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€erie Groans—Strains of Sinister INusic—and a 6bhostly INonk with a Deathy’s Bead!
Such is Tom Merry & €o.’s Welcome at the Old Chafeau!
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There came a sound of eerie groaning—so close, so deep and thrilling, that the juniors started and turned pale, and looked

about them nervously.

CHAPTER 1.
Gussy is a Little Hasty !

€ AI Jove, it’s cold!”
Arthur Augustus D'Arey of

the Fourth Form at St. Jim's
made that really undeniable
statement.
It was cold!
Eleven juniors of St. Jim's were

packed in the railway carriage. They
all wore overcoats and scarves; but,
al’ the same, they were certainly cold.

The juniors were bound for Proly,
where they were to alight for the
Chateau Cernay. The chums of Bt.
Jim's had been spending a heliday in
Paris, asnd they had become ac-
quainted with a French youth, Auguste
Cernay. The latter had invited them
to spend a few days at his home in
Proly, and the juniors had gladly
accepted.

Tom Merry’s Uncle Frank, who had
been looking after them in Paris, had
given ' his consent, and the holiday
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party was now in the train its
way to the Chateau Cernay.

Tom Merry stamped his feet, and
Monty Lewther was beating a tattoo
with his boots, which kept up an
accompaniment to the rattle and the
roar of the French train. Manners
was reading—a text-book on photo-
graphy, of course.

Tiggins, Kerr, and Wynn wero
jammed together on the opposite seat
with Harry Noble, Blake, and Dighy.
The Terrible Three occupied one side,
with Arthur Augustus I’Arcy and his
minor Wally.

And it was cqld.
doubt about that.
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“ Where is the rotter 7 '’ mutterad Blake.

said it was on account of the weather
not being warm, a feeble attempt at

humour “that was greeted with a
general] grunt.
“Don’t you be funny, Lowther,”

implored Jack Blake. “Thero are
cnough discomforts in travelling in the
winter without that.”

“Oh, rats!” said Lowther.

“1 must wepeat and appwove of
the wemarks of my fwiend Blake,”
said Arthub Augustus D'Arcy, jam-
ming his eyeglass into his eye and
glancing at Lowther, “I appeal to

the fellows—is this a time to be
funny "’ 1 o
“Certainly not!” said Figgins

2 “Lm\:ther's jokes are barred.”
o

We ought to be getting near the
station for Cernay’s digs’ remarked
Arthur Augustus,

“TI'm getting hungry,” said Fatty

yun.

“Only getting!” exclaimed DBlake,
in astonishment. “Why, it's nearly a
quarter of an hour since you had your

. last meal.”
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Tatty Wynn grunted.

ot 3 get so jolly hungry in this cold
weather,” he remarked. “It's a time
of the year when 1 get a specially
good appetite.”

“Is there a time of the year when
you don't?” asked Monty Lowther,
with an air of affectionate interest.

“Well, I can a.}\\a.j'a keep my end
up at dinner-time,” said Fatty Wynn
modestly. “There’'s no fairy appetite
rot about me:”’

“No, by Jove, thero 15nH"

“It's cold, deah boys.”

“1 believe I've heard that before,"
esnid Figgins, stamping his feet.
“That's the way to keep your iootsics
warm. Hallo!”

“Yawooh I

Arthur Augustus jumped np with
an agonised howl, and danced on one
leg. The juniors gazed at him in
astonishmont,

“Dut,

“Jolly good!” said Lowther.

really ou know, the carriage is too
Crow for any dancing cxhibition
]uat now (Gussy. You ought to leave

it till we get out at the station,”

—_—

By MARTIN CLlFFORD

“You uttah ass!”

“Now, I put it to you, Cussy, i3
this a place to dance in?" rcwon-
straled Lowther,

“I'm not dancin’, wyoun dulfall
Tigrins stamped on my foot.”

“1Ia, ha, ha!”

“It's no laughin’ mattah, you ass!
He has hurt my toe, and uitahly
W Lmu d the pchbh on my shoe.”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“1 decline to have my wemarks
pweeted  with  waucous leughtah., I

should be sowwy to have to give yon
fellows a feahful thwashin’ all wound.”

Jack Blake pulled the swell of St
Jim's back into his secat.

i et S T e e D T
Lost somewhere in France late at
night, the chums of 5t, Jim's seck
shelter in a deserted and desolate

chateau—to find that the old ruin
has a grisly ghostiv guardian!

gleaul

/%JJ

* he remarked.
rows like
¢l respon-

“8it down, Gussy,’
“I ean't have you anm%
this. As your keeper, e
sible for you.”

“1 wefuse to
light of 2 keepah,

“ Bhoo

“1f \nu malke thal impertinent noise
aguin, Blake, T blmll have no wesouvee
but to thwn.s.h you."

wegard you in_ the

you uttah ass!"

“Shaoo I

Arthur” Augustus  jumped up and
pushed back his cuffs,

"P\\u.}' put your hands up, deah
boy I

“Bhoo !

“You—yvou uttah woltah—"

“ Bhoo I

It was exasperating to the swell
of #t. Jim’s to be *“shooed ” as if he

wero a chicken in a farmyard. e
gave a tap on Blake's nosc.

“Now, you nss——"
“Bhoo 1M —
“I1Ia, ha, ha!" roared Tiggins.

Arthur Augustus turned round upon
the lon egged junior, As Blake was
'ue GEM Lisriey,—No. 1,550,
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his own cham and etudgmate at home
at 8t. Jim’s, he didn’t want to
“thwash ** him, as he expressed it;
but he had no hesitation about thrash-

ing Figgins, who was a New House
fellow., and an ancient rival at St
Jim’s,

“Figgins—"

“Ha, ha, ha
“Pway shut up, Figgins, or I shall
give you a-feahful thwashin’[”
“Ha, ha, hal”

Teapl

There was a forcible tap on Figgins’
nose. It brought the water to Figgy's
eyes, and he gave a roar.

“There! Now pewwaps—"'
Arthur Augustus had no time to say

more.

The long-limbed and lengthy body of
Figgins rose, and his arms were
thrown round the elegant form of the
swell of 8t. Jim's, imprisoning him in
a tight grasp.

“Ow!” gasped D'Arcy.  “Welease
me, you wuff beast! You are wump-
lin' my necktie and jacket.”

“Ha, ha,- ha "’

“Welease me at once}”?

“Are you going to sit down and be
quict like & good boy?” demanded
Figgins,

“Owl Certainly not! I uttahly we-
fuse to be a good boy! I wegard you
as an ass. I'm goin’ to give you a
feahful thwashin’!” )

And Arthur Augustus, whose indig-
nation was rising to boiliug_point,
made a terrific eflort, taking Iiggins
somewhat by surprise, and they rolled
aver together.

In that crowded French railway car.
riage there wasn’t much room to roll

over, and the two falling juniors
crashed upon & seat full of other
fellows,

There was a general roar.

“Ow 1

Ilohll)

“Yaroooh |”

“ Groogh 1”

“Bai Jove I”

Kerr, Wynn, Noble, and Blake
roared together, and struggled out from
under the struggling combatants.

They laid violent hands upon them
and wrenched them apart. Figgins was
laughing so much that he couldn't
resist; but Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was
quite excited, and he refused to give in.
. “Chuck it 1" roared Kangaroo, push-
ing a red and heated face up from
underneag.l} Gussy’s left boot.

ats |’

“Stop it 1"

“1 wefuse to stop it1”

“'Will you ring off 1" yelled Blake.

“1 uttahly decline to wing off |
am goin’ to thwash Figgins!”

“Then we'll jolly well squash you,”
said Kerr. “Bhove him down on the
ﬂpnr;’ and all of you put your feet on

“ i?in, ha, hal”
“Good egg!”
I wefuse—I decline—"

p
Down went the elegant form of the
swell of 8t. Jim’s.

Wally kindly rescued his topper. As
a rule, Wall{l did not show a proper
respect for his major’s toppers, but
perhaps his heart was softened by the
approach of Christmas. Ile placed the
topper in safety upon the vack, and
then lent a brotherly hand in shoving
Gusesy down upon the dusly floor of the
railway carriage

The elegant form of the swell of 8t.
Jim's disappeared under countless feet.
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“Owl Yow! OGrrrrrl”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help! Wescue! Yah!|"

b Wilf you keep the peace?”

“No. Yow! Nol! Watst”

“Then you'll stay there,”
Tom Merry.

There was a rattle and a bump as
the train slackened and stopped. The
door of the carringe flew open.

In a moment the juniors drew their
feet away from Arthur Augustus, to
allow him to rise. A new passenger-—a
man in a thick coat, with a black,
pointed beard—was stepping into the
carriage.

But D'Arcy was too bewildered to
notice that the train had stopped, or
that the door of the carriage had
opened.

As soon as the feet were withdrawn
he struggled up blindly, and hit out
with equal blindness.

“Look outl!” yelled Tem Merry,

But the warning came too late.

Arthur Augustus’ blow thumped upon
the chest of the new passenger and sent
him whirling out of the carriage door
and staggering back on the platform,
where he sat down, with a bunp and
a gasp.

grinned

CHAPTER 2.
An Angry Fellow-Passenger!
OM MERRY sprang to his feet.
“You ass!”  he roared.
“You've done it now!”
“Weally—"'

“Look what you've done!”

Arthur Aungustus already saw what he
had done.

His excitement passcd, to be replaced
by dismay and contrition. THo had
biffed a stranger, and knocked him
out of the carriage—an unoffending
stranger—and a foreigmer, to whom 1t
would be diflicult to explain.

How could the swell of 8t. Jim's ever
sufficiently apologise for that unlucky
assault ?

“My hat!” murmured Blake. “8lin
out your French, Kerr; it's wante
now, "

“Yes, rather!”

Kerr cleared his throat. The Scottish
junior could talk—his friends said
jabber—French like any Frenchman,
but never had his services as an inter-
preter been in greater demand than
now.

They were within a few stations now
of their destination, and, as Blake re-
marlked, it was just like Gussy to
gignalise their arrival by an afiray of
this sort.

French politeness had greatly im-
pressed the chums of 8t Jim's during
their visit to Paris. But it was soon
evident that they were not to receive
any further samples of it from the man
D'Arcy had inadvertently knocked

awWll.

Undoubtedly the man had good causo
for losing his temper, but that was no
excuse for the towering rage he was in,
and the torrent of abusive languago
that poured from his lips.

Fortunately, the chums were too little
acquainted with colloquial French fully
to understand what he said; but the
understood encugh to make them fee
less apologetic.

Several porters had rushed up and
raised the unfortunate stranger to his

feet, and he was swearing and
gesticulating like a lunatic.

“Bai Jovel” gasped D’'Arcy. “I'm
sowwy | I'm awfully sowwy! Tell him

I'm sowwy, Kerr.”
“All right. Shut upl”

“Weally, Kerr—"
“Give me u chance fo speak.”
“Cortainly ! Tell him——"

Blake gave D’Arcy a tap on_the
mouth as a hint to ring off, and Kerr
spoke to the strangér in French at
express speed. |

{orr pub it very nicely, but the
stranger did not take it in good part.

“Ah, bah!” he exclaimed. * 1fools—

dolts—English dolts I”"

“Bai Jove! He speaks English 1"

“Nice, polite English, tool”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Learned it in Billingsgate, I sup-
pose,” remarked Tom Merry. “Go on,
old chap, got some more off your chest
if it relieves you.”

The stranger ground his teeth,

“Fools! Cochons! Idiots)”

“@Go hon!”

Arthur Augustus adjusted his eyeglass
and turned it severely upon the
stranger.

“1 have alweady apologised,” he said,
with dignity. “I wegard you as bein’
no gentleman. A fellow can’'t do more
than apologise for an accident.”

“ Fool 17

“T wefuse—="

The engine shrieked, and the porters
bundled the man into the carrviage. It
was already over full, but there was no
time for him to seck another,

Tom Merry & Co., after what had
happened, did not exactly like him for'a
travelling companion, but there was no
help for it now.

The ‘train rolled out of the country
station.

The Frenchman glared round at, the
hoys, expecting somebody to make room
for him to sit down. As he had entered
a crowded carriage he had no right to
expect anything of the sort; but after
the accident they felt he was entitled to
BEOMe CONCession.

“Your seat, Gussy,” said Blake.
“You can't do less.”

“VYaas, wathah! I quite agwee with
you, deah boy. i

“Well, get up 1”

“(lertainly. Will you pway do me the
honal of acceptin’ my seat, sir1”

The Frenchman sat down without a
word.

Ho was evidently still in a savage
temper, but he kept it under control
now. His annoyance was natural, but
his looks showed that he was_anythin
but a good-tempered man. His thicﬁ
black brows, drawn closely together,
gave him a hard and harsh look, which
was added to by a long scar on his left
cheek, which puckered up the skin.

Arthur Augustus, who was still con-
siderably ruffled, stood up in the
carriage, dusting himself, while
train rolled on.

The black-bearded Frenchman sat
silent, scowling. He had taken some
papers from his pocket, and his scowl
died away gradually as he became
interested in them.

But all the time his face never lost its
grim, forbidding look.

Tom Merry glanced at him once or
twice casually.

The man was well dressed and did not
appear to be poor; yet, as Tom locked
at his face, it occurred to him that he
would not care to meet him alone in a
lonely place at night I

Tho Frenchman looked up irritably
soveral times as Figgins stamped his feet
to warm them.

It was certainly cold weather.

And suddenly Fatty Wynn, as ho
looked out of the window, uttered an
exclamation of pleasure and surprise,

Snow

the
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thumped on the chest of the new passenger, and sent him etaggering out of the carriage.

“Bai Jovel Snow!”

It was snow—an early, flaky fall of
snow. The train was climbing into a
hilly region, amid which the Chateau
Cernay stood. Down from the hills
came a bitter wind, and upon it were
borne white flakes that flew round the
train like tiny birds.

Rattle, rattle |

The train stopped.

The winter dusk had fallen, and as
Tom Merry looked out of the damp
windows he failed to see the name of the
station.

The scarred TFrenchman rose, thrust
himself past Tom Merry, openad the
door, and alighted. It wnans a little
country station, and dim lights flickered
on the platform.

“Blessed if I can see the name of
tha station!” growled Tom Merry.
* Porter 1”

“QOurs is Proly,” said Blake. *We
ought to be near it by this time. The
train’s late, too. But I suppose Cernay
will wait for us at Proly.”

“SBure to.”

“Ist-il  Proly?" called out
Merry, as the porter came up.

The man shook his head and pointed
along the line and jabbered.

“What's he saying, Kerr?"”

“1t’s the next station.”

“0Oh, good IV

The porter closed the door, and the
train rolled on again.

The juniors caught a glimpse of the

Tom

scarred Frenchmen leaving the station.
He did not glance towards them, having
apparently ~ already forgotten their
existence.

The train rushed on throngh the dark,

“You can &it down now, Gus," said
Wally. “I must say you've made a
good beginning.”

Y Weally, Wally—"

“Next time you'd better think twice
before you hit onee,” said Wally, with
an air of severe admonition,

“ Weally—""

“Well, it won't be long to the next
station, and Cernay will be waiting for
ns in the car,” said Tom Merry, *I
shall be jolly glad when the journey's
over, though Gussy has made it
exeiting.”

“Weally, Tom Mowwy

“These French trains are jollv slow,”
said Blake, with a yawn. “I1 don't
believe this wretched rattletrap will over
stop——""

Bump !

Crun-n-n-nch !

“PRai Jove, whal's (hat ?"

“The train’s stopping.”

“Dut it's not the station 1" excliiined
Blake, “It's only a few minutes since
we loft the last.”

“Gweat  Scott,
wlong "

Toin Merry looked grim.

“That’s it,” he said quictly. *There's
soniething wrong on the line.”

“Bai Jove 1"

"

there's  soemwcthin®

CHAPTER 3.
Stopped on the Line!

OM MERRY flung the
down and looked out. .
There was blackness outside,

broken only by the glitnmer of
whirling flakes.

Iloarse voices shionted along the line,
but Tom could not make out what they
were saying  The train jolted again,
and then was quite sijll,

Passengers looked out of the other
carringes, doors were opencd, and a
bundred voices added to tho din.

“Pai Jove, there’s somethin’ weally
wong!”  exclaimed Avithur Augustus
D'Arey.  “Pewwaps I had bettah get
out and see if I ean do anythin’.”

“You might get belingd the train and
shove I suggested Lowther.

“Wenlly, Lowihah—"

“0Or you might sing one of yonr tenor
colpe,  That would make auything go
farther on if it could.”

“1 wegard you as an ass, and T weluse
to weply to your widiculous wemarks,
Pway let me pass, Tom Mewwy.”

“We may as well get out, you chaps.”
gnid Tom Merry. “The other pas-
songers are gebting out. T hope it's
nolhing serions. No fun in being stuck
up here on a freezing nighty”

“By George, no!”

“Wathah not!”
The St. Jim's juniors erowded out of
THE Gem Lisrany.—No, 1,556
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the carriage. They took their small per-
sonal belongings with them. Their
trunks were in the luggage-van, and if
the train was held up, would be held up
with it.

Tom Merry hurried along to the
ecrowd that was gathering round the
halted engine. .

The engine-driver was making hope-
less gestures. :

“Something wrong with the line,”
said Kerr, after listening for a few
minutes to the excited hubbub of tglk.
“ A bridge has given way in a flood.

“ Phew |”

“From what I can gather, we've had
a narrow escape from going to kingdom
come, here,” said Kerr. “Bub the
engine-driver was warned in time. The
bridge isn't down, but it's unsafe.
Looks as if we shan't get through
to-night, my sons.”

“But it 18 imposs
here,”

Kerr shrugged his shoulders.

“Better whistle for an aeroplane,
then,”

“Woeally, Kerr—"' .

Some of the passengers were getting
back into the carriages, as the warmest

lace. Others were already walking
gack along the line towards the station
they had left. The hubbub of voices
subsided a little.

for us to remain

Tom Merry wrinkled lis brow
thoughtfully. : |
“Look here, you chaps, we can't stay

here, that’s certain,” he said.  “And
‘Cernay’s. waiting for us at Proly, too,
in his governor’s ear—"

“He'll hear of the accident,” said
‘Blake. “He'll go home when he knows
that the lin?} is blocked and we can't
eome through!”

“Yes; l.n;gt what are we to do? No

ood going back, and hanging up at a

ranghty railway station all night, 1f
we're going to walk, we may as well
walk forward.”

“Forward's the word

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“T don’t know about getting along the
line, if the bridge is unsafe,” said Tom
Merry. . “But there is some road or
other, I suppose. Find somcbody whp
hasn't lost his head, Kerr, and pitch it
to him. Ask if there’s a road direct to
the Chateau Cernay, No rood going tiu
Proly if we can get direct to Cernay's

3

1

place. "

“Yaas, wathah!

Kerr inguired In spite of the ex-
citement of the accident, the national
politeness of the French made a dozen
people roady to afford the boys any
assistance in their power, and Kerr ex-
tracted the information that if they fol-
lowed the line for a short distance, and
then took a road which they would per-
ceive at a curve, and followed that road,
it would lead them within sight of the
lights of the Chateau Cernay—a build-
ing which seemed to be well known in
the district,

“Jolly good!” said Tom Merry, when
Kerr reported. “Let's bunk!”

And the juniors of St. Jim’s marched
on through the darkness and the falling
flakes.

It was evidently the hest thing to be
done; but the boys soon found that they
had not undertaken an easy task.

There was no danger of a train coming
along the line, in the eircumstances, and
so long as thc[y kept to ‘the railway
track all was plain sailing, tliough even
there it was not easy io find ong’s way
in the darkness, But the metals guided

them, and they reached the curve of the

trach.
“ Here's the curve,” said. Tom Merry,
halting. “.Now, where's the road?”
Tue Gea Lisrary.—Ne. 1,550,

“Puzzle,” eaid Lowther—*find the
road,”
“It's on the right of the track,” said
Kerr,

“Here’s a blessed embankment—care-
ful how you get down.”

“Yans, wathah! Shall T help you,
Tom Mewwy?"

“ Better help yourself Gussy.” _

“0Oh, I'm aﬁ wight. I'm wemarkably
surefooted in a place like this. You
see, I—?

Arthur Augustus suddenly broke off,
and there was a sound of relling and
scrambling.

Tom Merry burst into a roar:

“Ha, ha, hal Where are
Gussy 1

".O\V EJJ

“Are you hurt?”

“Ya-as, wathah ™

The swell of St. Jim’s had dis-
appeared. The juniors followed him
down the slope more cautiously, and
groping for him in the dark, dragged
him out of a hedge.

Arthur Augustus gasped for breath.

“Bai Jove I?

“ Are you damaged "

“] feah that my toppah is wuined.”

“Never mind your topper.  What
about your bones?’

“My toppah—

“Blow your topper |”

you,

i)

‘] tell you there isn’t any dirt=-
track racing to-night!"

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to D. Tyler, 20, Sandfie!d Road,

Headington, Oxford.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I cannot pwo-

ceed withont my toppal, and as a
mattal of fact—"

“Any bones broken?” demanded
Dlake.

“No,” said D'Avey peevishly. “Nevah
mind my bones. My toppali i3 some-
where on the othah side of that beastly
hedge.”

“ Better leave it behind,”- said Fatty
Wynn, “We ought to get on as soon
as possible.  We don't want to keep
them waiting supper.”

“Weally, Wynn—"

“I wish I had Pongo here,” said
Wally, “He'd soon find o topper. He'd
guidq’ us, too, in this rotten dark.

" Here's the topper,” said Blake, who
was groping for it. “It fecls a bib
squashy, but it's all right. Now, come
Oﬁ L

. Thay squeezed through the hedge into
the lane. It was & narrow, dark laue,
and there was no glimmer of light.

“Mow, then;, Kerr, which way?”

“Toft, after leaving the line.”

