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



A Grand Long Christmas Yarn You’ll All Enjoy!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in * The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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Christinas Dav al Raithmere Castle. Hosts of St. Frank’s juniors and

Moor View girls baving the time of their lives. Everywbere happiness

and laughter. And then suddenly a shriek ; a terrified shrick—ihe ghost
of Raithmere Castle bas manifested ilself once more!
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CHAPTER 1.
Fatty Little on the War Path !

ATTY LITTLE, of the Remove at St. Frank’s, moved hwrriedly along on of the
F stately upper corridors of Raithmere Castle. There was, indeed, something rather
furtive in Fatty's movements—occasioned, no doubt, by a twinge of conscience,
¥or, to tell the truth, Fatty Little had stolen a march on his feliow-guests, and

was engaged upon a grub-hunting mnission.

Tt was Christmas morning—elear, crisp, sunny—swith frost in the air, and snow on the
ground. From behind varicus ciosed doors came th® sounds of cheery junior voices.
Reggie Pitt’s guests were getting up, and before long they would be swarming down
and partaking of breakfast in the quaint old bangueting-hall of the castle.

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

Un the previous morning he bad gone down early—quite by accident—and he had
found the sideboard groaning under the weight of a wondrous assortment of good things.
So this morning Fatty thought that it would be a bright scheme to get down well before
any of the olhers, so=#hat he could sample those appetising dishes at leisure. Falty
wasn't greedy, but his appetite was akin to a chronic discasc.

. Now and again the fat junior had been heard to say that he was satisfied, but these
alsccasic?ns were so rare that they were almost regarded by the other fellows as myths and
ocgends.

Now it was Christmas-time, and Fatty, like all the other young people in Raithmere
Castle, was a guest of the genial Reggic Pitt. What was more to the point—so far as

Fatty was concerned, at all events—was that Pitt was lavishing every luxury upon his
guests. )
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It seemed rather strange that this stately |
old castle should belong to a mere junior
schooiboy, but it was a fact, An eccentric
great-uncle of Reggie’s had’ left him ihe
entire property, and it had struck Reggie
that it would be a bright idea to spend
Christimas at the castle—to have a kind of
great house-warming, with a large crowd of
St. Frank’s fellows to make things hum.

At first it had seemed that the party wouid
bo & failure, lor, owing to unprecedented
snowstorms, the guests had not been able to
arrive. Reggie Pitt and Edward Oswa.d
Ilandforth and Nipper, and one or two other
special friends, ha&)spent a night in the castie
alone—the servants haying deserted.  For
there had been many queer happenings,
and at one time Reggie Pitt had feared ‘hag
Iiis house-warming would turn out to be =
finsco.

But that was all forgotten now. Nobody
cever referred to the fact that Raithmere
Custle was supposed to be haunted. It was
Christmmas-time—this, indeed, was the morn-
ing of Christmas Day--and nothing but gooa
cheer and jollity filled the air.

The main party had arrived safely, aftei
an uncomfortable night in a country hotel
‘Already two. very enjoyable days bad been
spent at the casile—days of tobogganing,
skating, snowballing, dancing, games and
ceneral fun. All the servants had returned—
~persuaded by Reggie Pitt and the promise
of double wages—and there had been no
recurrence of the strange manifestations.

A number of prominent St. Frank’s fellows
were meluded in the party—Handforth «
Co., of course; and Nipper and Tregells-
Vest and Watson—io say nothing of the re-
doubtable Willy Handforth of the Third,
and his special chums. John Busterlieid
Boots and Bob Christine of the Fourth were
there, too, and so were Fullwood and Harry

Gresham, and Duncan, and Archie Glen
thorne. Bven William Napoleon Browne,

the mighty man of the Fifth, had graced
the party with his august presence. Inci-
dentally, Browne was having the time of his
life. The fact that Dora Manners was in-
cluded among the guests had been a great
inducement for Browne to accept Pitt’s invi-
tation.

A number of the Moor View girls were
there, too—Irene Manncrs and Deris Berke-
ley and Mary Summers and several move.
Altogether, the party was an unqgualified
suecess. ;

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

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

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

“(Good egg!” murmured Fatty, with relief.
“I heard old Handy’s voice a minute ago,
and J thought he was going to barge oub.
There’ll be no chance 0% a snack if Handy
butts in!”

The fat junior prepared to descend’ the
stairs, but at that moment he came to a
halt, fascinated. He had just seen some-

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

For there, in the very centre of the great
hall, stood a table, and that table was filled
-l;-_-criﬂ.lmmcd—with tuck of the most alluring

inda.

. CHAPTER 2.

The Mysfery of the

Vanisned Feed,

1‘1}51::13 was something
i) | special about

very
this table of tuck, too.
Fatty Little stood
' at the top of ‘the
wide stairs, staring at it with mingled be-
wilderment and joy. It seemed too good to

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

Fatty had never seen it before, and had he
been a little less eager after the tuck, he

might have wondered where on earth it had

come from.

For it wasn’t an ordinary table. Not ab
all. It was quite extraordinary—and its
contents were even more astounding,

“By crumpets!” murmured Fatty, un-
consciously smacking his  lips. “1 was
rather expecting to raid the sideboard in the
dining-room—but this takes the giddy bis-
enit! Good old Reggie! Always springing
his surprises on us!”

Never for & moment did Fatty Little take
his gaze off that fascinating table. It was a
most remarkable piece of furniture, of
Oriental design, with gold legs—carved and
exquisitely-ornamental legs. The surface—
what little of it was visible—was glittering
like burnished gold. too. And there, upon
this dazzling surface, stood dishes upon
dishes of catables. Some of them were tall
and graceful, with twisted stems, and made
of gleaming silver: others were of gorgeousiy
colonred glass. They were filled with pine-
apples, grapes, bananas, iced cakes, pastries
of every conceivable description, and other
sweets and delicacies too numerous to men-

‘tion, There were graceful flower-vases, filled
Yrith dazzling blossoms~—not that Fatty gave

much attention fo these—and curious little
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Oriental lamps were burning on either
corner. Indeed, the whole table and all its
contents seemed like some glorious vision
from the Arabian nights.

But there it was—solid and real. The
little lamps were winking and flickering 1n
the draught, and now and again the
fowers would wave gently and gracefully
to and fro. '

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

Fatty Little did not ask himself any un-
necessary questions, This table had no right
here—it did not belong to Raithmere Castle
at all. TFatty had never even seen it before,
and wouldn’t have believed that such a table
could exist. The centre of the hall was
generally clear, for it
was a sort of lounge
hall, with comfortable
settees and armchairs
dotted here and ‘there.
Most decidedly, that
table of tuck ought nct
to have been there.

. But why should
Fatty Little bother him-

solf as to the whys and wherefores? Here

was a feed—a glorious, unbelievable feed--.

staring him in the face; nothing else mattered.

The sound of voices from down one of
tho corridors brought Fatty Little to his
senses with a jerk. Unless he looked shaip,
a crowd of the other fellows might “come
down and spoil everything. Of course, this
table of tuck was merely one of Reggic
Pitt’s little surprises—a special sort of event
for Christmas morning. Fatty gave a whoop
of joy, and bounded down the stairs three
at a time

Reaching the bottom, he ran forward with
another chirrmp of happiness, his hands out-
stretched. There was tha- table, just in front
of him—alluring, fascinating. At close quar-
ters it was even more marvellous than ever.
It seeimed to be made of solid gold—a mas-
sive, wondrous affailr.

And then it vanished!

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

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

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

YOU WILL JUMP FOR JOY
when you have read
the announcement
. on page 13.

there was nothing to be seen-—nothing but
the bare centre of the great hall. The table
had vanished in 2 flash!

“Why, what the—— Where—where 15 it 77
gasped Iatty, backing away,

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

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

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

But Fatty stood there, in the hall—more
startled than he had ever been in his life
before. He stood at
that spot where the
table should have been,
and where it wasn't.

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

CHAPTER 3.
Not Believed.

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

: fashion. The famous
leader of Study D at St. Frank’s was accom-
panied by Church and McClure, his faithful
henchmen. Harry Gresham and Ralph Leslie

FFullwood were just behind, and even Archie

(Clenthorne bad shown some energy this

morning, as he was now on view.

“1 vote we go out and have a little snow-
balling before brekker,” Handforth was say-
ing. *“Nothing like a good old snowball
ﬁg?lt to work up an appetite.”

“Nine doesn’t need working up,” said
Church.
“Rats!”’ retorted Handforth, frowning.

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

“Like Tatty . Little, for example?’ sug-
gested McClure politely. ““He not only eats
his eordinary breakfast, but he gets dawn
before anybody else, and polishes off about
fourteen pounds of grub as a preliminary.

=
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I've often noticed how pale and thin he
looks 1>

“There are exceptions to every rule,” said
Haundforth ca.imly “You needn’t think you
can catch me

He broke 0& staring at Fatty Little in a
rather curious way. .Lhey had just got to
the bottom of the stairs, and they found that
Iratty was looking at them with a tght of
dazed bewilderment in his eyes, In fact, he
looked so strange that they aii went up to
Jnm to make inquiries.

“I'm glad you've come, you chaps!” panted
Fatty, before any of them could speak. 1
say! Can—can you see a table here?”’

“A table?’ repeated Harry Gresham,
glaﬂlcing round. “There’s one over by the
wa

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

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

“What’s this—a Chnstmas joke ?”’ asked
Handforth tartly. “ Beeause, if so, I don’t
think much of it! Of course there isn’t a
table there, you chump!”

“But there is!” insisted Fatty breathlessiy.
“Or, at least, there was twenty seconds ago!
A glorious table—made of solid gold, with
piles and piles of tuck on it! A golden table,
with ornamental legs, and with coloured glass
dishes and silver vases, and =2 .

“Here, steady!” interrupted Fuilwood,
grinning. ““Draw it mild, Fatty! There’s
no-table here, and there certainly never has
been a table like the one you describe!”’

2

Iere,

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

“I'm not!” said Fatty deeperately. Y-
I must be dreaming, or something! Not a

minute ago there was a table in the middle
of the ball, here! 1 could see it as plainly
as 1 can see you chaps! It stood just here—
just in front of me! And when I reached
forward, to grab some tuck, the whole thing
vanished I’

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

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

Fatty passed a hand over his eyes.

“No, I didn’t expect you to believe it!”
he muttered dazedly. * Rut it’s true, all the
same, Listen, you chaps. [I'm serious, re-
member—absolutely serious! Great {irying
bloaters! DI’ve never been so staggered in
all my life! It was here, you know—here,
right in front/of me! And then it va.nished!
It just faded away!”.

“Over- eatmgr’ said Rpggle Pitt sadly.-

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

“That's what it is,” he went on. “Over-
eating! Rash youth, let this be a warning
to you! I pgather that you bhave been
sampling various viands and pasties——""

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

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

“Hold on, Handy,”’ said Nipper, looking
at Fatey Lattle intently. ‘1 don’t think he
means to be funny. You're really serious,
aren’t you, Fatty 7”7

“Yes, of course 1 am!”’
still staring at that wvacant spot. * Leok
here, Nipper! You other fellows, too! I
was the first out this morning, and 1 thought
Fd come down and-—and take a breath of
fresh air!”’

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

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

“Ha, ha, ba!”’ ;

The juniors roared with merriment—tickled
by the richness of this joke. Ifatty bad been -
so hungry that his imagination had run riot,
and he had scen a table that had uo real
existence.

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

‘““Ha, ha, hal”?

“Ton’t you helieve me?” roared Faity in-
dignantly. ‘“Don’t you believe that the table
was really here ?”?

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

“But—but--—"’

“Ha, ha, hal?

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

Just then William Napoleon Browne
strofled into view, clegant and stately.

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

panted Fatty Little,
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“It’s nothing much, Browne; old man,’
said Pitt. “Poor old Fatty has been seeing

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

are allowable in a castle of this age. Indeed,
the building would be lacking in common
courtesy if it did not provide a traditional
phantomn. But visions in broad daylight—
nol! Distinetly, no! It is only too obvicus
that the spirit of Christmas has got into
Brother Little’s ‘head—with  effcrveseing
effecis. A sad case,
and liable to compli-
cations, but we need
not despair. History
has shown wus that
Brother Little not
only possesses a con-
stitution of iron, bub
a digestion like that

&

1 Ieocilt Inside This g
Wondey Boolk—

7

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

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

“There is no need to worry, DBrother
| Little,”” observed Browne, as he gave Fatty
| another kindly pat.
| There were many other chuckles as Irene
& Co. tripped down-
stairs. The girls
were looking very
charming, and they
were enjoying their
Christmas  holidays
with a wholehearted
enthusiasm that de-
lightad their hoss.

i

o

)

of au ostrich!”’

“Here, 1 say!”
votested Fatty
£ittle indignantly.
“What's the idea
of comparing me
with an ostrich?”

Browne beamed.

“1 was only com-
paring your diges-
tive capabilities,”
he observed. “In
appearance, o f
course, I’m the first
to admit that there
is not the slightest
resemblance. That,
indeed, would be a
rash statement!™

“There’s no need
io doubt the success
of the Christmas
party now, eh?"’ re:
marked Reggie, as
he drew  Nipper
aside. “We thought
it was going tc be
frost at- one time,
didn’t we ?”

“It’s a huge sue-
cess, old man,”’ said
Nipper. “Bus I
didn’t quite like the
way Fatty talked of
the placo being
haunted. I was
rather hoping that

A T A R

(o

it
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: here  wouldn’t  be
Fatty Little iete; st

smiled contentedly. m‘;\-_l ]ef(jleffl?f‘ to

“That's 7 bit Eill-:;). Il’lﬂ.-—ieib. '
better, Browne,” he Rats! said
said. Handfm‘lth, joining
“Not a bit like them. “1 don’t be’-
an ostrich. in ap- e = e P lieve in hauntings!”
pearance,” went on —Bnd Yowll Wamnt § . Npper was look

Browne imperturb- = X Price 6 2 Ing ih':f“g tul. ;
ably.. to uy It. rice 6/, 3 “Which  reminds
Everybody Sessromasrmssssessssssss 0o he suid in a
laughed, and Fatty low voice. “We're
scowled. ~ not the only ones
who are hawxing some rummy adventures. I
had a letter from Tich Harborough this

CHAPTER 4.
What Irene & Co. Saw !

a2 ATTY LITTLE shook
B! himself indignantly as
Browne patted him
benevolently on the
shoulder.

“T'm not in a mood for any of your rof,
Browne!”’ said the fat junior gruffly. “You're
all laughing at me, and you all think Yve
gone off my chump—but you're wrong!
That table was here, and I saw if—and it
vanjshed 1"’

“Ha, ha, hat!”’

morning—but I'm not saying anything about
it to the others.”

“Bad news?” asked Reggie, with concern,

“No,” replied Nipper. “Not exactly bad
news. Tich, as you know, is with Corky and
the Blues at Bannington Grange,”

“Of course we know it!” said Handforth
impatiently. “What about ’em?t”

Nipper was silent for a moment. He was
thinking of that other St. Frank’s Christmas
party, which mainly consisted of Fourth-
Formers. Lionel Corcoran, of the Kast House
—and, incidentally, the owner of the Blue
Crusaders Football Club—was holding a

house-warming of his own af DBannington
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Grange, an old house he had bought and had
converted to make a permanent home for
Fatty Iowkes aund his celebrated fellow-
players of the Blues.

Tich Harborough was the only Removite
in that party—but, then, Tich was necessary
there, since he was a regular playilg wenber
of the tamous ciub; and the Blues were
playing some  unportant ganes  over
Christmas.

Reggie Pitt and his guests were all sorry
that Corky and Tich were absent—and no
less sorry that Vivian Travers was unable to
be with them. IXor Lravers had gone abroad
with his parents for the vacation. 3tilt, they
were having a high old time, even without
these stalwarts.

“iich is a bit mysterious in his letter,”
continued Nipper. ‘1t scems that Fatty
Trowkes has been scared out of his wits at
the Grange.” :

*(hosts 77 asked Handforth sceptically.

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

“{ood: - idea; - teo,”  nodded Handiorth
approvingly. : :

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

“But, my dear chap, Fatty was only talk-
ing about a mythical tuck table,” laughed
Reggie, giving Nipper a keen glance.
“Hallo ! Why this thoughtful frown, O
oracle 7

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

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

“J "don’t quite know,” replied Nipper.
“But Fatty was very positive about that
iable, wasn’t he? And it’s such an unusual
sort of vision for a chap to see.”

