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MUST BE WON

IN A SIMPLE AND ATTRACTIVE

STORY VOTING COMPETITION

v =

Readers experiencing any difficulty in obtaining back numbers of THE

NELSON LEE LIBRARY in connection with this Competition can

obtain them from the Back Number Dept., 7 9, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate
Hill, E.C 4, for 3d. per copy, post paid.

-——g— —

THE COMPETITION

began last week, and ends with issue dated January 27, when a list of the seven
St. Irank’s stories to be voted for will appear on a coupop.

All you have to do is to place the figures 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, or 7 in the blanks
provided on the coupon against the titles of the stories according to hew you
consider they rank in order of merit, putting the fignre 1 against the story you
like best, the figure 2 against the story you like szecond best, and =0 on. Where
you like two or more stories equaliy, place the same numbers againet them according
to their position with the other stories.

All the lists will be totalled, and from this a comparative list wiil be drawn up,
representing the general voting of all competitore. The competitor whose individual
voting most nearly corresponds to the general voting will be declared the winner.

INMPORTANT ! —A =mall coupon, bearing title of story and date of issue, wiil appear
every week during the competition, n=ually on the back of the ' Answers”™ tag.
This week it will be found at the foot of page 21 of the book. These small coupens
must be cut out and enclosed with the final voting coupon. :

Competitors may send in as many attempts as they like, provided each atten}]lt is
accompanied by the required number of coupons,

THE PRIZE.—A scale working model of M.R. Express Locumotwa, comp!eta with
Railway Track,

IT IS NOT A TOY! It is a mechanical reproduction on a reduced scale of one of
England’s finest locomotives, made by the leading mechanical mode! makers in this
country -Messrs. Bassett.Lowke, Ltd. It will bhe on exhihition this week at
E. G. Butier’s, 134, Kentish Town Road, N.W,
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““ The fact is, dear old boys, I'm dfeelin’ as happy as anythin ;
‘“ It's real Christmas weather, an' we're all fixed up for the holidays.

ll!

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST beamed,.
S ' he remarked

genially. : " :
I'm frightfully glad we're goin’ to Tregeilis Castle—I am reaily

““ Well, that's all right, then!” I smiled. “ As long as you're satislied, Montie, you
can bet we are. We've bheen to Tregellis Castle before, and we know we shall have
a fine time.”

““ Pity your governor won't be there,
though,” said Tommy Watson. R
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“1 think he may be coming later,” 1
said. ** It all depends on how things go at
Somerton  Abbey. lHe was particularly
invited there, you know.”

We were talking in Study C, in the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s. Out:zide, snow
was falling in tiny, feathery flakes. The
air was keen and ecrisp. And there had
been a good deal of snow during the past
two or three days.

The whole countryside was white with it.
And Sir Montie had been quite correct in
describing the weather as seasonable. 14
was the rteal, old-fashioned kind of Yule-
tide scene.

St. Frank’s
with actividy.

For to-day was the last day of term, and
all the fellows were packing ‘off to the four
corners of the kingdom—many going homne,
many others going to other fellows” homes.

And good cheer was general. Smiles illu-
minated all faces, for this was gencrally
considered to be the best holiday of the
year. Going home for Christmas was rather
a wonderful event.

Sir Montie was particularly
cause all arrangements had been- made for
us to epend Christmmas mtn him at 'Tre-
gellis Castle—his ancestral pile. There were
ten of us in the party—all Remove juniors.
Handforth and Co., of course, were I1n-
cluded. The chums of Study D generally
managed to be in anything guu-d that was
in the wind. Another distinguished gugst
would be Archie Glenthorne.

Time was already getting short, for we¢
had to start comparatively early In order
to reach Treegellis Castle. The journey was a
long cne, and we had already decided upon
our train, and final arrangements had been
made at the other end.

Handforth and Co. were busy in Study D.

They had packed their boxes, and were
now stowing away a few odds and ends
in their suit-cases—which conrtained all the
neceszary anticles for immediate use. And,
of course, 4 bit of an argument was in
progress.

‘1 never knaw such chaps in all iy life!”
said HMandforth tartly. * Didn’t I tell you
10 pack my pocket camera? I want to take
a few snapbhots at Tregellis Castlec—and now
the camera can't be found!™

“I’ve looked for it everywhere,” growled
Church. * You told me it was in the cup-
beard, but there's no sign of it there. 1
expect you've put it somewhere, and for-
gotien all about it.”

““Rats!” said Handforth. ** Do you think
I should forget a thing like that? It’s no
good you trying to get out of it. You've
lost the camera, and you'll have to find it.
Are you sure you haven’t packed it?”

““ Certain,” rteplied MecClure. * What's it
matter, anyhow? You can’t take many
photographs at Christmas-timme—it’s not the
right weather. Anyhow, it's your camera,
and I don’t see why we should worry!”

- 4landforth glared.

was bustling and humming

pleased be-

“ You rotters!” he said bitteriy. * And

that’'s all you care! I leave « thing to
you—I trust you to carry out my instruc-

trons—and all you can do is to talk like
that!”

““ What'’s that in your own case?” asked
Church abruptly.

**1Bh? Where?”

Handforth was on the point of closing the
iid of his suit-case. But he gazed into 16
in rather a sbtartled way as Church pointed.
There, up in one corner, lay the missing
camera, half hidden by some notepaper.

““Well, I -call that rather rich!” said
Church sarcastically. ‘* You slang us like
the dickens, and the giddy camera’s in your
ownn bag all the time! A fine memory

you've got, I don’t think!”

‘“ Of course, I didn't put it there!” said
Ilandforth decidedly. * One of you chaps
must have made a mistake, and thought my
case was yours! But there’'s no sense in
arguing about it.”’

Church and McClure grinned. They had
no intention of arguing. Handforth would
never have admitted that he was In the
wrong, and his chums were only too glad
that the point was settied.

Then the study door opened, and a small
voung gentleman entered with a brisk stride.
tlis face was cheerful, his manner was
breezy, and he carried a small suit-case, and
was wearing an overcoat and gloves.

““ Ready?”” he inquired hriskly.

“Eh?’ said Handforth. ** Ready for
what? The best thing you can do, my son,
is to pack off home. I don't want to be
bothered with you. We're not geoing by the
same train, anyhow.”

““I thought we were,” said Willy Iland-
forth calmly.

“0Of course I always knew that your
brains were limited, but I didn't think you
were quite such a young ass as this,” said
his brother. * You know jolly well that we
go in another direction altogether. We're
roing to Cornwall with Nipper and Archie
.mfi Tregellis-West.”

‘ Exactly,” agreed Willy.

Handforth stared.

“What do you mean—exactiy?”
manded. |
t'“l mean that I'm taking the same direc-
ton.”

““Don’t be a young fathead!" said IHand-
forth tartly. * What’s the good of going

he de-

' to Cornwall if you want to get to London?”’

‘““ Not much good,” I'll admit,”” replied the
Third-Former. ‘ Only a born lunatic would
travel to London via Cornwall., But what's
all the jaw about. I'm not going +to
London.”

** Not gaing to London!”

“ Of course net!” said Willy.

“Do you mean to tell me that you're
coming with us?”’ ' demanded Handforth, with
a deep frown. ‘I want to enjoy myself at
Tregellis Castle. I don't want you hanging
on my heels all thg time!  It’'s bad enough
to have a young brother at school, but it's
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absolute have him
holidays.’

Willy grinned.

“Well, we won't press the point,” he suid
smoothly. “The question is, are you
ready?  Because, if yon don't buck up, we
shall miss the train. I never knew such a
chap for messing about and wasting time!
You jolly well beat a gramophone when it
comies to talking!”

““ Why, you cheecky young sweep!" roared
Handforth, ‘" If you think you're going to
cheek me in my own study——"

“ Oh, there he goes again!’’ sighed Willy.
“PDidn't T say he was like a gramophone?
Tle's always playing dhe same record! It's a
pity you ean't change the tune some-
times, Ted!”

HMandfonth pushed up his sleevea.

“You'll change your tune in about five
seconds!" he snapped. ‘1 didn’t know any-
thing about this! Tregellis-West didn’t tell
me that he'd invited you. I wouldn’t
have agreed to go if I'd known."

“It's all right, vou chaps,” =aid Willy,
winking at Church and MeClure. ** You
know him, of course. Just a little exhihi-
tion of brotherly love. He doe:n't mean it—
it's only his usual babble!™

“PBahble!” roared Handforth.

agony to

“Of course,” grinned  Willy calmly.
“You mentioned Tregellis-West just now.

fle didn't tell you anything abont it becanse
he didn't know."”

“Didn’'t know what?”

“That I'm ogoing to his place for the
holidays,"" said Willy. ‘It was only a trifle
—it awasn't worth mentioning. No need o
Bother a fellow over little details like that.”

Handforth stared.

“Do you mean to tell me that you had
the nerve 4o imagine that you'll come to
Tregellis Castle?” he asked, his brow grow-
ing hlack. “Why, you cheeky young
hounder! You haven't even been invited!
And vou come sailing in here as though it
wagr atl fixed up!”’

“Well, it is fixed up. in a wayv of speak-
ing,”" said Willy. “I'm your hrother, and
it stands to reason that Montie will be only
too glad to have me in the pantyv. I shall
he able to keep you in order a bit."

Ilandforth was at a loss for words. Iis
minor was Tenowned for his cool, calm
cheek. But this was rather too much. The

leader of Study D breathed very hard.

“T'I give you just ten seconds to clear
out!”" he exclaimed thicklv., *“ By George!
If this isn't ¢nough to miake a chap’s hair
stand on end, what is? You're not coming
to Tregellic Castle—that's absolutely flat!
Understand ?"

“ Lxactly!”

““ What?"

“1 understand that you're talking out of
vour hat!” replied Willy. * It so happens
that the matter deoesn't rest with you at
all.  If Montie deesn’t want me, I won't go.
We'll azk him——-"

“0Oh, no, we won't!” said INandforth.

during the |

" Montie's a soft, rit-headed, dotty kind of
a chump——"’

* Begad!''

Unfortunately, Tregellis-Wenst had  just
entered, and the only words he heard were
extremely uncomplimentary to himself. He
adjusted his pince-nez, and regarded Hand-
forth blankly.

" Dear old Loy, that's
iz, really!” he protested.
Handforth turned red.
“1—I didn't mean that exactly!"" he said
hastily. 1 was just telling Willy that
youre a  eoft-hearted, good - tempered

cliap!™
“1t didn't sound

rather unkind-—it

Y Begad!" szaid Montie,
itke that!"”
“That’s what he meant,” grinned Willy,
So o you mustn't take any notice, old souw.

Ted always was a bhit of a fathead, you
know. By the way, about going to the
castle——"

" As a matter of fact, dear old bey, T was
comin’ to see Handforth about that very
question,” pub in Sir Montie. It suddenly
struck me, you know, that I'd forgotien all,
about you. Pray accept my apologies, dear
fellow., It was inexensable—it wasg, really.”