“Right-ho! Come onl*

They marched on.

The darkness was hardly broken by &
glimmer in the sky; round them the
light flakes were still falling, aud the

ground was assuming a ghostly glimmer
of white. Progress was still slow, but
the St. Jim’s juniors stuck it out man-
fully.

. “Bai Jove!” said D'Arey. “This
is a wathah owiginal way of goin' to &
Chwistmas party, and no mistake |”

‘I only hope we shall get there,”
grunted Manners.  “Here's a blessed
crossroad | Which one do we take,
Kerr?”

The juniors halted.

A lane erossed the one they were fol-
lowing at almost right angles, and
although they struck inatehes and
groped, they could find no traces what-
ever of a signboard. There was no indi-
calion of any sort.  Kerr rubbed his
nose_thoughtfully.

“Well, which way, Kerr?” demanded
half a dozen voices,

“Don’t ask me !”

“But yon found oub the way, didn’t
youi”

“They never told me anything about
this crossroad. I suppose they didn't
think of it.”

“And you didn't?” said Kangaroo.

“Well, hang it,” said Kerr warmly,
“how the dickens was I to think of it?”

“This is what comes of trusting a
New Hounse chap to do the interpret-
ing " said Blake. “We've really got
ourselves fo thank.”

“L?,ok here, you School House ass,

“Oh, don’t jaw—that won't make it
any better! Kerr has got us into &

“¥You dummy [

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard IKerr as
havin’_got us into this hole | The best
thing Kerr can do is to apologize to all
the gentlemen pwesent,”

“T1'at lot of good that wonld dot”
remarked Wally.

“Wally, I object to those wvulgah
expwesgions | I—"
“Oh, ring off, Gussyl What the

dence are we to do?*” said Tom Merry.
“We've gol the choice of three ways,
and. one’s as good as another 1”7

And the juniors loeked at one another

griinly, while the whirling flakes
dropped thicker and thicker about them,
CHAPTER 4,
The Mysterious Light!

HERE was a silence for some

moments.  The predicament was

i sovious one. The juniors of

St Jim's were fond of adven-

ture, frue; but, as Blake said, this was
a little too thick.

They werc out in the snow and dark-

ness, at a late hour, in a foreign country,

‘and lhey hadn’t the faintest idea which

road to lake of the three. And if they
found the right one, there was still a
long and weary tramp before them to
reach the hospitable roof of their French
climm.

“Most enjoyable Christmas party, I
wmust say ! =aid Blake, at last.

$0h, rats?

“Looks like being a frost
Lowther. )

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass
in the direction of Monty Lowther's
voice, not being able {o sce Lowther
himself.

“Lowthah, T object vewy much to
your wotten jokes ot a-time like this! I
object—"

“The question is, what's to be done?”
said Nolle.

“You are intewwuptin’ me, Kanga-
woo 1V

“Yes, I know that, Gussy. What's
to be done*

1

venturetl



*Toss up for it,” said Dig.

SWell, (hat loall\' se0n1E fho only
thing to do,” said Tom Merry, *Any-
body got a coin handy¥”

“Yaas, I've gol a five-fwane picce
here.”

“CGet a mateh out, Blake.”

Blake struck a mateh, and ID'Arey
tossed up the coin,  Of conrse, he missed
it coming down, and the eoin dropped
to the ground.

“Bai Jove!”

“A guess for each turning.” said Tom

Merry, “and the odd man wins.”
“I've dwopped the coin!”
I(Asa lll
“Get another!” said Blake. “Look
sharp [

“It would be vewy extwavagant to
lose five fwanes that way, Blake.”

“Well, you always were an ass, you
know! Let it be & lesson to you not to
be an ass, ahd it will be \\orth thv five
francs. Here's a frane, 1'll toss,”

“But I've loat

“Well, lock for it, duffer!”

Blako tossed the coin and caught it in
his palms.

“ Now, then, Tommy !”

“Head for the left twrning!” said

o,

Blake showed the coin in the glimmer
of a match. It was tail.

“ Left turmnga barved,”

“Try again.

“Fead for the middle turning.”

“Tail again.”

“Then we take the right one” said
Tom Merry, “Well, it's as good a way
of deciding as any other, but I wish we
had a surer one. Aunyway, it's settled
now—the right turning. Come on!”

“If it turns out to be right—" began
Lowther.

“0Oh, don't be funny now! March!”

“I haven't found that coin yct 5

“Leave it there!”

“Weally, Tom Mo Wy

“Well, you'll have to stay and look
for it alone!” grinned Blake. * Good-
bye 1”

Takmg the turning to the right, the
juniors marched on. Arthur Augustus
hesitated a moment, and then followed
them, leaving his five-franc piece repos-
ing somewhere amid the mud and snow
on the road.

The middle turning and the turning
to the right parted at an obtuse angle,
and there really seemed little to chooss
between them.

But at a short distance from the cross-
roads the lane the juniors were follow-
ing wound round farther to the right.
This was hardly to be observed by the
party, encompassed in darkness as they
were.

They followed the road, tramping
steadily in hopes of meeting somecone
who could direct them more surely, or of
seeing the lights of a cottage where they
could make inquiries,

But no pedestrmn on the road, no
glimmer of light from the wayside, glad-
dened their eyes. The country seemed
to be deserted.

Tom Merry struck a mateh and looked
at his wateh at last.

“My hat! Guess the time!”

“0h, give it up 1"

“ Half. past eleven.”

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arcy. It will
be wathah bad form pwesentin® our-
selves at a fellow’s house at this time
of night."”

“We haven't much chance of present-
ing ourselves there!” growled Figgins.
*More likely to present ourszelves in a
snowdrift 1"

“Cernay  will

he said.

think we've stayed

Svecial Christmas Rumber
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ERIC KILDARE.

HE shining star of all the school §

Is good and gcmaf Eric,
Is rmg;‘lfy and mesmeric.

He makes a sp!'cmﬁd s&lpper :
And boys and ** beaks "'
That Kildare is a "' ripper ™ !

His winning ways and sunny smiles
Have often times succeeded

In lifting others over stiles

hen help was sorely needed.

And many, by misfortune wrecked,
Their own depression wrapt in,
Have learned to honour and respect
Their sympathetic captain.

* Uneasy lies the kingly head,”
Was Shakespeare's sad admission ;
And Kildare stands in daily dread
Of losing his position.

For others in the Sixth enrolled,
Who shine in skill and krnowledge,
Would give a wealth of good red gold

To rule the famous college.

Monteith was one who tried the most,
And oft his brain was teeming

With ways and means to get the post
Of which he'd long been dreaming.

His prospects for a while were bright,

Till Fate's mysterious finger

Brought all his cunning schemes to {ight,

And not a hope did linger,

In summer-time the shipper turns

His thoughts to other channels,

* For then his manly bosom burns

To garbh

himself in flannels.

In healthy sport he soon forgets

Each fermer care and worry,

% And posing proudly at the nets,

He smiles like Holmes of Surrey,

To coach his team he always strives
With patience and precision ;

While all his daisy-cutting drives
Are pleasing to the vision.

And when his side seems doomed and

Na foa.!'rsﬁ fear attacks him ;
| garm:s not lost until it's won,”
Is Eric's sporting maxim,

Herc's health to him ! May nothing mar
His gforwus reputalion [
Young ngland views him fram afar
h pride and admiration.
anq maJ he stand for what is good,
bhor the mean and brutal,
And play the game, as sportsmen should,
Until the final ** tootle.”

hose influence to re.rgn and rule
thorough sportsman—{air and free—

alike agree ¥
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somewhere for the night owing to the
breakdown,”  said Kangaloo
ol ier if we could find shelter?

‘I've been looking for a light, a cot-
Tu”’t' or something,” said Tom Merry,

“ But there doesn’t scem to be anything.
Of course, there might be a building
within a few yards of us, and we
shonldi't see it. There would be no
light= at this hour.”

*WWell, we can only keep on.”

They  tramped on wearily.  Their
Iibs wore growing heavy with fatigue,
and sleep \\:‘:glwl[ downl their eyelids.
The snow was still falling with a steady
persistence, and the roads and hodges
and trees glimmered white in tle
darkness,

The juniors had weleomed the sight
of the snow when it began to fall as
seasonable for a  Christmas  holiday.
They were changing their minds now as
it settled upon ﬁmm, and clung to them
and blew round their faces aud ears.

Arthur Augustus uttered a sudden ex-
L]ﬂm.&.llnll.

"‘top deah boys!”
“What's wrong !"”

“ Nothin’.”

“Then keep on, ass!” growled Blake,
“There's no time to waste now.”

“Weally, Blake——"

*0Oh, come on!”

“1 tell you——="

“Well, you can stand there and jaw
in the snow!" said Blake, who was a
little crusty, perhaps. “1 hope you'll
cmov it. Good-bye !”

¢ But—"

“Why don't you come on?” shouted

Tom Merry.

"

“']-r]?l,:cnusu I've seen a light, deah

“0h! Why didn't you say so, then?”

“Weally, you did't give me a
chanee, You—-"

“(h, unever mind! Where's the
light

The juniors halted eagerly. Any

glimmer of light in that dense and
snowy darkness was a blessing to them.
If they ecould get into any shelter for
the night—even if it were only a cattle-
shed—they would be glad. In the dawn
they would be able to find their way to
the chateau, or get a conveyance,

“Whero is the light, Gussy ¥

Arthur Augustus pointed aeross the
level land beside the lane, separated
from them only by a row of low trees,

“TIt was there, deah Loy,”

“I can't see it.”

“Neithah ean I now,
there. I saw it distinetly.”

Jack Blake growled.

“You ass! It's only a false alarm.
There's no light, It's only Gussy gaing
to sleep and rhmmmg he secs things.”

“Weally, Blake

“Let's get on,” grunted Dighy, *“If
we stay here while Gussy iullc'- we
shan't get a move on till morning.”

“Weally, Dig—"

“There's no light, that's certain,
Tom Merry,
eloom.
Ciussy.

“1 deecline to admit the possibility of
my bein’ mistaken, Tom Mewwy., The
l]ghl has disappearcd now, I know, but
I certainly did see it.”

“Was it moving, or still*

“Moving, I think; but I caught sight
of it only for a moment.”

STt might have been some chap out ta
pet eatlle in, or something.”  eaid
Manners hopefully. © Betier make sure
before we go on”

“Well, 1 suppose so.’
Mm‘r_\- doubtfally. < TF

Tur Gex Lismany,

Dul it was

hit, : n,"" said
straining his eyes into the
“You must have ieen mistaken,

n

Gy

' agreed Tom
it was a chap
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with a Tantern, he might have passed
behind something. There may be a farm
here, for all we know, Kcep your eyes
on the spot.”

Jaclk Blake cavght his arm quickly.

“ ook 1”

the darkness of the night

gleamed & sudden light—bright, flash-
g like a zcarchlight through the
gloom,

It was only for an instant, and then
it wanished, and the darkness of the
night seemed darker than before.

—

CHAPTER 5.
The Ruined Chateau!
QM MERRY drew o quick, deep
broeath. The juniors had all secu
{he light this time, aud there
was no possibility of a mistake
abont it. .
The light was there, and what did it
mean ?
That was a guestion which, Tom
Merry thought, needed an answer,
“Beottah  shout,” said Avthine
Augustus. “The chap is bound to healy
us if we bawl loud enough, you lLnow,
and then he'll come out and show us a
light.”
Tom Merry
shoulder.
“ Bilence—silence ! "
“Bai Jove! What do you mean?”
“Not o sonnd |” ,
“Weally, Tom AMewwy— .
“There’s something odd abont thls,,
said Tom Merry, in a low tone.  “ Don’t
make o row, any of you. That may be

a place for us to give a wide berth to.”

#1t struck me the same,” said Figgins.
“There's something jolly mysterious in
those flashes,

canght him Dby the

There it goes again1”

The light flashed out of the heart of
ihe gloom again. It blazed straight to-
wards the juniors, turned in a half-
circle, and disa.p_pearcd.

Blackness again. -

“It's a signal” sald
Blake.

“Baji Jove! They know
we're here, then” |

“Rats] It's o sigoel lo
somebody else.”

“Gweat Scott! I nevah
thought of that, you know.”

Tom Merry's [ace was
very serious,

“That light is too bright
for a farmer's lantern,” he
said. “It is either eclectric or
acetylene, and it can’t
belong to a farmhand. It's
not & chap locking for
cattle.”

“Not likely 1

" Besides, ab this hour—"

U Looks fishy.” .

“There may be something
fishy going on, or there may ]
uot,” said Tom Merry; “but, in any
case, we may as well be careful. No
good running one’s head into trouble.”

“Wathah not.”

“Footpads ere a bit ait of date, I
know, but there might be one or two 1n
o lonely region like this. One never
knows.”

“The light doesn't seem to be coming
again,” said Dlake, after a pause.

“No. Wo don't knew how long it's
been going on, though. The chap it's a
signal to may have arrived.”

“Yaas, wathahI”

The St Jim’'s juniors waited and
watched, ‘with the flakes of snow settling
thickly round them. They were anxious

Tee Gex LIBRARY,—No. 1,556.

and eurions. They needed shelter, for
the most hopeful had given up hope of
reaching the Chateau Cernay that night.

They did not want to spend six or
geven hours wandering in the snowy
lanes, but shelter in this spot might
mean worse for themn

“Well, what’s going to be done 1" said
Blake at last. “Torward, or halt7”

“ Halt, deah boys!” said D'Arey, “I
wathah fancy myself as a walkah, but,
weally, T am gettin® vewy fatigued now.
} would wathah wun any wisk than
spend tha west of the night in twampin’
about.”

“Well, I feel like that, ioo,” said
Figgina. “We can't get to Cernay’s,
that’'s a dead eert. Ay belief is that
we took the wrong turning; but if we
zo back, we don't know which of the
others to take.”

“Wa may bo en the right read and
only a few minnies from the chatean.”

“Or a few liours.®

“Well, there's no telling.”

“Tin tived,” said Falty Wynn., “The
only thing is, if we put up in a barn
aor something, what are we going to
have for supper”

“0Oh, let's risk it!" =aid Wally., “I
can't go on tramping wuch farther, and
the snow’s coming down thicker than
cver.”?

“Well, I'm willing to take the rizk,
whatever it is, if you chaps are,” said
Fom Mevry 1hnuglynl':.1lly. “After all,
there are eleven of us. We ought to be
able to take carc of ourselves,”

“¥aas, wathah |”

“Only don’t make a2 row; we don't
want any trouble if we can help it.”

“Wight-ho I

“You fellows all agreed 1 asked Tom
Merry.

They were all agreed. They felt {hat
they would rather risk footpads than
continue the weary tramp through the
snow and the daik.

“Como on, then,” said Tom Aferry—
“and quiet

“ Right-ho !

“Beitah let me lead the way; Tom
Mewwy 17

“Rats I

And Tom Merry marched ahead into

the trees, He had to feel his way care-
fully, for the ground was rough and
Lilly, and, as far as he could ascertain,
unenltivated.

o stumbled presently over an in-
visible mass in the darkness, and
uttered a slight exclamation.

“ Anythin’ w'ong I

“Stop a minute 1”

Tom Merry felt over the obstruction
with his hand. It was a huge block of
stone, covered, of course, with snow,

““YWhat is it7” asked Kerr.

“A big chunk of stone;” said Tom
Merry, 1 perplexity. “1 don't know
what it can be deing here, unless—*

“Unless what1”

“Well, if wa were at home, on Ryl-
combe Hill, I should think ‘we were
running into the ruins of the old castle,”
said Tom Merry. “1 don’t know if
there’s any ruinal huildings ahout here,
I wish I knew where we were |

Blake nitered a slight exclamation.

“By Georgel 1 remember now
Cernay telling ws something about a
ruincd chateau—a building destroyed by
the mob in the French Revolution and
never rebuilt. It's in the same neigh-
bourhood as the Chatean Cernay—how
near I don't know.”

“This might he the place, then1*

“Quite Ii m‘iigu”

They moved on cautiously. Blake's

surnmiise was probably correct, for as
they went on they stumbled many times
against masses of masonry, and once
they almost fell down a flight of several
stone steps. They were evidently pass-
ing over ground that had once been
occupied by an extensive building, of
wlhich the fragmoents still remained,
. A dark mass looked np before the
juniors, and tliey stopped at last. Thoe
mass, darker than the surroundin
darkness, showed them that they had
reached a buildin

“Lock cut|” \ﬁlispcrcd Tom Merry,

*Ilavk

“What is it §*

“Music! Hark|”

“My hat I*

The juniors stood spellbound,

From the silence and the dimness of
the night, proceeding whenco they could
nat tell, cane strange seunds of musie.
. Now high, now low, now almost
inaudible,  tha strains  came softly
through the night to the eara of tlie
astounided juniors.

“It’s a vieolin,” said Kerr,

“My hatl Xoere, at this
Liour 1%

“Well, the light showed
there was someone in the
building,” said Blake, I
suppose the ehap is keeping
it up, a8 Christinas s
coming.”

“It's pretty certain, as I
snid, that it wasn’t a farm-
hand with the light,” said
Tom Merry. %A farmer's
man wouldn’t have a violin,
and certainly wouldn't be
playing it Lere at this time
of night.”

“Nor a tramp, ecither,
nor a footpad,” said Kerr.

“Well, no,” said Tom
Alerry, puzzled. “Have you
got the faintest idea what it
niay mean, Blake

“1 only rewember what Cernay {old
me.”

" Cernay 7 .

“Yes, I supposo this iz the build-
ing he wus speaking of—the ruined
chatean,” said Blake in a low voice,

“Most likely. What about it 7

“ITo told me something aboud it,” said
Blake hesitatingly.

“0Oh! What was iL1*

“Well, it's not a cheerful sort of
thing, considerving wheve we ave, and
tho time of night,” said Blake.

“0Oh, go alead '™

“Well, he said
posed to ho——"

“What 1"

“Ilaunted 1? said Dlake,

“Bai Jovel”

chatean was sup-




HRISTMAS !
There's magic in the word.

It ot once conjurcs up visions
5 of plump turkeys, plun pud-
dings, minee pies, crackers, mistle-
toe, holly, and blazing log fires. And
if the Clork of the Weather is in
fond bumour we may get euow.
Tow jolly that will be |l It would be
vipping to have one of the old-time
Christmases, with snow-coverod ficlds
and frozen ponds,  Bub alas, the
aforomentioned Clorlk of the Weather
is such a treacherous old gent that
he will possibly serve up a heab
wave! You never can fell.
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“The seigneur and his family were
keeping up some festival, wiih music
antl dancing, when the Jacobin mob
broke in on them,” said Blake, in a
hushed voice.  “They were all mue-
dered.  Since then, so the country
people say, Cernay told me, though he
Iaughed at the story himself—since then
the ghosts have haunted the place, and
the music is often heard on a winter
night,”

Y Phew 7

“I—I—1 think we'd better get on,”
said TFotty Wynn.  “I—I—I'm not
superstitious, you know, but—hnt——"

“(hosts are all bosh!” sgaid Tom
Merry decidedly.

“Yos, of course they arve, in the day-

time, but—"
_“The music's stopped,” said
Kangaroo.

“Perhaps th2 ghosts have heard us,”
suggested Monty Lowther.  “Angway,
it wasn’t a ghost who was waving that
light about, 1 suppose.”

“fIa, ha, ha! Iardly!”

“We'll go on” said Tom Alerry
determinedly. “Most likely the music
is somebody playing a trick to scare off
peaple for some reason.”

“But whoever it is, he wouldn't
expect peoplo to be prowling round to
hear music b this time of night.”

“Well, no. Anyway, we want shelter,
and weo're not going to be frightened
away by a squeak of a violin”

“No fear !”

“(Come on, then.”

And the juniors, fecling their way in
the darkness, moved on. Bub their
lhwearts were beating faster now.

D approached thirough
falling (lakes.

The mysterious sound of music had
of the

CHAPTER 6.
Camping Out !
ARK and gloomy was
ing as the jumniors

the build-
cautionzly
the  fast-

died away, and & silence as

grave had fallen over the ruined
brilding.

It was only broken by tho slight
sounds made by the boys as they

Special Christmas Rumber

Christmas iz not here yet, but the
spirit of Christmas was in the air
before we left for Paris. 8t Jim's
was about to brealk up for the
vacation and everybody was in a
happy humour,

Iven Mr. Ratcliff, the sour, ill-
humoured master of the New House,
actually smiled the day befora we
went away, I saw hitn myself, and I
wisl T had had a camera handy. It
wns {he only time Ratty had been
kiown to smile this ternl A snap-
shot of Ratty's smiling visage \\'ould
indeed be o rare euriosity.

And Kuox of the Sixth was
smiling, tool As a rule Knox goes
about with a fierce, forbidding
frown, Jove of old is celebrated for
his frowns, but he would have to
play sccond fiddle to Kmox. Illow-
ever, the bully of the Hixth was
simply wreathed in smiles the morn-
ing we left, and he went so far as lo
wish me o bLappy  Christmas in
aris! Good n,d Knox! I had
always Lhought he was drained dry
of the milk of human kindness, and
I'm pleased to find this is not so.

“A Right Merry Christmas and a Bappy and Prosperous Rew Year!”

stumbled among the magses of fullen
masonry, and brushed against the mas-

sive walls of the old chatean in the
darlkness,
Suddenly they became aware ihat

the snow was uo longer falling upon
them.

“Bai
Arthur

Jove, it's left off siowin’!”
Augustus remarked.

it hasn't, duffer!” granted
“We'ro under a roof now.”

“Bai Jove!”

The wind still swept aboul them, but
the snow was gone. They were under
n roof of some kind, but they conld see
nothing.

On every side darkness and silence—
darkness that could be felt, silonce as of

the grave. The uncanny placo was
having a strange effect upon their
nerves,  They were silent, with fast-

beating hearts,

They stopped under the shelter of the
unseen roof, and LTom Alerry broke the
silence.

