekker?”

“Thank gmdnﬁﬁ it's daglight ! zald
Nugent. I say, I don't feel much
inclined for another night here.  What
price clear ing out of L{H:t'lm“lr to-day ?™
= “"I was thinking of that,” =zaid Johnny

n

Hurree Jomsot Bam Bingh leoked up
Imm the fire.

“The thinkfulness of my esteemad
self haz also been terrifie,” he remarked,
“The ghostfulness of this evecllent man-
sion ix 100 much of a good thing !

LThe souind of the Greyfriars juniors’
voices awoke Maurice  Angel—Harry
Wharlon & Co.’s hast at Lochmuir,
whom thex had once known at Greyfriars
as Mick, the gipsy schoolboy.,

“"Haollo! I've been asleep, I think!™
saidl Mick.

“1 think vou have,” grinned Tiob.

“Where's Angel?” asked Nugent sud-
tlt"!'lh ;

Boh Einmw whistled. ITe had forpot-
lenn the existence of Anbroy Angel, of
the Fourth Form at Greyiriars,

Whon the alarm had beon given in the
night by Harry Wharton, his chums had
pathered in Iz room, and they  had
watchod for the remainder of Christmas
night =waiched bl the grey dawn pul

an end to their vigil. DBut Angel of tho
Fourth had not joined ther,

“I suppose he's in his room,' said
Bob., *“Blest if I hadn't forpotien all
about him I™

Mick coloured a little.

“TI hadn’t forgotten him,”™ he sald

quietly. I called him, when we turned
out in the night. But e wouldn't turn
out,’

“What did he say?" asked Johnny
Bull.

“He said it was all vot.”
EE II m! LRCH
H;m;l' Wiharion compressed his lips.
of the Fourth was a late arrival

ak I.nar:hmmr and, so far, he had seen
nathing of the uncanny apparition that
haunted the ancient house.

His mocking disbelief had considerably
nettled the Remove fellows,

Phantom or no phantom, they had seen
it; trick or no trick, it was, at least, no
trml.. of the imaginntion. Angel of the
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Fourth preferred to {ake the view that
b was “‘nerves "—that the Remove
fellows had been scared by some shadow
m the old house, and [@ncied the rest,
Vhat view was not likely to please Harry
Wharton & Co,

Bob Cherry roso.

“Well, we'd better get down and got
some brekker,"” he said, “We can talk
;jfh!rwat‘ds about what we're going to
I ﬂ. Y

“It’s been a protly rotten Christmas
for you fetlows,” said Mick ruefully,

“Well, it's been cxeiting, at least,”
grinmed Bob, “Let's go and call Angel,
and get down.™

The Famous Five and Mick went along
io Aubrey Angel’s rocom. Bob Cherry
thumped on the door, and turned the

handle.  He flung the door wide open
and shouted : H

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !**

“What—"

Aubrey Angel =t up in bed. He
staved sleepily at the group of juniors
in the doorway of his room.

“Whal the thump——"" he growled,

“Heen anylhing in the night 77 asked
Bob.,

i ‘h‘fhnt wras thera o see, vou ass$”

"“The giddy ghost!” Bob Cherry's
savits were rising; it was seldom that
they were depressed for lomg.  “The
jolly old spook who jazzes around in he
night-time,™

“What rot!™

“Well, Wharton saw something in his
rOOT—""

* Bosh ! snapped Angel.

“I did,"” eaid the caplain of
Remave guietly.

“You . %ﬂt reared

the

egain?” sneercd
-’!ﬂ%‘@,lg iy hat! You Remaove fellows
really ought not to go about without
youyr nurses "

“Why, you checky ass—" exclaimed
Bob Cherry” hotly. . Then he suddeniy
remembercd that he was speaking o
Mick’s brother and stopped.

Avbrey Angel laughed.

“Well, I'm not afraid of ghosie,” le
said. I leave that sort of thing to you
fags. What the thump are you turnin’
out £o early for?”

“Wa've been watching all night.”

Angel stared.

“Watelin' all night ! He burst
info & roar of laughter. “Ha, ha, ha!
1;Iiat't.ak¢s the ol Afrsid to po to
sleap 1™

“Wa woren't afraid,” said Johnny
Bull angrily. * But after what Wharton
told usg—-""

“Ha, he, ha!” roaved Angel. YT
tell' them sbout this when we get back
to Greyfriars next term! It will be o
toppin’ yarn to tell in the studies! Ha,
ha, ha!™

The Famous Five looked at Angel
They were greetly inelined io collar him
and bymp hm out of bed, as a rew&t":.! for
his mocking laughter. But for Mick's
presence they would certainly have done
s0. DBut Mici was their host, and they
conld not handle his brother.

“QOh, let's get down!™ said Bob
angrily,

And the Famous Five and Mick went
downstairs, leaving Aubrey Angel to
turn his head on his pillow and sink
info glumber ngain.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.,
Te Go, or Not to Go !

1 RE we going "
A Bob Cherry propounded ihat
query alter breakfast.

A keen and bitler wind
whistled round the old house, and swept
the snow from the battlements of {he
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ruined castle of Lochmuir, From the
old hall window the loch conld be seen,
a sheot of glimmering ice. In the huge
stone fireplaco of the cak-panciled hall a
great log fire roared and crackled.

“Arve we going i

That was the question ithe juniors had
t¢ decide. Their Highland Christras
had been strangely dfa%erent from what
they had anticipated. Sir Philip Angcl,
almost at the last moment, had been
prevented from ecoming to Lochmuir by
political affairs in London; the Christ-
mas gathering at the old Highland
mansion was not, after all, to take place.
That would have troubled the Greyfriars
juniors little, perhaps; they were, so to
speak, suffictent unto themselves,

But the ghost seare had frightened
away the servants: there was not a soul
in the house but the juniors themselves,
Every preparvation had been made for
their coming ; but, in the midst of plenty,
they were practically camping out.

There was a certain amount of attrac-
tion in that novel and adventurous way
of passing Christmastide. Dul on ifop
of the rest came the affair of the ghost.

Whatsoever might be the explanation
of the strange apparition of Lochmwuir,
the incident was uppleasant and un-
nevving. Billy Bunter had been with the
party, and he had gone.

And _undoubtedly the rest of the
Greyiriars party felt a strong inglination
now to follow Bunter's example,

They were cool-headed enough, and
had plenty of nevrve; but they locked
forward {0 the ensuing night with some-
thing very like apprchension,

“The golulness =eeins to iny honoui-
able self the proper caper in  the
esteerned  cirenmstances !”  remarked
Hurree Singh.

Mick looked raeful,

“Nothing for vou fellows to stick it
out Ic ™ he said. 1 fancied wo were
going lo have a jolly Christmas up here,

but 1t den't seem to have worked out
lee ”ﬂmt! That ghost business beats
me !

“It beatz us all!” said Johnny Bull,
“It's trickery of some sort—that stands
to reason——"

“In the daylight!” grinned Bob
Cherry, “But st jolly old midnight
things don't stand to teason somehow !

“I must say I feel rather fed!™ re.
marked Nugent,

Havry Wharton did not speak.

His brows were kpitted in thought,
All his comrades looked at- him; they
folt that it was for the captain of the
Bemove to decide.

“Give it & name, old man,” said Pob

at last. “You've got tho casting vote,
you know, .
“Well, T'm ageinst going,” said

Harry Wharton quietly. “TIn the first
place, we can't lek Angel or anybody else
say that we were frightened away. Wae
don’'t want to be laughed at in all the
studics next term 1™

“Bomething in that,” asdmilted Bob
Cherry, rubbing his chin thoughtfully,
“I ean faney what the fellows would zay.
Fancy the old Bounder hearing a ghost
ﬁtlﬂ'wf-!”

“The grinfulnesz would be terrific!™

"Put that isn’t all"” =aid Harrr.
“We fixed wp to stay here till the New
Year, and it's & bt difficult to make
fresh arrangements now, Even the post
takes days from | hera. Thiz isn"t
the Christmas holiday we were locking
for! Btill, it's o jeolly old place, and
lots of things to do, and ecamping out
for ourselves is rather fun!  And
then—-="

“'Then whal ¥

“Well, it stands to reazon, as Johnny
said, that the ghost business is {rickery

of some sort,” said Harry, “My opinien
is that we ought to get to the bottom of
it, and give the ghost a high old 1ime
when we lay hands on him [

“Hem "

“That's my i1dea,” said Mick, ™ Xo-
thing I'd like better, if you fellows are
game to stick it out!™

“Oh, we're game ! sald BaDb at once.

And the Nabob of Bhanipur declared

that the gamelulness was tervifie,
Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent nodded
assent.

“Then wa're staving," said Iares.
“ And I propose, as a first step, search-
ing the house from top to bottom, and

from end to end. We've searchell it
before, but not thoroughly. We've got
to find out where the ghost comes from,
and where he vanishes o, 1t scem: to
me pretiy certain that he can't wander
about the place without leaving some

sign or other behind him.™

“"Unless—" suid Nugent, and
stopped.

“Unless what 7

“Well "—Frank Nugent  ecoloured—
“unless he's a real ghost, you know!
Of course, 1 don't believe it. But—"

“We'll chanco that,” sad Harre.
“The figore I touched last night was
solid cnough, anyhow I

“It's & go!" zaid Bob Cherry.

Auhrey Angel came yawning into the
hall as the juniors arrived at that
decision. He wae very late for break-
fast; but Mick had it all ready for him.

“¥ou fellows packin® snd clearin® 7
asked Angel, as he sat down to break-
fast. bofore the five,

“No; we'ra staying.”

“ Btwkin® it out-—ghost and all ¥

L3 ?EE!“

" You'll have another fright to-night !
grinned Angel.

*“Rats 1

“Perhaps you'll get the next fright "
growled Johnny Bull.

*ﬂl}gﬁ] of the Fourth chuckled.

“Not likely! I'm not nervous, you
Lnow 1"

“Tet's get out,” =mid Pob abruptly.
“We've pot ta go down to Muirland
fo-day for some supplies; we can search
the house afterwards.™

“Good! Are you coming, Angel?”
asked YWharton.

“TI'm_coming i you're leaving Loch-
muir. T shall be jolly glad to get out,
if Mick will come!™ returned Angel.
“But I'm not lookin' for a tramp in the
snow otherwize.”

"YVou don't mind
alone ?"

“Why should I§¥

“0Oh, all right, then ¥

Anid six juptors put on coats and caps
aindd searves and left the old house, leav-
ing Aubrey Angel to finish his bresk-
fast, and then to smoke cigarettes, and
ko pc}_nd'n:-r over g lisk of Eee-goes b i':'.E a
sporting papet he had brought with him
from London.

But as the party tramped down to.ihe
gates Mick paused.

“T don't like Aubrey being left alone,
vou fellows,” he said. " He don’t believe
it what we've seen; but we've seen i,
all the same. I think a fellow isn't safe
alone in thet house 1™

And with a8 nod to his comrades tha
gipsy schoolbey walked back to Loch-

Iruar.
hefore

remaining hero

He found his brother smokin
the fire, with lia brews wrinkled n
thought. Angel started a little a5 he
CQILE M7

“*Back alveady, Maurice ¥

“I ain't leaving you alone, Aubrey™
answered Mick., "It ain’t safe here
alone 1

" What

rot! Bull, I'm glad of a
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chance to gpeak to you without those
follows,”  said Angel, throwing his
cigarette into the fire. “Look here,
Mick! I want you to come away with
me, We ean get to Kennoy's place and
have a good time for the vest of the
vae, though we've had a rotten Christ-
mas I

“But the other fellows—"

“They can look after themselves, can't
they ¥ said Angel irritably,

“1 asked them here, old man, and I
can't go back on them,” said Mick, with
a clonded brow. *I—I thought you'd
made friends with them.”

“I've tried,” grunted Angel—"T1've
re‘:s.llﬁ tried! DBut oil and water can't
mix !

“I1—T1 suppose nob ! muttered Mick,

“Don't look down in the mouth, old
chap ! said Angel, his hard face softon-
ing, “I’ll stand wvour friends if wyon
won't leave them, and T'm eivil enough
ta them, I think. They can't expect me
to keep serious when they talk rot about
seeing spooks—ihat's toop thick! Bug
we'll manage to pull together all right
if you make a point of it.”

“You're jolly good to me, Aubrey, old
man ™

“1 try to be,” said Angel.

Anel he spoke sinecerely enough. In
his false natura thore was one thing that
was sincerity itself, and that was his
affection for hiz young brother, the pipsy
schoolboy who had been so strangely lost
and found.

“But if you want to go, Aubrew, I
won't keep you, though I did wani to
have the holdays with yon,” said Mick.

“I'm not goin' without youl!”™ said
Angal.

“1'm bound to stay, Aubrey.”

“Then I ztay as long as you dol!”
Angel's eyes gleamed in a peculiar way.
“Perhaps your friends will be willin' to
zo when they've seen & few more spooks.
The jolly old ghost nay buit in again
and settle the matter.. Aven't vou goin'
after your friendst”

“1'd rather stay with yon, Aubrey.”

Angol smiled, geniallv.

“Then let's got our skates and get out
on the loch! It's frozen hard! We can
pel some good skalin® here, i there's
nothin' else !

“Good 1 said Mick cheerily.

And the gipsy schoolboj™= face was
E&r:ul bright as he left the house with his

rofhicer.,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unexpeeted !

ARRY WHARTON & OO,
tramped cheerily down the
snowy path to the side of the
loch, where the road ran steeply

dewn to the wvillage of Muirland. On
their right lay the loch, a sheet of glim-
n}ermi;' ice,  On the left the hills rose,
ridged with snow. Back from the path,
backing against the hillside, lay the cabin
of Sandy Bean, tho piper.  The wild
strain of the bagpipes was heard as the
juniors approached the lonely cottage.

It yas a wild, melancholy strain—the
dirge of the dead-and-gone MacDermid.
Hiug the pipes ceased as the juniors came
abreast of the open deorway, and the
liguve of the old piper appeared there—
a stutely figure, tall and gaunt, in High-
land kiil and piait] and bonnet. The.old
man was still erect, his eyes full of fire,
though et leas{ cighty years had whitened
his hair and his Aowing beard. The keen
winter wind, freezing frem the snowsy
hills, strock full upon him as he stood,
but he did not shrigk from it. He
seamed unconscious of it. His bright,
strangely gleaming eyes were fixed on
the Famous Five of &r{!yfﬂ&rm

e touched Iis bonnet in salule, and
the jumiors capped him politely. There
was something impressive abont the
strange ald man who lived so strange and
solitary & life in the bosom of the wild
hills, dreaming of past days, moucning

for a clan long forgotten, of which he

was the last survivar.

“Top of the morning, Mr. Bean!”
;:alled out Boly Cherry in his cheeriest
Qs

The old man did not smile,
gravely, fivedly at the juniprs.

“ You are going ?” he asked.

“We're going down to Muirland for
some things,"” answered Harry Wharton,

“ You are not going—aweay ¥

L] Nﬂ. tH]

“Have vou seen nothing in the House
of Lochmuir that should warm the
stranger away from the hall of the
MaocDermid ¥ said the old piper sternly.

“Lots |7 answered Bob Cherry, with a
grin, ‘“We've seen s jolly old spook !"

“Is that how you speak of the spirit
of the anctent Laird of Lochmuir "

“That's just how!"” rxepliad Bob
Cherry, with undiminished i?ﬁeurlulnnss_
“¥ou see, we don't belteve for a minute
that 1#'s an ancient laird. We believe
it's a modern japer. And we're jolly
well going to give hitn beans somehow
or other ™'

The old man's face darkened.

“ Bince the day of Culloden the spirvit
ol the Laird of Lochmuir has hannted his
old hall,” he answered., *“'For genera-
tions he has been seen, and strangers who

He pazed

have taken possession of his land have
never dared to stay, I'or generations the
old house has been left to the bat and
the owl, YWho are you to disturb the
repose of one who iz not of this world 7"

*“But the house belongs to Sir Philip
Angel now,” said Harry Wharton mildly,
“and we nre his son's guests there.”

The old man made a gesture of scorn,
To his mind, dwelling in the past, amid
the forgotten glories of the clan of
Dermid, the Angels wers newecomers
intruders, ‘trospassers on the domain
the ancient laird.

He turned away, with a black and
moody brow, and stared at the silent
hills with so mtent a gaze that it seemed
as though he saw something there more
than the ridged snow and the frozen firs,
Pazsilily, to his mind, shaken by solitude
and long brooding, the desert hill wos
peopled by plaided figures, and he saw
again the gallant clapsmen who, with
target and claymaore, had followed their
laird to the fatal field of Culloden,
te perish under the banner of Princo
Charlie.

The juniors pursued their way, and
when they glanced back they saw the
figure of {he old p:iwr. still as if graven

1

in bronze, against ihe background of the
hills.

It was a long ftramp down 1o the
village, the rocky path winding by tho
zgide of the frozen loch. They reached
the village at last, and they noted that
the few inhabitants who were to be scen
in the wind-swept street looked at them
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Whiz ! A snowball flew through the air and landed-on Wharton’s nese, ** Groo-

ugh !’ gasped the captzin of the Remove,
Boh Chérry. “ I'll jolly well jape him,”
looked round for the enemy. *'He, he, he !’ came in a well-known cackle.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked up, From a window of the inn the fat face of Blily
Bunter looked down, He had another snowball in his hands, scooped from the

window-sill, (Sez Chapéer 3.) 1

““ Somehody’s playing Japes,’’ said
He picked up & handful of mw and

Tar Micxer Lisrant.—No. 830,
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with cariosity. The fellows who were
passing Christmas at the haunted house
of Lochmuir were objects of interest to
the Muirland folk, none of whomm would
have ventured to pass near the old
mansion after the dusk of night had
fallen.,

“Here we sre again!” s=aid Bob
Cherry cheerfully, o3 they stopped before
the inn. * Hallo, halle, hallo! Whal's
Lhat 7"

“That * was a snowball which caught
Bob Cherry's cap and whirled it from his
head,

“Ow ' ejaculated Boh.

“ Why-=what—who—-""

Wiz !

Ancther snowball flew and landed on
Hurry Wharton's noze. The captain of
fhe Remove gave o gasp oz lhe snow
senashed over hia face.

“Halto, halle, halle! Somebods's
poing in for japes!"” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, “I'll jolly well jape bam ¥

He grabbed up a handfuwl of snow and
Inoked round.for the enemy. But there
was no_one to be seen save the ronddy-
fnced Highland inokeeper standing in
the poreh of the inn, and an encient in-
habitant plodding sedately wlong the

suf:-_v.'x straet,
‘i::"h here ihe lwmp—"" ejacnlated
ob.
Squacsh !
“Oh, my hat! Groooogh!™

“ITe, he, he ! came in a well-known
eackle,

It was the fof cachinnation of William
Georgn Bunler of the Greylriars Remove,

and it came from above. Harry Wharten |

& Co. laoked up.

From o window of the inn the fat fare
of Billy Bunter locked down, clothed in
a fat grin. He had another snowball in
his hand, scooped from the window-sill

“ Bynter !’ ronved Bob Cherry,

“He, he, he!”

“Fhen he's not gone!” exclaimed
MNugent,
“Is Dunter ever gone?” growled

Johuny Bull,

“'The gonefulness of the esteamed and
dizgusting' Bunier is not terrific—
¥arooooh | roared Hurree Jamsetr Ram
Singh, as the fresh snowbell flew and
squashed in hiz dusky face,

“*He, he, ha ¥

Billy DBunier chortled with great
enjoyment. But his fat chortle came
1o & sudden termination. Fob Cherry
kuneaded a snowhall rapidly and hurled
it up with unerring aim,

Squash !

It. landed fmirly in the middle o
Tunter's fat face, which disappeared
from the window with remarkable sud-
denness. A heavy bump was heard from
the windaw, and a loud yell:

“* Yooooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!"" roared Bob Cherry,

“Yow-ow-ow ! Grooogh 1”
~ Harry Wharton & Co. went into the
inn. The sight of Billy Bunfer thera was
& surprise to them, and yet not wheally
2 surprise. DBilly Bunter had shaken the
dust of Lochmuir from hizs podgy feet
and depavted; but that he was really,
wholly, and actually pone seemed, as
Bob Cherry remarked, too good to he
true,

“1 say, you [lellows—uHM

William G'E!'DI'EE Bunfter came down the
narrow, dusky stairs. He grinned fechly
at the Greyfriars party.

“Buzz off, Bonter ™
~ MOh, really, Bull! T say, you fellows,
it"s jolly decent of you to call and ses
e, said Bunter, “I've a jolly good
mind fo punch your head for chucking
that snowball gt me, Boh—--"

*Punch away ! grinned Bob.

THE MagxeT LIiErRary.—No. 330

“Well, T'll let you off, as it"s Christ-
ntaz-time,"” said Bunter. 71 say, how
did you know [ was slaying on here "

“We didn’t know, ass!”

“But you've come to sen me—

“XNot at all. We've come to get some
egrs  and milk from the nn-keepor.
Seeing you i just o stroke of bad
luek,™

“Ha, ha. ha "

“Deast 1M

The juniors proceeded te get the sup-
plies they had come for, Billy Bunter
hovered round them. He had greeted
the party with snowballs from  his
window; but he was evidenlly hent on
heing very cordial now.

“Beller stay here to lanch, you fel
lows,” he said. *“They do you s jolly
decent feed here. 1've had some.™

“We're getting bock to Lochmuir,”
answered Wharton, _

“Rot! I'll stand the lunch,’” said
Bunter. *“The salmon they give you
here iz just ripping ! Come on—it's my
rreat !

" Bow-wow 1"

* Why haven't vou gone?” demanded
Johonny Bull, “You left Lochmuir for
good—or you said =0,

“Well, T was hungry, vou know,” sad
Bunter, "I stopped here for somo grub,
and the chauffeur wouldn't wait: he said
he had to get his car beck. I ordered
him to wait, and he fook noe notice.
Cheeky cad, you know. Said I'd have
to pay for the car if he waited.”

** Awful cheek !"" said Bob sarcastically,

Y“"¥es, wasn't 187 S0 T treated him
with contempt and let him go,"” said
Bunter, *“1've been jolly comfortable
here—the grub’s really good, and there's
plenty of it." .

“And now you're going om?"

Bunter coughed.

“Well, not exactly, you know, You
seo, I've rom out of money, and I
shouldn't be able to pay my fare home
this distance,”

“Then you're staying here F"’ ‘

“Well, 1 don’t know whether the inn-
keeper will lat me stay, if I don’t pay
rmy bills."

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob., I think
probably not. I believe it's not very
easy to diddle a Secotzman.”

“If you fellows can

lend me =

fiver—-""
i l}md-h:{ﬂ. Bunter "
“A couple of pounds——"

“Fare thee well, and if Ij'f_‘l-l.l ever, all
the better, fare thee welll” sang Bob
Cherry; and the juniors walked ouk of

the inn.
Billy Bunter blinked
through his big spectacles, ]
“1 say, vou fellows, I—I was relying
on you, you know!” He toddled after
the Greyfriars juniors. "I say, ¥ shall
be stony when I've settled my bill, and—
and that innkeeper won't let me go with-
out paying. I can see it in his [ace.™
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Well, what am 1 to do!" demanded
Bunler.

