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Handforth sat up in bed and lcoked He rubbed his eyes and looked again. Then : ** Great
jumping corks ! '’ he gasped.  For sitting on the post of his bed was a tiny elf !



A Grand Long Christﬁias Yarn You’ll All Enjoy!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ‘‘ The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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Christmas Day at Raithmere Castle. Hosts of St. Frank’s juniors and

Moor View girls baving the time of iheir lives. Everywbere bappiiiess

and laughter. And then suddenly a shriek ; a lerrified sbrick—ithe ghos!
of Raithmere Castle has manifested tself once more !

B b e O e  aatae ai SE B S B S S S o o

CHAPTER 1.

Fatty Little on the War Path ! +
ATLY LITTLIE, of the Remove at St. Frank’s, moved hurriedly along on of the
F stately upper corridors of Raithimere Castle. 'T'here was, indeed, something rather
furtive in Fatty's movements—occasioned, no doubt, by a twinge of conscience,
For, to tell the truth, Fatty Little had stolen a march on his fellow-guests, and

was engaged upon a grub-hunting mission.

It was Christmas morning—eclear, erisp, sunny--with frost in the air, and snow on the
ground, I'rom behind varicus closed doors came the sounds of cheery junior voices.
Reggie Pitt’s guests were getting up, and before long they would be swarming down
and partaking of hreakfast in the quaint old banqueting-hall of the castle.

But Fatty Little saw no reason why he should wait until then,

Un the previous mornming he had gone down carly—quite by accident—and Le had
found the sideboard groaning under the weight of o wondrous assortment of good things,
Do this morming Fatty thought that 1t would be a bright scheme to get down well before
any of the others, so that he could sample those appetising dishes at leisure. Fatwy
wasn't greedy, but his appetite was akin to a chronic disease.

Now and again the fat junior had been heard to say that he was satisfied, but these
;}Cr-asi?ns were so rare that they were almost regarded by the other fellows as mvths and
cgends.

Now it was Christmastime, and Fatty, like all the other voung people in Raithmero
Castle, was a guest of the genial Reggie Pitt. What was more to the poiut—so far as
Fatty was concerned, at all events—was that Pitt was lavishing cvery luxury upon his
guests.
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[t seemed rather strange that this stately |
old castle should belong to a mere junior
schoolboy, but it was a faet, An eccentric
great-uncle of Reggie’'s had left him the
entire property, and 1t had struck Regyg.e
that it would be a bright idea to spend
Christmas at the castle—to have a kind of
areat house-warming, with a large crowd of
=t. Frank’s fellows to make things hum.

At first it had seenied that the party wouid
be a [failure, lor, owmg to unprecedentea
snowstorms, the guests had not been able to
arcive. Reggie Pitt and Edward Oswa.d
Handforth and Nipper, and one or two other
special friends, had spent a night in the casti«
alone—the servants having deserted.  For
there had been many queer happenings,
and at one time Reggie Pitt had feared hag
lii: house-warming would turn out to be =«
liasco.

But that was all forgotten now. Nobody
cver referred to the fact that Raithmere
Castle was supposed to be haunted. [t was
Christmas-time—this, indeed, was the morn
ing of Christinas Day--aud nothing but gooa
cheer and jollity filled the air.

The main party had arrived safely, aftel
an uncomfortable night in a country hote:
Already two very enjoyable days had been
spent at the castle—days of tobogganing,
Jkating, snowballing, dancing, games and
ceneral [in.  All the servants had returned—
persuaded by Reggie Pitt and the promise
of double wages—and there had been nro
reeurrence of the strange manifestations,

A number of prominent St. Frank’s fellows
were ncluded in the party--Handforth «
Co., of eourse, and Nipper and Tregeilis-
Vest and Watson—to say nothing of the re-
doubtable Willy Handforth of the Third,
and his spﬂciﬂ.r chums. John Busterfield
Doots and Bob Christine of the Fourth were
there, too, and so were Fullwood and Harry

Gresham, and Duncan, and Archie Glen
thorne Fven William Napoleon Browne,

the mighty man of the Fifth, had graced
the party with his aogust presence., Inci-
dentally, Browne was having the time of his
iife. "T'he fact that Dora Manners was in-
¢cluded among the guests had been a great
inducement for Browne to accept Pitt’s invi-
tation.

A number of the Moor View girls were
there, too—Irene Manners and Doris Berke.
loy and Mary Summers and severa! more.
Altogether, the party was an unqualilied
SUCCESS.

But IFatty Little, nevertheless, felt that an
carly feed—a sort of preliminary snack—
wouid not be out of order, The keen wintry
air had given an edge to his appetite. This,
of course, was a phenomeénon in itself, for
Fatty Little’'s appetite was never anything
clse but sharp.

Besides, it was Christmas-time, and TFatty
alwavs stuck to a settled poliey at this period
of the year. He remembered all the feeds
he had missed during the whole year—or
thoso he imagined he had missed—and his

endeavour was to make them good.
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He breathed a sigh of relief when he
reached the end of the corridor, and stepped
out upon the wide, mmposing landing, He
was practically at the head of the great
stairway, with the hall beiow him. It was
a wonderful hall, too, with a great blazing,
log fire in tho open grate, with gay decora-
tions stretehed in festoons across the old roof.

“Good egg ! murmured Fatty, with relef,
“1 heard old Handy’s voice a minute ago,
and I thought he was going to barge out.
There'il be no chance of u snack iIf Handy
butts in!”

The fat junior preparcd to descend the
stairs, but at that moment he came to n
halt, fascinated, He had just seen some-

thing which had stirred him to the very core.
He stood at the top of the stairs, gazing—
awed and ecstatic.

For there, in the very centre of the great
hall, stood a table, and that table was filled
:cr;‘unnmdw—with tuck of the most alluring

ind!

CHAPTER 2.

The Mystery of the

Vanisned Feed.

HERE was something
very special about
this table of tuck, too.

Fatty Little ctood

at the top of the
wide stairs, staring at it with mingled be-
wilderment and joy It scemed too good to

be true.  Strictly speaking, that tablo
oughtn’t to have been there. It didn’t be-
long there—it was out of place. Certainly,

Fatty had never seen it before, and had he
been a littlo less eager after the tuck, he
might have wondered where on carth it had
come from,

Ifor it wasn’'t an ordinarv table. Not at

all. Tt was quite extraordinary--and its
contents were oven more astounding,

“By ecrumpets!” murmured Fatty, un-
consciously smacking his lips. “I1 was

rather expecting to raid the sideboard in the
dining-room—hut this takes the giddy bis.
cuit! Good old Reggie! Always springing
his surprises on ns!”

Never for a moment did Fatty Little tako
his gaze off that fascinating table. Tt was a
most  remarkable piece of furniture, of
Oriental design, with gold legs—carved and
excnisitely-ornamental legs.  The surface—
what little of it was visible—-was glittering
like burnished gold, too. And there, upon
this dazzling surface. stood dishes upon
Jdithes of eatables. Some of them were tall
and graceful. with twisted stems, and made
of gleaming silver: others were of gorgeounsly
coloured glass., They were filled with pine-
apples, grapes. bananas, iced cakes, pastries
of every conceivable deseription, and other
sweets and delicacies too numerous to men-
tton. There were graceful flower-vases, filled
with dazzling blossoms—not that Fatty gave
much attention to these—and curious little
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Oviental lamps were burning on either
corner. Indeed, the whole table and all its
contents seemed like some glorious vision
from the Arabian mghts.

But there it was—solid and recal. The
littlo lamps were winking and flickering 1n
the draught, and now and again the
flowers would wave gently and gracefully
to and fro.

Any ordinary schoolboy would have been
dazzled by that sight, and he would have
felt his heart beating faster with the sheer
joy of it. But to a fellow like Fatty Little
1t was pure, unadulterated cestasy., Hoe had
got up early for the very purpose of locat-
ing some grub, and here, right in the very
hall, was a table of tuck that any magician
might have conjured up with his magie
wand !

Fatty Little did not ask himself any un-
necessary questions. This table had no right
Liere—it did not belong to Raithmere Castle
at all. Fatty had never even seen 1t before,
and wouldn't have believed that such a table
could exist. The cenire of the hall was

there was nothing to be sgen—nothing but
the bare centre of the great hall. The tablle
had vanished in a flash!

“Why, what the Where—where 1s it 77
gasped Fatty, backing away,

He stood there like a dazed thing, his eyes,
bulging slightly, ecxpressive of utter mysti-
fication.

“But—but it was here!”’ stuttered Fatty.
“I—I don’t understand! Where has it gone
to? Great frying pancakes! What's hap-
pened to that table ?”

The junior stared round the hall in a dazed
fashion. He saw the blazing log fire, with
the flames leaping merrily, He saw, further
round, the great window, looking out upon
the snowswept grounds of the Castle, T'he
sun was shining alluringly out there, and the
air was full of frosty invitation. It called
to Fatty to come outside into the glerious
morning,

But Fatty stood there, in the hall—more
startled than he had ever been in his lifo

generally clear, lfnr it before. Ie stood at
was a sort of lounge that spot where the
hall, with comfartable YGU WILL JUHP FﬂR JOY table should have been,
settees and armchairs and where 1t wasn’t.

dotted here and there.
Most decidedly, that
table of tuck ought not
to have been there.

. But why should
Fatty Little bother him-
self as to the whys and wherefores? Here
was a feed—a glorious, unbelievable feed--
staring him in the face; nothing else mattered.

of voices from down one of
brought Yatty Little to his
senses with a jerk. Unless he looked sharp.
a crowd of tﬂm other fellows might come
down and spoil everything. Of course, this
table of tuck svas merely one of Reggle
Pitt's little surprises—a special sort of event
for Christmas morning, Ifatty gave a whoop
of jor. and bounded down the stairs three
at a time

Reaching the bottom, he ran forward with
another chirrnp of happiness, his hands out-
streteched, There was tha' table, just in front
of him—alluring, faseinating. At close gquar-
ters it was even more marvellous than ever.
It scemed to be made of solid gold—a mas
sive, wondrous affalr,

And then 1t vanished!

As Fatty Little reached out his hand, the
whole glorious thing faded. It grew dim
and unreal, and then it was no more, Fatty s
hand, reaching out, touched nothing but
air!

The fat junior, standing there, found him-
self staring at the floor. He looked bewil
dered—stupid. His mind failed to grasp the
cxtraordinary nature of this mysterious dis
appcarance,

A sccond earlier the table had stood before
him, piled up with its wonderful dishes. Now

The sound
tho corridors

when you have read
the announcement
on page 13.

And then came the
sounds of cheery voices
from the upper corri-
dor, accompanied by
the tramping of many
feet.

CHAPTER 3.
Not Believed.

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH came
downstairs boister-
ously, after his usual
fashion, The famous

leader of Study D at St. Frank’s was accom-

panied by Church and McClure, his faithful
henchmen, Harry Gresham and Ralph Leslie

I"ullwood were just behind, and even Archio

(xlenthorne had shown some energy this

morning, as he was now on view,

“I vote we go out and have a little snow-
balling before brekker,”’ Handforth was say-

ing. “Nothing like a good old snowball
fight to work up an.appetite,”

“Mine doesn’t need working up,” said
Chureh.

“Rats!” retorted Handforth, frowning,

“It's a very bad thing to eat a heavy meal
immediately upon rising. It's unhcalthy.
People who eat heavy meals in the early
morning go pale and thin.”

“Like TFatty Little, for example?’ sug-
ested MeceClure politely. “IHe not only cats
e ordinary breakfast, but he gets down
before anybody else, and polishes off about
fourteen pounds of grub as a preliminary.
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I've often novieed how pate and thin he
looks!”

“I'here are cxceptions to every rule,” said
Handforth calmly. “You necdn’t think you
can catch me -

He broke off, staring at Fatty Little in a
rather curious way. They had just got to
the bottom of the stairs, and they found that
Iratty was looking at them with a ight of
dazed bewilderment in his eyes. In fact, he
looked so strange that they all went up to
him to make inquiries.

“I'm glad you've come, you chaps!” panted
Fatty, before any of them could speak, 1

!

say! Can—can you sco a table here?”

“A table?” repcated Harry Gresham,
glancing round. “There's one over by the
wall——"

“'No, no!"" broke in Fatty. *“Here! Here,
in the middle of the hall!”

They all stared at the blank space which
Fatty was indicating,

“What's this—a Christmas joke?”’ asked
Handiorth tartly, “ Because, if so, I don't
think much of it! Of course there isn’t a

table there, you chump!”

“But there 1s!” insisted Fatty breathlessly.
“Or, at lecast, there was twenty seconds ago!
A glorious table—made of solid gold, with
piles and piles of tuck on it! A golden table,
with ornamental legs, and with coloured glass
dishes and silver vases, and—"’ A
“Ilere, steady!” interrupted Fullwood,
grinning. ' Draw it mild, FKatty! There’s
no table here, and there certainly never /fAus

!!l!‘

been a table like the one you deseribe!

“He's trying to pull our legs!™ said
Duncan.

“I'm not!” said Fatty desperately. “I--
I mmust be dreaming, or something! Not a

minute ago there was a table in the middle
of the hall, here! I could see 1t as plainly
as 1 can see you chaps! I stood just here—
just in front of me! And when I reached
forward, to grab some tuck, the whole thing
vanished !’’

The other Remove fellows stared at Fatty
in wonder. He certainly seemed to be serious
enough: and that expression in his eyes was
genuinely bewildered. He wasit’t just joking,
IFantastic as the story sounded, Fatty himself
obviously believed it. Handforth was inclined
to be stern.

“1If you’'re trying to be funny, James Little,
I'd better warn you that we're not having
any of it!” he said coldly. **What's ali this
rot about a gold table? You don't expeet
us lo believe that twaddle, do you 7"’

Fatty passed a hand over his eyes,

“No, I didn’t expect you to believe it!”
he mutitered dazedly, * But it’s true, all the
same. Listen, you chaps. ['m serious, re-
member—absolutely  sericus! Great frying
bleaters! I've never been so staggered in
all my life! 1t was bhere, you know--here,
right in front of me! And then it vanished!
It just faded away!” : el

“Over-eating !’ said Reggie Pith sadly.

The young host had appeared, accompanied
by Jack Grey and Nipper; and Pitt was look-
ing rather sorrowful.

“That’s what it 1s,”” he went on. ""Over-
cating! Rash youth, let this be a warning
to you! 1 gather that you have been
sampling various viands and pasties—""

1 haven’t!” roared Fatty. “I haven’t
had a bite this morning!”

“Then you've been dreaming !’ said Hand-
forth flatly. *““Come on, you chaps! Why
wasle our time over this tat lunatic? He's
always been mad on grub, and now he’s got
to the stage when he sees mysterious tables
full of tuck!”

“Hold on, Handy,”” said Nipper, !ooking
at Fatty Little mntently., "1 don’t think he
means to be funny. You're really sericus,
aren’t you, latty ¢

“Yes, of coursc 1 am!” panted [Fatty Little,
still staring at that vacant spot. ** Look
here, Nippcer! You other fellows, too! I
was the first out this morning, and 1 thought
I'd eome down and—and take a breath of
frezh air!”

“To say nothing of taking a snack prior
to the fresh air?” murmured Pitt politely.

“Well, I'll admmt 1 was—]1 was—a bit
peckish,”" said Iratty. "1 thought there might
be a few biscuits on the sideboard, or somne-
thing like that But as soon as I got to the
head of the stairs 1 saw a big table in the
middle of the hall. [t wasn't an ordinary
table—unot- the kind thar we see about the
Castle. It was a wonderful affair of gold,
with glittering ornaments, and packed with
good things. 1 tell you 1t was here!"™ he
added tensely, us he saw the sceptical looks
on the faces of the others. * It was here!
I don’t see things that don’t exist! ['m not
subject to delusions! [ came right down-
stairs, and the table was standing here, just
the same. Yet, when I reached forward for
some of that wonderful tuck, the whole thing
disappeared!”

“Hu, bha, ha!”’

The juniors roared with merriment—tickled
by the richness of this joke. [Fatty had been
so hungry that his imagination had run riot,
and he had scen a table that had no real
existence.

“Poor old porpoise!” grinned Church.
“What a shock it must have been when you
discovered that you had ouly got a handful of
air!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pon’t you believe me?”’ roared Fatty in-
dignantly. * Don’t you believe that the table
was really here 7"’

“No, we don’t!” grinned Harry Gresham.,

“But—but-—"’

‘“Ha, -ha, ha!*

The juniors roared again, amused by
Fatty's frantic nsistence. They regarded
the whole thing as a very good joke.

Just then Willlam Napoleon Drowne
strolled into view, clegant and stately,

“Why this early merriment, brothers?’ he
inquired. “Kindly allow me to share this
hilarious joke.”

r”
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“IUs nothing much, Browne, old man,”
said Pitt. “Poor old Fatty has been seeing

visions!”’
“Visions !’ repeated Drewne., “Surely
not! I will grant that ghosts and spectres

are allowable in a castle of this age. Indeed,
the building would be lacking in ¢ommon
courtesy if it did not provide a traditional
phantom. DBut visions in broad daylight—
no! Disfinetly, no! It is only too.obvious
that the spirit of Christmas has got into
Brother Little’s hecad—with effervescing
cffects. A sad case,
and liable to compli-
cations, but we need

7

“You can cackle!” roared Fatty., “DBut I
know what I'm talking about! There's some-
thing rummy about this place! It—it must
be haunted!™

“Well, if it’s only haunted by a table full
of tuck, we ncedn’t worry much,”” chuckled
Nipper. “ DBy jingo! There goes the break-
fast gong! And here come the girls, too!”

“There 1s no need to worry, Brother
Little,”” observed Browne, as he gave Fatty
another kindly pat.

There were many other chuekles as Ireno
& Co. tripped down-
stairs. The girls
were looking very

15

not despair. History
has shown us that
Brother Little not
only possesses a con-

FL.ook Inside This
g Wondexr Book—

S

charming, and they
were enjoying their
Christmas  holidays
with a wholehearted

stitution of iron, bub
a digestion like that

enfhusinsm that de-
lighted their host.

of an ostrich!”

“Here, I say!”
protested Fatty
Little 1indignantly.
“What's the 1dea
of comparing me
with an ostrich?” r

Browne beamed.
“1 was only com-

paring your diges-
tive capabilities,”
he observed. “In
“appearance, o f

course, I'm the first
to admit that there
is not the slightest

BRI R R R R U R R R TR E

“There's no need
to doubt the success
of the Christmas
party now, eh?”’ re-
marked Reggie, as
he drew Nipper
aside. “We thought
it was going to be
frost at one time,
didn’t we "
C“It’s a huge sue-
cess, old man,” said
Nipper. “But I
didn’t quite like the
way Fatty talked of

resemblance. That, E}ﬁlmﬂ?ce Ib e :‘1} E:;
; ; : ¢ . 1
:‘gfﬁeg{agg‘}:&lﬁt Tiie = rather hoping that
Yolie F:it% 1w there wouldn’t be
iy any reference to
smiled  contentedly. s E: okt Biaam 4
“That’s a  bit e My .
better, Browne,” he Rats! said
said. . I‘Tm'ldfm‘th, joining
- ’ " : = 1 i '
“Not a bit like t e — — ?m;n._ lI don’t 11)?.‘:
an {]5[1-{0}1 i[l ﬂp' T, R i Tt ; e lf{:rq“;% 11 111{}”t1”§£§ ."
1:11'?:11';1:10{1,”. went on . —IAnd Youwu’'ll Wan . lﬁpﬂr"l\:i{lsl lool-
Browne imperturb- & = It Price 6/ mg i s
ably. o ay . c - X “*Which  reminds
Lverybody ‘Ssreimirssmmmmmmwassysyn: Mo ho sid in a
laughed, and Fatty low voice. We're

scowled.

CHAPTER 4.
What Irene & Co. Saw !

shoulder.

“I'm not in a mood for any of your rot,
Drowne !’ said the fat junior gruflly. “ You're
all laughing at me, and you all think I've
gone off my chump—but you're wrong!
That table was here, and I saw if—and it

vanished I”
*Ha, ha, ha!”’

— 2\VATTY LITTLE shook {.
t?].) himself indignantly as
Browne patted him
? benevolently on the

1
]

1

not the only oncs
who are having some rummy adveniures. I
had a letter from Tich Harborough this
morning—but I'm not saying anything about
" |
it to the others.”
“Bad news?” asked Reggie, with concern.
“No,” replied Nipper. ‘“Not exactly bad
news. Tich, as you know, 1s with Corky and
the DBlues at DBannington Grange.”

“0Of course we know it!” said Handforth
impatiently. “What about em ?”

Nipper was silent for a moment. He was
thinking of that other St. Frank’s Christmas
party, which mainly consisted of Iourth-
FFormers. Lionel Corcoran, of the East House
—and, incidentally, the owner of the Blue
Crusaders Football Club—was holding a
house-warming of his own at Dannington
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Grange, an old house he had bought and had
converted to make a permanent howe for
FFatty Fowkes and his celebrated feilow:
players of the Blues.

Tich Harborough was the only Removite
in that party—Dbut, then, Yieh was necessary
Lhere, since e was a regular piaying peraber
of the famous ciub; and the bBlues were
playing  some  nnportant  gamies  over
Christinas,

Reggie Pitt and his guests were all sorry
that Corky and 'Tich were absent—and no
less sorry that Vivian Lravers was unable 10
be with them., Ior Lravers had gone abroad
with his parents for the vacation, Still, they
were having a high old time, even without
these stalwarts, .

“Tich is a bit mysterious in his letter,
continued Nipper. It scems that latty
FFowkes has becn scared out of his wits at
the Grange.”

“Ghosts ?” asked Handforth sceptically.

“All sorts of rummy things have bcen
happpening, it scems, although Tich doesn't
go into any details,” said Nipper. ‘“ But the
Blues are having a pretty uncomfortable
time, and once they nearly got inte a hopeless
panie. I'm not going to say anything to the
others, because there scems to be something
funny about the castle, tvo, and I want to
keep their minds off ghosts, and hauntings.”

