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Dawn of Christmas Day found the rebels all aslecp in the dining-room—on the tables, under the

tatles, on chairs and on the floor.




Christmas with_the Rebels of SI. Frank’s !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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In spite of the barring-out, the rebels celebrate Christmas in the usual

way.

And an exciting time they have, too, what with a phantom monk,

mysterious ghostly music, and the mournful tolling of a death-bell ! In
fact, the majority of the juniors get the wind up properly, and Nipper and

the other “officers " have a difficult task to keep them in order,

You'll

thoroughly enjoy this grand Christmas yarn, boys—and look out for a
big surprise at the end.—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.
Christmas Eve !

e NOWTNG hard!” eaid Bob Christine,
S of the Fourth, as-Nipper and Hand-
forth approached the end window of
the Modern House at St. Frauk's.
“8o T've noticed,” said Nipper briskly.
“Jooks like being a regular old-fashioned
Christmas. Anything to report here "’
“Nothing,” replied Bob Christine. “My
dear chap, what did you expect? It’s Christ-
mas Eve, and there’s not one chance in a
thousand that we shall be interfered with.
If you ask me, General Carfax has given us
up 28 a bad jobh.”

Charlie Talmadge, who had been “on
guard” with Christine, nodded.
“That’s what I think, ton,” he agreed.

“In fact, there’s no earthly reason why we

should keep watch like this. Why not cut
it out until after Christmas?”

Nipper made no reply for a moment. He
and the other three juniors stood looking out
of the window across the snowy, old Triangles

t was late evening, and somewhere above
the snow-laden clouds the moon was shining..
There was no actual darkness, but a faint,
diffused moon-glow.

The Ancient House could be plainly seen
on the other side of the open space, and not
a light gleamed in any window. The whole
of St. KFrank’s, with the solitary exception
of the Modern House, was dark and quiet.

But the Modern House glowed with scores
of friendly lights, and hummed with talk and
langhter. For the St. Frank’s rebels were
in full possession, and they were taking their
Christmas holidays in the lightest of spirits.

It mattered little that they were virtually
prisoners.  This facl scarcely worried them,
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The Remove and the Fourth and the Third
Forms—to a man—had pledged themselves
to carry on. They were holding out against
all opposition. The most spectacular barring-
out that St. Fraok’s had ever known was
still going strong—right through the Christ-
mas holidays.

e Modern House was like an armed
fortress.

Every door and every window was barri-
caded.” Every inch of the surrounding
ground was  watched day and night
by the guards, Even now, on Christmas
Kve, with snow falling thickly, the rebel

guards were at - their s,
m we’ve got to stick

“Sorry, you fellows,

it,” said Nipper. “We mustn’t relax our
vigilance for a single hour—Christmas or no
Christmas. As it is, we've withdrawn the
guards from the Tower, s0 it is imperative
that the window look-outs should be main-
tained. General Carfax is a wily sort of
chap, and we can’t be too careful.”

“Oh, rats!” said Handforth bluntly. “I
don’t often agree with these Fourth Form
fatheads, but for once I've got to. There’s
1o need to post any guards .while this snow
is on the ground.”

“What difference does the snow make?”
asked Nipper mildly.

“All the difference!”” replied Handforth.
“Yf General Carfax tries any of his tricks,
and creeps up to the stronghold, we shall
be able to see his footprints in the snow.
Tl be just the same if he employs a lot

of his men—the same as he did the other.

day, when he tried to collar our food sup-
plies.”

“T'm gorry, Handy, old man, but I don’t
follow your line of reasoning,”” said Nipper.
“It’ll be a fat lot of good seeing their foot-
prints, after they’ve broken in, won'’t it?”’

“You silly ass, there’s nobody here to
break in?’ said Handforth gruffly. “The
general has given it up. Why, we haven’t
seen him for two or three days. He’s crept
right into his shell, and won’t even show
himselt.””

“Yes, we've got him whacked,” said Bob
Christine complacently. “We know what a
cautious chap you are, Nipper, but for once
you’re overdoing it. Let’s forget about this
giddy barring-out, and let’s enjoy ourselves
thoroughly.” .

But the Remove captain shook his head.

“No, a constant watch must be kept,” he
declared. “Hang it, it isn’t much trouble,
is it? There are only four look-out posts,
with two fellows at each., And as we all
take it in turns, the duty is child’s play.”

The others made no reply. For, to tell
the truth, they realised that Nipper was right.
There were only four windows that needed
econstant watching, and the system of sentry
duty was” now so machine-like that there
was no real need to upset the organisation.

“Oh, well, perhaps you're right, Nipper,”
said Bob C‘hristine? !I'm game to dprf’err;y
shatre, anyhow. Do you really think the
general will make another move?”

“We can’t tell,”” said Nipper thoughtfully.
“He may let things slide until after Boxing
Day. But I doubt it.’

_ Edward Oswald Handforth laughed mock-
ingly.

“Let him try to get us out!’ he said, in
an aggressive voice. “By George! Just let
him ’eryl He'll find that we're ready for

im

“ExactlyI”” said Nipper, nodding. “But
‘sihotul;i"we be ready if we neglected our sentry

u

“Well, perhaps not,”’ admitted Handforth.
“Not that there’s any fear of an attack. The
general has been quiet for days now, and
we’'ve hardly seen a sign of him.” |

“All the more reason to take every pre-
caution, when you come to think of it,”

sal ristine. “It might be the calm
before the storm.”
“I only wish he would make some sort

of mave,” said Handforth. “Then we should
get some excitement. Let’s hope he starts
a battle, or something, to-morrow—on Christ-
mas Day. By George! That would be rip-
ping, wouldn’t it?”

“T’m not so sure,”” grinned Nipper. “We
want o enjoy ourselves thoroughly—in the
usual old-fashioned Christmas way. anke
to your pater, Handy, we’ve got all the
necessary grub for a spanking Christmas.
And, what’s more, we’ll have the usual Yule-
tide revels, too.”’”

“Rather !’ said Talmadge, with a chuckle.
“We're not going to be dished out of our
jollifications I”

And the juniors contentedly discussed the
programme _that had been outlined for the
morrow. Christmas at 8t. Frank’s, within
this barricaded school building, was evidently
going to he something special!

CHAPTER 2.
Teddy Long on the Prow: :

JEN Nipper and Hand-
forth went into the
big dining hall, they
found a noisy erowd

there.

To be quite trathful, they had also found
a noisy crowd in the Junior Common-room
and in the Senior Day-room, and smaller

vds—but just as noi in all the studies,

The Remove and the Fourth and the Third
had distributed themselves evenly over the
living quarters of the Modern House. Such
follows as Boots & Co., Christine, Talmadge,
Yorke and other Fourth Formers, naturally,
used their own old studies. But the Remov-
ites had taken possession of the senior studies,
and the Third Formers, under the Jeadership
of Willy Handforth, had appropriated any
odd apartments that had been left over.

Tt cannot be denied that the Modern House
wag packed. Tndeed, it was overcrowded.
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Not that the juniors regarded this as a dis-
advautage. The more, the merrier.

The one vital problem at_the outset of the
harring-out was now no problem at all. Food
was p]en!xful Not merely makeshift food—
bur genuine Christmas fare.

Handforth’s impulsive father was largely
vesponsible for this happy state of things.
Sir Edward had been brought down to St.
Frank’s by General Carfax and the head-
master, so that he could remove his aggres-

Church, when H:m:l[nrth an< Nigper appeared
in the dining hall. “Just a minute, old
man. We want you!"
“What for?'" asked Handforth. “If there’s
any argument that needs seitling—-""

No, it’s not that!” m[enupted Church
hastily. “We were talking about your pater,
and some of the chaps are saying that he’ll
be down here during the vacation. We said
he \muldnt and we want to know who's
right.””

sive -son.

But Sir Edward,
General Carfax and
sides with the rebels.

to the consternation of
the Head, had taken

His support had taken

Edward Oswald Handforth grinned.

“Well,
promptly. “My
erratic chaps on enrth

it's no good

asking me,” he said

pater is one of the most

He may be here to-

the conerete form of
providing the juniors
with ample Christ-

mas supplies.  Sir
¥dward had spent
lots of money, it

seemed, on support-
ing his son in this
great barring - out.
But  Sir  Edward
didn’t care. He was
a man of impulse—a
man of action. And,
once convinced that
his son was innocent
of the accusation
brought against him
by the headmaster,
he was ready to help
the rebels all along
the line. They were
supporting his son—
so he should support
them!

Handy had been
accused of brutally
assaulting Mr
Pyeraft, the master
of the Fourth. Mar-
riott and Merrell,
two cads of tho
Fourth Form, wera
really  responsible,
but, they had deliber-
ately arranged 1t so
that Handy should
get the blame, The
headmaster knew
nothing of this, how-
ever, and he had

sentenced Handforth to a public flogging,

JEdward Oswald, fecling that he was justi-
fied in refusing to take that flogging, had
defied Dr. Stafford and, together with
Chuwreh and McClure, had barricaded himself
in Study D.

From™ that small beginning this present
barring-out had started, and now the whole
of the Lower School was in revolt!

The fact that Marriott and Merrell were
away from the scheol on special leave—had
been for some time now—had complicated
matters somewhat, otherwise the juniors
would probably have forced them to confess
to the Head,

“Oh, here you are, Handy!” sang out

morrow, or he may
not! He may be
here on Boxing Day
—or he may not!
There’s no  telling
with my pater. You
never know what
hus gomg to do

"kae father, like
son!”  murmured
Reggie Pitt, of the
W ost  House,

“Ha, ha!”

ha,

Handforth frowned.
ats!”” he said.
“I'm not like that,
thank goodness!
Lverybody knows
that I'm level-
headed, and that all
my actions are
uided by reasoned

t] mught*-—

Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors fairly
yelled at that, for it
struck them as being
particularly humor-

ous.
““ All right, I won't
argue,” said Piit
mildly. “In any case,
I haven’t the time.
Jack and 1 have to
go off to the end
window, to relicve
the guards there.”
“By jingo, yes!”
said ~ Jack Grey,
“We're a minute late

ghm‘mg at his watch,
already |

Thoy went out, and the other fellows con-
tinued their various amusements.

The dining-hall, like most of the other
apartments in the Modern House, was gaily
decorated. As the juniors had to spend
Christmas here, at St. Irank’s, they were
determined that nothing should be omitted,
Holly was everywhere, and there were fes-
toous of highly-coloured carnival decorations,
too. The St. Frank’s juniors, in short, were
determined to enjoy themselves thoroughly.

Barring-out or no barring-out, they meant
to have a real Christmas. Outsido, it was
snowing hard, and there was a genuine Yule-
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tide atmosphere, So why shouldn’t they
enter into the spirit of the thing, and forget,
for the moment, that they were rebels?

“Well, I'm off to bed, you chaps!” said
Teddy Long, with a yawn,

Nobody took any notice. Not that there
was anything unusnal in this. It was seldom,
indeed, that the juuniors did take any notice
of Teddy Long. The sncak of the Remove
was regarded as one of the least important
fellows in the entire school. That is, of
course, except in his own estimation,

. “I'm off to bed!” he repeated in a louder
voice, and with a still louder yawn.

= right—go 1” said Fullwood tartly
“Don’t talk about it, my Jad—but go! We
shan’} all sob with grief to sce the back of
you!”

Teddy Long vawned for the third time.

“T'm tired!” he said wearily. “Well,
good-night, you chaps! Don’t trouble to
come to bed yet—let me have a chance to
get to siecp, for goodness’ sake!”

He went out, and if the other juniors bad
not been otherwise engaged they might have
been suspicious of Long’s ostentatious
yawning.

For, as a matter of fact, Teddy allowed
the tiredness to die out of his eyes as soon
as he had closed the door behind him. A
gleam came into those cunning eyes of his,
and he drew a deep breath. -

" q’aod ogg!” he muttered. *“I’ve focled

And he crept off towards the kitchens—
braving the darkness of that quarter with
an_unexpected courage.

But then, Teddy's appetite was a big one
—and he remcmbered that the kitchen con-
tained many piles of good things!

CHAPTER 3.
The Thing in the Kitchen

EDDY LONG’S heart
nearly missed a beat
as he grasped the
handle of the kitchen
door. But the handle

turned in his grip, and the door opened

noiselessly,

“Thank goodness!” niuttered Teddy, with

gflief. “1 thought those beasts had locked
it
Everything was quiet in the domestic

quarters of the building. Supper had been
disposed of some time ago, and there was to
be no further meal until the morrow. Fatty
Little and his army of helpers had cleared
overything up, and were with the other
Jjuniors, elsewhere,

Teddy Long had
quarters to himself.

In a way, he resented the necessity to
sneak into the kitchen like this, like a thief
in the night.

the whole domestic

They were rebels, weren't they? They
were all in the same boat—they were all
engaged in a free-and-casy barring-out.
Then why shouldn’t they bhe able to come
to the grub stores, and help themselves as
their appetites prompted ?

If the barring-out had been run according
to Teddy Long’s scheme, it weuld have col-
lapsed long since. As a matter of fact, there
was a strict Council of Control, with Nipper,
’lj:;xldfun'th, Boots, and Pitt prominent on its
ist. 3

Some very strict rules and regulations had

Fbeen drawn up by this Council—rules and

regulations that the entire rebel force had
to comply with. Without such a controlling
bady, the rebels would have been a mero

rabble, and chaos would have rcigned
instead of order.

It was the most bitter grievance of
General Christopher Carfax that the boys

were orderly and well disciplined. The old
soldier had come to St. Frank’s cxpeeting to
find a mere mob of excited schoolboys, ready
enough to collapse at the first hint of stern
authority.

Instead, the general had found a disciplined
little army, with its officers and with its
smoothly-running internal control.

By this time the general had come io the
conclusion that the rcbels were only to be
beaten by strategy, and General Carfax con-
sidered himself to be a master of strategy.

He had given up the idea that violent
methods wonld defeat these dctermined
schoolboys.

For days now, the general had been in-
active. He had taken up his quarters in the
Ancient House, on the other side of the
Triangle, and apparently he was lying low,
Nothing had been scen of him for several
days, and Nipper, at least, - was beginning to
get a triflc uneasy. \What move was the
general planning now?

Tt was fairly certain that the old soldier

had completely abandoned the idea of driving
the rcbels out of their stronghold by force,
Such a method was not dignified—and,
indeed, it might do the school a great deal
of harm, if the affair got into the news-
papers. It would be far better to employ
strategy.,
Although the majority of the rebels
thought little of the general's recent in-
activity, Nipper and onc or two others were
greatly exercised in mind. The very in-
activity of the “enemy ” was significant.
But the rebels were prepared, in any case.
They were ready for any emergeney.

Teddy Long could not sce the necess
for discipline or order. Ho was vastly
dignant becausc the food i
out ith meticulous cave,
reascn why cvery junior should not help him-
self, just as the fancy took him. Tt was
common knowledge in the Remove that
Teddy’s brains were just about equivalent to
those of a rabbit—and the Remove, at all
events, was certainly in a position to know.

A thrill went through Teddy’s frame as he
felt the kitchen door open.slowly under the
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pressure of his hand. He crept in noiselessly,
and closed the door after him.

It would be idle to say that Teddy was
not nervous. It would be paltering with the
tiuth to state that he was not actually
shivering in his shoes. He hated the dark—
he loathed solitude, But the lure of the
Christmas * goodies *’ was just a little greater
than his nervousness. It wouldn't take him
long to grab a few things, and then he could
bunk, That was his gencral scheme.

The kitchen was not actually dark. Out-
side, the snow had ceased to fall, and the
moon was now shining out from between a
rift in tho clouds. A few stray beams came
wandering into the kitchen, spreading them-
selves over the floor, and giving the whole
apartment an ecrie aspeet. The corners were
as black as ink, and Teddy aveoided looking
into_them.

“Oh, my hat!” he muttered shakily. *“Ii’s
enough to give a chap the creeps!”

His little eyes gleamed as he saw a number
of well-piled dishes on the central table. He
advanced stealthily. ¥lis watery eyes were
gleaming, and he rcached out a fat, grubby
hand to onc of those inviting dishes on the
table.

And then, at that moment, something
moved on the other side of the kitchen!

Teddy only saw it out of the corner of his
eye, and he wasn’t actually sure that he Lad
soen it. He came to a sudden halt, every
musele rigid. .

It came again!

A movement—a noiseless, mysterious
movement of something white. No, not
white—but drab. Something indistinct, filmy
~vague and intangible!

CHAPTZR 4.
The Apparition !

Q) OURAGE had nover

been Teddy Long’s
strong  point, On
the contrary, he was
known to be the
biggest funk in the Remove.

Now, at the sight of that mysterious move-
ment on the other side of the kitchen, he
stood literally paralysed with fear,

All thought of food had gone. The lure
of the Cliristmas “goodies ” no longer held
sway. He had forgotten them completely.

In a vague sort of way he knew that he
was quite alone. He was scparated from all
the other juniors by endless dark passages
and corridors. Not a sound of them came to
him here, far off in the domestic quarters.
e was alone, shut up in this kitchen with
the uncanny Thing \\'ﬁich moved over there
in_the shadows.

Teddy Long not only held his breath, but
his heart almost stopped beating. He tried
to tell himsclf that his imagination had
played tricks with him. If ho was capabla

.
of any coherent thought—which was doubt-
ful—he tried to convince himself that he
had merely scen the shadow of a tiny cloud
passing over tho face of the moon. Perhaps
this had caused some cffect in the kitchen.

““Oooch !”

It was a long, terrified gasp from Teddy,
and in that sccond he knew that his
imagination had not been playing tricks with
him.  For somcthing was moving on the
other side of the kitchen. A white thing—
as_indefinite as it was incredible!

Slowly it moved along, close to the far
wall. It was a kind of white shape, with
vague, indistinet outlines.

And the mmost startling feature of this
apparition was that it did not actually
reach the floor, It moved along as though
by supernatural powers.

Teddy Long was fairly terrified,

He wanted to run away. His one desire
was to flec—to get.as far from this kitchen
as possible, Yet such was his terror that he
could not move. He scemed to he rooted
to the spot, and his limbs were shaking as
though with ague.

With a fascinated stare he watched that
speetral presence.

It was still moving,
deliberately passing long the further side of
the kitchen. It scemed to Teddy's fevered
imagination that the phantorn was about five
fect in height, although it did not quite
reach the floor. It was draped in a sort of
flowing robe, and there were trails of the
filmy material separating themselves from
the main body.

“Oh!” panted Teddy Long, aloud.

It was an unconscious cffort or his part,
That gasp had come from his throat unbid-
den.  Instantly the apparition siopped, and
it scemed to Teddy that the Thing was star-
ing at him, staring with two pale cyes, set
at_the top of that filmy whiteness.

It was menacing—horrifying !

Then all in a flash the climax came., With
a sudden movement, so swift and dramatie
that Teddy screcamed aloud, the phantom
came outwards into the room with a swift
leap, and there could be no question that
it was coming straight for the tervified
junior.

With a wild yell of horror Teddy Long
spun round and dashed blindly for the door.

He crashed against it, feeling dazedly for
the handle. Somchow he found it, and
turned it in_his nerveless fingers. The next
sceand the door burst open, and Teddy went
flying along the dark passage, scrcaming at
the top of his voice.

He was certain that the spectre was close
behind  him, chasing him, attempting to
touch his shoulder. Yet he dared not look
behind him. He could only run—run as he
had nover ran in all his life betore,

“Help—help!” he shricked despairingly.
“Keep it away! Oh, helpt!”

Down another corridor he plunged, and he
could see lights in the distanes  He could
hear shouts, too, and doors were opening
everywhere.

“Here, stcady!”

still slowly and

came a sharp voice.
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(‘xeat Scott! What’s the matter with you,

Lc ng

*Save me!” shricked Teddy Leong sob-
bingly.

He found himself firmly clutched by

Nipper and Tommy Watson. The pair had
just been coming along one of the corridors,
and they had heaxd f‘oddy ’s screamws before
any of the others. But there were plenty of
juniors now rushing up from all sides.

“Keep it away—keep it away!” panted
the hxghtencd junior.

He was shaking so much that Nipper and
Watson had some difficulty in holding him
still.  His facc was as pale as chalk, and
his eyes were staring with terror.

“Pull yourself together, you young
chump!” said Nipper sharply, “'l‘hmvQ
nothmg here—there’s nothing to be afraid

gasped Teddy

SIt—it was following me!”
feebly.

“Eh? What was following you?” de-
manded Handforth, pushing ~his  wa;
through the gathermg crowd. “What’s the

matter here? What’s happoned tc that fat-

head Long?”
“Goodness knows!” said Tommy Watson,

with a gulp.

along  the paasage when we heard him
sereaming. My hat, he made the most
awful noises, too! Something must have

o

frightened him—-

“*There’s a ghost in the kitchen!” babbled
Teddy Long, crouchmg back and clutching
at the jumors. “Don’t go down those
passages, you chaps! It’s in the kitchen, I
tell you! ' A horrible-looking ghost, with
two staring eyes, and with ands that
clutched out at me like the claws of a
skeleton !”

“Rubbish1” said Nipper, with a quick
glance round at the startled faces of his
companions. “Don’t take any notice of this
young ass! You know what a funk he is.
I don’t suppose he’s seen anything at all.”

“Of course he hasn’t!” said Handforth.