Reggie Pitt chuckled. .

“If any other fellow bad seen it, I might
begin to wonder,” he said dryly. “But you

know what Fatty is—you know that his mind

is dwelling on nothing but grub. And it’s
Christmas morning, you ass! I expect he’s
been dreaming about tuck all night, and he
must have come down only half awake.
Come along in to breakfast, and forget all
about him !” : :

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

Fatty Little came in for a good deal of
chipping, for his story of a magie tuck-table
was treated as a great jest He was laughed
at so much, in fact, that he even began to
wonder if his zenses had played him-faise.
Perhaps he had only imagined the thing,
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after allt “Ifis conmunon sense, indeed, told
him that the table could never have been
there. And yot--and yet—— The more
Fatty thought about 1, the more puazled he
became. He could see all that tuck now,
piled up in wondrous protusion. e could
see the glhttering aisnes, and the little lamps
on the corners of the tabie. It was all very
mysterous—atl very perplexing,

However, after breakiast, the other guests
gave Fatty a rest. Lhere were more im-
portant things to consider. lt was Christinas
Day, and the sun was smimng alluringly. To
remain indoors would have been & sin and a
shame. : !

“Well, what s the programme this _morn-
ing t” asked Handforth, glancing at Reggre
Pitt. “Youwre the host, old man, and 1t’s
up to you to make some suggestions.”

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

“ Hear, hear!” -

“Yes, rather! Let’s get ouf!” P

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

«“ And dow’t keep us waiting half an hour,
sis!”’ said Handforth, with a straight lock
at his sister. © Daon’t forget that we shall be
ready in half a jiff i’

““And we’ll beat you, too!” retorted Ena
promptly. “What do you say, you girls?”

“Rather P sang out Doris laughingly.
“Come on 1”7 , :

The girls dashed away upstairs, and they
fairly flew into their bed-rooms. — They
weren’t gong to have the boys saying that
they were slow. Irepe Manners and Mary
Summers and Doris Berkeley were the first
?ut, and they looked very allurving in their
urs. :

“Tt we're quick,” chuckled Irene, “we shall
be outside before the boys!”

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

“Hurry up!” said Irene briskly.

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

“Eh?” said Irene
where 7V

and Doris. “Down
They turned, rather struck by Mary’s
tone. Mary was staring in the opposite
direction—down the corridor, away from the
Janding—and as the other two girls looked
th’?? caught their breath in, and stood stock
still. : : -
Tor only a little distance away from them
an extrasordinary figure was standing in the
middle of the corrvidor. In spite of the
gloom, the figure could be seen with startling
L distinctness, which was all the more sur-

prising, because at thatp ‘ticular spot there
was no window at all.



Vo
’

P THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

¢ This is prime !** Smaecking his lips in anticipation, Fatty Little descended the stairs with a rust
and walked towards the table upon which was piled all the wonderful tuck.

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

““Whoever can she be?” whispered Irene.
“Goodness knows!’ said Doris, frowning.
“She doesn’t belong to the castle! She’s not
one of the servants! And just look at that
queer hat of hers! And her face, with its
hooked nose! And what in the world is she
doing here?”

The three girls had no feeling of neryous-
ness. They weren’t scared in the slightest
degree. They were unly curious—only filled
with wonder. There was nothing spectral
about this
Besides, it was barely ten o’clock in the
morning, and outside the sun was shining
from a cloudless sky. Downstairs, the
laughter of many 8i Frank’s fellows could
be heard. t was preposterous to thirk of
ghasts or apparitions.

But this woman was certainly the most
extraordinary creature that Irene & Co. had
ever scen!

CHAPTER 5.
The Strange 0ld Witch!

RENE shook herself,
and gianced quickly
at the other two girls.

“This 1s too silly 1"’
she whispered. “I

old woman—nothing ghostly.

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

“I don’t like it !” murmured Mary,
so—so unreal !’

This was truz enough. The figure of that
old woman was. indeed, unreal—and yet, at
the same time, she was so surprisingly ob-
vious. There she stood, every detail of her
attire clearly defined. It was this fact that
made the girls wonder. Why could they sce
her so distinetly ? It was gloomy in that part
of the corridor—and the figure of that old
wc;“man ought to have been in shadow. And
e S

“She’s moving!” whispered Doris.

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

“Look!” panted Irene, pointing.

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

All three girls ran. They weren't fright-
ened, but they were unquestionably startled.
For that old woman was a witch, in very

“BShe’a
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truth. Instead of progressing down the corri-
dor like any ordinary human being, she was
riding her twig-broom, skimming over the
floor with a superb ease of progress that was
bewildering to behold. What was more, the
witch made no sound; not the slightest rustle
—not the tiniest swish.
silent, phantom-like. :

“It's a trick of some sort!” said Doris.
"Ii} must be! It can’t be anything else, you
girls! -

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

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

Fast as the girls ran, the old witeh moved
at double the spced. By now she had just
reached the open window at the end of the
corridor. The sun was streaming in, and the
figure of the old woman became filmy and
unreal as the sunlight struck it. The next
moment the witch had vanished—outside.
She had gone clean through, into the open
air—as though flying.

“She’s jumped down ** eried Doris.  ““ And
it’s twelve or fifteen feet to the ground »

“Yes, but there’s a big snowdrift under
the window !’ put in Irene. ““I saw it this
morning. Of course, it’s one of the boys play-
ing a practical joke on us! And won’t we
have a terrible revenge! We'll teach them
to 2

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

“Look!” said Irene, in a tense voice.

She was pointing straight down—towards
the snow.

“Look at what?’ asked Mary,
sce anything!”

“Neither can I’ replied Irene. ¢ That's
just it! There’s nothing to be secn—execpi
the unbroken snow!»

“Unbroken!” whispered Doris.
goodness! You—you mean——""

“But—but it’s. impossible!” said Irene,
looking at her two companions with blank
bewilderrnient -in her eyes. “Don’t you sece,
Mary ? Can’t you understand, Doris? 1 tell
you, it’s impossible! That old woman jumped
out of this window, and yet there aren’t any
marks in the snow! There’s not a foorprint
—there’s not an inch

“I can’t

“0Oh, my

Doris took a deep breath.

Her progress was.

of snow  disturbed! !
Where did she go to % Where 2id she-land-#27 :
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“Well, it beats me!” she
“Great Scott! This is the rummiecst thing
that’s ever happened! It makes me think
of that table that Fatty Little saw in the
hall before breakfast.”

“Why, how do you mean 7" asked Mary.

“Well, wasn’t Fatty’s experience just the
same 7"’ said Doris keenly. “*He saw a table
—and when he went up to it, it wasn’t there!”’

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

“Was 1t7” interrupted the other girl.
“I'm pot so sure about that now! We all
laughed at poor Fatty, but I believe he did
see something. What about the old witch?
There are three of us this time—three wit-
nesses!  We all saw that old woman, didn’t
we? We saw her skimming down the corridor
on her broom! And she came out of this
window, and jumped right out into the .sun-
light. Now she has gone—vanished—puffed
cut! Who was she, and where is she now 7’

Irene and Mary could find no answers to
these questions. 2 e

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

As for the apparition being a ghost, it was
equally ridicu}ous. It was broad daylight
here, and the sun was shining. Besides, the
old woman hadn’t looked liko a ghost at all
—she had been solid and real, f

What could it mean?

said  frankly.

CHAPTER 6.

Nipper is Worried !
HIZ chief emotion ot

Irene & Co. at the

moment was one of

tremendous astonish-

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

“It’s so—silly!”” said Irene, at length.

“That word just about sums it up,” agreed
Doris. *“It is silly, isn’t it? We all saw that
old witeh, and we all saw her disappear. The
question is, who was she and how the dickens
did she do that vanishing act?”

Before the others could answer, a Lail
sounded from down the corridor. They
turned, and saw Ena Handforth and Winnie
Pitt beckoning to them.

“What are you three doing up there?””
called Ena. “We’'ve béen ready for. hours,
you cuckoos! The boys are waiting for usl”
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The boys were not only waiting, but they
were on the warpath. Handforth and Nipper
and several others came thumping up the

great staircase, and they now appeared.

- T« Isn’t it about time you girls came along 1”
asked Handforth tartly. “Do you expect
us to wait all the morning ¥’

“All right!” sang out Irene. “We're
coming!”

The three girls ran down the corridor, and
joined all the others on the landing.

“Fias anything happened ?’ asked Nipper,
looking at Irenc & Co.’s flushed faces with
sudden interest.

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

“A which?” said Handforth, staring.

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

“What's this—another joke?”
smilingly.

“] suppose it must Have been a joke of
some kind,” said Irene. “DBut I'm blessed if
I can fathom it. Don’t laugh, you fellows!
We're not trying to spin you a yarn. We
saw this old woman, and 2

“Then—then youw've scen something, tco?”
interrupted Fatty Little eagerly. “ Nobody
will believe me when I talk about that table
of tuck, but—"’

“Dry up, Fatty!” interrupted Handforth.
“We're fed up with your giddy table! You
didn’t sce anything, and you jolly well know
it! As for a witch T

“T know it sounds silly,” put in Doris. I
know it sounds unbelievable, too. DBut,
honestly, you chaps, we did see something
very rummy. All three of us—so you can't
accuse us of imagining the thing. We
couldn’t all imagine it at once, could we?”
~ “But what did you see?”’ asked Nipper
curiously.

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

“Beckoned with a long, bony hand,” said
Mary, nodding.

“(o on—pile it on!” said Reggie, with a
grin.

“Put it's true!’’ protested Doris. “She
had bony hands, and a strange, hooked nose.
Then suddenly she skimmed off down the
corridor on that broom of hers—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Draw it mild, girls

“You can’t kid us with that yarn, you
knowt”

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

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

“Which isn’t surprising—considering that

asked Pitt

!)?

there was no witch at all!” grinned Harry.

Gresham. 1 say, giris, cheese it! We're
not quite so green, you know!”’

“The whole place scems to be bewitched!”
sdid Mary. “ Iirst Fatvy Little sees a table
of food, and then it vanishes before his very
eyes! INow we've had a sunilar kind of -
experienco with this' old witch. What's the
marter with this party 7"’

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

“Ha, ba, ha!l”

“And then we shall have to wait for a
fairy prioncess to come along, and fo kill the
witeh beicier we can  be disenchanted,”
grinned Fullwood.  **What do you other
chaps say?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

They said it with laughter. In fact, they
fairly roared. It was impossible for them
to credit this fantastie story of a witch. For
a moment or two Irene and Mary were in-
clined to be just a little huffy, but Doris
soon pub them into a good humour.

“Yon mustn't be offended, you know,” she
smiled. “We should laugh just as much if we
were in their plages. 1t sounds altogether
too thick to be believed I think, perbaps,
we'd better forget all aboub it.”

“Yes, you're right,” said Irene, nodding.
«JTp’s rather a pity we told these chaps, you
know. We might have expected them to yell
their siily heads off.” \

“QOh, draw 1t mild1” said Handforth.
“We're only laughing at the joke, Renie |-
Yc&u can’'t really mean this aboub a witch,
and—-"

“Well, never mind,” said Doris briskly.
“Tet's get out intn the sunshine—let’s have
some tobogganring. We shall soon forget all
about the quear old woman.”

They a'l went trooping downstairs, chuck-
ling hugely over this new joke. The only two

2

juniors, perhaps, who did not smile weve
Nipper and Reggic Pitt. They found them-
selves together, and they exchanged a

wondering glance.

“\What de you make of it, old
mured Reggie.

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

rummy.”

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

“(Ureat Scoti!” muttered Reggie. “Yon
mean—a ghost 7”7

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

3R]

son miur-

“It's—it's
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something
mysterious.”

And they were obliged to leave it at that—
for the time being, at all events!

funny going  on—something

CHAPTER 7.
The Spirit of Christmas !

4 \/‘36 LORIOUS, isn't it?”
asked Doris breath-

? lessly.
2 She had just picked

_  herself up from the
snow, and Reggice Pitty, was righting the to-

boggan. Reggie was grinning cheerily, and
Doris’ eyes were sparkling with healthy
enjoyment.

“Hurt?” asked Pitt.

“Of course not, silly!” said the girl. It
was only a small tumble. Besides, having a
spill is half the fun!” :

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

“(Come on, Reggie—let’s haul her up to the
top again and have another go !’ said Doris
Eaily. “ How about organising a race? Let’s

ave half a dozen toboggans starting at once,
- eh? Wouldn’t it be fun?”

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

He broke off. A slight frown came into his
eyes for a moment, but it soon cleared, and
he grinned in his usual good-natured fashion.
But he was still looking across the snow at a
figure which had just approached a group of
$t. Frank’s juniors. ’

“ What’s the matter, Reggie?” asked Doris
quickly. ‘“Why did you frown just now 1"

“Oh, nothing,” said Pitt. I caught sight
of Quirke, that’s all.”

“Quirke ?”

“Ves, that fellow who was once at St.
Frank’s,” replied Reggie. ‘“‘Ezra Quirke, of
the Bast House. Don’t yon remember?”

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

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

“¥ don’t mind,”

nodding.
4

replied Doris readily.

They left their toboggan, and walked over
the snow. Bzra Quirke was talking to John

Busterfield Boots and Bob Christine and
Harry Greshamn and one or two others.
Browne, of the Fifth, had sauntered up, too,
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and was hstenming with air of solemn
concentration. -

1 don’'t want to spoil your enjoyment, of
course,” Quirke ‘was saying, as Reggie and
Doris came up. “But I am just giving you
a warning. Yake my advice, and leave this
castle as you would leave a sinking ship! 1t
is a place of dread—a place of mystery and
peiil V7

“ Ret !’ said Boots bluntly.

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

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

Ezra Quirke looked up, his eyes burning
strangeiy. In every way, Quirke was an
unusual sort of boy. His face was deathly
pale, and wmask-like. His figure was slight,
his shouiders were rounded. All in all, an
unpleasant sorl of youngster.

“Good-morning, Pitt!”” he said. :

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

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

“ Brother Reggie, have no fear!” put in
Browne kindly. *“Do not imagine {or one
moment that we have heeded the words of
this croaker.”

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

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

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

“By Ceorge!” interrupted Handforth,
bustling up. ¢ What's Quirke doing here!
Croaking again?”

“Ye’s heen warning us against the terrible
dangers of the castle,” said’ Gresham, with
a grin.

“T.et me get at him!” roared Handforth.
“Tet me slosh him in the eye!”

“Stoady, old mant” chuckled Pitt. “If
Quirke gives me his word that he won't trot
out any more.of that nonsense, he’s weleome
to stay.” ; :

' Ezra Quirke shrugged: his shoulders,

an
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disappointment, too !

The trip will not be in
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“Very well,” he said resignedly. “Since
you ignore my wartings, I will say nothing
further. It is a waste of breath to speak to
yvou. I have only been doing my best £

“That’s all right,” interrupted Pitt.

“You've given me your word, Quirke, and
it’s Christmas-time. We don’t waut to have
any ill-feelings, do we? This is a time of
good-will, so you're welcome to join in the
jollities this evening, if you like.”
, “That is very kind of vou,” said Quirke,
with a rather surprised glance at Reggie. “I
think I shall avail myself of your generous
invitation, Pitt. Thank you.”

The spirit of Christinas had prompted
leggie to invite the fellow, and he only
grinned, a minute later, when Handforth and
Fullwood and one or two others turned upon
him indignantly. Quirke had walked off, and
was no longer within earshot.

“You silly chump!” said Handforth in-
dignanily, “Do you think we want that
spoil-sport with us? He'll ruin everything
this evening !”

“It’s  Christmas-time, old
-Reggie gently.

“Yes, Reggie is right, Handy,” put in
Boots. "We don’t take any notice of Quirke,
anyhow, and on Christmas night we ought to
be friendly with everybody. It's a time to
bury the hatchet.” :

The others agrecd, so Handforth was offec-
tually squashed. All' the same, there were
many who were afraid that Ezra Quirke's

man,” said
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OFF TO AUSTRALIA

prevails when the amazing and glorious Tiews is known., What
For only hall the school is going-—the Ancient and Modern Houses,
The fellows are going for the
they’ve got to work all the time—just as though they were
still at St. Frank’s,

the nature of a holiday. O©h, no !

p—r—

Australia is their final destination, but on the way the fellows will
interest—next week, for example, they land in South Afriea.
kowever, there is great excitement on board the St. Franeis as the ship is known,
Oswald Handforth finds himself afflicted with seasiekness ;

concerning the Remove’s new Form-master.
““St. Frank’s Afloat ! ”’ is the real ‘“goods.”” Don’t miss this

grand new adventure series.
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then there’s a mystery
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presence that evening would ‘cast a gloom
over the entire party.
Time, of course, would tell!

