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The Mystery of the White IMonk Who baunts St.

Jim’s I—

It is an old fecgend at St jhh's that the White Itonk haunts the school on the first fall of siow,
But i’s a leaend (hat the light-bearted chums of St. Jim's have never given a thought to—until the
spectral monk makes a dramatic appearance in the quadrangle !

CHAPTER 1.
A Mystery of the Night!

NOW=—thicker and thicker! The white flakes were
falling incessantly. Walls and roofs at 8t. Jim’s were
gleaming white, and the old quad- was wrapped as
in a_winding sheet. Through the dusk of the winter

evening the leafless elms stood up gaunt and ‘spectre-
like, the white branches stretching out against the dim
sky.

From the windows of the School House ruddy lights
gleamed out into the quadrangle. Bright and cosy the
interior of the School House logked by contrast with the
cold end wind and the falling fakes without.

At the door of the School House several juniors were
standing, straining their eyes into the gloom of the quad.

There were footprints in the snow on the School House
steps, footprints on the drive—rapidly becoming obliterater
by the fast-falling flakcs.

“How long is he going fo he, I wonder?”

Jack ‘Blake asked the question impatiently, He drew
back his head from the open door as a gust of wind blew
snowflakes into his_face.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey of the Fourth Form rubbed the
mist from his eyeglass, and adjusted it in his oye. He
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eered out into the quad, but even with the aid of his

‘famous monocle he could see nothing but snow and leafless

branches. Across the quad glimmered the light from tho
schoo!l tuckshop, but it was invisibla to the juniors standing
at the door of the School House,

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D'Arcy remarked. “He's
taking his time, you know. I weally don’t think I shall
wait here for Gore any longah.”

‘;]IT"O; it’s rather cold,” remarked Tom Merry of the

“My hat!"” exclaimed Monty Lowther, shivering, “Where
on earth can Gore have got to? It's not five minutes across
to the tuckshop—"

“Yaas, wathah!
fweshment——=

“We'll bump him if he does!” growled Tom Merry. “He
knows jolly well that we're waiting for the grub to have
tea.”
“Vaas, wathah! It weally would be most inconsidewate
Pewwaps we had bettah go and look for him,”
D’Arcy suggested, “He may have lost himself in the
dark—"

“Hark |” exclaimed Tom Merry, holding up his hand.

The juniors stood silent.

From the deep gloom of the quadrangle came a sudden

Pewwaps he is stoppin’ for some we-
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—Great Story of the Ghost that 6ot Tom INerry § Co. Guessing !

St JiMs /

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

piercing shriek. Loud, sharp, clear, it rang through the
air, and echoed from the darkness with a chilling sound.

The juniors looked at one another.

Their ears were strained to hear, but not a sound came
from the snowy guadrangle—not a sound save the soft moan
of the winter wind.

_“Good heavens!"” Blake muttered, breaking the icy
silence at last. “Wh-what was that?”

“It couldn’t have been Gore!” muttered Tom Merry.

Darkness and silence in the old guad, and it seemed to
the startled juniors that that terrible cry must have been
a wild fancy of their own, so still was the quad now.

George Gore of the Shell had volunteered to cross the
gnow-driven quad to the tuckshop, to make the purchases
for a study feed, He had been a long time gone, but there
was no reason to suppose that anything untoward had
happened in the old quad of 8t. Jim’s.

Yet what did that terrible cry mean?

“It—it must be a rotten jape!” Monty Lowther mutiered.
“It's a jape of the New House fellows, perhaps. They may
have collared Gore and the provisions—”

Tom Merry drew a breath of relief,

“Of course!” he exclaimed,

“That’s it,” said Blake with conviction,

“Yaas, wathah!”

It was as if a hard tension had been sudden]y relaxed.
The rivalry between the two Houses at St. Jim’s—the School
House and the New House—was always very keen, and at
the approach of the Christmas holidays, the rival juniors
were anxious to prove beyond doubt which was the Cocl
House at 5t, Jim's before they broke up for Christmas and
departed on their various ways to the four corners of the
kingdom. And this was a jape of Figgins & Co., they felt
sure of that. '

“But that yell?” said

“It was howwid ! said
Arthur Augustus D’Arey,

Manners,

The juniors halted, struck by the
horror in Tom Merry's voice. Tom
Merry had halted by something that lay
in the snow—something that he knew
was & human form !

He dropped upon his knees in the snow
beside the inanimate figure. The other
juniors gathered round with horrified
faces.

“(ood heavens!”
“What—who is it?"

“It must be Gore!"

“ A match!” muttered Tom Merry. “Quick!”

Blake, with a hand that trembled, struck a match. The
wind caught it and blew it ouf.

“Under my cap !” muttered Lowther. ,

Blake struck s second match in the shelter of Lowther's
cap. The light flickered upon the face that Tom Merry
had dragged out of the snow.

It was & white, set face, with closed eves, a face the
juniors knew. The white, lifeless face was that of George
Gore of the Shell.

For an instant the juniors gazed upon it, and then the
mateh flickered out.

muitered Maunners.

CHAPTER 2.
An Unknown Danger!

T was Gore who had uttered that terrible ery—tle
juniors knew that now. But why—why? What had
struck him down?  What terrible and unseen danger
lurked among the of the beloved old

gquadrangla?

“Bai Jovel It's howwible!” muttered Arthur Augustus.
“Let's get him in,”

“Yes—quick 1”

Blake struck another mateh., In its momentary
glimier Tom Merry and Manners took Gore up from the
snow. Monty Lowther lent assistance, and among them the
Shell fellow was carried towards the House,

*There was a crowd of fellows in the open doorway now.
That shriek had been heard in a good many of the studics.
and some of the fellows in the Hall had seen Tom Merry
& Co. rush out. Something was “up,” and a erowd was
gathering to see what it. was,

There was a general exclamation as the juniors came in
signt, bearing the Shell fellow in their midst, leaving a
d deep track in the snow
Lehind them.

shadows

with a shudder. “I sup-
ose it was one of the New
ouse boundahs, buti——"'
“I'm going to seel” ex-
claimed Tom Merry
abruptly. “If the New
House chaps are out for a
raid in this weather, we can
get out, too!”
“Yes, rather "

“Come on "
Tom Merry ran out of the
School House. Blake and

Manners dashed after Tom
Merry. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy hesitated a
moment, in doubt whether
to go upstairs for a rain-
coat, and then dashed
after them, He objected
very much to getting snow
upon his elegant Iitons,
but he did not mean to be
left out if there was a
fight.

Tom Mcrl;{ dashed on
into the gquad.

The gloom was thick,
save where it was lighted
by the ridges and drifts of
snow. He ran towards the
old elms that hid the tuck-

shop from sight. Suddenly
he stopped.
“What's the matter?”

asked Blake,
“Heaven knows! Stop!”

“What's happened 7"

“Faith, and what's the
matter with Gore en-
toirely ?”

“T guess he's fainted.”

“Make room !” said Tom
Merry abruptly.

Gore was carried into the
Hall. He was laid upon
-the bench there, and Monty

.owther ran to Mr.

Railton’s study door, and
in his haste and agitation
opened it without even
knocking.

Mr. 'Railton, the House-
master of the School House,
gave him a stern look.

“Lowther | What does
thisor}:lean—”

“0Oh, come, si uick 1"

“What is the l;::?tter ¥

“Ciore, sir—I don’t know
—fainted, I think !

With one bound the
School FHousemaster was
out of his study, pushing
Lowther aside.

He ran towards the spot
where Gore lay on the
bench, his head supported
by Tom Merry. The boys
made rooin instantly for
the Housemaster,

Mr. Railton stooped he-
side Gore, and quickly
examined him. .

“He has fainted” he
said. “Carry him up to his
Tae Gru Lismsry.—No. 1400.
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bed at cnea; he must be put to bed, and the dector sent for.
K:]c?lflrL—DnrreIl—take Lim up to the Shell dormitory, will
yon 7]

“Yes, sir.”

The two stalwart Sixth Formers lifted the inscnsiblo
Shell fellow in their arms, and bore him upstairs. Mr.
Hailton taip sed Tom Merry on the shoulder.

“@o and help undress Gore, and get him to bed—while
I telephone.”

“Yes, siv”

Pom Merry ran upstairs after the seniors. Mr. Railton
liad a telephone in his study, and he hastened to it at once.
In two minutes ho was calling the local medical man to the
aid of the unfortunate Shell fellow. Dr. Hall replied that
he would come at once. Mr. Railton left the telephone,
and hurried up to the Shell dormitory. Tom Merry had
already undressed Gore and got him into bed.  Gore
showed na sign of returning to consciousness, He was blue
with cold, and Mr, Railton directed hot-water bottles to bo
%l.aceti at Dbis feet, and blankets to be piled on him. The

otscrnaster's face was dark with anxiety.

Gore was not one of his favourites by any moans; butb
Ar. Railton had a keen intercst in all the boys in his
House, and to all of them he was like an clder brother.

“How did this happen, Merry?” ho asked, when all had
been done for Gore that could be done.

41 don't know, sir,” said Tom Merry. “CGore volun-
teered to go to the tuckshop and fetch the things for o study
feed. Of course, nobody wanied to go across tho quad in
the snow. We were waiting for him to come back, when
we heard a shriek—"

1 heard it,”’ said Mr. Railton quietly.
stand what it was, Wellt”

“IVe didn't know anything had happened to Gore, sir,
but we went out to look for him," saig Tom Merry. “Wo
found him lying in the snow, sir, like that!”

“He had gone out alone?”

“Yes, sir. There was not much to carry; only a bag of

rub—I—I mean, things from the tuckshop, sir,” said Tom

{srry, colouring,

Mr, Railton nodded,

“Did you find the bag with him?”

“I never thought of looking for it, sir.”

“Is it possible, do you think, Merry, thai this iz some
more of the absurd rivalry between the Houses—that the
Nawq IHouse juniors have somehow frightened Gore in this
way!”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Yiggins & Co. wouldn’t do = thing like that, sir.”

“@Gora must have been frightened. He shrieked, and
then fainted.”

“T guppose he was scared in some way, sir.”

“You have no idea how?’

“No idea at all, sir.”

*Gore is not usually troubled swith nerves, is he?”

“QOh, no, sir! He's very strong.”

“It is curious.”

Mr. Railton turned to the bed again.

Tom Merry looked at Gore.

The Shell fellow’s checks showed a trace of eolour now,
and_his cyes were open, but there was no understanding
in_tham. i

His lips were moving, and low, broken words came torth,
AMr. Railton stooped to heaT.

“Qh, save me—save me!”

Then the pale lips were silent again.

Tom Merry quitted the dormilory,

MThe other fellows were waiting for him downslairs to
hear what he had to tell.

““Gore is still unconsecious,” said Tom Merry.
me as if he’s going to be ill.

“Rai Jove, that's sewious!"'

“He was frightened somchow,” said Blake. “Could it
be a New House dodga?”

“I1 hardly think so.”

“Let's go and see Figgins, and ask him,” Monty Lowther
suggested,

"Good egg I

And Tom Merry & Co., putting on their coats and caps
and scarves, left the School House, and tramped through
:51;3 jr}o}v across the wide gquadrangle to the New House of

. Jim's.

“1 did not under-

“Tt looks to
I can’t understand it at all.”

CHAPTER 3.
The Specire of St. Jim's!

HERE was a cheerful fire burning in Figgins' study
in the New House at 8t. Jim's. The table was laid
for tea, and there were good things on the table.

. Fatty Wynn had just unpacked a basket, and he was

cleaning out the frying-pen with an old newspaper.
Tug Gen Lmerary.—No. 1,400
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Figgins and Kerr had put their work away to lend a hand
in preparing tea,

“is sausages are good,” said Fatly Wynn, “and the
bacon is prime! As for the jam-tarts, they've been fresh
made to-day.”

*Oh, good *

“We're entitled to a little extra feed,” Fatty Wynn re-
marked, as he smeared butter over the interior of the
frying-pan. *Christmas comes but once a year, you know.”

“It hasn't come yet, Fatty.”

“YWell, it's coming. We shall be breaking up for the
Christmas holidays before we know where we are,” eaid
Tatty Wynn. “Christmas is a great institution. Just the
word makes you think of turkeys and puddings—"

“ And indigestion,” suggested Kerr.

“Rats! I never have indigestion| Indigestion comes of
eating too little, in my opinion " said Fatty Wynn, with a

1iff.

“Ta, ha, ha! Yowre not likely to suffer from it, then 1
laughed Figgina,

“T've n healthy appetite,” said Fatty Wynn modestly.
“I'm not one of those chaps who pretend they can’t eab.
No fairy appetite rot about me. I'm not greedy, but I like
a lot. An}i the way to make yourself fit is to lay a solid
foundation.” .

“My word, those sausages smell prime, though!” said
Tiggins.

*Oh, ripping 1" said Kerr.,

Fatty Wynn beamed over the frying-pan. The fat Fourth
Tormer was never =o happy as when he was engaged in
culinary or gastronomic duties. The sausages were serve
up rich and brown, and the bacon was done to a turn
The three chums of the New House. settled down to their
tea with very cheerful faces. Figgins had made the tea
and he poured it out. The moan of the wind in the old
trees outside mingled with the clatter of knives and forks
in the study.

“TThe wind’s gotting up,” Figgins remarked. “Doesn’t it
howl! Like the ghostly monk of St. Jim's in the legend.”

Kerr grinned.

“Vas, it's time for the giddy White Monk to be on the
prowl now,” he remarked. “He goes his round at this
tima of the year, so they say.” . X

“I don’t suppose we shall see him, though,” snid Figgins.
“Pass the sauzagea!”

“Here vou are, Figgy !’

“Jt would be rather a dodge to get up a sham White
Monk, and give the School House bounders a turn!” said
Kerr, with a chuelle.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tap!

Thera was a tap st the door, and it opened the next
moment. Half a dozen juniors, in m considerably snowy
state, came into the study. They were Tom Merry & Co.
from the School House; and the conduct of Figgins & Co.
was peculiar as soon as they saw them. Kerr fook up the
teapot, evidently for use as a defensive weapon, if neces-
sary. Tiggins picked up a cushion. Tatty Wynn made a
strategic movement towards the grate, to get the ker
within easy reach., The School House juniors and the
juniors of the New House were generally upon fighting
terms, and Figgins & Co. suspected a raid.

But Tom Merry & Co. had come with peaceable intentions.

“It's pax !” said Tom Merry.

Figgins laughed.

"C%h, all serene!” he sanid. “Pax with pleasure! Bit
down, my sons, and warm yourselves, You look cold.”

“Bai Jove, it is cold I” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
polishing his eyeglass, which had become misty as ho
entered the warm study. "I object to this wotten snow 1”

“Have it stopped immediately, then,” said Kerr.

“Weally, Kerr—"

“You fellows come to tca?” said Figgins, “I'm sorry
ph?’rc’s not much left. But vou've welcome to what thero

“Yes, rather!” said Fatty Wynn, with an inward heroic
effort of self-denial. “Have the last soss between you 1

Tom Merry grinned,

“Thanks, we won't rob you I he said. “We haven't come
to feed. We've come to aslk you some questions.”

“Tire away 17

“Have any of you chaps been playing ghost in the
quadrangle 1

Figgins started.

13 o 11]

*“ Honour bright?”

“Ved, honest Injun! Why”

Tom Merry 0xpl]ained.

“My only hat I exclaimed TFiggins, when he had finished.
“And hasn’t Gore come to himself yet?”

(T8 PN

#It's jolly odd!” said Eerr. *Gore itn't a coward like
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Mellish, for instance. ITe wouldn't be frightened without
& reason, I should think. He must have scen something.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“I'd like to know what he saw. As a matter of fact”
said Fifgir.s frankly, “it has just occurred to me that the
first fall of snow is the time when the White Monk is sup-
posed to walk, and I was saying to Kerr that we migﬁt
work off a ghost wheeze on you chaps. But we haven's
done it.”

“Somebody else in the House may have done it,” Blake
remarked.

“It's possible, but—"

“But you don't think so?”

“Well, I don’t,” said Figgins,
ghost, or whatever it was¥

“Well, we found him in the snow in a dead faint under
the elms,” snid Tom Merry. “You can see the place from
this window.”

He pulled the curtain aside.

Figgins and Kerr looked out of the misty window. Fatty
Wynn went steadily on with the last sausage. The glhost
of Bt. Jim’s did not interest him so much as that beauti-
fully browned sausage.

Tom Merry pushed up the sash of the window. Through
the falling snow a few stars were twinkling dimly, and the
juniors could make out the distant rows of elms.

Figpins strained his eyes in the gloom,

“That's where wo found Gore,” said Blake,

“My hat ! muttered Figgins.

“What's the matter?”

“Took! Clan’t you sea somethjng 7"

Figgins clutched Tom Merry’s arm with one hand, and
pointed with the other. Tom Merry strained his eyes,

Was it a vision, conjured up by the gloom, tho gleaming
snow, and his excited state, or did he see a strange, ghostly
figure, in monkish garb of the olden time, but white as the
driven snow, glide for a moment from the shadow of the
old elms?

“Great Beott !” muttered Tom MMerry.

The form, if form it was, disappeared in a moment.

Figgins let the curtain fall bacE iu its place.

“Where did Gore sce the

b

In the lighted study the juniors gazed at one another
with trightened looks. L.

“The ghost of §t. Jim's " muttered Figgins.

Tom Merry nodded.

T}Dmt, t.henf’ was what Gore had seen—that was what had
caused that terrible shriek, which seemed still to ring u}
Tom Merry’s ears. No wonder the Shell fellow had fainted !

What did it mean? Rt i il el

Tor ono moment it secemed to Tom Derry that, aps,
the old legend was true—that the ancient walls of S_t. Jim's
were haunted by the spectre of the murdered monk.

“Bai Jove!” Gussy broke the sil‘ence in the study.

“Did you see it, Gussy 7" asked Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!"”

“And you, Biu].;llc?" y .

“Yos,” said Blake, in a low volce. ’

There was another silence, Fatty Wynn had finished the
sausage, and ho left the last rasher of bacon, Even his
appetite was a little affected. The study scemed eold, nnfl
its cheeriness was gone, Figgins closed the window sharply,
and stirrefl the fire. . -

“1 can't understand it,” he said; “but T do not believe
in ghosts.” . .

“%E course, it's all rot !" said Manmers; but his voice was
less steady than usual. L.

“But what was it?” asked Figgins, = i

“I suppose it wasn't o mere fancyl said Tom Merry
dubiously.

Figgins shook his head.

“1 saw it,” he said. i .

“Then it was somebody playing a trick.”

“1—1 suppose so.”

“But who?” )

“Some silly young ass,” said Iliggins, forgetting for the
moment that the same thought had passed through his
own mind. “Ile ought to be jolly well licked for if, too!”

“T didn’t see it clearly, but it was too big for a junior,”
said Tom DMerry. . i .

“Smeli it can't be that a senior—a Fifth or Sixth fellow
—would be idiot cnough to play such o trick.”

Figging was silent.

As Arthur Augustus rushed round the corner of the Head's house In pursult of Tom Merry & Co., Mr. Selby's guest

stepped from the porch.