“1 have—l have!” sobbed Teddy Long.
“Oh, keep it away from me—keep it away!
There’s a ghost there, T tell you—a horrible

ghost! IKeep it away from me!”
And, still babbling, he fell into a con-
vulsive There was no question

sobbin
whatever that in had been badly frightened.
Was his imagination sclely responsible, or
had he actually seen some spectral presence?
That was the question that all the juniors
were asking themselves.

CHAPTER 5.
' The Investigation Committee!
TPPER (gucklv took
comman the
situation.
A single lance
had told him that a

good many of the juniors were quite ready
0 become nervons. There were certainly

many dark corners in the Modern House,
and, after all, it was Chris

In some peculiar way on
matically turned to ghosts apparitions
at this season of the year. And, in a vague
kind of way, Nipper seemed to remember

s thuugh‘ts

that the Modern House had some legend
attached to it. Ho had not reminded any
of his companions of this fact, but an

incident of this sort would certowly cause
somnbody to incautiously raiso ihe subject.

Look here, you fellows, there's no need
for anybody to get the wind up,” said
Nipper steadily. “Better go back to the
common-rooms and the studics, You know
what a coward Teddy is. I don't b(lle\o
for a minute that he saw anything nunusual.”

i

“T did—I did!” insisted Teddy Long. *A
ghost, you know! A great thing, nearly six
feet high, with claws and with horrible

mn S, and staring eyes—

“Thav'll bo enough!” interrupted Hand-
forth. “You didn’t say anything about the
fangs before, Just thought of them, I sup-
pose.  What’s the idea, you silly young
1diot 27

He gave Teddy a shake, and it served to
bxmg the scared junior to himself.

‘Don’t!” he panted. *‘You're hurting me,
Handforth I

=1 meant to hurt you!” growled Edward
Oswald. “You descrve to be burt! And
there’s a question I want to nsk yon, my
lad!” he added significantly. *You say you

saw this u%par:txon in_the kitchen?
e-,,’ ispered Teddy Long.
“Oh! And what were you doirig in the

kitc%%n‘{” demanded Handforth,
“You heard me!”
I—I know, bul—hut:

'Iedd\ Long broke off, =ta|t)ed It hadn’t
cceurred to %um that be might he called
upon to give an explanation ot his presence
in the kitchen. He sought for some plausiblo
excuse, but his brain was in no fit condition
to invent his usuwal lies. The delay was
fatal.

“ All right, don’ t trouble!” said Handforth
contcmpcuoudy. “You went to the kitchen
to pﬂfer some of the pastr)es, 0117”

“I—I didn't!” roared Teddy, in alarm.

‘Yes, you did!” said Handferth. ““And
you're such a beastly funk that you must
have seen some shadow or other, and it’s
put the wind up you. I’ll bet vou've been
gorging yourself on the Christmas cake
and the mince-pies and—-"

“I haven’t touched a thing howled
Long.  “That—that thing appeared before
I could even get near the grub— T
mean-—— at is to say, I didn’t mean to
take any food at all,” o went on hastily.
“1—1 thought I heard a noise from the
kxtchcn, so I went there to have a look
Toun

N:ppcx smiled.

“Tm_sorry, Long, but we can’t accept.a
story like that,” he said, “If you heard a
mystermus noise in a dark passage, you'd bolt.
So don’t try to tell us any more fibs, As for
the rest of you, get back to your quarters, and

1
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You know what a funk
He didn't

forget this affair.
ng is, There's no‘hmp’: in it.

seo any appnrmon at all,
“Well, it looks 2 bit rummy, doesn’t it?”

asked Hubbard nervously. “Even Long

couldn’t invent an apparition like that! He

says he saw the Thing’s and——"
“Toddy could sece anything when he's

frightencd !” put in Fullwood, *Personally,
I don’t believe a word (xl' it. There’s no ghost
in the Modern House.”

“Ien't there?” said Buster Boots quickly.
“That reminds me, you fellows! There is a
kind of legend attached to this House, you
know.”

“Shut up!” growled Nipper, giving Buster
a sliarp: glance.

$zaask

practically, “That’s the best thing to he
done. "No sense in messing about here, talk.
ing. Let's go to the kitchen and havo a look
round.”

““Hear, hear!” v

There was a surging rush fowards the
domestic quarters, Lut Nipper barred the
way.

“Steady, you
“Here, Handy !
hand here!

““Rather 1"

cuckoos!” he sang out,
You, too, Reggie! Tend a
Keep these idiots back!™

said Handforth, with cn-
thusiasm. “Now, then, you ]4mu'ih Form
chumps! Don’t get so excited !’

“You mind your own business, you Remove
ass!” shouted Clapson, of the Fourth.

“Stop it!” roared Nipper. “Do you

fellows want to start a House row now? Do
you want us to have a Form I‘x;,ht’ There
mustn’t be any scrapping "
“IWe want to go to the kitchen, to have a
look round!” snoumd Huhbzxrxl
“Well, you're not going!” said Nipper.

.“I'wo or three of us will go—but only two or

With a sudden movement the apparition made a leap towards the frightened Teddy Long, and the junior,
yelling wildly in hig terror, dashed blindly for the door.

“LL2" cald Boots. “Oh. sorry!”
“\\ln' that yom were saying about a
hgmw ™ é m.u»dc:l fwo or theee voices,

ing ! said * Boots. “It  doesn’t

maite:
“There you are!™ shouted Teddy Long
excitedly. “They're trying to keep it from

ns, you fellow: 'llmo Modoern House chaps

know that the place is hannted! They've ad-

mifted it. but they won’'t give us any de-

tails.  Well, I've scen the ghost——
“Rats " interrupted Buster Boots, vexed

with himself for having mhml the ~u1w](ci
“Yon've scen no ghost, Long.”
“Well, anyhow, let’s go

; ! along  to_the
kitchen and investigate,”

said  Handforth

three. You, Handy, and you, Boots, and you,
Reggie. Come along. We'll go and have a

look at the kitchen, and then make our report,
The rest of you had better get back to the
Common-rooms and studies.”

“That’s a good idea!” nodded Boots.
“There’ll only be confusion if we all go rush-
ing about the place. The investigation com-
mittee Im: been appointed, you chalw Leave
it to us.

The jnniors were very disappointed, but so
oxcellent was the discipline in the rebel force
that there were only one or two grumbles,
and the majority went off to the Common-
rooms and studies at once. The Investigation
Cgmmittec turned towards the kitchen.
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CHAPTER 6.
Very Simple !
UST a minute!” said
Nipﬁer quickly.
The Investigation
Committee had

reached the wide-open
door of the kitchen, and Handforth was about
to switch on the electric light. But he paused
as Nipper’s voice sounded. =

“What’s the matter?” he asked. *‘What
have we got to wait for?” "

“Don’t turn the light on,” said Nipper.
“Let’s go into the kitchen, and see it just as
Teddy Long saw it. It might help us.”

“That’s a_good idea!” agreed Reggie Pitt.
“Perhaps there’s some sort of shadow, or
something. which won’t be apparent in the
electric hght. We can’t do better than see
the kitchen in the same conditions as Long
saw it.”

it certeinly was a good idea. Nipper,
Handforth and Reggie Pitt and Buster Boots
walked into the large room, alert and keen.

They were not nervous, but it cannot be
demed that each felt a_little thrill as he
crossed the threshold. Never for a moment
did they believe that they would see a
phantom, but, at the same time, there was
a certain cerieness in the atmosphere.

Porhaps it was caused by the moonbeams
which came streaming through the windows.
If a fellow like Fullwood had told of a
ghostly presence, the Investigation Committee
might have felt different. But they knew
Teddy Long of old. They knew his funky
nature, and they were well acquainted with
his propensity for falschood.

“H'm!” grunted Handforth, after a few
tense moments. ‘‘There’s nothing here!”

“Perhaps the ghost is hiding in one of the
ruxboarda?” suggested Reggie Pitt lightly.
*“All hail, Mister Ghost! We prithee come
forth, and—-"

“What was that?” yelled Boots, with 4
sudden jump.”

“Eh?" gasped Handforth.

“Oh, my goodness!” said Buster, “I—I
saw something up in the corner just now. It
.s!igh'ered_ alonjg tge floor, and—— Yes, there
it o

s ! ¥
‘I can’t see anything,” said Nipper evenly.
“Yes, George, there’s ppseomethinyg
there!” ejaculated Handforth. “But I'm
jiggered if I can see— allo! What
the—-"

_ Nipper had suddenly switched the electric
light on, deeming that this farce had gone
far enough. Even the Investigation Com-
mittee was getting an attack of nerves!

“There’s your ghost!” said Nipper, as he
pointed.

There was a_touch of irony in his voice.
John Busterfield Boots looked rather sheepish
as he followed the direction of Nipper's point-
ing finger.
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The kitchen was now brilliantly illuminated,
dispelling the eecrie atmosphere that seemed
to have pervaded the room previously. And
over by the wainscoting, on the other side of
the big apartment, crouched a big tabby

cat!

“Why, it’s only old Rufus, the House
cat!” said Boots, in a disgusted voice.
“Well, 'm blowed !”

“And so you ought to be blowed, too!”
said Handforth. “Fancy giving a yell like
that1”

“Well, dash it, the thing looked so rummy
in the moonlight,” said Boots, in an attempt
to justify himself, “Not that I was really
scared, you ass!”

“Of course you weren’t!” grinned Reggio
Pitt. “It was only the atmosphere of
Christmag, coupled with Teddy Long’s
imaginative yarn. Don’t forget that this i3
the time of the year for apparitions and
spectral presences——""

“Oh, chuck’?t, Reggie !” protested Nipper,
“There’s only one thing I can’t quite under-
stand. Even Teddy Long couldn’t stretch his
imagination to the point of describing a
tabby cat as a ghost six feet high! I believe
there’s something else——  Yes, by Jove!”
he added suddenly., “Here's the true ex-
planation 1"

He walked across the kitchen, and picked
up a long piece of white cheese cloth. Tt
hed been lying there in a heap, hidden from
the juniors by the table.

L t’s that—muslin?” asked Handforth,

“It’s that cheese cloth we used to cover up
the pastries,” said Nipper. “Ii’s a kind of
muslin, I believe. Here's Teddy’s precious
ghost 1

“You mean that somebody was playing a
trick of him?” asked Handforth,

“The cat was!” said Nipper.
the ghost!”

“Oh, hang it!” protested Buster Boots,
“Do talk sense, Nipper! Rufus is credited
with all sorts of clever tricks, but he can’t
very well stretch himself to a height of six
fect, and then—"

“Wait a minute!” interjected Nipper,
chuckling.  “It isn’t so mysterious as you
think, Buster. Look here!”

He went across to the other wall, where
there wero a number of shelves. Most of
these shelves were covered with plates of
pastries, bowls of milk, and various other
items of food stuff. Nipper went straight to
the milk bowls, and he chuckled afresh.

“Do you understand now?’ he asked, as
the other joined him. ““Old Rufus must have
felt thirsty, so he camo along here for a
drink of milk. The bowls were covered with
this cheese-cloth, and—"

“Yes, by jingo, I can see it now!” grinned
Reggie. “Old Rufus wasn’t to be diddled by
a piece of cheese-cloth, ¢h? So he wormed
bis way underneath it, and had a good old.

go at the milk.”
“And Teddy

“Rufus was

“Exactly I said Nipper.
Long then barged in. Naturally, Rufus was
annoyed—mnot to say startled. ITe probably
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made a move along the shelf, and he dragged
this muslin with him. The ¢nd of it probably”
dropped down—do yousee? And as this shelf
is neatly five feet from the floor, it seemed
to Ted in the gloom, that a five-foot
olbject was moving a!mng the wall.”

“Simple as A B C!” said Reggie Piit,
nodding. “And then old Rufus made up his
mind to jump to the floor, and Teddy bolted,
thinking that the ghost was making for him.
Well, 'm blessed ™

E nd(:ubfodl\, the true explanation had
been reached, and it was childishly simple.

Tho Investigation Committee felt greatly
relieved. Not one of them was superstitious,
but, at the same time, it was all to the good
to have this little mystery so satisfactorily
explained.

GHAPTER 7.
Bedtime.

ELL, that's that!” re-
marked Reggie Pitt,
as he glanced at the
others. “There's
nothin, ore for us

to look into, you fellows. [%ctfm- go back

to the others, and tell them, e¢h?”

“Yes,” said Nipper, “And the sooner
the better. We don’t want the chaps to ;,ct
any silly ideas into their heads. The less
they talk about ghosts the better. We want
to enjoy ourselves thoroughly this Christmas,
and although a good many of us can stand
ghost stories without gemng windy, there
arc plenty of fellows who can’t.”

“Just a minute,” said Handforth thought-
> Wh'. give any explanation at all?
Why not let the chaps think that Teddy
Long actually saw an apparition?”

“But, my dear ass, I've just explained—-"
began Nipper.

“I know that!” said Handforth, “But
it Has just occurred to me that it mxght be
2 jolly good idea to keep up the yarn.
in the name of all that's silly,

“Bocmhe, my son, it'll keep all our Christ-
mas grub safe,” rephed Handforth bril-
liantly. “See the wheeze? Nobody will
dare to come down here pilfering. Teddy
Long wanted to help himsclf to some mince-
pies and things, but he was scared away by
that Take ghost. If we don’t say anything,
the rest of the chaps will believe that the
kitchen is haunted. They won’t dare to
come down here after dark, and bone the
supplies!”

“Something  in ihe idea!” agreed
Buster Boots, with a chuckle. “Lots of
chaps have been making secret plans to
dodge down into the kitchen for a snack., T
know that for a fact, and T've been trying
to shovo discipline into ’em. But this is all
special Christmas fare, and you might just

11
as wel] try to keep wasps away" from a jam.

“Yes, it's a good wheeze!” said Reggle

Pitt. “I've had the same trouble with some
of my chaps, And if we let this yarn con-
tinue, none of the would-be pilferers will

dare to come within a hundred yards of the
kitchen,”

But Nipper shook his head.

“Bettcr to let a few of the things be
taken,” he said. *“Whenever a ghost story
gocs the rounds, the best thing is to quash
16 at once.”

“Yes, bub—"

“Up till now our, barring-out has been an
unqunl(ﬁod success,” went on Nipper. * And
it has been a success because we are united.
There hasn’t been a single chink in our
armour. Bunt therc’ll be a very different
story to tell if half tho chaps get nervous
and fnghtencd over this ridiculpus ghost
story.”

I\lpper had the right idea, As comman-
der-in-chief of the rebel forees, his main
thoughts were connected with the barring-
out. He had sct his mind on leading his
men to victory—to holding the fort until the
enemy agreed to the rebels’ terms.

Unfortunately, Handforth labourcd under
the impression that he was the commander-
in-chief, and so he expressed himsclf with
his usual bluntaess.

“Rot !” he growled. “There's no connec-
tion at all! If that old buffer of a general
attacks us, all the chaps’ll be ready to rush
to the defences. Even if they’re a bit nervy
ahout this supposed glmst they won't be
nervy of the general.”

“That’s true enough!” said Boots, nod-
ding. “Don’t you see Handy's point,
Nipper 7” ¥

“Yes, I do; but it doesn’t make any
difference,” replied Nipper “We don't
want any "of our fellows to be unsottiod. Wo
came here to investigate this silly ghost

story, and we have found a perfectly logical
explanation. It’s our duty to go back to the
rest of the chaps and to tell them the exact
truth.”

“And have all our grub pinched?” said
Handforth, “As soon as they know that
thoe kitchen is safe, thoy'll come down in
dozens! They’ll be at it all night, I expect
—on and off. And you know jolly well that
none of ﬂns stuff is to be touched until to-
morrow.

“¥Yes, bot—"

“But rats!” said Handforth. “There
are four of us here, and I suggest that we
put it to the vote. That's fair enough,
isn’t 4?7

“I suppose so,” said Nipper, rather exas
perated.

He knew how the voting would go, of
course. Handforth and Buster Boots and
Reggie Pitt grinningly decided that the rest
of the garrison should be left in ignorance
of the true explanation. Nipper's vote was
useless against those three
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**Well, that’s settled, then,” said Hand-
forth triumphantly. *“Come on, you chaps.
We'll tell all the others that we haven’t
found any ghost at all, We'll just leave 1t
at that—without giving any explanation.
And PIl bet there won’t be any of our
Christmas grub scoffed during the night|”

They went out of the kitchen, switching
off the light, after hustling Rufus out ahead
of them. When they reached the big dining-
hall, they found nearly all the rebels congre-
gated there, waiting for the vesdict.

“Well, did you find any ghost?”
up a gencral shout.

“No ghost at all!” replied Handforth.
-“Long must have been dotty!”

“Y wasn’t!” shouted Teddy Long. *I
saw 8 ghost there, I tell you! It was a
horrible thing with great fangs, and with
horns sticking out of its head! Thero were
two enormous eyes, glowing like coals, and
the ghc:st had claws, too. Yes, and bony
eet——""

“Well, I'm blowed!”
staring.

Knowing the exact truth of that “ghost,”
he was rather startled at Teddy Long’s
imaginativo effort.

Nipper stood by, saying nothing, but feel-
ing uncomfortable. He could see the looks
of unecasiness that were passing round the
rank and file. None of the fellows liked
to. admit nervousness, and they were all
loudly dcclaring that they didn’t believe in
ghosts, and that the whole thing was a lot
of rot. But, at the same time, they betrayed
themselves in their expressions.

A kind of nervousness was insidiously pass-
ing through the rebe! garrison. The juniors
felt unsettled, and although it was bed-time
nobody wanted to go to bed}

went

said Handforth

CHAPTER 8.

The Legend of the
Modern House !

ISTEN!” said Nipper,
ho!dlé;ng up & hand.
WRR 7

“What?”

A number of
startled ejaculations broke out, and many
fellows glanced hastily over their shoulders.

“You silly asses!” said Nipper, with a
frown. “I was only telling you to listen to
the school clock! It’s just striking ten, and
it’s high time that we were in bed.”

“Why, you ass, we thox\x;ht you meant
something else!” said De Valerie, with an
awkward flush, “What was' the idea of
shouting ¢ Listen ” like that?”

“Y didn’t shout,” replied Nipper, “The
fact is, you're all on edge—and you're a lot
of chumps.” .

To tell the truth, Nipper had really spoken
sharply with a purpose. He wanted to see
what effect it would have—and he had seen.
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His _fears wers realised. The majority of
the juniors were still unsettled and “nervy.”

“No need to go to bed yet,” said Hand-
forth, as he moved towards the fire. “It’s
jolly cheerful down here—cosy, too. It's
Christmas Eve, and there aren’t any rules
and regulations now. Why shouldn’t we
stay up a bit later?”

“Yes, rather!” agreed many of the others.

“That’s all rot, of course,” said Reggie
Pitt. “I agree with Nipper. We ought to
go to bed—so that we shall be fresh for
to-morrow. It's Christmas Day to-morrow,
and we want to enjoy ourselves thoroughly.”

“ Absolutely !” sald Archie Glenthorne,
nodding. “I must remark, old darling, that
I agree with the resolution. In fact, dash
it, I second the good old resolution, and
pass it unanimously. Bed, what? The good
old sheets, and large doses of the dream-
less!. Kindly lead me to the blanket depart-
ment.”

And Archie toddled off, having come to
the sensible conclusion that his bed was the
best place for himi. He didn’t worry about
the ghost in the least.

“0Of course, when you come to think of .
it, Christmas is really the time for phan-
toms and that sort of thing,” remarked De
Valerie. “Who knows a jolly good ghost
story ?”

“T réad one in a magazine once,” said Bob
Christine  “It was a pretty eerie sort of
tale. too.. All about a chap who went to
an old Manor House, and there was a skele-
ton that came down the stairease—

“Yet’s have it!” said Boots, with a grin.
“That’s the kind of story I like!”

“You're a lot ‘of idiots!” said Nipper,
somewhat angrily. ‘It won’t do any good
to sit up here, telling ghost stories!”
“Rats!” said Bob Christine. “We're not
lot of nervous kids!”

“Of course we're not!”

“Let’s have the yarn!” -

Most of the fellows were only doing this
out of bravado. They wanted to prove to
their companions how indifferent they were
to the effects of ghost stories,  Morcover,
there was a certain reluctance to go to bed
at all. For the upstairs passages were
ii‘ark and gloomy, and it was so cheery down
ere.

“Why borrow a ghost story from the maga-
zines 7 asked Oldfietd, of the Modern House.
“Now I come to remember it, there’s- a
legend connected with this very building.
Lots of our chaps know about it.”

“Why. what is it?” asked Fullwood, with
interest “We've never heard anything
about it before.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, Mr. Stock-
dale was telling us one day, three or four
weeks ago,” said Oldfield. “I think he’s
been reading up the records of 8t. Frank’s,
or e’?mething, and he had the whole thing

®

“There are all sorts of legends connected
with St. Frank’s,” said Nipper grufily.
“TFverybody knows that there used to be a
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mnnns!"ry on this spot. There were monks,

“Thalﬁ it—a monk!” said Oldfield, nod-
ding.  “There’s supposed to be a ghostls
monk in this houst-, you know—particularly
at Christmas time.”

“What

“Oh, T &.w—-—dra\v it mild!” said Church,
“You're not telling us that the Modern
Hou:e is haunted, are you?”

“Yes, rather—haunted!” said Oldfield mis-
clumnusl_‘,

“Oh, my goodness !