“Don't mention it,"”" said Willy,

“Naturally. I'd like you to come—quile
delighted!” went on Tregellizs-Wezt, “So 1
just popped along to fix it up. I hope you

can come to the castle with us, Willy., Is it
all serene?'
“ Oh, better tban that!” replied Willy.

“Tt's a go, in fact.”

“You—you young sweep!"” roared IHand-

forth. “I told vou that——""

“ Never mind what von told me,”" infter-
rupted Willy., “ The thing's wangled, old
man, It's settled—squared up! Montie has
realised tha error of h's ways, and has re-
quested me to grace the party with my
manly  presence. Thanks muchly, Montie.

I'imm your man!”
“Good!” bheamed

we're all satisfied.”
“Especially Handy!" grinned

“You ecan see it on his face!”
Handforth looked rather murdegous,

“You—you little tadpole!” he exclaimed,

Sir Montie. “ So now

('hureir,

glaring at his grinning minor, as Montie
departed. “You ought to be jolly well

achamed of yourself. 7This means that my
holidays are ruined-—absolutely messed up!"
“HMow sad!" caid Willy, sobbing,
“You—you——""
Handforth simply  couldn't think of
adequate words. At least, he couldn’t on
the spur of the moment. Ie thovght of

seores two minutes later, but it was toc
late then, because Willy had gone.
‘““ Blessed if I can see what all the fuss

is about,”” grinned McClure. ** What about
what you said after hreakfast, Handy?”
“What did I say after breakfast?"”
“Didn't yon tell us that you were worried
about Willy?" asked McClure. ** Didn’t you
say that it was a pity he wasn't invited?
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Didn’t you express reg.et, and swear that)

ynur hﬂ“dﬂ.y “'UUId bevsp(ﬂlt’?u
“I—I don’t seem to remember!” growled

Handforth. *“ Oh, rats! We haven’'t got
time to waste like this! Let's finish the
packing.” * :
" Whenever Edward Oswald found himself

in a bit of a corner, he changed the sub-
ject. As a matter of fact, he was secretly
delichted to know that his young brother
was to form o member of the party.

He had, in truth, told his own chums that
‘eomething would have to be done about
Willy. But it was just like him to kick up
a fuss when the very thing he desired had
been accomplished. And he took 1t as a
matter of duty to oppose Willy at all times,
and on every subject.

Even if he had wanted to argue further,
he couldn’t have done so. Tor Reginald
Pitt and De Valerie and I came bustling
round to give Handforth and Co. a jog. It
was time we were starting. ‘

Archie Glenthorne was already waiting on
the Ancient House steps. The genial ass
of the Remove was well wrapped up, cheer-
ful as ever, and his sunny face was beaming

with amiles.

“ What ho! What ho! So here we all
are—what?’’ he exclaimed breezily. e |
nean to say, here I all am, as it were. In
other words, what about 1it, laddies? Is

this where we trickle forth to the ancestral
home?”"

"It is!"” grinned Tommy Watson. * And
we shall have to do something more than
trickle, or we shall never catch the train.”

“ But, my dear old ecarrot, you surely
don’t mean to suggest that we've got to
rush ferth with considerable lumps of
cnergy?” asked Archie, in dismay. ** Dash
it all, that's somewhat thick, if you grasp
my trend. Rather calcuiated to exhaust the

oid tissues. It's frightful work, whizzing
after trains.”
“Don’t worry, Archie—we’ll do it com-

fortabiy,” I put in. ** We've got nearly
twenty minutes. All here? Good! Then we
might as well be making a move at once.”

‘* Rather, dear old boy,” said somebody.

There were eleven of us now, and we set
ol across the Triangle, shouting cheery
goodbyes to other fellows who were in
sight. We were oft to Tregellis Castle, to
enjoy the hospitality of Sir Montie.

But we had hardly reached the gate when
a ‘lelegraph boy arrived, and he jumped off
his bicycle. He caunght sight of Sir Montie
at once, and produced an orange-celoured
envelope, '

“ Telegram for you, Master
West,"” he raid, handing it over.

Sir Montie took it, looking anxious.

““Dear old boys, I hope it’s nothin’
serious!"” he exclaimed. ‘‘ Begad! It’l] be
truly shockin’ if somethin’ has gone wrong,
I hate telegrams—I do realy. They always
make me feel so frightfully nervous!”

“ That’s all right, Montie—open it, and
rtead what’s ingside it!” I chuckled. *“I ex-

Tregellis-
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- made
arrangement about meeting us at the other
end, or something like that.”

pect Lady MUNeien has soMme new

“ But, dear fellow, my aunt positively
sald that everythin’ was fixed up—"

“ But plans go wrong sometimes,” I put
in. " Anyhow, don’t waste time. If you
want to know what the message is abaout,
you'd bhetter read it. It's the general
way, 1 believe.”

“ Begad! So it is!”

Sir Montie tore open the envelope, pulled
out. the flimsy sheet and gazed at it rather
anxiously. We all gathered round, watching
him. And Sir Montie’s noble face changed
colour. ”

He went red, and then abseolutely pale.
Finally, he dropped his arm limply, and
stared round in a dazed, bewildered kind of
way, and with acute consternation. Ille
looked as though he had received a blew.

“What is it?”” I asked quickly.

“Yes, what’s in the wire, Montie?”

““ Begad!”’ gasped Sir Montie faintly. ‘‘ Be-
gad! It's—it’s all up, dear fellows!”

“ All up?™

“We can't Tregellis-West -
feebly,

““What!” roared ten
cluding my own.

“ We—we can't go to Tregellis Castle!”
groaned Sir Montie. * This wire is from my
aunt-—and she says that scarlet fever has
broken out at the castle, and it’s impossible
for us to go there for Christmas!”

go!” said

iusty throats, in-

We stared at Tregellis-West in blank dis-
may.

— e ——

CHAPTER II.
SOMERTON TO THE RESCUE.

ANDFORTH was the

first to find his voice.
“What rot!” he
exclaimed, with his

usual abruptness. ** What

absolute pifle! There must
be some bloomer about that!
You must have read the telegram wrong,
Montie.”

‘“ Dear old boy, I wish I had!” said Tre-
gellis-West sadly.

“* Let’s have a look at it.”

Three or four fellows grabbed at the teie-
gram, and they read the words upon it
eagerly and with much concern. The wire
was rather a long one and it ran in the
following way:

“ Tregellis-West, St. Frank’s, Bellton, Sus-
sex.—Visit here quite impossible. Scarlet
fever case among servants. Castle quar-
antined. It is out of «question for your
party to come. We cannot leave. More
sorry than I can tell you. Am writing fully.—-
AUNT HELEN.”

‘““ Yes, there’s no mistake about it!* I
exclaimed. “ There’s no two ways of read-
ing that message. We're properly done
brown this time. But what a gaod thing
the telegram arrived before we started,”

it L "
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“ But—but it's impossible!"” said Tommy
Watson.
and it’s too lute to make any other arrange-
inents!”’

“ Dear old boys I'm too thunderstruck to
think!" groaned Sir Montie.

“Oh, it must be a joke! It can’t be
true!” said Handforth gruffly. “ 1 never
heard of such a thing! On the last day of
term-—just when we're on the point of set-
ting off!”’

‘“ Don't be silly, Handy!" said Church.
‘“ Nobody but a lunatic would send a tele-
gram of that sort if it wasn’t true. 1
votten for everybody—including Montie's
aunt. Anyhow, we're stranded.”

‘“ Absolutely!"  agreed  Archie. “T1t
appears, laddies, that the bally old skies
have fallen, what? I mean to say, the situa-
tion appears to be dashed poisonous, and
all that kind of rot! In other words, we're
in the jolly old cart!"

“ Up to our necks!” I said. ‘‘ But it’s no
good grumbling. Here we are, left in a
bunch——"'

“ All dressed up, as it were, and no dashed
place to go to!” put in Archie. ‘I mean to
say, tather apt what? Bally queer how sud-
den these things biff a chappie in the central
region. I don’t mind admitting, old tins of
fruit, that I'm feeling somewhat doubled

up!'l’

“ Doubled wup!” snorted  Handforth.
“Huh! I'm fed-up with the whole ‘thing!
This is what comes of keeping servants!
They haven't got any more. sense than to
go and get lumbago at a time like this!"

“If it was only lumbago, it wouldn't
matter!” said Pitt. ‘' Lumbago isn’t catch-
ing. But scarlet fever fairly puts the lid
on the whole idea. It would be madness for
us to go to the castle with scarlet fever
running *loose there. We've got to accept
the decision of Fate.”

“ A fat lot of consolation that!” grunted
Handforth. “1I don't want to say anything
nasty—I wouldn't offend Montie like that—
but I certainly think his aunt is a dotty
chump!”’

‘““ Dash it all!” protested Archie. *‘ Not
masty what? In my opinion, laddie, it is
4 somewhat foul thing to call a chap’s aunt
a dotty chump! I mean to say, it’s not
done! Absolutely not! To be quite exact,
absolutely not with assorted knobs!"

‘““ Hear, hear!” said Pitt. ** Don't be so
insulting, Handy !’

“It's too bad!” growled Handforth,
‘““ Why couldn’t Lady Ilelen have sent this
wire last week? That's what I want to
know !
fresh arrangements if she'd done that.’

I sighed. .

* Oh, why are people born without
brains?”’ 1 asked patiently. ‘* You—you
ass! It's quite obhvious that they Kknew
nothing about this scarlet fever in the castle
until this morning.
they found there was a case of fever on
the premises, the only course was to stop
our coming.”

el ot a2

“ We’ve got everything packed— -

It's |

We should have had time to make

Of course, as soon as

-
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‘“1
be allowed to warble that the whole scheme
is most frightfully frightful, but at the

‘““ Absolutely!" agreed Archie. must

same time, there it is. I mean to say, It's
there! That is, absolutely! It seems to me,
dear old lads of the village, that we're all
somewhat messed about!”

‘“ Great pancakes!" said Fatty Little dole-
fully, ““ And I'd been counting on Christ-
mas-pudding and mince-pies, and turkey, and
jam-puffs, and custards and doughauts, and
cream-buns, and bananas and apples—""

“Oh, my hat!" groaned Pitt. ‘' Dry up,
Fatty! ‘There's no need to string cut a list,
like that. The thing’s bad enough without
you making it worse. The great question
is—what's to be done?"

But nobody had an answer.

And while we were standing there in a
disconsolate, glum-looking group the Duke
of Somerton strolled up. For once in a
while he was looking almost tidy. He had
a clean collar on, and he was well wnapped
up in a thick overcoat and fur gloves,

““1 thought you chaps were going to cateh
the 11.5?" he asked curiously.

“We were—but it's ofi now,"”
Valerie.

“ 1 should think it is—eleven o'clock struck
three minutes ago,’”” said Somerton. ** Apd
what's the matter with you @ll? You look
about as happy as though you'd been con-
demned to remain at school-for Christmas."’

“You’'ve guessed it!'" said Pitt sadly.

“ What?"

‘““ Absolutely!” said Archie. “ At least,
nearly. I mean to say, the whole thing is
rather too much for the old bean to tackle
in one fell swoop, as it were. The fact is,
laddie, we've received it in large chunks
where the jolly old bottle got the cork!"’