“Whom are you te do, you meani”
clhiuckled Bab. “Do the nnkeeper, 1f
he'll let you. You've done us already.™

“"Ha, ha, ha "

- ut I—T say, you fellows—-" -

“Bend & man down to Dingwall to
telepraph 1o some of vour titled rela-
tions,” suggested Nugent., “ Either the
duke or the marquis ought to play up, at
Christmaz-time, "

i Hﬂﬂ.ﬁt !:r

“You can oome hack to Lochmuir, if
vou like,” said Flarry Wharton, laugh-
mg. Y Mick won't mind.”

*Well, as you're so pressing, old chap,
'l come, if you cen get a conveyance,”
{ suid Bunler, “There's no ¢ar to be had

after 1hem

[ —

here; but you might be able to get a
trap ar somelhing, if you pay for it—-"

“Go hon "

“I don't mind what it is, so long as iv's
quite comfortable,” said Buanter. “]
zay, yvou fellows, don't walk awny while
? -:i:ﬂp‘s talking. What about that
rap?®"

“You're not catehing us in any trap [
chuckled Bob. *We're going buck on
Shanks' pony, and su are sou, if Fou
come, "

“Da you thionk I'm going (o walk thres
miles on dashed hills in  the bleszed
snow *" roared Bunter. “I'm jolly well
nol B

“Geod-bye, then!™

[ 11 Il’e-ﬂ.stl .!!J

The chums of the Remove, chuekling,
startedd on their return to Lochimuir,
Billy Bunter did not follow them. 'Tha
long tramp ophiil te Lochmuir did not
appeal to him; and perhaps he =il
nourished & faint hope of " diddling " the
Muairland innkeeper, The last the Grey-
iriars juniors saw of lhim he was stand-
ing in the porch of the inn, glaring after
them through his big spectacles and
shaking o fat fist.

ES -

THE FOURTH CHAFTER,
In Direst Peril !

UBREY ANGEL slowed down, o3
A he glided along the smooth ice
on the loch, antdl stared at =
plaided figure on the bank,
Mick, with a ruddy face, his searf flying
in the wind, shot alongside his brother
“That's ald Bean,” he said.
“(Oh, the piper!” said Aubvey, “T
remmember seeing him when 1 came up
here in the summer with the pater.

believe he's more than half-poity !

“Poor old chap!” said Mick, “]
suppose_he isn't quite right in the upper
story—living all alone in the hills, with
ne company but hiz bagpipes. I believe
he doesn’t like us being here.”

“Why not 1

Mick laughed. )

“He looks on this land as giill belong-
ing to the MacDermid, and he thinks
that the ghest of the laird ought to be

iven & freec run,” he answered. “Hae
elieves in the ghost, of course—all thie
country people in this place do ™

“YWhat utter rot!"’ said Angel. I
I were in father's place I'd have him
+urned off the land. He pays no rent for
his cottage.”

Mick's face clouded & hittle. Every
time he had a ghmpse of Anbrey’s hard,
unfeeling heact it came as & shock to
him. Mis affection for his brother was
so strong that, in spite of his own
reason and commeon-sense, e was deter-
mined to think well of Angel of tho
Fourth,

“You don't mean that, old fellow,”
satdd Mick at last. “It would kill the
old fellow, T think, to be turned off; and
his little cottage can’t be worth much in
the way of rent., Old Bean has always
lived here; his ancestora lived here cen-
turies ago; he was the heraditary piper
to the MacDermid clan.”

“Well, there aren’t any MacDermids
teft,” said Angel carclessly. "“And the
land iz ours. It's about time the old
duffer woke up to the fact that we've in
the twenticth century now, not the
ciphteanth. But what’s he up {o now ™

he two juniora slowed down sl
move, their eyes turncd curiously on the
old piper.

Sandy Bean was standing high on the
rocky bank, looking down at them, with
sunken cves that glowed and burned
under his shagey grey brows,

His right arm was raised, throwing



EYERY
MOMDAY,

PRICGE
TWOPEMEE.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Lack the thick folds of the plaid, and
extended towards the brothers. |

He waz speaking, and his vowo was
eavried to their carvs on the keen wind;
but though they heard the words they
did not understand, for the old rnan was
speaking in the Gaelie tongne.

Of that old musical tongue the Angels,
ndturally, understood nothing. To the
old Highland pipér it was his mother-
tongue; and Inglish came only  with
diffienlty to his lips, -

Toud and clear and ringing, the voiee
of Sandy Dean rang acrosd the frozen
lach, while s ecxtended right arm
seemied to he ihreatening the brothers,
if mot invoking a curse upon the heads
of the intruders on the domain of the

MacDermil. o _
“Let's get ont of this!” growled
Angel. 1 believe the old fool is

cursing wa in that linge”

“Sonmds like it ! ta!;l Mick, with a
shiver, . N

They  wheeled  reund,  turmmg their
Lacks on the piper; aiid skated away
towards the contre of the loch,

Mick glanced over his shoulder as he
wonk. ; "

Sandy Bean's nrm was still raised, as in
denuncigtion, and a strange and terrible
cxpression was on his wrinkled old face.
He wos silent now, but he was watching
the brotliers with a enrious, grim intent-
NEEE. .

There was something in hiz look that
struck a chill to Mick’s heart, T. was
threatening, grim, boding. He slowed
down, with half a mind to turn back and
speak to the old man.

Aunbrey  Angel shot ahead of his
brother,

“ Come on, Mick ! he called out.

Crash |

“0Oh! Help!”

Mick was looking back at the figure
on the shore; but at that cry he spun
ronnd towards his brother. ;

Aubrey Angel was through the ice!

The frozen loch was treacherous. To
the eye the ice seemed thiek and firm,
but where hidden currents lurked and
whirled it was thin, and it was across
one of the danger-spots that Anbrey
.&".nfgni had glided unsuspectingly.

"4 0Oh, heavens!” panted Mick, his face
white,

Then he knew what that look on Sandy
Bean's face had meant. The piper had
known that the brothers were going into
peril—he knew the loch and all its
seerets—and he knew that death awaited
them when they left the zone of safety.
Had not Mick lingered he would have
shot through the broken ice with his
brother,

“ielp:"

ﬁuhrgy Angel was shouting huskily.

For n sceond he had vanished 'in
hlack swolling water; now he was up
agoin, holding on desperately to the
Lroken cdges of the ice.

“I'm eowing I™

Bick kirked off lis skates and ran
towards hiz brother. The poril was
terrible; and he did not hope for help
from the half-mad old piper. He cast
one wild glance round in the faint hope
of aceing something of Harry Wharton
% Co. But the Grevicviars fellows were
far away in Muivlend.

Angel, his facn white and desperate,
clung to the broken dee, with the
freezing water chilling his limbs,  His
oyes were on his hrother, and he reloased
one hand to wave him back.

o back! (o back ™

TI'my coming 1"

"o back!™ shouted Angel. Tt was
gt that moment {hat the cad snd black-
guard of Grﬂ}‘friarn vapished, and all
that was best in Aubirey Angel come to
tha zwrlace., *“Go back! You can't

o~
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Aubrey Apgel had glided, unsuspectingly, over a thin patch of ice. Crack !
““Oh! Help!” Mick spun round as he heard his brother's ery, and was just
in time to see him in the black swelling water. * Help!' * Hold
on ! yelled Miok, flinging off his skates, “‘I'm comingl' (See Chopter 4.)

help me! Mauvice, you fool, keep|the ice gave, and he rolled back, ﬂp'[ash.
back 1™ ing, amd floating fragments. Mick's
Aick didd not leed. strong grasp on him dragged him up

That he could save his brother was
little likely, but he was going to make
the attempt. Tt was better to perish
with him than to desert hnm. |

The ice cracked under his fect. Angel
eave o last shrick of desperate warmng,

“Go back! VYou can't help mo!

again, pantipg, dazed, and despainng,
ik HEIF !” i
Mick shouted frantically.
His voice rang over the frozen .loch
and echoed back from the wild hills.
“Help! Help!™
But only the echoers answered,

Save yourself, Maurice!” “It's all up!” groancd Angel huskily.
Crash ! “Oh, Maurice, old man, if you'd kept
Mick was crawling to the broken | back—-"

“Ile's coming !" panted Mick.

“What—whe 7"

“ Bandy Bean!"

The plaided figure had reappeared,
With whatever intentions the old man
had watched the juniors go into danger,
it was evident that he meant fo help
them now,  Doubtless, to lus crozed
mind, thot peril had seemed a8 judgment
upon the strangers who had taken
posacssion of the lands of the Mace-
Dermid. whose presence ie the House
of Lochmuir disturbed the wanderinga
of the old laird’s wranh., Bt the sight
of the two bovs slruggling in the water
had cleared the mists of brooding supoers
stition from Sandy Dean's brain.  The
evil spell was gone, and the old High-
lander was himself sgain. A long pole
was in hiz hands as Lie ¢cnme out on the
ice, gliting along to the gap with
armacing swiftness.

“He's coming (o help us!” almost
sobbed Mick.

“Ielp!” panted Angel huskily.

No word came from the n'lz{ ipar,

Tue Micyer Liswiry.—No. 850,

edge to reach his hand to his brother
now., Bnt the e eracked and parted
undetr him, and he stroggled 'in welling
water,

“0Oh, Maurice ! panted Anpel,

“Sink or swim topether!™ panted
Mirk, IIe was swimming besido his
brother.

Angel’s wild plance swopt the ico. A
hundred vards separated them from tha
hank where the plaided figure of the ald
ITighlander =stond.  Suaddenly, like a
wraith, the figure of Sandy Bean van-
ished from sight, e was gone.

“Ile has left ws to die!” groancd
Angel, e was curcing us, ths
villnin ' He knew of this danger, and he
wanted us fo drown, the wretched mad.
wan !

Alick =el hi= fecoth,

“Reep up, Aubrey, old man!
got to ged out of this!"

Angel groancd. ¥e knew that there
was no hope. The edges of the ice-gap
cracked and crombled as he clutchod
them. Onee he almost climbed ont, but

We've
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But in o matter of seconds he was with-
in the pole’s length fvem the gap.

The end of the pole was thrust with-
in reach of the struggling juniors.

“You first, Aubrey,” whispered Mick.
Hiz voice came only in a whisper
through his numbed lips, and he hclped
his brother to a hold upon the pole,

Aubrey Angel grasped it, and held on
eonvulsively, He was glmost at the end
of his tether.

With a atrengﬂ'u that was amazing in
one 0 old and wrinkled, Sandy Bean
draiged him from the water.

The ice e¢racked and crumbled under
him for several yards as he was dragged,
but -Angel held on, and at last he was
landed on thick and firm ice,

Thera he sank down, exhausted: and
tha pole was thrust out again to Mick.

‘he gipsy schoolboy grasped it with
numbed hands. The bitter cold numbed
and dazed him, but he held on ten-
rciously.

He was dragged out, and fell beside
hiy brother. Sandy Bean threw down
the pole and stood looking at them. He

ke to them now, but, unconsciously,
the words came in Gaelie, and they did
not comprehend. They guessed that he
was telling them to hurry to the house:
but they were too cxhausted to move,
And they lay, panting fechly, with the
hitter cold closing on them hke the grip
of an enemy,

The piper muttered something under
Iz breath, stooped, and lifted the two
schoolboys, one vnder either arm, and
carried them towards the bank. As if
they had been infants, he bore them up
the bank and then up the path to the
house, 'Fheir weight secmed nothing to
ithe powerful old Highlander,

“I—I can walk now ! panted Mick.

Sandy Bean did not heed.

Without a pause, with the long, tire-
less stride of the mountatncer, he ear-
ried the two juniors onward, and in at
the open door of the house of Loch-
muir.

There, he set them down before the
log fire that still blazed and ceackled 'in
the ancient chirmney of the hall

Aubrey Angel sank down on the rog,
almost fainting. Mick stood wunsteadily,
his eyes on the grim old piper.

" You've saved our lives, Sandy Bean,"
he said: faintly.

The ald Highlander doffed his honnet.

“1 crave the pardon of my laird that

hand has served the stranger 1n this
hall,” he said, in a deep voice. His eyes
weore fixed on the portiait of the Laird
of Lochmur that looked down from the
wall, glowing in the firelight. It was
as if he wery speaking to o living man.

Mick shivered. The light of almost n-
sanity wis in the old man’s eyes again.

For some minutes Sandy Dean stood,
with doffed bonnet, his eyes on the
parfrait, Then, without a word to the
juniors whom he had saved, he turned
and strode away., He vanished, and his
footsteps diad away in fthe snow,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Lalrd!

ABRRY WHARTON & CO.
came tramping cheerily up the
drive two or three hours later.
They found Mick in the hall, his

face a little pale, but otherwize showing
no sign of his late ordeal,

“Hallo, hsllo, hallo!" boomed Bab
Cherry. “Seen any giddy ghosts while
we've heen gone?™

Mick smiled fainily.

“Worse than that,” he answered,

“Why, what's happoned?” asked
Wharton quickly.
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; lr_!::.iﬂli told of what had happened on the
Ll 5

“Aubrey's gone to bed,” he said, “1
made him turn in, He felt it more than
I did. I grew tough among the gipsies,
ou know. Bulb for old S8andy Bezn you
ellows would never have seen either of
us again !’

“Good man ! said Wharton,

“But all's well that ends well!”’ said
Mick cheerily., ¥ Aubrey will come down
for dinner. And 1've been . doing the
cdoking, ['ve got the grub ready for
you fellows.”

Angel came down and joined the
juniors at dinner. Ile was looking pale
and very subdued. The terrible peril he
Eﬂ_’lﬂl been through had left its mark on

i,

Yiut he did not share Mick's {eeling of
ratitude towards the man who had saved

13 life.

“The old madman knew we were goin'
into danger, and let us !¥ he said, *“*He's
oz mad as o halter !™

" Burely not!" said Harry.

“I know it 1" ]

“I think Aubrey's right there,” said
Mick reluctantly. ““The poor old chap
15 half potty, you know, Iﬁothinks we're
strangers and intruders here, and disturb-
ing the jolly old laird. But he played
up hike a lttle man and got us out, so
ihat's all right. ¥e can’t help being. o
little bit uii'gh'us rocker 1"

“The seoncr he's cleared off this place
the hetter I growled Angel.

“Well, you'd have gone into the
danger anyhow, it seems,” said Bob
Cherry, “"and if Bean hadn't been there
vou'd never have come out of it alive.”

Even Aubrey Angel had to admit that.
He grunted and was silent,

_After dinner Aubrey Angel smoked

cl%?ratt&s befora the fire, snd Harry
Wharton & Ce. procceded to carry out
their search of the old house—to unearth,
if possible, & trace of the haunting
wraith, Angel smiled eyoieally as they
started, and did not offer to help.

The juniors had searched the house
before, more than once, but on this ooca-
sion tha search was very thorough.

The deep, dungeon-like cellars were
explored, and every. rambling old passage
and recess, and every room. There were
several pessapes thaet led into the ruined
part of the old rmansion, and they were
elosed by thick oak doors, barred and
bolted. It seemed impossible Lhat any-
one could obtain access from without.
But it was more than probable that the
ancient building contained secret ways of
ingress and egress, dating from the days
when feuds raged in the Highland
ecountry, when any morning might have
seen 8 Ilighland chief's dwelling sur-
rounded by hostile tartans. But if there
was such a secret way the juniors failed
to find -it.

But they made at least one dismm?n
In one of the upper rooms wers o
presses packed with relics of ancient days
—old Highland costumes, kilis and
plaids and sporrans and plumed bonnets,
And one the presses had been dis-
turbed recently and its contents dis-
arranged.

“YWhat does that mean?” said Bob
Cherry. “There's beeg a shake-up here
sinee we looked mto this room last.”

“Soma of the things have gone, 1
faney,” said Nugent.

“Bleszed 1f I ean maka it outl”
confessed Harry Wharton. “I'm sure
there's some trickery at the boltom of
it all, but it beats me! But it looks ms
if some spoofer is at work, end he's bor.
vowed some of this Highland rig for his
stunts ! :

It looks like it [ said Johnny Ball.
“"But whe—"

“That's a giddy mystery !

“Thera can't be anybody hidden in the
house, surely !"' zaid anﬁ Nugent, with
an uneasy glance round.

Wharton nodded thoughtiully,

“It looks to me like it! ‘There may
be a dozen hiding-places in a ramblin
old house like this, ‘They necded suc
Elacl&ﬂ- in the old days—their lives may

ave depended on it sometimes. Tt looks
o me as if somebody is hidden in the
house, trying to frighten people away I'*

“But why?”

“Gooducss knows 1"

“The whylfulness is tervific!™  soid
Hurree Singh, shaking his dusky head,
“But the probability 15 great! That is
how the esteemed servants were scare-
fully frightened ofi! If there is not a
genuine spook, there is some hidden

Jaferl”

t was an uneasy thought to the
juniors that the old roof shelterved some
secret and hidden enemy. They looked
about them with uneasy glances as they
moved plong passoges and rooms with
the lamps. e winter darkness had
closed In now, and the Houze of Loch-
muir was wrapped in ploom.

“Found anythingi” It was Aubrey
Angel's mocking voice. He joined the
search-party, with a glowing cigarctie
belween his hps. " Roused out the jolly
old spook ™

“ Not yet,”

“About time we chucked it!” szaid
Bob, “I'm getting ready for supper!”

“Bame here [V

“I'll eut off and got the ketlle on!™
sard Mugent,

He loft the party and went dewnstnirs.
To reach the Lkitchen he had to cross
the old hall, highted now only by a
glimmer from the red, plowing logs in
the ancient chimney,

From the wall beside the fireplace the
porirait of the old laird, life-size, in the
ﬁ{u’h of a Highland chief, looked down,

8 hand on hiz claymore. The grim
face under the Highland bonnet cavght
the glow of the firelight, and the oyea
gleamed as if with the light of life,

Nugeni's glunce fell upon it carelezgly,
Then he gave a sudden start.

The figure moved.

Nugent stopped stone dead, his heart
throbbing, the blood recing in his veins.
His eves almost started from his head.
~Was it a wild faney in the playing fire-
light? Was it a ?re.uin? Or was he
mad? His staring eyes fixed on the old
laied, And the :%gurc of the Highland
chief moved in the ditn shadows,

A loud shriek broke from Trank
Nugent, ringing through the dusky hall,
He covered %‘liﬂ face with his hands and
stagppered back.

There was a shout from above.
Mugent's wild ery had reached all his
comredos,

In a moment there were thudding fect
on the stairs,

“Frank ! shouted Wharion.

“ Nugent, what——"

The lamps gleamed in the Tlall
VWharton caught Nugent by the arm.

“Frank, what 1s 1t 7"

Nugent was shuddering from head to
foot. Ilis face was like chalk. 1le
gripped Wharton's arm econvulsively.

L t----itIS [lli"l"ﬂ"""""'”

(1] Ey‘hﬁtu:#

“The laird "' said Nugent faint]y.

“Fhe portrait?” exclaimed Ilavry
Wharton.

“ It—it moved—"

“Frank 1"

“It moved, I tell you!™ panicd
MNugent.

Harry Wharton ran towards the por-

trait. e great canvas fixed in the hnge
frame was motionless.  The ald laird
looked down from it, shill a3 ever. In



EVERY
__MONDAY.

s

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

the lamplizht his eves zesmed to catch
the junior's, gleaming back the light.

Wharton ran his hand over the surface
of the painting.
strangely,

“¥rank, old man, =zee for yourself!
It's enly a painling! How “eould it
move?'

1t moved " zald Nugent

“:-Iﬁl."."_”

“It was the light from the fire, old
chap," =aid Bob, *“Firelight plavs all
sorts of 1ricks.”

Nugenl shook his head.

There was a low laugh from Aubrey
Angel.  Nugeot flushed erimson, and
ave Angel of the Fourth a dark look.

hen he weng info the kiichen, witliout

speaking.

By pgad! This is gettin®  thicl
vawned Angel. | " Bpooks of old High-
janders and walkin’ portraits—by pad !}
Yon feliows want o nerve rest™

Nobody answered Angel of the Fourth,
In silence the Greyiriars juniors prepared
theie supper: and it was in & subdued
mood ihut ithey sat down e it.

Iis heart was beating

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Baifling Mystery!

1GIHT," black and impeneirable,
cloaked the old houwse in the
Highlands, Net- a star glim-
mered i the dark heavensz; the
monntain-fops were hidden in the black
void. Round the old house moanesd the
winter wind, bearing HAuitering  snow-
flakes. Bilence lay on the lhouse, silence
and darkness—save in tho old ocak hall,
where a fire still burned, of logs stacked
under the wide old chimney,

But the Greyiriars juniors were nof
sleepine,

They had gone to thelr rooms and
turned in, and lights were all out. Dui
as nidnigght drew nesr Hapry Wharton
and Dol Cheery guietly left ilieir rooms,
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in felt slippers, making no sound. They
met in the old railed gullery that ran
round the hall, on the leyel of the land.
ing at the top of the great staircase.
Only a fwint whisper passed -belween
them as they met,

“You, Hayry ™

‘FETES.'!H‘

That WS all.

Standing by the carved oak rail, ahove
the great space of the hall below, the iwo
Juniors watched and waited,

If the ghost of Lochmuir walked again
that night they were prepared for ii.
Fach of the two juniors carried a golf-
club in his hand. It had been agroed
that ihe rest of the Co. should remain
in Dbed, ready, however, to rush on the
scene 1f an alarm should be given.
Nothing had been said to Anbrey Angel
on the subject. The mocking sneers of
the Fourih-Former did nof encourage
the Co, to take him inlo their confidence.

Below, in ihe - hall, the firclight
flickered and glimmered, casting strango
lights and shadows on the walls, adorned
with trophics of Highland weapons and
of the chase, and fall poriraits of dead-
and-gone - MacrDermids.  But hardly a
glimmer of light reached to the Janding
above, only now and then a ruddy gleam
as the fireliglit Ieaped.

An hour passed.

There were many sounds in the silence
of the night—the creaking of ancient
wood, the scuttling of a rat, the moan of
thre wind in the frozen trees without.

Another sounil camea at last to the ears
of the watchers,

1t sent a strange thrill to their hearts.

Wharion set his lips.

There was (rickery in the hauniad
house; he was assuved of it. But in
the darkness and eerie silence of mid-
night, he was conscious of a superstitious
thrill. He remembered the fouch of un
iey hand on Christmas night, and the
memoty broaght a shudder with it.

Fn the deep gloom there was a faint

a_ Highland

rustfe, as of a heavy plaid thal bruched
by the dark walls and corners,

Wharton heard his companion draw a
deep, guick bieath. He touched Bob's
arm in the darkness encouragingly.

he sound came neaver,

Something was there—something in
the darknest. ' Tt was in the passape
opening off the gallely, in which were
ihe bed-rooms occupied by the juniors.