“Let's have the yarn, Oldfield, my lad!”

“Porbaps you'll helieve me now 2" said
Teddy Long excitedly. “I knew the place
was haunted ! I've scen the ghost, and
now I eome to think of it, he did look a bit
like a monk!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“So he did!” roared Teddy.
kind of cowl over his head, an

“This is the first we've hcm‘d about the
cowl,” interrupted Handforth, “Not long
ago you werc saying that the ghost had
horns !

“Yes, the horns came through the cowl!”
explained Teddy Long.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, about this legend,” said Oldfield.
“Of course, s you all know, this bouse used
to be called the College House in the old
days. Right on this very site there was once
a monastery—and there ‘are still a few ruins
behind the shrubbery, to this very day.
But the main hmldmg was here, right where
we're standing.”

“Why don't you tell us something new?”
asked Handforth. “If you think we “don’t
know the history of St. Frank’s, you chump,
you'd better think again!”

“Yes, but this is different,” said Oldficld.
“There's a ghostly monk supposed to haunt
the Modern House, and he only appears at
Christmas time, particularly on Christmas
night.”

“That’s a blessing!” said Reggie Pitt com-

i

‘He had a

p]nccmly. “We've got twenty-four hours’
grace.”

“Don’t yon be too sure of that,” said
Oldfield. "“Mr. Stockdale told us that this

ghost had sometimes manifested ifself on
Christmas Eve—and for two or three nights
after Christmas, too. And he only comes at
Christmas time. All the rest of the year—"

“Look here, stop this{” said Nippcr sharply,
“Hang it, you cRaps, we don't want to have
any quarrels now, but I shall have a pretty
big row with some of you unless you stop
this nonsense !”

They looked at prpex quickly, impressed
by his tone. It wasn't usual for him to
apcak so forcefully.

“Youll have a row—with me?”
Oldficld, glaring.

"Yes, I will!” retorted Nipper. “If you
haven't enough sense to keep those ghost
stories to ynursclf, then I shall have to drive
some sense into youw—with my fist!”

asked
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“But this is a true story!” shouted Old-

"Rnt !” retorted Nipper. “Go to bed! TIf
you must tell ghost stories, wait until to-
morrow !”

CHAPTER 9.
“ Happy Christmas ! ™
ELDOM had Nipper

felt so annoyed.

If there was one
thing he hated more
than another, it was
being dxcta\‘,orw.l But unless somebody
spoke sharply to these thoughtless juniors
they would be telling ghost stories round the
fire until well after midnight, and by that
time they would all be in a thoroughly ner-
vous condition.

Nipper could stand any amount of ghost
stories, and they would have no effcct on
bim_whatever. ~ There were othor fellows
similarly immune—such as Handforth, and
Fullwood, Reggic Pitt and Buster Boots.

But thore were plenty of others who would
be very seriously affected by these tales of
spectres and weird apparitions.

Most of the fellows scoffed at the idea of
ghosts.  They pretended to be superior to
that sort of thing. They took it almost as
an insult, indced, if anvbody suggested that
they would be nervous because of a few
ghost stories, Vet these very same fellows,
in their own hearts, were slrca,dy fecling a
certain nervousness, It was 1in the at-
mosphere—it was growing stronger as tha
clock ticked the minutes away,

Reggie Pitt felt that it was necessary for
him to support his leader, and even Hand-
forth, by one of those swift changes for
which he was famous, came to the con-
clusion that Nipper was right.

“Yes, by George!” he said, looking up
at the clock. “It’s well past our usual bed-
time, and unless we kecp up the discipline
thcre‘ll be chaos. Now then, you chaps—up-
stairs !

“I,ook here—"

“1 sceond the proposition,”

said Reggie

Pitt, “We've had enongh about ghests for
to-night.  Nipper’s quxm right—leave these
stories antil to-morrow.

Jut we want to hear about the Modern
House legend !” protested De Valerie. “I'm
frightfully keen on ghost stories, vou know
—particnlarly when I'm in the actual house
where the ghost is supposed to walk, Let's
have it. before we go to bed. What about
this spectral monk?”

“It won't take me a tick,” said Oldfield,
with a grin. "Thcre isu't actnally a spee-
tral monk—-—

“Dry up!” shontod Nipper.

“What, are you getting nervous?” asked
Oldfield facetiously.

“No, I'm not ! retorted the rehel leader.
“DBut I'm getting angry! And I warn you,
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Oldfield, that if you trot out any more of
those ghost stories, I'll go for you bald-
headed !”

“Why, you ass, I haven’t trotted out
one ghost story yet!” protested Oldfield.
“You haven't allowed me to begin—7

“S0 much the better!” said Nipper grimly.
“Now, do be sensible, all of you. Let’s get
up to bed. It’s time the guards were
changed, too, and we want to see every-
thing shipshape for the night.”

There was a general movement towards
the door, with a good few grumbles from
the disappointed rank and file.

Nipper came to the conclusion that it was
a_thankless task, being leader. No sooner
did he open his mouth to insist on discipline
than he was accused of preaching. No
sooner did he remind the junmiors of their
pledges, than he was set down as a prig.
Yet all these fellows had solemnly agreed to
accept his leadership, and to obey the dis-
ciplinary orders that had been generally
issued. Yes, it was: a thankless task.

It was particularly thankless in this in-
stance, because the majority of the rebels
had an idea that Nipper himself was get-
ting nervous. Exactly the opposite, of course,
was the case.

Nipper, as commander-in-chief of the garri-
son, knew the importance of maintaining a
liigh standard of morale. There were grim
possibilities in the mere telling of ghast
stories—possibilities that the unthinking
fellows never suspected.

The Modern House was their fortress—
their haven of refuge. Hitherto, they had
been comfortable there, But what if this
story that it was haunted got about, and
was taken for granted, as an actnal fact?
Inevitably, the juniors would be highly
nervous, would be anxious to get out of the
place.  And if, indeed, a panic set in, there
would be no holding them, -

Nipper had been a leader too lorg to
ignore the signs. It was easy cnough for
the others, with absolutely no responsibilities,
to criticise and to laugh.

They forgot that they had placed them-
selves in Nipper's care, that they relied upon
him for guidance. He was a fine fellow, so
long as he led them suceessfully, But he
would be the first to receive condemnation if
anything went wrong. The blame would all
be placed on_his shoulders if the barring-
out failed, He was the leader, and he was
responsible.  Nine rebels out of every ten
were thoroughly content to let others do the
thinking for them.

“Well, thank goodness they've gone to
bed!” muttered Nipper, at length. “It’s
a ectly crazy thing to start telling ghost
stories on Christm~s Eve—when the hour
is approaching midnight.”

He was talking to Handforth, and they
were on_their way upstairs, after seeing
most of the lights out. One or two lamps
were left gleaming, here and there, so that
the over-changing guards would be able to
find their way about with ease.
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“Of course, I don’t believe in ghosts—never
did,” said Handfarth. * You can tell me tho
most weird things, and it'll be like pouring
water on a duck’s back.”

“Unfortunately, Handy, every back isn't
like yours,” said Nipper. “Most of these
chaps pretend to be jolly bold, but they're
not. And we can't be too careful. It was
a silly game to prefend that we didn't find

any explanation of that ghost in the
kitchen I

“Perhaps you're right,” admitted Hand-
forth grudgingly. “I rather think we

ought to go round, and tell the fellows about
that cat, you know,”

“We'll tell them to-morrow,” said Nipper.
“They’ve gone to bed now, so we won't dis-

turb them. Well, good-night, Handy, old
son. Happy Christmas!”
“The same to you,. with knobs on!”

grinned Handforth, as he went into his own
dormitory.

CHAPTER 10,
Mysterious Mugic !

HURCH and McClure
were undressing, and

they © were making
quick work of these
operations.  For the

bed-room, after the warmth of the big dining
hall, felt decidedly chilly,

“Buck up, Handy!” said Church, as he
reached for his pyjamas. “We want to get
to slecp,, There's a big programme for to-
morrow,”

“Plenty of time,” said Handforth, as he
peeled off his jacket. “What the dickens
are you shivering about? It’s not cold in
here!”

“Opinions differ,” put in McClure. “Give
me our old dormy in the Ancient House!
Better than this giddy hutch

“I'm ready to admit that this old barn
of a place is a poor substitution for our
own House,” said Handforth. *But what
clse can we expect?”

It was the custom at St. Frank's for the
juniors of each House to belittle the other
Houses. Actually, there was very little to
choose between any of the fine old buildings
at the great school. Bur, to the Ancien?
House fellows, the Ancient House was the
only pilo worth mentioning.

n these exceptional circumstances, most
of the dormitories of the rebel fortress were
oceupied by double their normal number of
fellows:. There really wasn’t the accommo-
dation for them all, and junior schoolboys
are not very particular,

However, Handforth was such an aggres-
sive sort of fellow, and, incidentally, he
snored so loudly during the night, that he
and his celebrated chums were allowed to
have a small dormitory all to themselves.
True. Church and McClure slept in ona hed.
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Lut Handforth had one entirely to, him-
self.  Woe betide any fellow who attempted
to sleep with him! He would be lucky, in-
deed, if he still found himself in the bed
in_the morning!

The rebels were lucky in every sense. They
were holding a barring-out—a do-or-die affair
—and yet they were still able to go to bed
in the normal way. Every night the gar-
rison was quiet, with only the guards on
duty, constantly watching. In the cvent of
a sudden alarm, the defenders could quickly
be at their posts.

It was the custom for one of the guards
to leave his post to come and call the relief.
Otherwise, there would never be any relief
at all.

“By the way.”
fastened his shoes

sal |] Handforth, as he un-
“What time do 1 go
on duty tomoht"'

“Two o(-‘\.d\” said Church. “Fullwood
is coming along to lug us out at two o'clock,
Handy. “MeCluve. takes the next &pcl)vfrom
three until fonr—with Gresham.”

“That's all right, then,” said Handforth,
nodding. “Not that it will be neccessary
for anybody to come and call me. If I make
up my mind rn wake up at two o'clock, I
shall wako up.”

Church and McClure made no comment,
What was the use of starting an argument?

Two or three minutes later the light was
put_ount, and the three chnms of Study D
ettled themselves down to slecp. The blind

was up, and a few moonbeains were peer-
ing coyly into the room. Outside, every-
thing was perfectly still, and there was a

sharp frost.

It might as well be stated at once that
Church and McChue were slightly unsettled.

They were not nervous youths, by any
means—but  they did not  possess Hand-
forth's notoriously thick skin.

The unexplained mystery of the kitchen
rather weighed upon their minds.  Their
Jeader had not said anything to them about
the affairz. He had not told them that Teddy
Long’s ghost had mercly been Rufus the
cat, With a piece of muslin round him. Con-
scmxent]y, Church and MecClure were very
much in the dark.

And all that talk about the Modern Honse
being haunted, too. That zort of thing did
not tend to scttle their minds. Now, while
they listened to Handforth's steadily in-
creasing snores, they lay awake, wooing sleep
unsuccessfully.

But Church did not know that McClure
was awake, and McClure bhad no idea that
Church was staring at the ceiling. Each
imagined that the other two occupants of the
dormitory had dropped off into slomber.

Except for an occasional thud, sounding
through ono of the walls—and occasioned, no
doubt, by some horse-p on. the part of a
few mischievous juniors—everything secmed
silent. Faintly, at intervals, a voice might
have been heard—n sudden shout, or a
cackle of laughter.
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But even these sounds soon died away,
and the utter silence was only broken by
the regular chiming of the school clock.

The half-hour had just struck—half-past
eleven. in fact—and Church was still awake.
He felt exasperated—angry with himself, He
wanted to go to sleep, but, somchow, ho
couldn't doze off.

The throbbing of the beli still hovered
in the air, and Church listened to it in a
detached kind.of way. That throbbing was
rather peculiar. It died away, and then
seomed to come back again, in a sort of
cycle. And, strangely enough, the throbbing
had now taken on a kind of melody.

Church had never noticed it before, Ho
rather wondered. How on carth could the
school clock play a melody? He could even
hear the notes, and—

Then Church starfed. Ie raised his head
from the pillow, straining his cars to listen.

It was music!

Somehow, it had become merged with the
lingering echo of the school clock, but it
was now distinetive in itself. Tho school
clock was silent, the last echoes having died
away complnrelv But this other music was
increasing, and it seemed to fill the entiro

room.

Church suddenly
the same momer

“Great  Scott !” “You
awake 7

“Yes, I've been awake all the time!” said
Church, staring at McChire, who was close
heside him. “My hat! T thought you wero
asleep!”

“And I thought
McClure.
mugic!”

“Thank goodnos\'" breathed Church, with
relief. “T was beginning to think that thero
was something wrong with my ears!”

sat up in bed—and, at
MeClare eat up.
gasped Mac.

you were, too!” said

“1 just heard something—esoma

CHAPTER 11.
A Mystery of the Night !

UMMY!" said Me-
Clure, after a short
pause,

“Tm blessed if 1

can understand it !”
said the other junior. “Handy's fast asleep
right enongh—his snores are a bit quieter
than usual, thouglL Listen!  'What the
dickens is it?

They both beeame silent, and the faint
strains of music continued. They throbbed
in tho very atmosphere of the little dormi-
torv-—passmg from wall to wall,

“It's music right enough!” whispered
Church, rather shakily. “But—but I can’t
understand. it, Mae! ‘Who on earth would
be playing music at this time of night?”

“T don’t know!” said McClure, “There's
nobody got any musical instruments, either.
What is 1t 2"
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“Sounds a bit like a piano, doesn’t it?”

They listened again, and, sure enough, the
music did bear some slight resemblance to
that of a piano. And yet it was -different.
There was a mournful note in it—a kind of
wail which sounded inexpressibly eerie.

“It's in this room!” said McClure nerv-
ously

“It can’t be!” said Church breathlessly

“But_it is! Listen!”

And it certainly was!

The strains of music were coming through
the atmosphere, and although Church and
McClure tried to determine théir source it
ble to do so. The notes throbbed

on the A\r, at one moment the juniors
thought the sounds were coming from the
doorway, and the next moment the; seemed

to_be coming from the window—irom the
ceiling above—from the floor. In a word,they
filled the room in every nook and cranny.

“It's not a piano!” whispered MecClure,
after another pause. “It's dne of those
rummy things—those things they used to
have hundreds of years ago. A harpsichord,
isn't it?

“Harpsichord #” repeated Church “I ex-
pect you mean a clavichord 7

“Yes, that’s it—a cln,vxchord!” nodded
MecClure, “But you know as well as I

do that there isn't a clavichord at St.
Frank’s! Besides, this music is so—so weird!”
They fell silent again, and the strains of
the music became louder and louder—only
to die away suddenly and mysteriously.
“T can’t stand this!’ said Church, at last.

“It’s—it’s so ghostly.”
“Don’t use that word, for cizoorl\'xess’
sake!” said McClure. “We've had enough

talk of ghosts to- mght
midnight, and—-"

Handforth turned over in bed, and then

Besides, #'s nearly

"\\gat the dickens are you fellows tatk-
ing about?” he demanded sleepily.
haven’t been able to get a wink! Can’t
you dry up?”

In any other circumstances, Church and
McClure would have challenged that state-
ment of Handforth’s. Considering that he
had been snoring for well over half an hour,
he had no justification for making such a
vemark. But Handforth’s chums had some-
thing else on their minds.

“I'm glad yow're awake, Handy!” whis-
pered Church, getting out of bed, and going

across the room to Handforth’s  bed.
“There’s something funny happening.”
“Funny?” repeated Handforth, rubbing
his eyes. “What do you mean?”
“Listen!” said Church.
Handforth could seec his chum, standing

there in -his pyjauas, clearly visible in the
moonbeams. Handy opened his mouth to
speak, then be checked himself. There was
something impressive in Church’s attitude,

And those strains of music came to his
ea{ls now. He started, and his eyes opened
wder,
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“What is it?” he asked breathlessly.

“It sounds like a clavichord!” replied
Church softly. “You know—one of those
cid-fashioned  spinet affairs—"

“I know what a clavichord is, you ass!”
interrupted Handforth, in a cold voice. “It’s
& musical instrument they wused hundreds
of years ago. Smncthmg like a flute, only
made of métal, with a turned-up end.”

“You're thmkmg of a saxophone, you fat-
bead!” said Church. They didn’t have
saxophones in those days.”

“They were lucky!” said Handforth.

“Besides, a clavichord is something like
a little piano—only it sounds more tinkly,”
went on Church. “Listen! Why argue ab
a time like this? That music’s in this very
room, Handy! Maec and I can’t understand
it  We've been listening for a long time!”

Handforth got out of bed, and went
towards the door.

“Somo fathead having a game, I expect,”
he whispered.® ¢ We'll soon see.

He tore the door open, and found himself
looking down a deserted corridor. But na
sound of the music came from out there.

“That’s rumm 1? he said, coming back
into the room, closing the door. “There's
nobody there.”

“Did you hear anything?”

“Nothing,” replied Edward Oswald. *I
don’t believe—— Yes, by George, it’s still
here, though! *It's still in this room!”

Church had gone to the window, and,
opening it, ho leaned out. The night was
very quiet. Oyerhead, the moon wu sail-

ing serenely in the clear sky, and the
ground was covered with freshl\ »faﬂvn
SNow, ho Ancient House could be seen

clearly across the expanse of the Triangle.
No lights shone from anywhere, excepting
one or two further along in the Modern
House.

“There’s nothing out here!” whispered
Church, turning his head. *“Not a sound |”

He closed the window again and stood
quite still, Again that mysterious music
came to his ears. Without any question
whatever, it was in that room—eand it
scemed to be in that room onlyt

Cheerful music might have been under-
standable. But this music was eerie—mys-
teriously phantom-like—and the chums of
Stady D stood there, with strained ears,
utterly and absolutely mystified.

CHAPTER 12:

No Explanation !

LICK!

Handforth had
switched on  the
electric  light, and
was now looking

about the room with keen, eager eyes. But

there was nothing unusuval to be seen
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Nipper, Walson "i’ﬁ, Tregellis-West dashed into the dining-room. They found everybody‘(l standing perfectly
8

till, tense and alert,

“Oh, it's all rot!” he said gruffiy.
“There’s nothing here. How could there
be anything? You can’t have music unless
somebody makes it! It must be some silly
ass in the bedroom next door.”

“Hadu't we better go and see?” asked
Church. “We can't go to sleep with {his
wailing noise going on.”

“It's not a noise,” replied Handforth
argumentatively. “I can hardly hear it.”

“It sounds louder when the lights are
out—and when you're trying to get 1o
sleep,” remarked McClure: “It throbs in
your ears, you know. By Jove, it’s stopped
now! Listen!”

They all kept perfeetly still. and strained
their ears afresh. But now there was no
scund of that wuncanny music, It had
ceased automatically as the switch had been
turned on.

“Wait a minute!” said Handforth.

He went back to the switch, and turned it
off. "Then, tensely, they waited. At first
there was nothing-—only the tense stillnes:
of the winter’s ~ ight,

Nearly a minute passed in this way, and
Handforth was about to speak when he
caught his breath in.

For, merging from the utter silence, came
those mournful notes. At first they were so
Jow that the juniors wondered if their cars
were playing them false. But then, with
an almost savage burst of wailing melody.
the music increased. It rose, crescendo, and
then died away intor a wailing mutter.

Almost every eye was expressive of a sudden dread,

“Oh, my goodness|” said Handforth,
switching the light on once more.

“What-—what can it mean?” whispered
Church, swallowing something. “I don’t
like it, Handy! The—the room’s haunted,
or something !

“Rats!” said the practical Handforth.
“Whoever heard of a ghost playing a Jew's
harp, or whatever the giddy instrument is!”

He stalked out, and went into the next
dormitory. But one glance was suflicient.
There were about six fellows in there, alto-
gether, and they were all soundly asleep.
No sound came from them, oxeept their
rcgular  breathing. In no eircumstances
could these juniors be aceused of playing
tricks,

So Handforth went out, and reiraced his
steps. He went to the dormitory on the
other side, and peered into this one.

All was dark, and no sound came to his
cars. But after a moment there was a
shght movement, and a voice called.

“Who's that?” it raspoed.

“Only me,"” said Handforth. “That you,
Ni?per

“Yes,” replicd Nipper. “What's the idea,
Handy? Anything wrong?”

“I don't
awkwardly,
been playing about in here

“0Of course we haven't,” replied Nipper.
“What do vou mean—playing about?”

“Well, we can hear musie in our dormy,”
said Handforth,

know,” replied  Handforth
*T suppose you fellows haven’t
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“Music!” -

“Yes—a kind of rummy sort of mysterious
music,” replied Edward Oswald. “Come
along with me and listen to it. We can’t
make it out. I suppose you haven’t heard
anything unusual in here?”

“Nothing,” replied Nipper, as he slipped
out of bed. “I think you must have been
Greaming, old son. How on earth could
there be any music at this time of night?
It’s nearly twelve o’clock, and most of the
chaps are sound asleep!”

Handforth made no reply. But he led
the way back to his own dormitory, Nippar
following. They went in, and closed the
door. The light was still on, and Church
and McClure were sitting on their bed, look-

ing thoroughly alarmed.

“Well?” asked Church. “Is anybody
playing a trick?”

“1°° don'h  think so,” said Nipper.

“They're ull asleep. Did you chaps hear
the musie, too?”