“(Good 1dea, too,” nodded Handforth
approvingly.

“This business about Fatty—our own Fitty,
1 mean—is queer, when you come to think of
it,”” continued Nipper, with a frown, *‘I hope
he won't jaw too much.”

“But, my dear chap, Kaity was only talk-
ing about a mythical tuck table,” laughed

Reggie, giving Nipper a  keen glance.
* Hallo ! Why this thoughtful frown, O

oracle 7"

“Well. as a matter of fact, 1 was rather
wondering about Fatty Little,” said Nipper.
“He's about the last fellow at St. Frank’s
I should suspect of having an imagination.
He’s so solid—so matter of fact. He must
have scen something!”

“Why. what do vou mean?” asked Reggie,
in surprise.

“J] don’t quite know,” replied Nipper.
“But IFatty was very positive about that
table, wasn’t he? And it's such an unusual
sort of vision for a chap to sce.”

Rergie Pitt ehuckled.

“If any other fellow had seen it, I might
hegin to wonder,” he said dryly. “ But vou
know what IFFatty is—you know that his mind
is dwelling on nothing but grub. And it’s
Christinas morning, you ass! I expect he’s
been dreaming about tuck all night, and he
must have come down only half awake.
Come along in to breakfast, and forget all
about him!”’

And so they went, and were soon laughing
merrily round the festive board.

Fatty Lattle came in for a good deal of
chipping, for his story of a magic tuck-table
was treated as a great jest lle was laughed
at so much, in fact, that he even began to
wonder if his senses had plaved him false,
Perhaps he had only imagined the thing,

after all! Ilis common .ense, indeed, told
hun that the table could never have been
there.  And yet--and yet——  The more

Fatty thought abeut 1, the more puszled he
became. lie could :iee ali that tuck now,
piied up i wondrous protusion.  tie couid
see the ghittering daisnes, aud rhe hittle Jamps
on the corners ot the wabte. (v was all very
uly stelious——atl very .uerplexing.

However, after breaklust, tne other guests
gave Fatty a rest.  Lhere were miore -
portant thungs to consider. It was Chiristias
Day, and the sun was stinng aliuningly. lo
remain indoors would have been a s and a
shame.

“Well, whats the programme this morn-
ing ” asked Handiorth, glanceing at Reggre
Pitt. “You're the host, old man, and 1t's
up to you to make some suggestions.”

“Rats ! grinned Reggie. “We'll put it to
the vote, and we know what the result will
be before we start, Tobogganing down the
slopes, eh? Skating on the lake! Winter
sports in general.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“Yes, rather! Let’s get out!”

‘“ Absolutely,” said Archie, nodding. “‘A
dashed priceless scheme, lads and lassies!
Girls, kindly trickle away upstairs, and don
the winter sports outfits.”

“And don’t keep us waiting ball an hour,
sis !’ said Handforth, with a straight leok
at his sister. “Den't forget that we shall be
ready. in half a jff!”’

“And we'll beat you, too!" retorted IEna
promptly. *“*What do you say, vou girls¥”

“Rather!”” sang out Doris laughingly.
“Come on!”’

The girls dashad away upstairs, and they
fairly flew into their bed-rooms. They
weren't gomng to have the boys saying that
they were slow. Irene Manners and Mary
Summers and Doris Berkeley were the first
out, and they looked very alluring in their
furs, ‘o

“If we're quick,” chuckled Irene, “we shall
be outside kefore the boys!”

They turned down the corridor, towards
the big landing. This corridor, as it hap-
pened was rather gloomy. It was .a long
one, with only « small, slit-like window at
the end.

“Hurry up!” said Irene briskly.

“Just a minute, Renie,” said Mary, with
a little catch in her voice. “Who—who's
that down there?”

“Eh?” said Irene and Doris. “Down
where?”

They turned, rather struck by Mary's
tone. Mary was staring in the opposite

direction—down the corridor, away from the
landing—and as the other two girls looked
thflziv caught their breath in, and stood stock
still.

For only a little distance away from them
an extraordinary figare was standing in the
middle of the corrider. In spite of the
gloom, the figure could be seen with startling
distinctness, which was all the more sur-
prising, because at that patticular spot there
was no window at all.
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** This is prime ! ** Smacking his lips in anticipation, Fatty Little descended the stairs with a rusik
and walked towards the table upon which was piled all the wonderful tuck,

The figure was that of a queer old woman,
not unlike a witch. She was looking towards
the three girls, and even as they stared she
raized a bony hand and beckoned to them.

“Whoever can she be?” whispered Irene.

“Goodness knows?!’ said Doris, frowning.
“She doesn’t belong to the castle! She's not
onc of the servants! And just look at that

nt rs! J ¢ e,
queer hat of hers! And her face, with its
wooked nose ! nd what in v s she
hooked | And what the world 1s sk
doing here?”
1 _ L& 3=

The three girks had no feeling of nervous

They weren’t scared in the slightest

Nness, _
degree. They were cnly curious—only filled
with wonder. There was nothing speetral

about this old woman—nothing ghostly.
Besides, it was barely ten o'clock in the
morning, and outside the sun was shining
from a cloudless sky. Downstairs, the
laughter of many St. Frank's fellows could
be heard. It was preposterous to think of
ghosts or apparitions.

Puat this woman was certainly the most
extraoordinary creature that Ivene & Co. had
ever scen!

CHAPTER 5.
The Strange 0ld Witch!

el RENT  shook herself,

. and glanced quickly
7 at the other two girls.
- ' “This is too Eill}'i!'l'

she  whispered,

expect the old woman is one of the villagers
—perhaps a relative of one of the maids here.
Hadn’t we better speak to her—just to be
civil?  She's looking at us very strangely,
you know.”

“I don’t like it !”" murmured Mary. “She’s
so—s0 unreal !

This was tru2 enough. The figure of that
old woman was, indeed, unreal—and yet, at
the same time, she was so surprisingly ob-
vious. There shie stood, every detail of her
attire clearly defined. It was this fact that
made the girls wonder. Why could they see
her so «distinetly ¥ It was gloomy in that part
of the corridor—and the figure of that old
woman ought to have been in shadow. And
yet——

“She’s moving!” whispered Doris.

It was a fact And now the girls saw some-
thing elsc—something which made them draw
in their breaths, The old woman was more
like a witech than ever, with her hooked nose,
her queer conical hat, and her ragged cloak,
but the most astounding thing of all was
the fact that she was sitting astride a twig-
broom! A besom—traditional adjunct of all
self-respecting  witches! The quaint old
ereature  waved her bony hand to the girls,
and then skimmed off down the corridor.
Skimmed off! 1t was unbelievable—uncanny !

“Ldok!"” panted Irene, pointinz.

“Let’'s—let’s run after her!’ said Doris,
with a strange catch in her voice,

All three girls ran. They weren’t fright-
ened. but they were unguestionably startled.
IFor that old woman was a witch, In very
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truth. Instead ol progressing down the corri-
dor like any ordinary human being, she was
riding her twig-broom, skimming over the
floor with a superb ease of progress that was
bewildering to behold.,  What was more, the
witeh made no sound; not the slightest rustle

—not the tiniest swish, Her progress was
silent, phantom-like,
“It’s a trick of some sort!” said Doris.

“It must be!
girls!” oy

“Somebody’s trying to fool us!” said Irene.
“One of the boys, perhaps. That ycung
;vretclh Willy! You know what a trickster
1e 15!

““Look!” breathed Mary. “She’s going
clean through that open window!”

Fast as the girls ran, the old witch moved
at double the :peed. By now she had just
rcached the open window at the end of the
corridor. The sun was strecaming in, and the
figure of the old woman became filmy and
unrcal as the sunlight struck it. The next
moment the witeh had wvanished—outside.
She bad gone c¢lean through, into the open
air—as though flying.

“She’s jumped down!” cried Doris. ““ And
it's twelve or fifteen feet to the ground——"

“Yes, but there’s a big snowdrift under
the window!’ put in Irene. *'I saw it this
morning. Of course, it’s one of the boys play-
ing a practical joke on us! And won't we
have a terrible revenge! We'll teach them
iﬂ'_1’

She broke off. They had just reached the
open window, and were staring out.
morning was perfeet, with the. sun shining
upon the flushed faces of the three girls,
Down below, underneath that narrow window,
was a stretch of unbroken snow—a great drift,
It was piled over the frozen moat, and he: ped
up against the wall of the castle. From here
the girls could see for two or three hundred
vards—they could see every detail of the
scene. Over in the distanee, Willy Handforth
and Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon were 1
cvidence, throwing snowballs at one another.
In no eircumstances could Willy be held
responsible for the vision that the three giris
had just seen.

“Look!” said Irene, in a tense voice.

She was pointing straight down—towards
the snow,

It can’t be anything elsey you

“Look at what?’ asked Mary. “I can’t
see anything 1
““Neither can I!"” replied Irene. ‘“That’s

just it! There’s nothing to be seen—execpt
the unbroken snow!” ;

“Unbroken !” whispered Doris.  ““Oh, my
goodness! You—you mean———"'"."

“But--but 1t’'s unpossible!” said Irene,
looking at her two companions with blank
bewildernient in her eyes. “Don’t you see,
Mary ? Can’t you understand, Doris? 1 tell
you, it’s tmpossible! That old woman jumped
out of this window, and yet there aren't auy
marks in the snow! There’s not a footprint
-—there's not an inch of snow disturbed!
Where did she go to? Where “id she land ¢’

Doris took a deep breath,

The |
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me!” she sald fraukly.
“Great Scott! This is the rummicst thing
that's ever happened! It makes me think
of that table that Faity Little saw in the
hall before breakfast.”

“Why, how do you mean?’ asked Mary.

“Well, wasn't Fatty’s experience just the
came ¥ said Doris keenly, “He saw a table
—and when he went up to it, it wasn’t there!”’

“Well, it beats

“Yes, but that was only his imagination
——» began Mary.

“Was 1t?” interrupted the other gixl.
“I'm not so surc about that now! We all
laughed at poor Fatty, but I believe he did
sce something., What about the old witch?
There are three of us this time—three wit-
nesses! We all saw that old woman, didn’t
we ? We saw her skimming down the corrvidor
on her broom! And she came out of this
window, and jumped right out into the sun-
light, Now she ]has gone—vanished—puffed
out! Who was she, and where i1s she now 7’

Irenc and Mary could find no answers to
these questions,

They were all agreed that they had seen
the old witch. It wasn’t a case of imagina-
tion tlus time. They couldn’t all have been
suffering from nerves. But what possible
explanation could there be? Their common-
sense told them that no human being could
skim down the corridor on a twig-broom, and
then vanish into thin air through the open
window.

As for the apparition being a ghost, it was
equally ridiculous, It was broad davlight
 here, and the sun was shining. Besides, the
old woman hadn't looked like a ghost at all
—she had been solid and real.

What could it mcan?

CHAPTER &,

Nipper is Worried !
HE chief emotion of

Irene & Co. at ihe

moment was one of

tremendous astonish-

ment. They weren’t
frightened in the least—for there had been
nothing to scare them, If they had seen that
old witch in a dimly-lighted corridor at nid-
night, they might have felt nervous. Dut
it was full morning, and the erystal sunshine
forbade any morbid thoughts,

“1t's so—eilly ! zaid Irene, at length,

* That word just about sums it up,’”’ agreed
Doris. It 1s silly, 1sn’t it? We ;1{; saw that
old witeh, and we all saw her disappear. The
question 18, who was she and how the dickens
did she do that vanishing aet?”

Before the others could answer, a Lail
sounded from down the corridor. They
turned, and zaw lina Handforth and Winnie
Pirt beckoning to them.

“What are you three doing up there?”
called Ena.. “'We've been ready for hours,

you cuckoos! The boys are waiting for us!™
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The boys were not only waiting, but they
were ou the warpath. Handforth and Nipper
and several others came thumping up the
great staircase, and they now appeared.

“Jsn’t it about time you girls came along ?”
asked Handforth tartly. “Do you expect
us to wait all the morning ¥’

“All right!” sang out Irene.
coming "

'I'he three girls ran down the corridor, and
joined all the others on the landing. |

“ Has anything happened 7’ asked Nipper,
looking at Irene & Co.’s flushed faces with
sudden interest.

“Yes,” said Doris quietly, “Something has
happened. We've seen a witch.”’

“A which?” said Handforth, staring.

“No, not a which—a witch!” said Doris.
“A regular old hag of a witch, with conical
hat, twig-broom, and everything! She was
in this corridor, and she vanished through that
window at the end.”

“What's this—another joke?"” asked Pitt
stmilingly.

“1 suppose it must have been a joke of
some kind,’” said Irene. “But I’'m bleszed if
I can fathom it. Don’t laugh, you fellows!
We're not trying to spin you a yarn. We
saw this old woman, and "

“Then—then you’ve seen something, tco ?”
inferrupted Fatty Little eagerly. “ Nobody
will believe me when I talk about that table
of tuck, bu i

“Dry up, IFatty!” I
“We're fed up with your giddy table!

“We're

interrupted Handforth.
You

didn’t sce anything, and you jolly well knows

it! As for a witch—"’

““1 know it sounds silly,” put in Doris. I
know it sounds unbelievable, too. Dut,
Lonestly, you chaps, we did sce something
very rummy. All three of us—so you can’t
accuse us of imagining the thing. We
couldn’t all imagine it at once, could we?”

“PBut what did you see?”’ asked Nipper
curiously,

“I've told you,” said Doris. “ We saw a
witch. Mary caught sight of her first, stand-
ing down this corridor. When we looked at
her, she beckoned to us.’”’

“ Beckoned with a long, beny hand,” said
AMary, nodding.

“Go on-—-piﬁ: it on!"” said Reggie, with a

rin,
g“li‘-ut it’s truc!’’ protested Doris. “She
had bony hands, and a strange, hooked nose.
Then suddenly she skimmed off down the
corridor on that broom of hers——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Draw it mild, girls!”

“You can't kid ws with that yarn, you
know!"”

“1 knew they wouldn’'t believe it,"' said
Doris calmly. ‘“How can we expect them
to? It seems altogether too fantastic.”

“Put we did see her!”” urged Irene. “She
flew out of the window at the end of the
corridor, and when we looked at the snow
there wasn’t a mark on it!”

“Which isn’t surprising—~considering that
there was no witch at all!” grinned Harry

-
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“I say, girls, cheese it! We're
not quite so green, you know!"’

“T'he whole place scems to be bewitched !”
said Mary., “Iirst Fatty Little sees a table
of tood, and then it vamshes before his very
eves! Now we've had a sumilar kind of
experience with this old witeh., What's the
matter with this party ¥’

“ It must be an enchanted castle,” chuckled
Fullweod. *“That’s about the truth of it—the
castle has been enchanted by a great
magician, and unless we'ro jolly careful we
shall fird ourselves turned into black swans,
or something !”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And then we shall have to wait for a
fairy princess to come along, and to kill the
witch betcie we ecan  be  disenchanted,”
grinned Fullwood.,  “What do you other
chaps say 1"

“Ha, ha, hat”

They said it with laughter. In fact, they
fairly roared. Tt was impossible for them
to eredit this fantastic story of a witech, For
a moment or two Irene and Mary@were in-
clined to be just a little huffy, but Doris
soon put them into a good humour.

“You mustn't be offended, you know,” she
smiled., *“ We should laugh just as much if we
were 1 their places. It sounds altogether
too thick to be believed I think, perhaps,
we'd better forget all about 1t,”

“Yeg, vou're right,” said Irene, nodding.
“It's rather a pity we told these chaps, you
know., We might have expected them to yell
their silly heads off.”

“Oh, draw 1t mld!” said Handforth.
“We're only laughing at the joke, Renie!
Yoil can't really mean this about a witch,
and "

“Well, never mind,” said Doriz briskly,
“Let's get out intn the sunshine—let's have
some toboggaring. We shall soon forget all
about the gquesr old woman.”

They a'l went trooping downstairs, chuck.
ling hugely over this new joke. The only two
juniors, perhaps, who did not smile were
Nipper and Reggie Pitt. They found them-

selves together, and they exchanged a
wondering glance.
“What do you make of it, old son?” mur-

mured Reggie.
“I'm hanged if I know,” said Nipper.
“But I don't like the look of it.”
“Neither do I,” said Pitt.
rummy.”’

“It’s—it’s

“I'm beginning to believe that Fatt? did
sece something,” went on Nipper. ‘*And
although all these other chaps are laughing,
we can't really accuse Irene and Mary and
Doris of faking up a yarn. They saw some-
thing, that's certain-—and it wasn’'t anything
human.”

“@Great Scott!” muttered Regeie. “You
mean—a ghost 7?7

“I'm not quite sure what I do mean,”
replied Nipper quietly. “But I don’t believe
in ghosts, Reggie—never did. And ghosts
that appear at ten o’clock in the morning are
distinetly incredible. All the same, I think
we ought to keep eur eyes open. There's
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funny

sotnething

mysterous,”
And they were obliged to leave it at that—

for the time bein

coing  on—something

g, at all events!

CHAPTER

.
The Spirit of Christmas !

LORIOUS,
asked Doris
lessly.

She bad just picked
herself up from the

isn't 1t?”
breath-

snow, amd Reggie Pitt was righting the to-

boggan. Reggie was grinning cheerily, and
Doris’ eves were :parkling with healthy
enjoyment,

“*Hurt?” asked Pitt.

“0Of ecourse not, silly ! said the girl.
was only a small tumble.
spill is half the fun!”

The f‘amg people were thoroughly enjoy-
ing themselves on this bright Christmas
morning. There were many fine slopes in
the castle grounds, and they now provided
excellent toboggan runs. Now and again,
of course, there was an upset, and sometimes
a collision—it was remarkable how often
Iidward Oswald Handforth was involved in
these !=——but these incidents only added to the
gencral enjoyment.

“Come on, Reggie—lei’s haul her up to the
top again and have another go!”’ said Doris
gaily. “ How about organising a race? Let’s
have half a dozen toboggans starting at once,
en? Wouldn't it be fun?” -

“Good idea!” said Reggie, nodding.
“We’'ll put it to the others, and—"

He broke off. A slight frown came into his
eves for a moment, but it soon cleared, and
he grinned in his usual good-natured fashion.
But he was still looking across the snow at a
fizure which had just approached a group of
St. IPrank’s juniors.

“What's the matter, Reggie 7 asked Doris
quickly, “Why did you frown just now 7"
“Oh, nothing,”” said Pitt. “I caught sight

uitke, that's all.”

“Quirke 7*

“Yes, that fellow who was once at St.
Frark's,” replred Reggie. ‘' Ezra Quirke, of
the Kast House. Don’t you remember?”

“Well, yes, I think I do,” replied the girl.
“Ten’t Quirke a horrid sort of boy ?”

“Yes, he’s a mysterious beggar, 8ne way
and another,” replied Reggie. “Goes in for
psychic research—occult investigation, and
all that sort of piffle. A lot of unhealthy
nonsense.  1f you don’t mind, I'd like to go
across to him and ask him what he’s doing
in these grounds.”

“T don't mind,” replied Doris readily.

They left their toboggan, and walked over
the snew. Fzra Quirke was talking to John
Busterfield Boots and Bob Christine and
Harry Gresham and one or two others.
yvowne, of the IFifth, had sauntered up, too,

i It

DBesides, having a

of

i
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and was hsteming with air of solenin
concentration.

“I don’t want to spoil your enjoyment, of
course,” Quirke was sayng, as Reggie and
Doris came up. "But I am just giving you
@ waining., Take my advice, and leave this
castle us you would leave a sinking ship! 1t
i1s a place of dread—a place of miystery and
peait |
“Rot "7 said Boots bluntly.

“I tell you it is dangerous to remain
within the walls of Raithmere Castle!” in-
sisted Quirke. “You do not believe it 1s
haurted, e¢h? But it is haunted! 1 know—
I have had proofs! And the ghost is no mere
phantcm--a harmless thing that only appears
at the kour of midnight, It is a dreadful
menace—endangering the lives of all who
seek shelter beneath the castle roof |

“Just a minute, Quirke!” said Reggie
Pitt quietly. ‘

Ezra Quirke looked up, his eyes burning
strangeiy.  In every way, Quirke was an
unusual sort of boy. His face was deathly
pale, and mask-like, Llis figure swas slight,
his shou!ders were rounded. All 1n all, an
unpleasant sort of youngster.

“Good-morning, Pitt!” he said.

“(Good-morning !"* replied Reggie. “I don't
object to you paying me a call, Quirke, but
I think it 1s a bit thick for you to talk to my
guests in the way vou have been talking.”

1y

“T am merely telling them the truth!
sald Quirke tensely.

“Brother Reggie, havo no fear!”™ put in
Browne kindly. “Do not imagine for ono
moment that we have heeded the words of
this eroaker.”

“Tle’s been talking a lot of rot said
Boots aggressively. " Do you think we take
any notice of his stories about ghosts? We
know what an idiot he 1s! And it's like his
nerve to come here, jawing at us, and giving
these idiotie warnings 2

“I mean no harm,” interrupted Quirke,
backing away. “I am only doing what I
deem to be my duty. If there is a tragedy
within the walls of Raithmere Castle, re-
member what I have said! Perhaps you will
then wmealise that my warnings were not
untimely "

“I think that’s about enough, Quirke,” in-
terrupted Pitt  “I’ve the reputation of being
a good-natured sort of fellow, but there’s a
limit. T'll ask you not te talk of ghosts, or
anything connected with ghosts, again, We
are thoroughly enjoving ourselves at the
castle, and——"

“By George!’ interrupted Handforth,
bustling up. " What’s Quirke doing here?
Croaking again?”

“He’s been warning us against the terrible
dangers of the castle,” said Gresham, with
a grin,

“Let me get at him!” roared Handierth,
“ILet me slosh him in the eye!”