The fire in the hall below leapt up in
bright blaze, and for a second fhere was
ilummation,

In that second the juniors sightad a
figure-—such a figure as they had scen
befare n the house of Lochmuir—a
Highland hgure, in kilt and plaid, bonnet
and sporran, with a claymiore by its side.

‘The next second it was swallowed in
durkness, ‘ns the blaze died, and was Lons
from thaeir sight.

¥Oh!" breathed Bob Cherry- lalf.
audibly.

Wharton., gripped his polf-clul, FHis
heart was beating aimost 10 suffoeation,
But his purpose ﬁ'rr]d firm,

“Come on!” he breathed,
 The two junmiors, with {humping
hearts, frod into the dark passage where
the fizure had for a moment appeared.

They tred softly, silently,

There was the sound of an opening
door ahead, 1t was the door of Nugent's

roont, opened from without ; for ithe next

moment Nugent's voice was heavd, with
B shake in it;

“Who's that "

A light glimmered. Nugent, with a
quivering hand, had struck a mateh and
lighted a candle by his bedside.

" . The flickering light glimmered on =&

figare in his open doorway—the figure of

warrior, the face almost
hidden in a fold of the plaid,

Nugent sat bolt upright in bed his
eyes almost starting as he stared at it

“Now !" breathed Whartan.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
Behind  the  figare in the deorway.

= '1"
NN _fn,-,r
T per 1

ity ol

grasped it, and held on convulsively.

He was almest at the end of his tether.
old and wrinkled,

* You first, Aubrey,’” whispered Mick through his numbed lips, and he helped his brother to a hold on the pole. Aubrey
With a strength that was amazing In one so
(Sce Chapter B.)

Sandy Bean dragged him from the water,

T MauNeET LiBrary.—No, B30.
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Throwing aside concealment now, they
rushed on.

Evidently their footsteps were heard,
for the “"ghost ™ spun round suddenly
towards them.

“Down with him !" panted Bob.

He struck right. at the phantom figure
with his club.  The Highlander made o
quick leap aside, and the club struck the
wall with & crash. .

That the * ghost ™ was of living flegh
and blood was fairly clear now, Whar-
ton sprang at it as it darled away.

“Stop, you scoundrel!” panted the
captain of the Remove,

The ghmmer of Nugent's candle from
the door did not penetrale far. Tha
“ghost ”* was swallowed up in the dars
nese of the winding pdssage.

A door opencd and shut.

“It's pe into Angel's room!”
shouted Wharton: and his volce rang
and echoed” thvough the old house.
“(Come on!"” Fp—

“Buck. up, Greyfriars!” voared Dob
Cherry.

Z"'Tﬂérmm was out of bed now, and rash-
ing into the. passage with f[rm candle.
Johnny Dull and Hurree Singh stayed
only to light lamps, which were in rendi-
ness, before they emerged, and Mick
was quickly after them with an electrie

reh.
m‘-."ﬁhnrmn grasped the handle of
Angel's door and twrned it,

’J%m door did not open.

“Yi*s locked 17 exclaimed Bob.

It ecan't be locked! The thing went

in here—"

“Dut it is lovked,™ said Bob, I'm:-'lini;
ihe door. His voice was startled
#Wharton, are you sure——"

“1 know it went in here.  The door

ned 1
ﬂpﬁa& hammered on the panels and
shouted :

“ angel! Angel! Wake up, Angeli”
'I"ImrE was the sound of a yawn within,
“ What's the row ?* asked the voice of

Au Angel of the Fourth.
kil “R in !jl‘ 1
“QOh, leave & chap alone! I'm
sleepy 1"
5 'ﬂm ghost——"
(1} R{}t !:!

“1t came into your room!” shouted
Wharton, “It's not a ghost, but some
spoofing trickster ! Let us in!

I-IlIhi. '!H )

“To ?et. us in, Aubrey old man!" sail
Mick, through the keyhale.

'l‘hﬂi*girl was an impatient

the room. T
frﬁn:]h, all right! Wait Lll T get a
e Il inules gel

Aubrey Angel was some minu |-

{ing the light. bercd, as

cxclamatian

Aubrey remem
lie waited, that there was another door to

Angel's room, opening into a disunzed

bed-room. He ran into the further room
and found Angel's door on that side
locked also. rejoined his comrades in
the passage.

i n -Bl!"

" Eﬁlﬁ}:%‘t lf'ainuta,” vawned Angel.
“If you're afraid of ghosts, you'd better
go back 1o bed, and put your silly heads
wnder the blankets.”

The juniors made no reply to that. A

light glimmered at last, and Aubrey
ﬂ%:gﬂf in his pyjamas, opened the door,
yawning and derisive. The juniors
crowded into the room.

They looked round in the ]igl];otl but
certainly there was no sign to. be seen
of the Highland wraith.

Angel of the Fourth watched them,
with' a mocking grin.

“YWhat did you fancy you saw this
bme?” he acked.

“A ﬂﬁhu of 2 Highlander—the same

Tae Maoker LiBrary.—No. 530.
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that we've seen before,” mnswered Bob
Cherry.
“*What a slate of nerves to be inl”
“It vame into this room,’ said Ilarry.
“Through a locked door!™ chuckled

Angel,

"gf thought 1 heard the door open,”
zaid Flarry Wharton doubtfully.

“Ha, ba, hg ™ -

“Look here, Angel H

" Pm-ha‘x; hosts can  open  locked
doors !"” chuckled Angel. * Dut I should
hava thought that a spook could gef
through the kevhole! I say, you fellows
can’t possibly realise what a silly crowd
you logk 1™

The juniors erowded ont of the room,
leaving Angel of the Fourth laughing.
They moved back, lamp and candle in
hand, to the gallery over the old hall,
The firelight below leaped out, and Bob,
glancing over the rail, gave a shout:

“There it 13 1™

“What ¥V

Y Look ! :

Leaning over the oaken rail, the
Jumiors stared down. In the gleam of the
firelight stood the figure of a Highlander
in kilt and plaid and claymore.

“Come on!" shouted Wharlon des-
perately.

He raced down the stairs, his comrades
at his heels. They tore down into the
hall. With Jamp and ecandle they
searchod i, in every shadowy rocess,
But it was vacant, and as they searched
farther they found no sign of whai they
had scen, The specire Highlander had
vanished.,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter I

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had

H thoughtful faces at breakiast

the next morning. They were

utterly puzzled and perplexed.

That the phantom of Lochmuir was a

thing of flesh and blood they could not
doubt now., And yel——

Wharton could have sworn that it had
passed into Angel's room; but Angel's
door had been found locked, and no trace
of it-had been seen in his room. And
immaediniely afterwards it had been seen
in the hall downstairs—and if it had
been near Angel's room it could not have
juniors to descend. If it was of flesh and
i:rlmﬂ, how had it made the transit from
the upper possages Lo the hall below
unseen, unheard? And where had it
vanished to?

It was a strange problem; but, per-
plexed and a little alarmed as the juniors
were, their resolution remained hxed.
Aubrey Angel asked them that morning
if t haﬁ decided to lpave, but a
general shaking of heads was the
Tesponse,

““We'rg pefting to the boltom of this
before we go!” =aid Bob Cherry.

“¥es, rather!I” :

Angel knitted his brows. It was evi-
dent thet he had expected the apparition
to have the effect of scaring the Grey-
friars party away.

“You believe it's a ghost?"” he de-
manded.

“Well, no,"” said Harry.

“You say you saw it down in the hall
after it had vanished throwgh the door
info my room?”

“We all saw it.™

AL SPORTS
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reached the staircase unseen by the|

“Then how did if get ithere if it's flesh

and blood 7"

“1 don’t know,” said Havrey frankly,
“It seems impossible.  Dut it it dida't
go inlo your room, it went past yownr
room, and that's directly away from the
hall. Yet we saw it in the hall scon
after, and it never passed us again,”

Angel shirugged his shoulders,

“H you saw it in the hall, it's &
ghost,” he said,

“Well, we did see jt."

“Blessed if you've not makin® me feel
erecpy I grunted Angel of the Fourth,
“Jt secems to me that the sooner we pet
out of this show the beiter!”

“Not till we've got Lo the boitom of
if," answered Harey.

“Oh, rot!™ snapped Angel,

Wharton smiled faintly. It ccemed
that even the mocking Angel was begin.
ning to feel the eerie influence of the
haunted Howse of Lochmour,

That marning the juniors searched the
house again with great thoreughness, bhut
there was no result, After dinner they
seb out for a ramble on ihe moorland,
and, rather to their surprsze, Angel of
tho Fourth decided (o accompany thewm.
Apparently the Fouwrth-Fornuer no longer
earmdd to be left alone in the old house.

The winter dusk was falling when the
juniors turned back to the House of

ochmuir. Their path led them past the
cottage of Sandy Bean. There was no
light in the cottage; but the old piper
was evidently there, for the strdins of
the bagpipes Aoated out on the wind,
Tho dirge of the MacDermid rang and
echoed weirdly through the mountain
dusk.

The juniors hurried on, with that wild
and melancholy wailing still echoing in
their ears. 1

“ Enough to give a fellow the creeps "
growled Anpgel sulkily. . R

“Eallo, hallo, hallo! The fire’s still
burning ! exclaimed Dob Cherry, a9
they tramped up through the snow on
the drive to the old house. o

A ruddy gleam of firelight from within
played on the frosted panes of the hall

T

windowsa,
The great door had been left on the
latch. arry Wharton pushed it open,

and it swubg back on its ponderous
hinges.

Within was deep gloom, broken only
by the gleam of the lire.

o Harﬁ L brleathed Hﬁll_a Chcrry,d

A strange, ;, rumbling sound catme
to their -uagr{; ﬂ'h%imnm it p%ﬂgcede{l they
could hardly tell, but certainly it was

from somewhere within the old hail,

Angel started violently.

- ﬁllu-nt‘s that 7"

Wi List En !?‘J

The sound ceased for & moment, and
then it was renewed=—low and rumbling
likes the stertorous hreathing of some
huge animal. : :

he juniors stood quite still. Angel's
face-had become pale. There was no
trace of mockery about him now.

“What—what can it be?” muttered
Johnny Bull. _

They looked about them uncasily,
peering into the shadows. Dol Cherry
sot hiz teeth and struck a mateh. Candlea
had been left ready on the table, and Bob
lighted one sfter ancther until a dozen
were burning. . _

The old hall was illununed now, save
for -;li_lshy corners where the shadows
lurked.

And still that strange, rumbling sound
was heard, echoing strangely in the hall.

“It—it"s something in here 1™ multered
Bob,

“Boame animal—"

“Flow could an animal gel in with (he
door shut?” muttered Johnny Ball
“What, in the name of poodness, i3 ¥
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It—it secms to pome from near the fre 1™

"Come on!" said Harry. _

He strode towards the great chimney
and stivred the log fire to'a leaping blaze,
Then he gave a shoutb:

“ Bunter [

“What 1" roered Bob Cherry. '

Harry YWharton pointed to an armchair
that was drawn up before the fire,

In the depths of the han chair re-

sed a fat form—that of William George

unter, the Owl of Greyfriars. .

Bunter was fast asleep, and, to judge
by the traoces on his fat face and hands
and on his well-filled waisteoat, he had
disposed of a hearty meal before [alling
asleap.

He had, in fact, fed not wisely, but too
well. Now he was reposing, with lis ex.
lensive mouth-wide open, and his deep,
resenant snore rumbling forth,

The juniors gazed at gim for & mament
or two in silence. Then there was a roar
of laughter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The cause of the peculiar rambling
sound was clear now.
ing of William George Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Even Auvbrey Angel grinned.

Bunter's round ‘eyes opencd. He
blinked up in surprise, and fhen he
bestowed o fat grin on the Gregfriars
Juniors,

“f say, you [Fellows, you were out
when ‘I got here! T've had a snadl.
Did you follows leave all that stuff in
th‘q__ kitc{!m ready for supper?”

“There was nearly enough for me!™
said Bunter.

“Oh, my hat!

“You fellows going to get a fresh lot
ready 7"

“I suppose so,” sard Wharton, laugh-

ng.

ﬁﬂnﬂd " Bunter curléd up in the
chair again, “Call me wheri it's ready,
I'm getting hungry !™

Anﬁ the Owl of the Remove went
comfortably off to sleep again, and onee
mora the rumbling zound--no longer

mysterious—filled the old hall of Lech-
muy.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not Wanted,

ILLY BUNTER woke up apain

by -the times supper was reuady.

(ine supper, however aniple, made

little difference to the Owl of the

Hemove; he was slways ready for

another. As they found tho fat junior

at Lochmuir, the Greviriars party sup-

posed that he had returned to slay; and

though his company. was nobt yearned

for he was made welcame, Butb it scon

transpired that that was not Bunter’s
mtention,

“T say, vou fellows, ihis ham 15 good,”

he said. “I'll have some move! Shove
it this way, Johnny, old 1‘_‘]1&?[ I coukl
da with a few

more eggs:  Dut we
mustn't lose time !

“What's the horry ¥ asked Bob.

“Well, you lellows don't want 1o be
too late getting back.™

*{letting back ! vepeated Bob, * We
have got Lack, haven’s we¥”

“7 mean., getting back to Muirland.”

“We're not going to Muivland this
evening, [athead ™ sand Jobuny Buall
t_ﬂnntm‘ blinked across tlic table af
1.
"I suppese yon fellows sre walking
down with me?” he said. T eouldn't
possibly walk 1t alone at night ™

Al hiabt ! ejaculated Nugont.

Tt was clear now that the Dwl of the
Remove had not veturned to sfoy, Ile
was  planning  fo pgel back o the

Tt was the snor- |

i

g

ks

dll
|
l':lI]E::i.:h- A :.

’

iy

H.' J

“Pown with him !*
siruck the wall with a crash.

opened and shut. *“*Quick!™

room 1%

panted Boh Cherry
figure with his club, The Highlander mads a quick leap asid

and the clob
*¢ Stop, you scoundrel !** yelled mﬂﬁ dﬂ;
PassSAge, .

the ** ghost ** was swallowed up in the darkness of the winding
panted Wharton.
(See Chapter 6.)

. He struck right at the phantem

““Its gone into Angel's

hospitable inn at the village that evening.
The chums of Greviviars chuckled. They
werg not likely to tramp three miles
down the hill to see an uninvited guest
home, and three miles back wp-hill in
the darkness of a winter night, when
the zaid puest could walk home perfectly
weil by lnmsell if he chose.

“YF vou're going back to Muirland
you'll go by your jolly old self, Bunter,”
grinned Dob Cherry.
ten or twelve miles on the hills io-day,
aned 'm done walking I

“Oh, really, Uherry—"

“Why ean’t vou walk back alone?™
demanded Nugent.

“Well. it’s a lonely path, and jolly
davk " said Dunier.
potty old piper wandering about, look-
g like 8 madman! T passed him com-
ing up, and he plared at me! Besides,
there's something  else.  ¥You =co, I
parted on rather bad terms from the
imnkeeper at Loclanoie 17

“ Diddled him?" chuckled Bob.

“1 dizdnin  ta ansyer that question,
Dol Cherry !™ said Bunter, with dignity.
“1 trust that I am incapable of acting
dizhonourably towards a soctal inferiov!
There was o misnnderstanding.”

“There often iz whera you antd money
are concerned ! said  Johnny Bull
raustically. “Did xon make a mistake
abaut the bill—forget that it had to be
paid. or something of ithat sort?”

“1The man’s a st 1" said DBunter.
A litle more of that ham, pleasc!
And a couple more cpgs.  And some
eoffee.  Thanks!  You sce, it’s wp to
vou fellows, Yon fairly dragged me wp
o (hi= place for Christmas! 1 zave up

“T've done about |

“ And there's that:

my old pal, D'Arvey, of 5t. Jim's. o
come with vou. And Lord Mauleverer,
and Jimmy Silver, of Rookwood, too!
I met him early in the vac, and he
begpged me, almost with tears in his
ayes, to come home with him for the
holidays. ‘I put all these infimate
frionds aside to come up here with vou
fallows ™

And Bunler shook Itis head reproach-
fully at the Greyfriars party. They
chuckled.

“Then there was that ghost businesa,
and so on, and I cleared.” said Dunter,
“I got lnnded et thet inn. And I muss
spy I had & fairly good time there!
The grulh was good, and there was
plenty of ! There was some fun, too!
L kissed lots of girls under the mistle-
foe I

“ Any casualtioz?™

“Henst! Buoet T ran oubk of monev.”
sai¢l Bunter sorrowfnlly, ““You see, the
postal-order T was expectmg hasn't come
on here. For somo reason-—"

“ I wonder what the reazon conld have
Beon ™ said Dob Cherry gravely,

“HHa, ha, hat”

“ DBlesacd if I 2ea anything to encklo
at! The monev's run out!™ sand
Bunter crossly.  “ I've had just enough
to souare my Dbill te this morning !
Fyren then T had to take off ten shill-
inge. 'The innkeeper grumbled.  Ina-
keepers do keep on greinbling: K've
notreed that,  He zaid he wonld keep
my waleh f I dudn't pay in full, I
mentiened that my plendud gold watch
was o present {romy General Bonter, of
the Fafe Gitarda! Dut, after looking at

Tz Macser Linrarr.—No. 830,
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it, he said I could keep it. It was clear
that he didn't know its value I

“1Ia, ha, ha[” yelled the juniors.

“{h, leave off cackling! The man
makes out that I owe him teu shillings,"
said Bunter. “Of course, I don't!
But I can’t haggle over maney matleis
with a lew person. I shall pay him ™

"Good Y

“One of you fellows will Jend me the
money |

i

“That will be all right. But, you sce,
it’s quite probable that he won't let me
stay on at the inn unless 1 pay my
hills, and he knows I've no money left,
%o wou fellows can come with me, and
see me through! IIe will feust you I

“Gireat pip ! : .

“I'm prepared to remain ab the inn
az long asz von fellows remain here,”
vaid Bunter. “Then I can travel south
with vou when vou go home. Yoo see,
I shall want you to pay my fare. And
thers's grulb on the jowrney to be
thought of, too!”

“Tha thoughtlulness is
cliuekled Hurree Singh

“I'll have a little move ham.  And
vou can ent that cake ready for we, if
vou like, Wharton, It was pretty rolien
for me,” continued ‘Dunter. ™ Alter
my argument with that  mnkeepor 1
couldn't lire a wvelicle to bring me up
heve, and I had to walk.”

“ Awiull”

“ Frightful I said DBunter. “LD'm ae-
customed to  fravelling in comfort!
What's the good of being wealthy if yon
Jon’t have some little comforls?  All
very woll for you fellows with stratened
means ! Shove that cake thiz way! 1
say, you fellows, this i3 rather good
cake! Now, when will you be ready to
walk down to Muirland with me?"

“This year, noxt year, =zomc time,
never I said Bob.

“T shall be ready when I've finished
this cake! Of course, any cash thal you
expend for me will be setiled later, when
—when I reccive my poslal-ovder!”

Billy Bunter rose, and brushed #he
crimnbe from his fat waisteoat. ke was
the last to finish supper, but he had
finished at last. ]

“T may give vou a look in another
day,” he said, “But I shall expect
somebody to be at home., You were all
out when I got in this lime, Luckily,
vou had left supper ready in the kitchemn.
You fellows ready to stare? )

“Ha, ha! No! We're not going out
again to-night !

“How am I fo get back, then?” de-
manded Bunier,

“ Just lie down in the snow, and roll
dewn the hill like a barvel ™ suggestod
Bob Charry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Beast! I'm not poing alone! He-
sides, as I've said, I want you fellows
io speak te the innkecper, and explain
that you'll he responsible for the bili
run up——->">" )

“1 can see us domg it—1 don’t think I
chuckled Bob., *“You can roll off on
your own, or you ean stay heve, which
you like, Buntey!”

Billy Bunter looked alarmed.

“1 say, you fellows, I can t stay here,
you know, I'm not going to be woke
up by those thumping spools ™

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.
William George Dunter had evidently
taken a greab deal too much for granted
in paying his visit that day to the House
of I})_:.leja;:hmui:'. It did not seem 1o have
ocearred to his fat mind thal the chams
of tha Remove would not regard him
andd his affairs as the most imporiant and

tovyrifie 1

pressing business in the wide wmverse.
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“1 zay, you [ellows, are you coming
or not?” hooted DBunler.

Li Hﬂ |.:|l

" The netfulness is terrific.”

“1ecan't stay heve!”" howled Dunter.

“Roll away, then.”

Y MThe il]ili{'ﬂpm‘ won't take me in
ﬂgﬂnﬁs you [ellows come along to fool the

I e o com—

“¥la, ha, hat”

“lwook here, lend me a tenner,
then—-—-"

“1 don't think!"?

“Make il & Bver!" howled Bontler. 1
can do for a couple of days on a fiver.,™

“ Anybody want to spend fivers in help-
ing Dunter (o burst his waisteoal " asked
Bob Uherrey,

“Ha, ha, hal"

*Peasts "

Williaimn George Bunter realised that
there was no escort for him that night,
no tenners and no fivers to be borrowed,
It was borne in upon his fat brain that he
was landed in the haunted house for the
night. It was exasperating to William
George.  TFor tem minutes he stood
brfore the fire and told the juniors what
hea thought of themr—what {ime the Grey-
friars party chockled.

“AWell, 'm nol going o slepp alone !
he growled al lasi. “TN share your
raom, ¥y harton,™

“MNot unless you leave vour snore
downslairs.™
“Beast! I'll bunk in with you,

Johnny.” ) .

“You'll bunk out again fast cnongh, if
vou try it on,"” satd Johuny Huli

“LRotter] Angel, old chap, I'll come 1o
your room——-=~-n

“Come hefore T take my boots off,
then,” said Angel of the Fourih,

“N¥ah! T say, Mick, ald [ellow "

“Bow-waow |V satd Mick.

“Is that how Fou treal a2 pguest?”
roared Bumler. "This isn't the kind of
hospitality I accustomed to at Christ-
mas, I ean tell vou.™

Bob Cherry yawned.

“* Bed-time; you fellows.”

Tha Greyfriars parly went off lo hed.
Bunter, grumbling lowd and deep, fol-
lowed their example.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Firht with a Phantom |

“ ‘ H T HAT—what’s that?™ )
Harvy Wharton sat wp 1n
bed. Each of the juniors had
Iocked his daor belove turning
in, and Wharton was awakencd by the
sound of a hand fombling at his dooy.

Ho leaped ol of bed, and hurriedly
threw on his eclothes. Ie lighled a
candio, and as the light glimmered under
the door & voice came from without:

“T say, Wharton—-"

“You ailly ass!™ pasperd the captain of
the Remove. It was the voice of William
Georpe DRunter.

“I—I zay, old chap. lemme in!  I've
heard something—-"

“Yaurself snoring, most likely!”
rrowled Harry; but he unlocked the
door. .

Dilly Buater rolled inle the roem and
biinked at Wharton in  the candle-
Light.

Wharton frowned al him.

“I--I say, Harry, don't be a beast—""

“Bother you!” snapped Wharton.
“¥ou can bunk in here if you like, you
funky barrel!™

*Ti—it izn't that.”

“What is it, then, fathead?"”

“I'm hungry.”

