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Another Grand Cliveden Story appears in a Fortnight,

The Ist Chapter.
In the Dead of Night.

HERE was a blur of frost on the dor-
” mitory  windows. The moonlight
streamed in, and lay in ghostly patches
on the floor and the white beds. Outside, in
the Close, the snow was steadily falling.
The hour was late, but the Fourth Form were
rot all asleep. From some of the beds came
regular breathing and unmusical snores. Bub
the half-dozen juniors nearest to Dick Neville’s
bed were awake. Dick was sitting up in bed,
his knees drawn up and the bedclothes tucked
round him, relating a yarn, to which the other
inniors were listening with more or less at-
tontion.  Dick’s voice, though low, sounded
w‘:rit clearly in the si‘m of the December

a1

ick Neville, who had somewhat of a gift as
a story-teller, was itly ed upon for
a yarn after li out in the Fourth Form
dprm‘ztori at Cliveden, and on the present occa-
sion he had choesen the story of Abbot of
Cliveden—the head of the monastic establish-
ment which had oecupied the site of the school
in days gone by, and whose troubled spirit was
supposed to still haunt the scene of its earthly
«xistence.

It was riear the time for breaking up for the
Christmas holidays, -a snowy winter night
was just the time for such a yarm, and Dick
was making the flesh of the Fourth-Formers

creepP. RSt A T 2
The abbot, so the story ran, by the orders of

King John ha mm% force him to

reveal the ] - of a supposed treasure. |

¥ = ¢

hands of his tormentors,
: - had haunted the
of Clivegen. Dick had de-

L me

“It was a_brigh m’@h‘b night,” said

Dick, “ just like this, and the king started up

from sleep, and heard the footsteps slowly—

slowly—slowly coming nearer——"

10“ .\L}l hat,” mui'lrnqred Lxéllooln G. Poindex-
r, *“ I guess you'll give us the creeps soon !”
‘*Slowly coming nearer, and then——"

(.: H&Ck’" i@ by :

* What's the matter, ass? What do you mean
“1;1_{‘;; g the stors ,r?mkhursﬂ’, . :
“Rot! Keep q-:fa}."j “footsteps slowly
" \ : ‘ x,'( e ek - g

“ m‘h B = &

slowly came nearer, and then the saw, in
the mobnlight, a white and ghostly figure, in
the garb of the murdered abbot, whose finger
slow t;'ose and pointed—"
e g !7’
“ Slowly rose and pointed towards him.
Tl}fm nlxK ;1 hollow voice——" A3
r " 5 <
‘“If you don’t shut up, Panky—"
“ 1 tell you I can hear footsteps!™

:ble sound. '

.~ It was the sound of footsteps—slow and | their

micasurad ! %
“ Didn’t T tell you so!” muttered Pankhurst,
_{)L;gl;l’ifl;g 'gale'—-intthe gloom. -

- No one could

cecupant of Cliveden was 7

g;g %)f;) that holgr. And cear‘tginly ﬁ:zeeither ﬁster

£ X 0y would procecd alon corri at
‘that slow and steady pace. e footsteps came

reply to that question. No

lowly. ng

amzmrene another’s
into the passege. -

From the corridor came a faint but unmistak- |  But

“ W-what can it |-

—_ D/
b DR

The juniors listened with thrilling nerves.

Slowfy—-slow]y, nearer and nearer came the
footsteps, till they reached the door of the
dormitory.

Then there was a sudlen catching of breath
among the juniors.

But the footsteps passed on—slowly—slowly,
with measured stride, till they died away in
the distance!

The silence that followed was broken only by
the quick, startled breathing of the scared boys.

® The 20d Chapter.
The Ghost of the Abbot.
INCOLN G. POINDEXTER was the
I l first to break the silence.
“My only hat!” muttered the
A.merr;éean junior. “What do you make of that,

“ Blessed if I know !’ said Dick Neville, in a

aking voice. ‘‘It—it can’t be—7"

““Faith, and it’s the ghost!” said  Micky
Fb;n&, ot 1” 5 |

T

“Sure, and who wou'd be walkin’ the pas-
sages at this time of night, thin? ¥Faith, and
I’ve had enought of ghost stories!” <

“It must be one of the masters come in
late ¥’ muttered Pankhurst.

“YWhy should he stride along like that, and
make such a row about it, too?”’ g

“ Faith, and where’s he going, too? The

master’s rooms are not at that end of the eor-
ridor !”? - : : 3 \
“Hark!”
‘“ What is it?”
“]I can kear him again!™
“ Great Scott!” . X
The juniors, with throbbing he
e dinich e siiadh oo the Ehontty
rue enough, t | of y foot- |
steps was audible in the flagged passage upon
ich the dormitory door opened. .~ =
The unknown was returnmg! .~ =
There was a slight sound as Iﬁh«ﬂ. Poin-
dexter slipped out of bed.s he American
junior’s face was very determined. * :
“Where are you going, Poin?” asked
qu - :
“ 2 " L - ”»
“‘I’mvgou’]’g to see what it is.

“He’ll pass the door in another minute, and
‘the American chum

I'm goiny to see him,” said the :
mm “It’s not a ghest. at’s all rot!

Nevﬂh

I‘mto_ sée what it 181’ :
£ i ~ Neville hesitated for a moment, and

too, tumbled out of bed. }

‘“Phen I'm with you, 1 o Sl
= and so a.ryn lt"mﬂm
ottt 3

And the Cliveden i g in their
crept ea towards the door.
moment Pa arst and  Price were

gdpad.m’rheyd&mt gﬂw inclined

coming to close with mysterions

night-walker, but they were not to be outdone
ir 11 Fourth.

Lt bl o iy sheien
epem&ﬁcdc:ortfewia&u,

Th> moonlight streamed in from the high
the was

, , and passage was v
light, though the light. was wavering, and very

eerie. :
The juniors felt their hearbs beating like
mers, . d to fight against a wild

% ghmmetm the footsteps!
““Look!” muttered Neville thickly.

A dim form loomed into.view. Tgen it came

fully into sight in the moonlight, and the ter-

1 arra.yed in gh;fixﬁ v&&:&m :!’t '-:Tt;bgtg ‘tﬁ: 5

olden times.’ 05 53 fe
The a cowl, and the

er, and a sound as of the swishing of

@ long robe accompanied them. =~

‘-

wae, oonooa.led bi

ample robss swished along the flagged floor as

DD DD
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A Grand Complete School Story
By CHARLES HAMILTON.
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the terrible form advanced:

Only
Then,

Poindexter flinging the door shut as he ran.

Half
eager
matter.

The
shaken
thing.

a glimpse did the juniors catch of it.
with one accord, they turned and fled,

the dormitory was awake now, and

voices were demanding what was the
But no one replied.

nerves of the juniors were too utterly
for speech, for explanation—for any-
They stood in a huddled group, with

panting breath and thumping hearts, their eyes
glued on the door.

Would it open?

JIn sickening apprehension they watched the
door, dreading every moment to see again that.
dreadful figure.

But the footsteps passed steadily on. The un-

canny

sounds died away in the distance, and

the juniors breathed again.

“Good heavens,”
““ good heavens!”

muttered Poindexter—

““Wh-wh-what can it be?”’

“It’s the g-g-ghost!”

Flynn

stammered Micky

through his chattering teeth.  ““It's

the g-g-ghost of the abbot!” 4
In intense gnxiety the juniors listened for a
repetition of the sound from the corridor, but

N

dor.
‘" Be

not cosne. The footsteps were heard no

The 3rd Chapter.

Mr. Lanyon is Sceptical.

EVILLE drew a quick, deep breath,
Ten minutes had elapsed, and there
had been no sound from the corri-

tter get back to bed,” he said doubt-

L{;lcoln G. Poindexter shook his head.
*1 guess not.”

“ What are you going to do?”

“I'm not going

to bed till I’ve settled what's

jthe matter. T'm going to Mr. Lanyon’s room

to call him.” =
* You—you can't!

%

Youw’ll have to follow—

- Poindexter nodded.

~ * Look
 cleared 1p. It’s not a ghost——

here, you frllows, this ,}’ms got to be

+ “Then what is it?”