“Eh?" gasped Somerton.

‘“To be exact—in the neck!”
Archie. ‘It so ‘happens,
there has been dirty labour at the cross
turnpikes. Some unknown blighter has filled
himself up with red fever, and our visit to
Tregellis Castle is absolutely off the menu.
There’s nothing doing!"’

The Duke of Somerton listened with much
concern as we explained. '

“I say, that's fearfully rough!"”" he said
sympathetically. *‘ Just on the last day, too
—when it's too late to make any fresh
arrangements. I'm awfully sorry—I hardly
know how to sympathise.”

All the juniors were silent and forlorn.

And then the duke's face cleared. The
concerned expression vanished, and he broke
into a pleased, cheerful smile. Affer that
he chuckled, and looked round with twink-
ling eyes.

“Tunny, isn't it?" said Handforth grufily.

““ Not exactly funny, but I think I can

said De

explained
Somerton, that

suggest a way out of the difficulty,"” said
Somerton calmly. “In fact, it's quite
simple."’ &

“What do you mean?"” asked Reginald

Pitt.

“ You've simply got to come with me s
*that's all!" smiled the schoolboy duke.



We all stared.

** Come with you?"’ I repeated.

‘“ Exactly!”

‘“ Where to?” _

““The o!d ancestral pile!” grinned Somer-
tou.
~ “ By absolutely gad!" ejaculated Archie.
““ Possibly the old bean is somewhat over-
worked, and it may be gathering the trend
in a slightly warped eondish. Do I take
it laddie, that you are, as it were, invit-
ing the whole gang to stagger home with

you?” -
the duke, smiling.

“ 0f course,”
“Only you needn't used the whole

diotionary!”’

‘““ What "' yelled Pitt.

Sommy! You can’t really mean it. It’s
""'"it’S"—'—" ]

“1t’s quite simple!” said Somerton. *“I'm
just off to Somerton Abbey, and you chaps
have been left in the cart. Only, this scar-
let fever breaking out at Tregellis Castle,
you can't go there. So why not make a
slight waltenation, and come me to
Somerton Abbey?”’

“ You—you really mean it?” yelled lIand-
forth.

t Of course!”

“ Honour bright?”

“ Yes!”

All the gloom vanished in a flash. The
faces of the disappointed juniors were flushed
with sudden excitement and joy. They
gathered round the Duke of Somerton in a
shouting throng.

“ Hurrah!”

“ Good old Sommy!"’

“ Ile’s just saved us in time!”

“ Chair him, you chaps—he deserves it!”

** Steady on—steady on!” gasped Somer-

said
have

‘“You're joking,

with

ton, as he baeked away. *“ Chuck it, you
asses! There's no need to get so excited.”

“ Of course there isn’'t,”” 1 put in. ** Calm
down!"”

‘““ Absolutely!” =aid Archie. “ Kindly
allow the bubbling exuberance to simmer
somewhat. I mean to say, it's dashed
probable that the poor chappie will be put
in @« flutter by all this jazzy stufl. Per-
gonally, I should be absolutely hot and
bothered by such an exhibish!™

The juniors managed to hold themselves in
eheck.

‘“* Look here, you fellows, don't get too
excited!”” I said quietly. ‘" Somerton’s a
brick—one of the very best——"

““ Hear, hear!”

“ At the same time, we've got to con-
sider this thing earefully,” I went on. * In
the goodness of his heart, Sommy has come
to the rescue—"

‘“ Stepped into the old Dbreach, what?”
said Arehie chattily.

'*1f you like to put it that way, yes!”
I agreed. * But we all know what a care-
less chap Somerton is. Happy-go-lucky,
thoughtless, and with a heart of gold. He
hasn't considered what this invitation might
lead tn.”

- 2, =) gm
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“How do you mean?’ demanded Hand-
forth gruffly. *“ Are you trying to make
out that we shouldn’t accept? You silly
fathead—"’

“Wait!” I interrupted. “I'm not trying
to make out anything of the sort. Dut
there’ll be twelve of us in the party in-
cluding Sommy himself—and what will his
people say when we pile in unexpectedly?”

The schoolboy duke grinned.

”Well; of course, there'll be a bit of a
mess-up,’”’ he said calmly. ‘" At the same
time, you needn’t let that worry you.
There’s going to be a fairly big party at
the Abbey, I believe, but we sha'n’t be even
a  quarter full. If I invited fifty chaps,
there’d be heaps of accommodation.”

““So that, in a way.of speaking, is that
—what?” beamed Archie.

“ Certainly,” I said. *‘ But it might be a
bit too thick to—"

‘“To pile in upon my people, eh?’’ chuckled
Somerton. ‘* Not a bit of it, Nipper. In
fact, I won’'t even send a wire. We’'ll all
go there, and take pot luck. It’ll be rather
interesting to sece my mater's expression
when we invade the grim old walls of the
ancestral home.”

““Good old Sommy!”

‘“ So you're squashed, Nipper!” said Hand-
forth with a sniff.

‘“Not at all,” I smiled. ““There's no
squashing about it. But these things ought
to be considered. I thought perhaps Somer-
ton had overlooked the point. If he takes
full responsibility, there's an end of it.
You're a good ’'un Sommy, and we're all
grateful.”

““That is to say, in massive slices!" ob-
served Archie. “ 1 mean, the lad’s absolutely
a what-do-you-call-it—a chappie who skates
along at the critical moment, and does the
good Samaritan act. You grasp my mean-
ing? He’s blown into the landscape—sailed
out of the offing, as it were—and come across
with the absolute stuff!”’

‘“ Hear, hear!” grinned the juniors.

Somerton looked as pleased as anybody.
As a matter of fact, he had been expect-
ing a rather quiet Christmas. 1le would
have been the only boy at Somerton Abbey
—and had anticipated a lack of congenizl
companionship.

If he had had his own way, he would
have definitely decided to accept Sir Montie’s
offer—for Tregellis-West, a week or two
earlier, had included Somerton in his list of
guests.

But the duke was required at his own
home—very particularly. His unele and
guardian, Lord Norbery, had emphatizally
insisted upon it. -

So Somerton was rather pleased that some
unfortunate individual had contracted scar-
let fever at Tregellis Castle. For he had a
party of juniors all ready made, so to
speak. And it filled him with delight to
know that he would carry them all off to
Somerton Abbey.

As for the rest of the fellows, they were
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overjoyed. They had received a very
disappointment, for they had believed that
the Christmas party was to be ruined, and it
really made little difference to them whether
the party went to Tregellis Castle or to
Somerton Abbey.

In fact, it must be admitted that we were
all very pleased at the change. We pre-
ferred it. Lady llelen Tregellis-West was a
.charming hostess, and Sir Montie’s country
seat was a fine old place. But it was a
distinct advance on the social scale, so to
speak, to spend Christmas in a ducal palace.
It would be something to talk about after-

wards.

ft can be Imagined, therefore, that ail
the members of the party were in the
highest possible spirits as they
the train for the new destination. Somer-
ton Abbey was situated in Somersetshire—
apparently the sancient title had orginally
been derived from the county.

And this, of course, was distinctly better
from our point of view, for we had a very
much shorter journey to make, It was
practically an all day affair to get to Mon-
tie's place. We should not have arrived
until lite evening.

But Somerton was comparatively a small
trip, going by way of Salisbury. We should
all arrive hours sooner. Another important
poi:tit was that the fares were only about
half. 3
And as all the fellows hud all been pro-
vided with mouney by their people for this
purpose, they were much in pocket. So,
from every point of view, the new arrange-
ment was far better.

We thoroughly enjoyed the journey across
the snow covered country. It was real
winter time, and the skies were leaden
during the whole trip. And when we finally
arrived at the litfle town of Somerton we
found the snow falling in earnest.

T»e abbey was situated several miles from
1he town itself, but our young host was by
no means worried about the question of
getting us all home. As he explained, his
uiacle would certa2inly send a big limousine
—and if twelve of us couldn't pile into
such a vehicle, it would be a pity.

Sommy was right. The Ilimousine
waiting—to convey bim in solitary state
over the snow covered lanes. It didn't
cirry him din  solitary state. The car was
80 ﬁloaded up that the chauffeur nearly had
a fit,

There were about eight of us inside, and
the rest crammed in with the driver. The
+car had a big list to port—but Pitt sug-
gested that this was caused by IMatty Little,
who sat on that side.

Our luggage was left behind, of course—
there wasn't even room for a handbag, Nof
that it mattered—the car would come buck
for tho luggage at once.

We were greatly interested in the mnew
pcenes, We passed through the little town
—which has about two thousand inhabitants
~—and then got out into the open country.

was

‘THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY .

big ,

boarded ;

- - —

S

We had hardly reached the gate
when a telegraph boy arrived, and he
jumped off his bicycle. He caught
sight of Sir Montie at once, and pro-
duced an_grangu-colourad envelope.

In the dim ages of the past, Somerton wag
the residence of the historic Saxon kings,
Indeed the schoolboy duke's ancestors were
themselves descended from these old Saxon
monarchs.

Tha Somerton family was one of the most
aged and honoured in the whole of Eng-
land, and the noble junior was justly proud
of his line.

And, spiendid as Tregellis Castle was, it
could hardly bear comparicon with the mag-
nificent ducal residence we soon reached.

The abbey was an enormcus place—a great,
turreted castle with surrounding parks and
estates and a permanent staff numbering
hundraods,

And it need not be imagined that because
Somerton Abbey was one of England’s oldest
piles it was out of dato. The place literally
blazed with electric light, and there was
an air of gaiety and festivity about tho

armly lighted windows which made us feel
supremely happy.

We could easily understand why Sommy
had been o unconcerned. Our tiny party of
twelve was a mere nothing, arriving at such
a great mansion, There were large numbers
of guests there already.

For Sommy's mother, the duchess, was ean-
tertaining on quite a large scale for the
Christmas holidays. Her brother, Lord
Norbery, was the host for the occasion—
the young duke himself being more or less
of a nonentity in the scheme of things.

I was tremendously pleased at the turn
of events, hecause the guv'nor had been
invited to the abbey. He was there already,

| in fact, and I grinned as we ull piled out



upon the wide terrace which fronted
magnificent building.

Nelson Lee’s astonishment.
‘“ Well, here we are, all merry and
bright!” =aid Somerton cheerfully. ‘' How

do you fee!l, my sons?”
“ IMuangry!” said Fatty Little promptly.

“0Of course, you would feel hungry!”
grinned llandforth. * But, as it happens,
1 rather fancy we're all in the same boat
this time. I say, Sommy, 1 hope your mater
won't cut up rusty.”

‘““ She’ll welcome you aH with open arms!”
replicd tha duke.

And he was right. The
Somerton proved to be a homely, kindly
soul of about forty—surprisingly young
looking and handsome. Indeed, if I had
not kuown her to be Somerton’s mother, I
should never have believed it possible. She
looked scarcely more than thirty.

