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CHAPTER 1.
The Man With the Scarred Face!

little pevond the main gateway of St. Frank’s.
He was practically invisible in the gloom of the wintry night. He stood
motionless, watching, listening. His patience was phenomenal, since he had been
"standing here, in exactly this same posttion, for at least two hours.

Now he watched the upper windows of the West House lighting up, one after the
nther. It was bed-time at the great school. Qccasionally a murmur of vowxes and laughtor
would be heard by the lonely watcher, who scemed to be paying all his attention towards
the West House.

This man who stood in the shadows of the hedge was tall, wiry. and the scar that
marred his features extended from one side of his face to the other., He was well
wrapped up, but in spite of this his hands and feet were numb with the cold. Occasionally
he would gm!riy‘-mmp hiz feet and beat his hands together,

THE man with the searred faee stood n the shelter of the thick hedge, just a
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Suddenly he became still and rigid,

There were footsteps in the Triangle. Somebody came to the big main gates of
St. Frank's. He was a short, stockily-built man, with bow legs—Josh Cuttle, the head
porter. Ho set his lamp dmm produced his Llus aml unlocked tho gates. e swung

ithfm wide open. Having done this, he picked up lus lamp and went into his little
odge

IVE minutes later a big limousine rolled aleng from the direetion of Beliton Yillage.
It turned into the Triangle and came to a standstill in front of the West Houso
steps, A tall, powerfully-built man cmerged.

“This 1s very good of you, Sir Edward,” said Mr. Beverley Stolies, the West
Housemaster, running down the steps. “We should not have asked you to coine
personally, only the matter is somowhat urgent.”

“Good of me " repcated Sir Idward ¥Mandforth, with his hearty laugh, “ Nonsense!
Only too glad, Mr., Stokes.”
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“Cuttle will tell
e your chauffeur where
to garage the car,’

said the Housemaster.
“If you'll come indoors, Sir IKdward
" Their voices died away as they
é passed into the West House, and the

heavy door was closed. Josh Cuttle

came up with his lamp, and the
limousine moved round towards the big school
garage. Within five minutes the Triangle
was dark and deserted again.

And the man in the shadow of the hedge
nodded grimly to himself.

“Sir Edward Handforth!” he muttered.

" Promising—distinctly promising |

IHe moved out from his shelter, and
progress across the road was noiscless. He
was wearing rubber-soled shoes.  With
remarkable agility he reached the top of the
wall, and dropped down into the school
IH-:}r:erty

Iiverything was dark and deserted. It
only tock the man a few seconds to nip
across to the corner of the West House.
There was a big gutter-pipe here, reaching
‘rom the roof dewn to the grmmd It was
a stouwt, strong affair.

The man with the scarred face gripped it,
fook a deep breath, and then he commenced
ascending.  There was something astound-
ingly acrobatic in this performance. Up he
went, gripping the pipe with his rubber-
coled feet and his knees,

Tie reached the roof,
the parapet, and easily hauled himself up.
The building was ideal for his  purpose.
There was an ornamental parapet all round.
and the roof itself, for the maia part, was
fat. with heavily-built leads. Once up there.
he was 1nvisihle,

The man evidently knew his ground well,
for without hesitation he padded- forward to
a certain Thimnev., Smoke was emeorging
‘ram 1t. The man knew that this chimnev
‘od  direetlv upwards from Mr. and Mrs
Stokos’” private sitting-room.

With deft fingers, in spite of their numb-
nees, the stranger produced a eurions little
aljeet from one of his pockets, Tt was black
and round, about the size of a tennis-hall.
Attached to it there was a long line

his

took a firm grip of

("auvtiously, he tossed the black thing into
the echimnev, and then he paid out the line
¢ that the black object was lowered farther
and farther down the chimnev!
SMALL quantity of soot fell into
A the “fire in Mr, and Mrs. Stokes'
sitting-room. It Dblazed and
glowed, and some of it dropped
out into the fender. But nobody notic d.

For Sir Edward Handforth had just come
in, and he was busily shaking- hands with
Mrs, Stokes, Miss Kileen Dare and Mr.
Nelson Lee.

Perhaps Nelson Lee, the famous school-
master-detective, would have looked {wice at
rhe fireplace if he had seen that scrap of
falling soot, but, as it happened, he had his
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back towards it at the moment and s=aw
nothing.
“1 am sure I am very interested to meet

such a famous person as yourself, Misg
Dare,” Sir Edward was saying. ‘Upon my
word! Forgive my saving so, but I had

expected to see somebody cont:dnmbly older
—and, 1f 1t comes to that, plainer, by
George !”

Eileen Dare laughed.

“I am grateful to you for coming, Sir
Edward,” she said in her soft, charming
voice,

Sir Fdward found it rather difficult to take
his gaze off the celebrated girl detective,
She was, indeed, a beautiful girl. Small,
dainty and graceful, it was difficult to realise
that she was possessed of boundless pluck
and energy, and that her brain was as keen
and as quick as even that of Nelson Lee.

Eileen's eyes were brown, and they were
eyes of singular charm and beauty. They
looked stralght at you—into you——and you
couid gain an impression of the resolute
strength of will behind them.

“Well, what's it all about?” asked Sir
Edward, sitting down in one of the casy
chairs and looking round. “Quite a little
conference, eh? T1’ll be bound there’s some-
thing deep behind it, or you wouldn't be
here, Mr. Lee.”

“I shall leave Miss Dare to explain maiters
to you, Sir Edward,” said Nelson Lece.

Mr. and Mrs. Stokes sat down, and Eileen
Dare looked thoughtfully at the father of
Edward Oswald and Willy Handforth. Any-
body would have known him to be the
father of the bluff, clumsy, good-natured
“Handy,” of the St. Frank’s Remove. He
was of the same sturdy build, he possessed
the same aggressive jaw, and his eyves could
clare in the same way.

“I'ln suppo:ed to be here with my niece,
Molly, for a week's holiday,” said Eileen
Dare slowly. “ Actually, Sir Edward, we
came here to seek a haven. I nced not go
into many details, but Molly is in consider-

able danger, There are certain men wheo
have plannced to kidnap her.”
“Good gad!” said Sir Edward. “ Whal

oun earth for 7"

“] ecan only tell you that her danrer is
very real,” replied Fileen, “Unhappily
there was a slight accident to the train on
the evening we arrived—with the result that
our names were mentioned in the morning
papers.”

“l remember reading about the affair,”
nodded Sir Edward,

“Our whole object in coming here, there-
fore, was rendered futile,” continued the
girl detective. ““Our enemies knew that we
were here—and it was not long before they
arrived  They even attempted to kidnap
Mollv a night or two ago—and thev were
nrovented from doing so by Mr. Lee.”

i ﬁnfl it necessary to correct you there,
Eileen,” put in lLee. “It was your son,

Willy, who frustrated thﬂ- evil designs of
these men, Sir Edw
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“William " saia Sir

DEdward, with a
grunt, “I'm not surprised! That young
man i3 capable of anything! Absolutely

anything! One of the most mischiovous,
impertinent——-"

“It was at his suggestion, Sir Edward, tlat
wo communicated with you,” interrupted
Eileen. “He assured us that you would be
only too willing to help.”

“If there's anything that I can do, I'll do
it, of course,” said Handforth senior.

“I only wish that I could explain every-
thing to you in full,” said Eileen. “But I
am unable to do so, Sir IEdward. I am
pledged to secrecy, and I can only repeat
that Molly is in
grave danger. One

 giving a big house-party——"

“No, no!"” interrupted Eileen. “I am not
even hinting at secrecy. Molly and I desire
to spend  Christmas at your home quite
openly. Unless these men know definitely
where we aro going, it will be practically
impossible for them to frace us. You sece,
there will be no publicity regarding our
presence in Suffolk—and in that out-of-the-
way spot, amongst the guests at such a
great mansion, we shall be very effectually

lost.”
“I see—I see,” nodded Sir Edward.
“You are quite correet, Miss Dare. Travis

Dene is certainly an out-of-the-way place.
And, as you say, if
you can arrive there

day, perhaps, I hope 9 ,without your ene-
to explain every- '{1'. mics knowing of
thing in full—and your movements,
then you will under- CI_]RISTMAS you will be in a very
stand my poersonal secure haven. An
anxiety.” A ; excellent scheme.

Another scrap of GRELETINGS Willy, in spite of
soot fell into the | - his youth, is a
fireplace, blazed, and _ clever boy. A very
smouldered  redly. i ' clever buﬂl I
And again Nelson would like him to
Lee missed that be a little less
trifling incident. He cheeky and a little
was in the act of less noisy, but he's
lichting his pipe, a clever boy, all the

and when he turned
to fling the spent
match into the fire,
the fire was normal
again,

“Your son, Willy,
has told us that you
are spending Christ-

mas at your Suf-
folk home, Travis
Dene,” went on
Fileen. "“In fact,

Willy has invited us
to spend Christmas

o

i

same.”

“I only hege that
vou will forgi e me
for having dragged

3 you down to St

0 rank’s 1 a this

. ’ way,” said Eileen
i i

Dare earnestly, “I
would not have done
so only the situation
is very acute, and
the sooner I can got

i my niece away from
thelrp T.-.'ithf you. I it e | St. Frank’s, the
realise, of course, 25 .
that he has abso- TO ALL MY GHUMS bE::‘tf'F )
lutely no authority 9&6 W" There’s no
to issue any such " reason why  wou
invitation ” shouldn’t go to

“I beg to differ, Miss Dare,” interrupted | Travis Dene to-morrow—to-night, if it
Sir Edward. “Of courso he has authority., | comes to that,” said Sir Edward. “I'm

He is my son, and his friends are
my friends, If he has invited you to spend
Christmas with wus, I can only endorse his
invitation—and heartily, too.”

“That iz very nice of you, Sir Edward,”
said the girl detective gratefully. “If Molly
and T can spend Christmas with you at
Travis Dene, a great anxiety will be off my
mind. For wo can get there safely—with-
out the enemy knowing anything of our
movements. Some very simple precautions
wiil ensure that.”

“You mean that you want to be there in
secret 7" asked Sir Edward dubiously. “I
didn’t quite understand that. I'm afraid it
might be rather awkward, You see, I am

going myself to-morrow, with Lady Hand-

forth and with my married dauvghter and
her husband.”

“You have solved the difficulty, Sir
Fdward,” said Nelson Lee. “It would be
possible, of course, for Miss ILiilecen to scck
sanctuary clsewhere, but I could not help
feeling that she would be far safer under
your roof. You need not anticipate that
there will be anv danger for your other
gueosts, Our whole object is to put these
men off the track.”

“What about you, Tee?” asked Sir
Fdward. “You'll come to Travis Dene for
Christmas, too? Now, don't say you won't,
because—"
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“To tell you the truth, Sir Edward, I was
hoping that ycu would invite me,” said
Nelson Lee frankly. 1 very gladly accept.
In the remote possibility of Miss Dare's
eneimies tracking her to your home, 1 should
like to be there.”

“H'm! Looks as though things mught
e exciting over Christmas,” commented Sir
Edward dryly. “Not that 1 want these
infernal ten to bother us during the frsti
vities.  However, I am quite ady to takc
the chance—and if vou are th e, Mr. Lee, 1
shall be perfeetly easy. And what about
you, Mrs. Stokes? And your husband?”

“ Readly, this 15 too bad, Sir lidward,’
sunled ~ Barry” Stokes, “*1 caunnot belp
feeling that you are Invifing us out of
potiteness—-"

“Rubbish ! growled Sir Edward., "1
inviting vou because 1 want you to cowme,
And why not? I 1t comes to that, why not
have a bitg crowd of the boys there? And
their girl friends—my younger daughter’s
friends 7 T'he more the merrier, eh? What
do you say, Lee?”

“I say, ves,” replied Nelson Lee promptly.

“Good man! _Excellent nian !’ _beum_erl
Qi Kdward, looking extraordinarily like
his Remavite =it at that moment. " Now

what do you say, ¢h?” he went ou, glaring
I.I‘qul?jjllttully at Mr. and Mrs, Stokes.
“We were going o spend a quiet Christ-
mas at St. Froank =, swiled Barry Stokes.
* However, as you have so kindly—-"
“If you talk about my kindness again, 1

shall get apgry!” Lroke in Sir ISdward
wrathfully, “I'm « believer 1n the old:
fashioned ClLristimas party. I was only

saying to my wife yesterday that we weren't
going to have enough guests,  What's the
good of a lot of «..pty rooms at Christimas
time ?"

“We'll come—gladly,” smiled Mr, Stokes.
“Won't we, Joyce?”

“l think 1t will be delightful,” rephed
Mrs. Stokes. “Thank you, Sir Edward.”

“Well, that's settled,” said Sir LEdward,
rising to his fect. *‘“Now, Lee, what about
the hoys?  You see my point, I hope?”

“Yes, of course,” sald Lee. " If there are
a lot of schoclboys in your party it will be
better for Miss Dare and her niece.”

" Exactly!” heamed Sir Edward.
so much likelihood of those
rascals getting on her track, eh? And if
there's any possibility of trouble—well,
these hoys might make themselves useful.”

“There will be less likelihood of Molly
being discovercd amongst a big crowd.”
agreed Tee. “If I were you, Sir Edward, I
should have a word with your two sons.
Tell them to invite then
friends—half a dozen each,
nerhaps.”

“Half a dozen each?” re
neated Sir Edward with a
laugh., “What’s the good
of that? TI’'ll tell them to
bring just as many as they
vlease.  Travis Dene 1s o
ramiling old place, und

‘““Not
confounded

there are scores of bed-rooms. At least, [
beliecve so0,” he added thoughtfuly. “Not
that 1t matters much. We'll find accom-
modation for them. The fact is, I'm hanged
if T know exactly what rooms there are at
Travis Dene!”

They all laughed, and Nelson Lce could
see that Bileen Dare was looking infensely
rehieved.

“What about the child now 1"’ asked Sir
KEdward suddenly. *“Is she safe? 1 meun,
1s there any chance of these rogues getting
hold of her unow—while we're all :zitting
here, making our plans for Christinas?”

‘Molly is quite safe, Sir Edward,” said
Eileen. **Mra. Carr—the wmatron—is in her
bed room with her, and will remain there
until either Joyce or 1 relieve her. You
see. we ore guarding her very closely now.”

“Wouldn't it be a zeod idea for us to slip
away tonight?” asked 8ir Edward. “We
conld be at Travis Dene long before the
wormng.”’ ) '

“1 am afraid it would be too risky,” re-
plied Nelson Lee, shaking his head. " The
encmy might b gn the look out—they might
arubiush us And, believe me, Sir itdward,
they are desperat. men. Far better to leave
tt until the daytime. I haven't the siight-
est doubt that we shall be able to put them
completely off the track.”

“And to night we shall watch over Molly
in turn,” said Mrs. Stokes. ‘' Eileen and
myself. She won’t be for a minute alone.”

Sir Eaward stroked his chin,

“By George!” he said. “This child must
be in considerable danger!™

“She is,” said Eileen quietly.

ND up on the roof, the man with the
scarred face gently and carefully
ulled +p 'that line which he had

owered down the chimney.
1t was really an asbestos-covered wire,
and the fittle black objeet at the end of
it was a miniature telephone re ~iver. -
During that past hour he had bheard every-
thing that had been said in Mr. Stokes’
sitting-room—just as clearly as though he
had heen standing in the room below !
This man was clever at his gamo. He
did not speil evervthing now by making a
hurried retreat, He waited up on the roof
he waited until well after midnight.
Then. as silently as a shadow, he slithered
down that gutter-pipe.  Silently he nadded
acrose the Trianele, slipped over the school
wall. and vanishad into the night!

CHAPTER 2.
Invitations Galorel

ié ALLO, Ted !” said Willv Handforth,
as he met his major in the Ancient
House

~ lobby, next  morning.
“Pater’s Lere, you know!”
1 ’ . .
Yes, | heard atout it,” said Edward

Oswald Handiorth with a frown. “What
the dickens 1s the natéer doing down at St.
Frank’s* We don’t -break up for two or
three days.”
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“Well, he can come if he wants to, I sup-
pose !” sald Willy, “He’s in a jolly good
mood, too. I wangled half a quid out of
Lim just now.”

“Oh, you did, did you?” said Handforth,
with a snort. “What about that five bob
vou wangled out of mo yestorday 1"

“I spent that on grub for my pets.”

“Ang you'll spend the pater’s ten bob on
grub for yourself, I suppose?” said Hdnd-
forth tartly. “Where is he? I could do
with a bit of cash, too!” ‘

“He’s strolling about in Inner Court,”
grinned Willy, “Come on—we'll go to-

gether.” ;

“You surprise me!” said his
elder brother with heavy sar-
casm. “I rather thought you'd
be running about looking for
Molly 1"

He was disappointed. ¥e ex-
pected Willy to turn as red as
a beetroot, and to become con-
fused, But there was really
never any telling with Willy.
He grinned more widely, and
nodded  with  the  utmost
coolness.

“I've scen her already,” he
replied lightly. “'Went into the
West House to bid her good-
morning—not ten minutes apo.
Molly’s a chum of mine, you know.”

Handforth stared,

“My only hat!” he ejaculated.
blowed if you're not Loasting about it!”

“Well, why shouldn’t I?"” asked Willy.
“Anything wrong in my having a girl
chum 7"’

“I thought you always looked upon girls
as useless things?”

“So did I-—until Molly came along,”
replied t¥e leader of the Third Form. ““She’s
different. She's got more sense than all the
Third put together.”

Chubby Heath anl Juicy Lemon, who
were hovering about in the background, now
came forward,

“Listen to him!” said Chubby bitterly,
“Can’t you do anything with your minor,
Handy? Ever since that Molly girl came
he's been changed.  Juicy and I don’t get
a lc}n::k in! He doesn’t carc a rap about us
now 1"’

Fdward Oswald Handforth grinned.

“When o chap falls in love he hardly
knows what he’s doing,” he replied
blandly.

“Well, you've fallen in love enough times
—s0 you've had the experience,” replied
Willy.,

“Kh?
ass 7"

“Oh, don’t stand here arguing!” said
Willy impatiently. “Let’s go out and find
the pater.”

Handforth realised that it would be just
as well to change the subject, He was, in-
deed, very susceptible, Irene Maaners, of

113 Ilm

What do you mean, you young

‘not already fixed up for Christmas—

{he Moor View School, was his permanent

girl chum, but he was liable, at a moment's
notice, to fall in love with any other girl. It
was just a habit of his.

ting with Reggie Pitt of tho West

House, and Vivian T'ravers and

Archie Glenthorne and Buster Boots
and Bob Christine, and a number of other
juniors. -

It was a sunny morning, and everybody
was feeling in the best of spirtts.  Christmas
would soon be here, and they were eagerly
looking forward to the festive vacation,

NIPI‘ER was out in the Trrangle. chat-

/

Sir Edward Handforth came striding into
the Iriangle, brisk and cheery.

“Splendid I he said in his most hearty
yvoice, as he walked up to his two sons, who
had stopped to have a fow words with the
other juniors. “I wanted to see you,
Iidward!" And you, too, William! I've got
something to say to you,”

“Anything important,
Handforth.

“I dare say it's important from your point
of view, young man,” replied Sir Idward.
“As you may know, wo are going to spend
Christmas at Travis Dene, Better than
London. More like the old-fashioned Yule-
tide, ch? Let's hope 1t -snows!”

“I'll bet we'll have a good time,” gaid
Handforth enthusiastically,

“I want you to invite as many of your
friends as you like,” continued Sir Edward
heartily, *“You, too, William! The more
the merrier 1"

“I say, that’s awfully
pater!” ~ said Handforth cagerly. By
George! 1 was wondering if rir could bring
Churchy and Mac—and it'll be awfully gooc
to have a crowd of others, too. If they're

»

pater ?”  asked

decent of you,

“I'm not fixed up, Handy!” said Teddy
Long, pushing forward,

“I'm not interested in whether you're
fixed up or not,” replied Handforth coldly.
“You're not ono of my friends, you young
rotter! And you needn't think that you're
going to bo invited to Travis Dcne.”

“Hm! Well, I'll leave you to scttle this
for yoursclves,” said Sir Edward, coughing.
“But recmember, boys—that you'll be wel-
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come. If my sons in-
vite you, I'll promise
you a good time for
Christmas.”

“You're a brick, Sir Edward!’
““Yes, rather!” :

And the Triangle echoed and re-

echnhed with the cheering for Sir

Ancidentally, Sir Edward seemed to expand

visibly. He loved the limelight just as much

HILE the school was at breskfast,

Nelson Lee's powerful sports two

garage, with Lee himself at the

wheel, It came to a halt in front of the

_Eileen Dare was ready. She looked par

ticularly charming in her heavy winter coa!

flush in her cheeks, and her eyes were spark-
hnlg happily.

Lee,” she said as she ran down the steps.
“Jump in!" invited Lee, smiling. * Hallo!
Molly Dare came tripping out of the West

House, laughing gaily. 1rs. Stokes was

and she was a remarkably attractive little

girl. It wasn’t very surprising that Willy
“Oh, it's going to be so exciting!”

cried merrily. “I'm sure 1 shan't be able
“Tt won't be for long, dear,” replied

Eileen, “1 ehall soon see you again-—and

you'll do evervthing that voun are told. Tt's

most important.”

grave, ‘‘Those horrid men! But we're

going to diddle them, aren’t we? We're
“Molly " protested Eileen.,

“Tt's the effect of being mixed up with
“So long., aimtie—and don't forget that
we're going to dish those horrid men,” said
is going to be just too gorgeous for words!”
Nelson Lee and Fileen Dare waited until

“HUrrah I’
“Let’s give him a cheer, you chaps!”
Edward Handforth.
as his elder son.
seater purred round from the
West House,
with 1ts fur collar. There was a healthy
his is going to be like old times, Mr.
Here's Molly with Mrs. Stokes.”
with her. DMolly was only about twelve.
Handforth had made a chum of her,
ghe
to contain myself. Aunt Eileen!”
until then you've got to promise me that
“Yes, 1 know,” said Molly, becoming
roing to spoof the bhounders up to the eyes!”
o many schoolbovs.” chueckled Nelson Lee.
Molly determinedly. *My hat! Christmas
Mrs. Stokes had taken Molly back indoors.

and then the Fowurfu] two seater drove out
of the Triangle. and zoomed off down the
lane.

If the enemy was on the watch, there was
nothing verv remarkable in this departure
Merely Nelson Lee escorting a lady away
from the school. ,

Little did Nelson Lee guess that the enemv
was alreadv in possession of the vital plan!

T wasn't until about an hour later that

I Sir Edward Handforth prepared for

departure  Ile waited until the boys

had gone into school., and then his big
limousine was driven round.

He had just come from the hecadmaster's
house, and he was looking unusually con-
tented. Mr. Beverley Stokes was waiting to
see him off,

“Well, Sir Edward, 1 won’t kee
said Mr. Stokes, with a twinkle in
“'I'he sooner you are off
imagine.”

“] rather think =0,” smiled Sir Edward.

He (ook his seat in the limousine alone,
except for the chauffeur, and he looked at
Barry Stokes rather more seriously.

“Do you think everything will be all
right 7”7 he asked.

‘I imagine so,” replied the Housemaster.
“Of course, it will be better if there are no
delnga. You understand ?"

“ Perfectly,” said Sir Edward. *“ And,
understanding, I'll say good-bye to you at
once, young mamu.”

They shook hands, and Sir Edward gave
the word to his chauffeur whilst the young
Housemaster stood back. The big car glided
noiselessly out of the I'riangle.

Sir Edward sat back, lit a cigar, and
opened the morning paper. Everything went
well until the car was some little distance
beyond Bellton. '

There was a deserted streteh of road herec.
without any houses or cottages. And just
round a bend, at the foot of a dip, the
chauffeur beheld a small closed motor-car
standing beside the road.

A man came forward, holding up a hand.

“Hallo! Anything wrong?” asked Sir
Edward, the limousine began to slow
down.

“Somebody ahead, sir, beckoning me fic
stop,” sald the chauffeur.

Sir Edward started, and laid

: }’ﬂu.”
1§ eye.
the better, 1

as

his paper

aslde, - _

“Oh!” he said. “Fm not quite sure—
H'm! All right. I suppose you'’d better
stop.”

The limousine slowed to a standstill, and

the stranger came right up to the big cuar
and boldly opened one of tﬁe rear doors.

“Really 1" said Sir Edward.

“Do you mind telling me, sir, if this is
the correct road for a village called Selling 7"
asked the stranger politely.

“For Selling?” repeated Sir Edward.
“I've never heard of the place.”

“Tt is some distance beyond Caistowe, 1
think.”

“Well, if you want Caistowe you can get
to it through Bellton—straight ahead,”
replied Sir Edward.

