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collision had been a sudden and rather
violent one, .

“What the thump are you waking me
up for in the mid of the night?” de-
manded Sammy Bunter indignantly. “1|
was just dreaming euch a lovely dream,
all about a game-pie—"

“You fat duffor!” growled Bunter.
“Don't shut your eyes, Samuny; youre
not going to sleep again yet."”

Sammy’s eyes had closed, perhaps
because he was sleepy, perhaps in an
efiort to recapture the vanished beatific
vision of the game-pie of his dreams.

Bunter shook him.

"“"Keep awake, Sammy, you dummy "

“Look here, I'm joliy well going to
sleep!” growled Bunter mmor. " What s
the matter with you! Can't you sleep?
You shouldn't have bolted enough
supper for six chaps, then! Your own
fault! I can sleep all right. Leave me
to it, and go back to bed, or go end cat
coko !” )

Samuel Bunter laid his head on the
pillow again,

“Oh, really, Sammy

“ Shurrup !"

“ Look here 2

“"¥You're keepin
chin-wag, Billy.
good chap !

“It's important, Sammy—'

“* Rot "

Bunter shook his minor again, and
Sammy sat up with a ferocious growl.
But William George was determined,

'"“Look here, you young ass!” he said,
“[t's jolly important. 1 suppose you
don't want to have to clear out of this
show, do you, and go home for the rest
of the vacation?"

Sammy sniffed,

“You can't keep it up for ever!" he
grunted. " You've got hold of the house
scmehow by diddli the agent—good-
ness knows how ! n'f’ﬂ : i

"

me awake with your
o get out, there's a

u're running the
whole show on tick, and fooling Walsing-
ham. He's running wn bills with the
tradesmen, and you'll never pay them.
You're stuffin him that you're rich hg
giving him tips, and you'’ve done it wit
money you've borrowed f{rom your
visitors. That game can’t go on all
through the vac. It's bound to come to
a crash, and, as your brother, I hope you
won't end up in chokey. I ecan tell you
that I shall clear at once if I see a police-
man comng.”

“You—you—you—"" gasped Bunter,

“Now let a chap go to sleep.”

“Listen to me, Sammy! I've got to
tell you—="

“Tell me to-morrow, then!” snorted
Sammy, "Can't you let a chap sleep at
midnight?”

“How can T tell vou to-morrow, [at-
head. when the man’s got to be fed to-
night "

“Eh—what?"

Sammy Bunter sat bolt upright.
major had enceeeded in
awakening him nosw,

""Are you potty?”
“What man? Who?

" Pilkins, the agent.

His
clectually

he ejaculated.
Which”
I can't let him

starve. He's a meddling fool, but he
can't starve.”

“Eh? Where is he?”

“In the wine-cellars,” breathed
Bunter.

“Wha-a-at 1"

“That's why I cleared all the fellows
and the servants out of the house.
Pilkins was coming here fo seo me. You
see, he was in tho nursing-home, and I
thought he was laid up for the whole
vac. I hoped he was, at any rate. But
he got well and went back to his office,
and found that Combermere Lodge was
let—to me. Of course, he was fright-
fully upset, as there hsd been no papers

““Yarooh ! *'
my hat!*®
Fira! Thieves !

exclaimed

It was a wild yell from the sprawling prise
Wharton.
Help | ** shrieked the Owl. Wharton and Bo
leased their prisoner as suddenly as if he had become red-hot to the touch,

(See Chapfer 1.) 1 !

ner. ‘‘* Why, what—
““Help ! Murder !
Cherry re-

““ Bunter !

signed, or anything, or any mone Euid.
He thought he was being hilkeg v a
swindling tenant, you know,” said Billy
Bunter indignantly.

““So he was," said Sammy.

“What !"

“But what's happened?” demanded

Bunter minor. “If the agent got well
and found vou out, why hasn't he come
on to you?

“He has,” whispered Bunter., *“He

came here by appeointment to sce meo,
and I had tﬁe place emipty, ready for
him. I miade him think that \Tniﬁinga
ham was in the wine-cellars, and we
went cdown to see the butler there, nnd
1 put on Walsingham's voice. You
know what a clover ventriloguist T am,
Sammy."”
"“1 know what a silly ass you are!”

“Well, I-got him into the wine-cellars
and talked to him, but he wouldn't seo
reason, He actually refused to agree to
my keeping in the house unless 1 paid
the rent—"

“Not really?" eaid Sammy sarcastic-

ally.

“Yes, really. A distrustful black-
guard, you know, I told him that I
should pay everything—ultimately., He
didn't seem to trust me."

*“Go hon!®

“He didn't, Sammy. OF course, these
housa agenis are-a downy lot. They're

always diddling somebody, so naturally

thev're distrustful, He actually refused
to take my word for it that the moncy
was all right.”

Sammy blinked at his major,

“80 there it was,” said Bunter, *1
couldn’t give up the house. Why, I've
asked D'Arcy of St, Jim's to come hero
for part of the vae. I've named it
Bunter Court, to keep up appearances {o
Greyfrviars chaps. 1've* made all my
arrangements te stay on here till we go
back to echool. And that footling ass
thought 1 was going to give it nﬁ up,
simply because 1'd got hold of the house
while he was ill without any papers being
signed, and he was alarmed about his
money. I can tell you 1 wasn't taking
any ol his checky nonseuse [

“What did yoi do?

“Locked him in the wine-cellars®

“What !" howled Sammy.

“I locked him in, and lockéd the
upper door, too, and I'm keepmg the
key, Seel”

“Js—is—is he there now?”
Sammy,

"“0OF course.”

“Pilkins, the esiate agent, in—in—in
the winc-cellars!” babbled Sammy
Bunter.

“¥es. There's no way out, excepting
up the staircase, and I've got the key,
and the doors are locked.”

“You awful idiot!"
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(Note.—The -Editor can accept no we-
sponsibility for the viewe expressed n

this article. Golf-lovers, croquet-
layers, and others, who feel that they
ana been insulted, are respectfully
requested to take their grievances to
Tom Brown, and not to punch the
Editorial proboscis in their wrath,)

UR right honourable and illus-
trious Editor (I  call bhim

honeyed names because he has
just given me a place in the
Hemove Cricket Eleven) has asked me
to unburden myself on the subject of
EUIINer sports,
Well, thore's enoiigh EUmmer
astimes to fill a good-sizved catalogue,
ing Cricket tops the bill; then we
have tennis and golf and swimming
and boating and fishing and bowls an
croquet and so on, ad lib., ad infinitum,
And now I'm going to ltl}use- off a few
rhetorical firoworks against some of
these so-called sportze. To my mind,
King Cricket and Prince Tennis are the
only two summmer sports worth while,
This will annoy the Noble Army of
Croakers f(or do they call them
“Crogueters "1} and it will shock the
swimmer, and get the goat of the
galfer, and ‘orrify the oarsman, and
aggravate the angler! But I can't help
their troubles. I sheall stick to my guns.

county wos the cradle of kricket.