“We ecan't stay bere,” he said.
“We've  got to find some place wore
comfy to camp for the night. We must
get o light.”

“Put that will give the alarm.”

“1 know—but it can't he helped.
We're not afraid of glosts, I suppose;
and as for human beings, there are
cleven of ws.”

“That's so,” said Kangarco. “Let's
get a light. There may be a corner of
this place where we can be quite eomfy
for the night. There wmight be fuel, too
—oll doors and windows—to make a
fire.”

“Pai Jove. 1 should bo glad of a
warm "

“We—we might find seme grub, too,
if there’s anybody digging lere,” said
Fatty Wynn.  “I'm awifully hungry,
vou know—I get very hungry ab this
time of the year, and—"

“Not much chance of grub,” said Tom

Merry. *Lucky we've some matches.”
1le struck o match. The juniors
looked round them eagerly 1in the

glimmering light of the match. It
showed large, damp stono walls, and
gave them a glimpse of ar’arched roof
over them.

]

Yurthermore and moreover—as the
lawyers say—l saw Taggles, the
porter, smiling. In the ordinary
conrse of cvents you will find
Taggles grunting and growling and
sulking and scowling, But Taggles,
like cvervbody else, was infected
with tho spirit of Christmas. Doubt-
less he had wisions of reeciving
uwmerous tips on breaking-np day.

It's a wonderful thing, this Christ-
mas spivit. It changes pessimists
into optimists, and growlers into
sunbeamns, and selfish people into
Good Samaritanz, 1 rr-uer don't
know what we should do without
Christmag, with  its  chimes  and
carols, its romps and revels, and its
heritage of happy laughter.

If only peace on carith and good
will towards, all men ‘prevailed nob
only at Christmas-tive, but all the
vear round, what a jelly world it
wonld be! People wonldn't need to
look forward to (he milleunivm. It
waoitld Le already here !

To my loyal reader-chums all over
the world ot me cchie the same old
wish in the same old way @

|
%
|

All was eold, desolate, dark.

Ahai Jove!” said ID’Arey. with 8
shiver, “Ii's a plaen for ghosts, you
know. I wish we lLad wan clectwic
torch,”

“We can make o lorch,”  said
Lowther.

“Bai Jove! 1low?”

“You could burn your
“Pway don't be an ass
“We'll burn a Landlaes

lopper—"
22

{.'lli('f, anyway,
said  Tom

and get a  look . round,”

Merry.  “Come [acther in—il’s more
sheltered.”

A handkerchicf was twisted round

the end of a stick and set five to. The
light Dlazed uwp aud illmuinated the
stvango guarters in which the juniovs
found themselves.

It was a large reom, and scemed fo
have been an ante-chamber fo the great
hall of the chateau, over the ruins of
which they had stumbled into their
present refuge. .

Windowless openings gave admillance
to the wind and to stray flakes of snow,
but the roof of thie room seemed to bo
almost intact, only here and there fugi-
tive fakes cowming in, Three or foar
doorways—bare of dnors—opened on
various sides, giving admillanco to what
lisd been otlier aparvtnents of the
chatean—now windowless ruins—walls,
and fragments of the roofs, alone
remaining. [

The juniors locked about them—with
curiosity—and with anxiely, too n
the light of tho'improvised torch, they
did not know what strange sights might
moet their gaze That there were others
besides (hemnselves in the  ruined
chateau tliey were certain, Others—atb
least one other, Where was-he?

Not a wayforer like themselves—the
light signals showed that,  Whom,
then, was in this desolato ruin?

But there was safety in numbers.
Tven if the denizens of the chateauw
were thieves, eloven sturdy fellows
onght to bo able to take care of them-
selves. B

“ (Jan’t seo anything of his %-hos!.shlp_,"
said Monty Lowther. “Tha ellow with
the lamp 1s lying low, too.”

‘E‘rm &m Lapnany.—No, 1,586,
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“Snppose we call to themi” sug-
gested Blake.

Tom Merry nodded thouglitfully,

“Well, it wouldn't do any harm.
After all, they must know we are here
—so we shan't be giving ourselves
away.”

“Wathah not.”

“Let’s give them a yell,” said Blake.
“It will break this horrible silence,

All together1”

And with one wvoice the Bb
juniors roared:

“Hallo I

The echoes of the shout came thun-
dering back.

Jim's

But nothing else answered them. If
there was another occupant of the
ruined chateau he could mnot have

failed to hear that shout; but he did
not-care to show himself.

“Hallo, hallo!” roared the ecleven
powerful voéices again.

Again the thundering echoes were the
only answer. The toreh was burning
out.
“Call out in French, Kerr.”

Herr obeyed. He called ont to any-
body wlho was there to show himself and
help lost travellers who wanted shelter
and rest. But only the echoes replied.

Blake snorted.

“The bounders are lying low,” he
said. “ That’s pretty certain proof that
they're no class. We shall remain here,
in spite of them; but we'd better keep
watch,; and keep our cyes peeled.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The last flicker of the torch died ount.
Darkness rushed upon them once again.
The juniors instinctively drew ojoser
togcther.

‘The first thing is to get a fire,”
said Tom Merry. *“There must be
some wood of soiae sort left here, if it's
only a window-frame. I've got a news-
paper in my pocket; we'll burn it for
a light.”

And a newspaper was twisted into a
torech and lighted. By its light the
juniors hunted for fuel.

The chateau had probably been strip-
ped of its woodwork by the peasants
of the surrounding country for fuel,
for it was a difficult task to find any
left. But they found a window-frame
at last, ‘and dragged it from the almost
inaccessible casement where it was still
jammed, and brought down a shower of
stones with it.

There was no axe to chop it with, and
they smashed it as small as possible with
heavy stones, and then set to work
chipping it with their pocket-knives.

It was weary work; but there was an
adventurous exeitement about it that
banished sleep and fatigue. After all,
it was a ripping adventure to camp for
the night in a ruined chdatean in the
heart of France. There were a good
many fellows at 8t. Jim’s who would
have given a term’s pocket-money for the
chanco.

When a pile of chips, large and small,
had been accumulated, Blake extracted
from his pocket the last number of
the “Magnet,” and it was sacri-
ficed to the fire. The paper burned up
cheerily, and a dozen matches laid on it
blazed up, and then the smaller of the
chips were. fed upon it, burning freely.
Then the larger chips were laid care-
fully on the fire, and, finally, chunks
of wood.

It was a labour of time, but the fire
burned up, and scon the ruddy gleams
of it were reflected on all sides, casting
strange -shadows into the recesses of
the old chateau.

“Wea shall want some maore fuel,
though,” said Fatty Wynn, warming his
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hands at the blaze. “Where the
dickens are we to get it?”

“Use your head,” said Lowiher.

“Bai Jove, it's the tenth time I've
heard Lowthah make that wotten joke I”

“0Oh, rats! Let's look for some more
wood, "

They hunted high and low for wood.
Tiggins came upon a stone stairease
leading downwards into impenctrable
durkness, and he struck a match and
descended.

Then he suddenly stopped.

From below him, in the dense dark-
ness, camie a strange sound—the sound
of a deep groan, as of & man in agony,_

Then ‘silence again.

Tigigins stood for a moment, the blood
rminning cold in his. veins, and the hair
standing on‘end upon his head.

Only for a moment; then he turned
and raced up the stairs again at top
speed, his heart thumping "against his
ribs like a hammer,

He dashed back into the light thrown
by the fire, and the ghastly hue of his
face drew every glance upon him at
onee.

CHAPTER T,
Haunted !
IGGINS gasped for breath.

That terrible sound from the
darkness on the staircase was
ringing in his ears still. He

could not speak. -

Kerr tapped him on the shoulder.

“What's the matter, Figgy?"

“QOh1?

“1 say, old chap, what on earth—"

““My hat!” gasped Figgins. ‘' It—it
gave me a turn.”

The juniors gathered quickly round.

Tom Merry grasped his stick tightly.

“What was it, Figgy? Have you seen
anything 1"

“N—no 1"

“Then what——"

“I—I heard something,” gasped
Figgins, “ A—a groan—an awful groan.”

“Phew! Where?"”

“There’s a stair just outside this room
—leads downiwards. I was going down
for fuel, and—and I heard it—"

“Gweat Scott ! What did you do?”

“Bunked |” said Figgins laconically.

Tom Merry grinned.

“T think I should have done the
same,” he remarked. ‘It must have
been startling; but—but it must be
somebody playing a ftrick.”

“¥Yaas, wathah!”

“Or else somebody tumbled down the
steps, and broken his leg,” suggested

Blake. “That's as likely as the other.”
“Ah! Possibly,. We—we ought to
logk.™

Figgins' face grew longer. He did
not %i-e the idea of going down those
steps again, But he would not draw
back.

“Right you are!” he said. “I'm
game, if you are.”

“Anybody got a newspaper for a
torch 77

Fatty Wynn had the * Petit, Journal,”
and it was sacrificed to the cauvse. With
the paper torch in his hand, blazing
brightly, Tom Merry followed Figgins,
who showed the way to the stone stair,
the other juniors bringing up the rear.

“Here we are,” said Figgins.

Tom Merry led the way downward.

The stone stair apparently led to the
old vaults beneath the chateau. The
torch illuminated the narrow staircase,
and revealed the dark stones, the moss of
ages, but nothing living.

“There was no sign of a human being.

At the bottom of the staircase, Tom
Merry flashed the light to right and
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left. It fickered dimly into wide, dark
vaults,

But there was no ono to be seen.

“It wasn't a chap hurt himself
liere, then,” said Tom Merry, in a low
tone, “It must have been a trick to
frighten us away.”

“Yaas, wathahi”

“Hark 1"

From the darkness of the vaults came
a rvepetition of the sound which had so

alarmed Figgins—the deep, terrible
groan.
The juniors started and changed
colony.

¥ Great—great Seott] What is i6 77

“A Aricl,” said Tom Merry firmly.
“It’s a trick., MHallo, here! Hallo,
hallo! We know you are playing a
silly trick, and you may as well drop
Ak

“Tell him in French, Kerr.”

Kerr sang out ihe same words in
French, No reply came to either—
only the booming cchoes of the great
vaulis,

“Let's get up,” said Fatty Wynn.

They ascended to the upper floor.
Convinced as they were that the groan
was merely a trick, they wers glad
enough to get back te the light of the
fire:

Tom Merry piled on the rest of the

uel.
“They can keep up that game as _lonﬁ
as they like,” he said, with knitte
brow.. “They won't make ug leave here
till the morning. If we had torches,
I'd be jolly well inclined to go on &
ghost hunt.”

“Better go on a fuel hunt,” said
Blake. “Tﬁis fire: won't last long. We
must have some more wood from some-

where.” _
~And the search for wood recom-
menced. They did not go near the

stair again.

After all, they were not likely to find
wood in the vaults.

Several heavy fragments of wood were
discovered at last and dragged to the
five, and, judging that there was
sulticient to last until morning, they
gave up further search. The fire was
veplenished and piled high, and the
cheerful blaze changed the aspect of
the roomn and made the spirits of the
juniors rise.

Qutside, amid the ruins of the
chateau, the wind howled and the snow
was falling more thickly.

But the snow could not reach them,
and they were sheltered from most of
the wind, which only made the fire
flicker and waver, and caused strange
shadows to dance on the walls.

Sheller and warmth they had
ohtained, but supper was another
matter. The juniors were all hungry,
but where was food to come from?

“Wa shall have to take it in turns
to sleep ! grinned Figgins, “Toor old
Tatty! Look at his face[”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“] ‘was thinking—" said TFatty
Wynn slowly.

“Go hon [* .

“1 suppose it wouldn’t be ericket?*

“What wouldn’t?”

“Yet I'm hungrier than any of you
chaps—T always get specia.lly hungry at
this time of the year,” said Fatty Wynn.

Blake gave a shout. ;

“My hat! He's got some grub.”

“Bai Jovel” : :

“Only a packet of sandwiches,” said
Tatty Wynn, “I-—-I'm willing to share
them all” round. It—it's a bit of a
struggle, but— Here you are!”

Anﬁ he extracted a fat packet from
the pocket of his coat.
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The engine~driver was making hopsleas gesturas to the passengers when the juniors ca along.
way in a flood ! "’ said Kerr, after listening for a fow r‘ninuma.g t 1 oa tho o

. Figgins gave him a slap on the back
in %‘aat appreciation,

“Bravo, Fatty !

“0\\" [!’

“Bravo! I know it must be like
having a tooth out to part with the

rub.

“Worse 1” said Fatty.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Fatty ehall lhave tlhe lion's
pliare,” said Tom Merry, as lLe un-
fastened the packet. “That's only fair.”

“Yans, wathah!”

There were a good many sandwicics
in the packet enough for one cach all
round and a couple over, Iatty Wymn
had heroically refrained from devouring
them, ns he might easzily have done,
unscen in the darkness. And the chums
of 8t Jim's fully appreciated that self-
denial on the part of the Welsh junior,

They Lknew how much it must have
cost him to hand out the provisions for
u fair division, instead of Lolling them
alone.

The eouple over were handed {o
Fatty, who had three to his share, aud
his three disappeared before the others
had got through their one cach.

Then Fatty %\f}'nn gave a deep sigh.

“Well, . it was cricket,” he said,

“Yaas, wathah | It was ewicket, deah
boy,” suid Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
“ Considowin’ what a fealifully hungwy
beast you are, it was a_gweal sacwifice
to make., I wegard Tatly Wynn as
havin' played the game.”

“Yaas, wathah ' said Blake, with a

vory good imitation of D'Arcy’s beaufi-
ful accent, which drew the elegant
junior’s eyeglass in his direction.

“Weally Blake—"

“A vole of thanks to I'atly Wynn!”
said Kangaroo,

“Passed unanimously.”

“I have somethin’ bettah than that,”
said Arthur Auvgustus, fumbling in his
coat pocket. * Fatty Wynn, pway aceept
this Lar of milk chocolate as a sign o
my appweciation of your extwaordinawy
self-denial”

“What-ho ! said Fatty Wynn.

“It is too small to share out,” said
D'Arey.  “But we will watch Fatty
Wynn eat it, and I weally think the ex-
pwoession of his face will be weward
cuougl.”

“ITa, ha, ha!”

“Go it, Fatly 1™

The bar of mille choedlate followed
the theee sandwiches,

Fatty Wynn smiled a beaming smile,

“Well, it docs make a chap feel better
fo get even an instalment of grub
ingdde him,” ho remarked. “I fecl as
if 1 could face a thousand ghosts now,
von know, I—— Oh1”

Iiven as Fatty Wynn spoke, thers
come o eound of cerie groaning—so
close, so decp and thrilling, that the
juniors started and turned pale, and
looked about them nervously.

“Wh-wh—wlhat—" began Fatty
Wynn.
“Where is (he rolter?? mutiered

" A bridge has given
1 “ From what | can gather, we’ve had a narrow sscape
from going to kingdom come! "

Blake, looking round him with wide,
scared eyes, )

There was no reply to that question.
The fire cast a ruddy light for a dozen
yp.lids round, and there was no oneo in
sight.

¢t the groan had seemed to be quite

close to them.

The juniors gazed at one another with
startled eyes. What did it mean?

f Was it—was it possible, after all, that

the ruined chatcau was haunted?

CHAPTER 8.
A Sudden Flight!

i H-WH-WHAT can it mean "
said Figgins. s .
“Qw! There it is again!”

gasped Fatty Wynn.

“Gweat Scott1”

CGroan |

Deep and terrible was the sound, and
it sent a shudder through the juniors.
Whenee did it come? There was no
one within the cirele of the ruddy fire-
light—yet that terrible sound was closo
at hand

Tom Merry looked downward.

The ground was of huge blocks of
stone, moss-covered, Once there had
been a floor, but that was long torn
away to be burned for firewood. The
rough stones were revealed; and they
were ovidently thick, solid. No_ sound
uttered in the vaults below could pene-
trate through them,

Tue Gem Lisriry.—No. 1,556,
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Yet whenee came that fearful sound?

The 8L Jim's juniors were all on
their fecl now—pale, shalken,

Groan |

The sound died away, faintly, tremu-
tously,

“Aly only hat!” said Tom Merry,
and lbe could nol prevent his voice
shaking, "“I—I begin o wish wo
hadn’t come lo this place. But—it must
ell be a trick.”

They gazed round them,

Solid stone floor, solid walls—firelight
playing for o dozen yards round—
whore was the room for trickery? Yet

L

“Ti's no ghost 1" said Blake.

“Hark [

Through the night came that strango
wail of mnsic onee more—the welr
music that they had lheard when they
reached the ruined chateau.

Low and faint, then swelling higher,
16 penetrated to their ears. But from
which dirveetion it ewme, not one of them
ecould tell.

The juniors shuddered.

In the daylight it was all very well
to langh at gr})losb stories, but m _the
mysterious shadows of the ruined
chatean, in the blackest hours of the
night—

" Let's geobt out,” =aid Dig.

Tom Alerry shook his head.

“They're not going to frighten us
away.”

“But—the storm,” said Figgins.
“The smew’s' thicker than ever. Wa
can't get through it—and where are
we to go?”

*Yons, wathal !

“We'll stick it ont ! said Tom Merry
between  his  teeth. "It must  be
trickery.”

Blnke suddenly

“Look ! Look!

“Good lheavens !

In the distance, through a shattered
doorway, @ strange and terrible figure
appeared. It was a ghostly form in
white wouk's robes, and its face was a
skull! It was moving with a slow and
gliding motion towards them,

Near ihe broken portal it stopped and
stood motionless,

The juniors felb the blood freeze in
their veins,

Tom Merry stood for a moment spell-
bound.

Then, stooping, lie seized a stick and
hurled it through the broken doorway
with all the force of hizs arm, full at
the ghostly monk.

Dim as was the light at the distance,
the straining eyes of the juniors saw
the heavy, whirling stiek strike the
white figure full in the chest.

It struek with a erash that would
have sent any man staggering; but the
ghostly form did not fall—there was no
sound from it.

It remained perfectly motionless.

Tom Nerry's teeth came together
with a click.

"“CGood heavens!”

“Ti's—it's a ghost 1™

“Gweat Seoit 1"

“Impossible |” shouted Tom DMerry
desperately.

Ile seized a heavy, jagged stone; he
swung it inte the air with both hands,
and horled it with all his force.

Crash |

There waz o loud crash as the stone
smashed upon the blank wall beyoud—
but the white form never moved,

From the darkness came a wailing
sound.

That was al}!

“I—I can’t stand this!" multered
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,gripp ed his arm.

Figeins through his ashen lips. “I—
Je—ret?

“It's eoming 1"

oL

The monk was meving !

For a single instant the juniors stood
spellbound.  Then, with one accord,
witlioul waiting to speal, they dashed
away.

Away from the cheerful fire—away
from the sheltering roof—anywhere {o
escape that fearful vision.

The cold wind and snow dashing in
their faces recalled them to themselves.
Tom Merry was the fivst to stop.

‘‘Hold on)”

“Oh, come on!" muttered Manners,

“Stop, I say!”

They stopped. Tom Merry gasped for
breath—the bitter wind was lashing in
his face.

“I—I won't go!" he said, between lis
teeth, **Man or ghost, I’ll stick it out!
Come back |”

" But—"

“Then I'll go back alone!”

And he turned,

Fireman: * Qet back !

Can't you
see we haven’t got the jumping-
sheet ready [

Half-a-crown has been awarded to

B. Brassell, ‘“St. Denis,” First
Avenus, Fish Holk, Cape Province,

South Af rica.

eX-
you

well won't!”

“That wou jolly pall
ome o1,

claimed Kangaroo.
chaps !

“Wight-o 1

And they all twrned back, TITow far
they had rum, in those few minutes of
panie, they did not lknow.

Tom Merry looked for the ruddy glow
of the fire {o guide thom—but the fire
liad disappeared.

He stopped and rubbed his eyes and
looked again.

T'here was not a gleam from the fire.

“I ean’t understand this " exclaimed
Tom Merry. *The fire must show to a

reat distance, and we haven't como

3}.’-”

“It's gone out.”

“Thera was enough to last for
hours A

Blake uttered an exclamation.

“They've put it out, of course "

“* (Ghosts don't put out fives,” said Tom
Merry between his teeth, “I was sure
it was a trick—only—I lost my head for
the minute.”

- Blake langhed ruefully.

“1 think we all lost our heads,” le
remarked.

“Yans, wathah!
lost my head, deah boys!
[ R

“If they've put the fire out they're
human enough,” said Figgine, ‘*But

Liven I must have
But in the
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the question is, can we find our way
back without the light?™

“Can’t strike a mateh in this wind,”
said Kerr.

“We'll find the chateau somewhere.”

They plinged on in the thick gloom.
The wind had risen and it was whirling
thicl fakes round their ears, There was
not a glimmer of light te guide them—
the fire in the ruined chateau had
evidently been extinguished.

!"Hallo, here’s something 1" exclaimed
Blake. "Was there a hedge ncar that
blessed chatean, chaps?”

“I don’t remember seeing onc; bub
there might have been,” said Tom
Merry, “Is it a road?”

“On the other side of the hedge, I
think.”

“Tt may be the lane we left—we may
be able to work our way from it again.

“Well, we'll try.”

They serambled through the hedge.

Vere they in the lane from which they
liad sought the chateau? They could
not tell, There was no guessing in the
darkness.

“Hark 1” said Tom Merry abruptly.

“By Jove| I can hear——""

“It's somebody coming "

The juniors listened intently, as well
as they could in the wind. A sound
came to them—heavy footsteps grinding
in the mud and snow of the lane, and &
muttering voice in French.

“ What is he saying, Kerr?"”

Kerr chuckled softly.