Next moment D'Aroy crashed right into him, and Dr. Wynde was sent flying by the impact !
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“It might be spmebody from outside” said Blake
slowly.

; I.fow could he get ini"”

=Well, it's jolly odd.”

“Bai Jove! It's u howwid mystewy! 1—I don't weally
feel much inclined to cwoss the quad again to-night, you
chaps,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Well, we've got to do that,” said Blake. “But—but I
think we’ll avoid that—that special spot. We ecan go
round.”

“We ought to report this to Mr. Railton,” said Manners.

“Yaas, wathahl” .

“We'll come across with you, if you like,” said Kerr.

Tom Merry shook his head. None of the School House
juniors felt inclined to cvoss the guud again in the dark.
But they would never submit to such a slur as being
accompabied by New House fellows beeause they weie
nervous. 'That would be 4oo much of a descent for the
dignity of the Schoal Iouse.

“We'd better e off,” said Tom Merry.
you chaps!”

“ ood-night I*

Tha chums of the Sehool House tramped downstairs.
At the doorway of the New House they halted. Dut they
made up their minds to it, and after a moraent’s pause
they tramped out doggedly into the shadowy, smawy
quadrangle. .

They might be excused for avoiding the spot where the
strange ligure had been seen.  Theoy were no cowards,
but they felt a natural reluctance to facn that terrible
apparition, whatever it was, Ghost stories the day-
light might scem ridiculous, but in the darkness and silence
ufgthe quadrangle their aspect was different.

The juniors were near the School House, walking with
continual backward glances, when Tom Merry paused sud-
denly and listened.

“What was that 1"

“Bai Jovel”

“ Hush 1*

“It’s only the wind,” said Blake uncasily. “Let's get
on,”
Doubtless, it was only the wind moaning about the old
roofs, but it scemed like a wild and demoniac howl to
the throbbing ears of the juniors.

They increased their pace; the walk became a trot; fin-
ally & run. They ran on hard through the snow, and came
up, breathless, to the doorway of the School House.

A group of juniors were there, looking out into the fall-
ing snow. They stared as Tom Merry & Co. came charging
up the slippery steps.

“Hallo |” exclaimed Kangarco of the Shell.
soen the ghost?”

“N-no,” said Tom Merry, turning rather red.
were in a bit of a hurry, that's all.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you fellows——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wally D'Arey—D’Arcy minor of
the Third, *They were in a bit of a hurry, that’s all. Ha,

a, ha!

“Weally, Wally—"

There was a roar of laughter among the juniors. Tom
Merry was erimson, and so were his comrades, On second
thoughts they wished they had crossed the quadrangle with
a slow and stately stride. But it was too late now,

“Where is Mr. Railton?” Tom Merry asked.

“In the dorm with Gore.”

Tom Merry went up to the Shell dormitory. The doctor
had not yet srrived, and Mr. Railton was seated by Gore's
bedside. ~There was more colour in Gore's face now, and
his lips moved at intervals; it was evident that he was
coming to himself.

Mr. Railton looked at the hero of the Shell inguiringly,

“Wa've just been across to the New House, sir,” said
Ton Merry, “I—I went to azsk Figgins if any chap there
had been pla}'in% ghost. He says no”

“I'm glad to hear that,” said the Housemaster quietly.
“Suech a trick would be very foolish and very dangerous.”

“We—we saw something in the quad, sir,” faltered
Tom Merry.

Mr. Raif’tnn gavpo him a sharp look.

“What did you see, Merry?”

“From Figgy's window, sir, just for a moment. It—-
Whatever it was, sir, it looked like the engravings of
the White AMonk in the school library, sir. A—a figure
dressed like a monk, but all white—-*

“Are you sure you saw this, Merry—or was it a trick
of the imagination?”

“IFiggins saw it ss well, sir, and Blake and D'Avey. I
thought I ought to mention it to you, sir, wunder the
cirewnstanees,”

Tha School House master nodded,

Tne CGeu LisearY.—No. 1,400

" Good-night,

“Have you

“We—we

The Gem Library

“Quite right, Merry. If you saw this, as you suppose,
it is undoubledly some foolish fellow playing ghost, having
heard the legend of the White Monk. But, hush!”

Gore’s eyes had opened wildly.

He fixed s terrified stare upon Mr, Railton and shud-
dered. His lips moved, and muttering words came forth.

“Bave me—save me! Oh, the ghost!”

“(ore, my poor boy, you are quitc safe here!” said Mr.
Railton soothingly.

“The—the ghost!” mutlered Gore, shuddering violently.

“What did yon see in the quadrangle, Gore?”

“The ghost—the White Monk !

And Gore's eyes closed again.

CHAPTER 4.
Doubting Thomases !

0Al MERRY & CO. were m the Common-room in the
Bcheol House when Gore came down late in. the
evening.

Gore was still looking very pale, and there was a
harassed expression upon his face. Lvidently he had not
yet fully recovered from the shock he had sustained in the
quadrangle. But he was able to explain what had hap-
pened, and the juniors gathered round him eagerly to hear
what it was.

Gore shuddered a little as he explained.

“It was the White Monk,” he said, in a low voice.

There was a genecral exclamation of incredulity,

“1f it wasn't it was somchody dressed up and playing
ghost,” said Gore. “It was a monk, all in dead white,
with a cowl over the face—and it came suddenly out of the
shadows, without a sound, and almost touched me !

He broke off, shuddering.

“Bai Jove, it must have thwown you into a fluttah, deah
boy !” said Arthur Augustus sympathetically,

“I—I1 think I fainted.”

“You jolly well did!” said Jack Blake.
off when we found you.”

“No wonder,” sald Tom Merry., “Yon can chuckle if
you like, Levison, but I expeet you would have done the
same "

Levison, the cad of the Fourth, sneecred.

“It was some shadow or other, of course,” he said.
was frtggl’tened by & shadow.™

“You had gone

“Gore

“Do you think it was the ghost, then?” sneered Levison.

“No, I don’t think that,’* said Tom Merry slowly, “But
it must have been somebody playing ghost.”

[ Rnts_{))

“ Look here, Levison, we saw it ourselves from the win-
dow of Figgy's study!” said Blake hotly.

“Imagination, my boy!” said Levison loftily, * When
fellows are in a state of nerves, they see all sorts of
things.”

“You checky ead—"

“Don’t argue with him, Blake, deah boy I'* said D’Arcy.
“1 am quite sure that if Levison saw it he would wun like
anything—"

“Like you fellows did [ grinned Levison., "It was Erca.t
to seo you come pelting in at top speed! Ha, ha, ha!

1’Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his eve and regarded the
cad of the Fourth Forin with a withering glance.

“I may be afwaid of ghosts, but I am not afwaid of
ou!” he exclaimed. “And if I have any more diswespect-
ul remarks, I shall give you a feahful thwashin’ |”
Levison shrugged his shoulders and walked away with

Mellish.

But tha laugh was certainly 131 against Tom Merry & Co.
Their little run across the quadrangle was not likcga to be
forgotten in & hurry.

ore was not mueh inelined to talk about what had hap-
pened. The horror of it was still strong upon him.

The Terrible Thren discussed the matter, but without
coming to any satisfactory conclusion, That somebody was
playing ghost seemed the most feasible theory; but who
he was, and why he should do it, remained mysterious,

“But one thing’s jolly certain!” said Jack Blake,
gritting his teeth, “He’s got to be bowled out!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What about a ghost hunt?’ suggested Digby of the
Fourth.

“The prefects have searched the quad already with most
of the masters,” sail Manners. “Mr. Railton ordered
them. They haven't found anything. We shan’t find more
than they did.”

“Put it must be somebody in 8t, Jim's—and he can be
found1* said Monty Lowther. *“The question is—how to
got hold of the rotter.” .

It was a question which seemed likely to remain um-
answerad. The matter was enveloped in complete mystery.

‘Faere wers not wanting many fellows who ascribed the
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whole matter to Gore’s nerves in the first place, and to the
lively: imagination of Tom Merry & Co. in the second.

Gore was still too much upset by his experience to take
notice of or resent the jokes on the subject; but they
exasperated Tom Merry & Co. sorely.

Tom Merry went to bed that night in a somewhat cross
mood—not usual with him—and his temper was not improved
by the chatter in the dormitory after lights out. Kildare,
the captain of Bt, Jim’s, put the lights out, and immediately
he had left the dormitory there was a sudden yell from
Crooke,

o Ow I‘I

“8hut up, you ass!” growled Bernard Glyn.

“The ghost!”

“Where?”

“In Tom Merry's mind's eye, of course!l”

“ Ha, ha, hal"

“1 feel so frightened !” murmured Crooke. “1I wish the
St. Jim’s ghost was like the chap. in the song, who couldn’t
come home in the dark. A really decent ghost would always

o about in the daytime, not upset a fellow’s beauty sleep
i}c‘elfbtillis&,, d led Tom M

“0h, dry up, do!” growle om Merry.

“Ha, ha},r La [ e

“Yes, dry up; he wants to listen for the ghostly foot-

steps " chuckled Kangaroo.

And the whole dormitory roared.

It was a long time before the badinage cecased, and by
that time the Terrible Three were furious, and longing to
‘find who had played ghost in the quadrangle, that they
might take summary vengeance upon him.

CHAPTER 5.
A Strange Guest!

R. SELBY crossed the quad the following morning
with gingerly steps.
Taggles, the porter, was engaged n sweeping
the drive, but it was a long task, and Taggles was
industrious. Mr. Selby did not like walking in the snow,
and ho was afraid of slipping over. He paised to speak to
Taggles, in his usual manner, ]

“You should have had the path clear by this time,
Taggles,” he said harshly. * It has not snowed since early
this morning.”

“Ho!" said Taggles. “I'm sorry, sir] If I ’ad three
pairs of arms, sir, I'd be only too pleased to do three men’s
work, sir. 'Avin’ honly one pair, sir, I ecan't do it, sir,
beggin’ your pardon ("

"?)un’t be impertinent, Taggles I

“Ho!” said Taggles.

Ho leaned upon his broom, and Mr. Selby walked on,
frowning. 'Taggles spat upon his hands and resumed his
sweeping at a more snail-like rate of speed than bhefore.
Taggles cost a look after the Form-master which showed
that he shared the feelings of the Third Form at 8t Jim's
towards Mr. Selby,

The master of the Third tramped on gingerly through
the snow and reached his destination, & wing of the Head's
house, with a door opening upon the quadrangle, under a
big, leafless clm. 8t. Jim's—the older part of it—was a
mass of irregular buildings. The Head’s house was a por-
tion of the old School House, and attached to the Head's
house were several other buildings, all parts of the ancient
abbey that formed the major part of éi: Jiny's.

Mr. Selby entered a deep stone porch, shadowy even in
the broad daylight, and knocked at an archad door and
opened it. He stepped in, into a flagged passage, with two
rooms opening oft 1t, one on either side.

He coughed as he entered the passage.

A voice came from one of the rooms,

“Who is there?”

“It 15 I, Wynde,”

“Come in, Selby.”

Mr. Sclby entered the room.

It was a comfortably furnished room with a bright fire
burning in the grate. On a sofa ncar the fire a man, clad
in a loose, flowered dressing-gown, was seated, half
reclining. A book was open upon the table before him—a
book of great age, to judge by the yellowness of the leaves
and the peculiar form of some of the letters.

The man looked up and motioned the master towards a
chair. Mr. Selby sat down and regarded him with a far
from complacent expression,

The man upon the sofa returned Mr. Selby's steady look
with one equally steady. Ie was not a common-looking
man. His cadaverous face, his sunken eyes, and hollow
cheeks, his utter want of colour, told of the sick man, yet he
seemed to be well in body. His eyes, deeply sunken, were
very bright. He had a quick, peculiar way of moving his

(Continued on the next page.)
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lips without speaking, TIis hands, which were long and
white and thin, seemed never at rest,

“How are you to-day, Wynde?? said Mr, Sclby.

The other smiled.

“The same,” he said.

“¥You do not feel belter or worse®”

6 WT 3

“3t. Jim's is very cold now,” Mr. Selby remarked, “ior
ono so weak as yon are in health, Wynde. It is not a
judicious place to sclect as a residence.”

A peeuliar ironic smile came over the pale face.

" Do you wish me to go, Selby?”

“No, nol” oxciaimcﬁ the l'orm-master hastily, “T—T
was thinking of you. I—I, of course, shall be the better
pleased the longer you stay.”

“Then you will be very pleased, as 1 am going to stay a
long time,” said the other cheerfully. “You are very kind.”

Mr. Selby bit his lip.

“What are you reading?* he asked.

My, Wynde pushed his book towards him.

“A wery intcresting old book,” le said,
At James' College, Sussex, with its legends.
1740, (&uita an old book.”

“Btulty nonsense | said Mr. Selby peevishly, pushing the
“What inlerest can you find in iti”

“A history of
Printed in

ook away from him,

Wynde laughed.

“I am intevested in such subjects—bLut our tastes mever
wera similar,” he said.

“Never mind the old book,” said Mr. Selby.
speak to you about yourself, doctor.”

Wynde nodded.

“¥ou have kept me very much in the dark,” pursued Mr.
Selby. “When f first obtained my appointment here I was
in need of money, and you advance:d me a hundeerd pounds.
Without that, as you know very well, I might not have heen
able to take up my position as master at this college.”

“ Lxactly.”

“1 hope I am grateful,” said Mr, Selby, without, however,
looking very grateful, “Any service T can render you in
return I am willing to render.”

“Thauk you!”

“T have not been able to repay the money and am not yet
in o position to do so; and I admit that if you pressed me
for it it woull make matters very awkward for we here,”
waid the Foru-master, flushing, “ For those reasons—and
out of friendship, of course—I acceded to the extraordinary
request you made me a few days ago.”

“Pure friendship, I am sure,” aaid the other, with the
sume peculiar ironie expression upoen his face.

Mr. Sclby made an impatient movement,

¢ But I am entitled to know what it all means,” the Form-
master exclaimed, his voice rising a little. 1 detest
mysterics, and I dislike being kept in the dark. \When I
knew you before, you were a prosperous suvgeon, wealthy
and well known, and the last man in the world, I should
imagine, to indulge in a freak of this kind. Now you
suddenly come up to me and ask for shelter withont explain-
ing why you have left your practice and your home and
yonr relations—without explaining anything.”

“uite so.”

“Ar. Ilolmes kindly placed these rooms at my disposal
when I represented to him that T wished to have a sick
relation stoy here for o time,” said the Form-master,
flushing again.  “IIe has asked me no questions. He has
passed no remarks upon your protracted retirement. It is
inderstood that you are an invalid; but he has not referred
1o tho fact that you never see a medical man, But he must
wonder.”

“ Pogsibly,”

“1t is placing me in a most invidious position,” said the
Form-master, “and the louger it lasts the more invidious
my position beeomes, You have forbidden me to write to
any of your conucetions asking for information—you have,
1o pnt it plainly, threatened to claim the money that is due
to you, and which it is not econvenient for me to pay, if I
ail tn observe your wishes, I have observed them iu every
way; but 1 say again, I have a right to an explanaticn.
Why are you this i hiding 17

The other was silent.

“You have left everything and burvied yonrsell in the
vansttry, anid you do nol even venlure outside the gates of
tlis sehioal, Wy ¥

No reply.

“Is it passille, Wynde, that you have broken the law in
somn way atid that you arve wicked apd unscrupulons enough
in place me in the position of shelfering a criminul from
justiea® Mp. Selvy asked in o trembling voice.

Wynde burst into a strange langh.

“No,” he said. “I have broken no law.”

“Yhen why—"

“1 have already stated my reasons—my health threatens

Tnur Cew Lienary.—~No. 1,400.

“1 want to
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to break down under hard study and overwork, and I
require a change and complete rest. I have hung over my
experiments 11 my brain woe dizzy and my scnscs
swimming., Here I find repose.”

“And 15 that all?”

“That is all.”

“Then why should T not eommuniecate with your friends?”

“Recause I do not wish to be disturbed, or to receive
troublesome letters.” , :

¥ But your relations—’

“1 desite to be left alone.”

There was silence in the room for some minutes, Mr.
Selby bit his lips, and Dr. Wynde turned the crackling,
rustling pages of the old book. The I'orm-master rose to
his feet at last.

“I suppose I must believe what you have told me,” he
said at last. “DBut I do not understand it—and 1 hate
mysteries. I hope that you will explain to me; but T seo
that you are not in the humour to do so now. That is ajl”

Wynde did not reply. He watched the Form-master with
a strange look as the latter quitted the room, and then
staved at the fire with a strained, restless gleam in his eyes.

AMr. Selby, with a frowning brow, strode away towards
the School House. He was in an irritable temper; and he
indemnified himself for the annoyance his curious guest had
caused him by boxing the ezrs of two juniors as soon as he
entered the Scliool House. Then he went into his stu(li.',
leaving fury raging in the bosoms of Jameson and Curly
(iibson.

¥

CHAPTER 6.
Dr. Wynde is Wild !

&Y ACK BLAKE looked out of the School House door

after morning lessons, and sniffed the fresh, keen air.

A wonderful change had come over the aspect of

84, Jim’s. 'Che snow had melted, the minntle of white

was gone, and the ground was weeping with dampness.

But a bright sun bhad come out, promising favourable
weather for the afternoon. .

“The ground will be in a rotten state this afternoon,”
IMerries remarked. “Just our luck to have the ground untit
on a half-lioliday !

Blake nodded. .

“Wg'll put in some practice, all the same,” he said. *“1
helieve it's going to snow again, as a matter of fact; this is
only an interval. We can practise, whatever state the
ground's in, I think—better than nothing.”

“VYanas, wathah!”

“Quite so, my sons,” said Tom Merry, joining them,
cheerfully.  “Seen or heard anything more of the White
Monk

Jack Blake shook his head.

U Ng,” he said. “I'm beginning to think it was fancy,
after all.” :

As Blake was speaking, Monty Lowther gently tipped
’Arcy’s topper over his eyes and ran down the School
Housa steps.

Tom Merry and Manners followed him, laughing. D'Arey
rescued his silk hat, and set it straight, and jammed his
maonaeecle into his eye furiously.

“Bai Jove! The wottahs? I—I—"

1In ran down the steps, slipped on them, and finished
his journey down in o sitting position. He jumped up in
the quad and dashed in pursuit of the Terrible Three,
!eavi]ng the juniors at the School House door yeiling with
auglier.

“Stop, vou wottahs!” bawled D’Arcy, holding his eycglass
witht one hand and his silk hot with the other, as he rushed
in pursuit of the chums of the Shell. T insist upon your
stopping immediately! I am goin® to thwash you

“Ha, bha, ha!”

The Terrible Thrae, npj;arently in a state of the greatest
terror, ran on. They dodged round the Head’s house, and
under the big leafless elm in front of the deer of the little
dwelling occupied by Mr, Selby’s strange guest.

Avthur Augustus rushed round the corner of the house in
pursuit. As it happened, the strange guest of Mr. Selby
siepped from the deep porch at the same mowent, and
D'Avey ran rvight into him.

There was a sharp exclamation frem Dr. Wynde, and
he went whirling, and fell upon the ground before the
rovch. D’Arcy stopped at once, just saving himself by a
grasp on the tree-trunk.