Lord Norbery, Sommy’s uncle and guar-
dian, was one of the micest men I have met.
Ile was big and bluff, more like a country
farmer than anything else. He was quite
delighted to welcome us all, and seemed
as pleased as a schoolboy. He chuckled and
slapped our backs, and called Somerton a
young rascal and a sly young dog, and a few
similar things.

As for causing any muddle, the very idea
was absurd. With such a great staff of ser-
vants, the arrival of an unexpected hundred
would not have up:et things very greatly.

It-was simply a matter of giving a few
orders, and affa‘’rs worked as though on
oiled wheels. In next to no time we were
e:certed up to our bedrooms in the east
wing. And we had hardly finished washing
amnd brushing ourselves up when all our
brggage arrived.
+““ Well, I hope you chaps will enjoy your-
sclves here,”” said the duke genially. *“ 1t
was all fixed up on the spur of the moment,
and so you can’'t expect too much. But you
can bet that the mater and my uncle will
do their best to give you all a merry and
happy Christmas!”

““ Rather!” exclaimed
too gorgeous for words!”

‘““ We're going to have the time of our
Jives!”

*“ Sommy’s one of the best!"

““ Well, absolutely,” said Archie, nodding.
“T mean to say, that, as it were, is some-
what established. A priceless ripper, if you
know wh 't T wmean. A gilt-edged cove of
the absolute top-notch order. To put it in
a single word, and to be precisely exact,
he’s one of the absolute ones!”

And, laughing and cheerful, we all crowded
down the great staircase. We could pic-
ture ourselves enjoying a really jolly
Christmas.

Little did we know of the startling turn
events would soon takel

DPuchess of

the juniors. ‘' It’s

the]
I could easily picture

CHAPTER III.

THE LEGEND OF THE SOMERTONS.
ELSON LEE shook his
head gravely.
‘“ Well, Nipper, 1

hardly kpnow what to
say!” he declared. “ It is, cf
course, perfectly outrageous
for all you boys to come in-
vading the place like a horde of cannibal
‘slanders.

“It was Somerton’s
tested,.

‘ Quite so, and so you all took advantage
of his youthful exuberance,” said the
guv'nor sternly. * But what of her Grace?
What of our hostess? She was nct con-
sidered—she was not consulted. Somerton
has no authority—and that practically
stamps the whole crowd of yeu as unin-
vited guests. A most disastrous state of
affairs!”

But I could see the twinkle in Nelson
Lee’s eyes, and the next moment he allowed
himself to break into a quiet chuckle. He
p}it-ted me on the back in his own pally kind
of way.

“ All right, Nipper, I'm exceedingly
pleased to see you all here,” he said con-
fidentially, ‘* and you can be quite assured
that the duchess is delighted, too. You'll
be able to enjoy yourselves to the fullest
extent, I imagine. At uall events, there wiil
be plenty of life and good cheer.”

“ Well, that's all right, sir,”” 1 said com-
fortably.

Dinner was over—a really superb
which we had enjoyed with the full gusto of
youthful appetites. There were no formali-
ties at present, as the more distinguished
guests would not arrive till the morrow, or
th: day after.

Most of the juniors had distributed them-
selves in the various reception-rooms. They
were writing letters home, explaining the
change of plan—for it was quite necessary
that their people should know.

And Nelson Lee and I were lolling back on
one of the luxurious couches in the great
lounge hall. An enormous log fire burned,
crackling and blazing. On the opposite side,
Archie Glenthorne lay at his ease, dozing
peacefully. But, quite suddenly, he started
up.

“ Great gadzooks, and all that sort of
rot!” he ejaculated blankly.

‘““ What's the matter, Archie?” I grinned.

“ The matter!” panted Archie. ‘I mean
to say, what? TXardly the word. old onion-
—hardly the correct expresh! The fact is,
I'vo just thought of something that I'd for-
gotten! 1 mean, a perfectly ghastly idea
has come sliding briskly across the plates
21 memory.”

‘““ In plain English, Glenthorne, what are
you getting at?’ asked Nelson Lee.

‘“ Absolutely!" said Archie.

“ But that’s no answer, my boy.” :

“1 should say, absolutely not!” ejacu-

T
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idea, sir,” 1 pro-

| lated Archie. ‘' That is—to be quite frank-
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—the whole thing’s fearfully fearful! Don't]
you grasp the fact, laddie? [—I should
say, a thousand p.l.rduna Mr. Lee! Laddie

is hardly the word, what?"

“ Why don't you get down to the facts,
Archie?” 1 chuckled.

* Absolutely!” said Ar(hiu
“What I mean is—DPhipps!”

‘“ Phipps!”

“ Phipps!” said Archis
thing's somewhat ghastly!”

‘“But I don’t understand-—"

““ Scarlet fever, and what not!" said
Archie, in a hollow voice. *‘1 mean to say,
Phipps is a part of my life. T can’t exist
without him. A brainy cove, who slings out
the c¢ld clobber, and all that sort of rot.
What, I mean £0 ask, shall I do?”

*“ What will you do without Phipps?"”

‘“ Absolutely!”

“ How should I know?" I asked. *“‘ le's
coming on, isn't he?"

‘ Absolutely not!” replied Archie faintly.
““ Possibly you’re dense, old lad, or I may
be somewhat the reverse of lucid. But I'm
just trying to spill the information that
Phipps has gone to Tregellis Castle!"

‘““ What!’' 1 shouted, grinning.

‘““ Dash it all!” protested Archie.
the occasion for the old smile, what? It's
a tragedy, old son—a frightful posish. for
any chappie to be in. You see, I bunged
Phipps off to Montie’s place by the first
train this morning! Absolutely pushed the
old beggar on the trip with all the odds
and ends and all the whatnots!”

“He must bave been fairly loaded!™ 1
chuckled.

““ Loaded!” repeated Archie, groping
his monocle. ** I've got to admit it, dear
—I've come over frightfully goosey! The
old 1tlissues are visibly wilting under the
strain! You see, Phipps has got the whole
bally bag of tricks with him.”

hastily.

firmly. “ The

“ Hardly

for
one

“ Collars, shirts, neckties, and other
things, I suppose?” _
‘“ Absolutely the entire menagerie!” agreed

Archie. ‘ And the poor cove has gone to
this place where scarlet fever is running
loose zbout the countryside. Even if I sent
him a wire, he can’'t come. The poor old
cove will be absolutely contaminated!"’

‘“1 hardly think it will be as serious as
that, Glenthorne,”” smiled Nelson Lee.
“ When Phipps arrives at Tregellis Castle
there will be no danger of his contracting
scarlet fever—and, naturally, he will be iu-
formed of the change in the plan. Tregellis-
West, wired to his aunt before leaving Bell-
ton, and so Phipps will be immediately sent
on here.”

Archie lay back, breathing with sighs of
relief,

‘““ Now that, as it were, is what a chappie
might call tidings of good cheer,”” he mur-
mured. ‘‘ Large qhantztlea of gratitude, old
darling—— I—I should say, thanks in large
lumps, Mr. Lee. You've set the old mind at
rest, and the heart department is now going
at tho normaﬂ two hundred and ﬁrtv

i R -l".'u.

I breathe again—1I

thumps! live!
has pot vanished over the horizon!”

And Archie, much relieved, calmly went
to sleep.

Nelson Lee was about to speak when Sir
Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson
strolled up. They took their seats on the
lounge beside us, and I neoticed that both of
them were looking rather thoughtful and
serious,

There was a pretty beavy kind of silence,.

““ A penny for them! I said, after a few
moments,

““ Eh?”" exclaimed Tommy ‘“ Oh,
my thuoghts! Nothing, least,
nothing much.”

“Out with it!” I demanded firmly.

“ Well, the fact 1is, some of the chaps
hava heard a few things,”” =aid Tommy, in an
uneasy kind of way.

‘““Heard a [ew things?"”

“Yes,” said Watson. ‘I think Pitt was
talking to a footman, or something—or De
Valerie was having a chat with a chamber-
maid. Anyhow, it seems that there’s some
talk going on about a ghost!”

Nelson Lee sat forward quickly.

“ What have you heard about a ghost?”
e asked, frowning.

& \utlnug much, sir.” replied Tommy. * I
questionsl one of the footmen, but he didn't
seem to like it. I thought he was rather
uncomfortable, so I dropped the subject.
Lots of the servants seem uneasy.”

Nelson Lee was silent for a moment or two,
and then bent forward.

** Look here, my boys,
nono of this would

Phipp:

Watson.
Nipper, at

I was hoping that
get to your ears,”” he
said quietly. ““ And I must take this op-
portunity of warning you not to pay any
regard to the ridiculous gossip which finds
its origin in the =ervauts’ hall. It is very
unfortunate that the servants should be so
foolish.™

“* [ don't
satd.

“There iz really

quite understand, guv'nor,” [
nothing in the affair,"”
replied Nelson Lee. ** This is a very old
building—one of the most ancient ducal
castles in Engiand, And no doubt you have

all heard of the famous Somerton ghost
story?"

“ Begad!™" =aid Sir Moatie. ** Ghost story,
sira” -

“ My dear lad, the lezend of the Somer-
tons is Known practically throughout the
civilised world,”” replied Nelson Lee. “ In

many respects it closely
stery of Glamis
famous.”

““ Something
sir?’" I asked.

““ Precisely,”" said Nelson Lee.
been magazine articles written about the
famous Somerton locked room. It is a tale
which has been told for hundreds of years.

resembles the my-
Castle--which is equally

«bout a locked room, isn’t it,

“There bave

for '

And, being Christmas time, it is popularly
supposed to be the correct period
ghostly visitations.”

at Somerton
uneasilv .

“But is there

a real zhost
Abbey, sir?”

asked Watson
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“ Well, I don’t know .
such a thing as a real ghost,” replied Nelson
Lee, smiling. * Can a ghost be described as
real? There is certainly a celebrated
phantom which is popularly supposed to
walk the upper corridors of the north wing
of the Abbey. But Lord Norbery informs
me that he has never seen the ghost per-
sonally, and kuows nobody who ‘has. At
different times chambermaids and nervous
footmen and pageboys have stated, with
bated breath, that they hive met the ap-
parition. Some have sworn that they saw
the ghost as plainly as they seo a human
being. But the family set this down as'sheer
imagination.”

“It can't be anything else, sir,” T said.

““ No, I don’t suppose it can,”” agreed
Neison Lee, '‘ For some years there have
been no such alarms. But, stramgely enough,
this Christmas the scare has broken out
afresh. Quite a number of the servants
have secn the ghost—at least, they think
they have. I eeb it down as slicer gossip
and nervous tension. So I don't want you
boys to catch the fever.”

““ There’s no danger of that, said
Watson.

“I hope not,”" agreed Nelson Lee. ** You
sce, the whelo thing arises from the well
known Somerton tradition, In the north
wing there is a mysterious room—a room
which is always kept securely locked. In a
way, this is almost identical with the Glamis
Cuastle story. Nohody but a holder of the
dueal title can enter this Jocked apartment.”

“ Begad!” said Sir Montie. ' That sounds
frightfully eerie, sir!”