. o

CHAPTER 8,
A Time of Goed Cheer?

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

Reggie Pitt’s guests could ever remember.

Far from being depressed by the rumours

that the castle was haunted, the boys and

girls were highly amused at the very thoughts
of it. They were all sercnely content, and
had spent a day of unadulterated pleasure.

Now they were ready for the evening’s

galety. i
The Arabian Nights tuck-table and the

queer oid witch were forgotten. There was

no time to think of such things now.

Directly after tea, the girls and the St

Frank’s fellows would be thinking of getting

into their carnival costumes; and all tﬁc talk

at tea-time was solely confined to the coming
carnival ball,

There was to be no dinner that night-—not
in the ordinary way. Dinner, it was felt,
would interfere considerably with the even-
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ing’s jolity. 1% would make a big break, and
nobody wanted that.
It was far better 1o have a cold repast set

ont in the dining-hali—sandwiches, meat
pattics, ‘and so forth—with an unlimited

supply of lemonade, coffee, ice-cream, and so
forth. 'Then, when the guests felt peckish,
they could come in and help themselves.

The castle balltoom had been especially
decoraiced for the occasion. There were fairy
fights everywhere, and gay decorations
festooned the ceiling. A special dance band
had been engaged, too. Reggie Pitt’s people
had given him a fres hand, and so he was
doing everything possible to make his guests
12ppy- :

This particular Christmas party was unusual

in one sense. All the members of it were
voung. There were no grown-ups there what-

ever—except, of course, for the maids, the
footmen, and the other servants. The host
and his guests were all schoolboys and schoel-
girls; and so the party was hilariously jolly.
“Chosts, eh?” grinned Handforth, as he
hurried upstairs with. Church and McClure to
change., **What rot! I’ve never enjoyed my-
self so much in all my giddy life!” )
“Well, don’t talk about ghosts,” said
Church. “We wani to forget those rummy

things what happened hers the other night.”

“What rummy things?”’ demanded Hand:
forth.

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

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

_And later on, when the dancing and games
had started, the very suggestion of ghosts
certainly did secem ridiculous.

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

The strains of the dance band ficated out
from the ball-room, and quaintly attired
ticures were to be seen everywhere. There
were ‘pierrots, pierreties, pirates, cavaliers,
Geisha givls, and so forth. If Reggie Pitt
had had any doubts regarding the success of
this Christmas party they were now dispelled,
He was glad indeed, that he had suggested
this hcuse-warming—this happy gathering
under the roof of tte guaint old pile that he
Lad rceently inherited. _

" Bveryvthing is going fine, old man,” re-
marked Jack Groy, as he and Reggie strolled
into the ball.rcom. “'Lhe chaps are enjoying
themselves wonderfully, too.”
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"1 know it,”’ said Reggie, nodding. My
sister and all the other girls are havin% the

fime of their lives—so they say. And I be-
lieve they mean it,”
0l course they do,” laughed Jack. “If

war a bramn-wave of yours, Keggle, to invite
us alt here,” '

Handiorth came blundering up—with a
clanking and clattering of spurs. Handforth
was supposed to be a Roundhead, and he
wasn't particularly pleased with his choice of
lanry costuie. or he was discovering that
sone of the girls wanted to dance with him.

“Look here, Pitt, what the dickens am I
to do?’ he demanded indignantly. “lrene
won’t dance wish e, and the other girls
ouly laugh at me when I go near themt”

“Can you wonder at 16?7 grinned Pitt.
“With these whacking great spurs on your
hoots, ' not surprnsed that the girls fight
shy of you! You're not famed for your
gentleness, old son! Besides, look at your
jacket! Look at those ieather cuffs on your
steeves!” :

“What about 'em ¥’ asked Handforth, star-
ing at his cuffs. :

" Well, just think of the tancy costumes of
the girls,” said Pitt coolly. ** Most of them
are made of sitk, or mushin, or crepe-de-chine,
or something flinsy like that.  No wondel
fiene doest’t want to dance with you! One
fox-trot wouid be just about enough to ruin
any silken costume—to say nothing of spoiling
the strongest pair of feminine shoes that were
ever made !” ;

Handforth looked rather blank.

"'(,'hur?-ia and MeClure are dressed as
pierrots,” he grumbied. “They're getting

plenty of dances the bounders! They told
me to dress up as a mgger minstrel—but I
wouldn’t take any notice of them.” '

“Why not?” asked Grey.
~ “Because they said it would suit me- they
said the black pamnt would hide up my face!”’
sard Handforth indignantlty. ~1D’you think I
was golug to stand that sort of rot?”

“Well, Pl tell you what, old son,”’
chuckied Pitt. **There’s a spare costume u
in my room-—a sort of grand vizer. affair, aﬁ
made of silk and stuff.,. You'll look fine in
thai, and you're wolcome to it, if you like.”

“Thanks awfully!” said Handforth. “T’ll
buzz up and shove it on. Being a Roundhead
is all right but I'm not going to be dished
out of dancing with Irene!”

Aml Handforth hurried off, followed by
the chuckles of Pitt and Grey and several
othier juniors.

Rk

CHAPTER 9.

The Vision on the Lawn !

H dear! TYm glad

there’s an interval

W now,” laughed Dora

~ Manners. “It’s so

“dreadfully “hot in
“here |”
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“Yes, it is a bit warm,” agreed Winnie
Pitt.  “Supposing we go oul out on the
terrace for a few minutes, Dora 7
_““Won't it be too cold?’ asked Dora doubt-
fully, “These costumes aren’t particularly
thick, you know !’

“That’s all right,” replied Winnie, with a_

smile. “We can easily sneak a couple of
wraps, and dodge out without being seecn,
12’1l be a relief to get in the ccol for a few
minutes.”

And so the two girls carried out their little
plan. The evening was getting advanced
now, and there had been a long round of
jollity. The dance band was taking a quarter

of an hour off, end most of the guests were

standing about chatting, or edting ice-creams,
of otherwise enjoying themselves.

Dora Manners was rather afraid that
Browne would spot her, and prevent her from
going out on the terrace with Winnie.
tunately, Browne was engaged in conversa-
tion with two or three of the Remove chaps,
and he couid not get away. Dora was Irene’s
cousin, and she was on the permanent staff
‘of 8t. Frank’s—as 2 nurse in the sanatorium.
{Dora was a very sweet girl, two or three
years older than Irene, and rather shy in

‘disposition. But she was a thiorough sport
‘all the same.
Having secured the wraps, Dora and

‘Winnie slipped out through one of the French
avindows, and they found themselves on the
wride terrace overlooking the moat. It was a
wonderfully peaceful evening, with the stars
- ghining glitteringly in the hard blue sky.

The moon was appearing, too, over the tree
‘tops in the distance, and there was an atmos
Phere of perfeet peace. Scarcely a breath of
wind stirred, and the snow lay thickly in
every direction. The moat was [rozen and
covered with snow, and beyond lay the lawns,

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

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

“Isn’s it wonderful 2’ murmured Dora at
length.

“ Glorious ! replied Winnie, looking up at
the stars.  “I don’t think I've ever known
a better winter’s night.  Just lock at the
stars. Dora! Aren’t they shining magnifi-
cently 1!

Dora looked up, and then nodded,

_Again they stood silent for a few moroents,
humbled by the. majesty of that great,

glittering universe overhead. Then = sud-
denly Dora plucked at her companion’s
sleeve.

“Winaiel” she whispered, a new note in
bor voice. *What is that over there?”

For- |

.
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“Over where?” said Winnie, surprised by
the other girl’s tone.  *What is it, Dora?
Why are you pulling at my sleeve—"" "

“Look !I” said Dora breathlessly.

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

“There's something there !” she murmured.
“There's something—moving [

“That’'s what I thought!” said Dora.
“But what is it? Oh, Winnie, are we dream-
ing, or what? If you can see them, too,
there must be something—— Oh, but it’s
too silly—too fantastic!”

“They’re fairies!” said Winnie tensely.

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

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

Fairies! Fairies,

gaily dancing up and
down—in the twentieth century!

It was fan-

1 tastic~~unreal—stupendous.

A minute or two earlier, there had been
ncthing on thab snow over there. The night
was not dark—for the starlight, alone, was
sufficient to show up the snow clearly. The
moon was shining, too, and the trees in the
distance could be clearly seen, casting long
mysterious shadows. And behind the two
girls, and ail along the terrace, were lighted
windows from bevond which came the sounds
of happy laughter. Indeed, the band was
beginning to play again, proving to Dora and
Winnie that they were not dreaming. They
wese wide awake-—and this was Christmas
night !

Yet there, on the lawn, were fairies!

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

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

Fairies, dancing and prancing—dancing to
the tune of a fox-trot played by a twentieth

1 century syncopated orchestra!



CHAPTER 10.
The Fairies® Revel !

wasn't as if this
vision was hazy or
‘¢ histinet, Tt wasn’t
a, -if the two girls
- could have any
what they saw. No;
girls

doubts

regarding
the fairies seemed so reai that the two
cnly needed to run forward a little way and
they would be amongst them.

But neither Dora nor' Winnie moved. They

were -too awed—to fascinated. Besides, it
would- seem like an intrusion for them to
mterrupt that gay revel '

There were  about a dozen fairies, at-
together—dancing, prancing, whirling round
joyousiy. It was incredible—yet true.

“Oh, look ! breathed - Winnie, ab last.

“Can you.see themn, ‘too, Dora? Can you

see their lovely wings 77

“Yes!” said Dora, clutching more tightly
at  Winnie's arm. “And what beautiful
wings. too! The moonlight is glinting on
them. Look at their gossamer gowns, too !
Oh, Winnie; am I dreaming all this?”

“You can’t be—because I can ses just the
sarie,” said Winnie.  “Fairies, Dora—real
fairi’esl Oh, dear! What’s coming over
us?’

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

The: fairies appeared to be living’ creatures
—s0 clearly defined were all the details ‘of
their dainty little persons. There was no-
thing ethereal in their aspect.

- Bach fairy was about three feet in height |

~—tiny graceful ereatures. Their faces wore
plainly visible to the two girls—laughing
faces, with gleaming little teeth, and merry
sparkling eyes. Some had dark hair, others
chestnut, others the fairest of golden. Their
hair was long and it waved in the breeze
that was created by their dancine. Not the
tiniest detail of the picture was lacking,

“Oh, Dora, what ecan it mean?” asked
Winnie, her voice quivering. ¢ They’re fairies
—real fairies! There can’t be any trickery
about it!”

“No, I was thinking

the same!” said

Dora, nodding. “They’re too small—too
beautiful !  Besides, we can sce them so
clearly——*

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

“Dora! Winnie!  Are you out there,
you two ?”’ -

It was the voice of Irene, and it was rather
anxious in tone, Dora an! Winnie glanced
at one another, and the same thought was
in both their minds.
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“Oh, ' let’s tell the others!” said Dora
breathlessly.  “Let’s run back, and bring
them all out! This is too wonderful for us
to see just by ourselves!”

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

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

“Oh. quick!” cried Winnie. “Como - out-
side, all of you!”

“What the dickens 23

" Stealdy, Winnie, old girl ! said Reggie,
running up to his sister.  ** What on earth’s
the matter 7 :

“Oh. come outside !”

She and Dora stood there, their faces
fushed, their eyes sparkling. Obviously,
something very unusual had happened, for
both the girls were looking very exeited. They
had burst right into the middle of the dance,
and the band bad automatically stopped—the
musicians seeing that something out of the
ordinary had ifaken place.

““What’s wrong ?” asked Handforth, push-
mg forward.

“Come outside, all of you!” said Dora.
“There’s no time to explain now—but you
must  seec  something! It’s wonderful—
glorious | i

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

“Nothing very dreadful, anvhow,” said
Willy keenly. ‘“They’re not scared—they’ro
not frightened.”

“We cannot tell,” said Ezra Quirke, com-
ing up. - “Perhaps they have glimpsed one
of tho ghosts that lurk near this mysterious
old eastlz——-"

“Dry up!” said Fullwood sharply.

“1 was only saying——"’ : _

“I don't want to hear what yow're saying,
Quirke ' said Fullwood. “‘This is no time
to talk about chosts, you idiot!’

“Very 1 said Quirke,

“Let’s bring

repeated Winnie.

well ! his  voice
strangely subdued

A< echo of the girls’ excilement had now
spread throughout the entive party, and dur-
ing the next few moments everyhody started
crowding out upon the terrace. They did
not know what they were going to see—
but they felt that it would be something

strange.  There were all sorts of wild con-
jectures, A comef, perbaps—a flight of
extra-brilliant meteors, possibly. A curious

cioud formation—or a house on fire in the
distance. Nobody quite knew what to expect.

“I trust, Sister Dora, i'at nothing has
occurred to alarm you in any
way ?” asked Browne, as he ran beside Dora.
“Pray cenfide in me 22

“Oh, pleasa!” she interrupted. “IU'm not
alarmed in the least—but you must come out
and see——"’ =

She broke off, for they had reached the
terrace by this time. °“'The others were
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themselves looking at a queer old man.
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He was motionless, and on his forehead was an

ugly bruise.

standing about, locking at the sky, looking
through the trees, and trying to find some-
thing which would account for the girls’ ex-
citement. Winnie was there, too, and she
Was pointfh‘g over towards that magic spot.

“There!” she was saying, “That’s where
we saw them!
she added regretfully, *“They’ve gone

“What a shame!” said Dora. * Perhaps
the noise frightened them away! They
must have heard all the shouting, and 5l

“ Hrightened who away 7 asked Handforth,
in amazement. “There’s nobody there, Dora!
There couldn’t have been anybody there,
-either! The snow’s unbroken—it hasn’t been
trodden on!”

“That’s quite right!”’ said Boote, pointing.
“The moonlight is shining right over that
snow, and there.isn’t a mark on it! What do
vou mean, Winnie ?”’

Winnie passed a hand over her eyes, and
her bewilderment was intense,

“0Oh, I don’t know!”” she said, in a low
voice. *But we saw fairies out there!”

“Trairies!” yelled half a dozen voices.

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

Handforth staggered back,

“0Oh, corks!’”’ he said blankly. ‘TFairies!
What the dickens shall we be hearing about
next 1 ; :

¥

1

Oh, Dora, they’ve gone!”

CHAPTER 11.
The Unbelievers |

ATRIES?” said Reggie
Pitt curiously.

“VYes,’” said Winnie.

“Fairies, Reg! Quite

_—'] a number of them,

dancing round in a circle, and—-"’

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

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

Everybody stared at that patch of snow,
and then many strange glances were cast at
the two girls. In the circumstances, nobody
could be blamed for looking sceptical,

“But surely, Dora, yvou don't expect us
to believe this?” asked Irene, in astonish-
menft.

“Perhaps it is too strange for you to
believe,”” admitted Dora quietly, “but it's
true, all the same. We saw them—didn’t e,
Winnie 7% ’

“Yes, rather!” said Winnie Pith. “We saw
them for a long time—and I can only think

‘that they were frightened away by all the

noise,”’
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“Took “here, Win, old girl!” said Reggie,
giving his sister a shake. * Wake up!”’

_‘;But { am awake, Reg!” protested the
girl.

. “No, yowre not—you’re dreaming!’ said

Pitt, laughing. * At least, you have becn
dreaming. What the dickens do you mean
—fairies? You know as well as I do that
fairies don't really exist. They're only—
only Oh, I don’t know! But fairics don’t
exist. And nothing could have been dancing
on that snow, either. It's undisturbed—
without a mark on it. Do be sensible, Wint”’

“Yes, draw it mild!” said Bob Christine.