Kent people claim that they first

started bowling long-hops in the
“ hop * county.

Both «¢luims are boguss. Kricket first
started in the county of Loamshire belore
William the Konkeror came over to England
to siguy the Magna Charta, The original
Loamshire eleyen komtained mno fewer than
nine of my uusestors, and bekawse of this
they began to call the county Buntershire,
just ns they wsed to speak of Woreesterabire
us Fostershire.

it I-! anybody asks you where Ericket
started, you'll mow be able to reply:

HAMPE.HIRE people boast that their

“ Not in Hampshire, not in Eent,
Not beside the River Brent,
Not In Leeds or Stoke-on-Trent,
But down in good old Buntershire!"

Thet worthy ansestor ol ming, Sir Filbert
Duxegg Bunier, was the greatest kricketer
who ever. sped along the wing, nmid roars
of *Pass!®” and *Shoot!” A wunderful
chap was Bir Pilbert. He used to pile wp
the merry goals, and send the specked-taters
fruntick with eggsitemend. is tea-shota
were simply great; and at putting om the

THE GREYFRIARS

Our Tame Aumoris!
Tom BrowH .

By

Cricket and Teunnizs need no praises
[rom my pen, They are glorious games,
and it 15 a toss-up which is the more
popular of the two. Their position as
the premier summer sports 18 secure.
All sane fellows play one or both of
these games: and they leave the other
recreations to the tame lunatics.

Look at golf. ?Dr, rather, don't look
at golf or you'll get bored stiff!) 1
ask you, where is the sense in smiting
a harmless and moffensive little bhall for
o long distance, and then walking all
the wny after it, and giving 1t another
swipa?! Or perhaps you misg your tee-
shot, nnd send a shower of dirt into the
face of your opponent! Or maybe the
ball drops iuto a gully, and you have to
take off your shoes and socks and wade
in after it. Then, again, your ball
might land in what they call “the
rough,” and you have to spend hours
burrowing on your hands and knees
among prickly heather and spiky
thistles. Groo! Prate not to me of
the jovs of golf I There aven't any!
Croquet 1s another asinine game,
Faney wandering avound with a mallet,
bashing a ball through a hoop! In
some countries, if they found a [ellow
acting in such a strange manuer,
they'd promptly put him n a strait-
jacket ! 1‘!|.ln:{J yet this form of insanity

: fone, bean sed af
Aotk i ST
rhe proval potitwon fm"w Ww!&r
i ,mfw &, - »
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green and holing-out in two he had no equal.
Trooly a famous kricketer!

But-I haven't set out to describe the feets
of arms of my apsestors. I'm going to step
out inte the limelight for once snd blow my
own frumpitt. I've hidden my Ii'ght- uunider
a bushel toc long. And, as I don’t employ
advertising agents, I shall have to pipe my
own praises,

My own krickeling career was inspired by
a book I read—I beleeve it was by Dickens—
called * Evicket oa the Harth." [That book
lins nothirg to do with cricket, you silly Eat
Owl!—FEp.] That book, if 1 remember
rightly, was full of the eggsploites of famous
kricketers like Oliver Cromwell, Sir Walter
Eally, and Richurd Cur de Lien. My hart
thrilled as I read of thelr wunderful feets,
and I ressolved, there und then, to “ go and
do likewise.”

My first club was the C.C.C.C. (Corpulent
Chappies' Cricket Club). In my first game I
made what they call “a pzair of speetacles
—a duxegg in each Innings. But I did tids
on purrpuss, to deseeve the others as to my
real form. I was sollumly warned by the
skipper of the side—a fellow called Portleigh
—that unless I put up a better show in the
next gnme I should be dropped frow the
team. When the next match came off I
revealed myself in wmy true cullers, and

HERALD.

15

13 practised in England, summer alter
slimmer,

Bo far as swimming in the Sark iy
concerned, I suppose I ought not to
wax Sark-astic. I've mo real gquarvel
with swimming, as a sport; but it's
tho beasily fag of dressing and un-
dressing that takes all the gilt off the
gingerbread. I perform my tollet
every morning in the Remove dormi-
tory, and once a day 18 quite enough
for me, I don't want to fritter away
the golden hours of youth in drapging
olt my giddy vestments, and then drag-
ging them on apgain |

My grievance against rowing is that
it's too much like hard work. You lie
back and pull until your shoulders are
nearly wrenched out of their sockers,
You go purple in the face; you gasp
for breath; you combine the efforts of
a IHercules with the energy of a SBam-
son; and all for the sake of dragging a

beastly tub through the water! No,
sirree; it's nol good encugh |
When it comes to fishing, words

almost fail me! Can you understand
the mentality of the maniac who squats
on the river-bank for hours at a stretch,
danghng s silly line into the waler, and
giving a little squeal of excitement every.
time the float starts bobbing about?
He jerks his line out of the water, only
to find nothing on the end of it., The
fish has “swallowed the bait "—liter-
nlly! And even supposing the angler
18 lucky enough to land a fish, it ic
generally a poor, emaciated, undersized
ha'porth of fish and scales, that needs
a powerful magnifying-glass to detect
what sort of fish it is.

As for the historic game called bowls,
I should like to tell you exactly what I
think of it, in simple, savage prose.
But I must stay my pen. Mr. Prout
happens to be & bowls fanatic; and as
he's pretty certain to read this issue
of the “Herald " I'd better shut

‘ u
like an oyster, while I'm safe ! .

seared a cenbury of goals. 'The goalkeeper
had no chunce to save

auy of n i
drives to the boundary, ! 1y mighty

I hadu't been with the C.C.C.C. very long
before 1 reseeved an invitation (g jnf’ln the
Rolling Players. 1 travelled all over tlie
country with this team, and we won all
our matches, thanks to my wouderfyl play.

In due corse I came to Greyfriars. Iinl-
strode wus kuptio of the Remove and kaptin
of kricket at that time, und from the
moment I set foot in the plajce he saw that
1 wus [ur sooperior to uny other kricketer
in the Form, But the artful hounder, fear.
ing that I should owst him from the kap-
tincy il my fine form was revealed, never
gave me a chance to show what I eould do
with bat and ball. When I turned up to
kricket pracktiss, he told me to run away
aod plck Aowers. He said I might come in
nscful for rolling the pitch, but I was no
eirthly use as u kricketer. I was what they
un!ld coybotted—I think that's the right
word.

Later oo, when Wharlen took Bulstrode's
plaice as skipper, Lbe barred me in just the
sume wiay,

Apd so ull this time I huve been kept out
of the Remove eleven through slieer personal
jellussy, and bekawse Wharton i io n blue
funk lest I should be preferred to him as
kaptin of kricket.