"1 can repeat it; but he's nnnogad by
the wind, whoever he is, and he’s say-
ing things, Seems to me I have heard
that voice before,”

“He's ¢lose to us now. Mind—"

Bump !

The invisible form ran right into Tom
Merry., Tom staggered under the un-
expected impact as a sharp voice cried

in French:
(Mest bien 1”

“(Gaston ! i
It was the voice of the scarred
Trenchman—their disagreeable fellow-

passenger of the railway train!

—_—

CHAPTER 9,
A Night Out !

' ASTON 1?
The Frenchman was peering
through the darkness at Tom

Merry—trying to make him out
—already suspecting that he had made
a mistake as the boy did not answer.

Tom felt a strong grasp laid upon his
shoulder.

“ Lot me go!” he said quietly,

There was an oath in French.

“Parbleu! Vat—vat—who are you?”

The grasp on Tom’s shoulder
tightened. But the others were gather-
ing round now. They all knew that
sharp, unpleasant voice, and they were
ready for trouble. The searred French-
man was evidently alone.

“Bai Jove!"” said D'Arey.
chap I thumped, you know!
extwaordinawy 1"

“Al, cochon ™

“I wefuse to be called a cochong |"
said D'Arey indignantly. “I wegard
you as a vewy bad- mannahed
boundah 1"

“You again1”

"“Yes, here we are again,” said Tom
Merry cheerfully. “Will you let go of
my shoulder? I am net used to being
hndled like that”

The Irenchman released him. He
peered at the boys in the gloomn for &
few moments, and then, with another
onth, he sirode away.

“Bon soir I said Tomm Merry,

There was no answer to that,

“It's the
How
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GRAND NEWS FOR ALL READERS !

BETTER AND BRIGHTER

T RIS

Chums! I'll bet the above
news surprises you! Yes, to meet

dern requir ts the old paper Is
changing to a more convenient size—
apocket edition, with 36 pages instead of
28. It will in future be more handy to
read and carry about. You won't need
a large atlas to conceal it when you want
a quiet read in school!

Hallo,

"And what is most important, the new
pocket edition will contain more reading
matter | But the price will be the same
—2d.—and, of course, the long St. Jim’s
yarn and the Greyfriars story will still
be the big features of the programme,

To mark such an important event in
the history of the GEM, | have arranged
for two new features, in addition to those
already running. Feature No. | will
“ teoll the fortunes' of readers for the
week, as read from the stars and planets

(TR

“Bai Jove |"” sald D’Arcy. “This is a
most surpwisin’ meetin’. 1 weally
wondal how that chap came here, you
know "

“Walked, I suppose,” said Wally.

“Pway don’t be fwivolous, Wally! It
is vewy wemarkable that he got out of
the twain before Pwoly, and yet we find
him in this diwection."

“Perhaps  we've been going the
wrong way."”

“Bai Jove 1”

“Well, I haven’t the faintest idea
where we are,” said Tom Merry. “It

seerns impossible to find the chateau
again. What silly asses we were to
run l”

“0Oh, I don't know 1" said Blake, with
a shiver. It was enough to make any-
body eut and run, I think. I can't
make it oul yet 1”

“Wathah not "

“Bless this wind—how it cuts!” said
Figgins. “We can't find the chateau,
but we shall have to find some shelter or
other, or be blown to bits "

SWell, we ean only keep on.”

They kept on. "The lane they were in
had (}Iwindled to a rutty track and
evidently led nowhere, unless to some

farm or cottage. Arthur  Augustus
uttered a  sudden exclamation and
stopped.

“0h, what's the matter mnow?”

demanded Blake erossly.

“I've stumbled against somethin®.”

“Never mind "

“Tt feels like a wall—a wooden wall,”
said D’Arey, groping in the darkness,
i Jove, it's a building of some

“Good egg!”

They groped at the wall and felt their
way round it till they came to a door.
"Pom Merry pushed it open, and there
was a smell of hay.

“Tt's a barn, T suppose,’

“Thank goodness!"”

They erowded in and closed the door.

Tom Merry struck a mateh, and
shaded it with his hand. They were
in & wooden building, with eeveral
bales of hay in one corner.

' said Tom.

Commencing Next Week—

POCKET EDITE

SUPER
PROGRAMME
OF FUN,
FICTION
AND FACT !

Purvn E

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. *“This
is luck, and heaps of it! I'm rcady to
drop.”

“Yans, wathah

“¥ank out the hay, and make beds
of it. We can pay the owner to-
morrow; if he turns up, By Jove,
this is luck !”

In five

it

minutes the juniors were
buried in the hay, and fast asleep.
Strange as their quarters were, the
boys slept as soundly as they had ever
done in their own beds in the dor-
mitories at St, Jim's. They were too
cold and fatigued to think of anything
but warmth and sleep, and the hay
afforded them both.

From the darkness of the barn came
nothing but sounds of regular breath-

ing, save when  Fatty Wynn broke
into a melodious snore.
When Tom Merry, the first to

awake, opened his eyes, the sun was
strepming into the building through a
dozen chinks in the walls. It was
bright sunlight, and it dazzled him as
he opencd his eyes in the rays.

The suow had ceased to fall; there
was no sound of the wind., It was a
calm, bright winter's morning.

Tom Merry sat up and pushed away
the hay. What the hour was he had
no idea, but it was evidently full day.
He looked nt his watch—ten o'clock.

“My hat!”

He jumped up. Ten o’clock! It
was nob surprising, considering the
fatigue of the previous night; but
Tom was thinking of the anxiety his
friends would be fecling atb the
Chateau Cernay.

“Wake up, you chaps!”

“Tai Jovel!” eanid Arthur Augustus,
sitting up in the hay “Bai Jove,
deah bowvs, I—I1 hardly know where
I am! Have I weally "passed a night
sleeping in hay in a barn?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Looks like i,
Gussy !
“CGweat Scott! I feel most dis-

weputable, you know!"” said D’Arcy,
dragging his elegant limbs. from the
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N OF THE “GEM™!
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by an astrologer. 1| feel sure that
“ How's Your Luck This Week 1"
will be of great interest to all readers.

Feature No, 2 is not exactly new to
GEM readers. it is the revival of the
stamp corner which ran for a few weeks
recently and was so tremendously popular.
Our expert will have many informative
and interesting things to tell readers
each week about stamps and stamp
collecting. Look out for his helpful tips.

Alongside, you see a reproduction In
miniature of next Wednesday's cover,
which will in future be printed in bronze
blue on a buff-coloured paper.

Now turn to page 20, where you will
find all the details of next week's pro«

gramme. But one last word, don't

forget to

ORDER YOUR “ GEM" EARLY1
The Editor.

TR

hay. “My hat is wuined! I esm
afwaid my clothes are done for.”

“Lucky we weren't done for our-
selves,” said Blake. “Here, wake up,
you lazy slackers! Are you going to
glecep there all day?"

This was a little cool, as Blake had
only risen that moment.

“Tumble up, you lubbers !’

“ Yaw-aw-aw !" said Iiggins.

“8leepy, Figgins?”

“0h, yes—awfully I”

“Poor kid! I'll help you up, then,”

And DBlake kindly laid hold of FiF-
gins' ankles, and dragged him bodily
out of the hay, and TFiggins yelled
furiously.

“Ow! Oht! Leggo, you lunatic!”

“I'm helping you.”

“I'Il help you to a thick car if
you don’t chuck it!"” yelled Figgins.

“I suppose that's what you call
gratitude in the New House?'’ said
Blake, letting Iiggy's big feet drop
to the ground.

A‘Gr‘l,_rlir

“Hallo! Ilere's a visitor!”

The barn door opened, and a fab,
red-cheeked country labourer put his
head in. He had a pitehfork in his
hand, and he stared at the boys im
blank amazement.

“Tlallo ! said Tom Merry.

“(lomment I’ gasped the native.

“Pitch it to him, Kerr!”

Kerr advanced towards the labourer,
spreading  out his  hands, French
fashion, for a start.

The man raised his pitchfork threat-
eningly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Blake. “He
takes us for tramps, you know I"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“] wefuse to be taken for a twamp!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arey
indignantly. “I wegard the man as
an ass!”

“Go it, Kerr|”

Kerr waved his hands and jabbered.
The labourer’s expression became &
little less truculent, and he lowered
the pitchfork. Finally he grinned.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,556
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“Well, whal's the
manded Figgins,

“We're on a farm on the Cernay
estate,” said Kerr, “so {his chap says,
We'ro less than a mile from Cernay’s
house.”

“Bai Jove!”

“Ask  him  where the
chatean is," said Tom Merry,

Kerr jabbered on again, and the
labourer pesticulated and babbled.

“Good as a comedy, isn’t it?" said

verdiet 7' de-

haunted

Blake.
“Ha, ha, ha! Belier!”
“The ruined chateauw is nearcr
We scem

Cernay's Llpl&u::t:\ than this.

to have done all our wandéring last
rlu‘g]ht” within the radius of about a
mile,

“Gweat Scoth !

“Well, wo couldn't see in pitch
darkness,” said Tom Merry. *“Has he
got a carl or anything he can drive us
10 the chateau = in—that’s e
question "

“Yes, a farm wagon.”

“Well, that's betfer than nothing.”

“T'vo promiscd him fifty francs,”
snid Kerr., “Ile’s going to get the
wagon.*’

“ Jolly good 1”

“Bai Jove! I don't feel mueh like
pwesentin® myself at Cernay’s house

in this fashion,” said D'Arcy, look-
ing down disconsolately at his muddy,
draggled, hay-speckled attire, “Wa
shall look an awful lot of guys.”
“Nothing new lo you, old chap.”
“Weally, Lowthah—"
. "I don’t see that thore’s much choico
in_the matter,”” said Tom Morry.
“Cernay will be anxious about us. Ile
will know that if we stayed anywhere
for tho night we should have wired
him. He'll think we've been lost in
the snow—perhaps buried in a snow-
drift. We olg;i(ht. to get up to the
chateau as quic l’y as we ean.”

*Yaas, but—"

“Here, I'll dust you down!” zaid

ake.

“Thank you, deah boy! That will
be Dbettah than nothin’.  But you

‘haven’'t a bwush.”

“That’s all right.”

Blake hegan to dust down D’Arcy’s
clothea with his open hand. He dealt
the swell of St. Jim’'s several hearty
smacks, which certainly made the dry
mud fly in clouds,

“Owl Not so hard, deah boy I*

“I hopa you're not ufraid of a little
pain in the cause of cleanliness, Gussy ¥*
said Blake severely.

“N-no, but—~"

Smack, smack, smack!

“Owl Owl”?

Arthur  Augustus rotreated preeipi-
tately.

“Btand still, you ass? said Blake.
“I haven't finished yet.”

"1f you stwike me again, Blake, I
shall give you a feahful thwashin't I
uttahly disappwove of this spiwit of
pwactical joking.”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“1 wegard you—>"

* Hallo, here’s the wagon |
.There was a trampling of horses out-
side, and a rumbling and creaking of
clumsy wheels. The juniors crowded out
of the barn.

CHAPTER 10.
The Arrival!

RTHUR AUGUSTUS had his mis-
givings, as was only natural,
about presenting himself at the
Chatean Cernay in such a state,

but there was clearly no help for it.
Tne Gex Lisrsuy.—No. 1,556,

The juniors clambered into the farm
wagon, and the farmer’s man, with a
broad grin, drove off with his two
lumbering liorses. The native secmed to

¢ very much amused at the appearance
of ihe chums of St. Jim’s, and that was
nob surprising.

They were coriaiuly not looking Lleir
best. . .

A night out—such a night—did not
agree with them, They were muddy
from head to foot, dirty and dishevelled,
their hair tousled, their clothes rumpled,
their linen decidedly soiled.

D'Avey was as bad as
the rest.  The sleep in
the hay had left them
covered  with  clinging
particles,  which avB
them & curiously speckled
appearance,

Arthur Augustus looked
round tho wagon-lond of
dishevelled juniors wilh
a  glance of great dis-
approval,

“Bai Jove!” he re-
marked, “¥You fellows
do look a lot of w'ecks!”

“Have you any idea
what you look like wour-

solf 2 asked  Lowther
politely. .

“Y am afwaid 1 look a
feahful sight.”

“Yes, rather. Much
worse than usual,”  said
Lowther,

* Weally, you know—""

“Well, Ceinay will for-
give us when ko hoears
the circumstances,” raid
Tom Merry. “We could
have got a clean-up at
the farm, but it would
have taken time, and
Cernay must be anxious.”

“Of course, we want o
elean-up,”  said  TFatty
Wynn, “But what I feel
most is  the mnced of
brekker.”

“You would!” said
Kangarco, “Why didn't
you have a go at the lLay
for a start?”’

“Or we might have
found you some thisiles,”
said Lowther.

“I get awfully hungry
at this time of the year,”
said I'atty Wynn, unheed-
ing. "I suppose it's the
weather, you know., I
always notice it.™

"}:nns, I've noticed it,

The wagon rumbled on.

Round the juniors was
a typical French country
landscape — level  fields,
rows of trees, cultivation
carried into every pos-
sible corner. In the dis-
tance was a thick wood
of a park, and amid thae
trees they could catch a
slate roofs and stono walls.

Tom Merry pointed it out to the
driver.

“Ts that the chateau?”

“AM’sieur
“ La Chateau Cernay 1"

“Qui, m'sieur,”

“Good! We haven't far to go.”

The wagon rumbled into a lane which
ran past the gates of the chateau.
driver turned in at the gates, which
wore wide open, and the heavy vehicle
rolled on towards the handsome, stone-
wall hduse, half covered with ivy.

More then one face laooked out of a

glimpse of

hat from Arthur Augustus’ head.

The j
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window af ile slrange sight, and, in
spite of their nerve, Tom Merry
felt their checks begin to burn.

It certainly was a strange manner in
which to present themselves at their
Frenchh chum's house; but, as Qom
Morry said, it could not be helped.

T'he wagon lalted before the wide,
stone steps of the portal

There was a sudden sghout, and an
active figure came bounding out of the
house. It was Auguste Cernay.

He jumped into the wagon

i

Wit -

(I

“Ciell Mes amis—mes amis!| Bon
Dieu 1”

“Here we are, old chap,” said Tom
Merry.

“Ciell T have been to zink zat you

are dead in ze snow!”

“Not quite dead yet,
ness 1"

“4Ah, I have been anxious! It is zab
mon pere has gone to ze stalion to
inquire again—encore—vous comprencz?
have been up and down all ze time.”
“It's rotten to make you nnxious like
that,” said Tom Merry. “But it couldn’s
be helped. We couldn’t come on in the
train to Proly. But I dare say you
know the line was broken?”

thank gooul-

)

; J‘K/(,{(W

“Qui, oui!”

“We'va slept in a barn.”

“Al, it is good—iortunale—zal youm
arp all safe viz yourselves|”

Cernay jumped out of the wagon, and
the juniors followed.

Tom Mecrry handed a fifty-frane note
to the farmer’s man, who touched his
cap and drbve off, grinning,

Cernay conducted his friends into the
heunse, ordered breakfast, and then led
them upstairs to the apartments they
woere to occupy.

“It is zat you vill vant ze vash,” he

.é:’%f—\ \ off

p AR R
o
W

Whiz1 Crash! The Juniors all aimed for Gussy’s glossywilk topper, but it was Tom Merry's snowball that lifted the
' Bai Jove ' gasped the swell of St. Jim's.

remarked,  “Your baggages, zey have
been sent on, amd you vill find zem all
here.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey gave a gasp
of relief.

*Bai Jove, this iz a stwake of luck!?
1 shall be abls to get a change.”

“QOui, oui; zough it is zat my ward-
rabe vould have been at your disposal,”
ciid Cernay, “Ziz vay, 5'il vous plail.
Zore are ze rooms.”

There were four rooms in a
opening en (e same corridor,
thivee bedz in cach.

“1t is zat I stay viz my chums!” ex-
elaimed Cernay. “Ah, my heart vas
heavy last night, mes amis, vhen it 18

row,
with

' You—you feahful wuffians !

‘zat you do not—vat you call—furn

down "

“Turn up I” grinned Bloke,

“Ah, oui, zal is it—furn up !”? :

Cernay left his friends in their
quarters while he hurried down to look
after breakfast. He knew that they
would be in want of a solid feced,
espeeially Fatty W'flm.

The juniors revelled in hot water and
soap, and Arthur Augustus' face began
to heam.

“Bai Jove, this is bettah, deah boys!
I'm beginnin’ to feel elean again |

“Good !

“Pway unstwap my
twunks, Blake.”

“Pray go aund eal coke,
Gussy 17

“Weally, Blake—"!

“Buck up, you chapsi”
said Tatty Wynn, looking
in at the door, half-
dressed. “I don’t want
to go down first, DBut
don't keep me weiting,
will you?"

“What's  the huwwy,
deah boy?”

“Hurry? Why, break-
fast, of course”

“Oh, wats!”

“T'm  hungry—awiuolly
hungry! 1 don’t know
what the grub is like
here, but I think we can

depend upon Cernay to
do us ull right,”?
“Yaons, walhah! I

you want me to huwwy,
lv]l___u

":l”cs; do get o move
“Then pway come and

unstwap my twunks.
shall want somethin’ out

of each of them, 3you
know.”

“Rats "

“My idea is to save
time.”

“More ratsl”

And the fat Tourth
Former retired.

“ Pway open my twunks,
Tom MNewwy, to save
time.” .

“Oh, all right?’ said
Tom Merry.

And he picked up a
pair of |leavily orna-

mented brass tongs from
the grate, and roised
them in both  hands
over the locks of D'Arey’s
best trunks.
Tho swell of S8i.
gave n yell:
“Hold onl”
l!Eh ??’
“What are you goin’' to
do?!l

“.Opon the trunk.”

Jim’'s

"You uttah asst Leave
it alone!”
“Oh, very well! T only

wanted to save timne,” said Tom Merry,
putting down the tongs.

“T wegard you as an uttah ass, Tom
Mewwy! Pway unlock the twunk and
take the stwaps off, and—"

“Rata 1"

And Arthur Augastus was reduced to
the nccessity of doing his unpacking
himself. He warned his friends that he
would keep them waiting, but they were
unmoved. When the others were ready
to po down to breakfast, Arthur
Augustus had got as far as gelting his
travsers on, but no farther.

“Ready " asked Tom Merry.

“1 amn not weady, deah boys—not
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quite weady. T cannot go down lo
bwekkah in this state, you know.”

“Come on |” .

“TI am hardly likely to descend in my
shirt-slecves, ’f:om Mewwy."

*“Will you come 2

“Coertainly not!”

“Collar him1”?

“1 wefuse to be_collahed! I—-o‘!.
pway welease mel TUnless you immedi=
ately welease me I shall no longah

wegard you as iny fwiends.”
“Yauk him along.”
“Owl Ohl Bai Jove!”
Arthur Augustus was propelled to Lthe

door, Ie strupgled desperately but un-
availingly. a

“Pway don't be silly asses!” he
gasped.

‘Look here, we'll give you a chance,”
said Tom Merry, “'I'wo minutes.”

“Y could unot possibly put on my
collah and tie and waistcoat and jacket
in two minules. I can do a lot of
things, but it is no use attempting im-
possibilities.” .

“You'll jolly well come down without
them if you don't.” F

“Besides, 1 haven't decided which Lie
lo weah,”

‘““Any old thing will de.”

“I have fifteen to select fwom, and,
allowin® only one minute to each—"

“Two minutes!” said Tom Merry,
taking out his watch. “Stand ready,
you chaps, nnd in two minutes take him
by the neck—"

“I deeline to be taken by the neck,
u“d__)l

“And yavk him out—"

“T uttahly wefuso to be yanked ouk,
ang——"

“And carry him downstairs,”

“1 wofuse—"

“Right-hot”

“Upon weflection, Tom Mewwy, 1
will weah this necktie, and—.-nnti ,I
think I can be weady in two minutes.”

And he wos.

—

CHAPTER 11.
Fatty Wynn Thinks It Good !

OM MERRY & CO. breakfasted
in_high spirits. '
Rough as their night had
been, they had hed a good rest,
after all, and they felt little the worse
for it.  While they breakfasted they
related to Auguste Cernay the adven-
tures of the night. .
Cernay listened with astonishment to
the story of the ruined chatenu.
“Ciell” he smd. “I am amaze—I
am astound!  Zat chateau is on xo
nstate of mon pere, and I have visit
it many zo time, because zo villagera
and ze farmers say zat it 1s haunt.
never sce mozzing.’” .
“We saw something, though,” said
Tom Merry, “and even now I don't
know what to make of it.”
“¥aas, wathah! It puzzles me, you
koow.” 0
“%ay say zat ze music is heard, and
zat ghostly [igures show zemselves at
night,” said Cernay. “Ze scigneur waa
murder by ze Jacobin in ze Revolution.
Ilc was bad man, and ze country people
hate him, He wall up ze village
fountain, and he drive zem out of zeir
homes in one place, to turn ze farm
land into hunting land, vous savez. Zen
coma ze Revolution, and ze mob sack
ze chateau and cut his head off. Zey
say zat ze rjhost still linger in ze place,
but moi—I laugh !” g .
“99 do I—in the day-time,” said

Blake. “But then—and there—it was
differont, It didn’t seem & laughipg
matter.”

Tee Gem Lisnany.—No. 1,556,
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“Well, whal's verdict 7' de-
manded Figgins,

“We're on .a farm on the Cernay
estate,” said Kerr, “so {his chap says,
We'ro less than a mile from Cernay's
house.”

“Bai Jove!”

“Ask  him  where the
chatean 15" said Tom Merry,

Kerr jabbered on again, and the
labourer pesticulated and babbled.