He noted that the stranger was looking
keenly into the car; and it was quite ap-
parent that the car was empty except for Sir
Edward and the chauffeur. There was not
another soul there—and no space in which
anybody could hide.

] am very much obliged,” said the
stranger. closing the door again. .

He walked back to his own car, and Sir
FEdward’s limousine drove on.

When it was quite out of sight, the man
went across to his ‘own automobile and
opened the driving-door. Another man got

| up from theé rear, .whare, presurnably, he
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had been lyirg fow. This man bad an ugly
scar running across his face,

“ Anything 7 he asked.

“No; just the old boy and the chauffeur,”
said the other man., “Don't you think it
was a bit risky for us to do this?”

“Perhaps it was—but it's better done,”
said the man with the sear. “We want to

ive these people the impression that we are
still on the alert.
This thing will
et reported to
L.ce, sand to tho
Dare girl, too.
They'll  assume
that we are

uzzled, and so
they’ll take it for
eranted that wo
know nothing
about Travis
Dene. Don’t you
see? Yar better
that we shounld
have a clear field
there.”

“By gad!
You're right!”
eaid the other.

IR EDWARD
HAND-
FORTIl
was rather

thonghtful after
hits ecar had been

was alone. That's all, Nothing clse Las
happened.”
They went round to the rear of the

limousine, and Eileen Dare was looking 1m-
patient and anxious. Here, at the back,
there was one of those enormous built-in
luggage trunks, It was really a part of the
car itzelf. Sir Edward produced a key,
and the big lid was uunlocked.

“H & 1
auntie!”
Molly,
up.

“ Well, she
docsn’t scem any
tho worse,”
chuckled Sir
Edward.

“It's been
lovely !” laughed
Molly gaily. “It
was a bit
crampod, of
course, and wo
went over some
awful bumps,
And towards the
end it was get-
ting a bit
stuffy, Still, 1
enjoved it., Such
fun, Mr, Leeo!"

“I'm glad you
have suffered no
ill effects, young
lady,” said Nel-

son Lee, smiling,

i o,
said
bobbing

driving on for T :
some distance, Q,E--zlga;mm*pﬁ?.?;
He had little 05;1, to ?d;a in
doubt that tho i IEDI‘E l;rlylik(-'
man who had G fashion — scated
stopped him harl \.& e N A R g next to your aunt
been a spy. Ilc st ) ; and fo Sir
ARCHIBALD WINSTON DEREK

had been lonking
for Molly Dare!

GLENTHORNE.

Ldward.”
The trunk wasz

“‘“”- he _Ih':‘fl _ locked again, and
gained mo salS Keyown as the “genial ass ™ of the Reinove, B o B

The limousine  On the surface would seem to be a slacker,  Jimousino with
drove ontthruug{i yet when required be can be as encrgetic as ;311[' Edﬂ'ﬂg and
\idshott, and it amvbody.  Always perfectly dressed, and  yfhicen was look.
did not come to one of the weallhiest boys in the school. ing  very  re-
8 halt until it A credit to the Remove, teved,
was some little “I think it was

distance past tho
town of Helmford, Here, in a secluded
little by-road, it came to a stop just behind
Nelson Lee's sports two-seater, which was
waiting there,

"Everything all right?"” called Nelson Lee.

“I think =0, said Handforth senior, “A
man stopped us and asked directions—but 1
rather fancy he was more interested in the
interior of the car.”

“You think he was ono of the—encmy 7"

“I'm sure of it,” said Sir Edward., ‘““He
scomed very inquisitive—and I fancy he was
slichtly dizappointed when he found that I

an excellent idea
of vours, Mr. Lee,” she deelared. “We have
got well beyond the reach of those men
now, and 1t i1s impossible that they could
have guessed anything.”

“We shall go straight on to London, and
after a lunch there, at my town house, we'll
zo straight down to Suffolk,” said Sir
Ldward. “Lady Handforth will travel with
us. You can leave these young ladies in my
care with perfect confidence, Mr., Lee.”

“TI am sure of it, Sir Edward,” replied

Nelson Lee. :
And very soon the limousine drove on,
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Nelson Lee himself turned his sports car
about, and drove back to St. Frank’s. He
was satisfied that by mnightfall Eileen Dare
and Molly would be sa.%e at Travis Dene,
with the enemy completely baffled.

Unfortunately, the enemy was
making grun preparations!

alreadsy

CHAPTER 3.
The Legend of Travis Denel

ILLY HANDFORTH hurried away

W from the School House 1mmedi

ately after morming lessons, and

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon

snorted when they saw that their leader
was making tracks for the West House.

“He's at it again!” grianed Chubby. *“I

say, this is getting a bit too thick!”
“What's the good of talking?” asked

Juicy helplessly. “If we say anything to
Willy, he’li biff us on the nose. Besides, we
can't risk anything. He has mvited us to his
piace for Christmas—and if we upset him
he'll leave us in the lurch.”

On the West House steps Willy was con-
fronted by Nelson Lee., who was just coming
out.

“You won’t find Molly here,” said Lee,
smiling

“She hasn’t gone out, has she, sir 7" asked
Willy, in alarm.

“Molly has gone—right away.”

“Gone! Where to, sir?” asked »Willy
anxiously,

“I'm afraid I cannot tell you that, young
man. But you can be perfectly satisfied
that Molly 1s 1n safety, and that she is being
‘well  cared for. She left earlier this
morning.”’

“Somebody might have told me, sir,” said
Willy renmaf:hfuﬁy. “T should have liked
o have said ‘' Good-bye'."

“It was advisable, Willy, that Molly
should . leave without any kind of demon-
stration,” replied Lee quietly. “I think jou
will understand what I mean,”

Willy scratched his head.

“How did you wangle 1it, sir?” he asked.
“She didn't go with my pater, because ]
watched him go from one of the windows.
And she didn’t go with you and Miss Dare,
either.”

“She has gone, nevertheless.”

“Look here, sir, won't you tell me where |
she has gone to?” asked Willy. “I mean,
1 think I'm different from the other chaps.
You can trust me to keep mum. There's

» nobody about here to overhear——"

“T'mn afraid I cannot satisfy your
curiosity,” replied Lee,
“T.ook here, sir: if T make a guess,

and I’m right, you'll tell me?”
“Yes, if vou are right.” $
“Well, Molly has gone to Travis
Dene—our country
place in Siwffolk,” said
Willy shrewdly.

“Upon my word!” |
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““Am I rmght, sir?”

“As it happens, you are.”

“l knew that my pater hadn't come down
here for nothing,” said Willy sagely. “And
these wholesale invitations are significant,
too. You want a lot of us chaps to be there,
sir, don't you—in case tlere’s any trouble?”

“I'm afraid there’s not much hope of
keeping anything from you, young man,”
caid Lee dryly. “IFortunately, I know that
I can trust you to he disereet.” Later, of
course, when the guests arrive at your home,
there will be na further need for secrecy.

But until then, please remember that
Molly's destination i1s quite unknown.”
“T'll remember, sir,” said Willy. “ Look

here, what's it all about? I mean, what’s

the danger, sir?”
= ;. am nearly as much in the dark as you
are, .
*“0Oh, come off it, sirl]”
“Won't you tell me? It 1sn't Miss Dare
who's in danger—I know that. It’s Molly,
These men are after Molly. Why, sir?”

“It is advisable, Willy, that these matters
should not be discussed,” said Nelson lLeo
quietly “One day, perhaps, you will know
the reason for these precautions. 1 can
assure you that they are entirely necessary.”

Willy could see that it wae useless for
him to press the point further, so he took
his departure. Yet he was feeling very dis-
satisfied. He was worried, toco. If he had
had his way, he would have taken the first
train for home. It would be a day or two
before St. Frank’s broke up and before the
fellows went to their various homes.

And Willy was afraid that something ugly
might happen in the meantime. He had an
uncomfortable “hunch’ that Molly would
be in danger. He felt, deeply within him,
that the precautions for her safety, although
clabeorate, bad not been sufficient.

Yet he could really do nothing; he knew
that he would have to wait,

And he caughti himself wondering, with
a little start of surprise, if he really was
worried about Molly's enemies. Wasn’t it
more likely that he was upset because she
had gone—and that it would be two or three
days before he saw her again? "

“My lad. this sort of thing won’t do!”
muttered Willy, pulling himself together.
“Great Scott! Chubby and Juicy have been

protested Willy.

' 3vying that you're smitten—and it looks as

L
!

if they’re right

IS major, at just about this same time,
H was in Study D, holding forth to
Church and MecClure—who dutifully
listened with an air of attention.
“It's all rot!” Handforth was saving,
“Just like my pater to invite a gang of silﬂ*
fags! "There’s no telling who'll be at that
party, once Willy starts giving out his in-
vitations!”
“Woell, it’s as broad as it's long, isn’t it "
asked MecClure. “You're goinz to take a
big crowd, aren’t you 1"
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. Ea.-';].
demovites and
aren't  the

“That's diffecent ™
Handforth, *
Fourth-Formers
same as fags. We shall he
having grubby urchins like
Giates and Tonuwny Hobhs and
Owen minor with us! We
don’t want those young mon-
keys !

“I've Leard that Willy i
i itine over half the Thied,”
remarked Charvche casually,

“Oh. 15 het" said Hand-
forth, “Dy Georget I've got
lo put a stop to this!”

And he pondered over the
matler  throughont afternoon
lez=ons, much to the detriment
of his work. :

Direetly after tea, he made
his way to the Third Yorm |
Common-rootn, and he found
a gang of fags there, It
seemed to be a kind of weet- | %
ing, for thore were plenty of |2
Third-Iormers from the other V2
Houses, too. It was nol un-
natural, perhaps, that they
shonld be falking about the
coming Christinas holidays,

“You've come (o the
wrong place, Handy!” sang
ot Owen minor.  *“This 1.4t
tue elephants’ shed !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Your minor isn’t lLore,
- I -
either,’ put 1 Chuobby
Heath, “He's meoning about

romewhere—lovesicl, [
lieve,”

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

Handforth, who was on {lin
point  of  getting  wrathful,
recovered himself in time,
Aund that reference to Willy
brought a frown to his Lrow.

“Lovesiclk, ¢h?" he
peated, sinort,

L

l"'(\.
with a “The

silly young chump ™
“"He takes after yon, I sup-
pose,” remarked Bobhy
Dexter innoceutly, '

“Ha, La, ha!” _
“You're a lot of silly

sald

young asses!”

Handforth coldly.  *“There's mo harm  in
Willy having a gir! chum, is there? But
I've come here aboul something ¢lse. How

many of you kids are coming to Travis Dene

for Christmas?®
“Oh, lots of us,” said Owen minor, It
onght to be pretty good at your pater’s
country place, Haudy, Willy's gomng to
invite about half the Thivd.”

“Well, T hope you'll have a good time,"
satd Handforth genially, “1 hope you'll

enjoy yourselves,”

“Are vou going to Handy ?”
asked Chubby Heath,

“Of course I am, you young donkey!”

“Then it's doubtful,” said Chubby, shaking
Liz head,

bo there,

CHRISTDLAS

|

ANUMBLER

P e LTI

e Gautiously the man
approached the
Sl chimney stack.
... From out of his pocket he
.4 produced a long line to the
o end of whier was attached a
small black object. He tossed
it down the chimney and then
lowered it gently,

“What's doubtful ?”

“If we shall enmjoy ourselvez.”

“You needn't think that I shall take arn:
notice of vou,” said Handforth, with a sniit,
“I shall be too busy.”

“Yes, I suppose you will—with Irene and
the other girls,” said Juicy Lemon, My
hat!  You'll have a regular beanteast under
the mistletoe, won't vou? I expect theve'll
bo lots of fresh girls there.”

“Hu: hp, bal™

“Never mind tho mistletoe!” roared Haud
forth, turning red. “I've just come here tc
tell you kids that I Lope you'll enjoy your-
seives,”

“You don't sound
said Owen minor.

“Eh? Oh, well,
growled Handforth,

very affable about it,”

vou make moe wild,”
“All tho same, 1if
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you're going to be guests under my pater’s

roof 1 suppose I'd better make you welcome.

All T hope is that you don't see the ghost!”
“The ghost 7’ asked a dozen voices.
“T'hat’'s what 1 said-—the ghost!”
“What ghost?” asked Chubby, staring.

“My dear kid, didn't you know that we
had a family ghost at Travis Dene 7" asked
Handforth indulgently. “ My hat, rather!
All I'm afraid 1s that some of you kids might
see him and get scared.”

“We didn't know there was a ghost at
vour place, Handy,” said Bobby Dextet
dubiously. “ What's he like ?"

“Well, 've never seen him myself,” replied
Handforth slowly. '

“Then how do you know there really is a
ghost 77

“Haven’'t you heard the old legend of
Travis Dene " said Handforth. “ During the
War of the Roses, when Napoleon was
marching into Scotland——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're 2 bit mixed, Handy. aren't you?”
asked Chubby. * Napoleon didn’t live at the
same period as the War of the Roses; and
as far as T know, he never tried to march

into Scotland.”

“Kh?” said Handforth hastily. “Well.
never mind that. It was at the time of the
‘avaliers and the Roundheads, My people—
that is, my ancestors—were Cavaliers, 1
believe, And, according to the legend, there
was an old Roundhead gdéneral—a brutal
rotter who killed people like the very
dickens. Hé'd capture the country people
and chop their giddy heads off. Didn’t think
anvthing about it. .Just gave them a look,
and told his soldiers to behead them. Oh,
a regular bloodthirsty rotter!”

“One of your ancestors, you say?” asked
“Juiey,

“No, you fathead!” roared Handforth.
“Haven't T told you that this general was a
Roundhead? My people were gmraiif'ra "

“Oh sorry!” said Juicy. “I must have
ot mixed.”

“This Roundhead general was captured at
last, and the soldiers were so jollv wild with
him that they shoved him down into one of
the cellars far beneath Travis Dene. And
they kept him there for about ten or fifteen
vears——in solitary confinement. without food
or water or anything.”

“He must have hud a prettIv lean time,”
said Chubby. “ Fiftcen years, 1 mean! Was
he still alive at the end of that time?”

“Yes, of course!”

“That's funny,” said Chubby. “I should
have thought he would have died at about
the end of the tenth year.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, of course, they gave him some:
thing to eat, I suppose.” said Handforth im-
patiently. “Don’t quibhle, my lad! Any-
how, the war finished, and everybody forgot
all about it, And there was that old general,
in his cellar, with whiskers about a vard
long, and with hair that looked more like a
cocoannt mat than anything else.”

“You mean matted hair?” ~asked Owen
minor,

‘'vent him,

“ Awful stuff—festoons of it,” said IHand-
forth, nodding. “He'd gone a bit dotty, I
believe, according to the legend—and one
Christmas Kve he escaped. Ilec broke his
chains and bolted.”

“Oh, he was chained, was he?” asked
Chubby.

“Iis feet were chained, and his hands
were chained,” nodded Handforth promptly.
“But his ordeal had been too much for him,
Anyhow, before he could get away from
Travis Dene he pegged out. And with his
dying words he gasped out that he would
come back and haunt the place every Christ-
mas-time for centuries!”

"My only Sunday hat!” muttered Irio
Gates, with a shiver,

“And the legend goes
appears at Christmas-time,” continued Hand-
forth solemnly., * Once—on one Christmas
Iive—1 heard some chains clanking, and I
can tell you I felt a bit rocky. As it hap-
sened, the sound was only caused by an old
Lursu in one of the stables. At least, that's
what I was told. But how do I really knew 1"’
he added, lowering his voice. ‘' Perhaps I
had heard the ghost!” :

“Do you onfy hear him ?” asked one of
the fags. “Don’t you see him, too?”

“Some pcople sece him, 1 suppose,” said
Handforth. *“ A horrible figure, with ragged
clothes, matted hair, and long whiskers—
going along with eclanking chains. He's
supposed to walk down the upper corridors
C{;gt the bed-roome, particularly in the West

n 'J‘}

“The bed-rooms?”’ said Dexter, looking a
bit scared. “1 say, you know, I didn’t know
that Travis Dene was such a weird place!”

“I understand,” said Handforth carelessly,
“that lots of visitors will be accommodated
in the West Wing. You kids, probably.”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“The West Wing! That's where the ghost
walks [

“You needn’t bother about him, really,”
said Handforth, in a comforting voice. “The
best way is to take no notice. If you hear
the clanking of chains, just turn over and go
to sleep again. Things only get a bit rotten
when the ghost actually appears in the bed-
rooms, "’

“Does he do that?” asked Dicky Jones
huskily.

‘““All ghosts appear in bed-rooms,”
Handforth.

- “Supposing we locked the door?”

“Don’t be silly1” said Edward Oswald,
with a snHf. “What's the good of lockin
a door against a ghost? You know as well
as I do that ghosts walk elean through
doors—and through walls, too. If the ghost
of Travis Dene decides to come into your
bed-roomns, he'll come, and nothing can pre-
But, as I've raid, there's nothing
to worry about. DPersonally, T don’t believe
in ghosts, and if this old boy turns up this
Christmas [ shall simply ignore him.”

And Handforth casvally nodded to the
fags, and walked out of the Common-room.

(Continued on page 14.)

that the ghost

r

replied
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FOUR BUMPER
CHRISTMAS BOOKS

Make Sure of One of These, Lads!

The POPULAR BOOK
of BOYS’ STORIES !

I you delight in lively stories of gripping action—
at sea and in the Wild West—you will enjoy every
page of the POPULAR BOOIK OF BOYS
STORIES., Scouting, flying, motor-cycling—in
fact, every phase of adventure is represented in
the budeget of splendid wyarns in this grand
new all-fiction Annual, }\nd there are z 6
raany fine illustrations, including a plate /

in full colour. NET

The HOLIDAY ANNUAL

If vou like school stories you will revel in the
wonderful budget of ripping school yarns and
thrilling adventure stories in the HOLIDAY
ANNUAL. All the favourite schoolboy charac-
ters of Greyiriars, St. Jim’s and Rookwood
Schools are here to entertain vou. There are
thrilling stories as well as interesting 6

articles, colour plates, and many clever /"
drawings. NET

The BRITISH BOY’S
ANNUAL

ITere is a book for the boy who likes thrilling
storics—a wonder budget of cxciting tales of
school life, sport, mystery and adventure that
will thrill every boy. It is lavishly illustrated
with clever black-and-white drawings, and also
contains several beautiful, coloured plates. The
boy who has the BRITISH BOY'S 5

ANNUAL will have a book that he will /"
want to read again and again. NET

CHUMS

T'he fineat and biggest gift books for Boys! 832
pages of reading and rz colour plates. Stories
of school life, footer, mystery, cricket and
adventure. Articles on sport and hobbies,
and everything in which the modern boy is
interested. There are many, many 12/

months of delightiul entertainment in ,G
CHHUMNS! NET

At All Newsagents and Boohksellers.
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THE GHOST OF TRAVIS DENE!

(Continued from page 12.)

He was looking very satished with himself
when he returned to Study D, and Chureh
and MeClure regurded him inquiringly.

“Somebody fett you in their will%’” asked
Church politely.

“Eh1”

“You're looking pretty bucked.”

“I've just been telling the Third Form
kids about the legend of Travis Dene,” re
plied Handforth calmly. “I've been warn
ing them against the ghost, You know what
those fags are. I've put the wind up them
properly—and 1 don't suppose they'll come
for Christmas at all !”

Church and McClure exchanged glances.

“Poor old Handy!” said Church, with a

sigh, “What an optimist you are!”
bated breath. of them were

IN
Man

greatly impressed by %—Inndfcrth's recital
of the legend. - .

“Well, after all, I wasn’t particularly keen
on going to Handforth’s place,” said Dicky
Jones. ‘I think I shall enjoy myself more
nt home.”

“But Willy invited you, didn’t he ?” asked
Chubby Heath. :

“Yes, but—-"

“But nothing!” snapped Chubby. “ You're
not backing out, are you, because of this
ghost yarn?” : :

“Jt's not a question of backing out,” said
Dicky uncomfortably. “I'm not really sure
that my people would let me go.” i

“Same here,” said Gates, with a shiver.
“When Willy comes in I think T'H tell him
that I can't accept his invitation.”

the Third Fortn Common-room the
fags were discussing the situation with

“I'm not going to Travis Dene, either,”
gaid Freddf lason. - '
Chubby looked at them witheringly.

“¥You miserable rotters!” he said, his voice
full of scorn. “You weaklings! You back-
boneless bounders! You filleted freaks!”

“Here, steady——"" began- Jack Blythe.

“You're all scared because Handy has been
telling us about the Travis Dene legend,”
gaid Chubby scornfully, *“We're not afraid

of ghosts, are we?! And don’t forget that
Wiﬁy will be offended if you turn his invita-
tion down. What's more, he'll never forgive
you if you show fright!” ¢ .

And Chubby, who was very staunch to his
leader, managed to work the other fags
round. In the end they promised to stand

true and to risk the ghost.

EXT day Handforth happened to run
N across his minor in the Trmngl:a,

He buttonholed him at once. _
“I hear that you won't be taking
many guests along for Christmas?” he said

msuﬂ.ﬂf. .
“Oh! Who told you that?” asked Willy.

“We get to knew these things,’ sard
Handforth, with a vague wave of his hand.
“T'm very pleased to hear 1t, my lad. We
don’t need many of those silly fags. It'll be

-
—
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quite sutlicient if you bring your own two
chums along—Heath and Lemon. I'm glad
that you've turned the others down.”

Willy grinned.

“What a chap you are, Ted, for getting
bees into vour bonnet,” he said. *“I'm
taking the. biggest party of fags that cver
went under one roof at Christmas. There'll
be about twenty of us, all told.”

“Twenty!” gasped Handforth.

‘“More, if they can geot the O.K. from their
people,” said Willy, nodding. ‘“The more
the merrier, Ted. There's nothing like a
big erowd to make Christmas enjoyable.”

Handforth rocked on his heels,

“Enjoyable!” he groaned. ‘‘Enjoyable—
with all you fags messing about? Oh, my
hat! I can see that Christmas i1s going to
be a wash-out!”

Whether Christmas would be a wash-out
remained to be seen; but it was an un-
doubted fact that Edward Oswald Hand-
forth's scheme to scare off the fags had been
& very dismal wash-out!

CHAPTER 4.
A Merry Christmasl

™ Y George! It’s snowing, you chaps!”™
B said Handforth enthusiastically.
He jumped down from the train
and alighted on the snow-covercd
platform of Bury 8t. Edmunds station.
Removites and Fourth-Formers and Third-
Formers were pouring out of the train in
dozens, by the look of 1t. In addition, there
was a large number of Moor View School
girls. Irene Manners and Doris Berkeley and
Marjorie Temple were prominent; so were
Mary Summers and Winnie Pitt and Betty
Barlowe and Phyllis Palmer. Handforth had
been lavish in his invitations.

As a matter of fact, his sister, Ena, had
invited these girls. But Handforth pre-
ferred to believe that they were here at his
own invitation.

It was very close upon Christmas now,
and the festive holidays had commenced.
The big party of schoolboys and schoolgirls
had arrived at Bury St. Edmunds station,
and from here they would go on to the little
village of Great Travis, just outside of which
stood Travis Dene, the ancestral home of
the Handforths,

It was evening, and snowing hard. Christ-
mas, apparently, was going to be of the true
old-fashioned variety. And everybody was
pleased—that is to say, everybody connected
with this holiday party. Railway officials
and transport people generally were having
an anxious time of it. Exaectly what they
thought of the snow would probably be un-
printable.

“This is glorious!” said Irene, as she stood
in the snow, looking round with enthusiasm.
“It was all dull and drab when we left
London. Isn’t this-just ripping, girls?"
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“ Almosl too good to he true!” said Doris, |
“I only hope it keeps on! It'll ke simply
glorious if we get piles and piles of snow,
so that we can bhave some real winter sports

1y

over Christmas!

“At Travis Dene there'll be tons of sport,
said Handforth proudly. “We've got our
own privato lake, and if the frost's hard
cnough we'll have heaps of ripping skating.
And there are hillsides, so that we can do
some tobogganing, and the pater’s arranged
for a special carnival on Boxing Day, with
Eigirf’ﬁghts all over the park and a big bon-

rel’

“Oh, I hopo it snows and snows and
snows !” said Mary Summers breathlessly.

Nipper chuckled.

“It doesn’t matter what wo hope, tho
weather will do just as it pleases,” he said.
“It’s snowing now, and it looks like keeping |
on. So we can only hope for the best.”

“You're hoping yourself now,” chuckled
Mary,

-THEY went out of the station in a big,

By

jolly crowd. They were followed by

cndless porters, carrying suitcases and

small trunks and packages of every
description.  Outside they found comfort-
able, closed-in, well-lighted motor coaches.
They piled abeard noi:ily, and with many a
jolly shout.”