“ Absolutely !’ put in Archie. “Dash if,
we're ready to believe all sorts of dashed
things out of politeness, old girl, but when
it comes to a matter of fairies—— Well, [
mean, what? That is to say, eh? Absolately!
Just a trifle too perpendicular, as it were!”
~“Just a bit!” grinned Harry Gresham.
“ Fairies in these days—{airies dancing about
in the snow !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I suppose this is a practical joke?”” said
Handforth, grinning. “You girls just
brought us out here for fun, eh? Well, it’s
a pretty good joke on the whole—because
we're all herel!” :

“DBut we saw
began Dora: . -

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

* And while you came Indoors to feteh us,
they flew away!” chuekled Fullwood, * Well,
it’s Christmas night, so we’ll forgive you!”

Dora turned upon the laughing juniors, and
her eyes were indignant.
~“0Oh, why don’t you beliecve us?” she asked.
“1 tell you it’s true! Both Winnie. and I
saw them, and we can’t have been mistaken,
We shouldn’t both imagine the same thing
at once, should we 7"’ ) ;

“It . wasn’t- imagination,”” said - Win.ie.
“\We saw the fairies -as clearly as 5

“Ha, ha, hat”’

the fairies distinctly——"

“ Oh, cheese it, Win!? said Doris, with a

chuckle. . “A jcke’s a joke—but why ecarry
it se far?” :

“Put it isn’t. a joke!’ insisted Winnie.
“Oh, what's the use? You won’t believe us
if we keep on telling you, will you?”

“Qorry—but I'm afraid we shan’t,”” smiled
Nipper, giving Winnie a very curious glance.
“Are you sure it wasn’t just a queer trick
of the moonlight 7 ;

“No, it couldn’t have been,” said Winnie.
“Weo saw the figures distinctly—we could
even “see their gleaming teeth, and fheir
merry, sparkling eyes.”’

“How were they dressed ?” asked Nipper.

“Ha; ha, hat?

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

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

“TIn silken sort of robes—gossamer things,”
sa1d Winnie auickly. ““The moonlight wasz

£

affair ?
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shining on them, and we could see their wings
quite clearly. And their faces were flushed
with the dancing, and their hair glinted with
the moonbeams. Oh, it was wonderful! * 1
wish yow’d been out here to see!”

*“Ha, ha, hat? .

The fellows and the other girls simply
refused to believe that there was anything
in the story. Ii was too fantastie—too tall,

But alter a while, one or two became more
thoughtiul. Irene and Doris and Mary s -
denly rémembered that old witeh they had
seen in the corridor, dirmg the morning,
After all, that witch was just as inexplicabie
as thesc fairvies; if one could happen, why
not the other? :

“1 think we must all be bewitched! said
Irene firmly,  ““That's about the truth of it!
There can’t be any other explanation! We're
all bewitched—we’re all enchanted, or some-
thing, just like Ralph Fullwood said this
mmorning !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

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

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Well. Reggie, what aboub said
Nipper, as he found himself beside Reggie
Pitt when they all went indoors. * Pretty

> > 2
it?

rummy, 1sn’'g 16?7
“Blessed if I can make head or taii of
it!" said Reggie, with. a worried frown,

“Tirst Faity Little sces-a table of tuck thas
isn’t there—then some of the givls sec an old
witeh floating about on a fwig-broom~—:ind
now Dora and Winnie see a-loi of {airies!
It seems to ing that we are bewitched!”’

“Well, it's "belter than being haunted,”
smiled Nipper. “Thank goodness there’s
nothing horrible in these strange appearances.
Dora and Winnie aren’t scared in the leasi—
they’re only disappointed that we didn’t all
sce the same vision.”’

“What do you think they did see?” asked
Reggie.  ““Moonbeams, or - something like
that 77

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

“Then vou really think that they saw these
fairies "’ said Pitt, staring.

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

Even Dora and Winnie were now begin-
ning to doubt. Had they really seen those
entrancing fairies? Or had their senses de-
ceived them? Had they, by some cextra-
ordinary coincidence, suffered from a delu-
sion? Had they both ‘injagined the whole
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It was all very strange—all very inexplie-
able!

CHAPTER 12.
Ezra Quirke’s -Turn !

ORA and Winnie came
8\  in for a great deal
of unmerciful chipping
- during the next hour.
= They were being con-
stantly asked if they had just seen the fairies
floating about anywhere. Juniors came up,
very grave, and asked for an introduction to
thé fairy with the auburn hair—or the fairy
with the golden hair.

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

Lzra Quirke, for his part, was weH con-
tent to look on. It may as well be stated at
once that Quirke’s motive was a purely seclfish
He did not keep out of the games and
the dancing because. he considered the
feelings of Reggie Pitt's guests. He had his
own reasons for staying out.

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

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

Somebody pointed out that there weren’t ! He was interested in the “psychic” possi-
enough girls. to go 4 bilities of the old place.
round—and consequent- ; T ST R G PN T He was filled with fan-
Iy, in some of they R : -  tastic ideas of - the
dances. the boys were occult, and his mind

compelled to have other
boys for partners. Why
not invite the fairies in,
and give them a treas?

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

By this time, too, the

Christmas party was
developing into & very
boisterous affair. it

was getting to its most
enjoyable time, when
everybody entered heart
and soul into the spiri
of the revelry.

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

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

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

“Just as you like,” said Reggie.

He had grown tired of asking Quirke to
join in, and had said no more about it. At
the back of his head, Reggie had an idea
that Quirke was deliberately holding aloof
because he knew that many of the fellows did
not like him. If this was the case, it was

Read the early adven-
tures of the Chums of
St. Frank’s, in

THE : '

The Big 5-Story Weekly.

On Sale Tuesdays -

was choked with rub-
¢ bish concerning spirtis
1 and spirituaiistic mani-
festations. In no cir-
cumstances would
Quirke have remained
in the castle alone, al-
though he would mnot
have admifted such to
anybody, even himseif.
But it was differcnt
now—with the sound of
laughter floating 'on the
air, and with the
strains of music every-
where. Quirke now
had a false¢ courage,
and he was free te roam where he willed,

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

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

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

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

24.
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Quirke broke off in his meditations, and he
stood there, staring up the wide staircase. It
ceemed to him that something was at the top
there—on the upper landing. It-was rather
darkeived there, although down here, in the
hall itself, the lighting was brilliant.

Quirke stared—his heart throbbing with
sudden fear and excitement.

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

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

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

TFor at the top of the stairs, and in the act |

of descending, was an ogre!

An ogre!

A tale from the Arabian Nights—a witch
—fairies—and now an oglse. It was a
staggering development. he thing on the
stairs wasg- an enormous creature—between
fiftcen and twenty feet in height! An ogre
of the real fearsome type, as though he had
just walked out of the pages of “Jack, the
Giant Killer ” ! An ogre of terrible ferocity

—complete with his great studded club, his
top-bcots, his hideous, uncouth face.

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

CHAPTER 13,
The Ogre.

ZRA QUIRKE nearly
collapsed from sheer
terror. ‘

He wanted to
scream—h e  wanted
to run away—bué he was held to the floor by
some mysterious force. At least, this is what
Quirke hinmself would have have said. Actu-
ally, Quirke was held there by nothing else
Lbut funk. He was so frightened that he was
unable to move, and although he tried to

- cry aloud, the muscles of his throat were

femporarily paralysed.

And ihat Thing continued to walk slowly
and deliberately dowustairs.

T'here was nothing spectral
nothing ghostly in any way. It was a solid
figure, with every detail of his clothing
clearly defined. But there was one extra-
ordinary thing which Quirke noticed, even in
his present state of terror. At times; the
cgre would walk through the air--proving
conclusivclf that he was not a solid thing of

o

about  it—

tesh and blood, as he appeared to be.
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And one thought few into Ezra Quirke’s un-
healthy mind. He did not see the figure as an
ogre—as a grotesque creature from some
fantastic fairy tale. This thing was no ogre
to Quirke—but something far, far more
deadly.

As the monstrous object came further and
further down the stairs, Quirke suddenly re-
gained control of his vocal chords. He sent
out a great scream of fear.

“Tha elemental!”’ he shrieked.
elemental ! It is loose—it is upon us!
ghost has materialised, and is coming !”

At the same sccond Quirke twirled on bis
heel and ran—ran with the speed of a hare.

W rl‘h-c
The

And as he ran he screamed again and again.

The elemental!  Quirke, in his terror,
accepted this strange figure as a materialised
ghost! “A dreadful tij]inff that could take
life! And although he had professed that he
himself was safe from 'any such monster, he
fled. His nerve wasfot sufficiently strong to
face this ordeal. : :

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

For Quirke, tearing in, was as pale as a
sheet, and his eyes were burning unnaturally
with fear and panie. 5

The fun ceased on the instant, and all eyes
were turned upon this panic-stricken boy, A
sudden wave of apprehension seemed to
sweep through the great ball-room ; laughter
was out short, and voices were stilled.

“The elemental i screamed Quirke. “Go—
go! Leave this castle—it 1is haunted! I’ve
secen——""

“Hold on !” shouted Pitt, running forward.
«What's the matter with you, Quirke? Pull
yourself together, you idiot!”

“Tt is coming !’ babbled Quirke

“(Great Scott!”’

“He’s gone off his rocker!”’

“ Absolutely !’ :

“Vou can't come here, Quirke, shouting

out like this!” said Pitt sharply. “Tull
yourself together, you ass! What have you
ween? Lend a hand, Nipper! Hold him
up E,)
Nipper and Handforth and one or two
others collected round Quirke, and held him.
The boy was trembling in every limb, and
he was, indeed, on the point of fainting.

The other juniors, and the ‘girls, were
collecting round, most of them wearing

frantically.

startled expressions. . The servants held
aloof, amd were looking considerably
frightened.

Just then another sound came from the big
hall, unexpectedly, dramatically. It was a
secream—a different sort of scream to the
one that Ezra Quirke had been making.
There was a curiously muffled ring about it,
a hiut that it had been stified almost at its
inception.

“What is b,
seizing Quirke by
“What's wrong ?”

Quirke?” asked Nipper,
the arwm. and shaking bim.
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“The ghosi—the ghest!” panted Quirke,
staring madly at the big doorway. “It’'s
coming in here—it will be upon us in a few
moments |

“Don’t talk nonsense!” said Ilandforth
grufly. “We ve had enough of you and your
rotl If you can’t talk sense——"

“It was the elemental, I tell you!” gasped
Quirke. * A great, towering monster, fifleen
or twenty feet high! It was coming down the
stairs—right upon me!”

“Ob, my hat ("

“The idiot must have been dreaming !”

“ Of course!”

- “I have not been dreaming 1" said Quirke
fiereely. “1 saw it, I tell you! A terrible
thing with a face that—that But 1
cannot tell you what its face wasg like' Oh,
why did you not heed my warning? Why
did you not leave this accursed place ¥

“1 would remind you that this ‘acecursed
place’ is mine—and I would also remind
you that T am your host,” said Pitt quietly.
“It's hairdly the thing, Quirke, to speak In
this way——"

“But you don’t understand!” interrupted
Quirke. “You don’t realise your danger!
Even now it may be too late for you to
escape ! - There ‘will be death—destruction !
When &n elemental gets loose, it 1s a time ot
tragedy ! Run—run! All of you!”

“Thanks - all the same, uirke, but we
won't run,” said Reggie Pitt.

? “Don’t take
any notice of him,” he added, looking round
at the startled faces. “He’s only talking out
of the back of bhis neck! He's had a fright
over something, but there’s no need for us
to get alarmed. You know hosw steeped he
is in this psychic piffle! I don’t expect he
saw anything on the stairs!”

“Idid—I did!? shouted Quirke passionately.
“I am not imaginative! 1 do not see things
that have no existencel Stop—stop!” he
added, raising his voice, as Handforth and
one or two others moved towards the door-
way. ‘“‘Do not go out theret If you value
vour lives, do not go out!”

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

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

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

After all, Ezra Quirke was a queer sort of
boy, and 16 wouldn’t do to take too much
notice of his fantastic words.

All the_same; ‘every member of Reggie
Pitt’s Christmas party felt vaguely uneasy!
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CHAPTER 14.
The Figure on the Stairs!

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH
plucked impatiently at
Quirke’s arm.

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

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

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

“And what was it like ¥’ asked Pitt.

“I can tell you what it was—not merely
what if was like,” replied Quirke impressively.
“The Thing I saw was a materialised spirit—
a deadly, menacing I’resence, and it took the
shape of an ogre.”

“An ogre!” shouted several of the juniors.

“Yes—an ogre!” insisted Quirke. “You
do not believe me, eh? You think I am
crazy ? But this is the truth! That monstrous
creature I saw was an ogre i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was an involuntary burst of laughter.
Quirke’s assertion that he had seen an ogre
brought a good deal of humour into the situa-
tion. Tor it was at once assumed that Quirke
had been the victim of his own imagination.
A sense of relief swept through his listenera
—and relief brought laughter. _

“An ogre, eh?’ said Handforth sarcastie-
ally, “Well, we seem to be getting onl
There were fairies about the castle an hour
or two ago—and ngw we have an ogre!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2

“PDo not laugh!”’ shouted Quirke fiercely.
“You do not realise what folly—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Wouldn’t it be & good idea to go~into
the hall, just to see if anything is really
there 7 put in Winnie gently.

“Why, sis, you don’t really think there’s
anything in this, do you?1” asked Regeis,
looking at his sister in astonishment, and
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‘struck by her serious fome. *It's nothing |in startled amazemens. Here was another
but Quirke’s silliness—"" : ; l mystery ?  Who was this old man? And why

“ Just the same as it was my silliness for |was he lying huddled at the foot of ¢ - stairs?
seeing the fairies?” asked Winnie. * And “Woell I'm blessed!” said Reggio Pitt, as
Dora’s silliness, too! But we did see those | he looked at the old fellow. ‘It’s M.
fairics, Reggie! And if we could sce fairies, Rotherton !”

why couldn’t this boy see an ogre?’ ' Pitt was right. The frail figure ou the
“Just the same as some of us saw a witch stairs was thaf of Mr. Julius Rotherton. the
this morning.” put in Irene quickly. hermit of Raithmere Castle!

“Oh, help!” said Reggie Pitt,
holding a hand to his brow. “This
is getting a bit too Iantastic! 1
beliove that the castle really is be-
witched! Or at least we are!”’

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

But Dora Manners and Winnie
Pitt were rather inclined to sym-
pathise with Xzra Quirke. They
folt, in their -hearts, that he really
had seen something extraordinary
in the hall. For bad not they them-
solves wibtnessed that fairy revel
outside in the grounds. - If one im-
possible thing could happen, there
was no limit to the alfair.

There was a ceneral move fto-
wards the hall, Flandforth leading
the way. The merry-making was
abandoned—or suspended, ab least—
for there could be no further fun
antil this fresh mystery had been
cleared up. At all events, an in-
vestigation was essential.

Handforth, of course, was con-
vinced that Ezra Quirke had seen
nothing, and he went out into the
hall with the settled idea in his
head that nothing unusual would
bo seen. So Bdward Oswald re-
ceived 8 bit of a surprise—perhaps
a shoek. For there, huddled near
the foot of the stairs, was a figure.

“Look !’ said Chuarch, pointing.
“There’s something therel”’

“Well ’'m jiggered!” said Hand-
forth blankly.

“Yiand back!” shouted Quirke.
“[a not approach 2

“Nonsense !’ interrupted Nipper.
“This is no ogre!”

They hurried up, and then they The dancing was a great suceess, with everybody supremely
found  themselves staring down dressing up as a swaggerirg Roundhead, complete in hig tops
apon the figure of a quedr old man. am I to do 2 ** he demanded of the host. ** Irene won’t dant

He was dressed in old-fashioned
clothing, and he was lying there motionless.
But he was evidently alive, for he was
breathing heavily, and an ugly bruise on his
forehoad  told ils own story. He  had
chviously fallen downsiairs, and had hurt him-
sclf in the process. This; no doubf, was the ]
oxplanation of that other strange cry which buzz from Reggle
had come from the hall as Quirke had been e Pitt’s guests as they
2oeing. : ' gathered round the
The boys and girls stared at one another . ' foot of the sfsirs,

CHAPTER 16.

The Old Man of the
Castle.

; =§HERE was an excited




b

ppY= except Edward Oswald Handiorth, .
nd extra large spurs. *‘ Look here, Pitt, what the dickens
he other girls only laugh whet I go near theml
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looking at the unconscicus figure of old M.
Rotherton, _ <

“But who iz he?’ asked Buster Boots, in
surprise.