** Well, in a way, it is eerie,” said the
guv'nor. ‘“1 understand that the rule is
that the dukes of Somerton shall enter this
room for the first and only time in their
lives upon their accession to the title. In
a4 case like the present one-—where the title
is held by a boy—the duke shall not know
the recret of this room until his fifteenth
birthday. Previous to that age he s too
young to withstand the ordeal.”

“Is 1t so dreadful, sir?” I ac<ked
estedly.

‘“ It may not- be dreadful at all—nohody
knows,” replied Neleon Lee. ** But the fact
remains that nobody on this earth but a
Somerton shall enter the sealed apartment,
And it is only the duke himself who can
pass within the locked doorway. The his-
tory of tho Somertons shows that more than
one duke 'has hesitated at the ordeal, and
has afterwards suffercd from serious nervous
prostration. Other holders of the titlo have
displayed no effects whatever. 1 think it is
lJargely a question of courage and nerve—
and imagination.”

“But what do they see inside the room,
sir?” asked Watcon.

“ My dear lad, that is the mystery which
has remained a mystery for centuries,” re-
plied the guv'nor. '* We shall never know—
because we shall never be permitted to go
beyond the locked door. You see, it is said

sir,”’

inter-
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that this sealed room contains some ter-
rible secret of the family—a kind of skele-
ton in the cupboard——" &

““Begad!” ejaculated Sir - Montie,
*“1 was somewhat unfortunate in my

skeleton, sir?”

choice of an expression,” smiled Lee. ‘I
did not mcan the word literally. It is just
a term which is commonly used +to ex-

press a private [amily cecret. And at cer-
tain times of the year—particularly at
Christmaes—a ghost is caid to pass out of
the sealed room and wander down the cor-
ridors.”

‘““That’'s cheerful!” muttered
glancing over his shoulder.

“But you need not be worried about
that,” went on Lee. * You boys will have
no cecasion to visit the north wing—and the
ghost never walks clsewhere, But, 28 I have
said, the whole thing is sheer superstition .
and 4imagination, It is particularly unfor-
tunate that it should have gained ground
just at this time. I was hoping that you
boys would not hear anything about it.”

“ Oh, we're not babies, sir,” 1 said. *1I
think you can trust the fellows to laugh
at all this kind of nonsense., After all, one
expects to hear about ghosts at Christmas
time—particularly in an historical old place
of this sort.”

‘“ Begad!” said Sir Montie, dropping
pince-nez.

‘*“ What's the matter?”

‘““Mr. Lee was sayin’ somethin’ about the
rules of the family a minute or two age,”
exclaimed Tregellis-West. ““ If thero is a
duke of Somerton who succeeds to the title
as a child, he must enter this sealed room
on hisg fifteenth birthday?”

““ That is so,”” replied Nelson Lee, looking
slightly annoyed. _

“ Well, sgir, it’s Sommy’s fifteenth birth-
day on the twenty-seventh-—the day ufter
Boxing Day!”" said Sir Montie. ““That’s
frightfully interestin’—it is really! So he’ll
g0 through the fearful ordeal while we are
here!”

‘“ Bless my soul!” said the guv'nor impa-
tiently. “* You boys know everything! I
was attempting to hoodwink myself that yon
were unaware of Somerton’s birthday, but 1
can see that it is no use. Yes, the young
duke will puss through his trial during these
holidays.”

‘“ Does ho know it, sir?”’ I asked.

“Of course,” replied tho guv'nor. “ 1t is
because of this private family performance
that the boy was instructed to come home
alone. But, under the circumstances, his
mother could not send you all back. 1 was
having a chat with Lord Norbery just be-
fore dinner, and he was quite relieved. He
said that he was delighted the other boys
were here—since Somerton would not feel
his trial so greatly. However, at the ap-
pointed time I shall make certain that you
are all out skating or otherwise engaged.”

“ Well, it’s something to look forward to,

Watson,

his

L anyhow,” I =uid, ** And you can rely on us
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to lay the ghost if we happen to spot him.
But the only ghost we shall see will be in
our dreams, I fancy.”

Nelson Lee warned me not to talk much
about the matter, and 1 promised. However,
all the other juniors knew the facts, and
this was not very surprising.

For we soon discovered that the whole
abbey was discussing the situation. The
very fact that the young duke was to go
through his crdeal this Christmas was suffi-
cient reason for any amount of gossip.

It was an event.

Such a thing only took place once in a
great number of years, and not one of the
present servants had been in the Somerton
employ on the previous occasion of the kind.
Outwardly sedate and matter of fact, the
whole staff was actually agog with sup-
pressed coxcitement and curiosity. And the
stories of the ghost having been seen caused
a great many of the nervous ones to be on
the jump. Many of the maids absolutely
refused to go near the morth wing, even in
thie broad light of day.

I tried to get the fellows to talk on other
subjects, and succeeded.

Before going to bed we arranged a pro-
gramme for the morrow. We should go out
for a long tramp, have a look at the park,
and see if the lake was any good for skating.

There was plenty for us to do, anyhow.

And so, at about half-past ten, we all
went up to our bedrooms for the mght 1t
was cold and bitter outside, but within the
abbey walls the lights glov.ed and the fires
crackled and burped. +All was cheerful and
gay.

Of course, we had come down fairly early
-—that is to say, there were several days
hefore Christmas yet. But this was all the
better, as we should be thoroughly settled
down bezfore the Yuletide festivities actu-
ally commenced.

We were all tired out after the journey
and the excitements of the day, and there

was not much question of our sleeping
soundly. o
We had three bedrooms, all adjoining, in

the east wing, There were four of us in
each room, and the beds proved to be ab-
solute havens of comfort in comparison to
the dormitory cots at St Irank’s,

The three juniors with me were Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, Tommy Watson, and I'atty
Little. We had bade good-night to the
others, and now stood round the crackling
fire in our pyjamas.

“ Well, we've gotb nothing to grumble at,”
said Wutﬁon, yawning. *° It was jolly decent
of Sommy to come to the rescue as he did,
and perfectly rippitig of his mother to give
us such a welcome. 1've got an idea that
we'ro going to spend a lripping Christmas."”

“ Unless the ghost walks, dear old boy!"
smiled Sir Montie.

‘“ Don't talk about the ghost, especially at
this time of night!” I exclaimed, . 4 v
doesn’t do any good, Mountie.”
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‘““ Dear boy, merely a joke,”” said Tregellis-
West.

‘““D'you think I take any notice of it?"
said Fatty Little. * Ghosts don’'t worry me,
I can tell you. I was thinking about some
grub. The fact is, I'm getting peckish.”

‘“ Begad!” gasped Sir Montie. *‘ But—but
you ate about three times as much as any-
body else at dinner time.”

“You ass!”’ snorted Fatty. * That was
about two hours ago! By this time I've
got another terrific appetite. I suppose it
must be the change of air. I'm blessed if
I know how I shall get through until the
morning!”’

I think you'll survive,” I said dr:ly

‘““1I noticed heaps of good things on one
of the sideboards downstairs,” said Iatty
regretfully. “ You know, a kind of cold
buffet, where a chap can go and have a
snack. I tried to get near, but there was a
butler or a footman or qomebmiy dodging
about. I didn’t like to look greedy!"

“ Marvellous!” 1 said. “ You deserve a

medal, Fatty! I didn't think you had such
self-control.”
‘““Great pancakes!” sighed Fatty. “ You

see, I thought I could go back when the
coast was clear, but Mr. Lee came and carted
us all off to bed. I can tell you, it’'s a bib
rotten!”

“You *wcmt fade to a shadow by the
morning,” chuckled Watson. *‘ Get to bed,
and give grub a rest for a change.”

‘* Sandwiches!” said Fatty Little dreamily.
“There were piles c¢f them, all on silver
dishes under glass covers! Ham sandwiches
—fish sandwiches—and goodness knows what
else! There were some ripping looking meat
patties and sausage rolls and every kind of
pastry you can think of. And cakes, you

know—those ripping Russian cakes, all
colours, and tasting winey! And cakes with
pink ice on the top, and with coloured

fruits on ’em! I can see 'em now—abso-
lutely gleaming under the glass covers! And
I was dished out of a snack like that—
dragged away jusb when I was feeling
faint!”

We settled Tatty on the spot. Grasping
him gently but firmly, we led him towards
his bed, and literally hurled him upon it.
Rather remarkably, the springs did not
break. After that [ put the light out, and -
told Fatty in a firm voice that if he men-
tioned grub again we should empty the cold
water jug over his head.

And then we went to sleep, cosily tucked
away down among the sheets and bl: ankets,
with the cheery crackle of the fire in our
ears, and with a feeling of Lomplete com-
fort and peace.

It seemed to me that I had only
dropped off when I was aroused

wakefulness.

1 lay in bed, with my eyes open, gazing
at the ceiling, with its oakon beams stretch-
ing from side to side. The fire had died
down to a mere glimmer—a dull red glow
which cast strange and mystic ehadows upon
the ceiling. The very dimness of the fire.

just
into full
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told me that I had been asleep for some

time.

And then, far away in the abbey, a deep-
toned clock boomed out the hour. I counted
the strokes—nine, ten, eleven, twelve.

Midnight!

It was the hour for ghostly visitations,
and this set me wondering why I had
awakened. It wasn’t usuul for me to be-
come aroused over nothing, although a
very slight sound is sufficient to get me from
the land of slumber.

Faintly, mysteriously, a rustle sounded on
the other side of the room.

I started, and a curious feeling went up
and down my spine. Then I shook myself,
and called myself a fathead. I sat up, and
it was only with difficulty that I prevented
a muttered cry leaving my lips.

.. There, in the deep shadows in the far
gide of the greabt room, a whitish figure
lurked—moving sileatly and uncannily!

CHAPTER IV.
PHANTOM OF THE NORTH WING.

OR a few tense seconds

I sat there transfixed.

‘ The mysterious
thing looked very
ghostly and indistinct in the
faint glow from the fireplace.
Then a board creaked. The
glight sound seemed to break the spell. I
knew very well that a ghost of any respect-
~ able pedigree was very careful about causing

THE

creaks. Ghosts don't do that kind of thing.
A glance at the other beds put me at
ease.

““ Who's that out there?” 1
“T'll bet it's you, Fatty!”

“Eh? 1-1 Great bloaters!”

The ghost turned round, and stood look-
ing at me, And now that my eyes had
grown accustomed to the dimmness, I could
clearly distinguish the bulky figure of Fatty
Little. He was attired in his pyjamas, with
a blanket wrapped round him. This was
what had given him such an unusual appear-
ance.

“ What the dickens do you think you're
doing?” 1 demanded warmly.

‘¢ 1—I1--I—"" Fatty paused.

‘““ What’s the idea of getting out of bed?”
I inquired. *‘* I suppose you know it's mid-
night? You woke me up, you fat ass!
Get back to bed, and don't roam about the
room, looking like the ghost of Mr. Pick-
wiek!”

“1I’'m hungry!” said Fatty plaintively.

““ You greedy glutton!” I snapped. * Well,
of all the idiots! Hungry! Midnight, and
all you can do is to walk up and down the
room with a blanket round you! That won’t
appease your appetite, will it?”