But- this state of affairs can't go on for
ever. 'The day will dorn when I shall vome
into my own, and then you'll see some
krickel, with n kopital K! When the hat-
ting averidges nre publivated at the end of
Hﬁr geaszon, they will réad something like

ils :

Mozt Times
Ko.of Runs in an not Aver
Inninga Innimga out fdge

W, &. BUNTER 20 2,000 200 20 2,000
BOB CHERRY 20 20 2 0 1
H. WHARTON 20 10 1 0 b

Abserd, you say? Well, just you weight
and sea

Tur Macxer Lisriry.—No, 913
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(Continued from page 13.)

He rolled out on the terrace, and
found Arthur Augustus D'Arcy there
with the TFamous Five. Gussy was
speaking as Bunter came up behind him.

“Bai Jove! Buntah’s got a wippin'
place henh — what?” said Asthur
Augustus as he locked out over the

reat park. “Buntah is wathah a
uckay bargee.”
“Hem! Yes,” zaid Wharton, “It's

ah fine place, there’'s no doubt ebout
that | "™

Bob Cherry coughed.

_ “Ripping, ien't it 7’ said Bunter, join-
ing the group. *“'Glad you like the
show, D'Arcy, old bean!”

Arthur Augustus glanced round.

“1 did not see you, Buntah! 1 was
just wemarkin® what a wippin' place
this is!” zaid the swell of 8t. Jim's.

"My pater gave a cool fifty thousand
for it!” said Bunter, with_ & defiant
blink at the captain of the Remove.

“Bai Jove "

Arthur Augustus could not help being
surprised, as he had learned from
Bunter, only that morning, that the
lands had been granted to Sir Bunter
de Bunter by William the Congqueror.
Bunter never could remember that a
certain class of persons should have
good memories. :

“Come and have a look at the picture-
ﬂnllerj,'. Gusay,” said the Owl of the

emove, alipping an arm through
D' Arcoy's. “No end interesting—
ortraits of all my ancestors, you
Enuw. Generations of Bunters!”

“Bai  Jove!”  repeated  D’Arey
blankly.

If generations of Bunters had

flourished at Bunter Court, it was odd,
to say the least, that Bunter's father
had had to give fifty thousand for the
place,

However, he went in with Bunter,
leaving the Famous Five grmmnf.
They did not suppcse that it would
take even the unsuspicious Gussy long
to *tumble ” to the facts of the matter.
Bunter really was a most unconvineing
spinner of yarns, in spite of the exten-
sive practice he had had.

“Here they are!” said Bunter, s he
walked Arthur Augustus along the
great picture gallery of Combermere.
“'FamiE.r resemblance very strong,
what?"

Arthur Augustus did not perceive any
family resemblance  between  Billy
Bunter, and the portraits of Lord Com-
bermere's ancestors. DBut he was too
polite to say so.

“By the way,” went on Bunter,
lowering his voice confidentially. I
mentioned that my pater 13 away at
present, D"Avey.”

"Yaas, wathah!”

“There's been some delay in the
post, old chap, and T haven't received
i' remittance was expecting from

1m..”

“Haven't you weally, Buntah?"

“No; it's a bit awkward, as 1t leaves
me absolutely without ready money, in
the midst of all this magnificence,” said
Bunter.

i ﬂh !J':I-

“In my carcless way, you know, I

Teer Magyer Lisrary.—No. 913.
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Euvu my last fiver yesterday to a
ok ar,” suid Duntor.

“That was vewy genewous, deah
bu}, b3 ]

“Oh, I'm & generous chap,” said
Bunter carelessly. “It always was my
wealkness. 1 never think of myself.

“Bai Jove!"

“But as the matter stands, I'm actu-
ally hard up for ready money, until
that remittance arrives,” said DBunter.
“It's absurd—but there you are! Still,
among friends these trifles are of no
consequence. 1 daresay you could lend
me & tenner to tide me over
to-morrow.”

] | Dh II!

“I never spend more than a tenner
a day really—I believe in a chap being
careful with money,” said Bunter,

“Bai Jovel"
“I'll give you my LOU. for the
sum,” said DBunter, taking out =a

pocket-book and rummaging in  his
ocket for & pencil. A far from clean
andkerchief came into view, with a
chunk of toffce adhering to it, and
finally a stump of pencil. “I'll make it
for a tenner, shall 17"

There was a momentary pause.
: “Yaas!” said Arthur Augustus, at
ast.

Two fivers passed into Billy Bunter's
ossession; and a grubby I.O.U, into
"Arey's. The two Bvers, indubitably,
were worth ten pounds. What the
1.0.U. was worth was another matter.
“Thanks, old chap,” said Bunter in-
differentlv. He shoved the fivers into
his pocket, with the magnificent care-
lessness of a fellow to whom fivers were
a3 sixpences to common  persons.
“Now, I generallv take a nap after
lunch, Gussy, so 1'll leave vou to look
at the pictures—you'll find the fellows
in the grounds when you're tired of
them.”

gallery,

Arthur Augustus stared after him,
with an exceedingly thoughtful expres-
sion upon his aristoeratie face,

He stood quite motionless for some
minutes; and then
His foot clinked against someth
the floor, and he glanced down. 1t was
a small steel key.

“Bai Jove!" D’Arcy picked up the
key. “Somebody’s dwopped that heah—
lookin’ evewywhah for 1t, I dare sav. T

ing on

but
It was obvionsly a door-key; so it
naturally did not occur to Arthur

Augustus that Bunter had dropped it.
He had no reason to suppose that
Billy Bunter walked about his own
house with door-keys in his pockets.
The kev had fallen on a rug, and made
no sound, when Bunter was sorting om
the materials for his precious LOTJ
Bunter was blissfully unaware of the
fact; and it did not even cross D'Ares’s
mind that the key might belong to
Bunter. As a matter of lia.t:t-, it did not
belong to him.

Utterly unaware of che far-reaching
consequences that hung upon his
aglion, Arthur Augustus D'Arey pro-
ceeded to look for Walsingham—to
hand to the Combermere butler the key
 be had picked up; the key of the wine-
cellars in which Mr. Pilkins, the estate-
agent, was a prisoner|

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Arthur Augustus Puts His Foot In It !

U BAY follows !™
I “Hallo, halla, hallo}”
“] say, I—I've lost some-
thing."”

anxietly. He lhurried down to the

And Bunter rolled out of the picture-|g

he moved at last.

supl:pﬁse:. I had bettah give it to the |y
1.

grassy bank, where the Famous Iive
were running out a boat into the river.