““ Blessed if I know

fellow
us
self in

Tt doesn’t seem like a
trick. He must have heard

aying a
slamplthe goor, and he never hurried him-

the least. I can’t catch on to it. But

I'm not going back to bed till it’s settled. It
may be a purglar for all we know. I'm going

to call

Mr Lanyc?’n.”

“ But—but—==

“I’'m not afreid”

Pcindexter drew on his

trousers and vest, and stepped towards the

door.

His face was very determined.

““ Well, I'm not exactly afraid, come to that,”

gaid Neville hesitatingly.

rather

“But I admit I'd
stay inside the dormitory.”

“I's all serene. I'll go alone.”

“No,

you won’t.”

‘“Faith, and it’s myself that’s comin’ wid ye,
Pointpusher darling.’

The Cl
‘into the sorridor.

iveden Combine looked cut cautiously
The moonlight lay tiiere in

a eilver bar, and the corridor was still and

silent.

There was no trace, no sound of the

mysterious visitant, ; A
“T guess®’m going,” said Poindexter.

“He stepped out

master

| end of

boldly irto the passage. The

of the Fourth had his bed-room at the

the passage, near the head of the staire.

It was in this direction that the apparition

had disappeared.

It required

of nerve on the part of the juniors to follow in

the direction taken by the mysterious figure. |

But it was only for a moment that Neville and

‘Flynn hesitated, and then they follewed. Poin-
dexter. Two red-headed jumiors followed them
into tho passage. Where the Combine led,
Pankhurst and ri%ee were mit:q}gv btlﬁ; fol!«wl

! way, slowly steadily.
The juniors i y;yes narvously about

they were, there was not the

Sne Elucksy.as o
.Bglghtg)st douzt that panic would have seized

them instantly at the sight of the ghostl

&

and that they would have fled pell-mel
e corridor was deserted save for them-

no amount | li

staircase. Throygh

upon it patches o Y

gﬁgmy epﬁ'egt,.es thlgoonhg}!t cang jy
ricag ;4

usiy

0

knocked at
The the

0 ck w 1
ness 1t seemed ‘t:‘w%lll:?t B
the corridors, Cliveder o ot
ing, full of ramhling ppe ® a0

and recesses, narrow, hﬁf_%h%

There was no T g

degfter nepeatgd it. yS:?ll%‘i?eﬁu'

" 1 say,” ‘w ispered Ne: '!'
we'd better wake i

see, he_’s bound to thi i
i;lf'mtl1, and it’s rigul]k ;v . g
oindexter shook his }i:n;,ret

3 It:’iut we kn
quietly. “Five of ugsgw |
3 . saw it
ngn kg;‘.;gg to wake him,

:‘ Better call

F‘thﬁ so,”

tor the third it i
Still the Form xrasté:‘nsidl:g:ld :
were very uneasy. They eastm&rm
up and down the passage, )

“He’s eleepin sound” py
Neville I—pi gx ;;fe“l:yothinx "
pened to him. Fhe—the thivs bt
dlrecthn, you know.” B e
"Il‘l;’e juniors shuddered,
m going mm!” id 1i
dexter. He opened theatligorlm
the bed-room. The blind was ¢
room was quite dirk. The j
after Poindexter, dimly ont.
the bed in the corner. A
;Nh;i Lanyon P SRRy
oindexter spoke in a subdued yoje
was no reply. p'g‘he Jjuniors begnm
zﬂarmedv. V\;hat was the W”
anyon? t seemed strange that
master should be ing so M
“ Mr. Lanyon!” A YT
Poindexter raised Lis
was the same. The junior
i’n hhis ﬁeekot for a
ight. flickering flame gl
the dark mom.r?;id it
master’s pillow and his
Lanyon’s eyes were closed,
soundly. Poindexter deew
It was only a case of
definable fear in his
He lighted the
master’s bedside, and
lightly by the shoulder.
The Form-master sts
“ Why—wha -
you doing here?”
I you p‘em’ Bip—s=? .
“ Poindexter!” Mr.
His kind, somewhat
turned towards the
expression of utter an
what are you doing out
time of night?”
“We—we ha
was not easy to
wouLd not sound

ir:;m ﬂ'i::u
What do ’:I

him’n Slﬁ P
agreed Pﬁm‘mm~

‘“ Please exp!
h“ There r
the corri
dexter. ** Either

sense like
soverely’
“It’s quite
the passage, and we
tory and saw it. :
“You -saw what?’
master, staring at Poin
herdly believe his ears.
“ The—the thing, SIT,
was <’i’ressed like the

face. :
“ You must hwe‘dw
« Five of us saw it, sir!”
“ How came you to.

hour?”’ ok
& Neville ‘was 5|

EVeil,
T Ah, a ghost story, I pr
“ Yes, sl% He w

Abbot Wilfred——"
grew

“ You saw somo

‘that you °
: %’lmtyhm_ »
preh =
Mr. Lanyon wae about’
B he_ hocked hzm;é‘f*
bed, shivering 10
large warc ié*« the
opened it and I
him in surprise

W4T thought it E

T e aid. " Bt



Four Serial Stories and a Long, Complete Railway Tale will appear Next Wednesday. »
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gl
t been disturbed. \lVeU,
: only attribute your adven-
9 pyinde‘mr’hlai:g imzfginatxon, and I should
Y t0 cindulgo:’ in no more ghost stories
; wf the night. I will see you back
| e and please do not disturb
nonsense ”’
rngu:t-lguing with the Form master.
followed him to the Fourth Form
nd he saw them to bed, and with

d ’-ainjunction to go to sleep, he lcf’t
: mge door closed, and the Form master’s
g i down the passage. A
M?"?’ dle;idm:iie I thought he wouldn’t
k. ‘ltht’ : varn,”’ -remarked Micky Flynn.

W FOLE, £ 19y

o saw 1t! .

“don't know what it was, but
* said I’niml(-xtflr.h

‘oices wera asking what ha ap-
o dmﬁl l\{OlI\inme explained, and there was
g le from the Fourth Form. The
ad not seen the spectre abbot
fun of the whole affair.
said Gatty.
remarked Philpot.

my sons!” said

d haye 10

B eral gige
j‘éﬁs whodh‘ Bas
i igposed to co fur
"efi)l?mly)gu dreamed it !I’_
“It’s’ a case of nerves:

« Heated imagination,
i ‘Gf?e“n{},t had you been having for supper?”
1 -"If?o';g'f‘?”"“'s are looking for an assort-

ol ears,” said Poindexter, ‘‘ you're
tojfugelike right way to get them. Shut

: WA!;Jhe furned over to go to sleep,

The 4th Chapter.

Crane and Cuffy are Convinced.
,EHE next morning the ghost story was

-

1" all over Cliveden. It was chatted over
.‘mong the Fourth at first, but . the
gther Forms soon heard of it, and they in-.
i for the partioulars with great interest.
the story found a single believer. It
'N'ﬁt,‘:: eds a;ya first-class joke, and the
(ombine and the Old Firm were chipped un-
mercifully on the subject.
| There was nsually a keen rivalry between the
(liveden Combine—Poindexter, Neville, and
TFlynn—and Pan.okll:iur%t: and Tﬁrjce,lltgltherwnse

0 as the | Firm. eir little wars,

mndlmms and excursions, so tospeak, made
4 liings lively in the Fourth Form. But on the
presant occasion  their mutual chipping was
qite suspended.’ T(l'jxcy }cmlad toTitau;id together
waingt the rest of Cliveden. e five juniors
hod seen the ghost, and no one else had seen
i, No one even. in the Fourth Form really
felieved that they had seen anything. They
aiiributed it to a fanciful imagination, heated
by the ghost story related in the still hour of
midnight,  Philpot, indeed, hinted that the
W dhums were departing from the truth. But
igbody took any motice of Philpot, who always
& meomething ill-natured to say about some-
ey,
‘8 The five were in a rather unfortunate posit

Ation. In the broad daylight, with the winter
& % n shining into the corridor where the ghost
m_:;l!ked,d o?(fy d::koded themﬁelv(és whether
hey had, -indeed, amed it all. One or two
‘merh)::nr%)rsf had thought, over‘nig(llat, t.haBt tthey

ootsteps in the corridor. But in
the broad daylight they dismissed the idea
i . B tih Combine and the
bu & mpie al
0d Firm could not persuade themselves that
4 lhe mysterious footsteps they heard, and the
ghostly ti‘i.gure they had seen, were due to the
ination.