“ It’s all right—don't talk so loud!”’ mur-
mured the fat junior. “* I—I'm just going to
pop downstairs.” -

“ What!”

“I—I can't sleep, you know!” groaned
Fatty. “I've got a feeling of horrible

whispered.
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| kinds of rustlings and creakings.

emptiness inside me! You can't expect a
chap to sleep when he's dying from starva-
tion! I—I've been thinking about that cold
buffet. It’s still there, you know-—all that
lovely grub under the glass dishes! It
won’t take me two minutes to nip down and
get a few sandwiches!”

I stared at him wrathfully.

“You—you fat burglar!” 1 said, with in-
dignation. “The hospitality of a duke’s
palace isn’t enough for you! You've gct to
get up in the middle of the night, and
pilier some grub! You ought to be ashamed
of yourself! Get back to bed before 1 do
something drastic!”

‘““ Oh, don’t be dotty!” said Fatty, in
alarm, ‘““Don’t you understand? I must
go—1'm .&hsolutely faint from want of food!
I tell you it won't take me long, and there’s
nobody about mow. It’s after midnight, and
everybody’s in bed.”

“If you go out in those corridors, you'll
meet the ghost!” I said, in a deep, hollow
voice.

“ Frying kippers!” gasped TFatty. ‘' The—
the ghost!”

‘“ The phantom of Somerton!” I went on
impressively.

“ Oh, rot!” exclaimed TFatty, shaking
himself. “ I hadn’t thought of the ghost—
but what does it matter, anyhow? A few
sandwiches and some cakes and pastries are
more important than any giddy apparition!
It takes more than a ghost to keep me away
from grub!”

‘““ My only hat!”’ I said.
goblin round every corner, and a skeleton
rattling in every recess, you'd brave the
lot! 1 believe you'd rob a bhank to get a
doughnut! This gluttony of vours will lead
you into evil ways, FFatty! You'll come to
a nasty, sticky end!”

““I’ll be back in five minutes!" said Fatty.

He rolled to the door, opened if, and was
outside hefore I could even push the bed-
clothes aside. I'll admit he took me by
surprise. 1 had expected him to carry on
with the conversation, hoping that I should
be able to persuade him to show a little
comimon sense. |

lle probably realised that I might do some-
thing drastic, as I had hinted, and so he
seized his chance while the chance was good,
so to speak. For a moment I thought of
following him, but decided otherwise.

‘“ Why s}muld I bother about the over-fed
dummy?’” I asked myself. * If he’s so keen
on the grub, he’ll have it, sooner or later.
Bet?[il;er get the blessed thing over and done
“71 33

At the same time, I felt a bit uncertain -
about TFatty. And while I was thinking
about him, he was slipping noiselessly down
the dark corridors. The whole abbey was
in bed by now, and the great mansion was
filled with that peculiar kind of silence
which can always be noted in ancient piles.

It wasn’t really a silence at all.

There were no definite sounds, but all
_The very

““ If there was a



stairs seemed to crack, as though invisible
feet were mounting them. Tatty heard
them, as he paused on the great landing.

And the corridors and staircases were not
in darkness, although the electric lights
were all switched off.

Outside, the night was calm and still—the
whole landscape smothered in thick snow.
And now the moon was shining from be-
tween feathery clouds. There were many
big windows on one side of the L'Ul‘rillDT',|
and the moonlight streamed in coldly and
almost brilliantly.

In the privacy of our bedroom, Iatty had
felt very brave and absolutely careless of
ghosls.  What did he care about spectres
while there was a great pile of lovely grub ¢
to help himself from?

But, somehow, the lure of that glorious
food didn't seem quite so strong now. As
I'atty paused there, at the top of the stairs,
he thought of the eerie stories which were
being told about the family apparition. He
half expected to see a shadowy tigure emerge
out of the blackness. 1t wouldn't have
surprised him greatly if a skeleton or two
had walked upstairs.

Ile was very nearly on the point of going
into 4 minor panic. He shivered, and all
his skin felt queer. 1lle half decided to
bunk back into the bedroom as fast as lis
fat legs would carry him,

And then he pulled himself together.

Clearly and vividly a picture arose before
him., Me saw it as though it actually
existed. A superb oaken sideboard, laden
with silver dishes, with glass covers. And
underncath these covers there was an un-
Jimmited supply of grub. IMatty felt a strange
and awful emptiness in his centre,.

That settled it. :

“ Ghosts!” he sniffed. ““ A fat lot I care
about ghests!  There ain’t such things!
Why, if I went back now, Nipper would
chip me to death! He'd call me a funk—
and he'd be right! I've got to show somne-
thing.”

The lure of the tuck was even greater
than the momentary fear which had pos-
sessed him. And now that he had fought
the battle and won. he laughed at himself1
for ever having had any fears.

Phantomn or no phantom, there was only
one thing to be done.

Fatty boldly descended the stairs and hit
upon a very excellent method of keeping his
mind away from unpleasant thoughts. lle
concentrated upon ham sandwiches and beef
patties and doughnuts. As he walked along,
Lie pictured that sideboard. Aud the ghosts
were beaten.

Once or twice he was in danger of back-
sliding, and the only thought that kept him
poing was that he was nearer and nearer to
the grub. More by luck than anything else
he located the big lounge hall,

For there were so many staircases and
corridors that even Somerton himself was
liable to get lost.
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Fatty was a stranger in |

13

‘“ Qreat frying chestnuts!’’ mut-
tered a shaky voice. ‘f Is—is that you,
Nipper ? Oh, thank goodness! 1—I|
thought that P

the building, and it wasn't to be expected
that he should know his way about.

It was sheer instinct which directed him
towards the food supply. lle found it as
surely as a homing pigeon discovers its
cote. And once there, among all the good
things, the very idea of ghosts was ridicu-
lous.

le couldn't resist the temptation to par-
take of a few sandwiches on the spot. le
did so, and felt tremendously stimulated.
The empty feeling vanished, and a com-
forting glow warmed his body.

Then he thought about the fire in the
bedroom—low, but a fire, nevertheless. It
would be far better to have his midnight
snack in comfort. So he proceeded to gather
the snack up.

According to the amount of stufl he loaded
himself with, one might have been excused
if one had thought that Fatty was planuing
to feed the whole crowd of St. Frank's
chaps. _

1le wasn’'t. This was just suflicient for
himself—to keep body and soul together
until the morning. When he left the buffet,
he was so loaded that he was obliged to
walk slowly so that the things should be
balanced. Even then he was in danger of
shedding a few fancy cakes.

And now a problem faced him.

It was a problem which had not ocecurred
to him earlier. Instinct might lead him to
food, but no amount of instinet would lead
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him back to bed. He realised, with a sud-
den start of dismay, that he was extremely
- bazy in his knowledge of the geography of
the abbey.

There were one or two obvious facts
which couldn’t be missed. He had to go
upstairs, and he had to pass along various
corridors, and turn various corners. But for
the life of him he couldn’t remember which
door he had to go into. He had closed the
bedroom door—and that was a silly thing,
now he came to think of it. lHow the baked
potato would he be able to get back?

However, lie didn’t despair.

He went upstairs—that was the first move
in the right direction, he told himself.
Unfortunately, he was too optimistic. It
was a step in the wrong direction. In his
ignorance, he had mounted the wrong stair-
‘case, and was heading straight for the north
wing instead of the east wing. A most un-
happy bloomer.

Fortunately for Fatty, he didn’t know it.
Ile kidded himself that he was on the right
track and passed along the upper corridors
cheerfully and safe in the knowledge that
he had the precious booty with him.

A -stoek of grub in hand was: far better
than a sideboard full in the far distance.
That was Fatfy’'s idea. And he kept a
sharp watch on the doors hoping that he
would be able to recognise the one he had
passed through some time earlier.

The wretched part about the whole affair
was that every door looked alike. Some
corridors were shorter than other corridors,
but they had a particularly nasty habit of
going on for ever.

It didn't matter which way he turned
there was always another moounlit ecorridor
stretching ahead. He kept turning corners,
and he never seemed to reach any definite
objective.

And by now his arms were aching conside-
ably—not because his load was weighty, but
because it was very awkward. He bitterly
grumbled at the duecal staff for not having
a basket or a large bag knocking about in a
handy position. What was the good of
servants if they couldn’t provide such a
simple thing as a bag?

Fatty came to an abrupt halt as he found
himself at the head of another staircase.
This one was much narrower and he was cer-
tain he had never seen it before. And now
he came to think of it, these corridors looked
a bit dusty and neglected.

e realised, with a start, that they weren’t
carpeted in the same luxurious way, And,
although it gave him a fearful jar, he was
i::m;;pelled to admit that he was hopelessly
ost.

He had been wandering about for some-
thing like twenty-five minutes by now. But
it seemed hours to him. And, as le stood
there a faint and far-away chime sounded.
It was the half-hour.

Twelve-thirty! And the chime was much
further away than it had seemed before.
This was quite understandable—but not to

[Fatty. For he was now situated in the
furthest corner of the north wing.

““0Oh, my only frying-pan!” muttered
Fatty. “1—I don’t know the way back!
I think Nipper’s a rotter. He might have
opened the door, so that I eould see which
way to come!”’

lle decided after a moment or two of
thought, that he couldn’t do better than turn
back. Mis chief idea now was to find the
main starrcase again. Yes, he would go
back, and start again. It was hardly pos-
sible that he could go wrong a second time,

lle wandered on and on, passing from cor-
ridor to corridor until his legs ached, and
his arms were stiff with cramp. But no-
thing short of absolute paralysis would make
him drop his load.

He had just turned one of the interminable
corners when he came to an abrupt halt,
frozen to the spot. And as he stood there
his breath ceased to come—or so it seemed
to him. His heart suspended action.

Right at the far end of the corridor—a
long one with windows—there was a figure.
It was so dim and indistinct that it seemed
to have no hody or form. It was just a
filmy, whitish shadow, edging its way along
the corridor towards him.

There was not a sound—the Thing came
along with absolute stealth.

For the life of him Fatty couldn’'t move.
He tried to shout, but the muscles of his
throat were rigid. e felt that his hair
was standing on end. And a kind of cold
gust swept over hm,

Something seemed to tell him that this
whitish apparition was mnot human. It
couldn’t be human. It wasn't one oi the
fellows looking for himm—although Fatty tried
to convince himself for a moment that it
was,

The object came nearer—and came to a
silent stop just as it reached one of the
windows., The moon came from behind a
cloud and cast a full flood of radiance upon
the mystic figure.

And then Fatty Little nearly expired.

He had been scared once or twice in his
life—but mnever to the extent that he was
scared now. Wild and desperate panic
seized him, There the 'Thing stood—with
shadowy elothing wrapped round it, like
winding sheets. And as the moon cast its
licht upon the ghost, Fatty could see that
there was no face—only a ghastly skull, with
grinning teeth and hollow eye spaces.

And then an arm was raised—a horrible,
bony arm, without any real substance,
The spell was broken, and Fatty uttered a
wild, gasping shout. It was not loud, bhe-
cause his vecal chords would not function
properly. But it was expressive of his sheer
terror.

lle turned, pale as a sheet, and fled.