“Good as a comedy, isn't it?" said
Blake.

the

Lhaunted

:'TI;Ia, ha, ha! Beiter!”
y .l.lnt:1 ruined chateau 15 nearer
Cernay's place than this. We secem

to have done all our wanderving last

i ht within the radius of about a
nuie,

“Gweat Scoth 1

“Well, wo couldn't see in  pitch
darkness,” zaid Tom Merry. **Has he

got a carl or anything he ean drive us
to  the chateau in—that’s  the
question "

“Yes, a farm wagon.”

“Well, that's better than noilung.

“I'vo promiscd him fifty francs"
taid Kerr, “lle's going to get the
wagon.”’

“Jolly good!”

“Bai Jove! I don't feel mueh like
wesentin® myself at Cernay’s house
m this fashion,” said D'Arcy, look-
g down disconsolately at his muddy,
draggled, hay-speckled attire, ““Wa
shall look an awful lot of guys.”

“Nothing new lo you, old chap.”

“Weally, Lowthah—"’
"I don’t sce that there’s much choico
in_ the matter,!” said Tom Merry.
“Cernay will be anxious about us. Ile
will know that if we stayed anywhere
for tho night we should have wired
him. He'll think we've been lost in
the snow—perhaps buried in a snow-
drift. We ought to pet up to the
chateau as quitﬁdy as we can.”

*¥Yaas, but—=""

i

“Here, I'll dust vou down!” zaid
Blake.

“Thank you, deah boy! That will
be bettah than nothin’. But you

haven't a bwush.”

“That’s all right.”

Blake hegan to dust down D'Arey’s
clothea with his open hand. He dealt
the swell of St. Jim’s several hearty
smacks, which certainly mado the dry
mud fily in clouds,

“Owl Not so hard, deah boy !*

“I hope you're not ufraid of a little
pain in the cause of cleanliness, Gussy ¥»
said Blake severely.

“N-no, but—*"

Smack, smack, smack!

“Owl Owl”®

Arthur Augustus retrented precipi-
tately.

“BStand still, you ass!™ said Blake.
“I1 haven't finished yot.”

“1f you stwike me again, Blake, I
shall give you a feahful thwashin’l I
uttably disappwove of this spiwit of
pwactical joking.”

“Ha, ha, bhal®

“T wegard vo "

“Hallo, here’s the wagon |
_There was a trampling of horses out-
side, and a rumbling and ereaking of
clumsy wheels. The juniors crowded ont
of the barn.

CHAPTER 10.
The Arrival]

RTHUR AUGUSTUS had his mis-
givings, as was only natural,
ahout presenting himself at the
Chatean Cernay in such a state,

but there was clearly no help for it,
Tne Gey Liprsny.—No. 1,550,

The joniors clambered into the farm
wagon, and the farmer's man, with a
broad grin, drove off with his two
lumbering liorses. The native seemed to

be very much amused at the appearance

of the chums of St. Jim's, and that was
nob surprising.

They were ceviaiuly not looking (lieir
bast.

A night out—such a might—did not
agree with them, They were muddy
from head to foot, dirty and dishevelled,
their hair tousled, their elothes rumpled,
{hieir linen decidedly soiled.

D’Arey was as bad as
the rest,  The sleep in
the hay had left them
covered with  clinging
particles, which ave
them a curiously speckled
APPCArRICE,

Arthur Augustus looked
round tho wagon-load of
dishevelled jumiors with
a glance of greabt dis-

approval,

“Par Jovel!” he re-
marked, “You fellows
do look a lot of w'ecks!”

““Have you any idea

what you look like your-

self 7 asked  Lowther
politely.

“T am afwaid 1 look a
feahful sight.”

“Yes, rather. Much
worse than usual,”  said
Lowther.

“Weally, you know—"

“Well, Ceinay will for-
give us when he hnars
the ecircumstances,” rand
Tom Mervy., “We could
have got a clean-up at
the farm, but it would
have taken time, and
Cernay must be anxious.”

“0Of course, wo want o

clean-up,”  said  Tatty
Wynn, “But what I feel
most 13 the need of
brekker.*

“You would!”  =aid
Kangaroo, “Why didn't

you have a go at the hLay
for a start?”’

“Or we might have
found you some thistles,”
enicd Lowther.

“I get awlully hungry
at this time of the vear,™
sald I'atty Wynn, unheed-
ing. "I suppose it's the
weather, wyou know., I
alwavs notice it."

“Yans, I've noticed it,
mﬂ.}l

The wagon rumbled on.

Round the juniors was
a typical French country
landscape — level  fields,
rows of trees, cultivation
carried into every pos-
sible corner. In the dis-
tance was a thick wood
of a park, and amid tho
trees they could catch a glimpse of
slate roofs and stone walls,

Tom Merry pointed it out to the
driver,

“TIs that the chatcau?”

flM?sjeur?ll

“ La Chateau Cernay 1"

“QOui, m'sieur,”

“Good! We haven't far to go.”

The wagon rumbled into a lane which
ran past the gates of the chateau. The
driver turned in at the gates, which
wore wide open, and tho heavy vehicle
rolled on towards the handsome, stone-
wall hduse, half covered with ivy.

More than one face looked ocut of a

Che Gem Library

window at ile slrange sight, and, in
spito of their nerve, Toam Merry & Co.
felt their checks begin to burn.

It certainly was a strange manner in
which to present thcnselves at their
French chum's house; but, as Tom

Alerry said, it could not be helped.

T'he wagon halted before the wide,
stone stens of the porlal,

There was a sudden shout, and an

active fligure came bounding out of the
house. Ib was Auguste Cernay.

He jumpcd into the wagon

3
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“Ciel ! Mes amis—mes amis] DBon
Dieu 1”

“Here we are, old chap,” said Tom
Merry,

“Ciell I have been to zink zat you

are dead in ze snow "

“Not quite dead yet,
ness 1"

“Ah, I have been anxious! It is zat
mon_pere has pone to ze stalion to
mauire again—encore—vous comprenesz?
I have been up and down all ze time.”

“It’s rotten to make vou nnxious like
that,” said Tom Merry. “But it couldn’t
be helped. We couldn’t come on in the
train to Proly. But I dare say you
know the line was broken?”

thank geoul
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Whiz! Crash! The Juniors all aimed fop Gussy's g[:ﬂsr

hat from Arthur Augustus’ head. ' Bai Jove L "’ gasp
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the swoll of &&. Jim's.

“0Oui, oui ¥

“We've slept in a barn.”

“Al, it i3 good—fortunale—zal you
are all safe viz yourszelves!”

Cernay jumped out of the wagon, and
the juniors followed,

Tom Moerry handed a hfty-franc note
te the farmer’s man, who touched his
cap and drbve off, grinning,

Cernay conducted his friends info the
heuse, ordered breakfast, and then led
them upstaivs to the apartments they
woere o occupy.

“It 15 zat you vill vank ze vash,” he

zat you do not—vat you call—turn

down I

“Turn up I” grinned Bloke.

“"Ah, ou1, zal is it—turn up 1

Cernay left his friends in their
quarters while he hurried down to look
after breakfast. He knew that they
would be in want of a solid fecd,
especially Fatty Wynn,

The jumors revelled in hot water ana
gsoap, and Arthur Augustus' face began
lo heam.

“Bail Jove, this is beitah, deah boys!
I'm beginmin’ to feel clean again ¥

“Good !

“Pway unstwap my
twunks, Blake.”

“Pray go and eat coke,
Gussy [?

“Weally, Blake—"

“Buck up, you chaps!”
said Falty Wynn, looking
in at the door, half-
dressed. “I don’t want
to go down first,. DBut
don’t keep me waiting,
will vou?”

““What's the Lhuwwy,
deah bow 7
“Hurry? Why, break-

fast, of conrsel”

“0Dh, wats 1"

“I'm lhungry—awiully
hungry!l 1 don’t know
what the grub is like
here, but I think we can
depend upen Cernay to
do us oll right.”

“¥Yans, wathah! Il
von want me to huwwy,
I—

“Yes; do get o move
onl"”

“Then pway come and

unstwap my twunks. 1
: shall want somethin’ out
7 — of each of them, you
know." 5
““‘Rats !
N “My idea is to save
LR time.
WMWY “More ratal”
And the fat Tourth
Former retired.
“ Pway open my twunlks,
Tom Mewwy, to save
time.”
. “Oh, all right?’ sad
S Tom dMe:-rj'. o
— And he picked up a
*"":._u—- pair of lieavily orua-
e muonted brass tn:;ga f:::::-miI
e the grate, an raisec
2 g ] them in both  hands
= — over the locks of IVArcy's
= best {runlis.
- iz Tho swell of St, Jim's
A ' - gave n yell:
- ] “Hold onl”
” = = “15h 77
::"',..-:-::___.: o — “What are you goin’ to

Ik topper, but it was Tom Merry'a snowball that lifted the
" You—you feahful wuffians ! "

ramarked, “ Your baggages, zey have
hoen sent on, aiml you vill find zem all
here”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey gave a gasp
ol relief.

“Bai Jove, this iz a stwake of lock!
I shall be able to get a change.”

“Qui, out; zough it is zat my ward-
robe vould have been al your disposal,”
viaidl Cernay, “Ziz vay, 5'il vous plail.
Zore are zo rooms,”

There were four rooms In a row,
opening on ho same  corridor,  with
three hed: in cach.

“1t 1s zat I stay viz my chums!” ex-
elaimed Cernay. “Ah, my heart vas
heavy last night, mes amis, vlen it 1s

— do "’
“Open the trunk.”

“You uttaeh asst Leave
it alone!”

“0Oh, very well! T only
wanted to save tine,” said Tom Merry,
putting down the longs.

“1 wegard you ss an uttah ass, Tom
Mewwy ! Pway unlock the twunk and
take the stwaps off, and—"

“Rata 1™

And Arthur Augastus was reduced to
the neccessity of doing his unpacking
himself. He warned his friends that he
wottld keep them waiting, but they were
unmoved. When the others were ready
o go down to breakfast, Arthur
Augustus had got as far ns gelting his
trovsers on, but no farther.

“Ready 1" asked Tom Merry.

*1 amn not weady, deah boys—not

13

quife weady. T cannot go down (o
bwekkah in this state, you know.”

“Comeo on!”

“T am hardly likely to descend in my
shirt-slecves, 'f:ﬂm Mewwy."

*“}Will you comne ?”’

“Cortainly not "

“Collar him 1"

“1 wefuse to be collahed! T—oh,
pway welease mel Unless you immedi-
ately welease me 1 shall no longah
wegard you as my fwiends.”

“¥Yank him along.”

“Owl Oh!l Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus was propelled to Lhe
door. Ie strupgled desperately but un-
availingly.

“Pway don't be silly esses!” he
gasped,

“Loolk here, we'll give you a chance,”
said Tom Merry, “'I'wo minutes.”

“I could ot possibly put on my
collah and tie and waistcoat and ;lnclcat
in twe minwles. I can do a lot of
things, but 1t 15 no use attempting 1m-
possibilities.™ :

“You'll jolly well come down without
them if you don't.” :

“Besides, I haven't decided which Lie
lo weah,”

““Any old thing will do.”

“I have fifteen to select fwom, and,
allowin' only one minute to each——"

“Two minutes!” said Tom Merry,
taking out his watch. “Stand ready,
vou chaps, nnd in two minutes tale hun
by the neck 4

“T decline to be taken by the neck,
u“d ¥

“And yank him out—"

“1 uitahly wefuso to be yanked ouf,
ancg——"

“And earry hint downstairs.”

“1 woluge—"

“Right-hot”

“Upen weflection, Tom Mewwy, 1
will weah this necktie, and—and I
think I can be weady in two minutes.”

And he was.

ra——————a

CHAPTER 11.
Fatty Wynn Thinks It Good !

OM MERRY & CO. breakfaslted
in high epirita. X
Rough as their night hed
bheen, they had hed a good rest,
after all, and they felt little the worse
for it. While they breakfasted they
related to Auguste Cernay the adven-
tures of the night. :
Cernay listened with astonishment to
the story of the ruined chateau.
“Ciel 1" ho smd. “I am amaze—I
am astound!  Zat chateau is on xo
nstate of mon pere, and I have wvisit
it many ze time, becauso zo villagera
and z¢ farmers say zat it is haunt. I
nevor sce nozzing.” :
“We saw something, though,” said
Tom Merry, “and even now don't
know what to make of it.”
“Yaas, wathah! It puzzles me, you
luow.” g
“%ay say zat ze music is heard, and
zat ghostly figures show zemselves at
night,” said Cernay. “ Ze scigneur wos
murder by ze Jacobin in ze Revolution,
Iie was bad man, and ze country people
hate him. He wall up ze village
fountain, and he drive zom out of zeir
honics in one place, to turn ze farm
land into hunting land, vous savez. Zen
coma ze Revolution, and ze mob sack
zo chateau and cut his head off, Zey
say zat ze ghost still linger in zo place,
but moi—I Jaugh !” ‘ 3
“Qo do I—in the day-time,” said
Blake. “But then—and there—it was
different, It didn’t scem u laughipg
matter.”
Tee Cem Lisnany.—No. 1,556,
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“Non, non !”

“We bunked,” said Tom Wlerry
frankly., “But we're going to have

I suppose there's

anothar try, Cernay. :
the  old

no objection to exploring
chateau ?”

“Ciell Non1”

“Then I think we will have a ghost-
hunt to-night.”

“Bai Jove, what a wippin' ideah !”

“I'm pretty certain it was trickery;
but if we go provided with torches and
things, we can track the rolters down
and make them own up ™

Cernay’s eyes danced.

“Zat is good—zat is good!” le ex-
elaimed. “T like zo idea ver' mooch ¥

“Yaas, wathah ¥

“What do you fellows say

“Jolly good wheeze !” came a reply
from everyone but Fatty Wynn,

Futty Wynn was busy upon lis sixlh
egg and bacon.

Y'Well, Fatly, can’t you speak "

“Um1”?

Tiggins slapped him on the shoulder.

“Don't you think il's good, Fatty "

“Yes, rather ¥

“You'll come 2"

“Wait till I've finished brealkfast.”

“Eh? We shall go tonighl,
course.”

“What ?”

“We shall go to-night on the ghost-
hunt.”

“Who's talking about ghosts?"

“Why, you ass, what were you talk-
ing about, then ?”

“Beems to me youre off  vour
rocker !V gaid TFatty Wynn. “Tiggy
asked me if T thought this bacon was
good, and I said I did.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's the cackle about now 7

of

“1 wasu't speaking of baecon, ass!”
said Figgins, with a chuckle. “We weie
planuipg’ a ghost-hunt in the ruined
chatean for to-night.”

(:0}1 ]ll

“Don’t you think it's o good idea ?”

“Good! Better take plenty of grub,
in ease of accidents !"

“Fa, ha, ha! Trust Tatiy to think
of that!”

“Well, I suppose it's an important

point ¥ said TFally Wynn warmly.
“*They say an army marches aon its
stomach, and I1'in  jolly eertain it

couldn't march if the grub wasn't well
looked after !

C Quite right ! said Tom  Merry.
“We'll take a pantechnicon van with a
light lunch for Fatty

“0Oh, rats ¥ said Fatty.

And he busied himself with his break-
fast, and said no more., The juniols
made a good breakfast, and they had
just finished when a stout, handsome
I'renchman, with a slighlly puzzled
expression upon his face, entered the
roont. It was Cernay’s father.

M. Cernay greeted the boys very
kindly. ¥e had been anxious about
them, and was greatly relieved to find
them at the chateau, safe and sound.

But Tom Merry thought he observed

that the old gentleman was thinking
about something else, too, as well as
their non-arrival the previous night.
He had a paper in his hands, -and Tom
guessed that he had reeeived disturbing
news of some sork.
- Monsieur Cernay laid the paper on
the table. Across the front, in large
type, was the announcement of a bank
robbery.

Auguste Cernay glanced at it, and
uttered an exclamation.
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“AMon pere”

“Yes; we've been robbed ! said Mon-
sienr  Cernay, speaking in - English.
“The Lyons-Dijon Bank, in Paris, was
robbed, avant-—the night before last!”
Le went on, explaining to Tom Merry &
Co. “I bave shares in the bank. I
shall lose much—much more than four
hundred thousand franes—if the thief
is not found and foreed to return the
money! The bank suffers a great loss.
This iz the latest paper; it says that
there 1s no news. The police know the
criminal, but cannot find a trace of
liim.”

“They know him ?*

“0ui, oui, It is Maximilian Ponsae,
a man who is well known as a eracks-
man in Paris. He has an accomplice,
named Vinel, who is a native olp this
district, and was in my employ as an
agent, and robbed me and Hed to Paris.
Both of them are known to have. been
concerned in the bank robbery, but they
have disappeared, The Paris police can
find no trace of them. But perhaps they
will be found.”

“I hope so, sir.”

“1f they are found the money is safe.
It is in banknotes which they will not
be able to pass for weeks, months;” said
M. Cernay. “They cannot be in Paris,
or the police would find some frace of
them. They are hiding in the provinces
somewhere, so the police think. You
will excuse me if I leave you to my son
to-day. + I must go to Paria.”

And M. Cernay, who evidently felt
more uneasiness and anxiety than he
cared to show, left the room.

“Bai Jove, that is wotten " said
D'Arcy. “How much is four hundwed
thousand fwancs, Kerr 7"

“Over two thousand five
pounds.”

“A jolly heavy loss,” said Tom Merry,
b | hgpe they'll lay the rascals by the

hundred

heels.

Arthur Augustus looked thoughtful.
He drew Tom Merry aside rather mys-
teriously while the others went out iute
the grounds.

“Tom Mewwy—"

“Come onl They're going out for a
stroll [

“Yaas; but T want to .speak to you.
Tt's wathah wotten, thizs heavy loss
fallin’ on our wespeeted host, isn’t it'?*

Tom Merry stared.

earth

“Yes, but how on
help

“¥You know, at 8t. Jim's, I have done
same twainin’ as a pwivate deteclive,”

can we

_osaid Arthur Augustus modestly,

e

ITa, ha, ha!”

“1 eee no cause for laughtah, Tom
Mewwy. I have solved scvewal
inystewies to my own salisfaction—"

“Ha, ha, ha! To anybody else’s?1”

“That is a minah point. The ques-
tion is, do wyou think it would be the
pwopah thing to place my skill and ex-
pewience af the disposal of Monsieur
Clornay in this maktah ?”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Oh, Gussy, you'll be the derath of
me some day, I know you will!” ex-
claimed Tom Merry.

“1 fail to see the cause of your
mewwiment,” said D’Arcy, pulting up
his eyeglass and giving the hero of the
Shell a freezing look.

“My dear ass—"

“1 wefuse o be called an ass1 If I
conld capluah the, ewiminal: and
westore the stolen banknotes, it would
be & sort of Chwistmas pwesent for
Monsieur Cernay, and a sort of wepay-
ment for his hospitality.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Now,
Gussy—"

lock here,




*1 wefuse to do anythin' of the sort,
unless you tweat (he mattah with
E\fopuh and becomin’ sewiousness, Toin

ewwy 17

“T'll be as sober as a judge. Don’t
you think your lack of ﬁ‘rench might
stand in the way of your handling the
cose successfully i asked Tom gravely.

“Bai Jove!l I nevah ihought of
that I

“If you had to disgnise yourself as
8 wailer, or a general in the army, or

anything of that sort—"

"Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“¥Your accent would give you away.”

Arthur  Aungustus D'Arcy nodded
thoughtfully.

“Pewwaps you are wight, Tom
Mewwy. But I should weally like

vewy much to be able to help our
esteemed host in the pwesent painful
circe.”

“Never mind. Come out for a stroll
instead.”

And they followed the others out of
the house.

D’Arcy was still looking thoughtful,
a8 though he could not quite make up
his mind whether he augc‘lt to offer his
valuable services as a detective to M.
Cernay. DBut the old gentleman scon
settled tha matter by departing in his
motor-car,

CHAPTER 12,
A Question of Marksmanship !

" ATSI”
“Bosh 1™
g “Look here—"

“Br-rer-r 17

“¥You School House ass!”

“You New House dummy 1”

The argument between Figgins and
Blake was growing warm and excited.
It was late afternoon. The Bt. Jim’s
juniors had spent a very enjoyable
morning tramping round M. Cernay’s
estate, but u heavy fall of snow had
eventually driven them indoors,

The aspect of the countryside was
very like Christnas now. It was
homelike to sce the snow edging the
roofs and walls, and the leafless
trees looking like skeletons.

After Iunch the juniors had been com-
pelled to stay in for a time, till the
gnow left off. It had ceased falling,
and Tom Merry & Co. had strolled out
into the garden, now under a blanket
of white. Then the difference of
opinion between Iiggins and Blake had

un.

‘gPeaca, my sons ! said Tom Mervy.

“The silly ass says

“ '.I.'he"ho\\'ling dufier has the cheek to
EAy—

“Look here—"

"Rata !Jl

Tom AMerry pushed in between the
excited juniors.

“Now, look here, you pair of aszes,”
he said. “You're not going to have a
House row uunder aucther fellow’s
roof—"

“We'ra not under a reof,” said
Blake. “We're in the blessed garden |

“It amounts to the same thing.
What's the row about? Why can’t you
kids be quiet?”

“Who are you calling kids?”

“You Fourth Form duffers!” said
Tom Merry severa'y “Why, here's
zuung Wally of the Third Form, and

e's behaving himself guite decertly !”

“Thank you!” =aid Wally cheerfully.
“1 want to show Cernay that we're not
all howlitg outsiders at Bt. Jim's, you
hare, you young imp—"
began Blake.

“Never mind, Wally,” interrupted
Figgins. “You were saying—"

Special Christmas Rumber

Christmas, Everyboedy !
Even to the reader who sayas the

Merry

only thing that is funny to him is
why the Editor let's me write this
stuff every week |

# What do you know about
Turkey, DAvey minor?"
asked Mr. Selby. ** Ilikeit!"
replied Wally promptly.

Young Gibson says that when he

- grows up he is going to be a literary

man. o'll write the ' cracks”
that go in Christmas crackers. A
* resounding "' success ?