~ It was Bunter's custom to induige
in a nap after lunch—lns lunch wuos
extensive, and such exertions &s

Bunter's required rest to follow, The
dinners of two or three other [eliows
wonld searcely have made up one lunch
for William George Bunter. Dt
Harry Wharton & Co. were not ineli.ied
to follow Bunter's example, and they
had come out to take a run 1p the
river with D’Arcy while Bunter was
SNO0ZINg.

They had not expected to s=c®
Bunter again till they came in to tea—
a loss of fascinating socicty which they
were prepared to bear with fortitude.

But for once, Bunter had broken bis
custom of retiring, like a ‘hoa-
constrictor, to a quiet spot for repose
after a feast. Here he was—displavin
unusual activity. The spe wit
which he came down to the river bunk
was reelly remarkable, considering ‘the
extent of the lunch that was packed
within his ecircumference, 3

Harry Wharton & Co. gave him their

lite attention at once. Beng

unter's ghlests, they were prepared lo
take it cheerfully if bhe had decided to
coma on the river with them,

However, it was not so bad as that!

Bunter, apparently, had lost sorie-
thing, and was -ln%urmg after it. As
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy bad not yet
arrived at the boat-house, the chwns
of the Remove had to wait for him, any-
how. So they bad a few minutes to
spare for Bunter.

“Lost something?” repeated Johnny
Bull. “Not vour purse, 1 hope, with
all vour ffty-pound notes in ibt.”

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Not your gold watch, the one that
cost your pater a hundred and it
guineas?” asked Frank Nugent, wit
reat seriousness. L
“Or your diamond tie-pin, the present
from Lord Bunter de Bunter TFiiz-
Bunter?' inquired TRob Cherry.

“This is a serious matter ' roared the
Owl of the Remove wrathfully. “If one
of yvou fellows has pinched my key— ="

“Eh, what!"”

“Y want that key!"” howled Bunter.
. 4What key, wyou silly owl!”
demanded Harry rton.

“I've lost a key, or else someone hss
piniched it,” said Bunter. “If vne of
ou fellows has taken it for a :illy
joke, hand it over.” ]

“ Never knew you had any silly oid
keys,” yawned Bob, “and I .nh,gphln";
see any screaming joke in pinching a
key. You've dropped it somewhere.
W'-’iu does it matter, anyhow?”

“It matters s lot,” growled Bunter.
“It's & very important key—a key I
alwavs carried in my pocket.”

“Key of the strong-box where you
kaallin vour banknotes?” asked Johnny
Bull,

“Jt's a key—just a key—a steel key,
about two inches long,” said Bunter,
“I simply musf have it Ii's very

un‘?ort-nntl." i
Oh, my hat! That sounds like the
deseription of the key Walsingham has
lost,” said Bob., “He's lost the key
of the wine-cellars, or rather, it has been
pinched from his room.”
Bunter snorted, as the chums of the

Remove grinned at him.  They were
vory well aware who had *“pinched "
that key from the butler’s room,

though what Bunter eould want with
the key of the wine-cellars was a
mystery to them. Apparently he did
want 1t, since he had ‘‘ pinched ™ it
and, apparently, he had now lost it and
was greatly disturbed about it.

“1 suppose a fellow can take nlmrg:

Bunter's fat face was puckered with lof the cellar-key in his own house, if

chooses,” growled Bunter.
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the door, with command of the key!
Bunter was still master of the situation.

“Thank goodness you've found me,
Walsingham |” gasped Mr. Pilkins
“How long have I'beea here? It seems
like weeks I ;

“Flow did you come here at all?
exclaimed the amazed butler. *What
does it mean? Your clerk, Parleer, was
inquiring after you here to-day; he
thought something had happened to you

Lecause——" . N
“It had!” gasped Mr. Pilkins. It

huwd! T have been a prisoner here ever

since Lhat young scoundrel kidnapped

me—""

“What 1" _

“1 thought he was keeping the key;
1 had almost given up hope that you
would Aind me——'"

The portly butler gasped for hrﬂai;lﬂ.

“You have been a prisoner here?” he
said faintly. o ‘

“Ves!™ hooted Mr. Pilkins, *“That
voung villain tricked me down to the
wine-cellars when I called on him, and
lockod me in!”

“Good gracious!” _

“That young scoundrel Bunter—

“ \aster Bunter!” stuttered Walsing-
ham.

“P1l Master Bunter lim when I get
my hands on him!” howled Mr, Pllkl!}ﬂ.
“§'}l break every bone in his body! Tl
slay Mim! I'll smash him! I'll bave lnm
locked up! TI'll prosecute him! I'll sue
his father for damages! I'll o

Breath failed the unfortunate Mr.
Pilkins, _

“ But—but—but what does it mean?”
stammered Walsingham helplessly, 1
have been told that you went to London
to see Master Bunter’s father iy

“ Humbug, sir—humbug!” roared Mr.
Pilkins. ‘““No document has been signed.,
The young scoundrel is an impostor; no
money has been paid, no money ever
will be paid! I should not be surprised
if the young villain is in league with a
gang of burglars te rob the house. I
should not be surprised in the very least,
You are to blame, Walsingham! You
let him take possession of the house
while T was laid up in a nursing-home!
You are answerable—"

“ Nothing of the kind!” exclaimed
Welsingham! “ You brought him here,
in the first place, and you telephoned
to me that you had let him the
house——"

“T did nothing of the kind!" raved
Mr, Pilkins.

“You did!"” hooted Walsingham,

“1 did not!” shrieked Mr. Pilkins. “If
anyone teleplioned, it was that young
scoundre] 1"

“I knew your voice—"

“And I knew your voice, when I tele-
phoned to you to ask you what you
mecant by letting that young villain into
the house. But it was that—that—that
young rascal who was taking the eall
and imitating your voice. He is evi-
dently & practised criminal!l”

“Good heavens!”

“If you supposed I told you on the
telephone that I had let him the house,
you were tricked—as I was tricked!”

hooted Mr. Pilkins.

“Then—then he is a swindler!” ex-
claimed Walsingham, aghast. *“*You
say that no money has been paid—*"

"“None at alll”

H And he has had the house for weeks
—enormous bills have been run up with
the tradesmen——"

“Your fault—your fault!” snarled Mr.
Pilking. “I am not responzihle—not
responsible in the very least! I disclaim
Lhe slightest responsibility !

“T.0ok here, Mr. Pilking——"

that key to Walsingham ?

‘* Where's that key you found ? ** asked Bunter.

butlah ** pegan Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
Bunter. “Eh?" ‘You crass ass!” * Bal
faintly. “‘ You dummy !’ spluttered Bunter.

Oh lfor* [ ™

**I handed it ovah to the
“You silly Idiot !}’ roared
Jove ! " murmured D’Arecy
“ You—you—you've handed

(See Chapter 10.)