; ss it was genuine enough,” Poindexter
wmarked, as the chums strolled out into the
Uoso after mogning lessons. “ We saw it,
J tids! But I don’t think there was much ghost
it—and we know now that it wasn't
burglar, It must have been some kid
@ jape on us.

“But whom?” said Neville. ‘It oertainly
W't anybody in the Fourth. And you re-
| ember the abbo$, or whatever he was, was

g“n;‘:: %ia m&l(l}. It ét; s one of the fellows,
‘ ve been a Sixth-Former.

’LNott:f;xgh_ chance of s Si:éth-Fbtmer [;‘lag-
o righten us,” Poindexter remarked.
Laith, and then who could it have been?”
mhi“lg:gklf Ih know ; 4it£’s a,dgiddy tmysu?ary!
: ¥, have you 1t et?”’
Baakburst shook his head, .
# 4 “Loan't catch on at all,” he said. = Every
: llm I make on the subject lets water some-
re. The only explanation is that it was

t~and that’s rot!”
qtite &, said Price, .
Juniors dug their hands deep into their
ts and looked at one another. They wero
and worried. The chipping they were
' on all sides was not pleasant, but
ed no chance of solving the mystery.
and Cuffy, of the Fifth, came trudging
»d&ét-hem through the snow. In a few
school w::d bhreaki}r:g up for ﬁhe
: ays, the Christmas weather
oome early. The roofs and walls of Clive-
%m eg Whtg:? wx_tl}'xl snlow, and thehc;ld
s Tpe with glimmering ' white.
nuexter’s eyes gleamed as he caught sight
3 ooums of the Fifth. There was an old
'au\vesn the Fourth and the Fifth at

%Gv‘;gr Poxbx(l)dzxtefr knlfw that t(_}rane
Mok, were about to make sarcastic re-

i on the subject of the ghost. And Poin-
i ~"l8'h§::t;ng fed up, as he expressed it,

Hall, ory, .

o1” said Crane affably. “I hear you've
things, .Poimdexgr.” 5
80,7 s2id Poindexter. “I can see

s TR

v e

&

LA F FRERTES

H

Cuffy, in order to leave no doubt in their
minds as to the things ho was alluding to.
Crane turned pink.
w “ What price the host?” he asked.
Mysterious fpotsteps—giostly spectre, Tell
us the yarn, kid. We've heard it before, but
we want information first-hand.” {
“Go ahead,

“That’s it,” seaid Cuffy.
Pointpusher!” 4

“I hear that it was a huge epectre with
clanking chains,” said Crane. * Philpot said
clanking chains, but Greene said the chains
didn’t clank, and Gatty maintaine that you
told him the ghost was clad in complete

armour, like the ghost of Hamlet’s pater. I'd
111\:0 to know exactly what he looked like.”
‘Yes, rather!” said Cuffy. “I say, Punt-

pounder, the next time you sce a ghost, could
you let me know quick, so that I could come
along with my camera?”’
“I know what the matter really was,” said
Crane solemnly.  “ Pointpusher had been
eating some of the paternal tinned beef for
supper. It’s a ‘fact, 1sn’t it, Puntdodger, thmt
your governor sends you tinned beef direct
from Chicago?”
:: No, it isn’t!” said Poindexter, turning red,
Sorry; my mistake! I've often wondered
what Chicago tinned beef was made of, and I
thought you might be able to tell me,” said
Clr;me blandly, “‘But to come back to the
ghost——" g
‘“Is it a fact about the clanking armour?”
asked Cuffy. z
“Had you really been eating canned
mysteries overnight—ow!”
Crane broke off suddenly. Poindexter had
suddenly stooped and gathered a handful of
snow, and the snowball broke on Crane’s nose.
He staggered back with a gasp, and a second
snowball, from Neville’s hand, caught him
under the chin. Crane sat down in the snow,

with a sudden bump_that took his breath away.
“Sock into them!” yelled Poindexter.

Five
and
flew with swift and unerring
strove to dodge, but there was no
practised aim of the Combine
and the Old Firm. He made a rush at the

The juniors were not slow to obey.
pairs of hands grabbed up the soft snow,
the snowballs
aim. Cuff
dodging t

juniors, but a snowball caught him in each eye,
and a couple more on the nose and mouth, and
he staggered blindly in the snow, and fell.

“ Arrah!”. yelled' Micky Flynn, dancing ex-
citedly round the two Fifth-Formers and_pelt-
ing them frantically. . “@Go it, darlings!

Arrah!” }
hi itement Micky hardly saw where
s el i yOne ca{xght Lincoln

is snowballs were flying. !
}é‘s Poindexter lﬁl thz ear, and another biffed
y Dick Neville’s eye. ;
m‘t‘oHold on, you duffer!’’ roared Poindexter.
“ Faith, and did it hit ye, Puntdodger dar-
ling? Never mind!” | =
“But I guess I do.mméi-—r— =
“Then guess again, darling:
Crane ag:i Cuffy staggered up. They made
a rush at the juniors, and the latter scattered
before them, still hurling snowballs. And now
some more of the Fourth Form, attracted by
the noise, came running up, and Snow-
balls began to fly. A coup of dozen elusive
juniors surrounded Crane and Cuffy, and mis-
siles poured in upon them from all sides.
“I\ﬁ:’l-my hat!” gasped Crane, as half a
dozen balls smashed together in his face, and
he sat in the snow once more. ‘‘I—I think
we’d better cut!” :
e‘"I th-th-think so, too!” panted Cuffy.
" And they out. The juniors, with a yell of
triumph, pursued them, hurling snowballs as
fast as they could gather them. Crane
Cuffy were out off from the house, and they
bolted towards the gym., careless of the
miny of that flight from fags, so lbngB::

Jow—funniest-looking things I've ever
%" And he stared hg,rd n.tg.Crane and

i
the rain of snowballs.
%:éywlgotz}d hﬁg:ting in the snow, and rolled

over, and Crane, stopping to aid him, was
bowled over by a volley that smashed all over
him, Five active juniors rushed to close
quarters in a second, and Crane and Cuffy
were pinned down.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankhurst.
where we gloat! Got the rotters!”
 Arrah, and it’s right ye are!”

“ Quite so!”

“Pin ’em down,” said Poindexter grimly.

The two heroes of the Fifth were pinned
down. They had no chance of wriggling out
from under the juniors, and a couple of dozen
of the Fourth were standing round in a circle,
velling with laughter, and shutting off the
view of the scene from any of the Fifth who
might have happened to be out of doors.

“Leggo!” panted Crane. ‘ Lemme gerrup,
you young rotters!”

*“Gerroff me chest!” mumbled Cuffy.

“I guess we haven’t done with you yet.
Now, do you believe that ghost story?”

“No!” roared Crane.

“Good! Roll ’em in the snow, kids, and rub
their chivvies well in!”

:2 Leggo!”

Lemme alone!”

“ Roll 'em over!”

*Ha, ha, hal”

The Fifth-Formers were mercilessly rolled
over. Snow was clinging to them—it was in
their sleeves, in their pockets, in their necks
and ears and eyes and noses. They were
blinded, choked, and soaked with snow. They
struggled frantically, but in vain. The odds
were too great.

“Now, then,” gasped Poindexter; “do you
be‘li%}'e that ghost story?”

“No !’

“This is

3

“Roll ’em over again!”
“Hold on—I mean yes!”
y

* You're sure you meant yes, Craney?”
“¥Yes! Oh, yes!”