“Kindly enlighten us, Brother Reggie,”
said Browne. “1 observe that Brother Nipper
and yourself have been exchanging meaning
glances. I take it that the elderly stranger

is not entirely unknown to you—since you

Ea)

He -hacl insisted upon

apparently know him by the name of Brother
Rotherton. We have no desire to be in-
quisitive, but—-"

“1 had better explain quickly—ii only to
stop your long-winded jabber, Browne,” in-
terrupted Reggie Pitt, *Mr, Rotherton lives
here—in the castle.”

WT tone haral?! @atd Trene. with wide cves.
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“That's because he lives in a seceret suite
of rooms,” replied Reggie. “A few of us
know about him—Nipper and Handforth and
the other fellows who were here in advance
of the main party. We weren’t going lo say
anything, because we were told by Mr
Rotherton that he did not like company. He's
a perfecily harmless old fellow, and at one
time he was seeretary-—or sometiling iitke that
—to my great-uncle. He has lived
in Raithmere Castle for years.
hermit, you know.”

“Well I'm blessed!”” said Fatty
Little, seratching his head. “How
did he feed ?”’

“We can’t go into long explana-
tions now.” interrupted Nipper.
“Mr. Rotherton needs atiention, 1
don’t think he’s badly hurt—only
just stunned a bit. Will somebody
please fetch some water?”

“Right!” said Doris prompily.

&he ran off, accompanied by onc
or- two of the girls, and Nipper
proceeded.

“We found Mr. Rotherton quiie
by chance,”” he said. “He didn’t
want anybody to know that he
lived here, and we promised ‘to
keep his secret. But, of couree; its
out now—because yow've all seen
him. He’s a decent old boy, and
you needn’t be suspicious of him.”

“And Quirke mistook this harm-
less old chap for an ogre!” said
Handforth * contemptuously. “By
George! Doesn’t it just show what
the imagination can do?”’

“Rather!”

“It's not true!” said Quirke,
pushing dorward. “I did not see
this old man! I tell you I saw
an ogre on these stairs! I am not
a fool—I am not given to imagina-
tive fits! I saw the monstrous
thing as plainly as I can sce you,
Handforth !’

Handforth started.

“ Are you calling me a monstrous
thing 7”” he asked darkly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

~ “TPhere is no need for you to make such
suggestions, Handforth,” said Quirke. “I'm
only irying to explain that I saw the appari-
tion, and I could not possibly mistake
a frail old man for a——"'

- % Just a minute!” interrupted one of the
ottier juniors, “Is there any chance that this
Mr, Rotherton has been playing tricks?”’

“Pricks 7" said Reggie quickly.

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

Nipper, and Reggie Pitf, and one or two
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moments. They remembered how Mr. Julius
Rotherton._had fixed all sorts of wires in
varions parts of the castle—in order to pro-
duce mysterious manifestations. The old her-
mit had done all this in order to frighten the
schoolboys away, but since they had dis-
covered his secret he bhad put an end to all
that trickery. There was no earthly reason
why be should have re-commenced the game.
" Before any search could be made, Doris
returned Wit{J the water, and Mr. Rotherton
was carried out into the centre of the hall,

and placed upon a lounge. Water was
debbed over his forehead, and some was
forced down his throat. The girls had

brought some wine, too, and in a very short

" time the old fellow opened his”eyes, and
locked round him in a bewildered way.
“I’'s all right, DMr, Rotherton,” said

“We'll soon have you
I think you fell down-
stairs. and *

““Yes, yes!” interrupted the old man, I
tripped—I fell! Where am I now? Who
are all these——Ah, yes, of coursa! A pity—
= pity! I did not intend this. I did not
want myself to be seen.’

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

“Why?” said the old man, “A whim, my
boy—a sudden impulse. I heard your
langhter, and . decided to crcep down just
to have a little peep at you enjoying your
revels, It was a foolish notion, perhaps,
but I could not resist the impulse. I wanted
to see you enjoying yourselves.”

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

“Ves,” said Mr. Rotherton, his voice be-
coming strangely husky. “I do remember!
Tndeed, I am never likely to forget! I was
ih tho upper corridor, and suddenly a
scream sounded. 1 was very startled, as you
may imagine——"

“That was Quirke !” ¢-il1 Handforth, nod-

ding.
“1 thought, perhaps, that somebody had
been injured,” continued Mr. Rotherton.
“So 1 came cautlously forward, and then I
received a great shock. = For there, on the
stairs, I saw something—yes, something ab-
normal and horrific.”

“Oh!” went up a murmur from many
voices.

“Yes, yos?”
“You saw something, sir?
soe? Tell us!”?

 An ogre, of course!” said Handforth sar-
castically.

Reggio Piit quickiy.
on your feet again.

said Ezra Quirke quickly.
What did you
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To his amazement, Mr. Rotherton looked
up and gave a quick nod.

“Yes—yes!” he said. “An excellent
phrase, my boy! An ogre! The figure I
saw ou the stairs was indeed akin to an
ogre of the traditional type. A monstrous
figure—between fiftcen and twenty fect in
height . Ele was just passing down into the
hall, and I was so amazed—so startled—that
I fear I lost my footing and tripped, I tried
to save myself, but in vain. I fell hcadIongH
and do not remember much else.”’

“But you saw the ogre,
Nipper breathlessly.

“Yes—I saw it distinelly,” replied Mr.
Rotherton. “ What 1t means, I cannot say
—but T am disturbed. It was no human
presence—no  human form disguised. It
was somﬂthmn’ altogether more terrible.’

Reggie Piit’s guests looked at one an-
other un= Omfmtao. —and/ uneasily. Dramati-
cally, Fzra Qllll‘\(_,!a fantastic story had been
corroborated !

Gy

sir ? asked

CHAPTER 16,
Handy Wants to Investi=

! gate.
pR. ROTHERTON was
well enough, twenty

minutes later, fo re-
ture to his own secret

; quarters. Courteously,
end with an old-world grace, he bade his
young cempanions good-night, and went off.
Nipper and Handforth and one ar two others
escorted him right to his sceret door, how-
ever, and saw him safely ‘“‘heme.”

“Well, old man, what do you make of
it 77’ aﬁl\ed Refrrnc Pitt, as he and Nipper
hurried Aownstass again -with Handforth.
“Things are getting pretty . queer, aren’t
they 7

“I'm blessed if I know what to think,” re-
plied Nipper. “It's all very puzzhng»-and
all very uuncomfortable, too. We didn’t be-
lieve a word about that ogre of Quirke’s—
until Mr. Rotherton told us that he had seen
the same thing. But how could that appari-
tion have appeared on the stairs?”’

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

“Rot!” said Handforth.  *There aren’t
any ghosts here. There must be some
logical explanation, and if you ask me I
think we ought to make a complete inves-
tigation, There may be a gang of crooks in
the  éastle—coiners, or sornethmg like that.
You can never tell——7

“(Cheese it, Handy!” protested Pitf.
“That's an old tale of yours, and it's a
bit moth-eaten. Fm thinking about that old
witch that some of the girls saw this morn-

ing. And those fairies, too."”
“Fairies I” said Handforth tartly. “Draw
it mild!”
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“My sister saw those fairies,” replied Pitt
quietly, “and Winnie isn’t the kind of girl
{o imagine things. Neither is Dora. And
they both insist that they saw fairies out
ihere in the snow. Then Quirke comes
along and tells us that he saw an ogre on the
stairs-~and Mr. Rotherton saw the same
thing.”

~Handforth scratched his head.

“Well, it’s one of the rummiest goes I can
- ever remember,” he confessed. “We could
anderstand a ghost—at least, it would be
something that we’'ve expericnced before.
But whoever heard of witches and fairies
and ogres in these days? I¥'s so—so rummy !
1 can’t make head nor tail of it!”

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

Reggio did his best to cheer things up.
Further games were suggested, more dancing
was proposed, but nobody’ felt inclined for
merrymaking now. The recent events had
- cask a sort of gloom over the Christmas
party.  Everybody felt, vaguely, that there
whas something wrong with Raithmere Castle.
1t wasn’t haunted in the ordinary sense—for
nothing had happened to frighten any of the
guests 5 |

At the same time, the light-hearted, care-
free enjoyment of the evening was no longer

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

guests were only too glad to “call'it a day.”

The fact was, they are all thoroughly diss
turbed, and although nobody was frigh‘?»
enod it was felt that a resumption of the
fostivities would only be a mockery. Quite
apart from this, the hour was late—getting
on towards midnight. -

Tt had been originally intended that the
jollities should go on until the small hours of
the morning, but in the existing .circum-
stances the plan was changed—and it was
decided” that everybody should go to bed,
got a good sleep and be up early on Boxing
merning. o >

So very soon afterwards, the party broke
up The girls went off to their quarters, the
boys broke up into various groups, and
sought their own bed-rooms.

In one of the rooms, Handforth was ob-
stinate—as usual. He and Church and
McClure were getting undressed by the can-
dlelicht—and by the flickering gleam from
the fire. _

“Buck up, Handy,”’ said Church, as he
noticed  that Handforth was making no
allempt to progress with his disrobing. Mac
and T are practically ready for getting into

ped. Why don’t you hurry up?”

" Haundforth looked across at his two chums.

“Tve been thinking—hard!” he said.

“1 wondered why vou Jooked so ill,”" re-
marked McClure.

“And I've decided to make an investiga-
tion.”- went on  Handforth. Signoring

2

‘bed, “but that’s just what we do mean.

in two ticks!
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MeClure's comment. “Yes, my lads—an
investigation !  The situation calls for one.”’
“YLook here, Handy,” said Church, in
alarm  “You don’t mean this, do you?”
“0i course I mean it!”
“But yowre dotty!” said Church, * How

‘the dickens can you make an investigation—

by yourself#”
“T1 not proposing to make an investiga-

tion by muyself,” replied Handforth, Y You
chaps are coming with me.”

“Aye wo?? said McClure grimly.  “That’s
just where you make a mistake, Handy !

We're not going to budge from this bed-

room—until daylight!”
Edward Oswald looked

astonishment.

“My hat!” he said. “Youwre not afraid,
are you? You're not funky?” >
“Soiry, old man, but we're not falling
into that trap!” said Church, with a grin.
“Vou know jolly well that we're not funky®
—and we're not asses cnough to get - indig-
nant because you question our pluck,, . It’s !
just “a matter of common sense.  We've ®
come to bed, and we're in this room to-

sleep. i

at his chums In

There's no scnse in prowling ahout’
the castls after all the lights have been put,
out. If you want to go & rching” for ogres; -
you can jolly well go. - But we're not having
any of it.” - e

“No fear !” said McChure.  “We're going !
to sleep!” - e ® ey

“«Why. you—you traitors!” “ejaculated
Handforth indignantly. “Do you mean to!
tell me that you refuse to obey my orders®’ 1

McClure yawned. : —

“Sorry, old man,” he said, jumping into -
And
you can glare as much as you like—but it
won't have any effect!” e

“Not the slightest bit!” said Churel .
complacently. : :

T

CHAPTER 17.
Handforth Sees Thinge !

GCASIONALLY:
Church and McClure
took - a firm stand
against the idiesyn-
3 crasies of their famous
jeader. And invariably in such ecases he
knuckled urder. When Church and McClure
liked, they could twist. Handy round their
fittle Aingors, but as a rule they allowed him
to harbour the delusion that he was their
“boss.”

“Vou're a pair of mutinous rotteis!”
grumbled Handforth, as he began undressing.
“1f we weren’t Reggie Piit's guests, and
visitors under a friendly roof, I’d biff the
pair of you! But I don’t want to make a row
now, it: the middle of the night!”

“That's very thoughiful of you,” said
Chureh, yawnidg. My hat! Dancing makes
a chap tired, doesn’t 11?7 I can go to sleep
And blow the ehosts 122 T
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“ Ghosts 1" echoed Handforth grufly.
“There aren’t any ghosts! That's why 1
wanted fo make an investigation—to prove

that ec:-mobod;;,r has been up to some trickery !

It wouldn’t take me long to

“¥Yes, we know, old man,” interrupted Mac
gently. ' But leave it till the morning—when
you're fresh.. You can’t expect to do much
successful research work when you're tired.
Besides, it's all dark ‘cutside in the
corridors.”

“Perhaps you're right!” admitted Hand-
forth grudgingly. *I've thought of some-

thing else, too. If we go prowling about, and.

the girls hear us, they might get the wind
up—they mlght think that we're ghosts, or
something.”

Church and MecClure grinned joyously.
How on earth anybody could mistake Hand-
forth for a ghost was beyond their compre-
hension. But they made no comment——since
they did not want to continue the argument,
Indeed, after exchanging ® wink, they
snuggled down into the bedeclothes and
5)1'ehatihod heavily—and even began to snore
1zhtly

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

The chums »of Study D were obliged to
share a single bed, for there were so many
guests under the roof that a certain amount
of overcro“ ding was necessary. Not that the
juniors minded this. With talk of ghosts in

i
§
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the air, the majority of the fellows were only
too pleased to have bed companions.
Handforth & Co.’s own particular bed was
a huge four-poster—an old-fashioned affair ot
carved oak. It was plenty big enough for
the three of them—or should have been.  But
Handforth was no ordinary sleeper, and
Churech had svggested, the previous night,
that it would be a good idea to rig up a cast-
iron pattition between Handforth’s part ot
the bed and the rest of it. Ior Edward
Oswald had a hkabit of kicking out in his

‘sleep, or punching one of his hands into

Church’s or McClure's face.

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

After the candles had been extinguished,
and the fire had burned low, Handforth.
remained awake, with his hands elasped be-
hind his head on the pillow. Church and
McClure, beside him, were sound asleep
alrcadv—-no. merely pretending. They had
dropped off almost as soon as the ca,nd!ea had
been snuffed.

The castle was very guiet.

Now and again a quaint little ereak would
make itself heard-—a scuffling under the floor-
boards, perhaps. But Handforth was not the
kind of fellow to get scared by such natural
sounds. A rat, possibly—or one of those

creaks which are always to be heard in old
Outside, the mght was perfectly
The rays

houses.
calm, with plenty of moonlight.
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came through the wincows and cast pale;
silvery patches on the Hloor ol the bed - room.

Handiorth was thinking about the various
queer happemugs of the day. He badly
wanted to mvestigate—tor he had an 1deg at
the back of his head that Rmthmere Castie
was in the hands of crooks. Not that there
was anything remarkable in this 1dea ol
Handiorth’s. He could generally be trusted
to -think _of something meiodramatic and
fantastie, % 3

A piece of wood 1n the fireplace moved
suddenty, and Handforth started. He bad
closed his eyes—and, indeed, he had slept for
a few moments, ke was very sleeny now—
very restful. He was just ready to doze off
and to drop into a deep slumber. After all,
it ‘was joily cosy to be in bed, in the warm
bed-room. A lot better than prowling about
the dark corridors, and—— o

Then Handforth started. He
violently.

In fact, he sat up and stared. Tor a few
seconds he remained rigid, his gaze fixed
upon the bedpost near his feet.

He saw something absolutely unbelievable.

The old bedstead had been converted at
some period or ‘other, and the foot was
adorned by ‘tws carved-oak - posts, -with
flat tops. They were immense posts, too,
solid and imposing. The moonhght did not
reach as far into the room as this, but Hand-
forth saw something on that bedpost which
caused him to blink and rub his eyes,

“Great jumping corks!” he breathed
amazediy. : :

He wasn’t fright
was staggerzd.

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

As Handforth sat forward, staring blankly
at this astonishing vision, the elf rose {o his
feet and gave one or two capers. Then he
made :
opened his liftle mouth in elfish laughter.

And poor old Handy was incapable of
moving an inch—or of uttering a sound. In
that tense minute he began to helieve that
Hie was going dotty !

started

;shl.led il.l “the lea;ét—but h_e

CHAPTER 18.
Very Exiraordinary !

ANDFORTH f{felt that
he was under a spell.

He was awake—he
was -quite convinced
i that he was awake.
Sye crackling in a last

- He could hear the

some -grimaces, at Handforth, and |
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eudeavour to retamn ats life.  Out of the
corueci of his eye he could see the moonbeams
on the floor. But never for an instant did he
take his gaze away from that bedpost. He
was watching that queer figure of the elfin,
and vaguely, subconsclously, he wondered
why he could sce the figure so clearly, so dis-
tinetly. It otight to have been dark en that
bedpost, and yet the hittle gnome was clearly
defined i every single detail of his costume.
Every line of his face could be seen, and he
was now turning somersaults.  And some-
times he appeared to be walking on the very
air, without touching the bedpost at all.

