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The angry juniers seized hold of Ezra Quirke, swung him through the air, and then let go. Legs
spreadeagled, and arms flying, he went sailing towards a deep snowdrift,
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NIPPER & CO. IN A HAUNTED CASTLE! A STORY THAT GRIPS !

By: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank's stories now appearing in ‘‘ The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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Apparitions, myslerious tapping noises, weird fooisteps, falling piclures,

other hair-raising bappenings—all these are dpart of what proves 1o be

the most exciling Christmas Reggie Pill and bis chums of St
Frank’s bave ever spent,—ED.

CHAPTER 1.
Reggie Pitt’s Guests !

" BOUT time, too!” said Handforth indignantly.
He jumped down to the snow-covered platiorm, and a crowd of other Bt
Frank's juniors followed him out of the train. The dusk of the wintry day was
deepening, and snow was falling thickly. All day the sky had been overcast,
and there had been occasional snow showers, but at about two o’clock the fall had
settled itself down to real business. Seldom had the BSussex countryside experienced
such a heavy snowfall, and there was not the slightest indication that it would cease.
“Two hours late,” said Reggie Pitt, as he looked at his watch. * By Jove, you chaps,
that’s pretty awful, iso’t it? We ought to have been here at ten past two, and now it's
nearly a quarter past four!”

“Well, it can’t be helped,” said Nipper philosophically, “And it wouldn't be fair
to rail on at the railway company. FEvery train is packed just now, you know—a day

" or two before Christmas—and lots of trains are running in duplicate. All the lines are
congested to the utmost I1imit. This snow, coming on the top of all the extra trallic, has
just about disorganised the whole giddy system!”

“To say nothing of disorganising our systems,” said Pitt, nodding. ‘' We're a meal
short, my sons—and a certain vacuum underneath my overcoat is asking in no uncertain
voice to be filled.”

“Well, wo shall soon be having something to cat now,” said Jack Grey, with =a
chr::cI{lF. “It's not far to the castle, Reggie, and there's a meal waiting for us. -Let's bo
going."”

The juniors ploughed through the snow, and made their way towards the station exit.
It was still daylight, but the wintry afternoon was rapidly drawing in. As Nipper had
said, there was no sense in getting indignant with tho railway authorities. They were
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niore to be pitied than blamed. Conditions
were very bad for them on this snowy day.

Christmas was near—within a day or two,
in fact—and Reggie Pitt had come down
to Market Donning to spend Christmas under
the root of his castle. His own castle!

Just recently, Reggie Pitt had made the
surprising discovery that he had inberited
" Raithmere Castle—lock, stock and barrel.
It was his own property, every stick and
stone of it. His great-uncle, a Mr. Roger
Merton, had bequeathed the entire castle to
Reggic, and, as Reggie’'s parents were
abroad, he had hit upon the bright idea ol
spending Christmas under that ancient roof.
It was to be a house-warming—a merry,.
jolly, boisterous Christmas party of young
people.

Pitt was rather sorry that neither l.ionel
(‘orcoran nor the Hon. Tom Silward Har
borough could accept his invitations. For,
of course, Reggie had asked these two
prominent juniors to join the crowd.
“Corky " of the Fourth was the youthful
owner of the Blue Crusaders IFootball Club,
and, as it happened, he was giving a house-
warming of his own.

Just recently Corcoran had purchased an
old mansion on the heights overlooking the
football enclosure, and, much as he would
have liked to accept Reggie’s invitation, nis
place was with the celebrated Fatty Fowken
and all the other redoubtable Blues.

Tich Harborough, although a Removite,
was naturally in Corky’s own party, for he
was a Blue himself, and eould not be spared
from the team-—which had a big programme
of Christmas games. Both these cheery
juniors would be missed from the big St.
Frank's circle—for, although they were only
comparative newcomers to the old school,
they had made themselves very popular.

Then again, Vivian Travers was missing,
and tho cool, self-possessed Travers was an
asset to any party. However, his parents
had gone abroad for Christmas, and Travers
was with them.

But Reggie philosophically believed that

he and his guests would be able to have
plenty of fun and enjoyment in spite of
these handicaps.
"~ These juniors on the platform were really
the vanguard. They consisted of Pitt him-
self, Jack Grey, Nipper, Tregellis-West,
Watson, Handforth, Church and MeClure,
and Handforth’s minor, Willy. They were
the forerunners of the crowd that was to
come. As a matter of fact, Pitt had brought
them by an early train so that they ecould
see that everything was in perfect order
for the main party.

It -had been quite a good idea—but as the
train was two hours late it would make a
good deal of difference, for all the other
fellows were due within an hour. They were
comine down from London on a train which

should reach Market Donning at about five
o'clock.,

“There's hardly time for us to get to the
castle and back again before the rest show
up,” said Jack Grey. “Wouldn’t it be
better for us to wait here, and——"

“My dear chap, you mustn't be an opti-
mist,” said Reggie, with a chuckle. * You
surely don’t thnink that the next train will
arrive on time?  As we were two hours late,
it’s quite likely that this other train will
be threv hours late. You know what it's
like at Christinas time—and this snow is get-
ting worse and worse.”

“We'd better make a few inquiries,”
gested Nipper, as they arrived at
booking-othce.

These inguiries were by no means satis-
factory. 'The station ofltictals would not. com-
mit themselves to anything—beyond the one
concrete fact that the next train could not
possibly arrive before seven o'clock.  The
chances were that it would be much later,
So the juniors had to be content with that,

“1t's a pity, of course,” said Reggile. ** We
wanted them to get down hero before 16
was really dark, but as things stand they
won’t turn up untii late in the evening.
Well, never miind—no use cryving over spiit
milk, and it gives us plenty of time to get
to the castle and carry out our programme.
That's one consolation, anvhow,”

The juniors crowded out of the station,
stamping their fect to restore their circula-
tions, and they found that the snow was
already five or six inches deep.

“We can't really grumble about this
weather, you know,” said Church, as they
ploughed along. “We all wanted snow,
didn’t we? It's real Christmas weather!”

“Snow’s a fine thing—until it begins to
create inconvenicnce,” said Reggie, with a
laugh. “ But when it makes vour train late,
and when 1t makes motoring impossible,
vou're not quite so enthusiastiec about 1it.
There was going to be a car to meet us, but
I’'m not surprised it isn’t here. We shall
have to walk.”

They knew their way to Raithmere Castlo,
having been there before. They had, in
fact, paid a visit to the old place before
St. Frank’s had broken up for the Christ-
mas holidays, and those fellows who had
paid that visit were not likely to forget it.
It had been a ghostly, eerie experience.

In their minds, Raithmere Castle was a
place of mystery—a place of grim shadows,
dank passages and gloomy, panelled walls,
They had seen it under the worst possible
conditions. while 1t was utterly empty; they
had been there at dusk, withont lights—with-
out fires. Certain strange things had hap-
pened—uncanny things.

S0 it was hardly surprising that several
of these juniors were rnﬁkinp: forward to

sug-
the

You can read abont the early adventures of the Boys of 8t. Frank's every Tuesday in *“The Popular.”
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their next acquaintance with the castle with
a certain amount of foreboding!

7

CHAPTER 2.
Not the Same Place !

EGGIE PITT, how-
ever, had assured his
guests that every-
thing would be jolly

. and bright at Raith-

mere Castle now. They would laugh at their

former gloominess. Reggie further declared
they would spend one of the merriest possible

Christmases under his hospitable roof.

Without doubt, Reggie had done his ut-
Imost.

Well over a week since, he had cabled to
his father—who was on holiday abroad with
Reggic’s mother—and Mr. Pitt had entere
wholeheartedly into tho scheme, He had
scnt back all sorts of instructions to various
firms, and to his lawyer, Mr. Horace Middle-
ton.

Reggie, in fact, had been giveu a free
hand, and ho had taken full advantage of
this circumstance. He was doing the thing
properly.

Th
house had been installed in the castle, with
tho addition of other servants. All sorts

of people had been occupying the castle tor|
 haps he had f

days past, working their hardest.

The main party, due that evening, woulu
be a big one. It would consist of all the
prominent Removites and Iourth-IF'ormers of
St. Frank’s—including such stalwarts as
Archie Glenthorne, Ralph Leslie Fullwood,
Clive Russell, Harry Gresham, Fatty Little,
Buster Boots, Bob <Christine, and many
others. William Napoleon Browne, of the
Fifth, had promised to be there with Stevens,
his staunch pal, and, what was far more
interesting, Irene Manners & Co., of the
Moor View School, had gladly accepted
Reggie’s invitation, too. Reggle’s sister,
Winnie, had guaranteed to bring all thq girls
along, and at lcast ten of tho young [hdies

“We're going to have a jolly time,” de-

would be there.

clared Reggie, as they all trudged through
the snow towards the castle. **Let's hope
the train isn't later than eight, that's all.
If it is, supper will bo so late that the crowd
will be practically starving before it gets to
the castle.”

“It's all very well for you chaps to excuse
the railway company—but I don't!” said
Edward Oswald Handforth firmly. “The
railway companies know that snow is likely
in December, don't theyt They know that
they're going to have lots of extra {raius
running Just before Christmas! So why
‘can't they make proper arrangements? |
call it disgusting !”

d

e entire stafll from his father’s London |

|

1

—

{of things if we could have a real

——

D

“Well, ncver mind, Handy,” chuckled
Pitt  “Once the rest of the party is here,
we shall laugh at the delays.”

“What about the ghosts?” asked Willy
Handforth, *“1I hope they haven't all been
scared away.,”

. ”‘D:r}' up about the ghosts!” said Church.

We've come here to enjoy ourselves—not to
get the creeps!”

“Rats!” grinned Willy. “It'll be a
swindle if we don't sce a ghost in the castlo.
I wasn’t with you fellows when you saw the
furniture moving, and when you beheld a
wonderful spectre on the stairs s

“That's about enough from you, my lad!”
said his major, glaring at hini. “I'm not
superstitious, or anything like that, but we
don’t want to be reminded of that affair:
Understand? We've come here to speud
Christmas in a jolly mood, and tho first
chap who talks about ghosts will feel the
weight of my fist!”

B “Hear, hear!” said Nipper heartily.

'}"‘he whole subject of apparitions is taboo,”

All the samne, there were some ruIniny
Eappemn%s,'wemn't there?” asked Willy.

I thought it would rather add to the zost
ghost
n, what's the good ot
¢ isn't a phantom knock-

on the scene. I mean,
an old castle if ther
ing about ?”

But the other juniors would have none of
this ghost talk, and Willy was effectually
squashed. This was something of an
achievement, for the cheeky leader of ihe
I'hird needed a good deal of squashing. Por-
ailed to resist, however.

“Lights!” said Handforth suddenly, as he
pointed.  “By George! Lirhts—b
dozen! Look at ’em F” Rt
. Pretty, aren’t they?”
ing.

. Through the snow, they could see tw
lights ahead. The junicrs
to the castle now, and
had complete
glecamin
They w

said Reggie, halt-

inkling
Were very near
the gloom of night
ly descended. And thero,
g and winking, were many lights.
ere cheerful amidst all that darkness.

Hurrying on, the juniors soon discovered
that the castle was glowing in scores of win-
dows. The lights came glittering out upon
tho snow, and they scemed to be beckoning
the juniors on. They
were welcoming the

guests,

And 1if the exterior
of the castle looked
cheery, none of the
juniors could find
words to express their
feelings  when theyv
went indoors. They
crossed the  great

drawhridge, the iron-
studded doors wero
flung open by foot-
men, and Reggie Pitt
ushered his guests
inside,




6

“By George!” ejaculated Handforth, in
admiration.

“Well, I'm jggered!”

“I say, this 1s wonderful!”

“Rather!”

The new arrivals found themselves in the
imposing hall of the castle—a vast, lofty

place with panelled walls, and with a great

ouk staircase leading upwards to the high

landings.

The juniors remembered the hall as a place
of mystery—as a place where thev had secn
a strange, spectral presence. What a dif-
ference now! What a transformation !

The great hall was brilliant with light.
Powerful lamps were gleaming in a dozen
different places, casting a warm, cheery
radiance. An enormous log fire was hiss-
ing and crackling in the massive fireplace.
Overhead there were festoons of gay decora-
tions—every colour of the rainbow. Soft
carpets were on the floor, and holly and
mistletoe were bunched round the walls in
artistic groups. Seldom had the juniors seen
such a cheery, joyous-looking place. It
breathed of Christmas—it beckoned them,
welcoming them with hearty good will!

CHAPTER 3.
The Transformation |

EGGIE PITT smiled
benevolently upon his
surprised guests,

“] prithee, gentle-

» —— men, hist ye to your
host,” he remarked. “Surrender your head-
gear and accoutrements to yonder serfs, and
collect round ye good old Yule log. Me-
thinks a gnucf warming up would do us
mightily well.”

“Begad! But this is really frightfully
‘opping, you know,” said Sir Montie Tregellis-
West admiringly. “It is, really! Congrats,
Reggie, old boy! I rather expected the
place to be changed, but this is a staggerer.”

“By George, rather!” said Handforth.
“Instead of an ogre’s castle, it becomes a
fairy palace.”

“And one wave of my trusty wand, for-
sooth, will produce victuals, and a goodly hot
brew,” grinned Reggie genially. *In other
words, my sons, peel off your giddy over-
coats, and we’ll trot in to tea!”

“Hear, hear!”

“A jolly good idea, Reggie

Their overcoats and mufflers and caps were
surrendered to the waiting footmen, who
were all smiling widely, in spite of their ex-
cellent traiping. They felt, perhaps, that
they could relax in the presence of these
schoolboys,

The buticr, a staid, portly individual, not
anlike a Cabinet Minister, ventured forward
with a benevolent, fatherly smile on his
Emple face.

|1

 Reggie,
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“Everything is perfectiy in order, Master
* he said. “For myseif I am ver
satisfied with the way in which all the wor
has been accomplished, A very remarkable
alteration has been effected during the past

| few days.”

“I can see that, Ward,” replied Reggie,
nodding. “And [ expect I'7¢ got to thank
you for a good deal of it, eh? Good man!
I'm sorry we're late.”

“Considerably late, Master Reggie,” said
Ward. “However, 1 imagine that you and
your young friends lingered on the way from
the station, probably lured by the snow.”

“Then, all 1 can say, old son, is that your
imagination has run riot, replied Reggie.
“We weren't lurad by the snow in the
slightest degree. But the train was. It
finally staggered :nto Market Donning just
over two hours late.”

“Ah, one can never be .ure of trains at
this time of the year, sir,” said Ward sen-
tentiously.

“And I understand that the next train
won’t arrive until about half-past seven ov
eight,” continued Pitt. “I'm afraid that's
going to mess up your arrangements, lsn't
it? You were planning a big feed for half-
past six, weren't you?”

“I'hat was the
Reggie,”

“Then we shall have to put cverything
back for two or three hours,” replied Reggie.
“Not that it matters much., We fellows
can have a good tea now, and we shall have
plenty of time to get up z2n appetite for
supper Lead us to the grub, Ward, and
lead us swiftly !”

They were escorted into one of the many
smaller apartments of the castle. Like the
great hall, it was aglow with glecaming lamps,
and a great fire was blazing in the open
hearth.  The panelled walls had lost their
gloominess in a perfect riot of gay decoration.
It was 1mpossible to feel depressed in this
carnival-like atmosphere.

“Just wait until all the rest arrive,” said
Reggie, as he sat down at the table. “There'll
be crowds of us, don’t forget—dozens. I tell
you, this is going to be one of the jolliest
Christmases we ever spent.”

“1 believe you, old man,” said Nipper.
“It was a great idea of yours to have this
house-warming.”

The others were in full and hearty agrec-

arrangement, Master

it

ment. They enjoyed that tea tremendously.
They were ravenously hungry after their
journey, and the food was of the best. The

castle was so warm, so cheery, so home:-like,
that long before the meal was over the
juniors were feeling in the highest of spirits.
To think of ghosts in this place was ludic-
rous,

Yet Nipper had noticed one or two
trifling signs—small in themselves, but never-
theless significant. The other fellows had
not been so observant as Nipper. They had
not noticed the uneasv looks on the faces of
one or two of the servants. Even Ward,

§
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the butler, was not quite at his easze, although
it was clear that he was attempting to be
50,

Nipper noticed these things, but kept his
own council. Perhaps he had been mis-
taken—and he was certainly not going to say
anything to destroy the gaiety of the party.

As soon as tea was over, Pitt led his guests
round on a tour of inspection. First of all
they went into the banqueting-hall. It wuas
one of the most imposing apartments of the
castle. A great chamber with a lofty roof,
where the oak beams merged into the black-
ness ‘overhead. A room of shadows—of mys-
terious, eerie corncrs.

At lcast, it had been.
formed like everything
else. There was a kind
of false ceiling of car-
nival decorations
hanging there in
wildering masses  of
colour. There were
lights In every corner,
and as for the pgreat
table—well, most of the
juniors could only stand
and stare at it 1o won-

Now it was trans-

be-

der at first, It was
simply  loaded  with
good things. It
groaned under
its  weirht of  food.
This was the big sup-
per—the  royal  feed
which had been pre-
pared for the main
party.

Lo the ball-room theree
was just the same at-
mosphere of cheeriness.
Wherever the juniors

went, they could hear
the sounds of people.
There were many ser-

vants in the castle, in-
cluding a staff of cooks,
waiters, and footmen.
There were even four
or flive maids—ladies
maids, espeeially for the
benefit of Irene & Co. Nothing had been
forgotten for the comfort of the puarty.

CHAPTER 4.

The Scream in the Cor-
ridor !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH  was
pleased to be candid.

“Well, Reggie, old
. man, I've got to
admit that you've given me an eye-opener,”
bhe said frankly. “I rather expected the
castle to bo bright and cheery, but, hang it,
this is almost too good to be true! 1 saw
the place as it was, remember—and I can

EZRA QUIRKE.,

hardly ﬁﬁheIie}'a that it’s the same building.
Everything is so—so bright and cheery and
Christmassy.”

“That's how I want it to be,” smiled
Reggie,
“Rather!” agreced Handforth. “At the

same time, all those fatheads who were
scared about ghosts and things will wish they
hadn't spoken.  What utter rot! Just
imagine a ghost in a place like this! Might
as well expect to tee one in the middle of
Piccadilly Circus at theatre-time!”

“Well, I don't mind admnitting that I'm
considerably surprised myself,” said Reggic.
“I don't think there's any question about the
success of our Christmas party, eh? Now
let’s go upstairs and
inspect the bed-rooms.”

“That's not a bad
idea,” said Tommy
Watson. “Alfter all,
it’s the bed-rooms that
count, isn't 14?”

“What do you mean
—count said Iland-
forth.

“Oh, nothing!”
plied Watson,

“He means, Handy,
that 1if there 18 to be
any ghostly manifesta-
tions, it will come dur-
ing the night”
chuckled Nipper. *‘So,
naturally, the  bed-
rooms are of import-
ance.”

“What piffle!”
Handforth gruffly.

“I’'s not
either!” relorted
son. “If these «down-
stairs rooms are all
cheery and bright, and
the bed - rooms are
gloomy, we shan’t be
able to sleep  very
peacefully. I mean, the
brightness of the ball-
room and all this would
only seem to aggravale
the gloominess of the bed-rooms. And
ghosts are supposed to be seen at night, ufter
bed-time. Not that I'n: scared in any way!”
he added hastily.

“Not a bit!” said Handforth, with sar-
casmm. “You're only in a blue funk!”

“I'm not!” roared Tommy.

“Peace, children—peace!” said Reggin
Pitt. ““What meaneth this unseemly pother?
Let's get upstairs, and settle this moot
point. Personally, I believe the bed-rooms
will prove to be as unghostly as any bed-
rooms in the Savoy llotel! Light, my sons!
That's the seeret of it all—light and eolour.
No ghost who has any consideration for hias
self-respect will venture into a place that 1s
flooded with light and jazzy with colour,
In fact, we might say that these old walls
arc now untroubled by any phantoms.”

v g ]

re-

said

pifile,
Wat-
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When they got upstairs they realised, with
full force, that Reggie’s argument was right.
Not a trace of gloom was left in the castle.
At least, in this part of the castle—which
was, after all, only a small portion of that
great old pile. Most of the castle was in
a state of ruin, and only the inhabitable
wing had been dealt with.

All the bed-rooms were aglow with many
lights, and fires were burniug in every grate.
Anything less cerie could not have been
located.

“Well, are you all satisfied 7" asked Reggic
at length.

“Rather!” said Watson. “I say, won’t
the other chaps be delighted? Reggie, old
man, you've done everything toppingly.
You're a sport!”

“Well, let’s get downstairs and have a
squat round the big log fire in the hall,”
suggested Pitt. “I1 can’t think of anything
more congenial at the moment. And 1t’ll
pass the time away before we go to the
station to meet the crowd.”

The suggestion was adopted heartily . they
all turned out of the bed-room and made
their way towards the landing. But then,
just at that moment—while nobody happened
to be speaking—a curious, throbbing scream
broke out on the air.

All those juniors came to a sudden halt,
startled.

That scream had come from an adjoining
corridor, and there was something so terrify-
ing in 1its note—something so suggestive of
horror—that the boys caught their breaths
in, and felt their hearts thumping madly.
They all checked, as though pulled up by an
invisible barrier.

“What—what's that?” gasped MecClure.

“l don’t know!” said Nipper, looking
round. “It sounded like one of those maid-
servants——"’ -

“By George!” shouted Handforth. “ Quick,
yon fellows!”

A girl, dressed in the neat uniform of a
chambermaid, had suddenly come into view
round the angle of another passage. She
was staggering along in a dazed kind of way,
and there was such an expression of terror
on her pale, drawn face that the juniors ran
towards her. She was a pretty girl—very

"~ dainty, and quite
young. It was pitiful
to see her in such a
etate of terror. Her
eyes  were  staring
fixedly.

Sobbing con-
vulsively, she slith-
ered against the wall,
and sagged down to
the floor before any
of the juniors could
reach her.

She lay there—still.

“She’s fainted!”
said Nipper. “Don’t
get the wind up, you
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fellows! I don’t suppose there’s anything in
it. Somebody rush and fetch some water—
and look sharp about it! Come on, Handy
—help me!”

Between them they seized the wnfortunate
girl, and gently raised her. She was breath-
ing heavily, and she was quite unconscious.
There was something very pitiful in the
picture of this stricken girl-—so pretty, so
smart. A minute carlier she had been full
of vivacity and smiling life. Now she was
lying there, in the arms of these juniors,
the victim of some strange, sudden terror!

CHAPTER 5.

What the Chambermaid
Saw |

ARD, the butler, came
hurrying up with no
thought for his dig-
nity.

“What is it, young
he asked, pufling

gentlemen—what is it ?”

considerably. *“What was that scream just
now "

“Don’t alarm yourself, Ward,” said
Reggie Pitt. “It’s only one of the girls.
She’s fainted. 1 don’t ﬁnﬂw why—but girls

do faint sometimes.
I suppose.”

“1t's Daisy!” said Ward, as he looked at
the pale-faced girl. “I don’t like it, Master
Reggie. 1 don’t like it at all. Daisy 1sn’t
the kind of girl to imagine things. One of
the jolliest of them all! It was she, in fact,
who scoffed and laughed when the other
girls started talking about ghosts. Daisy
isn’t afraid of anything—never has bcen! A
plucky girl, if ever there was one!”