*Wha-n-a-t t"

“I don't wank {o go down alone,”
mamibled Bunter, "1 want you {o coie

down with me, to get some grub, rou
know, "

Harry Wharton fairly glared at the
Owl of the Remove, t was for (his
important }mrpn:-se- that iy Dusnter had

|

awakened him al midnight,
“"You—you fat  idict " pasped
Haryy.

*0h, really YWharton—"
“I've a jolly gond mind
Harry Wharton broke off suddenly.

His eyes fell upan a figore that paszed
ithe open doorway—a gliding ficure, in
Highland costome, clavinore bhelivd on
over kilt, Ooly lor a moment was the
hipure visible, passing the Joorway ; then
1l vamished.

Wharton canght has breaih,

There was a howl of Lerror [rom Bille

Buamer,
Ow ! Wowl

0w
Help 1

The Owl of the Temove plunged
frantically into Wharton's bed, and
buried his head under the blaukets.

Wharton sprang lo the door,

The end of the passape gave on lo ths
ciewlar gallery round the old hall, and
there was a plinomer of light, Defove
reliring the juniors had banked np the
five in the hall with Bops, and b was
banrningg brightly, I the glimmer
['."flmeru suw the glidine fgure ahead of
11,

*Wake up, you chaps! 7

Wharlon's  velee  rang
BIASEE O,

* Hallo, hallo, halle!™

Bob Cherry was the frsd our of hia
reoen. But the oiber fellows followed
fast. Angel of the Fourlh dJdud net
appear; but Mick and the Famous Five
were quickly gathered.

“I've scen 14! panted Wharlon.

“ Where—"

“It's gone towards the ={air=."

“Come on ! breathed Bob Cherry.

The juniors ran quickly down the pass
sage and reached the olid eak pallery.
Below, in the hall, ithe log fire blazed
and crackled, shedding a ruddy light as
far as the gallery from which they looled
dow,

The Highland figure had descended tha
stairs.  As the juniors reached the oaken
razil and stared down a sudden and start-
ling sound caine to their cars.

(Nash, clash, clash!

It was the clash of nnging stecl.

“What——"" panted Nnoent.

“ Lool ' yelled Bob Cherry, in amazes
ment.,

There were two fipnres Lelow i the
hall, ¢lear in the ruddy habl of (he fire.
Lioth of them were in Highland cosiume,
one of them towering hizh sver the
olher.

Clash, clash!

Each had his <laymiore in hand, and
they were fighting.

The juniors gazed on the wild scone,
spell-honned,

{lash, clash!

Sleel rang on sleel, echoing through
the ancient house, Wild and erolesque
the figurea locked 1n the dancing bLight
of tho fire.

Clash !

qE 'IFTF !11

It vas o wild vell from one of the highi-
mg figures. The juniors, as ilwy heard
it, wondered whelher ihey were drean-
ing,. For the voice was the voive of
Aubrey Angel,

“ Angel " breathed Wharton duzedly.

“ Avhrey ! panted Ak,

{lash, «lash!

The sharler ¢f {he {wo fHpores was
backing away'towards the stmes, defened-
ing lamsel! desperalely,  Sweel reng oon
spoel with echintug olash,

“(lomeo on!” shoeted Wharlon,

(Continued on puge 18.)

n

The g-p-ghost!

aleng  Lhe
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BILLY DUNTER:

I've made a New Year resolution, and
I mean to keep it—as the psuper said
when ho picked up a purse! In future.
I shail only have six meals o day instead
of eight. T've been in the hahit of
having two brekkers, two dinners, two
teas, and two suppers, and 1 foolly agree
that it was a greedy, glutternus habit.
I have therefore desided to knock off one
brekker and one supper. By reducing
my meals to six o daxy I shall just be
able to keep the spark of life flickering
in iy plutnp body. T'm goeing all out
to keep this resolution!

(An excellent resolve, Billv; but T bet
Fou'll break it by Janvary 2nd —Ed.)

HAROLD SKINNER:

My New Year rezolution is not to
make any at all, and then there will
be no chance of my breaking 'em !

BOLSOVER MAJOR:

I'm going 0 turn over a new leal in
1924, I mmean to be meck and gentle,
angd a: harmless and doecile az Alenzo
Todd! If I should be smitten on. the
cheek, I shall say to the smiter: “Now
have o po at the other!” If I am
insulted I shall simply smile my sweetes:
smile at the fellow who insults me. I
sholl become known as “Patient Percy
—the boy who iz =low to anger and who
always turns the other chesk., Never
&gain shall I indulge in & brodal bout
of fisticuffs!

(& worthy resalve, old man: bui I'M
Wwafer you have s dozen fights ou your
hands by the end of this week I--1I5d.)

FISHER T. FIBII:

Guess U'm going o give up swindling
my schoolfcllows, I'm not going to
form any more schemes or wheezes,
cxcept with the ebject of putling moncy
into other people’s pockets. In fact, I
sovter caleubato that I shall become a
iarge-heartod philanthropist !

(Can the Lihopian chanpe his skin,
or the money-grabber his profiteering
Liabwts 7 —Hl. )

LORD MAULEVERER:

Like Dol-over major, I"m goin’ to turn
over & wew leaf,  Matter of fact. Pve
just come to the end of the page of ihe
book [ lappen to be readin’ !

Supgdemient 1]
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DICEK PEXFOLD
I'ye formed a New Year resolubion to

hold a public excoution! For Billy
Bunter's bagged my cake—s shocking
crime, and no mistake! Bring forth the
block, and then the axe! I'll give ol
Bunter heavt attacks! T'Il strike one
blow with might and main, snd he wiil
never steal again!

HARRY WHARTON

My New Year tesolution is fo make
the good old “Greyiriurs Herald ” betrer
and brighter than ever, by giving all
the Greyiviars fellows & chance to write
for it, and by introducing many novel
features. Thanks to the loyal support
of all my reader-chums, I shall have no
diffieulty in keeping tlus resolution |
HORACE COKER.:

I have made a regzeriution never to
travel on wy motor-bike at a speed
cxeeeding two miles an hour!

POTTER AND GRELNID:
Our New Vear resolution is never to
travel in Uol:er's side-car!

(-

“BEAUTY” ADS!

GUTEES YOI ALL WANT TO BE HAXD-
EOMT LIKE ME? Guess you'd rather ook
like o AMatinee Idel than a prizefighter?
Very well, then. Try my wonderful Vamishe-
g Créam, Peerless for the complexion.
lemoves a2l Face pBlemishes like magie. Rab
a little on your chivvy each snight before
turning iy, It worka wonders! Oaly a hob
i bndtle.  Husfle around to Study Noo B,
and buy one before 1 sell ont.--FISITENR
T. FIS, THE GREYFRIARS BEAUTY
FRECIALLIST.

YOUER beauty will mever ™ fade away & &0
lnng @2 yYou "dye.” We have sofe won.
deriol dyes in stock, I vou sre aftlieted with
ginger bair, et pz dyve it black for yom, and
you will eegse to be called " Carrot=)” or
“Giager!" by your schoolfellows,  Cull at
nire, amd lel wy dye wyour Loeks afb oa
madernte fee—Jf. DYER & J5ON, High
Htreet, Conrtfield.

A HIDEOTURLY TGLY FIFTH-FORMER
wizhes fo Koow how Lie can gain manly
beauty aud an atiraetive appearauce. Al
presept Le s shunned by all his schbool
Tellows o wecount of hia wpliness.  Noboly
livwps Db sobody will bave suytlung to do
withh him. Ho wili cheerfully pay o fat fec
to any Beauly Specialist who will fransiorm

hine inte o haudsome  Adonic—Wrile to
IORACE (OKER, Tilth Fyrm, Greylrisrs
Bebowl,

EDITORIAL!

By
HARRY

WHARTON.

XIT 1825| ILinfer 1924, with a fit-
ting Aourish of trumpets!
The Old Year, with all s joys
and sorrows, its trivmphs and
disasters, tta pains end pleasures, has

one for ever. And we now stand o
the threshold of 8 Now Year, bright with
nozsibilities,

Father Time is said to be an old man,
with a flowing beard : bul, by Jove, how
he gallops along! He makes a year go
flashing by before you can realizo if.

I'm not Eﬁing to say anything abouf
the year which has just fled. I beliove
i lonking forword, not backward over
my shoulder. 1t is up to overvbody io
look ahead inztead of looking back, The
latter iz a sheer waste of time,

I foel confident that 1984 will be a
prosperous year for onr little paper. 1
feel cqually conlident that it will prove
a prosperous year for Groyleiacss so far
as sporting achievemeonts aro concerned,
Of course, there will be a fow sethocks
and disappointments; but if hife always
ran smeollly and without a hiteh of any
sort, what a tamo alfgir it would be !

The old, old guestion of New Yoear
resolutions Las to boe diseussed ot this
pertad,  Some fellows say there's no zonsn
in Now Year resohuiions—becausa, like
promises and pie-crusts, they are made
ta bo brokern. True, only & very fow
over succeed i keeping thaie MNew Vear
resolutions.  Many of us fail by abu
January 3rd, Dut, slightly to mizgquoic
Tennyson,

“'"Tis better fo have (ricd and failnd
Than never to have gried at al]”

From which you will gather thal T am
all in favour of New Year rosolutions.
I think most of us make the mistake of
aiming too high, and =etting onrselvos
foo hig & task, Detter to make a fow
resolves and keep them than to make a
whole heap of resolntions which we know
il will be impossible to carry out,

One litile resolution I would like cach
af wy loyal chums to make 15 to enlist a
e veader omder the glorions banner of
the eld Maawgpr—the boys' paper which
has stood the test of time and iz sl
going strong.

Here endeth my likkle “sermon.”  And
now I must wish prospority and joy and
racliant Tealthh 1o all vy reader-chums in
the New Year!

HATRRY WHARTOXN.

Toyr AMacver Lisginy,—No, BEO,



VERYBODY makes New Year
resolutions.  It's quite o craze at

thia period. Even my stady

chimney made a resolution—to
SEOD ﬁmc:!-u'ngf And my kettle decided
to stop sinping, becaunse its volce had
hroken.

I, therefare, made 11? my nind o be
in the fashion, and to form 2 WNow Year
rezolution.  Meoreover, T meant to keop
i, il lumanly possible.  It's no use
m&l-:ing" resolutiong on Decowber  31st
if they're going to be scattered to the
windz on January Ist.

What form should my
take! Should I resolve to :i;;-e up cat-
mg? No; that wouldn't poszible,
Should 1 resolve to give up strong
drink ? That, again, wouldn't be pos-
sible, for they always szerve o cup of
very strong tea in the dining-hall at
breakfast-time,

Should I give up my pipe? No; thas
wonld be setting myself too big a sacri-
fire,  For P'm very fond of playing
tunes on my pipe—especially " lip-
perary ** afd “When Irish Eyes Are
Smiling. ™

At last & flash of inspiration came to
me, I would follow in the footsteps of
George  Washington, of  hallowed
memory, and never tell a hel

“That ought to hbe fairly easy,” I
told myself. I wan't tell any more
whoppera. I'll always spesl the plarr,
unvarnshed truth ™

I entered this resolution in my diary.
Mo soonér had I done so than DBolsover
major locked in.

“Halle, Desmond 1" he voared, in his
hoisterous way. “I've been hunting for
you everywhere !"

“What's wanted®™ 1 ashed.

Bolsover advanced into the study, and
roduced a roll of manuscript from his
reast-pochet.

“I've just written a boxing-varn,”” he
said, in tones of pride, “1 intended,
first of all, ta give it to Wharton, for
publication in the '{Greyfriars. Herald.’
() zecond thoughts, though, I consider
it's much too good for the * Herald.
It's the greatest yarn of its kind since
! Rodney Stone,’ I think 'l send it
io one of the hi%' weekly papers. Lefore

rosolution

I send it off I'd like wyou to read ik,
Micky, and give me your candid
opinion.”

Bolsover tossed the manuseript on o
the table. I picked it up, and settled
myself in the annchair, in order to read
the thmlling narrative.

Thrilling it certainly was; but when
:I.'fl-}l had said that, you had zaid every-
thing.

There was precions little plab in the
story ; the incidents were wildly impos-
sible; the dialogue was heavy and
crude; and no  self-respecting  editor
would have dreamed of accepting such
o story.

Bolsover major paced to and fro in
the stud¥®, with hiz hands in his pockets,

Toe Macxer Liprart.—DNo. 830.

awaiting my verdict He had great
faith in foy ability as a literary. critic.
Perhaps this was due to the fact that L
had alwayvs told him his stuff was frst-
rate amd top-hole! Had I told him
otherwize, 1 should have been asking
for irouble: for Tolsover haz a pain-
ful halnt of punching people’s noses
when they say anything (o annoy him,

(m this oreasion, however, I should
simply have to tell the truth, or break
my WNew Year resolution.

It waz a terrible ordeal, having to
read Bol:over's balderdash. Buat 1
endured it o the bitter end. Then 1
handed him the manvscvipt,

M Well,” he said, “what's the
dict ¥V

" Ahem [

“Great varn, isn't it1"

iE E‘}!TJ

True to my resolve, I had iold tue
truth. Bolsever glanari at me 1n amaze-

ment and anger,
“Ido you dare

ver-

“What!" he roarved.
to tell me that my story's a dud "

I rose to my feet, backing nervously
avway from the furnipus Bolsover., But
my resolution did not fail.

JUST MY LUCK!!
By Dick Penfold.

My neme went down upon the lisk
Fa Pla:.r for the Bemove Eleven:
Oled W

For I was in the seventh heoven !
And then my stopid Uncle Sam
Called me away by telegram!

Imvited to a study feed,
1 fairly danced with jubilation;
I'm not a glutton, full of greed,
And yet I love a celebration !
Just as J started on the bam
I got an urgent lelegram !

One day I reached the final stage
Of the Remove's big bhoxing tourna-
rent ;
I flew into a royal rago
And smashed up every study orna-
ment.
ITow conld T feel just like a lamb
When called away by telegramn 7

We rave a concert in the spring,

I'd planned to render * Annie Laurie™ ;
But when my turn arrived to sing,

I had to rise and say, " I'm sorry !
My aunt’s run over by a2 tram:
She's summeoncd me by telegram ™

But when I'm brought before the Head
For =zome gay schoolboy  misde.
IHICANQUT,
Anticipating, with grim dread,
A stinging “sixer,” or a “ienner V'—
At such a time T never am
Summoned awey by telogram!

“The Sfory of a New

Year Resolulion
By Micky Desmond

harton T'd have hugged and kissed |

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Do you ecall that a story?™ T =zaid.
“Why, it's the most trashy pifle I've
ever sek eves on! It's pot no plef,
point, ar puerpose. In & word, it's a
wash-out 17

It needed some courage io say Lhat
to Bolsover., He's nearly a head taller
than me, and his fisls were clenched
veady for action.

There was a sort of muffled rumble
from Bolsover, as if on earthguake was
going on inside him.

¥ You—you——" he spluttered. “T'Il
tcarh vou to cheek your superiors, vou
Trish whelp I

Lhifk !

Straight from iLhe shoulder DBolsover's
Lefty fist shot out. I tried to jump
clear, but I was too late. Tho knuckles
of the Remove bully orashed upon my
nose, reducing it—so it seemed—to a
pulp.

I hit the floor with & sickening
thud, sud lay blinking uwp at 3 meze of
efars.

“Ow-ow-ow!” T moaned feehly, And
then, as in a dream, I hesrd Dolsover
major stamp out of the study, and slam
the door furiously behind him.

The only crumb of consolation T had
in that moment of anguish was that
nacdl kept my New Year resolution,
Arnd I continued to keep it—with dis-
astrons results !

It's funny how people never like to
b told the painful truth,

Johnny Bull asked me if 1 thought ha
was good-looking. In the ordinary
way I should have Battered him, and
called him an Adonis; but rvemember-
ing my New Year resolve, I frankly
told him that he'd never have a hope
in a male beauty contest. ' Your
features,” T said, “arc ugly in the
extreme. Repulsive, in fact.”

Then the Bull began to bellow, and
gnea again I measured my length on
the Aoor. My left eye was closed, and
I had ne doubt that it would be beau-
tifully black by bedtime.

Doggedly I stuck to my New Year
resolution; bnt the elimax eoon came,

Next morning, in class, T happened
to  murmur some  upcomplimentary
remarks about My, Quelch, to the fellow
sttiing next to me.

Instantly Quelchy’s eagle eye
Hpon me.

“Deesmond,” he roared, ‘what were
you saying to Huszell "

“Ahem! 1 told him, sir, that you
were the biggest tyrant and tartar since
Nero 1™

That fairly did i, of course! T was
called out before the class, and given
such o terrible lamming with Queﬁrh:,r"s
cane that my New Year resolution
melled away,

“Nothing but the truth ™ is an exeel-
lent mazim; but 1t would take a braver
fellow than me to live up to #, be
jabers !

waa

[Supplement ok
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JANUTARY.

It will ramm some time during the
month., T'he 13th will be a very unlucky
day, and schoolboys are warned not to
go skating on thin ice, or sliding down
banisters, or playing pranks on a guaster,
The 1Tth will Le a bitter]ly cold day-—
unless it bappens to be warm—and the
weak-chested should take precautions.
Somewhere in the world there will be
o big fire on the 25th. There will also
be a street accident in London en the
20th. Greyfriars will do well at footer
during the month—provided Tom Brown
retaing his place in the Eemove eleven.

FEBRUARY.

I predict that there will be twenty-nine
davs in this month instead of the usual
twonty-eight. By a very mysterious
process I have discovered that this is a
Leap Year. Consequently, Hop Hi of
Grevimars wiill win the high jump!
There are indications of strife and unrest
at Greviriars. Studies will be wrecked
and raided, eyes will be blackened, and
}'nurm]ms on the thu-sms will be
requent.  Those with sensitive nasal
organs are cautioned to beware. There
will also be an epidemic of bad colds at
fireyfriars, and somebody somewhera in
England will get influenza,

MARCH,

There will be & big storm during the
month. Thofe born on the 32nd should
not travel by lend or air or water, for
grave danger will aftend thom,
about the 25th there will be an epoch-
meking event at Greyfriars, Billy
Bunter's postal-order will arrive! Every
day during this month the sun will riso
in the morning end set in the evening.
A feeen cast wind will blew on the 13th,
and those subject to toothache are
advised wo wrap their faces in flannel.

APRIL.

Unless anything unforeseen hap
Easter will come dufing this.month,
slso. predict that there will be a Bank
Holiday, and that a hillion hof-cross
buns will be consumed on the 18th.
Billy Bunter will bo in danger of a
bilious attack. Those who dislike having
their legs pulled shpuld ba careful not
to venture out on the lst. The weather
during April will be fair, cloudy, wet,
fine, warm, and dull. There will be an
epidemie of practical joking ot Greyfriars
early in the monih,

MAY.

A tiny shaft of sunshine may be ex-
pected some time between the lst and
the 31st. Bathing 1.-..'_E|| commenea at
Groyfriars, and everything will go swim-
mingly. People born an the 13th should
beware of injury by firearms, and
should keep at a respectable distance
from Mr. Prout! Cricket will start, and
ducks' eggs should be exeluded from
the daily diet. By carefully studying the

Sugplement #ii.]

a
ne,

lekings.

On or-

horoscope I have discovered that the
month will end on the 3ist. ‘T'his in-
formation is impécted free of charge to
atl my readers.

JUXE.

The English summer having sterted,
thore will be heavy snowstorms 1n various
paris of the country, Cricket matches
will be postponed st Greviriars, and
snowfights will take place instead. All
the brainy bovs will have a holiday on
the Bth, for @ happens to be “Wit "
Monday., The 20h will be the longast
dagy. asling, the porter, will ring the
rising-hell at 3 a.m., and we won't go
to bed till midnight!

JULY.

Thiz 13 a lucky month. Those born
between the 1st and the 12th will make
centuries at cricket, break bounds with-
out being spotted, win all their fights
and have a happy escape from lines and
] Those born on the 13th will
receive  fat remittances from home,
{Billy Bunter had better begin borrow-
ing now, on the strength of his ex-
pectations!)  Those born from the 1dth
onwards will be very successful in all
their: undertakings. The Greyiriars
Remove will win every single ericket
match—so long as Tom Brown 15 in the

feam.

ODE BY BILLY BUNTER.

To the Girl of his Choice.

Your face 15 hke an apple-pie,

"Tis go divinely sweet, that's why.
Your rosy checks are sweeter far
Than Mrs. Mimble's doe-nutts are!

Your cyes are bullzeves, I declare,

For black and white both mingle there.
Your lips possess the ruddy hue

Of strorberry icez, fair to view.

Your auburn hare resembles earvofs,
Your mellow volce iz like a parrot's.
The dimples in your dubble chin

A fellow fairly vevels in!

Your mouth iz like o chocolate-mould,
Your teoth ave lovely to hehaold,

Your fhgger's dainty, shm, and =lender,
Your asmile 12 abways sweot and fender,

I like you very muel indecd—
Yes, even hetier than a feed!
And I could pever give yon, miss,
A greater kompliment than this!

I hope yow'll like the rianes I've written,
For I am very badly smuften,
And all the charming things I wish you
Would very nearvly fill this ssscw !

When next in Mre, Munble's shop,
I'll drink vour health in ni injer-pop.
Don't think me stupid, soft, or silly:
I am, your own devoted BILLY.

Compiled b, ‘fom Broum

%
ack

For 1024,

AUGUST.

Looking into the horoscope, I see dis-
tinct indications of & Bank Holiday ow
the 4th, 'There will be a hoating
calamity on the River Sark, and Coker
of the Yifth will be involved. His life
will be gallantly saved by a couple of
Removites, Harry Wharton will he one
of- the rescuers; modesty forbids my
mentioning the name of the other! The
weather this month will be extremely

feold, and no deaths [rom sunstroke will
f he recorded, for there will be no gun-

shina,

SEPTEMEER.

This iz an unlucky month, especislly
for people with ginger hair or warts on
their noses, (reat precautions should be
token by everybody., Do not walk wnder
ladders, or smash mirrors, or spill the
salt, or conceal hedgehogs 1n your Form
master's desk. Do not set snares for your
cnemy in the form of booby-traps, ele,,
or they will recoil on your own napper.
You must walk very warily during this
month if you want to be still alive and
kicking at ithe end of it.

OCTOBER.

There will bo severa! big fires at
Greyfriars—in the various study grates!
Football will be in full swing. Those
born on the lith must take great care
of their feet while playing, for there is

rave danger of toe-maine poisoning.
The Old Age FPension will be increased
this month, and Gosling, the porter, will
buy a motor-car on the strength of it
November fogs will appear a month in
advance.

NOVEMELR.

A month of fire, flame, and fury.
There will be loud explosions on the 5th,
and huge fires will break out all over
the country. Bob Cherry will recdivo
five hundred bnes for mairiﬂg an effigy
of Mr. Queleh, lord Mauleverce will
wake up for the lirst tuné this year,
owing to his schoolfellows cxploding
jutnping  erackers behind him!  Many
japes and practical jokes will be played
thiz month, and there will be “ & cerfzin
liveliness ™ ab Greyiriars !