“ Look here, Wealsingham :

“Wa are wasting time !’ exclaimed the
butlar. “Come out of this at once, and
I will telephona for the policel”

“Good! The whole gang of them can
be arrested!” exclaimed Mr. Pilkins.
““Of course, they are all in the game Lo-
gethor.”

And the enraged estate-agent started
for the door of the cellar, the amazed
butler at his heels.

Slam ! )

The door was drawn shut under their
eyed.

Click !

The key turned in the lock.

“What!” ejaculated Walsingham.

He jumped to the door and dragged
at the handle. :

But it was locked on the staircase side,
and it did not budge. Mr. Pilkins
uttered a yvell of rage.

“¥You idiot, Walsingham ["

“What 7"

“You left the key in the lock M

“Yes, of course! But——"

“That young villain has followed you
down!” raved Mr. Pilkins. “He has
locked you in along with me!”

“Impossible!” gasped Walsingham,

“The door is locked!”™ howled Mr.
Filkins.

“Good heavens!"”

Wnlsinﬁham dragged at the door, He
hammered and shouted. But the door

remeained fast, and there came no answer
to the shouting. :

He desisted at last, and stared n a
petrified way at the estate-agent. Mr.
Pilkins groaned. His freedom, so closo
at hand, had been snatehed away at the
last moment; he was still a prisoner in
the vault under Combermere Lodge, the
only difference being that he now had a
companion in misfortune—the Comber-
mere butler was his fellow-prisoner,

Billy Bunter locked the upper door of
the staircase, and slipped tﬁ,m key mto
his pocket., He rolled away, with beads
of perspiration on his fat brow. ,

ven DBunter realised that the siina-
tion was growing desperate, The
asbsence of Walsingham would exeite
astonishment in the servants' hall: it
had to be saccounted for somehow.
There were two prisoners in the wine-
eellers—two captives to be fed, though
it was pretty certain that they would
have to be content with very short
COMMOoTns. .

It was a situation that might have
made any fellow quake. But it did not
make Billy Bunter quake. His chief feel-
ing was relief that he had staved off the
danger in this masterly manner, The
future could take care of itself.

He was, indeed, sorry to be deprived
of Walsingham's deferential services,
But it could not be helped. Walsinghem
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THE PHANTOM LAUGH ! —Peal upon peal of demoniacal laughter, high-pitched anid eerie in the extreme, proceeds
from an emipty house at frequent intervuls.

Amagnificent story
of thrilling ad-
venture in South
Africa, featuring
Ferrers Locke, the
world-famous
detective, and his
boy assistant,
dack Drake.

The Phantom Laugh !

TLLIAMS, the plain-clothes
man, stepped forward.
“(Our men are busy search-

ing the house mnow, Mr.
Locke,” he said, “but I'm afraid there's
no one else in iliding here——"

“It's as I expected,” nodded Locke
disappointedly.  “Pyecroft _said there
were only two men here—Bristow and
the native!”

“Thai's right!” said Jack Drake.
“They seemed to be in league with cach
other. There was no one else here,
though I'm inclined to think DBristow
has other confederates from some of the
remarks he let fall when he thought I

was unconscious !

Locke nodded again, as if this infor-
mation did not surprise him,

“We'll go into all that presently,” he
said. *“ Meantime, I want to scout round
this place on my own.  Bristow's
vanished, but he may have left some
sort of a trail—"

He ceased speaking,
keenly about him. .

Williams and his associgtes had now
left the room to Locke and Jack Diyake,
while they pursued their search in the
other parts of the building.

Locke saw that the room was wvery
erudely furnished. The floor was quite
bure, and a large packing-cese,
upturned, did duty for a table, on whie
stood an evil-smelling, smokv oil lamp.

There were a couple of dilapidated-
looking chairs, a camp-bed, and a large
cupboard, which a brief inspection
showed to be empty.

The window was devoid of anything in
the way of curtains, though a piece of
tern sacking, lying on the floor near by,

and glanced

suggested that this was the ineans
adopted to provide a covering. :
Trm walls, rotting end cracked in

many places, were festooned with cob-
webs, and the wholo place gave off an
ndour suggestive of a erypt.

From & cursory glance it would appear
to be a waste of time to search for any-
thing in the way of clues. The place
seemed utterly barren of anything of the
kind, end had ebviously been used only
as a temporgry shelter.

But Ferrers Locke was not the sort of
man to do anything by halves,

He®

What does it niean 7

knew, from his great experience in hand-
ling criminal problems, that the real
clues—the clues that help to build up a
theory and so conviet a criminal—were
rarely te be found lying around, as if
wore, for every eye to see and to read.

They had to be searched for, and this
:hed great detective forthwith proceeded
o do.

WHO KILLED SIR MERTON OARR 7

(FERALD BRISTOW, an escaped convicl, alve
known az Arthur the Dude, who haz a
two-fold purpose in visiting South Africa
—ont to seek the bLreasure of an ofd Beer
farmer nanied Pict de Jongh, the other
1o square accounts with a formicr prison
acquaintance to whom he has teld the
secret of the hidden treasure, and who,
Brigtow thinks, has double-crossed him.
Stravded in Johannesburg without wmoiey
or food, Bristow breaks into the house
of hiz uncie,

SIR MERTON CARR, a wealthy nining mag-
nale, to whom, if it erisis, the treagure
of kiz deceazed friend, Piet de Jorgh,
rightly belongs. To Bristow's herror, he
finds his uncie stretched out on the floor
af the library, to all intents and purposes

ead, TWhile Bristow iz standing there
he is amazed to hear his unclé's rvoice,
The words uttered signify that Sir
Merton is under the impression that he
hias been attacked by Wice nephew. In a
state of terror, Bristow flees from the
house, and seekr Lhe ald of

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detec-
tive, who, with hiz clecer boy assistant,

JACK DRAKE, and INSPECTOR PYE-
CROFT, ia preparing 1o leave Jo'burg for
England. Bristow's story interests Locke,
for he wae a great friend of Sir Merton

Carr, who, it transpires, hoa been wur-.

dered. The detective proceedg to investi-
gate the case, what time Bristow
disappears. The caose 18 wrapt n
mipatery, for so many athir people are
concerned in the wmurder, although to
what cxfent (he alenith doesa nof et
realise.  Prominent amongst them are
DAFT DAVE, a half-wit, and STEPHEN
JARRAD, the dead wman's secrelary,
Saon after the case opens Drake 8 Jured
away o a house in Vreededorp, to whick
Pyecroft hai already been taken prisoner.
Pyecroft escapes, and tells of Drake's
capture. The house 11 raided, and
Linlilt, a giant native ks takeén prifoner.
Drake iz released, none the worse for his
experience, and Locke intimates to the
ingpector in charge of the polwe that it
iz time the house wad iearched.
{Now réad on.)

iWhat bearing has il wpon——

Every inch of the room in which he
and Jack stood came in for Locke's
clasest scrutiny, Every nook and cranny
was inspected and examined—in some
~cases with the aid of a powerinl mag-
nifying lens—and even the walls, floor,
and ceiling wera diligently tapped and
thumped in turn, in case thers should
be such a thing as a secret recess hidden
anvwhere,

Over two hours were spent in this way
by Locke, not only in covering this par-
ticular room, but in going over the
entire hotusze,

And the tiet result of it all was—nil

At least, that was how it appeared to
Jack Drake, who, at the end of the
search, stood beside Locke gazing, with
an expression of mingled puzzlement and
disgust at a broken, jagged fragment of
black metallic material which the detec-
tive held between finger and thumb.