“Bai Jove!” lie gasped.

His eyerlass flaw in one direction, and his silk hat in
another. For the moment he could only stand and stave
preathlessly at the fallen stranger.

Wynde struggled to his feet.

Even at that monent no colour eame into his pale cheeks
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With Blake & Co. mixed up in a heap on the slide, Wally & Co. were not slow to Beize their opportunity.

Hastily

making enowballs, they peited the Fourth Formers. From such short range the fags couldn't miss, and they
took full revenge on Blake & Co. for collaring their slide,

—he was white and sickly in look; but his deeply sunken
eres gleamed with » strange and savage light. He advanced
towards the swell of St. Jim’s with his eyes gleaming and
his hands clenching, the fingers working convulsively.

D'Arcy, alarmed by his leok, shrank back sagainst tha
trea. He had expected the man to be apgry, but there was
an expression in Wynde's eyes, strange and unfathomable,
that startled and alarmed him.

“I—I am vewy sowwy, my deah sir!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. “It was quite an accident, I assuah you ”

The man’s grasp was upon him the next moment. He
was dragged away from the tree and swung to and fro in a
powerful grasp. It was surprising that the thin, frail,
white-faced doctor could exert so much strength.
b“Blai Jove!"” gasped D'Arcy. “Help! Wescue,
ovs 1

'The Terrible Three had stopped, and were looking back.
At the sight of Arthur Augustus vainly struggling in the
grasp of the strangely incensed man, they ran back towards
the spot. Tom Merry grasped the man by the arm, and
Lowther and Manners drew the breathless swell of St Jim's
from his hold.

“How dare you drag a fcllow about like that! Tom
Merry exclaimed. *His running into you was an accident.”

The doctor stared at him without replying, His fingers
worked convulsively, and there was a strange red gleam in
the depths of his sunken eyes. It seemed to Tom Merry, as he
watched him, that the man was making terriblo efforts at
self-control. Why he should be so fearfully excited was a
mystery to the juniors.

The strange scene suddenly ended. The man turned and
strode into the poreh of the house, and the juniors heard
the door slam, and & key turn in the lock.

They gazed at each otlier in amazement. Arthur Aungustus
smaotgad out the many creases and wrinkles which the
man’s grasp had made in his Eton jacket.

“My hat!"” exclaimed Tom Merry at last.

deah

Manners whistled softly.

“He must be rocky in the crumpet!” he said, in a low
i “1 never saw a sane man look like that! Is it
possible—"

Tom Merry nodded.

“Looks as if he's not quite right,” he said. *I suppose
he's a bit loose in the rocker, and that's why Selby is
taking ecare of him. Quecer, isn’t it?”

“I wonder if the Head knows?”

“Bai Jove, it's wotten, you know! T feel sowwy enough
for the poor chap, if he is weak in the wockah, but he has
wumpled iny clothes feahfully, and—"

“Well, you bumped him over,” grinned Lowther. “Why
do you do these silly things, Gussy?”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

The Terrible Three walked away. Arthur Augunstus
D’ Arcy, forgetting his intended vengeance, returned to the
School House to get his hat brushed and to change his
iacket. As he ruefully confided to Blake, that jacket would
want pressing before he could wear it again. When the
Terrible Three esme in to dinner, Arthur Augustus gave
them a particularly severe look, at which the chums of the
Shell smiled sweetly.

CHAPTER 17.
Waiting on Fatty Wynn!

OM MERRY & CO. came in after the footer practice
as the early winter dusk gathered over the old quad
of 8t. Jim's.

They were very cheerful, and very hurgry. Toby,
the School House page, met them at the door with a letter
in his band.

“Tor me, of course?" said Blake.
Toby grinned.
“Alaster D'Arcy, sir,” he said.
Tue Gex Lasniny.—No. 1,400,
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“Hand it ovah, deah boy!” Arthur Augustus took the
lotter. “This lettah is fwom my governah, and I fwust
there is a fivah in it. The governah has been gettin’ wathah
close lately, but I should wathah think that he would come
aut stwong at Chwistmas-time.”

“Qpen 1t,"” said Monty Lowther, “

2] \Eeally, what is the huwwy—

“If there’s a fiver in that letter, we're coming to tes
vith you I’ said Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, vewy well, deah boys!” said Arthur Augusius
gracefully. #TUndah those eires, I will open the lettah at
once.’

He slit open the envelope, and as he withdrew the letter,
a crisp, rustling fiver came into view.

“Bai Jove! The patah is playin’ up all wight, you sea!”

“CGiood !” said Lowther. “I'll give you a couple of
uncles and an aunt for your pater, Gussy, if you ever feel
inclined to swop.”

“Weally, Lowthah—" )

“Buzz off to the tuckshop,” advised Blake. “I'm a3
lkltungrﬂy as a hunter, and I want my tea. Buck up, Gussy!

un !

“Weally, Blake—"

“I don't mind helping you with the shopping, you chaps !”
enid n modest voice.

“Hallo! Here’s a New House bounder on the respectable
tide of the guad !” exclaimed Tom Merry indignantly.

Fatty Wynn grinned propitiatingly.

“Pax !” he exclaimed,

“That's all very well

“Ves, of coursc it is!” assented Fatty Wynn, with an
amiable smile. I believe in stopping all these blessed
House rows at o time like this—"

“When Gussy has a fivert”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn indignantly.
& timo like Christmas, of course, you fathcads.
are all very well at other times——"

B uck up !”

-

“1 mean at
House rows
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“Ha, ha, hal”

“Lock here—"

“It's all wight, Fatty, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus.
“ (‘ome with me ovah to the tuckshop, and we'll change the
fivah, and you shall get tea in the study.” L.
K“Goud 1" said Fatty Wynn. “I'll whistle to Figgins

err.”

“Yaas, wathah!” :

And Figgins and Kerr having been apprised of the
intended feed, and having graciously accepted the invita-
tion, Fatty Wynn walked across to the tuckshop with Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. The dusk was falling in the old quad
thickly, and with the approach of night the snow was
coming back. Thin, feathery flakes fell round the juniors
as they crossed to the tuckshop, and floated on the keen,
wintry wind. :

“Bai Jove, we're goin’ to have some more snow!” said
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “Upon the whole, I think 1 had
bettah get an umbwella, deah boy.”

“Oh, rats !” said Fatty Wynn.

“Weally, Wynn—"

“You can buzz in!” said Fatty. )
for you, and do all the shoﬁ:ping, if you like.
depend upon me to get a really ripping feed.”

“Yaas, wathah!”?

“Hand over the fiver, then.”

Arthur Augustus politely handed it over. There was no
doubt about the correctness of Fatty Wynn's statement.
When he had unlimited supplies of cash, he could certainly
be depended upon to lay in a really ripping feed. But
whether he could be depended to leave much change out of
the fiver was another matter.

Courtesy, however, was D'Arcy’s strong point, and he
relinquished his fiver into Fatty Wynn's hands, and hurried
back to the shelter of the School House,

Tatty Wynn ran into the tuckshop. As he had a great
deal of shopping to do, and as he was pretty certain to have
a few little “snacks,” Le was likely to be there for some
time,

Arthur Augustus reached the School House ns the smow
began to fall morve thickly. Levison, Crooke, and Mellish
met him in the doorway. His friends had gone upstairs,
and D’Arcy had no desire to stop and talk to the cads of
the School House. Rut Levison stopped him, with a polite
grin,

“1 hear you're getting big remittances,” he remarked.

I’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon the cad of the Fourth.

I have had a wemittanco,” he replied. “It was not &
big one—enly a fivah.”

“My hat! You are standing a feed, of course #”

“Yaas [”

“Going to ask all your friends, I suppose?”

“Vaas |” said D'Arcy grimly.

“Good! We'll come!”

“You won't do anythin’ of the sort, deah hoy!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arey. “I do not wegard you fellows as
fwiends.”

“0h, come now, Gussy——"

“I'm sure nobody could regard D'Arcy with more admira-
tion than I do,” satd Mellish,

“Wats [*

“Wo'll come and help you do the shopping,” Leovison
suggested. ]

“Fatty Wynn is doin’ the sheppin’ alweady, and I do not
want your assistance,” said the swell of the School House,
“gnd, as o mattah of fact, I should take it as a favah if
you would not addwess me.”

And Arthur Augustus walked on, and marched up to
Study No. 6 in the School House.

Crocke and Mellish scowled angrily, but Levison was
grinning, and there was a peculiar gleam in his eyes.

“Plessed if I can see anything to grin at!® growled
Crooke. i

“Didn’t you hear what he said about Fatty Wynn doing
the shopping?” demanded Levison. “What price our lay-
'}Iongf for him—under the elms—and collaring it as he comes

y CEH

“My hat! Splendid!”

“Wynn is a beastly hard hitter in a row,” said Mellish
uneasily,

“We're three to one. But we can get some more chaps—
we'll let them think it’s & House raid—and the stuff is Fatty
Wynn’s own [”

“CGood egg!”

Levizon lost no time in earrying out his idea. It was easy
cnough to get recruits for a House raid—especially when a
convoy of provisions was to be captured. eilly and Han-
cock of the Fourth, and several other fellows, joined the
trio at once, and ctu_ite a little party tramped out in the
darkness and the falling snow to lie in wait for Fatty Wyzn
under the elms.

and

“T'l1 change the fiver
You can
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CHAPTER 8.
The White Monk Again!

« | T'S cold 1
“Groogh !”
“He can’t be long now !*
“Confound the fat bounder!
up with the goods?” ;

Levison and his band of raiders were hidden in the deep
shadows of the old elms in the quad. Early as the evening
was, it was pitch-dark in the quad, save where the lights
from the distant windows gleamed out upon the falling
snow. The wind was blowing very keenly, and the juniors,
waiting under the gaunt trces shivered as it whistled round
their ears and leg.

In the distance gleamed tho little diamond-paned window
of the tuckshop. There was Fatty Wynn sorting out and
selecting supplies, and doubtless taf:ing & good many suacks
in the process. Probably he was not in a hurry, but the
raiders under the leafless itrees were growing keenly
impatient,

“Are you sure he's coming this way!"” growled IHancock.

“¥es,” muttered Mellish,

“Faith, and why should he? This isn’t the way to the
New House ! said Reilly,

“Look here! I know he is, and that’s enough I

*“Taith, and I—"

“Hush !” said Levison. “I think I heard something!”

“It wasn’t Wynn!" growled Kerruish. “His steps are
loud enough to be henrd, with all his blessed avoirdupois
over them.”

“Yes, rather I”

“It's the wind.”

“I—I—I saw something move just then !” murmured Jones
minor.

“Rats|" said Levison uneasily,

“I—T Oh, look I

Mellish grasped Levison’s arm so hard in his agitation
that the cad of the Fourth yttered an exclamation of pain.

" ou ass__:)

“Look 1"’ shrieked Mellish.

A simultaneous cry of horror burst from the juniors.

From the darkness came that strange figure which Tom
Merry & Co. had seen two nights before from the window:
of Figgins' study;

It was the White Monk!

The ghastly form loomed up in the darkness, advancing
towards the juniors, its arms outstretched; and with one
accord they turned and ran for their lives.

Helter-skelter through the falling snow
towards tho School House.

The figure stopped,

But what became of it the terrified juniors did not pause
to see. They dashed into the School House at top speed,
panting with terror, out of breath, flecked all over with
flakes of snow,

“Good heavens!" gasped Mellish, sinking upon an oaken
sant ihn- the Hall. “Good heavens! Then it’s real [

o !'ll

Why doesn’t he buck

they dashed

“Great Scott!”

“Taith, and it's a spectre entoirely!” muttered Reilly,
between his chattering teeth,

Crooke set his pale lips.

“It's & rotten trick |’ he muttered.

“Ye-e5,” muttered Kerruish, “Bomebody’s
ghost.”

“Of course!” said Crooke,

“Then go out again and see who it is,” said Reilly.

But that Crooke evidently had no intention of doing.

“What's the matter with you kids?” asked Kildare, the
eaptain of St. Jim's, coming out of his study.

“The ghost!”

“The White Monk!"

Kildare smiled.

“That story again!” he exclaimed,

“All of us|® said Kerruish

Without replying, Kildare strode out into the quadrangle
and towards the distant gloomy elms,

The juniors gathered in the doorway to walch him. The
sturdy figure of the captain of St Jim’s disappeared into
the darkness and the whirling fakes.

“Jolly plucky!” mutterad Jones minaor.

“Well, it's only a trick, of course,” said Crooke.

“Why don't you follow him, then?”

Crooke was silent. Trick or not, he had no inclination
to investigate the ghostly apparition.

The juniors waited anxiously for Kildare to return, He
was not alone when he came back, Fatty Wynn, carrying
en extremely large and well-laden basket, was with him,

(Continued on the next page.)

playing

“Who has seen 17"
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ey fa)

MAKE THE AND WIN
JESTER HALF-A-
SMILE ., CROWN!

Do you Enow a good joke? If so, send it to “ THE
GEM JESTER,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4
(Comp,). Half-a-crown is awarded to the sender of

every joke that appears in this column.

NOT QGUSSY'S STYLE,

Blake: “I gay, Gussy, Fatty Wynn wants some advice on
dressing.”

Gussy: “Bai Jove! I'm quite willin’ to help him.”

Blake: “But it wouldn't interest you.”

Gussy: “Why not, deah boy?”

Blake: “He wants to dress a lobster |

Half-a-crown has been awarded to H. Cuthbert, 62, Sher-
wood Gardens, New Barking, Essex.

: 3 - £ ]
S8AYS THE OLD SALT!

The fussy old lady had been asking the old sea salt all sorts
of awkward questions about his sea life.

“And supposing,” she szid, “a hole was made in the
ship l;:y??} submerged rock and water flooded in—what would
you do

“Well,” replied. the exasperated old salt, “we’d make
another hole and let it out !”

Half-a-crown has been awarded to A. Ashby, ofo Somerset

House, Ascot, Derks.

L3 - -
THE LION'S SHARE.

Teacher: *“It I gave you sixteen nuts, Jones, to share
with your little brother, how many would he get?”

Jones: *Bix, sir.”
Teacher: “Nonsense; you can’t count!”
Jones: * Yes, I can, sir; but my little brother can’t!”

Half-a-crown has been awarded to D, Stoyel, Blackwood,
South Australia, L

* L L

A MNASTY “ EQGSPERIENCE ™)
Friend: “How did you get on at the show last night?”
Acotor: “Rotten! The manager kept egging me on and
the sudience kept ‘egging ' me off 1
Half-a-crown has been awarded to A. Richards, 53, Nine
Elms Lane, Park Village, Wolverhampton. '
- - -
PUTTING IT PLAIN!
Office-boy: *Please, sir, I think somebody wants you on
the telephone.” .
oss: “Now what is the use of saying wvou think I'tn
wanted? Am I wanted or not?” - !
Office-boy: “Well, sit, somebody rang up and said, ‘1s
that you, you old idiot?"*
Half-a-crown has been awarded to R. Blandford, 16, Shrop«
shire Street, Market Drayton, Shropshire. !

* L] *

A HELPING HAND!
Farmer Giles: * When do ye start a-ploughing 7*
Farmer Brown: “Oi don't need to. Oi've hoired the
field to some o’ these here amateur golfers!”
Half-a-crown has been nwarded to A. Duncan, 51, Golfdrum
Btreet, Dunfermline, Fife.

* 3 *
CUSHY !
Biaili?es: “And was all your money obtained through hard
wark?" .
; Ce_;ter-.,a: " Most certainly! My father worked jolly hard
or it !”

Half-a-orown has heen awarded to D. Lovett, 35, Rowsley
Avenue, Handon, London, N.W.4.
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Kildare had met him in the quadrangle, but he had mel
no one and nothing else.

“Not seen the ghost, Kildare darling?” askod Reilly.

Kildare shook his head.

“No, Reilly. You must have been thinking of the ghost
story, and were frightened by a shadow,” he replied.

“It was real enough, Kildare!”

“Stuff 1 :

“Wheat were you chaps doing out there at all?” asked
Fatty Wynn suspiciously.

“Yes, what were you doing?” asked Kildare. “It was
very queer for you to be out in the snow there ot all. Were
you playing some trick yourselves?”

Reilly coughed. ,

“Sure, we were looking for Fatty Wynn!” he said.
“We—we were going to help him carry the grub in, you
know—save him a lot of—ahem !—trouble about eating it.”

Kildare laughed. ) .

“Well, it serves you right to get a scare, then,” he replied.
And he went back into his study.

CHAPTER 9.
Fun in the Snow!

é“ REEZING, by Jove I
Jack Blake uttered that remark as he looked
out of the window of the Fourth Form dormitory

in the School House next morning.

“Tt’s jolly cold |” said Herries. “Must get up, I suppose.
Blow that bell! I believe Taggles gets up ecarlier and
earlier every morning to ring it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“T'va got to take Towser for a run hefore brekker,” said
Herries. “Buck up, you fellows, and come round the quad
with me.”

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“Oh, turn out, you slacker!” said Herrics, jumping out
of bhed.

“T wefuse to be called a slackah,” said Arthur Augustus,
sitting up in bed. “I shall be vewy pleased to have a wun
woun t?m quad with you, Hewwies, but I bar Towsah.
That wotten bulldog of yours has no wespect for a fellow’s
twousahs I” .

“Qo ont in a blanket, then,” suggested Dighby.

“Weally, Digbay—" . "

“Taith, and I'm going for a slide, anyway!” said Reilly,
jumping out of bed, *This is the first time it's frozen, and
it will be thawing again soon.”

The juniors dressed and went down in the cold, clear
winter morning. The quadrangle was a sheet of white, and
freezing hard.

The Shell were already down. The Third Form, toe, had
turned out early. Wally & Co. were making a slide under
the windows of their Form-roons, and were engaged upon
it with loud shouts, the fags falling over as often as not as
they slid to and fro.

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Juck Blake, stopping and
looking on at the Third Form slide. ““What do you fellows
say?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I'm going to get Towser,” said Herries. *T think it
would be splendid exercise for Towser to buzz along a slide
with me.”

“Weally, Hewwies—"

But Herries did not stay to listen.
off to fetch his unpopular favourite.

Wally & Co. glared round at the juniors as they came
up to the slide. The slide had been started in the first
place by some diminutive fags of the Second Form. Wally &
Co. had descended upon them and driven them off and
triumphantly taken possession of the slide. And it occurred
to Wally that perhaps his elders entertained some idca
of the same sort as they came up with grinning faces.

“What do you want here?” asked Wally, not very

He was marching

8o heavy has been the demand for the new Children’s
Bournville Cocoa, in every tin of which ona of the Cococubs
is presented free, that grocers have had to be rationed.
Messrs. Cadbury Bros., Ltd., inform us, however, that every
cffort is being made to catch up with the demand; the
toy makers are working day and night, and it is antici-

ated that full supplies will be available shortly. Ask
Mother to arrange with the Grocer to reserve a tin of
Children’s Bournville Cocoa for her, should his stock run
short. 'T'wo million Cococubs have been ordered, and they
are being popped into the tins of cocoa as fast as they
are delivered.
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amiably. *If you want a slide, make one for yourselves.”
_ “Yes, rather!” said Jameson, with emphasis. “You're
jolly well not coming on our slide, I can tell you.”
Blake grinned.
“Check of these fags, to want a slide to themselves,” he

remarked. “Come on, you chaps! This slide just about
suits my weight, Follow your uncle!®
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Get off 1" yelled Wally.