Cuify lost his foo

~

Crane and Cuffy were

“Do you beliew;g’ that ghost story, Cuffy?”
“Yes, yes, t 2
4 W?:e'oonvinoed them, kids!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” ;

o F;’t.'n,&’wd it's a lot of trouble to convince
thim intirely! Are you quite sure you belave
the ghost story, Craney? Sure, we don’t mind
givin’ you another roll!”
“Yes, you beasts—yes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” %

s :il, they can’t say that we haven't taken
trouble enough,” Pankhurst remarked, as the
juniors walked away. “I tather think ‘Cf;ﬂ.ne
and Cuffy will give up chipping for a bit.

And Crane and Cuffy, as they dragged
themselves out of the snow, feeling utterly
wrecked and done up, were of the same
opinion.

“Good !

: The 5th Chapter.'
‘Crane and Cuffy’s Little Game.

’ RANE and Cuffy had been, more or
less, convinced, but the chipping: of
2  the ghost-seers continued at intervals
all through the day. When evening drew on,
the chippers did not cease from troubling, nor
were the Combine and the Old Firm at rest.
Pankhurst and Price came to tea in No. 4,

and the quintette discussed the matter once
but they could come to no satisfactory

more,
_ The mystery baffled them, and as
:(}:leu%g,?k Deoembgr niy ht drew on, they could

not help asking themselves whether the appari-
tion would reappear. _

And it was noticeable that some of the
juniors ceased to joke upon.the matter as
Led’tix‘ne drew near. On a dark winter’s night
it seemed more probable that there was some-
thing in the story than in the daytime.
1 Trevelyan, the captain of Cliveden, had to see

the Fourth Form to bed, and he mnoticed that

N
gt

rolled over, and Crane, stopping to aid him,
was bowled over by a volley of snowballs that Ey
smashéd all over him.
rushed to close quarters in a second, and

several youngsters looked ureasily up and

¢ ssage.
do““{lVltlg?'sp?ho gmatter with you, you kids?”
asked the school captain, somewhat puzzled.
““What are you peering about in the corners
for?” Y

“T wasn’t peering,” said Greene.

“Only just having a look round,”
Gatty.

said

“They’re looking for the ghost they don’t
believe in, guess,” Poindexter remarked
sarcastically.

“QOh, the ghost!” -said Trevelyan, laugh-
ing. “I’ve heard about that. I hear that
some of you saw the abbot who was tortured
b7 King John was seen taking a walk up the
corridor.” g

“1 guess s0.” :

“Well, I hope you’ve had a lighter supper
to-night,” said Trevelyan. “If 1 wer2 your
Form master, and you woke me up with &
yarn like that, you'd catch it.”

‘“ We really saw 3

“ Ahem ! You’d better get to bed.”

And-the Fourth Form turned in. And Tre-
velyan, cautioning Poindexter not fo dream
that he had seen any more ghosts, ex-
tinguished the light and closed the door.

“I don’t care,” said Neville. “We saw it,
and that’s flat.” :

““Oh,- rats!” said Philpot. “Den’t begin
to talk about it now, and give us the creeps!”

“ Arrah, and if ye don’t believe. in it, why
will ye be havin’ tie creeps intirely ?”

“Oh, ring off; I want to go to sleep!”

““Faith, and I can hear something now !"”

“It’s Trevelyan going down the passage,
you ass!” growled Poindexter. ‘‘Shut up,
and go to sleep’’

“Bure, I've a good mind to keep awake and
listen, Puntdodger!”

‘1 guess I won’t.”

And Poindexter

was asleep within five

minutes. Most of the other fellows followed
his  example. Half
an hour later Mr.

Lanyon came up to
bed, and he looked in
at the Fourth Form
dormitory to assure
himself that all was
right there. Mr.
Lanyon ~was a kind
and conscientions
master, and he was
very popular with his
boys, though his scep-

of the abbot’s ghosi
had not pleased tho
five juniors who had
seen 1f.

The - Form master’s
face was very worn in’
expression. He had
had plenty to do just
before the breaking-
up for  Chzistmas:
and he was also hard
at work upon a book
dealing with the his-
tory and antiquities
of Cliveden—a subject
of ' great
him. He
worked at
for an hour before
going to bed, his time
during the day being
retty well taken up
his Form duties.
As he was thus burn-
ing the candle at
both ends, as it were,
it was no wonder that
he sometimes looked
e tired and harassed.

The Form master held up his lamp and
lanced along the row of white beds. The

ys were fast asleep, and Mr. Lanyon, with
a satisfied look, withdrew and quietly closed
the door. He went along to his room, and
was soon at work among his beloved manu-
sants. The part of the work that he was
dealing with, as it happened, referred to the
incident of King John and the old abbot, and
as_he turned over the pages, Mr. Lanyon re-

ting in the smow, and

Five active juniors

pinned down,

clock in the tower chimed out eleven. He
little dreamed that the light under his doot
was watched with impatient eyes by two
shadowy individuals, who came ecautiously
along from the Fifth Form passage.

“It’s no good,” muttered Crane, after
watching the light under the door for about
ten minutes.
ing at that rotten book of his, about the
antiquities of Cliveden, and he’ll never leave
it this side of half-past eleven.”

“ Rotten!” agreed Cuffy.

“ Better get back.” °
- ““I.suppose so,”” grunted Cuffy.

and Cuffy, smarting over their defeat at the
hands of the juniors, had p! d reprisals
the ghost story giving them U

dormitory with sheets over their heads, and
ayvak:}:: the chums with sepulchral voices, and
give the ‘the Ol 1€
of their lives. Buy the %h‘t under Mr.
Lanyon’s door bafiled them. They would have
to pass that door on their way back; and it
was too risky. If they happened to be caught
they could guess how Mr. Lanyon would be
likely to deal with them.

. “It's rotten!” grunted Crane.

ticism on the subject -

called the affair of the previous night and -
smiled. The Form master was a patient worker,
and his manuscripts kept him going till tha

anyon’s still up. He’s work- - -

The two Fifth-Formers wrathfully wended
their way back to their own quarters. Crano

e. They
had intended ~to enter the Fourth Forzi'z,

Combine and the Old Firm the soars

“But I'm 2 g
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Another Ripping Cliveden Tale by Charles Hamilton appears in

not going to give up the idea. Those young
Fourth Form rotters want putting in_their
places. I suppose Lanyon can’t stick ’]t out
all night over his rotten book. We'll try
again at half-past eleven.”

““I’m getting sleepy,” murmured Cuffy.

“You can stick here if you like!” growled
Crane.

‘“Oh, I'll come !” >

Cuffy was fast asleep, and Crane himself
was nodding off when the school clack chimed
out the half-hour. Crane started into wakeful-
ness.

“You awake, Cuffy?”

Snore !

“Get up, old chap!”

Snore !

Crane shook his comrade by the shoulder.
e Cuffy snored again, and then yawned and
awoke. ;

‘“ Wharrer marrer ?’ he murmured drowsily.
‘“’Tain’t rising-bell.”

“It’s time to get along to the Fourth Form
dorm. Half-past’s just gone.” ;

“I say, Craney, it would be a good idea
to leave it till to-morrow night. Ow! Keep
that sponge off my face, you utter ass!”

‘“ Better get up, then.” :

Cuffy got up. He rubbed his eyes and
yawned.

“Come on!” said Crane, taking a sheet
fromi his bed. ‘“Don’t forget your sheet.
We're going to give those young rotters a
regular scare!’”

z He led the way from the dormitory. Cuffy
X was keen emough now that he was fairly out
2 of bed. They crept quietly along the passage,
and Crane looked at the door of Mr. Lanyon’s
room. There was no trace of light. ™=
“It’s all right; he’s turned im,” he whis-
pered. ‘ Follow your uncle!” g
He stole on quietly towards the Fourth
Form door. There was a glimmer of moon-
light at the high window, but the thick frost
= and the driving snow obscured it. The passage
was dim. Crane came to a sudden halt.
““What is it?” whispered Cuffy. ‘ What
are you stopping for?” 3
‘“Cave! I can hear somebody coming !’
‘““My hat, we shall be spotted, then!”
grunted Cuffy. “ Who can it be?”
‘“Blessed if I know! Quiet,  and ecrouch
down here; he may pass. It must be one of
the masters, though why he should be wan-

dering about——"" Crane did not finish, but
cro in the shadow of an alcove in the

wall, and Cuffy crouched beside him. In the
shadow they were hidden, unless a very
searching glance should thrown in their
direction. It was no light matter for boys to
be out of their dormitory at that hour of the
night, and Crane and Cuffy listened with
. tense anxiety to the approaching footsteps.