Then there was the drive through the
snow-covered lanes towards the village of
Great Travis,

They left Bury St. Ildmunds behind after
going round many tsists and turns of the
quaint, old-fashioned Suffolk town. They

took the road that led towards Long Mel-§
ford and Sudbury. After
travelling for fivo or six
miles along this main high-
way, they {urned off and
went wandering down the
narrow, rural lanes. And
presently one or two gleam-
ing lights, winking through
the driving snow, indicated
that they had rcached tho
village,

They went straight
through, up a Lill, and then
tuwrned into a big gateway
and up a private drive.
Travis Dene stood out boldlv
—a fino old Tudor mansiorn,
with stately trees surround-
ing it, and with lawns and
private gardens on all sides.

Edward Oswald Handforth was naturally
agog; and Willy, too, was looking unusually
flushed. They wero both proud of their
home. And they were glad to bring so
many of their school friends with them. Ena
Handforth, of course, was also well to the
fore—for she wus in charge of the gitls.

The coaches pulled up on the wide, snow-
smothered drive, The great main door of

[ they tried to kidnap wvou the other day,

tho mansion was standing wide eopen, and |

"

thero was a vision of brilliant lights and
colourful decorations. A huge I~g fire could
be seen blazing and glowing in the vast open
fireplace of tEe great ha!f

This was Christmas as it should be!

Willy was one of the first to get indoors,
and it is to boe fcared that he hardly gave
a glance at his mother and father, who were
standing there in rcadiness to welcome their
young guests. Willy, in fact, had caught
sight of Molly Dare as she stood necar tho
big fire with her aunt. Mr. and Mrs. Stokes
Eere there, too—to say nothing of Neclson

ee.

“By jingo! T'm awfully giad to be
hl?mc !"" said Willy happily. “How's every-
thing ? :

Hg shook Molly’s hand enthusiastically,
and the girl looked at him merrily out of
her clear blue eyes. ;

“WWe've been having a lovely time, Willy,”
she satd. “‘But, of course, it’'ll be a lot

{ better now that you and all the other boys

have come.”
“Has anything happened 77 asked Willy,
in a low voico.
“Of course not, you silly!” smiled Molly.
“Everything's all right now—and we're
oing to enjoy Christmas as we’'ve never en-
joyed it before! Wasn't it absolutely ripping
of your people to invite us like this? Auntie
and I are the luckicst peonle alivel”
“You don't think that those men—'

““Oh, please don’t talk about themn!” in-
terrupted Molly., “It's Christmas-time, and
this 1s the most gorgeous party I've ever
been invited to. We're not going to think
about those men now!”

“1'd like to know who they are, and wlhy

i
>3 (

\

Lt

sald Willy, his eyes becoming hard.

“I don’t know,” replied the girl simupiy.
“Auntie hasn’t told me. Won't you pro-
mise not to mention them again?”

"If you want me to,” agreed Willy.

He had his own theory regarding Moll:'s
peril. Sho was the niece of Kileen Dare, tho
celebrated girl detective, Wasn't it likely
that these men were attempting to hit at
Eileen by capturing tho little gicl?
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However, there was mnothing to worry
about now, T'he precautions taken by

Nelson l.ee and Eileen Dare had assured
that Molly was now quite saie from any
further attacks. She was completely lost
in this out-of-the-way, rural part of Suffolk.
~ So, before long, Willy found himself enter-
ing heart and soul into the festivities. It
was good to be home, and to have so many
of his own school e¢humns with him. He and
Edward Oswald had spent all their childhood
at Travis Dene, and they felt that they
were going to revel in showing the other
fellows all the interesting features of the
house and grounds,
. HAT time does the ghost walk,
Handy 1"’ grinned Harry
Gresham, later on,
Handforth frowned,
“Bother the ghost!” he replied. “I only
told those fags about it so that they wouldn’t
come. But, on the whole, I'm glad they
have come, They might as well have a good
time for Christmas—and it looks as though
they'll have it here.”
“It's a cert, dear old fellow,” said Vivian
Travers., ‘Congratters on the ancestral pile.
By Samson! This 18 what I call a real

home!”

“Jt's not so bad,” rdmitted Handforth.

“Everybody’s been talking about the
ghost,” said Gresham. “It’'ll be rather a
swindle if we don't see it—this ghost with
matted hair, long whiskers, chains, and
everything 1"

“How did you know?” asked Handforth
uncomfortably, ‘I only told the fags.”

Gresham chuckled.

“Why, the fags spread the yarn every-
where before we left St. Frank's,” he said,
“I even heard 1t down in Bellton.”

“Pity I ever told 'em!” =aid Handforth,

with a Erunt. “T shouldn’t jaw about it any
more if I were you, Gresham. DBlow the
rhost! I don’t suppose he'll appear, any-
how.,”

“Too bad if he doesn’t,” murmured
Travers, “What's Christmas without a

chost 77
Dinner was the merriest meal imaginable.

The great banqueting hall at Travis Dene

was practically filled, and the air was soon

ringing with laughter and talk. There were

brilliant lights, gay decorations—and plenty

io cat., Sir Edward and Lady Handforth

entered into the spirit of the party, and they

made themselves wholehearted.y loved.

It mattered not what the weather was like

outsid~. Indoors, with the great blazing
fires and the brilliant lights,
everything was cheery, As
a matter of fact, snow was
coming down outside, and
the night was a wild one,
with the wind howling
and whistling round the
gables and angles of the
old mansion,
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Bed time came all too soon, but as this was
only the first evening it didn’t much matter.
There was the prospect of several happy days
to come. And the more snow, the merrier,
The schoolboys and the schoolgirls were
looking eagerly forward to the sports that
would fill the daylight hours. And in the
evening there would be dances, party games,
amateur theatricals, and so on.

“Well, Handy, it scems as though your
people are going to give us the best Christ-
mas party we’'ve ever had,” remarked
Nipper, as he undressed., “It’s started off
with a bang, anyhow.”

“This 1s nothing,” grinned Handforth.
“Wait until to-morrow. - Christmas Day,
my lads! And wait until Boxing Day!

You haven’t scen anything yet!”

“Turkey and plum-pudding and mince-
pies !” murmured Church dreamily.

There were six juniors in 1iis particular
bed-room—Handforth & Co., and Nipper and
Tregellis-West and Watson. There were
three beds, and they looked extremely com-
fortable. Most of the other fellows were
accommodated in the same way. There
were plenty of great bed-rooms in this wing,
and they %md been especially prepared for
the schoolboy guests,

Sir Edward Handforth was up-to-date.
There were radiators in the bed-rooms, so
that they were warm and comfortable. There
was electric light, which very effectually des-
troved any ghostl atnmspﬁerd that might
have surrounded the old house.

However, it was different when the boys
were in bed, and when the lights were
switched off.

Outside the night was cloudy. Occasion-
ally the moon would shine down upon the
countryside, and at fitful intervals the moon-
beams would stray into the bed-rooms.

Snow was descending almost continuously,
and the wind was boisterous, whistling and
moaning ecrily.

“What’s that rummy thudding?’” asked
Church, in an uneasy voice, some little time
after the lights F~d been extinguished.

“I’'ve heard it. too,” said McClure. “It
seems to be ecoming from undernecath us
somewhere.”

Thud-thud-thud |

It came again, whilst they were specaking.
And, although they had not noticed it whiﬁa
the lights had been on, it obtruded itself
upon their hearing now. It was the difference
in atmosphere. In the gloom, with oniy the
fitful moonbeams streaming through the
windows, that mysterious thudding was dis-
turbing.

" 1t's nothing,” said' Nipper, with a laugh,
“A loose window, or something like that,
iI} th?’ room below. Don't take any notice
of 1it.

e turned over and went to sleep. The
others were not quite so calm-minded, and
it was some little time before they dropped

| off. i

'."IJI- 4
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The big coaches cams to a stop outside the main doors of Travis Dene, which was a vision of brilliant

light and colouriul decorations, and disgorged their youthlul occupants.

party had

T seemed to Nipper thal only a minute
I Lad clapsed before he becamme awarce of
gomelling movine 1n  tho roomn, not

far from his bed,

He opened his eyes, blinked, and raised
his head from the pillow. There was @
firure standing between his bed and tie
window—a vaguo, white figure!

Freshly awakened as he was, Nipper [elt
his heart give a jump. Ho wasn't gaite

sure whethier he  was really secing this
object, or whether he was dreaming.  He
sat up, and the figure turned.

“Who is it?"’ asked Nipper, in a low
volco.

“Dry up, you ass!” said the white figure.
“1 didn’t want to wake any of you upl”

*“Handy !”

“Who did you think I was, then?’
Handflorth, as he moved ncarcr.
look like a ghost?”

Ile was

L]

nskesl
“Do 1

in his pyjamas, and Nipper
chuckled as Haundforth’s Ogure took more
recognisable shape. The niwoon had come
ont—and Nipper could see, from the different
positions of the beawms, that an hour or two
must have celapsed. Travis Dene was
wrapped 1n slumber.

“Po youn always do this?"” asked Ntipper
politely. ““Is it a habit of yours, Handy,
to get up in the middle of the night, and to
wander about the bed-room 7"

“Don't be an ass!” said Handiorth, frown-
inz “It's that rotten window downstairs.
It keeps thadding, and it’s rieht under my
bed., T eanr’t sleep because of it"”

{  “Dofft!”»

The St, Frank’s Christmas-
arrived [

“Are you sure it’s tho window 1" asked
Nipper dryly.

“What do you mcan?"

“Well you had an enormous amount to
cat before coming to bed,” replied the
Remove captain, “and a lot of rich stufl
is liable to give tou indigestion.”

“By George! Now you come to mention
it, T do feel a Lit heavy inside,” snid Hand
forth, with a start. “I keep dropping off
to sleep, and having bits of nightmarcs,
Then I wake up suddenly, and I hear that
giddy window thudding:”

“Indigestion,” said Nipper firmly. “Let
this be a stern warning, old man. Don't

forget that to-morrow is Christinas Day, and
that there'll be plum-pudding i

interrupted Handforth
groanming,  “The wvery thought of
pudding turns me up!”

“You'll be all right by
chuckled Nipper.

“1 tancied 1 heard footsteps out in theo
corridor, too!” went on Handforth, quieckly
changing the subject, and suddenly becom-
ing wvery mysterious. ‘““About ten minutes
ago I woke up, and I Leard a board creak
outside, And T'll swear I heard footsteps,
too—stealthy and cautious. 1 believe some-
body’s prowling about the house !

“Don’t be a chump!” said Nipper. “Get
back to bed - |

“Wo fear!” broke in llandfortly, *“I'in
going to put my dressing-gown on, aud I'm
womg downstairs to find out the meaning of
| that Leastly thudding, IUs disturhing 1wy

hastily,
plut-

the morning,"”




whole night's rest. It
* won't take me more
than three or four
minutes,”
Church sat up, looking startled.
“Hallo! What’s the matter?” he
asked in alarm. “What’s the timef?
What’s happening1”
r “QOh, go to sleep!” growled Hand-
» forth. “Who told you to wake up?”
McClure woke up, too—and, incidentally,
50 did Tommy Watson and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West. Handforth’s voice, after all,
was not condueive to sound slumber.

“We're all awake now, Handy,”
Nipper. “It’s all right, you ¢ aps—
got indigestion.”

“I thought there was son:.cthing wrong,”
said Church, with a sniff.

“It's a pity you can’t mind your own busi-
ness,” said ﬁandforth tartly. “1 can have
indigestion if 1 like, can't 1?7 I'm going
downstairs to wedge that rotten window—it’s
keeping me awake all night!”

“You wouldn’t be disturbed unless you
were rocky 1in the tummy,” said Tommy
Watson. “You shouldn't h+ve wolfed all
those pastries and rich cakes! You had
a ripﬁing dinner, and that wasn’t good
enough for you. You had to go to the
sideboard !

“This is my home, and I can tal what |
like from the sideboard !” interrupted Hand
forth coldly. “How was I to know that
that stuff would upset me? T'll have a word
with the mater in the morning, and I'll ask
her what's wrong with the cook !

He put his dressing-gown on, got into his
slippers, and moved towards the door. The
others lay back on their pillows, and pre
pared to go to sleep again. They weren’t
particularly interested in Handforth’s noc-
turnal movements

Thud-thud-thud |

That strange noise was still coming from:
below—and it seemed louder and more ob
trusive now. This was only because every
other sound in the great house had ceased.

“It’s either a window or a banging door,”

said Handforth. “I'm going to put it
right.”
" He opened the bed-room door, and looked
out into the corridor. It was very dark and
eloomy. At the far end, however, there wa:
a window, through which the moonlight was
streaming. There was an acute bend in
the corridor just there, and Handforth would
have to go that way. The main staircasc
was round the bend.

rinned
andy's

Iandforth Euddenlﬁ gave a start. He
blinked. He felt his heart beating more
rapidly. Something had just appeared in

that patch of moonlight at the far ond of the
corridor—something silent and almost shape
less. And it scemed to Handforth’s exeited

imagination that this thing had long matted

lhatr and stracgling whiskers.

“Great Scott!” he breathed lioarselv.

——

—
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He was still half in the doorway, and the
otier boys heard his words. Ninper sat
up in bed again,

“What'’s the matter, Handy?” he asked.

With an effort, Edwa.d Oswald pulled
himself together. Ile drew back into the
room and when he turned his face was a
shade paler than usual. He stood there,
clearly visible in the moonlight,

" There’s—there’s something up the corri-
dor!” he breathed. ‘“An awful-looking
figure! It—it looks like a ghost |”

“Ass!” saild Niprer, jumping out of bed.
“You must have seen a shadow, or——"

“1 didn’t!” protested Handforth. ““I'm
rot an imaginative chap like that! I tell
you there’'s somcthing there—something
awful I’ .

“Listen " ejaculated Church
“What--what’s that?”

“"Eh? T didn’t hear

Handforth broke off, and it seemed to him
that his hair was beginning to stand on end,

abruptly.

LR

For, wva ue and mvsterious, came the
sound of elanking chains!
CHAPTER 5.
The Ghost of Travis Denel
LANK! Clank' Clank!
It was unmistakable. From far
down the corridor came that eerie,

ghostly round. All the Removites in
the bed room heard it, and the others quickly
jumped out of bed. They were filled with a
rtrange alarm.
It must be a window or something,” said
Nipper. kecping a f’ip on himself. “TFor
goodness rake, you chaps, don’t get the wind
up! It's so casy to 'imagine things in the
dead of night —-
“Look ! gasped Handforth, who was at
the door again.
The others crowded up, and they received
a shock. One or two of them uttered startled
ejaculations.  They crowded into the cor-

tridor. staring with fascinated horror,

Nipper had been trying to convince him-
self that there was some simple explanation
of that clanking sound- perhaps the metal
catch of a budgr-faatened window, or scme-
thing equally trivial. Yet, at the same time,
Nipper had to confess to himself that the
sound was rignificantly akin to the rattle of
heavy chains. Now he stared with the others,
Down that corridor there was something to
be scen--something which was certainly not
normal.

“1t’s the ghost!” breathed Tommy Watson
shakily,

" But---but it'can’t be!” gasped Handforth,
his voice filled with amazement and incre-
dulitv. “What rot! T don't believe it, vou
rhaps 2

“Look "
as you tol
 haing——
wav, too!”

- The Scottish junior was plucky enough. but
he was also inclined to bhe a bit super-
stitious, He wasn't so sure about the non-

anted McClure.
us, Handy!
My only hat!

“Just the samo
An old man with
He's coming this
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existenee of ghosts, And with this appari-
tion coming slowly towards him, he felt cold
shudders running down his spine.

There was indeed something weird and
mysterious about this figure., It came on-
wards, with a slow, deliberate trecad. Yet
there was no sound of fpotfalls. Nothing but
that dreadful, ominous clanking of heavy iron
chaing, And in the gloom of the corridor the
figure was shapeless and indefinable, It
scemed to be clothed in a long, fowing robe,
which almost touched the ground.

“Let's get inside the bed-room and shut
tho door!” whispered Watson nervously.

“Not likely 1" retorted Handforth. “ We'ro
not scared, are we?”

Just then one of the other doors opened
further down the corridor, A figure half-
appeared, and a startled ejaculation camo to
the ears of the boys. Then another door
opencd, The elanking, no doubt, had aroused
a few of thoe other schoolboy sleepers.

“The ghost!” came a hoarso cry.

“My only sainted aunt!”

“Odds visions and spectres!”

The figure paused, and then, with the
same slow, deliberate movement, 1t com-
menced going back on its own tracks. _ It
was ps though tho opening of those ofher
doors had driven it back,

“Half o jiffy!” came the voice of Vivian
Travers. *“This looks most frightfully in-
teresting, dear old fellows!” i

A beam of light from an e¢lectric torch
stabbed the gloom. It hovered for a

the ghost, In the samo
sccond the figure turned.

“Ohb!"” breathed Wat-
son., “It's—it's awful!l”

Ho was undoubtedly
right., Yor a fleeting i
moment  the hostly 1_
{iguro was revealed 1in i
that flash of light, and.
tho startled boys could
sce a drably-clothed old
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be some foolery about Lhis! Let's grab that
ghost and sce who he is!”

_Handforth started racing down the cor-
ridor, and only for a moment did the other
boys hesitate, Nipper was the first to follow,
and then camo Church and McClure and
Tregellis-West and Watson, Others joined
in—Travers and Archie Glenthorne and
{Eoﬁgm Pitt and Stanley Waldo and Jimmy
ofts, :

There was a regular stampede down the
corridor, By this time the apparition had
rcached {he bend. It was in fuﬁ view of tho
moonlight which streamed in through the
window, and now the figure looked more
ghostly and more terrifying than over. Ilven
Handforth felt inclined to hesitate. But ho
gripped himself barder than ever and raced

Clank! Clank!

1The sound of the phantom’s chains camo
to the ears of the boys after the phantom
itself had vanished round the corner, Hand-
forth was excited.

“We've got him, whoever ho is!” ho
panted, “There's no staircase down that
passage—no exit of any kind. Only one bed-
room, and I don't believe that’'s occupicd,
either! Quick, you chaps—we'vo got him
properly [

They arrived at the corner in a rush, and
then Handforth pulled up short, staring with
startled eyes.

“It's gone!” breathed Church.

“But—but I can't understand it!” gasped

L on,
| Clank!

moment, and then rested on the figure of { Handforth.

“Where could it have gone 7"
Ho was amazed. The
apparition had com-
pletely disappearcd—dur-
g thosqg last  few
scconds, They had scen
it go round this corner,
but now it was no more.
The passage itself was
quite brightly illu-
minated, compared with
the gloom of the big cor-
ridor. There tho

man, with rusted iron waa

chains hanging from his window at this end, af
wrists, His hair was the junction, and therc .
coarse and matted, and was another window at
his beard, in a similar . the further end. The
condition, reached almost passago was short, Tho

Tho face itself was white—
it wus an

to his knees.
white with the pallor of dcath,
awful, terrifying face!

Then it turned away, so that the light no
longer played upon it. And with clanking
chains the figure went off towards the far
end of tho corridor,

“Upon my Samson!” came a murmur
from Travers, who was Lolding the torch,

“Help—help!” yclled one of the startled
jurnlors.

“Tho ghost! Iandy was right about tho
pllacu being haunted ! ejaculated somebody
else.

Handforth scemed to come out of a trance.

“Rot!” Lo shouted hoarsely, “Comeo on,
vou chaps! Up, the Remové! There must

f

walls wero bare, except for once door, mid-
way., And there was now nothing to be scen
—no sign whatever of that weird figuro
which had turned into the passage only a
moment or so carlier.

Handforth passed a hand éver Lis brow.

“This beats me!” he said, with a gulp.
“Whoro's it P

gone ?
“Thoere's a door there!” gaid Nipper
quickly, “The figure—whoever ho was—

[l]‘

must hurb gone into that room
“Let's break in!” said Handforth.

“Hold on, Ted " camo Willy's calm voice,
“You can't go into that bed-room, you ass!”

Handforth {urned, frowning. He had not
known that his minor was on tho scene.

| And it was rather strange that Willy should
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be half-dressed,
his other clothes.

“Why can't we go in there?” demanded
Edward Oswald.

" Beenuse 1t's a
why " replied Willy.,

"iKh: 1 | didn't know P

“I'hen you ought to bhave known,” said
Willy sternly.  “'There's a mawdservant 1
that room--Kllen, 1 think her name 11, It
would be a bit thick it you chaps went blun
dering m—-"

He broke off, for at that second there camc
a territied seream from the bed-room 1in ques
tion. l'here was something utterly frantic
in that sound--a scream of horror, piercing
and pame-stricken,

“On, my hat!” muttered Church,

with a dressing-down over

girl’s  bed-room—that's

“The ghost's n there—in [Ellen's bed
room !" saild Handforth, staring. *“ What are

Wwo

oing to do, you chaps?”’
elp help!” came u gurgling, frantic
cry 1 a girl’s volee.

“We'd better go in!” saxd Nipper griunly.
“No seuse in sticking out hero like this
while that girl 18 calling for help! Come
on {”

* Absolutely !” said Archie.
time for -beating about the dashed
what *"

Handforth needed no urging. He fairly
hurled hnnself at the bed-room door. He

and Nipper went charging through together,

“1 mean, no
bush,

with the others crowding bhehind.  They
hardly knew what they expected to sce.
Handforth had a suspicion that he would
find the unfortunate mualdservant being

strangled in her bed, the ghostly apparition
bending over her with its bony talons at the
girl's throat,

But then, Handforth could always be relied
upm; to think of something bighly imagina
tive

The clothes were pushed back and
in a heap fowards the foot of the
bed.

3 S a matter of fact, the bed was empty.

At first the girl herself was
nowhere tc ve seen. The schoolboys thought
that she was not in the bed-room at all
Then Nipper switched on the electric light.
and the room became flooded with radiance.
1t was only a small light, but it seemed a
blaze of brilliance after the darkness of the
rorridor. i

“Look ! breathed Handforth, pointing.

There was a figure in one corner—crouch-
ing down.

Tt was the fizure of the maidservant. She
was in her dressing-gown, and she appeared
to be in the last stages of exhaustion. She

: stared at the boys wildly, unseeingly
Then she laughed with hysterical
shrillness, and the laugh immedrmately
changed to a sob.

“*Here. I say!” said Handforth,
walking forward hesitatingly. “‘It’s
all right, Ellen.

That’s your name,

isn't 1t ? There’s

no need to be scared.”
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“Keep 1t away from me—keep 1t away!”
whispered the girl, her voice throbbing with

terror.
“But there’'s nothing here,” said Hand-
forth. “There’s nothing to keep away!”

She iooked up with fear in her eyes.
“The old man—he was here, in this room "

she whispered tensely, “I saw him! He
came through the door—and—and—— Oh,
I'm frightened, Master Edward!”

“My only hat!” said Church, looking

round in a scarcd sort of way. * Where did
the ghost go? He came into this room!
The window’s fastened——"

“He must be in  here
Handforth, with a start.

“Never mind the ghost!” put in Nipper.
“Let’s help this girl! Come aloug, Eﬂen.
You'd better get up from that corner, you
know. Come and sit down on the bed for a
bit. Toemmy, old man, get some water from
that jug.”

They gently lifted the girl and led her
towards the bed. It was surprising that she
should be in her dressing-gown and slippers,
but she soon explained this point. A sip or
twd of water had-a magical effect, for she
was soon lcoking at the boys more calmly,
and the terror had died out of her eyes.

“1 heard the cla.n}ting at first,” she ex-
plained in a low voice. ‘It woke me up,
Master Edward.”

siill!” exclaimed

“]l don't wonder,” said Ilandiorth,
nodding |

“I wasn't frightened—then,” continued the
maidservant. ““But I was puzzled, and per-

haps 1 was just a wee bit scared, now I come
to think of it. I quietly got out of bed and
put on this dressing-gown.*

“And then—and then "

“Qh, it was horrible!”

She covered her face with her hands and
seemned hysterical for a moment. But she
controlled berself and smiled wanly.

“It’s foolish of me to behave like this,”
she said. “Now that all you young gentle-
men are here, I know that I am safe.”

“As safe as houses!” smiled Nipper.

“1 hadn't swiiched on the light,” con-
tinued Ellen, 1 was just moving towards
tho door. And then—although you won't
believe me—that awful thing came through
the door. It came right at me, and I re-
member screaming and leaping back into the
corner.’”’

““And whbat happened to the—the thing 7"
asked Handforth. _

“1 dan't know!” said Ellen, shivering. 1
was too terrified to see anything. 1 only
know that it came for me and that I backed
away !"