““And what on earth is that?” asked
Jack at last,

“A fragment of shellac,” explained
Locke, with a dry smile, ““which, as, you
know is & resinous substance obtained
from trees growing, for the most part. in
eastern India.”

“But what's the use of it, anyway I

“It has many uses,” returned Locke,
with an air of mock reproof, “As a
commercial commedity its value is enor-
mous, though we are not concerned with
that aspect of it in this instance.”

Ho broke off, thrust his thumb and
forefinger into hiF waisteoat-pocket and
produced another piem of shellac, broken
and jagged like the piece already held
in his other hand,

“TI found this on the floor in Sir
Merton's library,”! he explained. “The
two pieces do not, of conrse, fit together,
but they have emanated, I feel sure, from
the same source.”

“ Yes, but of what earthly use are they

—as clues, I mean?” protested Jack,
utterly mystified.
“That remains {o be seen,” was

Locke's cryptic response. '"But I think
I can safely say that these odd pieces of
shellac are going to provide us with
quite a thrilling story. It just depends
on how a certnin idea I have in my head
works out.”
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“I gee,” returned Jack, who, as lJ

matter of fact, did not see at all, ““And
the idea is—"

But Ferrera Locke smiled and shook
his head,

“ Nothing doing, son,” he murmured.
“1he idea is in 8 very nebulous state at
present—a mere ghost of a theory, too
iragile to bear discussion ai this stage.
But time will tell whether it is a true
theory, and, in that case, the story which
I think these two pieces of shellac may
be able to tell us will be
indeed 1"

Jack remained silent, well knowing
that it was useless to press the matter
further, In due course, Locke would
explain everything, provided his at pre-
sent only vague theories came to fraition,

The detective placed both pieces of
shellac away in his pocket, and then
erossed to the window and gazed down
into the street below.

The huge crowd which had collected
during that exciting chase over the
housetops had not melted entirely away
and the street had resumed its norina
appearance of dejected emptiness, with
only an occasional passer-by to provide
some slight variety to the sheer, drab
monotony of it.

Locke and Jack weire alone in the
house now, the plain-clothes men having
long since taken their departure,

“1I say, guv'nor,” said Jack suddenly,
as he remembered something, * what

interesting

asbout that nigger—that chap Umlili?

He was captured, you say?”

“Yes, and by now he's probably busy
reflecting upon his foolhardiness ‘in &
police cell,” replied Locke. *“Oh, I've
not fnished with him by any means.
Bristow has, for the present, eluded us;
but we have the native, and we're going
to stick to him. What iz more, we are
going to make him talk!™

The detective's voice 51125 off
abruptly, for, even as he uttered the last
sentence, there came a fresh sound from
out of the silence of the empty house—a
sound which caused both Locke and Jack
Drake to swing round with united gasps
of wonderment.

““He, he, he! Ho, ho, ho[®

Out of the stillness it came, that high-
pitched, cracked laugh, and echoed its
eerie way through the empty house as
though it were a living, breathing thing,
nauainﬁ_ an involuntary shudder to pass
down Jack’s spine,

Weird in the extrenre, it eounded un-
natural, almost ghostly, in its cffect.

“ Where—where the dickens did that
come from?”’ pasped Jack, breaking the
strangely tense silence which had fol:
lowed upon that laugh.

“It seemed to come from downstairs,”
be.gnn Locke vaguely.

‘I thought it was over our heads,”™
muttered Jack, staring at the detective
wonderingly, “It seemed—— My hat!
There it 18 again!”

“He, he, he! Ho, ho, ho!”

Once more the wild laughter broke the
silence, peal after peal of it awakening
the echoes and then dying down to a

whispering sigh.
Ferrers Fl.ocgke spun round again.

The voice, like some elusive phantom,
seemed to emanate from several places at
once !

Next instant the detective had raced
from the room, and wastearing down the
stuirs: while Jack, after a momentary
hesitation, began a similar search of the
upstaire rooms,

But though they raced through the
house, searching it from top to bottom,
they found nothing. Nor did that weird
laugh again break the silence.

It was ag if the thing had been born
of the very air itself, and had as quickly
dissolved into air again!
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Locke and Drake stared at each other,
mutually dumbiounded.

There was no getting away from the
fact—tho house was quite empty,
deserted savo for themselves. -

Not a sign, not a trace of the origin of
that wild, high-pitched laugh could be
found anywhere |
: h_:mka shrugged his shoulders help-
esely,

“Well, that's that!” he exclaimed.

“Blessed place must be haunted |” said
Jack, slmost breathlessly.

He was not given to foolish fears of
the supernatural, but that wild, dis-
cordant laugh had shaken his nerves
somewhat, in spite of himself.

*Nonsense !™ snapped Locke impa-
tiently. “The thing's capable of an
ordinary, common-sense explanation,
sure, And TI'll find that explanation
before I'm through with this case!”

He spoke irritably, almost angrily.
Locke had the healthy-minded man’s
wholesome detestation of anything sug-
gestive of a “fake,” and he was positive
that the laugh they had just heard was
sorne trick, some ventriloguial effort
designed expressly to befog and perhaps
even unnerve him,

Some five minutes later Locke went
round the house and locked and sealed

lall the doors, after which he and Jack

Drake hastered to their hotel to partake
of o belated luncheon.
Locke

Immediately this
turned to Jack. -

“Wa're going out to Parktown agaim
right away,” he said. “I haven’t con-
clunded my investigations there as yet.”

Jack nodded, and they chartered a
taxi, and were soon driven to the house
of the late Sir Merton Carr.

They were met at the door by In-
spector Pyecroft, who seemed better now,
but wore a tense, worried look.

He scized Locke by the arm and drew
him quietly but urgently into the nearest
adjoining room, Jack following close on
the detective's heels,

“What's the joke now?' nsked Locke,
with an amused smile at Pyecroit's
elaborate attempts at secrecy.

But Pyecroft did not smile. .

“No joke,” he returned briefly.
““Jarrad, the dead man's secretary, has
disappeared—bunked—run away !”

was over

The Mystery of Stephen Jarrad [
F ERRERS LOCKE stared st the

inspector in astomishment.
« Jarrad run away t” he echoed.
“But_what ever for?”