“We heard it first,” replied Church.
only sounds when the light's out, and—"
- He broke off as Nipper switched off the

electric light. A minute passed—two
minutes. Nothing disturbed the stillness
whatever.

“You must have been dreamingl”

repeated Nipper,

“Listen!” urged Handforth.
come—— There you are! Can you hear
it? It's here—right against my ear! It’s
in the room—in the middle of the room!”

#“By Jove!” whispered Nipper, his voice
full of wonder.

For now he could hear those mournful
straing, They came into the atmosphere in
that same phantom-like way. - They rose
throbbingly, and then died away with a
shuddering kind of wail. It was, indeed, the
most uncanny music that any of the juniors
had ever heard.

It is truly said that music can be eloquent,
and this music was exceptionally so. Tt
conjured up everything mournful and morbid
in the minds of those listeners. It seemed to
breathe of ghostliness and mystery.

“What does it mean, Nipper?" asked
Church, in a strained voice. “I can’t stand
this, you know. It’s getting on my nerves!”

“T don’t knew what to say,” replied Nipper.
“It’s in this room, but yet—— ere can
it come from? Is there anybody out of
doors—

“Nobody 1” said Church.
the window, but we couldn’t hear it out
there. Tt’s only here—in the room itself!”

“Perhaps there’s somebody messing about
upstairs 7’ suggested Handforth. “Perhaps
there’s—"

“That’s impossible,” put in Nipper. “No-
body is sleeping up there, and all the doors
are locked, too. But we’ll go up and have
a look, if you like, just to make certain.
And underneath, of course, there’s nothing
but the empty studies.”

“Let’s go and make a thorough examina-
tion,” said Handforth grimly. “We want to

“We listened at

“TI4 may not*
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get to the bottom of this mystery. T've
heard of ghosts appearing, and I've heard of
mysterious thuds and crashes. But it's the
first time I knew that a ghost could play
music!”

They all hurried out, after slipping into
some stouter clothing, and went upstairs to
the attics, where they made a thorough search
—Nipper being armed with an electric-torch.

But  there was nothing there to arouse
their suspicions.

All the rooms were empty and deserted. Tt
was the same downstairs. Not a soul was
about, except for two of the guards who were
just coming off duty when the searchers
were .about to return to the dormitory

passage.

“Hallo!” said De Valerie, who was one of
the guards. ‘“What on earth are you chaps
doing here ?” .

CHAPTER 13,
The Phantom Voice !

IPPER would haye
preferred to make
some evasive Yeply,
for with midnight

g about to strike this
was no time for discussions on the super-
natural.

But Handforth, as usual, was frankness
itself.

“We've been looking for a ghost,” he
replied briefly. .

“A ghost!” said the guards, in one voice,

They were De Valerie and Somerton, of
Study G in the Ancient House. They were
not the kind of fellows to be frightened by
any ghost-talk. But at the same time, Hand-
forth’s bald statement rather startled them.

“Don’t be an ass, Handy!” said Nipper
quickly. “There’s no ghost—"

“I didn’t say there was,” replied Hand-
forth. “I said that we’re looking for one.
Not that we shall ever find the beggar. I
don’t believe in ghosts, and I’'m pretty sure
that somebody has been playing a game.
And when I find him ¥'m going to knock him
sideways!”

“Well, I don’t believe it,” said Church.
“Goodness knows, I’'m not superstitious, but
there’s something—something uncanny about
that music. It isn’t natural at.all I

“Music?” repeated Somerton. “What
music? T thought you said you were looking
for a ghost? What the dickens are you chaps
talking about ?”

Nipper thought it just as well to explain
what had happened, and he did so. De
Valerie and Somerton listened with sceptical
expressions on their faces.

“There’s nothing in that,” said Cecil de
Valerie, at length. “I expect you fellows
heard something creaking in the wind, and it
sounded a bit like music. It’s easy enough
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to make those mistakes in the middle of the
night, you know.”

“If there was any wind, I might agree
with you,” said Nipper. “But, as it happens,
Val, there’s no wind to-night.”

«“Oh!” said De Valerie.

“Besides, how the dickens could we mis-
take a creaking for music?” demanded Hand-
forth. “Do talk semse! I suppose you
fellows are just going off to bed?”

“Yes,” said Somerton, nodding. “We've
done our spell, and Levi and Goodwin are
due to take our places.”

“All right—don’t let us stop you,” said
Nipper. “We’re going back to bed, too.
There doesn’t seem to be any explanation
of this rummy business, so we’ll leave it until
to-morrow. Better not tell the others, if you
see anybody,” he added casually.

De Valerie laughed.

“We've got to hear that music first,” he
said calmly. “Anyhow, we’re not scared.
Are we, Sommy ?”

* “Not a bit,” replied the genial Duke of
Somerton. “As long as the ghosts only. pro-
vide us with music, we can't grumble.”

They went off, obviously discrediting the
strange story that they had just heard. This
was all to the good, although Handforth
didn’t see it at the moment,

“Disbelieving rotters!” he said indignantly.
“] believe they were chipping us. They think
we imagined that music!”

“Let them,” said Nipper. “All the better.
We don’t want any alarm in the middle of
the night—-"

“By jingo!” interrupted Church, glancing
round. “What's that?”

A sudden commotion had sounded upstairs,
and after a moment of hesitation they all
rushed up to the dormitory passage. There
they .found O’Grady and Vandyke, of the
Fourth, excitedly talking with Crowe and
Webb, also of the Fourth. The two former
juniors were looking very pale.

“What’s the matter here?” asked Nipper
quickly, as he hurried up.

“¥aith, it’s glad I am to see you, Nipper!”
said the Irish junior. “There’s something
funny happening in our bed-room—"

“Have you heard the music, too?” asked

Handforth.
“Music?” repeated Terence O'Grady.
“No, we've hear no music. But

there’s a bell tolling in there—a horrible
sort of bell, and—-"

“We didn't hear it,” interrupted Webb.
“These chaps dragged us out, and we think
they’ve been dreaming or something.”

“We haven't!” said Vandyke, the South
African junior. “Terry woke me up, and
heard the bell as clearly as anything. It was
just like a death knell!”

“Let’s go into your room!” said Nipper.

They went in, and after the light had been
switched off, they stood perfectly still, listen-
ing. This particular dormitory was some
little distance from Handforth & Co.’s room,
so it was hardly possible that therc could
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be any trickery. For a full minute the
juniors waited, crowding there in a clump
in the darkness. But the only sounds that
came to their ears were caused by their own
breathing.

“There you are!”
“There’s nothing.”

“Wait " breathed O’Grady,

Almost as he spoke the bell sounded,
mournfully, scemingly far away, and yet
throbbing in the atmosphere of the room.
It had an uncanny sound, an unreal sound.
It“stopped for a moment, then came again,

My goodness !” whispered Church. “That’s
no ordinary bell! Why, there isn’t a bell
like it at St. Frank’s, not with that tone.
And it's here, in this room! Oh, what can
it mean?”

“Listen!” urged Nipper. “Let’s try to
locate exactly where it comes from.”

They all remained perfectly still again,
straining their ears, and trying to remain
steady. And then out of the darkness came
a voice,

*“ List ye well, O youths of folly!” came the
voice, in deep, throbbing tones. “’Tis the
bell! The bell of death! List yo well to its
note, and take heed. Go hence from this
accursed place, if ye would live!”

' ﬁmli the bell came again, tolling moirrn-
ully

whispered Crowe.

CHAPTER 14.

IGHTS!" muttered
| Church hoarsely.
Mg Switeh on the lights
¥/  somebody !”

Snap!

One of the juniors obliged, and the little
dormitory became flooded with light. The
juniors found themselves looking at one
another with startled eyes. Their faces were
pale, and they were not afraid to admit that
they were shaky.

“Did—did you hear it?” asked Vandyke,
with a gulp

“Yes!” said Handforth.
body speaking in here—and—and—

“And that bell, too!” said McClure. “Oh,
my hat! Did you ever hear anything so
eeric? But what can it mean? How can we
hear that bell—when there isn’t any bell ?

“There was some-
»

And how did that voice come?  There’s
nobody here—there’s nobody playing any
tricks—"

“Steady!” interrupted Nipper, “It's a
mysterious business, I'll admit, but we

needn't get windy.”

Nipper was puzzied and troubled. He did
not want any of this story to get about. Some
of the fellows might get panicky, and then the
fat would be in the fire,

*“That’s two haunted rooms!” said Church
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unsteadily. “Our dormitory is just as bad—
becauso we can hear rummy music in there.
But this is worse, and—"

“Ob, crumbs!” interrupted VIcClure
“There’s somebody else yelling out now.”

They crowded tothe door, and, true enough,
loud voices were sounding nght down the
corrider from the far end. The next moment
an excited group of Third-Formers appeared.
Button and Hoskins and Mason were pro-
minent, and Willy Handforth was arguing
with them,

“I tell you we heard it !” Hoskins was say-
ing in a shrill, frightened voice. “There was
2 voice in our dormitory, Willy!
kind of voice, too! He was telling us to clear
out—he was saying that it’ll mean death if we
remain I

““Yes, we heard it, too!” said Button.

The Removites and the Fourth-Formers
looked at one another queerly.

“There you are!” said Church. “They’ve
heard the voice right down there—at the other
end of the corridor. They must have heard
it almost at the same time as us. How do you
account for it? Thero can’t be any trickery,
Nipper! Only a ghost could make itself heard
in two places at once! The place is
haunted 1

“It must be!” md Vandyke.
varth are we to do?”

Nipper was wondering the same thing. For
all these voices had aroused many of the
other juniors, and the corridor was now be-
coming quite crowded. ‘There was a lot of
excited talk, and the juniors were grouping
themselves together, discussing the strange
events with bated breath.

“It’s the ghost of the Modern House !” Tal-
madge was saying. ‘‘We've heard the legend
and we know that it must be true. We can’t
stay here, you fellows! We can’t~—"

“Here, chuck it!” interrupted Handforth,
striding forward. “There’s no need for you
chaps to get excited.”

“We're not going to stay in a haunted
house !” wailed Buiton, of the Third.

“Let's get out—mnow!” babbled Teddy
Long. “ Dxdn t I tell you all along that the
place was haunted? I saw the ghost down in
the kitchen—"

“You dry up about that ghost!” interrupted
Nipper sharply, “'That was only Rufus the
cat, entangled in a picce of muslin.”

Nipper now thought it wise to esplain the
few details concerning that ‘apparition.”
Not that it had much effect. The rebels wera
now thoroughly disturbed, for the mystery of
the strange music and the tolling bell and the
spectral voice had gripped them.

“I tell you it must be the old monk,” said
‘Talmadge excltedly “You all know the
legend-

“Yes!” interrupted Handforth. “Oldfield
was saying something about a silly legend,

“What on

An awful |
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but surely you don’t expu:t us to believe a lot
of bunkum like that?

“Ivs not bunkum, Handy!” said Bob
Christine quietly.  “Mr, Stockdale, our
Housemast(\r, was telling us all about it a few
weeks ago.”

“And does Mr. Stockdale believe that the
Modern House is haunted ?” inquired Nipper.

“Well, he didn’t say,” replied Bob. “He
only told us the legend—and he left us to
draw our own conclusions.”

“It was very silly of him to tell you any-
thing 1 growled Handforth.

“No, it wasn’t,” pub in Talmadge. “Mr.
Stockdale dldn t k.uow that we would be here
at Ck to him, the
ghost only mamiests xtself at Christmas time
—especially on Christmas night.”

“What!” went up a general appreliensive
shout froi- the Removites.

Nipper bit his lip. He did not like the way
things were going. Only a few of the
Modern House juniors knew of that legend—
and the Removites and the Third-Formers had
hardly ever heard of it before Oldfield had
mentioned the matter that same night.

““There’s nothing much in it,” said Bob
Christine, *Hundreds of years ago, when the
old monastery stood on this ground, a par-
ticularly virtubus old monk was murdered by
somebody whilo he was sitting at a clavi-
chord.™

“A what?” asked Church thiekly,

“A clavichord of those old-fashi
affairs,” replied Bob.

“But—but we’ve been hearing a clavichord
wnlghb-—m our dormitory I said Handforth,
in amazement. “And we know jolly well that
there isn’t a clavichord in this House, or, if it
comes to that, in the whole school 1”

“Then it must be a phantom clavichord,”
said Bob Christine. “Yes, and that tolling
bell was the bell of the monastery. Accord-
ing to that old legend, the monk is likely to
appear on Christmas night.”

“Why on Christmas night?”
Nipper.

“Because he was murdered on that night,”
said Christine.

“Then he must have como a day before his
time,” said Handforth facetiously. ‘‘Rot!
don’t believe a word of this! Somebody has
been playing some tricks—"

But nobody listened to ¥dward Oswald.
For, as far as the other juniors could see,
trickery was ruled out. None of tho rebels
were responsible for the mysterious musie,
and the still more mysterious voice. There
was no earthly reason why anybody else
should get up to any tricks. Indeed, how
could anybody else play the ghost in_that
way? The rebels had the Medern House
entirely to themselves, and every window and
door was barricaded against outsiders!

demanded
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CHAPTER 15.

3
( The Second Warning !

POBODY had previously
paid any attention to

the legend of the
Modern House, be-
cause the “ghost™

was only supposed to appear at Christmas
time. And, of course, at that period of the
year the school was normally shut up and
empty.

The few juniors who had neard the story
had merely laughed at it. What did it
matter to them? At Christmas time they
would be at home enjoying all the jollifications
of Yuletide.

But now, owing to the unusual errcum-
stances of the barring-out, they were actually
at St. Frank’s—in the very building that was
supposed to be haunted on Christmas night!
True, it was still practically Christmas Eve,
but that made very little difference. The
ghostly clavichord had made itself heard, and
the phantom old monk had spoken.

A mild kind of panic was spreading through
the weaker rebels. They were too frightened
to go back to bed. There was a lot of talk
about deserting the Modern House and seizing
one of the other buildings.

“All this talk is a mere waste of time,” said

Nipper grimly, “We can’t leave the
fortress.”
“Why not?” demanded Hubbard. ““We

can’t stay here—in this haunted place—"

“Jf you had any sense, you would realise
that our only course is to stick it out,” said
Nipper. “It took days—weeks, almost—to
prepare this fortress. What about all our
barricades? ~ What about our carcfully-

lanned preparations for defence? If we run

Bout of this place, like rats leaving a sinking
ship, we shall all be lost.”

“Can’t we go into the Last House?” asked
Armstrong. “It's a better House than this,
any day !”

“You dry up, you East House rotter!”
shouted Buster Boots angrily.

“TFor goodness” sake don’t start any
squabbles!” urged Nipper. “We can’t go
into the East House—or any other House—
because no preparations have been made.
There aren’t any fires there, the water is cut
off and there are a hundred other reasons
why we can’t move. Besides, if this ghost can
appear in the Modern House. it can just as
easily appear in any other part of the school.
But why on carth are you fellows getting the
wind-up like this? There's nothing to be

irightened of Go back to bed, all of you
““Not likely 1” said Hubbard. “JF'm not
going back to bed to-night!”
“Samc here!” said two or three shaky
voices,

Handforth looked at Nipper, and Nipper |

looked at Handforth, They both considered

2y

themselves to be the leader of this rebellion,
and they hardly knew what to do. Hand-
forth, of course, was labouring under a de-
lusion. Ile couldn’t lead anything. And,
although he was entirely unconscious of the
fact, he always looked to Nipper at a time of
Crisis.

“Well, here's a go!” he remarked blankly.

“We've got to do something 1” said Nipper,
“If the fellows desert the garrison it’ll be all
up with this barring-out.”

“But we've got to stick 16!” said Hand-
forth, in alarm. “Great Scott! Thero can’t
be any backing out now! On Christinas Eve,
too—just when we're going to have such a
ripping time! hy, we're going to stick
it out until the new term begins, and
until  General Carfax admits that he’s
whacked I”

“(eneral Carfax will be laughing up nis
sleeve when he finds out that the rebels are
a disorganised force,” said Nipper grimly.
“Why, we shall be playing right into his
hands if we desert the Modern House.”

“By George, so we shall!” said Handforth.
“We'd better get the fellows back to bed.”

It was a difficult task, but Handforth and
Nipper succeeded, helped by such stalwarts
as Reggie Pitt, Buster Boots, Fullwood and
Bob Christine. Group by group, the rebels
were hustled off to their various dormitories.

“Keep the lights burning, if you like—but
go to bed!” said Nipper briskly. “My dear
chaps, you're surely not going te admit that
you're scared? You're mnot a lot of
frightened babies!”

By dint of tactics such as these, the leaders
succeeded in getting the rank and file to
obey. Many, of course, scoffed at the idea
of ghosts—these were the ones who had not
heard .any of the strange scunds—and they
declared that they were going to put their
lights out, as usual.

Teddy Long was, perhaps, the most fright-
ened fellow of all, and he was positively ill
with fear; Hubbard, who usually sha
Study B with him, in the Ancicent House,
was not much beiter. At the prese t moment
they were sleeping in a small dormitory, to-
gether with Page and Harron, of the East
House Fourth.

“How the dickens ecan we sleep?” asked
Hubbard, sitting on his bed and hunching
his knees up. “This House is haunted, and
it’s mo good sayin~ anything else! Why,
TedCy even saw the ghost in the kitchen—-"

“Rats!” said Harron. *“Nipper explained
al)‘f‘);l Lé\at ghost. It was only the cat.”

on’t  believe it!” said Hubbard
obstinately. “I think we all ought to clear
out. It'll drive us dotty if we stay here
over to-morrow night. That’s the fatal night,
remember!”
“Oh, cheese it!” said Page. “Let’s get
to sleep.”

Gradually the conversation died away in
that particular dormitory, and soon all was
quiet in the other parts of the House, too.



1£8M (8IS O3 U FRMJSIIY) 938Iqa[e0 0) SUI0S oI0M B[aqal oxy 4no-SmLIreq Ny 30 9y1ds uy “Anddey SUII0AYD EBM PUR AIIOW POOO) ApousIoas]
‘orsy SBWISUYG) OG0 PUB ‘FWBY ‘BAOYM] SUIAIIED WOOI-FUIGIP O} 0L WATIINY ag} wWoIj AIFNONUT0) Passed slomn( Jo WIS U0l ¥




22

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

At last the rebels had settled themselves down | doesn’t matter which room we go in, we shall

again
Suddenly Teddy Yong started up with a
asp He stared round the room in panic.

“Did--did you hear

huskily.
‘‘Hear

gulp. “You silly ass! What’s the

"

of— ,
“A bell—a bell!” whispered Teddy Long.
“1 tell you I heard a bell—"

“Hold still!” muttered Page,
lifting a finger. “‘Listen!”

And then it came—despite the
fact that the electric light was
gleaming in the room.

Toll—toll !

Vaguely, mysteriously, the toll-
ing of the ghostly bell sounded in
the dormitory. .

“Foolish youths!’’ came a voice,
seemingly from somewhere in tho
room. “Ye heed not the warning
of —

But the ghostly voice was
drowned by a wld, terrified
seream from Teddy Long. It was
a blood-curdling sound, and Teddy
went tearing out through the
doorway, still ‘screaming at the
top of his voice!

CHAPTER 186
The
Phantom !
P ITHIN a

minute the
entire

rebe!
stronghold
was in an uproar again.

Fellows came running out of
every dormitory, and there were
hundreds of shouts and inquiries.

Teddy Long was seized by two
or three fellows, and he was so
incoherent with fright that it was
sonte moments before he could
speak, Not that it was necessary
for him to speak, for Hubbard and
Page and Harron were ready
enough with their story.

“It was the ghost againt”
shouted Harron. “It was right in
our room, althou%h the light was on!  We
heard the bell tolling, and then that mys-
terious voice came to us.”

--Oh, my goodness!”

“What did he say?”

I can’t remember—something about warn-

ing us!” age. ‘““But it couldn’t have
been a trick. Nobody would be fool enough
"to attempt a dodge like that. Besides, who

could do 1t?
voice! The whole place is

It was a real ghost—a spectral
haunted! It

hear that tolling bell!” i
“Somebody heard the music, too!” went
up another shout. ‘““And that was right over

that?” he panted|in t}u_a. other part of the House—at the very

back.
what?” asked Hubbard, with a “I’m the chap who heard it!” sang out
idea | Holroyd, of the Fourth.

“I was trying to
get to sleep when I heard the music—a slow
sort of wailing note in it. Tt fairly gave me
the creeps, I can tell you!”

A long stream of juniors passed continuously from the kitchen inf
Everybody looked merry and was cheering haprily. In spite of the &

“Let’s all clear out!”

“Hear, hear!”

“We've had enough of this!”

It almost seemed that a rush would begin
—a rush for the exits. Many of the juniors
were in such a state of nervousness that they
would cheerfully go outside into the snow,
and remain there, shivering, until the dawn,

But Nipper and his generals went round
grimly, and succeeded in putting a stop to
the rot.
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“If you want to go anywhere, go down
into the dining-hall, where the fires are stili
going!” said Nlppex “You can’t be nervous
there—in a crowd. Plenty of lights, and

with the fires glowing—
that’s a great ideal”
d egg!”