“You say it came through the door ?”

asked Nipper. “You mean through the
doorway ”’
““No, no—through the door itself!” in-

sisted the girl quickly, “The door did:.'t
open at all! The ghost came right through !
Don’t you understand ?”
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Jimmy Potts ran to the landing and was just in time to see a flgure vanishing down the stairs, It
was impossible for the junior to recpgnise the figure, but he could see that it was carrying a big
bundle which looked like a lot of blankets, ** Hi !’ shouted Jimmy, ** Who's that 2 What are you

dolng 2 ”’

i L] i

Jut it's impossiblo!” protested Iiand-
forth, “The door's made of solid wood! |
How could 1t come right through it ¥

“I don’t know—but it did!” murinured
the frightened girl, “I'll swear it did!”

The juniors looked at her uncomfortably,
And it was impossiblo for them to forget
that the apparition had mnow completely
vanished. There was nowliere in this room
where it could hide. The window was fast-
ened, o it could not have escaped by that
means, There wasz a cupboard in onc corner,
and one or two of the fellows had looked
towards it in a scared way once or twice.

LEllen was a superior sort of servant girsl
She was not one of the country bumpkins,
Sie was quite pretty in a way, her beauty
being tather of the bold type. Her dark
eves were big and round, and she was
Lreathing heavily still,

“I think yon must be mistuken about the

ghost coming right through the deor,” said
Nipper gently.
“T'mm not—I'm not!” she inssled. “0Oh,

I know 1t eounds siliy—T know it sounds im-
possible—but T saw it with my own eyes.
That's why I was so frightened!”

“We'd better have a lock round,” said
Nipper practicaliy.

“Just what T waz going to supges!, dear
old  fellow,” wodded Travers.  “ Handy,.

examine the window, will you? Any objce-
flon to us looking in the cupboard, misst”

“No, no—look everywhere, pleasc!” sail
the givl. “Oh, I want you to look! 1
shan't be able to sleep a wink alter tlhis
unless 1'm certain {nat there's @

LY

room .

HEY scarched,

They examined the window, f{her
looked under the bed, they {*xplurml
the cupboard. There was nothing 1n

this except a small suitease, belonging 1o the
girl, and some dresses hanging from some
frames,  The wardrobe was cqually deveid
of discoveries. There wasn't a crack or
erevice through which the apparition could
have vanished. Yet the fact remained it Zad
x-aluis}1£41!

“Well, it beals me!"” said Handforth, at
lazt, standing in the middle of the room and
scratehing his head.

“It’'s rummy!” agreed Nipper. ““Theo
ghost must have come into this room, beecause
there was nowhere elze for it to go. Dut
how did it escape? That's the puzzling
point!”

Iillen fooked at Nipper steadily,

“I'tn not supersitious,” she raid.
not frightened of ghosts, as a rule.
Lelievo 1n ghosts unti to-night.”

W

nothing in th

e T'm
I didn't



“ And now
* do?” asked
forth bluntly.
“I’'m not sure, Mas-
ter kudward,” said the girl, with a
uttle shiver. "I think I do! Oh, 1it’s
all s0 uncanny—so mysterious. 1 saw
that figure of the old man with the
long hair and the straggling whiskeuvs.
'He came right in, and 1 don’t know
where he went. Where could he go?”

“Did you notice him making for any par-
ticu.ar direction 1n  the room?” asked
Nipper.

“No, he just seemed to vanish|”

“Do you mean that you saw him fade
away !

*He was here one instant, and gone the
next!” replied the girl, looking round un-
easily. “’That was where I saw him—in the
middle of the room!” she added, pointing.
“It was In the moonlight! And when I
looked again, about a second later, he had
rone!” '

“Well, ho couldn’t have gone out through

y 0 u

the doorway—because we were iIn the
passage by then,” said Travers slowly,
“That proves he must have vanished some-

where in this room. Are there any secret
passages in your house, Handy 7"

“I've heard there are some old tunnels
and things somewhere about,” replied Hand-
forth. “In fact, Willy and I have explored
some during holidays and at other times.
But there -aren’t -any in this part of the
house.” i A

“Well, it's a mystery,” said Nipper.
“ Anvhow, the ghost 1sn't here now, and it’s
not a bit of good our stopping.”

“I'm very glad you came,” said the girl
gratefully. *“You've calmed me down, and
now [ think I shall be all right. And, if
vou please, young gentlemen, don’t tell the

mistress!”’

“But why not?” asked Handforth. “Why
shouldn’t we tell my mater 7" ;

“8Bhe might not understand, sir,” said the
maid. “She might think I was foolish and
frightened without reason, and that might
get me dismissed. Please don't say anything
to Lady Handforth, sir!”

“Oh, well, of course, if you put it like

that,” said Handforth. ‘“There’s no reason
why we should make a song about the affair,

In fact, the guieter we are, the better. We
don’t want to scare the girls!”
IEY all went out, fter Ellen had

I assured them that she was now all

richt, She deelared that she would

keep the electric light on, and she

did not think there was much possibility of
her hecoming frightened again.

[n the main corridor. outside their own
hed-rooms, the juniors held a whispered dis-
CUsR10nN., ;

“Well, the household hasn’t been disturbed.
anvhow." eaid Handforth. *That's a good

Hand-
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thing. But where the dickens did that
ghost vanish to?”

“Do you think it really was a ghost?”
asked Gresham.

“It must bave been,” said Church, *“If
not, how could it have wvanished into thin
air like that "

“Besides, isn’'t it exactly in keeping with
the legend 7"’ asked Reggie Pitt. “An old
man, with long whiskers and matted hair—
and chains. And be’s supposed to haunt
Travis Dene at Christmas-time, isn’t he?”

Willy Handforth gave an expressive snort.

“Legend 7" he repeated. “I'm going to
ask you something about that, Ted. I
didn’t think it was worth while, but after
what’s happened it’s obvious that some-
thing’s fishy. Now, what about this precious
legend 7"

Handforth breathed hard.

“That's just it,” he said, looking be-
wildered “I was going to tell the chaps
earlier. That legend isn’t anything!”

“What do you mean—it isn't anything ?”
asked Nipper.

“Well, T invented it!” replied Edward
Oswald. “There never has been a ghost at
Travie Dene—and all that stuff about an old
Roundhead with matted hair and long
whiskers and clanking chains being bottled

»n

up in Travis Dene was an idea of my own!

CHAPTER 6.
An Unexpected Development!
VIVIAN TRAVERS whistled softly.

“Well, well!” he murmured.
“This throws a rather different light
on the case, dear old fellows!”

“It certainly does,” agreed Nipper grimly.
“8o the legend of Travis Dene is all a spool,
Handy? In fact, it’s not founded on——"

“It’s not founded on anything,” interrupted
Handforth, “I only invented t'ec yarn be-

cause I thought some of the fags would be

choked off from coming here for Christmas.
We didn’t want all our peace destroyed, did
we ? That’s the funny part of it! On the
spur of the moment I invent a yarn about
ar. old man with whiskers and things, and
as soon as we get to Travis Dene we see
the apparition! And it never existed until
I th?rught of it, at 8t. Frank’s, a fow days
ago !
l:;-"{}nmr:ut:l gad!” said Archie, looking blank.
“I mayv be frightfully dense, old tulip, but
I'm dashed if I can gather the trend. If
this ghost was a mere idea of your own,
how does it appear to-night? T mean, who's
at the bottom of the dashed business?”
“It's trickery !” said Nipper keenly, “I've
suspected it all along. Xud this proves,
retty conclusively, that one of the fellows
is the culprit. That ghost varn was fairly
going the rounds at St. Frank’s—and lots
of chaps knew about it. Here, at Travis
Dene  nobody knew anything—because
Handy only invented the yarn at St. Frank’s.
And that proves that one of the chaps must
be responsible.”
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“The volter!” said Handforth indigrantly,
“Who is he? That's a nico way for a
guest to bebave

“I dare say he thinks he¢’s being clever,”
said Nipper. “I'd like to trap him, so that
we can give him a lesson, It's a rotten
business to play tricks liko that, and scare
4 maidservant into hysterics!”

“I'll bet it was one of the fags!"” said
Ilandforth, looking accusingly at his minor,

“Rats!” said Willy, “ Chubbi' and Juicy
and the olhers wouldn’t have the nerve to
play a trick like that. Besides, I know
where they are, and you can take 1t from
me that the Third is not guilty.”

“Huh!"” grunted Handforth.

“I thought thero was somelhing squiffy
about this whiskercd ghost,” continuced Willy,
with a sniff. “The legend of Travis Dene,
ch? Well, what do you think we'd better
do "

“Go back to bed,” said Travers promptly.
“T'mm interested cnough in real ghosts, but
I'm hanged if I'm willing to lose my sleep
for the sake of a fake!”

“But this fake ought to be collared,” said
Nipper. “And it's my belief that he'll have
another shot before an hour has gone.
You'll generally find that a practical joker
never knows when to stop. So I suggest
that we hide oursclves, and wait for a bit.
When hLo starts his opcrations again, we'll
spring out and collar gim!"

“Good idea!' said Handforth.

“But if he's a fake, how did Lo get out
of that girl's bed-room ?” asked Harry
Cresham, 1n a puzzled voice.

“Easily enough,” replied Nipper., “8he
vwas 50 scared that che couldn't tell exactly
what was happenirg.  And that’s another
point. We've got to scrag the rotter for
darinz to enter the maid's bed-room.”

“But how did he gct out?” argued
Giresham. “He couldn't bave gone back
through the door because we wero in the
passage a moment later, and we gaw no sign
of him!”

“H'm! Thero is that to be remembered,”
admitted Nipper, looking puzzled for a
moment, Then: "Still, I expeet there's a

perfectly simple explanation—and we'll find
it out. Look here! How many of you are
going to help in this?”

Several volunteercd, including Willy.

“All right, then,” said Nipper. “The
rest of you can go to bed. We'll keep a
vigil, There are plenty of odd corners and
recesses where wo can hide—and we'd better
put on some more clothes, anl then take up
our positions. I'll bet we shan't havo to
wait for more than an
side."”

Ten minutes later the walchers were in
their positions.

Az Nipper had said, there were plenty of
dark recesses in these old-fashioncd corridors.
And the boys distributed themselves up and
down, hiding i1n various out-of-the-way
corners,

hour at tho out-
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They were all convinced that tho “ghost”
was a fake, and they were anxious to expose
tho trickster.

The rest of the household had not been
disturbed by tho rccent incident. The boys
were glad of this, for they did not want Siv
Edward, cr any of the men, to come along
and disturb them, ‘They felt that this was
a personal affair, sinco it was practically
cortain that a St. Frank’s fellow was the

{ guilty party.

the great old grandfather’s clock 1n
the haM.

Travis Dene slumbered, except for
these alert young watchers. Tho wind was
moaning and whistling round the walls, and
the moonlight was as ftful as ever. Some-
times it would gleam brightly in through
tho windows, and at other times it would
fade out, being replaced by a dull, incon-
clusive drabness, caused by the passing of

THREE a.m, boomed out solemnly from

‘heavy clouds in front of thoe moon,

When the half-hour had struck, and
nothing had happened, some of the boys
were beginning to get tired and cramped.
Perhaps thero was nothing in this vigil after
all?  The trickster, having played his joke,
was satisfied for tho night.

It scemed ages before four o’clock struck,
and still nothing had happened.

Handforth, impatient as usual, had hardly
been able to contain himself during the past
fiftcen or twenty minules. Now he was get-
ting recady to stecal out of his recess, and to
confcr with tho others. It seemed to him
that this was a silly waste of time. They
ultight just as well bo in bed, getting somo
sleep.

There was the morrow to think of. Whero
was the sense in staying up all the night and
ruining the enjoyment of Christmas Day?
They would be good for noti.ing on tho
morrow unless they got some sleecp. And
Christmas Day was the one day of the year
E-.-he!n they needed to be bright and alert and
resh.

However, before Iandforth could gquite
make up his mind to take action, there came
the sound of a creaking board from some dis-
tance down the corridor!

Nipper was on the alert in a sccond—and
so was Willy, Handforth heard that creak,
too, and he pricked up his cars. It scemcd
to him that the sound came from the direc-
tion of tho maidservant's bed-room—the very
spot where the ghost had disafpeared.

“My only hat!” he breathed. *‘Is ho
really coming again, after alli”

Handforth's were not the only eyes that
watched the angle of the corridor. And
then, abruptly, some-
thing moved out from

the side passago—
something vague and
myslerious and silent.

The watching juniors
caught sight of a mass
of stragely hair and
unkempt whiskers!
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The ghost!

It had been previously arranged that if
the spectral presence came down this big
corridor the boys were to allow it to pass,
so that they could obtain a near view with-
out revealing their own presence. It was
- with the greatest difficulty that Handforth
held himself in check. His main impulse
was to rush out and to grapple with this
mystery figure,

[t came down the corridor, as before.

There was certainly something eerie and
uncanny abous 1t.  There was hardly a
sound as it moved—just the faint creak of an
old board now and again.

The figure passed within a couple of feet of
Willy, who was squeezed into a narrow
crevice. He heard the faint rustle of gar.
ments, He heard, too, the breathing of the
unknown,

This was no ghost—but a human presence !

[t passed on, as silent as before, and right

along to the further end of the big corridor,
turning off across the landing. And now
Handforth could contain himself no longer.
He had already emerged from his hiding-
i[{'lstce'. and he was staring after the appari-
ion,

"Did you see it, you chaps?” he hissed, in
a voice that was intended to be a faint
whisper but which was really loud enough to
be heard downstairs.

“Come on!” urged Travers. “After him,
old fellows |”

Clank—elank—clank !

The rattle of chains now sounded—just as
before.  But the boys were too excited to
notice.  They went like the wind down the
corridor, springing from their lurking-places.
Willy was amongst the first, -with Nipper and
Handforth in close attendance. They swept
round on to the landing, and just caught a
glimpse of the ghﬁstlf figure as it vanished

e

up some stairs which led to a number of dis-
used attics.

“We've got him now !” said Handforth ex-

citedly. "TI’}cre’s no escape from those attics
—and  they’ro all empty! Come on,
Remove I”

They went charging up,
when nearly at the top,
clothing 'a.r;d went  sprawling  helplessly.
., Before it could rise the juniors had seized
1t and were handling it roughly., Thero was
a skylight overhead, and the moonlight was

shin i
ﬁgu;:_g dircetly down upon the grotesque

A scream sounded—faint and frieh
If-1IL came from the ghost. Some of fh;egg‘fé
backed away as though their captive
had bemfne red-hot, In the same
second Nipper tore off the wig and

whiskers. A pale, frightened face
wa3s revealed.

“Ellen!” gasped Handforth
credulously.

The ghost was the
maidservant |

p, and the ghost,
tripped on its flowing

in-
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She sat there, a forlorn figure in
her taitered garment—which proved
to be an old overcoat, worn over her

own things. The wig and beard were on
the floor, and sho now covered her face with
her hands and cried unrestrainedly, but in an
almost inaudible way.

" Come, Elien—this won't do!” said Nipper
grimly,

He was thoroughly suspicious of the girl
now. He did not believe in these tears.

“Oh, young gentlemen, whatever will you
think of me?” sobbed the girl. “I—I1 fcel so
ashamed of myself !

“And so you ought!” said Handforth in-
dignantly. *“Great Scott! I never dreamed
that you were the ghost! What's your 1dea?
What the dickens do you-mean by this?”

“Oh, I've been so foolish!” murmured
Ellen. “I—I thought it would be a good
joke to play a trick on you boys. I'm ever_
so sorry, Master IEdward, Please, please,
don’t tell the mmaster or the mistress!”

“I'm not sure that I shall agree to that,”
replied Handforth judicially. * A thing like
this ought to be reported! You're not safe
about the place! 1've never hecard of such
a thing in all my life!”

“Please, Master Edward!” sobbed the
maidservant, * Please don't give me away!
I heard some of you young gentlemen ’ml{(*
ing, and 1 thought it would be such a good
Christmas joke!”

Handforth softened. :

“Well, perhaps we oughtn’t to be too hard
on you,” he said as he looked at the girl's
pale face and wide-open, frightened ecyes.
“Anyhow, I'm jolly. glad to know that the
mystery is solved.” .

“Yes, it's a relief,” said.Willy.

“No wonder we couldn’t find the ghost in
your bed-room!” remarked Nipper dryly.
“That was all a spoof, then 7

“Of course it was,” murmured Ellen, “I
heard you voming down the passage, and I
felt sure that you would knock at my door,
po I thought 1t better to pretend that the
ghost had come into my bed-room.”

“A fat lot of chance we stood of finding
the apparition!” grinned Travers. ‘‘And we
were thinking about’ secret doors, and
mysterious panels, and all that sort of thing!
I’ll bet you hid the whiskers and beard and
things in your trunks, or perhaps in that

ELLEN sobbed convulsively.

snitease, Naturally, we didn't look 1in
there.”
“No, sir; I hid them under the bed-

“Don’t you remem-
knew that

clothes,” said the girl.
ber they were all in a heap?
you wouldn't look there.”

“Oh, well, 1 suppose wo'd better go to
bed,” said Handforth grufly. “We've
wasted enough time already, and we shall be
as heavy as lead in the morning after this.
[ should think you ought to feel pretty
pleased with yourself!” he added sternly.

“I'm not, Master Edward—I'm not!”
whispered the wretched. girl. “I'm ashamed
now. It seemed such a good joke at first,
but I think I frightecned myself more than I
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QUESTIONNAIRE !

IHere are twelve tesiers for you chums—questions which refer to St Frank's

and 1ils meibers.

Give them the  once-over,” jot down the answers lo those

which you hnow, and then compare them wilh the correct list which will be
given, logether wilh another sel of questions, next week.

. When was the first St. Frank’s story pub-
lished, and what ‘was it called?

. Who are the occupants of Study No. 2 in
the Modern House?

3. What causes the toll which is somelimes
heard at St. Fraink's on a still night?

4. Who is the most popular master at the
River House School?

5. What is the name of the Modern House

pageboy?

6. How many up and down trains are there
at Bellton every day?

7. Who is the deaf junior in the Remove?

8. Is the Bannington Palladium open on
Sundays?

9. How many Remove studies are theie in
the West House? |

o

1

—

10. What are the colours of the River House

School? \
11. Who is Nelson Lee's greatest enemy?
12. Whers is the Fountain pool at St

Frank's?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS:

1. Raithmere Castle, ncar Marlket Donning.
2. Lord Pippinton, Alan Custicion, and Tom
Durton, 3. Bessie Grover and Hilda Smith.
A Z'en, 5, No, although Etons are custom-
ary in the Juntor School. 6. Magenta and
(rreen. 7. Douglas James Sutclife, alias
“Jim the Penman.” 8. On a branch line.
3. Grosvenor Avenue, 1TV, 10. Septimus.
11, To distinguish them from “The Honour«

ablea "—no other reason. 12, Nicodemui
Trotwood,

———

frightened you. Please, pleaso don't tell the
mistress, or she'll dismiss me at a moment’s
notice !

“Well, there's vot much doubt about that,”
agreed Handforth, “My mater wouldn't
give you much of a chance if she heard
about this! But wo'll only keep mum if
vou'll promise, on vour oath, that you won't
try any more of this nonscnscl”

“I promise

sl

Master Edward ! said the girl

carncstly,
O sho wa= allowed to go back to bed,
S taking her precious “ props ” with her.
Aund %undfnrlh & Co. and Nipper and
Tregellis-West and Watson went back
to their bed-rooin. Tho other fellows, chuek:
ling over the tame ending to the affair,
sought their own beds,

Willy Handforth was the only one who
scemed reluctant to get somoe sleep. e
accompanied his major and the others into
their own room,

“What are vou doing here, you young
as3?” asked Xdward Oswald, “This isn't
vour bed-room!” :

_ “I know it isn't,” said Willy. * But there's
something fishy about this affair—and you
follows don't seem to have noticed it.”

“I've noticed it,” said Nipper.

- “Well, of course, yvou would,” agreed
Willy, “DBut these others—"

“What do vou mean—something fishy 7"
broke in Huandforth. “Why,-tho wﬁniﬂ thing
has been cxplained. LEllen was the ghost,
and.she was doing il to epoof us.”

“That's what she says,” nodded Wiliy.

“PDon't vou believe her? What other
reason could she have?”

ey ey - — p———

“That's what wo've got to find out,” said
Willy grimly, “In tho first place, Ted, how
did she know of that yarn about thae
whiskercd old fellow with the matted haie
aud the chains?”

“She told us, didn't she?” asked Edward,
slaring. “Sho said that sho heard somec of
the fcllows talking.”

“T'm willing to bet that none of the chapa
have referred to that silly ghost yarn of
yours sinco they got to Travis EDEIIO,” replied
Willy, “That proves that LEllen must have
heard the story from soma other source—
from St. Frank's, perhaps.”

“But she's never been at St. Frank's!”

“She’'s a new scervant—an extra girl,” said
Willy shrewdly. “You know as well as I
do, Ted, that tho housc is full of special
maids and other scrvants for this party.
Ellen is ono of ’em. She's only been hero
a few days.”

“By George! I'd forgolten that!”

“There’'s another point,” put in Nipper.
“She told us that she was impersonaling
the ghost o that she could give us a scare,
Docsn’t it strike vou as significant, Handy.
that when she came anlong the corridor just
now sho did so as silently as possible?”

“That's the point I've been thinking of,”
said Willy, _

“Silently 77 repeated Handforth,  * What
about 1t "

“(Ghosts are generally silent, aren't they ™’
asked Tregellia-West, “ At least, so 1
imagine,” ) .

“That's mnot {he point,” said Nipper.
“Tillen told us that she was playing tho trick
go thut she should give us a scare, and yct
she didn't rattle Ler chains as sho came
along tho corridor—proving, lo my mind,
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that she had no desire to attract
any attention.”

“Well I'm jiggered!” said
Handforth, scratching his hoad.
“I hadn't looked at 1t like that |
But what the dickens does it
mean? Why should she do all
this? You're not suggesting that
she's a thief, are you?”

“It might be that,” said
Nipper. “But it's certain, any-
lhow, that she was only wearing
that ghost’s make-up as a kind of
safeguard. In the case of her
being spotted she was ready, you
seec—ready to frighten anybody off
so that she should have a chance
of getting back to her bed-room."”

“Well I'm blessed I” murmured
Tommy  Watson. “I believe
vou're right, Nipper|”

“8he was going towards Molly's
bed-room,” said g\Viily quietly.

(11 E}]?I!

“You heard what [ said. Ted.
There's no actual proof that she
was making for M{Siy’a bed-room,
but she was certainly going in
that direction.”

“Ilow do you know which is
Molly’s bed-room ?” asked Hand-
forth, staring.

"I do know—Il made 1t my
business to know,” replied Willy,
“It’s all very well to sav that
Miss Eileen Dare and Molly are
safe here—that they've escaped
their enemies—but [I'm not so sure.
I think we ought to keep guard

outside Molly’s door until day-
light comes,”

“What rot!” said Handforth.
“I'll bet that Ellen is merely a

sneak-thief, and she was prowling
about to see what she could lay
her hands on!”

Nipper shook his head.

“I believe that Willy is right,” he said
grimly. ““This girl is somehow associated
with the people who are trying to get hold
of that little girl. She's an accomplico of
the enemy [

“Oh, my aunt!” breathed Handforth.

“She could easily have heard of that ghost
varn,” procceded Nipper., “It was the talk
of St. IFrank's before the school broke up—
IlndjEDtS of people 1n the village knew it.
too.’

“Tt’s a certainty,” said Willy impatiently
“Don't be an ass, Ted! These mysterious
people, the girl neluded, thought that the
legend was authentie. Se they planted this
girl in the house. and prepared her with the
ghost's outfit. They hadn’t the faintest idea
fbn1 “he whole varn was an invention of
vours, and that the ghost would be an
obvious fake. Don’'t vou sece?” '

"We'd better go to that girl’s bed-room
and ask her for an explanation,” said Hand-
forth exeitedlv. “ And. 1if neeessary, we'll
nand her over to the police e

The ‘‘ghost *’ ran up the stairs,
tripped over its long flowing robe
and sprawled helplessly,
whoop of joy the St. Frank’s
juniors pounced upon it.
few minutes now the mystery of
the ghost of Travis Dene would
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With a

In a

be explained.

| “Oh, cheese it!” interrupted Willy, with

a sigh, ‘“Why show our hand like that?
She thinks that she's fooled us—that we're
satisfied. L.et her continue to think so.
And to-morrow we'll watech her, and we'll
take good care that she doesn’t do any harm
to Molly.”

“That’s the best idea,” said Nipper. *“ As
long as we're on our guard, the girl can’t do
much harm. Tt would certainly be better to
waich her, and to make sure (}Ef things before
tnki&g any definite action.”