Pyecroft shrugged his shoulders and
keld out an envelope, .
“T don'"t know ary more than you do,
he returned:. “but he's gone, and we
found this note praned up on the table
in his bed-room. I've been waiting for
you to come back in the hope that pos-
sibly the note will give some e ation.
It's addressed to you, nnd I didn’t care to
open it, despite the urgency of the

matter.” o i
Locke took the envelope, which was, as

Pvecroft said, inscribed to him.
e ripped it open amid a tense, ex-
Eectnnt silence, and extracted from 1t a

alf-sheet of paper, on which a few words

were hastily serawled. =
“f] am sorry to cause ynu any
trouble,’ ” read the detective aloud,
“ehut I think it best to clear out. I
can't stand the strain any longer. Sooner
or later, you or the police would have got
me, and I can't face up to the disgrace,
especially as I have not only myself to
consider. Plense don’t try to_find moe.
It would be o waste of time. I've gone

where you'll never get me.
¢ STEPHEN J ARRAD,

That was all,

“Well, I'll be jiggered!” gasped Jack
Drake, as the detective ceased reading.
“Who'd ever have thought. that ﬂyil:!"ll.'l:llg.'
Mr. Jarrad, of all people, could have
murdered——" _ - )

“Here, steady on, my lad!” cut in
Toocke sharply. “Nobody has accused
him of the crime—yet. And I've told
you before about the fatal mistake of
jumping to conclusions in detective
work "

‘‘Yes; but that letter |” protested Eﬂ'a-
croft, with an expressive gesture, Why
the fellow’s practically cnp[assed{
Hasn't he said—or, rather, writlen—
something sbout the police getting him
sopnor or later, and hf.nut being able to
face the disgrace— i

“The whnﬁ:. letter's full of wild state-
ments,” snswered Locke quietly.. "It
has obviously been written under the
stress of great emotion, But that does
not necessarily imply that the fellow's
guilty, or that he even knows anything
pbout 1t I’

“But why should he run away?”
urged Jack,

EI don't know,” admitted Locke
frankly, “unloss he got the wmnd up
over my rather stiff cross-examination
this morning. Vane will recollect it.
Jarrad had made a statement st the time
when the crime was first discoveréd, and
inter had withdrawn it and substrinted
another, so diametrically different that ik
nu.tumlf:,r aroused commeoent, if not actu-
ally suspicion. When I heard of this; I
had him brought before me, and put h:m
through it, There was quite a scene.’

And forthwith the detective gave a
brief outline of what had occurred, de-
scribing how Jarrad had become almost
demented with fear, and had shouted his
innocence in the most excited tones.

“85 vou see,” concluded Locke, “the
poor fellow unquestionably got it into his
head that he was suspected, end of ‘all
human emotions, there's nothing like
sheer, stark, unreasoning fear to make a
man lose his head, if only temporarily, as
Jarrad has obviously now dome. If he'd
only stopped to think, he would have
realised the fatal mistake he was making
in running away.”

H Unlﬁﬁg he’aF really guilty [* grunted
Pyecroft. _

“You seem to have made up ypur mind
about !fuﬂ guilt,_PTpinﬂmft!” said Locke
somewhat reprovingly.

“Well, 1 nfk yqu%" exclaimed the Yard
man in exasporation, inting to the
letter which Locke still held in his hand,

“What's he mean about not having
mil:li_? h}m&&if to consider 7 put in Jack
suddenly.

“Varie said something to me about
his having an invalid mother dependent
upon him,” replied Logke, * It came out
during the examination of the various
members of the household at the time
when the erime was first discovered, By
the way”—he twred to Pyecroft—
“ where's Vane now 1"

“He’s gone off for un hour or so—gol
s call from the station,” answered Pye-
eroft; “but he said Le‘d be back ea
quickly as possible, especially as he was
anxious, as 1 was, to got at the conterts
of that iﬂ‘l;t?ird’ ’d

Locke neddod.

“We'll have o look reund Mr, Jarrad’s
room, I think,” he murmured.

“I've done that,” mrh in Pyecroit, * but
there’s nething there!” :

«gtill, we'll have another look, if you
don’t mind,’ persisted the Baker Street
detective, the merest shudow of a smile

laving round his lips. y
¢ Ii;? wﬁa gut that he doubted Pi.eﬂmft 5
abilities as an investigator, as FPyecroft

well knew.
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And then, befora any one of themn
conld speak again, there came the sound

of n wild, chattering laugh, apparently |

out of the air itself! 1 _

Locke spun round, and in his excibe-
ment the dagger slipped from his fingers
and clattered to the fAoor, x

“That laugh sgain!” he ecxclaimed.
“Tt's the same as that which we heard
at the house in Vrededorp, and——"

He broke off and without any warn-
ing rushed across the room to the french
windows which led on to the veranda,
Wrenching these open, he dnshed
through just as that weird, wncanny
langh burst out afresh. -

But now it broke off with a snap, to
be succeeded by a sudden yelp of
mingled pmazement and [ear; and Jack
and Pyecroft, tensely waiting in the
room, heard Locke's voice from the
verenda, raised in tones of angry
challenging. )

“Got you, my beauty! And what's
your little game—eh?”

Next instant the detective reappeared,
dragging by the scruff of the neck the
undersized, hunchbacked fgure of Daft
Dave, who wriggled and squirmed help-
lessly in Locke's irm grip.

A Fresh Trail!

VEN as Ferrers Locke re-entered
E the room, a door on the opposite
side opened to admit Superin-
tendent Vane, who fell back a

step at what he saw,

“ Daft Dave!” he cried.

Locke dragged the squirming figure
of the half-wit well into the room, and
then released his prip, the man backing
away in an attitude of mingled fear and
rnge. )

“So you'ro the fellow who tried to
frighten us away from the hounse in
Vrededorp with that ghastly laugh, are
you?”’ growled the detective,

“] do not know what you mean!”
shrilled Daft Dave, backing away.

“0Oh, yes, you do!" snapped Locke.
“You wera hiding somewhere In or
about that house while my assistant and
I were investigating, and then you set
up that eerie laugh, doubtless with the
idea of scaring us away.”

But still the man shook his head. His
eves widened in surprised, injured in-
quiry, and he flung out his gnarled
hands expressively.

“What is it vou speak
persisted. ‘It is all so strango to me!”

Superintendent’ Vane, who had been
watching the scene with puckered brows,
now strode-forward and scized the balf-
wit, shaking ham like a rat,

“That's emough of the baby-innocent
stunt, Dave!” he snapped. '"Youn can
commo off it with me, at any rate. I
know you! What've you been up to
now! Come on, out with it 1"

“But I tell for you I know not'ing at
all1” cried Dave in a high-pitched voice,

strugg]inﬁ vainly to break free. ‘' What
for you always chase after me? I ain't
done not'ing—"

“What were vou doing on that
veranda, anyway?' put in Locke
challengingly.