But there was not the slightest doubt that
he was there. And Handforth was awake—
and he could see him. But it was so unbe-
lievable—so fantastic. An elfin here, on the
post of Handforth’s bed, making faces at
hin

“(Oh, great Scott!” breathed Handforth .
hoarsely. . z : Sy

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

“ Who—who are . you?” he ".demanded,,
tensely. “I—I mean—— Oh, my hat! Am
I going off my rocke:, or what?”

Church stirred, and looked up.

“What are you talking about, Handy?”
he a.skm;l sleepily. “Why the dickens can’t

“ Here—quick % panted Handforth, seizingy
Church by the shoulder. “Look " here;
Churchy! Look at this thing! Tell me if
I’m secing double !” ' ;

Church sat up, startled by Handforth's
tone. Indeed, McClure sat up, too, and they
found their Yeader leaning forward, his gaze,
concentrated upon the bedpost.

“What's the matter?” asked Churcir.

“He's gone !” breathed Handforth dazedly.
“ At least I say, Church! Can you sce
anything on that bedpost?” he added,
poinfing. - 3

Church looked, not without a sudden quiver
down his spine, : :

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

“(Clan you see something on the top of that
bedpost 7" repeated Handforth.

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

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

“Nothing there!” echoed Handforth, pass-
ing a hand over his eyes. ‘“‘Buf thereis! I
saw him just now!”

“Him?” repeated Church.

“Yes—the clfint” -

“The what?” yelled Church and McCtare
"in one voice. ; = e
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“The elfin—the gnome—the mannikin!”
¢aid Handforth. “1 saw him plainly! He
was squatting on that bedpost, not a minute
ago—making faces at me!”

“An elfin?’ repeated Church, with a
gulp. “Sitting on that bedpost?”

(13 ‘_fcs !l)

“Youre up the pole!” said McClure
bluntly. “ You're barmy, Handforth!”

“T tell you I saw him theréT insisted
Handforth, leaping out of bed, and running
round to the foot. “He was here—sitting
right on top of the post!” he added, indi-
cating the spot. “*And he turned somersaults,
too, and——"

“Cheese. it} said Church impatiently.
“What the dickens are you trying to tell us,
Handy? I thought you were dotty, but I
can . understand now. You've  been
dreaming.”

“1 haven't!” said Handforth fiercely. "1
saw him—"

“Rats?’ said McClure. “Youw're not go-
ing to kid us that you saw an elfin or 2
mannikin. Where do you think we are—in
the middle of a fairy hook?”

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

Handforth took a deep breath.

»Well, I saw that mannikin!” he declared.

o “I wasn’t asleep, and I wasn't dreaming ! |
It's no good you fellows loeking at me in that

way, cither. I heard the fire burning—and 1
could see the moonhght on the floor. And
there was that gnome on the bedpost, grimac-
ing at me. I've never been so surprised in
all my giddy life! I thought I was crazy for
2 minute.” -

Church suddenly laughed.

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

“But 1 did see him!”’

“Rot!” said Church, “Use your common
sonse, old man! You've got plenty of it
although you don’t often adverfise it. You
must see that it’s absolutely impossible. You
couldn’t see an olfin on the bedpost, Thero
aren’t such things—except in the pages of
¢ Grimm’s Fairy Tales,” or ‘ Hans Anderson’s
Wonder  Stories.’” Do try to pull yourself
together! Elfius—in the age of wireless and
cross-Atlantic flights! Come back to bed and
go to sleep! You'll roar at yourself in the
morning !”

But Edward Oswald Handforth was begin- |-

ning to dress himself.
“Pm not coming to bed yet!” he said

erimly, « “You fellows cad cackle all you like |

—but I saw an elfin on that bedpost, and I

believe there are other queer things going on
outside in the corridors. Anyhow, I'm going
to make a thorough investigation of the castle
now! I'm not waiting until the morning!”’

“Yes, but look herg——-"

“You stopped me once, but youw're not
going to stop me again!” said Handforth.
“There's something gueer about this place,
and T'm not going to have a wink of sleep
until I've probed the mystery to thg bottom!”

And there was such an air of defermination
in his voice that Church and McClure did not
even atteropt to argue. They knew their
leader of old! f

s st

CHAPTER 19.
The Investization !

EADY 7 asked Hand-

forth briskly. :

He took it @ for

granted -~ that  his

édhums were to accom-
pany him. They had slipped into their own
clothes by this time, and they were prepared
for immediato action. But they thought it
unnecessary to inform their leader that this
action waquld probably take the shape of drag-
ging him hack into the bed-rcom by force.
They were prepared to humour him for a
short t‘itme, but there would be a limif.
I:t}decd, Church made a last effort on the
spot. '

“Look here, Handy, why not chuck it up,”
he said earnestly. “All the corridors are
dark—-""

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

“But, you chump—-"

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

“VYou know we're not!” retorted Church,
in exasperation. “But where’s the sense of
prowling about the castle after everybody
has goue to bed? You talk about finding
elves or mannikins, but that yarn is too thick
for words!”

“I tell you I saw an elfin sitting on my
bedpost——"

“You were dreaming, old man,”  said
Church.““There’s no other possible explan-
gtion. And there’s something that you
haven’t thought about, apparently. But
there,”” he added carelessly, “perhaps you
like being a laughing stock?”

“What do you mean?”

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

“They’ll yell their heads off!” said
McClure. “Why give them the chance,
Handy? Come back to bed—and in the
morning yowll be ready to langh at yourself,
You know jolly well that you were dreaming,




THE NELSON LET SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

Crash !

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

For a moment Handforth hesitated—but
onls for a moment. Then he remembered
that queer little figure that had been squat-
ting on his bedpost. No, it hadn’t been a
dicam—he was positive of that. There was
some other explanation, although for the life
of him, Handforth could not imagine what it
could be. He only knew that he had not
dreammed. He had- seen something there—
something intangible, since it had vanished so
strangely.

“No,”. he said firmly, “we’ll hold an in-
vestigation. And we’ll starf by making a
thorough scarch of this bedroom. Perhaps
there’s something squiffy abeut it—sowmething
faked Anyhow, we'll make sure.”” -

“Oh, yowre hopeless!” groaned Church.
“You know jolly well that the bed-room iis
perfectly normal. Didn’t we thoroughly
examine it the night before last?’

“We might have missed something,

torted Handforth.
* Then and there he lit two or three candles,
and moved about the room. He looked into
2 big rccess, and then he examined an old-
fashioned cupboard. He .even looked under
the bed, and searched the flooring and the
ceiling, in case there were wires as he ex-
plained. But, of course, there was nothing.
The bed-room was perfectly innocent of all
tricks and devices.

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

7

2

re-

Handforth smashed clean through the panelling,
explosion, and flames and smoke belched out from the aperture.

'

BT I,
1
1

)

and as he did so thers came a sudder

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

“Hist !’ breathed Handforth, holding up
his free hand. *“Careful, you chaps! There’s
something round the corner!” : ;

In his usual impulsive way, he:bounded
forward and was round that angle in less
than a second. Chureh and McCluare, after a
moment of hesitation, followed. ~They found
their leader standing grimly in the middle of
the passage gazing at a slight, crouching form
immediately in front of him.

“Fera Quirke!” muttered Church.

“What did 1 tell you?” demanded Hand-
forth triumphantly. “Trickery! This—this_
rotter is responsible I’ 5

“I -do not know what vou mean,” said
Quirke, with a catch ig his voice. “T1 have
done nothing, Handforth. I was merely on
my way to the bath-room to obtain a baottle
of water. The chambermaids have forgotten
to fill the water-bottle in my bed-room. You
may remember that I am not one of the
ordinary guests. It was only decided, at the
tast moment, that I should sleep here to-night.
And I am thirsty.”

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

“That’s only a blind!” said Handforth

grufly.  “We .don't forget the way you
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I’m going to——="

straightly.

“ceived,” he said.
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tricked us once before, Quirke. That time at
St. Frank’s when you were in the East House.
We ddon't forget your calm innocence then—

and your trickeries and your magic. Youw're

up to the same games, ¢h? Trying to fool
all'of us!™

“You are wroug!” said Quirke quictly. 1
have taken no part in any trickery, Hand-
forth. Your accusation is entirely unjust.
What has happened now?” he added, giving
Handforth a curious look. “Have you scen
this—this ogre?”

“Blow the ogre!” said Handforth gruflly.
“I don’t believe
you saw an ogre—
it was only your
imagination!”’

“But Mr. Roth-
erfon saw the ecrea-
tuve, too,” put in
Church.

“Wel, never
mind,” said Hand-
forth, “I know jolly
well that I saw an
elfin sitting at the
foot of my bed, and

“An  elfin?”’ re-
peated Quirke, star-

ing.  *““Are  you
serious, Hand-
forth ?”

Edward Oswald

looked at the fellow

“You do it con-
vincingly,  Quirke.
but T'm not de-

“You're pretending
to be very innocent,
aren’t you, but I’l]
bet you know some-
thing about that
elfin! = It was just
one of your dodges.
How the dickens
did you do it?”

Ezra Quirke did not stir, and he revealed
no sign of cinotion., *

“If you are searching for an eolfin, I should
suggest that you go to the bed-room of your
minor,” he said, with a touch of humour that
none of the St. Frank’s fellows would have
credited him  with. “I cortainly  know
nothing of an elf, or olfin. I really think.
Handforth, that you must have been
dreaming.” :

“We told him that long
McClure wearily.

ago!” said

At that moment, befors Handforth could
make any reply, a curious sound came from
further down the corridor—from the direction
of the main hall. ' Nobedy could quite explain
what that sound was, but it was mysterious—
and suggestive of the Unknown! J

the wind——-"

% B R R R S R e R L

CHAPTER 20.
:I‘he Frolic of the Elves !

;) HAT was that?’ asked
Church, in a hushed
voice. ]
“Nothing—only a
rat, or & board creak-
“QOr perhaps it was

ing,” said Handforth,

“But there isn’t
wind,””  said

NEXT WEDNESDAY! %W?& ke ey

gleaming  strangely.
i “I do not like this!
There may be some
3 danger for uwus.
K have already told
' you that this castle
is in the possession
of some materialised
spirit,” You have
laugl’led at me, but

“Yes, and we'rs
still lmthingl” in-
terrupted Handforth

arimly. “Any more
of that rot from
you, Quirke, / and
'l punch you on
the nose!”

“But I urge you

“That!’s encugh!”
roared  Handforth.
“I'm fed up with
your warnings and
your talks abous
spirits!  Go to the
dickens! You're
enough to give anybody the pip!”’

“Listen!” said McClure, holding up his
hand. i

For a moment or two they stood there,
absolutely silent. They held their breaths—
waiting. Again there came a strange sound
from the direction of the big hall. A sork
of rustling, and now and again a vague sug-
gestion of faint laughter. It was very eerie
—very unaccountable, :

In the midst of that tense silence a door
opened somewhere, and a candle appeared
further along the corridor. DBehind 1t was
Reggie Pitt, s

“ Anything wrong out here?” he asked.

“No, of course not,”’ said Chureh. *“It’s
only one of Handy's spasms. He's got a
mania for investigating, and we've come
along with him just to keep him in order.”

LA R e R
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“You silly ass”’ said Handforth, glaring.

Reggie Pitt came up, and with him-v.ore
Nipper and Jack Grey and William Napoleon
Browne. They were in their dressing-gowns,
and they regarded Handforth £ Co. and
Quirke with frank cariosity.

“¥ trust, brothers, that nothing is seriously
amiss?” asked Browne. “I am aware that

this is a house of mysterious hauntings. but

Y must confess that I havegnot personally
observed anything that coull be remofely
termed psychical. T think that is llie correct
word. Brother Quirke?” he added politely.
“Do not make fun of the World Beyend,”’

81

“I'm not going to stay here to listen ‘to
your jeerings!”

Aud off he went, very indignant. KExaelly
as Church and McClure had prophesied, the
other fellows were laughing at him. DBut
Handforth knew—he positively Anew—that he
had heen fully awake when that extraordinary
incident oceurred in the bed-room.

“We'd better go after him, you chaps,’’ said
MeClure uneagily. “You know what a ram-
headed ass he iz. There’s no telling where
he’ll get to unless we keep him in sight!”

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

Handforth was the first .to reach the big
and  his

said Quirke, in a landlilng, B

lox ice. = s i candle was haraly
OE bog vour me%x%ﬁﬁ A
don!” went on X > e moan ]yi ght was
Browng. “I can “ST.FRANK'S AFLOAT!” 38 streaming in
afsure your that I : through the long,

had no intention of

using a tone of Francis |

Bound for Australia on the liner St.

narrow windows.
the wide stair-

levity. ~ At the same QOuly half the sehool is going—the - case . was . -clearly
time, I must inform Ancient and Modern..Houses—but that visible, and many
Fou; 'BImther guirke, will make little difference, for among the afiﬂ of the %?1]1
bat regard your ¥ p ni elow, foo. . .knhe
sinister researches al;ckgipggt}&a;'go.s’ucgagg})‘;}ta}f ‘jg? g::'j : mn.?nfi_gl__lp was ._no'.;.;-
_;;;?;n,,mh i Vivian Travers, Archie Glenthorne, %i‘;n‘?lfufﬁﬁ"%%lﬁf’io
T Buster. Boots and Christine, and where a sudden halt just
Dry u.p, ‘these juniors are concerned you ean as he wae abouf to.

Brown'e” said

and fun.

g
i
g

Handforth im-

~ always expect plenty of lively adventure

“This story, of course, is the opening
yarn of a great new adventure series—
a series which I feel sure will rank as
one of the most popular of its kKind that -
has ever appeared in the Old Paper,

dezcend -the stairs.
“(Great Scott!” he

gasped. :
He stared—in
fresh ~ amazement.

For he saw some-
thing which made

atiently.  “Pm oub Make sure you, don’t miss the opening- ] : :
hare bosause I mean - story—order next Wednesday’s issue {)“ i Lo, f‘i}f
to discover the ROW, : Fes m—wh.z
secret of Raithmere caused him to stare
Castle! Not ten unbelievingly..

minutes ago I saw a

gﬁlomc sitting on
the corner of my

“WHAT'S WRONG
WiTH THE ROVERS?”
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Tor there, caper-
ing up .and down

bed, and—? Another exciting instalment of this fine Eﬁg sggilz':::s:;: dewe?i
“Pray forgive football and detective serial. sl ~of = lhako
the  interruption, <« ORDER IN ADVANCE! queer Little” elfins!

“Brother Handforth,”

said Browne, “hut
did T understand you to say gnome?”

“Yes, you didl’” .

“In other words, an elfin, I take i£?”

o &78‘3.”

“Why, you chump!”’ said Pitt, grinning.
“You don't expeci us.to believe thab story,
do you? You must have been dreaming.”

“Pm fed up with being told that 1 was
dreaming,”’ put in Handforth thickly. “T've
had it rammed down my throat until Pm
nearly choked! I saw an-elf on my bed—
and [ wasn’t dreaming, either! And just
now there was a rummy sound from the
direction of the ball. Fm going to find out
what it means!? 5

“TisE” a minute, old man—-7"
Church.* e ;
“No: I'th going!’ said Handferth fiercely.

began

Not one—not two—

but many! . And
they were indulging in & regular frolic.
Handforth stood there, fascinated by this
singular sight.

Then suddenly he started, and twirled
round. The other juniors were just behind
him—and Handforth’s one thought at that
moment was to convince them that this un-
canny thing was reaily bappening. It couldn’t
be a flight of his own imagination!

“Here!” he said tensely. “Quick, you
fellows! Look here! You didn’t believe me
just now—but come and look at this!”

They arrived at a run, and all came to a
halt at the head of the stairease. :

Then, for perhaps five seconds, not a single
sound was made. Church and McClure and
Nipper and he others stood there, bewildered.

‘| Nipper was the first to speak.

“Well, I'm hanged!” he murmared.
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“Can you see them, too ¥” asked Handforth,
‘mrasping at Nipper’s sleeves.

“Yes, & eourse,” said Nipper.

“What are they?”’