“Well, T think wou’re all wrong,” esaid
Church bluntly. ‘“Miss Dare and Molly

came here in gecret—nobody knew about it
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except us, and all the members of the house
party. Those men who tried to kidnap her
at St. Frank’s were diddled. 'They didn’t
know where Miss Dare and Molly went to.
1 believo that this maidservant was just
playing & joke for the fun of the thing.”

“Well, it looks like it,” said Watson.

“You can keep your opinion, and we'll
keep ours,” said Willy agreeably, “Now.
what about sitting up for the rest of the
night 7”

“ Sitting up 1" repeated his major.
for 7”

“To keep guard over Molly.”

i Whaf
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“My dear kid, there’s no need
for you to be so scared about the
girl,” said Handforth indulgently.
“Of course, vouw're a bhit soft on
her, so I suppose we can't be
surprised at anything you say or
do.”

“T'm not smitten,” said Willy
coldly. *“But I know jolly well
that she's in danger, and it's our
duty to protect her.”

“Really, old son, there’s prac-
tically no chance of anything else
happening  to-night,” put in
Nipper. “YWe needn't sit up, It’s
getung on for five o'clock, and
there arc only two or three hours
of darkness left. This girl
wouldn’t dare to take any action
to-night,”

“Well, I'm not so sure,” said
Willy. “And if you chaps won't
keep guard, I'll do it myself.”

And he walked ont of the bed-
room without another word.

“Perhaps we ought to help?”
said Nipper thoughtiully.

“Don’t take any notice of my
minor !’ growled Haudforth,
“He’s only gassing,. He won't

stay on guard-—not for longer than

an hour, anyway,”

And so the Removites, feeling
that they now deserved somo
sleep, turned into bed.

Tﬂa little myvsterv was solved.

and they could sleep easily. The ghost of
Travis Dene, in fact, had been effectually

laid.
CHAPTER 7.
Christmas Day!

ILLY was very much in earnest.
He did not take 1t for granted

that the encmy would take no

further action to-night. He ad-
mitted that there was scarcely one chance n
a thousand that any danger would befall
Molly; but there was that one chance, and
Willy had no intention of giving the cnemy
the slightest loophole.

It would be a mistake to warn either
Eileen Dare or Molly, They felt themselves
to be secure in tho Handforth mansion; it
would be unkind to destroy that sense of
security. DBesides, there was absolutely no
direct evidence that Ellen, the maidservant,
was an accomplice of the enemy. It was
only a suspicion.

Kar better for the juniors to keep this
thing to themselves, and to remain on the
alert. During the whole of to-morrow Willy
would keep close to Molly—and he would get
some of the other fags to help him. They
would form themselves into a bodyguard, ard
woe betide anvbody who attempted to inter-
fere with the girl! _

For the rest of to-night, Willy would keep
guard on his own. 8o he crept silently to
the door of Molly's bed-room, and hero he
sottled himself comfortably on the mat, sit-



ting with his back
towards tho doorpost,
Ho was something
_ like a faithful dog
keeping guard over the one lio loved.

It was cold in the corridor, There
. wers no radiators—or, if there were,

they had been turned off overnight.

There was a draught whistling along
. the floor, and before long Willy's
limbs were numbed, but he thought nothing
of this, Xe did not move. Ho sat there
motionless, absolutely invisible in the dark-
11658,

He could, of course, have got up and
walked about, but he decided that this would
be a mistake, for if any further action was
taken to-night—by Ellen or by anybody else
—they might sce him as they approached.
But so long as he remaincd silent and in-
visible in the actual doorway of Molly's bed-
room, he would have all the advantage,

I'ive o'clock boomed out from the clock in

the great hall. And except for the faithful
Willy, Travis Dene slumbered.

Willy bimself was finding it a hard task to
keep awake. Being a healthy youngster, he
was naturally sleepy. Already ko had lost
several valuable hours, and he found himself
noddin u%a.m and again, He was becoming
numbed all over, too. But he doggedly set
his teeth, and told himself that 1t was his
duty to remain here.

He thought a great deal of that little girl:
She was such a sport. Willy had never before
met any member of the fair sex whom he
liked in this way. He had always scorned
girls, and bhad chipped Edward Oswald un-
mercifully for tho latter's susceptibilities.
Now he was finding out for himself that thero
ca!n be one girl, at lecast, different from the
others, :

It was his regard for his new girl chum
that caused him to sit here, chilled and
numbed, watching, ready to protect her
against any danger. There was something
splendid in the fag's devotion,

’

b 00D '?racinua "
' Eileen Dare, pretty, daiuty and
fresh, stood in the doorway of

Molly's bed-room. She was wear-
ing a cosy, woolly robe, beneath the hem of
which pecped her feet, encased in wvelvet
slippers. There was a boudoir cap on her

head, and altogether Eilcen was looking very ¢

charming, considering the early hour of the

morning. The clock in tho bed-room had
just struck ecight,

Molly was still asleep, and Eileen, who
had insisted upon sharing tlie same bed, was
now bent upon taking her morning bath.
Upon her opening the door, she found a
figure coiled up on the mat.

The girl detective was vory surprised. At
first, she hardly knew what to think. The
figure was that of a junior schoolboy, clothed
in a dressing-gown. Dending down, Eileen
could see that his faco was rather white and
drawn, His bands were blue with cold,
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“Why, it's Willy !" murmurcd Lileen,

She shook Willy gently by the shoulder,
and the leader of the fags stirred, sighed
heavily, and then groaned, .

“Willy 1" said Eileen. “Oh, Willy, wiat
!m'.;? you been doing? You're as cold as
g i

Willy opencd his eyes, and then, in a
second, ho became alert. He sat up, his face
screwed up with pain, caused by tﬁe sudden
movement. He was cramped in every limb,
He looked at Lileen wildly, his mind in a
state of complete bewilderment,

“What iz it?” ho asked dully. “Greal
Scott! Wha: am I doing out here on tho
floor "

“You were asleep on my mat, Willy,"”

sald Eileen gently.
possessed you ?
corridor =

“Your bedroom!” broke in Willy, his

nick brain grasping the truth, “DBul—but I
thought that Molly——"

“It is Molly's bed-room, too.”

“Oh! What time is it?” asked
dazedly,

“Just eight o'clock.”

“Is she all rightt Is Molly safc?” asked
the fag, his voice hoarse,

“You silly boy! Of course she is all right.””
smiled Eileen, “Come, try to get to your
fecet.  You must be dreadfully cramped.”

“She’s all right, then?” whispered Willy.
his voice charged with remorse. *“QOh, I'm:
no good, Miss Eileen! I'm a failure—I"m
a rotten fraud! I went to sleep on duty.
Anything might have happened, I deservo
to be kicked from here to Timbuctoo!”

His voice was bitter, and Eilcen under-
stood.

“You wero on guard?” she asked softly.
“Aro vou telling me, Willy, that you havo
spent the night on this mat—just so that you
could be certain that nothing happened to
us "

Willy was distressed.

“I—I didu't mean you te know anything,
Miss Eileen,” Lo muttered. *“I meant to
clear off before you came out—or before
anybody saw me. I didn’t know that you
were with DMolly in her bed-room.”

“You thought that sho was alone and un-
guarded—and so you stationed yourself ot
the door to bo ready in case of need ?” asked
the girl, “It was splendid of you, Willy—
but it was very, very foolish,”

Willy was angry with himself. He tried to
get to  his  feet, but his limbs were so
cramped that ho could hardly stand, His
legs and feet wero numbed with cold, and
his whole body felt chilled througlhh and
through.

While Eilcen was helping him Nelson Lea
came along, also en route for one of thn
batlirooms, and he looked at Willy with desp
concern, .

“Is anything wrong, Lileen?” he asked.
“Is this boy ill 7" .

“I am afraid ho is,” said Eilcen.

“I'm not—I'm not!” insisted Willy,

~“Whatever could have
It 15 as cold as i1ce in Lhis

Wiliy

“I'tn

1all right, sic! Oh, my hat! The pater will
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come along next—and Mr. Stokes, and Irene
and Ena and everybody else! Please let me
go, sir! I didn't want anybody to know,”

“What has he been doing?” asked Lee,
glancing at Eileen,

“He has been doing something very won-
derful,” replied the girl detective, her eyes
full of tenderness. ‘““He has been keeping
guard outside Molly’s door, so that no harm
should come to her during the black hours of
the night.”

“And I failed, sir,” muttered Willy. re-

morselully, “1I fell asleep on duty, I remem-
ber six o'clock striking, but after that I must
have drupFed off to sleep.”

Nelson Lee shook his Et"ﬂ.d.

“It wasn’t sleep which overcame you.
Willy—it was sheer numbness,” he said.
“The cold took you in its grip, and you
were unable to stand the strain, You mustn’{
ever do anything like this again, young
man,”’

“I ought to be shot, sir,” growled Willy.

“You had better come with me and get
into a hot bath,” continued Nelson Lee
with a glance at Kileen. “I rather think
we'll keep this little affair to ourselves, ¢h?”

“Yes, of course,” said the girl,

“Thank’s awfully, sir,” muttered Willy
gratefully.

URPRISINGLY enough—and much to

S Nelson Lee’s relief—a hot bath worked

wonders with the youngster. He had

a splendid constitution, and-he seemed

to suffer no ill-effects from his ordeal. It

was more than likely that he would develop

a severe cold, but it seemed that this would
be the worst that would happen to him.

During breakfast Willy was quite himself,
except for a hard, stubborn light in his E{ES
—a light of fierce self-condemnation. Te
had failed, and he was thoroughly ashamed
of himself. As 1t hapgened,
everything was all right—
Molly was safe. But what if
the enemy had come along
whilst he slept at his post?

He had said nothing to
Eilcen or Molly regardin
the events of the might—an
the other fellows kept that
little secret to themselves, too.
They saw Ellen once or twice,
but she avoided their gaze.
And she appeared to be doing
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own funeral—and you jolly well deserve to
be sleepy all day. Molly’s safe enough "

“Dry up, Ted!” urged Willy. “Here
come some of the girls, and we don't want
that business to be spread all over the
place.”

Willy did not intentionally pass any slight
upon Irene & Co.—hiuting, as he did, that if
they heard the story they would immediately
spread it. The other young guests—the
schoolboys—were just as liable to talk. Far
better to keep this little secret to themselves.
I'l

The rough night had been succeeded
by a morning of glorious sunshine, and

the whole countryside was covered In &
thick mantle of snow.

For the most part, Sir Edward Hand-
forth’s young guests gave themselves up to
a day of glorious winter sports, This was
Christmas after the old style—Christmas as
it really ought to be.

The morning was devoted to tobogganing
and similar joys. Tho schoolgirls entered
into the fun as heartily as the schoolboys,
and they proved themselves to be every bit
as daring and adventurous. What the boys
did, the girls did. And when, in the after-
noon, one cheery spirit siggested a snow-
fight, the girls were all in favour.

“Let's make it a girls versus boys fight !”
said Irene Manners gaily. “What do you
say, Doris?”’

‘I say yes—and we’'ll beat ’em!” replied
Doris promptly.

“Don’t you believe it!” grinned Reggie
Pitt “*Why, you girls would be absolutely
ou can't aim for toffce!”

" Just

was Christmas and there was

plenty to be done.

Day,

wiped up!
“Can’t we?" cried Mary Summers.
try us!

r}:l'

It’s a challenge, girls

her duties admirably.

“We'll keep an eye on her during the day, |

of course,” sald Nipper, after breakfast,
when he and the ethers stood together in
a group in the great hall. “We won’t give
the girl away—unless she tries any tricks.”

““She’ll do nothing else,” declared Hand-
forth. ‘“She’s had her lesson, and she’ll
keep quiet. What’s wrong with you this
morning, Willy 7”7 he added, turning to his
minor. "“You're looking pretty groggy.”

“TI'm all right,” said Willy sﬁartl)’.'

“Y suppose you kept guard all night, eh 7"
grinned Handforth. *“ Well, that was your

“And we're not going to let these boys
ctow over us, either!” said Doris. * Come on
—let’s choose our side. An egual number
of girls against an equal number of bovs.
Then they can’t crow if we win!” -

“My poor little innocents, you'll be wiped
out of existence during the first five
minutes,” said Handforth pityingly. “To
make this fight fair, there ought to be two
girle for each boy.”

““Oh, listen to tim " cried Irene. “We'll
make you eat those words, Ted !”

And the snow-fight commenced forthwith.
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It took placo in tlie open parkland, some
distance from the mansion. Hero there
were great open spaces, all gloriously
covered with thick, soft snow, It was an
ideal battleground. _

The fight storted in carncst, the girls sne-
cessfully getting in the first fusillade, And
over on the terrace Sir Edward Handforth,
Nelson Lee, Eileen Dare and the other
guests were watching with much amuscment.

“Gad! 1 feel liko joining in mysclf!”
chuckled Sir Edward. “It's good to sce
these youngsters enjoying themselves so
much.”

Much {o the consternation of the boys,
Irene & Co kert up the pace, and their aim
turned out to be deadly accurate, It was
rcally too bad. Everybody knear that girls
couldn’t aim straight— and yet the snow-
balls from these Moor View girls kevt strik-
ing their objectives with deadly accuracy.
And the St. ¥Frank’s fellows found that they
could make littl: or no progress,

Perhaps this was because they started the
fight in an easy-going spirit. They meant to
be gentle with the girls. But they soon
found that they had met tLeir equals, and if
they were to win the battlo they would need
to go all out,

And they went all out, too—much to the
glee and delight of Irene & Co.

[t beecame a fast, hectic alfair, and {Le
snowballs whizzed through the air in tre-
mendous numbers, both sides fighting their
lLiardest.

And then, when the battle was in ils hot-
test phase, there camo a sudden anguished
ery from one of the schoolboy fighters, and he
fell headlong, blood streaming from his fore-
head |

—

CHAPTER 8.
A Midnight Skirmish!

TE‘II"; fallen junior lay in the snow. The

blood trickled down his face and on

to tho snow itself, looking startlingly
red against the dead whiteness,

“Oh!"” shouted Gresham, who was necarest,
“Stop, you chaps! Jimmy’s hurt!”

The fallen boy was Sir James DPotts, the
schoolboy baronet, In ar instant, the othor
juniors colleeted round him. The girls,
sensing something was wrory, came run-
ning over “no-man's land,” and there were
shouts of alarm and consternation,

Jimmmy Potts was quickly picked up. He
was quite unconscious, there was an ugly ecut
or: his forehead, and a bruise was Leginning
to show itself,

“I don't know how it happened,” said Irene
breathleszsly. “Oh, this is tecrible!”

“We'll get him indoors,” said Nipper. “1
don't thint he's badly winged, although it's
a nasty cut.”

“But how did it happen?” put in Ena
Handforth. “Did he trip and fall 7"
“I think one of vou girls must hLave

rr

thrown a stone,” said Nipp:ze gontly,

!
|
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“Ou, but wo didn't protested Doria, her
voice ringing with indignation,

“Not intentionally, of course!” Nipper
Lbastened to sav. “One of wyou must havo
picked 1t up 1t theo snow—without knowing
anything aboutb it. There's no other possi-
e explanation.”

And this, of courso, was right., It was
pure acecident, aid nobody was to blanie,
Arvhow, the snowlight was over, brongi:t
an uneconcluzive fiush,

And after Jimmy Potts Lad been carvicd
indoors, he guickly recovered. His hcad
was bathed, and it was found that no stitche-s
would be necessary. Ie appearved, later, with
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a stiip of plaster across his forehead, and
looking a bit shaky.

“For poodress’ sake, don't make such a
fuss,” he said, as the girls and boys gathered
round him, “I'm all right. Mr. Lee wanted
me to go to bed—but vwhat a bope! This i3
Christmas Day, and I'm going to enjoy my-
salf.”

He did Lis utmost, but it was scen by (L
othiers that his enjoyment was marred by the
pain of his throbbing head.

The rest of the day passed off unevent-
fully At least, there were no indications
of anv sort that Molly’s cnernies were active.
Willy had his eyes open all the time, and
Nipper and Handforttc were equally en the
alert. Willy had maintained his bodypuard
of fazs for Molly, aud ecarcely once during
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the day had the girl been without her pro-

tectors,
The maidservant, Ellen, too, had been
Her

watched—and she seemed to know this.
bebaviour was exemplary. She seemed to
be doing her utmost to put herself right
in the eves of the schoolboys.

N the evening there was a lively Christ-
mas party, with all manner of amuse-
ments suitable to the festive occasion.

And when, at last, bed-time came, all
the young guests were ready enough for sleep.
They had bad a full, tiring dav,. and now they
were  gloriously sleepy—with the prospect

i g i e, AT P g i i o ]

«“ THE PERIL OF THE
HAUNT:D ROOM!” &

Night .in the library of Travis Dene—
with Vivian Travers on the watch, The ¢
sounds of mysterious noises from bhehind
the panelling ; a thud as part of it slides §
open—and into the room appears a hand 3
in which is held a revolver ! 0

What happens? And what
explanation of this mystery ; of all those
mysterious things which have been
happening at Travis Dene ?

Next week’s stunning long St. Frank’s
yarn is packed with thrills. You’ll vote it
one of the most sensational, most exciting
you’ve.ever read. Look out for this treat
next Wednesday, chums !

“THE FOUR-LEGGED
EAGLE !"

Don’t miss reading the next enthralling
instalment of this amazingly popular
detective serial, chums,

%

seRswe ORDER IN ADVANCE!

of another gorgeous day on the morrow.

Just before bed-time, Nelson Lee took
Willy Handforth aside.

“Now, young man, you're going to bed to-
night,” he said sternly.

“Of course, sir,” satd Willy, in a demure
voice.

“Na repetition of last night’s nonsense,”
continued Lee. “You nced have no fear
about Molly's safety. Miss Dare is sleeping
in the same bed-room. and Miss Dare is a
very capable young lady.” -

“ All right, sir,” said Willy. “T didn’t
kncw that she was sleeping with Molly, or
perhaps T wouldn't have kept guard last
night.” |

“Do vou promise me that you won’t repcat
that rash performance " ' '

is the Wy

‘to be more inflamed than ever.
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“Well, sir—"

*I want you to promise, Willy.”

“But supposing something happens
" asked Willy earnestly.

her ?
“Nothing will happen—at least, I hope
not,” said Nelson Iee. " And you must
young man.”

to

gLive me your word,
Willy did so.

After all, there wasn’'t much danger, he
told himself. If Eileen Dare was sleeping
with Molly, all well and good. Apd Willy
decided that it would be better, on the
whole, not to mention anything about the
previous night's adventures. Perhaps that
treory  considering the maidservant was
wrong—and 1t wouldn’t be fair to drag her
iuto the limelight for nothing.

“OR once Nelson Lee proved to be
I—{ wrong. Something did ha.gpen dur-
ing that Christmas night. nce more
Molly's mysterious enemies made an-

| oth»1 move in their grim game.

Even ‘Nipper .hared Willy’s sense of
securit . He knew that Iileen Dare was

with Molly, and she—as Nelson Lee had said
—was a very capable young lady. So
Nipper's fears for the safety of Molly had
been dispelled.

It was Jimmy Potts who discovered that
something alarming was happening at Travis
Dene. Midnight had just goumed out when
Jimmy got out of bed, donned his dressing-
gown, and made off towards the buth-room,
His head was throbbing agonisingly. The
wound had been dressed again, but it secemed
The skin all
round the plaster was hot and puffy.

Jimmy hated the i1dea of awakening any-
body, so he decided to slip into one of the
bath-rooms, and to bathe the wound with hot
water, He would get that plaster off, and
the hot water, perhaps, would act as a kind
of poultice. It might get the inflanmation
down,

Everything was dark and quiet
corridor. ‘Travis Dene was asleep.

in the
It was

‘much calmer to-night, for there was no wild

wind hooting round the mansion. And out-
side the moonlight was uninterrupted, for the
winter's sky was cloudless, y

Jimmy had nearly reached the bath-room
when he paused. He thought he heard a
movement near the landing, and he stood
there, in the darkness, startled, Then he
caught in his breath.

A figure had rapidly crossed the end of the
corridor—a figure bearing a heavy hurden.

At least, so it seemed to Jimmy.

He forgot his pain, and ran quickly to-.
wards the landing. He was just in time to
see the figure as it vanished downstairs.
Leaning over the balustrade, he caught a
ghimpse of it as it nassed through a patch
of moonlight towards a small door which led
out upon the terrace.

“Great Scott!”
baronet.

gasped the schoolboy
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It was impossible for him to tell who that
figure belonged to—whether it was male or
female—but he was certain, at all events,
that it was bearing a clumsy burden—a big
bundle which looked like a lot of blankets.

Molly 1

“Hi!"”, shouted Jimmy. “Who's that,
down there? What are you doing 1"’

There came a startled ejaculation., The
side door was flung open, and the figure van-
ished, Only for an instant did Jimmy hesi-
tate. Ho realised that he could do nothing
singlechanded, so be dashed back along the
corridor, and went bursting into the bed-

room occupied by Handforth & Co, anud
Nipper & Co, |
“Quick, you chaps!” he shouted. “Up,

-~ the Remove !” _
In an instant the juniors were awake;
they stared at Jimmy 1n dazed astonishment.
““Somebody’s just gone outside—carrying
a bundle!” gasped ﬁimmy Potts, “I be-

licve they’'ve got that little girl! I'or good-
ness’ sake, be quick!”
“What!” gasped Handiorth., “Oh, my

Lhiat. Como on, you chaps!”

They hardly knew how they got into their
dressing-gowns and slippers, Then they all
went tearing down, a crowd of othor f-ilows
joining them in the passago—for the alarm
had spread. Hgndforth’s voice was loud
enough to awaken the whole corridor,

Outside it was plain to see that Jimmy
Potts had not given a false alarm. There
were the footprints in the snow—lcading
fram that side door. The path itself, just
outside the door. had been swept—but the
mysterions figure had made off across the
lawns, whick for the most part were undis-
turbed.

“We shall be too late!” nanted Willy, who
was well in the lead. “0Oh, what fcols we
wero not to keep g vd. It's all Mr, Lee’s
fault! He made me promise 1

“Dry up, and don’t be so pessimistic!”
interrupted Handforth. “The rotter can't
have gone far! By George! Look there!”

They caught sight of a figure some dis-
tance ahead—disappearing round a little
spinney, On the other side there was a by-
road. Jt was evident that Molly was being
taken towards that road. Perhaps a car was
waiting, in readiness.

The hoxs'ran like the wind. some of them
losing their slippers and continuing in their
bara feet.  But thev were too excited to
notice. Then. suddenly, the leaders halted.

They had come aerrcszs a big bundle. No
doubt it had been dronned by the fugitive:
and at the same moment there came the

.
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sound of an engine being starled up, and an
unseen car went speeding off into the night!

“Jimmy was right!” ecjaculated Nipper,
as he examined the bundle. “Molly's here—
uncenscious ! Thank Heaven wo were in
time !"

T was impossible to give chase to the
fugitives. :

The car had gone.

Molly was tenderly carried back to tlio
house by the boys, and Nelson Lec was soon
aroused—and Sir Edward Handforth, too, to
say nothing of Mr. and Mrs. Stokes.

It was soon focund that Eileen Dare was
quictly asleep in bed. Molly was still sleep-
ing, too, aﬁhough ske had been carried
along so roughly.

“Drugged 1" said Nelson Lee grimly. *Bolth
ot them! Th»y same drug as these scoun-
drels used once before. Perfectly harmless,
but wvery effective. IHow did these people
get into the house?”

“Lllen, the maid!” ejaculated Willy.

And, rapidly, they told Nelson Lee of the
previqus night's adventures—and Lee was
very angry because the boys had not in-
formed him earlier.

An immediate scarch was mado for Ellen,
and, as Lee expected, the girl had gone. Tt
had been she, no doubt, who had been seen
bv Jimmy Potts—she who had carried Molly
away. Dut, inding the crowd of juniors on
her traif, she had been unable to complete
her task, for if she had kept Molly in her
grasp sho would have been overtaken.
Rather than suffer that disaster, she had
abandoned the c¢hild and had escaped.

‘ knew what bad happened. Onee

again she had been spared from that
dramatic knowledge.

Eileen Lerself was startled and worried.
Ellen must have crept silently into the bed-
room, and she had nrobally drugged the two
sleepers during the first few moments,

At all cevents, it was now ecrtain the!
Moliv's enemies were active—that they knew
of her new whereabouts, and that they were
grimly determined to get her!

What was this Christmas mystery? Whe
were these myvsterions encmioes *

Tt seemed verv unlikely that the rest of ihe
Christmas holidays would pass without
further dramatic excitement !

ERY soon afterwards, both Molly and
Eileen recovered, and Molly never

TIHT END.

Another Grand Yarn in this Amazing Series Next Week.

“THE PERIL OF THE HAUNTED ROOM!”

—— e — e m — —— ——

Gloriously Exciting—Wonderfully Thrilling—Don’t miss it!