“Well, we shall soon hear what happened,”
said Handforth gruffly. “There’s no need
to make all sorts of guesses. Where’s that
water? Why the dickens can’t somebody
fetch some water? Anybody might think
we were in the middle of the Sahara!”

“Here we are!” sang out Tommy Watseon,
as he came running up.

Ward himself now took charge of the
operations. He knelt in the corridor, and
gently sprinkled water into the fainting girl’s
face. An elderly woman had come up, too
—the housekeeper—and she was assisting. On
the landing and in the corridors other ser-
vants were gathering, watching from a dis-
tance. There was a hush everywhere.

“Now, now, Daisy, my givl,” said the
housekeeper gently. “You must pull your-
self together. What is it?”

“Give her time, Mrs. Wa'ters—give her
time,” said the butler. *“She hasn‘t come
to yet.”

Daisy was breathing more easily now, and
her eyelids were fluttering,

“That’s better,” said Mrs. Walters.
“Come, Daisy—you’ll scon be all right now.”

A case of imagination,
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in tervor.

“Where is he?'" she.panted in the faintest
of whispers. “Ol, where is he?”

“Where’s who?" asked the butler,

“The old man—the queer old man in the

The girl opened her eyes, and stared round
e

strange clothes!” said Daisy shakily. “I saw
him down the passage—at the end! He was
coming towards me!”

“Nonsense!” eaid DMrs. Wallers softly.

“Daisy, girl, this isn’t like you! You didn’t
see anything—it was only your imagination.”
“It wasn’t—it wasn’t!"” panted the girl,
her voice rising in fear. “I saw him—just
as clearly as 1 can sece you, Mrs. Walters!
Yos, am} I could see right through him!”
““Oh, crumbs!”
“Begad!"”
“Through him?” repeated the butler un-

easily, ¢ Steady, Daisy—steady, my lass!
You must have been
dreaming.”

“Oh, I wasn’t, DMr.
Ward!” sobbed the
pirl, clutching at the
wusekeeper.  “I  saw
him, [ tell you! A
gueer-looking oid man

DO YOU KNOW

that there’s a fine long

figure upstaics here. I didn’t believe it at
the time—I thought it was just fancy, you
know. But when another girl sees the
same thing, well-—— Xspecially Daisy!"” he
a.d'-:led.’ “I unever thought she'd see any-
tinng.’

And the butler went off, leaving the
juniors to themselves. It was some moments
before anybody spoke.

“It’s queer,” said Nipper at length.
“Thundering queer.”

“You mean——"" began Reggie Pitt.

‘“It’s pretty obvious what 1 mean, isn’t
it ?”" went on Nipper. “Wo saw that strange

old man when we came here before. Don’t
you remember, you fellows?”

“Rather!” said Watson, with a little
shiver. “We saw him in the utter darkness

—and we all bunked ont of the castle like the

dickens. And the old man "went right
through the wall—just
as Daisy  described.

The castle 7s haunted,
Reggie!”
““Oh, rot!” said Reg-
gie Pitt unhappily.
“"Well, you can’t get
away from facts!” said

—ever so queer! And Church. “I say, how
as I ran away, scream- story of NIPPER & CO, rotten ! }Jl_lsst as  we
ing, he walked right QO - were  thinking  that
thrégugh the wall—-—ju§t of ST. F R_‘A‘NK S’ in this everything was s o
Eﬂ if the wall wasn’t weeks 1ssue of The cheézryf, t{}?[ b:I[t SlTlts
iere "’ sort of cast a blight on
“Stuff 1"  said DMus. the wholo place, hasn't
Walters sharply. “1 P 0 P U I A R it? What are we going
¥ 1 * ,,l_}l?
::'?tfglteiﬂf Dt::isy,gmt)t:l;é m“dlfio?lf?i‘;:g;——except go
you're making it very downstairs, and squat
diflicult. This is non- NOW ON SALE. in front of the log fire,
sense!  Come, come— a 8 w e originally
pull yourself together, planned,” said  Pitt

Lk | 1

you foolish girl! I tell you—

Daisy managed to get to her feet, and she
clung to Mrs. Walters.

“Oh, take me away from here!” she
whispered. “Please—please! 1 can’t stand
this place another hour, and I shall go mad
if I have to remain all night!”

“Take her away, Mrs. Walters,” said
Ward., “Tuke her into the kitchen, and put
her in front of the fire. Give her a drop
of something, if you've got it—just a little
tot of brandy i1s what she needs. Imagina-
tion--that's all. 1 was half-afraid of Iit.
These girls oughtn’t to go about the gorri-
dors alone."

Duaisy was led off by the housekeeper and
the other maids. After they had gone Ward
turned to the Bt. Frank’s fellows and looked
at them significantly,

“That’s not the first time, either, Master
Reggie,” he said,

“What do you mean?” said Pitt.

“Well, maybe it’s best not to say too
much, siv,” replied the butler, “but there’s
been queer things happening here. One of

the other girls said she saw & strange]

briskly, *“And no more talk about blights,
either, my sons!”

They went downstairs—but they were not
the same jolly, care-free crowd of schoolboys
now !

e A

CHAPTER 6.

The Menacing Shadow !

p) NQUESTIONABLY, the
atmosphere of jollity

had gone. _
As the juniors
= grouped thetnselves

round the big log fire in the hall, several cf
them  involuntarily lanced over their
shoulders, They were iooking towards that
great staircase, where they éhm:l scen  the
figure of that ghostly old man. Perhaps they
expected to sece him again, just as Daisy
had seen him. Yet it seemed so ridiculous.
This hall was flooded with lights. The air
was wurm and oheery. The great log fire
was crackling and blazing merrily.
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“Now, you chaps, | don’t want to be
fatherly, or anything like that,” said Reggie,
“but we’ve got to pull ourselves together.
For goodness’ sake, don’t let your
imaginations get the better of you.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Nipper approvingly.

“There’s not the slightest evidence that
there’s anything weird or ghostly about the
place,” went on Reggie. “Ward speaks
pretty hughty of Daisy’s pluck, but any girl
i« liable to imagine things. Girls are built
Qfferently to us.”

“You'd better not let your sister hear you
caying that,” said Tommy Watson.

“Or my sister, either!” grinned Willy.

“1 doun’t care whether they hear it or not,”
soid Roeggie. “Girls don’t like to admit that
thevy are more highly strung than boys or
men—but human vature 1s  human nature.
And facts arve facts, This may be an age
where  girls  consider themselves Just as
capable as men, bui, when it comes to a
test, they give the show away.”

“1f 1t comes to that, lots of fellows would
have been scared out of their wits if they
had suddenly seen a ghost,” said Tommy
Watson,

“Perhaps so—but they wouldn’t have
screnmmed,” argued Reggie. “They wouldn’t
have fainted, either. That’s the point [I'm
trving to get at. A girl is always more
liable to imagine things. So we can take it
for cranted that Daisy gave way to a fit of
imagination in that corridor. It's so easy to
so¢ things when you’re by yourself, and—"

“Pegring yvour pardon, Master Reggie!l”
interrupted Ward, the butler.

The juniors turned, and found the portly
butler just behind them.

“I'd just like to say, young geutlemen,
that things are more serious than they seem,”
said Ward. “This isn’t the first strange
thing that’s happened. I didn’t mean to say
anything about i1t, seeing as you young
gentlemen might be affected. But one of
myv footmen saw a table moving yesterday!
Yes, voung gents—moving!” added Ward
impressively.  “Moving without anybody
touching it!”

“Like that chair in the banqueting-halll”
said Tommy Watson breathlessly.

“Which chair, sir?” asked Ward.

“Oh, nothing!” said Nipper. “When we
inspected the castle a weck or two ago, one
of the big chairs in the banqueting-hall
started capering about on its own. It was a
rummy sort of experience, but I’m not satis-
fied that it was caus~d by a phostly influence.”

Ward shook his | .ad.

“It’s all very well to say that, young gent
—but there’s rum things happen,” he said.
“T haven’t been superstitions—not until I
come to this castle, anyway. I always laughed
at ghosts—said they were silly—but, what
with one thing and another, I’m beginning

to change my opinion. There’s all sorts of
quecr stories going on in the servants’-hall,
and this affair of Daisy won’t do anything to
silence them, either.” )

“But I thought everything was so jolly
and gay?” said Reggile Pitt,

“Well, so it is, sir, in the main,” replied
Ward. “During the day everything is as
right as you'd like, but when it gets near
bed-time, and all the lights are put out,
there’s liable to be a lot of whispered talk.
Mrs. Walters has put all the girls together
in one big room, and there’s a fire in that
room all mght—and lights burning, too. So
there’s no reason why they should eet
seared. Plenty of company for one ancther,
anyway. It's the same with the men.
I'hey’re sleeping three and four in a room.
But, in spite of all this, there’s a sovl of
general uneasiness.”

Pitt laughed.

“Oh, checse it, Ward!” he said scoflingly.
“You’re not trying to tell me that you grown-
ups are scared! It’s so—so ridiculous! In
any case, it’s your duty to put things right.”

Ward. drew bhimself up, and looked
dignified.

“I hope I know my duty, Master Reggic!”
he said stiffly.

“Of course you do,” replied Reggic. “But
I look to you to put a stop to these foolish
rumours, You're in charge here, Ward—
vou're the boss of all these servants.”

“Not according to Mrs. Walters!” said the

butler. “She won’t let me talk to any of the
irls.” ;
“Well, she’s wrong,” said Reggia. “The

butler is always in full charge, and it’s your
duty, Ward, to tell Mrs. Walters that she’s
got to kill these rumours. Go and have a
talk to her now. Our guests will soon be
arriving—lots  of them—and 1t would be
pretty awful 1if they found the houschold
looking scared. Be a sportsman, Ward,
and—"

“Very good, Master Reggie,” said the
butler. “You can rely on me. After all,
there’s commonsense in what you say, sir.
There aren’t such things as ghosts--no, and
vou won't make me belicve it, either! A
lot of silly talk—a lot of ridiculous imagina-
tion! That’s all it 1s! Leave it to me,
Master Reggie! I'll see to it!”

The butler went off—thoroughly on his
mettle. Reggie’s little chat had had due
effect,. Ward was determined to make his
influence felt on the domestic staff.

Things looked a little brighter now.

All the same, none of these juniors could
quite forget that expression of horror which
had shone out from Daisy’s eves just before
she had fallen in a faint. Could that ex-
pression have been caused by ler own
imagination? Tt hardly seemed likely.

What was the secret of this grim old

| castle 7
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CHAPTER 17.
Another Manifestation !

IPPER glanced at his
watch,

“Ten minutes to
seven,” he said.
“Shall we be making
a move, you fellows 7"

11

The castle, in fact, would be ecrowded with

i noisy schoolbovs—and the old walls would
{ echo with the laughter of Yrene & Co., too.

That would make-a big difference. I would
be lots better when the main party turncd
up.

Ward, the butler, felt the same. Tt was an
arcument he used with the cother servants.
He assured them that as soon as these voung
people came in full foree there would be no
further sensation of mystery. Once the
castle rang with young voices, it would be

'

o A i’ﬂﬁ’f I

was staggering along in a dazed kind of way, and there was an expression of terror on lier face.

“Might as well,” replied Reggie Pitt.
“It'll take us half an hour to get to the
station through this snow, and it'll be almost
half-past seven by the tirne we arrive.”

“All right—let’s po,” said Hlandforth, who
was ever ready to get into action. “T’ll bet
the train won’t turn up until about half-past
nine, but we might as well be at the station.
It would look bad if we didn’t mect the
crowd."

So they prepared to depart. Nobody said
anything, but nearly all those fellows were
rvather cager to go on this journey to the
station. It wasn’t that they were scared of
Raithmere Castle, but they couldn't get rid
of that strange, mysterious feeling of
eerieness.

It would be very different when all the
other fellows arrived.

impossible to feel secared., And such was
Ward’s elogquence that all the other servants
listened to him, and hecded.

“1 think everything will be all right, young
eentlemen,” said the butler, as he came into
the hall. “One or two of the maids are just
a bit nervous—and we can’t blame them after
what happened to that silly givi—but they’ll
bo all right later on, when you come back
with the other young ladies and gentlemen.”

“KExpeet us when you sce us, Ward,” said
Pitt. “There’s no telling how late the train
will be. But you’ll have supper all ready,
won’t you?” .

“It will be served the instant you return,

tair,” replied Ward.

“That's fine!
Come alongr,
into the stilly

“Good!" nodded Reggie.
Are you fellows ready now?
then. Quick marech! Out
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night! ’Zounds!
dogs, methinks!”

“Rats!” said Handforth, "“The more snow,
the better! What's the good of Christmas
without snow? By Georgel We're going to
have some ripping times here, 1 can tell you!
We'll have a big snow-fight to-morrow to
start with, and——"

“Yes, old man—but we’ll leave these dis-
cussions until another time,” interrupted
Reggie gently. “Let’s get to the station,
and let’s prepare our speeches of welcome for
the honoured guests.”

They climbed into their overcoats, adjusted
their mufllers, and were soon ready for the
journey. It was quite impossible for any
motor-car to undertake the trip. Many parts
of the road were under a foot of smow. In
gome places the drifts were eighteen inches
and two feet deep. There were one or two
cars at the castle, but to use them was out
of the question.

Not that the juniors minded much. It was
rather fun, ploughing their way through the
snow; and it would be fun, too, coming back
with all the others. There was a note of
real Christas in this sort of thing.

Just as they were preparing to go, one of
the footmen came hurrying into the hall, and
his face was pale and drawn. He hesitated,
and secemed at a loss for a moment or twe.
Pitt looked at him.

“What’s the matter?” he demanded.

“I—I wanted to speak to Mr. Ward, sir!”
said the footman.

“What’s  happened?” asked  Reggie.
“What are yvou looking so white about the
erills for ?”

“Tt—it’s one of these seullery-maids, sir,”

But ’tis a night unfit for

said the man huskily. “8he’s not feeling
very well! Sayvs that she heard some

peculiar knockines in the wall just now.”

“Rubbish " said Ward, turning to the
man. “You go back and tell the girl that
she’s imagining things.”

“But she's very insistent, siv!” suid the
footman. “She says she heard these knock-
ings—and footsteps, too! Footsteps right in
the wall!”

The butler compressed his lips.

“You’d better go, Ward,” said Pitt, before
the man could speak. “Don’t mind about
us-—we can let ourselves out. You go along
to the scullery or the kitchen, or wherever
it is, and have a word with this girl
Another case of imagination, I suppose.”

“Thut’s it, . Master Reggie,” agreed the
butler gruffly. “I'm getting tired of it.
They’re all.the same—all as frightened as
a lot of babies!”

He hurried off with the footman, and the
juniors found themselves looking at one
another with rather uncertain expressions.

“Well 7 said Reggie at length, "“We'd
beticr go, hadu’t we?”

 said nothing.

“I say, 1t’s rummy, sp’t it?" said
Chulr”trzh. “I mean, all these things happen-
ing

“Rot!” said Handforth. “What has
happened? Any girl i1s liable to imagine

that she can hear footsteps and knockings.
The servants have been scared aboutl these
rumours, and about P

He broke off, and his gaze became fixed.

“Great Scott!” he muttered in bewilder-
ment.

The others spun round and stared at the
spot where Handforth had been looking.
There was a heavy suit of armour in the far
corner of the hall, mounted on a kind of
pedestal. It was a wonderful suit of armour,
too, gleaming and glittering in a dull kind
of way. But the other juniors could szee
nothing particularly startling about it.

“What’s the matter, Handy?" said
McClure, staring.

Handforth passed a hand over his eyes.

“Am I dreaming or what?” he asked.
“That suit of armour moved just now!”

“What!”

“It moved, I tell you!” said KEdward
Oswald.

“Come, come, old man!” said Reggie in-
dulgently. “Are you beginning to mmagine
things now?! I’'m surprised at you. A
hard-headed, matter-of-fact chap like—"

“But I tell -you 1t did move!” protested
Handforth, running across the hall and
looking at the suit of armour more closely.
“I can’t understand it! I happened to
glance into that cornmer, and I saw that
suit bend forward—absolutely lean forward-—
and one of the arms rose up and pointed at
me |”

“Oh, cheese it!”

“Draw it mild, Handy!”

The juniors protested in no uncertain
voices. This seemed too thick altogether.
But Nipper was looking very keen, and he
He knew Handforth of old,
and although Handy was inclined {(o
exaggerate any story, it was not one of his
characteristics to "“see double.” He had

definitely stated that that suit of armour
had moved, and Nipper believed that Hand-
forth was right.

But how 1

The thing kad moved!
And by what means?

CHAPTER 8.

Through the Snowstorm !

o ANDFORTH scratched
: his head wonderingly.
H “Well, it beats

me ! he said.
“There’s nothing
liere—no wires or sticks or levers, or any-
thing! And the suit of armour is us emply
as Mac’s brainbox 1"
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“No need to drag me into it!" said
McClure tartly.

“There's certainly nobody inside the suit
of armour,” remarked Nipper, as he
examined it. “And there aren’t any wires
or strings., What’s more, the whole thing 1s
sect on this pedestal solidly.” _ .

“And yet it moved,” said Reggie Pitt.

“It pointed an accusing finger at Handy.”

“I didn’t say an accusing finger!” denied
Handforth. *“ Why should it be accusing?
I’ve done nothing, you ass!l”

“Just a figure of speech,” murmured
Reggie. . '
“I don't believe it!” said Sir Montie

Tregellis-West stoutly. “I'm most fright-
fully sorry, Handy, old boy, but I don’t
believe it. Begad, no! I can only conclude
that your imagination ran away with you.
The thing’s impossible—absolutely impos-
sible! It is, really! Suits of armour can’t
move without means!”

Pitt glanced round.

“Better go easy!” he said in a low voice.
“Don’t talkk so loudly, you fellows. Some
of the footmen might hear, and it'll only
cause another scare. There’s been quite
enough of that sort of thing this evening,
without anv more. Let’s get off. It's well
after seven.”

They went out, with the mystery un-
explained. The suit of armour had been
examined thoroughly, but nothing had been
discovered. There was no indication of
trickery. Most of the juniors were quite
cgytain that Handforth had imagined the
thing.

Even Handforth himself rather wondered
if his eves hadn’t deccived him, 1t was all
very queer. It was particularly puzzling,
for that hall was brilliantly illuminated
and gay with bright decorations.

That was just it.

The bright lights, the blazing fives and the
Christmas decorations did not altogether
obliterate the eecrie atmosphere of Raith-
mere Castlee When the juniors had first
arrived they had felt that all the ghostly
atmosphere would now be killed. DBut such
was not the case. In spite of all these pre-
parations, there was something in the very
air that caused a fecling of doubt and un-
easiness,

It may have been a merc association of
ideas. These boys knew that the castle was
supposed to be haunted. They had had
queer experiences within those walls them-
selves, The scrvants were talking about
ghosts—were saying that they had secen
ghosts. Perhaps all these ideas, put together,
were resulling in the general uneasiness.
It was, at all events, the most logical
explanation.

Once the boys were well clear of the castle
grounds they felt much better. Tt scemed
to them that a shadow had been lifted from
them. The menace had pgone—the hidden
horror of the castle was no longer oppressing

13

them. Certainly it was very strange—very
unagcountable.

Any sort of conversation was difficult now.
For the snowstorm, if anything, was increas-
ing in violence. It was no longer a quiet
downfall—a steady, soft fall of snow. The
wind was rising, hooting across the open
spaces with 1cy, cutting force, and with it
came loads and loads of snow, drifting into
white banks, blinding the juniors as they
fought their way on.

They found ,themselves plugging
laboriously through heavy drifts, and now
and again a tremendous flurry would come
hooting down out of the blackness. At times
they were almost compelled to stop, and
to gather their strength against the storm’s

| onslaught.

“By Jove!” roared Reggie, as they paused
for breath, "It’s getting worse and worse!”

“Rather!” bellowed Handforth. “Real
Christmas weather, eh ?”
“We're all In  favour of Chyistmas

weather, Handy, but it’s possible to have
too much of a good thing,” said Nipper.
“And this 1s too much!”

“Eh?” roared Handforth. *“What!"

“TIt doesn’t matter!” yvelled Nipper.

“What doesn’t matter?” demanded Iland-
forth, at the top of his voice.

“Nothing!” bellowed Nipper. "“Let’s get
on, It’ll take us an hour to get to the
station at this rate!” ) N

They floundered on, and all further
attempts at conversation were abandoned.
It was practically impossible to speak and
to hear in that howling gale.

The snow was coming down in millions
of tiny flakes. 'They were no longer big
flakes, floating about in the air. They were
like tiny icicles, driven by the wind with
Gverwhe{ming force.

Once or twice the juniors nearly lost their
way. Some of the lanes were so disguised
by the snow that it was almost Impossible
to tell which was the correct way and which
the wrong. But at last, much to their relicf,
they fought their way down into the villago
of Market Donning. The station was a little
further on, and they would soon reach it.

One or two of the little shops were show-
mg gleams of light,
but for the most part
the village was dead. “
Not a soul could be
seen. Iiven when they
got to the station it
was just the same.

The booking-office
was closed, and only
a glimmer from a

- & ] ."
smoky oil lamp couid e
be scen. The plat:
form  was  cmptly,
snow - covered and
deserted, s0 the »
. ; ' i e
juniors forced their :

way into the booking- o
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ofice and closed the door. They loosened
their mufters and breathed hard. _

“Phew! That was a struggle, if you
hike ! said Iandforth, shaking himself like
a preat dog, and sending a spray of snow
in all directions.

“Never mind about the struggle,”
Regeie Pitt. ** What about the tramn?
Jove, it's ten minutes past eight !”

“And nobody here—not even a porter,”

said
By

said Watson. I say, the train couldn’t
have gone, could it? It hasn’t been i,
and-—-—"

“No, that’s impossible,” said Pitt. “We

should have met the chaps on the way.”
“Resides,” added Nipper, “there aren’t

any foutprints outside, and that proves that

nobody has been in or out for quite a time.”

He walked across to the ticket office and
thumped on the little window. There was
no response. The station seemed to be abso-
lutelv  deseried.

This was a fine state of affairs. All those
other fellows, and the Moor View girls, had
started ont from London. That fact was
certain. They were on their way now—prob-
ably lingermg on some siding, waiting for
other trains to pass.
© Snow  was certainly  Christinassy in
appearance, but it had its drawbacks!

—_—

CHAPTER 9.

Startling News !
EGGIE PITT and his

companions looked at
one another with
concern.

“What the dickens
asked Watson. "“The train
Any-
was

shall

do 7"
hasi’'t come, and there’s nobody here !

we

"body might think that
obsolete or something.!” |

"So it is—ncarly!” growled Handforth.

“You mustn’t forget, old man, that Market
Donning 1s a very small station,” said
Reggie. “Only the unimportant trains stop
.here, and until the train has been actually
signalled, there’s nobody about. I mean,
even the stationmaster doesn’t trouble to
come out or his cosy little cottage.”

There was a good deal of truth in this,
The train ultimately would probably be sig-
nalled from the next station—a telegraph mes-
sege would come from the signal box, and
then the signalman would ring a bell, or
something, and the station staff—consisting,
probably, of the stationmaster and a clerk—
~would {JEGDHJE active. The indications all
went to show that the train was sgtill a
long way away.