But the Fourth Formers did not get off. They came on.
A roar of indignation rose from the Third. )

“Get off our shide!”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“We won’t wear the thing out, you know,” said Herries,
coming back with Towser. ** Quiet, Towsy !” :

“Ah, good idea, Herries!” said Blake, *“You con leave
Towser at the beginning of the slide to keep these young
Leggars off 1

“Clatech me! He's coming on the slide with me.”

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“Oh, yes, I know all about your trousers, Gussy I’ grinned
Herries, running towards the slide. *Look out! You're in
the way.”

Arthur Augustus turned an indignant gaze upon Herries,
who, with Towser in advance, was bearing down on the slide,
The swell of the School House just managed to avoid
Towser, but he collided with Herries just as that junmior
reached the beginning of the slide, and they crashed to the
ground. In a moment Blake and Digby, following behind,
were mixed up with D’Arcy and Herrics in the snow.

Wally & Co. were not slow to seize their opportunity.
Hastily making enowballs, they pelted the Fourth Formers
unmercifully. Arthur Augustus seemed to have a snowball
in his eye in place of his monocle for quite five minutes.
But the strength of the Fourth told in the end, and Wally
and his friends had to give way.

When Blake, Herries, and Digby really set about them
they had very little chance, and they were forced to
vacate the slide. But not without a round of jeers and
booings and hooting and catcalls that rang far and wide.

Arthur Augustus eyed Herries severely.

“T don’t mimd bein’ fwiends, despite your wuffianly con-
duct, deah boy,” he said; “but I bar that wotten
animal—"

“All right, Gussy !” said Herries. “Bar away, He'll go
lome all right, if you tell him nicely—I don’t think!”

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“Ha, lha, ha!”

And Jack Blake & Co. were on the slide again in a
moment, leaving Arthur Augustus a picture of outraged
propriety. But the swell of the School House was as keen
on winter sports as any of hiz chums, and he was soon
enjoying himself.

Tom Merry & Co. joined in; and later Wally and his
chums returned, and soon the Shell, Fourth, and Third were
sliding away merrily, until the clang of the bell told the
juniors that it was time for breakfast.

CHAPTER 10.
Mr. Selby Has a Shock.

R. SELBY looked decidedly crosa at the breakfast-
table, and the Third Formers who had the honour
and pleasure of breakfasting at his table were on
their very best behaviour.

Mr, Selby’s temper never was very good, and since his
peculiar puest had been staying with him, it had been
noticeably worse. :

When breakfast was over—a relief to the Third Formers—
Mr, Selby quitted the dining-hall of the School House and
put on his hat and coat. He crossed the cold, windy quad
in the direction of the quarters of his mysterious guest,
picking his way through the snow, with a moady brow.

He entered the little porch, and went into the house,
and found Dr., Wynde in the same room as before. 'The
man was looking strangely pale and harassed, and he was
buried in so profound a reverie that he did not hear the
master of the Third enter the room.

Mr. Selby coughed loudly.

Siill the doctor did not move. Mr. Sclby came towards
him and touched him on the shoulder. Then, with a sudden
convulsive movement, Gerald Wynde sprang to his feet,
his eyes blazing so strangely that the Form-master started

back in surprisc and alarm.
(Continued on page 14.)
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cunning Levison schemes to ruin the

Outsider.

Let the Editor be your pal.

ALLO, Chums! It is my great
pleasure to place in your hands
the twenty-eighth grand Chriat-
mas number of the Gem, and I

Write to him to-day, addressing your letters ;
The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, Londen, E.C4.

enemy. end it needs only a littlo trouble
with the Outsider to set the cad of the
Fourth secking rovenge,

Fun, adventure and drama are cleverly
jntermingled in this story as only Martin
Clifford can do it. You will vote thia the
best of the Lumley-Lumley yarns 3you
have read.

‘““ HANDFORTH THE GHOST-HUNTER!"

There are thrills in plenty again in
the next nerve-tingling chapters of our
p preat Christmas yarn of the chums of
B8t. Frank's. Handforth is fully deter-
mined to get to the bottom of the mys-.
terious happeningz in Handforth Towers,
and he poes oxploring on his own. It
is just lisfie Handy to land himself in a
meas, but by so doing he makes a sensa-
tional discovery in the grim old haunted
house. Head all sbout it next Wednes-
day, chums.

In addition to the ripping story pro-
grarnme, there will, of course, be another
bright and breezy issue of ** Tom Merry's
Weekly,” n column of readers’ prize-
winning jokes, and your Editor will be
in the chair ss usual.

This is what

know full well that you will enjoy its
contents [rom cover to cover. 1t ia o
pleasant thought to me that for over
twenty-eight years the Gy has provided
firat-class entertainment to some milliona

PEN PALS COUPON
15-12-34

GRAND GIFT BOOKS.

Before I conclude let me offer two
suggestions for Christmas presents. In

of readers. Actually the old paper is
one of the oldest boys’ publications in
the world, which is sure proof of its
lasting popularity. Only the best school
stories, wholesome, healthy and true-to-
life, are good enough for the Gmy, and
ita proud regord of %eing in the forefront
of boys’ papers for over a quarter of a g
century 1s a clear indication that its 3
policy is the right one.

*THE OUTSIDER'S ENEMY [ "

Next week there is on the programme
another of those great 8t. Jim's stories X
of real human interest in which Martin
Clifford nlwaya excels. Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley comes into the limelight agnin.
Ever since the Outsider reformed, Levison u
has endeavoured to entice him back to
hig old erring ways, but withont avail,
The resolute Outsider stands by his
word, come what may. So it is that

%

Levison hns become Lumley'’s most bitter #ipsseosmeeeeuoposcgsnopomn el

happens in next week’s grand yarn, and
under the treacherous' guise of wanting
to reform and be Lumley’s friend, the

RS RRNRS ALROREREAEAGRORCACR R

r. Martin Clirford
and Ir, €dwy Searles
Brooks and the GEIN
artists and staff ex-
fend to all readers
Best Wishes for a
bappy Christmas,

the next few days parents and relatives
will probably be trying to discover what
you want. You cannot beat a good book.
1t is a lasting gift containing hours' of
happy entertainment. And two books
that I strongly recommend are the ever-
popular * ]fo]y.iday Annual,” price Bs.,
and the * Popular Book of Boys' Stories,”
rico 2. ﬁ£ 8o drop a few disoreet
ints at home between now and Christ-
! mas—and I wish you all the best of luck.

TAILPIECE.
Mother : “ Bobby, did you have a
good time at the Christmas party ?*
Bobby : * Yes, mother.”
Mother : * Then why did you come
away before it wes over 1"
Bobby : ' Because 1 souldn’t eat any

THE EDITOR.

A trea feature which brings together readers all over the world

for the purposs of exchanging topics of interest to each other.

I you want a pen pal, post your notice, together with the
coupon on this page, to the addreas given above.

H. Cohen, 32, Eleanor Cross Roads, Waltham Cross, Herts,
wants to hear from readers who will help in the formation of a
pen pals club ; stemps, boxing, football, and photography.

Emile Mahfood, 2, Heathfield Avenue, Upper Ellcston Road,
Kingston, Jamaiea, wants pen pals in the British Empire ;
sge 12-15; stamps.

J. H. Martin, 'Fhomloigh, Romsley Hill, Halesowen, Worcs,
wants a pen pal at home or overseas; age 15-16; stamp
collecting, cycling, sports, Pitman’s shorthand

Jack Anderson, 180, Ross Avenuo, Surnia, Ontario, Canada,
wanta to hear from stamp collectors in Sierra Leone, Gibraltar,
Egypt, India, British Guians, and West Indies,

Jack Bharp, Orona Street, Te Puke, Bay of Plenty, New
Zeoaland, wants a pen pal in England or America; age 15.16;
‘model aeroplanss.

Miss Joan Making, Lower Quinton, Stratford-on-Aven,
wants girl correspondents.

Lucien Giquel, 62, Lower Main Road, Observatory, Cape
Town, South Afriea, wants correspondents in England, France,
Australia, and Canada ; age 13-15; swimming and news.

Vivian Hill, P.0. Box 19, Scottsburgh, Natal, South Africa,
wants stamp correspondents in New Zealand, China, Austris,
and Rumania.

Samuel Criffiths, 2, Wright Streét, Woodstock, Cape Town,

South Africa, wants oorrespondents interested in sport; age
13:15; England, Australia, West Indigs.

Bryan Dempater, Scottsburgh, Natal, South Africa, wants to
oxchange stamps ; age 8-11 ; Borneo, Egypt, Belgian Congo.

John Wilson, 7, Franklin Street, Observatory, Cape Town,
South Alrica, wants correspondents in England and the
Dominions ; stamps, boxing,

Glen G. S8mith, 82, Curtain Street, North Carlton, N.4, Mel-
bourne, Victoria, Australia, wants a correspondent ; swimming,
shooting, boating.

Paddy Gilham, 7, Church Lane, Mill End, Rickmansworth,
Herts, wants pen pals ; cigarotte cards, sports ; age 13-15. %

W. A. Hignett, 13, The Mount, Wallagey, Cheshire, wants to
hear [rom stemp collectors in France, ltaly, and (ermany ;
also those interested in chess and model motor-boats ; age 10-13.

Frank Hilla, 12, Woodside PPark Road, North Finchley,
London, N.12, wants pen pals in the British Empire; age
14-17 ; sports, swimming, ships, films, camping.

Lionel B. Howe, 73, Btation Strest, Burton-on-Trent, Stafls,
wants pen pals in the British Empire ; stamps; age 13-16.

M, MeGuire, 71, Mason Street, Newport, W. 15, Melbourne,
Victoria, Australia, wants pen pals in England, India, America ;
age 14-16; stamps and match labels.

Hugh Clifford Popen, 29, Malay Street, Moulmein, Burma,
wante pen pals; Great Britain and New Zealand especially ;
swimming and snaps.

Ceeil MecFestors, Moss Hoad, Shantallow, Londonderry,
Ireland, wants correspondents anywhere ; age 17-1%; snaps.

Misa Marsarct Kong, 123, Robineon Road, Hong Kong,
China, wants pgirl correspondents ; British Empire ; ape 17-18.

James Taylor, 118, East Claremont Btreet, Edinburgh,
wants a correspondent in France; age 15-17; speed and
sport,
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AL L R T S i B L RS T
The Spectre of St. Jim's! E

(Continued from page 12.)
P P e T TR e SO, TR R R P T e AR

“Hands off !"” gaid Wynde, in a low,
thick voice. “It's a lie—it's a liel
There's nothing of the kind the matter
with me. Meorely a little fntigue, from
overwork, that is all! Lies, I tell you—
lios !

The man gave a sztart, Ile seemed to
be making a tremendous effort to collect
himszelf, as if he knew that his faculties
had been wandering.

“Oh! Isthat you, Selby "

“Yes, it 15 11" =aid the Form-master
irritablyv, *What do vou mean? What
wre i}'u% r.ailking' about, Wynde "

“Why did you look at me like that
when 1 came in?”™ demanded Mr. Selhy
abraptly.

“ You—you startled me,"” ‘

The man sank down mito his seat agamn
before the fiire and turned his gloomy gaze

wR AN

upon the glowing embers, Mr., Seclby
watched him uneasily,

“What do you wanti” said Gerald
Wynde abruptly. “Why do you disturb
moe

“I've had a lettcr from a friend of
yours.”

Wynde turned a fierce leok upon the
Form-master.

“You have written, then—yon
broken yvour promise with me
My. Selby made a gesture,

“1 have not written. I have received
u letter. It is merely a letter asking me
if I know anything of you. Your friend
and partner, Dr. Murrav, has remeni-
bered that I knew you in former davs,
and it has oceurred to him that I may
know something of your present nmve-

mients.”
said \Wynde,

liave

“Well ¥
Form-master's gaze.

" He tells me that vou have disappeared
from your home——"

“You knew that.”

“That you abandoned your practice and
vour experiments, without o moment’s
warning A

*Well 2

“That your friends are all anxions and
glarmed about your disappearance.”

“Well 7 said Wynde, for the
time,

“And he asks me if I heve heard any-
thing of you."

tell

“You st
Wiynde harshly.

“Why not, Winde "

* Because 1 do not choose.”

“What have you done 7" said the Form-
master, in a low, anxious voice. * Winde,
vou cannot any longer disguise from e
—1 cannot dizguise from myself—that vou
are in hiding. What have you donei”

avoiding the

third

himy pothivg,” =aid

“1 have done nothing.”
“I—I know that you have made many
risky experiments,” said the Form-

mas=ter. "I know that you have been
a cruel and unpitying vivisectionist, but
I always understood that you would have
sense enough to keep within the law., Is
it possible, Wynde, that you have becn

mad enough to transgress it "

“*Alad 7"

“IFoolish enough, then,” =aid Alr,
Selby. “You haove told me of experi-

ments that have moade me shudder with
horror, and T am not a tender-hearted
man. I am generally considered hard.
Have you dona anything—anything =o
horrible that you have had teo fly from
the law 1"

Wynde looked at him strangely.

LL] "\;’u.l'!
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The St. Jim's Journalists Are On Boliday—And They

No. 44. Vol, 1. (New Series.)

I
|

*MI-‘

JUST
MY

FUN

Monty Lowther
Calling

Halla, everybody! Here's wishing you
all the merriest Christmas you've ever had !

Of course, vou know Scotsmen don’t cele-
brate Christmaa till the New Year ? Till the
“ present time' is ‘' past,” a8 it were.
Sorry, Seots! Beotsmen  make at
pioncers, though. They like the y
open spnces ! T think I heard your family
gpook last night,”" observed the wvisitor to
Gussy's anccastral home. " A series of long
moana, ending in a ghastly shriek.” * Bai
Jove, that wasn't our spook,” said Gussy ;
“ that was the waita | Did yvou hear about
the criminal who congratulated himself on
having to serve a sentence at Christmas,
because the days were shorter ¥ That reminds
me—can anybody give me a long sentence
in thres words, quicl-:l;.*. ** Six  months’
hard 1" If vou're ever in * digs,” I hope your
landlady will be like the one who would never
buy anything in round tins, because she liked
to give her lod ood square menls. Bome
acrobats I hear live ly on fruit. Evidently
the stuff to give the troupes! * Why does a
ship heel over 1" inquires Skimpole. Because
of the pngsenger *““list.” Ugh! Did you
know Glyn has set up a3 a weather prophet ?
Crooke said he'a ** snow use,'"” but Glyn doesn’t
often bear ** false weinesa!" Excuse me—
Gore on the phone, ** What would I feel like
if o tree fell on mo?" asks Gore. An
* uneonscious humorist,” undoubtedly | Shall
I tell your fortune ! You will shortly take a
trip on tho occan, ns the fortune teller said
to the esailor, ““Why are you always
whistling * * demanded Grumpy, as DBroad-
ribs passad. ** My dear chap, don't you know
happinesa always *whistles past’® the pessi-
mist 1" grinned Broadribs. ** Ods bodikins ! "'
eried pood King Wenceslas, secing his court
fools shearing sheep in the rmu't?‘a.rd. " My
wits have gone wool-gathering 1" * There is
nothing so enlivening as to hurl a snowball ! ™
declared Figgins, TUnlesa it is to get one in
the Lack cf the neck ! Gore snye, in a snowfight
between School House and New House,
one thousand and forty-eicht snowhalls were
thrown. Gore knows—hoe stopped one
thousand of them ! Baid P.-¢. Crump : * Here,
this won't do. 1t’s a last ycar's gun licence 1 ™
“That's all right,” returned the sportaman.
“ T'm shocting the birds I mi=sed last year!"
That reminds me, when Wally D'Arcy com-
plained that the temperature in the Form-
room was below zero, Mr. Selby soon ** made
it hot " for him. Obliging! Remember, it's
no use laving * poosoflesh " in the early
morning, or you will never lust till * turkey-
time.," I don't * mince " my words, because
1'd hate your ' dessert™ to overtake you.
Here's hoping everything will be * bon-bon "
and go with a *bang ™1 All right—don't
“ pleigh " me, boyal

SAINTS ve

THRILLING CHRISTMAS “|
Wﬂng D'Arcy at the Microphone

Ecoutez, mes enfants | Vive les Franaai
Vive les Anglais! Whoo I As the rem
of an invitation from Lord Eastwood, la b&
France haas sont a football team, picked e
some of her best public schools, to pi
against St. Jim’s, at Eastwood House. Gis
—my major, you know—is doing the hone
in true l!hitinh style, and the only unka
thing we hope to do to our visitors is tck
them |

Here they come, a very fit lot of fallos
believe me! Tom Merry and André Bays
the French nki]:lpﬂr. toas for choice of eni
Bayard wins and choosea the light wind ink
favour, Merry beckons his men. Sainta)
red shirts toe the line ; I'rench boys in whi
with a golden fleur-de-lis, face them.
Ball's moving—Merry {eints as though
“wing " the leather, then tips it to Lowi
at his sido. Merry and Lowther push threg
like a spear head, a tricky bout of zba
passing—beautiful work ! wther decain
a full back and taps the ball to Merry, gn:
him & great opening. Bwish! Bwilk
true, Merry drives the ball into the net—i
Jim's are one up in the first minute | |

A reverse so early in the game is enoughi
put the French boys completely off i
stroke. Mais, non! Like hounds unleass
they weturn to the attack. André Bays
playing at outside-right, puts in o derds
run which draws murmurs of approbati
from the onloockers. Bayard vecrs m. 1V
him, Wynn! It's a comet of a ehot, =
beats Fatty Wynn all the way. Scores lew
Now what 7 The French boys are goingé
out. They sweep down on the St. Jim's cilad
like a tidal wave | Bayard gets away age

———

ST. FRANK’S TAM|

TIGERS

(By Clarence Fellowe, the |
Rhyming Reporle

A challenge sent from Tigersyde cm
manded that St. Frank's should hide tis
heads in ehame before a foo invinciblo wi
ball at toe | In open meeting, Nipper el
“ We'll nover rest till Tigersyde have bit &
dust and knuckled down—we’'ll have ths
learn of our renown ! ' Forthwith the gm
was played—oh fuy I To see Bt. Frank's wi
skill” deploy, filling the ** Tigera® " net wvi

oals, ns if the ** tigers ™" had ** moles"

v half-time, half a dozen up, St. Fredk
were grinning—what a oup for boasi)
Tigersyde to drink | In it 'twas plain e
prido would eink 1 At twelve to ml the i
was o'er—yes, Tigersyde were feeling sors!