P a3 ———— SR




33

Handforth undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any question

“ N.L.” readers care lo submit o bim. Bul, allhough of a cerlainty the resulls

will be amusing and enteriaining, the Editor lakes no responsibility for their
veracity. Wrile lo Handforth, clo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, fo-day.

headed wisdom, has informed me that

this week’s issue of the NELson LEE

Lisrany is the special Christmas
number, and so he has asked me to open up
with a few appropriate words. And, seeing
that Christmas 1s the time of good-will and
all that sort of thing, I'll overlook the fact
that the cheeky bounder told me not to do
this greetings business in my usual ‘‘potty,
drivelling " fashion. So here goes:

I wish all my millions of admirers a real
happy Christmas. May you have the jolhest
time imaginable, may you eat all the grub
you want and then some—and I hope you
don’t have the tummy-ache the day afterwards
—Edward Oswald.

THE Editor of the Old Paper, in his fat-

M. N. M. (Warragul, Australia). Thank:
for your very charming letter. I'm always
pleased to hear from girl readers. So your
““best boy " wears purple kmitted ties with
vellow stripes, and white collars with blue
spots, does he? And you want_ine to el
you whether this is the latest fashion? 1
shouldn’t like to say yes or no, but I do
know that such a colour scheme must have
its uses. Why, you must be able to see the
lad when he’s about two miles away. Here's
another idea he may care to adopt. How
about a bright red tie, dotted with largoe
green spots, to be worn with a yellow shirt?
And by the way, if you receive a letter from
Archie Glenthorne calling me a “silly idiot,
cte., ete., ete.,” don’t you take any notice
of it, but juet. deposit it in the wastepaper-
basket. That chump knows no more about
clothes, and what tv wear and how to wear
‘em than a bleary-eyed codfish.

‘“CHARLIE " (Basingstoke) tells me that
he’s holding a party this Christmas, and would
like me to make a few suggestions to ensure
the party being a success. Nothing easier!
I take it you are inviting a number of
fellows? Right, then line an equal number

L

of them on either side of the room and at
the word ‘“Go,”’ they have to charge for-
ward and see how many black eyes and thick
ears and swollen noses they can  distribute.
There’s nothing 'ike a good, honest, bare-fist
scrap to liven up things, you know. And
don’t let such minor details as knocking over
the plano and breaking a few chairs deter the
combatants. Here’s another stunt you can
arrange—a real thriller. How about a race
between a tortoise and a snail? Hope your
party’s a great success, “ Charlie.”

JACK WESTON (London) offers me '‘a
tanner ’ for my Austin Seven. Thal’s too
generous of you, old man. Why, 1 almost
feel itke giving it to you—and a ‘‘fanner,’
together with a tanning as well.

“DAPHNE " (Whetstone), Sorry I didn’t
answer your previous letter., I really must
have overlooked it, for how could I hope
to resist replying to such a charming girl as
yourself ? (Handy, Hangdy, don’t you realise
that Ireme may be reading #us?—Ep.)
You ask who is the best tennis player and
dancer at St. Frank’s, not including myself.
You've put a spoke in the wheel by adding
that last bit, Daphne. How can I in the
circumstances tell you whe is the best tennia
player and dancer?

“SCOTSMAN " (Thurso) kindly tells me
that as a detective I would make a good
chimney sweep. Here’s my answer to that.
As a chump you make an excellent fathead,

ROY (Sydney, Australia) asks me how
many times I have biffed Chuarch and
McClure! By George! You must think I'm

a handy fellow with my fists. Nothing is
further from the truth. Why, 1 don’t sup-
pose I’ve biffed Churchy and Mac more than
ten thousand—ahem!  Sorry, but I'm not
guing to tell you, Rov. Happy Christmas,

everybody !
EDWARD OSWALD.
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Ghosts at Christmas—Why?

AP! Tap! Rub-a-dub-dub! The shrill-
ing of fifes—then the tramp, tramp,
tramp of marching soldiers. And
never a drum or drummer, nor fifers,

rior soldiers that any man can set eyes upon!
It's the opening chorus of the ghostly
“play ” that has been repeoated time and
time again in lonely Cortachy Castle, way
up in Forfarshire,

The Earl of Airlie has his ancestral homeo
there, and we doubt very much that he cares
greatly for the spectral performers, espe-
cially as the sounds of that invisible bit of
army remind all and sundry of a chapter of
medigeval life that Cortachy would most like
to forget!

For it is said that the rcason of tho rest-
lessness of the noisy drummer—not to men-
tion his escort—is to celebrate the occasion
when, in some distant ycar of the musty
past, the master of that old castlo had the
drummer-boy crammed into his own dram
and then pitched headfirst from the highest
turrets, for some small misdemeanour, The
boy crashed to destruction far below-—and
still he is having the last word!

Wonder why 1t is that ghoste of all brands
hecomoe most restless just before and at
('hristmas—the one scason of the 365 days
when every living creature is at least
wanting to show Peace on Farth, Good Will
to All? There aro scores of castles and
other old houses up and down this little
island of ours that “get the creeps” at
Christmas, just because some fidgety phantom
will start rampaging on the warpath then,

Some people are finding it jolly expensive,
ton, this ghost business. All very well to
Loast in midsummer that you have a ghost

il

1This ““spooky” arlicle
will make your bair
stand on end—bui don’
let that deler yon from
reading 1t, chums.

in the family, but what about when vou
como to sell the estate, perhaps, in tho
dark days of winter—when you have to
confess about that headless highwayman or
decapitated soldier that might come tramp-
ing in to dinner just as the Christmas
pudding is dished up?
This Will Give You the Creeps!
HEY' VI got a headless soldier at Dum-
barton Castle. Every now and again
someone rung into him doing scntry-
go on the moonlit castle terrace—
accoutrements all complete, and smart as
you please, but without a head!

At the time of writing there is a ghos!
hunt on i1n a certain district in the South of
England. Apparently the spook is practising
speatally for Christmas, and people are con-
gregating there in scores—motorists included
—to sce him do his stunt, His strong point
13 o peculiarly blood curdling and penetrating
shriek,

The stories behind somo of the most
famous and best authenticated phantoms arc
cnough to make anyone's flesh crecp at
Christmas, Thero 1s, for instance, the spook
wlo returns at intervals to carouse with
similar choice spirits -at Hermitage Castle, in
Scotland, They kick up tho dickens of a
shindy, apparently enjoying their midnight
revels and bearing no man malice—not even
the ringleader of the castle ghosts scems to
be vindictive,

And certainly ho has enough to be vicious
about, according to all accounts. At ona
time, as a real live man, he owned that
castie, and his great hobby was dabbling in
Black Magic. It got ou the ncrves of his
neighbours, and when Lhey could stand 1t
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no longer they hauled Lim out of his castle
:m:;i and jammed him into a tank of boiling
cad.

Naturally, there wasn't much left of him
when the seething lead cooled, and now he’s
making merry at the scene of his former
Black B;L\Iaginingl

("an you unagine the icy, creepy feeling
that would slither up your bhack—like
phantom fingers counting the “knobs ™ in
your backbone—if you met on the dark and
winding stairs of Dalicchin .House, in Perth
shire. on Christmas Eve. the phantom hunch
back dwarf and his equally ghostly companion
—a spaniel that you could sea through ?

That old house is reputed to have other
attractions also— ghostly voices raised in
quarrelling, and footsteps that shullle under
your nose, but give no other earthly sign of
the existence of things that shouldn’'t be
there,

Ghosts of Glamis!

"y THER casties in plenty boast owner-
() less voices, chief among them being

: Glamis (fastle. Not only voices, bnut

other ghostly phenomena are there.
In one part of the castic 1= a room whose
gecrot has never been made known. Only
the owner of the castla his heir, and the
steward of the estate know what the secret
of that inystery room is.

The phantom secret 1s handed down from
generalion to gencration, and so grim is it
apparently, that the world at large 1s
allowed to know unothing whatever of it,
But that doesn't end the “attractions” of
Glamis Castle. >

They say an armoured grant occasionally
takes the air on the castle stairs. He bas
been both seen and teard, accaording to
tradition. as often as the spook face of
gomeone unknown has been observed pressed
to ona of the castle windows.

And. to add to the general jollity of these
spooks at Glamis, there ig reputed to he
heard in the great courtyard at dead o' night
the noises of a bodv of men—only the men
are never there—building a scaffold! What
a jolly entertainment for Christmas Eve! -

At another big castle—that at Fyvie
much the same sort of thing goes on, the
haunted room in this instance being kept
closelv gealed. for the tradition is that should
anvone enter the chamber and discover the
mvstery penned up there, some terrible
disaster would visit the castle’s owner,

There is a phantom lady in the case of
the haunting of an old abhey in Berkshire,
where it is declared the said lady 1s fre
aunently seen rubbing her hands frenziedly 1o
desperate effort to free them of bloodstaine
incurred four hundred wvears ago. This
spook differs from most others, in that 1t
wears a black face and hands—which makes
it all the more terrifving in the dark.

A Playful Spookl

BILACK friar and a white lady share
the haunting horrors, 8o records
declare, at Newsiead Abbev. The
black friar does not appear to have
olher  occentricities than that of being a
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ghost, but the lady in white has a habit of
walking slap through any wall she happens
to come to, and then returning in the samo

way.

’them is a playful ghost reputed to live at
Kimbolton Castle, in %—Iuntingdnnshirc, whoso
favourite way of spending the midnight hours
1s to perch hunself astride one of the castle
walls and there lie in waitt for passers-by. It
i1sn't on record that he has actually snatched
anyone s scalp yet, but one never knows!

It would Ee interesting to know if the
spook of the murdered drummer-boy who was
piteched fromy the battlements of that castlo
in [Forfarshire has ever met the phantom of
the stable-boy of ruined Hilton Castle. Their
heats are far enough apart, for the latter
ruins are in Sunderland, but perhaps thero
1s a sort of brotherhood among ghosts—a
kind of Spookly Association—that keeps them
all in touch.

:I.':r-; -'.-1'; 3

; g f2a e '
This is the phantom hunchback dwarf of Ballechin
House. Would you like to meet him ?

More than three hundred years ago that
stable-boy became a ghost—consequent upon
liis master, the owner of the castle. pitching
him into a pond one day, and leaving him
there to die. Later on the stable-boy’s
phantom used to amuse itself indoors in all
sorts of yueer ways—tidying up the castle
kitchen. or banging things about into wildest
disorder, just how the fancy took him,

Spooks of kings and queens and knights
and courtiers are reckoned to swarm thick
in Windsor Castle and the Tower of London.
Both places have enough gory history
wrapped around them to make the idea .
feasible, certainly!

One of the most famous ghosts of the
ancient Tower of Tondon is that of Anne
Bolevn. escorted by other ladies that can be
seen  through and by equally transparent
armed knights. Every now and again they
are said to pacade in St. John's Chapel
thero—around the aectual grave of  Anne
Bolevn herself
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A STIRRING COMPLETE YARN OF SMUGGLING AND| ADVENTURE IN OLDEN TIMES 1

The First Chapter.

Dangerous Adventure!

HERE was an utmosp}nqre of perfect
peace this winter evening in Dale’s
Farm, on the snow-covered southern

slopes of the Purbeck Hills, in Dorset- |

shire.

Aunt Martha was sewing, and Uncle Silas
was going through a file of dusty bills, Peter
Coombe was us industrious as his uncle and
aunt, being busy with awl and wax-ends
mending some of the
harness of the splendid
team of horses which
were his own particular
care,

The burning candles
threw their mellow glow
over the objects in tho
room—reflecting  their
light in the burnished
CD[J[}EF kettle on thn
hearth, and flickering
along the china plates
on the rack like a flight
of ghostly elves.

Uncle Silas looked up.

“Oliver “111 be kick-
ing his toe an’ his heel
at the dance over at Kingston, Oi allow,’
he said, beaming at his wile over the tup
of his spectacics

best of pals.

against 1t.

the days when

But his observation was rudely interrupted.
And the three seated so peacefully and in-
dustriously in that little living-room rose to
their feet in alarm, Peter and Aunt Martha
spilling their work on the floor. Kor tho
door latehh had clicked upwards and the door

Peter and Oliver were the very
On one thing only -
did they disagree.
smuggling—was a smuggler bii-
self — whereas  Pcler
This vivid yarn, full
of the romance and glamour of

rife, will enthral all readers.
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. had banged wide open, allowing a flury of

finec snowflukes to be blown in, And there
was the sound of a heavy step on the flugged
porch-—the step of a man staggering,

With startled eyes on the porch, the threo
saw the newcomer enter as he clawed at the
jamb of the opening, and, thus supported,
reeled into the room,

It was Oliver, who, it was supposed, had
been at Kingston, attending a dance at &
friend’s house. And Aunt Mmtha uttered o
swift cry as she saw her son’s face, a horrid

gash across the lefe
(*heek. and a steady
drip-drip of blood de-
scending on to the foor
from the tip of his chi:..

“QODliver, Oliver, what
lias happened ?"’ cricd
Aunt Martha,

“IHere, come to the
couch, boy!” pgasped
Uncle Silas, assisting
Peter in helping his son
across the room.

Oliver lurched on to
the couch, his capless

" head falling back on the
cushion his mother had
deftly placed in positior,

The young man was panting for breath. He

1ad been running—running hard, and his
exhausted condition was due to over-exertio:
rather than to any hurt ho had received.

Peter lifted his cousin’s fect up on to the
couch, while Aunt Martha, almost beside her-
self with fear, prepared water and clean linen
strips, and then attended to her son’s hurls.

Oliver lay there with his eves closed, his

Oliver upheld

was all

smuggling was
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breathing now becoming easier. When his
mother had at last finished bandaging his
face, he moved his head and opened tired
-eyes, regarding his parenis rather vacantly
for a few seconds,

““What has happened? What’s the trouble,
Olly 7’ demanded Uncle Silas,

Oliver regarded his father wearily for a
second or two. Then:

“I—I fell over the steep part o’ the Swyre
Barrow, father,” he said.

“The Swyre Barrow? What was ’e doing
al the Swyre Barrow? That be not the way
to Kingston!”’

“I know,”” replied Oliver slowly. And he
looked away, turning his face to the wall.
“But I went there with—with friends—two
of them. We thought we'd have a turn across
the hills before the—the dance. We—we had
a dance all right!”” Oliver laughed shakily.
“}l f]fll down the steep part an’ gashed my
chee ”

“*There, there, laddy!”’ said Aunt Martha
sonthingly, placing her hand over her son’s
brow. ‘‘You always were wild an’ full of
adventure. 'Tis just like you, Oliver, wi’
some o they wild friends o’ yours. But ’e
naven’t been hurt bad, lad. ’Tis your hurry
makes ’e feel faint. For why did ’e run
home like a young colt o’ breed that will
burst it's heart before 'twill slow down?"

Peter, chin in hand, was regarding his
cousin thoughtfully, And Oliver’s hesitation
in thinking out an excuse was not lost on the

boy.

“I—I was afraid 1 was bleeding bad.
mother,”” said Oliver. 'l'was a bad thought,
the chance o falling down helpless in the
snow before reaching the farm——""

*“And lyin’ out all night in the cold with-
out bein’ discovered—ch 7"’ broke in Peter,

Oliver looked sharply at his cousin.

“Why do ye stare like an owl, Peter?” ne
snid. “Give me a hand like a true cousin
and comrade, and I'll soon be between the
sheets,”’

U in his little room Oliver lalghed softly
as he unlaced his shoes. Peter Coombe re-
mained silent, and was so for some time,
“You be powerful quiet, Peter,” said
Oliver at last. ‘“What be ’e thinking about ?”
“I was wondering,” said Peter, “‘how, by
a fall down the steep part o’ the Swyre
Barrow, and cutting your cheek, you got
the black marks o’ burnt powder on either
side o' the gash. And how ’tis ye've got
the slate-coloured mud o’ the cliffs around
Chapman’s Pool on your shoes. The dis-
charge o’ that pistol-shot, Olly, must ha’ near

deafened you! Ye've bLeen out smuggling
again o
“Ho, ye guess I've been out to earn

a dishonest crown by runnin’ a couple o’
kegs inland, do ye?”
Peter nodded.

““Ay, that’s my guess,”” he said. “I'm

afraid for you, Olly. I've been puttin’ two.

»

an’ two together for a while now——

3%

Oliver laughed light-heartedly as he sat on
the side of his bed, e and Peter were good
friends, and always had been.

“Ye were always quick at guessin’ the
answers to riddles, Peter,”” he said. ‘‘But
that’s not saying you always got the right
answers.”’

And the young man, with another carele:s
laugh, swung himself on to his bed and drew
up the sheets.

The Second Chapter.
The Phantoms of the Hills!

ETER was up betimes the next morning,

P for the quarry team had to be fed,

watered and harnessed ready for their

hard day’s work pulling the great

blocks of Purbeck marble from the quarry
mouth to the place of shipment,

While the great horses were
their feed, Peter sallied forth outside. 1t
was cold—bitterly cold. More snow had
fallen during the night, and everywhere was
covered with a thick mantle of white.

The boy found Oliver outside the stable.
He was whistling cheerily, the while he
stamped his feet and swung his arms to and
fro in an endeavour to keep himself warm.

Oliver greeted his young cousin with a
cheery grin. His face was protected by
sticking-plaster, the wound having been
dressed with a herbal salve, a speciality of
Aunt Martha’s.

“I wish 'e’d give up the smuggling, Olly,”
said Peter. *“If ’tis adventure ye want, lct
us both——-"

“If so be ye want adventuire like me,”
answered Olly quickly, “I can let ’e have it—
let ye have your fill. Ay, an” be paid for it,
too!”’

“A crown for running the risk of a pistol-
g:itlll thr,{;augh the spine be not good pay,

i )

“Odds, Peter, if ye want adventure ye
must take risks! Now, I have an idea—"

‘“If ’tis to draw me into the smuggling,
Olly, I'll hear none of it. I like adventure,
but I be not prepared to risk payin’ for it
with my life. I'll warrant me the Revenue
cutter was spying out off Swanage last
night 2§ ’

Oliver frowned.

‘““The furies take themi” he said darkiy.
“There be enough for them to do down off
the Cornish coast wi’out bothering about our
bit of seaboard.”

‘““And last night the cutter landed a party
an’ waylaid our band? 1 have it all now,
Olly. Was anyone caught 1"’ .
Olly’s brow cleared at the glorious memory
of last night’s alfair.

“No,” he said. ‘“‘I was the only one who
got real trouble. But we scattered. Harry
Gurd and Dan’l Broom told me this morning
that the whole band got clear. And, luckily,
the lugger hauled back her cargo, got it

munching

| aboard, and, by the favours, picking up a
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breeze the cutter did not feel, got clear away,
too. But if ye won't listen to a real bit
o' good business, Peter, ’tis no use talking.
Ye'd better get your teamn off, hadn’t yo?
Ye’ll be late at the quarry mouth else.”

Pcter turned away. The adventure of
smuggling appealed to him greatly. But he
was, also, a keen believer in law and dis-
cipline.

Some days passed, and Oliver’s presence in
the farm at night told Peter that no cargoes
were being run for the time. But within a
week of Oliver’s nasty experience with the
Revenue men, Peter woke with a start. e
had heard the sounds of movement outside in
the yard.

Peter rose swiftly, and tiptoed across to
the window,

““Rouse up, Olly!"”" he heard from below.

“I'tl be down, Mark,” Oliver replied.
“Wait for me.” .

Peter’s heart beat heavily. 8o Olly was off
on another run? That was Mark Derry
below, and Mark was well known as a runner
of smuggled goode., Where did they take
their goods? How was it all managed? And
had they altered their methods now that the
Revenue cutter was watching the coast?

Peter returned to his bed again, and he
siept fitfully for a while. But he could not
compose himself for sound sleep. And ut
last he got up, After all, why should he not
go adventuring, too? He could not join in
with the smugglers, but he could go down
to Chapman’s Pool and watch the running in
of the cargo. He knew of a dozen hiding-
plﬂﬂi::ls there when he could lie concealed aud
'ﬁ'ﬂtcﬂ. b

Peter's intention was not to inform against
the smugglers. Nothing was further from his

mind. Such action—even the thought of it—

would have filled him with horror. For the
smugglers, he knew, were all hale, likeable
fellows, like Olly and Mark Derryn and
Harry Gurd and Dan'l Broom.  Besides,
smuggling was not considered in that district
as a crime. And the people of Dorset uun-
connected with the Preventive Service would,
to a man, have shielded rather than have be-
trayed the smugglers. :

+ DPeter, his mind made up, rose and dressed
ewiftly,  Then he let himself out of the
dwelling-house, and set off across the white
fields to the heighis above Chapman’s Pool.

The pathway to the pool, though narrow
and dangerous at parts—especially at this time
¢{ the year, owing to the snow and ice—had
no terrors for Peter, for he knew every inch
of the way. And soon he was down in the
valley that runs to the beach.

Peter at once espied movement on the
beach. A vessel rode to anchor off-shore, and
a shimmering bluish-white in the water de-
noted where the contraband was travelling
to land. A long string of men hauled and
tugged at the stout rope on the beach, and
the kegs came ashorc one by one, two men
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standing in the water and tlirowing loose each
keg as 1t came to hand.

A light flashed from the beach when the
last keg had been hauled up, and it was
answered from the lugger anchored in the
bay. Then the rope was hauled back, squirm-
ing like a glowing snake as the phosphorus
in the water was stirred.

With a light gasp at the thrill of it, Peter
turned and ran swiitly back along the path-
way. For the smugglers were now getting
the kegs up off the beach. And it would go
ill with anyone who might be found spying
on their movements.

When near the farm, Peter suddenly dived
aside to the shelter of some bushes. For he
had heard a blowing and snorting in the
darkness behind him—a sound the boy knew
well, the labouring of straining horses.

He had no sooner concealed himself than
he saw them—a ghostly team of hard-driven
horses, foam flecking their chests, manes
flying, wild men running alongside, cracking
of whips and the swishing sound of lashes
curling about the horses’ legs.

Peter shuddered back into his cover. For
he was superstitious, as were most of the
country dwellers in Purbeck of that day. Dut
he started up afresh as one of the horses,
with tossing mane and a fierce snort of anger,
broke from the team and came plunging and
crashing towards the bush, his driver shout-
ing wildly at him and plying his whip-lash
with ever greater energy.

Quite losing his head at the awesomeness
of it all, Peter spranz from his cover and ran,

The Third Chapter.
Smugglers” Fee!

ANTING, the boy reached the farm,
P He thankfully entered the dweiling-

house, and, in his stockinged feet,

mounted softly to his room,

After his fright and hard run, Pecter slept
like a log. He did not awaken next morning
until Uncle Silas thumped angrily on lhis
door, quite a quarter of an hour after his
usual time of rising.

Peter dressed quickly and went down to
the stables, where his horses were kept,
Uncle Silas had the contract of supplying
the quarry team—horses, harness and driver.
And he did pretty well out of it, largely due
to the honest work of his young nephew,

When Peter entored the stables he fell bucl
with a swift ery. There was no welcoming
whinney from his great horses, no tossing ot
heads and stamping of great hoofs in the
clean straw. Instead, his charges stood or
lay there, everyone aszleep, one of them
breathing so heavily that the expiration of
his breath sounded like tha booming of surf
on a beach. The lLiorses were splashed witl:
mud and wet with sweat. Aud as a realisa-
tion of the true state of affatrs came to
Peter his heart raged.
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Oliver plied his whip furiously, but Goliath
weculd not be subdued. The stallion sud-
denly made a wild dash, and it went
galloping away in the dlrection whence
had come thal mysterious call.

So the smugglers had used the quarry team

for running their cargo inland! And they
had left the horses in this condition!

Turning, with a sharp cry, Peter dashed
back to the farmhouse. |

“Uncle Silas! Unecle Silas!”” he cried.
“Come to the stables! The quarry team has
been used during the night, and the horses
are exhausted. We can’t get them out on
th’ road to-day—not till noon. They be main
worn out!”’

Uncle Bilas, after his first look of surprire,
roared like an angry bull and dashed across
to the stables, Peter in his wake.

In the doorway the man halted. Then, on
seeing the condition of the horses, he again
uttered an angry cry, and strode into the
gloom of the stable.

“It be they smugglers!’’ gritted Uncle
Silas, clenching his fistis as he regarded the
sleeping horses. “This be ruination for the
quarry team. “T--T'll inform against them !”

While Unecle Silas was raving, Peter had
crossed the stable to where he saw a bulge
in the straw. Ile raked off the top covering
with his fingers., And his face was white as
he turned it towards his uncle

“What have ’e there, boy ?!” demanded the
man,

“It—it’s a keg,'' said Peter.
rum, I don’t doubt.”