“Let’s go on the platform again,” said
Handforth, at length. “There might be a

{mrter in one of the sheds, or something.
We've got to ask somebody.”

this line

o
x e it
.*::'_?l'_ _": .

1 “We don’t want to come 1in.

So they wenl out ou tue wind-swept plat-
form, and slamped -t and down to no pur-
ose. Then Nipper noticed that the signal-
ox was situated at the end of the platform
—indeed, adjoining the platiorm. The light
could be seen gleaming through the falling
snowflakes,

“"Come on!” yelled Nipper, above the
how] of the wind. “Let’s go io the signal-
box and make inquiries, I% anybody ought
to know where the train is, the signalman
should 1™
- “By jingo, that’'s a good
Church.

“Rather!”

“I was just going to suggest the same
thing !” declared Handforth.

They chuckled as they trudged along the
platform, and at last arrived at the signal-
box. Nipper and Reggio Pitt mounted the
short steps, and thumped upon the door. It
was opened after a momens or two by an
elderly signalman., He looked at the juniors
suspiciously.

“This ain’'t allowed, young gents,” he said.
“You mustn't come here——"

“That's all right,” interrupted Nipper.
We only want
to ask about the train from London. Tt was
due nearly three hours ago, wasn’t it?”

“Over ihree hours ago,” sa.d the signal-
man grimly,

“ Any signs of her?” asked Reggie.

“To tell ye the truth, young gents, T don't
know where T am,” said the signalman
frankly. ““There ain’t been a train through
for the last ninety minutes, and by rights
there should have been three or four! ¥very-
thing’s at sixes and sevens, owing to this
‘ere snowstorm. The wust I ever remem-
ber, pretty nigh. Ay, it’s a wild night, if
ever there was one!”

“Yes, but about the train?” asked Nipper.
“When do you expect it will turn up?”

“I couldn’t tell ye, sir,” replied the signal-
ran, shaking his head. “Ani it ain't no use
vour waiting, neither. It might be half-an-
hour—and it might be an hour. 'Then again,
there’s just a chance that it won’t turn up
until eleven o'clock—or perhaps midnight!”

" *“Why not say to-morrow morning, and
have done with 1t?” asked Pitt, with a grin.

The signalman frowned.

“Ah, ye may joke, young gent—but maybe
you ain’t far wrong!"’ he said darkly. “ May-
be it will be to-morrow morning before the
train turns up. It wouldn’t be the fust
time, neither. There’s a wild stretch of
country six or seven miles up the line—that
there Gosford Cutting. Ay, a real deep
cutting, that is, and liable to get filled up
with snow if the wind’'s in the right direc-
tion.”

“You mean the wrong direction,”
Handforth.

They went away and returncd to the book-
ing-office. It was evidently fruitless to qu@s-

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 14.)
tion the signalman any further. He was by
no means an optimist,
“Midnight 1 said Reggie Pitt, with a wry

grimace. "1 wonder if he meunt that, you
chaps? 1t’ll be a fine how-do-you-do if we
have to stay here until midnight, cooling

our heels in this giddy waiting-room!”

“Hadn’t we better go back tn the castle’
ﬁuggastud Watson,

What would be the good?’ said Nipper.
“When the railway conditions are like this,
there's no telling what will happen.  Per-
haps the signalman will get a message
through within ten minutes. You can't tell.
The train may be here in half-an-hour—or
even sooner. Or perhups it won’t be here
until eleven o’clock or midnight. We can
only wait—and hope for the hest.”

“Well said, O chief!” nodded Reggie.
“We're here, and here we'll stay-—until that
train rolls in. By Jove, won't those chaps
be tired and crochety? There's nothing
worse than a delayed train journey—waiting
on sidings, and hanging about hLour after
hour. They'll begin to wish I'd never asked
them to the castle! Iven the girls will
lose their sunny smiles.”

“Well, they can’t blame you for anything,
Reggie, " gaid Ni per, with a smile. “ You're
not responsible for the weather, and—7">

At this moment the door opened, and a
thick individual, wrapped up In a great coat,
came bundling thmugh IID emerged from
his wrappings, and revealed himself as an
elderly man with side-whiskers. He was, in
fact, the stationmaster, and he looked at the
juniors in some surprise.

““Are you young gentlemen wailing for the
London train?” he asked.

“Yes,” they answered.

“Then I can save vou the trouble,” said
the stationmaster. “It's no good walting
tere. The train isn’t coming!”

“What!”

““Not—not coming?” shouted Pitt.

“She’s snowed up in the Gosford Cutting,”
replied the official. “Leastways, she was
snowed up, but she managed to back out.
and she got to Gosford.”

“But isn’t she coming through?” asked
Nipper. “Do you mean to tell us that the
train won’t get here at all to-night?”

“That’s whub I'm just telling ye, young
gentleLn said the stationmaster heavily
“A rare mess-up, ain’t it? But there it is—
and neither you nor me can make any dif-
ference.  The train’s snowed up, and I'd

5
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advise ye to get off home as quickly as ye

can. 'The mght’ getting  wilder every
minute, and—-
“But look here!” interrupted Pitt, “T'm

expecting a crowd of friends on the train!
We've come hers to meet them!”

“Then ye'll be disappomted, young gen-
tlemen.,” satd the stationmaster, “1’ve
ﬁh'vm.]y todd ye that the trair isn’t coming.
I can 't speak no plainer, can I? It's official
—we’ve just had the messag through by tele-
graph.  Lucky, too—hecause as like as. not
the wires will be down any minuie now!

— e —

CHAPTER 10.
Snowed Up!

HERE was something
very definite about
thie statiominasTer’s
pronouncenient. 1t

was impossible to is-
He was, after all, the respon-
sible official, and his word had to be aec-
cepted.  Besides, the night was so wild that
the juniors could readily believe this startling
picce of news,

“I was half atraid of it,”
he looked at the other juniors. “I'm not
altogether surprised, you know. In this ter-
rible stormn it’s only to be expected that the
train would be snowed up "

believe him.

said Nipper, as

“But look here,” shouted Handiorth ex-
citedly, "“what about the chans? What
about my sister and all those other girls?

Where the dickens are they?”
“At Gosford, 1 should think,”

“I know that, you chump!” roared Hand-
forth, *"But just imagine it! They'll have
to be in that roiten train all night, and—-"

“1 suppose it’s eertain they started on the
train?” asked somebody.

“Of course it’s certain,’

satcdd Church.

put in Reggic

Pitt. “The train left Lﬁnrlon at the right
time—exact to the minute, I expect. There
wasn't a delay at that end. You see, it

wasn’t snowing then—at least, it wasn't snow-

ing heavily. The crowd's on the train all

right——and I can just imagino their feelingy

now, snowed up at a little country town, and

forced to spend the night in the train.”
The stationmaster shook his head.

“There’'s no need for you young gents ta
be alarmed,” he said. “It’s very awkward
for everybody—but it isn't the first time that
a train has been snowed up. And if it will
sive ye any satisfaction, we've had the news
that all the passengers arc being accommo-
dated in the station hotel.”

“Well, that’s better, certainly,” said Pitt,
with relief. “ And when will they be able to
come on?”

“In the morning, I hope,” said the station-
naster. “If the cutting isn’t cleared during
the night, it'll be a poos look-out for to-
morrow’'s traffie! 'The whole line will be dis-
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organised worse than ever. They're getting
big gangs to work at once, and I expect
they'll have the line cleared by the morn-
ing.”

“Then we'd better get back home, and
come again to-morrow,” said Reggic. *‘Have
you any idea what time this train will get
m 17

“If the line's eleared, it’ll turn up between
soeven and eight, I should think,” replied the
stationmaster. “Mind you, I'm not saying
anything definite. But you ean be quite sure
that that train will be sent on its way the
very instant it’s possible.”

“And you're quite certain it won't como
to-night ?”

“Quite cerfain,” said the stalionmaster.
“Now, young gents, if you don’t mind, I
shall have to turn you out. I've got to lock
up.”

They were compelied to go out into the
station vard, where they stood in a group,

under the projecting roof, discussing this un- |

expected situation.

Reggio Pitt was looking rather concerned.
I1Ie was worried—and his usual sunny smile
hod gone.

“It's a nuisance,” he said gruflly. “No-
thing worse could have happened.  With
all the servants nervy and jumpy, we needed
the rest of the fellows along to make things
lively. And now they're not coming!”

“Yes, it’s awkward,” agreed Nipper. “It
means that we shall have to spend the night
in the castle on our own—at least, without
the other chaps. Well, it’s no good grum-
bling about it. We can’t do anything. We
can't go up the line and drag the train in
by force, can we? We might as well be
goetting back to the castle.”-

“Yes, of course,” said IHHandforth. “It
doesn’t matter much, anyhow. As long as
everybody is properly accommodated in an
hotel, we needn’t worry. 1 expect they'll be
tairly comfortable.”

“Let's hope so, anyway,”
“Blow the snow!”

“It’s a beastly nuisance!” growled Hand-
forth. “Who wants snow, anyhow? 1It’s
always a bother! It chokes up all the roads,
and makes the trains late, and causes floods,
and everything else!”

Church grinned.

“Not so long ago, Handy, you were say-
ing how ripping it was to havoe the snow,”
he remarked. *Nothing like real snow for
Christmas, eh?”

“Qh, rats!” said Handforth.
snow—but not a giddy deluge of itl

said Nipper.

ing down in shoals! Let’s be getting back
to the castlel If wo don’t make a start
we shall never get therel”

“Terrible tragedy in Sussex village!” said
Regeie Pitt impressively. “Group of Bt.
Frank’s schoolboys found buried in a snow-
drift—lost their way, and perished by the
wayside |

“We all liko |
Look |
at it! Coming down worse thah ever! Com- |

E

1
[

“Fathcad!” said Handforth tartly,

They started off, pulling up their overcoat
collars and tightening their mufHers. Just as
they were turning out of the station yard
mto the little village street they ran into a
slim figure. Ho seemed to be a schoolboy,
too, and he paused and looked at the juniors
scarchingly.

“Wait!” he said, m a familiar voice.

“Hallo!” said Handforth, peering through
the gloom. *“Who's this?”

“Quirke, by the sound of that voice,”
Nipper. “Our old pal, Ezra Quirke !"”

Nipper was right. The boy in front of
them was Ezra Quirke—the schoolboy mystic
—the fellow who had once been at St
Frank’s, and who had been the cause of
many strange, mystifying happenings in the
Idast House.

Kzra Quirke was no longer a St. Irank’s
fellow. He had left the school under a
cloud, and he was now living with an aunt
of his in this very village of Market Don-
ning. The juniors had met him during their
previous visit to the castle, and he had
warned them repeatedly of the dangers that
existed within those grey old walls.

“Rot!” said Handforth. “Quirke is no
pal of ours! What’s more, I don't waunt to
speak to him!”

But Ezra-Quirke had planted himself in
front of the juniors, and he-was looking at
them with his strange, staring eyes. Quirke’s
face was as pale as a mask, and his whole
expression was ghostly, There was some-
thing very strange about this boy—there
always had been eomething strange abous
him.

“Just one moment, my friends!” he said.
“Are you returning to Raithmere Castle
to-night 7" -

“We're just going off now,” said Nipper.
[T} “I:h},?l:l

“Because I want to warn you that this en-
terprise is foolish,” said Quirke, his voice
guivering. “Turn back! Do not go near
that castle to-night! For if you do, there
will be tragic—="

“Oh, dry up interrupted Handforth
fiercely. “We had enough of your croaking
before, Quirkel We don't want to hear any
more of it now!"”

said

—_—

CHAPTER 11.
Ezra Quirke’s Warning !
ZRA QUIRKIE scemed

in no way taken
aback by =~ LEdward
Oswald  Handforth's

plain words.

you to insult me—to
scorn,” he said, *'but
Why do vou persist
Raithmere Castlo 13 a

“I naturally expect
regard my words with
I urge you to . listen.
in this foolishness?
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place of danger—a place of hidden horror!
I know this—I am certain of it. For have
1 not investigated there? Have I not felt
the influence of the deadly elemental f”
”Thb deadly which ?"’ repeated Pitt grimly.

L’uhaps you will not. understand the
terms,” went on Ezra Quirke. “But I am
well versed in the occult—and 1 know of

many supernatural happenings. There 13 a
irhost at Raithmere Castle—perhaps several
ghosts—but 1 am referring to the one—to
the deadly Thing which is capable of assum-
ing human form! 1 am not talking idle
uoula, my friends! 1 am ftrying to warn
you—to save you from your own folly!”
“Dry up!” yelled Handforth.

“This spectral presence is not merely a
harmiless apparition,” continued Quirke un-
emotionally. *“It is a danger—a menace.
It is capable of bringing death to those who
defy it. llave there not been strange mani-
festations in the castle alread Jurniture
has been moved—and by no ﬁuman hands
Are you so blind that you refuse to see the
truth ? I these things were moved by some
occult force, can you not realise that this
same force can endanger your lives?”

The juniors were silent—but not because
Quirke had impreseed them. They were just
fetting him have his head.

“All those who live in the castle now are

in constant peril,” continued the strange
bm' “They are in everlasting danger.”
“1 know somebody c¢lse who’s in peril,”

said Handforth,
Castle at alil”

“What do you mean?” asked Quirke.

“Ien’t it obvious?” asked Handforth.
“You're the chap who's in peril, Quirke.
And you're in peril of my fist! Any more
of this piffle from you, and you’ll get my
fist on your nose. 1 may not be an ele-
mental, but 1 can do plenty of damage!”

Quirke stepped back hastily.

“1 trust, Handforth, that you will
resort to your usual violence,” he said.
is foolish of you to resent my warnings

“Therr we're all foolish!” interrupted
Reguzie Pitt. “And I might as well tell you,
(Quirke, th LL after Handforth has punched
yeur nose, I shall dot vou in the eye! But
we'll give you a Lhanve to escape. Clear
off now, without giving us any more ol
your twnd{lle, and we’'ll let you off. Is it
a bargain?”

Quirke was not to be denied, however.

“and he's not in Raithmere

not

ik I_L

“Fools—fools!” he said pammrmtel “Why
will you not listen to me?” '

Handfovth gave a roar.

“Why, you rotter, are you calling me a

fool?” he demanded aggressively.

“Yes, I am!” panted Quirke. * You don’t
know what you are doing! You don’t know
the terrible danger you are running. Do
not go back to Raithmere Castle! Heed
the words of one who is versed in these
matters! Persist in this folly, and——"

“Grab him!”
patience.
““Hear, hearl”

“Why grab him?” demanded Handforth.
“Why not punch him on the nose? [I'll do
it, and—-"

“No, we don’t want to hurt the chap,”
said Nipper. “It would be something akin
to cruelty to animals. I think 1t will meet
the demands of the case if we chuck him
into the nearest snowdrift. Come on—
altogether!”

““Hear, hear!”

And Ezra Quirke, in spite of his alarmed
shouts, was seized by the ecager and
exasperated juniors. They had a double
reason for laying wviolent hands upon him.
They felt that he was talking a lot of utier
nonsense, but at the same time it was impres-
sive nonsense, and they were not 1n the mood
to listen to these ghostly stories of Raith-
mere Castle. They wanted o forget that
aspect of the place. They only wanted to
think of the merry Christinas party that had
been planned—and of the jolly times they
were to have. All the ghostly atmosphere
of the place was to be cast uside. And here
was this idiot, reminding them of the strange
manifestations that had taken place. It was
beyond all endurance.

So, when Fzra Quirke was seized, he was
seized forcefully.

“Come along!”
a good snowdrift!

“Iear, hear!”
“One--two—-—-three—-

“Stop!” shrieked Quirke. “You idiots—
you fools! This will do you no good—"

“Yes, but it'll do Quirke!”
imterrupted Nipper. you off a
bit!"”

Agzain Ezra Quirke was swung, and this
time he was sent whiriing into the aiwr. He
rose high, his wrms and legs spreadeagled
helplessly, and then—

Thud!

[zra Quirke descended into the snowdrilt
with a dull, swooshing sound. He vanished
right mto 1t, descending deeply. He cut a
great cleft in the loose snow, and then the
sides caved in on the top of him, and he
was completely obliterated.  There was not
the slightest sign of anybody there.

growled Pitt, losing all

roared Church. “Here's

In with him!”

”M

you gu:;f!,
“1t’ll cool

“Well, T think that'll keep him quiet for
a bit,” said Handforth aggressively. ‘' Of all
the nerve! Warning us about ghosts and
things. I’'m fed-up with Quirke—and always
have been! 1t's likely we're going to stand

'I!l‘

his piffle now!

Nipper could mot help thinking that the
indignation of these juniors was mainly
occasioned by their uneasiness. They all felt
that Quirke was right, In their inmost
hearts they were  scared—and uncertain.
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They had a feeling that Raithmere Castle
held a grim secret. Yet they were trying
to convince themselves that it was all tommy-
rot. So, when Ezra Quirke told them of
the dangerﬁ, they did not relish such news. |

The snow heaved and split, and then Lzra
Quirku came into view, smothered from head
to foot. He foundered out of the drift and
staggered away. Not another word did he
utter. fio vanished in the emother of fall-
ing snow, and all the other juniors were
rather mlp:e&ﬂcd by this silence on Quirke’s

part.

now they prepared to depart in the opposite
direction,

They were silent as they started off for
the castle. Somehow, Ezra Quirke’s per-
sonality had left a depressing effect behind.
The juniors were influenced by him, in some
vague sort of way, Nipper found himself walk-
ing side by side with Tommy Watson, and all
the other fellows were trudging along in pairs,

in advance and in the rear. -

“Do you think there’s anything in what
Quirke was saying?"”
while.

asked Tommy after a

—_———= - e

4'....—-— - =
_...:_’-,_.6:-' —— -

—
- e et

“ Great Scott ! ”’ muttered Handiorth,
Handy was looking.
matter ? ’’ asked McClure.

Was there anything in what he had been
saying? Had they treated him unjustly?

Did he know something which was hiddex
from them?

CHAPTER 12,

Another Startling Dise

covery !

ELL, slet’s be going!"

Quirke disappear, and

said  Reggie Pitt|
geuffly,
They had watched

The other juniors turned and stared at the spot where
They saw a heavy suit of armour, mounted on a pedestal.
‘“* Why, that suit of armour moved just now! ’’ replied Edward Oswald.

““ What's the

“No, of course not,” said Nipper.

“I don’t hike to think 1t, but he's a riunmy
sort of chap, and he seems to know,” went
on Watson. “Supposing there is a ghost in
the castle, Nipper?”

“Oh, don't talk rot!” said Nipper.

“It may be rot, anrl it may not,” went on
Tommy stubbornly. “dust because we don’t
believe in ghosts, it doesn’t mean that there
aren’t such things. Tofs of clever people
believe in ghosts.”

“Well, they're entitled to their opinions,”
admitted Nipper. “It’s a free country, old
man, and we can all have our own views—
even if it's unsafe to voice them sometimes.”
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“'m beginning to wonder it there’s some-
thing genuine about spiritualism, and about
tho—the occult, as Quirke calls it,” continued
Watson. “Dash it, I'm not an imaginative
chap, but I dou’t get wild 1deas into my head
over nothing. For example, 1 wouldn’t
believe Quirke if it wasn’t for the ruminy
things that have been happening at the
sastle.  Butl, in a way, Quirke’s warnings
have been sub-sub—— What’s the word ?”

“Substuntiated, eh?”

“Yes, substantiated,” said Watson.
did Handforth sece that suit of
move 7"

“] expect something must have caused it
to move,” replied Nipper practically.

“Yes, but what?” insisted Tommy.
“There weren’t any wires or strings; you
examined the thing vourself, Nipper. And
then what about that chair the other day?
You remember—when we first came to the
castle. What about that chair? With our
own eyes we gaw it move across the Hoor, and
then crash over! And there wasn’t anything
ncar it at all!”

Nipper grabbed his chum’s arm.

“Better not dwell on these things too much,
old son,” he said gently. “It won’t do any
gmd'll

But Watson shook himself.

“That’s what they all say!” he protested.
“Don’t think at all—don’t use your brain!
But that’s not good advice, Nipper!”

“I know it isn’t—but it's the best advice
in the circumstauces,” replied Nipper.
“We've gpt to ge back to the castle to-night,
and we're going to sleep there. We don't
want to get morbid before we arrive. Just
think of the Christinas party, and all the

(i ‘Vhy
armour

jolly——="" - .
“I'd like to, but I can’,” broke in
Watson, “It’s so—so Inysterious. We've

been in haunted places beifore, and there’s
generally been some sort of explanation,
Somebody has been getting up to tricks, and
all that sort of thing. But how can that be
the case here?”

“Kverything’s a mystery until 1it’'s ex-
plained,” replied Nipper. “Then, when the
explanation comes, you wonder why vou were
ass enough to be fooled. Think of the
illusions you sece an the vaudeville stage.
They’re just the same — marvellously
mysterious until you know how it’s done, and
then you feel foolish because the explanation
1s so simple.”

“1t’s all very well to talk like that, but 1
don’t mind telling you that I'm pretiy un-
comfortable about spending the night in the
castle,” said Watson frankly.

He stared moodily into the darkness
ahead, and for a few moments a silence fell
between the two juniors. Then Nipper
patted Watson on the back sympathetically.

‘_'}I can quite understand your feelings,” he
said,

“At Christmas-time we ought to he happy
and jolly,” went on Watson. “I don’t sce
how we can be happy and jolly in a place like
this old castle of Pitt’s. I'm sorry I accepted
his invitatien. It wouldn’t have been so bad
if all the other fellows had come——"

“That’s not famr,” interrupted Nipper.
“You can’t blame Reggie for that. If the
train service had been maintained, the rest
of the crowd would have been with us now.
It won’t make much difference, anyhow.
There are two or three days before Christmas,
and the party will arrive to-morrow. We
shall be as right as rain then.”

They had turned out of the country lane,
and were now trudging along the windswept
drive towards the castle. Tt was particularly
bleak here, with the snow whirling down in
the wind. The juniors were compelled to
fight almost every inch of the way. The
night was so wild, indeed, that they were
looking forward with pleasure to the thought
of entering that grim old building. In spite
of its ghostly atmosphere, it would be better
than this bleakness.

Nipper, foreing his way onwards, with his
head bent down, suddenly collided with
one of the other juniors in front. It was
Reggie Pitt, and he had come to a halt.”

“Sorry!” said Nipper. "™ But what was the
idea of stopping ?”

“There’s somebody in front,” said Reggie,
staring. “Can’t you see them? Lots of
figures! They're coming towards us, too!”

All the juniors halted. Ahead they could
see several dark, ghostly figures approaching.
These figures were struggling along, fight-
ing the elements, and there seemed to be a
considerable number.

“By George!” roared Handforth. “It’s the
chaps!” £

“What!”

“Yes, and the girls,
Handforth excitedly. *“Can’t

“By Jove! I believe he’s right!” said
Pitt. “There are some girls among them,
anyhow! You can’t mistake——"

“But it can’t be our party!” protested
Nipper. "“They were on that train, and they
couldn’t be here by any other means.”

The juniors ran forward ecagerly, and then
the truth became apparent. These figures
were not those of the missing Bt. Frank’s
party and the Moor View girls—but the
figures of the domestic staff of Raithmere
Castle !

Ward, the butler, was there; so were the
footmen, the chefs, the scullerymaids, the
chambermaids, the housekeeper—in short, the
whole of the domestic staft!