“Steady, old man!” chuckled Piit.  *T1#
Quirke gives me his word that he wen't trot
out anv more of that nonsense, he's welecome
to stay.” .

Ezra Quirke shrngged his shoulders,

atl
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CFF TO AUSTRALIA

What great exeitement prevails when the amazing and glorious news is known.

disappointment, too !

oUT ON WEDNESDAY
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“Very well,” he said resignedly. "Since
vou ignore my warnings, I will say nothing
further. It is a waste of breath to speak to
vout. 1 have only been duinp; my best %

“That's all  right,” interrupted

- Ymi ve given me your word, Quirke, and

s Christmas-tine.

am ill-feelings, {a we?  This is a time of

good-will, so you’ e welcowe to Jmn in the
jollities this evening, if you hlw

“That 18 very kind of you,” said Quirke,
with a rather surprised glance at Reggie. 1
think I shall avail myself of your generous
invitation, Pitt. Thank you,"

The spirit of Christmas had prompted
Reggie to invite the fellow, and he only
grinned, a minute later, when Handforth and
Fullwwood and one or twe others turned upon
bhim indignantly. Quitke had walked off, and
was no longer within carshot.

“You silly chump!” =aid [Tandforth in-
dignantly.  “Do you think we want that
spoil-sport with us? He'll ruin everything
this evening !”’

“It's Christmas-time, old man,” said
Reggie gently. _

“Yes, Reggie is right, Handy,” put in
Boots. “We don't take any notice of Quirke,

anyvhow, and on Christmas night we ought to
he friendly with everybody. It's a time to
bury the hatchet.”

The others agreed, 20 Handforth was effee-
tually squashed., Al the same, there were
many wim were afraid that Kzra Quirke's

For only half the school is going—the Ancient and Modern Houses.
The trip wiil not e in the nature of a hn.idw Ch, no !

benefit of their education, and they’ve got to work all the time—just as though they were
still at St. Frank’s,

Ausiralia is their final destination, Lut on the way the feliows will visit many places of
interest—next WeCK, for example, thev land in South Afriea.
however, there is great excitement on board the St. Francis as the ship is known.
Oswald Handforth finds himself aftiicted with seasickness ;

concerning the Remove’s new Form-master.
““5t. Frank’s Afloat !’ is the real *‘ goods.”

grand new adventure series,
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We don’t want to have |
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NEXT WEEK!

What

The fellows are goingz for the

Before they gpt there,
Edward
then there’s a mystery

Don’t miss this opening story in our
Coming next week in the
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PRICE TWOPENCE
&
presence that evening would cast a gloom
over the entire parly.
Time, of course, would tell!
CHAPTER 8.

A Time of Good Cheer !}

T was generally voted,
by tea-time, that this
Christmas Da} was
one of the happiest
and  jolliest that

Reggie Pitt’s guests could ever remember,

Iar from being depressed by the rumours
that the castle was haunted, the boys and

zirls were highly amused at the very thonghts

of it. They were all screnely coutent, and
had Spent a day of unadulterated ple asure.

Now they were ready for the evening’s

galety.

The Arabian Nights
queer old witeh were forgotten. There was
no time to think of such things now.
Directly after tea. the girls and the S
[Frank’s fellows would be thinking of getting
into their carnival costurmnes; and all the talk
at tea-time was solely confined to the coming
carnival ball,

There was to be no dinner that night—not
in the ordinary wav. Dinner, 1t was felt,
would interfere considerably with the even-

tuck-table and 'fhi}
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ing’s joliity. It would make a big break and
nobody wanted that.

It was far better o have a cold repast set
out in the dining-hall—sandwiches, meat
pattics, and so fortbh—with an unlumited
supply of lemonade, coflee, rce-cream, and so
forth. 'I'hen, when the guests felt peckish,
they could come in and help themselves,

The castle ball room had been especially
decorated for the occasion. There were fairy
hetits  everywhere, and gay decorations
festooned the velling. A special dance band
had been engaged, too. Reggie Pitt’s people
had given him a fre: hand, and so he was
doing everything possible to make his guests
1appy. _

‘T'his particular Christmas party was unusual
in onc sense. All the members of it were
young. 'T'here were no grown-ups there what
cver—except, of course, for the maids, the
footmen, and the other servants. The host
and his guests were all schoolboys and scheol
girls, and so the party was hilariously jolly.

“Ghostz, ¢h?”’ grinned Handforth, as he
hurried upstairs with Church and MceClure to
change. “*What rot! I've never enjoyed my-
so!f so much in all my giddy hfe!”

“Well, don’t talk about ghosts,” said
Church., “ We want to forget those rummsy
things what happened here the other night.”

“What rummy things?” demanded Hand
forth.

“You know as well as I do,” said Chureh
“We all saw a ghost in the big hall, and we
couldn’t discover any explanation.”

“Rats!”  laughed Handforth., “There's
been nothing of that kind since, and I'm
beginnivg to believe that we imagined most
of it. Anvbow, let’s taboo the snbject of
ghosts altogether.  We're going to enjoy
ourselves thoroughly this evening, my sons!
We're going to have dancing, and parlour
games galore. Hunt the thimble, musical
chairs, and all the rest of the merry-go.
round!”

And later on, when the dancing and games
had started, the very csuggestion of ghosts
cortainly did seem ridiculous.

For what with the fairy lights, the gay
decorations, and the highly-coloured costumes
of the guests, Raithmere Castle became a
place of gay laughter and happiness. Out-
side, the evening was calm and moonlit, with
a sharp touch of frost in the air. Indoors, the
log fires were blazing, the lights were gleam-
ing, and laughter was the order of the hour.

The strains of the dance band floated out
flom the ball-roem, and quaintly attired
fizures were to be seen everywhere. There
were plerrots, pierrettes, pirates, cavaliers,
Geisha girls, and so forth. If Reggie Pitt
had had any doubts regarding the success of
this Christinas party they were now dispelled,
He was glad indeed, that he had suggested
this house-warming--this happy gathering
under the roof of the guaint old pile that he
Lad vecently inherited.

"Everything is going fine, old man,” re-
marked Jack Grey, as be and Reggie strolled
into the ball room. *‘'Lhe chaps are enjoying
themselves wonderfully, too.”

'THE NELSON LEELR SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

"1 know it,”” said Reggile, nodding. My
sister and all the other girls are having the
tune ot their lives—so they say. And I be-
Lieve they mean 1t.”

Ot cuurse they do,” laughed Jack. * It
was a bram-wave of yours, leggie, to invite
us al; here.” .

Handtorth came blundering up—with a
cianking and clattering ot spurs. Handforth
was supposed to be a Roundhead, and he
vasl'L particularly pleased with his choice of
tancy costume, For Le was discovering that
tone ot the girls wanted to dance with him.

“Look here, Pitt, what the dickens am I
to do?”’ he dewanded mdignaptly, ' lrene
won’t dance with me, and the other girls
ou.y laugh at me when | go near them |

“Can you wonder at 1t?° grinned Pitt.
“With those whacking great spuars on your
boots, I'm not surprised that the girls light

shy of you! You're not famed for your
geutleness, old son! Beswdes, ook at your
Jacket ! lLook at those leather cufls on your

sleeves !t

"What about 'em?”’
g at bis culfs.

“Well, just think of the tancy costuines of
the givis,” said Pitt coolly. * Most of them
are made of silk, or mushn, or crepe-de-chine,
or something flimsy like that. No wondes
liene doesn’t want to dauce with you! One
tox-trot would be just about enough to ruin
any silken costume—to say nothing of spoiling
 thio strongest pair of feminine shoes that were
ever made "

Handtorth looked rather blank.

U Chureh and  MeClure are  dressed as
plerrots,” he grumbled. “They're getting
plenty of dances, the bounders! They told
me to dress up as a mgger minstrel—but I
wouldn’t take any notice of them.”

“Why not?” asked Grey.

“ Because they said it would suit me- they
said the black pammt would hide up my face !’
sard Handforth indignantiy " 1)'you think I
was gomg to stand that sort of rot?”

“Weill, I'll tell you what, old son,”
chuckled Pitt. “There’s a spare costume u
in my room-—a sort of grand vizier affair, all
made of silk and stutf, You'll look fine in
that, and you're welcome to it, if vou like,”

"Thanks awfully!” said Handforth. “I'll
buzz up and shove 1t on, Being a Roundhead
1s all right but I'm not going to be dished
out of dancing with Irene!”

And Handforth hurried off, followed by
the chuekles of TPitt and Grey and several
otuer juniors.

asked Handforth, star-

CHAPTER 9.

The Vision on the Lawn !

H dear! I'm glad
there’s an interval
now,”’” laughed Dora
Manners. “lIt’'s so
dreadfully hot in
here |”
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“Yes, 1t 15 a bit warm,” agreed Winnio
I'tit.  "Supposing we go out out on the
terrace for a few minutes, Dora 7"

“Won't it be too cold?’ asked Dora doubt-
fully, “These costumes aren’t particularly
thick, you know!”

“That's all right,” replied Winnie, with a
simile, “We can easily sncak a couple of
wraps, and dodge out without being scen,
1t'll be a relief to get in the cool for a few
minutes,”

And so the two girls carried out their little
plan. The evening was getiing advanced
now, and there had been a long round of
jollity. The dance band was taking a quarter
of an hour off, and most of the guests were
standing about chatting, or eating ice-creams,
of otherwise enjoying themselves.

Dora Manners was rather afraid that
Browne would spot her, and prevent her from
gomg out on the terrace with Winnie. IFor-
tunately, Browne was engaged in conversa-
tion with two or three of the Remove chaps,
and he could not get away. Dora was Irene's
cousin, and she was on the permanent staff
of 8t, IFrank’s—as a nurse in the sanatorium.
Dora was a very sweet girl, two or three

cars older than Irene, and rather shy in
disposition. But she was a -thorough sport
all the same.

Having sccured the wraps, Dora and
‘Winnie slipped out“through one of the French
windows, and they found themselves on the
wide terrace overlooking the moat. It wasa
wonderfully peaceful evening, with the stars
shining glitteringly in the hard blue sky.

The moon was appearing, too, over the tree
tops in the distance, and ihere was an atmos
phere of perfect peace. Scarcely a breath of
wind stirred, and the snow lay thickly in
every direction, The moat was frozen and
covered with snow, and beyond lay the lawns,

At least, they had been lawns at one time.
The castle had been allowed to run to neglect
for many years, however, and what should
have been lawns were now stretehes of level,
weed-grown land. But the snow mercifully
covercd these indications of neglect, and the
whole scene was beautiful.

Tor some moments the two girls stood there
without speaking, grateful for the cool air—
and well protected from chills by their wraps.

“Isn't it wonderful 7’ murmured Dora at
length.

“Glorious!” replied Winnie, looking up at
the stars.  “I don’t think I've ever known
a better winter's night,  Just look at the
stars. Dora!  Aren’t they shining magnifi-
cently 2"

Dora looked up, and then nodded.

Again they stood silent for a few moments,

humbled by the majesty of that great,
glittering  universe overhead. 'Then sud-
denly  Dora plucked at her companion’s
sleeve.

“Winae!” she whispered, a ncw note in
her voice.  “What 1s that over there?”

&

|

|

1
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“Over where?”! said Winnie, surprised by
the other girl’s tone. *What is it, Dora?

L ]

Why are you pul_ling at my sleeve——"
““Look ! said Dora breathlessly.

She pointed, and even in that tense
moment Winnte could see that her com-
panion’s hand was trembling. Dora was
pointing over to a level patch of the lawn,
about fifteen yards asway, where the rising
moon was weakly shedding its silvery light
upon the snow. Winnie caught her breath
i, and took a step nearer to the stone rail
of the terrace.

“There's something there!” she murmured.
“There’s something—moving 1"

“That's what I thought!” said Dora.
“DBut what 1s 1t? Oh, Winnie, are we dream-
ing, or what? If you can sce them, too,
there must be something—— Oh, but it's -
too silly—too fantastic!”

“They’re fairies!” said Winnie tensely.

“That’s what I thought!” agreed Dora,
her voice dropping to the merest whisper.
“0Oh, Winnie, but 1t's—it’s so extraordinary !
I thought I could see fairies, but—but—— Oh,
I don't know!”

She broke off, quite unable to put her feel-
ings into words. Winnie was in the same
fix. and they could only stand there and look
at the vision on the lawn., It was too won-
derful—too amazing.

Fairies! Fairies,
down—in the twentieth century !
tastic—unrecal—stupendous.

A minute or two earlier, there had been
nothing on that snow over there, The night
was not dark—for the starlight, alone, was
sufficient to show up the snow clearly. Tho
moon was shining, too, and the trees in the
distance could be clearly seen, casting long
mysterious shadows. And behind the two
girls, and all along the terrace, were lighted
windows from beyond which came the sounds
of happy laughter. Indeed. the band was
beginning to play again, proving to Dora and
Winnie that they were not dreaming. ‘They
weee wide awake—and this was Christmas
night ! '

Yet there, on the lawn, were fairies!

Instinetively, the two girls clung to one
another. and for quite a little while they said
nothing. They were watching fascinatedly
—without the slightest sensation of fear.
There was nothing to be afraid of here—no-
thing grotesque in this vision., On the con-
trary, it was beautiful—it was a delight to
the eye.

The incongruous nature of the whole affair
had gripped the two girls tensely.  They
could not both be the vietims of imagination,
That was too unbelievable. They both saw
this thing-—they both gazed upon that won-
drous scene.

[Faries, dancing and prancing—dancing to

gaily dancing up and
It was fan-

| the tune of a fox-trot played by a twentieth

century syncopated orchestra!
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i;-hnr fE£R 10.

The Fairies® Revel !

T wasn't as 1f this
vision was hazy or
4 bistinet. It wasn’t
at, if the two girls
could have any
doubts regarding what they saw. No;
the fairies seemed so rear that the two giris
cnly needed to run forward a little way and
they would be amongst them,.

But neither Dora nor Winnie moved. Thu_}‘
were too awed—to fascinated, Besides, 1t

would secem hike au intrusion for them to
wmterrupt that gay revel
There were about a dozen {airies, at-

together—dancing, prancing, whirling round

joyousiy. It was ineredible—yet true.
“0Oh, 'ecok!” breathed Winnie, at last.
“Can you see them, too, Dora? Can you

sec their lovely wings?”
“Yes!” said Dora, clutching more tightly

at  Winnie’s arm. “And what beautiful
wings. too! The moonlight is glinting on
them, Look at their gossamer gowns, too!

Oh, Winnie, am I dreaming all this?”
“¥ou ean’t be—because I can see just the

saite,” sald Winnte. “Fairies, Dora—real
fairies!  Oh, dear! What's coming over
us?”’

Neither of the girls felt the slightest ner-
vousness. They were in no way frightened
by what they saw—but they were thrilled
and excited.

The fairies appeared to be living ereatures
—so clearly defined were all the details of
their dainty little persons. There was no-
thing ethereal in their aspect.

Fach fairy was about three feet in height
-—tiny graceful creatures. Their faces were
plainly wvisible to the two girls—laughing
faces, with gleaming little tecth, and merry
sparkling eyes. Some had dark hawr, others
chestnut, others the fairest of golden. Their
hair was long and it waved in the brecze
that was created by their dancine. Not the
tiniest detail of the picture was lacking,

“0Oh, Dora, what ean 1t mean?” asked
Winnte. her voice quivering. “ They're fairies
—real fairtes! There can’t be any trickery
about 1t!”

*No, | was thinking the same!” said
Dora, nodding. ‘‘They’r¢ too small—too
beautifu! ! Besides, we¢ can sce them so
clearly——"

At that moment a voice hailed them from
one of the castle windows.

“PDora! Winnie ! Are you out there,
you two %7’

It was the voice of Irene, and it was rather
anxious m tone. Dora an ! Winnie glanced
at one another, and the same thought was
in both their minds.

“Oh, let’s tell the others!” said Dora
breathlessly.  “Let’s run back, and bring
them all out! This is too wonderful for us
to see just by ourselves!”

“Yes—yes!” said Winnie.
them all out!”

With one accord, they turned and ran Lo-
wards he door which led into the castle.
A minute later they were rushing into the
ball-room. where the band yas playing
again, and where dancing was in full pro-
gress.

“Oh. quick!” ecried Winnie. “Come out-
side, all of you!”

“What the dickens -

“Stealy, Winnie, old girl ! said Reggie,
runoing up to his sister.  **What on earth’s

“Let’s bring

the matter?”
“Oh enme outside !” repeated Winnie.
She and Dora stood there, their faces
Hushed, theéir eyes sparkling.  Obviously,

something very unusual had happened, for
hoth the girls were locking very cxeited. They
had burst right into the middle of the dance,
and the band had automatically stopped—the
musicians seccing that something out of the
ordinary had taken place.

“What's wrong?” asked Handforth, push.
ing forward.

“Come outside, all of you!” said Dora,
“There's o time to explain now—but you
must see  something !  It's  wonderful—
glorious | ”’

“Well. 'm jiggered!” said Fullwood, star-
ng ‘“What on earth have they seen?”

“Nothing very dreadful, anyhow,” said
Willy keenly. ““They're not scared—they're
not frightened.”

“We cannot tell,” said ISzra Quirke, com-
mg up. “Perhaps they have glimpsed one
of the ghosts that lurk near this mysterious
old castlz >~

“Dry up!” =said Fullwood sharply.

“1 was only saying———-"

“1 don't want to hear what you’re saying,
Quirke!” seid Kullwood. *This is no time
to talk about*ghosts, you idiot!”

“Very well!” said Quirke,
strangely subdued

A1 echo of the girls’ excitement had now
spread thronghout the entire party, and dur-
ing the next few moments everybody started
crowding out upon the terrace. They did
not know what they were going to see—
but they felt that it would be semcthing
strange.  There were all sorts of wild con-

his volce

jectures. A comet  perhaps—a flight of
extra-brilliant meteors. possibly., A curions
cioudd  formatien—or a house on fire in the

distanece. Nobodv quite knew what to expect.

“1 trust. Sister Dora, {'at nothing has
OCCUrro: | Lo alarm you In any
way 7' asked Browne, as he ran beside Dora.
“Pray confide mm me——-">"

“Oh, pleasa!” she interrupted,  *“*I'm not
alarmed in the least—Dbut you must ceme cut
and se¢—-—"

Sho broke off, for they had reached the
terrace hy this time. The others were



THE NELSON LFE SCHOOL STORY

LIBRARY 17

Lying at the foot of the stairs was a huddled figure, The boys and girls rushed up, and they found

-themselves looking at a, queer old man,

He was motionless, and on his forehead was an

ugly bruise,

standing about, looking at the sky, looking
through the trees, and trying to find some-
thine which would account for the girls’ ex-
cternent, Winnie was there, too, and she
was pointing over towards that magic spot.
“There!” she was saying., “That’s where
w2 saw them! Oh, Dora, they've gonc!”
she added regretfully., “Thev've gone !”
“What a shame!” said Dota. *“Perhaps
the noise frightened them away! They
must have heard all the shouting, and——"
“Trightened who away 7™ asked Handforth,
in amazement. “'There’s nobody there, Dora!l

There couldn't have been anybody therve,
cither! The snow’s unbroken—it hasn't been
trodden on!"

“’I'hat’s quite right!”’ =aid Boote, pointing.
“The moonlight is shining right over that
snow, and there 1sn’t a mark on 1t! What do
vou mean, Winnie?”

‘nnie seed 4 hand over her eves, ¢

Winnie pas hand over her eves, and
hier bewilderment was intencge.

“Oh, T don't know!”’ she spid, in a low
voice. “But we saw fairies out there!”

“Tairies!” velled half a dozen voices.
“Yes, fairies!”’ said Winnie dreamily,
“Delightful little fairies, with golden hair
—auburn hair—and with wings that rcflected
every colour of the rainbow! They wore
dancing and prancing about, and holding
a fairy revel!”

Handforth staggered baci.

“Oh, corks!’ he =aid hlankly. *“Fairies!
What the dickens shall we be hearing about
next 7

CHAPTER 11,
The Unbelievers !

AIRIES ?” eaid Reggie
- Pitt curiously.
\«]__] “Yes,”’ said Winnie.

“Tairies, Reg! Quite
. , a number of them,
dancing round in a eircle, and——"’

“Wait a minute!" said Pitt. ‘‘You saw a
number of fairies dancing round in a cirele—
on that patch of snow?”

“Yes," put in Dora. “Both Winnie and I
saw them. Oh, they were wonderful! I've
never scen anything so pretty !’

Everybody stared at that patch of snow,
and then many strange glances were cast at

the two girls. In the eircumstances, nobody
could be blamed for looking sceptical.

“But surely, Dora, vou don’'t expect us
to believe this?"” asked Irene, in astonish-
moent,

“Perbhaps it iz too strange for you to
believe,”” admitted Dora quietly, “but 1t’s
true, all the same. We saw them—didn't we,
Winnie 7

“Yes, rather!” said Winnie Pitt, “We saw
them for a long time—and I can only think
that they were frightened away by all the
noise.”’
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“Look here, Win, old girl!" said Reggie,
giving his sister a shake. " Wake up!”’

“But I am awake, Reg!” protested the
girl,

“No, you’re pot—you’re dreammng!”’
Pitt, laughing. At least, you have been
dreaming. What the dickens do you mean
—fairies? You know as well as 1 do that
fairies don’t really exist.  They're only—

said

only Oh, I don’t know! But fairics don’t
exist, And nothing could have been uvancing
on that snow, either. It’s undisturbed--

without a mark on it. Do be sensible, Win!”
“’Yes, draw 1t mild!” said Bob Christine.
‘“ Absolutély I’” put in Arechie. “Dash it,
we're ready to believe all sorts of dashed
things out of politeness, old girl, but when
it comes to a matter of fairies—— Well, I
mean, what ? That is to say, eh? Absolutely!
Just a trifle too perpendicular, as it were!”
“Just a bit!” grinned Harry Gresham,
“TFairics 1n these days—fairies dancing about
in the snow !”’