A reader ashs if I would likke
the recipe for o Christias cake
trwco hundred years old. Do gou
want to bust my molars, old
chap 7

“8pore Wheel Thieves,” runa
a headline. I can’t see why we
should, even if it is nearly
Christmas.

Try this, then:
you butt your opponent,
Gore § ' asked Tom Mervy,
after Gore had been disqualificed
in the achool boxing champi.
ship. ‘' Well, the instrucior
told me to wuse my head!l’
explained Gore.

“How is it best to feel at
Christmos § ' inquires  Blake.
Rich |

News : I hear that at Christ-
mas-time the guards en trains
in Siam use bugles. In case of
danger they simply blow the
communication chord!

Kangeroo says they will be
slaying & special oricket match at
hristmas in 8ydnoy, weering 1890
costumes. They used to wear
*“ toppers ” then, says Iangaroo.
Of courso, we still can’t get on
without bowlera.

Story : ' Is this swimming
pool deep ?' asked the all-
the-year swimaner of the park
attendant. i Deep ' er-

laimed the attendant. ** Pl
asay it is! A fellow dived into
it o few weeks ago and we saw
no more of him. We gol a
wire later from Australia,
asking wus lo send on  his
clothes [

BY SPECIAL REQUEST:
George Gore will not sing *' Good
King Wenceslas ™ at the school
breaking-up concert,

Travelling this vac ? I hear

ibals cat ybody
over thirly years of age. So
take your birth certificate with
gou!

For Christmas parties: A snob
ia & chap who only wants to know

! tho people who don't want to

know him.
Herec's to you, chaps—in fomn-
ing ginger-pop!

“ Why did §

i “DBut you'll have to find

17

“Yes, so I was, and you—"

“1 said you couldn’t do anything of
the sort. I A

“But what’s the row ?” almost shouted
Tom Merry.

“Why, the ass had the cheek to say
that he could «chuck a smowball at &
moving object straighter than I could]”
said Figgins excitedly. “Of course, I
don't want to blow my own trumpet.
It's a question of facts.”

“Lot you know about facts |” snorted
Blake. "I don’t mind you New House
chaps being conceited. Iylmuw you can't
help it. But when it comes to a matter
of denying a thing that's perfectly
plain——"

“You ass!|”

“You duffer!”

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry. “If you
want to setile it, why not put it to the
test, instead of s anging each other and
wasting your breath?’

“Well, that's not a bad ides,” said
Figgins, calming down a little. “I sup-
pose if Blake sees me do it he won't have
the cheek to say—"

“Yes, I can see you hitting anythin
smaller than the size of a house!” sai
Blake. “I don’t thinkl 8till, 'm
willing to try; though, of course, it
won't alter the fact It will only make
you own up that you are a chump{”

“We want moving objects at.a certain
distance,” said Figgins, gathering-up =
handful of snow, and beginning to knead
a snowball. “Suppose Tom Merr
walks slowly past &t a distance o
twelve yards, and we take three shots
each in turn. The chap who knocks
hia éﬂ.p off first is the winner.”

[ I’,

“Oh, jolly good!” said Tom Merry.
gsome other
target. Yonng Wally mght not mind."”

“But he might” said young Wally.

s« T']] tel] you what—Blake can take three

|

3
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shots at Figgins—"

“Good |” said Blake,

“And then Figging can take three
shots at Blake.”

“0Oh, don't be an ass, young Wally I'*

“Ha, ha,; hal"

“Hallo 1" exclaimed Lowther.
“(Jussy to the rescue .as usuall”

" Eh ?,’

“There's Gussy—in his topper, tool
Just in timel”

There was & general grin of
approval. The juniors were in ¥
garden et some distance from the
house, and Arthur Augustus was taking
a stroll down o garden path, ot »
distance of twelve yards from them.
IIe seemed to be dcel: in thought;
probably thinking out how to get om
tho track of the bank-robber, aud he
did not glance towards the group of
juniors. .

Arthur Augustus was in his most
elegant attire, and he was sporting &
silk topper as usual. The sight of
that silk topper simply made the
juniors ycarn to pup their snowballing
to the test.

“Well, that's not a bad idea,”
grinned Tom Merry. “You take the
shots in turn, and the chap who brings
down the topper is the best shot."

“ Agreed I’ ) -

“Iere, I'm going to be in this,” said
Lowiher, gathering up a double hand-
ful of snow. “Make it a general test
—onc shot each all round, If the
topper isn't brought down, start again
fram the be%nning."

“{iood | lake and Tiggy can
begin.” y ;

£0h, all vight 1" said Tiggy. “Say
whoen [?

“Get the snowballs reads,” said

Tng Geu Lisnary.—No. 1,556,
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Tom Merry, “Betler not say any-
Ahing to Gussy; he might raisc some
silly objection ™
“Ha, ha, ba! Very likely!”
“Fire in order—Blule, [igging, my-
scllf, Lowll}‘mr, Wally !

" Go it, Blake!”

Jack Blake took careful aim. Arvilur
Augustus, strolling by, deep in
thought, was just abreast of the group
of juniors. His eyes were fixed on the
ground, and there was a shade of re-
flection on his aristocratic brow.

Whiz!,

The snowball flew, willi careful ain,
and missed Arthur Augustus’ nose by
8 guarter of an inch, The swell of
Bt Jim's gave o violent slart,

::Fg;l Jave !;”I e

Miggy—quick
Whizt
Right on D’Arcy’s chin crashed (he

snowball, as he turned tlowards the
group of juniors in amazement and
indignalion.

“Your turn, Merry!”

Whiz! Crasht

Tam Merry's snowball wenl  {rue
to_its aim,

Ii crashed full on tle glossy silk
topper, and lifted it from itz wearer's
head, and carried it suiling through
the air for several yards,

“Bravo "

“Tom Merry wins !’

“Bai Javel”

“ Hurraht”

Aythur Augustus starcd blaukly at
the juniors for a moment, and hen he
rushed -towards them.

Lowther and Wally, not o lLe de-
prived of their turn, though the target
was now demolished, hurled their
snowballs, and one caught D'Arcy on
the nose, and one on liis waisteoat,

The swell of St. Jimm's gasped, and
came on furiously,

“You—you feshful wulians—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ You—you wuff
wuined my toppah.
“Sorry, Gussyl
necessary.”

“Pway put up your hands, Tom
Mewwy! I am goin' to give you a
feahful thwashin’ !

And Arthur Augustus danced up to
tho hero of the Shell, waving his fists
in the air, his usually calm counten-
ance aflame with wrath.

i e

CHAPTER 13,
The Scarred Man Again!
OM MERRY reireated.
““Hold on, Gussy—"
“1 wefuse to hold ont Vou
have thwown me into a fluttah,
and wiined my toppah! I am g;oin‘

beasts! You have
t2]

It was  strictly

to give ‘you u feahful thwashin'!
“LGassy — Guesy 1’ said Lowther
solemnly.  *Suppese M.  Cernay

should coms along and see you fight-
ing?! Gussy, are you going to bring
down o¢ur ginger whiskers in sorrow
to the erematorium?'’

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Keep the peace, Gussy” grinned
Tom Merry. “We weren't snowball-
ing your topper as a topper, but as a
target. Therefore—"'

“It is wuined, all the same”

“That is a detail, You gee—

“In the circs, Tom Mewwy, as it
would be wotten bad form to wow in
anothah fellow's quartahs, I will not

wash you.’

“Oh, thanks, Gussy! You make me

breath

n

he again.”
‘“But in -the ocires, also, I eannot
Tee Gewm Lisrary,—No, 1,656,

wegard such a set of wullians ns my
fwiends,” said Arthur Augustns, jom-
ming his eyeglass inte his cye, and
surveying Lhe grinning juniors with
indignant scorn. “I1 wefuse to speak
to you again!”

JAnd  Arthur Avgustus walked off,
picked up his topper, and brushed it
with  his  handkerchief, and theu

walked away with his head very high
in the air. He crossed to one of tho
park gates, walked oul, and dis-
appeared from sight.

Tom Merry chuckled., ITe had little
doubt that the swell of 8t. Jiin's would
soon get ovep his wrath, aud return
to the chateau.

About half an hour later there was
a fresh fall of snow, which drove the
juntors  indoors again, and they
adjourned to {he Dbilliards-room of
the chateau, whore they were soon too
busy to think of what D'Arcy might
be doing,

Meanwhile, D'Avey walked on.

He was simmering with wrath; but

D'Arey’s  wrath never lasted long.
IIe calmed down, and, though s
wrath was dissipated, his “dig” was
as invincible as cver. His brow was
clouded as he strode on through tlie
dusk.
. The fall of snow was sydden, and
it found him a considerable distance
from the chatean. Ife had not brought
out either a coat or an umbrella, and
he was dismayed, o was thinking
not of himself, but of his clothes,

“Bai Jovel I shall have to get some
sheltah1” he murmured.

He looked round at the dusks land-
seape,

Lhrough the gloem of (he gathering
night loomed up the massive remains of
the ruined chatean.

Arthur Augustus’ eyes gleamed.

“Bai Jove! Just the place!”

He strode swiftly towards the ruins.
Therve was shelter (here, and Arthur
Augustus, too, was ourious to look over
the place. He had an idea that Le
could penetrate the mystory and discover
what irickery was being played there,
It would be a score over Tom Merry &
Co. to inform thern that the mystery was
solved, and that their intended night
expedition was not needed.

“Yaas, wathah!” murmured Arthur
Augustus.

{e walked on quickly towards the
ruin, and broke into a run as the snow
fell more thickly. His foolsteps made
no sound upen the soft carpet of snow.

As he neared the ruin lie gave a start.

Through the thickening dusk he
caught sight of a red point of light.

“Bai Jove!"” he murmnred.

It was a small point of red, and the
swell of 8t, Jim’s was puezled to account
for it. It ecertainly did not procced
from a lamp or lantern, nor from a
match.

D'Avcey came through the ruined hall,
and reached the doorway of the
sheltered apartment in which the juniors
nad camped the previous night, and
from which they had been scared by the
unearthly manifestations.

He had lest sight of the red glow for
a mioment; but now, as he eutered the
sheltered room, he caughi sight of it
ugain.

Then he grinned.

The red glow procecded from the
lighted end of a cigar,

“Bai Jove I” murmured D'Arey. ““Bo
the ghosts smoke cigars, do they I

He stopped and looked into the room.
The dusk was thickening, and the in-
terior of the room was, of course,
darker than outside, and for some
moments he could see nothing, Then
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ha slowly made out the form of a man
with a eigar in his mouth,

As his eyes beeame more used to the
gloom, he discovered the rather start-
ling fact that the man's eyes were fixed
upon him, with a glitter of surprise and
alavm in them that rather alarmed
D'Avey in his lurn,

A low, savage voice came through the
dusk,

“You! You once morve [

D’Arcy gave a jump.

He knew the voice, and now he looked
again he knew the face, wiili that sear
across it Bul the black beard was
gone, and its absence changed the face
strangely.

A thrill ran through the swell of Bt,
Jim's,

It was the disagrecablo passenger of
the train—the scarred Trenchinan the
juniors had run against in the lane last
night, What was he doing here?

D’Arcy gazed at him guardedly,

At the slightest hostile movement from
the scarred man he was ready to stand
on the defensive, or to retreat, as might
be needed,

“Bai Jove |” he exclaimed.
meetin’ you "

“Clochon | Spy

“1 wefuse to be called a cocliong!

“Fool!” growled the scarred man.
“Ho you come again! You—"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“1t is once too often, donc!"” said the
soarred man, with a savage grin, “It
ig your own fault, you English brat!
Gaston

Avthur Augustus gave a start. The
man's look showed him for the first time
that thera was eneother enemy to think
of, but it was too late. As he whirled
round a strong grasp was laid upon him
from behind.

He struggled fiercely, but lie was in
the grip of a powerful man.

“Welease me 1" gasped D'Avey. “You
cowardly wottah [

The scarred man sprang forward and
lent his aid. In the grasp of the two
Arthur Augustus was quite helpless.

leie scarred man gave him a bitter
ook,

“Your own deed,” he said, between
his teeth. * n your head be it."”

“You wascalF;D 3

The scarred nman spoke to his comrade
in French, and the junior was dragged
to the flight of stone steps  which
Figgins had explored. The cold air of
the vaults struck a chill to his very
bones.

He was dragged along in the dark-
ness, and he heard a sound as of a stone
moving, and then he was thrust into a
dank smelling chamber of stone, in black
darkness.

There was a sound of a click, and the
junior realised that he was alone.

“Bai Jove I

He regained his balance, and felt
along the walls for the door. Clold and
damp stone met his touch on all sides,

He shouted, but only the echo of his
owni voice answered him. He felt his
way round the room. Ilow many angles
were there in the walls? Ilow large
was the room?

He had no matches, and he could get
no light. e laid his hat on the floor
against the wall, and carefully felt his
way round till he eame to it again.

The room was square in shape, about
ten feet each way. It was bare, stono
floor, and the walls were of the samo
cold, chilly stone. But where the' door
was he could -not tell. It presented no
difference to his touch.

© " (Continued on page 20.)
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“Bai Jove !” murmured D'Arey.

What was the intention of his (‘ﬂ-{liDl‘S?
Why was he there? D'Arcy hardl
daved face the terrible truth, but he felt
that he was in about the mosi serious
fix of his life.

CHAPTER 14,
The Expedition !

o FRITL " .
C “Tallo ! Anything
matter, Cernay?”
“It is zat I do not sce

Monsienr D'Avey.”

“ Gussy 1”7

“Tt is zat ho iz not to be seon??

Tom Merry looked concerned.

They had gone up to their room to
change for dinner, and D'Avey was nob
with them. The French youth had been
looking for Arthur Augustus, and now
he came in to tell the juniors that he
was not to be found.

Monsicur Cernay had not yet returned
from Parvis. But the absence of Cernay
pere made the intended ghost hunt thag
night casier. The juniors had arranged
to leave the chateau on the ghost hunt
after dinner.

“I cannot sce D'Arcy, and I find no
one who has scen him,” said Cernay.
*1Is it zat he has gone out for a walk?”

“By George!” said "Tom Merry.
“He did go out about an hour ago !

“Zon it 1s zat he was caught in the
snow,”

“Oh, that’s it1” enid Tom Merry,
relieved. “I wag afraid he was—ahem |
It's all right. Ee has stopped some-
where out of the enow, and. he’ll be
back later. Serve him right if he misses
his dinner. It will be a lesson to him to
be _more careful.”

Cernay laughed,

“Ze dinnair vill alvays be retty for
mes amis,'”. he siid. “1 zink zat soime
recident happen, perhaps; bub if you
zink rll vight—"

#*0h, yes, he's all vight 1”7

“Zen it 18 good 1"

And Auguste Cernay retired.

“He's all vight,” said Tom Merry.
“No need to worry, Blake. He went
off on his dig, and I thought at first
that ho was ‘lz{ceping away beeaunse of
that. - But it stands to reason that he
would put up somewhere out of the
snow, 1Ie had no coat on.”

Jack Blake nodded.

“Yes; he's all right, I expeet.”

And they went down to dinner.

Dinner was a merey meal, and it was
not over till late. The snow was falling
thickly nll the time, and it scemed that
D'Arcy would not venture home in it.
The juniors had no suspicion, of eourse,
that he had gone io the ruined chateau.

Towards eight o'clack. the snow
slackened, but it did not cease to fall
for another half-liour. Thep the juniors
preparcd for their expedition to the
rnined chateau.
“The night was dark bug fine, and a

ost of stars glittered in the steely sky
and cast o dim light on the carpet of
spotless snow.

“It’s curvious that Gussy doesn’t eome
back,” Blake remarked as they went up
to put their coats on,

Tom Merry knitted his brows.

“I'in afraid it’s a case of dig.” he

the

remarked.,  “(ussy was very wrathy
about snowballing "his tepper.”™
“Yes, but—"

“I don't sce how anything could Lave
Jappened to him,"” said Manners,

“*No, hut i ]

“What have you got on your mind,
BR'aket?

Blake hesitated.
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“Well, it occurred to me that the ass
might have gone to the haunted
chatean, you know. If he went there

alone, he might get into trouble.”

Tom Merry looked serious.

“By Jovel” ]

“Weo know there's fome {irickery
going on there,” said Blake. “If Gussy
has gone and put his head right into
it, one never knows what might
ha}\)pcn."

“I shouldn’t wonder. Tt would be
like Gus,” said Wally. “The best thing
we can do is to go and see,”

“Yes, rather !”

It did not take the juniors long to
prepare for the expedition.

During the day, Cernay had prepared
everything that was needed, ineluding
a torch cach, and a sot of stout cudgels,
in ease cnemies more material than
ghosts should be encountered.

The juniors descended and found
(lernay in his coat and cap. torch and
cudgel in hand, awaiting them at the
door.

“Ts it zat you are all ready?” he
azked.

“Yes, rather ”

“I zink zat D'Arcy excuze if ve go
vizout him,” said Cernay anxiously. “I
not zink I like him to zink =zat ve
nc'glnctful."

‘Oh, that’s all right, Cernay! As a
matter of fact, 1 think it's quite possible
that Gussy has gone o the ruin, and
got info iroubln there.”

“* Mon Dien !”

“Ie might have taken shelter ‘there
from the snow,” said IKerr.

“ Possibly,” said Cernay. “If he is
zore ve vill find him. Come on!”

“Wait a bit, Where's Fatty 7"

Talty Wynn had disappeared.

“Fatty 1" called out Figgins, * Where
are youl”

“Tin coming 1™

Fatty Wynn relurned with a pink
face and a parcel under his arm.

“It's all right,” he said, blushing
guiltily as he' met Viggins' accusing
glance. *I—] thought I'd better bring
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some grub along, In—in case of
accidents, you know. Accidents will
happen, and it would be an awful
thing to go hungry in this weather.”

Figeins grunted.

“(h, come on, porpoise |”

And they left the Chateau Cernay.

Outside the night was cold and clear.
On all sides sheets of spotless white
stretched away into the gloom.

Their feet left deep tracks in the soft
snow, and a long trail followed them as
they tramped on.

They walked mostly in silence.

Determined as they were to discover
and solve the mystery of the haunted
chateau, the juniors realised that they
were nobt engaged in mere fun now;
there might be an element of danger in
their enterprise,

That the place was really haunted by
visitants from the other world, they
refused to believe, in spite of the inex-
plicable  manifestations they  had
witnessed. But if trickery was at work,
there must be some motive for it.

The tricksters were not wasting their
time playing such a game for fun.
There was something they had to hide,
some reason why they wished to keep
visitors away from the ruin. And the
explorers might very easily find them-
selves on hostile terms with a gang of

. ruffians.

It was barcly possible that the whole
?.ﬂ'mr was due to practical jokers; and
in that case, too, there would probably
be a fight, as the juniors had their
fright of last night to avenge.

Cernay led the way, and they followed
him steadily, till at last, through the
starlight, the ruins of the haunted
chatean loomed up. Gloomy and dark
looked the ruins of the old stone
chateau as the juniors advanced
cautiously towards them.

There was enough light from the
stars to enable them to pick their way
over the rugged heaps of masonry
towards the room in which they had
camped two nights ago.

Within, under the roof, the darkness
was intense, and Tom chrry gave the
word for the torches to be switched on.
A dozen beams of light shone out. The
room was empty.

On the stone floor was a heap of
blackencd embers, showing where the
fire had burned out. That was all.

Tom' Merry looked at the remains of
the camp-fire.

“Bomebody has been at work here,”
he said quietly. “The rest of the fuel—
where is it? It's been taken.”

“The ghosts must have been cold,”
murmured Monty Lowther.

‘“Ze peasants—zey nced firewood,”
said Cernay. “It might have been

zen‘].” ,
“Yes, possibly.”
“Hark 1*

A sound—exactly what they could not
say—had become audible in the silcence.

“8hut off the lights I” whispered Tom
Merry.

In an instant all was dark.

The juniors waited—silent, tense, with
fast-beating hearts.

CHAPYER 15.
The Ghost of the Chateau!
RIM silence—still as the grave.

It had lasted several minutes,
which seemed to be hours to the
juniors. What was the sound

they had heard?

Tom Merry was about to give the
word for the torches to be switched on
sgain, when  Blake gripped his arm
tightly.

“ Look I” L» muttered,



Mhere was a pale glimmer of ghostly
light. It glimmered through a doorless
portal, from' the ruined room beyond—
a large room, of which the massive stone
walls alone remmained standing, [t was
the yoom in which the unearthly form
had been seen by the juniors.

They drew a quick, deep breath.

“The—the ghost!” murmured TFatly
Wynn,

S Quiet 1

But Tom Merry, in spife of his nerve,
felt a strange cerie thrill as the dim
figure of ihe white monk, with the
skull-like face, loomed ont of the gloom
in the distance. He remembered how
he had hurled & stone at the ghostly
form without hurting it. What did 1t
mean 7

In the dark he stooped for a missile,

* Quiet, you chaps!t”

He rose again, o jagged stone in his
hand. Witl deadly aim. he hurled it
through the opening of thin wall at tho
ghostly figure beyond.

Crazlh |
_The impact of the stone upon the
stone wall seemed like thunder to the
straining mnerves of the St. Jim's
juniors. A thousand booming echoes
rotted through the recesses of the ruins.

The ghostly monk did not stir.

Tom Merry felt the perspiration start
out on his brow. There was no mistake.
Twico it had happened, What in
wonder’s name did it mecan?

“I—I think we’d betier be off,” mur-
mured Fatty Wynn.

Vigeging' grip closed on his arm.

“Stand where you are, Fatty1”

li

il

i L

Tom Merry flashed the torchlight on the floor—and it was as well that he did so !
The Junior's face went white.

floer,

S

I;f[ .