What could it mean?

Why were all these servants coming away
from the castle at this time of night—and in
such a snowstorm? It was an extraorvdinary
affair, and Reggie Pitt caught his breath in
as a suspicion of the truth came to him.

too!” went on
ou see them 1
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CHAPTER 13.

The Deserters !

NDFORTH was
greatly disappointed.

i A

granted that these
figures belonged to
the missing schoolboy and schoolgirl party.
He glared indignantly at Ward as the latter
came up, and as the other servants halted
some little distance away, in a frightened sort
of group.

“It's a swindle!” said Handforth grufly.
“I thought—-" |

“You shouldn’t jump to conclusions, old
man,” put in Willy. “I could bave told you

that these people were the servants. 1
spotied old Ward at once. They've
deserted !”

“They've done what ?” gasped Handforth.

1

He had taken it for|

“Well, Ted, isn’t it pretty clear?” asked |

his minor. “Why are they here, like this,
if they haven’t bunked from the castle?”

“Oh, my pgoodness!” said Handforth
blankly.

Reggie Pitt was looking at Ward in a very
grim manner,

“Well, Ward, what
asked sharply.

“The kutler hesitated for a moment.

does it mean?” he

“I’'m sorry, DMaster Reggie—but we've
left,” he replied.
“Lelt? What do you mean—left?"”

“I did my best, sir!” pleaded Ward, “I
argued with them, but it wasn’t any use.
They'd set their minds on going, and—"

“Was it necessary for you to come away as
well 2’ asked Pitt.
to vour post, Ward?"

The butler winced slightly.

“I’'m very sorry, Master Reggie, but 1
couldn’t stay there,” he said In ‘a scared,
lowered voice. “I did my best to keep the
rest at their jobs, but they wouldn’t listen.
As for me, I'll accept all respounsibility for
allowing the staff to leave. If it comes to
that, sir, I agrea wilh the others. It's time
we did leavei”

Pitt took a decep breath, and looked at
Ward rather sorvowfully.

“I’'m disappointed i you, Ward, my son,”
he said. “I thought better of you. All the
vears vou've been in my father’s service—all
the years you've known the family—and now
you're a deserter. 1 don’t think my father
will be very plefsed with you over this
affair.”

“I can’t help it, Master Reggie—and if
vour father dismitses me, I chall have to
accept 1it,” replied Ward huskily, “But—
but that ghost was segn again! Ay, and not
seen by one of the frightened maids, but by
me, and two of the footmen.”

1

“Couldn’t you have stuck |

‘L
| who believes in ghosts much, but T’ve seen

be

d sack, Ward.

21

“You saw a ghost ?”

“We did, Master Reggic!” insisted Ward,
cager in his awn defence. “There it was,
going down tho stairs—a queer old man with
old-fashioned sort of clothing on. And he
walked right through one of the walls, too—
without making a sound. Mrs. Potters saw
it, and one or two of the girls, too. We
happened to be in the hall, talking—dis-
cussing everything. And then that—that
apparition appeared!”

he butler spoke in a husky voice, and
he glanced uneasily over his shoulder.

“And you all got the wind up and ran
out, eh?” asked Pitt gruflly.

“We didn’t run out, sir,” protested Ward.
“Some of the girls were hysterical, and T
couldn’t do anything with them. Everybody
caught the fever, and I don’t mind admitting
that T was a bit upset myself. If you want
to know the truth, Master Reggie, I
wouldn’t go back to the castle again—no,
even if you oflered me a hundred pounds!”

Ward had come out with the truth now,
and he spoke defiantly.

“Supposing I offered you ten pounds ?”

said Pitt dryly. “Ten pounds in cash
—now 7"

I “No, Ejir-ﬂ-l wouldn’t do it!"” said the
butler. "I meant what I said just now.

That old castle is haunted. I'm not a man

this thing. Yes, and there’s something in

{ the very atmosphere of the castle that pets

right into your bones. 1 don’t like it,
Master Reggie, and I can't stay there any
longer.  We're all going into the village
to get rooms in one of the hotels.”

“And what about us?” demanded Hand-

_ forth.

“You'd better come back with us, too,
young gentlemen!” urged the butler. “Don’t
go back to the castle to-night. Don’t!”

_"Why, dash you, you're as bad as that
idiot, Quirke!" roared Handforth. “For
Ewo”,pms we'll chuck you in a snowdrift,
00!

“There’sunn‘rmeri to get violent, young
entlemen, said the butler, with dignity.
"We're not going back to the castle, and if
wo all get dismissed
over it—well, I dare
say we shall be able
to get other situa-
tions. But it wouldn’t
fair if we was
sacked, What with
the girls hysterical,
and them queer
things going on, 1t
isn't  surprising that
we -

“That’s all right,”
interrupted Regpie
Pitt. “I don't sup-
pose you'll get tho
There’s
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a good deal to be said for you, especially as
all the other servants demanded an immediate
departure. Well, you’ve left the castle
without a soul there, eh?”

“Yes, sir,” muttered Ward.

“There’'s nobody left?” asked Reggie.
“Not one of you?”

“Not one of us, sir—we're all here.”

“All right, you’d better carry on,” said
Pitt, standing aside. "1 don’t want to keep
you in the castle if you don’t wani{ to be
there. That’s all right, Ward. You needn’t
say any more. 1f you've decided to desert,
there’s nothing more to be said.”

The butler was very uncomfortable.

“1 wish you'd look at it in the right
light, Master Reggie,” he said earnestly.
“That castle isn’t a fit place for we human
beings to be in. It's haunted, sir—it’s
haunted !” he repeated impressively. “And
if you young gents go back there to-night,
I wouldn’t be answerable for what might
happen.  It’s foolish, sir, rank foolishness,
sir. Why not come with us—"

“No,” interrupted Pitt. “Just because the
servauts have shown the white feather, I'm
not going to show it. And I don’t think
any of these other fellows will desert me.
We've made up our minds to spend Christ-
mas at Raithmere Castle, and nothing is
going to stop us. That’s my last word. 1
only hope that these chaps will back me
up l”

“Yes, rather!” said Handforth promptly.

“Count on us, Reggie,” nodded Willy.
“We'll stand by you to the bitter end. As
for the ghosts—we’ll laugh at 'em. Rats to
the ghosts! 1 don’t believe there are any,
anyhow !

Ward, knowing that he could do nothing
further, shrugged his shoulders and walked
on. Probably the man felt he cut a very
insignificant figure.

Here were these schoolboys, prepared to
spend the might in the castle—alone—while
these men were running aw._ from it like
a crowd of frightened children. It was small
wonder that the other servants made no
comment as they walked on, and as they
wended their way towards the village of
Market Donning.

They vanished amid the smother of snow,
and the little group of schoolboys was left to

CHAPTER 14.
Carrying On !

2 the last figure
vanished into the
smother, Pitt tuwrned
and looked grimly
at his companions,

“Well 1" he said. “What about it?”

He was a very different Reggie now,
Gone was his jocularity, his cheery lightness
of tone. "There was something very strong
about Reggie at this moment.

“Well 7" repeated Handforth. “There’s
not much to say, is there?”
“It depends upon you fellows,” replied

Pitt. " You know the position, don’t you?”

They gathered round, pressing closely so
that they could hear him against the howl-
ing of the wind.

“You know the position,” went on Pitt.
“Everything seems to have gone wrong this
evening. First of all the main party has
been snowed up at Gosford, and can’t get
to us. In the circumstances, it may be all
to the good, because it would have been
pretty rotten if they had arrived to find all
the servants missing.”

“Yes, particularly with the girls in the
crowd,” said Nipper. “It’s just as «2ll that
they have been delayed.”

"And now the servants have bolted,” con-
tinned Reggie steadily. “That’s the lon
and short of it, you fellows. They’'ve bolted,
bunked, with their tails between their legs.
What are we going to do now?"

“Why, go to the castle and go to bed!”
said Handforth promptly.

“My idea, exactly,” agreed Nipper.

“Thanks, you chaps,” said Pitt quietly.
“I was hoping that you would all agree to
that plan. Are we going to give in? By
Jove! Are we going to admit ourselves
scared and funky?”

“We're not funky,”
“but—but—"

“But what?” demanded Handforth.

“Oh, hang i1t, I mean!” said Church.
“With no servants there, and—and——"

He broke off, unable to put his thoughts
into words,

"1 know exactly what you feel,” said
Reggie. “And anybody here is perfectly at
liberty to go into the village and gets digs
at one of the hotels. 1'm not asking any of
you to come with me to the castle. It’s up
to you dntirely.”

“ Are you going to the castle, in spite of
everything ?” asked Watson.

“Yes, I am,” replied Reggie.
going to show the white feather.”

“Well, of course, we're ail comiug with
vou,” said Willy, without a second’s delay,
“All of us. There aren’t going to be any
deserters in these ranks.”

“No fear!” agreed Sir Montie. “Rely on
us, dear old boy. We're with you right
through !

“Hear, hear!”

Since Reggic Pitt had put it in that way

muttered Church,

I'm not

there was absolutely no backing out. He
had left it to them—to leave him in the
lurch or to ecarry on with him. It was

obviously impossible to do anything else but
carry on.

“We've just got to sleep in the castle
to-night,” said Nipper. “Imagine the
triumph of Quirke if he got to hear that
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we were sleeping in one of the village inns.)
How he would crow!”

“He’ll never get the chance,” pgrowled
Handforth. “We're going to the castle,
We'll sleep there, just as we arranged.”

Reggie Pitt recovered his wusual light-
heartedness.

“Bravely said, my good knights,” he
observed genmll:,r “Stout words! Are we

frightened of moving chairs and spectral
apparitions? Never let it be said! And
just think of our triumph to-morrow when
all the others turn up! Just think of the
confusion of Ward and the other servants
when they hear that we’ve stuck it out.
There's a.ncther point, too, which I don’t
think you’ve quite realised. b
“What i3 it?” asked McClure.

“Why, the servants are bound to come
back to-morrow—if wo sleep in the castle
tomght ' replied Reggie shrewdly.  After
we've given them such a lesson, they'll feel
heartily ashamed of themselves. They’ll
come back of thew own accord—without
even being asked. But if we went to the
village, too, it would be a very different
matter, Wo want to sct these frightened
_domestics an example.”

There. was a great deal of truth in Reggie
Pitt’e words, and the others could see the
point of his argument, This was a sort ol
test case. If the schoolboys triumphed—just
this handful of them—the servants wouldn’t
have the face to keep up this paltry deser-
tion. On the morrow they would return,
sheepish and ashamed.
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Do tae bovsg hcartened by these conclu
sions, faced the storm once more and trudged
on their way to the castle.

“Of course, this makes a difference,” said
Reggie, as th-:'y neared the snow-covered
moat. “I mcan, 1t may not be necessary

for us to sleep in the ordinary bed-rooms.
As there aren’t any servants, and we’re such
a small party, it might be a good wheeze to
pile up the log fire in the hall, and to draw
some big chairs round the blaze. That'll be
rather cheery, eh?"

“Yes, ratner!” said one or two of tho
others. “That’s a great scheme!”
“Rot!” said Handforth fivmly. “Why

should we sleep in the hall when there are
proper beds for us? I vole that we go to

bed in the ordinary way—and snap our
fingers at these ghostly manifestations. As

a matter of fact, I've a goed mind to make

some inquirics. 1 Dbelieve there’s trickery
at work, and I want (o make some iu-
vestigations,”

“ Ahem!"
about that later,
you fellows hungry?

coughed Reggie.  “We'll sco
Handy. By the way, are
I don't mind admitting

that I’'m ravenous. And when I think of
that groaniug 1::1:1{3 in  the banqueting
hall— Oh, boy!" '

“Can’t you keep to English?” demanded
Handforth aggressively.,  “Why bring io

those American expressions?”

“Borry!” said Pitt, grinning.

Feeling much better in spivits, and [ull of
determination that nothing should drive them
out of the castle, the little party trudged
on, and finally arrived at the moat. They
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crossed the main drawbridge, mounted the
snow-covered steps, and found the main
door unfastened—just as the servants had
left it. They all went in, where the lights
were glowing, and where the log fires were
crackling,

Somehow the old placed seemed very cheery
now—after the wildness of the night with-
out. It was a haven for them—a warm,
comfortable place of refuge.

But at the back of their minds all these
juniors were wondering what kind of a night
they would epend. Would it be peaceful—or
would it be filled with unknown horrors?

CHAPTER 15.
The Feeling in the Air!

EGGIE PITT clapped
his hands boister-
ously and rubbed
them together,

“Well, here we are

—all together!” he said genially, “Merry

and bright, eh? Ready for supper! Lead

me to it!”

Somehow the others did not respond to
his mood. One or two, indeed, started
slightly—as though alarmed at Pitt’s bois-
terous manner. They themselves had been
speaking in low voices—quite unconsciously.
It seemed that Reggie was awakening the
very echoes by his loud tones.

And it must be admitted that Pitt was
exhibiting a false cheeriness. He did not

feel anything like so happy as he pretended.
There was something about Ruaithmere Castle
which gripped him, which held him strangely;
and this same sensation had affected the
rest. Even Nipper was touchy and nervy.
Any unusual sound made him turn round, his
eyes starting.

Perhaps it was because the juniors knew
that they were alone in this vast old place.
Only a section of it was habitable, but there
were wings and corridors and endless sections
that were half ruinous. The very antiquity
of the castle was sobering, too. It was
hundreds of years old—and its associations
were strange and mysterious.

It was the home of the Mertons—and the
juniors had heard that many Mertons had
died violently and strangely within these
walls, Even the last owner—Reggie’s great-
uncle—had sulfered a terrible stroke here,
and had never heen able to live in the place
afterwavds.

These schoolboys were fully determined to
cairy out their plan. There was nothing
else for it. Never could they show the white
feather, as the domestic staff had done. Such
a thought was out of the question, The-ser-
vants might desert the castle, but not the
guests. It was their duty to stand by Reggie
Piit, and see him through.

But there was a curious atmosphere about
the castle now—and it was even more notice-
able than it had been previously, When they
had arrived in the early evening, happy and
jolly, they had felt that the castle was a
cheery sort of place. The decorations were
so bright, the lights so friendly, and the
log fires so grateful. Now it was all different
—and there was an air of depression every-
where.

There was, of course, a perfectly logical
explanation of this.

Quite apart from the fact that the
knew that they were alone, there was a
differcnce in the actual surroundings. All
the fires were -going out for want of [uel.
In the great hall, in the lotty diming-room,
and in the bed-rooms—the fires were petering
out. They had been neglected, aud thero
is nothing more depressing than a dying fire.
It was the same with the lamps. Most of
them were turned low, and some, indeed,
were out. ' -

There was no gas or electricity supply at
the castle, but large numbers of special
lamps had been brought here for the house-
warming. They were good lamps, too—cast-
ing britliant lights. Most of them were of
the petrol type, using incandescent mantles
and requiring alr pressure. In most of them
the air pressure was dying down owing to
neglect by the servants. It was very depress-
ing to see these lights failing.

Outside the wind was howling with a
ferocity that forced itself upon the school-
boys. They could hear the gale shrieking
round the angles of the building, and the
howl and hoot of it as it tore against the
buttresses. In spite of themselves, the juniors
felt nervous.

“Let’s go in to supper!” said Handforth
briskly. “Come on, you chaps. This way!”

He led the way into the banqueting hall,
and the others readily followed. But some-
how they weren’t feeling quite so hungry
now.

Handforth marched in, and then suddenly
checked. Church, who was by his side, gave
a gasp and stared.

“What was that?” he panted.

“Eh?” ejaculated Handforth.
there’s nothing therel”

“1 know there isn’t,” said Church,
—but I thought o

They broke off, and the other
came in, looking somewhat pale.

“What is it?” asked Nipper. "“Did yon
see anything? More moving furniture?”

“No,” said Handforth, with a grunt. " Juat
our imagination, 1 suppose. DBut it seemed
to me that there was a figure over in the
other corner of the room—it looked like an
old man, bent and wizened.”

“That’s right!” said Church eagerly. "I
saw him, too.” :

“Oh, my goodness!” murmured Watson.

“But he’s not there now!” said lland-
forth, striding forward, ‘““lLook! There’s

boys

“There’s—

i But

juniors
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not a sign! That part of the room is empty,
and there’'s not even a scrap of furniture
there where anybody could hide.”

This was true enough, and after a brief
search the juniors sat down at the table.
It was noticed that none of them sat with
his back to that particular corner where the
mysterious figure had been seen. Scarcely
anything was said about the incident.
Handforth alone had eeen the figure, the
other fellows would have laughed. But two
juniors had seen something, and they couldn’t
both have been in error.

The feeling of depression increased. No-
body wanted any food. There was no hot
coffee; there was nothing except the cold
viands which were displayed on the table.
And all the members of the party were
there, pretending to be cheerful—and yct
feeling unutterably gloomy.

They were a mere handiul compared to
the big crowd that ought to have been
there. It was a sad time for the unfor-
tunate Reggie Pitt.

He had meant this party to be so dif-
ferent! There were to be dozens of them
—all jolly, happy and laughing. There were
to be servants flitting about, and the whole
castle would have been alive with jollity.
What a difference now!,

Silence everywhere—except for the boom-
ing of the wind outside. Dying fires~lamps
that were failing. No servants to wait upon
them—nothing but depression and gloom.

And the night was before them. The
witching hour of twelve was close at hand,
and they would soon be obliged to go up-
stairs to bed. Certainly it was a caricature
of what the party should have been.

How could they eat in these circumstances ?
How could they continue all this pretence of
cheeriness? It was far better frankly to
admit that they were all feeling scared—that
they were all affected by the etrange atmo-
sphere of mystery that surrounded them!

CHAPTER 16.
Oft to Bed !

. ' course. if yon

fellows g
Reggie Pitt broke
off, and the others
looked a%t him
. inguiringly.
“Yes?" said Jack Grey. “Go on!”
“It docsn’'t matter!” said Reggie un-

comfortably.

As a matter of fact, Pitt was feeling just a
little bit guilty.
castle now, The night was altogether too
wild, too rough. And it seemed to Pitt that
e had foveed these juniors here, perhaps
against their better judgment.

If |

4

E

There was no leaving the!

]

a0

Fle had teld themm thas he was going to
spend the night in the castle; he had also
said that he did not want to influence them
in any way, but, after all, this decision was
tantamount to compelling them., Not one of
them could have deserted him at such an
hour, f

Reggie was feeling that he ought to have
led the way himself—that his duly would
have been to go back to the village and scek
accommodation there. |

“I know exactly what you're thinking, old
man,” smiled Nipper. " You're rather sorrvy
you came, eh?” ’

“Not sorry,” replied Pitt, “but—but——-
Well, it’s rather thick on the rest of you
chaps.” |

“What do
Handforth.

“"Well, it's not much good talking now,”
replied Pitt gruffly. . “I oughin’t to have
come here after the servants deserted. The
most sensible thing would have been to get
room in the village somewhere. Then the
party would have been all complete

to-morrow.”

“That’s all pifle!” said Handforth,
glaring. “We're not a lot of frightened
babies, We don’t mind being here to-night.
All the better, in fact. We'll have a chance
to investigcate the mystery.”

it, of
13 a

“That’'s one way of looking at
course,” said Nipper. “And there
mystery about this place, too. 1'm pretly
certain that the manifesfations have not
been caused by spooks.”

Pitt looked at him eagerly.

“Do you really mean, Nipper, that you
suspect a deliberate fake?” he asked.

“Yes, I do,” replied Nipper promptly.

“Then I take back what I just said,” re-
marked Reggic. “It’s a good thing we're
here, and we'll steel ourselves against the
coming horrors of the night and go to bed.
Are there any objections?”

“You don’t think it would be better to
sit round the log fire in the hall?” asked
Jack Grey.

““Somehow, I'm not keen on the hall”
replied Reggie. “Don’t forget that ghost
on the wtairs—"

“By jingo, yes!” said Tommy Watson,
with a start, “That’s where we saw the
ghost, wasn't it? We'd better not stay in
the hall. It'll be a lot better if we go up-
stairs and get into one of the big bed-rooms,
I vote that we all sleep together, eh ?”

“It’s a good idea, but it’ll be rather
difficult - to carry out,” replied Reggie,
“There aven’t sufficient beds in one room,
and there’s no earthly reason why we should
all huddle together like that. Cheer up, my
sons, and keep smiling. To-morrow every-
thing will be all serene. We shall have the
servants back, and all the other guests will
be on the spot, too. So there’s nothing to
wmirg.' about. Trust your Uncle Reggie,
and-——

yvou =~ mean—thick ?”  said
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Crash !

“Wha-what was that?” stammered Church,
starting up in his chaiv,

“Goodness knows!” said Reggie, looking
round inte the hall. “Something must have
fallen over. That noise came from the stair-
case, didn’t it?”

“0Oh, erumbs!”

“There’s—there’s something out there!l”

“That’s right, be scared of the wind!”
said Handforth tartly. “You know what a
gale there is to-night. I expect
something has blown over, that’s
all.”

“But there aren’t any
spen,” protested McClure,
know that, Handy!”

“Then one of the windows
must have come unfastened,” re-
plied Handforth stubbornly. ** ¥You
fellows immediately jump to the
conclusion that there’s a ghost
out there; I don’t. I don’t be-
lieve in ghosts. Never have be-
lieved in ’em-—never will.  And
that’s final!”

“Nothing like being blunt, old
man,” grinned Reggie Pitt.
“Well, I think we’d better pop
out into the hall and see if
there’s anything amiss. Perhaps
one of the logs fell off the fire.
No nced to make a mystery out
of nothing, anvhow.”

They all crowded out, rather
glad to get out of the dining-
room. They weren’t hungry, and
they didn’t want any food. All
thev wanted was to get to some
place where there were none of
these ghostly influences, but it
hardly seemed likely that they
would find such a haven to-night.
Every secction of the castle was
subject to the uncanny intluence
of the place.

[Bmerging into the hall, they
immediately saw’ a quaintly-
carved table lying on its side. It
was a solid table, too, and could
not be blown over. Besides,
there was no draught from any-
where. The table just stood
there, looking wvery forlorn and
sorrowful,

“That’s rummy!” said Nipper, frowning.
“1 wonder who tipped that over?”

“Look !" gasped Watson, pointing,

They stood there, staring. The table was
slowly rising. Not a soul was near it—not
a Junior was within three yards—but that
table was rising from the floor.” With a
sudden jerk it righted itself and stood in its
original position.

Nipper gave a sudden yell.

“Wires!” he shouted, leaping forward.

“What!” roared Handforth. “Do yon
mean that "

windows
“You
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“1 saw them glinting!” shouted Nipper.
“Wires, by Jove! Didn’t I tell you that the
whole thing was a fake? Quick!”

The juniors rushed at the table, and then
Nipper looked up with a rather blank
expression on his face. There were no wires
to be seen.

“There aren’t any wires here!” said
Watson breathlesslv.  “You were wrong,

Nipper.”
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“TI can’t understand it!” said Nipper,
compressing his lips. “I can swear that I
saw a wire, and yet No, there’s nothing
here. There’s not even a hook or a con-
cealed crevice or anything. Well, I'm
hanged "

And Nipper scratched his head in wonder,

“All the same, if you saw a wire it must
have been a wire,” argued Handforth. “I
didn’t see it myself, but I can’t see every-
thing. Besides, how the dickens could the
table move like that of its own accord?
There must have heen a wire!”
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“I—1 wish we hadn’t come here!” panted
Chureh.  “These things are geilting on my
nerves, Reggie! This beastly old castle of

yours is enough to turn anybody dotty!”
Reggie Pitt looked distressed.