“Ha, ha, bha!”
“1 suppose this is a practical joke?”’ said
Handforth, grinning. “You girls jusi

brought us out here for fun, eh? Well, it's
a pretty good joke on the whole—because
we're all here!”
“But we saw
bega,n Dora,
*Ha, ha, ha!”
“And while \Du came indoors to feteh us,
they flew away ! chuckled Fullwood. * Well,
it’s Christmas night, so we’'ll forgive you!”

Dora turned upon the laughing juniors, and
her eyes were indignant,

“ Oh, why don’t you helieve us?” she asked.
“I tell you it’s truc! Both Winnie and [
saw them, and we can’t have been mistaken.
We *shouldn’t both imagine the same thing
at once, should wo "

the fairies distinctly——-"

“It wasn't imagination,” said Win..ie.
“We saw the fairies as clearly as &

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

*Dh, chprxw it, Win ! said - Doris, with a
chuckle. *A jeke’s a joke—but f.\hy curry
it so far ?” ,

“But it isn’t a joke!”’ insisted Winnie.
“Oh, what's the use? You won’t believe us

if we keep on telling you, will you?”

“Sorry—but I'm afraid we shan’t,”’ smiled
Nipper, giving Winnic a very curious glance.
““ Are you sure it wasn’t just a queer trick
of the moonlight

““No, it couldn’t have been,” =aid Winnie.
“We saw the figures distinetly—we could
cven see their gleaming teeth, and their
merry. sparkling eyes.”’

“How were they dressed ?”’ asked Nipper.

“Ha. ba, ha!”

“Qh, it isn’t fair to laugh at us like this!’
protested Dora, flushing,

“I'm afraid you won’'t be abla
them,” said Nipper. “After all, Dora, 1t
does sound a bit tall, doesn’t it? How were
these fairies dressed ¥’ he repcated.

“In silken sort of robes—gossameoer things,”
saizl Winnie auiekly., *“The moonlignt was

]

to~ sto
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shining on them, and we could see their wings
quite elearly, And their faces were flushed
with the danecing, and their hair glinted with

the mocunbeams. Oh, it was wonderful! 1
wish you’d heen out here to zee!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

The fellows and the other girls simply

refused to believe that there was anything
In the story. It was tou fantastic—too tall.

But after a while, one or two became more
thoughtful. Irene and Dors and Mary s |-
dully remembered that old witch they bhad

seen in the corridor, during the wmorning,
After all, that witeh was just as mexpiicable
as thesc fairies; if one could happen, why

not the other?

“I think we must all be bewitched '™ saill
Irene firmly, **'That’s about the truth of it!
There can't be any other explanation! We're
all bewitched—we're all enchanted, or some-

thing, just hke Ralph Fullwood said this
morning !’ .
“Ha, ba, ha!”

" Come on—let’s go indoors and have some
more dauvcing,”’ said Handiorth boisterously.
“This joke’s gone far enough. We don't want
to go round the castle looking for fairies, do
we? If you ask e, the whole thing's a
fairy tale!”

“*Ha. ba,

“Well, Reggie, what about it?’ said
Nipper, as he found himself beside Reggie
Pitt  when the? all went indaors. * Pretiy

ha !’

rummy, 1sn't i ?”’
“BIDssed if I can make head or tuii of
it sald Reggie, with a worricd frown.

“First Fatty Little sces a table of tuck that
isn't there—then some of the girls sce an old
witeh [loating about on a twig-broom—:ud
now Dora and Winnie see a lot of fairies!
It seems to me that we are bewitched!”’

“Well, 1t’s better than being haunted,”
smiled Nipper. “Thank goodness there’s

nothing horrible in fhu:m ~trange a;:;:«c-;u';umvs.
Dora and Winnie aren't scared in the least—
they’re only clhﬂppomted that we didn’t .1'1
sce the same vision,

“What do_you think they did see?” asked
Reggie. **Moonbeams, or something like
that 7’

“Hang it all, old man, Dora and Winnie
aren’t fanciful girls,” sald Nipper thought-
fully. “They couldn’t turn moonbeams into
fairies—fairies with wings of gossamer, and
with flashing eyes and dazzifhg teeth. They
couldn’t imagine all that, you know.’

“Then you really think that they saw these
fairies ¥’ said Pitt, staring.

“I'm in just the same fix as I was this
morning,” confessed Nipper. *“I'm blessed
if I know what to think, old son.”’

Even Dora and Winnie were now begin-
ning to doubt. Had they really seen those
entrancing fairies? Or had their senses de-

ccived them? Had they, by some extra-
ordinary coincidence, sulfered from a delu-
sion? Had they both imagined the whole

affair ¢
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It was all very strange-—all very inexplic-
able!

—

CHAPTER 12.
Erzra Quirke’s Turn !

ORA and Winnie came
in for a great deal
of unmereiful chipping
during the next hour,
They were being con-

siantly asked if they had just seen the fairies

{loating about anywhere. Juniors came up,

very grave, and asked for an infroduction to

the fairy with the auburn hair—or the fairy
with the golden hair.

.19

rather decent of Quirke to hang back. DBut
Pitt didn’t know—and he certainly did not
trouble himself to think much. Ile was the
host, and he had his hands full.

Fzra Quirke, for his part, was well con-
tent to look on. 1t may as well be stated at
cnce that Quirke's motive was a purely selfish
one. He did not keep out of the games and
the dancing because he considered the
feelings of Reggie Pitt's guests, He had his
own rcasons for staying ouf.

He was in the castle now, a reccognised
gruest, and he was thus permitted to wander
where he pleased. Nobody questioned his
comings and goings—nobody took the
slightest interest in him.

And Quirke was deiermined to seize this
opportunity to have a prowl round the castle.

Somebody pointed out that ithere weren't * He was interested in the “psychic” possi-

cnough girls to  go bilities of the old place.
round--and consequent- e : _ LT A ATL DL L . He was filled with fan-
ly, in some of the ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂ%ﬁagﬁﬁdﬁﬂﬂ tastic 1deas of tho
:Ia,nm*:sl. the boys were # occult, and his mind
compelled to have other Read the early adven- was choked with rub-

boys for partners. Why
not invite the fairies in,
and give them a treat?

So 1t went on—until
Dora and Winnie were
sorry that they had
ever spoken about what
they had seen.

By this time, too, the
Christmas party was
developing into a very
botsterous affair, it
was getting to its most
enjoyvable time, when ;
everybody entered heart
and soul into the spirit
of the revelry,

The maidservants had been called in—the
parlourmaids and the kitchen-girls, the foot-
men, and all the rest of the domestic etaff.
They were all invited to join in the fun—and
they joined in heartily,

The only guest who took no part in the jolli-
fication was Fzra Quirke. That sort of thing
did not appeal to him. He stood aloof all
the time—watching out of his strange, ex-
pressive eyes. More than once Reggie Pitt
had laughingly invited him to throw aside this
mask of “superiority,” and to let himself
go.

“I am enjoying myself in my own wav,
thank you, Pitt,” Quirke had replied. I
beg of you to leave me alone. 1 ain grate-
ful for your kindness in inviting mo—after
all that has bhappened in the past—but [ do
not wish to dance. Neither do I desire to
join In the nolsy games. I am content to
watch—to remain in the background.’

“Just as you like,” said Reggie.

e had grown tired of asking Quirke to
join 1n, and had said no more about it, At
the back of his head, Reggie had an idea
that Quirke was deliberately holding aloof
becanse he knew that many -:)? the fellows did
not like him. If this was the case, it was

tures of the Chums of
St. Frank’s, in

:
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¢ bish concerning spirits
and spiritualistic mani-
festations, In no cir-
cumstances would
Quirke "have remained
in the castle alone, al-
though he would not
have admitted such to
anybody, even himseif.

But it was different
now—with the sound of
laughter floating on the
2d. air, and with the
stramns of musie every-
where. Quirke now
had a false courage,

and he was free to roain where he willed.

A particularly noisy parlour game was in
progress in the ball-room. Everybody was
participating in it, including all the servants.
The echoes of laughter came ringing out to
Quirke as he prowled about the great hall.
He was qguite alone there, and he stood in
the centre of the hall—just where Fatty
Little had seen that magic table—and he tools
stock of his surroundings.

The log fire was blazing merrily, and the
big dining-room, the door of which stood
wide open, was invitingly near by, with all
its tables of good things. But even Fatty
Little was not in there—for Fatty was in tho
grip of many other Removites, being blind-
folded for the purpose of the game.

Ezra Quirke frowned as he heard an extra
loud roar of laughter.

“It is folly!” he muttered. “It is mad-
ness—absolute madness! Sooner or later they
will regret this disregard of my warnings! I
have told them—I have informed them that
Raithmere Castle is haunted by a dreadful
elemental. For me there is no danger—since
I am a believer. But for them, with their
mad scepticism, there is the utmost peril.
Well, they will remember my words, after-

1
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Quirke broke off in his meditations, and he
stood there, staring up the wide staircase. It
secemed to him that something was at the top
there—on the upper landing. It was rather
darkened there, although down here, in the
hall itself, the lighting was brilliant.

QQuirke stared-—his heart throbbing with
sudden fear and excitement,

In the presence of others, perhaps, Quirke
would ‘-have revealed no emotion, but he was
alone now, and none could see him. If any-
thing, his face turned a shade paler, and he
tricd to grip himself.

What was it he could see up there? What
was that strange figure—that enormous,
towering form?

‘Then, suddenly, the thing became clear—
clear in cvery detail, Ezra Quirke stood
there, held to the spot as though by some
magnetic influence. He could not move—
he could not utter a sound. His vocal chords
were paralysed. He stared—his eyes bulging
with fear,

For at the top of the stairs, and in the act
of descending, was an ogre!

An ogre!

A tale from the Arabian Nights—a witch
~~fairies—and pow an ogre! It was a
staggering development. he thing on the
stairs. was an enormous creature—between
fiflcen and twenty feet in height! An ogre
of the real fearsome type, as though he had
just walked out of the pages of "Jack, the
Giant Killer>’! An ogre of terrible ferocity
—complete with his great studded club, his
top-beots, his hideous, uncouth face.

There he came—tramping down the stairs
—a vast, terrifying figure of menace !

CHAPTER 13.
The QOgre.
ZRA QUIRKE ncarly

collapsed from sheer
terror.

He wanted to
seream—h ¢ wanted
to run away—but he was held to the floor by
some mysterious force. At least, this is what
Quirke himself would have have said. Actu-
ally, Quirke was held there by nothing else
but funk. He was so frightened that he was
unable to move, and although he tried to
cry aloud, the museles of his throat were
lemporarily paralysed.

Aud that Thing rontinued to walk slowly
and deliberately downstairs.

T'here was nothing spectral about it—
nothing ghostly in any way. It was a solid
igure, with every detail of bis clothing
clearly defined. But t(here was one extra-
ordinary thing which Quirke noticed, even in
his present state of terror. At times, the
cgre would walk theough the air—proving
conclusively that he was not a solid thing of
flesh and blood, as he appeared to be.
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And one thought flew into Ezra Quirke's un-
healthy mind. He did not sce the figure as an
ogre—as a grotesque creature from some
fantastic fairy tale. This thing was no ogre
to Quirke—but something far, far more
deadly.

As the monstrous object came further and
further down the staire, Quirke suddenly re-

gained control of his vocal chords. He sent
out a great scream of fear.
“Thae elemental!” he shriecked. “The

elemental ! It is loose—it is upon us! The
ghost has materialised, and is coming !”’

At the same second Quirke twirled on his
heel and ran—ran with the spced of a hare.

And as he ran he screamed again and again,

The clemental!  Quirke, in his terror,
accepted this strange figure as a materialised
ghost! A dreadful thing that could take
life! And although he had professed that he
himself was safe from any such monster, he
fled. His nerve was not sufficiently strong to
face this ordeal.

Shrieking, he ran into the ball-room—
among those merry-makers, who were in the
midst of their hilarious fun. It was »
dramatic interruption.

For Quirke, tearing in, was as pale as a
sheet, and his eyes were burning unnaturally
with fear and panie.

The fun ceased on the instant, and all eyes
were turned upon thi:z panic-stricken boy. A
sudden wave of apprehension scemed to
sweep through the great ball-room ; laughter
was cut short, and volces were stilled.

“The clemental ! serecamed Quirke.
go! Leave
seen——"

" Hold on!"” shouted Pitt, running forward.
“What’s the watter with you, Quirke? Puil
yourself together, you idiot!”

“It is coming !’ babbled Quirke frantically.

“Great Scott!”’

“He's gone off his rocker

“ Absolutely !’

“You can’'t come here, Quirke, shouting
out like this!” said P’itt sharply. “Pull
vourself together, you ass! What bave you
seerg’? Lend a band, Nipper! HHold him
up !

Nipper and Handforth and one or two
others eollected round Quirke, and held him.
The boy was trembling 1in every limmb, and
be was, indeed, on the point of fainting.

The other juniors, and the girls, were

e “Go—
this castle—it 18 haunted! I@’ve

j2?

collecting round, most of them wearing
startled expressions. The cervants held
aloot, and were lcoking counsiderably
frightened.

Just then another sound came {rom the hig

hall. unexpectedly. dramatically., It was a
scream—a  diiferent sort of scream to the
one that Ezra Quirke had been making,

There was a curionsly muffled ring about it,
@ hiut that 14 had been shifled almost at its
inception

“What 18 it, Quirke?” asked Nipper,
seizing Quirke by the arun and shaking him.
“What's wrong "
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“The ghost—the ghest!” panted Quirke,
staring madly at the big doorway, “It's
coming it here—it will be upon us in a few
moments [

“Don't

2
!

talk nonsense said Handforth
gruflly. “We ve had enough of you and your
rot i 1i vou cun’t talk sense-—?’

"It was the elemental, I tell you!” gasped
Quirke. “ A great, towering monster, fifteen
or twenty feet high! It was coming down the
stalrs—right apon me !’

“0Oh, my hat !”

“The idiot must have been dreaming !

“ Of course !’ .

“I have not been dreaming ! said Quirke
ficrecly, "1 saw 1t, T tell you! A terrible

thing with a face that—that——_ DBut 1
cannot tell you what its face was like' Oh,
why did yon not heed my warning? Why

did you not leave this accursed place ?”

“I would remind you that this *accursed
place’ is mine—and I would also remind
vou that I am your host,” said Pitt quietly,
“It's hardly the thing, Quirke, to speak 1in
this way~—— o

“Dut voa don’t understand!” interrupted
Quirke. “You don't realise your danger!
Iiven now 1t mayv be too late for you to
escape! There will be death—destruction !
When on elerental gets loose, it 1s a time ot
tragedv! Run—run! All of you!” -~

“"Thanks all the same, Quirke, but we
woun't run,’” said Reggie Pitt, “Don’t take
any notice of him,” he added, looking round
at the startled faces. “He’s only talking out
of the Lack of his neck! He's had a fright
over something, but there's no need for us
to get alarmed. You know how steeped he
is in this psychie piffle! I don’t expect he
saw anything on the stairs!”

“I1 did—I did !” ghouted Quirke passionately.
“I amn not imaginative! T do not see things
that have no existence! " he

2

Stop—stop !
added, raising his voice, as Handforth and
one or two others moved towards the door-
way. ‘Do not go out there! If wvou value
yvour lives, do not go out!”

There was such a world of terror in Quirke’s
voice that Handforth and the others hesitated.

“Just a minute, Handy,” s=aid Nipper.
“Before we do anything else, we'd better get
a clear statement from Quirke—and then we
can make an investigation. I want him to
be a bit more coneize about what he saw, so
we'll give him a minute to cool down, After-
wards, we'll go out into the hall and make
an examination. But keep cool, everybody!
That's the main thing !”’

Nipper's words had their effeet. In a very
short time the guests were looking less scared,
and the parlourmaids and the other servants
were gradually recovering their own balance.

After all, Ezra Quirke was a queer sort of
boy, and it wouldn’t do to take too much
notice of his fantastic words. -

All the same, every member of Reggie

1

Ditt’s Christmas party felt vaguely uneasy!|

2]

CHAPTER 14,
The Fieure on the Stairs!

\ DWARD OSWALD
: HANDFORTH
. plucked impatiently et

/7 Quirke's arm,

““Now then, my lad
—out with it!” he said grimly. “I don't
agreé with this delay, but if the others want
to hear the full story, you’d better buck up
with it! YWhat exactly did you sec?”’

Ezra Quirke had, by this time, recovered
some of his own equanimity. He was able ta
think more clearly now, and when he remem-
bered that strange apparition on the stairs,
1t occurred to him, quite unexpectedly, that
1t bhad resembled a sort of ogre. The fact
that the Thing had not followed him into
the ball-room had réstored some of his com-
posure.

“I will tell you!” he said tensely. “I was
standing in the hall, thinking. I could hear
you all in here, laughing and _having your
games. Then suddenly 1 saw something at
the top of the stairs—something which had
not been there a second earlier. It could
not have walked there, since there had been
no time for that. It just appeared—it came
out of the air itself.”

“And what was it like 7"’ asked Pitt.

“I ecan tell yvou what it was—not merely
what it was like,” replied Quirke impressively.
“T’he Thing I saw was a materialised spirit—
a deadly, menacing Presence, and it took tho
shape of an ogre.”

“An ogre!” shouted several of the juniors,

“Yes—an ogre!” insisted Quirke. *“You
do not believe me, eh? You think I am
crazv Y Dut this is the truth! That monstroug
creature I saw was an ogre—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was an involuntary burst of laughter.
Quirke's assertion that he had seen an ogre
brought a good deal of humour into the situa-
tion. IFor 1t was at once assumed that Quirke
had been the vietim of his own imagination,
A sense of relief swept through his listeners
—and relief brought laughter.

“An ogre, ¢h 7’ said Handforth sarcastic-
ally.  “Well, we seem to be getting on!
There were fairies about the castle an hour
or two ago—and now we have an ogre!l”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Do not laugh!”’ shouted Quirke fiercely.
“You do not realise what folly——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Wouldn’t it be a good idea to go into
tho hall, just to see 1f anything 1s really
there 7 put in Winnie gently.

“Why, sis, vou don't really think there’s
anything in this, do you?” asked Reggie,
looking at his sister in astonishment, and
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struck by her scrious tone, " It's nothing | in startled ammazement.  Here was another
but Quirke's silliness—-"7 mystery ? Who was this oid man? And why

“Just the =ame as 1t was my silliness for | was he lying huddled at the foot ol 7 staire?
seeing the fairtes?” asked Winnie. * And “Well Pm blessed!”” said Regeie Pitt, as

Dora’s siilinesz, too! DBut we did see those | he looked at ihe old fellow.  “I1t’s Mr,
fairies, Reggie! Awpd if we could sce fairies i Rotherton!”

why couldn’t this boy sec an ogre ¥’ | Pitt was right. The [rail figzure on the
“Just the same as some of us saw a witeh { stairs was that of Mr. Julins Rotherton, the
this morning,” put in Irene quickly. hermit of Raithmere Castle!
“Oh, help!” said Regegie Pitt,
holding a hand to his brow. "“This

is gotiing a bit too fantastic! 1
helicve that the castle really is be-

[ER

witehed! Or at least we are!

“Piffle!” said Handforth firmly.
“1t’s been nothing but imagination,
in every case. You can’t fool me
with that sort of stuff! 1 haven’t
scen anything, anyhow!  And,
what’s- more, I shan’t see any-
thing !’

But Dora Manuers and Winnie
Pitt were rather inclined to sym-
pathise with zra Quirke. They
felt, in their hcarts, that he really
had seen something extraordinary
in the hall. For had not they them-
selves witnessed that fairy revel
outzide n tne grounds. If one un-
possible thing ecounid happen, there
was no limit to the affair.

There was a veneral move to-
wards the hall, Handforth leading
ithe way. The merry-mmaking was
abandoned —or suspended, at least—
for there could be no further fun
until this fresh myetery had been
cleared up. At all events, an in-
vostigation was essential,

Handforth, of course, was con-
vinced that Izra Quirke had scen
nothing, and he went oul into the
hall with the settled idea In his
head that nothing unusual would
bo seen. So Edward Oswald re-
coived a bit of a surprise—perhaps
a shock. For there, huddled near
the foot of the stairs, was a fieure.

“Lwok!” said Church, pointing.
“Thoere’s something there!”’

“Well T'm jiggered!” said Hand-
forth blankly.

"Stardd baeck!”” shouted Quirke.
“Do uot approach—-"

" Nonsenze!”” interrnpted Nipper,
“This is no ogre!”

They hurried up, and then they The dancing was a great success, with everybody supreme
‘oundd themzolves  starine  down dressing up as a swaggerirg Roundhead, complete in big to
wpon the ficure of a gucor okl man. am I todo ? " he demanded of the host. ** Jrene won’t da
e was dreszed in old-fashioned
clothine, and he was lying there motionless, s CHAPTER 15.

1
]

But he way  evidontly  alive, for he was
Lreathing heavily, and an ugly bruise on his
forchead told s ewn story. He had
chviously fallon dewnstairs, and had hure him-
so0f in the process, This, no doubt, was the
aexplanation of that atner slrange cry which
gad come from the ball as Quibke had been
Soein

The Old Man of the
Castle,

- — :
BHERE was an .excited
buzz from Reggie
Pitt’s guests as they
gathered rourd the

3
i

-

The bovs and eivls stared al one another foot of thae =

PR e
Lo ad ‘."



T NELSON LEE SCHOOL

looking at the unconscicus figure of old Mr,
Raotherton,

“But who is he 7"
surprise.