Fooisteps—slow and steady !

In the midst of their anxiety Crane and
Cuﬂ'g could not help wondering whom it
could possibly be that paced the corridor with
tha‘t’be sio:v a: solemn tread. & S

ootsteps were approaching them, an
the Fifth-Formers strained their 2
; out

“For Heaven’s

the dimness of the corridor to m
238, that approached. .
TS re loomed up in the gloom—a figure
in ample, trailing robe, with a cowl over the
face completely concealing it. :
A ooli shiver ran through the terrified
s i iiar o
v not n telling who it was.
. — Lwas the ghostly abbot of Cliveden !
The 6th Chapter.
A Night Alarm.

OR a moment the terrified boys stood
dumbfounded, incapable of movement
or speech. The ghostly figure was ad-

vanecing steadily, and in a minute more it
would pass the alcove, and brushing with its
trailing garments the shivering forms of the
watchers. Crane suddenly dragged his com-
the arm,
! he gasped thickly.
, run I ;
_Cuffy was too terrified to move. Crane
d ‘him away, and Cuffy came to himself
- somewhat. Fear lent the two Fifth-Formers
wings, and they dashed away down the
corridor, tearing on blindly in the gloom. Past
Mr. Lanyon’s oor, and on- to the staircase,
and down the stairs three at a time, they went,
There was a sudden yell on the stairs, and
Crane shrieked with terror as he felt himself
5 ¢ against a solid body in the darkness.
But it was not another ghost; the voice .of
- Monsieur Friquet, the French master at
Uliveden, quickly reassured him on that point.
Monsieur was ‘:;mmg "\:g to bed late, after an

and Crane and Cuffy went
There was no chance of say
Mossoo alighted on the mat, with

: uffy sprawling across him.
- “Ceilt I am_mnrdm'r? T om kealt Help!
,Amvl ‘He m,m'lﬂdldurdairf Fire 1”
ﬂ""i’m! an’s - yells rang through
My hat!”’ 8.‘ Gmne. “ He’
ace. ““Jt's Mm! Cut!” T e
” mumbled Cuffy,
tell you.”
- g-g-ghost !’
,mw,opmw.m, and the dark

=

- of breath knocked out of his body, and with '

| ment, tho of
whole . st

passages gleamed with wavering lights. A
dozen voices in different directions asked what
was the matter. Trevelyan came hurrying
along with a lamp in his hand, and Mr.
Quince, the master of the Fifth, dashed out of
his room with a poker.

“ Wh-what is the matter?’ gasped Mr.
Quince. ‘‘ Dear me, Monsieur Friquet—and
Crane—and Cuffy! What are you doing here,
you boys?”’

“ The gh-gh-ghost!” mumbled Cuffy.

‘““What is.the foolish boy saying?”

““ The g-g-ghost!”

“If you please, sir,”” gasped Crane, ‘‘ we've
seen a ghost——"’

‘“ Crane!”
“Yes, sir, a ghost—the ghost of the
abbot et

““ How dare you talk such nonsense, Crane?
Monsieur Friquet, I hope you are not hurt?
Have you fallen downstairs?”’

Mr., Quince gave the unfortunate French
gentleman a hand to rise. Monsieur Friquet
rubbed his aching bones.

“Ciel! I hardly know what happen vyiz
itself,”” he said. “1 come up ze stairs in ze
dark. I am late, and I not make noise so as
to vake no vun, and all of ze sudden somevuns
spring at me in ze darkness viz zemselves, and
I am hurl to ze bottom of ze stairs.”

Mr. Quince turned a severe glance upon the
Fifth-Formers.

“ So this is a trick of yours, Crane

“ I—I swear that we saw a ghost, sir,”’ stam-
mered Crane. “I know that it sounds a lot
of rot, but—but we saw him in the passage up
there, and—and &

“ And what were you doing in the passage
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up there?”’ .
“ We—we were going to raid the Fourth
Form dormitory,” stammered . Crane, who

would willingly have kept that little bit of \in-
formation to himself, had it been possible, ‘Tt
—it was a lark.” -

‘“ And you became frightened at your own
shadows, I suppose?”’

“J—I swear we saw it. Didn’t we, Cuffy?”’

“ The gh-g-ghest!” mumbled Cuffy.

“They look as if they had been frightened,
sir,”” said Trevelyan. * Shall ¥ look in the
upper passage, sir?’ - 4

* Certainly, Trevelyan.”

‘“ Don’t—don’t go!’ gasped Crane, as the
captain of Cliiveden mounted the stairs, holding

lamp up before him. “It's there—the
gh-ghost !” :

The Cliveden captain smiled, and went on his
way. Monsieur Friquet rubbed his bruises and
moaned. Crane and Cuffy stood trembling.
They were far from recovered from their fright
yet. Trevelyan came back in a few minutes.

“ Well,” said Mr. Quince, “ there is nothing
to be seen there, I suppose?” ¢

“ Nothing, sir,” said Trevelyan, smiling.

“ I—I swear we saw the ghost i

*“The gh-gh-ghost!”

“ Return to your dormitory at once,” said
Mr. Quince severely. *‘‘I shall deal with yom
WGOY’& matter to-morrow. Not a word.

. And Crane and Cuffy went. Trevel look-
ing rz puzzled, went back to The
captain of Cliveden believed that Crane and
Cuffy had seen something, but what it was he
could not guess. : S

“Ciel! I zink zat I goes to bed,” said
Monsieur Friquet. ‘‘I have ze separate ache
in ze each separate bone in ze body. I not like
cane ze garcons as ze rule, but I zink zat to-
morrow you cane zose two shokers.” :

“I certainly shall,” said the Fifth Form
master. :

And they went to their rooms. They had
not, noticed -the Fourth Form door open above,
and did not know that three juniors were look-
ing down from the upper corridor. Poindexter
had been awakened by the noise, and he had
immediately got out of bed, and the Combine
had come out to investigate. They had
watched Trevelyan go downstairs, and heard
what followed. They returned to their dormi-
tory now, with excited looks.

“So we're not the only ghost-seers,” said
Poindexter. ‘‘ Crane and Cuffy will come in
for some of the chipping to-morrow.”

** Faith, and what can it mane intirely?”

“1 guess that’s a mystery.”

And the chums of the Fourth went back to

bed in a very mystified mood.
- The 7th Chapter.

G the next day when the incidents of
the night became known. Crane and

On the Watch.
Cuffy were piled with questions, to all of which

REAT was the excitement in Cliveden

they returned the same answers. They had

seen the figure of the abbot, exactly as the
Combine and the Old Firm had described it.

' Theuz didn’t believe that it 'was a ghost—now,
|in

£

: dsylight—-bnt/ what it was they couldn’t

spite of the fun that was poked

£ay. ‘And&ﬁien
at_them, they stuck to the story.

Even Mr. &m!oe muld'nft shake thelilt' 3&5:-
, he pooh- 3
them boﬂipoo yr oo

an
was

Crane and ¥ et

unanimousl;
Cuffy told = their story onmly to

mookers, and Crane, losing his temper over the

matter, began to hit out whenev
was addressed tohimonthemgjeu?;ml:g
m more fights on his hands that day than he

during the whole of the preceding

term.
Mr. Lanyon looked very thoughtful when h
had heard the story. After school that day he

sent for Trevelyan, and the captain of Cliveden
came up to his room.

*“I want to speak to you about this singular
ghost affair,” said the Fourth Form master
abruptly “What do you think of it
Trevelyan?”’

The captain
puzzled.

‘I haven’t the least idea what to think,” he
said frankly. 1 have spoken to the juniors
who think they saw the ghost, and they tell the
tale clearly enough. They are not the kind of

of Cliveden looked decidedly

lads to be frightened at a shadow. Now two
Fifth-Formers have seen it, too. It looks to
me as if there is something in it—not the

ghost-story, of course. It looks like somebody
laying a little game. Christmas is the time
for ghosts, you know, and some mischievous
fellow might take the idea into his head.”