Il
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“B-hut—-"

“Bhut up !

“Turn on the
Merry reselutely.

lights ! said Tom
ey i “1'm going to seo
s through,

The torchlizghis blazed oub. At the
same instant the figure vanished.

“Come an I

Thoey followed Tom Merry with fast-
beating hearts, but with undaunted
courage. They scrambled over the
rough stenes and bricks into the great
roofless chamber, fashing their lights
on all zides.

They wore ready for any foe; bub
there was no foe to be discovered. The
place was empty—silent!

Tom Merry plunged 'on ihrough
stones and snow towards the wall where
his miseile had struck. On the stone
wall was a mark where the impact had
been. The stone lay broken in the snow
at his feet.

“[—I say, Tom,” said Manners, in a
low voice, “look ab the snow!”

“What ebout iti"”

“Thero's ne footmarks in it—none but
our own.”

The startled juniors looked at the
white carpet of snow. The floor was
covered with it to a depth of eight or
nine inches. And there was no trace of
a footprint theve, save the traces left
by the boots of ihe juniors themsclves.

They exchanged startled looks, and
hurriedly retreated to the adjoining
voorn.  Their faces were pale now.

“Jang it all 1’ muttered Tom Merry
desparately,  “What does it mean?
What can it meang”

!‘

For a gap yawned before him in the stone
! gtop, you chaps! 'l
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#Ts—is if possible—" bepgan MMan-
ners.

“Is what possible?”

“That it's a g-g-ghost 1™

L l{‘nls [}l

“Bbut—"

“I—I think we may a3 well clear,®
murmured Fatty Wyon:  “Of course, I
don't believe'in ghosts, but it’s jolly cold
here, and—" .

“I’'m going to stay " exclaimed Tom
Merry.

“Yes, but—"

“Put the lights out and see if it
appears again,” said Tom.

There was a general hesitation. After
that experience the juniors were
naturally loth to stand there in the
darkness, but the hesitation was brief.
One by one the torches were switched
off, and dnrkness reigned once more im
the ruined chatear.

The juninrs watched nervously.

Somoe minutes elapsed, then came the
climmer of ghostly Hght again, ond
ihen, outlined in thoe gleom, appeared
the white monk.

It was moving now—slowly moving in
the gloon,

“(Great Scott!” muttered Lowther.
“Tet's got outt! What can it bo that
leaves no footprints in the snow 2"

“Come on, Tomi”

“Qui, onil” Cernay was fecling ner-
vous. “It is not of zo carth. Let us go,
mon ami. Allons?

Tom Merry did not shir.

“You follows stand here,” Te said.
“T'm pgoing to see what it 3a.”

“ But—hut—"

7

i
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“I's no good turuing on the lirghts.
I'm going in the dark!” said Tom,
whoso face was pale but determined.
“You fellows stand here.”

“ You shan’t go alone 1" said Lowther.

“Yos, yes! Two make more row than
one. I want to take the rotter by sur-
prise, whoeyer and whatever it is.”

“ But—but——"

“Let me have my way, Monty. Keep
where you are.”

And Tom Merry grasped his cudgel
firmly in his band, and stole silently
towards the doorway.

The figure was still now.

Strange and unearthly it looked, and
it did not move as Tom Merey entered
the roofless chamber, where it glim-
wered through the darkness,

On the thick snow Lis feet made no
soutd.

With a thwmping heart bub a ecool
head the junior advanced steadily
towards the ghestly monk.

Closer—eloser—closer | The form did
not move.

Closer—till by stretching out his hand
he could have touched it.

And then Tom Merry could have burst
into a laugh, for he could see now what
the juniors could not sec from e dis-
tance—that the white monk was simply
s lighted reflection on the wall.

No wonder it had disappeared when
the torches were turned on.

It was no doubt effected by a film pro-
jector, the darkened wall answering the
purpose of a screen.

Tom Merry remained silent. He
turned round and looked back, and
caught the dim bar of light from the
point where the tricksters were.

In the stone wall of the roofless
chamber was & small opening, where a
block of stone had been moved, and
there Tom Merry caught a glimmer of
light. It was in the wall opposite the
apparition, and just over the doorway,
and Tom guesszed at once that it was a
secret passage in the thickness of the
wall.

He raised his hand slowly, holding the
heavy cudgel in it, the darkrdess of the
place concealing him and his move-
mentz, The rascals evidently had no

suspicion that any of the explorers would
be bold enough to venture into the room
in the davk, Tom Merry took careful
aim, and the stick went wlhirling through
the air.

There was a sudden yell,

The light disappeared instantly, and
the ghostly figure vanished. There was
a trampling of feel as the juniors
rushed madly through the doovway, and
a flazhing of lights,

“Tom Merry 7

“It’s all right [ called ont Tom.

They gathered round him.

“ I—I thought it was you thal called !
gasped Lowther.  “ What's happened 27

Tom Merry picked up his stick from
the snow where it had fallen,

e flashed his light upon the stone
wall above the doorway. The opening
had disappeared. The slone had been
closed.

“It was a trick.” said Tom Merry.
“We're hardly to blame for being taken
in by it, and if any of the counivy folk
here have scen it ai work, no wonder

they have taken the chatean for
hannted.”

Y But what happened ?"

Tom Merry explained.

“My hat!” said Lowther, “It was a

deep game ! Well, I think it's pretty
clearly established now that we have
ghosts of flesh and blood to deal with.”

“Yes, rather ! said Piggins. “Let's
descend the stairs and run them down.
They can be hunted out if we look long
enough.”

“Hold on!” said Fatty Wynn. “Sup-
pose we have a snack of grub first.
You sea—"

“Rats !

And Tom Merry & Co. made their way
to the stone steps that led down to the
vaults below the ruined chateau,

—_—

CHAPTER 186,
The Secret Passage !

HE discovery of the true nature of
the trickery at the hanuted
chatean had relieved the St Jim's
juniors of any supernatural fears,

but it placed them more than ever upon
their guard. They knew now for certain
that they had earthly foes to deal with,
and foes, too, who would not be taking
so much trouble for nothing. What was
the secret of the ruined chateau?

“Ciel 1" said Auguste Cernay., “Zis
is my father's property, and ze raseals
are trespassers here,  Zey are rascals,
and I zink zat mon pere he very please
if ve show zem up, and prove zat ze
chateau not really haunted.”

“Yes, rather!”

“1 zink, too, zal
ze trick’s very dan-
gerous, and zat a
weak-minded person
might be scared inio
ze fits."

“Very likely.”
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“Zen you fellows
might have had to
pass ze whole night
in ze snowstorm last
night if you had not
found ze barn.”

“What-ho [

“ Zerefore, if zmey
are practical jokers
here, ve gifls zem
licking, and if zey
are some rascals ve
shows zem up.”

“Exactly I”  said
Tom Merry.”

“Only look out
where yvou're
going,” said Wally.
“If  they've  foot-

pads, or anything of
that sort, they may
show fight.”
“They're very
likely to do s0,”

The Gem Library—eEvery Wednesday

said Tom AMerry., “But there. gre
eleven of ug, and there can hardly he as
many of them.”

“ Zat iz not likely.”

“Anyway, we'ro going for them,” said
Blake, “and if it's a practical joke we'll
zive them some jokes of a still more
practical nature,”

“ Zat is s0.”

“;}C‘-ar?ful herell}‘ said Tom Merry,
16 steps are slippery.

“Right-ho 1" 10

They trod carefully down the steps.
They entered the dark, damp vaults,
flashing the torches round them to right
and left,

“Hark !” said Kangaroo suddenly,

A deep groan sounded from the still-
ness of the vaults. Tom Merry smiled
contemptuonsly,

“They ean't frighten us with that
now,” he remarked.

“No. TIi's a bit out of date after
wa've found out the film-projector busi-
ness,” said Monty Lowther, “Give 'emn
4 groan back.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Zat is funny 1”7 eaid Cernay, *Ii is
a good idea. Ven zey groan again give
zein zo groan back again for zemselves.”

“Ila, ha, ha 1"

“Hark [*  exclaimed
" There it is again!”

Groan !

It was & deep, awe-inspiring sound,
and even. theugh they knew it was
trickery, it gave some of the juniors a
feeling of uneasiness; but they did, not
hesitate to reply to it in kind.

They gave a groan in chorus back
again, and that groan rang and echood
throngh the dim vaults of the old
chateau, Then they listened for a
repetition of the sound,

But the groan was not heard again,
The explorers’ reply had convinced the
tricksters evidently that their tacties
were of no further use.

Jack Blake gave a chuckle.

“1 faney we've got to the end of the
ghost business,” he remarked. “But we
may have something a bit more serious
to tackle next.”

“They'll find us ready for them,”

“Zal is g0, mon wmi !

“Come on !” said Tom Merry. “We're
going rvight through these vaults from
end to end. Keep the light well about
you, and clubs ready.”

“What-ho I

*0ui, oui t”

The juniors, keeping close together,
pressed on through the gloomy vaults,

A dozen torches made the place almost
as light as day wherever they moved,
and made it impossible for any lurking
foe to escape their sight if they should
come pear him, but no one appeared.
They followed the sevics of vaults to the

the Cornstalk,

‘extremity, and then rveturned the way

they had come, without secing anyone.

They gathered again at the foot of the
atairs,

“Zere i3 no vun,” said Cernay; “but
I have heard mon perc say zat scre are
secret passages in zese old ruins”

1]

“It's pretty certain,” said Tom
Merry. “ They were working that ghost
business from—-  Iark! hat's
that 2"

Tap, tap!

“ Someone tapping 1"

* Listen again |

Tap, tap, tap!l

They strained their eyes into the dark-
ness on all sides. Az far as the radius
of light from the forches reached there
was nothing to see but damp floor and
damp walls.

“It's another game of the rascals ™
said Tom Merry.



#Yos, rather”

“Tap back again

“Good wheeze [

And Tom Merry tapped on the nearest
wall with his cudgel.

Tap—tap—tap |

They listened for a veply., It was not
long in coming.

Tap—tap |

From what direction the sound pro-
ceeded they could not tell.

“There’s a  blessed seccret passage
somewhere 1" said Blake.

Tom Merry uitered an exclamation :

* Follow me 1”

He ran quickly up the stairs.

The juniors followed him, wondering
what lie bad in his mind, Tom Merry
stopped by the ashes of the old camp-
fire. Heo flashed his torch down upon
the blackened flagstones,

“What's the game?”
Dighy.

“¥You remember they groaned quite
close to us last night, and we couldn’t
tell how it could be so close ?” said Tom
Merry excitedly.

#1 remember.”

“Well, I should say the secret passage
runs under this floor.”

“My hat I”

“And these big, flat stones look as if
they could be prised up,” said Tem
Merry, “Let's try—and see.”

The idea caught on at once. The
juniors sct keenly to work, The cement
between the stones had long rotted
away, and, by using their sticks as
}.Ie\'ers, they prised up one of the big

ags.

Stony earth was underneath.

“Not much there,” said Kerr.

“One swallow doesn’t make &
summeor.’”

“We'll try the next,” said Kangaroo.

The next stone was easier still to raise,
as one edge was uncovered. It revealed
nothing but carth. But the third flag-
stone turned over by the juniors dis-
closed a dark, wide cavity, rimmed
round with stone,

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed.

“What do you say to this, my sons?”

" Jolly good 1”

The juniors were very exeited now.
They were evidently on the track of the
“ghost 7 of the rumed chateau at last.

*We've got Lo get down there,” said
Blake.

" Befter see what it's like, first. Any-
body got any string 7

Dighy had a long piece of twine. It
was tied to one of the torehes, which was
lowered into the opening. The torch
descended to about cight fect, and
clinked upon a stone floor. The light
revealed the floor and walls of a pussage
Luilt in the stone.

“Come on !” said Tom Merry.

He swung himself over the edge of the
aperture, and dropped lightly into the
passage below.

He picked up the torch there, and led
the way onward. One by one the
juniors dropped down after him and fol-
lowed.  Behind them the passage
extended inlo blackness; belore them
the same,

The passage was about three feot
wide, and the juniors walked in singlo
file, Tom Merry held hig torch. out
before him, the rays gleaming ahead.

Suddenly the light was erossed by
avother light, and a dark form loomed
up beliind a lantern, and two fierce eyes
pleamed for a moment,

Tom Merry caught sight of a face.

He uttered a cry

“The man with the sear!”

There was a muttered oath in French,

The next instant the second light bad

"

grinned Kerr.

demanded
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aDy Mdeal
Christmas
Dinner.

Some surprising and amusing
confessions of St. Jim's
celebrities.

FATTY WYNN

Personally I am quite satisfied
with the wsual Christmas dinner,
consisting of turkey and plum
pudding, with mince pies and
nuts and fruit to follow. The
Christmas dinner is one of the
grandest institutions. It has
glorious traditions. I believe it
would break my heart if turkey
and plum pudding went out of
fashion n.mlp\\'u had te make our
Christmas dinner off mutton and
lecks. Being of Welsh extraction,
I ought to be loyal to the leck,
but T don’t want it on Christmas
Day, thanks! I sincerely hope
that our reformers and people
who are always trying to turn
things upside-down will not suec-
ceed in changing the Christmas
memun

ARTHUR AUGUSTUS
D’ARCY

My ideal Clwistmas dinnah,
deah hoys, consists of chicken, I
have found that a chicken, as a
wule, is more tendah than a
turkay. The turkay we had last
Chwistmas was =as tough as
leathah, bai Jove! My patah
spwained both his w'ists when he
carved it. I considah that bird
had bheen takin® fah too much
excrcise. It had worked off all
its superfluous flesh long since !
I shall therefore beg my patah
this comin’ Chwistmas to slay one
of his plump, tendah chickens for
the Chwistmas dinnah, Then
avewythin® in the garden will be
lovely |

PAT REILLY

Shure, an’ the good old turkey
an’ plum pudding fills the bill
intively ] At the same time, I
always like to stavt my Christmas
dinner witl a plate of Irish stew.
Ii's jolly good stuff, bejabers,
especially when there are niee fat
dumplings floatin’ about in it
If T had my own way I'd preface
every meal with a plate of Irish
stew.

But I'm afraid, begorrah, that
the St Jim’s cook would jolly
soon go on strike if sho bad to
prepare  Irish  stew ot every
meal |

EPHRAIM TAGGLES

Which I prefers to take my
Christinas dinner in liquid. form
—not  zolid.  What could bhe
better than a foamin' flagon of
ginger wine with a dash of

% cunmmat in it jest to give it o

bite? 1 shall ave great pleasure
in drinkin® the ‘ealths of all the
voung gents of 8t Jim's on
Christmas  Day—all Wwot ’ave
given me tips, thatis|

# chatcau a safe
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NMashed away—the searred Frenchman
was gone,

Tom Merry halled, breathing hard in
hia amazement.

Y Who was it?"” eried Blake.

No one but Tom Merry had seen more
than a flashing light "and =& Aitting
shadow,

“The scarred Frenchman—the man in
the trainl”

“Ciel I exclaimed Cernay, who had
been told about him, “And vat is he
doing heve?”

“Bome shady game,, I'll bet!” said
Tom Merry. " Anyway, we're going to
see the end of this now. Come on |

And he pressed forward along tho
secret passage,

—

CHAPTER 17,
The Bank Robber !

TRANGE thoughts wers in Tom
Merry's mind as he pressed on.

He was thinking of the French-

man in tho railway train—of the
strange meeting in the dark lane. Then
it.was the scarred Frenchman for whom

 those flashing signals had been made

last night—the scarred Frenchman who
was at the bottom of this trickery as
the haunted chateau !

Who was he? What was he?

He looked to the juniors like a man
from the city—not by any means like a
country footpad, at all eventa; yet he
was the man who was hiding there,

, Some  criminal—a  fugitive from
justice, hiding from tho police? Some
robber who had fﬂundp the ruined
hiding-place for his

plunder?

It was very probable.

“ITalt!”  cxclaimed Tom  Merry
abruptly.

His tneditations were interrupted as
he came face (o' faco with a stone wall,
which bMocked further progress.

The juniors came fo a stap.

They flashed the lights up and down
round them, but they shone only on
bara walls bnilt of greystone blocks.

Where lhad the scarred Frenchman
gone?

ITe had certainly not passed the
juniors in {he narrow passage, and here
they were, at the end of a blind alley,
empty save for themselves.

“Phere must be o deor of some sort,”
said Blake.

Mhere must be,”

“Twok for it—the stone's damp and
nouldy—there may be a trace where tho
fellow touched it,” said Jack Blake
sagely,

“(iood for you I?

Tom Merry examined the stones inch
by inch. As Blake suggested, a touch
would probably have left a mark in tho
damp fungus that covered the ohl stones.

“Iureka ! exclaimed TFom Merry.

“Have ypu found it?”

i }‘-["\‘.“

They prossed forward to ses. Thero
was tlie plajn inark where a heavy push
had beep.given upon the stone, and the
dump surfacn had heen rubbed, 'Fom
Merty piik ‘his hand in the saino place
and pushed.

The slone shid away.

Beyond, all was dark; but the torches
showed the passage extended into -a
chamber huilt in the stone.

“Careful how you go,” said DBlake,

* Right-lio

Tom Mervy lad, the way. He ftashed
the torchlight on the foor as he went—
and it was.as well that he did, : For'a
few feet from the opening a gap yawnéd

Trg GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,556,
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in the stone—a gap three fret wide and
bottomless, as far as Tém could sce by
lookirig. .

The junior's face went white.

*Stop, you chaps!”

“What 1s it?”

“A gap in the floor.”

Even Tom Merry wasz unnerved for a
moment, A single incantious step
would have hurled him down to certain
death.

Tom Merry's eves gleamed. _

“Take care, you fellows[” he said
“This isn't too wide to jump over, but
be careful.”

“Lead on, Maecduff !”

Tom Merry jumped the gap, On the
other side lay three or four luge flag-
stones, and they had evidently recently
been moved. The deliborate death-trap
had been laid for the pursuers; there
could be no doubt about that.

The juniors ‘advanced into the stone
chamber There was no appavent exit
from it, ‘As they moved round it, tap-

ing here and there on tho walls to
eel if they were solid, there came sud-
denly an answering sound that mede
them start.

Tap!

“My hat!"” said Blake. “The cheek !
He's tapping back to us!”

Tap, tap!

Tom Merry looked puzeled.

“It's the same tapping we henrd
when we were in the vaulfs.” he said.
“I wonder—'" He did not finish, but
searched out the spot where the tap-
ping sounded most clearly, and there
tapped in return.

Tap, tap, tap!

Back ot once c¢amec the reply.

Tap, tap!

“That can't bo the scarred man or
his friends,” said Tom Merry. “It's
somebody else—somebody  who's  got
shut up here somehow."

“My hat! Can it be—"

“Cussy 7"

“1 shouldn’t wonder!”

“Ciel | Zat would be strange.”

Tom Merry tapped on the stone wall
again, and then put his lips close to
the stone blocks and called out:

“Who is it?"”

His wvoice rang and cchoed through
the cell, but he heard no reply. He
shouted again, and then he thought he
caught a voice through the stone.

“Somebody's there,” he said, *‘but
@ tap sounds through the stone, and a
voice doesn't, I can’t make out a word,
or be sure if it is a voice.”

**There may be a door there.”

“It doesn't look like it.”

They searched the wall for & trace
of & door, but in vain. The stone
blocks were immovable. Then they
searched the other walls. It was equally
in _vain, and at last they ceased,
baffled.

“Ciel1” said Auguste Cernay, “Vat
does it mean, mes amis? Ze man came
£is way, zat is certain,™

“And he got out
Fi§ ins.

ui

, oul”
“Try

somehow,”” said

the Aoor,” suggested Bloke,
“There may be another blessed stair!”

“Good I"

They scanned the floor. And there
they found » flagstonc from which the
damp had been rubbed, .and which
chowed plain traces of recent moving,
But it refused to move. They pressed
and twisted at it without avail,

“It comes up, I expect,” said Tom
Merry. “But it's fastened under-
neath,”

“Then we ean't raise it.”

“Only by prising it up. Let's gel to
work.,”
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The stone was immovable. But
another flag near it was prised up—then
another, till the flags rvound it were
all up, and the obstinate stone was left
alone, Then they were able to get the
thick cudgels under the edge of it, and
the leverage gave them an advantage.
With a dezen strong arms levering, the
stone yielded.

There was a crack below, as if some
fastening had broken, and the stone
shot up so suddenly that two or three
of the juniors rolled on the floor.

The stone fell over with a erash.

“Ow " pgaeped Lowther as he saf
down, The back of Dighy's head gave
him & erack en the chin as Dig sat
down. “Ow!l AssI”

Dig rubbed the back of Lis head.

“Oht What did T knock the back of
my head against?”

‘My chin, you dummy!”

“Ow!l Why couldu’s you put your
silly chin somewhere "else?”  grunted
Di;{. “You've made my head ache !”

“D'you think you haven’t made my
jaw ache?” howled Lowther.

“0Oh, hold your jaw!” said Blake
humorously.

“ Look here, Blake——"

“8cat! Come onl”

“Yes; shut up, you chaps, and come
on!” said Tom DMerry, “There's a
stona gtair here, and I rather thinlk
this_will be the finish."

“Mon Dieu! I zink so!”

“That's all very well,
nearly broken.”

“But not quite, woree luck " sighed
Manners. “ How nice and Peaceiu the
study would be at 8t Jim's if it had
beon really brolken!"

“Well, you chaps can stay here and
jew if you like,” said "Lom Merry.
“I'm going on !

And he stepped into the opening, his
torch flashing ahead.

“8tay where vou are!”

It was a sudden shout from below.
A dark figure stood in {he torchlight—
a savage face looked up from below,
It was the scarred Irenchman again—
without his beard. The scar ran in a
livid line across his white cheek.