“Iives, by the look of
Nipper. in a wondering voice.
manntkins—or whatever you like
{hem.” _

“Well, didn’t [ say s0?’ asked Handforth
iriumphantly. “That little chap who appeared
on my bedpost must haverbeen one of these—
and he’s come back to his pals. Buk how the
dickens did they get here? And where did

they come from?”

He stared at fhe little figures'in the same
dazed way that all tho others were staring.
Those clves were marvellously distinet, even
when they went oubf of the direct rays of
the moonlight. That was the peculiar part of
it. The darkness did not scém to effect them
in the least, They were even more visible in
tho shadows Chan they were in the direct
moanbeams What could be the explanation
of this paradox?

“What are they 7"’ whispered Pitt, looking
at Nipper. “Are we all dreaming?”

And then Handforth gave a shout, zand
leapt down the stairs. He was going fo
examine these gnomes ab closc quarters!

them,” said
*Gnomes—
o call

CHAPTER 21,

The Smashed Panel!
ANDFORTH’S action
was so quick that the
tiny creatures tad no
chance of getling
e away. They were still
sliding up and down the balustrade when the
leader of Study D tore down the stairs, and
bis first action was to-make a grab at the
nearest elfin,
His hand
beggar!
Never in all his life had Handforth been
so surprised. He had grabbed at that tiny
creature, feeling certain that he had got him.
But his fingers met nothing bubt the empty
air—and in the same second the other elves
seemed to streak backwards in the most extra-
ordinary  fashion, becoming vwvague . znd
elongated in the process. They all vanished,
cr appeared to vanish, into tho oak panclling
on the far side of Lhe hall. Handforth stood
there, on the stairs, gaping.

“My hand went 1ight through it!” he
panted. “Oh, great Scott! Did you fellows

went clean through the little

see 7”7

“VYes!” gasped Church. “And they’ve
gone now, Handy! Why didn’t you hold that
one ¥’

“1 couldn’t!” caid Handforth. = “I tell
you, my hand went right through it! I
grabbed him, but he wasn’t there!”’

“They all scemed to wanish into the
parsliing on the other side of the halll” said
Reggie Pitt. running down the stairs. “Ye
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gods and little fishes! Elves—in the twentieth
century ! - ~And we saw them as cloarly as

“I'm not going to be beaten!”’ roared
Handforth, *““Thoy escaped through thak
panel, and I'm going after them! By George!
I'tl show you whether they can play monkey
tricks with me!”

He tore down the remaining stairs, rushed
across the hally and charged full tiit inte the
oak panclling” He had not really intended
to crash so heavily against it, but his foot had
caught in a rug, and he was preeipitated into
the pauel with terrific force.

Crash!

Before Handforth could recover from his
bewilderment, he found himself smashing
clean through the woodwork. It splintcred
all about him, aud the next second there was
a sudden burst of fire.

“ Look out!” yelled Nipper.

He and ihe others were close upon Hand-
forth’s heels. They arrived just as the livid
flames came  belching oul of the splintered
woodwork, and as they backed away’ there
was a kind of explosion—a dull, mufiled,
puffing sound. A great, acrid cloud of smoke
came surging forth from the panel.

A shout of alarm went up—but it came from
within that panel! And it was uttered in a
strange voice—the Yoice of somebody who did
not belong to Reggie Pitt’s Christmas party!

Church and McClure, frantic with anxicty
regarvding their’leader, were pulling at Hand-
forth, and they succeeded in dragging him
back. Fortunately Edward Oswald was not
hurt much. Only bruised a bit—stunned
slightly. But he was recovering with rems: rk-
able speed. Choking and gasping, he fell
back, held by his chums.

“Quick "’ he panted. “There’s somebody
in there!” .

“Phese elves!'’ said Church wildly.

“Blow the elvea!” said Handforth. “It’s
a'man-—and ho's in terrific danger, toe! Look
at the flames licking up!”

“JFetch some of the fire buckets!'’ sang cut
Nipper. “There are several of them at the
back of the hall! (Come on, Browne—we'll
get them!” :

“I am here to obey, Brother Nipper!”
said Browne prompily.

They dashed off, fecling glad that Pitt had
had several fire buckéts in readiness:. Raith-
mere Castle was illuminated by a large supply
of vapour lamps, and Reggie bad thought it
necessary to be prepared for any emergency,

While Nipper and Browne hurried to gek
water, Handforth and the others were gazing
in startled consternation at the licking Hames
beyond ihat splintered panel! Something
was moving in - there, too—trying to fight
through the dense smoke. :

“Come on!” roared Handforth. “We've
got to rescue bim {7

Befo a Church and McClure could stop
him he plunged through the panel again,
and found himself grappiing with a man.
The stranger was attempting to geb [ree,

elthough his"&fforts were feeble. # 1t “seemed
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that he bad been dazed and stunned by the
explosion, and he was in peril of collapsing
there—amidst those flames,

Reggio Pitt and one or two of the others
came round helping, and finally the wood-
work was torn away ruthlessly. Handforth
came out, assisting the stranger, who ap-
peared to be a refined-looking gentleman of
perhaps forty-five years of age. He was
tall, clean-shaven and well dressed, but other
details were difficnlt to see since he was
much blackened, and in one or two places his
clothing was smouldering.

“My eyes—my eyes!” he was muttering:
“For heaven’s sake Jet me have water!
believe I am blinded! The explosion—ihe
sudden burst of fire——"

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

As it happened, Jack Grey was light-
ing one of the lamps, and the next maoment a
brilliant illumination flooded the big hall.
At the top: of the stairs, and on the landings,
other guests were collecting. Nearly every-
body had been aroused by the noise from
the hall.  Irene & Co. were in evidence, tco
—Jooking ~ very startled and - bewildered.
They had hastily flung on some wraps, and
were determined to join in the “fun.” But
all was confusion so far—particularly as bil-
Aowy masses of smoke were coming from a
corner in the hall.

The stranger was carried across to the
lounge, but only Handforth and one or two

of the juniors gave him any attention. The
main thing was to put the fire out.
Here was a sensation, indeed! Who

counld this man be? Why had he been lurk-
ing behind that panel? Somehow, the
juniors felt that they were now to get at
the root of the whole mystery !

Y
#// ~  CHAPTER 22.
7/ A Hint of the Truth !
\
=8 [REFIRE !”

One or two of the
excited guests had
started the cry, and
there was every ex-
cuse” for them, for the hell was-filling with
smoke, and that corner was lurid with the
gver-growing blaze.

“Go easy, you chaps!” shouted Nipper.

“Phere’s no need to get info a panic! The
fire’s nothing. We’ll have it out in two
minutes! Keep as quiet as you can! We

don’t want the servants down here in-a

panic !
“PBat the

ooy oot ke Todla Breathlessly.

whole castle might be burnt
“ And
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“Buck up with that water!” called some
body.

Swish—swish ! :

Two or three pails full of water were flung
through the jagged hole in the panel.
Clouds of steam rose up, and the flames died
down considerably.

“f we make haste we shall soon get it
under control,”” said Nipper, as he seized an-
other pail. “It's only - smouldering and
hursting into flames at intervals. 1 don’t
think the fire’s much—just a sort of local
affair. ‘That’s the style, Reggic—fing i
on!”

More steam came flooding out from thaut
seeret cavity, and it could soon be seen that
there was not the slightest danger of the
castic becoming involved. The fire, as Nipper
has said, was purely local. Once suppressed,
there would be no danger. .

“(Can we be of any help?” asked Irene, as
she ran downstairs, with Doris and one or
two of the other girls. '

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

Irene took one glance at the stvanger.

His face was certainly blackened,-and “he

was reelining on the lounge, breathing:
evenly. But it was quite clear that he was
till  bewildered—partially stunned. The

shock of that explosion, although net very
great. had been serious enough in the con-
fined space of that little cavity behind the
panel; and the stranger must have received
the full force of if. 2 :

While water was being flung cn the smoul-
dering embers of the dving conflagration,
Trene and Dora got busy. Dora, ef course,
assumed complete command. She was a

‘purse at St. Frank’s, and she felt that it was

her place to attend to this unfortunate man.
Anl Dora’s gentle care soon had a marked’
offoct.  Bandages wgre applied, soothing
ointment was placed on the burns, and be-
fore Jong the stranger was sitting up, looking
round him in a way that was ‘expressive of
untold relief. o

“My eyes!” he kept murnaring. < Thank
heaven my eyes are saved!. T feared that 1
had been blinded, but I am able to see still t”

At about this same time, Nipper and
Reggie Pitt  were penetrating 1nto the
sccreb cavity. Nipper had his electric torch
going. and the pair found themselves in a
strange little closet, cunningly hidden be-
hind the panelling of the hall. Not one
of the fellows had had the slighiest suspicion
that any such secret chamber existed.

The atmosphere swas full of the reek of

| the recent fire, and everything was smothered

amid all the debris,
a tripod.

R caraliren: @ WS

in water. And ihere, 1
was a curious looking machine on
- e T M 'S
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recognisable in their charred condition; and
a big cylinder, which might have contained
gas of some sort.

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

“This is a rummy thing to find here, isn’f
it, Reggie?” he asked, in a low voice, “I
rather think I'm beginning to see daylight.”

“Well, you mightTet me huve a pen-'orth
of it,” said Reggie Pitt, “TFor I'm- bothered
if I can understand anything.”

“Don’t you see what it is?”

“Looks like a sort of magic lantern or

somothing,” said Reggie, examining the
twisted wreckage with much curiosity.
““You're not far wrong,” said Nipper. “1
believe it's a cinematograph projeector,”
“What ?” '
“Not an erdinary one, of course,” went on

Nipper. “This is the rummiecst locking pro-
jector I've ever secn—and there isn't an
ordinary lantern at the back of it, either.
It's much smaller than the usual projector—
much more compact. But doesn’t it sug-
gest anything to you?”

“Great Scott!” panted Pitt. “You—you
mean——-""
“Why not?? asked Nipper keenly.

“QOgres—fairles—imps!  Fantastic things to
sce, Reggie—but not so fantastic when we
know that there is a cinematograph pro-
jector on the premises.™

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

“I don't’' know—but I hsve an idea that
the stranger will be able to explain,” said
Nipper. “Anyhow, let’s get outside and
see what's going on. There scems to be a
bit of a commetion.”

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

“1 trust nothing is wrong, voung people,
he was saying, looking round at the dis-
hevelled boys and girls, “What is the
matter here? Perhaps I can be of some
assistance 7"’

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

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

The stranger nodded.

“At your service, sir,” he replied dryly.
“A most opportune meeting, Mr. Rother-

1

ton !

»
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CHAPTER 23.
Mr. Morley Exrlains !

JANDFORTIL  looked
{ from Mr, Rotherton
to Mr. Mozrley, and
there was a sus-
picious expression on
on his face.

“Tt seems to me, you chaps, that these
two gentlemen can do a lot of cxplaining,
if they have a mind fo!” he said grimly. I
thought you told us, Mr. Rotherton, that you
knew nothing about the ghosis?”

“My dear boy, I spoke tho perfect truth,”

protested the old hermit, pained, *‘Do not
tmagine, that I was attempting Eo deceive
yor—"
T “Well, then, Mr. Morley must know a
good deal,” said Handforth, turning to the
stranger “Perhaps yowll explain why
we've been seeing elves and fairies and ogres
and things, sir?”

Mr. Morley nodded.

#“1 feel, young ’un, that an cxplanation
from - me is very neccessary,” he said
smoothly. “Yes, 1 will clear up this little
mystery, And I can only express my regret
if T have frightened any of you——"

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

“1 rather thought not!” chiuckled Mr,
Morley. “But you must confess that you
were puzzled, eh?” '

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

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

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

“No fear!” said Handforth.
hear all about it now !’

“Hear, hear!”

“We can't wait until the morning

“Not likely I’ :

Mi. Roger Morley glanced up at Dora.”

“We will leave 1t to the nurse,” he said,
giving her a whimsical smile. “If the nurse
permits me to speak, I will do so now. By
the way, I have omitted to express my
gratitade = this charming young lady for
her wonderful—-"

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

“I knew it,” said Mr. Morley, nodding.
“I even feel inclined to have a cigarette—if

.

“We want to

22



THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

the ladies will permit. I have been barred
from smoking for two or three days, and the
self-denial has been a greai trial”

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

“It is all rubbish!” growled M.
Rotherton. “I can well understand why you
are here, Morley,! And I might as well tell
you at once that I have no intention of
succumbing to your ridiculous urgings—"

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

“You may have the interview—but my
mind is made up!’ said Mr. Rotherton
grimly. “Once and for all, Mr. Morley, 1
must tell you that I will have nothing to do
with this proposition of yours. I do not want
wealth: I do not want business worries.
a:x;”astounded that you should pester mé
soI’" -

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

But Mr. Roger Morley soon enlightened
them. ! ' ;

“Well, to let the cat out of the bag straight
away, I'll admit that 'm responsible for all
the strange things that have been appearing
in the castle of late,” he said amiably. “1

roduced the ghostly old man who was seen

ere several days before Christmas. 1 also
produced the fairies, and the ogre, and every-
thing else.”

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

““1’d better explain that I am the managing

“ How

director of the Morley Stereoscopie Projector |

Company, Limited,” went on Mr. Morley
coolly. “Doesn’t that give you a hint?”

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

“Rats!” said Handforth. “I don’t know
what Mr. Morley is getting at even now 1”

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

“Somehow or other, I wandered close to
the castle, and, in my dazed condition and
weak from loss of blood, I stumbled into the
moat. . Our good friend, Mr. Rotherton, saw
me from one of the ecastle windows. and he

He |

‘Nipper. : _
‘when we were In your apartment—and they

.profits, _
‘his lens commercially.
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took me into the castle, and even into his
own private quarters.”

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

“And so, quite accidentally, I discovered
Mr. Rotherton’s secret,” went on the stranger.
“T knew that Mr. Rotherton was living in
the castle, unknown to a soul. He begged me
to keep his little secret—a perfectly inocent
secret, as you all know—and, of course, 1
complied. In fact, Mr. Rotherton and myself
became very friendly. Ie even showed me
bis simple little inventions. At least, he
called them simple—but I was of a very
different opinion.”

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

“1 am an expert on everything connected
vith lenses and stereoscopic projection,” he
continued. “Well, you can imgaine my
astonishment when I discovered that M.
Rotherton had produced a stercoscopic lens
for his paltry little magic lantern that fairly
took my breath away.” :

“The thing was only a toy—a mere trifle,”

‘said Mr. Rotherton gruffly.

“YI'd rather believe Mr. Morley, six,” said
“We saw some of your inventions

struck us as being pretty wonderful.”
“I suw at onee that Mr. Rotherton had a
fortune in his hands,” continued M. Morley.

““He had invented the thing here;, in his

spare time. .1f has been his habit to while
away a few of the dark hours by showing
magic lantern slides—and with that stereo-
scopic apparatus the effect was too wonderfui
forawvords. I was entbusiastic, and T offered
Mr." Rotherton- a very large sum of money
‘down, and a guaranteed percéntage on all .
if he would only aliow me to handle
But he refused to -
listen fo me.”
~“And I still refuse,”
firmly. :
“1 hope not, sir—I do hope not!” said the
other, bending forward. “Have I not given
you sufficient proof of the wonderful possi-
bilities of your invention?”

said Mr. Rotherton

CHAPTER 24,
All Serene !

R. JULIUS ROTHER-
TON shook his head.
“I do not wish to
be disturbed,” he said
grumblingly. “I do
not want my peace to be ruined. I am coun-
tented here, in Raithmere Castle, and—"
“Your peace will not be disturbed in the
slightest degree, sir,” said Mr. Morley. “But
let us discuss this afterwards. I want to ex-




down upon the terrace.
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friends.” Ho turned to his listeners. * Well,

boys and girls, it was like this,” he continued. ;
“1 couldn’t get Mr. Rotherton to budge. He

wouldn’t even listen to me—and I was almost
in despair. But I did persuade him to let me
have one of his lenses, so that I could experi-
ment with it. He trusted me—and that fact,
alone, made it imperative that I should keep
faith with him.

“Well, for nearly a year I have been
making experiments,- and I bave at last
produced a cinematograph projector which
will revolutionise the entire industry. Itis a
combination of my own inventions and Mr.
Rothorton’s marvellous stereoscopic fens. My
method is quite simple, although so stagger-
ingly effective. I use, in combination, this
special lens and a new beamless projector.”

“ Beamless, sir?” said Nipper.