“1I know it,” he admitted. “But don’t be
too hard on me, you chaps. T thought it
would be rather good, you know. Something
unusual, something thrilling. DBesides, it
seemed such a weak thing to do, to back

The hideous apparition suddenly took a step
off the balustrade and stood in mid-air.
‘““Oh, my hat !’ gasped Handforth.
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the example of the

to follow
It was absolutely up to us to come

out and
gervants.
here and spend the night.
dragged you chaps into it

“Dry up!” interrupted Handforth gruffly.
“We all came here of our own free will, and
we’re going to stop here, too. There’s a
mystery about this castle, and it’s not a
pupernatural ®mystery, either. We're going
to find out the truth. We’re going to investi-
gate until we get to the root of the matter.
They can’t fool me with their faked ghosts!
No giddy fear!”

And

n

if I've
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CHAPTER 17,
The Ghostly Footsteps !

UT who are ‘they,’
Handy 1" asked
Church.

“They ?” repeated
Hand{forth.

"You said that they couldn’t fool you—"

“TI don’t know who ‘they’ are,” inter-
rupted Handforth. “How should I know?
You'd better ask Pitt!” :

“That won’t be any good,” said Reggic.
“T haven’t the faintest idea as to who could
indulge in trickery at this place. There
seems to be no reason for it—mo purpose to
be gained.”

“I'll tell you what, though,”
said Handforth, with gleaming
eves. “I’'ve had an idea at the
back of my mind for days. This
old castle was deserted for years,
wasn’t it? Nobody e came
near i, eh?” mfm_;.

“That’s true enmlgl'd,v' said
Pitt.

“And then you suddenly had
it left to you as a legacy,” went
on Handforth. * You came here,
and then arranged this Christmas~
party. I shouldn’t be at all sur-
prised 1if we haven’t hit upon a
gang.”

“A what?” said Nipper.

“A gang of coiners,” said
Handforth impressively. “They’ve
been using this old castle as a
headguarters, and ever since we
arrived they’ve been doing their
utmost to drive us away. Down
in the wvaults they’ve got their
coining apparatus, and——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

For the first time the others
burst into a roar of laughter, and
it was a welcome sound.

“Yes, you can cackle!” roared
Handforth, glaring. “But it’s a
fine 1dea———"

“Thanks, we will cackle!”

- grinned Reggie. “It’s done us a

lot of good, too, old man. Just
what we needed!” o

“You grinning ass

“IT seem to have heard that coiners’ yvarn
before,” went on Pitt reminiscently. "In
fact, unless I'm mistaken, it’s figured in
plenty of cheap detective stories. A
mysterious old house, somebody comes into
it unexpectedly, surprises a gang of coiners
or counterferters, and then they try to scare
him out. My dear old Handy, it's as old
as the hills !’

“If this castle were just an ordinary
house, there might be somethineg in Handy’s
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theory,” said Nipper.
were situated in a London back street, or in
the suburbs of .a big town. But here, right
out in the open, there’s not a single chance
that that story of yours will hold water,
Handy. Coiners don’t choose spots like this;
it’s too risky. There’s too much chance of
them being seen, coming to and fro. In a
village like Market Donning any stranger is
instantly seen, and his appearance 13 com-
mented upon. No, old man, it won't wash.”
But Handforth was not to be denied.

“Well, anyhow, there are some fakers at
work," he declared stubbornly. *“This table
was turned over by trickery—and it was
righted again by trickery. You can’t spoof
me!  Why, you even saw some wires, Nip-
per !

“I thought I did,” admitted Nipper. * But
there aren’t any wires, so that rather makes
it appear that T imagined it."”

“Rats!” said Handforth. " You're not the
kind of chap to imagine things. Besides,
can’t wires ge pulled away?”

“That’s just what I was thinking, as a

mat, of fact,” said Nipper. “However,
t%’ no. time for investigating, Handy.
WU better leavo it till to-morrow. The

lamps are going out, and the fire i3 dead,
and bed seems to be the best place for us.
I Yote that we all go upstairs and turn
in.

“Hear, hear!” said Reggie. “The night’s
getting wilder, and it's close upon twelve.
l'ime we were between tho sheets.”

“Twelve!” murmured Watson,
little gulp.

“Dry up, ass!” grunted Handforth.
“Yow're as nervous as Fatty Fowkes, of the
Crusaders! By George, it’s a good thing
he’s not here to-night!”

They all tried to tell themselves that mid-
night was no different to any other hour,
but they couldn’t help feeling that midnight
might bring some further manifestation. It
was the traditional hour for ghostly appear-
ances. However, there had never been any
hint that the bed-rooms were haunted, so
there was a little relief in that thought.

“On second thoughts, perhaps, we'd better
use one bed-room,” said Reggie Pitt, as they
preparcd to go upstairs. ‘“There’s one big
room with three double beds in it. We can
all squash in, can't we?”

“Rather!” said the others.

“I'll be company for us all—and while
e re together, we can't very well be scared,”
went on Reggie. “As for these lamps, we'll
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They'll soon go out

leave them burning.
Come on, let’s make a

of their own accord.
move.”

The others were very relieved to hear this
decision. It would be a lot better for them
to sleep in one room. Then, if anything
happened, they would be together—company
for one another.

So they went upstairs—wondering, vaguely,
if they would see that strange apparition
again. What if it appeared now—on_ the
stairs, while they were actually ascending?
What would they do? This thought was in
most of their minds.

But they need not have worried, for no
such apparition appcared, They found them-
selves on the upper landing, and they moved
along towards one of the specially prepared
bed-rooms. They were soon inside, and a
general breath of relief went up when Reggle
'I::Ioicd the door, and turned the key in the
OCK.

“Not that it'll be much good against
ghosts,”” he said lightly. “ According to all
Pve heard about these old phantoms, they
get through a kevhole or under a crack of
the door. Locks don't keep them away.”

“Oh, dry up!” said Jack Grey. “No nced
to be funny about it, Reggie.”

“Perhaps we'd better not get undressed:”
suggested Church, as he looked round the
room with a warv eve. “Look! The fire's
nearly out, and this lamp doesn’t scem to be
any too good.,”

“Of course we'll get undressed,” said
Handforth, giving Church a cold glance,
“I'm surprised at you, Churchy! Do yon
mean to say that vou’d get into bed with
all your clothes on? Olﬁ:' tramps do that
sort of thing!”

“Yes, but things are different to-night,”
protested Church. “If there’s any sudden
alarm, we shall be ready to dash out. We
don’t want to be caught unawares, amd—"

“Listen!”’ broke 1in Watson suddenly.
“What—what was that?”

“What was what?” asked all the others in
one voice,

“Didn’t you hear—foolsteps?” panted
Tommy Watson. .
“No, I didn’t!"” said Handforth. "Of all

¥y

the silly chumps—--
“We'd better listen, just to make sure!”
interrupted Nipper.
They became silent, and held their breaths.
For a moment or two nothing could be heard
except the buffeling of the wind outside,

{ and then, surely enough, came the sound of

footsteps,

Peculiar, deliberate footsteps!

Somebody seemed to be walking along tho
corridor —just outside! And he was muking
no attompt to disguise the sound of his move-
ments. There was nothing stealthy about
that tread—nothing sceretiv® The footsteps
came slowly and elearly, in a measured stride.
What could it mean? Who was out there?
These boys had the castle to themselves—and
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they knew well enough that all the servants
had gone. Who was out there—in the cor-
ridor?

CHAPTER 18.

( The Phantom of Raith-
| mere Castle !
IPPER was the first to

move.

“This is silly!” he
sald impatiently.
“There must  be

somebody in the place. It's the only pos-
sible explanation.”

He turned to the door and wrenched it
open. Then, with one bound, he was out
side. Next moment he checked himself and
started back.

* What~—what
Tommy Watson.

“Nothing !” said Nipper. “How can you
cxpect me to see anything in the piteh dark-
ness?  There’s not a light here!  Every
lamp has gone out!”

“Qh, my hat!”

The juniors fell back from the doorway,
half expecting to see somoe ghostly object.
And they were all amazed by the darkness.
Only a few minutes ago they hau come along
that corridor, and there had been plenty of
lights then. Reggie Pitt had purposely left
them burning. Now all was darkness!

Every light had gone out—and yet it was
impossible to believe that they could have
died out on their own accord. How had
they been extinguished?

"Just a minute!” said Nipper.
body coming with me?”

“What are you going to
Chureh.

“1 want to go out into this corridor, and
close the door,” replied Nipper. “Kither
that, or we'll put the light out in here—"

*“No, don’t do that!” shouted two or three
of the others. é

Handforth voluntcered to go out, and a
moment later the sair went inte the corridor,
and Nipper closed the door, They found
themselves in utter blackness. At least, it
seemed so for the first moment or two.
Then, when they grew accustomed to the
gloom, they could tell that the moonlight
was percolating through the windows at the
end of the corridor. It seemed that the
snowstorm had abated. For it was real
moonshine—not a diffused light. The clouds
had evidently cleared from the sky, and the
moon was shining down clearly.

“There’s nothing here,” muttered Nipper.
“So what caused those footsteps? By Jove!
There’s something fishy about all that! I'm
not satisfied that——" :

“Look !” -broke in Handforth.
He pointed, and they both saw a figure mov-
ing at the end of the corridor—just visible in

have you seen!” panted

“Any-

do?”’ asked

| ither
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the moonhght; and, uunwistaauwviy, the creak
of a lbose board came to thelr ears.

*“Ghosts don’t make boards crcak!” said
Nipper curtly. “Come on—let’s collar him!
Let's make an end t. this silly mystery!”

They tore down the corridor at full speed,
but when they reached the end there was no
figure to be seen. Notuing—nothing but a
long vista of passageway, cfearly illuminated
by moonlight.

“Well, 1t beats me!” said Nipper, scratch-
ing his head. “We saw that fgure, didn’t
we, Handy? And he couldn’t have had
time to escape!  That’s the rummy part
about it! The only explanation is a secret

panel !”

" By " Xol—
you mean——"

“I mean that this old castle is probably
honeycombed with secret passages and tun-
nels,” replied Nipper. “You know what
these places are like. In fact, you tumbled
headlong into a secret passage yourself—the
other day. Don’t you remember?  When
we first came herc to explore the place.”

“0Of course I remember,” said Handforth.
“But that wasn’t in this wing at all. We
were downstairs, then—and 1 tumbled down
some old stairs.”

“l know, but that doesn’'t alter the fact
that the castle is probably honeycombed with
passages,” said - Nipper. “If there was a
secret panel downstairs, why shouldn’t there
be one up here? I was as keen as mustard
to come here on this visit, so that I could
thoroughly explore the place.”

“Same here,” agreed Handy.
start now 7"

“Well, old man, it’s hardly the time,” re-
plied Nipper. “My idea was to do it in the
daylight—and with lots of other fellows with
us. We’ll leave it till to-morrow.”

The bed-room opened, far down tho
corridor, and one or two figures could be
geen.

“Are you
Reggie Pitt.

“Yes, of course,” said Handforth.
comingz back.”

He and Nipper joined the others, and ail
sorts of questions were hurled at them.

“We saw somebody down the end of the
corridor,” explained Nipper, “but when we
got there the ﬁf’;ure had gone.”

“Great Scott!”

“But don’t get thinking that it was a
ghost,” went on Nipper. “I believe it was
a man—someo fellow who is deliberately try-
ing to frighten us out. There’s something
in that idea of Mandy’s, after all—that
coiners’ den scheme. f course, T don’t
helieve in the coiners—that’s all imaginative
nonsense—but there’s certainly somebody
here.”

“Well, we'd better get back into the bed-
room, and see if we can’t get some sleep,”
said Pitt. “I’'m fed-up with all this mystery.
that, or we’ll make a thorough

Gec:rgel” said Ilandforth.

“Why not

chaps all right?” sang out

“We're
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investigation. Il's going to be one or the | we're scared out of our wits. Let’s ignore
other.” : | him altogether.”
“I rather think we ought to sleep,” said “That’s a good idea,” said Pitt. “I second
Nipper. “Therel be plenty of time for|it. Passed unanimously——"
investigating to-morrow—in the daylight.” “No, it isn’t!” said Handforth. “I don’t
They went back into the bed-roomn and | agree to 1t, for one! I dou’t sece why we
closed the door—relocking it. Hardly had | should let this rotter do just as he likes with
they done so, however, when those footsteps | us. There ought to be a'thorough investiga-
sounded again—just as delibevate and just as | tion now. Why wait until to-morrow ?

clearly. And now there was another sound. That’s all rot! I've brought an electric-torch
Tap, tap, tap! with me, and—-"

A peculiar, tapping cumc f{rom the other
side of the room! The juniors turned, star-] «pha¢'s rummy!” he went on, frowning
LY ® ] o B

ing, and as they r?i:l S0 A pietnm‘ BAmE | *T dun’t oo o have B nawl I thost have
thudding down from the wall. It crasned to | 1aft it behind, after alll”

i : 4 oo i 8 = L a g & H
il‘.lf“(s;.lf'”!b', TR N - 51131”{3(1 Nipper. “Well, what's it to hp?
ity DRy BRLE . USRS VY SURUMy JRSAARE Stall we let the ghosts carry on their mid-

. IT+ 1 B ] ] ; " = - -
Onece azain Nipper flung open the door, i nicht revels without interruption, or shall we

but there was nothing to be seen. He closed | ¢y aud look for themn ?”

it, and put his buck against it. It was a question that could mnot be
“The best thing we can do is to go to | answered immediately. The juniors hardly

bed,” he growled. “Let’s ignore this con- | knew what to do. They felt, in a vague sort

He broke off, feeling in his pockets.

founded trickster! Let’s show him that he's { of way, that they were being duped, and yet
not ft*a;:h.t(:mng:{ usl If we keep dodging ont | they weren’t certain of this. Was it trickery
and rushing after him he’ll only believe that | —or was there a real ghost? The mystery of
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i{he whole affair had gripped them, and they
did not know what to do for the best.

And while they were indeeisive, those foot-
steps sounded again. Slow, deliberate foot-
steps. They were just outside the door—
passing-—continuing onwards !

CHAPTER 19.

The Hovering Horror !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH gave
a roar,

“T'm fed-up!” he
shouted. “There's

something out there—somebody playing tricks
with us! Come on—all of you! We're
bound to spot him if we rush out.”

He tore the door open, and Nipper and
Pitt and Willy followed him. The others,
hardly liking to remain behind, came also.
They all sped out into the corridor, but there
was now ro trace of the intruder. The foot-
steps had ceased, and there was nothing to
be heard except the buffeting of the wind.

“Which way were those footsteps going?”
asked Handforth, turning.

“They secmed to be making for the big
landing—the main staircase,” said Nipper.
“When they passed before they were going
the other way, but this time——"

“ Just what I thought, too,” said Hand-
forth. “Come on—we'll soon find him!”

They hurried along towards the big stair-
case, but just before they reached it, with
Handforth in advance, they checked. And
Handforth felt something dry in his throat.
He wanted to speak, but could not do so.
He was staring—staring unbelievably.

For there was something crouching on the
balustrade of the staircase.

What was it? And how could they see it?
For the great hall was in complete darkness.
The moon had gone in now, and the gloom
was so intense that even the stairs could not
be scen. Yet that objeet on the balustrade
was clearly  visible—uncannily,  horribly
visible. There it squatted, a monstrous thing
of horrific aspect.

This was no ordinary ghost—no figure of
an old-time warrior, or the gquaintly-gowned
spectre of a fourteenth eentury lady. It was
something far more terrible.

A sort of creature—a caricature of Pan.
The upper part of the thing appeared to be
like that of a man, except for large masses
of fur over its shoulders and chest, while the
vear limbs were hoofed--like those of a bul-
lock! And there it squatted, its hideous face
grinning and mouthing. © There were little
horns on the head, and thev logged up and
down as the thing moved its head.

“Oh, my hat!” muttered Handforth at

last.
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The juniors all stood there, rooted to the
spot. They could not move—they could only
stare at this spectral presence. I‘or what else
could it be? If it were real, how could it
assume that form? If it were real, how
could it be visible? There were no lights
anywhere—no glimmering of any kind—and
yet this thing could be clearly seen in every
detail. There it squatted, as though un-
conscious of the juniors’ presence.

Suddenly it stood up--stood up on that
balustrade, balancing itself with the utmost
ease. But this was not all: The thing took
a step off the balustrade and trod in mid-air;
stood in mid-air !

Then, alter a4 moment or two, -the
apparition walked forward—through the air,
as though it were pacing on solid ground.

[t turned after a moment, and looked
straight at the schoolboys—looked at them
with a face that turned their blood to water.
Then, giving a wild leap into the air, the
creature leapt at the wall—and went through
the wall. The most astounding part of the
whole affair was that for a brief second or
two the spectre could be scen inside the
wall—as though the wall itself were trans-
parent. Then it faded and grew dim.

Nipper felt a cold perspiration on his brow.

His mind was in a whirl. He was sus-
picious of trickery, but how could that thing
have been created by trickery. A man,
dressed up as a ghost—yes! Nipper could
understand that sort of thing. But he knew
very well that no man could have hovered
there in mid-air, No living thing could have
gone into that wall! It was altogether un-
accountable—amazingly mysterious.

“Let's get out of here!” shouted Watson
frantically.

“Yes—let’s go!"” said Church.

“Steady—steady !” muttered Reggie Pitt.
“I don’t mind admitiing I’m scared on my
own account, but we necedn’t get into a
panic——"

“The place is haunted!” shouted MecClure.
“We'd better go! What does it matter about
the snow? What does it matler about the
storm? It's not too late, even now, to
get back to the village, and to find rooms!
1t’ll be better than staving here like this!
We can’t sleep in this place—we can’t »

“Hold on!” interrupted Nipper. “Pull
vourself together, you ass! There's no need
to get so frightened.”

“But what was it?" shouted Watson. "1
don’t mind anything that I can understand!
I shouldn’t be scared if we were suddenly
fichting against a crowd of hooligans! But
this—this thing is too much! And those
footsteps, too! Who made those footsteps?”

Nipper could see that some of the fellows
were ready to give way to panic. He did
not altogether blame them. What they had
spen had been sufficient to test the strongest
nerves. It would have been different if there
had been some possible explanation, bus here
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there was none. Nipper had had experienco
of many fake.ghosts. He had secn apparitions
that had been prepared by means of luminous
paint. He had seen {ilmy things that floated
in the air, operated by rods, or wires.

But these explanations did not apply now,

That ereature could not have been a man
dressed up in luminous clothing. It could not
have been a filiny thing, operated by wires.
For it had seemed solid—absolutely tangible.
That was the extraordinary part of it. Most
ghosts were vague and dim and uncertain in
appearance, but this one was not like that.
The juniors had scen every detutl—every hair
of the head, every button on the strange
clothing, every tuft of fur. All thezse things
had been visible, although there was no light
on the scene! That was the staggering, un-
accounttable part of it all,

For that ereature had been visible in the
durkuvess. How? If it was a fake, how could
this  miraculous thing have been accom-
plished? It scemed only too certain that
there had beeu no fakery. The thing was
indeed a spectral presence—a thing of the
other world——-

Nipper pulled himself up with a jerk.

That sort of thing wouldn't do! IHe mustn’t
allow bhis thoughts to run into such channels.
Never for a moment would he admit that he
had scen a genuine spirit manifestation. No,
there was some explanation of this—uand
Nipper was determined that he would find it
out. He wasn't going to be beaten—neither
was he golug to become the prey of his own
imagination. Aboyve all, he must keep a level
head.

.

CHAPTER 20.

Something Tangible at

Last !

ET'S get back into the
bedvoom!” s a i d
Nipper.

He turned and hur-

rvied along the wide
corvidor. Tho otheis followed him without
a word. Their thoughts were too wild—too
disturbed. Bprech was out of the guestion

just thoen,

They reached the bed-room, and Nipper
closed the door. Al that very moment there
came a kind of gasp from without—a loud,
horrified cey—and those footsteps sounded
again, heavy and huarried.

Nipper, with a gulp, put his hand on
the door-knob, |
“Don’t!"” gasped . Watson. “Don’t open

the door againl!”

“Nounsense!” said Nipper sharply.

Ile tore the door open, and then he caught
a glinpse of something as it ran by; tho
fipure of an old mau—bent and crouching—

]

iy

ghost-like. In a flash he had vanished down
into the darkness of the corridor.
“Hi!” shouted Nipper. *“Who . are you?
Come back here! Who are you, 1 say?”
But there was no reply, only the sound
of those receding footsteps.
“Quick!” roared Nipper. “Come on! This
is8 no ghost, you chaps! After him!”
“Rather!” bellowed IHandforth.

The juniors ran down the corridor at full
speed, freshly excited by this new experi-
ence., Nipper and Handlorth were the first
to rush round the corner, and they were
just in time to see the figure of the old man
‘anishing into the very wall. The rmoon-
light was streaming in just there, and they
could sce him as he disuppeared. But when
they rushed up there was nothing but blank-
ness. The bare wall—without an alcove, or
even a4 recess,

Nipper wus looking very grim now.

“0-ho!” he muttered. "So that's the way
it’s dane, 13 1t? No wonder we didn’t see
the fellow when we came here a little while
ago, Handy!”

“What—what do you mean?” panted Haund-
forth,

“Why, there’s a panel
panel!” said Nipper keenly., “Don’t you
understand ? I'm not confusing this old man
with that etrange apparition we saw in tho
hall. That thing secmned to fade into the
solid wall. But there’s panelling here—and
I'm always suspicious of panelling. We know
the exaet spot where the old man vanished,
and we ought to be able to locate it within
a few minutes. This s the panel--this very
one!”

He brought out his own electric torch and
flashed 1t on,

The other juniors collected round, excited
and breathless. So many things had hap-
pened in such a short time that they could
hardly think clearly. Their wits were scat-
tered.

But Nipper, at least, had formed a certain
theory.

He believed that this old man was re-
sponsible for the footsteps, for the falling
pictures, and for the other unaccountablo
manifestations. Then the old man had
probably seen that strange apparition, and
had himself been frightenced, So he had
run back to his lair, heedless of the juniors
he had been attempting to frighten, That
seemed to be a logical hypothesis, and
Nipper was determined to put his theory to
the test.

here—a  secret

“There’s nothing therve, you ass!” said
Jack Grey. “Did you sce thoe old man

actually vanish into this wall?”

“Yes, of course we did,"” said Handforth.

“But 1t’s a solid walll” protested Grey,
“There's a brickwork behind here! It must
have been a ghost—just like that one we
sasw in the halll”

“We'll soon see about that,” said Nipper

whose foolsteps were heavy and by no means { grimly.
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He thumped upon the pavel with all his
strength, creating a terrific din.
“Open this panel!” he shouted.  *If you

don’t open 1t, we'll smash 1t dowMR”

But there was no reply.

“That’s the idea,” said Handforth, breath- |
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chairge. Not that he cared. After the first
moment he forgot all about the pain.