“Kindly enlighten us, DBrother Reggile,”
said Browne. *'1 observe that Brother Nipper
and yourself have been exchanging meaning
olances. [ take it that the elderly stranger

asked Buster Bools, in

i1s not entirely unknown to you—since yonu

a

ldward Oswald Handforth. He had insisted upon

a large spurs. ** Look here, Pitt, what the dickens

he other girls only laugh when I go near them!”

apparently know him by the name of Brothel
Rotherton. We have no desire to be in-
quisttive, but m

“I had hetter explain quickly—it only to
stop your long-winded jabber, Browne,” In-
terrupted Reggie Pitt. “‘Mr, Rotherfon Lves
here—in the castle,”

“Lives here!”’ said Irene, with *wide cycs,

11y

“TRut we haven't seen him before!

!
|
|
|
|

L others
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“That’s because he iives in a seerel sulte
of rooms,” replicd Reggie. “A few of us
know about him—Nipper and Handforth and
the other fellows who were here in advance
of the main party. We weren’t going to say
anything, because we were toid by Mr.
Rotherton that he did not like company. He's
a perfeetly harmless old fellow, and at one
time Lo was seeretary—or something like that
—to my great-uncle. He has lived
in Raithmere Castle for years. A\
hermiit, you know.”

“Well I'm blessed!”” said
Little, seratching his head.
did he feed 7"

Fatty
" 1 I.U W

We cai’t go inlo long explana-
tions now.” interrupted Nipper.
“Mr. Rotherton necds attention,
den’t think he’s badlv hwt—only
just stummed a bit. Will somebody
piciase fetch some water 7
“Right!” said Doris prompily.
Sho ran off, accompanied by one
or two of the girls, and Nipper

procecded.
“"We found My, Rotherton quite
he zaid. "“He didn’t

hy chance,”
want anybody to kuow that he
we  promised o

lived here, and
keep his seeret. But, of course, it's
out now--becanze youw’ve all seen
hirg. He’s a deceiit old boy, and
you needn’t be suspicious of him.”
"And Quirke mistook this harm-
less old chap fer an ogre!” said
Handforth contemptuously. * By
(eorge! Doesn’t if just show what
the imagination can do?”’

“Rather!”’

said

"It’s not fruc!” Quirke,
pushing forward. “T did not see
this old man! I tell you I saw

an ogre on these stairs! I am not

a fool—I am not given to imagina-

tive fits! 1 saw ronstrous

thing as plainly as 1 can see you,

Handfovih !

Handlorth started.

“Are you calling me a monsirous

rhing 7’ he asked darkly,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“There is no need for vou to make such

sugoestions, Handforth,” said Quirke. **I'm

only trying to cxplain that I saw the appari-
and I could not possibly mistake

thoe

ticn,
a frail old man for a——"’

“Just a minute!” intervupied one of the
other juniors. “Is there any chance that this
Mr., Rotherton has been playing tricks?”’

“Tricks 77" said Reggle quickly.

“Why not 7”7 said Boots, * Quirke says he
caw an ogpre, and we come out here and find
this old wan on the stairs!  Doesn’t it look
as though he were responsible for that ogre?
Perhaps he tripped on the stairs, and fell
down and gave himself away., Let’s look
round for the things he used for faking up
the ghost.”

Nipper, and Reggie Pitt, and ene or two
felt slightly unecasy for a few
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moments. They remembered how Mr. Julus
Rotherton had fixed all sorts of wires n
various parts of the castle—in order to pro-
duce mysterious mamfestations, The old her-
mit had done all thus in order to frighten the
schoolboys awav, but since they had dis-
covered his scerel he had put an end to all
that trickery. There wvas no earthly reason
why he should have re-commenced the game.

Before any search could be made, Doris
returned with the water, and Mr. Rotherton
was carried ont into the centre of the hall,

and placed upon a lounge, Water was
dabbed over his forehead, and some was
forced down his throat. 'I'he girls had

brought some wine, too, and in a very short
time the old fellow opened his eyes, and
looked round him in a bewildered way.

“It's all right, Mr. Rothortﬁn,” said
Reggio Pitt qaml\l} “We'll soon have you
on your fect dg’nn. I think you fell down-

stairs. and——'

“Yes, yes!” interrupted the old man, "1
tripped—I fell!  Where am I now? Who
are all these—-—Ah, ves, of course! A pity—

I did not intend this. 1 did not

§ pity |
want myself to be scen.

“But why were you on the main stairs,
Mr. Rotherton?” asked DPitt.

“Why?"” said the old man. “A whim, my
boy—a sudden impulse. I heard your
laaghter, and . decided to cré®p down just
to have a little peep at you enjoying your
revels, It was a foolish notion, puhapa_
but I could not resist the 1mpul~1{- I wanted
to see you enjoving vourselves,”

“But do you know why you fell down-
stairs, sir.” asked Nipper.

“Yos,"” said Mr. Rotherton, his voice be-
coming strangely husky. “I1 do remember!
Iudeed, I am never lﬂ;v} to forget! I was
in tlw upper corridor, and buddvnh; a
seream sounded. I was very startled, as you
may imagine i

“That was Quirke !” £~

! Handforth, nod-

ding
“I thought, perhaps, that somebody had
been injured,” continued Mr. Rotherton.

“So I came cautiously forward, and then 1
received a great shock. For thcre_ on the
stairs, I saw something—yes, something ab-
normal and horrific.”

“Oh!” went up a murmur from many
voices. _
“Yos, yves?” said Ezra Quirke quickly.

“You saw something, sir?  What did you

see? Tell us!” _
“An ogre, of course!” said Handforth sar-
castically. -

et testottssrssortrtrsrey
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phrase, my boy!

plicd Nipper.
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‘1o his amazement, Mr. Rothierton looked
up and gave a guick nod.

“Yes—yes!” he said.
An ogre!
saw on the stairs was indeed
ogre of the traditional type. A monstrous
figure—between fifteen and twenty feot in
height He was just passing down into tho
hall, and I was ¢o amazed—so startled—that
1 fear [ lost my footing and tripped. 1 tried
to save myself, but in vain. I fell headlong—
and do not remember much else.”

“But you saw the ogre, asked
Nipper breathlessly.
“Yes—1 saw it
Rotherton. “ What

“An excellent
The figure I
akin to an

sir 1"
distinetly,” replied Mr.
it means, 1 cannotl say
—but T am distutbed,. It was no human
presence—no  human  form  disguised. It
was somathing altogether more terrible,”
Reggie Pitt's gucsts looked at ono an-
other unqomfortably-—and uneasily, Dramati-
cally., Kzra Quirke’s fantastic story had been
Lﬂrrohﬂra ed !

CHAPTER 186.

i : Handy Wants to Investl=
W ﬂ’ﬂ'.

(. /2w 2. ROTHERTON was

' M well enough, twenty
minutes Ia.tvr to re-
turr to his own secret

quarters. Courteously,
old-world grace, he bade his
young companions good-night, and went off.
Nipper and Handforth and one or two others
escorted hum rignt to his sceret door, how-
aver, and saw him safely “home.”

“Well, old man, what do you make of

it 7" asked Reggie Pitt, as he and Nipper
hurried downstairs again with Handforth,
“Tilit:’gs are getting pretty queer, aren't
they !
“TI'm blessed if I know what to think,” re-
“TIi's all very puzzling—and
all tery uncomfortable, too. We didn't be-
lieve a word about that ogre of Quirke's—
until Mr. Rotherton told us that he had seen
the same thing. DBut how could that appari-
tion have appeared on the stairs?”

“Don’t ask me!” said Reggie. “T1 shall
begin to think that the castle is really
haunted. And I don’t want to think that
—because I've never believed in ghosts.”

rnd with an

“Rot !I” said Handforth, “There aren’t
any ghosts here.  There must be some
logical explanation, and if you ask me I

think we ought to make a complete inves-
tigation. There may be a2 gang of crooks irn
the castle—coiners, or something like that,
You can never tell 2

“(Cheese it, Handy!” protested Pitt.
“That’s an old tale of vours, and it's a
bit moth-caten. I'm thinking about that old
witch that some of the girls saw this morn-

ing. And those fairies, too.”
“Fairies'!” said Handforth tartly. “Draw
it mild!”
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"My sister
quietly, ""and Winnie isn't the kind ef girl
to imagine things. Neither is Dora. And
they both insist that they saw fairies out
ihere in the snow. Then Quirke comes
along and tells us that he saw an ogre on the

stairs-——and  Mr., Rotherton saw the saine
thing.”

Hand{nth seraiched his head.

“Well, it's one of the runnniest goes I can

confessed, “We could
least, 1t would be

ever remember,” he
anderstand  a ghost—at
something  that we've experienced before,
But whoever heard of witches and fairies
and ogres in these days? It’s so—so rummy !
I can’t make head nor tail of it!”

Neither could any of the others, and when
Reggie Pilt went amongst his guests in the
ball-room he found that there was an absence
of the former hilarity.

Reggwe did his best to cheer things up.
Further games were suggested, more dancing
was proposed, but nobody felt inclined for

mervymaking now. The recent events had
st a sort of gleom over the Christiuas
party.  Everybody felt, vaguely, that there

was something wrong with Raithmere Castle.
It wasn’t haunted in the ordinary sense—for
nothing had happened to frighten any of the
ruests

At the same time, the light-hcarted, care-
free enjoyment of the evening was no lcngcr

possible.  After a half-hcarted pretence of
carrying on, Reggie suggested that bed-
time  was draﬂln” near, and most of the

puests were only too glad to ““call 1t a day.”

The fact was, they are all thoroughly dis-
wirbed, and although wnpobody was fright-
ened it was felt that a resumption of the
festivities would only be a mockery. Quite
apart Tfrom this, the hour was latec—getting
on towards midnmght,

It had been originally intended that the
jollities should go on until the small hours of
the morning, but 1n the existing eircuin-
staneces the plan was changed—and it was
decided that everybody should go to bed,
oot a good sleep and be up early on Boxing
mesning.

S0 very soon afterwards, the partv broke
up  The girls went off ro their quarters, the
bovs broke up ‘into various groups, and
soitght their own bed-rooms,

In one of the rooms, Handforth was ob-
stinate-—as usual, He¢e and Chureh and
McCThre were getting undressed by the can-
dlelight—and by ihe {lickering gleam from
1l fire.

“Buck up, Handy,” said Church, as he
noticed that Handforth was making no
atlempt to progress with his disrobmng. * Mac
and T are macﬂca!ly ready im g-,ttmg Into
bed.  Why don’t you hurry up?

Handforth looked across at his two chums.

“I’ve been thinking—hard!” he said.

“1 wondered why you locked so ill,” re-
marked MeClure.

“And I’ve decided 1o make an investiga-
tion.”  went  on  Handforth. ignoring

saw Lhose fairies,” replied it )
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lads—an
for one.”
Chureh, in

MeClure’s comment,

investigation ! The situation calls
“l.ook here, Handy,” sad

alarm  ** You don’t mean this, do you! 7

“0Of course I mean it!”

“But you're dotty!” said Church, * llow
the dickens can you make an investigation-—
by yourself 2"

“I'm oot proposing to make an investiga-
tion by mysclf,” replied Handforth, ™ You
chaps are coming with me,”

“Are we ?” gaid MceClure grimly.
juﬁt where you make a mistake,
We're not going to budge from
room—until dayhght !

tdward Oswald looked
astonishment,

“My hat!”

" ¥Yes, my

“That’s
Handy !
this bed-

at his chuins 1

he said. “You're afraid,
are vou” You're not funky?”

“Soiry, old man, but we're not falling
into thao trap!” said Church, with a grin.
“You know jolly well that we're not funky
—and we’re not asses enough to get indig-
nant because you question our pluck. It's
just a matter of common sense.  We've'
come to bed, and we're in this room to
sleep There's no sense in prowling abount
the castle after all the lights have been put,
out. If you want to go = rching for ogies,
you can jolly well go. DBut we're not having
any of it.”

“No fear!” said McClure. “ We're gomg
to sleep !” -

“Why. you-—you traitors!”
Handforth indignantly. “ Do you
tell me that vou refuse to obey my orders?

MeClure yawned. .

“Sorryv, old man,” he zaid, jumping into;
bed, “but that's just what we do mean. And
vou can glare as much as you like—but it
won’t have any effect!™

“Not the slightest bit!”
complacently.

1108

ejacniated

mean:’ to-
1r

»

sald  Chureh’

CHAPTER 17.
Handforth Sees Things !

CCASIONALLY
Church and NMceClure
took a firmm stand
against the 1d10-'~, n-
crasies of their famous
invariably in such cases he

When Church and McClure

:ﬁhii

Eﬁdd[l
knuckled urder.
liked. they could twist Handy round their
little fingers, but as a rule they allowed hing

tn IhHhUIH the delusion that he was their
RS,
“You're a pair of mutinous rotters!"

grumbled Handforth, as he began undressing.
“Tf we weren’t Hegglt‘-‘ Pitt’s  guests, and
visitors under a friendly roofl, I'd biff the
pair of you! But I don’t want to make a row
now, it the middle of the night ™’

“That's very thoughtiul of you,”™ =said
Churel, yawning., * '\’h hat ! Dancing makes
a chap tired, docsn’t it? I cun go to sleep

in two ticks! And blow the ;_-;hublﬂ g
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“Ghosts 1! echoed Handforth gruffly.
“There aren’t any ghosts!  That's why 1
wanteu 0 make an nvestigation—to prove
that somcbody has been up to some trickery |
It wouldn't take me long to—"

"Yes, we kuow, old man,” interrupted Mace
gent 13« “But leave it till the morning—when
you're fresh. You can’'t expect to do much
sucecssful rescarch work when you're tired.
Besides, it's  all dark outside in  the
corridors ”

“Perhaps you're right!” admitted Hand-
forth grudgingly. *I've thought of somec-
thing else, too. If we go prowling about, and
the girls hear us, they might get the wind
up—they wight think that we're ghosts, or
something.”

Church and MeClure grinued joyously.
How on earth anybodv could mistake Hand-
forth for a ghost was beyond their ecompre-
hension. But they made no comment—since
they did not want to continue the argument,

Indeed after exchanging a wink, they
snuggled down inte the bedclothes and
breathed heavily=—and even began to snore
Lightly,

It was a hint to Handforth that they were
not only ready for bed, but that they were
determined to remain in bed.

The chums of Study D were obliged to
share a single bed, for there were so many
guests ucsder the roof that a certain amount
of overcrowding was necessary. Not that the
juniors minded this. With talk of ghosts in
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the air, the majority of the fellows were only
too ple cased to have bed cotpinions.
Huondforth & Co.’s own particular bed was
a huge f ur-poster—an old-fashioned affair ot
carved onk. It was plenty big enough for

the three of them—or should have been, But
Handforth was no ordinary sleeper, and
Chureh had Fl”"frmtu] the previous night,

that it would be a good 1dea to rig up a cast-
iron pastition between Handforth’s part ot
the bed and the rest of 11, I'or lidward

Oswald had a habit of kickinz out in hia
sleep, or punching one of his hands into
Church’s or McClure's face.

To-night, however, he was pretty quiet. He
indulged in none of these practices. But this
was beeanse he remained awake,

After the eandles had been extinguished,
and the fire had burned low, Handforth

remalacd awake, with his hands clasped be-

hind his head on the pillow. Church and
McClure, beside him, were s=ound asleep
already—~no merely pretending, They had

dropped off almost as soon as the candles had
been snuffed.

The castle was very quiet,

Now and again a guaint little ereak would
make itself heard-—a scaffling under the floor-
boards, perhaps. DBut Handforth was not the
kind of fellow to get secared by such natural
sounds. A rat, possiblyv—or one of those
creaks which are always to be heard in old
houses.  Outside, the night was perfectly
calm, with Ialenty of moonlight, The rays
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catne through the winaows and casc paic,
siivery patcunes on the lloor ol the bed roou,

dlandiforth was tlnnking about the various
queer happenmgs ef the day. ile budiy
wanted to invesugate—tor he bad an wdea ot
the back of ins head that Raithtoere Caste
was 1n the bands of erooks. Not that there
was anything remarkable 1in this wdea ol
Handiorth’s, e could generany be wrusted

to think of something mclodramatic and
fantastic.
A pivee of wood in the fireplace moved

suddenly, and Handforth started. He had
closed his eyes—and, indeed, he had slept for
a tew moments, He was very sleeny now—
very rvestful. He was just ready to doze off
and to drop into a deep slumber.  Atter all,
it was joitly cosy to be in bed, in the warm
bed-room. A lot better than prowling about
the dark corridors, and

Then Handforth started.  He
violently.

In fact, he sat up and stared.
scconds he remained rigid, his
upon the bedpost near his feet,

He saw something absolutely unbelievable.

The old bedstead had been converted at

started

For a few
raze fixed

some perind or cther, and the foot was
adorned by two carved-oak posts, with
flat tops. They were uniense posts, too,

solid and lmposing. Tne moonhght did not
reach as far into the room as this, but Hand-
forth saw something on that bedpost which
cauzed him to blink and rub his eyes.

“Great jumping corks!” he breathed
amazedly.

He wasn't frightened in the least—but he
was staggered.

IFor there, squatting on the bedpost, was a
tiny elf! A perfectly proportioned little
gnome, or mannikin! There 1t squatted,
calinly eyeing Handforth with a reflective
sort of air. The little creature was only
about six inches high, and he was dressed in
green, with sharply-pointed shoes, such as
elves generally adopt, He had a queer little
cap on his head, too, and his face was
perky, with bright little eyes.

As Handforth sat forward, staring blankly
at this astonishing visior, the elf rose to his
feet and gave one or two capers. 'Then he
made some grimaces at Handforth, and
opened his little mouth in elfish laughter.

And poor old Handy was incapable of
moving an inch-—or of uttering a sound. In

that tense minute he began to believe that
he was oing dotty !

———

CHAPTER 18.
Very Extraordinary !

ANDFORTH f{felt that
he was under a spell.
He was awake—he
was quite convinced
that clm was awake.
Yre crackling in a last

He could hear the
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cudeasour v retwin s life.  Out of the
cornci of hig eve he could sce the moonbeams
on the floor. But never tor au wnstant did he
take hiis gaze away hrom that bedpost. He
was watching that queer tigure of the clfin,
and  vagueiy, suuconsciousiy, he  wondered
why he could see the ligure so clearly, so dis-
tuctly. It ought to have been dark on that
bedpost, and yet the hitle gnome was clearly
detined in every singie detail of his costume,
livery line of s face eould be seen, and he
was now turning sowmersaults.  And some-
titnes he appearcd to be walking on the very
air, without touching the bedpost at all.

But there was not the sightest doubt that
he was there. And Handforth was awake—
and he could see hium. But it was so unbe-
lievable—so fantastic. An elfin here, on the
post of Handforth’s bed, making f[aces at
hiim ! .

“Oh, great Scott!” breathed Handiorth
hoarsely. .

The little elf spread his legs apart, placed
his bands upon his hips and leaned back,
as if roaring with laughter. Only no sound
could be heard from that little mouth.
Suddenly Handforth clenched his teeth, and
leaned further forward in bed, In order to .
gan a clearer view.

“Who—who are you?” he demanded
tensely.  ** I—I mean Oh, my hat! Am
1 gomg off my rocker:, or what*”

Church stirred, and looked up.

“What arce you talking about, Handy?”
he asked sleepily. *“ Why the dickens can't
you——"" g

" Here—quick ! panted Handforth, seizingé
Church by the shoulder. ‘*‘Look here,
Churchy! Lock at this thing! Tell me if:
T'm seeing double ! ;

Church sat up, startled by IIandforth’s”
tone. Indeed, McClure sat up, too, and they
found their leader leaning forward, his gazee
concentrated upon the bedpost.

“What's the matter?” asked Church,

“He's gone !”" breathed Handforth dazedly.
“ At least I say, Church! Can you see
anything that Dbedpost?” he added,
poihting. g

Church looked, not without a sudden quiver

0l

down his spine.

“On the bedpost?” he repcated shakily.
“What—what do you mean, you ass?”

“(Can you sce something on the top of that
bedpost 7" repeated Handforth.

“No, I cun’t,” said Church.” “Don’t be a
fathead, Handy! How can I see somcthing
there? It’s all dark!”

“But not dark enough for us to be de-
ceived by anything,” said McClure. **We can
just sce the outline of the bedpost, and
there's nothing there, Handy. What's the
matter with you?”

“Nothing there!”” cchoed Handforth, pass-
inzg a hand ever his eyes. ““‘But there 1s! I
saw him just now !"”

“Him?” repeated Chureh.

“Yes—the elfin!”

“The what?” yelled Church and AeCiare
in one voice.
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“The elfin—the gnome-—the mannikin!"
said Handforth. “1 saw him plainiy! He
was squatting on that bedpost, not a minute
ago—making faces at me!”

“An clfin?” repeated Church, wilh a
gulp. " Sitting on that bedpost?”

ik lri"..s;lj’ -

“You're up the pole!” said McClye
bluntly. “ You’re barmy, Handforth!”

“I tell you 1 saw him there!” insisted

Handforth, leaping out of bed, and running
round to the foot. “He was here—sitting
right on top »f the post!” he added, indi-
cating the spot. ** And he turned somersaults,
too, and—-="

“Cheese 1t!"” said Church i1mpatiently.
“What the dickens aro you tryving to tell us,
Handy? I thought you were dotty, but I
can understand now, You've been
dreaming.””

“1 haven't!” said Handforth fiercely. “1I
saw himn :

“Rats!"” said McClure. “You're not go-
ing to kid us that vou saw an clfin or a
mannikin. Where do you think we are—in
the middle of a fairy book?”

“By Jove!” said Church, with a start.
“It’s pretty funny, when you come to think
of it! The girvls saw a witch, didn’t they?
Then they saw some fairies! And old Quirke
saw an ogre--and now Handy's talking about
an elf! This must be an enchanted castle,
and we're all bewitched!”

Handforth took a deep breath.