He ran as he had never run before. And
the extent of his flight may be gathered
from the fact that he absolutely forgot

(Continued on page 135.)
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This story is written by an authority on the methods employed by
Scotland Yard'’s sleuths in tracking down the subtle jewel crcok.

LEETING twisted his watch-chain ab- |
sently round his fingers till 1t cut
the fleah,

“ They're diamonds all right, all
right,” he said. ** That's the blazes of it.”
Heldway smiled genially at the jeweller.

“ Where do I come in? I don't see what
you’ve to complain about. You admit, your-
gelf, that there’s a fortune in it.”

He spoke quietly, yet there was a subtle
inflection of irony iu his tone that caused
the jeweller to scrutinise his face with sus-
picion. Somehow, Heldway made him feel a
fool, and Fleeting knew he was not a fool.
1le recognised himself--more than other men
recognised bim—as one of the Kkeenest
jewellers in Ilatton Garden.

Being a jeweller, he was one of the most

credulous of men. It spoke for itself that
he had called in Heldway. There were those

»

at Scotland Yard who heid Heldway in high |

esteem,

‘““There's a screw loose somewhere,”
protested, releasing his chain and pushing
out a pair of delicate hands. “ I feel it.
The thing's too good to be true. Why, if

he

I hadn't seen it myszelf, I'd have sworn those
diamonds came from Kimberley."”
The  detective-inspector  shirugged
shoulders listlessly.
‘““ Ah, of course, an expert can always tell
which mine a stonme has come from."
Fleeting seethed inwardly. IHe was in a
burning excitement, and the placidity of
the other annoyed him. HMe did not consider
that while his own agitation was to be at-
tributed to the possibility of making a for-
tune bevond his wildest dreams, or losing a
sum that would long cripple him, the detec-
tive had nothing to gain or lose.
“What do you make of it?”
demanded bluntly.

his

Fleeting

Ileldway slowly changed his position till
his elbow rested on the mantelpiece. He
seemed to be weighing the question. At
last ho spoke,

“ What it comes to is this:  This man
Vernet says he can make diamonds, and

offers to sell a half-interest in his seeret to

you for a hundred thousand pounds. Ie
gives a demonstration under the most

stringent tests, and you fail to find out any
fake. The diamonds are genuine. Now it



geems to me one of two things—either Ver-

net can do what he says, or your precautions
against trickery have not been effective.”

*“ Hang it all!” retorted Fleeting I1m-
patiently. * What more could I do? The
Toom in which he works is here in my office.
It was fitted up by firms whom I specified,
according to his ideas, with a little charcoal
furnace and certain chemical preparations.
I did all the buying. Everything passed
through my hands. It Is impossible that he
should have had any confederates among
the workmen. When he has gone in to
supervise the construction of the furnace, 1
have been with him, watching every move-
ment. That he could have hid anything
in the room is quite impossible.”

““ Have. you seen him actually make these
gems?”’

“ No,” admitted Fleeting. “ I can’t very
well expect him to lay his hand down till
I have paid cash. It’s too big a thing to
take chances on. Mind you, Vernet’s per-
fectly reasonzble. He invited me to take
precautions against trickery, and 1 have.
Each time he¢ goes into the laboratory he
changes every stitch of clothing for a suit
I havo provided. I have engaged an expert
‘gearcher, who used to be at the diamond
fields, to examine ‘his hair, his mouth, his
ears, and co on. I have stood guard over
the door while he's been inside. And always
he has come out with pethaps one, perhaps
two, perhaps three, rough stones, well up
" to the average size and quality.”

Heldway had been softly whistling a bar
of ragtime.
logical faet. _

“ Well, if they're not already in the
room, and he doesn’t take ’em in, he must
manufactura them.”

I awish I could bo sure,”” said Fleeting.
It ceems all right, and yet—one does
not like to sink a-hatful of money. I want
to be dead sure. That’s why I'd like you
to look into the business.”

The detective-inspector settled himself in
a chaiz. ‘ |

“ The long and short of it is, that you’re
in for a gamble and want to be sure you’'ll
win before you risk your money. I guess
you know if I take it up and it is a swindle,
‘you'l have to take it into court. Let's be
cleat about that.”

The jeweller reddened.

** Look here, Mr, Heldway, I don't mind so
muclh myself; but there’s another thing—
3y daughter—"

““ Oh, there’s a lady in the case?’ The
corner’s of Heldway’s eyes wrinkled. ** Sup-
pose you tell me all you know about Vernet.”

““We ran across him while we were in
Chamonix last summer,”” replied TFleeting.
‘“ You know how one falls into these holiday
acquaintanceships. Don’t run away with the
idea that I’ve got any fixed suspicions of
him, Mr. Heldway. I believe in him—but: I
want to be sure. He’s certainly a gentleman,
and he was in touch with some very nice

He broke off te press home the |

’

—that’s my daughter—and he and I f{ell
rather together. I'm not impressionable,
but I must say I like him. Apart from the
money, I should be sorry if there were any
fake in this. I should put him about thirty.
His mother was English and his father
French. He’s got a little estate in I'rance,
and for these last ten years has been knock-
ing about the world. He speaks English as
well as you or I. .

*“0f course, my business leaked out. I'm
a pretty well-known man., I don’t remem-
ber precisely how the matter arose, but one
day Vernet asked me for a private inter-
view. I thought he wished to see me aboub
something else—"'

‘“ Miss Fleeling?"” interjected Heldway.

“Yes.”? Fleeting hesitated. “ I didn’t in-
tend to tell you this, Mr. Heldway, but you
may as well know it. It makes the situation
rather more delicate. He did see me about
Elsie, but he introdueed the other affair, and

that matter remains in abeyance for the -

timoe being. He told me he had stumbled
on the discovery while making certain
chemical experiments, and offered to submit
to any test I might propose short of show-
ing me the actual process. I, of course, ac-
cepted, and invited him over to my little
country place till inquiries were completed.’’
The detective’s whistling stopped.

‘“ Made any inquiries about the chap?”’
hi demanded.
~ “ Naturally. His estate is near Danville,
in the Department of Eure. I pleaded busi-
ness in London, and put a couple of days in
there my:elf as a tourist. I corroborated all
that he told me about his affairs. His in-
come, translated into English would be about
seven hundred a year. Nothing tremendous,
but quite enough.” _

A superficial ingight might hold that a
lifetime of detective work would make a
man a cynic. Heldway had his share of
cvnicism, but, like all successful men of his
profession, he had sympathy. He could ap-
preciate something of the diverse feelings by
which the jeweller was torn—his  care for
his daughter, his pocket, his vanity. He
rose and dropped his hand lightly on the
other’s shoulde:. |

** When does the mext demonstration take
place?”

“On Monday.” _

“ Good. Now, can you invite me down to
your place for the week-end as a friend? I’d
like to see Vernet. Meanwhile, if you've got
a photograph of him, any writing, any scrap
of material concerning him, you let me have
it. And by the way, I'd like a description
of Vernet—hair, eyes, height, and_so omn.
Good-bye for the present. I’ll be down some
time Saturday aitermoon.”

Ten minutes later Heldway sauntered. oub
of the office, whistling softly. He did not
wonder that Fleeting, canny man, felt un-
easy. The making of diamonds—profitably—
was a big thing, and a man who could prove
his good faith would easily obtain more

peopida He made himself agreeable to Elsie | than one hundred thousand pounds for .a
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half -share, ‘
but, not having cecen her, Heldway did not
know exactly how far she might .weigh in
tha transaction.

The spade work of detection is a laborious
business, but very necessary to every detec-
tivo outside the story-books. Juries do not
convict on theories, however brilliant and
plausible. They want facts—facts that can
be sworn to. And so far HMeldway had no
facts——only a statement by I'leeting.

For an hour or more lHeldway laboured
diligently. The Criminal Record Office put
him in possession of facts relating to every
ono of the adventurers of this type known to
ba in England. Big Grant, the hcad of the
department, knew the science and practice
of identification backwards, assisted in a
close comparison of the portraits available
with the amateur photograph of Vernet in
the midst of a group which Fleeting had
supplied. But they drew blank.

The finger-prints of Vernet might have
simplified the search to a matter of minutes,
As they were not available, the Record
Office staff was set to work to trace through
the old system of indexes, a tedious,
lengthy job, by the light of the description
Vernet had offered. They looked nct under
the letter ** V,”” but in that section of the
records devoted to men five feet nine in
height with brown hair and hazel eyes.

i'nis phase of the search Heldway left to
the department, though at times he brought
in a colleague fo examine the photograph
on the chance that Vernet might be recog-

nizsed. At intervals he dispatched cryptic
cables to Paris and New York. Possibly

Roger Vernet would have been flattered had
he known how many people .were being
stirred to on interest in his career.

A neat little motor-car was waiting at the
station when, on Saturday, Heldway took
his trip to Haslemere, and a run of a
couple of miles brought him to a pine-shaded
villa in which Fleeting had his country re-
treat. The detective nodded approval at the
trim gables, the rose-bordered lawn, and the
well-rolled gravel paths.

Fleeting, a little nervous and ill at ease,
welcomed him with effusion, and with a wave
of his hand introduced the couple who were
standing in the shude of the veranda.

““ Mr. Heldway—my daughter. Vernet,
friend of mine—Mr. Heldway.”

The detective found himself gripping a
slender, almost effeminate hand, and Ver-
net's-eyes did not drop under his scrutiny.
Indeed, they were scrutinising him with a
languorous ease that was almost insolent.
The maker of diamonds had no appearance
of the scientific etudent., He had been
dressed by an artist in tailoring. His boots,
hia  meticulously creased trousers, the
sloping waist of his jacket, were all be-
youd criticism. Ie had a little tooth-brush
moustache which he stroked from time to
time with a delicate forefinger. His hand-
kerchief was tinged with scent. Heldway,
~who was not self-conscious, felt uncouth in
his presence,

a
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True, therc was Elsie Tleeting—

l

“ Delighted to know you,” said the young
man, bub his face had the abstract look of
one wrestling with an abstruse mental prob-
lern, Heldway wondered if he had any sus-
picion of his identity. li® murmured some
commonplace, and his gaze wandered mo-
mentarily to the girl—a picture in grey and
white. Erect and slender, with sparkling
blue eyes and cheeks tanned to a whole-
some clearness by fresh air and exercise, she
did not conform at all to his mental impres-
sion of her. This was not the sort of woman
to become infatuated with an adventurer,
And yet—— .

They went in to lunch. Meldway was a
good talker when he was in the vein, and
conversation moved swiftly. He set himself
to draw Vernet out, and the other was
nothing loath. He had apparently been
everywhere and seen everything.

‘““If this man's playing with a cold deck,
he's got nerve,” meditated the detective.

Once, during a Iull in the conversation, he
again surprised the bland, hazel eyes sur-
veying him with abstract calculation. Yer-
net pulled himself together,

““ Come, Mr. Heldway, a man of your pro-
fession is always running against experi-
ences. I appeal to Miss Fleeting. Here's a
real live detective, and he hasn’t told us
one of his adventures.”