A slow smile overspread the rugred face of
Unecle Silas.

“Hey, a keg o> rum? So it bel H'm, a
keg o' rum!| Now, that be rather handsoine
o' them——"

“But—but the horses——" he began. Then,
Surely you don’t placn the value of a keg
of rum as an equaliser in the scales against
the malusage o’ the quarry team-——-"

“Well, Oi don’t know. It be main useful,
that French rum. An’ worth a tidy penuy,
too. If they leaves a keg o’ rum every time,
I be not so sure as I'd say aught about it at
all, Peter -

Peter listened, aghast,

“ But—but the horses——" he began. Then
realising it would be useless to plead his
cause on behalf of the horses, he suddenly
decided to look at the matter from the point
of view of the farmer’s banking account,
“You—you'll lose the contract at th’ guarries
if T he late startin® wi* the team somo morn.
10 T8 —

“A keg o




40

“Aun’ who said 'e would be late? Come,
lad, rouse up these lazy animals and get ye
to vour work, And mark what I say—not a
word to anyone about this.”

Uncle Silas thereupon swung out of the
stable, after covering up the keg once more
with straw so that it might rest invisible to
the eye till a safe opportunity should occur
to remove it to his cellar.

That day Peter trudged beside his tired
Lorses in sullen and rebellious mood. At
midday he unharnessed the animals and gave
them a thorough rest for nearly two hours.
And he told himseolf that he would put a stop
to the malpractice of the smugglers somehoyw,
Ile’d think out a scheme during the after-
noon, With this thought, Peter sprang up
to utter the curious, weird cry which he had
taught his team to recognise as his call to
therm to come over to him., But, with the
cry on the tip of his tongue, he suddenly
held back. And his eyes shone as he realised
that he had solved the problem—that he knew
how to outwit the smugglers, ard make them
drop this malpractice of using the quarry
team at night for their carrying work up
from Chapman's Pool.

Peter then uttered his ery—sharply, trailing
it off with a weird wail. The horses recog-
nised, it, lifted their heads and pricked up
their ears, and then came trotting over, one
after another.

Peter soon had them harnessed, and he
carried on with his afternoon’s work with
many & chuckle as lie reviewed in his mind
again and again the general working of his
scheme,

*

Three weeks had passed, during which time

Peter's horses had been used by the smug-
glers no less than four times. But Peter was
Emtient. The time for him to say tit for tat
wad not yet arrived.
. Oliver, of late, had become dull and morose.
Peter had chaffed him about it, in an effort
Ho draw his big cousin into confiding in him,
but Oliver had drawn into himself, like u
‘snail drawing into its shell. He talked no
more to Peter about the joys of smuggling.
And, somehow, he had got on rather bad
terms with some of his wild companions.

He still went on with the smuggling, but
Peter noticed that he was always back early—
'back with the horses, in fact. And in the
morning the boy found the horses properly
rubbed down and in better condition than
they had been when they were first used.
And Unele Silas was happy in the goodly
number of kegs of rum he was collecting—
the fee left by the smupgglers for the use of
the horses.

“Well, he won't have any more,"”’ said
Peter grimly. “I’ll soon put a stop to this
misuse of the guarry team,”

Peter’s plans were now complete. And he
remained awake night after night so that Le
‘would not miss the next running in of a
cargo.

One night—he had, in spite of lLiz great

L3 "
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effort of will, sunk into a light doze—he was
awakened by the crashing of hoofs out near
the farmm gate,

Within a few minutes Peter was following
the team of horses on the narrow little path-
way that led down the magnificent slopes to
the gap in the cliffs below which i1s Chap-
man’s Pool.

But half-way down DPeter halted, aghast,
and slipped into cover. lle lay there paut-
ing, staring out into the darkness, his brain”
afire, For, on the passing of the horses, he
had seen the form of a Revenue man risc
from a bush and sound a very low whistle
which he muffled on his lips with his hand,

An officer now joined the man.

“Ay, sir, to-night, right enough,”” said the
man., *““‘The hosses hev gone down——-""

“Cood! (et you the men to their cover,
then, at the top. We'll catch this nest of
coutraband runners this time——"

The officer and the man moved off as the
former spoke. And Peter was left alone in
the darkness with his turmoil of thougit.

The Fourth Chapter.

““ Surrender—in The King's Name!"”
LLY tramped along towards the pool
O with Mark Derryn, the halter of the
big stallion Goliath in the crook of
his arm.

“Y tell 'e, Mark,”” said Olly, “I won't
stand much longer for this. I reckoned
father would put on a couple o' fresh horses
for the quarry work, in exchange for the
keg o’ rum. 'Tis good pay. But no, not he!
I wish I hadn’t suggested this usin’ the
quarry team to our captain, DBad cess to him,
I've had two fights already over 1t!”’

The night work went on. The horses were
laden with the kegs, four apiece, lashed acros:
their backs, pack animal: fashion. And thoe
trying and wearying climb up the steep path-
way at speed commenced., Lashing of whips,
crashing of hoofs, snorts of anger and dis-
tress from the horses. Cries of alternate
threats and encouragement from the wili
smugglers running along beside the animals.

When about half-way up the steep slope.
the smugglers redoubling their efforts witi
cries and whip-lashes as the horses began
to flag, a low, weird call sounded from tie
right. Olly, who was tearing along beside
Goliath, the great leader of the team, saw
the anmimal prick up his ears. His nostrils
distended in a snort, and the animals behind
bezgan to plunge and rear, some lashing out
with their hoofs.

““Hold them, lads!'™

“Keep the halters!”

“Steady-—you!”

Swish, swish, swish! ~ Tie whip-lashes
whistled as they curled round the flanks and
legs of the horses. And again that low,
weird cry sounded. It was like the cry of an
owl.

“To-whit—to-whoo-0-0!"
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Oliver found himself fighting desperately
with two of the Revenue men, but at last
be was felled with the butt end of 8 mus-
ket. Uttering a groan, he crumpled up
at the feet of his attackers.

(Goliath
Olly held it firm. He was jerked almost off
his feet by the pull.

Red-eyed and wicked-looking, Goliath
reared and then crashed his hoofs on the
ground.  Again he snorted, and again he
leapt sideways with a jerk of his mighiy head
to try to pull his halter away.

““Whoa, Goliath!”® cried Olly. ‘‘Steady, ye
fiend in horse-hide——"" And for the first
time he used the whip.

“To-whit—to-who-0-0-0 |”
now.

With a furious snort of rage, red eyes hke
live coals, mane flying, ears back, Goliath
caracoled about, bringing the whole team to
a standstill,  Swish-swish-swish went Olly’s
whip, but he could not subdue Goliath,
Rearing and plunging, then suddenly break-
ing off with a wild whinny, the stallion was
free and his hoofs went thudding away in a
mad gallop towards tha call.

The other horses, seeing their leader oft,
would not be held., And two smugglers went
crashing and rolling down the steep slope,
the others lurehing and snatching at halters
or dodging and ducking to miss flying hoofs,

Away went the horses, galloping and whin-
neying into the darkness, lured on by that
weird, long-drawn-out ecall, whiech again
sounded as the furionsly angry smuggless
picked themselves up from the ground.

now snatched at his halter, but

More shrilly

| his work, this!
| to obey that call—to break away from what-
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“"Tis Peter Coombe!"’
Ile has

ever be holding them and answer the call.”

“He will suffer for this!”’

““Purbeck won't hold he now!"”

““lLet's get on to the farm and ketch him
takin’ in the team!”

Off they set, a wild band of angry, anxious
men., And at the top of the hill the captain
of the smugglers halted dead as a command-
ing voice rang out:

““Surrender in the King's name!”

The band scattered.  Musket and pistol-
shots ,rang out. Two smugglers crashed to
eround with sudden cries. And the Revenue
men swarmed in, rounding up the men in
perfect discipline,

Fist-fights were in progress here and there,
Olly found himself fighting desperately with
two Revenue men. But at last he was felled
with the butt end of a musket, and he groaned
as he crumpled up at the feet of his
attackers. ;

The band crowded together, surrounded by
the Revenue men. The officer, with drawn
sword, spoke sharply to the captain of the
smugeling band.

“Where is your contraband?”’

The smuggler scowled,

“We have none. We be not smugglers|”

(Concluded on page 52.)
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MORE THRILLING CHAPTERS OF OUR POPULAR DETECTIVE SERIAL.

THE FOUR-LEGGED EAG
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A Struggle Against Odds!

I' IFerrers Locke felt any surprise at being
g0 dramuatically confronted by the maxn
with the sword, he did not show it,
“The Grand Seirneur of Perilla,'” said

ti:e deteetive grimly, “yon are wanted for

inurder |’

The man in the doorway sucercd openiy.
“Come and tale me,
tren!” he taunted.
Locke’s hand came
from his hip-pocket, and
he levelled a revolver at
tha other’s heart,

rescues King
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iclory would sccim to be within
Ferrers Locke’s grasp when De

ok

-

o

¥ )
rn.'

oo . g et

; :
TPy s

5 . #
./-’f’{',-.,{::-':-m:-'f'-.- u
. L] -

tlie kuees. It was a perfeet Rugby tackie,
and Perilla was taken by surprise.

“En garde!” he yelled. A moil”

Locke grinned and grabbed his sword auvmn,
twisted it sharply, and the weapon fell clanw.

ing to the floor, Mossman bellowed with
rage, while the false gqueen screamed. Jack

disentangled himself from the fallen Perilla.
tle reckoned Locke could deal with tha:
danger. e saw that
Mossman  had  seized
the heavy iron pol:
from the fireplace, ana
Jack stood between hin
and Ferrers Locke,

Ferdinand  of

Peritla laughed roci- . . Shat oF %5 \wel"
Pagly. " Abronia from bis caplors.  And ﬁ,_mlﬂf Musstmian '}m,
“Surely,” he said,  yhen  comes  the wunexpecled—  Jack picked up Perilla’s
“m'sicur's ammunition : : il il prowiud
must be wet!”’ inrnimg SHceess 14 fg””;-t*_ “It's hardly Tikely,”
Locke knew it,  Ha he snid grimly.  ““Get
eved his gun for a {onale I

moment, rather savagely, and just tien the
laughter faded from Perilla's face and in its
place came hate. e lunged forward with his
rleaming sword, but the detective sensed the
action, He stepped backwards, just enough
to let the poiut of the sword scrape his sodden
jacket,

And then Jack Drake hurtled past Locke,

He swept beneathh the steel Dblade of

gwvoed and grappled with the foreigner round |

|
tire |

1

The point of the sword deseribed a dan-
geronz arve in the air very elose to Mossman's
wlging waisteoat, and the man stepped back
hastilv. The “queen” was very pale, bt
suddenly her eves gleamed., Jack saw that
meaning smile on her face, and he swiftly
olanced over his shonlder to where Taocke
was struggling with DPevilla in the doouway.

C'oming into the room with a rush was a
mmmber of men,
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“Guv’nor!” yelled Jack warningly.

Locke released Perilla. No longer was 1t
a case of capturing the murderer, but a
matter of saving himself and Jack. That
thick-set, military-looking man-—the one they
had  encountered m  Hinton Terrace—wus
among those coming into the room, and fron
the description given him by General Morina,
Locke was able to recognise the others.

There was Major Patens of the Cavalry.
and behind him came the Duke of Silene. In
the rear, suapping out curt orders, was Prince
Carlos, who houped some day to be the Kinsg
of Abronia.

“Hold him!"” snapped the prince, indicating
the detective. “Hold them both! Do not
kill—not here!”

Major Patens beckoned to someone, and the
foreign footman arrived on the scene. He
scowled ferociously at Locke. and then hurled
himself forward. He was a hefty brute, but
the detective knew just how to manage him
His fist flashed out and connected with the
footman’s jaw. The man went down like a
log, groaning, but he had done all that was
required of him. Before Locke could fairly
recover himself, Patens and the Duke of
Silene were on him,

Locke fought fiercely, and his two assailanrs
had all their work cut out to hold himn.
Mossman tried to get at him from the rear
but Jack stood there with the sword uncom
fortably close to his fancy waistcoat.

“Cub!” hissed the man, but he backerd
away hurriedly.

The false queen forgot all her stately dig-
nity. She seemed to be falling. She did fall
—on Jack! She grabbed him round the
neck, and they both fell to the floor in a
heap.

“Gosh!” gasped Jack,
unlooked-for development.

By now Mossman had torn the sword from
his grasp, while Jack wriggled f[rantically.
Fiven though the woman had shown herself to
be treacherous, he could not bring himself
to strike her. He squirmed like an eel,
managed to get free of her clawing clutches,
and struggled to his feet just as Mossman
aimed a blow at him with the poker and
missed.

Jack could see that things had reached a
critical stage now., Locke was slowly but

surprised at this
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surely being overwhelmed by Patens and the
Duke, while the footman had recovered and
was struggling to his feet.  Prince Carlos
handed the man a heavy ecandlestick, but
before the latter could reach Ferrers lLocie
Jack had leapt on to the shoulders of the
footman, and they both crashed to the floo:.
With a snarl of rage, Prince Carlos strode
forward and kicked out savagely. The toe of
his bhoot crashed against Jack’s ribs, and
knocked him off the footman; and a moment
later Mossman charged to the attack, a poker
in his hand. Jack just managed to escape
injury by ralling himself along the floor,

Over by the table he scrambled to his feet.
He saw then that Prince Carlos had the
candlestick. He saw the prince reach over
Major Paten’s shoulder and strike a fierce
blow at Locke’s head,

After his rough-and-tumbie, Jack could not
be sure whether he were seeing things straight
or not, mut he could have sworn that blow
caught Locke’s arm and not his head. Yet
the detective suddenly sagged, and his iegs
seemed to give way beneath him.  Major
Patens and the Duke of Silene simply stepped
back, and Ferrers locke rolled on to the
floor in a motionless heap.

Not that Jack had much time in which to
do a lot of thinking. Enraged at Prince
Carlos’ cowardly action, he leaped towards
that worthy with a furious bellow of anger,
but before he could do any damage Moss-
man intervened. In his hand was the glase
paper-weight he had picked up from the
floor. lle flung this; the missile struck Jack
on the temple, and without a sound the boy

fell senseless !
\\ He began to wriggle about, as was
his wont in such eireumstances, and
he quickly discovered that his ankles were
secured and that his wrists were tied together
behind his back. But his movements com-
municated his return to -consciousness fto
Ferrers Locke, who lay beside him similarly
trussed up.
““All right, Jack ?”’ asked Locke quietly.
““Depends what you mean by all right,”
retorted Jack, rather put out. “I’m done up

For the Kingl

HEN Jack came to his senses be
found himself in piteh darkness,

JACK DRAKE, are travelling on the
foreigner. Fﬂliawing investigations, they

PRINCE CARLOS OF ABRONIA.

her husband; hence the man's removal.
Ferdinand to his country.

an impostor, hewever,

he interviews a Mr. Isaac Mossman, who is in the pay of Prince Carlos.
this, and attempts to prove his words by calling in—Queen Zita!
He leaps townards the door of the room, opens it—and oulside is
the Grand Seigner of Perilla; and in his hand is a naked sword!

(Now read on.)

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous London detective, and his boy assistant,

Underground when
‘ igcover that the deed was
Grand bSeigner, or Count, of Perilla, working on the instructions of

Carlos' ambition i3 to become king of Abronia, and already
he has kidnapped the reigning monarch, King Ferdinand, and brought him over to England,
The murdered man was an emissary of Queen Zita of Abronia, who has followed to rescue
The queen asks Locke to help her restore King
The detective's invesligationg lead him to Thames Ditton, where

the murder of a

they witness
committed by the

Mossman dénies
Locke realises that she is
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Jike a chicken for dinner, and my head’s
kuocking like a  fourth-hand ¥ord on
Shooter’s Hill. How long have we been here,
and where are we, anyway, and what happens
next? But then, I don’t suppose you know
any more than I do. The;;r put you to sleep,
too, didn’t they, guv'nor?”’

“0Oh, no, they didn't,”’ said Locke, and
if only Jack could have seen the detective
at that moment—which he couldn’t, owing to
the impenetrable darkness—he would have
scen that Locke was smiling. if a trifle
grimly. “But don’t talk so loudly, Jack.
‘They loft the footman outside to guard us.
Lic’s snoring at the moment, and we don't
want to wake him up.”

Jack was sorely puzzled.

“Do you mean to say,’’ he argued, in a
hoarse whisper, ‘‘that those ginks never
bashed you senseless?”’

“That’s right,” replied Locke.

“But I saw you drop. I saw tho prince
biff you on the head with the candlestick. I
saw your knees wobble.”

“T don’t dispute the fact,”” answered Locke.
“But that was ounly a little stunt of my own.
What was the use of going on against that
crowd? We were hopelessly outnumbered
and were bound to be beaten in the end, in
spite of the fact that I had a revolver.”

“You're pulling my leg,' said Jack.
“That sarsaparilla bloke—"’ _
“You mean the Grand Scigneur of Perilla
Ll
“He said

““SQame thing!’ grinned Jack,
vour ammunition was wet."”

“Do I usually allow my revolver cartridges
to get wet?’ asked Locke, with irony.

“You never have, as far as I Lknow,”
azreed Jack. “‘I know vou keep "em in a
waterproof pocket, and I saw you load your
gun before we entered the house. That's
where I got all puzzled. Why didn't you
shoot him? Ie’s a murderer!”

“Two wrongs never make a right!” said
Locke grimly.
sure they were all there. They were! So
King Ferdinand of Abronia can’t be far
away. If it had been a case of saving our
lives I would have used my revolver, but
Prince Carlos said ‘ hold them! That meant
Lle did not want us killed off there. So, at
the moment, at any rate, I'm not unduly
perturbed because we have been captured by
the prince.

““Besides, Carlos is already holding one
prisoner, INow he has three, and I shouldn’t
Le surprised if he doesn’t put his two latest
prisoners along with the first one. You
understand ?"’

““Meaning the king!” replied Jack. *I
seo daylizht. When the two escape, the first
prisoner goes with ’em!”

“That's the idea,”” agreed Locke. ‘‘But
listend”’

Their whispering died away, and they
listened intently, They heard footsteps along
tivo corridor, but the footsteps stopped as if

i
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“Again, I wanted to make|
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whoever it was had entered another room.
Silence reigned once more until Jack brolke
it with a whisper:

“Guv’'nor, wnere are we?”

“In an attic,”’ said Locke, ‘““¥When 1 was
feigning unconsciousness I heard some of their
plans, I gathered something about a motor-
boat and Limechouse, so we may have a fairly
long trip on the river very shortly.””

“I'm not keen,”” grumbled Jncﬁ. “Solid
ground for this child all the time!l I say;
guv'nor, how did you know that queen was
a fake? I guessed it, but 1 couldn’t have
been sure like you were.”

Locke replied in low whispers:

“Jack,” im said, “we're up against brains.
Don't forget that, These fellows aren't
ordinary criminals who'd rob and murder for
mere gain, This case goes decper than that.
It’s a erown and a fortune at stake., Prince
Carlos is the prime mover, and he has brains.
But the whole business boils down to a matter
of diplomacy and statesmanship.

“And Carlos never loses sight of Queen
Zita, Somchow he knew that she had becn
to see me at DBaker Street. That fake was
foisted on me to divert my attention from
Mossmman, but it failed for this reason.
Queen Zita might have reached that house
before me, but it was doubtful, if not im-
possible. Then again, when she held out her
left hand I saw that she did not wear that
ring."

“What ring?”’ asked Jack.

“I am surprised at Prince Carlos for for-
oetting the obvious,”” said Locke. ‘‘His fake
gueen wore no wedding ring, nor the ring
emblazoned with the fizure of the four-legged
eagle. That oversight gave the trick away
completely.”

“It sure did,”’ agreed Jack. *“But—"

His voice trailed away into silence, as
Locke’s hiesed a caution, Once more they
heard footsteps. Men were coming along the
passage, The prisoners remained silent,
listening. They heard the sound of exclama-
tions, of a blow, the startled velp of the
sleeping footman as he suddenly awakenced,
Then the key creaked in the lock, and a light
dazzled the prisoncrs.

Major Patens, a gleaming dagger in one
hand, entered, followed by the footman who
was holding an electric torch. Patens cut
the ropes that bound the ankles of the two
detectives, and then ordered them to stand
up. e warned them, in cxcellent English;

“T shall have to gag you both. I shouldn't
make too much trouble if I were you. We
don’t want to kill you until it is necessary."”

“Quite all right,” murmured Jack., ““Don’t
let us bother you."

“Quiet, cub!” hissed the major, siriking
the boy on the mouth,

Locke said not a word, but allowed himself
to be gagged. Jack was gagged, too, and
then they were led out into the passage.
They were hustled donwstairs and out of
the house by way of the back door, across
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the sloping lawns to a boat-house on the
river-bank, where a motor-boat lay moored.

Locke’s eyes missed little. It was dark,
but he could see enough to be quite sure
that that boat was designed for long journeys,
and would be as safe at sea as on the river.
It was broad of beam, wirh a curved splash
deck over the fore half, beneath which was
a cabin of ample dimensions. The motor
was situated in the centre of the craft.

Locke and Jack were ordered aboard and
bundled into the cabin, The shiding door was
closed, and they were in total darkness once
more. The rest of the men came aboard, the
motor purred, and the boat moved off into
the night.

After a while Major Patens slid back the
cabin door and entered, He had a length of
rope with him, and by the hght of his toren
he proceeded to tie the ankles of both Juack
and Ferrers Locke. The two detectives did
not resist, for they realised that to do eo
would avail them little. Then, without a
word, the major went out again, carcfully
closing the sliding door after him.

How long that boat travelled it was d: i
cult to say, but obviously it passed through
several locks, Jack busied himself struggiing
with jhis bonds, but all he succeeded 1n accornn:
plishing was slipping his gag out of his
mouth. He located Locke in the darkuess
and managed to wriggle close to him and to
whisper in his ear:

“ Any chance o' chewing string, guv'nor?’

Locke rolled over. Jack squirmed about
until he found the detective’s bound hanis
close to his mouth, and then he attacked the
cords with his strong teeth,

It was a pawstul process for Jack, and a lony
ordeal for Locke. At intervals Jack’s teeth
rasped on Locke’s tlesh, and the detective
squirmed. The men out on deck did not
worry about the prisoners in the cabin., But
how were they to know that this was not
the first time that Jack’s strong teeth had
cot Ierrers Locke out of an awkwarl
situation ?

From the way the boat was tossing about
Locke reckoned they had arrived somewhere
in the neighbourhood of the Tower Brndge.
He recalled how he had heard the plotters
mention Limehouse, and nu one knew better
than Ferrers Locke how easy it was to hide
people and even to kill them in that part
of the world.

Suddenly Locke jerked his wrists apart.
The cord snapped, and he wus free. IHe tore
the gag from his mouth; he untied his ankles,
and then relvased Jack. Next, he felt with
his hands around the dark cabin-—-and found
the third prisoner! Locke took the gag from
the man’s mouth and untied his bonds

“No noise, your Majesty!”” he whispered,
““Who are you?” .asked the third prisoner.

“Ferrers Locke, detective, requested Dby
Queen Zita to help you, sir, Can you swim 7"’

“Fairly, well. But tell me. Is she—the

queen—— :

1 men in the well deck,
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“In good health, sir, but anxious for your
safety. We must make a dash for it. There
is a bung in the floor-boards, Jack. 1 saw
it when we were tossed in here. Pull it up!"’

It was a case of quick action now. Jack
felt about for the bung and found it. lHe
pulled it out and the water came rushing

in. The three stood erect and chafed their
numb himbs. The water Aowed over their
feet.

"“Ready 7"’ hissed Locke, one hand on the
door,

“Tell me exactly what to do,’
lKing Ferdimand of Abronia.

“Rush out and dive overboard!” snapped
Locke crisply. *‘1 shall be as near you us
pussible, Leave the rest to me, sir.”’

“Mr. Locke,”” said the king, “‘I am trust-

sugrested

ing you. Some day 1 hope to be able to
thank you. I am ready.” :

“Right! Look out! You first, Jack. His
Majesty next. Now!”’

The water was up to their ankles. They
could hear startled exclamations from the

They had noticed the
water that now came pouring from under the
cabin door.  Then, with a quick motion,
Ferrers Locke jerked the door open.

Jack went through the doorway like a bullet
shot from the gun. Tlis head butted Major

Patens in the body und sent that worthy
His

down gasping for breath. fist crashed
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can supply yvou with fust what vou require.
Illectric, Steam or Clockwork trains and accessories—
keep up-to-date by having Marklin.
All Marklin products are well made, heautifully fin-

ished, just like the real thing. and thev will last a
lifetime.