“Well, 1 saw that mannikin!” he declared.
“T wasn’t aslecp, and 1 wasn’t dreaming !
It's no good you fellows looking at e in that
way, cither. 1 heard the fire burning—and 1
could sce the moonhght on the floor, And
there was that gunome on the bedpost, grimac.
ing at me. I've never been so surprised in
all my giddy life! I thought I was crazy for
a minute.”

Church suddenly laughed.

“Do be sensible, Handy,” he said, arith a
chuckle. *“*After all, it's very easy to under-
stand. There's been all this talk of ogres
and fairies, and elfins are in the same cate-
gory, aren’t they? It’s only natural that you
should go to sleep, and dream of such things.
And your dreamn was so vivid that you really
thought you saw the creaturc sitting on the
bedpost.”

“But 1 did see him!’

“Rot!” said Church. “Use your common
sense, old mgn! You've got plenty of it,

although you don’t often advertise it. You
must see that it’s absolutely impossible. You
couldn’t see an elfin on the bedpost., There

aren’t such things--except in the pages of
“ Grimm’s Fairy Tales,” or * Hans Anderson’s
Wonder Stories.” Do try to.pull yourself
together! Elfins—in the age of wireless and
cross-Atlantic flights! Come back to bed and
go to sleep! You'll roar at yourself in the
morning !" .

But Edward Oswald Handforth was begin-
ning to dress himself,

“I'm not coming to bed yet!”" he said
grimly, “You fellows can cacklo all you like
—but I saw an clfin on that bedpost, and I

-
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believe there are other queer things going on
outside in the corridors. Anyhow, I'm going
1o make a thorough investization of the castle
now! I'm not walting until the morning!”’

“Yes, but look here——"

“You stopped me once, but you'ro not
going to stop me again!" said Handforth,
“"There's something queer about this vlace,
and I'm not going to have a wink of sleep
until I've probed the mystery to the bottom!”

And there was sach an air of determination
i his voice that Chureh and MeClure did not
even atlempt to argue. Lhey knew their
leader of old!

CHAPTER 19,

L

The Investigation !
EADY 7’ asked Hand-
forth briskly.

Ho took it
granted  that
= chums were to accoin-
pany him. They had shipped into their own
clothes by this time, and they were prepared
for immediate action. But they thought it
unneccessary to inform their leader that this
action would probably take the shape of drag-
ging him back into the bed-room by force.
They were prepared to humour him for a
short time, but there would be a limit.

Indecd, Church made a last effort on the
spot.

“Look here, Handy, why not chuck it up,”
he lsnid ’earnuatl}'. “All the corridors are
dark—-"

“1 don't care about that!”’ interrupted
Handforth. *“I'm going—and you chaps are
coming with me!”

“But, you chump—"

“You’re not afraid, are you?” demanded
Edward Oswald.

for
his

— ‘““You know we're not!”’ retorted Church.

in exasperation. “But where’s the sense of
prowling about the castle after everybody
has gone to bed? You talk about finding
elves or mannikins, but that yarn is too thick
for words!”

“1 tell you I saw an clfin sitting on my
bedpost—"
“You were dreaming,
Church.* There’s no other
ation. And there’s something that you
haven’t thought about, apparently. But
there,”” he added carelessly, “perhaps you

like being a laughing stock ?”

“What do vou mean ?”

“Ob, nothing,” said Church. *“But some
of the other fellows are bound to come out
when they hear us, and they'll want to know
what we're doing. Can’t you imagine their
faces when you tell them that you're search-
ing for elfins and gnomes?”’

“They'll wvell their heads off!” said
MeClure., **Why give them the chance,
Handy ? Come back to bed—and in the
morning you'll be ready to laugh at yourself,
You know jolly well that you were dreaming,

old man,” said
ssible explan-
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Handforth smashed clean through the panelling, and as he did so there came a suddet

explosion, and flames and smoke belched out from the aperture

only you don't want to admit it. You're toa
jolly obstinate!”

For a moment Handforth hesitated—but
onl. for a moment. Then he remembered
that queer little figure that had been squat.
ting on his bedpost. * No, 1t badn't been a
dicani—ho was positive of that. There was
some other explanation, although for the life
of him, Handforth could not imagine what it
could be. He only knew that he had not
dreamed. He had seen something there-
something intangible, since it bad vanished so
strangoely,

“No.,” he said firmly, “wé’ll hold an in-
vestigation.  And we'll start by making a
thorough secarch of this bedroom. Perhaps
there’s somethning squiffy abaut 1t—something
faked  Anyhow, wo'll make sure.”

“Oh, you're hopeless!” groaned Church.
“You know jollv well that the bed-room is
perfectly  normal.  Didn’t  we thoroughly
exatine it the nignt before last?’

“VWe might have missed something,” re-
torted Handforth,

Then and there he it two or three candles,
and moved about the room. He looked into
8 big recess, and then be examined an old-
fashioned cupboard. He even looked under
the bed, and searched the flooring and the
ceiling. 1n case there were wires as he ex
plained. But, of course, there was nothing.
The bed-roum was perfectly inuocent of all
tricks and devices.

So Handforth softly opened the door, and
then ventured out.  He glanced up and down
the dark forridor and listened. A creak came
to his ears. Unmistakably it was the sound

of a moving floorboard. Somebody-—or some-
thing—was active, only just round the angle
of the corridor.

“Hist!”” breathed Handforth, holding up
his free nand. *‘Careful, you chaps! There's
something round the corner!” '

In his usual impulsive way, he bounded
forward and was round that angle in less
than a sccond. Church and MeClure, after a
moment of hesitation, followed. They found
their leader standing grimly in the middle of
the passage gazing at a shight, crouching form
immediately i front of him.

“Ezra Quirke!” muttered Church,

“What did I tell you?” demanded Hand-

forih  triumphantly,  *“Trickery! 7This—thi:
rotter is responsible !

"1 do not know what you mecan,” said
Quirke, with a catch in his voiee. "1 have

done nothing, Handforth. T was merely on
my way to the bath-roomn to obtain a bottle
of water. The chambermaids have forgotten
to fll the water-bottle in my bed room. You
may remewmber that I am not one of the
ordinary guests. It was only decided, at the
last moment, that I should sleep here to-night.
And I am thirsty.”

He Leld up the water-bottle, as though in
corroboration of his statement. Quirke was
dressed in his pyjamas, with a dressing-gown
thrown over them, He was holding a candle
m one hand, and the water-bottle in the other,
He certainly did not look very formidable,
although his mysterious eyes and mask-like
face were sufficiently impressive.

“That’s only a blind!"" said Handforth
gruffly. “We don't forget the way you
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tricked us once before, Quirke. That time at
St Frank’s when you were 1n the East House,
We don’t forget your calm innocence then—
and your trickeries and your magic. You're
up to the same games, ch? Trying to fool

ail of us!”

“"You are wrong!” said Quirke quietly. “1I
have taken no part in any trickery, Hand
forth. Your accusation is entirely unjust,
What has happened now?” he added, giving
Handforth a curious look. “liave you seen
this—this ogre ?”
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CHAPTER 20.
The Frolic of the Elves !

HAT was that?’ asked
Church, in a hushed
voice,

“Nothing—only a
rat, or a hoard creak-

X ing,” said Handforth. * Or perbaps 1t was
“Blow tho ogre!” said Handforth gruflly. | the wind—"
“I don’t believe “But there isn’t
You saw an ogre— e any wind,”” said
it was only your NEXT WEDNESDAY'! ﬁ;fé%ﬂﬁ% Quirke, his eyes
imagination !’ Mz e N RABRE B opwm : “'1. gleaming strangely.
“But Mr. Roth. N VHE “I"do not like thisl
orton saw the crea- ﬁ _____ There may be some
Eirm ltﬂu,“ put in iﬁi Ihlrlf.{er }furd us.t I(&
wireh. _ iave already to
“Well ot €& 0 4 5 ¥ ------ you that this castle
mind,”” said Hand- g is in the fposfq’.“s]’f‘i‘oﬁ
forth. “I know jolly 't {?E_?fr.me r%;ttuua]me'
well that T saw an ?pn;f d tou l?;'"i
elfin sitting at the sﬁ aughed at me, bu
foot of my bed, and Ji% 0 RN oy d e
I'm going to——"" W oy T U ”1;1.9_1'{!
“ A iy 2" o still laughing!”’ in-
Al eling re- gl terrupted Handforth
peated Quirke, star- ¥
mg.  ““Are you R
serious, Iland- A R W, F e
forth 77 ¥
Edward Oswald § ; .
lﬂuk{!‘f; at the fellow a! :
straightly. S grimly. ““Any moro
“You do it con- g*- » of that rot from
-;inoingrly, Quirke. @ you, Quirke, and
but I'm not de- % * Il punch you on
ceived,” he said. """ . the nose!”
"You’re pretending . T o “But 1 urge you
to be very innocent, ﬁ —_
aren’t you, but I'll ¥ “That’s enough !"
bf}t you llijnuw some- W i@ yoared  Handforth,
thing about that : i W “I'm fed up with
e]fin!f It wgs jusk % ¥ g e & your warnings and
U GBI YORE Ghmgeg, N e s s a i  Yorr  lalks  abous
}II{I}W tl&e dickens  IREPETEFEIH FATETRTERo Ve Vi V5 T FETETF AN spirits!  Go to the
did you do it?" dickens! You're
Ezra Quirke did not stir, and lie revealed | enough to give anybody the pip!"’

no sign of cimotion.

“1f you are searching for an clfin, I should
snggest that you go to the bed-room of vour
winor, he said, with a touch of humour that
none of the St. IFrank's fellows. would have

credited  hitn with,  **1  certainly  know
nothing of an elf, or ellin, I really think,
Handforth, that you must have been
dreaming.”

“We told him that long ago!” =said

McClure swearily.,

At that mowent, before Handforth could
make any reply, a curious sound came from
further down the corridor--from the direction

of the main hall. Nobody could quite explain | only one of Handy’s spasms.

what that sound was, but it was mysterious—
und suggestive of the Unknown!

}

“Listen!” said MecClure, holding up Lis
hand,

['or a moment or two they stood there,
absolutely silent. They held their breaths—
walting. Again there came a strange sound
from the direction of the big hall. A sort
of rustling, and now and again a vague sug-
gestion of faint laughter. It was very cerie
—vyery unaccountable.

In the midst of that tense silonce a door
opened somewhere, and a candle appeared
further along the corridor. Dehind 1t was
Reggio Pitt,

“Anvthing wrong out here?” he asked.

“No, of course not,”’ satd Church. *"It’s
Ho's got a
mania for investigating, and we've come
along with him just to keep him in order.”
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“You silly ass?”’ said Handforlh,

Reggie Pith came up, and with him » cre
Nipper and Jack Grey and William Napoleon
Browne. They were in thelr dressing-gowns,
and they regarded Handforth ¢ Co, and
Quirke with frank curiosity.

“I trust, brothers, that nothing is scriously
amiss T asged PBrowne., 1 am aware that
this is a houszc of mysterious hauntings, bat
I must confess that I have noi perzonally
observed anything that could bhe remotely
termed psychical. I think that 1s the correet
word. Brother Quirke 7” he added politely.

glaring.

“U'm not frmng to here to listen to
your jeerings!

Aud off he weni, very indignant. Exactly
as Church and MceClure had prophesied, the
olher fl._“(]"ﬁ.-w were Llu;:h.nrr at him. But
Handforth knew—he positively Aaecw—ithat he
had been fully awake when that extraordinary
incident oecurred in the bed-room,

“We'd better go after him, you chaps,”’ said
MeClure uneastly.  “You know what a ram-
headed ass he 1. Phere’s no telling where -
hu Il get {o unless we keep him in sight!”

“Ves, we'll go,” said Nipper promptly,

stay

“Do not make fun of the World Beyond,” Handforth was the first to reach the big
sand Quirke, in a Iund!mg, and  nis
low voice. - candle was hardly

"I beg your par- Eﬂ“ﬂdmﬂ”‘ﬂﬂ AL EEEY Nnecessary. [}:‘m‘ the
don!” went,  on ' moonlight was
Browne. “l can .ﬁ'% e Sr FRANK‘S AFL“AT! ’ streaming in
assure you that I through the long,

had no intention of M Bound for Australia on the liner St. narrow windows.
using a tone of g Francis ! the wide stair-
levity. At the same E Only half the schcool is going—the case  was _ clearly
time, I must inform ¥ Ancient and Medern- Houses—but that visible, and many
¥ou, Brother Quirke, 5@ will maie little difference, for among the E;flﬂs- of the }1;‘1]-
thai, X vegard your fucky parly are sueh yopular junjors f  bvlow, oo The
with  much Sus- W B _Nlpper & Co., Haqdforth & Co., quite strong . and
picion,” ¢ Vivian Travers, Archie Glenthnrne, Handforth came -to
D Buster Boots and Christine, and where a sudden halt just
B R BB these juniors are coneerned you ean as he was about to
rovne e caid : alwa:;'s expect plenty of lively adventure descend the stairs.

't and fun. “ i T
;“ This story, of course, is the apening g%gﬁft el

i yarn of a great new adventure seéries— .
a series which I feel sure will rank as h&; ; tﬂi:;:ﬂ‘;:;:

Handforth im-
atiently. “I’m out
1ere becauge I mean

to discover the

secret of Rarthmere

(astle! Not ten

NOW.

%
:
i
:
i

one of the most popular of its kind that
has ever appeared in the Old Paper.
Make sure you don’t miss the opening
story-—order next Wednesday s issue

“WHAT'S WRONG

For he saw some-
thing which made
him draw his
breath in—wh~h
caused him to stau_
unbelievingly.

Wﬂ%%#ﬁﬁwmmﬁ%?ﬁ?&%%%ﬂ:%

minutes ago I saw a For there, caper-
guome sitting on % WiTH THE ROVERS?”  ing wp and down
s corner of m alus
bed, and - v g Another exciting instalment of this [ine Eﬁg s?:lilxl:,ﬁj dﬂwe?f
; . 1 i are ’y ‘Cre
“Pray forgive foothall and detective serial. several of  thoso
the interruptron, PR T T ) ORDER IN ADVANCE! cqucer little elfins!
Brother Ilandfﬂrth 3 Not one—not two—
said Browne, “but _ : ~ but many! And
did I understand you to say gnome?”’ they were indulging in a regular frolic.
“Yes, you did?!’ Handforth stcod there, fascinated by this
“In other words, an elfin, [ take it ?” singular sight, .
4 Then suddenly he started, and twirled
“Why said Ditt, grinning round. The cther juniors were just behind
3 b1 Ly =

_ you chump!”’
“You don’t expect us to believe that story,
do vou? You must have been dreaming.”

“TI'mm fed up with being told that i was
dreaming,” put in Handforth thickly. “I've
had it rammed down my throat until I'm
nearly choked! I saw an elf on my bed—
and T wasn’t dreaming, cither! And just
now there was a rummy sound from the
dircetion of the hall. I'm going to find out
what 1t means!”

“Just a minute, old man——" Lbegan
Church. '
“No: I'm going!”’ said ITandforth fiercely.

him—and Handforth’s one thought at that
moment was to convince them that this un-
canny thing was really happening. It couldn’s
be Q fl]ffht of his own 1magination !
“Here!” he said tensely. “Quick, you
fellows! Look here! You didn't believe me
just now—but ecome and look at this!”

They arrvived at a run, and all came to a
halt at the head of the staircase.

Then, for perhaps five seconds, not a single
sound was made. Church and MeClure and
Nipper and he others stood there, bewildered.
Nipper was the first to speak

"Well, ’'m hanged!” he murmred.
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“Can you see them, too ¥ asked Handlorth,
grasping at h:ppers slecves,
‘Yes, 1 course,” said Nipper,
“What are lhu g

“Eives, by ihe look of them,” said
Nipper. in a wondering voice. “ Gnomes—
mdnn‘klrm-—nr whatever you like to .all

{them.”

“Well, dido’t | say so 7" asked Handforth
triuvmphantly. *“That little chap who appeared
on my bedpost must have been one of these-~
and he's come back to his pals. But how the
dickens did they gel here? And wheee did

tirey come [rom ?”
He starved at the little figures in the same
dazed way that all the others were staring.

1hose elves were marveilously distinet, even
when they went out of the direet rays of
the moonhght. That was the peculiar part of
it. The darkness did not scom to effect them

in the least, They were even more visible in
the shadows lhan they were In the direet
meonbeams  What could be the explanation

of this paradox ?

“What arve they #’ whispered Pitt, looking
at Nipper. “Are we all dreaming?”

And then Handforth gave a shout, znd
leapt down the stairs. He was going to

examine these gnomnes at close quarters!

CHAPTER 21.
The Smashed

ANDFORTH'S aclion
was so quick that {he
tiny creatures had no
chance of getting
away., They woere stili

sliding up and down the balustrade when the

leader of Study D tore down Lhe stairs, and
his first action was to make a grab at the
nearest ellin,
His " hand
beggar!
Never in all his life had Handforth been

so surprised. He had grabbed at that tiny
creature, feeling certain that he had got him.
But his imgcra met nothing but the empty
air—and 1 the same qomnd the other elves
seemed to streak backwards in the most exira-
ordinary  fashion, becoming vague «ud
elongated in the [}H}{‘LES They all vauishm!.
cr appeared to vanish, into the oak panelling
on tha far side of (he hall. Handforth stood
there, on the stairs, gaping.

“My band went iight through it!” he
p;m'&ud. “Oli, great Scott! Did you fellows
see 77

“Yes!” gasped Church. “And they've
wone now, Handy! Why didn't you hold that

one "’

“1 couldn’t!” :taid Handforth. “I tell
vou, my hand went right through it! 1
grabbed him, but he wasn't there!”

“They all scemed to vanish inlo the
parelling on the other side of the hall!”’ said

Regeie Pitt, running down the stairs, “ Ye

Papell

went clean through the [little
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gods and liltle fishes! Elves—in the twentieth
century! And we saw them as clearly as

i ——

“I'mm not going to be bealen!” roared
Handtorth., **They oescaped through that
panel, and 1'in going after them! DBy Gceorge!
L'll show you whether they can play monkey
tricks with me!”

He tore down the remaining slairs, rushed
across the hall, and charged ftull tilt inte the
oak panclling. He ha{i not really intended
to erash so heavily against tt, but his fout had
caught in a rug, and he was precipitated into
the panel with terrilie foree,

Crash !
Before Handlforth ecould recover from his
bewilderment, he found himself smuashing

clean through the woodwork. It spiintcred
all about him, and the next secoud there was
a sudden burst of fire.

“ Look out!"” yelled Nipper.

He and ithe others were close upon Hand-
forth's heels. They arrived just as the fivid
flames came belehing out of the splintered
woodwork, and as thoy backed away there
was a kind of explosion—a dull, muflled,
puffing sound. A great, acrid cloud of smoke
came surging forth from the panel.

A shout of alarm went up—but it came f-om
within that panel! And 1t was uttered i+ a
strange voice—ehe voice of so ody who did
not belong to Reggie Pitt’s Christmas party!

Church and McClure, frantie with anxiety
regarding their leader, were pulling at Hand-
torth, and they succeeded in dragging hin
back. TIortunately Edward Oswald was not
hurt much. Only bruised a bit—stunned
slightly. DBut he was recovering with rems: rk-
able speed. Choking and gasping, he fell
back, held by his chums,

“Quink "" he panted.
in there!”

“Those elves!'” said Church wildly,

“Blow the elves!” said Handforth,
a man—and he's in terrific danger, too!
at the flames licking up!"”

“FKetch some of the fire buckets!"’ sang cub
Nipper. *“There are several of them af tho
back of the hall! Come on, Drowne—we'll
get Lhem!”

"1 am here to obey,
said Browne promprly.

They dashed off, fecling glad that I’tit had
had several fire buckels in readiness, Raith-
mere (Pastle was illuminated by a large supply
of vapour lamps, and Reggie had thought it

necessary to be prepared for any cmergency.

While Nipper and Browne hurried to got
water, Handforth and the others were gazing
in startled consternation at the licking flaines
beyond that splintered panel! S{:umthinh
was moving in there, too—trying to fight
through the dense smoke.

“Come on!” roared Handforth, “We¢'ve
got to res:ue bim !

Befo a Chureh and McClure could stop
him he plunged through the panel again,
and found himself grappling with a man.
The stranger was attempting to get f[ree,
elthough his cfforts were feeble, It secmed

“There's somebody

sk IL'S
Look

Brother Ni]}per iy
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ihat he had been dazed and stunned by the
explosion, and he was in peril of collapsing
there--amidst those flames,

Reggin Pitt and one or two of the others
came round helping, and finally the wood-
work was torn away ruthlessly. Handforth
came out, assisting the stranger, who ap-
peared to be a refined-looking gentleman of

perhaps forty-five years of age. He was
tall, clean-shaven and well dressed, but other
th?fmh were difficult to see sinee he was

much blackened, and in one or two places his
clothing was smouldering.

“My eyes—my eves!” he was muttering.
“Tor heaven's sake let me have water! 1
believe | am blinded! The explosion—the
sudden burst of fire w

* It's all right—we’ll soon put you
interrupted Handforth,
Carry hun across to one nf those lounges.
Where's a light? Why can’t somebedy light
one of these big lamps? These candles are
no good !

As it happened, Jack Grey was light-
ing one of the lamps, and the next moment a
brilliant illumination flooded the big hall.
At the top of the stairs, and on the landings,
other guests were collecting, Nearly every-

right !
“Quiek, you fellows!

bodv had been aroused by the noise from
the hall.  Irene & Co. were in evidence, too
—looking  vgry startled and bewildered.

They had hastily flung on some wraps, and
were determiined to join in the “fun.”  DBut
all was confusion se far—particularly as bil-

lowy masses of smoke were coming from a
corner in the hall.

The stranger was carried across to the
lounge, but only Handforth and one or two
of the jnniots gave him any attention, The
main toing was to put the fire out.

Here was a sensation, indeed! Who
could this man be? Why had he been lurk-
mg behind that panel? Somchow, the

juniors felt that they were now to get at
the root of the whole mystery!