“Where’s your light, Nipper?” he panted.
“By George! The panf:]r"s split from top
to bottom! One more charge, and we’ll be
through!”

ing hard. “We'll smash it down! Why "(Great Scott!”
trouble to find any secret catch? It doesn’t “Look! It’s split right enough!”
matter if we smash the panel. You don’t It was Nipper who charged this time;
mind, do you, Reggie?” ' thero was another splintering crash, and

“Not a bit,” said Pitt. “Go ahead! More | now the panelling fell away, broken and
power to your elbow!” shattered. The juniors clutched at the
1"’-‘ t : ‘
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Nipper tore the door open and was just in time to catch a glimpse of something as it ran bhy—the
figure of an old man !

“The figure we sawv vanishing in this wall
was a real man,” declared Nipper. * Hang
it, I can’t be fooled like that! IHe was a
real man, 1 tell you, and he’s probably listen-
ing to every word we're saying now. Stand
back, yvou chaps! I'mm going to charge this
panel !”

“No fear!” said Handforth. “I’'m bigger

—and stronger! I'll do it!"

He went ‘across to the other side of the
corridor, gathered himself up, and then
charged at the panel full tilt. There was a
splintering, thudding crash. Handforth
reeled back, with his face screwed up. He
had hurt himself considerably by that

jagged edges, and pulled them away by
forece, Bit by bit the panel was torn out—

and there were shouts of exeitement when it
was seen that a great cavity yawned beyond.
Nipper's theory, so far, was proving to be
correct. It was not a solid wall behind here!

“Hold on a minute!” said Nipper breath-
lessly.

He sniffed the air keenly, A peculiar
stuffy odour was coming from that aperture.
It was almost impossible to disinguish what
the odour actually was, but 1t vaguely re-
minded Nipper of food—and stale tobacco,
perhaps. There was nothing dank about 1.
Tt was the kind of smell that one would
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cxpect to emanate from a place that was
constantly inhabited. . :

“Who's there?” shouted Nipper, flashing
his light into the cavity. “You'd better
come out—hefore we drag you out!”

They all held their breath—but there was
no  response.

“Come on!”
going (o be done now.

said Nipper. “We're not
But be careful, you

toreh flashed S‘ﬁ'ifi‘!}'
to aud fro.
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the

This was no
It was an old
Immediately all

They were surprised—amazed—but at
same time they were relieved.

glmst——nc’pectral presence.
man, quamt and harmless.

| that ghostly atmosphere seceind to fade away

into thin air,

The juniors had come crowding in, and now
they occupied the end of this cosy little
room. They looked round them wonderingly.

“Yes—yes!" inter-

chaps—he may be dangerous. Ile may The room was quile a perfect little living-
fioht.” room—with many book-shelves, and with a
“T.ot him!" roared IHandforth. “I’ll go ! little corner where cooking arrangements
in first!? evidently existed.
e ae it o L. o - There was a door,
T\dl[:pt‘r ?aiev«:r NEXT WEDNESDAY ! BER&®Y  irther in, and it
Tﬁi ?'I‘:e“:*;a:i?t;akiné A % stood ’ half ajar—
E aiohng & Bl UL ek e E A e W W RN W reyealing the corner
. : i : e o N ) il 'r‘:ﬂ of a bedstead. Quite
row tunnel. In less  Jx " '°™ SR@EE™ & 0 ; o oY eile Rt . it
than @ minute ho 248 5 ¢ _ 3_[};‘ 48 LB Ry &
came upon a stout % N N - LIBRARY “E»' -
door; 1t was d-ﬁttﬁ’d o v ' . h'}r e fike
withh an ordinary o5 i e o B G o W come to me like
conventional  brass S ; ' E. this?” asked the old
door-knob.. ; % 0 man, his voico un-
“Steady, now!’ 'Q ™ % B steady, and quiver-
muttered  Nipper, .. in  with  sudden
“Be readv for the i;.jé_ ﬁ:umnslty.t "“‘1;;5:
seran ! e P v ester me?
el 1 FR T diko  thatt”
Ha  placed  his ¥ A
hand upon the door- ﬁ A
kneb and turned 1t. } =
Rather to his sur-
prize. the door gave
under his pressure, '
and with a sadden b _ said Handforth.
movement he flung “You're the one
the portal  wide 4 who's been pester-
open. The light & e ing us! Trying to
from his electric ' scare us out——"

:

It revealed a
curtous kind of liv-
ing-room--a homely,
Cosy apartment,
with a fire merrily
blazing in a small
grate, There was a
shaded oillamnp uvpon the table, aud over
in the far coener, near the fireplace, was
the old man!

“Well, my young gentlemen, you have
found me,” he said, i a harsh, quivering
voice. “1 am beaten—~—I1 surrender!”

CHAPTER 21.

The Secret of the Hidden
Room !

vy, OR, & moment none of
Y the juniors spoke.

—

Their first emotion
was one of overs
whelming relief.

, e
i ne £2 Taaay E L AR
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rupted the old man
passionately. *‘That
15 true! I admit

it ! I. did my
utmost to frighten

you away, to pre-
vent you entering
this castle, but my

efforts were useless. You have discovered me !”

“I would like to point out that this castle
is my property,” said Reggie Pitt quietly.
“It was left to me by my uncle "

“I know—I know!” interrupted the old
man. ‘‘Do you think I have no ears? 1
was alert on the first occasion when you
came. I heard much of your conversation,
I know that this castle belongs to you—lock,
stock and barrel. And, then and there, 1
decided to frighten you away. Why do vou
want to come hore? Why do you want to
disturb my peace? ¥or years and years I
have enjoyed this peace tranquilly, without
any fear of being turned away. But now it
is over—now you arc face to face with me.
Very well—I surrender, as I said before. I
am no fighter. I ecannot resist such methods
as yeu have adopted.”
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“Just a minute, Mr.—Mr.——" began
Pitt.

“My name is Rotherton,” said the strange
old man., ‘““Julius Rotherton. But what is
that name to you?”

“1 only want to say, Mr. Rotherton, that
it would have been better if you had acted
in a straightforward way,” said Reggie Pitt
quietly. “Why do you talk about being
turned out? 1 am the new owner of this
sastle, and if you have a legitimate reason

for remaining here, I'm not the kind of
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will listen to the eccentric pleas of a peaceful
old man.”

The juniors sat down and looked at Mr.
Rotherton curiously. They were by no
means alarmed, This queer old customer
was evidently harmless. Indeed, Handforth
could have knocked him over with one
push. Ie seemed so frail, so pitifully slight,

“I am frightened,” he confessed in a
quavering voice, “1 realise that I bhave
acted very wrongly, and it is now too late.
I should have approached you openly in the

fellow to turn you first place, and
'_'lllt.” LI i - crﬂ.VEd 'DU,I' ill'

P Bt FH NG GG G S AL S Y i
! TI.Lht(al str;mgnf{ man g o KA LKA Y dulgence. As 1t 1s
ooke a eggie now, what can I
with wide eyes. - “THE ST. FRANK'S expect but harsh-

“You won’t turn
me out?’ he re-
peated dazedly.

“Not if you are

REVELS ("

Christmas Day at Raithmere Castle !
Reggie Pitt’s big party of St. Frank’s

ness and anger ?”
“We're not angry

vet,”  said Pitt.

“Please explain

o
;
Elfﬂri»uuhu-?ff“yl;::;‘f E boys and Moor View girls having the Ef;‘”ff‘*' o i
ka? padet b time of their lives. Dancing, games, o ,
ess,” replied Pitt. ¥ gy . The old man
SWak I won tobogganing ; everybedy happy—il a sighed
indulging ‘in  any ¥ trifle apprehensive inwardly. For there "% And yet there is
criminal  practices 3 is still that mysterious something lurking vire Lils ta eds
i ¢ within the castle. Again and again it plain,” he said.
“No, no, no!” § manifests itself in many a weird and “ For many years I
¢ extraordinary fashion ; unaccountable, have lived in the
# inexplicable—until Edward Oswald castle, undisturbed.
----- Handforth, in his wusual blundering Yes, I have occu-
method, reveals the secret—— pied these curious
All readers will thoroughly enjoy this hidden rooms. At
one time of day,

fine story, written in Edwy Scarles

¥
broke in Mr. Julius %@ ) - - many centuries ago,
Rotherton. “'That ag Eg:fk,}eé];:;d:mn' Look out for it I believe they were
15 not true. There Eﬁ ¥ occupied by a per-
15 1o more peaceful ﬁ IO son of royal blmltl-
creature  on  this g ' A hidden suite, self-
earth than 1. 1 % WHAT'S WRONG » contained In every
wish to harm no ) WiTH THE ROVERS ? particular, and un-
man.  All T desire Y Another exciting instalment of this suspected 531’] R4
is to be left in amazingly popular detective and football ordinary dwellers in
peace. And 1t was & serial * the castle. Beyond,
my fear that I @ s I have a bed-room,
should be turned gszssszs ORDER IN ADVANCE! yes, and a work-
out, that 1 should shop. It has been
be  compelled  to my habit for years

leave these old walls—"

“Then, Mr. Rotherton, you made a mis-
take,” said Pitt. “But don’t you think it
would be better if you gave us some sort of
cxplanation? You have been treating us
very strangely since we arrived here. T'd
planned for a big party for this Christinas,
and many of my friends are here—many
others are coming. _
servants, but they have been driven away. 1
can only corlcluge that you have frightened
them by your trickery and your fakes. Is
that quite playing the game? Don’t you
think yon have a good deal to explain?”

The old man came forward.

“Pray be seated, young gentlemen,” he
said quietly, “I ecan see that I have been
wrong, gravely wrong, I can only crave
your forgiveness, 1 can only trust that you

I have a big staff of'

to potter about with my little experiments.”
“Have you always lived here, sir?” asked
Handforth.

“Always,” replied Mr. Rotherton. “ At
least, when 1 say always, 1 mean I have
been here since 1 was a child. It may
interest you to know, young sir, that I was
wour great-uncle’s trusted servant,” he went
on, looking at Pitt. “Mr. Roger Merton
was a good man, a fine gentleman, but when
he left the castle I could not bring myself
to go with him. I could live nowhere else
but within these walls. I am part of them,
and the thought of being taken away
terrified me. When Myr, Merton left, after
his grevious seizure, I remained behind.”

"Did Mr. Merton know . that you were
here, then ?” asked Pitt.
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“It was Mr. Merton’s wish that I should
remain,” said. tho old man. I was here in
the capacity of-—caretaker, shall we say? It
was Mr. Merton’s whim that I should stay
behind, to look after the old castle. And I
did not demur, since it was what T should
have wished myself. But I fear that Mr.
Merton forgot all about me. Not that I was
sorry. I have been happy during these
years—peaceful and happy.”

The old man bent his head and sighed
agam. There was something so sorrowful
about him that Reggie Pitt could not find it
in his heart to be angry.

CHAPTER 22.
The Truth !
R. JULIUS ROTHER-

TON looked up at
last.

“Please let me
apologise,” he said

gracefully. “I fear that I am boring you.”

“No, no, please go on,” said two or three
of tho juniors.

“When I say that I was Mr. Roger
Merton’s servant let me explain that I acted
as a kind of private seccretary,” said the
old eccentrie. “1I think the world has for-
gotten me long since. Many of My,
Merton’s old retainers knew that 1 had
stayed here, but they probably believed that
I left. At all events, the castle -has been
neglected for many years. I expected Mr.
Merton to return, but such was not the case.
e never came.”

“Didn’t you ever go out yourself?” asked
Pitt. “Doesn’'t anybody in the village know
that you live here?”

“Not a soul!” replied Mr. Rotherton.
“I did not want them to know. 1 adopted
every kind of subterfuge in order to keep it
sccret.”

“But why?"

“Because I like peace; there is nothing
I love better than =olitude,” continued the
old man. “Far down in the castle there is
an old tunnel-—one that leads for miles
under the countryside. It has been my habit
to venture forth by that means, and to.walk
along another highway into a local town.
Nobody questioned me there; nobody cared
"whence 1 came or where I went. And hero
in the castle, and in Market Donning,
there is nobody who knows of my existence.”

“Well, 1T don"t pretend to understand why
vou should want “all this secrecy, but
perhap: you know best,” said Pitt, "I
expect it’s what one gets used to."”

]

-

| little time ago I knew that it was true.
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The old man shook his head and made no
comment. It was becoming clear to the
juniors that he was very strange. He
wasn't mad, but his eccentricities were very
close to crankiuess. He was a hermit, and
he did not like to live amongst others. Ie
did not even want anybody to know his
habitations or to come near him.

“But what of these strange things that
have been happening here?” asked Reggie
pointedly.  “Don’t you think you owe us
an explanation, Myr. Reotherton ?”

“I do,” said the old man penitently. “I
certainly do. And you shall have that
explanation. Many wecks ago I heard that
a schoolboy had inherited Mr. Merton's
castle, and that news filled e with dismay—
with misgiving. 1 heard it in one of the
shops where I do some of my purchases.
Then when you boys came to the castle some
L
heard you talking, and I knew that you,
voung man, were the new owner,” heo added,
looking at Reggie. “And 1 knew that you
were preparing to hold a big party in this
castle. DMy great fear, my overwhelming
horror, was that you would discover my
presence.”

“Why was that an overwheliing horrov "

“Becanse I feared that you would turn

.me out,” said the old eccentric, “and that

would have killed me, It will kill me now.
Don’t turn me out, young sir!” he added
pleadingly. “1 will not disturb you here:
I will not cause any——"

“Wait a minute, M:y. Rotherton,” inter-
rupted Reggie quietly. “Let's hear the rest
of the explanations, if you don’t mind.
We're rather anxious to know if you are
responsible for the moving furniture and

| the falling pictures and all the rest of it,”

Mr. Rotherton had the decency to flush
and to look ashamed of himself.

"I must confess my guilt,” ha said huskily.
“I am indeed responsible.”

“But how did vod work all those tricks?”
asked Nipper curiously,

“I am by vay of being mechanical,” said
Mr. Rotherton. “Did I not mention that I
have a little workshop? 1 spend most of
my hours tinkering with little trifles that da
not matter to anybody in the world but my-
self. If you glance round this room you
will  notice = various mechanical devices.
They are of my own invention, although, of

course, they are quite trivial and valueless.”
]

The juniors were not inclined to agree.
The lamp, for example, was a most
ingenious exdmple. It was a lamp unlike
any other they had ever seen. It burned
with a clear flame, and yet therc was no

chimney to it. There were all kinds of
devices—little cooking arrangements and
other things which caught the eye., But

there: was no time to examine these now.
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“When 1 knew definitely that you were
coming, 1 decided to perform one or two
harmless little tricks to frighten you,” said
the hermit. "“Let me plead at once that I
believed you would leave the castle within
the first hour or so. Never did it oceur to
me that you would persist, that you would
have the bravery to come again, and even
to arrange for a house-party here. It
was that which filled me with such dismay,
and T redoubled my efforts.”

“But how did you perform those stunts?”
asked Handforth bluntly. “That table that
fell over and camo back to -its original
position? And the picture that fell from
its hook and——"

“They were all very simple little tricks,”
said Mr. Rotherton dryly. “When you hem
my explanation you will smile at me. Wires
were the medium in nearly every case.”

“There you arel” said Watson. *“ You
said you saw a wire, didn’t you, Nipper?”

“1 thought 1 saw it,” replied Nipper.

“But why weren’t the wires on the table
and things when we got to them?” asked
Pitt.

“1 rather fancy that 1 was
genious,” said Mr, Rotherton. “1 fixed my
wires through ~ tiny holes in the flooring,
holes so small that you could not possibly
detect them wunless you were definitely
scarching for such apertures. At odd
moments I seized my chance, and 1 fixed
my wires to the table legs and to the chairs.
By giving a pull at the right moment the
table or the chair would hcave up. Then
one swift tug and the wires hag gone—
vanished. There was nothing to show you
how the furniture had moved.”

“Bul where did you operate these wires?”
asked Nipper. “That’s what T can’t under-
stand.”

“There are many secret passages behind
these ancient walls,” replied the hermit.
“There is ome in the banqueting hall,
another on the staircase. Indeed, the whole

quite 1n-

place is heneycombed with such passages.
It was not difficult for me to arrange my
wires and to listen and to watch. Later,
if you like, I will show you these passages,
and will let you see the workings of my
pitiful little devices.”

o}

CHAPTER 23.
Reggie Pitt’s Decision !

T was impossible to be
angry with the
ll strange old fellow.
‘ Clearly, he had }

acted so queerly
because he thought that his peace of years

i

—

| seeret for vou.

was to be rudely shattered. He thonghi
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that by adopting these sumuple tricks the
juniors would be frightened away—that they
would go for good, and never disturb him
again. But, of course, he had been wrong.
He had misjudged the mettie of these St.
Frank’s fellows,

As tor Reggie Pitt, he was genuinely sorry
for the old boy. 'There was not the slightest
question of anything aishornest. Mr. Rother-
ton had only acted in a very eccentric
tashion. Pitt did not see the neccessity of
turning him out. e was so harmless—so
timid—so pathetic a figure.

"I'm sorry you didn’t come out openly,
Mr. Rotherton,” said Pitt quietly. “It’s a
pity you didn’t come to me on that first day
and tell mme of your quarters here. We
should have been awfully interested.”

“1 feared that you would order me out,”
said Mr. Rotherton, “How was I to know
that you were such geuncrous young gentle-
men?  Many would have resented my
presence, Many would have packed me off,
bug and baggage. You must realise that
some people would not care to have a strange
old creature like me on their premises. And
I wanted to be on the safe side.”

“There is, of course, a great deal in that,”
admitted Reggie. “But I'm not a hard sort
of chap, Mr. Rotherton. I’'m only a school-
boy, if it comes to that—and I shan’t want
to live in this old castle for years—if ever.
My only object in holding this Christmas
party was to have a sort of house-warming
to celebrate the legacy. 1t would have been
much better if you had left us in peace. As
it 18, you’ve caused all my servants to desert
me, and——"

“I am dceply sorry—I am grieved!” said
the old man gravely. “In my selfishness, I
have committed a grave offence. I cannot
expect you to forgive me for this, and now
I must accept whatever decision you care to
make.”

“Well, I've made my decision already,”
said Reggie Pitt. “If it will give you any
satisfaction, sir, T would like to tell you that
vou are perfec welcome to live here as
long as vou pléase.”

Mr. Rotherton started to his feet, and he
looked at Pitt with wild, eager eyes.

“Do you—you mean that?” he panted.

“Of course 1 do,” said Reggie.

“ After—after the harm I have done you ?”
ejaculated the old fellow,

“Well, the harm doesn’t amount to much,”
smiled Pitt. “You scared the servants away
—but they’re only in_the village, and they’ll
come back to-morrow. I don’t mind telling
yvou that I'm enormously relieved, Mr.
Rotherton. As soon as the servants hear
that somebody has been playing tricks, they’ll
corme back at once. But don’t worry—I shall
not say anything about you. We'll keep your
We won’t let any of the
corvants, or anv of the villagers, know that
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you are living here.

secret, wo have no desire to divulge it.'
“You are good-—-very, very

muttered the hermit brokenly,

All the other juniors felt that Reggie Pitt

Unquestionably,
and 1if it pleased
way, why slwuld

was acting in the right way.
the old man was harmless;
him to live 1n this strange
they interfere?

“There’s no thought of turning you out,

sir,” went on Regg:e “If you had m.piamed
m'erything to me in the first place, I should
have b&en only too glad to give you full
permission to stay on indefinitely."”

“I was mad, I think!” said Mr. Rotherton
in a husky voice. “l should have kunown
human nature better. DBut there, I have

lived €0 long by myself that my mind has;

become warped. I do not know much of my
fellow creatures. 1 hope that you will forgive
me, my boy.”

He broke off with a kind of gulp, and
Reggie Pitt rose to his feet, feeling some-
what uncomfortable. This old man’s ex-
pressions of guilt were very cembarrassing.

Repgie decided that it would be a good idea |

for all the juniors to go to bed. A good deal
of the mystery was cxplained, anyhow, and
there was no reason for them to be scared
any longer.

“Well, you chaps, suppose we go, eh?”
said Reggie, as he glanced at the others.
“It’'s after midnight—high time we were in
bed. And don't forget—not a word about
Mr. Rotherton. I want you all to promise
that vouw'll keep this secret for him.”

“We promise, of course!” chorused the
others.
“You are very good, my boys—very

generous!” said the old hermit.

“Well, come on!” went on Reggie briskly.
“We’ll just trot back, and—"

“Half & minute!” interrupted Handforth.
“There's something I want to ask, Mr.
Rotherton. There’s something that’s puzzling
me pretty badly. I was expegting some sort
of explanation, but it hasn’t come.”

He turned to the old ma

“You've explained about
pictures and all that, sir,” he said,
about the ghost 7"

“The ghost?” repeated Mr. Rotherton, ]
changing colour.
" “1 suppose you mean the footsteps,
ITandy 7" asked Church.

Lh ]

“The footsteps were caused by mae,
the hermit.
in the darkness—I who extinguished the
lamps, so that you would not be ahie to sce |
e, 1 thought I had explained

“Yes, yes—I understand all that, sir,"”
interrupted Handforth., “But what about
the ghost ? What about that awful thing wo ]
saw on the staircase?”

“Yes, by jingo!” said Watson.
vou manage.to work that, Mr. Rotherton?”

The old man had turned almost grey.

“I did not work it!" he said hoarsely.

gﬂ{}d," ]

¢ chairs and the |
“but what }

replied
“It was I who passed your door

“How did

If you want to keep this “It
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was the sight of that sudden aspparition
which caused me to ery out—which led yon
to follow me to my hiding-place? No, boys,
I know nothing of that ehtrﬁnn]imu‘y
phantom | lmleﬁcl, I was terrified by it—
utteriy terrified!”

And there was something in his tone which
made the juniors look at him with a fresh
sensation of apprehension!

CHAPTER 24,

The Unexplained
Mystery !

EGGIE PITT and his
)  guests looked at the
queer old man with
surprise and uncer-
tainty. There was a

1 frightened look in his eyes now—a strange,
hunted expression,

“Yes,” he muttered, “I saw that dreadful
thing! Unexpectedly-—dramatically T saw it!
My boys, 1 was shaken—zo0 terribly shaken,
in fact, that I lost my nerve.”

They stared at him harder than cver.

“But weren’t you responsible for it, six?”
asked Handforth blankly.

“I117” said Mr. Rotherton, with a start. “I
responsible for that monstrous thing? No,
no, no! I know nothing whatever about it!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Then the mystery isn’t explained, after

F an e

“Begad!”
“I will confess to the tricks with the furni-
ture, and to the tapping and the footsteps

—but of that ghost I know nothing!” said

Mr. Rotherton earnestly. “Boys—boys!
Don't you believe me? Don’t you accept my
word ?”

“Yes, sir—of course,” replied Nipper.

“We can see that you are as puzzled as we,
We are quite satisfied that you did not pro-
duce that apparition. But don’t you know
anything about 1t ?"

“\oth:ng—nnﬂung whatever!

“Have you ever seen it befme, sir 2"
Reggie.

“Never!"”

“Have you never scen any ghost?”

“I have never seen any ghost of any Lind
within these walls,” replied the old man.
“Ghosts? I do not believe in ghosts! I
may be cccentric, I may be strange in my
manners, but I am not out of my reason! I
{ do not believe in these nonsensical stories of
ghostly apparitions. Otherwiso, do you think
I would live in this old caﬁtle. where there
ara supposed to be many such ghostst”

“That reminds me,” said Reggie. *“Lols
of the village people have said that ghosts
have been seen here. Perhaps*tme or two of
them have caught sight of vyou, My,
Rotherton, at various times.”