DECFEMDBER.

Christroas Day will fell dorving  this
menth, but it will scon find s feet
again. There will be many scraps in
the gym on "“"DBoxing * Bay., BSummer
weather will commence in England, and
there will be numerous casualties owing
to the heat wave. After close and care-
ful study of all the signs and porients,
1 have como to the conclusion that tho
vear will come to an end on the 3lst
of this month, Then I shall have lo get
busy writing my 04 Bove's Almanack »
for 1925!

Tae MacguwtEr LIBRARY.—No, 830



HATEVER the shortcomings of
the vear 1923, it wns o greal
spovting sear for Groyfriars—

guite one of the best we have

had! Brilliant performances have heen
achieved ; old reeovds have been beaten,
amd mew ones set up; amd the Grey-
friars Remove has good cause (o look
Lack npon th;" CHid E'qgu ¥ 1\1[& pricde.

What was the preatest sporting feat
of the year? Opinvious will differ; b
I think I mwst award the palm to the
greab Lussle for the *f Coker Cap
Some  really thrilling footer matehes
were played, and I shall never forgot
the sensational defleal of the Sixth Form
by the Fifth!  Put even that mighty
feal paled into-insignificance when the
Fifth met {he Remove in the Final!
It was the siifiest {ask woe had ever been

THE

GREVFRIARS HERAL

Shgrer!

By H. Vernon— Smith
( Sports Editor )

tae fray like Trojans; and the * Coker

('ap ™ iz mow  the properly of ihe
Bemove for one year!
® * o

Anoiher preat sporting ovent of 1923
was the Remove Doxing Tournament,
Never was suel erthosinsm, such exeite
mett, fuch keen aod  deadly  rivaley !
For it is the crowning ambition of every
Fellow who can use ﬁ:lllﬁ fists to become
the bLoxing champion of the Remove.
There weve many thrilling duels, and a
crop of sorprising resalta; but it was
Bob Cherry who bagged the honcurs at
the fims=h, Hob iz undoubtedly o great
hoxer, His= footwork is fast and tricky,
amd Jois blows are delivered with the
foree of battering-rams,  Dut 1lob had
to fight ¢very inch of the wavy to secure
the champronship, He will have canse

D.

On the ronning icack many line per-
faormances  wore  arcomplished. Mark
Lintey lowerad the recard for the mile;
aud Boly Chevry, not content with his
boxing tviumphs, made hisiory by deing
the huwndred vards in ten and o
filtha seconds.  Another record was
bhraken by Frank Nugent, whose high-
pamping fenis cansed the zpectators to
sland spelthonnd.  And when it came to
throwing the ericket-ball, nobody could
zet anywhere near Johnoy Bull’s mighiy
throw of cighty-eight yvards!

- " ¥

So mueh for the sporting sueccesses of
1923 Now for the New Year! Wil
ihe Retvove snecewd in keoping its end
up, and going from sirength to strength
Yea, wverily! The outlook 15 very
bright, and T have no doubt that the
record-breakers will soon be busy again,
and that many new sneeesses will have
ta he recovided, The fooier eleven, under
[Iarry Wharion'z capiainey, iz winning
matches  vepnlarly s the  boxers  and
runners are keepinz themselves in fine
fottle s and we ave waiting for ihe vival
sehools 1o clmlienge vs to o geeat sports
tournament.  Withont  wizhing to be
eocksure or conceited, 1 think we shall
hold our own against all comers, aml
worthity upliohl the high traditions of
the greatest sporting sehool in the land,
bar none !

(Bravo, Smithy! Nofthine like a
spivib of  optimism to siart the New
Year with!  And von srom to be alniost

set, for the Fifth wore a muck-improved | io remember 1923 with the kecnest
side., However, we threw ourselves into | pleasuve !
) A e (e T B ) g L e T e e e e i e D o e ) e O e e M AR E A

We've done with Nineteon-lweniy-three,
And L am jolly glad!

It was a beastly year for me,
It nearly drove me nwad.

It didn't pay the game at all,
It brought misfortunces soee ;

May better, brighter times Tefuall

In Nineteen-iwenty-four!

Last year I wrote a million lines
For vartous brutes of masiers;

I suffered penaltics and fGues
And dozens of disasters.

In eveéry cricket-mateh I played
[ always failed to score;

I hope a century may be madeo

In Nipeteen-twenty-four!

d never won a prize for Chreels,
(ke history, or grammay;

1 waz a failure, so to speak,
Although a fearful “ecrammer.®

Tt Nineteon-twenty-three is dead,
And victories galore

Will rain upon my learned head
In Nineteen-twenty-four !

Tae Magxer Liprapy.—No. B30,

o R]:I?p,’ ont the old, viag i the new ™
((Twas Tennyson who said it,)

*Ring out the fele, ving in the true,™
{Again that bard 1 eredit.)

Ring oui the dark. dull, dreary days
That dogeed my path of vore;

And loudly, prowdiy sing the praizo
{H MNmoreen-tweptv-four |

IT IS RUMOURED—

By Frank Nugent.

TIHAT Dlly DBunter intends to eom-
rmence fhe New Year with a week's
fasg!

%

TIEAT cortain daring epirits in the
Remove will azeemble in the school
tower at midnight on the 3lse, in order
to sec the OWl Year out apd the New
Year in.  Johnny Bull will sound the
* Last Post ™ on his bugle.

*» * =

THAT Mer. Qtu{:l:=_l1‘.== MNeow Year rozo-
n el 15 1o wdnemster no more lines
or lickings !

L *®

L E i

TFITAT Gerald Loder haz decided to
memd iz wava, and Llorace Coker to
renedd Biis mobor-bike !

#* * o

TILAT & pood many New Year reso-

butions wiil ‘;gw:- 1\'-:*£t = cl-n*.]' anuary lst |

THAT Tubb of the Third will take
up kite-flving in the New Year; and
Fhat the kire will probally “take up™
Tublb!

* ¥ #

TITAT the sear 1924 will be a very
lneky one for the Grevfriars Remove,
ad @ very disasivous one for sfl their
eiemies !

. # #

TIXAT the “Grexfriars Merald * will
continee to go great puns, and  add
feosh Laurdls to its roputation.

TIHAT we're glad to see the back of

25 big an optimist as Boll Cherey, In
fack, .m0 long-faced  pessimiz!,  could
breatha the same air with au "=Tp.)
[ ] B 63 e e T T O e oM e 3 | .
TIHAT the banguet and faney arecs
ball on New Year's Tve will Lo a
slnpendous suceess,
TrarC—

BEAUTY HINTS FOR

By Tom Browna,

BOYS !

Fare cream may be procured at the
chentist's in Friavdale, Don't do as Billy
Bunter did, and wse chocolate-crenni—
unless you want vour chivvy to resetbly
. nigger nansirel’s !

£ 1

¥ &

A moustache dees nol improve schogl-
boy beauty; ~o Coker of the Fifih will
be well advised 10 have the solitary picee
of Bult removed Trons his upper Lip !

" * *

Billy Bunter is a Paul Prv with a
notorions repitiation for peeping ibroneh
lzeyholas, Billy evidently believes in
having *' gocd looks ™|

* ¥ Lo

Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh, the dusky
nihob, desires fo knew how his beauly
may be improverd. We suggest he fon-
mences operations with a pail of white-
wash !

3

* E

Dolsover major was never an aftrae-
five fellow to logk ar: but we minlevstan
that o severe swishing from iz Forn
muster has “made him smart 1

z # o

“Tho Greylviars TTovald ™ iz gquite 2
handsome coneert. “Why " vou will
ask. Beeause of its atteactive *features,”
of conrse !

L i

*

E'.l'.fl-l:"l'tﬁ tell ue thai i !III,II'H;"H' Lath
iz a grest aid 1o beantv, 1n this eveat,
Tubb of the Phivd most be EVOA L
dreadinlly uglv.  ITe hasn't * tubbed ™
for three weeks !

1923, and pleased to cxtend a hearty
handshake to 1924 ! I

[Suppleiment fv,
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TOPSAIL TONY'!

A Rattling Tale of the South Seas.

By DAVID

GOODWIN.

CHAPTER 1.
Tony Eeoks a Tall 5hip!

73 DWW ! oAty it cold an’ matsers
Wbk o
A sall Dot srockily -t

boy of sixteen shuiered, asd
drew his ragged coal round himn a2 o vaine-
zaunll swoept over the deock-hiead- and
Iew inlamd to make Newcastle weotler
than 1 was aleoady. .

The siren of a steamer roaved flarosgl
fthe nizt. Outside the dock-heads the
Tyae was ruffled by yellow  waves
streaked with coal dust. alf a dozen
“keels™ were ploughing vp river befiud
& fugsy little tug, and the chill Decembor
raem deizzled over the quays.

Tony Bunting s=aw ngne of the-c
thines: ar, at least, he tried not to sou
ihew. He was leaning on a bale, star-
ing soaward throush the mist, and o bhis
mil’zs eve he saw sometbing ouiie dif-
ferent, Wlat he zaw was not the rain
and gprey shy, bul a sort of vague vision
of great blue rollevs hreeaking white o
a coral beach, and palm trees bending 1
the hum of the trade wiel, Gulls and
frigate-Lirds cryving and wheeling oves
the gap i the reef, amd 2 white schooner
heehug as she steeved for a lagoon. Al
in the lagoon were sharks, and torthe,
anid peari-oysicrs.

Thiz was all the more curions, becaunse
Tonv had never seen any of these things.
He bad had o single frip on o small
voazler as far as the London River, and
that was all. Nor was ']'n:.m.'l,r much of o
rendler, bul he hnd heard =0 mueh of the
South Scas and the Line from sallormen
who blew ashore in Tynemoush, ihat he
had pot the picture in his howd. And
he nover told anvone how he louped for
the real thing. There scemed about as
much chanee of thet as there was of
secing the Norh IPole.

All the same, every ocean-going ship
that zailod from Tynewotls Docks was
a thing of wonder sl romanes (o Taonx,
espectally i sle were south bound., A
walf of the quavs, iving on odd jols, his
life would not have been thoughi worth
hiving by many peaple,

Yurhersreeerr LY sad Tony,  and
dashed the rain ont of his eyes, 1l
spitit came back 1o the dock-headl,

“ AN clear aft ] Cast off that guarter-
fost ! ™

Tony became alerd in o moment. A
riusty 4.000-ton stcamer was moving out
of the Hast Dock. ‘The hawsers of the
8.5 Uypnet woere cast Jloose, ana only {the
ruarior-line remained fast ashore to kecp
hee stern in while her bows pulled round,
The male roarcd fariously to have i
loeysmdd,

There happened o be no one near the
thave enid n} it jusi ihen, and a whari-
man hurvied lawards i, hut Tonry was
befare lim.  He rushed glicad of the
wharl-man, and Jdeftly ithrew the rope off
the bollawd,

AL elear! ™ he epiel,

They were much too busy on the ship
aml the wharves 1o pay any attention 1o
him, The steamer hauled across and
beaded for the open dock-gatcs,  The

boy, unnoticed, scuttled roand cagerly Lo
the docl-head, and hid belund a |:'qu of
Coply sacks, e was very ragged, and
it eves shone with exeiterment,  As the
Cepiet glided past the dock-liead, and
cuel it the dark waters of the Tvne, he
chided forward, made a defe spring, and
vitnght one of the ship's davitz,  He
1‘._|i|:{..' there for o moment, looked sharp!y
riht snd leit witlt his head just level
witlt the ranl 1o sea i anyboldy absorved
Wi, then, swinging bimsell over the
reil, ho dived Imﬁiml a veniilator,

“Beo that | ™ exclaimed a sharp-eyved
sevolore ashorve, grinming, “lhere’s a
kel jurmaped her™

Nabedy on beard the steamer noticed
the intruder, exeopt one man—and ‘that
war rthe mwate, He had foriy things o
look after at once, Lut beimg on the

i)

£
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foredeck the youlhiu! Loarder Jdidd net
pseape lis eve,

“Are you all azleep there, forward "
he rearcd,  ““Purn off that pier-head
qurmper | OFF wath him 0Y

The bo sun caught sight of the boy at
that moment, aml shoutmug " Aye, aye,
air 1" made a rush. The be'sun was a
big burly man with a savage eve, amnd the
pob was exactly 10 hi= taste,  Pier-head
jampers—who arve generally people in a
hurey 1o leave the coumry for its good,
atnt anxious for a free passage —were nod
waunled on the Cvgoet, amd as they never
]l-il Yir BN ¥ fri{*! “IF., i TI_\'hﬁf'I.:L' 19LTh !"-' ii';';.
them zalely. ooy, seeing himsell dis-
:':}'.'1.‘!'1"1!, IH}“{"I iﬂl" l}li" ;"l'{"["ﬂﬁll{_".

He was headed off by 2 deck -hand, aned
sebided ale agam, The lw'sun pave
vhase, As the hoy passed the gap in
the ranl where the gang-plavk had been
when she lay in dock, 1he ha'san canght
bim and Jushed ot o evenleen-inch

kick that sent him Aying throweh t(he
fragy.

“Try that, ve dirty Lirtfle feee-pas:npo
tyke ! saud (he bo'sun cheerfully,

'l"i:ru.}' soarod throvgeh the giv giod Jow -
wardz towards tle toehad waters of the
Tyne. Dot if his Inek wos onl upon 1he
Urgnet i was cortaindy with hime now.
A string of lizhters loaded with hay and
-_*l:l':.'liF.- of comprezsol fotlidlor were homl-
ing 1 towards the lfl-m.;fl-:t and =haying
the steamer olosely, Tony alighted like
o spread-cagle among the hay on the
second hghter, aml vollod over in it wiih
no worse damage than the wind kooeled
ottt of him,  There wiz o roar of laugl-
tor from the men oo 1 i E RRFH

AR be the death of a Sldllin' §f it
am’'t Tony Dunting at it agen! ™ cricd
a dock-porter,

“Ave, so it iz, There's nothing "0
cure him of 6, said the sievedore, voil-
;I:JL;' down a hawser, “the brazen little
vke.

“Cure him, I a gradely kick like von
don’l cure him, Ah reckon he's g chirenic
case. IHe's Leen fashin® every skipper
1 port for a berth this month past ! ™

“ What shocking brutality 1™ exclaimed
a genileman in speciacles, shuddering,
“the boy might have boon killed ! "™

“It'd take o nmin sight more’n that 1o
kill Tony."” grinned the stovedare. “If
ye konned him, mister, yo'd sav 5o,

They ave always too busy argund the
East Dack at tido-time {o (oneery 1len-
selves for leng over a little incident like
Tony Bunting’s pier-head juap, Uwo
more ships came bustling ont, and D
the time they were through the boy had
Lecn landed.

Tha men on the hay lighter ¢hid not
add to lia tronbles: il el they wnepre
20 emtertained by his weihod of boad-
ing them—a keelman’s life being rather
inonotonous—that one of themn bev-hed
hine  down and mave him  iwopence,
Tony was put ashore, and, not leing
anxions to mect anybody, he sneaked
away 1o the river froat and =at on the
steps of a joetty, at which twe or three
boats were wmoorad. And  there |
aropped his face i his hamd: goild
groancd alowd,

1 shatl never get a ship!" he -nid
th=mally.  ““Might os well give it up!”

e sat there for soma tine |!-["I'}{h'-l[_'||l"
imotionless, (il roused by o hearty voice
just abave him,

“Now  then, yon! Suicides o't
allowed off thiz jeity. If yvon want 1o
drovwn yourself you minst fake a boat on'
do it outside the threo.mile ligit 17

Tony Bunting glanced up and saw a
tall. sup-danned youdh in the wmnfona
nf a Merchant Service apprentice—called
at sea a " brass-bound beggar.”

“What are you sitting there like a
graven image for? added the pow-
varner, for Tony loaked the picture of
migery, ' Ilallo? Why, it’s the kid that
triel fo jump the steaner! You're bes
pinnin’ a Jifs of crime early, me lad,
io e dodging the police ot vour ape ™

1 wosn't dodging the police ! growha]
Tony. "] wanted a berth on that <hin,
I'd have faken on as exbin-bay, deck-
Ih’:mL vonk's in-ﬁ‘.r-—:'ln_rl]lilu{, But 1|n‘=:,'
wanldu't have me, 5o | jnr'li ] by s
an’ if they hadu tJowml wme tll they were
well on the way, they'dd ha® had to <hove
me inte a job o' some sert 1o pay for wy
LKeop,”

(Fouy roou doterupinod yuamg followe,
pied e wcernz fo ger B gl Thor bLix
e renfures e .f.ﬁr;”f.rrﬂ ipire & werrleend
s griiet wekd apeefe o o eede ity un PAV DD
ECCIINVIN ot dhe Reelin, 08cf @ vaper of
fhe ** Fowe® Fraved ™ foeddug, oo, fated n
heondd arith Powy, roplece the ronnetic
South Reaz )

Tue Maoxer Linpawy.=-Xo, B30,
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| THE WRAITH OF LOGKMUIR |

(Continued from poge 12.)

The juniors raw for the'. staira and
swarmed down., At the sime time the
slighter . Highland figure asuddenly
dropped his claymore -and fed up the
sairs, yélling with, fodr.

Crash ! )

The figure crashed igéu the juniors
horrying down, It rolled on:the stairs,
the juniors falling over it. Mick caught
it by the arm and dragged it up:

" Aubray !

“Help!™ shridked che
Fourth-Former.

“You're safe now—-—"

i Hﬂl !H

Angel of the Fourth seemed slmost
out of his senses with fear and hdrrer.
He clung to his brother; shrieking.. g

Hurry Wharton picked himself up and
ran down the-rest.of the winding stair-
case into the hall. Tie had lost gnly a
minute, but thot minwie hed  been
enough for the phantom of Lochmuir,

e hall was emply. The FArelight
limmered only oy Harry Wharton as

e stared round ih semrélh of the figure
that had -vanished.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Enough for Angell

UBREE—" et
*Angel, you,. —_—
“ What-—7

Aubrey Angel groaned. He
was shaken to the very soul by his ter-
ribla tonce, Mick helped him down
the stairs, and he sank down on an oak
settes in the hall, shivering in avery
limb. His face was chalky white, his eyes

staring. ‘
The juniors ﬁ&‘lhﬂimﬂ round  him.
.ﬁn?] was in Highland costume, evi-
dently dressad up to. pla{ the part of tha
phantom of uir. It was clepr now

who had ransscked tha old presses for the'
Highland relics, It was ﬁngel,'ﬁg;nnipg
to trick his companions.in ‘the hsunted
house.

He. had paid l:'laarlﬁ for his trickery.’
He clung to his brother’s. arm, shaki
from head to foot. Mick's-face was kind,
though puzzied ; but the Famous Five

looked very grimiy at Angel.

“You dummy!”™ said Bob Cherry.
“Bo you've been playing ghost !”

“Isit-gone I momned Angel.

“It's gone.”

“You-—youn saw iti"

“Wea've seen it before!™ growled
Jolinny Bull. *“I suppose you believe
now we've geed if, as we told you?”

Angel shoddered,

“1 think I catch ou now," =aid Harry

Wharton very qaietly. "It was you that| g

I chased last night, Angél. 1 kpew that
ihe thing I saw went:into your room.
It was you, and you kept us whaiting at
itp door while you were gettlig out of
13 TIE. :
“Rotten trick ! said Nugent,
".ﬁubr?y, old man !” murmured Mick, -
ashamed for once of his brother. “What
—what did you do it for, Aubrey?™
Angel stared wiid%‘ round the hall
before he replied, a terror of the
apparition was still strong vpon him.
*I—I wanted to get out of the place I
he muitered. “1 wanied you to leave!
gﬁﬂl thonght }hu ﬁhuat h:]?;ﬂgd SCAro themd
ellows away ! & ved in it an
1T dido’t—then 1" y .
“An ow often .have you
ghost 1" demanded Wharton stern
Only last might and to-night—I
TEE Macwer LIBRARY.—No.

{;!Ej‘ﬂd

ryoun fellows,

‘aeare youl

g dodge through the kitchens and ‘back to
disguised §

L L] &
the juniors.

swear |7 panted Angel. *J-—1 meant
scara vou away from the place so that-
Maurice would come away with me——"
“1 noderstand that " said Harry con-
temptuously., *'It's woretty clear now,

fipura wo
the fellow

Lg]

Wwas Anﬁcl
along® the passage, and the
saw 1n the hall affen{'ards Was
who has played ghost all along

The juniors podded. That was clear
now. One mystery, at least, had been
e:'.PIa-.mai _ :

‘I—I never believed in it!” groaned
Angel, *I—I got myself up like this to
I saw that fool Bunter at
your door, and—and let you gee mel I
was going to let you follow me, and

my room by the back staircase! Buat—
but here——"" TIe Broke off, shivering.
- "What happened before we came?”™
asked - Boh.

# =TI hardl
that the lai
the

know! It seemed to me
was stupping down frem
pictare-frame—"" -

All eyes turned on the picture of tha.
Lafrd of Lochmuir where the frelight
phﬁy&d'un it on the wall.

y - thie great frame the pictured
lhlt’mifd gm'fn on the juniors, the
frelight giving a lifelike gloam to the
painted eyes in the grim old face. .

“Then—then it came at me!” faapﬂi
Angel, shivering,” “I—T thought I must
@ mad for a moment! But it 'came at]
me,;. and: I struck at if with my clay-
more, hardly kdowing-what I waa.doing-!-
Then the—the thing drew- its claymore
and attacked me. I—I was fighting for
my life!”

He stared wildly round the hall.

COhitside, the wind-howled and moaned,
echoigg in the craunies of the ancient

house,
. “Where did it go?” breathed Angel.
is head.

Wharton shodk a
“Tt was when L&ﬂt
answered,

‘B8 gOTd down from
the stairs,” he “ Goodness
knows how or where I

“Do your—do you believe It iz a
ghost—what the Highlanders call a

“Tﬂj lhl '?II

“"No! How the thump could & ghost
handle' a claymore?” -said' the captain
of the Remove., *It was reat enough—
solid Hesh and blocd! It's somebody
trying “to frighten us avway from the
place—just as you swere doing 1™

“But—but why 7"

*“1 can't even guess that!™

gel rose from the settee: He was
gtill trembling, and he leaned heavily on
his brother.

“T'mn going to-morrow !” he =aid, “1
wonh't pass another night in thiz house |
Maurice, come to my room with ‘me [".

“¥Yes, Aubrer,” said Mick in a
snbdued voice.

Hiz face was flushed as he looked at
1 ilis brother’s wretched
tm-k;!rj_r had cut the gipsy schoolboy
eeply.

“It's all right, old roan ! =aid Bob
Cherty, with n rather forced grin.
“Fellows have Piil:r".‘d ghaost -before and
no harm done !’

““ 41l serene ! said Wharton,

“The serenefulness is  terrifie,
esteemned Mick I

“I'm sorey ! said Mick simply.

And he led - his brother. away up the
staircase, Aubrey Angel was in no state
to be left to himeelf, and Mick remained
in_his room with him.