FIRE !V
f)nn or two
excited  guests
«tarted the ery, ana
there was every ex-
ruse for thmn fr}r the hall was filling with
sivoke, and that corner was lurid with the

sver-growing blaze.
“(Go casy,

of the
had

D

vou chaps!” shouted Nipper.

“Thera’s no need 1o get into a panie! The
fire’s nothing. W¢'ll have it out In two
minutes! Keep as fuiet as yon can!  We

don’t want the servants down here n a
nanic !

“ Bat the whaole eastle wmight be burnt
dJown ! said Fatiy Little breathlessly, “ And

2

that Il mean all this grub bLeing wasted—

—
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“Buck up with that water!” called some
body.

Swish—swish !

Two or three pails full of water were fQung
through the jagged hole in the panel

Clouds of steam rose up, and the flames died
down considerably.

“If we make haste we shall
under control,” said Nipper.
other pail. “Ti’s only smouldering and
bursting into flames at intervals, 1 don't
think the fire’s muech—just a sort of loral
affair. That's the style, Reggi—Hing it
onl”

More steam came flooding out {rom thau
sperel cavity, and it could zoon be seen that
there was not the slightest danger of the
castiz becoming involved. The fire, as Nipper
has said, was purely local. Once suppressed,
there would be no danger.

“Can we be of any help?” asked Irene, os
she ran downstairs, with Doris and orne wr
two of the other girls.

“Yes!” said Handforth promptly. “We
want some olive oil, or vaseline, or sume.
thing—to put on this chap's burns, They're
not very serious, but they must be smarting
a lot. He's still dazed, and he'll need a lot
of attention.”

Irene took one glance at the stranger,

His face was certainly blackened, and he

soon goet 1t
as he scized an-

was reclining on the lounge, hreathing
evenly.  DBut it was quite clear that Le was
still  bewildered—partially =tunned. The

shock of that explosion, although not very
ereat. had been scrious enough in the con-
fincd space of that little cavity bchind the
panel; and the stranger must have received
the full force of it.

While water was being flung on the smoul-
dering embers of the thq mnﬂag;atmn
Trene and Dora got busy. Idora, of course,
assumed complete command, She was a
nurse at St. Frank’s, and she felt that it was

‘her place to attend to this unfortunate man.

And Dora’s gentle care soon had a marked
effoct, Bandages were applied, soothing
nintmient was placed an the burns, and be-
fore long the sfranger was sitting up, looking
round him in a way that was exprescive of
untold relief.

“Mv eves!” he kept murmnring, * Thank
heaven my gyes are caved - T feared that 1
had been blinded. but T am able to see «till1”

At about this same time, Nipprr and
Reegio  Pitt  were penetrating into the
seeret cavity.  Nipper had his eleetvie toreh
eoing. and the pair found themselves in a
strange  little closet, eunningly hidden be-
hind the panelling of the hull., Not one
of the fellows had had the slightest sugpieion
that any such secrvet chamber existed.

The atmosphere was full of roek  of
the recont fire, and everything was smothered

the

in water, And there, amid all the debris,
was a eurions looking machine on a nt;ml
There wore zome eleeirie hatteries, too, hardly
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recognisable in their charred condition; and |
a big cylinder, which might have contained |
gas of some sort.

Nipper picked up the machine, and flashed
his light upon it.

“This is a rununy thing to find here, isn’t |
it Reggie?” he asked, in a low voice. “I
rather think I'm beginning to see daylight.”

“Well, you might let me have a pen-'orth
of it,” said Reggie Pitt, “For I'm bothered
if 1 can understand anything.”

“Don’t you see what it is?”

“Looks like a sort of magic lantern or
something,” said Reggie, examining the
twisted wreckage with much curiosity.

“You're not far wrong,” said Nipper.
believe it’s a cinematograph projector.”

“YWhat?”

“Not an ordinary one, of course,” went on
Nipper. *This is the rummiest looking pro-
jector I've ever scen—and there isn’t an
ordinary lantern at the back of it, ecither.
It's much smaller than the usual projector—
much more compact. But doesn’t it sug-
gest anything to wyou?”

“Great Scoit!” panted Pitt,
mean a

“Why not?”’ asked Nipper keenly.
“Ogres—{awries—imps! Fantastic things to
see, Reggie—but not so fantastic when we
know that there 1s a cinematograph pro-
jector on the premises.”

“But, vou ass, no cinematograph projector
on carth could have produced such elves
as we saw!” protested Reggie. “There
wasn't any screen—there wasn’t any beam of
light—only those elves, capering up and
down tho balustrade! How could this—this
thing have produced such a marvel 7"

“l don't know—but I L-ve an idea that
the stranuger will be able to explain,” said
Nipper. ““Anvhow, lel's get outside and
see what's going on. There soems to be a
bit of a commotion.”

They were guite satisfied that the last
spark of the fire had been extinguished, and
so they joined the others, and they now
found that Mr., Rotherton had come down.
The kindly old hermit had probably heard
the shouts of “fire,”” and he had thus been
lured out of his lair,

"I trust nothing 1s wrong. voung people,”
he was sayving, looking raunll:a..t the dis-
bevelled boys and girls, “What is the
mutter here? Perhaps I can be of some
assistance 7"’

“It's all right, sir,” said Fullwood. “There
was a bit of a fire, but we've put it out by
this“time. And this gentleman was injured

“Upon my soul !” ejaculated Mr. Rother:
ton, staring blankly at the bandaged figure
on the lounge. “Mr. Roger Morley!"

The stranger nodded.
“Atl your service, sir,” he replied dryly.
“A most opportune mceting, Mr. Rother- |

IlI

2

“You—you

H]

ton!”
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CHAPTER 23,
Mr. Morley Explains !

lecoked

) ANDIFORTIH
Rotherton

\  from Mr,
to Mr. Morley, and
there was a sus-
piciouls expression on
on his face,

“It seems to me, you chaps, that these
two gentlemen can do a lot of explaining,
if they have a mind to!” he said grimly. "1
thought vou told us, Mr. Rothierton, that you
knew mnothing about the ghosts?”

“My dear boy, I spoke the perfect truth,”
protested the old hermit, pained. ‘Do not
inagine that I was attempting to deceivo
‘01 i
4 “Well, then. Mr. Morley must know a
good deal,” suid Handforth, turning to the
stranger “Perhaps  you'll explain why
we've been seeing elves and fairies and ogres
and things, sir?” ;

My, Morley nodded.

“1 feel, young 'un, that an explanation
from me is very necessary,” he said
smoothly. “Yes, 1 will clear up this little
mystery. And I can only express iy regrel
if T have frightened any of you—"

“No, no!” went up a general shout, “We
weren't frightened !”

*1 rather thought not!”™ chuckled Mr.
Morley. “But youn must confess that you
were puzzled, eh?”

“But what does it all mean, sir?” asked
Reggie PPitt.  “This is my castle, you know,
and I feel that—"

“You feel that T have had an infernal im-
pudence, of course.” interrupted Mr. Morley.
“YWell, to be perfectly frank, I am gulty
of a very serious piece ef trickery. When I
assure you that I had no evil motives—no
malicious designs—I feel sure that yvou will
listen to my story with patience.”

“Just a minute, sir,” said Nipper. ‘Do
yvou think that you are well enough to speak
now? Wouldn't it be betier to wait until
the morning ?”’

“No fear!" said Handforth.
kear all about it now !

“Hear, hear!”

“We can’t wart until the morning !>

“Not likely !

M:. Roger Morley glanced up at Dora.

“We will leave 1t to the nurse,” he said,
giving her a whimsical smile. “If the nurse
permits me to spcak, I will doé so now. By
the way, I have omitted to express my
gratitude in this charming young lady for
her wonderful—7"

“Please, Mr. Morley,” said Dora quickly.
“You have nothing to thank me for—nothing
at alll And if you want to speak about any-
thing, there is no reason why you shouldn’t.
Y%&.ll‘ injuries are only slight.”

I knew 1it,” said Mr. Morley, nodding.

“YWe want to

 “T even feel inclined to have a cigarette—if
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the ladies will peemit, I have been barred
irom smoking for two or three days, and the
self-denial has been a great trinl.”

Mr. Morley lit a cigarette, and his audience
gathered round, eager to hear what he had
to say. There was something about him that
the fellows and the girls rather liked. He
was so frankly decent., There was nothing of
the scoundrel about this man who had been
discovered lurking behind a panel.

“It 1s all rubbish!?”’ growled Mr.
Rotherton.  ““I can well understand why you
are here, Morley! Aund I might as well tell
you at once that I have no intention of
succumbimg to your ridiculous urgings——"

“One moment, sir—I1f you please,” said Mr.
Morley. *“Pleasc remcember that these boys
and girls are all in the dark, and if you
don't mind, I would like to tell them the
story from the very start. Afterwards, 1
shall appreciate a brief interview with you.”

“You may have the interview—but my
mind is mede up!” said Mr. Rotherton
grimly. “Once and for all, Mr. Morley, 1
must tell vou that I will have nothing to do
with this proposition of yours. I do not want
wealth ;
am astounded that you should pester mo
g0 17’

A note of warinth had come into the old
man's voice, and he was looking at Mr.
Morley rather indignantly. All the others
were puzzled and bewildered. They could
not understand what this meant. '

But Mr., Roger Morley soon enlightened
them,

“Well, to let the cat out of the bag straight
away, I'll admit that I'm responsible for all
the strange things that have been appearing
in the castle of late,” he said amiably, 1
Fmducud the ghostly old man who was seen
iere several days before Christmas. 1 also
produced the fairies, and the ogre, and every-
thing else,”

“But how, sir?” asked Fullwood. " How
on carth did you do 1t?”

“I'd better explain that T am the managing
director of the Morley Stercoscopic Projector
Company, Limtted,” went on Mr. Morley
coolly. **Doesn’t that give you a hint?”

“Stereoscopic Projector Company!” mur-
mured Browne. * Brothers, why did we not
think of this? Let us hide our heads!”

“Rats!” said Handforth. “I don't know
what Mr, Morley is getting at even now |”

“And yet it is very simple,” said Mr.
Morley. “And here’s the story, About a
year ago I was unfortunate enough to meet
with a motoring accident just outside the
village of Market Donning—which, as you
know, is close here. The steering gear of my
car went wrong, and I wags pitched over the
hedge, and I reeceived a number of nasty
injnries, including a badly gashed sealp.

“S8omehow or other, I wandered close to
the castle, and, in my dazed condition and
weak from loss of blood, I stumbled into the
moat, Qur good friend, Mr. Rotherton, saw
me from one of the castle windows, and he
not only rescucd me from the moat, but he

1 do not want business worries. 1.

took me into the castle, and even into his
own private quarters.”

“1 feared, at the time, that Mr. Morley
was dying,” said the old hermit. “ Humanity
demanded that 1 should do everything
possible to aid him.”

“And so, quite accidentally, 1 discovered
Mr. Rotherton’s secret,” went on the stranger.
"1 knew that Mr. Rotherton was living in
the castle, unknown to a soul. e begged me
to keep his little secret—a perfectly mnocent
seeret, as you all know—and, of course, |
complied, In fact, Mr. Rotherton and myself
became very friendly. He even showed me
his simple little inventions.” At least, he
called them simple—but I was of a very
different opinion.”

Mr. Morley suddenly became eager, and ho
looked at the boys and girls with a keen Light
i his eyes.

“I am an expert on everything connectoed
with lenses and stereoscopic projection,” he
continucd. **Well, you can 1mgaine my
astonishment when I discovered that M.
Rotherton had produced a stercoscopic lens
for his paltry little magie lantern that faiviy
took my breath away.”

“The thing was only a toy—a n:erc trifie,”
said Mr. Rotherton gruffly.

“I'd rather believe Mr. Morley, sir,” saul
Nipper. “We zaw some of your inventions
when we were in your apartment—and 130}
struck us as being pretty wonderful.”

“I saw at once that Mr. Rotherton had a
fortune in his hands,” continucd Mr, Morley.
“He had invented the thing here, in his
spare time. It has been his habit to while
away a few of the dark hours by showing
magic lantern slhides—and with ihat sterco-
scopic apparatns the effect was too wonderful
for words. I was enthasiastie, and 1 offered
Mr. Rotherton a very large sum of money
down, and a guaranteed percentage on all
profits, if he would only allow me to handle
{1'19. lens commercially, But he refused to
listen to me.”

“And I still refuse,” said Mr. Rotherton
firmly.

“I hope not, sir-—I do hope not ! =aid the
other, bending forward. “Ilave I not given
von sufficient proof of the wonderful possi-
bilities of your invention ?”

CHAPTER 24.
All Serene !
R. JULIUS ROTHIER-

TON chook hig head.
“1 do not wish to

e
\

N

) be disturbed,” he said
grumblingly. “I do
not want my peace to be ruined. I am con-

tented here, in Raithmere Castle, and

“Your peace will not be disturbed in the
slighrest degree, sir,” gaid Mr. Morley. “ But
let ue discuszs tins afterwards, T want to ex-
plain the rest of the " mystery ’ to onr young
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friends,” He turned to his listeners., “ Well,
bovs and girls, 1t was like this,” he continued.
“I couldn’t get Mr. Rotherton to budge. He
wouldn't even listen to me—and I was alinost
in despair. DBut I did persuade himn to let me
have one of his lenses, so that I could experi-
ment with it. He trusted me—and that fact,
alone, made it imperative that I should keep

b ]

faith with him,
“Well, for nearly a year I have Dbeen
making experuments, and [ have at last

produced a cinematograph projector which
will revolutionise the entire industry. It is a
combination of my own inveutions and Mr,
Rothlerton’s murvellous stercoscopic lens. DMy
method is quite simple, althocugh so stugger-
mgly effeetive. I use, In camhumtlnu, tinb
speeial lens and a new beamless projector,”
“Beamless, sir?” said Nipper.

“Yes," replied Mr., Morley. *Something
of the sort was publicly shown a few years
ago, in London—but it was not a great com-
mercial success.  But I venture to predict
that mine will be the wonder of the age.”

“I'll bet it will, sir,” said Handforth
feelhingly.
that elfin sitting on the bedpost !”

Mr. Morley chugkled.

"My process is very simple,” he explained.
“The beamless projector requires no screen
whatever, and as the lens fixed to the machine
15 qterengropm, the picture—I use thﬁ' word

‘ picture * for want ot a better one—is pro-
jected on to the air itself. All objects shown
by my wachine appear to be solid, and I can
project them anywhere I please. 1 can also
make them any size I please, according to the
film that has been taken. Trick photography
i1s also possible. There is no limit to what
this projector of mine can accomplish.”

“But even now, sir, [ don’t quite under-
stand,” said Reggie Pitt. “Why did you
produce these elves and things, without any-
body knowing you were here?”

“There are many sccret passages and
panels in this old castle,” replied Mr. Morley.
“It may interest you to know that L have
scveral of my projectors placed in various
hidden spots. There was this cne herc—Dbe-
hind the panel 1n the hall. There 1s another
on the upper landing, and still another at
¢ window of a locked apartinent, directed
down upon the terrace. All these projectors
are concealed, and I have been able to reach
them by mea i of the secret passages.”

“Oh! ' exclaimed lrene suddenly. “You've
even got your projectors in the bed-rooms,
then 7"

“Oniv 1n one bed-room, my dear young
lady.” relied Mr. Morley quickly. “And I
knew tkat that bed-room was occupied by
our yrung imp'lfsi"r‘e friend, Handforth. [
felt that it would be safe to play one of my
tricks npon hin, and so 1 chose the elf for
his particular benefit.”

“But I didn’t see any g]d ly projector, sir
—or hear anything, either,” said Handforth.

“N  because the projector was hidden be-
hind t+e wall.” said Mr. Morley., ‘" Aud my
machine 1s perfectly noiseless.”

*“I nearly had a fit when 1 saw
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“But why did you do all this?” asked
N;ppm

“ Because I wanted to convince Mr. Rother-
fon—this obstinate old ecustomer—that his
invention is worth thousands of pounds,” said
Mr. Morley, glaring at the old hermit. *“He
would not listen to rcason, and so 1 wanted
to show hitm. It was my last hope—my final
throw of the dice.”

“And 1t has failed,”
grufily.

‘1 came here only a few days ago—fully
prepared,” continued My, Morley.  “I saw
Mr. Rotherton, and he again recfused me.
He was worried because all you boys and
girls were in the place. I understood, then,
that he wanted to keep the castle to himself,
and so I thought 1 would hLelp him. 1 had
an idea that 1t might make him change his
mind. I tried to scare you away, at first
with my speectres and pimmmm Then, when
I found that you woulda’t be scared away, I
played a few tricks of my own—in Leopmg
with the spirit of Christmas. I had the films
in my stock—filins of ogres and such-like
creatures—and so I prepared a few surprises,
I hope wvou will all forgive me for this
practical joke.”

“Why, of course we forgive yvou, sir,” said
Reggie Pitt. “ And you are welcome to stay
in Raithmere Castle as long as you please.”

“That's very decent of you, my boy,” said
Mr. Morley. “I am verv grateful.”

“And I understand, Mr. Rotherton, that
vou desire to remain herve, undisturbed "
went on Pitt, turning to the old hermit.

“That is eorrcet,” said Mr. Rotherton.

“Then T will only permit you to remain,
sir, on condition that you enter into a busi-
ness agreement with Mr. Morley,” said
Reggie calmly. ““How's that? These stereo-
scopic films are so marvellous that we can't
allow them to be wasted. Think of the possi-
bilities of this machine in conjunction with
the new talking films! Why, the British
film industry will beat the worhl with
*talkies’ if this new inv ention is brought into
general use !

“You are right,” said Mr. Morley quickly.
“If I can obtain Mr. Rotherten’s consent to
cormnmercialise his invention, the Dritish film
industry will receive the greatest boom it
has ever had.”

And so, much to his dismay, Mr. Julius

Rotherton wus compelled to enter into the
agreement—to the delight of everybody. Mr.
\[f}rlv'. was particularly overjoyed, and about
the only fellow under the roof of Raithmere
Castle who felt thoronghly small was Ezra
Quirke. He was the laughing-stock of every-
body—for his talk about elementals and
ehosts had proved to be unfounded.
- And so the Christmas party continued, with
good cheer all round. And Reggie Pitt’s
onests knew that they weren’t bewitched,
after all !l ‘

(That's the end of that scries, chums.
Don’t forget to write and tell your Editor
what you think of it. And don’t forget,
cither, that next week Nipper & Co. are

sald Mr. Rotherton

| starting out for Australial)
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NOTE.—I1; any reader writeg w me, L shail be pleased to comment upon
{ikely to inlerest the wmajority Al letters should

RITA McENTEGGART,

such remarks as are
addressed : EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,

c/io The Editor, THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY, The Flectway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.A4.

Thanks for your second photo—Dora Cantor
tKrugersdoyp)—but I’m afraid it won’t do
very well for publication ou this page—and
1 really would like to see you appearing

here. But in both your snaps you are look:
ing extraordinarily serious. Cag’t you
manage to let me have a smile? Or, at

least, please send me a photo where the sun
does not cause so many shadows. Forget
those exams. for a bit, and snumle wheu you
next fauce the camera. And do try to get a
bigger photograph. A snap 13 quite all rnght
providing it's chiefly you, and not all back-
ground. I am very intevested in your monthly
letters, and I hope you will continue
them It is not only a pleasure to scan your
exquisite handwriting (you must get full
marks for this, I'm sure), but you generally
tell me quite a lot of interesting things.

* * =

Some of you other readers may think that
there’s a trace of favouritism now and again
in my replies. It may even occur to you
that 1 reply to more girls than boys. But,
really, there’s no favouritism at all. 1 always
pick out the most interesting and best written
letters, and put them aside for replies. And
then 1 generally find ithat I can only answer
a comparatively small proportion of these.
Some of you may write to me every weok
with clockwork regularity for months, and
only get a reply once in a blue moon. Some-
body else might write to me for fhe first
time, and get an answer immediately. It
all depends upon the letters themselves. They
are all of interest to me, but unless they
contain something of interest to the general
readers I don’t feel justified in.giving them
space on this page. Now and again I send
an answer through the post, but only when
I feel urged to do so by.the general merit
of any particular letter which I am unable
to deal with in the ordinary way on this

page. * # *

No: you needn’t trouble to send mo a
painting of your birds’ eggs—Ida Locke
(Liss). I am quite sure I couldn’t identify

them, as you suggest. Besides, how can I
tell that.you weuld paint them in the right
colours? With regard to your foreign stamnps,
I expeel there are plenty of readers who
would be glad of them, particularly as you
say you want to give them awdy. If you .
want me to, I will publish your full name
and address. Or, of course, you can join
the St. Frank’s League; and have an an-
nouncement put iz the Wanted Column.

e - L
Your wish regarding FEzra Quirke s
now granted—Jack Fairhall (Melbourne).

Hundreds of other readers have made a
simtlar request. And Quirke, in consequence,
had reappeared in the Christmas stories now
running. I should like to thank you heariily
for all the trouble” you have taken in send-
ing me so many newspaper cuttings. They
have proved of very great interest to ‘me,
and T want you to know that T appreciate
them very much.
#* * +

I nearly forgot your. smiling face at the
top of this page—Rita McEnteggart (Kells,
C'o, Mceath), I hope it will come out smiling,
because your snapshot Is a very small one,
and I'm a wee bit doubtful about it.  But
I've got so many hundreds of snapshots tha:
I want to publish that T'm using yours as a
test case. You don’t mind, Rita, do you?

# #* *

Ave you so well known in Nottingham—
Frank Sims—that if T write to you by post,
and addrese my letter “Frank Sims, Not-
tingham,” 1t will reach you? You seut me
your photo, and want mine in exchange. But
you. have omitted to give me your address.
So I'm waiting until I hear from you again.
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DICKX RIDLEY'S SECRET !