Gerald Crooke dislikes Christmas ernchks
For him they are not * hon-bon " |

Georpge Figgine wants to organise a bom
tournament Eﬂr Boxing Day. IHis
Fatty Wynn, however, ia more interested

| sort of * box '’ which contains * tuck ™[
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sus FRANCE
ARE"”” AT EASTWOOD HOUSE

eentring with beauliful precision at the feel
of Franchet, the centre-forward. Iranchot
feints, wrigples t Kerr, and slams home
|a smasher that Fatty Wynn can only defloct
izlﬂ the not | Goal—France leads deservedly,

Bhades of Agincourt ! What are our fellows
doing t Fill up the wall with our English
ldead, as Henry V would have it! Packing
I'.huuiml seems tho only way to keep these avid
Gauls from running up a cricket scora! O,
well eaved, Fatty! He punched that one
round the post. Next, please! Heck, that
nearly beat our wizaﬂf of a YWelshman !
tFranchot and his captain, Bayard, are a
pair of untiring raiders. Sce, Bayard veers in
;Fljn' to put Fronce still further ahend )

alf-timo, France leading 3—1.

Here they come again. They're off !
Merry sends Gussy away. (ussy spurts,
centring to Merry. Meorry leaps, just misses
the ball—yes, but Lowther's t]:um. to nod it
home, beating Coquelin, in goal, easily.
Something superb in the way Sainta are mnl?_:,r
increasing pressure, plaving scientific football,
unrufled by & defieit., The French boys show
short bursta of their previous form, but at
back Figgins and Kerr are like twin
Qibraltars now ! Merry's at work again,
lmlignﬁn% a sweeping attack. The ball
comes to Blake, and the stolid Yorkshireman
steers the leather straight home, with no
mistake. Three gonls all—but time's short.

Franco comes again, gallant as ever—
Bayard goes very close, skimming the erosshar.
Kangaroo relieves pressure. Blake and D'Arcy
make ground, giving to Merry—and Tom
Merry, unmarked, views the empty goalnet
A fraction of a second before popping in the
pill ! Saints lead 4—3, and big-hearted

ayard'a lnst offort goes just wide. Pheep !
That's the final whistle. Just a moment,
fere’s Bayard himself to say a word to you.
André Bayard speaking :

" Merci, mes amis, merci, beaueoup. Your
cheers give ua fresh henrt. We wish you the
best of luck—till next time!l Au revoir!
And a merry Christmas ! "

DO YOU BELIEVE
IN GHOSTS ?

Tom Merry : Definitely no !

Monty Lowther: A ghost is supposzed to
e mado of nothing—and it's hard to believe
in nothing !

Jack Blake: I'm plain Yorkshire—and
Yorkshiremen prefer something they can get
& grip on |

George Herries: I've asked wmy bulldo
Ejﬂw&llﬂl', and be just grunts. 1 agree wi

m

Goorge Figgins : Personally, I never bother
ubout ghosta till ghosts bothor me !

George Kerr: As a Beot, I don't believe in
" giving way '* to any sort of fear |

atty ynn : Ghosta are unsubstantial
things, and anybody who can’t LF'I.H‘- awaoy o
gooﬂqunm meal bas my sympathy |

ST. JIM'S SPOTLIGHT

SKATING ON THIN ICE

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy performed some
breath-taking evolutions on the lake at East-
wood House. Ignoring Blake's warning that
tho ice would not stand his weight, Gussy
Td bght as a bird over tho shining surface.

¢ startled his chums, who were watching,
with a series of dazzling turns, and followed
them wup by deseribing a * figure eizht ™
worthy of & professional. Forgetting caution,
Blake hastily donned his skates and joined
Gusasy on the ice, Herries and Dighy wisely
remaining on the bank. Tor a few happy
moments Guasy and Blake disported them-
selvea on the thin ice—then, ns they con-
verged in the centre, there sounded an omin-
ous cra-ack! Splash! Before they had
timo to think, Blake and Gussy were in up
Lo their necks! Both being good swimmers,
they kept their heads above water until
Herries and Digby fotched a ladder and
ecrawled out to their resouo. Wrapped in
warm blanketa before & roaring fire, Blake
blammed Gussy for venturing on the jce—
whercupon Guesy blamed Blake for adding
his weight when it casily stood onel But
as Digby remarked, whoever waa to blame,
it was “ cold "' comfort !

SINGING AT FULL BLAST

Tho Terrible Threo and the four chums of
Study No. 6 formed the mainstay of the party
of waits which toured Eastwood willage.
Several local bigwigs, both mnle and female,
had volunteered to sing carols in the cause of
charity, but their intentions were stronger
than their vocal chords. Amplified by the
addition of soven lusty St. Jim's juniors,
however, the Christmas waita did themseolves
more than justice | Gussy in particular fairl
rovelled in the opportunity of letting go his
famous " tenor " wvoice. Blako and the rest,
being unable to stop their cars, did their best
to shout him down—with a truly deafening
resulé | The collection awelled rapidly ns the

arty moved from house to house, and at the
ﬁmﬂg they had a nice little sum. Tho St.
Jim'a juniors wore heartily thanked—though
aa Tom Merry remarked, he will never
coertain whether the donora gave so readily
for charity, or merely to get rid of the amateur
carollers |

CALIBAN'S PUZZLE CORNER

An Xmas party trick. Stand a glass full of
water on a table, cover it with a handkerchief,
and say you will drink it without your
removing tha handkerchief. How's it done ?
Pretend to drink the water through the cloth,
tell someono to remove the handkerchiel to
prove the glazas is empty, then drink the water |

Solution of
Last Week’s

Puzzle
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. “Then why are you in hiding, for that
18 what it amounts teo I

“Suppose I have enemies?” said
Wynde slowly, but with a strange, wild
tone in his voice. " If I have enemies who
threaten my liberty, what then 7"

“But—but how ecan your liberty be
threatened if you have committed no
crimme " the IForm-master exclaimed.

“1It is possible.”

“But how 1"

“Are only criminals confined, then, in
this country "

“Only eriminals—and lunaties,” said
Alr. Selby.

Wynde did not reply.

Mr. Selby gave a start and fixed a
glance of horror upon his guest. Ile made
n movement towards the door, and Wynde
burst into a harsh laugh,

“You have guessed, then?”

“Wynde! Good heavens! I—-I—"

Wynde made a gesture.

“You need not be alarmed. T am not
mad,” he said. “But it was simply the
result of over-study, of too keen and pro-
tracted experiments—a touch of brain
fever. But they would have placed me
under restraint. Temporary restraint,
they called it1” he added fiercely. “ But
I was not mad. It waslies! 1 am as sane
as any other man; and if I hear in the
night soinetimes the shriek of animals
that have died in my experiments thas
IS Eiﬂ'l.Ellj" tha effects of over-strained
nerves.

(1} \‘rrndﬂ !Il‘

“1 tell you I am sane. You will say
that this has come as a judgment upon
me for my nrualx to dumb and defence-
less animals, Bah! I tell you I laugh
at such stories, I am sane. DBut—Dbut
if they seized me, if they thrust me into
a cell, who knows what might happen?
Belby, you will not abandon me?”

“G heavens 1"

“Promise me, not a word to MMurray
—not a word to any of them.”

“I—1 promise!” gasped the Form-

master.
“I shall be well scon. Well—quite well,
too ! muttered Gerald Wynde, passing
hisz hand over his brow. “You believe
me, do you not "

“Yos, yes.” )

“It is nothing. It is temporary—it is
passing uow. DBut—but sometimes in the
night I—I have strange fancies. There
is the White Monk. I have seen him.”

"“What ¥

“ It is fancy, is it not? 1 dreamed last
night,” muttered the man, “I dreamed
that I was o spectre, haunting the shades
of the woods. The trees were peopled
with the eyes of the animals I have
watched dving. Oh, their eycs—iheir
eves |” He broke off with a shudder,
“Bah! Why do you put these morbicd
fancies into my mind? Leave me in
peace 1

Mr. Selby rose to his feet. Ile backed
out of the room, keeping his face towards
the strange man, and closed the door
quickly when he was in the passage.

As he strode out into the snowy quan
once more Mr. Selby's face was as white
as tho snow that lay thickly all round
him, and his eyes were fixed and set with
horror.

CHAPTER 11.
Baflling Behaviour!

““ Al Jove, Wallyl WWhat's the
mattah, kid1”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy asked

the question in tones of con-

cern. He had come upon his minor in the

passage, after school, standing by himsel £

in the shadow, and squeezing his hands

upon his arms.
o Tue Gem Lmrary.—No. 1,400.
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Wally's faco was quite pale with pain, and his eves
were gleaming as though it required an effort on the fag's
part to hold back the tears.

“0h, 1t's Belby ! muttered Wally.

“Licked, deah boy?”

¥ es

“What for?” asked Arthur Augustus.

As g rule, although Wally had a very generous allowance
of impots and eanings, he did his best to deserve them.

“Notling.”

“H'mtY

Wally snorted. ; .

“You can sniff as much as you like, Cussy. I tell you it
was for nothing, and I’ll make the brute smart for it yet,”
he said.

“Weally, Wally—" )

“TIe said I talked in class, and I didn'i,” said Wally, “Ie
ought to have taken my word. Any decent man would.”

“Yaas, wathah! 1t was decidedly bad form of him not
to take your word, deah boy,’ said Arlhur Augustus.

Wally gritted his teeth.

“T'll make him sit up!™ he said,

“Weally, Wally, T eannot extend my appwoval to any
scheme for makin’ your Form-master sit up, as you wathah
conrsely expwess it,” said I'Arcy.

“Lucky 1 can get on without your approval, them, isn’t
it*” Wally remarked.

“Weally, Wally "

Wally walked away without waiting for Lis stately major
to finish. I'Arcy shook his head zeriously. Ile was sorry
for Wally, and very much annoyed with Mr. Selby, but he
could not see that anything was to be done.

But Wally could. Whether it was his sick relation who

“The PHANTOM OF THE GAVE !’
A Book-Length Yarn for 4d. Only !

What is the secret of the phantom of the
cave ? When the ghostly face of the unknown
gives Billy Bunter the shock of his life, it is only
the start of a series of sensational and thrilling
Yuletide adventures for Harry Wharton &
Co., the chums of Greyfriars! Read this
smashing book-length Christmas story—
and enjoy the thrills of a life-time, It's

on sale NOW !
Ask for No. 233 of the

SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN

LIBRARY ! esas ad  AgP.

The Gem Library

was {roubling him or not, Mr. Selby had no right to
visit Lis worries upon his boys in the Form by canings. -

Wally wans determined to make his Form-master * 51t up,”
and he walked quickly in the direction of Mr. Selby's study.

He tapped at the door. He kad an excuse ready if the
study was occcupied; but it was vacant. There was no
reply, and Wally entered quickly and closed the door
behind him.

1Ie glanced round the study. The fire was liid ready for
Mr. Selby, but it was not yet lighted. It was Wally's
kind and amiable intention to stuff the grate with jumping
crackers, to afford a little surprize for Mr. Selby when
he camo in and put a match to the fire. .

But the scamp of the Third had no time to carry out his
nefarious plan. Suddenly there was a touch on the handle
of the study door.

Wally made one jump behind a bookease that stood across
the corner of the room. The next moment the door opened.

IP'rom where he stood Wally could see the reflection of
the newcomer in the glass over the mantelpiece. He
expected the reflection to be that of Mr, Selby. But it was
not, He started a little as he recognised the white, strained,
strange face of Mr. Belby’s mysterious guest, Gerald Wynde.

80 far as D’Arcy minor knew, Dr. Wynde had never
entered the School House up till now. Yet now he came
into the Fourth Form master's study with as much assurance
as if the place belonged to him.

Wally was bitterly exasperated, Hoe guessed that the sick
man had come there to sec Mr. Belby, and it was very
probable that he would remain in the room until the Form-

‘master arrived. In that case, Wally's imprisonment was

likely to bue a long one. As for revealing himself, that was
not to be thought of for a moment.

He heard the newcomer close the study door, and then
there was silence. What was the man doing?

Wally knew that he would have heard him if he had
sat down. Yet could he be standing up, motionless, silent?

A peculiar, ereepy feeling came over Wally as he crouched
behind the bookcase with bated breath. The silence in the
study was so dead that he felt as if he must be alone in the
room, atd yet he knew that the stranger was there. What
3-:;_3 he doing in that dead silence? What could he be
oing ¥

Curiosity, and a strange eerie feeling of alarm, induced
Wally to take the risk of peeping out from behind tha
bookease. He caught a glimpse of the back of the man’s
head—the man had his back towards Wally. The fa
ventured to look out more boldly, and then he nlmost erie
out aloud in his amazement.

The stranger was standing in front of the looking-glass
on the mantelpicce, regarding his reflection in it. Wally
could see the reflection as well as the man, and he saw
that the man was making strange grimaces at his face
in the looking-glass.

He rolled his eyes, and twisted his lips, and wrinkled
his forehead, in a series of hidoous and meaningless
grimaces, which indicated an unbalaneed state of mind as
clearly as anything could do. .

Wally was rooted to the floor. ITe forgot that if he
could see the man's reflection in the glass the man must
also be able to sce his reflection. if he east his eyes in the
right direction.

The fag stared blankly. Was the man mad? What was
he making those horrible grimaces for, in the silence of
the study® Wally felt his very flesh creep.

Suddenly Wyndo gave o starh

Wally shivered. He knew that the man had caught
his reflection, peeping from behind the bookecase, in tho
depths of the mirror.

The man swung round with a hoarse exclamation, and
Wally gave a faint cry and sprang out from his place of
concenlment,, ready to make a desperate run for the door,
Pat in that single moment Gerald Wynde collected his
wandering mind with a powerful effort, and assumed n
perfecily natural manner.

“Dear me!” he said in an easy volee. “You startled me!
Did vou come here to see my friend, Mr, Selby?”

#I—T—" stammered Wally.

Dr. Wynde laughed. .

"AhI! Sr_:r’ne junior trick, I suppose?” he said.

“I__ e il

“Don’t be afraid! I will not betray you to Mr, Selby,”
said Gerald Wynde. “You need have no fear, my boy.

“Th-thank you, sir!” muttered Wally.

The door opened, and Mr. Belby came in. He gave a
slight start at the sight of Wynde and the fag of the
Third. He had expected to find his study empty.

“Wynde—yon here 1”

“ Evidently,"” said Dr. Wynde.

“And D'Arcy minor—--" 5

“T was whiling away the time talking to this extremely
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interesting youth,” said Gerald Wynde, with a smile. “I
have been quite entertained while I have been waiting for
you, my excellent friend.”

r. Selby frowned.

“Yon may go, D’Arcy minor " he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir”

Wally left the study gladly enough. But he was in a
state of amazement, mingled with alarm, What kind of a
man_wes this Dr. Wynde? What did those strange and
horrible grimaces in the glass mean? To Wally it seemcd
as if the man must be mad. What did it all mean?

CHAPTER 12,

The Unwelcome Guest !

R. SELBY fixed his eyes on his strange visitor when
the door had clesed behind D’Arcy minor.
The puckering of the Third Form master's brow,
the glitter in his deep-set eyes showed how angry
he was, and how hard he found it to keep his anger in
control. But his voice was quiet enough as he spoke.

“What did you come here for, Wynde ?"

Wynde watched him with a strange, cunning look.

“To see you, and to speak to you,” he said.

“I could have come over to you.”

“I preferred to come here. I suspeected that perhaps you
would not come.”

Mr. 8elby shifted uneasily.

“Why?"” he muttered.

“1 suspected that after what you discovered to-day, that
you might write to Dr. Murray, or to my relations,”

The Form-mastor was silent.

He stood near the door, and showed no disposition to
come nearer. Wpynde saw it, and burst into an aungry,
mocking laugh.

“You are afraid of me!” he exclaimed.

The colour wavered in Mr, Selby’s face,

“N-nothing of the sort!” he stammered.
an absurd idea |”

“¥ou think I am mad.”

“My dear Wynde—""

“But I am not,” said Wynde, speaking very rapidly and
thickly. “I assure you on that point. Hallucinations fmay
have had; I may hear noises; see strange things some-
times—" e paused, and cast a peculiar glance about the
study. “But I am sanec—as sane as you arc!”

The perspiration was thick upon Mr. Selby’s brow. He
wag not & man of courage, or of steady nerves.

“Yes, yos—of course,’” he muttered.

“8trange fancies—fancies, mind you—do not make a
man mad,’”” said the doctor. " Do you dare to say that

¢ I—I—— What

']

Mr, Belby started violently.

“What dog?" ho asled.

“The one that is sitting there beside the bookecase with
the ?hrin in its neck,” said the other. *You sece it, do you
ot 7"’

“There is no dog there,” muttered Mr. Selby.

The other made an irritable gesture.

“ Nonsense ['" he said. “I shmﬁd think it is plain enough !
I have seen that brute every night—every night since—no
matter! If I had my time again I should not make the
experiments I have made. But it iz too late to think of
that, I wish that I did not sec that dog wherever I go."”

“Aly heavens!” muttered the Form-master.

“There! It is gone!” said Wynde thickly, and with a
rolieved look. “You see that it 1s gone now. Would you
cail that an hallucination?”

“1t was an hallucination!” panted the I'orm-master.
“Tor goodness' sake pull yourself together, Wynde, and do
not let these strange fancies take possession of your mind !
That way madness lies,"

Wynde nodded.

“1 know it 1" ho said. “I tried to kecp myself in hand.
What I require is rest—complete rest. When I am in
health again I shall see that horrible dog no more. I
know that! Yet one has the strangest fancies. I was read-
fjn:g lin t-h?’ book of that old monk—the White Monk of St.

1m §—

“Do not speak of that.”

“1 had the strangest fancy, It seemed to me that he
rese into my view out of the musty old pages of that
book, and that his soul passed into my body and animated
ine,” said Wynde, in a low, strained voice. * Btrange, was
it not?”

“Tor goodness' sake, do not say such a thing !”

“You fear that someone mi fxt hoar 1"

“If they heard, you would be supposed mad, and—and
tukend away,” said Mr. Selby. “You would be sup-
pose i
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“But you will let me remain here in safety?”
Yes, yes |7
“In this house—in your room?”

Mr. Selby started.

“Is not your own room—your own quarters—comfortabla
enough ?” he muttered huskily.

“They might take me from there without you knowing,”
said Dr. Wynde, in a low, cunning voice, “{)o you uncﬁ:r-
stand? And you might betray me. Who knows? I prefer
to_remain here. I can share your bed-room to-night.”

Mr. Belby shuddered.

“The room next to mine is vacant,” he said. *I will
obtain that for you. I will have your things sent into it."”

“Thank you, Selby! ¥You are a true friend to me!”

Mr. Selby left the study and closed the door after him.
In the passage he paused to wipe his damp brow with his
lhiandkerchief,

“0Oh, Heaven!” he muttered. “What am I to do—what
shall I do? I—I have had to break my word to him—to
write to Dr, Murray that the man is here! He iz mad!
But—but Murray cannot be here till to-morrow. I shall
cndure mental torture for twelve hours yet! ¥Yet I should
havoe pguessed this at the first! Who but a madman
would have acted as he has done? I was blind to what
was obvious |

He started out of his bitter reverie. Two fags came
dashing along the passage. They were Jameson and Curly
Gibson. They stopped at the sight of Mr. Selby; but it
was too late.

(Continued
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“ Jameson | Gibson I”

“Ye-es, sir?”

“Come here!”

The two culprits reluctantly approached, In his
state of mind, torn with anxicty and fear, Mr. Selby
knew what he was about. He glared at the fags.