[ Siop 1!!

His right hand flashed—there was a
glimmer of steel in the light. A strange
thrill ran through Tom Merry as he
realised that a revolver was pointed
at him,

“Go back. or I'll shoot !"

Before Tom Merry could reply there
was a wild ery from Auguste Cernay

‘\‘ (LB I

My jaw's

 Cheer up ! Perhaps the children
will be old enough next year to light
their own fireworks !

Half-a-crown has besn awarded
to Miss M. Seear, 18, Hampton
Place, Brighton.
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over his shoulder. The French lad was
staring blankly at the scarred man,

“Ciel! It is ho— Cest le cogquinl
It is Maximilian Ponsac!”

“What I*

HE bank robber ™

“It is ze bank robber!®
. The juniors echoed the words
in blank amazement.

Across the scarred face of the

CHAPTER 18,
Captured !

Frenchman flashed a look of almost

demoniae rage.

The hand that held the revolver
trembled.
“Ah! You know me! Then you'll

pay dear for your knowledge——"

Jrash |

Jack Blake acted promptly. In his
blind rage-—and terror, too, for there
was as much fear as fury in his face—
the scoundrel had been pressing the
trigger; but Jack Blake hl.ll'lcﬁ his
torch with lightning swiftness,

The missile struck the scarred man
full in the face, and the crashing blow
blinded him for the moment. His arm
dropped; the revolver exploded, and
the bullet flattened on the stone floor.

The pext moment Tom Merry had
leaped down the steps, and a crashing
blow of his cudgel fell upon the
villain's right arm, numbing it, and
the revolver dropped to the ground.

The scarred man gave a yell of pain,

“Collar him!* shouted Figgins.

But he was running,

The juniors were teaving after him,
but Tom Merry shouled to them to be
careful.

“Hoald on!
be pitfalls (™

‘ Right-ho, my son |

“Zat ve follow him!”

“Wait a bit! DBlake, old man—""

“Hallo 1"
 “They may have another way of get-
ting out,” said Tom Merry hurriedly.
“You and two or three more go back
the way we've come, and guard the
opening at the top of the vault steps.
Sea? Knock down anybody who tries
to get out.”

Blake chuckled.

1] 00(1 1

Take carc! There may

“Take Kerr, Wally, and Kangaroo.”

“Come on, you chaps [”

And the four juniors hurried back
the way they had come, and in a few
moments -vers in the open air again
and on guard at the top of the vault
stops.

Tom Merry & Co. pressed on. They
were in a wide passage now, evidently
on a level with the vaulls below the old
chateau.

They were all intensely excited by the
strange news that Cernay had given
them. Auguste Cernay himself was
bubbling over with eagernoss.

“You're sure it's the bank robber?"
asked Tom Merry. “The one whao
robbed your father’s bank, you mean, of
course P

“Qul, outl”

“Have you seen him?”

“No. But ze police have his photo-
graph; he is a wellknown criminal,
and ze photo was published in all ze
newspapers, [ know every line of his
features. And, besides, ze scar—zere is
zat he canuot disguise.”’

“Good !"

“But how on ecarth did a Paris
eriminal eoimne to hide in a ruin in this
part of the country ?” asked Lowther.

“Ahl I kunow =zat, too—his oom-
federate, Vinol—2
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As Tom Merry stepped into the opening, there was a sudden
scarred Frenchman again—and a revolver was p

“VYes, I
saying—"

“Qui, oui! Vinol is a native of zis
district, and vas in my father’s employ
once,” Cernay explained. “Gaston
Vinol—*

“Gaston | That settles it. The scarred
man’s friend here is named Gaston, as
we know.”

“Qui, ouil Gaston Vinol was on zis
estate for yecars, and he had undoubt-
edly discovered zen ze secrets of zis old
chateau,” said Cernay. “Then, when
ze bank robbery had made Paris too
hot for zem, it must have been Gaston
Vinol who zought of zis place as a safe
refuge.”

“Bai Jove! Yes, and I suppose he
came here first to see if it was safe, a
he was a less conspicuous person than
the chap with the scar,” Tom Merry
remarked. “It was he who was making
the light signals for his confederate last
night when we chanzed here.”

“Zat is 50.”

“And he knew that the chatean is
supposed to be haunted, and he had
the fixings all ready to keep up the
game, in case the chatean should he
visited,” said Figgins. *It was a jolly
decp game [*

“Bai Jovel Yes”

“And Vinol vas a violinist, as T re-
member,” said Cernay. “He vas doubt-
less playing for his own amusement ven
you heard him last night.”

As they talked the juniors were slowly
and cautiously following the stone
passage; it led them, as they half-
cxpected, to a blank wall of stone,

remember  your governor

special Christmas Rumber
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shout from bealow.
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It was # ~

" Stop
d at the |

u\.;har-u you are ] "
iors !

But this was not likely to bafle them
now.

Tom Merry groped over the wall till
he found a stone that yielded to his
touch, and as it rolled back a gleam
of light came through.

The juniors pushed on through the
opening and found themselves in a small
stone chamber furnished with a wooden
bench, a couple of stools, and beds mado
up on the floor.

An oil-lamp was burning on the table,
and close beside it a pack of cards was
seattered, and there were several silver
coins among the cards.

Two or three bottles of wine and a
couple of glasses and a half-burnt cigar
gave additional evidence of the hasto
with which the occupants had left thoe
place.

The room was closed in on all sides,
yet the air was purc cnough, showing
that there was some hidden means of
ventilation in the stone walls,

On the opposite side of the room a
stone was partly closed, showing where
the bank robbers had made their exit.

Tom Merry glanecd quickly round the
rooim.

“This is where they lived,” he rve-
marked, “We seem {o have inferrupted
a little game by coming here to-night.”

“Ha, hal”

“And this is the way they've gone,”
said Figgins, pulling the stone door
wide open. “I wonder—— Why, here
wo ave in the vaults again!®

“By Jove!”

It was true; they were in the vaults,

close by the stone stair that led to the
open air. Tom Merry felt glad that he
liad thought of detailing Blake to guard
the top of that stair from outside.

For even as the juniors emerged into
the vanlts there came a sound of strife
from Lhe stairway.

There was a yell, a curse, and the
gound of a body falling down the stairs,
Then a shout from above.
“Come on, you bounders!

auother try!”

It was Jack Blake's voice.

Tom Morry chuckled gleefully. Blake
and his comrades were on guard, and
the bank vobbers were not likely to
cscape that way.

“We'll take the
behind,” said Mannecrs.

“¥es, come on.”

The juniors ran towards the stair.
At the foot of it lay a man, cvidently
half-stunned. He had been knocked
down by a cudgel blow as he tried to
emerge [rom {he stairs into the open
air, and the roll down the steps had
knocked out of him what little sense
the blow on the head had left.

The juniors seized him ir'-stn.nt]{.

1le began to struggle savagely, but it
did not nvail him. It was not the
Varis eracksman, but a man the juniors
had not seen before. Auguste Cernay
knew him at o glance.

“Ti's Gaston Vinoll” he eaid

“ Good I”

Have

rotters from

A couple of handkerchiefs were
twisted up, and tied fast round the
man's wrists and ankles. He lay
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muttering curses as the juniors left
him.

There was a sound of more curses on
the staire.  Then the voice of Maxi-
milian Ponsac was heard in parley.

“Let me pass—let mo passi”

Blake's voice was heard in reply.

“You can pass if you like; but you'll

take a cracked napper with vuu! Come

on—no cxtra charge for postman's
knocks 1"

‘lI__I ”

“Hear, hear! Come on!”

The bank robber ground his {eelh
savagely.

The four juniors above had it all in
their hands. Gathered round the small
square opening at the top of the stairs,
they could kunock down anybody who

tried to pget out, without exposing
themselves to anything in return. TE
the bank robber had still had his

revolver, it would have becn useless to

111,

“Let me pass! Mon Dieu!l Let me
pess and I will make you rich!" he
cried hoarsely.

“Go hon!”

“Ten thousand francs—-"

“Ten thousand rats!” said Blake.

“Twenty thousand francs—"

“Twenty thousand rats!"

The man gritted his teeth.

With gleaming eyes, he rushed up the
steps once more, and emargcd head and
shoulders into the open, and then
dodged back hastily as four. cudgels
crashed downwards.

As he dodged down, mad with rage,
but not daring to face the blows, there
was & rush up the stairs behind him,
and several strong hands fastened upon
him, and he was dragged headlong

0w,

With a yell of rage, he turned upon
his news foes, struggling and fighting
like & wildeat, and the bank robber
and tho juniors rolled to the bottom of
the stairs in a struggling heap.

' simply piled on him, and lic was

overwhelmed, = yell from Tom
Moerry brought Blake and his comrades
upon the scene, and they added them-
selves to the scrimmage.

The furious strugrrlcs of the 1'1mch
man were quieted at last. lay
gasping and exhausted under their
weignt, and his hands and feet were
tied as those of his accomplice had
been.

Then the juniors released him.

He lap gasping, his eyes mad with
rage, his teeth grating. A torrent of
curses in French streamed from lis

lips, till Kanagroo slapped him on the
mouth and told him to be silent.

CHAPTER 19,
A Million Franes !

ONSBAC fought fiercely, but {he
odds were too groat. The juniors

4By Jove!” gasped Tom Merry.
#* We’ve got them—the ghosts of the
chateau.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Auguste Cernay’s eyes were beaming.

“Ve have got ze bank robbers!” he
exclaimed., “ Vat news for man pere.
My father, he vill be delighted. Zey
vill have ze stolen hanknotes viz zem.”

“By George! Of course!”

A spasm of rago crossed Ponsac's

face. His look alone was enough to tell
the juniors that the thicves had the loot,
about them.

The invasion of their 1etreat, and

the discovery of the sccret passages by

Tom Merry & Co., had made it impos-

sible for them to hope to lic hidden

longer at the haunted chateau, They
Tree Gex Lisrany.—No. 1,550

had attempted to escape, and had not

Blake been on the walch at the top
of the stairs, they would have escaped
inta the night—and might have clearcd
away for good, plunder and all.

Dut now—

Tom Merry stooped over the bound
bank robber, and calimly and methodic-
ally went through his pockets.

There was a bulky packaga in a
secret pockeb in the man's walstcnat
and Tom Merry was not long in Endmg
it and dragging it out into the light.

He opencd the package, the bank

robber watching him with burning
eyes. A huge roll of Bank of France
notes was revealed.

“Great  Seott!”  exelaimed Tom
Merry.

“Zoy are zo notes.”

“ Logk I’

Cernay eagerly took them and began
to count them.
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“ITow many were taken from the
bank " asked Tom Merry.
“A million franes in notes—maon

pere's loss alone would have been four
hundred thousand francs,” Eald Cernay.
“I zink zey are not all here.’

“Some on the other chap, no doubt.”

Gaston Vinol was searched, and a
smaller bundle of notes came to light.

“Ah! Zat is zem.’

“C'est bien!” It was Ponsac's voice,
The Parizs cracksman was cool again
now ; he seemed to have quite recovered
his sang-froid. “They are all therc,
parcons—all excepting five thousand
franes already sent to a friend of mine
to pass—which you or anybody ¢lse
will never see again.”

“Five thousand isn't much out of a
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million,” said Tom Merry. “This will
be a ripping Chrlstmas present for your
father, Cernay ”

“ Olu oui 1"

“Tt moi?” said Ponsac. “I am of
no further use to you—let me go!”

Tom Merry's brow darkened.

“We are not likely to let such a
scoundrel as you loose again!” he
exclaimed. )

Ponsac shrugged his shoulders .

“You have robbed me of a fortune,

little monsicur—is that net enough?
And there iz your friend—what of
him "

Tom Merry started.

“Whom do you mean

The bank robber smiled grimly.

“Your friend with the eveglass™

“It was Gussy wo heard tapping,
said Blake in a low voice.

Tom Merry nodded

“You may have heard him (apping,”
said Ponsac, who had caught the words,
“hut you will never find his cell with-
out iny assistance. Let us both go to
find your friend. Peste! You have re-
covered a million franes. What more
would you have 7

“A scoundrel punished I” said Tom
Merry

“Then give up the hope of ever seeing
your friend again.”

“ At all events, we shall search before
we con n to term~ with you,” said Tom
Merry.

Ponsac gave another shrug of the
shoulders

“Bearch, then!”

“Stay here with them, one of you, and
see that they don't get loose,” said Tom
Merry “The rest of you help me to hunt
for Gussy.”

“Good I*

Digby stayed to watch over the bank
robbers, though they were too sceurely
tied for there to be much risk of their

etting loose; then Tom Merry & Co.

unted for Guesy. They tapped on the
stone walls und were soon rewarded by
hearing answering taps.

They gathered in the place where the
tapping was loudest, but never a sign of
a doo. could they find. The tapping
continued from within. If there was a
door—and undoubtedly there was—it
was of o kind different from the others
they had seen.

They fels over the wall. Tt was of
massive blocks they could not hope to
prise open

Tap—tap—tap !

““This is rotten 1 said Tom Merry in
e low voice. “There's Gussy on that
side of the wall, and us on this side,
yct__»

“There must be a door I"

“We can't ﬁnd it A

“We could worknien  here to
wrench the whole \'.all away to-morrow
morning,” Blake remarked thoughtfully,

“Yes, but Gussy ! Think of himn shut
up there| He may have been there
hours alrendy, without light, without
food——"

Fatty Wynn shuddered and lefi off
nibbling a sandwich

“We'd better make terms with the
rotter 1 )

“Y suppose so! You stay here, Wally,
and go on tapping, to show Gussy we
haven't deserted him

“Right you are! Poor old Gus! What
a state his clothes will be in,” said
Wally, with great fecling.

Tom Merry returned to the bank
robbers. Ponsac looked up at him with
a mocking smile.

“Have you

monsienr ¥
" EL)

L3

found your friend,

“You want my help?”



“Yes [”

“Yon know the terms.”

“1 accept them,” said Tom DMerry
shorlly. “You release our chwmn, and we
set you free, but no more than that. The
police will soon be on your track.”

Ponsac looked at him keenly and
nodded.

“Clest bien!
me walle.”

‘They untied his legs. Figgins and
Kangaroo taking one each of hiz arms
as u precaution. They led him to the
spot where Wally was tapping. Ponsac
grinned. He scanned the floor and
pressed his foot on a spot that was not,
to the eyes of the jumiors, marked out
from the rest of the damp grimy floor.

But as he pressed a stone sank away,
taking a portion of the wall with it, and
the torches gleanmed into a dark stone
cell.

There was an exclamation from the
darkness within,

“Gweat Scott !

“Gussy ¥

Unlie my legs and let

Special Christmas Rumber

The two rascals looked at one another,
and they at the juniors. Tt was
quite plain that it was in their minds
to attack the lads, and try conclusions
onee more for the possession of the
million francs,

Tom Merry laughed.

“Come on!” he said,
{o take you to prisan, after all |

Bub it was too hopeless. The two
rageals were unarmed, and the juniors
were six to one. With a shrug of the
shoulders Ponsae turned away, and
Vinol followed hinw

The juniors followed them into the
open alr.

“ Adien, nessieurs 1 said '\Iaxnmllan
Ponsac. “We may meet again.”

“When you are arrested V' said Tom
Merry.

Another shrog of the shoulders, and

“T'd be glad

(kL]

ilie bank robber disappeared into the
zloom. The snow hu( begun to fall
agaiu. In the falling flakes the forms

of the two thieves of Pavis faded away,
“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus,

as he lieard the story of the H‘to'\my

of the banknotes. “Bai Jove, (hat's

27

“You surely jest?” said M. Cernay
in amazement.

“Non, non, for we have recovered ze
hanknates !

W 5{ scnll?

# Louk then 1"

And Cernay spread out wads of Bank
of France notes on the table before the
astounded eyes of hiz father.
Cernay-gave a cry.

“Ah! I am amazed! Tell me alll”

And they told the story of the night's
adventure, M. Cernay listening to every
word with cjaculations of amazement.

“Ah 1" he exclaimed ab last. “You
are plucky lads, but you should not
Lave gone into* such danger. You must
not do so again. But I am glad. This
will save me from a heavy loss. Xon
cher Mervy, it was a lucky thought
when iy son invited you and your
friends to spend a (‘Ju;stmas holiday at
the Chateau Cernay.’

It was a happ\ pd.rf\ in I]m Chat@au
Cernay after that, and the juniors had
an additional reason for satisfaction.
Monsieur Cernay {elephoned news of the

St Jim’s on Cbristmas €ve! By criron Dane.

and it nade me feel quite creepy !

I had to go through the House

and up to Btudy No. 11 in the

shell passage, to feteh o bag 1'd Jeft

hehind by mistake, It's a journey I've

done so many lines that I could easily

do it blmdfﬂldml vel, on thiz occa-

ston, 1 felt as if I wasz in a strange
place entively.

It was the weind silence that made
it seemr so unfamilinr,  When you're
used fto a p!a(‘c that's always swarming
with [ellows, it's jolly (11'-{mu.mn||g to
find it still and desorted. as it was on
Christmas Tve !

I SAW 8t. Jim's on Christmas Eve

I left Taggles, who had- opened the
door for e, sitling on a banel in the
lall, puﬂing away al  his  old  pipe,

Frow that time till 1 vejoined hin five

minutes Tater, T saw no man and heard
no soundd p\{-ept the thunderous echo
of my own footsteps.

had a peep at several familiar
haunts. They were all equally ecerie.
The junior Common-room was like a
imausoleunr. Railton's study vewminded
me of a minialure museum. The Shell
darm, with all the beds taken to picces

and piled up at one end, looked like a
blesscd barn !

A deep and awful silence brooded
over the 8hell passage. Sonmchow, it
made me feel quite prickly down the
spine. It would have been a real
relief to sen one of the doors open and
ane of the fellows step out. But every-
one was miles away.,

Taking it all round, I was jolly glad
ta get down to the hall again. Taggles'

crusty  countenance  had never been
sieh a weleome sight to me!

I erossed the quad in the early wintry
dusk, feeling that 8t. Jim's on Christ-
mas Eve was surely the most desolate
plitcce any fellow could visit.

Just for a moment, as I got near the
gates, I had a Ehod\, and wondered
whether T was mistaken after all. Far,
over in the direction of the New Houae
1 saw several figures that looked exactly
like New House chaps from the dis-
tance !

But when I went nearer I saw that
they weren't New House chaps.

It was quite a nalural mistake,
though. The resemblance was remark-
able,

As a matter of facl, they were

matlting owls |

CHAPTER 20.
Gussy is Satisfied !

RTIHHUR AUGUSTUS DARCY
caine out of the cell. The elegant
junior of 8t. Jim's was in a
shocking state.

His clothes were covered with dirt and
slime, his hat was missing, his collar
wits {orn oul, and Lis fuce and hands
\l\’mc about as grubby as they could well

e.
“Bai Jove " he gasped. "It is weally
you "

“Ha. ha, ha!" roared DBlake. *“I
think we have more right to ask that
question.  Is this the one and only orna-
ment of the Schoal House at St. Jim's 7

“You have ecaptured the waseal 7”

“Yes, and he's ransomed himself by
showing where you were shut up;” said
Tom Merry. ‘““Otherwise you'd have
stayed there till to-morrow.”

“ Bai Jove |”

“Bo he's going free; but T expect the
police will soon have him.”

“T twust s0,” said D’Arcy. “He has
tweated me with the g“eatest paossible

diswespect, Before he goes I think I
had bettulh give him a feahful
I.hwashln' H

o “Oh, never mind that now!” said
l.l‘om Mou), releasing the bank robber.
There you are, you rascal! Scoot!”
Blake released Gaston Vinol at the
same moment.

wippin. You sec
that 1 was wight."”

Ly Fll 5w

“You will wemeinbal my suggestin'
offewin’ my services to M'sieur Cernay
as an amateur detective, to wun down
the bank wobbalis !

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

“Well, we have run them down,”
said Arthuy Augustus. “1 was the first
to do so—'

“And to get shut up in a eell,” said

ake.

now, Tom Mewwy,

“Ha, La, ha!”

And the St. Jim's juniors were sti]l
chmk]mg when they reached the
Chateau  Cernay. They found that

Monsieur Cernay liad veturned, and was
very much perturbed by their absence.
He greeted them with great relief when
they came in, tired and muddy and
snowy, but in grea.t spirits.

T r}' bD}h—”

Ve have news for you, rhon pere!”
exclaimed Auguste, his eyes dancing.
“Ve have been to find ze ghosts of ze
mmed chateau.”

“Mon hls—

“And we've found them,” said Blake
with a grin,

“What 1

“And zey have turned out to be, ze
bank robbers of Paris!” exclaimed
Cernay.

L0 Quai ?’J

“It is true, mon pere.”

Launk robbers te the poelice, and the two
rascals were eventually run te earth.
The loot was ietarned to the bank
whenee it had been taken.

Teom Merry & Co. spent many more
days at the Chatean Cernay, and they
parted at last with their French friend
with equal regret on both sides.

And az Auguste Cernay stood on the
platforin, watching their train depart,
he waved his hat, and shouted :

“A merry Christmas !”

And  with stentorian  tones Tom
Merry & Co. shouted back that time-
honoured wish :

“A merry Christmas!”

The juniors returned to Paris, where
Unele Frank was glad to see them
again. After spending another day or
two in the French capital, they set off
back to lngland, with very pleasant
memories of their happy and exciting
holiday in Fyance.

At Charing' Cross the juniors separ-
ated to go to their various homes for the
remainder of the Christmas holidsy,
before returning once again to St. Jim's
for the new term.

{Next Wednesday : ** GRUNDY THE
ISXAOYTLIY Like a geod
laugh ¢ Oj’ mrse you do! Then
don’t miss this sparkling St. Jim's
silory in the special new pocket edition
of the GEM. Ovrder early!l)
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