The Famous Five stayed in the firelit
hall, diseussing the strange affair in low
tones. Iarry Wharton stond belore the
tall picture of the lnird, 2 strange ex-
pression on his face.

Strenge thonghts were passing in his
mind.

ey

I chased |

He turned away at last and rejoined
his comrades,

“Let’s get back to my room,” he said

i a low, altered voice.

Bob Cherry looked 2t him quickly,
(11 Evhnt 3%
“Bay nothing heve,” whispered HHarry.

“Lat'ségt away.t

. Bob Cherry nodded, and asked no ques-
tions. The Famous Five nscended tha
staircase. In silence they made their way
to Harry Wharton's room, and VWharton
set his lnmp on the table.

“Ow! Yow! Help!” came a sudden
‘]!;gziv} from thé divection of Wharton's

* What the thumP—-“

“Ow! Keop off I

*Bunter !” gasped Bob,

Two fat feet were visible, stickipg out

of the hed. The rest of William George
Bunter was hidden frow sight under tgﬁ
blankets, :
. “Heep of 1”7 came a muffled howl. "I
havon't done anything—— Yow-ow!
Eeep off! Don’'t you come haunting
mel Ow! Owil”

Bob Cherry burst into a chuckle. He

.grasped the blankets and jerked them off

thﬁ %wl of I:!:E: Hﬂm?f?iu

* Yooooop !" rosre nter,

“Ha, ha, ha|”

Bunter sat up, jammed his spectocles
on his fat little nose, and blinked at the

quﬂﬂs Eli;ive* il & 4
00T it's you fellows!” he gesped.
“Little us!" grinned Bob. g“ﬁﬁl you
take ud for spooks, you dummy "

o dear {” groaned Bunter. “I—I
sey, you fellows, I thought it was that
beastly ghost come back! Oh dear)

Ow 1™
“That beastly ghost was Ange! dressed
up in Highland rig!” pgrinned Bob
Cherry. *““We've bowled him out !
“Honest Injun?” gasped Bunter,
L1 YES, j‘ﬂu :&EH:'»E”
B “Oh!” Bunter rolled off the bed.
gf course, if *:raau‘& frightened !
. +Ed

“The fact is, I—1 knew it was Angel
all along ™
hat !

*0Oh, m
“Just the kind of rolten ftrick he
1" satd Dunter. “T really

would p'la;:
suspacted him from-the beginning ! Of
I'vee got

course, you fellows didn’t!
some brains!"
B;IFW:" {Tpnﬂﬁngl ass|” roared Johnny
e 8 smﬁf' never suspected anything
“ Oh, really, Bull—"
:?ﬂI S fell
—I say, you fellows, I'm hongry!™
te"F”ﬂﬂ off, for goodness’ sake, E.IE{un-
r!
“I want you to.come down with me
to get some grab!”

Bob Cherry grasped his golf-club and
madeneu mshI at Eu:n,ter. . The Owl of
a move lea mto the passame.

" Beast ! I'mf—'”' e

~ Crash! The golf-club smots the wall
4 foot from Bunter's head, and the fat
junior, with a howl, fed along the
agsage. A minute later s door was

E’aﬁ “i tosk ed B hrough
" Peasts " Fe unter thro tl
kevhole. “Yah! Deasts!” e

And then the dulcet tones of William
George were heard no more.  Rilly

1 Bunter had gone back to bed, resignipg

himself to the awlul prospect of passing
the rest of the night without a Further
supply of “ grub.”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Al Last!
ARRY WHARTON clased his

aoor after Dunter was gone.

The lamplight glimmered on

his face, showing it grave amd
tlionghttul, and his chums looked at him
curicusly. They ecould see that the



EVERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
_ TWOPENGE.

19

Bob Cherry set his teeth and struck & mateh. Again the peeuliar rumbling sound echoed sirangely in the
what can it be ? ** muttered Johnny Bull, The Co, looked about them uneasily, and then as Wharton reached the fireplace
he gave & shout : ** Bunter ! ** There in the depths of & huge chair reposed & Iat form—that of Willlam George Bunter,
His exiensive mouth was wide open, and his deep resonant smore rumbled forth. “*Ha, ha, ha I yelled the juniors.

{See Chapter 7.)

hall. * What—

coptain of the Remove had something
to say, and they wondered whether he
had at long last solved the strange
mystery of the haunted house of Loch-
muir.

“Give it a name, old chap!™ eaid
RBob, with a faint grin.

*I think it's beginning to get clear,”
said Harry, in a low voice, "I wouldn't
spoak downstairs—I think I might have
becn overheard.” :

“By whom! The giddy ghost?"

“By the man, whoever he 13, who
plays ghost to keep strangers away from
this house.”

“But how i ]

“You remember, Frank, last night
you told us that you saw the laird move
in the picture in the hall I

Nugent shivered. :

“1 did see it," he said. “I—I've tried
to think that it was only magination--
a trick of the firclight—buot it wasn't!
1 don’t pretend to exploin it; but I did
seo the figure move.”

“1 think it may be explained,” said
Harry; “for to-night Angel soys he
saw, or thought he saw, the old laird
stepping down from the frame of the

wcture,”

“Phat was his faney,” said Bob. " He
was in a blue funk, of course?”

“Ha was afterwards” said Harry,
“But when he went down into the hall
he was plaving ghost and laughing at us
in his sleeve,™

“Yee, that's so.” L

“Well, what are you thinking of 7"
asked Johnny Bull, as the captain of the
Remaove paused, _

“J think wo may have hit on the way
that man—whoever he is—is able to get
in and out of the honee at lis own will,”
said Harry, in a low voice., “We've
hunted for a sceret door, and we've not
found one! Dot the piclnre—">-"

Bob Cherer whistlod softly.

M The picture moves!™
Mugent.

“Doesn't it look like it? Yon thought
you saw the Laird moving, but the

breathed

light was uncertain. It was the picture
that moved. Angel thought he saw the
laird stepping from the picture. Again,
it was the picture that moved !”

“ By Jovel"” muttered Johnny Bull,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded his
dusky head energetically. . .

“ My esteemed churmi has hit the right
nail on #Hs excellent head ! he exclaimed.
*Tho picture moves! That is the secret
door by which the disgusting ghost
enters !

The Greyfriars juniors looked ot one
another, their faces full of excitement
oW,

In every mind there was the convie-
tion that Harry Wharton had hit vpon
the truth,

“By pum! We're on the track at
lust ! muttered Dob.

"The trackfulness is tevrthe !™

“When Nugent thought he saw the
laird move,” went on Harry, *it’s likely
enough that the trickster was about to
enter; but he heard Nugent shout and
stopped.  And when Angel thought he
saw tho laird getfing out of the frame
the rascal was actually coming in.  And
he did come in. And he went the same
way 1

“Tt looks like a eort!” said Baob,

“Jolly likely, anyhow,” said Johnny
Bull, “We'll joily well keep a watch
on that picture, and if he comes the same
way again—-"

“That's the idea!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “ My belief is that it is some
madman who is playing these tricks!
There's no motive that I can sce for a
sane man to_want fo {righten people
away from Lochmuir. Bwot, mad or
sane, we're gaing to stop him [Y

“Yee, rather !

“ Are vou fellows game to waichi”

“Po-night ¥ asked Dob.

“Yes, 'There's no reason io suppose
that the man's cleared off. Ile was
interrupted  in hiz prowling round by
coming on Aubrey Angel, and Angel's
going for him with his claymore. We
have seen the wraith more than onee on

the same night while we've been Lere,
My idea 15 to watch {ill morning, and
every night till we hook him. We can
get sleep in the  daytime.”

“That's 20."

“Let's!" said Bob,

“If we don’t land him to-night, we
may to-morrow night, or the next,”
said Harry, “The man, mad or sane,
may be dangerous. He way only have
defended himself with his clavmore when
Angel attacked him. it goodness
knows what would have happened if we
huln't come on the scene! He's got o
be matled, and we're going to nail
him 1"

“Shall we call Mick and Angel ¥

Wharion shook his head.

T Anpcl's in & blue funk, and Mick™s
looking after him,” he said. " 7The five
of vs can handle any man in the High-
lancds, I should think "

“ Fspecially with a golf-clulb apiece!™
grinned Bob, ' Come on!®
“ Mot o oeonnd ™

“ What-ho I

The lamp was extinguished, and the
juniors left the roomn quictly. They
stayed only to put on some warm eloth-
ing and =soft shppers, and then crept
along to the gallery over the hall.

The fire was dying down in the ol
stone chimney, and faint Rickers of blaze
cast strange faint lights and shadows.
From the oaken rail the juniors looked

fdown on the tall portrait on the wall in
the hall below,

Till the last Ricker of the fire had died
away they remained in the upper gallery
watching, When the firve was gone, and
all was darkness below, they ‘erept
silently Jdown the stairease.

In deep gloom, Feeling their way, they
crossed the old hall to the wall where the
tall portrait of the last Laird of Loch-
munir was now hidden in darkness.

Wharton ran his hand over the lower
park of the huge projecting frame,

It was firm to the touch—as firm. as
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sta
hands grasped

Harry Wharton gritied his ieeth and sprang at the dim flgure.
rtled cry, as his sudden grip [ell on the folds of & heavy plaid
you fellows ! " panted Wharton. But he had no need to call, Five pairs of
the Highland lgure almost at the same moment, Crash !
“ ghost '* descended to the flagzged Aoor with a bump.

There was a
“ Back up,

The
{Hee Chapler 11.)

imﬁ{ﬂ'able, as if buily solidly into the
wall.

Dut the captain of the Remove was
almost convinced that, on some secret
hinge, the great picture moved like a
door. That was what roinained to be
proved.  And the chuuws of the Remaove
were prepeared to watch that night and
following mights till it was proved. If

the wraith appeared in the house while

they were watching the picture ik would
prove that Whartow's theory was in-
correct.  But if the captain of the
Remove was right, the next time the
phantom came he would step fairly into
the arms of the watchers,

There was an cevie thrill in the

thiought, convineed as ihey were that,

they had to deal with a being of fesh
and blood.

But their nerve did nat fail them.

Silent and watchful they waited, while
ihe weary minutes erawled by on leaden
winga,

The moan of the wind was heard with-
out ceasing, and all the eerie zounds of
an old house om & windy night. But
suddenly, through the moan of the wind,
ungther sound came fo their eara, Tt
was a low, indefinable sound, and it came
from the picture,

The juniors started and thrilled,

Their aves wers 2o accustomed now o
Lhe deep gloom that they could zee dimly
and faintly. Taintly, dimly, they could
make out the massive frame of the tall
picture,

A slight sound, low and faini, and
samething moved in the darkness cloze
gl hand.

THE Maorkrr Lipeany.—No, 830,

Wharton set his teeth. He heard the
d_@;:p-ilrawn breath of Bob Cherry at Ins
Ll

Like a moving shadow in the durk-
ness the greal picture swung oubt from
the wall, and stood open like a door,
alwost touching the watching juniors as
1 moved,

From the opening in the wall came
a cold, ey breath of air, as from 2
charnel-house.

Diin, faint, in the opening stood a tall
figure—a figure in kilf and plaid and
rlumed bonuet, with sporran and clay-
TERCIFTE™, . ,

The juniors hardly breathe.

There was & step—and another! Thao
Highland figure stepped from the open-
ing. With & slow, siately siride 14 came,
moving freely, as if aceustomed to the
darkness, with the stately stride of a
Highland chief of cld.

or a second more the juniors hesi-
tated, spell-bound. What was this
strange hgure, that came like a visitant
from another worli—whe was this man,
elad in the garb of old Gaul, pacing the
deserted hall of Lochnuir in the darkness
af the winter night?

But the hesitalion lasted only a
moment. Harry Wharton pulled him-
self together, and gritted his teeth, and
sprang at the dim Hpare,

There was a slatiled ery as his sudden
grip fell on the folds of & heavy plaid.

“Back up "

Whartan cﬁ“““d out the words.

But he did not nead to call,  Tlis
comrades weare backing him up.  TFive
pairs of hamds grasped the Hichland
ng{gre ‘nkmmt at the same moment.

rash !

 WEEKLY!

Jand pony, rode at a gal

With a keavy crazh the fimure went
tlown, dragged to the flagged floor by the
sudden attack, and the juniors piled on
it desperately.,

There was o cry again—a orv in werds
that the schoolbors did not understand.
But they knew that it was the Gaslic,
Then, with the five figures lipg-
ing hard  and fast, the powcerlul
frame upreaved itself. stroggling up in
ipite of the heavy odds. For a moment
the dima form was uprighl, struggling
panting, crying ount in wild Goelic, An
then the united efforts of the Pive pulled
it down again, and il crashed to the
floor,

There was a thud!

The plaided form lay still. The head
had struck with terrible foree on the
stone flags, and the phantom—=the man,
the ' madman, whatever he woas—lay
stunned and senseless,

Wharton staﬁgered to his feet.

“A Light!" he panted hoarsaly.

Hurree Singh {urned on his eleelrio
tarch. The pluded hignre lay shill, sileni
nt the feet of the juniors. They turnec
it to gec the unconscious face,

And then, as they recognised it, a ery
broke from all the Famous Tive,

“ Bandy Bean!”

It was Bandy Bean, the ancienl piper,
the last survivor and mourner of the
vanished ¢lan of MacDermid, whe lay
senscless at the feet of the strangers iu
the old hiall of Lochmuir,

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
A Mystery No Lopger !

ABRRY WHARTON left the

House of Lochmuwr at the first

leam of dawn, and tramped

own through the snow to Mun-

land village. Thence the innkeepet’s

son, mounted on a shapzy, swift High-

I]{Dp by breakeeck

paths to.the nearest town to suminon 4

doctor. Dut it was late in the day when
the doctor arrived at Lochmuir,

Sandy Bean, stretched in a bed in the
old house, wasz conscious, bul he was a
sicl man.

The juniors had taken all the care of
hiran ihat was possible.  ‘Lhe discovery
that the old piper was the “ghost " of
Lochntuair, that he hod played the part
of the old laird’s wraith, had come as a
stunnitg shock and surprize to them,

Yot when they reflected upon 1t their
wonder lessenad, .

The old mgn, half crazed by solitude
and by incessant dwelling on the 'past,
was scarcely responsible for what he did,
© Indeed, from the few words he spoke
as. he lay on the bed of sickness, his
bruised head carciully bandaged, it
zepwmed that he had no recollection of
what had passed that wild night,

Half conscicusly or unconsciously the
old man had played tha part of the
Hi%‘]‘{]a.tld wraith, governed and deluded
by his ruling passion—the desire to keep
strangers and intruders away from the
old hall of the MacDermid.

From his youth, spent in rambling
about the old house, then abandoned to
the bats, he hpd known the secret of the
moving picture, and doubtlezs had used
the secret door many a Hime. Possibly iy
those days he had played ghost, for it
was said that cavlier tenanis of the old
house had been seared away, and for lone
it had stood untenanted. Doubtless ofd
thoughts had stirved in Sandy Dean's
tlazed old brain when he learned thal the
ownor of the place was preparing for
occupying it, All 8ir Philip Angel's pre-
paration: must have seemed a kind of
sacrilege to him,

For old Sandy was a fiem believer in

(Continred at foot of next pupr.)
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FOOTSTEPS

IN THE

NIGHT'!

By JOHNNY BULL (of Greyfriars).

g ARRY WHARTOX sat bolt upright
in bed amd peered into the inky

I I blackness of the Remove dormilory

at UGreyfriars,

It was well past midnight. Buet Jor the
heavy snores of Rilly Bunter, the whale dor-
mitory was silent and still.

Yet, something had digturbed Wharton—
something had awakened him from sleep. He
had awakened hearing  sounde—euriows
sounde—as of someone heating 4 rapid tattoo
on the wall with o cane,

Wharton was [rankly startled. It was
unlikely that a master would bhe prowling
about at that time of the night—cerfuinly
not armed with a cane. And it was gqually
unlikely that it could be a burglar,  Bae
ghar: —even  comic-opera  burglars — don't
wanally  aoncunce their coming with =
subdued and gquick-fire fort of postman’s
knock.

Who=or what—could it be, then?

For some seconds MHarry Wharton sat
motiouless, bis ears keeoly alert for the
fuintest sound. Then:

Tap, tap, tap, tap, taplt:f-~hn?1
_ There was no mistake about . He heard
it plainly this timo—coming from the passage
outside the dormitory. The carious sounds
passed the deor, grew fainter and fainter,
until finally they cenzed altogether.

Wharton caught his  breath. Stealing
soltly from his Led, he crossed over to Dob

Clierry.
" Bob—wake up, Bob!" he whispered, shak:
up—

ing his chum's shoulder, " Wake
(uick 1
Cherry was not a heavy sleepor, and in a
mument he was blinking up sleepily at Harry.
" Wassermarrer? What—that you, Harry *"

" There's somcone moving about in the pas-
sage, Hob,” whispered Huarry quickly. “1've

leard the sounds twice now-—jolly queer
mongpds
"My hat! Think it's & burglari™

“Riest if T know, Hounds like some silly
asa tapping the panels with a stick. 1I'm
goiug to investigate, amyway. Are you
game, Bob"

" Right-ho,” mumbled Bob, not very oen-
thmsiastically, “Expect it Le Coker, or
aome other champion ass, scarching for the
tircyfrinrs treasure, Here gocs, though!™

And Bob tumbled from lds bed, Shipping
trousers and coats over their pyjamas, they
gtule szoftly from the dotindtary, In the
passage they sfopped, and listeoed intently
fi: & repetition of the strange soands Harry
Il beard.

But for some moments they heard nothing;
all was silent o the sleeping building.

“I'ma  eertain  there's someane prowling
round, thowgh,” muttered Harey, o oa pneg-
zZled tone. "I leard it dis— Hark!
There it goes!™

Tap, tap, tap, tap. tap, tap—

Frum along the pdnrkp passupe come  lhe
queer, rapid tapping, and it was  Baoh,
Cherry's turn to cateli his breath, The tap-
ping stemed to be some distaecdE Trom them g
but it was coming nearér rapidly io the
walting junjora,

“In hete, Dobl" whispered Harry quickly.
* Bhogh ™

Harry dragged his chum into the blackness
of a uearby doorway. The curicus noises
were quite close mow and distinet, Suddenly
they stopped,

With straining eves the juniors peered into
the blackness, eager to cateh a glimpze of the
intreder, Dot they could eec nothing.

"Better make a rush, Bob® whispered
Harry. ~ RBeady®™

Bob nodded jn the darkpess. Next instant
they dashed together towards the spot from
whenes the sounds had come,

But it was no burglar—or practical joker,
either. Tnatead of a burly furm, or a form
of any kind, their eyes bebheld nothing.
There followed the uneanny, rapld taltuo of
retreating footsteps, but nothing else.

"H";‘ at!® breathed- Huarry Wharton, as
they halted, bewildered, at the homd of the
stairs, "1 ean't understand this, Hol 1t
couldi't be some silly chmmp acting the poab
~conldn™t have vamished so guickly. Think
it was a c¢at, or something?”

“If it is a eat,” grinned Bob, “ then it must
be Puss-in-lNoots come to life again, A cat's
paws couldnt make that noise, vou nsa!
1i's nothing human, Hagry!™

“You don't mean to say vou believe in
ghosatyy??

* K-nynne, but—oh, DLlow it!
Harry, we're looking into this™

And with Wharton at iz lheels, Bob led
the way down the stairs.

They reached the bottom, and were moving
softly alomg the pastage below when they
stopped suddenly again.  I'rom eome vardsz
abead of them came o queer sculing noise,
It stopped, and again came the sounds:

Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, tap!

The sounda stopped a short distance away
Erom {hem, ol %Imrry geipped Wiz chum’s
arm tensely., From the darkness a pair of
bright, Jumingons orbs  suddenly  becamc
visible,

“What on earth—" bogan Harry, in a
tense whisper. * Why—-"

With a swdden exclamation he broke off,
and Tumbled for a match., As the light Rick.
ered np Doth jupiors gove o simultaneons
m}gpr—a gusp of mingled amazement and
relief,

Crouching on the foor was Mrs, Mimhle's
Idack eat. 1t hlinked up ot the gtoartied
Janiarts. Ball-afraid, hall.appealingty,

“Weil, my only hatl” mumbled Wharion

Come ofb,

in disgust. " 5o il’s a blessad eat afier al
What asses wo—s*"

Harry broke off, and stooped anddenly over
the cat, He lifted one of its paws, and 1thon
he understogd. Oo each of the animal’s
four piaws was tightly festened o half shell
of 1 walnub,

The mystery of the queer tappivg tounds
was solved,

Iiut the juniors did not emile, or grin. Wob
ecazed  to  chockle, apd Wharton®s faee
darkencd as he watched the unfortunate ani-
mal's vain attempts to free itsel, The ehelis
were fastened with cruel tightness, amd ihe
cat's strugghea ﬂmt.‘;‘ tightened the shells under
the expansion of its pawes.

" What a rotten trick!"™ hissed Wharton
angrilv., “I'd like to get my hands on the
brute who did this, Bob™

“We'll make it our business to find that
ouk,” said Cherry grimly.

The juniors quickly relcased the luckiess
animal, and hurried back to their dormitory.
To their surprise they found several of the
[ellows awake, while a condle was burning.
A3 they entered the room Skinner met them
with a chuekpe,

“Where have ¥You chaps been?" sched
Frank Nugent. “8kinner says you've been
ouf ghoetdiinting.”

“In a way we have,” gaid Whardon grimly,
"But wo've ladd it now '

And Wharton told them what had taken
place. The juniors listened with. gring &t
firat, then na Harry told ahout the cat, the
gring fTaded—with the single exception of
Skigner's grin. That Junior appeared to flid
gomething very humoroua jn the recital. Nis
grin hecame a chuckle, and then o gurgle of
mirth.

" Bee anything fonny in it, Skinny?" ashed
Tiobh Cherry suspiciously. " Deeauwse 1'f
hangzed i I can®

* Funny,” chortled Skinner. “Of eowrse iL's
funny., I've managed fo pull vour angust
lega a bit—though I never cxpeoted yon'd be
the chaps to be taken In. Anyway——-"

" You—yon mean to say that vou were oad
enough to play a rotten trick lke that.on a
dumb animal, Skinner?* gasped Wharion.

skinner looked o little uneaay then.

I—I—it waa only a joke—nothing rotton
about-—about it as far ns 1 ean ece,” he
stammered sulkily. “Can’t you take =
joke—""

“Yea, we can,” said Wharton, “Buf '
alraid what we're aboot to give you waon't
be o joke from vour point of view, you tod!
Collar him, you chopa®

#Yez, rather!”

“Here, I say—" ]

It Skinner's protestations were unaviil
ing. Uherry vanked him oot of bed, aml as
he dropped with & bump to the dormitory
ficor, Whartan set to wark to hring Lhe hack
of a hairbraah into play.

Whack, whack, whaek!

dkinner dared not yeoll; but he made wp
for the lack of yells with 2 continuous sue-
cession of moans amd  groans, Wharton
wielded fhe brush until he was tired, and by
that time &kinner was fired, too—painluliy
tired.