“How dare you race about the passage in that meanner |”
he exclaimed.

“If you please, sir—"

“Take a hundred lines each!” said the Form-master
harshly. “Were you going to my study?”

“0h, no, sir!”

“Mind that you do not!” satd Mr. Selby. “Tell the
others that they are not to go to my study this cvening
under any pretext whatever. Do you understand P

“Ye-es, sir,” said Jameson and Gibson together, in
wonder.

“Now go

They went gladly enough,

In the Form-room passage they found Wally, in talk with
his major., Jameson tapped the scump of the Third on the
shoulder.

“Been old Belby?” he asked.

“Yes. What about it?”

‘“He seems to be going dotty, that's all,” said Jameson.
“He says that nobody is to to his study this evening on
any excuse whatever. What's the little game?”

“He's got his precious friend there,” said Wally.

“QOh, the sick mant”

“Yes. And I reckon his sickness is in the brain not in
the body,” said Wally. “I watched him making horrible
faces at himself in the glass.™

“ Great Scott |

“Hé's as mad as a hatter,” said Wally. *“And Selby is
afraid the feliows will see him. Nice state of things, eh,
bringing lunatics into the House? Blessed if 1 should go to
gleep fo-night if that chap were staying in the School
House'I™ y

“It's wemarkable!” gaid Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
thoughtfully. “Vewy wemarkable! Mr. Selby seems not &t
all himself since the man came.”

“He seems to be simply potty | said Jameson crossly.

“The man's his relation—it runs in the family!” said
Wally, with a grin.

D’Arcy gave his minor a severe look,

“Weally, Wally, it is your duty to tweat Mr. Selbay with
gweat wespect and considewation, undah the peculiah cires
of the ease,” he said.

“Oh, rats!”

“ Weally, Wally—"

“Come on, kids! Gussy will go on talking all night!”
said Wally cheerfully.

resent
ardly

1

“You cheeky young wascal—"
The Form-room door banged and cut short Arthur
Augustus D’ Arey’s remarks.

In the Third Form Room the fags listened, with exclama-
tiona of wonder, to what Wally & Co, hu.c'l to tell them.
And the heroes of the Third made up their minds at once
upon two points—that Mr. Selby's friend was “off his
rocker ¥ and that Mr, Selby himself was not in a much
better state. Which would not have been very gratifying to
M, Selby if he had heard it.

CHAPTER 13,
The Ghost Walks!

L ED-TIME, you kids!” said Kildare, as he looked into
the Junior Common-room that night.
“ Weally, Kildare——"
The captain of St. Jim’s pointed to the clock.

¢ Half-past nine!” he said.

“1 am not cbjectin’ to,the time, but to the expwession
l']l:lds,‘ » explained Arthur Augustus. “I weally considah

1at—"

" Buzz off 1?

“You are intewwuptin’ me, Kildare—"

“Exactly | Go to bed [*

And the St Jim's cs.pl:ain walked away, laughing.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy turned his eyeglass upon .his
companions, who were grinning. .

f‘dI can sce nothin’ whatevah to gwin at, deah boys!” he
said.

“Go ton!” Monty Lowther rose and yawned.
if the ghost will be walking to-night?”

1 shouldn’t wonder,” said Tom Merry. “I sugzest Gussy
wraps himself up in a blanket and {weps wafch in the
passage all night.”

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

The juniors trooped out of the Common-room. They
passed Mr, Belby in the passage. The master of the Third
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did not look at them; he was going towards his study with
his brows and his &yes on the
floor. The chums of the School House looked at him in
wonder.

“Look at the effect your young brother has on & Form-
master, Gussy,” Tom Merry remarked.

“Weally, Torn Mewwy——" > .

“He does look bothered, and no mistake!” eaid Blake.
“I wonder what the row is? It's eince that sick friend of
his has been staying here that he's looked so rotten, and
Wally says he's been a perfect cannibal in the Form-room
all the time. I've seen the man, and I don’t see what there
15 in him to worry old Selby so much.” P

“Belbay may be vewy anxious about his fwiend’s health,
deah boy.”

“Yes, ho looks the kind of man to worry about whether
other people are well or not—Selby does!” Blake agreed
sarcastically.

“The chap mag be sticking here without being wanted,”
Levison remarked.

“] guess that’s the case,” observed Lumley-Lumley of the
Fourth. “I guess Mr. Selby would get rid of him #f he
could; to judge by his looks.”

“Then why doesn't be?” -

“ Owes him money, perhaps,” said Lumley-Lumley.

“ Bai Jove ”

“The man seems harmless enoogh,” said Manners. “I've
i ool library and muséum,
and he seems amused by lovking over the old manuscripts
and the relics of the abbey of St. Jim's. hat’s a good
taste in a man.” :

“Yes; you'll be a dusty ofd bounder like that when yon
grow up,” said Lowthe:, with a yawn. “Chap who staris
$otograp111ng at your age is bound to come to that. I

inte——* .

“Ne, you don’t1” growled Manners. *“You can't| Good-
night, you Fourth Form kids 1"

“Weally, Mannahs—"

And the Shell fellows wert on to their own quarters.
Thu}r turned in, some of them discussing the spectre of St.
Jim’s and the probability or otherwise of his reappearance.
Gora did not take part in the discussion. Although Gore
had come to the conclusion, like the rest, that the ghost he
Lad seen was & practical joker in ghostly guise, the subject
always made him silent and nervous after dark,

Kildare cameé into the dormitory and glanced along the
row of beds.

“Now, then—all in?”

“Yes, Kildare.”

“Good-night !

“Good-night " 2 .

The light went out, and Kildare quitted the Shell
dormitory. In the darkness the jumiors did not feel so
inclined to talk ghosts. They talked football instead, and
Christmas holidays, till one by one they dropped off (o
sleep.

Ogtside the wind was moaning through the leafless
branches of the elms, and the flakes of smow wert silently,
steadily falling.

There was a glimmer of moonlight over the old clock
tower, gleaming upon the white mantle of snow that
stretched over the quad and the roofs of 8t. Jim’s,

Perhaps it was the wind that awakened Tom Merry.

He started from his slumber and lay in his bed, listening,
wondering what had broken his sleep.

The low moan of the wind, the creaking of the bmncl}es.
came from the quadrangle, and sometimes a faint, thudding
gound as a mass of snow rolled from a slanling roof down
into the quad below.

There was a gleam of moonlight upon the panes of the
dormitory windows, but the long, lofty room was in deep
darkness.

Tom Merry ¢losed his eyes again. A

He started, and his eyes came open again at once.
Whether it was that sound that had awakened him before,
he did not know; but decidedly there was no doubt about
it how. He knew that creak of the loose board in the
dormitory passage.

It was a footstep.

Tom Merry sat up in bed.

The White Monk—the spectre of 8t. Jim's—rushed into
his mind at once

He shivered for a moment.

What was the hour? In answer to the unspoken thought
there caine a chiming from the clock tower. ;

The four quarters, and then the hour Twelve!

Midnight !

All 8t. Jim's was sleepmng then. _

Who was it that passed the door of the Slelt dormitory
when the rest of the school wans wrapped in slumber?

Creak !

Tom Merry caught hiz breath.
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There was & faint sound at the door and he knew that it
was opening. The boy sat still in bed with growing terror.
What did 1t mean? Who was coming into the dormitory?
Good heavens| What was going to happen?

His straining eyes were fixed upon the black aperture
which waz the doorway. The door was open now. The
draught of cold air told him that.

Dimly, faintly, terrible in the gloom, a white figure
loomed Ii\if

Tom Merry uttered a cry.

Faint as the cry was, it sounded through the dormitory,
and awskened several of the other juniors.

There was a creak as the door closed.

The figure was gone.

Tom Merry sprang out of bed.

“Wake, you fellows! Wake up !

“What is it?”

Wally felt his fleah creep as he saw Dr. Wynde making horrible grimaces to himself in the glass.
man gave a start and swung round with a hoarss uxnl;l;nation. Wally sprang out from behind the bookcase.
tted hia reflecti

Wynde had
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“I've come fo call you chaps,” said Tom Merry, in &
low, deterniined tone. “7The ghost is walking, and I think
it onght to be followed and shown up, whatever it is, I
had a frightful scare. It looked into the dorm.”

“Bai Jove !”

“What did you do§” asked Jack Blake, who was already
out of bed,

* Nothing.”

Blake chuckled sofily.

“It vanished when I gave a ery,” eald Tom Merry,
“Then I came along here, with AManners and Lowther.”

“My hat, I shouldn't have cared to go out into the
passage, I think!” said Hancock, with a shudder,

“We thought we'd eall you chaps to help us.”

“Right-ho " said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah 1"

“Let's have a light,” said Herrvics.

But suddenly the

“ What’s the matter *
“I've seen it !”
“Seen what?”
“The White Monk! Wake up!”

CHAPTER 14.
The Ghost Hunters!

i AT Jove, you know 1*
Arthur Augustus murmured the words in

surprise as he felt himself shaken by the shoulder,
without being fully awake.
“Pway don’t shake me, deah boy. It is not wisin’-bell
yet, and I wefuse to be disturbed! Pway go away !”
L5 G“SSY "
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy opened his eyes wide,
“Bar Jove, is that you, Tom Mewwy ?”
o Yﬂs."
“What is the mattah 1
“The ghost is walking.”
“Gweat Seott |

Dr.
in the glass !
“No, no!” zaid Tom Merry hastily. “Somehody is play-
ing ghost, and if we're going to catch Lim we shall have

If he knows he's being looked for, he's only
off his disguise, and he’s =zafe. We've got to

I

to be careful.
got to whip
catch him in the act.

“Yaas, wathah *

Blake uttered a sudden exclamation.

“Hark I

The juniors stood quite still, listening tensely.

There was a creak from the passage. Tom Merry had
left the door open when he came in with Manners and
Lowther, and the sound was clearly heavd Dy all who were
awake in the dormitory.

Creak !

Someone was passing in the passage!

Every eye in the Fourth Form dormitory was fixed upon
flhe open doorway—a blacker space than the wall in the
darkness.

Did they sce for a moment something that was white and

Tee Ges LiBrany.—No. 1,400,
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glimmering pass the doorway, with a faint rustle as of
ghostly robes?

They could not be sura,

If so, it was gone in a second.

#J—1 think I saw something | muttered Manners.

“And I” said Monty Lowther, in a shaking voice—"1
can’t be sure, but—but I—I think I did!” X

Blake sct his teeth to keep them from chattering.

“Let's go after it1” he muttered, o

“ Ya-a-a8, wathah !” said Arthur Augustus, in a hesitating
voice.

“T guess I'm coming |” said Jerrold Lumley-Lumley.

“Come on, then,” Tom Merry said firmly, “It must be
a trick—it simply must be! It can’t be mnything clse.
Come on !

“Yaas, wathal |”

Tom Merry & Co. moved silently and cautiously towards
the doorway. Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther; Blake,
Herries, Digby, and D'Arcy; and Reilly and Lumley-
Lumnley made up the party. The other fellows preferred
to remain in bed. But there were enough of them to tackle
the ghost if it proved to be of human flesh and blood.

Tom Merry reached the doorway, and paused as he looked
out into the passage.

Darkness met his gaze.

Up and down the passage he looked, but there was
nothing to be scen—nothing to be heard ! .

At the farther end of the pussage a glimmer of moonlight
through the window dispersed the gloom to some extent, and
the darkness was broken, :

Tom Merry gave a sudden start as his eyes turned again
in that direction.

There was a glimmer of white in the gloom,

With starting eyeballs the hero of the Shell looked. There
was a deep breath from the juniors round him—they could
see what he saw | :

From the darkness a fizure emerged into dim view—the
figure of a monk of olden time, with the cowl covering his
face.

In full, clear view the strange and terrible form passed
before the vision of the juniors. Then it vanished inte
the darkness.

CHAPTER 15.
Run to Earth!

OR a full minute there was a dead silence among the
jnniors.
All of them were pale, stricken with a strange
horror by what they had seen.

The spectre had eppeared soundlessly, and had dis-
appeared again. What was it? Whence did it come? Where
had it gone? ’

Tom Merry was the first to recover himself.

He made & movement to leave the dormitory; but Monty
Lowther caught him by the arm.

“Hold on, Tom ! he muttered. .

“'The thing's gone down the passage,” said Tom Merry.
“We can follow it.”

“Bai Jove!” ]

“Just a minute,” muttered Lowther, “I—I feel a bit
shaken up. Hang it all, Tom, I don’t know that I want
to get at close guarters with that horrible thing! Sup-
poso—"

“Buppose what "

“Well, suppose——"

“Don’t be an ass, Monty,” said Tom Merry, in low and
steady tones. “A real ghost wouldn’t make the floor creak
in’ the passage.”

“I—1 suppose not. But—

“['m weady,” said Arthur Augustus D"Arcy frmly, “I'm
quite weady, deah Loy, I am quite sure that it is only a
wotten jape.”

“You ready, you chaps?”

[ Yc_cs'll

“Coma on, then!”

Tom Merry led the way from the Fourth Form dor-
mitory, and ran along the passage. IIo recached the corner
swherp the ghost had disappeared.

It was not in sight.

Duarkuess surrounded him, and nothing more. The juniors
gatherved round him again. All was dark and silent; the
spectre monk had vanished, as if for ever.

“DBad Jove! It's gone, you know !” muttered D"Arcy.

“Come on ™

“Going to follow it?” mutlered Lumley-Lumley.

L) chv"

The jjuniors tramped determinedly down the passage.
Through that passage, and several others, they sought the
ghostly figure.

But no trace of it was seen,
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Angry and disappointed, and with a peculiar creepy
feeling  of nervousness, they returned to the dormitory
passage.

“It's vanished,” muttered Manners,

“Gone downstairs, perhaps,” said Blake.

Tom Merry set his lips. . .

“If it's finished for to-night, we can't find it,” he said
angrily. “But—oh !

“Bai Jove!”

“Run !

It was the White Monk!

From the darkness the white, ghostly figure had suddenly
emerged, close to the juniors, and was advancing swiftly
upon them, its arms outstretched, ‘

In the sudden alarm they forgot that they were hunting
for the ghost, and were anxious to encounter it. .

With startled eries they bolted back into the dormitory.

They rushed in, and amazed cries from the other fellows
greeted them in answer to their own startled and terrified
ejaculations.

But the phantom did not follow them into the dormitory;
it venished.

“Great Scott!” gasped D'Arey. “I—I think I've had
enolgh of ghost-hunting, deah boy. I—I have been thwown
quite into a Auttah.”

“What's the matter?” shouted Jones minor.

“The ghost!"

“The White Monk [*

“Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove!”

Tom Merry burst into a laugh, half-amused and half-
exasperated. The sudden ending of the ghost-hunt kad
been ridienlous enough.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I do not see anything to_cackle
at!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, in indignant
surprise,

“Well, I do,” growled Tom Merry. “We went out to
hunt the ghost, and as soon as we saw it we ran like a

_ lot of frightened rablits,”

“] wefuse to be called a fwightened wabbit!”
“Well, come on!” said Tom Merry. “ We're jolly well
going to sto the ghost walking!”

“I'm ready!” growled Blake,

“(ome on, then!”

Tom Merry & Co. moved towards the doorway once more.
'll'hefr were In an angry and resolute mood now, and not
likely to run again. But the ghost was not to be seen in
the passage. They scanned the passages up and down, but
there was no glimmer of white in the darkness. DBlake
muttered a sudden, suppressed exclamation.

“ Lool !

“Where?”

“On the stairs!”

In the dense darkness of the big staircase there was a
glimmer of white. The juniors crept towards it noiselessly.

The white figure flitted down the stairs.

It made no noise, and it was so phantom-like in looks
and movements that a weird and eerie feeling came over
the ghost-hunters.

But they followed it bravely.

The phantom paused on the landing.

The juniors passed on.

They drew nearer and ncarer. And then the strange
figure appeared to become aware of their presence.

It flitted on in the gloom, when they were almost within
reaching distance of the ghostly, rustling, white robes.

Tom Merry set his teeth, and ran towards it as it
reached the foot of the staircase on the lower passage.

His hand brushed against the [oating, monkish robes,
ﬁu{t1 they glided through his fingers, and the phantom

ed on.
Click! A door closed suddenly in the darkness shead.
A moment more, and the iumors were outside the door
that hid the White Monk of 8t. Jim's from their sight.
I'hey did not open it, Breathless, panting, they paused
there in the darkness.

“Whose room is it?” muttered Blake,

“T1 don’t know.”

“Either Mr. Sciby’s or the next one to it,” muttered
Monty Lowther.

Lumley-Lumley had his torch with him, and he pressed
the switeh. A gleam of brilliant light shone out, He
turned it uﬁ)on the doorway and the wall above, and they
could see the number of the room. 'Tom Merry pointed

to it,

“It's not Mr. Selby’s room,” he said, “it's the next—the
vacant bed-room, you know.”

“Bai Jove!”

“What's the matter, Gussy?”

“The bed-woom is occupied now,
wemembah seein' the maids getun’
evenin'—""

Tom Mewwy. I
it weady this

(Continued on page 22.)
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“Nr. %elby’s fwiend haz moved into it.”

“I—I didn't know that,” muttered Tom Merry.

Lumley-Lumiey uttered a startled ejaculation,

“Let mo look at your hand, Tom Merry."”

My hand?”

“Yes. Did you touch the ghost?”

*1 just touched him; that was all.”

** And he was solid—"

“His clothes were, at any rate”

All the juniors looked “at Torma Dleryy's liand as tho
electric light gleamed on ir, The fingers were while with
chall:.

Y Ohallk ” muttered Manners.

“Yaas, wathah!” . :

“That's what makes the ghost white,” said Tom Merry,
with a slight smile. “He hus taken the monk’s robes out
of the school musecum and chalked them all over tic out-
side. It's an easy way of muking up as a ghost.”

“Yaas, wathah!” 5 3

It was quite certain now. That the phantom of Bt. Jim's
was a practical joker the juniors were now assured, and all
fear of the supernatural had vamished from their minds.
Yet they hesitated to enter the bed-room.

“We must go in,” said Tom Merry at last. “If Dr.
Wynde wakes up, we cun explain. The rotter, whoever hn
is, hns dodged into this room to escape us, and he may
frighten Dr. Wynde to fits if he wakes up and sees hin.
He iz not in good health, you know.” } .

“Yaas, wathah | As a mattah of fact. Dr. Wynde is a
little off Lis woeckal alweady, and a shock like that might
send him wight off 1"

“Ves. We'll go in—

“YWhat is ithat? Who is there?” . o

Tt was n sudden, sharp voice from behind the juniors.

“Bai Jove! That's Selbay!”

7 L1

»

CHAPTER 18.
The Ghost is Laid !

R. SELBY, half-dressed, suddenly came out of his
room, and his face was pale in the light of the

torch. .
The Third Form master had not slept that night.
The burden of Dr. Wynde's seeret upon his mind was more
than sufficient to banish slumber, The whispering voices
in the passage close to his door had reached his ears, and
he came out with an angry and frowning brow. He stared
at the group of Fourth Iormers and Shell fellows in

amazemerit,

“What are you boys doing out of bed?” he demanded
sternly.

“The ghost, sir——

“Nonsense !” .