]!!-

asked

a
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“It is gu.te pussible,” adnitited the hermuat.
“I will even contess that | have deliberately
shown myself on moonlight mghts—on pur-
pose to create the impression that the castle
was haunted. My objeet was to keep the
villagers away.”

Reggie grinned.

“Well, it was certainly a good idea,” he

said. " Nohpdy in Market Donning would
come within a mile of the castle after dark,
and precious few of them would come near
the place in the daylight.”
“But about this ghost,” said }Mandforth.
“Mr. Rotherton didn’t produce it, and he
doesn’t know anything about it. Well, I'm
jiggered! What does it mean, you chaps?”

"1t’s no good asking us,” replied Reggie.
“We've solved one mystery, but the other
remains as great a puzzle as ever.”

“1t was a shock to me when 1 saw that
strange  creature,” said Mr, Rotherton
soberly. "1 thought, for a moment, that 1
was out of my senscs. But you tell me you
have seen this thing, too 7"

“ Yes, sir—all of us.”

“Then it is unaccountable—it is astound-
ing,” said the old man. “What can it
mean?  How can that thing have come
there? There is nobody else in the castle—-
there 18 no other trickster. I know—1 have
lived here for years I am the sole occu-
pant.” :

“Well, we'll go, sir,” said Pitt briskly.
“If you don’t know anything about that
ghost, then there is no object In us remain-
mg. I expect 1t's long past your bedtime
already, eh?  All right, we'll buzz off and
leave you in peace.”

“You are very good, my boys—too good!”
muttered Mr. Rotherton.

They went out. and Pitt paused for a
minute when they got to the outer pancl.

“We shall have to repair this in the morn-
ing,” he said thoughtfully. “All the other
chaps are comimng to-morrow, you know—and
we mustn’t leave a clue like this. Tt wouldn’t
be fair to the old boy inside. We'll put an-
other panel in, and fake it up so that nothing
can be seen.”

“All right—but let’s do that in the day-
light,” said Church. “I say, what about
that ghost? Tt was a shock to me when
I heard that Mr. Rotherton didn’t know
anything about it. By Jupiter! This old
castle r.f vours, Pitt, is full of mysteries!”
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And so they went to bed—stll puzzled.

If the truth must be told, they were very
uncasy, too—just a wee bit scared. They
wondered if that ghost would appear again.
l{ it could go through the wall of the hall,
why should it not appear in -their very bed-
room? Kveryone of those juniors had the
same thought in his mind as he undressed.

The discovery of the old hermit had
brought o great deal of relief, but yot—-—

That phantom ! That extraordinary, un-
accountable apparition! Never had the
juniors seen anything like it. Never had

they dreamed it possible that such a c¢reature
could exist.

What was the meaning of it? What was
the explanation?

Reggie Pitt yawned as he prepared to ex-
tinguish the lamp.

“Ready, you fellows?” he asked sleepily.

“ Yes—but you needn’t put the light out!”
said Jack Grey. “We’re not nervous, but »

“ Exactly ¥’ %rinned Reggie. “Perhaps
you're right, old man!” -

He went to the window, and looked out. A
great vista of snow-covered land met his gaze.
The moon was now shining brilliantly. The
wind had gone down a great deal during the
past hour, and the night was eclear and’
briglt, :

“It’s glorious now,” said Reggie. “Every
prospect of a fine day to-morrow. That
train will steamn in sure enough in the morn-
ing, and then all the other fellows will arrive.
Yo ho for a Merry Christmas!”

But the others did not echo his enthu-
stasm. They were not thinking of the main
guests who would be arriving on the mor-
row, or of the fact that it would soon be
Christinas time—with all its jollity and
gaiety—they weve thinking of that unex-
plained mystery.

None could guess what would happen dur-
ing Christmas time under the roof of
Raithmere Castle. Would thev be able to
get to the bottom of that strange secret?

%

‘Would they be able to explam the appear-

ance of that fearsome ghost?

One by one, the juniors dropped off to
sleecp—thoroughly weary after their excite-
ments and escapades. Soon they were all
slumbering.

One thing was very certain—Christmas at
Raithmere would be filled with excitement
and advenfure!
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ol HLAT carols should be sung,
§ turkeys and Christmas pud-
dings be eaten, holly and
mistletoe be hung up, and
Boxing Day be generally
devoted to sports, all as a
muatter of eourse, we take for granted. But
what is the meaning of it all—and why
should the twenty-fifth of December be
singled out as the Great Day?

Knowing that the exact time of year of
the birth of Christ was not regarded as a
very important detail by the early
Christians, the latter question might well
be asked. No one knows exactly when the
twenty-fifth of December became fixed as
a feast day—it was certainly not beforc
the year 380!

Before that date, Christmas was cele-
brated at all sorts of times—sometimes on
January 6th, somctimes on March 25th,
and sometimes on the day on which we
now keep the great heliday. Something

Iiad to be done about it, so it began to|

be celebrated regularly, as a counter-
attraction to pagan festival, which the
Romans held from the 17th until the
24th  December—the old Saturnalia, or
Feast of Saturn.

We even owe the custom of giving (and
receiving) Christmas boxes to those jolly
old Romans, who at the time of their
annual feast gave presents of money to
their servants and to the poor. Later on
the gifts came to be called boxes, because
boxes were hung up in the churches for
offerings to be dropped in for the poor and
needy.  The priests distributed the con-
tents to these who had fallen on bad times,
this distribution taking place the day
following ~Christmas—and so the 26th
December became known as Boxing Day.

::‘And when was .+ Chrisimas prohibiled ?
And by whom and why? This article will
fell you—and many other interesting facts,
too, concerning our greal national holiday.

Holly and Mistletoe !
The Romang lield great sports and gladi-
atorial games at their own Saturnalia,
which find an echo to-day in football
matches and other modern ways of pass
ing a winter holiday.

Christmas carols were not heard until
some time in the 14th-15th century. They
began as dances, with song accompani-
ments, on three occasions in the year, and
on those three ocecasious a hallet is still
danced before the altar of Seville Cathe-
dral, by boys of from ten to sixteen years
of age, dressed in old-fashioned garb and
wearing plumed hats.

Holly 1z hung up at Christmas chiefly
because it lends a touch of welcome colour
to the proceedings, the bright red gleam-
ine berries being jolly to look at and
symbolising good cheer. Mistletoe has a
more subtle meaning, the use of this being
a relic of the old Druidical rites.

Mistletoe was vencrated by the Druids,
who were the priests and law-givers of
Britain in olden times. Their great ve-
ligious ceremonies were held in solemn
groves of majestic oak trees, and they
regarded  those oaks—and the mistletoe
which grew upon them-—as sacred.

So the mistletoe is just another item of
Christmas-time borrowed from those who
were far from secing eye-to-eye with up-
holders of Christmas. They went in
strongly for human sacrifice, and ecruel
and Dbloodthirsty indeed were some of
their practices, carried out bemecath the
peaceful-leoking mistletee with which we
now adorn our homes at Christmas.

Father Chrisimas Knocked Out!

But Christmad has not had an altogether
uninterrupted run since the dale of tho
holiday was fixed in Imperial Rome all
those centuries ago. We had a parlia-
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ment which, in the bad old days of 1644,
at onc fell stroke ‘“knocked out’ Father
Christmas completely for twelve doleful
years—and mnot only Christmas but the
Easter and Whitsun holidays, too !

The old fanatical Roundheads, who
formed that kill-joy parliament, were
struck with the notion that we were living
too close up to the hilarious Saturnalia
beloved of the dead and gone Romans.
We were, said they, making of Christmas

a pagan, heathen festival, and it had got
to stop. Stopped it was, accordingly, and

so that Roundhead
parliament goes
down in history as

the gang who
knocked the joy

bang out of Christ-
mas.

They stopped it
all. They even
made it illegal to
hold religious ser-
vices on Christmas
Day  For twelve
long years Christ-

|

Christmas Lands.

The burning of logs at Christmas is a
ceremony that came to us from the Scan-
dinavians (who also “invented ” Christ-
mas trees). They, at the Feast of Yule,
burned logs in honour of their god Thorv.

Apart altogether from the usual associa-
tious of Christmas, Christmas Day has
seen some very important happenings.
Whilst landsmen were making merry over
their Christmas dinners in the year 1497,
the great old seaman, Vasco da Gama,
was cleaving the seas,

He was making
the first voyage
taken by any
European to India
when, on the
25th December, he
sighted land. In
honour of Christ’s
birthday—or natal
day—he called the
land Terra
Natalis, now
shortened to
Natal

mas was “sat on” o P There are several
by the forces of = bits of lamnd
law and order, A Mg dotted about the
until King Charles e T e, scas called by the
the Second planted NS ERL e name of Christ-
bimself firmly on T e L g mas Island, one of
t he throne of P 7 them being that
England and e v etr\y islet in the Pacifio
chased the gloomy Ocean which
lot away. The i v Captain Cook dis-
glories of Chritslt- ChrIStmaS o c&verEe:d 01;7 %hrisﬂ
m a s  promptly . mas Eve, .

can{{e back Etlpilaiué @hulils W is cmlj,tr nbn'}x t
and since a ninety miles
temporary  rebuil round, and we
Father Christmas annexed 1t omne
has  held undis- ! < UR EDITOR;;\ hundred and twenty
puted sway over Q . ——‘%f-vf years later, _w1th a
the lives of view to laying the

mortals!

Burning the Yule log is losing some-
thing of its former attractions, partly
because we cannot get- {ree-logs now and
partly because if we had them our latter-
day grates and fireplaces are incapable of
holding them.

In the days when Yule logs were “the
thing,” fireplaces were built on a much
more generous scale, with enormous open
chimneys which, even if they did let the
rain and the weather in general in, were
more 1han capable of accommodating
merry sparks and the great clouds of
smoke from young trees vroaring and
crackling on mighty wide hearths.

Pacific cable. They
orow coco-nuis on it now, and a good deal
of the mother-of-pearl which ornaments
Christmas trinkets comes from that
Shristmas find of Captain Cook,

Other than the name, there is very little
indeed that is Christmassy about Captain
Cook’s island for the folks now living
there, for where coco-nuts grow you never
see much winter! The planters and
traders and traders’ agents will neverthe-
less keep up Yule-tide as best they can—
treating themselves to carols and Christ-
mas music in general, through the good
services of gramophones and probably, 1if
reception is good, the omnipotent wireless !
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Anotner Full-of-Action Instalment of this Grand Serial!
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Whats Wrong with
« the Rovers 7

Young Dick Ridley may be a clever centre-forward, but ihere can be no denying

that some of bis movenenis are nol beyond suspicion.

This week Nelson Lee

becommes more convinced than ever thal the centre-forward is implicated in the
Rovers’ mystery.

- A A e A e A A B A A A A YA Ao P N A P PP

The Search !
v OU'VE- get what?”

i The captain’s voice, sounding ]
through the megaphone, had both
surprise and anger in it.

“Hold tight!" shouted someone, before
Stone could reply, and it looked as though
the launch would be crushed against the
towering black

you! Ready with the boat-hook, Jim!”

The Inland Revenue oflicial, with his thin}

mackintosh flapping round him, was leaning
forward, holding his head in his hands.

Detective-sergeant Stone had resumed his
‘seat with a violence that was not intentional.
The launch
concertingly; iey spray broke in their faces
and stung like a cut from a whiplash, Two
shadowy figures were busy on'a lower deck
of the stcamer. The man with the mega-
phone said nautical things to the bearded
man, who, managing lis little eraft with a
skill that brought an admiring glance from
Nelson Lee, shouted back nautical things io
the man on_the bridge, only more so.

“"Where's your frizzling fender?” he
barked at the sailor on the little platforn
at the end of a sort of collapsible staircase
that had come down to sca level, and some-
thing white was hung out. The launch’s
engine was shut off, the black side of the
ship loomed black and menacing, and then

sides of the big steamer. |
“Look slippy with the companion. some of}

1

'

rose and fell,” and rolled dis-{

they were alongside. Stone, full of im-
portance, jumped a little awkwardly to the
platform. The man from the Customs Iouse
at Northmouth would have been drowned bub
for Nelson Lee, who practically hurled him-
self at the sailor, leapt after him, and was
swiftly followed by Nipper.

At the gangway two officers were waiting
for them. The captain, red-faced, was
glaring at them from under shaggy, grey
brows; a dapper voung ollicer, who appeared
more amuscd than indignant, and a number

of curious passengers were also gathered
round. But the C.L.D). man, more him-
self now

ﬁ.(hut he stood on a comparatively
steady deck, showed his warrant, and curtly
insisted upon searching the ship.

The captaiu exploded again, but the
junior officer soothed him and got him away.

“] can’t think what's bitten you,” he said
to Stone, ‘“‘and you ean bet your boots
there'll be a row over this. But we'll bo
obliged if you'll get your scarch over as soon
as possible, We'va train connections to make
tho other side.”

“Some of you may not get to the other side,™
snapped the C.I.LD. man, his temper badly
fraved, and nervous lady passengers, about
to retire for tite night, dreaded him almost
as much as they did the thought of the
rough crossing before them,

But Stone cared nolhing about the
passengers.  He suspected the owner, oflicers
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and erew. He commienced a thorough search,
Nelson Leo and his young assistant following
him. They knew that if the theory of the

man from the Yard was right, and their
client, EKdward Colton, the wealthy ship-
owner, was the man behind this strange

business, they would look very foolish, and
never hear the last of it from Scotland Yard.

The dapper young oflicer gave cvery
facility for the scarch, and Nipper unoticed
that he kept staring curiounsly at him. When
Stone and his companion were examining
the coal bunkers, the oflicer turned to him.

“Isn’t your name Parr?”

Nipper nodded, wondering how long it
would be before his real identity would be
known all over Northmouth.

“I thought so,” the officer said. “I could
ﬁmve sworn 1’d seen you playing for the
Rovers, and playing a very useful game,
too. Are you playing against the Albion on
Saturday 7"

“Well, the chairman asked me to turn out
this morning, so T suppose it will be all
vight,” replied Nipper. “Oldbury are pretty
hot, aren’t they ?”

“Thundering good goalkeeper, and the
Rovers’ forwards will have to be at the top
of their form if they're going to find the
net. I'm free Saturday afternoon, and ’m
looking forward to sceing a jolly good game
But, T say, what are you doing in this stunt?
You’re nothing to do with the Customs, are
you? [ was told that vou were assistant to
some surveyor chap.”

“That’s right,” said Nipper, his bram
working quickly in a erisis, “but my chief is
very keen on the sea. We know the skipper
of the launch, and just blew along.”

The young sailor laughed.

“You'll blow along all right going back to
port, and with wind against the tide, I’'m
afraid you’ll get a dusting.”

A groan came to Nipper’s ecars, The
Revenue man, emerging covered with coal-

dust from a bunker, had overheard the
remark, and looked a picture of misory.
Aud the search had yielded nothing. The

C.L.LD. man, Jooking very glum, expressed
his regret to the captain; the Revenue man,
looking very green, was heaved into the roll-
ing launch, and Nelson Lee and Nipper
jumped lightly in as it rose on the crest of a
wave. The little motor roared, the telegraph
bell on the steamer elanged out, and with
curious passenzers gazing down on them {rom
lighted alleyways, the little launch, buffeted
by heavy seas, set off through the darkness
back to Northmouth.

The dapper young officer had been correct.
They did get a dusting. The Revenue man
was a complete wreek, Stone was too ill to
think much about his fallure, and even
Nipper was thankful when the bearded man
had got his little eraft through that whirl-
pool at the mouth of the harbour into the
sheltered water between the great stone piers.

“Well, that was a wash-out in every sense
of the word,” said Nelson Lee, sozked to the
skin despite his good macintosh, as they set
offl along the quay to the hotel. “TI wonder
what the next move will be.”

“I’ll bet it won’t be a trip to sea, guv'nor!"”

“I don’t know =0 much about that,” said
the famous detective, groping for his pipe in
a pocket that scemed to hold a considerable

| portion of the North Sea.

club.

cated in the mysiery.
i RIDLETY
Rovers, and

STEPHEN LANGTON, the club’s

suspects
disappcarance of ftudl

gume of smuggling.
nothing.

the ship.

What's Gone Before.

NELSON LEE, the world-famous detective, and lis assistant
NIPPER, are iavestigating the mysterious disappearunce of James Ridley and Mark

Mayhew, two directurs of Northmouth Rovers, the famous First Dwvision footbafl
Lee fears thut they have been kidnapped, and suspects Bert Darter, Coles,
and Mr. Minter, centre-ha f, trainer, und manager of the Hovers, of betay impli-
He s also susprcrous of both
nephew of James Ridley, and International centre-forward of (he

charman. /8-
amuteur, and deposes Barter from the centre-haff' pusition, 20
Stone, of Scotland Yard, is called in, and he tells Nelson Lee and Nipper that he

PDWARD COLTON, another director of the IRovers, of being responsible for the
| ey and Muayhew, and that Colton 1s also carrying on a big

Privately Lee does not agree w:-‘.t.’:,_miu :hm-;'y, but he says
Cocton is ewner of a shipping company, and Stone decides lo khold wyp
one of his ships and search it as 1t lcaves
Nipper and a Customs man accompany him. ,
shouts to the captain that he's a police officer, and that he’s got a warrant to search

(Now recad on.)

Nipper plays for the Hovers as aun
Detective sergeant

Northmouth Harbour. Nelson Lee und
The vessel is stopped, and Stune
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Another Clue!

T IPPER and his chief breakfasted late
N in the comfortable coffee-room of the
Harbour Hote!

the next moraing.

Neither felt any ill-effects from tht""

previous night’s experience,'but a morning of
howling wind and leaden skies had made bed
a pleasant place. Save for a fish buyer who
had  already practically finished his day’s
work down on the icy cold fish wharf, and a
motorist going north who had funked the
bleak coast road in the gale, they had the
coffee-room with its bright, cheerful fire to
themselves. They were doing ample justice
to the excellent meal placed before them
when the head waiter approached Nelson

Lee,

“Mr. Colton's chauffeur has just called,
sir, and he says Mr. Colton will be greatly
obliged 1f you can make it convenient to sce
him at s oflice any time this morning.”

“Tell him I'll be there,” said the deteetive,
spreading  marmalade upon c¢risp  buttered
toast, and then he turned to Nipper. “I
expect the skipper of the Northern Queen
has wirclessed details of what happened last
night, and Colton is going to plunge off the
deep end. I'll have to soothe him. Poor
atone slipped up, but we dou’t want a row
over it. I'm sure this 13 a bigger thing even
than the Yard suspeets, and we've got to get
the men behind it.”

Nipper nodded.

“1 suppose 1'd better go to the focthall
ground " he asked.

“Certainly. I want to look up Stone after
I’ve scen Colton, but I'il meet you here for
lunch about one.”

S0 soon after the meal was over, Nipper
boarded a tram going to Dleaknidge. e
was nearly blown back into the road when he
alighted, and found shivering players in the
recreation-room, where a gas-stove was giving
out a lot more smell than heat. DBeort Barter
was glaring at the team list on the green
baize-covered notice-board.

“The club's becoming a kindergarten!” he
said Joudly, and Nipper kiew that was a
sneer at the age of the yvoungster who had
again aiasplaced him at centre-half.

“But, look you, we've started picking up
points!” broke in Dave Williams, the Welsh
goalie. “Land of iny fathers, did we not dc
well last Saturday ? Yes, indeed, we did, 1
tell you, and we do not want any squabbling,

no we do not.”

“That’s right, Dave,” said Sims, the left-
heli, “If Barier’s got a grouse he’d better
go an’ tell the Bat off! I know it was
Stephen Langton whe fixed the team for
Saturday, and I’'m sure he'll love being
criticised |

There was some laughter at the idea of
tho ginger-haired plaver telling-oft the
wealthy chairman, and then Coles, the surly
trainer, came in. DBall practice would be a

farce in such a wind, so they did running and

| quite
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skipping. To Nipper's surprise, Dick Ridley,
the usually enthusiastic young amateur, who
attended as regularly as the men who were
compelled to, did not put in an appearance.

The players were finished by twelve, and
Nipper left the ground with the Welshman.
Being in no hurry,- they decided to wall
down into the town.

The goalie told I\lppu that he was glad
he was playing in Barter’s place, as his conr
parative smallness and his eel-like elusiveness
would handicap the Albion’s forwards, who
were all biggish men., IHe said Ridley ought
to have turned up, for the Rovers’ forward
line would have a job to beat Oldbury's
famous International goalie, and it was up to
the centre-forward to be at the top of his
form.

“Oh, T don’t know!” gaid Nipper, who
liked the big, fair-haired yeoung amateur
centre-forward, whom he knew Dave Williams
suspeeted of having a hand in his uncle’s
strange disappearance. “Ridley is in the
pink of condition, and serious football would

have been a farce at Bleaknmdge this
morning. He’s every excuse for not turning
up.u

At the Town Quay ihey separated. Nipper.
entering the IHarbour HHotel, was saluted by
the porter, and told that his chief had just
gone up to his roem, and would like to sce
him there before Iunch.

Nipper whistled softly as hLe ascended the

stairs; that meant somecthing was up.
Nelson Lee was sitting at his dressing-

table making eome notes, and there was a
puzzled expression upon his keen, handsome
tace.

“Got a clue, guv'nor 7"

“Colton has,” replied Lee. vather a
startling one. You remember that he told
us that he had elicited from the bank
manager that Stephen Langton paid young
Ridley the sum of a (housand pounds? Well,
vesterday a similar sumn was paid in by young
Ridley, and the money was in Dutch notes.”

Nipper whistled sofily.

“How did Colton {ind that out?”

“Against all the rules of banking,” said
Lee. “But it seems he’s on very good terms
with the manager of the, bank, and has
clearly imbued him with some of his sus-
picion against young Ridley. Anyway, it
scems our young friend walked into the bank
about cleven o’clock vesterday morning, and
calmly and without a word of explana-
tion, paid in Dutch notes to the approximate
value of a thowsand pounds. The manager
felt it his duty to go round and see Colton
about it, telling him the story in confidence,
of course. Dutch notes are not particularly
uncommon  in Northmouth, scemg that a
number of steamers ply between here and
Holland, but a wad worth a thousand pounds
is decidedly unusual, and if there is illicit
trading going on between here and Holland,
decidedly significant.”
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The lunch gong boomed out through the
hotel.

“Dick Ridley wasn’t at practice this morn-
ing,” said Nipper, “but surely, guv’'nor, if
he was mixed up in this shady business the
last thing he would do would be to pay in
notes that would draw suspicion upon him.”

“One would have thought so, but the
young man’s account is in a curious con-
dition. He has been making heavy pay-
ments, and except for his allowance he can’t
‘ouch his uncle’s money until the courts
grant an order to presume death, and pro-
bate has been obtained. Hang it, Nipper,
one clue seems to contradiet another, and

4b

Nipper Finds the Net !

HE wonderful improvement in the form
I of Northmouth Rovers, and the fact
that it was a perfeet afternoon for
football, was responsible for a huge
crowd assembling on the Bleakridge ground
the following Saturday. The turnstiles were
clicking merrily when Nipper entered, and
stand ticket-holders were beginning to roll
up. It was a sight to rojoice the heart of
a manager used to poor pgates, but Mr.
Minter, passing Nipper with a curt nod in
the corridor, looked pale and worried.