“ But whom would you suspect?”

Trevelyarr shook his head.

“1 cannot think of anybody.”

There was a knock at the door.

# Come in,” said the Form master. ‘‘ I have
told Poindexter to come here,”” he added.

The door opened, and Lincoln G. Poindexter
came in.

“You wished me to come, sir?’ said the
American junior, with a glance at Trevelyan.

* Yes, Poindexter. You still state that yon
saw the abbot of Cliveden the other night ¥’

“I guess I did, sir—or somebody got up to
look like him.”

‘“ You did not see the face?’

“* No, sir; it was covered by a cowl.”

“ But how could the person—whoever he was
—see his way about, if his face was covered by
a cowl?” exclaimed Trevelyan. ;

“I guess I can’t get on to it. There wasn’t
any hole in the cowl, as far as I dould see; and,
besides, the moonlight was full on him, and I
should have caught sight of his eyes if they had
bee’x’\ uncovered. I am sure they were covered

“ But you are stating an impessibility, Poin-
dexter. Even granting that someone has
been ;gaymg ghost, he must have seen his way

ut

“1I only tell you what I saw, sir,” said Poin-
dexter quietly. ‘‘T guess I don’t understand it
the least little bit. It lays over anything I
ever struck before.”

Mr. Lanyon crossed to the wardrobe, opened
it, and pointed to an old, dark abbot’s frock
that hung there. Poindexter looked at it.

‘“ That 1s why I asked you to eome here,
Poindexter,”” said the Form master. ‘° Was
tt!l:e figure you saw dressed in anything like

at?

<5

that.
- Myr. Lanyon smiled slightly.

“Wery Poindexter. ¥You may go.”

The American junior left the room.
Trevelyan looked curiously at Mr. Lanyon,

“Do you think, sir <

“T think that whoever played ghost bor-
rowed those clothes,” said the Fourth Form
master quietly. " As you know, Trevelyan, I
have been collecting for a long time antiquities
belonging to Cliveden, for the purpose of truth
of detail in my book on the antiquities of the
school. I have had that old abbot’s frock by
me for some time, and no doubt the circum-
stance is known to many boys in the school. I
think it is certain that the person who has
played this foolish trick has borrowed that for
the purpose.” "

,t,wa.s exact, sir; it might have been

““ sy

“ 1 am a very sound sleeper. I did not wake
last might, you know, although there was, I am
told, a great deal of noise. It would be easy
for the practical joker to enter my room and
purloin the garments, and return them after-
wards, undiscove S -

“ By Jove, sir, 1 believe you’re right!” ex-
claimed Trevelyan. :

“1 am certain I am,” said Mr. Lanyon.
“Now, as the trickster has had so much
suceess, I think it is probable that he will play
the ghost again. In two days we break up for
Christmas, so he will not have many more
opportunities. I am going to keep watch to-
night Trevelyan. Would you care to keep me
company 7

“Certainly, sir. It is a good idea. If the
rascal comes here for the things, we cannot
fail to nab him.” S

‘“Then will you, after going to bed, copme up
quietly to my room, without- acquainting a
single soul with the plan? We cannot be too
careful.” i

“Rely upon me, sir.”

And the captain of Cliveden left the room,
with a satisfied grin on his face. He had little
doubt of the correctness of Mr. Lanyon’s
theory; and the ghost, if he walked again, was
doomed. And Trevelyan promised himself the
F_lea.au»re of bestowing soundest possible
mkmf upon the unknown individual who had
ca so much commotion at Cliveden.

plan was carri

ed out, and when all the
rest of Cliveden was sleeping, Mr. Lanyon and

| Trevelyan nttg in the master’s room, in the

dark, and wai ;

Eleven boomed out from the clock-tower, and
then twelve. As the last stroke of midnight
echoed away into the dista a deeper_ still-
e ors v e

Ve . In the gile scuttlin, a
mouse behind the v?:ie'nsoot wa? digtiwtly

heard, and the faint wail of the wi;ge among .

the leafless branches in the Close. SNOW-
flakes were falling with a soft pat-pat against
the panes.

The watchers were weary, and sleepy. But
they kept alert, more alert than ever as mid-

g

1 :
boom came eerily through the silence of 1

The
the December night.

“T-thrink e ;
revelyany ‘:e:;e Tight, sy,
stepped "out, to the

i and %

very dark in the e

out before him g pEe and

had rea,(c)l’:eedhlm staine, iod

'tlguCh‘id somEthing .
revelyan gt

body thrilling i L2

S — 2
Tl’le 8th Chmer g
The Ghosts Last Wl
H-WHAT is
Trevelyan,
words left his 1
suﬂdzn vell in the dait o tne, :
Wt 9 L5 8ot b e
B by ot
“Sure, and it
Fancy ti;e skippe: 5;;:3”&1
Collar him! Trevelyan g th;.
om

nxi%,""

‘“

A

him !

leased him now, angd
tinued to grasp hi[xln \?iltli

Trevelyan brea.thls:gl;,g It
“Faith, and we've ot
A bicycle lantern g&
could seen in the light
- ‘“ SOrry, 3 M m
“ We—we didn’t know it was way
lygn I 3 3
u- re, *ve ot hi‘m P
o Py e
Flynn unwillingly
tain of Cliveden. 'm:.
Combine in almost
Hawsodare y%n attack me?” s
rry. <) e waich te
ghost.” i k... Wl for o
oung rascals! i
“We hyeardg . i
for him. You ‘see, we've
that it was a trick, and
us___,’
“ Faith, and we've
too,” said -Prevelyan, laugh
himself, *“in Mr. 'on's room,
rascals, you made me jump! I—"
you wasn't play’ ghost alte
Trevelyan darling?”
“ You conf. young ass, am
Get

e
You—you
ning faces of Poin
Trevelyan,”
“You ass!
* What are you doing out of y
“You
you coming,
“I have been k goﬂnm.
3
L_-”
“ nen
of fellow to play ghost?” exclaimed

of Cliveden irascibly. “Get back
before I lick you!” e
“‘Faith, and sure —"
Poraderiar: e
oindexter 2
and Dick “Neville follows e
very breathless, went down
The Combine re-entered the
dormitory. : 1
as to Trevelyan’s innocerice,
“Faith, and I was sure T
rumbled. “Are ye quite certain
rewi. after at,E,‘ nt} %
“I'm quite sure you'r
grunted ?’oinéevaer.b i to
say, kids, our little game is
night-; but to-mo a8
we'll give

said nothing of
next day. They intended
last night of the term,
walk again; but, as
ann thei
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SIMPLE

.ol and very pretty and effective
o'nkmt,huugh one easy enough to perform
Fie pmctjce, may be termed

gli“lﬂ
: La Belle Volante.
; to your audience, “ I have

.uﬁemy" Zx?; ia}sma.ll cloth ball. If I were
gﬁﬂ?the ahsence of any hanky panky about

wouldn’t believe me, 80 I must ask
"‘ g‘;amiﬂe them yourselves to allay any

-1 Jo S8 that direction.” X : :
i ‘“,?mlg;ic]?a:orﬁv being quite satisfied with their

grutin, youogvoglr;ce the tumbler on this chair
’"“h”ueg that it may be as far from me as
ill some gentleman lend me a handker-
Now, please watch me
while I cover the tumbler with this
~There! You didn’t notice any-

g SUSPICIOUS, did you ? A’l'l, I thought not ;

a little too sharp for you.

Tho ball during this armngemgnt of the _tumbl(;r
been lying on. the table. You take it up in

A ih hands and advance tow’urd your audlence‘: -
" The next thing to do,” you proceed, *is
difficult : it 1s no less a feat than to make
Wball fly from my hands into the empty
| junbler yonder- Here you pretend to hear

T%

ol r see some significant gesture,
o %fﬁfz Odoubb upon y%ur asser%ieon of
o % i emptiness of the tumbler. You put on an
il YU %3 expression, declare yourself hurt at the
‘on of duplicity, and, replacing the ball on

o table, remove the handkerchief for all to see

;F‘.‘ is as empty as it was before.

e mgmglgﬂm throw}’)n the handkerchief over it,
bring forward the ball, and say :

ot gpxs_ ing the ball in my hands thus, produces

b g, 4 wonderful change in the molecules of which its

osed. As you see, it grows smaller

i is com]
1 e Pa.nd is rapidly dissolved away into

and smaller,
wothingness, thus

. n your ‘hends and show them empty.
o '}"I‘:l c;llt’m’;xdl)i’erchief is then removed from the
¥ tumbler, and lo! there is the bhall inside,
! oarently none the worse for it dissolution
e ial journey. :
Such is the impression the trick makes upon
e audience.