“We have seen it, sir,” said Tom Merry quictly,

“Really, Merry—"' i

“Tt is someone playing ghost, sir—he has the old monlk's
robes, and has chalked them white,” said Blake eagerly.
“dome of the chalk came off on Tom Merry’s hand when
he touched him.” . )

“0Oh, indeed! And do you know where the trickster is
now "

“He went into this room, sir.”

Mr. Selby started,

“In that room—the room pext to mine?”

“Yaas, wathalh, sie!”
“But—but my friend, Dr,
relation is in that rooi, and-—

“The ghost went in there, sir.”

A strangely stariled and scared look came over My,
Selby’s face. It seemed as if a dark and terrible suspicion
had entered his mind.

In the silence a sudden sound came from the room cutside
whicli the juniors were grouped.,

“Take it away—take it away !”

Tom Merry uttered an exclamation,

The words could convey only one meaning to Lis mind—
that the oceupant of the room had awakened, and had =cen
the] ghostly figure, and was erying ou' in terrer at the
sight.

gQuicl; as thought, Tom Merry threw the bed-room door
open. Mr, Selby shouted to him.

“Btop—stop! I forbid you to enter!”

But it was too late.

Tom Merry had dashed into the roor.

Blake, tho first to follow, felt for the switch inside the
door as he entered, and turned it on.

There was a sudden flood of light in the room,

Tt disclosed a strange and startling scene.

The bed was unoccupied. Its eppearance showed that it
had not been slept in. There was but one occupant in the

room.
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Wrynde—I—1 mean, iy
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It was the White Monk! .

The gaunt figure, in trailing, monkish gown, with the
cowl hiding the face with the exception of two glea
eyes, stood before the juniors, so close that they could
hﬁve Itnm:hed it. . But in the glaring light it did not look
ghostly.

The robes, the cowl, the figure, were all evidently solid,
and in the light the juniors could see that the white was
caused by chalk thickly daubed over the outside of the cowl
and the gown,

“Here he is!” gaslped Blake,

“But—but—"  Tom Merry staggered
“Where is Dr. Wynde—he is not here!
in the bed.”

Mr. Sclby, in the doorway, heard the words, and groaned.
They confirmed his suspicion. But it was too late to conceal
the truth from the juniors.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at the strange figure.

It was not a ;i)hantum. But there was something weird,
something terrible, in the figure in monkish garb, and in the
wild, unnatural gleam of the eyes that shone under the
ghostly cowl.

Tom Merry stepped desperately forward and dragged back
the ecowl from the man's face, There was a cry of
astonishment,

“Great Scott !

“Wyndeo !”

Mr. Selby groanod.

“Gerald Wynde! I guessed it! And he is mad!”

“Mad !” muttered the juniors, in hushed tones of horror.

They retreated instinctively to the doorway, their eyes
upon the face of the insane doctor, Gerald Wynde was
staring fixedly at the empty corner of the room,

“Take it away! Mercy!”

“What is it 7" muttered Tom Merry, and hizs voice was
slhiaking in spite of himseli. “¥What is it you fear?”

“The dog "

“There 15 no dog there!"

“You lie! Can you mnot ses his eyes—his eyes—oh,
Heaven! Take him away!” "The man swung suddenly
round towards the juniors, his gleaming eyes turning upon
them wildly. *What do you want here? I am not mad—
I ain not mad! I am sane—quite sane! It is all lies|”

“Go ! muttered Mr. Selby, in a trembling voice. *Go—
at once! I will look after him!"

The juniors moved quietly away.

Mr. Sclby entered the room and elosed the door after
him. With silent footsteps, Tom Merry & Co. returned to
their dormitory.

“Bai Jove!” D’Arey murmured, as they reached the
dormitory passage. ‘I undahstand it all now. That's why
that chap was keeping so close—and why Selby was so
wowwied about him—because he was weally off his wockah !”

Tom Merry nodded.

“He's as mad as a hatter,” he said. I think it's be?n
gettmg worse for him—he certainly wasn’t like that before.

t's horrible, but I'm glad we've laid the ghost. The lunatio
might have done some harm if he had not been stopped.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Gzood-night, you kids!"”

And the Shell fellows went to their own dormitory, But
there was little sleep for them that night.

in surprise,
There is no one

The Bpectre of 8t. Jim's was laid !

With hushed breath the juniors told the story the next day,
and the strange, ecrie tale thrilled all 5t. Jim’s. There
had been a ghost—not a phantom visitor from another world,
but a victim of a diseased and deluded imagination, who
was evidently not responsible for his insane actions.

The sick man, studying the old manuscripts of St. Jim's
in his dull hours of leisure and idleness, had come upon
the story of the White Monk, with strange old pictures
ilustrative of the story, and it had taken a hold upon his
diseased imagination, With the peculiar tendency to
cunning trickery that is characteristic of diseased minds,
he had made up the ghostly garb. Yet while he was playing
ghost at the sclhool, he was haunted himself by phantoms
still more terrible—phantoms that were conjured up only
Ly his own wild fancy, but real and fearful to him.

In the morning came Dr. Murray, and the strange guest
of St. Jim's departed in his care, and though many o% the
fellows felt sorry for him, they-—and Mr. Selby—were glad
enough when he had quitted the school.

The ghost-hunters duly celebrated the laying of the ghost,
and over the festive board they drank merry toasts in
ginger-beer, and especially a merry Christmas to themselves
anl to everybody else, including tge Spectre of 8t. Jim's,

(Look owi mext week for another grand yarn of the
chums of 8i. Jin's, entitled; “ THE OUTSIDER’S
ENEMY ! "—starring Jerrold Lumley-Eumley.)



A CThrill-a-line Story OF €erie Adventure In A Baunted bouse!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Edward Oswald Handlorth, at the invitation of his
uncle, takes a party of St. Frank’s juniors and Moor View
School girls {0 Handforth Towers, in Norfolk, for the
Christmas holidays.  After a tiri§ journey the party
arrive, and, to their astonishment, Handforth Towers is o
bleal, deserted, and creepy old mansion! hey are
welcomed by Rodd, the wizened old butler, and his witch-
like wife, for they learn that Handforth’s uncle is away.
After & hearty supper the girls go to bed, but the bays
remain chatting in the dim old dining-room. As_the mid-
night hour strikes a weird wail is suddenly heard, scarin
the juniors. Handforth rushes out into the hall to fin
Rodd, and something grips his ankle, but when he looks
down nothing is there! Then the old butler appears, say-
ing: “It's the Lady of the Tower!” and promptly disap-
pears. Onee more the uncarthly wail comes!

The Ghostly Cry !
w ITH his hert fairly pumping within him, Hand-

forth ran back into the dining-room and slammed
the door. His face was pale, and he bent down
and felt his left ankle,

“By George!" he panted. © This—this place is haunted 1”

“The Lady of the Tower!” murmured Church, going
nearer to the fire. “That—that's what Mrs. Rodd meant.
The place is haunted [

“I didn’t know it was haunted !” execlainied IIandforth.
“Did you, Willy 1>

“1 don't know it 5 haunted,” replied Willy steadily.
“There may be somcthing to account for that rummy
sound, Don't forget it’s windy tomight, and in an old
house like this any peculiar piece of architecture might
ereate an echo, or a whistling sound. If you'll take my
advice, you chaps, you'll think about something cheecrful,
and not about ghosts |”

“Bomething grabbed my aukle out in the nalll” said
Handforth. 1 was standing there, in the dark, just when
that picture fell ™

“Rata! It was your imagination

“I ought to know best, Nipper!” said Edward Oswald.
“Bomething gripped my ankle, I tell you  And that candle
went out—without anybady blowing 14"

“The imagination ean do an awful lot, if you let it get
away with you,” said Willy.

“Willy's right,” said Nipper, nodding. “We had better
forget about 1t and go to bed.”

But the guests revcaled a peculiar reluctance to go to
bed. Perhaps théy could not forget that that strange wail

*

had come frorh somewhere upstairs. Besides, it was dark
and gloomy up there. . .

“Let’s stay round the fire for a bit,” suggested Reggie
Pitt, with a cheery note in his voice. “Let’s tell a few
yarns—""

e Chost stories ! said De Valerie, with a grin.

“Stop that, you idiot!” growled Nipper, with a glare.

“I was only joking,” smiled De Valerie.

“Well, you shouldn’t joke like that,” replied Nipper.
“We want to take our thoughts away from the subject of
haunted houses as much as we can. Kverything has helped
to create the atmosphere of ghostliness. The wind out-
side, the wretched lighting of this place—no offence, Handy,
old man—and the peculiar nature of Mr. and Mrs. Rodd.
But there's really nothing wrong, so let’s have a good old
jaw about football,”

“Or about our plans for Boxing Day,” said Reggie Pitt.
“Isn't there going to be a ball, or something? Handy
told me thers was a hig faney dress ball on the programme
for Boxing Night—"

“Faney dress ball!” interrupted Handforth
“Some hopes!”

“But you said——"

“I said all sorts of things,” admitted Handforth, with
a mournfu! look, “But everything seems to be going wrong.
I thought there would be heaps of people here, and that
Uncle Grcgorly would welcome us, and that we should
have the wireless on, and all sorts of other things, Why,
I even thought that my uncle had engaged a special
orchestra for the ball, I don’t mind telling you fellows
that it's a swindle ”

“Hardly that, Handy A

“An absolute swindle!” insisted Handforth. *“Why, I
wouldn’t hiave invited vou down if I'd known! I want to
spend a merry Christmas—not a ghostly one! T'll bet
you're all scared of going up to bed—"

“0h, are we?” said a dozen voires.

“Of ecourse, you'll deny it!” growled Edward Oswald.
“But, all the same, you don’t think muech of the prospects.
I don't mind admitting that I'd rather be here in front
of the fire.”

“Wo'd better not tallk about——'"

Nipper broke off as be felt a draught hahind him, and as
the candles gave a flicker He looked round sharply, and
the others turned their heads.

“The door’s opened !” breathed Church, with a eatch in
his voice. .

Slowly the great door was swinging open. i

“If you're ready, young gentlemcn,” said a voiee, “the
bed-rooms are waiting 1”

bitterly.
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godd_nppcarc&, and there were many breaths of relief.
“Can’t you come in noisily, instead of creeping about
like a_cat!” asked Handforth, with a certain amount of
irritation. “You're enough to give anybody the jumps,
Lli?_dd_l We're not ready for bed yet,” he added firmly.

‘It's twelve-thirty, Master Edward,” said Rodd steadily.

Handforth looked at the others and then frowned.

“You can go to bed, Rodd,” ke said airily. “ Don’t wait
up for us. Leavo the candles in the hall, and—"

“Begging your pardon, Master Edward, but I must ask
you to po to bed,” said Rodd.

“Oh, lock here—"

“The master insisted, young sir, that I should seo you
all abed before I put the lights out and went to my own
room,” declared Rodd. “I'm an old man, Master Edward,
and I think I know best. If you will ask vour young
friends to come at onco I shall be obliged.”

Even Handforth's obstinacy could hardly withstand this
—especially as his companions got up and prepared to
leavo the dining-room.” Old Rodd's request was tanta-
mount to o command.

So, whether ther wanted to go to bed or not, they were
roing. And th(‘&{ all felt that this was another adventure.
'S‘o far, they had only seen the hall and the dining-roons.
ll‘l‘e Juupper part of the house was o sealed book to them.

Come on, all of you,” said Handforth., “By George!”
he added, with an_sssumed yawn. “Half-past twelve!
High time we were in bed, anylow.”

Out in the hall the table was full of candlesticks, with
cnﬂcligs burning in each.

We are going into the ecast wing, wyoung sirs,” said
Rodd, as he invited them to take their candles. “Tive
bed-rooms have been prepared with beds in each. 8o if
you will decide upon your own arrangements, we will go
up at once.” .

“That's good !”” said Handforth. “You chaps with me?”

“Rather " agreed Church and McClure.

The others soon came to their decisions, and a move was
madc upstairs. There were no lights, except those which
they carried, and when they reached the landing, they
coulil see corridors stretching away into the blackness.
The wind was now howling more loudly than ever.

“A wild night, young sirs,” said the old butler, as he
paused on the landing. “To your left, please, That is the
cast wing. 'I'he sleeping chambers are all adjoining—"

“ Tust a mioute, Rodd,” savl Handforth grimly. “I want
to know what your wife meact when she referred to the
Lady of the Tower——"

“Hush, Master Edward!” quavered Rodd. “'Tis
dangerouns to speak of the Lady of the Tower. The yery
mention of her nane raay canse Ah, I Lknew it! May

we be saved on this night!”

Ilo elutched at the heavy balustrade, and stared into
ono of the other corridors with frightened eyes. And
before anvbody ecould speak, that same unearcthly cry arosc
—sounding a little louder now, but just as mysterious and

hiostly az before Indeed, it was even mwore terrifying
geenu;c of itz presencn in the upper portion of the house,

“Ti's—it's down this corrider!” gasped IHandforth,
staring.

“Ulo north wing [” rutrered Rodd.  “Il's from the
narth fower—"

“Logk here, Rodd 17 interespied Handforth tensely. “Is
this house haunted ¥

“Don’t ask me, young =ir—don't ask me!"”

“Bui I am asking you!"

“Mhen Master Tdward
Lutler, trying to steady
vou will respect my wish

“\Well, there's one thing we can ask,” put in  Willy.
“Where are the girls? We might as well know, in casze
of emergeneies,” he added, turning to the others. “They've
got two hed-rooms, I suppese, Rodd 77

“Yesz, Maszter Willy”

“Then where are they ©

The butler turned and pointed.

“In the north wing, young sir,” he replied unsteadily.

The juniors looked wlhere Rodd was pointing.  The
north wing! This was a_shock for them. Ireme & Co.
wera sleeping in that wing, where the ghostly wail
oviginated !

1 cannot reply,” replicd the old
_volce. “1 shall be pleased if

Eerie Happenings!
DWARD OSWALD ITANDFORTIH started.
“ By George, that was a pood guestion of yours,
Willy I"" he said, with a look of anxiety in his eyes.
“8o the girls are in the north wing, are they? Why
did you put themn there, Rodd?”
“The missus took them, young sir,” replied the butler.
“and it was the master who gave orders. The north wing
"Tae Gen Lisrary.—No. L400.
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is small, and therc are only two chambers . there—the
doors being on the same side of the corridor, with a blank
wall at the end. Have no fear, Master Edward. The
young ladics are sleeping peacefully, I do not doubt.”

“ But—but that sound——"

Rodd shook his head, and looked rather sad.

“They did not hear,” he replied softly. “The young
ladies have not been disturbed. But we, perhaps— ’Tis
unwise, though, to speak on this subject. I bid you all
good-night, young sirs.” .

He walked into the east wing, and there was nothing
more to be said. Doors opened out on both sides, and the
butler's words proved to true. There were five bed-
rooms ready, and three fellows went into each.

Handforth & Co. closed their door, and for a moment
or two there was silence.

I“fMy goodness 1" said Handforth, holding his candle
aloft.

Thero was every reason for his surprise. The apart-
ment contained a big, old-world bed—a four-poster with
great hanging curtains, which only added to its gloominess,
Ilt was obviously supposed to accommodate the three of
them.

The room was draughty and co'd. The carpet was almost
ragged, and the rest of the furniture in tho roon was
meagre and poor.

“Well, the bed looks all right,” said Church, trying to
be cheerful. “Better than one each. We shall be able to
keep one another warm. But, I say, doesn’t this room
give you the shivers,” he added involuntarily.

“Jt gives me the pip!” retorted Handforth, with a
growl. “It’s—it's amazing! My Uncle Gregory has got
pots of money, and this room simply yells of poverty I”

“Perhaps he's not so rich as you think,” said McClure.
“Tots of theso landed gentry are having a bad time of it.
That's what my father says, anyhow. Although he's con-
sidered pretty well off, he has & hard job to make ends
nieat.”

“We're not talking about your father—we're talking
about my uncle,” said Handforth coldly. *“And he's
richi—thundering rvich!| Wait a minute—I'm going to have
n look at the other chaps—1 want to see what their bed-
rooms are like.”

He went to the door and opened it.

“Hold on!” gasp:d Church. “Don’t take the candle!”

“Afraid of the dark?”

“No—but it’s not very cheerful without a candle, is it1"
zaid Chureh gruffly. “Stick it on that little table, and
leave the door open. Mae and I will be undressing.”

“Oh, all right!” said Edward Oswald.

He went out, and had a look into the other bed-rooms.
It was a shock for him to find that they were no better
than his own. Indeed, two of them were much worse,
They were draughty and damp, and the beds were wretched
affairs. But the juniors made no complaints. They werc
Handy's guests, and they couldn’t very well grumble.

“T'l have o talk to you fellows in the morning !” said
Handforth, when they, in turn, asked him why he had
come, “Good-night 1”

e went back towards his own room, fceling grimly
angry. ‘This was a swindle, indeed ! Instead of the
Removites being awed and impressed by this wonderful
Handforth mansion, they were probably regretting their
acceptance of the invitation. It was anm awful shock for
poor old Handy.

Just before he reached his room he pulled up with a
ierk. The door was still open, as Church had promised,
wnd a thin gleam of light came out into the wide corridor,
And Handforth suddenly felt his hair tingle. For his
ankla was gripped again—gripped just as it had been seized
down_in the halll "It seemed to him that his flesh was
creeping.

“(Oh, my goodness!” he breathed.

He pulled himself together, and stared down at his feet,
The light from the open doorway enabled him to see his
haots, and the upturned ends of his trousers. DBut there was
nothing else—absolutely nothing !

“Great Secott!” he said aloud.

Was it imagination? The grip was still thore—he could
feel it distinetly. He moved his leg, and gasped. Tor the
grip had tightened, holding him there, so that he could
not go forward. The sensation was indescribable.

“Church 1" he shouted hoarsely. “Quick[”

Church, in great alarm, came rushing out with the candle.
At the samo second Handforth staggered back, that un-
canny hold having been relaxed.

“The light!"” he croaked.
shouted Church, his

“What's the matteri”
cmckin%.

forth seized the candle, and held it down towards
the floor. Then an expression of dazed amazement came

voice
Hand
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To Handforth's startled gaze the figure in the corner of the room seemed to bs a ghost moving towards him.
' I'm not scared | ’' Next moment he was grappling with the

George | " he shouted as he made a blind desparate rush.
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figure, but he didn't raalise that it was his own chum McClure |

int? his face, mingled with something that was very akin
to fear.

The floor was bare, the walls and the wainscoting were
clean and smooth. There was nothing of an unusual
nature. For a wild moment Handforth thought that he
had caught his foot against a projection—a protruding
board, or something. But that couldn’t be, for he had
felt the grip on the very skin of his ankle

Heo swung the light round again, and put it on the floor.
An idea had come to him.

Quickly he pulled up his trouser leg and pushed his sock

own.

“0Oh corks!” he whispered.

There was a mark on his ankle—elear, irrefutable proof
that something had actually seized him! His imagination
could not be responsible for this,

“Did something bite you?"” asked McClure, puzzled by
this investigation.

Handforth didn't reply. He picked up the candle again,
and hustled his ehums into the bed-room. He had an
overwhelming desire to look over his shoulder, into the
depths of the dark corridor, but he conguered it.