Nelson Lee had intended being present o
see the match against Oldbury Albion, but

Dick Ridley flung off the cover and Nipper, to his amazement, beheld a complicated-looking mass of
machinery.

we're just as much in the dark as when we
came here, or necarly so.”

“What did Colton say about Stone 7’ asked
Nipper, as they went downstairs.

“He was so full of this other business that
he practically ignored the holding-up of his
ship last night, and seemed to regard the
Yard man’s suspicion of himself as a huge
joke. I want you to keen a sharp eve on
vour centre-forward.”

“Guv’nor, I can’t think that Dick Ridley
is behind this business.”

“I'm equally convinced that he’s in some
way mixed up in it,” was Nelson Lee’s quiet
reply, as they crossed the hall to the coffee-
roomn.

that morning a telegramm had come from
Detective-Sergeant Stone, asking him to mect
him at the police-station at three o’clock on
very urgent business. Stone had gone back
to the Yard like a bear with a sorve head,
but evidently in London had learnt some-
thihg that was bringing him back to North-
mouth in a hurry. Nipper, full as he was of
football, wondered what it meant.

Most of the players had arrived when he
entered the dressing room. Dick Ridley had
only just come in, for he was taking off his
overcoat, and for once in his life the young
International was unpopular with  his
professional colleagues.

He had eonly attended two practices that
week, and had not stayed the full time af
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either. Nipper thought he looked pale and
tired a3 he. changed, like a man who had
been going without his night’s rest. He had
certainly been clusive, for owing to his
leaving the training work early Nipper had
lost sight of him.

The lad now tried to forget the case on
which he was working, and to concentrate
upor: football, to clear his brain of conflict-
ing thetories, and think conly of the stern
struggle with Oldbury Albion. He also
meant to keep a sharp look-out for any tricks
like Grogan had played upon him. 1t was
protty awful not being able to trust your own
colleagues, but there was something wrong
with the Rovers, and it seemed unsafe to
trust any man.

Nipper had endeared himself to the crowd,
and they gave him a special cheer as he went
out. Then Oldbury Albion came out, and
a fow moments later the tcams were lining

up. There was somo chuckling at the
thought of Nipper having to tackle the

Albion's stalwart forwards.

“They’ll swamp him!” said Rutherton, the
veteran back, to Dave Williams.

“Land of my fathers! You see!” said the
eoalie, almost cheerful for onco.

Before the gamme had been 1in progress
many minute: .t became apparent to every-
one that so far from being swamped, Nipper
was a nuisance to the visitors’ first line. He
hung on tenaciously to the long-striding
centre-forwvard—like a ¢harp little terrier
worrying a grevhound, was how someone in
the big stand deseribed it—and he and Sims
at left-half shone brilliantly. Rutherton got
a few long kicks, and the Welshman was
having a holiday in goal.

Qo was the crack International between the
sticks for the Albion, for although the Rovers'
halves not only defended well, but fed therr
forwards, their first line could not get going.
Right from the start it was apparent that
Dick Ridiey was dead off form, and that
usually clever young International seeme:l
unable to do anything right. Ounce, with an
open goal, he sent the ball a yard wide, and
from then to half-time {he fire had gone out
of the home attack.

Pheeeceeep!

“ A battle of the halves!” said a newspaper
man, hastily seribbling as the teams left the
field at the interval without a goal having
been scored. “And the best of ’em was that
youngster playing for the Rovers.”

Nipper had played himself to a standstill.
The pace had been very hot for a youngster
almost fresh from a school team, and he
thankfully sank down on a bench and sucked
his slice of lemon.

Coles, the trainer, was grumpy.

“It's all very well. Spoiling tactics may be
all right, but what the public wants is goals

ponially, and Coles frowned.
He was a bully by nature, but this clever

|
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voungster always stood up to him, and, being
an amateur, and apparently popular with
Stephen Langton, the trainer felt unfairly
handicapped.

Dick Ridiey loocked glum, but there was a
dangerous light in. his eves that warned the
trainer that he had better be careful what
he said, and not being able to think of any-
thing that wouldn’t be dangerous, Coles kept
a sulky silence.

And then the players were going out again,
and the crowd was soon worked up to a wild
pitch of excitement, for Oldbury Albion were
going all out. Nipper was sent flying, but
was swiftly on his feet again, after a charge
which was, at best, suspicious. There were
shouts for a foul, but the referee ignored
thetn. Then, amid wild applause, Dave
Williams stopped a ball that seemed certain
to enter the net, and Rutherton punted it
well away. :

The Rovers' speedy inside-left “was now
limping as the result of a collision, and Dick
Ridley, though he was working hard, seemcd

- unable to do anything right.

Nipper, with the ball at his foot, was about
to pass to Ridley when he suddenly changed
his mind, dashed clean between two big
Albion players, heard a yell of delight from
the erowd, and raced on, swerving and
avoiding the half-back who dashed at him.

“Ile’s going through on his own!” shouted
a raucouns voice, and the Albion’s defenco
was a little late in  sceing through the
audacious move, for Ridley was well placed,
and the left-back had moved to cover him,
fully expecting the ball to go to him,

Nipper pulled himself up, and took a long
shot at poal with every ounce of power he
could get into the kick. The goalie leapt
panther-like for the ball. There was a groan
from the wildly excited crowd, for the leather
had hit an upright, but the next moment the
groan changed into a yell of delight. For the
ball had glanced off the post, the surprised
goalie had fumbled it, and let it go througn
his hands into the net.

“Goal!”

The great roar must have been heard down
in Northmouth Havbour. Where the Rovers
forwards had failed, the audacious young
centre-half had succeeded, and if there was
a little luck about that goal, 1t made 1t none
the less welcome to the excited thousands
who were yelling with delight.

Ten minutes remained for play, and
though the visitors strove hard to equalise,
and Dave Williams had a trying time 1o
goal, they failed to get past him. Nipper,
panting, beaten to the wide, gave a gulping
sigch of relief when the final whistle shrilled

1 out.

There was a roar of cheering in his ears.

i : | In the tunnel leading to the dressing-rooms,
“You go an’ gel ’em, old eon!” said Nipper |

Nipper saw Stephen Langton, muffled up in
a fur-lined leather coat, and there was a
smile upon his hawk-like face.
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- “Well  played, youngster!”™ he said.
“You've done splendidly!”

“Land of my fathers! He’s beaten the
Albion!” said the goalie behind him.

A few moments later, breathless and dazed,
Nipper was tumbling into a bathful of
steaming water. A wonderful feeling of
triummph glowed within him.

He dressed slowly. He saw Dick Ridley go
out as he was pulting on his jacket, and he
hurriedly pulled on his overcoat. Nelson
Lee had told him to keep his eye on Ridley.
Herce was his opportunity.

It was growing dusk as Nipper gained the
players’ gate, ick Ridley ﬁud crossed the
road, and was making Fﬂl‘ a few isolated
houses on the bleak hill, Presently the
amateur centre-forward entered the weed-
grown grounds of an empty house, switched
on a small electric-torch, and made for the
stabling at the back.

Nipper stole in after him. e saw the big
footballer unlock a door, and then what had
obviously once been a coachhouse was flooded
with light. Nipper stole cautiously - forward,
intent on seeing what was going on.

“Put up your hands!” said a harsh voice
behind him.

Instinctively
turned sharply.

In the light that came from the coachhouse
he saw a man holding a revolver close to his

the youngster obeyed, and

head. 'The man was the DBat—Stephen
Langton, the chairman of Northmouth
Rovers!

—_—— =

The Secret !

T was by no means the first time in his

I life that Nipper had found himself in

close proximity to the business end of

a revolver, but when he realised that

the man with the revolver was the man who,

about half an hour ago, had been con-

gratuloting him upon his fine performance

for the Rovers, surprise—blank surprise—
drowned every other emotion.

“Sorry if I’m trespassing, Mr. Langton,
but there’s no need for the gun!” he said
quietly.

Dick Ridley was hurrying out of the coach-
house towards them.

“Why, it’s our lttle detective friend!”
burst out Stephen Langton, slipping the
revolver into a capacious side pocket of his
fur-lined leather coat.

The yvoung International had switched his
torch upon Nipper.

“What does it mean, Mr. Langton? This
is voung Nick Parr, who pluyed so jolly well
for us this afternoon.”

“Otherwise Nipper Hamilton, the enter-
prising young assistant of that famons
‘detective, Nelson Lee,” said Langton. ™I
discovered his secret through the blundering
of 'a Scotland Yard man, and I thought he
was going to discover yours, Ridley, by spy-
ing. As 1t i3 a matter that is no concern of
his, I thought ¥ would give him a fright.”

ﬂ
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There was a mocking note 1n the daring
airman’s voice, and Nipper was both puzzled
and angry.

“Well, I hope you're satisfied, Mr, Lang-
ton,” he said ceoldly, "but doesn’t it strike
you that I’'m entitled to some explanation.”

Stephen Langton laughed softly.

MYou've certainly got a nerve, young
fellow. You'd better come into the coach-
house with us, though before 1 take you in
there 1 want your word of honour that you
will not breathe & word about what you hear
and seo there.” ;

“You know I can’t promise that,” said
Nipper.

“Oh, I don’t mean with regard to your
chief!” replied Langton. *“You will be at
liberty to explain everything to INelson Lee,
In fact, as 1 believe young Ridley here 13
under suspicion in that quurter, 1 think 1t 1s
just. as well that he shounld know. Shut
the door, Ridley. You have my full per-
mission to give this young man the
mformation that up till now has been our
seeret.”

The International closed the door, and his
blue cyes were fixed angrily upon Nipper, as
he said:

“That’s all very well, Mr. Langton, but [
want to know what this business nieans.
What are these chaps here for, posing as
surveyors under assumed names? If this
youngster is a detective, who brought him
here, and what has he got to do with the
Rovers? Why suspect me, and of what "

“You must keep our young friend’s
secret, as I am sure he will keep ours,” said
Langton calmly. “But Nelson Lee was
bronght down here by Edward Colton, who
apparently suspects you of having been
actively engaged in the strange disappearance
of yvour uncle!”

There was a mocking note in the airman’s
voice, and Dick Ridley. had paled slightly.
Nipper knew that Dick Ridley was well
aware of the fact that the father of the girl
he loved regarded him with suspicion, bug
that he had put a famous detective on his
track was news to him, and evidently
startling news. _

Dick Ridley moved across to a bench and
whipped offt a dust cover, revealing a
complicated-looking mass of - achinery.

“That’s the mystery!” he said. “That’s
the thing I guarrelled with my uncle over,
that’s why I’ve been short of money. Owing
to my promise to Mr. Langton, however,
I’ve been unable to explain. Before long
I’ll  have achieved what engineers in
almost every country in the world are striving
for—-an absolutely silent aeroplane engine!”

(Here’s an amazing revelation, if you like.
But how is the invention of a silent aero-
wlane engine connected with the mysterious
disappearance of twa directors of North-
mouth Rovers? Don’t miss reading more
about this staggering discovery in nexd
week's thrilling instalment.)
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ON THE TRAIL!
WHOLE crowd of you, acting the
A amateur detective, looking for
clues and trails—the objective
being a hidden orange, or perhaps
something rather more worth while '—can
squeeze a lot of jollity out of this game.
One of the party must content himself
with “planting ” the orange or whatever
the rest of you, as amateur dectectives,
have got to run to carth. He places the
quarry somewhere out of the way, where
the game will not be spoiled by someone
stumbling on it before the clues have all

been worked out.

That done, he scatters clues all over the

O'GRADY SAYS-—

You can sit down at the O'Grady game
or stand up, but yon must all be either
standing or sitting. The captain is fac-
ing you, his squad being drawn up in a
row or a scmi-circle. You have to obey
his commands—but only when a command
is prefaced by the words “O’Grady

Says——-"

Sounds simple, but you try it! The
,captain sings out: “0O’Grady says—hands
up ! Then up must go your hands. But
if he simply commands “Hands up!” you
don’t! The order is not to be obeyed
unless O'Grady says it, that wmythical
person being a°stickler for discipline !

place—in the form of pieces of paper, with| As the fellows make mistakes—acting on
something written on cach picce. Theia command without “0O’Grady * before it
papers have to Dbe ~—they drop out auto-
hidden, say under matically, the winner
cushions, or wherever When you have grown tired of being the one who
it will not be #m quiet, sitting-about games, try heats the captain as a
difficult to find them. these. You may want to take your sticker!

These clues should be waistcoat — and, perhaps, your

in every available
room in the house—
excepting where the
actual quarry 1is
hidden.

The one who conceals the orange, or
whatever it may be, must tell you in which
room the first clue is hidden.
go, looking for the piece of paper, which
will tell you, “Search in such-and-such a
room for next clue.”” There will be other
bits of paper to disappoint you, with
short messages, such as “False scent!”
“Try again,”” or “Nothing doing !” written
on them.

But one of you in time will find the
right piece, and then there will be a race
to the next stage oun the trail, where the
- searching will be rcpeated all over again,
until the next real eclue is discovered—
telling you where to look mnext.  It's a

warm game, this, and one that germinates

lots of laughter.

coat—off to them, for the fun
waxes fast and furious.

In you all;

STEP LIVELY!
Another game for
playing where there
is plenty of space, no
objections to prancing about on tho
carpet, and no veto against lots of noisc!

You form a large circle, with plenty of
space between neighbours. In the centre
u]f) the circle stands a fellow, who is armed
with a small pillow-case or bag stuffed very
tightly with paper, so as to make it com-
pact and fairly heavy. The bag is on
the end of a piece of stout string or thin
rope, just long enough for the one in the
centre of the circle to swing it a frac-
tion of an inch from your knees.

The idea is this: On his warning, “Step
Lively " the one armed with the bag
starts to swing it, lower than your knees
—low enough, in fact, {o enable you to
jump it when it comes whirling your way.
You can quickly learn to swing the bag

without braining anyone or upsctting them
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- too violently, and the jumping is jolly
good for the muscles of the legs, too!
The fellow who gets “biffed ” or tripped
up with the rope or bag has to take the
place of the one swinging it. And so the
game goes on, fast and furious, until for
a change you turn to the next scheme.

2 LO CALLING!

We will call this one “2 L O Calling,”
because it wanis a sort of announcer to
keep things going. You sit on chairs, in
a capacious cirele, the chosen announcer
standing in the exact centre,

When you are all ready {o leap to your
feet at any in- :
stant, he suddenly

shouts out, “Jack
ard Bill change
places!” Then

Jack and Bill have
vot to shoot across
to wherever the
other is seated and
capture the chair
before the an-
nouncer e¢ai

squeeze himself
imto 1it.

But watch out
for the completed

anunouncement. The
anunouncer cCan
have four of you
**1u the air,” as it
were, at the same
moment, all dodg-
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other “dromnt.” The back rank must
instantly turn about only when the com-
mand “About "’ is given. When the full
command ‘“About Turn!” is given, the
front rank turns about. The back rank
will take no notice of the full command,
and the front rank will ignore the word
“About 1”

A brisk eaptain ean keep you whirling
until yvou're almost giddy, but he doesn’t
have to do it long, for someone is certain
to turn when he “didn’t orter,” and that
someone has then to become captain, when
he proeeeds to get his own back!

COLD SHOULDER!!

This game is a
sort of very much
glorified and im-
proved Blind
Man’s Buff, in
which everyone has
a fine chance of
getting in a
vigorous nudge to
the ribs of his
neighbour. It isn
only the poor old
blind man who
suffers !

You form a big
cirele, your elbows

not quite touch-
ng.

In the middle
of the ring stands

- the fellow, who has
donned the

ing to get secated o
in the other’s bandage.
place. For instead = When the Blind
ot stﬂpping aftcr STEP LIVELY: 0“3 of you Slands ln th'ﬂ Man Ehouts nut
the socond name ™iddle and swings round a fairly heavy object - Ready!” someone
Lins s a1l at the _and of a piece of rope. The rest of you have dart t of th
% cen  calle to jump over it as it comes whirling round. arts ouv oi the
out lhe may con- circle, gives him a
tinue “~—with Jim and Harry!” brisk pat on the back and then legs it
You have to take your chance of that, | back, as hard as he can scurry, to his
with the announcer hot after the seat of l]]ﬂ(“.e in the circle again. The Blind Man
any one of the four! The fellow who |has to grab him, or give him a pat, before

finds himself seatless in the general mix-
up—and the more there are of you tak-
ing part in the game the better for the
fun-—-takes the place of the announcer,
until he can get someone unseated in turn.

ABOUT TURN!

Another tricky word-of-command game.
This time you stand in two ranks, back
to ‘back. 'The captain stands in such a
position that he can easily see everyone
in the squad.

He gives his commands in this way:
‘We will call one rank “back” and the

the fugitive can get back somewhere in
the circle.

All the other fellows are temporarily on
the side of the Blind Man now, though.
They crowd in together, so that the
fellow who ran out to pat the Blind Man
has the dickens of a job to elbow his way
into the ranks again. If he does get in,
the fellow who happens then to be on his
left has to become the next toucher.

The Blind Man remains blind until he
can grab or bang ome of those who leap
out and give him that friendly knock
between the shoulders!
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E. 5. BROOKS,

NOTE.—If any reader wriles to me, 1 sholl be pleaged to conunent wpon such remarks o are
lilely to interest the majority. Al letters should be addressed : EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
c/o The Editor, THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBHARY The Flectway Hﬂum,

Farringdon Street,

ERE’S ﬁlahmg a Merry Christmas to
All OQur Readers! Although 1 shan’t
be with you, I shall be thinking of
the tens of thcusands of merry

parties, in all parts of the world. And 1

hope a few of you, at least, will have time
enough to think of me for a minute or two. 1

dout suppose any of you wil have such
an exciting Christmas party as Reggie Pitt

and his guests in this week’s yarn; but 1

rather hope that some of you who have

no Christmas party, will find a certain amount
of consolation iu the reading of my Christ-
mas tale.

]

% * +
You have brought before me—P. Saunders
(Chiswick, W.4)—a matter which I think
will interest the majority of our readers.
Therefore I have pleasure in quoting, as
requested, the signed message which you
enclosed ;
“SPORTS FELLOWSRHIP FORMATION.
“This new association for fellowship and
service 18 launched with great hopes by
its founders and with manys blessings from

lcading sportsmen and sportswomen and
social wurkers
“Weoe shall work and raise funds {or

many good causes in which sportsfolk ara
interested : for indoor and outdoor recrea-
tion, for sports training for boys and girls, |
for health bodics and hospitals, and for
social seryice bodies, especially those work- |
ing for the children.
“‘“G are sending our appeal to every
~ sports official, every prominent player, and |
every sports writer or sports pressman in

~ the muntrv
“(Signed) A. . R. GILLIGAN

( President),

1

W. W. WAKEFI{ELD
(Chairman of Council).”
"~ L o L 3

The above message is from Mr. A. E. R

Gilligan, former captain of English cricket,

SR The NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY a2

FRED GRIFFIN,

London, E.C.4.

and from Mr. W. W. Wakefield, the well-

known Rugger player, to readers of 'Tus
NEewson Lee Scuoon Srtory Lisrary. Any-

one wishing to join must send 5/-, or, if you
are under 18, 1/-, to P. Saunders, at The
Sports Fellowship office, 201a, High Holborn,
London, W.C.1. They want ThHE NELSON
Lege Scuoon Story Lisrany to be repre-
sented in the formation.

*

* *

As I have liad your permission—Fred
Griftin (Sneinton)—to publish your photo, it
appears this week at the top of the papge.
You say you want tho St. Frank’s boys to
tour round England next sumimer, ek ? Well,
at present, they're booked to go on. a tour
somewhere else, and you’ll hear all about it
next weck. But this desire of yours is quite
an old one, mooted by many readers. I'ya
had an idea in my head for a long time on
this subject, and here’s a chance for me
to put 1t to the general readers.

* * k.3

How about a series featuring the School
Train? That is to say, St. Frank’s aboard
a special railway train, with different coaches
for the various Forms, eating and sleeping
accommodation, and 8o forth—the whole train
to travel over the wvarious lines of (reat
Britain, visiting all the prominent cities and

towns. How would you like the St. Frank’s
School Train to visit your town? Is this a
good idea, or is it o dud?
' 4
*
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Hitch 'em up!

A busy day in the railway goods-yard. Shunt-
ing cattle trucks, wagons and luggage vans;
*.mrkmg points and crossings ; placing rot]mg
stock in_position—there must be big trafhic
coming through !
Every boy is fasanated when he sees re.al
shunting operations in progress. These
operations can be carried out in exactly the
-same manner with a Hornby Railway, for a
‘I{‘Jl’"th'»f 1s a real railway in miniature—per-
~ designed, and eqmpped for almost every
operation employed 'in modern raillway prac-
lice. Take Dad to your dealer's store and show
nmm the Hornby Trams to-day |

‘- of your chums.

A
g

LR LRRL)

The 1928-.9 Hornby
Book of Trains.
Thf.‘ ey Hnrnby B(}Ok CI{ .FIB.;ITS iS

fine reading for every boy who 1s
You can obtain
price 3d.
three
penny stamps and we will send you

interested in railways.
a copy from your dealer,
If you prefer it, send wus
a copy, post free, providing vou send
us the names and addresses of three
Put letter S after

YOour own name f{::l' !'E{E'Ientf.

Prices of Hornby Trains from 76 to 110/-

"HORNBY

TRAINS

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED.

Manufactured by MECCANO LTD.,

(Dept.

S.) 0ld Swan, LIVERPOOL.

......
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DEPOSI’I‘

SECULES 111:%5 1perb
Cabinet * Gramo-
vhoneé or a Tible
Grand or Giant Horn Instroment.
Nothing More to Pay for One Month, |
Carriage paid. 10 Days’ Trial,
Choige of 15" Madels from 35/-
¢ash, Satisfaction  gunaranteed i
or money refunded in full. \Write
NOW for free ilinstrated catalogne J

Mead i

BIRMING HAM,

SUPER CINBM.& FILMS. Sale,- [lire, Lxchange.
Sararla reel, 5/« or 100 ft., 9d, Post 3d, Machines
12 6 r» £12.~ASSOCIATED FILMS, 34, Beau
foy Road, Tottenham.

FREE 1—-100 DIFFERENT STAMPS, War
Revolution. & Peace Issucs, and Metal
atermark Detector, Lo penuine applicants for Approvais,
;:, WILKINSON, Provineial Lidgs.,, COLWYN BDAY.

HEIG!T INCREASED 5 - .
Without. 2pphances: ".E'.FHM??“SH...W

The FPamous.Clive Syqtmn qum‘
Fails, :mIIHu Course, 5= .0 i
ol Mrihice. partivs"stam :—P A Ch\rﬁ'
Ilarrock House COLWYN BAY.Hurth Wales.

HAH-IG TRICKS, etc.—Parcels, 2/8, 5/6. Venrt: 1"'.:
guist’e Instrument. Invisible, Imitate Birds. Price 6
each, 4 for 1/-=-T. W. HARRISON, 238, Pentﬂn
ville Road, Loundon, N.1,

All applications for Adverfisement Spaces
in this publication should be addressed to
the Advertisement Manager, ““The Nelson
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