Now for the disillusion of the modus operandi.
How did the ball get into the tumbler ?

Yon will not require to be told that two balls
ue néeded. The second ball is slung by means of
aloop of black silk to a couple of pins driven into
{le stuffed back of the chair on which the tumbler
isplaced, as you see illustrated in Fig. 1.

* When the handkerchief is removed the first
{ime, your hands, holding the corners of the fabric,
wst on the back of the chair and thus enable you
o glip your thumbs through the loops of silk
and remove it from the pins. In consequence

m: i this movement, when you raise the handkerchief
(") {lio ball 18 also raised ; and by an adroit s“‘in%
" ¥ forward in the act of recovering the glass, the bal

4 5 dropped into the vessel.
I executed as naturally as possible,
. 4§ 1o great difficulty.
| §  How does the ball disappear ?
 In the first place, we must premise that your
Tun § (3ble has either a little shelf fixed at its back,
ot § %7 8ix inches below the top, holding a light box,
~ 8 o the cloth is pinned up there to form a pouch
¢} § focontain a small basket.
s §  The ball is placed a few inches from the back
| édge of the table, In taking it up the second
Aim in both hands, the little finger of the inner-
'Em;h&nd gives it a sharp blow, which drives it
kwards into the box or basket prepared to
eive it. This must be done instantaneously,
and without a pause the hands must be raised,
tomded out well as though the ball was between
. The remainder of the trick requires no
“xplanat

This sleight must
It is of

The Erratic Pips.

A gentleman’s hat and lady’s handk i

: erchief
are borrowed ; the former is playce(l, brim ult)‘pl:x}‘-
most, on the table, and the latter is dropped

there. But instantly you bethink yourself
that it would be more satisfactory to leave the
handkerchief in full sight of the spectators ;
s0 you remove it from the hat, invert the latter,
and deposit the handkerchief on the crown.

A pack of playing cards is next introduced
and handed to one of your audience to shuffle
thoroughly. When this is returned to you,
you observe, I think no one can imagine after
the vigorous shuffle the gentleman has given
the cards that it would be possible for me to pick
out any particular one. Nor am I going to do so.
I simply cut the pack, thus, and take for this
experiment whatever card chances to be at the
bottom of the upper half. What have we got
now ? The five of clubs. I pass this five of
clubs to the bottom of the pack.

* Now, it’s a curious fact in science that if a
playing card be struck a sharp blow, after some
little mesmeric passes have been made over it,

Fig. 3.—See ‘ Spirit
Writing “ on another
; page.

Fig. 1.—See “ La Belle
Volante ” on this
page.

the pips will fly from their position and attach
themselves to any object you may desire, You
don’t believe me, I can see very plainly. So I
must give you ocular proof. e will command
the pips to fly to the lady’s handkerchief on the
top of the hat yonder.”

Here you solemnly pass your hand two or three
times in front of the card.

“Now,” you go on, holding the bottom of the
pack towards your audience so that the five of
clubs is in full sight, * I will strike the wall with
the pack, thus; and you see my assertion is
completely verified.”

To the surprise of your audience a blank card
now occupies the bottom of the pack. And
on spreading out the borrowed handke¥chief
it is seen to be printed with a representation of
the five of clubs. {3

You then offer the handkerchief to the lender,
but she naturally objects to reesive it in ‘its
present condition ; so you declare your intention
of restoring it to its original purity.

A plate is procured and the cambric is set
on fire ; the ashes are wrapped up in a piece of
newspaper, and the parcel is again offered to the
lady. On her reiterated refusal to accept it,
the parcel is torn open and out comes the handker-
chief bearing no indications upon it of the ordeal
through which it has passed.

The solution of this trick, which, by the way,
is a new one excepting the method of restoring
the handkerchief, is, of course, substitution.
A lady’s handkerchief, on which is printed the
five of clubs is tucked under your vest before the
commencement of the illusion. As you walk
towards the table carrying the borrowed hat
in one hand and the borrowed handkerchief in
the other, you slip the thumb and forefinger
of the hand holding the former article beneath
your vest and pull out the concealed handkerchief

into it with the remark that it will be e et | causes the borrowed handkerchief to fall into the

| well.

which is allowed to fall into the hat. As will be
conjectured, it is this and not the borrowed
cambric which is removed from the hat and
placed on its crown. The reversal of the topper

basket slung at the back of the table, as described
in the last trick. Thence it is removed and carried
behind a folding screen or other arrangement
yvou must have at the back of your * stage”
when you fetch the plate or piece of newspaper.

“ Yes,” you may say here, ‘‘ that is all very
But how can we remove the handkerchief
without being detected in the act ?

Very simply: stand behind the table, and
accidently drop your wand, for, of course, you
should possess this necessary adjunct to a con-
juror’s outfit, And while you are stooping to
pick it up, what is easier than to seize the cambric
and tuck it up your vest, concealed as the action
will be by the draped table ?

The newspaper is really a bag—two irregular
ieces of paper pasted by three margins, thus
eaving an opening through which the borrowed
handkerchief is inserted. The transformation
of ashes to cambric will not be comprehended.
For the outer of the two layers of newspaper
only is torn, the other, enclosing the ashes,
remaining intact.

And now for the card portion of the trick.

In the first place, the five of clubs is just a
shade wider or longer than the remainder of the
pack, so that it is an easy matter to make the
cut at this particular card.

The change to the blank card is effected in this
simple and effective way,

Get a plain card of the shape of the cards you
are using, and paste on one side a piece of wall
paper identical with that with which the walls
of the room are covered.

Attach this to any convenient part of the wall
by means of four pieces of beeswax or soap
in.such a manner that the pattern on the
back of the card coincides with the same portion
of the pattern on the wall paper. At the distance
of a few feet the presence of the card will not be
observable.

Now you see how the pips fly ?

In striking the wall with the pack you take
care to bring it exactly over this invisible card,
which is removed with it, and in consequence
becomes the bottom of the pack, the five o clubs
being then second and concealed. .

The Magical Soup Plate.

You commence this illusion by directing the
attention of your audience to a soup plate, and
a couple of coloured silk ~handkerchiefs, all
of which they freely examine. 5 :
 “his feat,” you observe, “is one of unusual
difficulty as you will confess when you see it.
It is no less than that of compelling these silk
handkerchiefs to fly from one end of the stage
to the other—of course invisibly.

“ you have assured yourselves of the genuine-
ness of this soup plate, I trust ? Then I shall put
it on the chair over here.” 3

You do so, placing it bottom upward. But
it occurs to you that the chair seat may be
viewed with suspicion by the company who may
possibly consider the existence of traps and

“Tn
ratic Pips” on
page.

Fig. 2.—See

=N
page.

newspaper —the * Daily Mail.’

> | And that’s how it’s
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such like in it, a not. improbable contingency.