“Let’s all go downstairs!™

Thero was an immediate rush. Within five
minutes the dining-hal] was packed to suffo-
Everybady was talking at once, and

“Ves,

cation.

carrying turkeys, hams, and other Christmas fare,
8 were going to celebrate Christmas in the nsual way!

it was impossible to feel any ghostly influence
here,

Consequently, a great deal of the nervous-
ness had died down. But an unhealthy ex-
citement had taken its place. Nobody would
dream »f going back to bed now. They
wanted to cling together—to remain in one
big body. Many of the juniors wouldn’t have
gone upstairs alone for a ten-pound note.

It was not surprising, perhaps, that Archie
Glenthorne was the last fellow to leave the
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dormitories. Ho insisted upon getting fully
dressed—instead of going down ruffled and
untidy, as the others had done.

Brent was with him, not because he
wanted to be, but because Alf was Archie’s
best chum.

“For goodness’
1" urged

’ sake, Archie, get a mova

on! Brent. “Everybody else has
gone down. Do you realise that we’re up-
stairs here absolutely by ourselves?”

“T'm frightfully sorry to keep you waiting,
old cheese, but this blessed tie
absolutely refuses to behave itself,”

“Bother the tie!” said Brent.
“Can’t Fou, finish your dressing
rs?” repeated Archic

“Oh, T sec what
You mean downstairs!”
1" said

in amazement.
you mean!

“Yes, T mean downstairs!
Alf grimly.

‘“Absolutely not!” said Archie.
“Good gad! You’re not suggesting,
you frightful fright, thai I should
conclude my toilet in public 7

Brent made a hopeless gesture.

“Oh, get on with it!” he said
resignedly.  “But do be quick,
Archie!”

“Since you put it like that, old
dear, I'll dash about like anything!”
said the CGenial Ass of the Remove.
“A final brush to t.hc good old
thatch, and all is ready.

Alf \\avmd half cxpochnv to hear
the tolling of that mys us bell,
But no sounds came o his ears, and
the little dormitory was, to all
intents and purposes, just the same
as it bhad always been. it was
difficult to believe that there could
be any “haunting ” here.

At last Archic was ready. and
the two juniors switched off the
light, then went out sinto the
corridor.

Tt was in darkness.

“Oh, yes, of course!” grumbled Brent.
“Some brainy fathead has switched off the
lights in the passage!”

“A detail, laddie—a detail!”
“In fact, if you ask my opinion, the whole
dashed business is dashed ridic. T mean to
say, why stagger down at the hour of one
o’clock in the morning? It’s. suchi.a frightful
fag—and <o confouridedly

“So confoundedly what?” asked Brent.

“Id., dear chappie,” replied Archie. “That
is to say, idiotic. I mean, how can we
obtain sur beauty sleep if we—-"

“You don’t want any beauty sleep, Archie
~you’re beautiful enough aiready!” inter-
rupted Brent. “Come along—get a move
on!”

said Arc

They reached the end of the long corri-
dor, and at this point the staircase led dow
wards to the hall. But there was a smaller
staircase, too, which led upwards, towards
the attica And, just as they were passing




24

this spot, Brent came to a sudden halt, his
heart nearly jumping into his mouth.

Some little distance up those stairs, there
was a half landing, with a small window
close by. The moonlight was streaming in
t}nough this window, and a figure was stand-
ing there.

Brent only saw it out of the corner of his
eye at first, and then he turned his head
sharply. He gulped, and stood transfixed.
He gripped Archie’s arm fiercely—so fiercely
that the elegant junior winced.

“Really, old boy, 1 hardly see the neces-
sity——  Good gad!”

Archie broke off, ‘and his monocle dropped
from his eye.

“Can—can you sec it, too?”’ breathed Alf
Brent huskily.

Abwlumly"’ whispered Archie. “Odds
visions and appantlons! 1 mean to say, the
ghost, what?’

Still they found it impossible to move.
They were held there as though by some
sinister influence. And they were staring
at the grey-cloaked figure of a monk—com-
plete with his cowl.

CHAPTER 17.
The Breaking Point [
HE figure .of the spec-

tral monk was as un-
‘was

expected as it
startling.

Not a sound did
the apparition utter. It just stood there—
motionless, intangible.

Just then a cloud passed over the face
of the moon, and, for a moment, the landing
became enshrouded in darkness. Before
Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent could re-
cover the use of their limbs, the cloud
passed, and the moonlight streamed out again.

“Took!” whispered Brent. “It’s gone!”

“(lone?” said Archie dazedly. “Oh,
rather! You mean, it’s gone, what? The
good old monk! Odds mysterics! Abso-
lutely "

It~ was certainly staggering. A few
seconds earlier, that monk had been standing
there, clearly, distinctly. But now there was
no sign of him—nothing but the blank land»
ing, with the g
the window.

“Come on!”’ panted Brent huskily,

He dragged at Archie, and the pair of
them went tearing down the main stairs, A
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fow moments later, they burst into th: big
dining-hall, to find the room crowded fto
suffocation” with noisily chattering juniors.
The lights were gleaming, the fires were blaz-
ing merrily. It was very cheerful in there.

“Hallo! What’s the matter?”’ asked Boots,
turnmg to the newcomers.

“We've seen him!”’ shouted Brent hoarsely.
“We’ve secn the phantom monk!”

“What "

“QOh, my goodness!

“They’ve seen the ghost!

A perfect babble of shouts arose, and
Nipper pushed his way through the erowd;
he grasped hold of Alf Brent’s arm.

“Look here, Brent, you ass!” he said
sharply. “What’s the idea of frightening
the chaps like this?”

“I wasn’t inghtemng them!” protested

1

Brent. “I only said—"
“Ahsnlutdy'” put in Archie. “Dear old
lad, it’s a fact. 1 mean, we saw the good

old’ monk standing on the staircase, and the
next dashed moment he had gone. A really
juicy sort of experience, if you know what
T mean. In fact, dashed odd!”

“Where did you see him?” asked Hand-
forth, bargm" 131

“On the lan ing of the small stmrcnae
which leads up to the attics,”” replied Brent.
“He was standmg there, and the moon was
shining—"" y

“Are you game to come up with me,
Handy ”" broke in Nipper. “We'd better
investigate this at ovce"’

“Of course I’'m game!” replied Handforth
promptly. “I'm not frightened of any
ghosts | I don’t believe in ghosts—never dxdl
Who else is coming?”

“I will!”’ said Reggie Pitt.

“Same here!” declared Boots

A little group of them went hwirying off,
guided by Brent.

But when they reached the half landing
there was nothing whatever to be seen. The
ghost had left no trace behind him. Nipper
searched carefully, but the result was nil.
They even went upstairs, right to the attics,
and examined the corridors and the windows.
But nothing suspicious came to light.

Nipper had believed that some trickster
was at work—perhaps one of the Fourth
Formers, But, .ater, all the bpys in the
garrison were accounted for. Nobody had
been playing any games. And it stood to
reason that there could be no intruders in
the Modern House. The place was barri-
caded like a fortress, and entry was well
nigh impossible.

“Did you find anything?’ went up a

enmal shout, as the searchers returned to

e big dmmg ha]

“l\o nothing,” replied Nipper, frowning.
“I don’t believe that Archie and Brent saw
anything at all, They must have
imagined—""

“We didn’t!” insisted Brent indignantly.
“We saw that monk as plainly as we can
see &;m Nipper. Didn’t we, Archie?”

ell, not absolutely, dear old boy,” re-
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plied Archie guardedly. “I mean to say,
we can gaze on Nipper with absolute distinct-
ness, if you gather the trend. But the good
old monﬁ was rather vague. There he stood,
I mean, and the next dashed moment, there
he didn’t stand. Zing! The good old phan-
tom had gone!”

“That’s true cnough,” admitted Brent.
“But_we saw him clearly. We weren’t de-
ceived by a shadow, or anything like that.”

“Well, this is good enough for me!” said
Armstrong. “The place is haunted! It’s
clear enough now-—we don’t want any more
evidence. TLots of chaps have heard that
ghostly music, and they’ve heard the tolling
of the bell—and that menk’s voice, too. Now
two of the chaps have seen the monk him-
self! There’s a ghost about the place, and
we ought to clear out!”’

“Tear, hear!”

“Yot’s go into the East House!” shouted
Griffith.

“No fear!” shouted Hubbard, “What’s
the matter with the Ancient House? Let’s

e.
g0"But General Carfax is living in the
¥ House ! protested somel .

“All the better!” said Hubbard. “The
water will be on, and fires alight, and all
that sort of thing. Aren’t there enough of
us? We can pitch him out, and take posses-
sion of the Ancient House for ourselves!”

“Hear, hear!””

“By Jove! That’s a good ideal”

Hubbard glowed with pride. It wasn’t
often that he arose to such prominence as
this. The bulk of the fellows were enthu-
stastically in favour of his suggestion.

“Keep cool, you idiots!’” roared Handforth
aggreesively. “What the dickens are you
talking about? We mustn’t pinch the
Ancient House!”

“Why not?” went up a yell.

“Because we're comfortable enough here—
with all our barricades, and everything ship-
shape and running smoothly,” replied Hand-
forth. *“Besides, haven’t we decided that we
shan’t take the offensive 1™

“But things arve different now,” argued
Griffith.

“They’re no different!”’ said Handforth.
“Right from the very start, we’ve been on
the defensive, and there’s no reason why
we should alter now.”

“Handy’s right!” said Nipper urgently.
“We muztn‘t do a thing like that—it woyld
be the death knell of our barring-out. “As
long as we vemain here, and keep on the
defensive, we shall be safe. TIf the general
chooses to attack us, we're perfectly justified
in resisting. But that’s a very different thing
to pitching General Carfax out of his own
quarters.””

“Well, we're not going to stay here!” said
many juniors.

But stay they did.

The breaking point had been reached, but
Nipper and Handforth and the other “strong
men * of the Junior School managed to get
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things in hand. It was finally decided that
they should all sit up until dawn.

But when dawn came half the juniors were
sound asleep. They were curled up on the
floor, in the cormers, they were slecping on
the chairs, and on the tables.

Even when the first light of dawn came,
nothing would induce the wakeful juniors
to go back to their bed-rooms. They wanted
to remain here, in the warmth and cheer of

the big dining hall, with its crowded
company.
CHAPTER 18.
Christmas Day !

N astonishing change
had come oyer the
rebels by mid-morn-

ing.

¥ was Christmas
Day, and the, sun was shining gloriously out
of a clear sky.. Outside, the snow was thick,
and it sparkled with healthy frost. It waz
a perfect Christmas Day in every sense, and
it was i ible to feel dep d or
nervous,

The majority of the fellows were laughing
at their fears of the previous night. It all
seemed so different now. Even the weaklings
were looking a bit sheepish.

“Of course, it’s dotty to talk about deserting
our stronghold,” said Hubbard. “We're dug
in here—we're firmly entrenched. If we went
into one of the other Houses, we should have
to do the work all over again, and that would
take days, Far better to stay here.”

““And blow the ghost, eh 7’ griined Doyle.
“We were a lot of fathcads last night.
don’t believe anybody heard any musie, or a

tolling bell, or anything. It was just
imagination.” -

“That’s all!l” said one of the others,

The sunlight made all the difference! The

boys were bold now—ecarefree and ready
enough to brave a hundred ghosts.

Besides, it was Christmas Day, and TFatty
Little and about a third of the rebels were
busy down in the kitchen, preparing tho
most gorgeous Christmas dinner that had
ever been thought of.

Everybody, of course, wanted to take part
in that_work. Tt was a labour of love. But
Tatty Little, who was in sole command of
the food department, had begn very firm. He
only wanted picked men, fellows he knew from
experience.

Since the barring-out had begun, Fatty had
taken the juniors in turn to help him in the
preparation of the meals, and by now ke knew
who were the best and most reliable. These
valiants had now been selected for the vital
work of preparing the Christmas dinner,

Somebody suggested a snowball fight in the
East Square. It secmed such a pity to remain
indoors, and there was practically no prospect
of any trouble from General Carfax on Christ-
mas morning,
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Nipper, as leader, was approached, and he
ab once agreed to the plan.

“After all, we shall be safe cnough,” he
said; ‘““and thesc chaps need to let off some
steam. There's nothing like healthy exercise
to drive the cobwebs from the brain. Perhaps
they’ll be in a fitter condition to-night,” he
added confidentially to Handforth.

“Yes, rather!” said Edward Oswald. “We
den’t want a repetfition of what happened last
night, do we? A snowfigh* is jus: the thing,
too. I know! Let’s have a regular battle
between the Fourth and the Remove, eh ?”

“Good idea!”’ nodded Nipper.

Before long the battle was in full progress.

Just by way of precaution, a number of the
Third-Formers had been pressed into service
to act as scouts. These were placed by the
Tast Arch, and at the open end of the Square,
They kept guard, ready to shout a warning at
the slightest sign of a move from General
Carfax.

But no such move came,

Tho general kept strictly to his own
quarters, and did not even show himself. So
far as the rebels were concerned, they had
St. Frank’s entirely to themselves.

That snowball fight was a glorious affair.

The tide of battle ebbed and flowed for a
considerable time, and it was difficult to say
which side. was winning. The East Square

was filled with flying snowballs, and the
Christmas morning was noisy with the shouts
and laughter of the rebels.

The Remove was certainly winning, when
somebody shouted out that dinner was ready.
That put an end to the fight on the spot.
There was an immediate rush for the windows
of the Modern House, and the combatants
went tearing through, smothered in snow and
laughing gaily.

“By jingo!” shouted De Valerie. “T’ve got
an appcetite like a horse! I could eat half a
dozen turkeys all on my own!”

“Same here!” grinned TFullwood, “Never
mind the snowfight! We can resume that
after dinner. Let's hope that Fatty has
excelled himself!”

The scene in the dining-hall shortly after-
wards was onc that the juniors were destined
long to remember.

This was no ordinary Yuletide dinner. Tt
was the most extraordinary one, in fact, that
any of those fellows had ever indulged in,

Naturally, there wasn’t room for everybody
at the tables, But smaller tables had been
dragged in, and every available inch of the
space was occupied. Indeed, the diners over-

lowed out into the hall, but nobody cared as
long as the food was forthcoming.

There were waiters galore. Everybody
wanted to help, and everybody, in fact, did
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help. Naturally, there was a great deal of
confusion, owing to this,  But, sooner or
later, each fellow got his own well- filled plate.

There were constant streams of juniors run-
ning to and fro beiween the kitchen and the
dining-hall, and as the food came along so the
cheers avose.  And everybody was thoroughly
agreed that Fatty Little had indeed bettered
his previous best.

He had always been famous as a chef, but
this Christmas dinner was a real tmumph
The turkevs had been cooked to a turn, and
there wa. ample for everybody. Certainly,
the stuffing was rather open to doubt.
contained all sorts of ingredients that no self-
respecting chef would uysually put into turkey
stuffing.  But the rebels were not particular,
and in their opinion Fatty had improved upon
the conventional type of cooking.

His gravy, for example, was enriched by a
perfect medley of sauces. That gravy was
unlike any other gravy on earth, but it tasted
good, and nobody asked any questions.

As for the Christmas puddings, they were
supreme.

It must be admitted that they contained an
extraordinary amount of shelled walnuts and
peanuts, in addition to the customary
a]monds, but in Fatty’s opinion this was a
great improvement. In the fruit line, too, he
had added figs and dates to the conventional
plums.

Anyhow, the puddings disappeared with
extraordinary rapidity, and when the dinner
was finally over, brought to a triumphant
conclusion by the liberal eating of fruit, every-
body felt excessively lazy.

There was no further desire for snow-
fighting, and the afternoon was passed mainly
in reading or in lolling about, doing nothing.

In fact, it was very lucky for the rebels
that no attack came during those vital hours
For it took them practically until tea-time to
recover, and even then the majority of them
were still feeling languid and unenergetic.

And now the joys of Christmas Night lay
ahead of them—Christmas Night, with all its
jollifications, its games, and its noisy
delights! -

CEHAPTER 19.
The Interruption !

VERY elaborate pro
gramme had been
prepared for Chrig-
mas Night.

The rebels saw no
reason why they should not indulge in all
the happy games and joys that they usually
bad in their own homes. ,In fact, things
would be a !ot better here, for at such a party
the rule is—‘“the more the merrier.”

The great dining-hall had been completely
oleared, and now it was like a vast ball-room,
The decorations were elaborate, and every
nvmlnble light was switched on.

6 big fireplace was blazing merrily, and
there were even great logs burning, in
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accordance with the true Christmas tradition.

Although nobody actually said anything, it
was generally felt that the lack of feminine
company was a bit of a damper on the party.
Many of the fellows seerctly deplored the
absence of Irene 0., of the Moor View
School. A few girls would have bucked things
up.

Parlour games are all very well at a big
party, but girls are needed to make them
successful.  However, nobody was rash
cnough to open the subject, and the rebels
were determined to make the best of things.

They ignored that old legend of the phantom
of the Modern House, too. The subject was
completely taboo.

Bat, try as they would, they could not help
thmkmg of, eould not help remembering, tho
previous mght’ adventures. During daylight
they had laughed, and they had dismissed the
subject with a carcless word, But now dark-
ness had come again—and it was rcmombercd
that this was the fatal night, too!

Christmas Night!

And, according to the legend, this was the
night when tragedy would oceur—if any
human beings were rash enough to remain
within the walls of the haunted building. Tt
was on this night, centuries ago, that the
hapless old monk had been murdered, while
playing his quaint musical instrument.

The juniors tried to forget it. They entered
into the spirit of the games with enthusiasm.
But whenever there was a lull it could be scen
that many of the fellows were thoughtful.
Many of them cast glances out into the
passages and halls, and it was easy enough to
guess what they had in their minds.

The “strong men ” of the garrison—that is
to say, Nipper, Handforth & Co., Pitt and
Boots, etc.—had previously held a little con-
ference, and had come to a fixed decision.
They had all agrced to do their utmost to
speed up the revels at the slightest sign of
any flagging.

The general idea was to get the juniors so
thoroughly tired by the end of the cvening
that they would sleep like logs, ghost or no
ghost, It was a good scheme, too, and it
would undoubtedly have succeeded if the
phantom presence had remained inactive until

ate.

Unfortunately for the plan, a manifesta-
tion occurred quite early in the evening,
before any of the juniors had grown tired.

The first sign of it was noticed by a gronp
of Third Formers, who, sitting over by the
big log fire, were employed in the pleasant
task of roasting chestnuts, and devouring
them. They were Ryder and Hook and two
or three other fags of the East House gang.

It was young Billy Hook who suddenly let
out a yell. and urged the others to be quict.

“What's " the matter with you, you silly
oung ass?”» demanded the bullying Ful-
erton.

“Listen!” shouted Hook.
muslc )use then!”

“What I

“I—1 heard
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“T tell you I did!” yelled Hook.
of wailing sound—"

“Bo quiek, everybody!” shouted Fullerton
nervously.

Miraculously, everybody in that great
apartment became stilled. At any other time,
Fullerton wouldn't_have been even noticed.
But now he was obeyed unguestiomngly, by
fags, Fourth Formers, and Removites alike.
For they had all been waiting for that signal,

And wpow they were hushed—their ears
were straining to listen. X

Nipper who had been out in the hall, with
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West, noticed
the change at once. e came hurrying in,
and looked round sharply. ,

The scene was rather impressive.

Tverybody in the great dininghall was
standing perfectly still, tense and alert.
Almost every eye was expressive of a sudden
dread, X

“What's wrong here?” demanded Nipper,
to whom the only noticeablo sound was that
of the fire. crackling merrily.

“Dry up!” hissed Hubbard.
of those Third Formers have heard
mysterions music again!”

“Rubbish!” said Nipper sharply. “Let's
Come on, you chaps!

“A sort

“Somo of
the

go on with the game!
We haven't tried—-"

“Shut up, Nipper!”

“Be quict, you idiot!” .

It was impossible to make the juniors
noisy again. hey were on edge, and
although, actually, they didn’t want to hear
that ghostly musie, something they could not
control made them listen.

And, _cure enough, the mournful strains
were soon heard.

“There!” breathed De Valerie. “I can
hear it now! Can't you?” he added, look-
ing round at the others.

“Hush!” came several voices.

The strains of that quaint instrument rose
throbbingly on the air, and now they were
Jouder than they had ever been before
They seemed to come, more . particularly.
from one end of the room. Nipper hurried
across, and looked searchingly in every
corner—at the ceiling, at the floor. But
he could not determine from which direction
the music actually emannted. He only knew
that it was there—in the room, filling the

air.

“The phantom music!” shouted Hubbard,
in a frighteried voice. “This is Christmas
night, yon chaps! That means that there’s
going to be a death!”

“Oh, my onl: hat!”

“Let's clear out now—while we're safe!”

“Yos, yes!”

And there was an immediate rush for the
doors—a panic-stricken flight.

In a second, Nipper realised that unless
something was done over half the rebels
would bolt out of the Modern House, and
then the garrison would be completely dis-

organised.
“Hi, you fellows!"” he roared. *“Handy—
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Boots—Reggic! Come on, all of you! It's
got to be a fight!”

“You bet it has!” thundered Handforth.
“We're not going to have any descrters!
Anybody who tried to get out of this House
will have to settle with me! Come on!
They’ve asked for a scrap, and we'll let ‘em
have it!”

The jollifications of Christmas night had
degenerated into a free fight!

CHAPTER 20.
‘What Happened to Guiliver !

T was touch and go
for the first few
minutes.