“ Not'ing 1” returned-the half-wit. “I
was going away. 1 just been to see
Mrs. Higgins, and Zive me some
skoff,* and now I go and sit down for a
little rest "

L.ocke turned towards Vane interro-
gatively.

“Beatter fetch Mrs, Higgins,” grunted
the superimtendent. striding across the

* Y¥ood.
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s

—no, yes?" he |

{ starthing abruptness, leaving Daft Dave

]

room- nnd touching a bell. *8he's the
ook here, you know."

In & few moments Mrs. Higgins, wip-
ing her hands nervously on iﬂr apron,
gntered in response to Vane's summons,

*Yes, that's quite right, gentlemen,”
she nedded. " Davie came round to the
kitechen, and 1 gave him scme scraps;
the master always used to tell me to do
so, He said the poor fellow spent half
his lif¢ more or less starving, and—"

“I see,” nolded Locke, *But what
was be doing on this veranda after-
wards "

“I'm sure I don't know;” returned
the cook. *“*But he often strolls round
the place after he's been to see me, He
never does any harm, and Bir Merton
let him have glis own way. Most pro-
bably ke swas sitting down, taking a rest.
He's got nothing to do, you see, and
this place i1s about the only bne where
he gets a bit of kindness *

L.ocke frowned, puzzled,

Mrs. Higgins took her departure, and
the detective turned again to the half-
wit,

“Well, and if you were doing nothing
on the veranda,” he said, *“what were
you langhing about?"

Daft Dave stared at him ptupidly for
a mowment,

Then, as if suddenly realising the
nature of the question, he thrust one
hand into his coat-pocket, and withdrew
a torn and gressy copy of a comic paper.

“1 just look at 'dis,” he said mno-
cently, *“ Much funny, se I laugh. Has,
he, he! Ho, ho, ho "

And once again that wild, discordant
laugh broke the silence—this time close
beside its astonished listeners.

Jack Drake fell back, and his face
paled somewhat.

There was something positively un-

canny, even unnerving, about that
langh, It was unnatural, almost
demoniacal, And it broke off with

suddenly serious. 1

“Where Sir Merton!” he said sud-
denly. ‘" Evervene say he dead. DBut it
15 not true—no, ves? I come plenty
times to see him; he was my good
friend i

“8ir Merton Carr 15 dead,” answered
Locke, looking straight into the man's

cross-eyed  faoe, “He has been
murdered " ‘
Daft Dave returned the gaze with a

stopid stare and shook his head, .

“MNo, no! Al lies!” he muttered,
“8ir Merton he my friend; he always
very good to mei”

“¥ tell you he's dead ! almost shonted
Vane, suddenly coming forward im-
patiently, “ He was killed in his library
the other night!”

AT lies!” muttered Daft
stubbornly,

“ And vou,” prowled Vane, thrusting
his faco into that of the half-wit—* you
know something about ikl You know
who killed Sir Merton "

Daft Dave fell back with & low ery.
“Me?! Me know!" he echoed, beatin
hiz hand: before his face. " No, no! f
know not'ing, I tell you! 'Ow should 1

know? It's all lies—all lies!”

H» voice rose till 1t became almost n
shrick, and ke backed away till his mis-
shapen body collided with the wall, and
then crouched there like & cornered rat,

Vane turned towards Locke, The

Dave

L Locke.

NSWERs

* his youn

superintendent's face was almost motiled
with impotent rage.

“"The man's play-acting, Locke!" he
muttered suvugeii; “He knows more
about this than he’'ll tell, and he's de-
Eandlqg on his local reputation 23 &

alf-wit to get away with it! But he's
not going to put rt across me! I'll make
him squeal out the truth before I've
done with him1 I'll—"

“Half a minute, Vane!” Locke's
quet voice was in striking contrast to
the high-pitched dialégue which had
been going on during the past few

mromentas, “Take it easy, old man.
Let him go 1"
“ Lot im 1 repeated Vane,

amazed. “ But—but, man, 1 tell you he
knows—""

""“No, he doean’t,” inte Locke.
“He'’s just a fool—a r fool! And
we' rg only torturing him. Let him go,

L.say. He's harmless enough!”

Vane stared at the detective as if he
had taken leave of his senses.

Daft Dave, listening to Locke's words,
erept out of the carner now, his beady
eyoe glittering with satisfaction.

“But, man alive,” expostulated tho
superintendent, “ you surely don't mean

to say, after—after what happened in
the house at Vrededorp and at this
house only this morning, that you

believe this fellow to be——"

“J don't believe he knows anything at
gll about it,” interrupted Locke in the
same calm voice, “And it's sheer waste
of time, as well as cruelty to him, to
keep on bullving him. T.et him 5_0."

Vane fell back, mutt-ar.in%,-- and Lorcka
signalled to Daft Dave, who crept for-
ward now, rasping his hands together,
his ugly face contorted into what was
doubtless intended to be a grin of
pleasure. )

"Take my tip,” said Locke briefly,
“and keep away from here altogether
if you want to avoid trouble. Under-
stand 1" ]

Daft Dave nodded energetically.

“Me unnerstan’!"” he exclaimed. ™ Me
go long way. Good-bye! Hope you find
spoundrel wha kill Sir Merton! FHe
very bad man to kill my friend! Hupﬁ
you will find 'im and hang him quick!

“Get out!” snapped Locke,

“Me go ver' quick!” retorted Dave,
staring into the detective's fuce
almost impudently. * Goodee-bye!”

And he shambled his way across the
room and through the door, which closed
softly after him,

“Well, I'll b——" began Vane, and
stopped.

From beyond the door came that
amazing langh—wild, chattering, dis-
cordant. Ii rose almost to a scream, and
then died down to a mers whisper,
finally trailing off into silence,

And it left everyone in that room feel-
ing strangely cold and uneasy.

“ Locke "—DPyecroft moved forward,
his face suddenly grave and set—" what
on earth did you let him go for? Surely
you couldn't fail to see fthat he must be
mixed up in this confounded affair some-
where? Why, the very loock on the
man’s face—"

Locke turned towards the Yard man,
who started as he saw the detective's
evelid slowly droop in a deliberate wink,

“Red herring!” mmwmured Ferrers
*Burely you know that it some-
times pays a detective to be deceptivel
Now, Jack, my lad, on the ball!”

He swung round, peinting to the dooz
significantly, and Jack nodded.

“Don’t let him out of your sight, if
vou have to trail him to Timbuctoo!”
muttered Locke urgently, as he followed
assistant to the door. " And,
above all, don’t let him suspect for an