Write tor the dlustrated buoklet stating whether Electric
{ High or Low Current ), Steam or Clockiwwork, enclosing
ldd, =famp for ome hooklet,

SEELIG PUBLICITY SERVICE, (M A, 44),
23 White Street, Moorfie'ds, E.C,2,
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in the face of the Duke of Silene. The next
moment he had leapt over the stern sheets
info the black, cold water.

Down he went into the depths, then came
up., He shook the water from his hair and
eyes, He saw a dark body fall from the
motor-boat. Then another dark form was
poised on the gunwale. A man tried to grab
that form, but a fist shot out, and Jack heard
the smack of hard knuckles on & face, and
chuckled as Ferrers Locke came diving in.
I"A“d then all three were swimming for dear
e,

. ;;T‘lhi.'i way!"" hissed Locke. “Head for that
jetty !

Next moment all three of them were swim-
ming towards the mysterious unknown, and
behind them the motor-boat was slowly

sinking!

T carrying them away from their des-
- _ 1ination, so that they had to fight
against 1t grimly, with the wavelets, whip-
ped to foam by the sharp, freshening breeze,
;Iu;lg;mg spray in their faces that stung like
ail,

King Ferdinand of Abronia had pluck
enough, but already he was weakening.
Jack was swimming on one side of him, and
Locke struck out strongly on the other side.
And Locke was worrled;: he noticed how
erratio was the king's stroke.

“Not much farther!” ho said

mngly. .

The black bulk, which ther took to be a
jetty, loomed up before them. Jack spurted
to reach it. His idea was to clamber up
and help King IFerdinand out of the water,
but the nearer he approached tho jetty the
more puzzled he became. He suddenly
turned, uttering a cry of alarm. _

“Guv'nor!” he called. *“It isn't a jetty ("

Locke’s face was griri and tense as he
swam beside the king. Ho stared at that
black, bulky mass ahead, and realised in a
flash that what Jack said was true. It was
not a jetty! It was a barge, moored some
vards off a whartf,

And, suddenly, the king gasped and threw
up his arms. Locke was beside him in a
flash, holding him up.

“I can’t—can't go on!” gasped the king.

“Cramp!"” said Locke tensely. “May be
it was too much to expect of youn, sir, after
being trussed uzl) so long. Can you keep up
a few seconds longer? I'll get you on to
that bargel Hold on—"

Then came Jack’s voice, shouting hoarsely:

“DBehind you, guv'nor! Look out!”

They hcard the throbbing of a motor-boat.
Out of the blackness behind them camo the
dark shape of a familiar craft. It was low
in the water, but there was no mistaking
it. The enemy were still afloat and in
pursuit |

Qut of Luck!
HIL  water was _
numbing., lhe tide ran strongly,

encourag-

Jack saw the danger as quickly as Locke |

cold—icy cold—and

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

himseclf, and he came swimming back to the
rescue, cleaving his way through the water

like & human torpedo,

Obviously, Prince Carlos and his followers
had managed to stay tho leak somowhat,
‘The motor-boat was dangerously low in the
water, and would becomo water-logged, but
they still had a sporting chance of re-
capturing their vietims, and they secized it
with alacrity. ‘The motor spluttered and
roared by turns, but the boat forged ahcad
towards the more or less helpless fugitives
in the water,

The tall figure of Major Patens stocd on
the splash deck of the motor-boat. His keen
eyes picked out the form of Locke, strug-
gling to keep King Ferdinand afloat. The
major called back to the men in the well,
and directed them to steer to the spot. On
came the motor-boat through the water., By
now the Duke of Silene had joined Patens
on the splash deck. The major knelt down
and leant over the side.

“Swim!" yelled Locke.

But thoe king was past swimming. His
eyes were glassy with agony, and he could
not move a limb. He was a dead weight on
Locke's arm.

The duke was lying full length on the
splash deck. The eold, black water hissed
and gurgled as the motor-boat slid along-
side the struggling men. The Duke of Sileno
reached down and grabbed the king by tho
shoulder., Locke tried to hit out at iim with
his one free arm, but he was badly hand:i-
capped, and he missed. Major Patens had
a clubbed revolver in one hand. He had tho
advantage of Locko and he was grinning
diabolically as ho struck downwards fiercely.

A cry of mingled pain and despair escaped
Locke as he fell backwards and disappeared
under tho surface. Jack saw it, and  his
blood ran cold. Hardly conscious of what
he did, ho seemed to hurl himself at the
stide of the motor-boat, and clutched up-
wards, grabbing Patens’ arms, nearly baul-
ing him off the sloping splash deck. Tho
Duke of Silene was hauling the king aboard,
which was easy cnough, sceing that King
Ferdinand was senseless now.

Another figure came up from the well. Tt
was Perilla, the assassin, and he brandished
an oar. The long, wunwieldly weapon
hovered in the night air for a fraction of a
second, then 1t ecame sweepin down
viciously. If that blade had struck Jack's
skull fairly, 1t would have finished his career
there and then, but, as the blow fell, the
haft of the ecar grazed the side of the boat,
thereby defleeting the blow,

Even then, Jack caught the oar on tho
side of his head, and for a few moments he
was stunned. He slid back into the water,
to sink like a stone, the water hissing and
gurgling over his head. This must have
had the effect of restoring him to conscious-
ness, for when he came to the surface again
the mists had cleared away from his brain,
and he saw a bright light coming towards
him. Below that light was the dark shape
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of a boat, and he could . hear the chug- chug
of a motor. Instantly his mind went back
to the incidents of a few minutes previoug.
The boat must contain Prince Carlos. And
Locke—Locke had been knocked uncon-
scious, had disappeared under the surface
of the Thames. Where was Locke now?

Jack became frantic. Just then the boat
slid alongside, a man was leaning over the
gunwale, and he stretched down an arm and
grabbed Jack. The boy fought fiercely,
furiously. He wasn't going to be recaptured
by Prince Carlos without a struggle— At
that moment a hoarse ~oice sounded in his
Par :

“What's the matter with you, you idiot!
Keep still, for the love o' Mike, or I'll let
you drown.”

And 1t dawned on Jack that that voice did
not belong to Carlos or any of his followers.
It was too English for that. The boy stared
up mio the weather-beaten face beneath
the peaked cap. Strong hands grasped him
and 'ifted him bodily into the boat. He
was laid down beneath the thwarts. Some-
thing hot and burning was poured down his
throat, and Jack came to his full senses with
a start.

““River police!” he cried, trying to sit up.

The sergeant in charge forced him down
again.

“Steady, son. Don't forget you’re half
drowned! What’s the racket? How did
you come to be floating out to sea ?”

It didn’t worry Jack just then that Queen
Zita of Abronia did not want the police to
be drawn into this affair. He knew that
Locke was needing help badly, and even
Queen Zita came a bad second,

“Locke!” he gasped. ‘““Mr. Locke; you
know him ?”

“What ? You
What about him ?”

“He’s been knocked on the bean!
floating about——-"

“Who are you, anyway?”

“Mv name’s Drake—Jack Drake.”

An electric torch flashed in his face, and
the sergeant nodded.

“T remember,” he said.
pened 7"

“Never mind what happened, now,
Mr. Looke!"” ecried Jack frantically.

The police realised the urgency of the
matter; and, realising it, they got to work
gquickly. The engine was set racing, and the
motor-boat went surging through the murky
water,

Jack, with several coats wrapped around
him to prevent his catching cold, sat in the -
stern-shecets, FEagerly, keenly, he and the
police sought to pterce the blackness of the
niche for any signs of the missing Ferrers
Locke.
~What had happened to Ferrers Locke?

(Next week's instalment of this grand serial
is as exciting as erver—more so, indeed!
Mnke sure you read it, chums!)

Locke 7
Heo'’s

mean Ierrers

“What's hap-
Find

Complete Bassett-Lowke

Model

Railway Set for

5/-

MONTHLY

Bﬂ}'{! Here is the opportunity for Daddy, or Mamma, or perhaps Uncle or Auntie, to buy you a
zenuine Bassett-Lowke Model Railway complete, by the convenient modern method of instalment

purchase.

BPECIFICAIION :—

Scule Mc&c* L.M-S.ﬂ'u!.!!d{
cylinder Bogie Express Loco-
motive, No 1190, with Tender,
fitted with powerfu' clockworkx motor,
reversed and stopp-d from cab. Finished
and lettered in correct L. M.S. calours, 15ina.
long. Three Goods Vehicles. consisting of
Open Goods Wagon, Covered Goods Wagon,

Goods Brake Van Allin correct L. M.S. colours and

lettering, sach vehicle over Sins. long. Complete Set of Rails.
Brxed com-

standard | }in. gauge, to make an oval 4%, x 77 Sins
p|etf: in Litractive box

AMBROSE WILSON,

(You might even like to contribute a little yourself ).
To approved orders 1 will send this Model Railway for a first
payment of 5/- only, and balance of full price, which is
£3/3/0, may be paid by monthly instalments of 5/-,

Read below the full description of this fascinating

ralilway and remember 1! is a real

LLowke production, built
Fngineers, not one of
aflairs that collapse in a week
or two but a sturdy and
strong Model that really
works and 1s a perfect
reproduction n  minia-
ture of the real thing.
Would not vou like to
have it? '

Bassett-
by British

those * tinny '

POST YOUR
ORDER TO:—

LTD. (N.L.L. Dept.),

60, Vauxhall Bridge Road, London, S.W.1.



Things Heard and Seen By

EDWY SEARLES

IE correct thing for mo to do this
week 1s to wish all our readers a-

Happy and Hearty  Christmas.

Before doing so, however, I just want
to make one point clear, I shall probﬂ.bh
use up a considerable amount of this week’s
space with these Christmas greetings to the
exclusion of any interesting information
about St. I'rank’s and its nr-oupants If such
is the case, I hope you will forgive me, But,
after all, this weck i3 an exception, isn't it?

BROOKS

same recaders, with many addizional ones,
next Ghristmas and for many other Chiist-

trefses,
¥

L] w

I in England may bave snow to
make our Christmas old-fashioned.

On the other hand, we may not,
It's a risky business to foretell the

weather, and 1 shan’t even attempt it. All I
know is that we ought to have snow at
Christmas-time, and if we don't have it the

¥ ¥ %
| atmosphero of Yuletide won't be 50 com-
O here’s wishing a jolly plete. To many of our
S and enjoyable Yuletido OUR READERS re}?dera n oversfia cmie-si:
to our ever-increasing Christmas means blazing hot
circle of readers in PORTRAIT GALLERY weather., And it may be hard
Huddersfield and Halifax, in for them to picture us at
London and Liverpool, in home, sitting round the
Macclesfield and Melbourne, : cheery, blazing l{jg, We
in Toronto and Taunton. in I-,I don’t all have logs, of course
Sydney and Smethwick, in —you can't very well put a
(+lasgow and Guiana, in log on a gas-fire, or an elec:
Johannesburg and Jarrow, tric heater, or a radiator—

in Singapore and Stafford, in
Vancouver and Vauxhall, in
New York and New Zealand,
in Wellington and Welling-
borough, in Brisbane and
Bristol, in Durban and Dur-
ham, 1i1n Cardiff and Car-
shalton, in Dublin and Dum-
fries, in Belfnnt and Birming-

ham, in Swansea and Samoa, in_ Paris
and Palestine, in Philadelphia and Philips-
town, 1n Zanzibar and Zurich—in fact,

in every town and village where our readers
arec {o be found.

¥* " +*

HIS greeling will be a trifle early for

I home readers, but I hope it will lose
none of ifs sincerity on that account.

It will arrive just in time for certain
overseas readers, and a trifle late for others.
But whether it’s early or late, it's just as
genuine. And 1 hope that I shall be able
to send these same greeting:s to exactly the

Peggy V. Oxley

but the spirit is the same,
nevertheless. Progress can-
not be stopped, and I'm
afraid that the good old Yule
lex 1s rather out of fashion,
except in a few cases,

¥* * *

UR photograph this weck is of Teggy
Vivien Oxley, of Chaddesden, near
Derby. She asks me if it is truc

that Nelson Lee was ever a detee-

tive, or 1s it only a school rumour? I think

Pogm will ccase to have any doubts on this
point before very many weeks have clapsed.
» * *

HAVE been asked by Murray Pattulo.
I of Toronto, to name the Chiuncse boy

at St FFrank’s. Yung Ching is the

junior in guestion, and he shares
Study R in the West Housze, with Harold
Doyle and Larry Scott.

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS



SPECIAL COARISTMAS NUMBER

HORNBY
TRAIN WEEK!

SEE THE SPECIAL DISPLAYS
IN THE SHOPS THIS WEEK

Now is the best time to see the Hornby System

demp:ixs(tin:atel:d, f?’ hdealfers everﬂyheredarﬂ making
special displays of these lamous trains and accessories,
PRICES OF This year Hornby Trains are better than ever.
HORNBY There are true-to-type models of L.N.E.R., L.M.S.R,,
G.W.R. and S.R. Locomotives, fitted with excep-

TRAINS, Epnaﬂy} p;werf;l] mechanisms Ttli;tat make possible
" igger loads and longer runs, ere are new acces-

FROM 6/ sories and rolling stock of the latest types, all built
TO 95/= in perfect proportion and beautifully l?l'nishf:d. The
. realism 13 greater than ever, the fun more {ascinating

and the joy unlimited.

You'll be a Hornby Train enthusiast from the first
moment you begin to operate vour Hornby Railway.
So will Dad! Take him with you to your dealer’s
to-day. On no account miss this great railway week.

BOYS — GET THE NEW 1930
HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS

The new Hornby Book of Trains tells a wonderful story
of our railways. It also contains beautiful illustrations
in colour and full particulars of the splendid range of
Hornby Train Sets, Rolling Stock and Accessories .
Get a copy to-day {rom your dndert lprice 3d., or send ol ﬁ“.",ij‘;
4}d. in stamps dirvect to us and we will send you a copy ‘f.;‘;w.x’fffh:
post free. If you order direct, mention the names a

addresses of two or three of your chums and we will send
them some interesting Hnrnzy literature, Write clearly,
and put the letter S after your own name for reference.

HORNBY TRAINS

BRITIEH AND QUARANTEED
Manufactured by
MECCANO LTD, (Dept.S), OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL
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werite to him @ T'he Chief Officer *“ The
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L] S ] |
The Chief Officer Chats ) 5 ' Here's his address if you want to

with his Chums.

Xmas Greetings!

ites!
A- As Editor of the Old Paper I have
alrecady sent my Christmas greetings
to all readers elsewhere, yet in spite of that
I feel that, as the Chief Officer of the St.
Frank’s League, 1 should take this oppor-
tunity of wishing the compliments of the
scason to those many thousands of you who
have rallied under the League banncr so
splendidly.

L

HAPPY Christmas to all League- |

Nelson Les Library,"” Fleetivay House,
Farrringdon Street, London, E.C 4.

prising eecretary, it desires more membaers,
especially members abroad. So writes Fred
E. Pyman, the aforementioned capable and
enterprising hon. secrelary of this well
organised club., Fred tells me in his cheery
letter that the Peterborough Stamp Exchange
Club will welcome representatives and mem-
bers from all countries, especially the smaller
coloniecs of the British Empire and the
United States of America. Readers inter-
ested should write to Fred at 10, St, Mark's

Strcet, Peterborough,

Christmas! How we
ail look forward to
it! Christmas 18 the
time when relatives
and friends congre-
ate; when joy and
appiness reign,
when games and fun
are the order of the
day. KEat, drink and
be merry—that is the
slogan for Christmas,
and what an excel.
lent slogan it is, too!
The tiunme of peace
and goodwill on earth
—that is Christmas,
No wonder we look

forward to 1it; no
wonder we couldn't
do without Christ-
mas!

And this year 1

THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER

Dear Cwmier Orricer,~I was cery pleased to
receive mi: St. Frank's League certificate and badge,
ewith which 1
[ shall go all out to get my bronze and silver medals.

{ think the motfo of the St. Frank's League is
excellent. Honesty, unity, and
not Aonm'ﬂy have found a belter one to suit the ideals
of the League.

A splendid feature about the League it that ¢! has
been the means of forming numerous Correspondence
Clubs in different parts of the world, Readers are
alle to join these clubs ; they correspond with fellow-
readers in all four corners of the globe, with the
result that their knowledge iés vastly improved.

Meay success, luck, and prosperily atiend the
Nerson Ler Lisrary aend the League throughout
their existence, which I hope will be a long one,

Your sincere Leagueite,
(Signed) Cras, A, Wesn
(S.F.L. No. 10,194),

(For this interesting letter Chas. A. Webh, of

Walthamstow, London, has been awarded a useful

pockel-knife.)

Good Luck!
OB CURRIELE,
R whose ad-
was very well satisfied. Now, of course, dress i3 DBell
Street,
Featharston, New
courage=—you could Zealand, informs me

that there is the dis-
tinct possibility of a

cveling  club  being
formed in his dis-
triet, thanks to the

good old NeLsox
LEE LIBRARY.
Pleased to hear it,
Rob. Accept my best
wishes towards the
success of wyour wven-
ture, and don't for-
get to write and let
me know how things
£o.

sincerely hope that all you League-ites will
have the jolliest, the happiest, the most en-
joyable Xmas you've ever spent, Once move
I repeat: A happy Christrnas to you all,
chums! _

For Stamp Enthusiasts!

HE Peterborough Stamp Exchange
Club is going great guns at tho

moment, thank you, but, being in
Nthe hands of a vory capable and enter-

Rare Stamps!
¢ E.S.,"” of Walsall, sends me somo
A specimens of -stamps which he
® gassurecs me are rare ones, and asks
if T can give him any idea of
their value. Sorry, but I'm afraid I can't
help you, “A.E.S.” I suggest that you go
to a reliable stamp dealer iz your town aud
ask his advice,
THE CHI!EF OFF{CER.
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BOYS IN THE WORLD

When a Meccano boy wants a new toy he builds it himself
No. 0 makes 34{4 —a different one everv day if he feels so inclined. Not
models. Price 5/-. 4|y does he build toys, he also builds real working models.
No. I makes 564 He builds them with Meccano parts because they are real
models. Price 10/-.  epgineering parts in miniature. All Meccano parts are
No. 2 makes 612 standardised and the same parts can be used in hundreds
models. Price 16/-. of different models.

O‘h"’;'u g‘;‘;ﬁ" up Meccano. the most thrilling hobby in the world, becomes
' more fascinating every day. Ask vour dealer to show

you the 1929 Meccano Outfits.

BOYS! SEND FOR THIS NEW MECCANO
BOOK—IT'S FREE

It is brimful of beautiful illustrations showing the marvellous en-
gineering models that can be built with Meccano.

We will send you a free copy of this new Meccano Book in exchange
for the names and addresses of three of your chums.

Write clearly, and put No. 12 after your name for refsrence.

ECCANO

MECCANO LTD., (Dept. 12) OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL.
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“CONTRABAND!”

(Continued from page 41.)
“Not so! Then why did ve resist a

oflicer in the course of his duty——="

“How were we to know ve were King's
men? There be many thieves un runasates
hereabout: who make sad misuse o' the king's

Did we not think ve were that pesty

THE NELSON LEG LIGR

| A -
KINg's

name,
simuggler band? Ye ha' found no contru
bamd, Ye ha’ wounded two Iaeav{*fnl farni-
workers. King's men or no, y¢ cvannot do
such things!"’ : :

The "officer looked diseomfited. True, he!

stntigeling
BITERY
,'-;D

knew that these men formed the
band, but it wus nevessary to captuse
actually with the contraband. There was
evidenre, as it was, It was serious,
“Where are your horses ¥ he rasped.
The captain of 1the smugglers guped. Bl

Olly stepped swiltly forward. .

“So ve ha’ seen the 1:‘-1.'wm' touia, touo?”
he suid breathlessly, My fuith, those horses
gave us all a main seare! \u saw them a
while” ago., They walloned ofl to the rigot,
So “that be how the land lies] be 1?1
reckon that there be yonr eandraband, sivl”
Ofly -hz—,:1:et| ~}1L-;tlam:, I“'Liii&i]i‘-*; and fung
3|i.~ arm e |‘[ to indivate L] ¢ blarkpess on the
vight, .

'Inr*_.'.".'nfp.-, which the s-n:xlj'_:ﬁﬂi'l nad 0
theiv, hands, made the oflicer smile, o
pointed to’ them.

“Wie lonnd Yem Ivin’ on the ground,”” said
the captain guickiy, “An’ good whips they

he, Jm1- fhivar we 14 ckoned “tluat 1rux ’*1':1'41:
was Lno . phantom  team, 1 reckon _those
.-:n[i:__;:h*]_. voit were after were warned or yout
antbush.” stampeded “their horvses Tand- threw |
thie whips'down., IHow was we to kuow ™
The ond of it was thar Oliver and  his |
companions were allowed to go free. The

LAY O SCkGOL STORIES

contraband was found by the Revenue ollicors,
the kegs iumbled in the corner of a fiekl
And this n itself secemed evidence in favour
of the captured smugglers, They, at h_-:.a-.-t.
had not done that.

And wlien Olly got back
night, he looked into the quarry ,leain’s
stable, The lorses were there, all pl‘rru.”f}*
rubbed down, and sleeping wnndiu. Wy

Olly crept up to bf.“ atd thn_ next, day
a smull deputation waited on Pt'ir*r at the
entrance to the guarry team's stable”

to the f.um thiat

-
&
i

_--:,.-

“On behalf o' the  band., we lhanl\ YL,
Peter,”” suidl (}Ih “Though I)w. ot born’ ye
ha’ huh_nml like a true son o i’-uh(:_n;-—ﬂ

Perer crinued. g e PR g

“1 tuke no vain-glory over W, he =aid,
“T went ont 1o put a spoke_In, your, wiheel,
and fouud the Revemie men ]H:ng 11 “Wail.
S0 1y sehieine to Mm; YO f:nm TES n_‘ur 1l

(RUArry teann was lise d ter zxt’:i‘}l Tt frod n_heing

captured -.L'Llll-.l”"- wi' the contraband in xun
h{_iut‘-xlﬂ S T T .
“ Al rrw sawe, uws thonk e’ sqid :‘»Iul'lc

g | mmmui the ouly p{h{'é?'f?{if {hei=p
s Oti—thoe fu |
".-u.;-_.*-

o T e
- Y

Dereyu.
Revemie Jmllﬁ could an f.n-t
;rmrh..n o i our hands.

g
1.1.- .

T M

A MAN'S CHANCE FOR A|

BOY IN CANADA.

BOYS {ngeq 14 to 19) WANTED for farm work,
Troining, ouift, and assisied pissages ay be thtained
1heonely 1he 5.’:,1' atton Avrmy. Work eiirai od,  Ovtesens

“The press-gangs ;ﬂwau work on . informa-
tion,” langhed ()1 -.‘f-n they ilﬂ:e Teitnd
hereahouts after lust n ikt s lttle affaiv.®We
o all giving up {“uf**ﬂnnlz’g‘n.ﬁ; Too fI.l‘
LOTOUS, nrm and we'll have all Lhe 'hh(-*t
we need dodgin® the pr Basogrin = a

“NYoit. ton, Peter,’ dlf[ .:‘T ik, X la
a fine grown fellow now,” "<a .

Peter ]-.l'l whed. ‘o TN "

“ro I'll hmv ‘my spice o adventure after
all,’ hu said,  “And without the: nistide o
the quarry team—eh ¥ - N R

Thex all anh'-d at 1hat. ."‘;11(1 1".!_.-: wous
off to his work whistling g:a' . .,

THE END, .
GROSE'S by iy
g -8R S.
BILLIARDS AT-HOME-1'38"
8128~ | DEPOSIT e | ~plam

Sit.2in.x1ft.8an,.| .8 & B/~ s

S3ft. 910, x 2'(¢, - 10/- 6.8 26/-

4ft.4in.x 215, 3in,| » 14/- 7'6 32-

41t.91n. xzfc:‘{iin. 207 10/- G2/

Sft. din. x21t. 10in. 24. _121- K2l
Complete with 2 Cues, 2 Comps, Balis, Markiyg Board,
Sperit Level Rules & Chalk, Gomplete qut Pma

DON'T BE - BULL]ED! o sy

Stamps for somye SPLENDID LESSOHE i
JUJITSU and Handsome - Phato” Plate ol ®¥ap
Clivm prons. The Wonderinl -« Japahose « Splr.
Dotener withet weapoans, Take carrgol o |1w1f
under Aall ol reamst anees: fear no man, "‘:utt L
Nave Monster Iinstrated Portion for P.OF319.
Send NMow 1o “"YAWARA " (Dépt."A.P.),
10, Quecenswa Hanworth, Pelthnm
Mld(h:. Practical Tuition Lmuirm Sehool Datly,

Ofleers Koep it ialleh with Lods After m'rn:i]-uunl sulig-
factordle gntrled. Baves alsds wanted vor AUSTRALIA and
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