The majority of the
rebels, terrified by
music—and by the possibility of

the phantom
what might follow—were fighting madly to

smash down the barricades, so that they
could rush out into the snow-covered grounds.

This delay was fortunate, for Nipper &
Co., assisted by Handforth, Boots, Reggie
Pitt, and others, werc able to get in some

good work. The rebel foree was disor-
ganised, and they were fighting amongst
themselves.

But it had to be done.

Many of Nipper's lieutenants were rather
scared thomsclves, but they were faithful to
their promise. They kept their wits about
them sufficiently to realise that any kind of
mass desertion would mean the collapse of
the great barring-out, and that would mean
that, after all, Edward Oswald Handforth
would have to suffer the extreme punish-
ment to which he had been sentenced. He
had been expelled, and never would he be
allowed to enter St. Frank's again.

So Handforth and Nipper, and their
staunch supporters, were fighting a grim
battle as they went headlong into this scrap.

“You'd mutiny, would you?” roared
Handforth aggressively. “ By George! Take

Crash!

Handforth was fighting with all his usual
force, and, incidentally, he was thoroughly
enjoying himself. This kind of recreaticn,
on Christmas night, suited him down to the
ground. It is doubtful if it suited his
victims,

“Keep your heads, you chaps!” shouted
Nipper. “Don't forget that it's for Handy's
sake I

“Hear, hear!” yelled Reggie Pitt. “Now
then, West House! Show the others that
you're not afraid of a silly ghost! Let’s put
a stop to this panic now! There's nothing to
be afraid of {”

“Let’s gob outside—let’s get outside!”

“Yes, yes!”

“Open the doors!”
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The panic-stricken rebels fought desperately to get out of their haunted stronghold, and Nipper, Handforth,

Pitt, Boots and a few others fought m‘;ore desperately still to keep them back.

Ghost or no ghost, these rebels

ad got to be prevented from leaving the Modern House.

The shouts were continuous, and the fight-
ing went on in grim earnest

‘If we desert the stronghold now, it'll
mean that Handy will be expelled!” shouted
Nipper urgently. “Pull  yourselves to-
gether, you fatheads! There’s no need to
bunk like this! Keep it up, Handy! That’s
the way, Buster! Let them have it! We'll
show them!”

“You bet we will!” thundered Buster
Boots. “We’re the officers, and these rotters
have got to obey orders!”

And thes, m the middle of all the excite-
ment, a wild screaming was heard. It was
so strange, so terrifying, that many of the
combatants ceased activities.

Gulliver, of the Remove, came staggering
along from one of the other corridors, e
was as pale as a sheet, and it was evident
that he had uttered those wild sereams.

“What's the matter with you?” shouted
Fullwood, running up to him and steadying

im.

“T've seen 1t—I've seen the ghost!” panted
ulliver sobbingly

Then, to the consternation of the juniors
near him, he sank down, and fell to the
floor 1n a limp heap.

“Great Seott!” said Fullwood,
round in alarm. “He's fainted!”

“Oh, my goodness!”

“Fetch soma water, somebody—quick !

“ Water—water 1”

The di n was weleome to Nipper, for
the panic-stricken rebels were not fighting
so desperately to get out now. Nipper
pressed his way through, and arrived at Gul-
liver’s side.

glancing

“1 expect he's only shamming!” said
Christine breathlessly,

But it was evident, from the pallor of
Gulliver’s face, that he had fainted in rcal
earnest. Not that this was.very surprising.
Albert Gulliver had never been possessed of
much courage. He was, indeed, one of the

worst cads of the Ancieny House, and he

had never been heart and soul in this re-
bellion, But, like a few of the other rotters,
he had been more or less compelled to stand
in with all the rest. For the Junior School
had gone solidly into this barring-out.

“It's all right, he’s coming round!” said
Nipper, as he heaved Gulliver’s shoulders
from the floor, and rested them against his
knee. “Now then, Gully; pull yourself
together I

.(!‘:i\;lliver opened his eyes, and looked round
wildly.

“Keep it away!” he whispered. “Oh, keep
it away!”

“There's nothing to be afraid of,” said
Nipper gently. “There's nothing here,
Gulliver. What did you see, anyhow?”

“I—1] was trying to get out by one of the
back windows,” panted Gulliver desperately.
“Y couldn’t get tge barricades down, though.
They were too strong for me. But I hap-
pened to look outside, and there, on the top-
most corner of the roof, I saw the monk!”
. “On the roof!” ecchoed several of the
juniors.

v “Yes—right on the corner I

“Which roof?”” asked Nipper sharply

“This roof, of course—on the wing!” said
the frightened junior. ““He was right in the
moonlight, and I could sce his grey robe, and
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the hood over his head. Yes, and I could see
through him! Clean through him, you know,
Just as thoagh he were transpamut"’

h, crumbs!”

“And his eyes were awful!” went on Gul-
liver, *“He was right up there, and yet I
could see his eyes glowum~glcmmg redly,
just like a cat’s, yo. know. And then sud-
denly he vauished. He's commg—hn s com-
ing this way. I tell you we've got to clear
out! This place is haunted, and—-"

“The ghost’s here!”™ came a shout from
the staircase. “Somebody’s just heard him
in the upper corridor. He's up there—
warning us all to clear out!”

One of the Fourth-Formers came’ running
up, thoroughly scared. So that phantomn
voice had “made itself heard again—was
actually here, in the building once more!

The panie, which had momentarily died
down, broke out again with greater intensity
than ever!

CHAPTER 21.
The Fight in the Triangle !

IPPER  ran round,
shouting to his main
supporters,

*Don’t
get out!”

let * them
he roared

anxxo\.s!) “¥ight as hard as you can!™
“Leave it to us!” thundered Handforth.
“No“ then, Mnc' Come on, Churchy! Let

"em have it |

“This is a fine kind of Christmas jollifica-
tion—I don’t think!" panted Chnrch, as he
prepared to obey his leader’s injunetion.

“What more do you want?” demanded
Handforth, as he biffed to right and left.

He apparently considered that this was the
greatest form of enjoyment that anybody
could possibly wish for. He was standing
with his back to one of the barricaded doors.
and Church and McClure were on either side
of him—a sort of modern cdition of Horatius
holding the bridge.

Nipper was busy at one of the windows,
assisted by Tregellis-West and Watson. Full-
wood & Co. and Buster Boots were hard at
it some little distance aw: while Reggie
Pitt was trying to get his West House con-
tingent into order.

“We've got to put a stop to this panic!”
Reggie was roaring. “It'il be no good rush-
ing out into the Triangle in the snow. Once
we're disbanded the game will be up! It's
just what General Carfax is waiting for!”

The air was thick with shouts and angry
cries. The rank and file were determined to
break free—to get out into the open air.
The atmosphere of this haunted place was de-
priving them of all their natural strength and
courage.

“'J‘hc bell—the tolling bell!™ went up a
shout. “We can hear it in the halll”

“Let’s get out!”
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There swas a mad ruzh, and Handforth &
Co., at their own barricade, were nearly
swept off their feet, Near by, Nipper failed
to withstand the rush. There was a sound of
smashing and crashing, and the window was
pmlxull\ (!p(n(rl

“Hurrah!  We're out!”

“Not yet!” roaved Nipper ang

Biff! Thud!

He was fighting with
knowing only too well

verything de-
peaded upon” keeping the rebel foree intact.

Ghost or no ghost, they all had to remain
within the Modern House.  Some instinct
secemed to tell Nipper that it would be abso-
lutely fatal if the rebels broke free.

NEXT WEDNESDAY! ~nanannan

At that moment, as a kind of relicf, a wild
seream broke out from the Triangle. It was
different from the sound that Gulliver had
made, and Nipper, turning, stared out
thnou"h the opening in ‘he window.

The moonlight w caming full over the
Triangle, and he muh] see a_figure there.
It was a perfect wirter's evening, without a
cloud in the sky, and in the clear atmoephcm
Nipper could ecasily recognise the figure of
General (,hn~t0pher Carfax.

There he was. in the very
Triangle, not far from the
ho uppcared to be insanc!

Lool\' ” went up a shout.
general [

middle of the
Iountain. And

“Look at the
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“What’s he doingi”

“Goodness knows!” said Tommy Watson.
“He scems to be fighting!”

This was a fact. Surprise gripped the
rebels, and the scrap in the Modern House
ceased. Everybody crowded to the windows,
and stared out into the moonlight.

There was General Carfax, fighting
desperately—fighting agamst nothing! He
was trying to drag himself away, but it
seemed that he could not get free.

“‘Help—help!” he shouted wﬂdly “It‘s
got me—it’s got me!”

“The ghost!" went up a horrified chorus.

\Ilppcr seized his advantage in a flash.

“And you all want to go out there, do

“THE NO-SURRENDER

REBELS!”

Traitors in the camp !

The St. Franks’ rebels without any
grub, their stocks baving been ren-
dered uneatable by those traitors!

A dramatic crisis is reached in the
barring-out, and Nipper and the other
leaders of the rebel forces find them-
selves in a quandary. Obviously, a
rebellion can’t carry on without grub.

What happens ?
And who are the traitors ?

You’ll know when you read next
week’s magnificent long yarn, boys
—and it’s a story you'll all enjoy.

“SONS OF SPEED!”

More motor-racing thrills in
another long instalment of Alfred
Edgar’s popular serial.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

you? -he yelled. “If you're in peril of the
ghost here, you're Lust as much in Eeul out
\hcre So you might as well stay where you
are!

“That’s right cnough!” panted Hubbard,
pale with fright. ““What's 51 ood of goug
out there, you chaps? Look! e ghost h
got hold of the general, and it’s beating
him down !”

Nipper’s words had had remarkable effect.
It certainly did seem useless for the rebels
to break out of the Modern House like this
if they were to run into fresh peril, There
seemed to be just as much danger out there
in the open Triangle.
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“ Help—help !

The shouts from the
more feeble, although he was still fighting
desperately. The snow was flying in all
directions, and he whirled round, beating his
hands into the air, just as lhough he wero
trying to stave somethmg off.

It was fascinating to watch him.

As the seconds passed he sank lower and
lower, until he was on his knees in the snow.
And still_he fought—still he tried to keep off
the invisible foe,

A silence had fallen upon the juniors now,
They walched, breathless. They were
horrified by it all—bewildered. They did not
know what to think. But their mad desire to
get out of their stronghold had now suffered
a relapse. Apparently they were safer with-
in these walls!

“Help—help!” came the general’s shouts,
still more feeble, “I can't kcep it up—it's

eneral were %rowulg

got me !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a wild shout of laughter—in a
strained, high-pitched voice-~and it came

from the Triangle, too; came from the spot
where the gencral was fighting! And, as it
rang out, the old soldier fell back, his hands
to his face.

“No, no!” he screamed.
me! Don’t Aaaaah !

A sobbing, wailing cry broke from hxm and
he fell prone—to remain motionless in the
snow, figure hunched, his voice silent!

“Don’t mock at

CHAPTER 22.
The Rescue !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH came
to himself with a
start. ~He pushed
the other juniors to

right and to loft, and then leapt out through

a breach in the Larricades,

“Where are you going, Handy?” asked
Church, in a frightened voice.

“T'm going to help, the general, of course !
roared Hundfonh “Come on, you fellows!
What’s the matter with us? Why didn’t we
go to his rescue? Ho shoulcd for help,
didn’t he? Come on—unless you're funky!™

At that taunt about half a dozen of the
reb:ls broke through, and accompanied
Handforth, Nipper was foremost—for he
had needed no taunting. In another moment
the juniors arrived at the spot where General
Carfax had been struggling.

The snow was strewn everywhere, and
there lay the general, breathing heavily, a
pitiful figure in his dishevelled state, with the
snow_smothering him.

“He’s still alive!” said Handforth, with
relief.

“What about that—that Thing he was
fighting with?” asked Church, as he looked:
round. “I wonder—-"
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“Don’t wonder—lend a hand here!” inter-
rupted Nipper briskly. “Come on, all of

you! We'll lift him up and carry him into the -

Modern House,” 5
“But why?” asked Pitt, in surprise.
“Wouldn't it be better to take him back to
his own quarters?”
“No—we'll take him into our own strong-
hold,” replied Nipper. “We don’t want to

leave thatdplace for longer than we can help.
We've had enough trouble with the chaps
alrcady !

“By Jove, so we have!” agreed Reggie.
es, we'd better take him there,”

The general was gently raised and carried
through the snow to the Modern House,
where the rebels were gatheed at every
window, looking out. There were signs that
the general was coming to his senses now,
and after they had got him inside and the
barricades had been roughly put back into
place, he opened his eyes.

“What—what are you doing to me?” he
muttered dazedly.

He tried to sit up, and he looked round
with a frightened expression in his eyes.

“YWhat is this place?” he panted. “Where
am 1?7 DBy crackey! So you've got me,
have you, you young rascals? You insub-
ordinate young good-for-nothings!”

“Hang it, sir, we brought you in here out
of danger!” protested Handforth.

“Eh? Danger?” said the general. “Ah,
yos! That—that horrible phantom! Good
heavens! What happened? I—1 don't seem
to_remember.”

He broke off, and stared round him with
utter fear.

“Is—is_this the Modern House?” he de-
manded hoarsely.

“Yes, sir,” replied Nipper
quite safe—"

“Safe!” shouted the general, struggling to
his feet, in spite of the hands that tried to
hold him down. “You young idiots! There
is danger—terrible danger! You shouldn’t
have brought me here! You shouldn’t stay
herc"yourselvcs! Don’t I keep telling you

“Steady, sir!” said Nipper, “Don’t get
excited.  You say that. something attacked
you in the Triangle?”

“I was fighting!” muttered the gencral
huskily. ““Something intangible—something
shadowy and horrible.”

“It was so intangible, sir, that we couldn’t
see it,” pointed out Nipper dryly.

The general gave him a sharp glance,

“No, no!” he said. “I don’t suppose you
could sce 1t. T could hardly sce it myself.
But I was gripped, I tell you, and it beld
me.”

He turncd round, looking at all the faces
that encireled him, and there was something
indescribably fearful in his expression.

“The Phantom DMonk!” he muttered.
“Yes, that was it! Haven't you heard of
the Phantom Monk, my boys? It is haunt.
ing this House! Every Christmas the Phan-
tomn Monk appears, and if any of you have
heard the tolling of the death bell, then
it i< an awful sign.”

“You're
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;‘We’vo all heard it, siv!” shouted some-
_—

.

“Then go—go from this place!” panted the
general.  “CGood heavens! You mustn't
remain here for another moment! The
ghost is abroad. It will be fatal for some of
us if we stay.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

“Let’s get out—quick!”

“Hold on-—hold on!” shouted Nipper
urgently, “There’s no need for you fellows
to be frightened.”

“You young fool!” shouted the gencral,
swinging round on Nipper. *“Do you dare
to know better than 17 T tell you that this
House is dangcrous on Christmas night! The
Phantom Monk—"

*“Just a minute, sir,” interrupted Nipper
grimly. “It would suit your purpose very
well, wouldn’t it, if all these fellows ran
panic-stricken out into the open?”

The general started.

“What do you mean?” he asked angrily,

“Just what I say, sir,” replied Nipper. “It
would suit you splendidly if we deserted our
stronghold. Do you assure us, sir, on your
word of honour, that you were really fight-
ing with some shadowy object cut in the
Triangle? Will you give us your word, as
an officer and & gentleman, sir?”

“This is nonsense !” the general blustered.
“Boy, how dare you!”

_“You haven't answered my question yet,
sir,” said Nipper, with just a trace of irony
in his voice, “Shall 1 suggest that you
were fighting nothing out there in the snow?
You figured that we would bring you in,
didn’t you? And then you thought you
would complete your scheme by frightening
and sending all the fellows rushing out, so
rh]u{t[ you could seize the garrison for your-
self I

General Christopher Carfax pursed his
lips with fury,

“This is nonsense!” he shouted, “Boy, T
will see that you, too, are expelled with this
other young reprobate! You do not realise
what you are talking about! There is danger
ere.  You must all go at once,”

But the other juniors were beginning to
get suspicious, and there was something in
Nipper’s deadly calmness that held them in
control.

CHAPTER 23.
The Phantom Monk !
ENERAL  CARFAX
waved an imperious
and,

“You have heacd
my warning — and
you have seen what occurred to me out in
the Triangle!” he said tensely. “If you
boys value your lives, you will leave this
accursed House at once—"

“But wo didn't sce any danger in the
Triangle, sir,” interrupted Nipper. “You
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say that you were fighting with somo in-
tan%blc Thing, But we couldn’t see it.”
‘“Boy,” thundered the general, “are you
daring to question the truth of my story 7”
“Im not saying that you are telling us
any falsehoods, sir, but 1 em saying that
gou’re a great master of strategy. It would
e & very great triumph for you if we all

poured out of our fortress and left it
deserted.”

In spite of himself, General Carfax
started.

““Nonsense!” he shouted, in order to cover
his momentary confusion, *There are other
things! Have you not heard the tolling of
the bell? Have you not heard the voice of
the Phantom Monk ?”

“Yes, sir!” went up a chorus.

““And have you not heard the mysterious
music?” continued the general.  “All these
are signs—-

“How did you know that we’ve heard any
music, sir?” asked Nipper quickly.

“Eh? How did I know? Why, I—I—"

“Nobody has told you, sir,”  went on
Nipper shrewdly. “There hasn’t  been a
mention of the ghostly music until now, and
you're not going to tell us that you fieard
it on the other side of the Triangle. How
did you know that there has been any
music?”

General Carfax gulped.

“F—it is customary!” he blustered.
“Bvery Christmas—— That is ro say, you
know the legend. You know that an old
monk was murdered while playing a clavi-
chord, and——" '

“TI'm very sorry, general, but I believe
that you have been orgamsing the whole
thing,” said Nipper daringly. “Your object
was to get the fellows into a panie, so that
they would run from the Modern House in
fear. And then you would be victorious.
For without any stronghold we should be a
routed mob. And you've always wanted to
squash this barring-out, haven)t you, sir?”

“This is outrageous!” shou General
Carfax. “You don’t know what you're talk-
ing about, boy! You don’t understand—"

“The monk—the monk!”

It was a dramatic interruption. Arm-
strong, of the East House, came running up,
and his face was alight with excitement and
fear. Evergbody in that crowded hall turned,
and stared at him in the full glare of the
electric light.

“Y've just seen the monk. again!” shoutéd
Armstrong.  “I saw him on the roof, as
Gulliver told us, and—"

“On the roof!1” shouted Nipper.
on, Handy—you, too, Buster !

“What the dickens——" began Handforth.

“About six of you!” went o Nipper
tensely. “Come on, Tommy—you, too,
1 ‘We'll grab this monk now! And
then we shall be at the bottom of ,this
mystery 1™

“The tolling bell!” shouted one of . the
fellows, from the rear.

“Listen!” went up a_general chorus.

Sure enough, the tolling of the mystic bell

“Come
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could be heard plainly. The general raised a
hand, and his eyes were blazing.

“Don’t you hear?” he shouled, in his
enormous voice.  “The tolling bell means
da I It is the sign oy

p your heads, you fellows!” roared
Nippe! “Don’t take any notice of General
Carfax! The monk is on the roof, and the
bell is tolling! There’s a connection there—
if only we can find it. And our job is to
grab that monk while the grabbing’s good !”
“l&{urrahl” roared Handforth, *Como
on

“You'd better stay here, Buster,” went on
Nipper. *“On sccond thoughts, you'll ba
more useful here than on the roof. See
after the chaps, and be careful that they
don’t get into another panic and bolt. We're
going to have this thing explained—now

The feeling of fear which had gripped
the juniors previously was now turning to

excitement. ~Everybody felt that thcy wero
on the verge of a great discovery. hero
was something in Nipper's a de—some-

thing in his calmness—that steadied the rank
and file of the rebels. There was no danger

of another panic. 5
General Carfax stood facing all those
juniors, and on his face there was an

expression of baffled anger. But he tried
hard to hide it, and he talked loudly of the
dire peril of remaining. But to his evident
chagrin, the rebels took no notice of him.

Up the stairs went Nipper and his litile
army of helpers. They tore up three at a
time, and at last they arrived at the door at
the top of the -attic stairs which led out
upon the roof. They burst it open, and no
sooner had Nipper stepped out than he
pointed.

“Look!” he said. “There’s, your Phantom
Monk! Look at these footprints! What
kind of a ghost is it that leaves a trail of
this sort ?”

“By George!” roared Handforth,
body’s been walking about up here!”

“It’s a pity we abandoned the look-outs in
the Tower!” said Nipper. “But we didn’t
think it was necessary over Christmas, and
in this freezing weather, too. It just shows
you how impbrtant it is to take every precau-
tion. The general’s men have had the roof
to themselves, and they’ve made plenty of
trouble, too. But we’ll put a finish to all
that now.”

Rapidly the juniors spread themselves over
the roof, which in many places was quite
flat. There was no danger, since there were
high parapets all round, so that none of the
juniors could topple over.

“There he is!” yelled Handforth suddenly.
“Look! The monk!”

And sure enough a figure could be seen
against one of the chimneys. It was the
figure of a man; he was enveloped in a long
cloak, and had a cowl over his head.

*He turned away from the chimney and
started to make off. But with one accord
Nipper and the others rushed at him!

“Some-



CHAPTER 24.
The Truth!