NELSON LEE FORMS A THEORY !

Whats Wrong with
the Lovers ¢

i i e e e e e e R i

For a long time Nelson Lee and Nipper bave been working amidst a
nrage of jumbled and disjoinied clues, but now those clues are siraighien-

ing themselves into something like order,

Events move with a bum in

this week’s grand instalment.

e S O O O i i o e b o S i S dh Jdb b b S SR R S-S

Dick Ridley explains !
IPPER stared a little blankly at the
N complicated looking mass of steel and
alumunuum on the bench,

' “Show him!” said Stephen Langton,
leaning back agawnst the wall, and lighting a
cigarette.

Dick Ridley shrugged his broad shoulders.
There was no propeller on the engine on the
bench, and the moment it started Nipper
knew why ; the wind would have been enough
to blow them out of this white walled coach-
house in which electrie light had been in-
stalled, and to which massive doors had been
fitted. He saw the shaft revolving at a high
speed, realised that the flexible tubing carried
tfm exhaust fumes outside, but scarcely a
sound came from the engine, Even in this
closed space it was scarcely more noisy than
the engine of a six-cvlindered car left quietly
ticking over,

Nipper saw Langion’s eyes light up.

“T'hat new silencer does the trick, Ridley !
ne eried, with excitement in his somewhat
rasping vowce., “You've had a hard week,
and T wasn't a bit surprised that you were
dead off vour game this afternocon. DBut
you've triumphed, man, you've won !”

“T can’t tell the full effects of back pressure
until I get her into the air, but I think the
amount of power lost will be comparatively
sinall,” said Dick Ridley calmly.

The soung feootballer switched off, the
whicling shaft slowed and stopped, and then

he was telling Nipper hiow months ago ho
had got the 1dea for a silent-engined plane
vhen working—somewhat agninst his uncle’s
wishes—at a big engineering works., Then heo
had come to Northiouth, and Stephen Lang-
ton, the daring night-fiier and football enthus-
tast, had been interested in his idea.

He had tried to explain to old Ridley, but
his uncle was disappointed because he had not
gone 1 for the law, and he disliked Langton
because he had obtained control of the
Rovers. So Stephen Langton had come to
the young inventor’s aid when he bad im-
poverished himself in his experiments, and
still required a lot of moncy before he could
achieve success,

“I owe evervthing to Mr. Langton,” said
Dick. “We had to have the engine made 1n
scores of different factories, cach making a
few parts =0 as not to get a elue to the seeret
of my design, and that cost a lot of maney,
whilst the assembling here has been a big
job. If he had not helped me 1 should not
have had a chance.”

Stephen Langton blew out a cloud of
smoke, and there was that faint smile on his
lips as he said:

“Well, 'm a man of wealth, and keen on

Aving This invention 15 going to revolu-
tionise aero-cngine consiruction, We shall
let the Government have the seeret on

reasonahble terms for military machines, and
I suppose. make a fortune from the com-
mercial engines, You will realise. Nipper,
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how important it 1s that this seeret should be
kept until the engine has been fuliy tested
out, and tho military authorities have adopted
it. So 1 am sure I can rely upon you im-
pressing your chief with the lmportance of
keeping tiiis cven from his client Mr. Colton,
who is so suspicious of Ridley, and, 1 believe,
is prejudiced against me because 1 obtainmed
control of the Rovers just as a hobby.”

Nipper quite saw that point, and badiy
necding a meal alter his strenuous game, and
being anxious to tell Nelson Lee of his start
ling discovery. he left the two men m the
coach-house.  He walked down the weed
grown drive and set off for the tram ter
minus, and by making a dash swung hiuselt
on to a car just leaving.

The town was waking up for Saturday
night’s shopping and entertainment. North
Quay Street was a blaze of naptha flares over
costers stalis, queues were forming outside
places of centertwimmnent, All over the place
were boys with the Flm*urd:; of the football

edition of the “Northmouth Evening Post,”

locally known as the “ Pink.” On the placards
was the inscription, 1n big type: " Rovers'
Greav Vietory.”

Jumping out of the tram at Town Quay,
Nipper hurried along to the Harbour Hotel,
atud joined Nelson Lee in the coffee-room just
as he had finished his soup.

“I was just beginning to get a little anxious
about you,” said the famous detective,

Nipper waited uutil the waiter bad handed
him a plate of hot soup, then, as they had
that corner of the big, cosy coffee-room to
themselves, he told his chief what had
happened since he had left the Rovers ground
after the mateh in which he had so distin-
guished himself.

“That's cleared up one mystery,” Nipper
said. "It explains why we saw Dick Raidley
leaving the ground that night with Langton,
why he had been on bad terms with his unele.
and clears him of any suspicion with regard
to old Ridley’s disappearance.”

k]

t a great night flier,
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“Yes,” said Nelson Lee slowly, it would
secm to do that. “But I'm afraid that ar
still leaves something to be explained. 1 have
been listening fo a scercet this afternoon,
Nipper, and somehow the two rather con-
tradict cach other.”

“But, guv'nor, I’ve scen the engine!”

“And I've scen Stone!” said the famous
detective. I felt certain that our Iriend
from the Yard was keeping something back,
tnat 1l was not just on tne chance of find-
ing some kidnapped mullionaire that he
stopped that steamser, and this alternoon he
came back to Northmouth, and told me the
truth, A fortnight ago a hundred service
revolvers with a quantty of ammunition
were mysteriously stolen from some army
stores. Lhere was bribery somewhere but the
atithorities can’t find where. DBut they know
now through the Secret Service that those re-
volvers went to a band of dangcrous revol-
utionaries in Kurope, and it’s practically
certain that they passed through Hollaud,
where one of the gang has been staying for
some time, I think vou will sce the signifi-
cance of that, though Stone ncw believes
that a trawler is responsible, and T'in afraid
he is going to give the local fisher folk an
uncomfortable time.”

Nipper crumpled his bread.

“Bat how does Dick Ridley come in'”

“That's what I should very much like to
know. DBut we know that he and Langton
worl together, and we know, though we are
not supposed to know, thdt Dick Ridley paid
a thousand pounds into his account, in Dutch
notes,”’

Nipper gave that soft, indrawn whistle of
his.

“Iven if I'd thought of it T couldn’t have
asked him about that,” he said.

“1 shonld say it was extremely fortunate
that vou didn’t,” was his chief’s dry reply.
“Stephen Langton is an interesting person-
ality, and he's certainly a daring airman and
He may be a great

pi—

club.

cated tn the mystery.

Ifovers, und

Suspects

game of smuggling.

complicated mass of machinery.
by ldley.

WHALTS GONE BEFORE,

NELSON LEFE, the world-famous detective, und his assistant .
NIPPER, are investigating the mysterivus disappedrance of James Ridicy and Mark

Mayhew, two directors of Nourthmouth Liovers, the famous First Division football
Lee feurs that they have been kidnepped, and suspects Bert Barter, Coles,
ant Mr Minter, ccntre-ha f, trawner, and manager of the LRovers, of hewng tmplis
He is also suspictous of both
DICK KRIDLEY, nephcw of Jumes Ridley, and International centre-forward of the |

STEPHEN LANGTON, the clulb’s chairmun. Nipper plays jor the Ilovers as an
amateur, cwd depuses Burter from the f:rnzrr:-fmff posttion. ;
| Stone, of Scotland Yard, s called in, und he tells Nelson Lee and Nipper that he

EDWARD COLTON, another director of the Rovers, of being responsible for the |

disappearance of Idley and Mayhew, and that Colton is also carrying on a big
Privately Lee does not agree with this theory.
mateh against Oldbury Albron—in which Nipper scores the winning goal—the lad
discovers Dick Ridley and Langton inside an o'd disused coach-house,
is ungry, but the chairman, quite calmly, tells him to reveal to Nipper their secret,
Ridley uneovers something on a bench, and Nipper finds himself looking at «
It is an acroplane engine which has been invenled

(Yow read «n,)

Detective-seryeant

After the

The former
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patriot anxious to put his country miles
ahead by this super-silent engine young
Ridley has invented; but, on the other hand,
[ can quite sce how extremely useful an abso-
lutely siuent engine nnght be to him,”

"What do you wmcan, guv'nor?”

“I mean, if he'd taken James Ridley and
Mayhew and those revolvers across the North
Sea to Holland, he would be growing more
daring, and anxious for an even more silent
and ethcient engine!”’

“Crumbs!” suid Nipper,
breath.

- Nelson Lee lowered his voice as a waiter
was approaching.

“You see, we must still take a certain
amount of interest in your friends; but, for
the moment, we keep what you and 1 have
learped to-day strictly to ourselves.”

half under his

S8omething Up !

T struck Nipper that Mr. Edward Colton
I looked terrified as he passed the half-
shect of paper to Nelson Lee, with a

hand that shook.

“1 dou’t take any notice of anonymous
communications as a rule, Mr. Lee, but this
15 disturbing—dcerdedty  disturbing—and 1
thought you ought to see it at once.”

They were i the wealthy shipowner's
house, and it was just past ecight on the
Monday might following Nipper's extra-
ordinavy expericence 1 the stables of the
big old empty house. Nelson Lee and lis
wssistant had been dining at the Harbour
Hotel when the urgent tBl{‘phDIIE MEessge
had come through, so they had hastily
finished their meal and taken a taxi to the
Lhouse of their client. "

Nipper, looking over his chief’'s shoulder,
saw that upon the paper were a few words in
sprawling capital letters:

“GET RID OF YOUR SLEUTHS,
AND YOU WILL BE IN NO DANGER.
KEEP THEM, AND YOUR LIFE WILL
BIEE IN PERIL,

“ONE WHO KNOWS

“What do you make of that?” demanded
the little shipowner anxiously.

“Bluff " replied Nelson Lec calmly. “But
if you don’t mind, I'Hl keep this and show it
to~ Stone—the man from the Yard, you
know—and no doubt he will let it be cle&rly
scen that your house and offices are under
obscrvation,”

Colton’s fingers 4rummed agitatedly upon
the table in front of “im.

“I must confess, Mr. Nelson Lee, that 1
don’t like~—r ”

“Nelson Lee, uncle! Do you mean this
gentleman 1s the famous detective I've heard
about ?”

Clarice Coltun had silently entered the
room, and was staring in blank amazement
from one man to the other.

“Dear, dear!'” said Colton, startled. *1I
didn’t mean you to know anything about this,

1

e o
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Clarice, but the fact is that I celled in Mr.
Lee to try and solve the mystery of my
friend Ridley s disappearance, and, naturally,
he did not want his mission blazed abroad,
However, there secims some peril in pursuing
further inquiries, and I am really troubled
as to what to do fcr the best,”

“insmuss us, by all means, if you think 1t
would be conducive to your safety, Mor.
Colton, but 1 shoulid still stay on in North-
mouth, if only to allow my young friend here
further to distinguish himself on the football
field,” said Nelson Lee. "1 know you still
thunk that James Ridley 1s dead, but 1 donv
think so., By the way, Miss Colton, I fcel
surec I can trust you not to mention your
accidental discovery to anyone—even your
dearcst friend.”

The pretty girl flushed slightly as she re-
membered how the detective and Nipper had
found Dick Ridley with her in the grounds,
but she had not mentioned the fact to her
uncle, who wa: so set against the young
footballei.

*1’il not mention it to a soul,”
quietly. “I'm as anxious as anyone to get
to the bottom of this affair, in which the
Rovers seem to be somchow mixed up.”

Nelson Lee turned to her with a smile.

“1f you realiy want to heip, Miss Uolton,
perhaps you m}uid take us for a fairly long
drive to- -LIOTTOW. in that speedy little two-
scater of yours?

Nipper's lips were pursed for a whistle;
he girt looked ::UF[]I’]‘-L.(] and pleascd.
"1d be deimghted!” she exc ium{:d qmckly.
“My dear girl, ’ cried Mr. Colton, “ I can’t
&Ilgw you to ke invelved in any danger
HE§
I don’t anticipate the least danger, or [
should certainly not have made the sugges-

the girl said

tion,” broke in Nelson Lee, a little brusquely.
“I want to dc a journey speedily and
| sceretly. If you will be at the Central

Cinema car park at ecight o'clock to-morrow
night, Miss Colton, we will meet you there,
and I will give you details. We shall have
to cover eighty miles, and it will probably
be the carly hours of the morning before we
get back. And now we must get off, Don't
worry, Mr. Colten, call the biuff 1"

The shipowne:r, evidently badly shaken,
scemed to have becen a little bucked by his
niece’'s calmness,

“I suppose that is the only thing to do,”

e said.

Uutmde the house, Nipper turned ecagerly
to his chief.

“You weren't asking that girl to take us
for a joy ride, guv'nor. There's going to be

something up to-morrow night, What is
Y
“Us!" replied Nelson Lee. *“ Miss Colton,

though she doesn’t know it yet, is going to
drive us to Wintlesham military aerodrome,
and we're going up in a "plane piloted by the
finest night flier in the British Army !”
Nipper's shrill whistle disturbed several
birds who had retired for the night. His
chief had been very silent over the weck-end,
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and he bad telt that ssmething was up. Now
he knew what it was.
Rightly or wrongly, Nelson Lee wae after

the " Bay ™!

e e e

The Man in the Car !

N the Rovers’ ground at Bleakridge
the following morning, Nipper found
that several men who had been in-

ciined (o regard him as an amateur
witrider, keeping a clever professional out of
the team, treated him with a new respect,
The Press over the week-end had made quite
a fuss of him, and he had, in fact, received
a iot more publieity than he désired, seeing
plaving

that he was foothall under the
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flash be was round, and he brought his
haid full across the sullen face of the centre-
half.

“[f yau want a vow, have it!"
Hr.erily.

Barter sprang at himm before Dick Ridlev
and Dave Williams could stop him.

“Land of my fathers! He'll kil
youngster ! gasped the Welsh goalie.

Smash!

Ii was not the terrible blow of the bix
brawnv arm that had got home., It was a
smaller fist with a lot of power behind 1t
that had hit Bert Barter full on the nose,
ar 1 bload was trickling down over his mouth

said Nipper

tho

Nelson Lee flashed on his pocket torch. Lying on the ground was a man tied up like a trussed fowl,
with a gag between his cut lips.

assumed name of Nick Parr, and wanted ne
inquiiies made with regard to his past.

Dick Ridles, who now knew the truth, was
present that morning, and quite friendly, but
Bert Barter, the burly, ginger-haired man
Nipper had deposed, seemed anxicus for a
row. And as they left the playing pitch
after ball practice, the row came,.

“I think I sha.l chuck football,” said
Barter savagely. “I'm not good at crawling
round the directors! Youn want a school kid
to play that gamo properly; and then, if he
has a bit of Inck, he's called a foothaller!"

Men halted and gasped., Never had they
Lbeard sueh an insult, and almost to a man
they felt sorry for the youngster, little maore
than half Barter's size, who was walking just
ahead of him, and would have to swallow the
insult.

Biut Nipper was swallowing nothing., "In

Jock Rutherton, the bald-headed veteran,
put out his foot for DBarter to fall over.

“Cool down!” he said contemptuously.

But Barter, eyes almost red with rage,
fuce distorted with pain, was on his feet in
2 bound., He snatched up the faded blue-
and-white flag staff that marked the centre-
ine, and hurled the pointed end right at the
face of the voungster who had been too
quick for him. But as he aimed Dick Ridley
knocked him down, and Nipper jumped side-
ways. The post dropped harmlessly to the
ground.

The big International stood over Barter,
who showed no desire to rise,

“You'd hetter clear off, voungster,” said
Dick Ridley. “I believe you'd be good
enough for this chap in a fair fight, though
he is twice vonr size, but he seems to have

gone mad "’
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“Indeed to goodness he 1s most danger-
ous!” sead Dave. “Shall I sit on his head,
leok you?” ‘]

*“No,” said Dick Ridley grimly. w2
knock his head off if he attempts to get up
before I tell hiin he may !

“You buzz off, youngster !”
ton, the veleran back.

Coles, the trainer, appeared with Samuel
"Minter, and the manager looked worricd as
he hurried towards the fallen footballer.

Nipper would have liked to have stayed
and had it out with Barter, but the Welsh-
man anid Rutherton bustled him out of the
dressing-room, and out of the ground. And
when at lunch he related his experience to
Nelson Lee, he was thankful he had not
lingerad

“ My dear Nipper, it's perfectly clear that
the whole thing was a plant to erock you, a
forced quarrel to give excuse for serious in-
jury,” said the famous deteetive. * You're
very well out of it. But two interesting
question. retain; what was the special hurry,
and why did young Ridley interfere on your
behalf ?”

Neither of the questions had been really
satisfactortly answered by the time they mot
Clarice Colton at the car park near the
Central Cinema. It was the rush hour; the
first evening performance was just over, and
the sceond about to commence People
straggled all over the broad road, whero
visitors from outlying districts were allowed
to leave their cars. Clarice Colton, attired
m a thizk leather coat, an airman’s helmet
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on her pretty head, and a silk scarf round
aer neck, was off the moment that Nelson
Lee had taken his seat beside her, and
Nipper had scrambled into the dickoy scat.

They took a back way to the swing-ﬁridgu,
crossed 1t 1n a thick stream of trafhe, passed
through what seemed endless suburbs, and
then, coming out cn to the main road to the
south, a dainty foot trod on the accelerator,
headlights were switched on, and the
speedy little car was settling down to a
st~ody forty.

“What are the orders, captain ?™ asked the
girl at the wheel, with a little laugh.

“Tollow the main road for twenly miles,”
repliecd Nelson Lee, turning up the collar
of his overcoat; and Nipper thought there
were more comfortable places than the dickey-
scat of a swift-moving car zlong a bleak road
on a cold winter’s night.

As the little car hummed along the road,
Nipper wondered what was going to happen
that night. Beyond the fact that they were
going to the Wintlesham military aerodrome
and that he and Nelson Lec were going up
for a flight, he knew very little, for the
famous detective had not iven many
further details. Nipper hoped that it would
help in clearing up the bafiling mystery,
anyway, and perhaps -there would be some

excitement, too! The lad tingled at the
thought.
Tnoy had coyvered about ten miles since

leaving Northmouth, aud the girl had slowed
down to take a bend, when a car with blind-
ing headlights came rushing round in the
middle of the road. The driver swerved
away to his left, and thus avoided a collision;
Lrakes screamed, the car skidded across the
road, and Nipper—who turned-—gave a
hoarse shout.

“SBtop! The ecar's in the ditch, the driver’s
bolted. and there’s a man been thrown out!”

Nelson Lee jumped out after his young
assistant before the car had stopped.

“Why on earth should the driver bolt?”
sail Nipper, as they hurried to the wrecked
vehicle at the side of the road.

Nelson Lee had flashed on his pocket
torch. He pointed to a man tied up like a
trussed fowl, a gag between his cut lips,

“1 seemn to know this cliap’s face,” he said,
flashing the light of tho torch upon the
bound man in the road.

“Criambs, guv'nor, I know the car!” came
an excited shout from Nipper, as he switched
off the engine that was still ronning. “It's
Minter's Morris-Cowley, and I'll bet this chap
was for export to the place where they've got
old Ridiey!”

(Who is the latest victim in this amazing
mystery? And who was driving Minter's
rar? Somebody who didn't want to mect
Nelson Lee, that's certain! There are many
more startling developments in the nerxt
stunning instalment, lads. And as there's
sure to be a bLig demand for next week's
issue—in which the chums of St. Frank’s
start on their long journcy to Awustralio—
youw'd letter order it in advance!)
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Brain Waves for Christmas!

ITERE "are many ways of spending
Christmas, and perhaps some energetic

T

fellows may like to follow the
example of a stout-hearted individual
at Southsea who has collected a few real

brain teasers to amuse himself and his friends
at this festive season. One of them is the
following; and it’s a real teaser, too. Try
it on your friends, and I'm ready to wager
that not many of them will be able to puzzle

it out. The problem is to supply the missing
lotters in the following apparent jumble, so
that it reads sense.

Whimrsindsosdlyswr ¥
Whtdyssdrksdysthtwrlem ?
s Isknyskthndfr.
Llshllellwrhrssndhrem.
Whyecllsblldstlkthtghstlyvre
Llglintets—grndndmulypre ?

The answer is:
What mars a land so sadly as a war?

What davs as dark as days that war alarm? |

Alas! ask many; ask at hand. afar,

All shall call war a harass and a harm.
Why call, as ballads talk, that ghastly art
All gallant acts—a grand and manly part?

A BLACK AND WHITE PUZZILE!

ND then, having got your friend
A dithery with the above teaser, try
this one on him—the Sailors Don’t
Care Puzzle. Dirty work, this! A

ship from the West Indics got wrecked and
the skipper and 30 men esvaped in a
boat., Fifteen of the sailors were white, and
the other 15 black as hats. The rations ran
low, and to save the situation the captain
said 15 of the men must go overboard.
Hard cheese, this. especially for the blacks;
for they were selected. But the captain |
liked to seem fair, so he lined up his men |
in such a way that by counting out 15 men
and throwing overboard every tenth man he
would get rid of all the black ones.
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The Editor.

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers ;
send him one now. Address it to:

“ Nelson Lee School Story Library,”
House, Farringdon Street, London, £.C.4,

The Iiditor,
Fleetway

]

| whires; now, 5 blacks, followed with 2 whites

ATHLETES

He first placed 2 of his white sailors In
the boat, then one black one; next, & more

and these with 2 blacks; he next seated 4

| more whites, then 1 black, again 1 white,

came 3 more blacks, 1 white, 2 blacks, 2
whites, and fimally 1 black, thus making a
total of 30 men. The likelihood is the blacks
would have seen the catch long before the
schemer got through his caleulation.

There ig another devious trick which calls
for notice. It concerns a market gardcner
who was bitten with a notion for planting
10 apple-trees so that there would be 5 rows
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There is half a cup
of English full cream
milk in every

CADBURY
BIG MILK
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