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

“Pil bet it will, sir,” said Handforth
feelingly. “I nearly had a fit when I saw
that clfin sitting on the bedpost!”

Mr. Morley chuckled.

“My process is very simple,” he explained..

“The beamless projector requires no screen
whatever, and as the lens fixed to the machine
is stereoscopic, the picture—I use the word
¢ picture ’ for want of a better one—is pro-
jeeted on to the air itself. All objects shown
by my machine appear to be solid, and I can
project them anywhere 1 plesse. I can also
make them any size 1 please, according to the
film that has been taken. Trick-photography
is also possible. There is no limit to what
this projector of mine can accomplish.”

“But even now, sir, I don't quite under-
stand,” said Reggie Pitt. “Why did you
sroduce these elves and things, without any-

ody knowing you were here?”

“There are many sccret passages and
panels in this old castle,” replied Mr. Morley.
“It may interest you to know that I have
several of my projectors placed in vavious
hidden spots. There was this one here—be-
hind the panel 1n the hall. There is another
on the upper landing, and still another at
a window of a locked apartment, direeted
All these projeclors
are concealed, and I have been able to reach
them by mea . of the scoret passages.”

“QOh ! exclaimed Irene suddenly. “You've
even gobt your projectors in the bed-rooms,
then 7

“Onlv in cne hed-room, my dear young
lady,” relied Mr. Morley quickly. “And I
knew ikat that bed-room was occupied by
our yeung impulsive friend, Handforth. 1
folt that it would be safe to play one of my
tricks upon him, and so 1 chose the elf for
his particular benefit.”

“ “But I didn’t see any giddy projector, sir
—or hear anything, either,” said Handforth,

““N.. because the projector was hidden be-
hind the wall,” said Mr. Morley. “And my
machine is perfectly noiseless,” -

“PBut why did you do all this?” asked
Nipper. !

“Because I wanted to convince Mr, Rother-
ton—this obstinale old customer—that his
invention is worth thousands of pounds,” said
Mr. Morley, glaring at the old hermit. “He
would not listen to reason, and so I wanted
to show him. It was my last hopg—my final
throw of the dice.”

“And it has failed,” said Mr, Rotherton
gruiily. .

«1 came herc only a few days ago—fully
prepared,” continued Mr. Morley. “I saw
Mr. Rotherton, and .he aghin refused me,
He was worried because all you boys and
girls were in the place. 1 understood, then,
that he wanted to keep the castie to himself,
and so I thought I would help him. I had
an idea that 1t might make him change his
mind. 1 tried to scare you away, at first
with my spectres and phantoms. Then, when
I found that vou wouldn’t be scared away, I
played a few tricks of my own—in keeping
with the spirit of Christmas. I had the films
in my stock—films ‘of, ogres and such-like

ereatures—and so 1 prepared a few surprises.

I hope you will all forgive me for this
practical joke.”

“Why, of course we forgive you, sir,” said
Reggie Pitt. “And you are welcome to stay
in Raithmere Castle as long as you please.”

“That's very decent of you, my boy,” said
Mr. Morley. “I am very grateful.” ;

“ And I understand, Mr. Rotherton, that
you desire to remain here, undisturbed 7"
went on Pitt, turning to the old hermit.

“That is correct,” said Mr. Rotherton.

“Thon I will only permit you to remain,
sir, on condition that you enter into a bus:-
ness agreement with Mr. Morley,” said
Reggie calmly. “How's that? These stereo-
scopie films are so marvellous that we can’t
allow them to be wasted. Think of the possi- .
bilities of this machine in conjunction with
the new talking films! Why, the British
film industry will beat the world with
¢ talkies ’ if this new invention is brought into
general use!”

“You arc right,” said Mr. Morley quickly.
“Tf T can obtain Mr. Rotherton’s consent to
commercialise his invention, the British film
industry will receive the grealest boom it
has ever had.” .

And so, much to his dismay, Mr. Julius
Rotherton was compelled to enter into the
agreement—to the delight of everybody. Mr,
Morley was particularly overjoyed, and about
the only fellow under the roof of Raithmere
Castle who felt thoroughly small was Ezra
Quirke. Ho was the laughing-stock of every:
body—for -his talk about elementals and
ghosts had proved to be unfounded.

And so the Christmas party continued, with
good cheer all round. = And Reggie Pitt's
guests knew that they weren’t bewitched,
after alll

{That's the end of that series, ehums.
Don't forget to write and tell your Editor
what you think of it. And don’t forget,
either, that next week Nipper & Co. are
starting out for Australinf)
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NOTE.~I} any reader writes 10 me, 1 shall be
Al letters should

likely to inlerest the majorily.

RITA McENTEGGART.

gémed lo comment upon such remarks as are
addressed : EDWY SEARLES BROOKS§

¢io The Editor, THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY, The Flestway House,
; Rarringdon Street, London, BE.C.4.

Thanks for your second photo—Dora Cantor
(Krugersdorp)—but I'm afraid it won’t do
very well for publication on this page—andl
1 really would like to see you appearing
here. But in both your snaps you are look-
ing extraordinarily = scricus. Can’t  you
manage to let me have a smile? Or, at
least, please send me a photo where the sun
does not cause so many shadows. Forget
those exams. for a bit; and smile when you
next face the camera. And do try to gel a
bigger photograph. A snap is.quite all right
providing it’s chiefly you, and not all back-
ground. I am very interested in your monthly
lotters, and® I hope you will continue
them. - It is not only a pleasure fo scan your
exquisite handwriting (you must get  full
marks for this, I'm sure), but you generally
tell me quite a lot of interesting things.

#* . "

Some of you other readers may think that
there’s a trace of favouritism now and again
in my replies. - It may even occur to you
that I reply to more girls than boys. But,
really, there’s no favouritism at all. I always
pick out the most interesting and best written
letters, and put them aside for replies. And
then I generally find that I can only answer
a comparatively small proportion of these.
Some of you may write to me every week
with clockwork regularity for months, and
only get a reply once in a blue moon. - Some-
body else might write to me for the first
time, and get an answer immediately. It
all depends upon the letters themselves. They
are all of interest to me, but unless they
contain something of interest to the general
readers I don’t feel justified in giving them
space on this page. Now and again I send
an answer through the post, but only when

- T feel urged to do so by the general merit

of any particular letter which I am unable
to deal with in the ordinary way on this
page. : s

* * #

‘No: you mneedn’t trouble to send me a
painting of your birds’ eggs—Ida Locke
(Liss). I am quite sure I couldn’t identify

them, as you suggest. Besides, how can I
tell that you would paint them in the right
colours? With 1-egarlf to your foreign stamps,:
1 expect there are plenty of readers who
would be glad of them, particularly -as you
say you want to give them away: 1f you.
want me to, I will publish your full name
and address. Or, of course, you can join
the St. Frank’s League, and have an an-
nounicement put- in- the Wanted. Column.

w ¥* * 2
Your wish regarding Ezra Quirke is
now granted—Jack Fairhall (Melbourne).

Huridieds of other readers’ have made a
similar request. _And Quirke, in consequence,
had reappeared in the Christmas stories now
running. 1 should like to thank you heartily’
for all the trouble you haye taken in send-
ing me so many newspaper cuttings. They
have proved of very great interest to me,
and T want you to know that I appreciate
them very much. gt
. *

* #*

I nearly forgot your smiling face at the
top of this page—Rita McEnteggart (Kells,
Clo. Meath). I hope it will come out smiling,
because your snapshot is a very small one.
and I'm a wee bit doubtful about it. = But
Pve got so many hundreds of snapshots tha’
I "want to publish that I'm using yours as &
test case. You don’t mind, Rita, do you?

w i #* .

Are you se well known in Nottingham—-
Frank Sims—that if T write to you by post,
and address my letter “Frank Sims, Not-
tingham,” it will reach you? Vou sent me
your photo, and want mine in exchange. Buf
you have omitted to give me your address.
So I'm waiting until I hear from you again.
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Brain Waves for Christmas!

HERE are many ways of spending
Christmas, and perhaps some energetic

fellows may like to follow the
_ example of a stout-hearted individual
at Southsea who has ‘collected a few real
brain teasers to amuse himself and his friends
at this festive season. One of them is the
following; and it’s a real teaser, too. Try
it on your friends, and I'm ready to wager
that not many of them will be able to puzzle
it out. The problem is to supply the missing
letters in the following apparent jumble, so
that it reads sense.

Whtmrslndsosdlyswr ?
Whtdyssdrksdysthtwrlrm ?
Ls Isknyskthndir,
Lilshlicllwrhrssndhrm.
WhyellshHdstikthtghstlyrt
Ligilntets—grndndmnlyprt ?

The answer is:
What mars a land so sadly as a war?

What days as dark as days that war alarm?
Alas! ask many; ask at hand, afar,

All shall call war a harass and a harm.
Why call, as ballads talk, that ghastly art
AW gallant acts—a grand and manly part?

A BLACK AND WHITE PUZZLE!

ND then, having got your friend
A dithery with the above teaser, try
this one on him—the Sailors Don’t
Care Puzzle. Dirty work, this! A
ship from the West Indies got wrecked and
the skipper and 30 men escaped in a
boat. Fifteen of the sailors were white, and
the other 15 black as hats. The rations ran
low, and to save the situation the eaptain
said 15 of the men must go overboard.
Hard cheese, this, especially for the blacks,
for they were selected. But the eaptain
liked to seem fair, so he lined up his men
in such a way that by counting out 15 men
and throwing averboard every tenth man he
would get rid of all the black ones.
Hse first placed 2 of his white sailors in
the boat, then ane black one; next, & more

43

> &
The Editor.
Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers .
send him one now. Address it to: The Editor,
“ Nelson Lee Scheooi Story ILabrary,” Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, KE.C.4.

whites; now, 5§ blacks, followed with 2 whites
and these with 2 blacks; he next seated 4
more whites, then 1 black, again 1 white,
came 3 more blacks, 1 white, 2 blacks, 2
whites, and finally 1 black, thus making a
total of 30 men. The likelihood is the blacks
would have seen the caich long before the
schemer got through his calculation.

There is another devious trick which calls
for notice. It conecerns a market gardener
who was bitten with a notion for planting
10 apple-trees so that there would be 5 rows

2
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OUR WEEKLY POW-WOW!
(Continued from previous p@e.)

pach of which weuld have 4 trees
; aieht line. He got away with if,
but mnu"h 2 follow with a kink of thisisort
Ay amuse in holiday-time, it is inmpos-
sible not to foel a bit impatient with anyone
puzzling the world at laroe

of trees,

ane

W !0 nsis .-‘~ 011
ke the inkeeper with his 6 bed-rooms and
l 'i’ l dgers, each- of whona - insisted on a
- separal .13‘-’.'-'!1-11'4',., ;
: CGRHESPONQENT:‘S WANTED.
Jhomas €. Meveer, 1, Bweden Grove,

fai uiuo. Liverpool, wants to hear from Ke n
, Lambert, Canada: H. McFarlane,
tvalia: and Solomon Avkin, Cape Town.

Ay [rmr 1 emguiist, 28, Murphy Stieet, Rich-

A

_p(f‘m\f[]‘u-‘f lflr,lcnlt_mi!__ Carlisle,

: ar ilom ders.

_\\ mlu-r! Ilmm .mrl l'lmrnu- White,
el

reat” Yarmouth, Narfolk,

H.

wish 1ol “with gl “readers about
CYmnas Wl amatens acling. i
Stanisltiis ]’ulni-.- 14, North Sireef,
Lacylowni Demerara, British West !ndies,’
wishes totficar from’ feaders.
J. R. Dixon, 71, Hmmn Road, Mt Eden,
Aunckland, New Zeaiand; wants to corie ‘-INI!I(I

with readers.

“mnnd, (SR, - M Jbourne, Vi Umm - Australia,
avants o hear from readeis in U.8.A. and
31{.'.’.'|r-:1,|:-_-ff§1;1 di': ;r]-u f}'l':jr"'-_ [ H(‘?".\.',-'E‘i‘ff, \Y.‘!l_’-
worth, Eenden 3 1
Miss Eileen MeHenrs, Droughhanc Street,
Ballvmena, Ireland, wis h{~ to becy Trom girl
veaders aped: about 14, : -
Patrick Fintow, 21 Cheshamn  Place; |
Brighton, would, 11]31_-Iu hear. from . readeis |
keen on cricket. Alllefters answered, = 7 |

Maurice Ciardner, 38, Stafford Road, Ki-
burn, London, N.W.6, wishes to hear from
readers in Cape Town interested in racing
cars. Alltletters answered. -

. G. Desmond Richardson (age 25
22 Astil Street, i-r.1pr~nhu|l Burton-on-Tien
will be pleased to hear from all 1r.n10h age
21 and over. :

Bdward Simmons, 263, Millbrook Roal
Southampton, has back numbers J\ 1, L 455
568; 4d. each, post free. : ;

1|.mL T. Quick, 36, Miluner %rlnme Isling-
ton, London, v.an o omrmpond with
yeaders anywhere; - all lles A plorﬂpt!&
answered. .

Paul Veryinger, 1

Adelphi L~i1‘('f‘t Upper-
ihorpe, Sheffield, Yorks., wishes fo (olrwpond
with readers in Germany, ’\Lhil.lill, Africa,
and Eneland, - Keen on stamps 'md lmdm
all letters answered.,
2, l\el\'sTmm
Lancaster, Lanecashire,
wishes to hear from nuuluh 1t leira,
Rhodesia, Nigevia, Sierra ]smm ~anil L‘old
Coast. All Jetters {il“-\“n(‘{l =

Miss Dorothy Naishitt, Roc h(rmxu Wesk
Cirescent; ‘Dariington, Co. ]rm}mln }ns‘i}f? to
n,rwqumd with eirl  readers about-gym.,
swimming, dogs and horses '

P R.-Bhat,” ¢/o P.S.
spector, = leélavilasam,
india, ‘wishes to hear from readers
part = of . the -‘_\\'1"1'1‘111 011 ;r»”l’lir]’&'ll
Hobbies: biking and view cards.

4. Annable, (119, Barlow Road,
hulmie; Ma.n{:hcsie,:. \H'Jmn to hear
readers in Mtwtmh.n and New Zcaland.

Henry Fhonﬁpmn 4, Montgomeris
Gardens, “-uot toun, ' Glasgow, W ishies  to
exchange 26 very: t'dﬂ\ .copies of the N.I.L.

“when ‘it was a4 detective book—ijor any 12
h{im(‘ 1926, includingNos. 399, 401, 407, 411,
414, 418 -20, 424, 480, 451 393, 397, 398, 350,
352—H, 851.

Ti’m\ Lithgow, Imlc bba, Seuth Australia,
wishes to corres spotd with readers interested

i ericket,” foctball and tennis.

(teovge Bertram Thompson,

road, . Bowerham,

Postal In-
Malabar,
n - any

subjects.

Bhat,
Calient,

L.evens-
from

secures this c;upf:rb

C}qhnct Grimm-

phone or a Table ¥
Grand or Giant Horn Instrument. j # -
. Nothing More to Pay for One Month. §
Carriage paid. 10 Days’ Trial.
Choice of 15 Models from 35/- |
cash, , Satisfaction gnammeed [ £
or money refunded in full. Write & /fiS8
NOW for fre= illustrated cataloﬁue |' :

I RMINGHAM. §

DEPOSIT
26 ,

HEIGHT INCREASED —3-b ins. . One month.
Complete Course, 5/-. Tar tics. stamp. A. P CLIVE,
HARROCKOUSE, COLWYN BAY. (Estd, 1908)

ADD INGHES to your
height, Details free.—

'Gnow TALLER

| JEDISON, 39, BOND" STREET. BLACKPOOIL.
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All applications for Advertising Spaces

in this publication shouid be addressed

to the Advertisement Mavager, “The

Nelson Lee School Sfory lerary > The

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4.
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Printed and published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamaied Press,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Advertisement Offices :

bulmcuptlon Rates :
Central News Agonr-yl,l Limited. Sole Aménts for Australis

for transmission by Canadian magazine post,

Registered
Sple Apents for South

/6 for six months. Africa:

Rew Series No. 139.

and New Zealand : DLESSTS. C-.mrlnn
DR

Ltd., The Fleetway House,
Phe Fleetway House, I‘:erm::d{m Street, London, E.0.4.
Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annum;

& Goteh mited

‘December 29th. 1928.