OT him!”

y It was a triumphant
yell from Kdward
Oswald  Haudforth.
A second earlier the
figure of the monk had slipped on the snow,
and he had rolled upon the leads. Now the
juniors were sprawling all over him, holding
him down.

“Good !” said Nipper, as he pulled back
the monk’s hood. “Good-evening, old chap!
Sorry to handle you so roughly, but it
couldn’t be helped.”

The Phantom Monk struggled into a
sitting posture, and grinned feebly.
B well, yowve got me!” he said.

“How did you find out? We thought we had
you all scared into fits.”

“Not this time!” chuckled Nipper. " We've
got no guarrel with you, old fellow, so you
can go off as soon as you like, after you've
given us a few words of explanation. It
might interest you to know that the general
is downstairs, and he’ll be awjully pleased
when he knows that we’ve collared you red
handed.”

In no circumstances could this man be
looked upon as a rascal. Ho was a smiling
young. chap of about twenty-five, and his
good-natured expression disarmed the juniors
at once. He was allowed to get to his feet,
and he shook some of the snow from his long
cloak.

*Tommy, old man,” said Nipper, turning
to Watson, “Just dash down, will you, and
tell all the chaps that we’ve collared the
menk? Tell them that he's real flesh and
blood, and that we’ll soon come down with
the details. - And kindly sce that the gencral
is shown safely off the premises!”

“You bet!” said Tommy Watson cheerfully.

He went off, and Nipper turned to the

- stranger again.

“At a rough guess,” he said, “I take you
to be an electrician.”

“Well, youw're not far wrong,” replied the
;nan. “I'm a wireless expert, as a matter of
act.”

“Wireless]” echoed Handforth, with a

it was a simple enough dodge,
really,” said the man. “This isn't my affair
at all, and T don’t pretend to have any
interest in it. But it’s failed, so 1 might as
well tell you how we worked it.”

“That's what we want to know,”
Nipper.

“Well, I rigged up a kind of miniature
broadcasting set in the general’s quarters,
over the other side of the way,” said the
electrician, jerking his thumb towards the
Ancient House. “There’s one of those clavi-
cherd things there, too, and a big bell.”

said
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“Well, I’'m jiggered!”

“It was the general who broadcast the
phantom voice,” went on the wircless expert.
“Up here, as you’ll see, I've got a kind of
pocket receiving set, with a loud speaker
attached to it, and the loud speaker is- on
the end of a long line of wire.”

“ But—but—-"

“You see, I've been operating up here,”
grinned the man, “I've been shoving that
foud speaker down the chimneys, one after
the other.”

“Just as I thought!” nodded Nipper, turn-
ing to the others. “Don’t you see? The toll-
ing of the bell, the mysterious music, the
phantom voice—all came from that loud
speaker suspended on a wire down the
chimney We couldn’t locate it as coming
from the chimney, naturally, and it scemed
to fill the whole room with sound—any room
that the loud speaker happened to be in.
That was why the mysterious things happened
so quickly, in all parts of the House, one
after the other.”

“Then—then there's been no ghost at all 2”
asked Church.

“Of course there hasn’t!” said Nipper.
“1 was suspicions of trickery from the very
start, but I couldn’t lay my finger on the
explanation. But when I heard that Gulliver
had seen the monk on the roof—well,
suspected things.”

“That was the general’s idea,” said the
wireless man. “I told him that it wouldn't
be wise for me to show myself, but he thought
that you 'were so scared that it would be a
good dodge. I even came indoors once, and
stood on the stairs.”

“Oh, well, you're excused!” chuckled
Nipper " We've got no quarrel with you, so
you can clear out as soon as you like. Give
our compliments to the general, and tell him
that he’ll have to use some more of his
famous strategy if he wants to drive us out.”

Five minutes later Nipper and tho others
were downstairs, discussing the affair with
the crowd.

Gulliver was feeling particularly sheepish,
for he had stated, quite plainly, that he had
seen clean through the phantom, and now the
phantom had turned out to be solid flesh

and blood. Gulliver came in for a great
deal of chipping.

General Christopher Carfax had gone—
thoroughly chagrined.

His idea had nearly succeeded, too. Only
at the last minute had it failed. But for the
valiant efforts of the rebel “officers” the

whole force would have swept out, and then
the game would have been up. For it came
out afterwards that the general had had a
number of men, all ready waiting, so that
they could pounce into the Modern House
and hold it, thus shutting the rebels cut in
the snow.

The scheme had certainly been an excellent
one. The “haunting” had been vplanned
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carefully, and the general had reckoned upon
the boys getting panic-stricken.

“And on Christmas night, too!” said
Handforth indignantly. “What do you think
of hxm you chaps? I it hadn’t been for
mi

“Ha, ha, hat”

“'\mpm, you mean!” chuckled Reggie
Pitt. "Nipper’s the chap who’s saved the
sitnation. Good old Nipper |”

*Hear, hear!”

And while the general, over in the Ancient
House, gritted his teeth with helpless rage
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and mortification, the rebel \w nt ahead with
their Christmas night fes

And now they enjoycd thcmael\e% to the
full, for there was no longer any fear of a
phanmm, and the great barring-out continned
with complete success.

THE END.

(Look out for next week’s stirring long
complete yarn entitled : “ The No-Surrender
Rebels!” How they live up to that wmallo
in spite of tremendous difficulties is bril-
liantly told by Edwy Searles Brooks. Mind
you order your copy in advance!)

Ever met William George
Bunter ?
No?

Jove! Then you bave
missed a treat !

He’s the fattest and funniest
schoolboy in the world !

All readers of the ““ Nelson
Lee *” are strongly urged to
make the acquaintance of
this famous sehoolboy
charaeter. He’s to be found
in this week’s BUMPER
CHRISTMAS NUMBER of

i

In addition to the novel
long complete story deal-
ing with Harry Wharton
& Co., of Greyfriars,
there’s a sereamingly
funny yarn by Dicky
Nugent, one of the
world’s youngest
‘“ orthers,”” a rousing
adventure tale of the
Frozen North, an inter-
esting and informative
foothall feature, and
a special article of
topical interest
entitled : “ When the
Ghost Walks,”

TRY THIS WEEK’S

MAGNET -

NOW ON SALE EVERYWHBRE !
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&
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FULL OF GHRISTMAS FARE!
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VALUE-FOR-MONEY PAPER.
PRICE 2d.



NOTE. —-1) any reader writes to me, I shall be pleased are

letters showld be addressed;, EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
will have my personal
.pmai merit will be distinguished by a star (*) against the sender’s name.

Al
NELSON
Every  letter

likely
cio
Street,

to interest the ma;mnty
he Sditor, THE
LD‘\I)U N, E.Ca4.

Edwy Searles Brooks
chals with our readers.
to comment upon such remarks as

LIBRARY The Fleetway House, iurrmgdon
attention, Letters of very

My photo cxchange

offer is still open; my autographed photo for yours—but yours first, please.~—E.S,

EFORE starvting to acknowledge this

B week’s baftch of letters, I want to

wish all readers of “Tho Nelson Lee

Library ” a very merry and enjoy-

able Christmas. May they have plenty

presents, turkey, Christmas pudding--in
fact, everything ”al they want.

My only hope is that they will all be
sufficiently rocovered by next Wednesday to
stagger round to their newsagents to buy
their copy of Lhe 0Old l‘apcr'

«

A. O. C‘Ilﬂ'md (Jipsom}, leph Herbert
[Bm\m Park), T. }\nwlns (Hlastings), Alex-
ander Fowler* lAl;mdom). “A Gugnunc
Reader ”* (Stoke Pound), Thomas Harry
Pashley (Hulll, C. N. 8mith (Oshawa, Ont.),
J. E. Frmuu (Dalston}, “Western
(Toronto), Buffa (London, \\ gyl

Fin-Route ""‘ (London, W.C.2), Patr\ck
Joseph Roche (Melbourne), P. Graham*
(Sheffield), C. W. Pearce* (Lewisham), P
Pooley* Ruth Whittingham
(Derby), Phil Coles™  (Port Adelaide), J.
Hunter (Nelson). Charles Bedo (Westeliff
on-8ea), lly From Our Alley ”* (Coon-
amble, N.S.W.).

* * *

That's tho style, “Gugnune Reader.” The
more readers of your sort we ean have, the
hetter it will be for the Oid Paper. I feel
I must quote a few words from your letter,
as they set such a fine example. You say:
“Wo buy two ‘N.L.IL.s’ every week; one
is sent to my brother in India, who 1s 18,
and the other to my brother Jack in Ger-
many, who is just 15. My eldest broU\m- has
read the ¢ Nelson Lee ' since it first began
[ am nearly 14, and my grandmother, who 1s
65. reads them. My two brothers are in the
army. The one in India used to lend his
“N. L.” to other boys. but now some of them
get them sent from home also. I've also got
a boy friend who nsed to borrow mine, but
he buys it for himself now.” That’s fine,
“Gugnune  Reader | Because it’s a
“Library,” that doesn’t say Our Paper

lent out in the sume
direction, does it? Of course, it would be &
great idea for readers to lend out their
copies every weck in a different dircction,
and so stand a chance of constantly gather-
ing in new readers, who will buy the Old
Paper for themselvos. Then, if they, in
their turn, go and do likewise, the ball will
keep rolling merrily. And the larger the
cireulation, the more constant the improve-
ments, and the better the value. That’s what
we all want, isn't it? So come along, all
you other chaps! If you love the Old Paper
as much as you tell me you do, here’s &
chance to prove it in a practical way. If
it’s really as good as you think it is, others
may form the same opinion. once Our Paper
has been introduced to them.

* * *

should be regularly

Here's a letter I feel T must quote in full,
as it may be helpful to those of my younger
readers whose parents are prejudi against
the Bt. Frank’s stories. Ii is addressed
from *“11, Fulney Road, '\eth:\r Green,
‘\l“ ¥ I' 11s. LD " and signed “P. GRATIAM.”
hat Mr, Graham says: “Dear 8ir,

1 to tell you what I think about

v Loe Library About a month
ago I picked up the on Lee '~—which
my son bought weekly. ore this T always
called your paper a rubbishy ¢blood.” But,
as soon as I began to read if, I found out
that I was grcwtl\ mistaken. It is full of
clean, wholesome  reading—which T rhdn(:
expect, becanse of the boys and girls mixing.
It is fit for any boy to read, and from now
on I will al\\'\}'i buy a copy of the ¢ Nelson
Lee Librar; on_ Wednesday: morning,
Hoping you will pnblish this in the © Nelson
.e0 ' as soon as possible, so as to show other
fathers what the Old Paper is really like, I
am, yours sincerely, P. GRAWAM.” Many
thanks, Mr. Graham, for your outspoken
opinion, and also for your permission to re-
produce it here. T.et us hope that it may be
the means of the ban being lifted frem Our
Paper in many directions.
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Here, this won’t do, C. W. Pearce! Just
pitch into that brother of yours next time he
pays vou a visit! Ask him why the dickens
he do2sn’t buy his own copies of the
Paper, instead of waiting till he comes to
visit you, and then reading up your back
numbers! You persuade him to buy his own
—and pass 'em along to non-readers when
he’s done with "em. That’s the kind of prac
tical help we need, from as many readers as
possible.  Yonr leiter was beautifully written
and extraordinarily interesting.  Hurry. up.
and let me say, “Good! Another from C.
W. P.” You can be very sars it won’t be,
“More rol.! What a fag reading this!”

« # *

That's a very good idea of yours, Phil
Coles, about producing, picco by picce, a
chart of the cntire interior of St. Frank’s.
Perhaps a floor plan of each House could be
given, and _then the various rooms depicted?
If there should be any general desire for
something of this kind, [l certainly sce
what can be done about it. As to another
“St, Frank’s Magazine,” to appear in_ the
centre of the Old Paper—‘“a paper within
a paper,” as you put it—it also remains to
ko seen whether that would meet with
universal approval. Changes of these kinds
must have a majority in favour of them to
be certain of success. You didn't give your
League number, or mention if you were
a member, to enable me to pass on to
the C. O. your advertisement for the “Corres-
pondents Wanted 7 column,

» = »

The last remwark reminds me that it would
be just as well if all my correspondents who
are League members would quote their
League numbers when writing to me. Natur
ally it is in_their best interests to do this, as
it is only fair that those who have given extra
proof of their loyalty to Qur Paper by join-
ing the League, should have special consider
ation on that account. And it simplifies
matters for me when they want something
passed on to the C.O. for publication—though
it is, of course, always far more desirable
that League b should icate
direct with the Chief Officer on League
matiers.

* » »

You say you took a bet from a boy friend,
“Sally From Our Alley,” that your letter
would be acknowledged before his. Very
unwise of you—unless you made certain that
your letter would reach me first. Then you
would be bound to win, because without ex
ception of any kind I always acknowledge
letters in order of receipt. First come, first
gerved—and no favours. As to your doubt
whether I'd send my photograph “right out
to Coonamble,” you needn’t doubt any
longer. Send your photo along, “Sally From
Our Alley,” and you shall have mine right
enough-autcgrupged and everything. And
this applies to readers all over the world,
Any reader who wants my autographed
photograph can have it with pleasure, pro-

N
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vided only my hard and fast condition is
complied with—I must have the eschange
photograph from the rcader first. Any old
snap will do, but, naturally, the nicer the
photograph, the better 1 shall likeo it.
* * B

I'm all behind with my acknowledgments,
and some of vou readers who have written
me are beginning to think you’ll never sec
yuur names, I expect. FEither my -answors
have been too long, or I haven’t had enough
space to make them in. Anyhow, something's
got to be done about it. To begin with, I
shall have to give short, snappy replies from
now on—making this feature look like a mere
collection of names, and even then, as new
letters keep rolling in, it’ll take many weeks
for me to catch up to date. There are only
two other ways out—I could acknowledge.
a number of your letters by post, and make
a fresh start npon thoso just received, or I
could try to persuade the Editor to give me
more space for ‘“Between Ourselves.” Can
any of you help me to decide which of {he
three ways is the best ?

* * ®

“Advoeate of Christine ” (Durban), Maisie
Walker* (Townsville, Queensland), Julian
Walker* (Townsville, Queensland), F.
(Jersey), “Dynamite” (Rathgar), y
McMahon* (West Broken Hill, N.S.W.),
“H.A.C.” (Tisbury), “Hopeful ” (Adelaide),
Charles Vincent Brereton* (Congleton), .
Lecky-Thompson  (Rangoon), Beilby

(Guildford, W. Aus.), George Foster (Leeds),

Kitty Allen (Hackney), Mary Beckwith*
(Coggleshall), Rita McEnteggart (Kells),
Ronald T. Mabbett (Fairford), William

Kitchen* (Buxton}, J. D. Hosking* (Johax}-

nesbarg), L. MeKcown (Maritzburg),
Saward (Braintree).
* » ®

You had enough of Bob Christine in the
Feud Series, didn’t you, ‘‘Advocate of
Christine ”? 8o perhaps you and T are pals
again now, ch?

* ® *

T must think about a holiday series in
Burma, E. Lecky-Thompson. So yon want
my photo without first sending me yours
because you're afraid your picture will hurt
my eyes, eh? Nothing doing! T'm quite
willing to risk my eyesight.

» * *

How the dickens can I send you my photo,
Kitty Allen, when the only address you give
me is “*Hackney, N.1.”? So it’s waiting till
1 hear from you again, Thanks for yours
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A special, topical article which will interest all readers.

LRRIF’ Lr‘g[md withous Christmas! Yet

nce so, incredible as the idea

scerr S Lromv»e\l and his Roundheads

absolutely “ stopped > Christmas for ten

long years. If you dared so much as to wish a

psd a “NMerry Christmas ”

10) Lerm of years you were “for it.”

re celebrating Christmas. And that, in

the ex of the Rourdhead Parliament, was a deep

and deadly erime—like keeping the Whitsun and

Easter holidays, both of which also came under

the ban of the strong and morose Cromwell, who
“hossed ” England at that time.

Cromwell went—and Christmas and the other
national holidays were once more legalised (by
King Charles the Second). Now that Kkilijoy is
chiefly remembered merely on account of the
large wart which decorated his nose!

Lntil quite recent yeurs Christmas has always
been a troublous ason.  The house-to-house
searches by er!‘W(’ll s soldiers during Christmas
week—their num-y was ristmas  pudding,
mince pies, and other © fauna £l of_larders, which

would be evidence that the ownef of theé house
was daring to be of good Christmas cheer—was
anticipated by some hundreds of years, by
ruler named Diocletian,

Beware of Christmas Boxes!

He embarked on his career of Christmas-
spoiling in the year 284 A.D. Ile absolutely and
entirely forbade any thought cven of Christmas.
And when one daring banid of would-le Ch mas
observers wenb to chureh, his city of Nicomedia,
he made a boufire of the lot —church, worshippers,

s less viciously in these days. While
free and unfettered right to enjoy
as as he or she plenses—so Ionw as the
celebrations do not intorfere with the peace and
comfort or safety of fellow-citize there are one
or two items which every goad cltizen must still
obzerve.
(hrnh as boxes is one of them,
postman, or newsagent, or dustman 4
Lhmtums tip (in coin of the realm or mince
pics) But beware of the arm of the law if
your kindly action can possibly be translated as
an :\ttcmpt at bribery and corraption! Twenty-
rs ago the Prevention f Corruption Act
to force, purposely to prevent secret pay-
ments—thinly disguised as mere Christmas boxes—
whose rcal object is the securing of custom or
somo other favour,

You can give

This used to be a common form of **business »
ab Christmas; but now, wherever it is prac-
tised, it has to be done in the dark. And il a
policeman gets wind of it, there are legal ruct'on>,
both for the giver and the receiver,

Christmas Cracker Crimes!

Carolling with the waits has also given rise
to much unpleasintnes: in aud out of the law
courts. At one time there was a sort of official
budiness manager of each local band of midnight
carollers. Iie paid the Christmas songsters on a
commission basis. And to prevent undue com-
]mtlt;nn‘ it was an offence against the law of

and for any unauthorised waits to make them-
sehe- heard. That held good up to little more
than a century sgo.

Now you can go carolling to your heart’s con
tent—until, in un, your veice comes under the
notice of the police bemg 30 duconhuz as to
constitute a public nu !

Another way in which nnc can lay oncﬂc!f oprn
to legal proceedings without intending he
to be criminal concerns Christmas cna l\er:.
the Postmaster-General’s ban.
i ns and postmen to be con-
in the handling and transportation of
es—amder  which heading come our
So if vou arc contemplating
pmt a Christmas present of this
 again. The second thonght will work
. ouns dm ably cheaper!

No Christmas—by GChoice!

Ot course, there is nothing to prevent anyone
not keeping Christmas nowadays, though the last
general and more or less voluntary forcgoing of
the holiday on anything like a large <ca|c oceurred
jnst over tour hundred years ago, mpathy for
King Uenry the Eighth. On um tmas Dbay, in
the )mxr 1525, he was in the grip of a very severe
token of svmpathy and sorrow,

n In
]\nr'hrrvd gfwe up that Christmas holiday!
So far

the general law of Engiand is con
there is now lttle difference between
Day and a Sunday. Game shooting,
after game with dogs, and netting or
is tmppmn it, is forbidden, as on Sun-
. Fish, however, are outside the scope of
prohibition. You may, with sanetion
and approval of the law, try your Inck with
the @uny iribe with hook and line on Christmas
D.n—thou"h can you possibly picture anyone
wanting to go fishing $hen?




THE RIVAL RECORD-BREAKERS!
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Ince Eights take their monster record-

breaking machine up to Seacombe Sands, and Big Bill Barry, not to be
outdone, takes the Kent Flyer there, too! And then the fur begins to fly !

DICK BARRY is heery, iromnerved boy,
whose great ambition is to drive racing
cars. He acts as mechanie for his hrother—

BILL BARRY, one of the most daring speed-

men that aVLr lxamﬂed a high-powered car,
p and who is the star driver for Kent racing
machines, Bm is also to drive a record-
breaking monster, which is being built
by—

“ PROTESSOR” KEXT, who is the designer
and owner of Kent cars. This racer is
expected to do two hundred and fifty miles
an hour, and while waiting for it to be
completed, Bill takes a team of three
racing machines to a lig race in Italy,
where his great rivii—

Qut of the Race!

-~ HATTERED woodwork showered from the

lurchmg car as it smashed through the

Rpectators jumped madly from the

spot and for a moment the machine tiited

on one side as though it were about to crash
over,

A bump in the ground righted ib, as the hattered,
dust-covered tail smashed down another section
of fence, A lump of timber stabbed clean
through the mesh of the radiator guard, and ihe
front of the machine became blotted out in a
choking cloud of hissing steam.

With dnst spurting from the slithering tyres,
the car hucked to a stop, a dozen yards of
smashed fenciug on one side of it. In the narrow,
smoking cockpit, Dick’s figure sagged limply, his
brain spioning in a maze of blackness; out on
to the track bounced the billet of wood which
had caught his head and had knoeked him all but
unconseious,

The moment that the car stopped, a score of
men leaped for it. They dived through the cloud
of smoke and dust nnd steam, ready hauds reach-
ing to lift Dick o

(Now read on.)