And when at Iast Wharton relegsed him,
the unscrupulous practical  joker  erawled
limply into bed, feeling that Jife was ook
worth living, and heartily wiching he bed
kept hiz mouth shot with repard fo the
author of his thtle ' joke™

*NE END.

O 0 o [ [ m e

THE WRAITH

OF LOCHMUIR!

(Continucd from previous page.)

the weaith of the Highland laied, in spite
of the fact that he ﬁml ayed the part
Limself,

IIarry Wharton & Co. understood that
the old man was hall erazed, and they
had only symputhy for him,  Iven
Aubrey Angel wos heard to mutier a
word of compassion.

By the doctor's ordars, old SBandy was
removed from the ITlouse of Lochmuir
wnd t{aken to the hospital in the town;
and as scon ag Sir hilip Angel could

he communicaled with, instructions came
from him that the old man was lo recaive
eVery core.

It was not long before old Sandy was
himseli again and back in his cottago by
the loch,  But the peture of the loird in
the old hall of Lochinwir was =ecurely
serewedd up, and f the aneanny fancy of
playing ghost came aguin into the old
pi!mr‘a mimd, he found his way barred,

I'he jumtors saw hin agoin  several
times dering the vemamnder of their stay
at the house; but he spoke no word of
what had happencd, and they doubied
whether he remembered it.

There were, ©f course. 1o more
mysterious happenings in the House of
Lochmuiv. The ghost had been laid for

good. LEven Billy Dunter had no more
ap]rwehmmmns. Indecd, he told the other
fellows that he never had heeded the
ghost at all, and had suspevted all ulang

that it would turn out to be old
Sandy. At which Hoarry Wharton & Co.
chuckled.

When the time came to leave Lach-
muir, the car contuining the Greylriars
party rolled down the path by the loch
and passed old Sandv's cottsge. From
that cottage came the miclancholy wail-
ing of the pipes, and the juniors caught
their last glimpse of the old man as the
dirpe of the MacDermid floated out anid
fphﬁ-ﬁd avross the waste waters of the
Lt .

Old SBandy, in hiz Highland solitude,
wasg still drewning of other davs,

THE EKD.

(Fherc iz another magrificent? sory by
{fur Jurvowrite author tn next Monduy a
Mugrer, entitled = The Greyfrivre X ows-
muper’ He aure and road of, rhnwne)
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From Pro, to Managing-Pirector !
1 iT O my nepheiv, Ronald Swiveller,
I

leave & ennuily of one.

hundred pounds, and trust it

will be a lesson to him to quik
his present  exlravagant made  of
living.’ " | ,

Bdlartin Fentlesniff, Morninglon Iard-
acre's 'lawyer and man of affairs, paused
in his reading of his late client’s will,
and gazed at the assembly over the rims
af his torioiseshell spectacles, ;

Ronald Swiveller turned a sickly white.
He gripped his fists until the nails bit
intop the flesh, and the glance that he
bestowed wpon Jim Blakeney was bitter
in tha extreme.

“ And that, ladics and gentlemen.”
went- on the droning voice of the ald
fawyer, “is all. The will of Mormington

Hardacre is guite in otder, for both |

Dr, Dyson and myself witnessed Lhe
drawing-up and signing of the ecodicil
leaving the major portion of Morning-
ton Hardacre's property and moneye to
Mr, James Blakency, Thank you, ladies
and gentlemen!™ o

"Three ladies well past their prime, ae-
companied by half & dozen gentlemen in
the same category, rose to Lheir fest in
disgust,

“Mean'” snapped the foremost lady.
# He's lefl me nothing "

“ Base ingratitude ™ grunted ane of the
elderly genilemen, reaching for a-dusty
silk hat.
he was a member of tha family ™

“He's nol a2 Hardacpe !" snapped the
lady again, almost bellowing the words
into the ear of her male cornpanion, who
was afflicted with dealness. ‘' He's only
just & hanger-on, thay tell ma!”

Jim Dlakeney smiled slightly as he
heard the fierca “whisper . of the dis-
tant relative who had travelled far with
her spouse for the hearing of Morning-
ton Hardacre's will, He had partially
recovered from his own surprise. When
the lawyer had summoned him to the
Myrtles for the reading of the will, the
Rengers’ centre-forward had  little
dreamed what portion of tlis world’s

oods and chattels would be his upon
eaving the stately old mansion. To
say he was astonished and bowildered
when Mariin Fentlesniff’s droning voice
had made known the eodicil i the will
which revoked all previous bequests and
now left everything to him, with the
exceplion of 1he annoily - to Ronald
Hwiveller, would be a very poor descrip-
tion of his foelings, Dot there it was
in black and white!

“My boy,” came the droning volce of
ibe kindly old lawyer, when the assembly

Tae Macxer Lierary.—No. 830,

b James Blakeney=—necver knew

A Thrilling
Farrers Locke,

the
famous Datective,

Serial Story of

World-
and his

Young Assistant, Jack Drake,

had dispersed, “ aliow me to congratulate
you "
" Jim  Blakeney started slightly as
Martin Fentlesniff approached him and
seized his hand in a warm grip. He
suffered  the handshake, hewever, al-
though his eyes were on the '-'Eng'eflii and
disappointed  countenance of Ronald
Gwiveller, whd was disappearing round
the door. ]
“ F-pr—er—thanks very much!” Jim
managed to blurt out, * It really seems
ton good to be true!”

The old lawyer permitted himself to
HOW THE STORY OPENS.
JIM BLAKENEY, the eighteen-year-old

ventre-forward of the Middleham Rangers,
who is & nephew of : =1

TIGER SLEEK, a potorious crimibal, who
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smile—a weaknesa he seldom gave way
to’ when dealing with his <lients.

“It's true enough,” he said kindly.
“(zood luck to you, sir!™

Onee again Jim Dlakeney mumbled
hiz thanks. Then he tried to pull him-
sell together. He was the owner of tho
Myrtles: he was the possessor of a
banking account that went into six
figurae; ho waa the principal sharcholder
in the DMiddleham Rangers Football
Club! And a week previous he had
been in & prison cell as the suspected
murderer of the man who had left this
vast fortube to him. No wonder, then,
was the young man & trifle unbalanced.

“ Without deziring to be presnmptuons,
sir,” said the lawyer, at length, *'may
I ask what arrangementa you infend to
‘make with regard to your afairs when
the will is granted probate?"

“Oh, I--Fd be pleased if you would
eontinue to manage my affairs, as you did
for my late benefactor, Mr. Fentlesniff I
replied Jim Blakener, somewhat vaguely.

(L L]

“ Thank you, sir!

The lawyer rubbed hiz hands with
satisfaction, after the manner of his class,
at having achieved something note-
worthy, and. wilked over to his ports
folio.  Gathering togethier hizs papers,
he reached for iz hat and prepared to
depart.,

“Might I make a supgestion, sir?"” he
said suddenly. And then, lowering his
voice to a whisper: “I would advize you,
351'1_,r to steer clear of Master Ronald—
he's very sore at being left only a small
annuity ; he had counted on inheriting
the bulk of my late client's estate. J—
ahem !—think he's not to be trusted—
abhem 1"’

“Thank vou for the warning,” smiled
Jim. Blakeney. “I'll abide by it, But
these other people, M. Fentlesniff—thay
appear tc be very disappointed st not
being leit anything by Mornington Hard-
acre, vou—I mean, could I do
a.n}thin for them?” =4

The old man of affairs pursed his 111;:.

"I wouldn't recommend i, sir,” he
sdvised. “You see, most of them are
second or third consina, or something
ust as distant, and if my late client had
had any affection for them, his will
would have shown it in a substantial
manner, No; Lhese people yon have met
here to-day have never been near the
placa for twenty years—sufficient proof
that they were hardly interested in Ar.
Hardacre until his enormous wealth and
tragic death became public properiy, as
it were, eh?"’

“Yez, I suppose 50," mullered Jim.,
"3kl I'd Jike to—— No, T won't,

though., After all, you've lived longer
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than I have, and should know human
nature betier. Thank vou very much,
Mr. Fenilesniff "

The hkmdly old lawyer smiled angd
withdrew, leaving the new master of the
Myriles gazing at lhe wonderful pieces
of bric-a-bric that abounded in the
cosily appointed sitbing-room—his sitting-
Foon !

There came a discreet tap at the door,
which Blakeney failed to hear. It was
repeated o triflo louder, and the young
man turned.

“Come in!" he said,

The aged figure of Jenkins, the
butler, entered the silting-room. He
approached the new master of the house
with an air of t{repidation that was not
lost upon Jim Blakeney., Boih were
thinking of an oceasion when a ceriain
inspector had  pompously  arrested
Blakenoy as the murderer of the late
Marnington Hardacre. . The butler, too,
had been loud 1n his -denunciations of
the nian before whom he now s : and
both, in the fullness of 1ime, had learnt
Lheir grave error. The. inspector, under
the shadew of the huge organisation
for which he worked, made his
amends: Jun was a free man. Bulb to
the butler no such opporiunity had been
presented, and he now felt that Jim's

time had come Lo excrcize his new powers |.

—to sack him!

He cleared his throat and (dgeled |

nervously.

* Ere-will you bo requiring my services
alter—after this week, sir?" he managed
to blurt out at length.

“Most certainly, Jenkins,™
Blakeney. *“You are a very devoted
servant, you are thorough, you are
irustworthy—what better?”

“Then—then, sir,” ssid Jenkine, in
wonderment, * you don’t bear any malice
for my hasty wordz on—on——"

“Certainly not,” Jim said guietly.
“Why should I? Your statements on
that cccasion were quite justified, in the
circnmstances, But you don't bhelieve
in them now, do you, Jenlkins$"”

“Great  heavens, no, sicl”
Jenking, with warmth.

“Then if vou still care to make the
Myrtles your home, by all means do s0.”

“Thank you, sir!” replied the butler,
in a shaky voice, making for the door.

* And, Jenking” suddenly called out
Blakeney, " tell the other servants that
they may remain, just as if nothing had
Pappmnd—that is, of course, if they wish

ﬂ ik 3

replied

“Fes, air, thank you, sic!”
“Bo far so good,” muttered Jim, when
the deor had closed upon the builer, I
wonder lwow some of the Rangers'
directors will take to this new state of
affairs 1™

Such a reflection opened un o vast
field of mental controversy. Thére were
two people at least on the Board whe
had always veiled their dislike of Jim
Blakeney on account of Meormington
Hardacre. And now

“Muonaging director of the elub," mut-
tered Jimr, half alond.  "“Sounds like &
novel — *From Pro. lo Managing
Divector " 7

But before the curtain rang down on
the changed fortunes of the Rangers
contre-forward, the old saying that truth
13 stranger than fiction was to be
yet again in a sensational manner.

Enter Mr. Keltlofon?

ié OU muist restgn, Mr. Biakenoy '™
Mr. Theodore Kettleton

banged his Ast upon the office
: table to give his words em-
phasis, and glared vound at his fellow-
directors for support.
“Hear. hear [

srbed i
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A low hubbub of converzation broke
out in the ranks of -the Middleham

ngers’ management comimitiee, and
sundry heads were jerked in the direc-
tion of fim Blakeney, who occupied the
chair. At length the noise died down,
and the young man rose to his feef,

“Gentlemen,” he said quietly, and
everyone present hung on his words, 1
have heard your decision; and my
answer i3 to the point—I refuse, flatly
refuse "

ﬁ,g‘,-uin the uproar hroke out, to be
quelled again as the burly fignre of Mr.
Kettleton rose from his chair, his red
cheeks mare searlet than usual,

“Mr. Blakeney, the idea is preposter-
oug in the extreme. How van we grown
men—each old enough to be your father
—sit on a board of manspement with you
as chairman and managing-direetor?
The thing is absurd! Be sensible, - Mr.
Blakeney-—agree to our proposal, and let
us buy you ont. You can still play for
the Rangers—"

“You seem to forget, Mr. Kettleton,”
replied Blakeney, a trifle heatedly, “that
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The crossbar snapped asunder like the
breaking ol a iwlg; and the two jazged
ends crashed on the unguarded head
of the goalkeeper even as his ouf-
stretched fingers cluiched the ball,

{See page 25.)

the decision either way rests with me, and
me alone. Of course, I shall play for
the Rangers. And, moreover, I shall
endeavour to ack with or without your
support as managing-director. The late
Mornington Hardacre wizshed it, and he
evidently thought me quite capable of
fitting the job, otherwise it would not
have been written so in his will  No,
gentlemen, for the last time, I am not
going to resign

A cry of shame from a bewizened

gentleman in a frock-coat was immedi-

ately taken uwp on all sides. Blakeney's
ears tingled as he hiztened to 4t, and he
dearly would have loved to have taken
onc or two of the most objectionable
gentlemen  present by the scruffs  of
their necks and silenced them.

“Veary well, Mr. Blakeney,” said the
bull-throated Mr. Kettleton. having first
whispered a few words 1o his colleagues.
“Then we resign!™

Jim Hinkenn;' shrugged his shoulders,
and waved his hands expressively,

“Then there's nothing more to be

s ]'IE hﬂ_ﬁ

said,” he made answer, “T will wish
you good-day, gentlemen !

The members of the Board stared after
the fast-disappearing form of their
managing-director, .as if they wounld like
to_fall 1;§on him and rend him hip and
thigh. Iiver since the will of the late
Mornington Hardacre had been granted
rwobate. these same .directors had slept
uneasily of a night in anticipation of the
first Board-mecting over which Jim
Blakeney would preside.

The young man was smiling grimly as
he left the Board-room. He had scted
aceording to the instroctions of Ferrers
Locke, the great detective. The cele-
brated slenth himself was the frst peYson

to meel Blakeney as he reached the hall
below,
“How

M Well, my lad?™ he queried.
didn't Jike it at all,” grinned

did they like it 7"

“The
Jim. “The whole bleszed lot of them
has r-esig*:lrled. i

“Ha, ha!"” chuckled Locke.  “They'll
climb down fast enongh, Youw've g
match on Saturday, haven't youn ¥

“Yes.  The secretary and minor
officials of the club are standing hy me,
ko everything- should be quite in order
for the match,”

“And what about 3wiveller? Are vou
still going to play him3i"

“Ne! Heo'a alveady applied for a
transfer, ond he can go with pleasure,”
returned Jim stoutly,  “ Between you
and me, Mr.. Locke,” he added, in a
whisper, “that fellow is capable of any
villainy. T feel convinced somehow that
he had a hand in the murd—""

“Maybe youw're vright,” interrupted
Locke quietly. T was suspicious of him
mysell until I visited his quarters. If
had any hand in the affair, then
all T can say is he arvanged his alibi lika
& master-criminal—there’s not a flaw in
it. The Tiger's flight from Middleham,
too, also points to the fact that Sleek
had something to do in it—something
mote than the mere writing of that
mysterions letter. But time will prove.
The cheque Hardacre maode oub just
before he met his end has not yet been
cashed, and until it 8 I am afraid the
law will go begging for its. victim.
There iz no other clue to follow,”

The detective and Blakenevy walked
down the steps of the office building and
entered tha Hawlk, which purred iis
steady note at the kerb. Jack Drake wan

- &t the wheek

“Where now, guvnor? he asked.

“The Myrtles,” said Blakency, befora
Locke could reply. “You're coming tn
have some Innch with me, I want to
talk to you about one or two things.”

* Right-ho!"

The nese of the Hawk was slewed
round, and the trie departed for the
Myrtles. Imside five minutes Jim and
his tweo friends wore seated at the
massive oak table in the dining-room,
whilst the respectful Jenkina hovered
around them with the differeni eourses,
The meal concluded, the party made an
adjournment to the 1¢unge, where chairs
were drawn up before the fire and cigars
were lighted.

“And now, Mr. Locke,”™ said Jim. at
length, “has it not struck you ar peculinr
that Mr. Hardacrs made no mention in
his will of the secret wireless vay he had
invented 7

“It certainly has, Jiw," returned
Fervers Locke, blowing a cloud of smoke
ceilingwards.,  ““Most peculiar!  Have
you loaked for it at all?"”

“Can't say T hbove—not o great deal. at
any rate,” anawered Blukeney. “Where
could one look, anyway?”

“Ah, there are innmmerable hiding
places in an old house of this deseription,

Tar MacxeEr LiBrany.—No. 830
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I'll wager,” said Locke quietly. “ Have
you sounded the walls?” .
“Only in the _hhrar_}' and the study,
replied Blakeney. “I've been frightfully
busy with other things to give the
matter much attention. I was wonder-
ing whether you'd care to stay with me
for a bit—you, Drske, as well, of

course [

“It so happens that business is slack
for the moment,"” said the sleuth at
[ength. “So I think we'll accept your
invitation, Jim—eh, Jack?”

“Het your life!” prinned Drake, from
the depths of his comfortable armchair.
“This suits me down to the ground!”

“Very well. The Myrtles 15 at your
disposal—make yourselves thoroughly at
home.”

The. remainder of the day passed with

litile ouistanding excitement The
rooms on the gbrpund-ﬂnw were all care-
fully sounded .
Dirake, but no secret hiding-places came
to light. The mystery. of Mornington
Hurdacre's wireless ray was still as far off
solution as it had been days ago.

“Peolter turn it up now,’” suggested
Forrers ke. **There’s mnothing
Lelind these panelled walls.”

Rlakeney was sbout’ to make some
reply. when Jenkins appeared. On the
silver tray which he carried was a letier.
Murmuring his apelogies,” Jim slit the
edge of the envelope arnd drew out the
contents. Thén he started back with a
cry of amazement. '

i What's wrong?"” exclaimed Locke.

“ Read-that 1™ said Jim, thrusting the
letier into the detective's hand.

The world-famous sleuth scanned the
contents of the letter, and whistled
guietly.

“ Dear Nephew,—Accept the congratu-
lations of your dear uncle upon your
nnexpected good fortuné, I might say
that but for me yon still would have
heen mere Jim Blakeney—a paid pro-
fessional football player. However, good
luck to you. I still have & greedy cye
upon the wireless ray—remgmber, .it's
worth a million of the best to me. What
about our sharing the prodeeds—eh?
Germany will give twice as much as your
awn country for the ray. Dlace it in my
hands, and I'll effect o sale without any-

v Locke., Blakeney, and-

phone Bantle 43311 five minutes aflter
you receive this lotter—that is reckoming
yvou'll receive it by eight o'clock p.m.—
the usual time the postman reaches the
Myriles. )
“Your aflectionate unele,
“Ticen.

“P.8.—Don't play me false. I shall
b2 in Bantle for exactly five minutes—
ugeless for any clever police johnny to
try to make a captura in that time.”

“IHe ceriainly seeme assured of him-
self,” muttered Locke. *‘He's quite
right, though.. It would be useless trying
to run him to ground in that time. It
would take three minutes to learn from
the supervisor where and whe Dantle
43311 is, another three minutes to inform

the local police, and about half an hour

before any attemrpt was made fo raid the
place. By that time the Tigef would be
miles away again, Jim. T should advise
vou - to 1-1;-5 iy wp—no, no! Botter
still, leave 1t to me."

The great defective reached for the
telephone instrument and asked for the
reguited number. In a féw moments the
itoice of the eperator echoed over the
wire:

“Bantle 43311—youn're through!™

“ Hailo, Jim ! came a grufi voice.
“You've got my=—" :

“You've made a mistake. Tiger,” said
Ferrers Locke .conlly. *This 13 Locke
speaking.  Listen! TI've sworn to get
you, Sleck—sworn to placs you in the
dock ! It's peing to be a battle between
us, adl, 50 far, the advantage rests on
vour side—"

“Corse you!” hissed the angry voeice
of Tiger Sleck. ““ What fool's game is
this? Where's Jim 17

“Jim's here,” returned the detective.
“And he sends his complimewnts. Oh,
and be tells you to go to Halifax with
vour proposals, and stay there!"™

There sounded an angry bellow of
rage over the wires, and then the con-
vetsation came to a close. The Tiger
had evidentiy rung off.

“ 8o much for that !¥ chuckled Ferrers
Locke, "I rather think L surprised our
dear friend Bleek. He didn't imagipe
that I would be here—ech, Jim$®

“I'Il bet he didn't ! ehuckled Jim.

contributes

one in Middlabam, or England. for that e : )
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for the night, and all thoughts of Tiger
Sleek were relegated to the backgrounds
of oblivien,

Ronald Bwiveller drained his glass of
refreshment and called over the counter
to the attendant to replenish it. Since
the reading of the will the late Morning-
ton Hardecre's nephew had  walked
about like & man in & dream. The whole
ﬂglivarsc seéined to be topsy-turvy to

i,

*“ An annuity of ope hundred & vear—
phew ' he muttered. “Who'd have
thought it *”

He glared sbout him in the half light
of the tap-room he had visited ms if
expecting someone to spring out at him.
tlis whole appearance was dejected. His
sharp features wore a huntod expression,
the more emphasised Ly the expression
of fear in his narrow eyes. Other
frequenters of the tavern stared at him
in surprise, for mot a few of them
recognised him.

“Who knows!”

The words escaped Swiveller's thin lips
unconsciously. His harassed brain was
recording ancther picture of the night
of the tragedy—ihe room in the Myrtles,
the sleeping man, the sandbapg poised
alaft, the still, silent heap on the floor of
the library.

. Mergiful Hogven ! mauttered
Awiveller, passing his hands bLefore his
eves. I shall go mad ! T shall—"

He tottered blindly out of the tap-
room, leaving untouched his gloss of
liquor, and fell the cool air of the mght
beating against his throbbing temples.

A murderer!"” he mutlered.  “The
sandbar was weighted—a morderer 17

Throwing a fearful glance over his
shoulder, he buttoned up his coat and
hurried away down the street as if a
thonsand demons were at his heels. Onee
clear of the town his senses bLegan to
return. He was able to view things in
a cabm light. No one knew wet—that
was cerlam.  Already, despite the fact
that he hated him, Swiveller was glad
that Jim Blakeney had been cleared and
acquitted of the chavge laid against him.
But the Tiger—

He pround his tecth with rage as he
thought of the tall, burly LGgure ihat
always lurked 1in the background,

“ He knew—he knew the sindbag was
weighted I hissed Swiveller, * He never
intended me to stun the -old man, He
meant me to—tg-———— Great Heaven !
What have I done *"

But it was too late for remorse now.
The deed had been done, The law
demanded an eye for an cye, a tooth for
a tooth, and it was that dread rellection
whicrh gueached Swiveller's remorse—

enuine though its short life might have
een—on the instant.

“T must get out of Middlehamn !?
muttered Swiveller, az he paced along
:-na:[qul}'- 1 must pek out af the
Tiger's way, Ile would hold this above

- my head and drive me Lo something even

worse ] He siill holds the whip-hand,
burn him, although the police have
fastenad the writing of the invizible letler
on to him., Ie's sure fo wicld his power,
I must po—go tonight!  The transfor
can go te hang., It would tell andone—
the Tiger—wlhere to find me, No!

-Ronald Bwiveller must start again—start

miles away from Middlcham, Afier all,
he has an annwity. Ha, ha, ha !