Well, if that be the case, you must obviate the

suspicion by covering it with something above
mistrust.

 here’s the very thing—a
You all know
there’s nothing © tricky * about this.”
You unfold the paper to show that it is merely
what it appears to be. Then you fold it up again,
throw it on the chair, and place the soup plate
on the top, bottom upward as before.
“ What I'm going to do now is to cause these
silk handkerchiefs to leave my hands and appear
under the soup plate. Watch me very carefully
please, so you may be able afterwards to perform
the illusion yourselves.
You take the handkerchiefs between your
palms, letting the greater part of them hang
down below, and commence an up and down
movement with your hands, during which the
handkerchiefs gradually become smaller, and
eventually disappear, your palms being shown
empty.
The soup plate is now lifted up and, lo ! beneath
it are the handkerchiefs.
The explanation of the appearance of the
handkerchiefs under the soup plate is this:
On that part of the folded newspaper which will
be the bottom, a sort of pouch is made—what
tailor's term a  patch-pocket ’—constructed of
a piece of newspaper, strengthened with a
lining of writing-paper or muslin. In this is
secreted a couple of handkerchiefs, identical in
colour, size and material, with the two shown
to the company, During the unfolding of the
newspaper it is an easy matter to keep this portion
of the sieet out of sight.
As you advance towards the chair, this paper
is held in your left hand, your fingers being
engaged in extracting the contents of the pocket,
ready for the coming sleight. Your other hand
carries the soup plate. Z
In order to-have a free hand to move the chair .
a little nearer the company, you place the plate,
bottom facing the audience, on the 'newspgper, .
holding it there by the thumb of the left 5

Then, having altered the position of the chair
to your satisfaction, you seize the newspaper
with the right hand and throw it upon the chair
seat—drawing it from under the plate, so that
nothing now intervenes between the latter
and the fingers of the left hand which of eourse
still hold the concealed handkerchiefs. The
glate is next placed on the newspaper with the

andkerchiefs snugly concealed beneath.

So much for the denouement of the trick.

And now we come to the disappearance of the
handkerchiefs.
There is a little
“ vanisher ”’ whie
sheI)ps» for a trifle. :

t is a light -tin box of peculiar shape, flesh
coloured, and has a loop of gut attached to the
top through which the thumb is passed.

In walking to the table to get the handkerchief,
you have plenty of opportunity of taking this
* yanisher 7 from underneath - your vest and
slipping it upon the thumb of your left hand,
so that it hangs Lehind your palm, where it is,
of course, irvisible as you stand with your right
side to the audienco.

Then, under eover of right hand and handker-
chiefs, you bring the *‘ vanisher ” to the palm ;
and, little by little, tuck the silk away inside.
This done, you swing the apparatus to the back
of the hand again, and show your hands empty.
done ! . -
THE END.

‘“ Ah,” you say,

11]11'(90(9 of apparatus known as

a may be bought at conjuring

We pay 2s. 6d. each for them.
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Yoindexter  refrained from retort. He
Auietly opened the dormitory door.” There was
simmer of moonlight in the passage again
git—it was almost as bright as on the first
06 when the ghostly abbot had been seen.

¢ the door a few inches open, the
lors settled down to watch. It was cold,
& an hour glided by without an alarm,
""‘*' grew terribly tedious.
a8 the first stroke of midnight.

strokes followed, and then a heavy
fell upon the holﬁlse—-so still, that Poin-
 lancied he could hear the brush of the
g_lgjv against the panes of the window.

urst muttered the word.
thrill yan through the juniors.
o0 the direction of the stairs came a

Y —the ghost 1”?

%g,ghoat was walking once more!

: f“ixz:neamr and mnearer! The figure
iors . t loomed up in the gloom. The
byt atched it ‘spellbound. It came slowly
sl 5ed, and the tread died away up the
m" as figure disappeared in the
was

inors.

C

a quick intake of breath among

§ room, and call him—quick! Before
-35 comes back! Quick! I'm going to

they had to do with

k" muttered Poindexter, nip down to

Dick Neville darted out of the dormitory,
and ran silently downstairs to call the captain
of Cliveden. He had barely vanished, when
the returning tread of the ghostly abbot was
heard.

The dormitory door was wide open mnow.
Four juniors stood there, desperate and reso-
lute. The ghostly figure loomed up again—
the footsteps echoing eerily through the
deserted passage. re, with the cowl
3\'91- the hidboe‘?‘ {we, slowly tpassed‘ P itPol:n\:.

exter was about to spring out up , bu
some instinct restrained h?m. He held back
Pankhurst. 2 :
. “Hold on!” he whispered. “I guess we'll
follow it. I—I don’t catch on, but—but I can’t
touch it.” oy :

He stepped out into the corridor. The
juniors, ® ivering, followed him. It was evi-
dent to all of them that the figure was not a
spiritual essence, now—t caught the brush-
ing of the long loose folds on the floor—yet
they felt equally assured that it was no
p’racticgl joker playing ghost. A strange, un-

anny fee !
"i:hought had come into;Poin:iexto!t_"s mind that

some ma than.. =t

Silently, with bated breath, the juniors lol-
lowed the ghostly ﬁ%r:. 'Right along the pas-
sago it went, with slo .,and‘s’plemn‘smde, as
far as the door of Mr. Lanyon’s room.

_ Poindexter .gaspe'&v.-;sv e

“Look! It's—it’s g"ou;% e £ d G
i t silence the jumiors hear
B Vite pusgedjnto the room,

handle turn. e ) pas nt >
d the door closed again. There was a glim- |
:;lei ttl;ie light on the ‘stairs, Trevelyan came

in his hand, ‘and

uickly up, a lantern gleaming
iok"'lzl'ev‘;lle at his heels.
s Poindexter! You have

ing was over them and the terrible.

| wardrobe.

“It’s gone into Mr. Lanyon’s room !’ gasped
Poindexter. ¢ For Heaven’s sake—" e

Trevelyan did not wait for him to finish.
He opened the door of Mr, Lanyon’s room, and
flashed the light inside. The juniors crowded
rounI(‘io h}i\m, staring into the room.

.. o = '))

The ghostly figure was there !

Full in the glare of the lantern it stood.
Trevelyan started, and held back the juniors
with a gesture.

“ Silence I"” : S0 *

Amazement held the boys silent. Poin-
dexter’s finger rose slowly to point to the Form-
master’s bed. It was empty! e :

But now all eyes were fastened upon the
ghostly form. The abbot was disrobing him-
self of his cumbersome attire. His movements
were slow and deliberate. The ample frock
came off, and the cowl that concealed the face.
And the face revealed in the light of the lantern
was the face of Owen Lanyon S

“Mr. Lanyon!”

Tho Fourth Form magtor was the Cliveden
ost ! i S
! But not consciously so. - For Mr. Lanyon’s

face was quite insensible—his eyes were d.
As soon 3@ the light fell on his face, the boys
knew what it all meant. Mr. Lanyon was fast
asleep! 1 : Cones
“The somnambulist finished removing the
abbors atfire. and replaced it carefully in the
A ‘Then_he xx'?eﬁixmé‘tf to bed, laid his
head on the pillow, and pulled the clothes
about him. s deep and regular breathing
s'g:ed ‘that he was slumbering peacefully. -

The mystery of the ghost of Cliveden was
solved. _Trevelyan explained to Mr. Lanyon
the next day, and the Form master, blankly
amazed, at first refused to credit the story. He
had to believe it at last, however. There was
no doubt upon the point. He had never, so
far as he knew, been subject to sleep-walking.
It was easy enough, however, to find explana-
tions. The heavy work at the end of the term,
and his poor state of health for some time
pach accounted for the attack of somnambulism.
'he hard work he had been giving to his book
~doubtless helped, and the deep impression made
,upon_his mind by his investigation of the an-
tiquities and old legends of Cliveden gave that
peculiar form to his somnambulism.
~ The mystery was solved, and the Combine
and the Old Firm, and Crane and Cuffy of the
Fifth, were justified. Needless to say, they in-
dulged in a little crowing over the doubting
Thomases. who had scoffed at the reality of .
the apparition. As to whom the honour of the
discovery was due, there were doubts—both
the Combine and the Old Firm claiming it—
but they finally agreed that it was a case
honours divided. That day Cliveden broke
for the Christmas holidays, and Poindex
Neville depatted for Ireland. to s
Christmas at Castle O’Flynn; a
the Christmas fireside, the ti
ing eerie stories, needless t
forget the story the

~ Another grand Cliveden story will
appear in a fortnight, but next Wed-
‘nesday a splendid story of railway life,
B e R R e : . :
«PLUCKY DICK DENVER,”

~ Trevelyan quietly closed the door. = .

. % (Go back to bed!” he whispered. e

" “And the boys, amazed and awestruck, obeyed |
withoib s Word, ovo <05 o
e P I S W i g

| will appear. Order your copy now.