- By ALFRED EDGAR,

HOW THE STORY STARTED:

MARK LYNCH is competing with speed cars
known as JInce Eights, Bill and Lynch
have always been deadly rivals. When the
race starts, two of the Kent cars ecrack
up, leaving only. Bill in the race. Bill,
however, collapses at three-quarters dis-
tance owing to the strain of holding his
car at terrific speed, and Dick then takes
the wheel. Diek snatches the lead from
Lynch, but he is only a boy and eannot
stick the pace. Eventually, after a ter-
rific effort to hold out, his strength fails;
the car gets out of control, and, although
he instinctively stands on the brake pedal,
the machine charges a fence near the
grand-stands. Broken woodwork flies, and
Dick feels the ear canting over. Then
something hits him on the head and black-
ness follows!

Down the track, by the replenishment pits, Bill
stared aghast as he saw the car leave the speed-
way, then he came running madly for the spot,
all his own hurts forgotten. And, as he came,
Lynch's roaring machine smashed pash. It was
in the lead now, and on the lean, dark 1acc of
its driver was a smile of sneering ‘triumph,

Excited Italians were gently lifting Dick from
the ecar as Bill thrust through the crowd. &
pushed men aside and slid a thick arm about his
brother’s shoulder.

“Dick—are you hurt? Dick!»

Dick’s eyes were open, and he stared dazedly
around him; comprehension came as he recognised
his brother. Dick said nothing, but he kicked a
little with his feet until the men holding his legs
lowered them, so that he could stand.

Tie shook his head vigorously to clear it, and
he stiil said nothing as he stared around. He
saw the bulk of the race-worn machine near.
with the tail all battered from where it had
struck the fence. .

Broken bits of wood strewed the narrow cock-
pit. and the tiny windscrcen was all smashed.
Steam was wawvering up from the broken radutor.
and on the ground there was a growing pool of
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:\:}’ter, which had dribbled out of the smashed
u

With Bill holding him wup, Dick staggered to
the front of the machine,

* Steady, young 'un!” Bill growled. ¢ Take it
easy for——" He broke off as Dick paunsed, star-
ing at the t angled wire and broken tubes of the
radiator. The balk of -timber which had caused
the damage still stuck from the breach it had
made, and it was only too plain that the car was
out of the race.

“I'm—I'"m sorry, Bill!” Dick gasped. *I kind

of conked out and the -car ran away—with me!".

“Don't worry about the car,” grunted Bill.
“She knocked me up, and you did darned well to
hn!d her so long.”

Yes; but I.ought—to have come in hefore

“That‘s all nght young 'un. You showed yon
were game. Nobody could have done more than
you did!™ And as he spoke, Rill reached out for
4 chair which someone had brought, and he
pressed Dick down on to it.

An Italian ier lifted the of
ms water-bottle to Dick’s lips, then an un\mhwc

came up and looked at the bump which
vms swelling on the side of Dick's head. Other
officials and police and spectators crowded round,
staring from the boy to the wrecked car.

hey’d admired the way Bill had fought and

won the lead from Lynch, and they admired still
‘nore the way young Dick had held it.

Bill still carried the marks of his terrific fight
with the car. His face was still blackened from
the smoke, and the palms of his hands were
skinned from -the scrape and smatch of the kick-
ing steering-wheel.

Diek’s own hands were qah’er!mz vet from the
stress of the fierce pace at which he had hurled
the machine around the giant Italian speedway.
chrek! were flecked with little scratches and

ade by grit and stones finng from the
epmmng wheels of ecare which he had overtaken
and passed in the race.

But his appearance didn't show all the stress
and strain that he had been through. Only Bill

. knew what it was like to try and hold ihe Kent
machine at the limit of its speed for clrmut after
circuit, and there was something akin to admira-
tion in his eyes as he looked down at Dick.

If there was one thine which Biz Bil Barry
admired more than anything else, it was pluek.
Dick had shown that he'd gnt plenty of it. and
plenty of merve. tno. Bill wanted to get hold of
the boy's hand and shake it again and again—
only he knew that rb would have lmrt Dick as
well as himself. because the ever-shifiing slecring-
wheel hadn’t left much skin on either of their
palms.

As he sat there, feelinz the strength steal hack
fnto his weakened muscles, Dick stared dolelully
at the steaming broken radiator of the Kent car

“@osh, I've let old Bill down,” he told him-
self, ““all because I wasn't stmng enough to stick

it. I was a silly ass to think I conld do anyth

ancy conking out like that! 1 bet Lynch w
win by a street now. Rill must be wild about
it, but he’s a good sport not to show it!”

He could hear cars storming past on the track,
with the Italian crowd yeiling every time that a
Fiat rocked by, because the red ecars were built
in Italy, and the spectators wanted to see them
win, But the Fiats had no chance 01‘ snatching
the lead from Lynch.

Presently Dick stood uy

“I'm all right now,” he said, when Bill reached
out a hand to stead; y Bim. Dick wasn't all right.
For a moment or so, everything swam before his
eyes, then he steadied and moved with his brother
towards the track again.

D‘li]e crowd parted to let them through,
icl

after
bad done his best to thank the Itulian
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officials who had helped him out of the car; be
couldu’t speuk Itallan, but thoy seemed to under-
stand whut he was tr3ing to say.

He stepped over “seattered wood from the
smashed fence, and then reached the edge of the
track. With Bill bebind hite, he walked towards
the replenishment pits, At the fur eand, by the
finishing line, he saw a small group of officials
gathering. One of whom held a black-and-white
check flag, which he was carefully unfurling. it
was tlie winner's flag, and would be waved when
the winning machine erossed the line,

As Dick reached the pits, mechanics started
clapping. Ie passed the pit belonging to a team
of British machines, and men there leaned across
the plank to t)mmp at his bruised shoulders.

“Well driven, young un!"

“You know how to keep your foot down, kid!”

“Hard lines, Diek—but that’s the way to show

‘em!
Diek stared at them, then grinned a little,
Evidently they thought that he hadn't done so

badly.
I announced  the appeirance  of

© _machine, completing its final lap thi
banking the ear roared, leaping into (lw str.u;.hs
and_then tearing down towards the group of
officials and the checkered winner’s flag.

The wheels of the mighty Ince Eight stamped
whorls of dust from the racc-worn Track. Dick
conld see Lynch grinning behind the wheel, one
arm rajsed as be waved in response to the
plaudits of the crowd, An instant after and his
car smashed over the lmo, \HHL the flag fluttering
down~RBill's rival had w

Lynch trod on the brake peda!, the car skidded
a Lttle, and then pulled into the side of the
track. The crowd swarmed over the feneing, with
carahiniers trying to hold them back; but the
Itulian police were swmothered and the crowd
surged on.

Dick could see them throwing fiowers at the
vietorions muchine. Ncchanics from Lynch's nit
ran past, plunging into the crowd to grah the
river and hoist him on te their shoulders. A
minute or so afterwards they came by with him..

Lynch had the victor's laurel wreath arnn'nl
his neck, and hc was amiling at the che
mlln\\mu crowd. As ha went past, he }:Innced
wi at Dick and Bill. His eyes lit up as e
w them, and Im smile beeame an esultant,
trinmphant grin e knew that Bill had started
ont to whip him m thc race. Instead, Lynch had

won, and a!l three of the Kent cars were wrecks,

“The rotter!” growled Dick, as he s.w Lynch’s
jeering grin. Then, to his surpris g Bill began
clapping with the crowd aroun: Hmmp ng his

The Cablegram.

T was jusl as Dick came in sizht of the Kent
pit that a sudden roar from {le crow

: 3

skinning palms together, regardless of how much
it hur

“hle’s a (l\rﬂml good diiver, even if he is
rolter, young ‘un--give him evediy for that!” lm
arowled_

Dick realised that Bill was right. There wus
no doubt ahout Lynch being gnml driver.  He
might be a cunning. erafty. scheming rotter,

who'd bring off any dirty trick, but he lad won
the race and had squarely beaten the world's best
TS,

ynch and the erowd passed on, and as folk
rmed past the pit, Dick Leard a mechanic
eall ont to Bil and hand him a blue-tinted
envelope, which bore the name of a cable office.
Bill slit the covering withont a word, and drew
ont the sheet within, He scanned the pasted
strips, and then passed the cablegram to Dick.

-]
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”é was from Professor Kent, and the message
read:

“Big car pow all ready. Hurry back.”

That was all, but it meant that the two-hundred-
and-fifty-miles’an-hour machine was finished and
ready t0 make the big attempt to smash all
world s records for land speed.

ood ! gruuted Bﬂl as Diek hnnded tlw
cnhlegram back to hi “Now we'll see
rugged jaw squared as he glanced to where Lynch
was still acknowledging the cheers of the excited
Italian crowd, *1f we couldn’t beat Lynch here,
Ll Beat him with the old professor's big bus.
I'll do two hundred and fifty miles an hour with
it, or T'll crash!”

F

race,

The Kent Flyer!

OCR days later, Dick and Bill drove into
the Kent works, back in England, and
behind their car came lorries carrying the
machines which had run in the Italian
Apparently, they were expected, because

/
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The racing car slithered and crashed against the fence.

blg enough to hold the car. He would have waited
for you, only he heard that the Ince pcople are
taking their record-breaker up there to-day.
““What!” exclaimed Bill; and the man repeated
his statement, while Dick stood by, listening.
Professor Kent had_raced off with the new
monster car that morning, because the Ince Bight
firm had their giant speedster ready, and had
announced that they were going to make pre.
liminary rans before attempting to break rccords.
The professor didn't want them to get a start,
and, if they did begin breaking records, he wanted
to have his own machine ready to attack the
Ince's new records as soon as they were made.
“We'll get up there almost at once,” Bill
“But there’s some things I've got to
. Come on, Dick!” Together they moved
to the racing st.nble, where Bill fonnd the fore-
man mechanic. He spent half an hour with the
man, and at the end of that time he and Dick
left the works, heading out on the long run to
Seacombe Sands,
““We shan't get there until after dark,” Bill told

him. *“But that doesn’t matter, because I don't

A lump of wood stabbed clean through the mesh

of the radiator guard, while a flying baulk of timber caught Dick on the side of the head, knocking him all
but unconscious.

almost all the men in the works were grouped
about the-main gate, and they raised a cheer as
Dick and Bill drove in.

They had heard about the way the Kent
machines had cracked up in the race, and of Bill
and Dick’s fierce effort to keep the lead with the
only machine left running, as some little
iime before the two got away and went to look
for the professor,

“ He’s gone with the big bus,” a works clerk
told them. ““Hg left a message, asking you to
£o up there as soon as_youn could.”

But where has he gone?” asked Bill.
' Seacombe Sands,” the man answered. “Tt's
up by the Wash. He said Pendine Sands isn't

feel like doing anything on che big bus until
to-morrow. 1've just been giving the foreman
instructions for the Targa Florio race—
that’s our next scrap, and we'll have to pretty
well rebuild those cars for it. By the way, they
allow mechanics to_ride m that race, Dick, so
you'll travel in it with me,

Bill spoke quite casnally, but his words made
Dick’s heart quicken. He’d heard of the Targa
Florio. It took place in the wild Sieilian moun-
tains, and it was the maddest, toughest, most
hazardous speed-struggle of all Eunropean motor-
races.

And he was to race in it, as Bill'y mechanic!
Well, he'd go into training for it. Ba'd get him-
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self fighting fit, and he'd start the very next
morning. By the time that the big race came
off, he ought to be as fit as a prize-fighter, and,
from what he had heard of things, he would need
to_be just about as tough.

But, before all that, there was the professor’s
giant record-smasher to be put through its paces,
and, late that night, Dick saw the completed
machine for the first time; previous to this, he
had seen only its engine.

The mighty car wus loused in a barn which
stood a few yards from Seacombe Inn. where
the professor was staying, and where Dick and
Bill were also to stop the night.

The machine was painted red, and on either
side of the cockpit she bore her name—¢ Kent
Flyer.” She was very long, although her tail was
short and rounded off, ending elose to the ground.
he engine cover tapered to the front, where the
radiator was cowled to the merest, slanting slit;
that, and her streamlined, cased dumbirons gave
the machine a queer, vicious appearance.

Dick saw her in the light of clustered electrics
hastily rigged up in the barn. The low shonc
on her smooth bodywork and on her strange lines,
making the ear look weird and menacing and—
waspish ; that was it!

The car looked as though it was ready to shoot
madly forward, as it _crouched there between its
splayed-ont wheels. The whole of the body was
thin and narrow, almost ngly. The power of a
thousand horses was locked wp under her slender
bounet, To-morrow, Dick thought, he'd hear the
car loose its one-thousand horse-power. Old Bill
would make it go!

The Rival Record-breaker!

ICK turned in after that, and he was up
early the mext morning. He did fifteen
minutes of physical exercises in his room,
then he did @ two-mile trot along the

empty, oweeping Seacombe sands, and finished up

with a bathe. That was the start of his train-

ing, just in case he should be mneeded in some

emergency when the terrible Targa Florio race
s run.

as run.

When he got back, he found Big Bill already at
work on the engine of the Kent Flyer. He was
going over it with the professor, and so absorbed
were they that neither came in to breakfast. Dick
ate a leisurely meal, and left the inn for the
harn, but as he rcached the-open air, he stopped
dead.

The sands which had been
morning were now thick with people. Cars by the
hundred were parked near the sand dunes, and
spectators stood everywhere. Even as Dick saw
them, a section of the crowd parted at the head
of a slipway near some buildings a little distance
off, and as the people broke clear, Dick saw a
machine pushed down the slipway.

“1t’s the Ince Eight record-breaker!” he gasped
to himself, *Of course, they're going to try her
ont this moraing!”

Obviously, news of the tests of the great rival
machines had got about, and the crowd had come
in the expectation of thrills.

Dick went running forward over the firm,
yellow sand, and to his ears came the thunderous
roar of the car’s engine as it was rolled on to
hoards which had been placed at what was to he
the starting point of the test runs. The machine
was placed on boards to prevent the wheels sink-
ing into the sand: they would sink while the car
stood still, but the sand was firm enough to hold
the record-breaker when it started moving.

The ear looked nearly twice as big as the Rent
Flyer. It had been painted blue—the same colour
as Malcolm Campbell's record-breaking Blue-Bird,
Exhaust pipes, moulded into the body, streamed

so deserted that

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

back to the sloping, pointed tail; both pipes were
belching tongues of flame and roaring madly.

There was gargantuan power about the machine,
sheer smashing strength. They had got two
thousand horse-power out of the engine on the
test-bed, and it was the biggest thing on four
wheels. The monster had been named. Giant
Ince Eight, according to the letters painted on
the engine-cover.

The machine looked big enough to make Pro-
fessor Kent's car seem ridiculously small for the
dangerous work it had to do. The Giant Ince
had the strength of an clephant, possessing all an
elephant’s ponderous speed.

But Dick knew that the Kent Flyer had good
stuff in her. She might be small, but it was the
clever, planned slenderness of a racing greyhound
—and a greyhound could travel along a it
quicker than any elephant!

He saw Mark Lynch come striding down the
slipway towards the waiting car. People wateh-
ing lifted a sudden clieer as he showed, bnt their
voices were almost drowned 'by the thunder of
the car. The speedman wore a heavy crash
helmet and thick gauntlets, the cufls coming
almost up to his elbows. His white overalis were
buttoned high and tightly about his throat, and
his legs were wound about with tape right up to
the thighs.

This was to prevent the wind getting under his
clothing, because air becomes like something solid
at high speeds, and Lynch was certainly going to
travel at high speed that morning. even though
he “was only testing the machine. Dick heard an
Ince mechanic talking to another one near him.

“Goin’ touch two hundred miles an honr,
Lynch is,” the man said. “The boss told him
not to drive her above that. If she runs all right.
he'll drive her for the actual record the day
after to-morrow. He's going to do over three
miles & minute this morning—shifting, ain’t it!”

Lynch had to pass near where Dick was stand-
ing, and as the speedman came almost level, a
voice said :

“@Good luck, Lynch!”

Dick wheeled round. It was Big Bill who had
spoken, and he was standing iust behind. Lynch
stopped, pulling his gauntlets home.

“Hallo, Barry! Got over yonr licking in Italy?"”
And his thin lips twisted down at the corners
as he sneered. “Thanks for the good wishes, but
I don't need 'em!”

Then he strode on.

Bill stood looking after him, his eyes narrowed
a little. He knew—if nohody else did—what
Lynch was about to ; he'd just wished him
luck, and.’ in return, had been sueered at. Dick
stood glaring after the dark-faced man, and then
he glanced at Bill. lHow much longer would it be
before Bill realised whab an out-and-out rotter
Lynch was?

Dick watehed Lynch climb into the machine,
and settle down in his seat. Only the top of his
head showed above the high sides of the coekpit,
and a Jong metal wind-scoop in frout of his wind-
shield was design to throw the rushing air
clear of his head.

The shattering blast of the exhaust pipes lifted
to a smashing, crashing bellow as he trod on the
accelerator pedal. He lifted his hand, and
mechanics standing around jumped clear of the
Giant Ince.

*“He’ll run up the sands about three miles, then
turn her round, and they’ll time him along the
straizht mile right in front of us,” shouted Rill
to Dick. *You'll see—— There he goes!”

With a sudden lurch, the mammoth car shot off
the planks on which she stood, threshing wheels
spinning and hissing as they struck the sand.
Three planks whirled high into the air from the

(Continued on back page.)
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By THE EDITOR

A Toast! .
are again, chums, with
'H Christmas right on the doorstep, so
g to speak. How we’ve, all looked for-
ward to the great oceasion; how
we've had to possess our souls in patience
during the last few weeks, for Christmas is
one of those things we can’t hasten It’s
got to take its time. But now we’re on the
_threshold of it we can expand a little.

The turkeys and the Christmas puddings
are in the kitchens, as it were, ready to play
their respective parts on the twenty-fifth, and
i appetites are not too sharp set, on the
enty-sixth also. My! I'm lookmg for-
rd to it all just as much as you fellows;
.I'm just as boyish at heart as you are.

And why shouldn’t I be? Why, a chap
who has such a host of good ymmg friends
as 1 have (mght never to grow old. And
I’'m not growing old, take it from me. Like
the gentleman who ﬁgures in a well-known

dvertisement, I can leap a five-bar gate
with the best of 'em. I wonder if I shall
“e able to accomplish that feat on the
iwenty-fifth? Whai matters if T can’t. Any-

the inr won't turn’ up its nose in
disdain and say “I don’t think much of that
chap’s appeti And after the great feed,

“he hon-hom, the games, and the happy
. lapes.

But I'm forgetting something heve that I
¢hall cuhunly not forget on the great day,
md that is a foast. No matter how many
;s my helpings of Christmas pudding, I
shall r when toasts are the order of the
10\u and propose *“the health of my NELSON
Lee Lisrary chums all over the world.”
Remember that, won’t you?  Meantime,
heve’s wishing you all the merriest of merry
Christmas

os !
Every Dog Has His Day!

That’s what we are told, and there is a
of truth in the saying. One can picture
. dog, who has beéen waiting donkeys’
years for his special big day, sitting down
3 a respectable plate of bones feeling that
time had come at last. But a pal who
ites a wail from Shrewsbury is not think-
{ mutton bones. He is intensely ox-
evated—and I don't blame him—at the
atment he gets from some of his seniors.
“It’s just as though the whole erowd
mngumd T dide’t know a single thing,” he

“T am not a dud. Here have J
:l at a jolly old mob of subjects, but
{ ever I give an opinion I get- passed over

with a patronising enigger. I am supposed
to he tou young to nnderstand what’z what.”
That’s been the lot of the junior who does

know for umpteen ages. It is my opinion
that my Salopian chum is one of a dwindling
crowd of victims. This is the day for the
young man. He can bite on that. It is far
less the thing now to deery the ideas of the
fellow who is coming on. Of course, the
swanking clevershakes is sat upon at times,
and it does him good, but not so with the
earnest chap with grit who waits his time
to put in his word.

Why He is a Slacker!

Billy of Romford is a square peg in a
round hole, or vice versa. I have no wish to
turn this column into a complaint ecatalogue
with every grouse that reaches me marked
up in plain figures. But my Romford corre-
spondent has a grievance “which should be
aire:

He has been pitchforked into a job for
which he is not suited—all desk work, and
his mind is on mechanics. For the life of
him he can’t concentrate on his work. He
is set on a berth in an engincering shop,
and he gets absentminded and slack dotting
up rows of figures.

¥t is hard cheese, but it -is up to him to
make an eight h.p. effort io get through his
present duty with credit so that he can leave

with the band playing, so to speak. That
engineering job will come along. His very
keenuess will bring about this result. I re-
fuse fo regard this fellow as a slacker. One

knows the real slacker. He is a moon-faced
muit without any good goal in view.

Visibility Good!

chum asks how to make in-

Great snakes! If he had to

read a m ers he would rue the day

when invisible ink was invented, for some

of the so-called ordinary ink has a nasty .
trick of fading out as if it had heen treated

A Belfast
visible ink.

like the geraninm in the window and
generously Svatered,
My correspondent, who is keen to be a

journalist, asks about ink which is invisible.
I have sent him the recipe, but I would not
advise him to write his copy in this fluid.
No editor wounld stand it. Invisible writing

may please the crouching slenth at the
cinema, hut  everybody else hates it like
poison.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
Platform
N.S.

Lennard \\mr'm\e Waoodhbine,
b

Strect, Jad b Sydne;
Australia, wants to buy
LIBRARY . 51, new scries.

(Continued verleaf.) -
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