He was relieved when he closed the bed-room door and
sot the candle down. But Church and McClure could see
by his very face that he was seared.

“What—what happened, Handy ?” breathed Church.

“T don’t know,"” replied Edward Oswald, “I wish I did.
But as I was coming along the passagoe something grabbed
hold of my ankle. Just like it did in the hall1”

They locked at him incredulously,

“You fancied it, old man ” hegan Church.

“Look !” hissed Handforth. “Is that faney?™

He held up his ankle, and that mark was still visible,
although it was now disappearing.

“But—but this is too rummy for words!” said Church.
“There’s a mark here, right enough—and it proves that
something must have grabbed—— Oh, hut it’s impossible,
Handy! What ecould take hold of your ankle?®

Handforth commenced undressing.

“All T hope is that you don’t have anything like it,” he
eaid. “By George! That would be awfull Youre my
guests, and so are the other chaps. I don’t want any of
you to think that this place is really haunted.”

Before Church and Mr:glum could reply, they heard the
sound of a crash, and then footsteps rushing in the corri-
dor. There were volces, too! Handforth rushed to the
door and opened it.

“What’s that?” he asked, locking out.

1

“There's something wrong in our bed-room, Handy

panted Jack Grey, as he ran vp. "A vase fell off the
ma,(iltalpiece without being touched! It splintered to bite,
and——"

“R?'t 1” said Handforth, “You must have knocked

“We were in bed !” shouted Reggie Pitt, as he arrived.
“De Valerie was just crossing from the window when that
beastly vase crashed into the fireplace. Wea weren't any-
whera near it. It's an absolute mystery.”

“The wind must have blown it when Val opened the
window: M

“He didn’t open the window!" broke in Grey. “Thero
wasn't any dravght at all—and, besides, the vase is a huge
thing, weighing pounds. A hurricane couldn’t have dis-
lodged it. And the mantelpiece is as wide as a table.”

“I'm getting out of this place !"” said De Valerie shakily.
“T'm %‘oin_g to get dressed again, and I'll walk in the
lanes Ia I night! I’d rather do that than sleep in a haunted
room !”

“What’s the trouble here?” asked Willy, as he came up.
“Don’t be an ass, De Valerinl You can’'t go out—it's
snowing harder than ever' Pull yourself together, my
son ! he added severely

De Valerie pulled himself together—promptly. The
sight of that Third Former, cool and ealm, was probably
the reason for this quick recovery. A Remove fellow could
never allow a fag to give him a lesson in courage.

“I—I was only fooling, of course,” said Val awkwardlx.
“All the samne, I don’t think I shall get much sleep.
cla.n't understand what happened. The vase was standing
there——"

“If it comes to that, you're not the only one,” inter-
rupted Willy. “Do you know what happened in my room
just now7”

“What?'" they asked in ome voice.

“Chubby took his shoes oft, and put them under the bed,
and befors he could look round they whizzed headlong into
a corner.”

“Great Scott!” ejaculated ITandforth, aghast.

“As I told Chubby, I wasn't going to have lis shocs
under my bed !” said Willy indignantly.

“But—but the shoes?” asked Chureh. “You say they
\Lliizzed into the corner, withont anybody throwing
them 7

“(Of course not |” said Willy. “I chucked them there!”

And he went off, grinning. 'The Removites seriously
thought about falling upon him, and administering a
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thrashing on the spot. But perhaps it wouldn't be a wise
move. So tiuey went back to their bed-rooms, and Hand-
forth was far more worried than ever. What wes to be the
next adventure on this startling night?

The Figure in the Moonlight!

““ EADY 7 asked Handforth, in a low voice.
“Yes—if you really mean it,” said Church,
They were in bed.” Handforth was on the point
of putting out the candle, which stood on a ittle
table beside him. s

“0Of course 1 menn it,” said Handforth. *“We can't
have this cendle burning all night—not that it would, any-
how. There's only about enough to last an hour. And
then where should we bo in a sudden emergency? I'll
Liave it next to my hand.” .

He snuffed it out, and the bed-room was plunged into
darkness.

The mattress was the most uncomfortable one that Hand-
forth had ever encountered. It was all lumps and moun-
tains It didn’t matter which way the juniors tried to
repose, they encountered snags. One might have supposed
that the mattress contained lumps of wood instead of hair,
Even the pillows were lumpf. . .

“And my uncle’s practically a millionaire!” murmured
Handforth. *To-morrow, my sons, there’s going to be the
most unholy row that ever happened in Nor olk! If I
had known this, I wouldn’t have accepted the invitation
for worlds—or let thess other fellows in for it, either.
What a game! Uncle Gregory is E'om(f to hear something
from me—and it won't be just ¢ Good-morning!' ™

“But he may not be here,” said Church, as he writhed
on to his other side, only to find that the rocks and crags
WwWere worse

“Heg's bound to be here before the day’s out, anyhow,”
replied Handforth. “It's Christmas Eve to-morrow, an
old Rodd said that uncle promised to be back before
Christmas. When I meet him——"

“Listen !” murmured McClure, sitting up.

“Eh? Listen to what?’’

%] heard something just now—over against that other
wall,” replied Mac tensely.

They all sat there, silent. The blind was drawn, and
the moonlight was streaming into the bed-room through the
mullioned windows. The clouds, evidently, were breu.kins
a little, for the moonlight kept appearing by fits an
starts. At the moment & patch of it was upon the faded
carpet.

Tap-tap-tap!

Vagucly, but nevertheless audibly, the sound of rapping
came to the cars of the three juniors. They weren't sure
where it was proceeding from. But it seemed to originate
over in one of the far corners—against the outer wall
They sat there, holding their breath.

The moonlight went out, as an extra heavy cloud scurried
neross the face of the moen, and the bed-room was plunged
into darkness.

Handforth slowly and eautiously slipped out of bed. He
was feeling apprehensive, but he was not going to show
the white feather .

He meant to discover the meaning of that rapping!

His Lare feet touched the cold floor, and then, with extra
caution, he crept round the four-poster and made towards
that corner. His bare foot touched something on the floor,
and for the moment he got a start. DBut it was only a shoe,
and he went on again.

Rap, rap, rap!

Handforth gritted his teeth, and resolved to make a
sudden rush into the corner. If anything was there, he
would grapple with it. But at that moment the moon came
out again, and a gasp sounded from the bed.

“Look |” came Chureh’s startled voice.

Handforth spun round; his heart nearly stopped.

In a corner was a white figure—an indistinct object. To
Edward Oswald's startled gaze it seemed to be suspended
gix inches from the floor. And then it moved towards him'!

“PBy CGeorge!” he shouted. “I'm not seared!”

He made a rush—a blind, desperate bound. And the next
second he was grappling—not with a ghost, but with some-
thing which gasped and gurgled. He was on top, too,
and he hammered fiercely.

“I've got you!” he gasped. “I don't know who the
dickens you are, but you're going fo be slaughtered for
playing these silly games | I'll teach you to play the ghost,
you miserable beggar! Strike a match, Mac! Bring the
candle, Churchy *

“Hold on!” shouted Churelh, in alanm.
ghost, Handy—"

“I lknow that!” snapped Handforth.
like this!"
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Biff! Crash! ”
M"Ylou-—you chump !”* roared Church. “You're half killing

ac E1)

“Mac!” yelled Handforth, ceasing his attack.

“It’s poor ald Mac you've got on the floor I” said Church,
jumping out of bed. *“He got out a few seconds after you
did, and went towards that corner. I exnect you mistook
him for a ghost—"

“My hat!” gurgled Handforth.

He got up, and stared down at the groaning McClure.
The latter sat up, nursing his left eye and rubbing his jaw.

“0h, corks!” he groaned. “I'm half dead. You—jyou
dangerous lunatic! You howling madmen! In another
minute you might have murdered me!”

“Why the dickens didn’t you say who you were?” asked
Handforth indignantly.

“A fat lot of chance I had !” snapped McClure, struggling
to his feet, swaying dizzily. “I was just going to investigate
that rattling—"

“That was my game, too,” interrupted Handforth. “We
both had the same idea, and you must have been close
behind me. But why did you give a gasp, Churchy?
You said ‘Look!” and when I looked round I saw Mac
and thought he was something else!” y

“Well, I saw you—and thought you were something
else !” said Church. “It was the moon, I suppose—suddenly
coming out like that.”

“Sorry, Mae, old man,” said Handforth soothingly. “But
I did see something, and it looked awful, and it seemed to
me thet it was suspended in midair. I can’t make it out.
And as for you, you fathead, you've got your socks on;
1 didn’t hear you until I felt you!*

“T ean’t SIGEIP with cold feet,” complained McClure. “Not
that I shall sleep at all now, anyhow! Crikey! What a
lovoly black eye I shall have in the morning ! For goodness’
sake, Handy, don’t do any more ghost-hunting to-night!”

They were about to get back into bed, not having found
u satisfactory explanation of the latest mystery, when some-
thing else happened. It secemed that somethmg fresh was
taking place in this house of mystery every five or ten
minutes,

The uncanny rapping had not been explained yet, but the
chums of Study D, being level-headed fellows, fully realised
that that phenomenon might easily have a very simple
explanation. A loose piece of ivy, perhaps, broken down
by the wind, and swaying aguinst the outer wall. An ex-
planation of that sort would easily account for the sound.

But the juniors were not even allowed to make any
conjectures on the subject; for, before they could hold any
further discussion, or even remember what they had gob
out of bed for, a fresh sound came from outside, on the
landing.

There was a kind of gasping scream—nothing ghostly
sbout it, but alarming enough, nevertheless, And it was
followed by a shout—a desperate, frantic appeal.

“Help!” came the cry. “Help!”

The Spectral Presence !

IPPER jumped out of bed in a singlc spring.
“Come on!” he exclaimed. ‘There’s something
wrong 1"
“ Begad !” gosped Montie. “Somebody is appealin’
It scems to me, dear old boys, that there'll
be no rest for anybody to-night 1™

“1 couldn't sleep, anyhow!” shouted Watson.

They rushed to the door, and got outside just as Hand-
forth & Co. were tearing out of their own bed-room. Reggie
Pitt and Jack Grey and one or two others added to the
crowd.

“Who yelled just now?” asked Pitt quickly.

“(oodness knows!” replied Handforth. “We all seem to
be here——"

*Tiisten |” interrupted Church,

Aan 1“1 they all fell silent, the ery camc againt

1y ) ax

Rut this time it was more subdued. It was much weaker,
as though the one in distress was at his last gasp. And
that appeal came from the great landing at the end of
the corridor. Handforth was looking startled in the light
of the candles that the other juniors were holding.

“My minor!* he said breathlessly.

“By Jove |" said Nipper. I balieve it is!”

“One of his tricks——" began Watson.

“No | gnapped Handforth. “He wouldn't play a trick
like that—and his voice was too weak, too. Quick! Come
on; we've got to sco what's wrong with him.”

He ran to the end of the corridor, and the others accom-
ponied him, But they were in such a hurry that the candles
were extinguished by the very force of their rush. They

were all plunged into darkness, but this did not deter
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them. Handforth was the first to reach the landing, and
he suddenly pulled himself up, and the others ran into him
from behind.

“Look " said Handforth, his voice shaking.

And this time it was no junior in pyjamas, no second
McClure! Something was at the far side of the landing.
And at the very first glance Handforth felt his heart leap
wildly. This thing was indeed a speciral presence!

It was not shapeless, but very visibly apparent, The
figure was that of a woman—a kind of mixture between
a medieval lady, with & long cone-shaped hat, and a sort
of witch. The figure was crouching, as though bending
over something on the floor.

“The Lady of the Tower |” breathed Handforth tensel T

“By Jove, yes!”

“The ghost!”

The juniors, in spite of their alarm and their creepy
sensations, found it possible to stand their ground. D3ut
perhaps this was because they were Leld there—so mag-
netised that they couldn’t move.

Tor they knew—they had absolute proof—that this figure
was no dressed-up trickster. It was not luminous, as
faked ghost might have been, but just whitely visible, the
outline being distinet, in spite of the general sense of uu-
reality which the presence created.

For the juniors could sce right through it!

They wero at such an angle that one of the landing
windows was in line with them. That ghostly presence
stood between them and the window, and they could see
the criss-cross window-bars right through her.

A moan sounded, low and pitiful.

“Help!” came a husky whisper. “Oh, help 1

The spectre of Handforth Towers moved. It seemed to
glide away from the spot, and the juniors watched it with
startled eyes. The figure straightened herself, and then
one of her hands was raised, pointing straight at them.
A laugh came, s faint, shrill kind of cackle. And in the
same second the spectre resolved itself into a wréath of
thinness whirled round in the air, and vanished before the
juniors’ very eyes.
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The spell seemed to be broken.

“Qh!” breathed Tommy Watson. “What—what was it "

And then, from out of that north wing, came the cound
of the throbbing cry—the Lady of the Tower going back
to her haunt! The whole thing was uncanny in the extreme.
BSomething moved just at that spot where the presence
had been. And Handiorth rushed over,

He dropped to his knees and shouted.

“Quick !” he yelled. “It's Willyl Lights! V.illy, old
son I?

Somebody managed to strike a match, and the candles
were illuminated.  They crowded round, shaking sad
trembling. Willy Handforth was in his major’s arms. Tha
fag was prostrate, with his head on Edward Oswald’s lag.
And in the candlelight his face was deathly pale, and his
eves were closed, :

“The poor kid’s fainted!” muttered Handforth frantic-
ally, **That—that ghastly thing had got hold of him! Get
some water——"

“Look !" said Church. “He’s coming to!? .

Willy slowly opened his eyes, but the colour did not
return to his cheeks. The pallor of his face was eloguent
of his recent experience, And as he opened his eyes his
expression became fixed and horrified.

" Don’t touch me!” he gasped. “Go away—2

“It's all right, Willy,” murmured Handforth.
me [?

“Oh, Ted!” breathed Willy, his tense expression relax-
ing. “Oh, thank goodness! as—has she gone? I—I
don’t seem to remember——"' .

“Btand aside, you fellows. I'm going fo carry him to
his bed-room,” said Handforth grimly. *“He’s had a
terrible shoclk.”

This was pretty evident, for Willy although a Third
Former, was one of the pluckiest fellows at St. Frank’s.
And his steadiness in the dining-room had been an indica-
tion of his nerve. But now he looked very scared.

In his own bed-room Willy was gently laid on the bed,
and the sheets and blankets were pulled over him. Water
was forced between his chattering teeth. But Handforth
was still worried. His minor’s face was almost death-like
in its pallor.

“It’s—it’s all right,” said the fag shakily. “Don’t—don’t
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erowd round me like this, you fellows, I shall be 0.K. in

a few minutes.”

“Leave him alone for a bit,” murmured Nipper.

They gently pulled Handforth away, allowing Willy to
recover himself, without being flurried by their presence
or by questions. They stood in ¢ scared-looking group by
the mantelpiece, where several candles were burning.

“Phat—that spectre!” said Handforth. with an_anxious
glanco towards the bed. *1I think it got hold of Willy, or
something. I want to find out the truth—"

“eave him alone for a minute,” urged Nipper,

“1 supposo you're right,” admitted Handforth. —* But
what was it? The figure of a woman, and she was bending
over poor old Willy ! And we could see right through her!
Did you notice it, you chaps "

“Yes, of course " said Pitt, sorely puzzled. )

“1 am trying to see how trickery could be responsible,”
muttered Nipper. “And yet it seemed so snlpurnaturni,"

“Prickery |” interrupted De Valerie, his voice harsh with
e tension of the adyventure. 1t couldn't have been
trickery. Hang it, I'm not superstitious, but I've seen a
ghost to-night—a genuine spirit | That—that thing was
transparent—and it vanished into thin air, too!l”

“1n beaten,” confessed Nipper, scratching his  head.
“Did you, notice the way it went into a kind of smoke
wreath, and then vanished altogether? Right in front of
our eyes, on that bare landing !” .

“I' going to question Willy 1" said Handforth grimly.

He ﬂ‘ﬁl.‘-‘l"ll to wait any longer, and they took the candles
and went back to the bed.  Willy was lying with closed
eves, but he opened them as the juniors gathered round.
And they were pleased—and relieved—to see that he had
recovered his normal, healthy colour. This was a great joy
to his major.

“Thank goodness that awful pallor has %ono from your
fuce, Willy!" he said breathlessly. “How do you feel, old
man 1"’

Willy looked rather sheepish.

“T'm all right,” he said, “I was an ass to vell like that
and give you all a scare. But—but that thing—"

“Yos, what about it?”

“T—1 ean't remember properly,” replied Willy, »
wzzled look coming into his face. “At least, I don't
soliove T can tell you anything. Thero was something
hovering—something—"" " He passed his hand over his
eyes and shook his head. ““No, I—1 don't seem to
know—"

“RBut why were you there, Willy?” asked Nipper.

“There?” said Willy slowly. *Where?”

“On the landing."

“Was I on the landing?’’ said the fag in surprise. “I
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can't quite—— Oh, yes!” he added, with a sudden start
“Ty jingo, I've got it now! Of course!”

*Well 2" they chorused eagerly.

Willy was looking more sure of himself.

“0Of course, I've got it,” he repeated. “I was worrying
about Ena and the other girls. That's right. T just
wanted to see if they were safe, you know, and I thought
it & good idea to make sure.”

“I'm worried abour them, too,” muttered Handforth.
frowning, “1've been thinking aboat the girls, How ia it
that we've been making all this noise, and they haven't
come out to see what's wrong? And why haven't they had
any adventures? I've got an idea that there's something
wrong.”

“ Don't
Willy 1"

“Woll, T was just going into the north wing, you know,”
said Willy. “You see, ‘i could casily tap on the girls'
doors, and ask if they were all serene-o. If they sang out
that everything was O.K. 1 could have gone to bed in
comfort. 1 wasn't thinking about ghosts—you know how
much 1 care for ghosts, anyhow.”

w "

interrupt Handy,” said Nipper “Go on,
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_“Well, then it happened,” said Willy impressively. “I
just got into that north wing when that—that horrid-look-
ing female figure appeared. My stars! It seemed to
develop right in front of my giddy eyes. I backed out
on to the landing, and— Yes, 1 believe I tripped, or
something. 1 know 1 sang out for help. That thing was
right over me—but I can’t quite say—=— No, 1 don’t think
I can get hold of it all. Do you know what happened
after that, Ted "

“Nothing happened,” said Handforth. “At least, the
spectre simply vanished, and we wont forward and found
you unconscious. By George, I don’t wonder at it! It was
enough to scare anybody And you say the thing was
right on the top of you, hovering near turl'"

“I—1 folt it!” muttered Willy. “It—it
filmy—""

Hao broke off and shivered.

“But what about the girls?”’ he went on, starting up.
“1 tell you, Ted, I've got a feeling that there's something
wrong in_the girls' rooms! 1 can't toll you why, but I'm
certain, Why haven't they come out? We ought to find out
somothing for certain.”

“We're going to,”" replied Handforth,
determination.

(What's happened {o Irene & Co. ? Read all about the

further thrilling developments in this house of swurprises
—in next weelk's gripping chapters.)
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