‘He concluded with an uwnnatural éut-
burst of laughter that would have ‘made
any passer-by who had chanced Lo over-
hear him * cortify 7 hrm as insance, Then,
recovering, he walked on to his lodgings
and guietly entered. Five minutes later

'a shadowy ﬂ{_‘;m*r-, carrying a well-packed
suitcase, conld have been seen emerging



EVERY
MONDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

from ihe house of the respectable 3us.
Duttrix like a thiel in the mght,

it was he, once known to the folk of
Middleham as Honald Swiveller,

In reality, it wos a hunted-fugitive of
the law and ils own consclence seeking
to bury the zins of the past in a neigh-
bourhood that lay miles westward of the
sleeping inhabitants of Middleham,

The cheers rang out from

“H
the packed onclosnre of the

Middleliam Rangers' Football Club i
one nnending bellow.

The Rangers, in their spick and span
Llack-and-gold jersey=s, had doubled on
to the pilch, eager for the tussle with
their old Leagne rvivals, the Hackpool
Wanderers.  As the stalwart figure of
Jim Blakeney came last into view the
checring died down, and all eyes were
turned in lia diveclion,

The forthecoming match was the fivst
since the tragic ending of Mornington
Hardacre to be plased on the ground of
the home club, znd thousands of people
were agor o see for themselves the
yveung man who had been avrested as the
murderer of Mornington Hardacre, had
been acquilted without a stamm on lus
character, and now ranked as one of the
most woealthy men in the town.

Many of thom still believed that he
was the guilty party, for the police had
failed to arrest anyone else. And the fuct
that the young man now inherited the
late Mornington Hardacre's vast fortune
gave the notion wild support. There was
something decidedly fishy about the
whele affair—that was the general im-
pression of the crowd,

A certain portion of the spectators
hegan to hiss, and nasty remarks floated
across the playing-ficld which wade Jio
Blakeney blush and clench his fists.

“YVeh! Whe did the old man in?"

“Who “herited his money, eh ™"

The situation was saved by the appear-
aneo of the visiting eleven, They looked
a lne body of men as they trooped out
on to the pitch to a storm of applause
from their own supporters and the sports.
men emongst the Middleham faction.

* Play up, Wanderers [”

“ Pop it across "em, Hackpool !

“rAlle! They're kicking with the
wind 1" _ _

The latter remark followed the tossing
of the coin in the centre of the piteh and
the visitors’ captain signalling to his men
to line up with the wind at their backs.

A moment lator and the ball was in
snotion, and, in the ﬁfneral excitement
that reigned, Jim Blakeney, as the sus-
pected murderer of Mormington Ilard-
acre, was displaced by the nimble and
clever centre-forward of the Rangers.
Buch 15 the mnature of a [ootballing
crowd,

The Hackpool Wandereys =oon made
their superior weight felt. They Et'l':ﬂl:llltjl
hegan to wear down their opponcits, an
‘within fifteen minutes of the commence-
ment they had opened the scoring.

“Come on, Rangers "

*What about it, Jim?"

The cries from the erond wrped the
home club to greater efforts from the re-
slart, The forward line fell into move-
ment with something of their accnstomed
dash and skill, Ronald Swiveller's place
had been taken by a young reserve man
who had the makings of g fine forward.
Strangely enongh, it was he whe passed
the ball to Jim Blakeney when that
worthy, unmarked, was within hfteen
vards of the goal-month, Wiihant hesi-
tation, Jim took the Lall frst time and

The Hand of an Enemy !

ERLE they come ™
“Come on, the boys ™

Mr. Keitleton seemed on the verge.of Indulging in physieal violence. He made
& dari at Jim Blakensy, 2 massive fist-u
.| him from such Indiscretion by hauling on his coat tails,
Biakeney,”' roared tha ineensed ex-director,

page 26.)

But the loyal Mr., Wirtle saved
* You wait, Mr, Blessed
“ ¥ou'll sing small yet !*" (See

slammed it to where the visitors' cus-
tadian was hopping up and down like a
Jack-in-the-box, :

The goslkeeper made a frenzied Iea;:
to stem the oncoming shot. » The ball
thudded agninst the cross-bar, and then
fell sharply. - He caught it and arrested
its passage, Then a singpulay thing hap-

nedt. The eross-bar above him snapped
asunder like the breaking of a twig, and
the two jagged ends crashed on the un-
gnarded head of the goslkeeper, sending
him reeling to the ground,

Immediately  the veferee’s  whistle
shrilled out, and players and spoctators
came rushing to the spot. The injured
gealkeeper was speedily atlended to by
the firsi-aid men in attendance. But his
was a case for stiiches, and he was per-
force obliged lo retive from the beld,
amidst the sympathetic murmurings of
the crowd,

Jinn  Blukeney walked over (o 4he
damaged goal-post, and began to examine
the jugged ends, Then he stavied vie-
lently.

“Loolkk here, vhape!™ he exelaimed.
“Thiz pest has heen tampered with, 1
cann plainly see marks of u saw on ihis

wood.  Great Scolt!”—ax  he looked
closer—'" it has Deen sawn hall-way
thrangh |"

It was trme enough. The marks of a
saw werg plainly visible on one side of
the eross-bar—marlis that wore made in
ithe wond to the depth of o inch,

*Dirty work !" muttered one spee-
tator—a remark that was licely echoed
by twonty more,

“TIt is dHrey werk ! osaid Jim grimly,
“Pat like to lay my hamls on the moer-
chant responsibie for i 2

The major portion of the speclntors
wore  epgactml, ol wand s wil Tt

choice of words. The whole thing seemed
to lack & metive; and yet it was obvi-
ously .done carefully, The bar would
have remained throughout the whole
match in ils usual position had it not
Lbeen for the fact that the ball had
thrammed against it and weakened what
little strength there was left in it.  Dut,
as evervhody knows, few matches indeal
passed from comuncncement to  fimieh
without the ball striking ihe cross-bar
at least onee during the game.

The whale affair wos a mystery.

A new cross-bur was hwrvied out from
the groundstnen's ched and speedily
evected, and the game continued. m‘in%-
the lapse the croes-bar at the other ent
of the pitch had been examined, but it
appeared to be intact.

With one man short, the Wanderers
full 10 defensive methods, hoping to re-
tain (he single goal lead they had
achioved ; but they were doomed to dis-
appointment. The Rangers' forwards
worp passing in and out smoothly, and
with a precision that left the opposing
half-backs baffled. Until the remainder
af the lirst hall it was almost a game of
“shots at goal”—a game (hat broughs
fhe'home club two points !

When the hall-time whistle soonded
thore was a strange lack of enthusiasm
irom the home erowds round the touch-
lines, The affair of the cross-har had
spoiled theiy appetites, sz it were,

In the dressig-room Jim DBlakeney
inquired of Joff Dunatan, the trainer, af
he conld throw any light on the mystery.
Bul the dour old fellow sheok his head
negutively, As a maotter of fect, e was
more puzzled than  the rest of fthe
players, for he had witnessed the men

vigging {he pets nabout shrea hoors helore
Tue Macxer Lienary,—XNo, 820,
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the match wae due fo be played, and
everything had seemed in order then.

The Rangers discussed the matter be-
tween themselves, but no one present
could find & solution to the mystery. The
damaged cross-bar could not have been
arvanged for the benefit of any particular
individual, for, in the first place, it was
only likely that the two goalkeepers
would be pacing up amd down beneath 1t.
Then, again, the person vesponsible for
the dastardly scheme was not to be aware
which poalkeeper would oceupy that par-
ticular goal-net during the first half.

The referee’s whistle put an end to the
dizcussion in the players’ dressing-room,
and onco again they took the field.

The second half of the match began
fiercely enough, but it died 2 sudden
death. With their goalkeeper out of the
way the Wanderers seemed like o dazed
pack of schoolboys. Their right-back had
taken a position between the sticks, a
half-back had dropped back to fill his
position, whilst a forward had been- de-
tailed to play & half-back game.

Before another ten minutes had elapsed
the Rangers were once more taking shots
at goal. 'This time it was the reserve
man in place of Ronald SBwivellsr whe
netted the third point.

*Come on, Wanderers!™

“ What's come over you, Wanderers?”

The shouts of the visstors floated aeress.
the field in & pierring bellow. They
urged, they beseeched, and finally feld to
reviling their eleven. DBut all to no avail
—the Wanderers were a beaten side.

It would be a merciful thing to draw a
vei] over the remaining minutes of play,
for goals mounted up like rune in a
cricket match, When, finally, the visit-
ing team crawled off the Seld, they had
been soundly bheaten to the tune of cight
gonls to one.

explanation. In h

get to the botiom of the matter, tha
young owner of the Myrtles caused
several glaring posters, bearing a pro-
mised reward of a hundred pounds to
any person able to throw light on the
sawn crossbar affair, to be pasted up
over the town.

The Fall of the Rangers !

HE evening papers made a stir
abdut the whole affair, and called

upon Jim Blakeney to make an.
I8 cagoerness to )

Two days went by, bub no selution to
the mystery presented itself. = Even
Ferrers Locke had to admit himzelf
bafled, There was such a strange Jack
of direet motive about the whole affair
that purzled him. It looked for all the
wotld as if it had been perpetrated
m&ﬂely 10 mar the good name of the
GAT

This theory seemed to gain in strength
during the next fortnight, for during that
time the Rangers plaved two matehes af
home, and on each oceasion something
peculiar happened.

In the first match the referee zeemed
to favour the home club in all his deci-
aions, and arguments both loud and Jong
waged rvoumd the touchlines. The
Rangera wen the match, but it was a
bloodless vietory, for their opponents,
seeing that the ref. gave everything
against them, began to sulk, and in con-
sequence their aitack and defenee fell to
pieces,

lavers “went off 7 the field apparently

gurt. although i€ was obviousz fo every-
one present thal there was nothing the
matier with them. Once off the field of
play these “foothallers ™ romained off,
and watohed their side beaten {o the tune
of four—nil.

Tt was useless for Jim Blakeney to
storm - and  abuse thess players—their
contracts were up. They handed in their
resignations and retived gracefully into
the background. But the unkindest ecut
of all was when Mr. Theodora Kettleton
and his colleagnes announced their inten-
tion of ¥ selling out.”

“1t's na use, Mr. Blakenes,” anid the
bull-throated Kettleton the following
morning, My colleagnes and I conldn’t
possibly work with you. There’s no
alternative but to sell sut. We've come
here to give you tha opportunity of buy-
g us out personally. Failing that, we
shall, of course, sell in the open market—
first come, first served! ™

“I'll buy vou out, guick enough.” re-
plied Jm  hotly. You're o lot of
WOITiS, ANYwa¥. [ can see your game.
Il T don't bny vou oiit you'll sell to any
Tom, Dick, or Harry. No, thanks; I'm
not having anvone in the company.
Name your price end we'll call it a

deal,*
Mr, Theodore Kettleton rubbed his
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In the second mateh three of the home

big hands with satizfaction. Things were
working out very well. He would show
thiz young upstart that he could not
browbeat Mr. Theodore Reitleton.
owner of the largest mill in the town!
1le named his price—a price far in exeess
of what the shares were worth, and
smiled with satisfnction as Jun Dlakeney
forthwith zat down and penned a chegquo
for the eguivalent amount.

“Thank you, Mr. Blakeney,” purred
Mr. Wirtle. a bewizened, shifty.evedl
looking “individual who echoed all the
remarks of the preat Mr. Kettleton.

“1 want none of vour thanks,” rappml
Jim curlly. ® You ve pot yvour mouney,
gonflemen—there’'s the door! ™

My, Kettleton seemed on ihe verge of
indulging in physical vielence. He made
8 dart at Jim Blakeney. a massive fist
upraised; but the loval Me. Wirlle saved
him from such indizeretion by hauling on
his epat tails and dvagging him back.

“Yon wait, Mr, Iﬁ&ssed Blakeney,”
roared the angry Me, Kettleton, * You'll
sing small yet! ™

And shoking his fizst at the cool fgure
of Jim DBlakenoy standing beside the
desk, and Euﬂ’Enng himeelf to be led
gently to the door by Mr. Wirtle and his
colleagues, the great Mr. Eetileton took
hiz doparture.

“Thank lieaven that's over,” muttercd
Jium Blakeney, with a sigh of relief, 1
can't quite get the hang of the affair.
but there’s something deep on here, I'l
he bound ! "

And he was vight. The verv next
morning the town was buzzing with the
rumour that the Middleham Rangers
Football Club was nio longer a private
limited liebility company—that it wae. in
fact, now zolely in the hands of Jim
Blakeney. That Mr. Ketileton and Lis
colleagues had already staried to form a
tival club, and that thev had already
purchased a site in the next meadow (o
their old club!

By twelve o'clock that same day il waa
no longer & rumour—it was actual fact.
Three more players from the Hangers
tendered their resignations—their con-
tracts having expired. And Jim Blake-
ney was left in his office staring moodily
at their formal resignations, while theose
samo players were signing on under tho
management of Mr. Kettleton and his
precious associates,

With a stif upper lip Jim Blakeney
decided to weather the storm. Te moved
up six more plavers from tho reserve
eleven and hoped for the best. Harold
Dighy, Spadger Jennings, and Tony
Williams wvowed their alleginnce {o the
old club and stood firm.

The first match played under thess
altered conditions resulted in a terrible
defeat of the Rangers, With their tails
between their legs, figurafively speak-
ing, the cleven emerged nt Middleham
Station to the accompaniment of o storm
of luzzes and Looing from o noisy crowid
that had assernbled outsule,

To Fervers Locke Jim  Blakeney
turned & weary hend.

“Taook at them,” he said brokenle.
“Thev'va already lost their enthusissm
for the old elub. It's hard., Locke™

“I kpow, T know,"” saucd the detective
sympatheheally; “but you must stick
it, Jim. You must bay some materis]
from better clubs—your reserves are
hopelessly ont of the picture. Hunt up
the transfer list and pay the prices asked,
It's your only chance.”

“Haven't 1 ivied? ™ groanced Jim.
“There's no one on the transfer list
worth having at present, 'This is the
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wrong fime of the vear for transfers—
with the Cpp looming ahead. By
heaven, that fellow Kettleton and his
eruzh ought to be slaughtered !

“¥ez, they've donc you inealeulable
harm,” replicd Fervers Locke guictly.
“I ean see lots of things now., The
broken ecrosshar, for instance, was the
fivst trick, It was dene, I foel perfectly
convinéed, with the idea of starting a
had name for ihe club., The referce
business in the next match was a delibe-
rato affair, oo, I'll wager. Tha fellow
was bought over by Keitleton and his
crowil (o give false decisions. The next
mateh, in which those timid merchants of
yours walked off apparently injured, was
another deliberate thrust—-—""

“But why, why ! 7

“ Chtite easy to see that—now,* replied
Laocke grimly.
the wuswal crowd that attended the
Rangors' maiches discenteuted and fed
up with the very name of the elub. And
its succceded all too well, I'm afraid.
You'll see for yourself on Saturday. I
only hope I'm wrong, but—-—""

He broke off and shrugged his shonl- |

tlers exprossively, _

And on thp following Saturday his
words eame true. The match was against
Treverion — an  inferior team = well
amongst the “also vans ¥ at the foot of
the league table—ond should have re-
anited in an casy victory for the Rangors.

But the small crowd thal had assem-
bled seemed to dizeourage the home
champions right from the ontset, - They
conld do nothing right, Tt was uscless
for Jim to nurse his forwards up to the
goalmouth, Shots went wide every time
anyone tried to seore. Bven Jim himself

suffered in the general atmosphere of.

depresston. Twice he “muffed ” shois
that, on any other occasion, he would
have {urned to account,

And the econcourse, meanwhile, was’

not slow to jeer and hoo. It looked for
gkl the world as if & certain portion of
them had journeyed to the ground with
that sole intention, for from the opening
of the mafch boos and catealls Tang out
incessantly. As o matter of fact, these
rowdy spivita bad been bribed to play
their part in the beginning of the Water-
loo intended for the Rangers, and ir
must be said that they did their part
well—and earned their money.

Long before the interval hundveds of
spectators had departed for their homes,
fed up and disgpsied with the whole
game and -the inferiority of the eleven
they had once delighted to wateh in the
black and gold jersevs of the Middleham
Rangers Club.

At full time, when the feams came off
the field, having managed nothing betler
in the way of & scove than to - craw—a
single goal draw at that—the pent-up
feelings of the remaining  speclators
found a vont,

“Booo!

“Call yourselves {oothallers! ™

“Can't play for toffee!

“{zo back where yon came
Blakeney ! ¥

“You ought to be in ithe musewn.
Rangers ! »

The above was but a sprinkling of ihe
caustic remarks that made the cars of
the players tingle., Sticks were wavad in
the air, and threatening fists were raised
against the Rangers’ eleven by the
indignant spectatora.

o,

Harold Digby walked over and took |

Jim DBlakeney by the arm.

 Keep your pecker wp, Jim,™ he said.
“We'll show 'em yet !’

“By heaven!® excloimed Jim, wiih
anger and determination freely blended,

“The idea was to make

Murmuring his apologies, Jim Bloke
ney commenced to open his correspond-
cuce, whilst” Fervers Locke and  Jack
Drake 'sank deeper into t(he comfortable
armehaira—the former puffing content-
edly at his favourite Lriar, tha latter
devoting hiz attention to a study of the
local paper,

Tor fully five minutes complets silence
reigned, and then came the grating sound
of & chair being pushed back, followed
by an exclamation that caused Ferrers
F.ocke and Jack Drake to =it holt upright,

“*Hurrah 1"’

Jim Blakency leaped to his feat, bis
fnee and eves aglow with excitement, Tn
his hand he waved a single sheet of note-
paper. In his exuberance of spirit he
executed . something in the nature of a
war-dance, Both ihe detective and his
young assistant regarded their host in
JAmazement,

““Bogo ! ™

As the whistle sounded for full time and the Rangers eame off the pitch, the pent-up

feelings of the spectators found & vent, Sticks were waved in the alr, and threaten~
ing fists were raised in the direction of the weary eleven,

yourselves footballers | ** “*Go back where you came irom, Blakeney | *
(Fee this page.)

“Booo !* Y Call

woan Lhem back 3if it costs me every
penny I've got ! ™

“That’s the spirit, Jim,” chimed in
Fervers Loacke, who had walked over to
the players; “and I'l wager miy reputa-
tion you'll win through, loe! ”?

The hands of the two men met. In
each face grim delermination and an un-
quenchable spivit showed strongly. Be-
iween them—this pale-fared voung man
of wnineleen, minaging direcior and
player of the Middleham Rangers, and
the older., more worldly man, whe wus
known a: BEogland's most  suceessfal
detective-—they made 2 soletm pact bo
put the Middleham Rapgers' Football
Club on its old and popular footing.

It was Lo be an uphill strugele, with
diffienlties biisthng on every side, but
the climbers were lenacious and forceful
—and the hattle was to the slrong !

————

Good News !

IIE animated huzz of conversalion
taking place in the spacious and
well-appointed sitting-room at the
Myrtlos ceazed nlw

uptly as the

“1'Il wean them Dback to the club—1'11 | butler entered with the evening's post.

“What the thump’s bitten you?' des
nuinded Drake curionsly.

Ferrers Locke ashed the same question,
only he was more particalay tie his choico
of words,

“Look. Mr. Locke! And you, Jack!™
exclaimed Jim Blakeney., * Look at that

Jletter—to play for England !

Ho handed the sheet of notepaper lo
his visitors and wajted expectantly. They,
loo, caught something of his excitement
as they perused the contents. For the
lelier invimnied that the Internotional
Selection Committes had decided to play
Jim Blakeney as centre-forward in the
forthcoming match with Seotland.

“Brave!” exclaimed Ferpers Locke at
}m%gl’ih “Congraiulatiors, Jim, my
adl’

(In the general excitement it
looks as though ome of Jim's
greatest ambitions is to be
realised, But In the background,
like some sinister shadow of evil,
lurks Tiger Sleek, Jim has been
selected to play for England but—

will he play ?)
T MaaneT Linnary.—Nn. B30,
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THE NEW YEAR.
GUDI} hick to it ! The young, vasztly

inexperienced ' . newcomer  has

comne in with a. plorious racket,

but that's nolural, May the
sporting*Vdungster of ‘1924 biing ’mna of
miouey and lots of happiness! “Having
expréssed thede sentiments, which will
findd an echo in the hearts of all, 1 can
spoak of the MAGNET programme for the
New Year,
gramme Week., The meekest fellow has
hiz own programmo—a rf-gulal star
packed with -big turns, arid such noble
resolutions that 1t 1s almost enough to
mako tho tears -Crf envy pelt dﬂ‘r‘rl‘l to
think of them. " Well,
MaesET is not the paper to be left. out
of agood - thifg. ‘I'nke note, plcase, that
1t5 plogramme, for 1924 iz immense. T
have no’space for ﬂGEa1}a. but the new
VOTIS xﬂ'h_ﬂ'- ‘will appéar as the yvear rolls
on will boat anything yet.

Thiz, in & genzo,' ig I’m.
‘regders.”

of 'course,” the |

THE “GREYFRIARS NEWSPAPER!"™

By Fravk Richards.

That merchant of imagination, Fish,
thinks out’a newspaper hoom next-weelk.
'The yarn is tervifie,  So is the newspaper
which “the, American i:u:q,r hatehes wifth
matchbess c:lcverneqa You fecl Some-
times that Fish is a p.mnt. or two too bril-
-hant he dazzles the optics. DBut his new
press stunt will dc:]lghl:, all Mauxger
A felldw with ideas ought to hie
slapped on the back—not too havd —for
ideas want finding., Fish thinks out a |
paper which he feels will be worthy of |
Greyfriars. It is not nno of thaze papers

whiich trip you up, and leave the patient
reader dmwumg in o sca nf headlinesd,
Exactly what it is you will see next Mon-
day, when the hrlghf voung fellow from
the land of the Siar Spangled Banner
zets going.

Theve you have it! The tromp eacd
for the year! Save the giddy pence and
the happy-go-lucky. bobs and tanners will
lake cave of I']tm'r'l-k..f‘]H' Tl ia the prime
ardinanee of the miser to pare his eliceas,

ut né need to go s Tar as all that !

. THE GEE_YFH]_HEE HERALD.

Theift 12 the subject for the Bupple-
ment next weoelk, Heneo the foregoing
remarks.  We are glid {o lhave tho
Herald back again. 1 has been nnssed,
but ils memory iz green.  The same
colour is ubsent. altogether among the
members of the staff.  Harry Wharton
and his trusty lieuteriants have handied
the subject with discretion,  Read the
next izzue. It will do you good. As the
proverl has it, "hnm‘ ‘and the world

spends the cash for you.” Dok the whola
pllluhuph& of thos 1'~||h"l1.'l|i|mg Lusingss
will be found, with ecxfras, in the MAGXET
for next "'lrimwln} :

A MARKED MAN!"
: By Hedley Scott.

Kettleton stoops io contuer in e
meanest manner . the next instalment
of our grand football awd defévlive
sorial, . Will {his conspirator’s rooked
policy bear other flan rotien fruit? The
sequel shows, and the sequel touches
high-witer mark of drama and romances

Your editor.
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