The shot was sudden, and for the moment
Heldway was thrown off his balance. A
flicker of astonishment passed across his
features. Then he smiled. Vernet .was evi-
dently determined to drag him boldly into
the open.

““ Are you a detective?'' inquired the girl.
‘““ How exciting! Dad only told us you were
a friend of his.”

Heldway went imperturbably on with his
sweet.

“Yes, I am a detective, Miss TFleeting.
I'm afraid it is not so exciting as the

novelists would have you believe. How did
you know?"' He addressed Vernet.

The other shrugged his shoulders,

“1 didn’t recall your face till this
moment,” 'he answered indifferently. W1

saw you give evidence at the Old Bailey in a
murder case last year. Are you down here
on business?”’

It was difficult for Heldway to repress a
laugh. Whether Vernet was a rogue or not,
he was not so simple as not to put a con-
struction on the circumstances.

““ An official of police is always more or
less on business,” he parried. ‘““ But I'm
here, through Mr. Fleeting's'kindness, only
for fresh air."

‘““ So you haven't brought your handcuffs?”
Vernet was smiling inwardly. The official
wondered if he meant a challenge.

‘““I don’t anticipate any occasion to uso
them down here,” he laughed.

Fleeting, who had been fidgeting uneasily
in his chair, broke in:

‘“ Here's coffee. Have a cigar, Heldway.
My daughter doesn’'t mind. "I never ask
Vernet. He's got his own particular brand
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of poisonous cigarettes., 1 believe he smokes
them in his sleep.”

“It’'s a bad habit,”” said Vernmet. “ If I
had any strength of will I should give them
up. But I'm lost without a cigarette.” He
extracted a fat one from a gold case, and,
lighting it, blew a circle ¢f smoke into the
air. ‘* If 1 were a criminal, now there would
be a clue for you, Mr. Heldway. You'd
only have to look for an insatiable con-
sumer of cigarettes, like Raffles—eh?”’

Heo held the white tube up to the light.
‘““I have them specially made, with my
initials on the paper.” _

‘““ The perfect criminal—and thank Heaven
there is none—would have no fixed habits,”
commented Heldway.

It was late in the afternocon before he got
the chance of a word alone with his host.
Miss Fleeting had accepted the diamond-
maker's challenge to billiards, and the two
elder men were contemplating the moonlight
from the veranda, Fleeting was anxious to
make it clear that he had given no hint of
the detective’s identity., Ileldway brushed
away his explanation.

““ Never mind about that.
shown me over the house yet. Suppose we
take the opportunity now.”

“ 1 didn't suppose you'd be interested.
It's entirely modern. However, come along.”

So it was that, when he retired, the
detective had in his mind a very complete
plan of the sleeping apartments of the

ouse, cspecially the relation of his own
bedroom to that occupied by Vernet. Be-
yond taking off his boots and collar, he had
made no attempt to undress. He stretched
himself out in an armchair with a novel,
and composed himself to read until such a
time as the household should be asleep. At
two o’clock he laid aside his book and rum-
maged in his kit bag. A small electric torch
about the size of an ordinary match-box,
a dozen master-keys, and a red silk handker-
chief he adjusted on his face, the holes
serving as eyeslits. The keys and the torch
. he carried in his hands.

There are moments when a police officer
steps out of the limits of strict legality. Ile
knows how great a risk he runs, for if- he
fails of uis purpose he can expect no
countenance from his superiors. There was
no pcssible excuse for Heldway in what was,
in effect, an act of burglary. He had de-
liberately refrained from saying anything to
Fleeting of his intention, partly, it must be
admitted, because he was afraid that the
jeweiler might exercise a veto.

Softly he stepped into the corridor, his
stockinged feet making no sound on the soft
carpet. A thin thread of light cut through
the darkness, affording just enough light to
prevent his blundering into any furniture.
More thamn once he switched off the light
and stood stock still as his ear caught those
indefinite sounds that are always audible in
sleeping 'household.

He reached. Vernet's door and softly
turned the handle. As he expected, it was
Jocked.

You haven't
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Very stealthily he tried his keys one after
the other. '

His muscles contracted involuntarily as a
light click told that the bolt had shot back.
Ho stood stiffly, listening intently.

Five minutes elapsed before he ventured
to thrust open the door and cautiously edge
his way inside. He waited for a matter of
seconds till the deep, regular breathing from
the bed reassured him. Then he flashed a
bead of light on the wardrobe, and all his
movements quickened. Whatever he sought
te had gueseed the diamond-maker would
carry on him during the day—otherwise
Heldway would mot have waited till now to
ransack the room.

Presently he gave an almost unconscious
ejaculation of triumph, as he dragged out of
a pocket a little wash-leather bag. With
hasty fingers he opened it and directed the
rays of his lamp on twenty or thirty uncut
diamends. And then, even while he chuckled
to himself, the room was suddenly flooded
with light. He wheeled abruptly. Vernet
was sitbing up in his bed, one hand on the
electric light switch, the other holding a
revolver, its muzzle eteadily directed to-
wards Heldway.

‘“ Stand still, my friend.”” Vernet’s voice
was cold and menacing. * Perhaps it would
be as well if you put your hands above your
head.” His own hand had deserted the
switch and began groping for the bell, *“ I
see you have masked your face—a wise pre-
caution.”

Heldway lowered his head, swerved side-
ways, and plunged forward so swiftly that
it seemed as if all his movements were sim-
ultaneous. A quick report rang out, and a
bullet shattered the glass of the wardrobe.
Before Vernet’s finger could compress on the
trigger again, Heldway was upon him. His
full weight was behind his left as he swung
it to Vernet's jaw, and the man dropped
limply back on his pillow.

The detective fled. It was a matter of
seconds from the time Vernet had fired till
he reached his own room and closed and
locked the door. He could hear people
rushing about and sleepy voices raised in
inquiry. Hastily he tore off his clothes and
tumbled into his pyjamas, A thunderous
knock interrupted him before he had finished.
Ho continued an audible yawn the while he
ruffled his bed noiselessly to give it the
appearance of having been slept in, and in
his voice as he put a question was the
querulous tone of a man just aroused.

‘““ It's me—Fleeting. Wakoe up. There’s
been burglars. They’ve murdered Vernet.”

‘“ Good heavens!” There was a fervour that
was unfeigned in the detective’'s voice. He
had had no time to calculate his blow with
nicety, and trusted that he had not struck
harder than he meant. A moment later he
flung open the door, and while Fleeting
waited, put on his slippers and dressing-
gown, His alibi was convincing.

They went together to the diamond-
maker’s room. lHe was relieved to find that
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Vernet was very far from dead, though still
unconsciou.

‘“ Somebody has knocked him out, that’s
all,”” he diagnosed. *‘‘ le'll be all right in
a little while.”” Me turned on the group of
servants who had gathered in the room.
““ Some of you men get out into the grounds.
The burglar can’t have got far.”

“ Hadn’t some one better go the
police?” said the jeweller.

*“ Not worth while. They can do nothing
to-night that we can’t do without them.
If we don't cateh the mun ourselves, I'll

for

grounds. One man at least had scarcely
expected there would. He was undecided
whether to take Tleeting into his confidence.
If all had gone well he would have done
so—indeed, it would have been necessary to
his plan.

*“1 reckouned that if Vernet was on the
ramp he would have a stock of diamonds to
draw on,” he explained to a colleague later.
“ I wanted to lay my hands on them, and to
get Fielding to weigh and measure them and
examine them, so that he could tell them
agaill,

Then I was going to replace them.
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And then, even while he chuckled to himseltf,
He wheeled abruptly.

flooded with light.

ru]t; out to put the case in their hands my-
BE .I!

No one disputed his authority. He cal-
culated that the flustered menservants would
make enough confusion in the garden to
keep up the illusion of a burglar, and he
did not want to have {o cause the local
police useless trouble. Nevertheless, after
seeing Vernet comfortably disposed, he went
to direct the search. He it was, curiously
enough, who discovered a broken pane of
glass in an unfastened scullery window—proof
of the means by which the burglar had
effected an entrance.

- Nothing resulted from a search of the

i Tl oy e e 4 T

3

%

the

Vernet was sitting up in bed,

one hand on the electric light switch, the other holding a revolver, its muzzle
steadily directed towards Heldway.

room was suddenly

If Vernet played any of them during his
manufacturing stunt, then we would have
had him."” '

Heldway was a man who rarely did a thing
without an object, and there was now no
object in telling Fleeting. lle might safely
be allowed to nurse the delusion of a burglar
if he would. The diamonds he resoived to
keep, for the time being. Unless Vernct
had a reserve store, which was unlikely, he
would be forced to procure more or post-
pone Monday’s demonstration. There was,
of course, the possibility that he really could
make diamonds. But the detective had little
fcar of that.




-

¥ OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION%

“ Nothing gone,” rtepeated Fleeting, who
had been stocktaking with the butler.
** That is, unless Vernet's lost a.*nyt.hm%.”

““Let’s hopo he hasn't,”” said Meldway
cheerfully. * The chap’s got away, whoever
he was. Perhaps Vernet will give us some-
thing to work on when he ccmes round.”

As a fact, Vernet a quarter of an hour
later was able to throw little light on the
situation., IHe was still a little dazed and
unable to think or express himself clearly,

“ Woke up ... masked man ... going
through my clothes ... came for me...
fired . .. mirsed him. Then he hit me.”” He
lny back wearily, and, at Ieldway's sug-
gestion, was permitted to sleep.

But it was a different man who appeared
at  breakfast., Spruce and debonair, he
secmed little affected by his adventure, as
in well-chos:n phrases he told of his en-
counter with the burglar.

““He was confoundedly quick,”” he ad-
mitted. ** I didn’t think I could have missed
at that distance. As it was, all he got was
a bag of twenty-five rough diamonds—the

result of somo of my experiments.” He
smiled brightly at Heldway.

“ Experiments?’”’ repeated the detective
blankly. -

‘““Ah! I forgot. It's a little cecret be-
tween Fleet'ng and myself. By the way,

Fleeting, <¢an the chauffeur run me into
Haslemere after breakfast? 1 want te send
a wire.”

“I'll go with yeu if you don't mind,” in-
terposed Heldway. ‘“* We may as well see
the local police. This burglary is really
their affuir.” He had his own ideas as to
what Vernet’s wire might contain.

No one who beheld the two side by side
in the car would have considered them as
the hunter and the hunted, the attacker and
the defender. leldway had risen to Ver-
net’s flow of spirits, and accepted the light
chaff of the other without resentment.

‘““Now, if 1 didn't know you were above
suspicion,”” remarked the diamond-maker
once, ‘1 should be inclined to think you
were the burglar all the fuss was about
last night. He was just about your build.”

It was a deftly conveyed intimation that
Vernet had guessed something of the ob-
ject of the midnight raid. Heldway laughed.

*“ Oh, there’s no need for me to turn
burglas yet.”’

*“ Oue never knows,” retorted Vernet.

Vernet went on to the post office, but
Heldway got out of the car at the police-
station. A9 2 matter of detail he reported
the burglary, and the facts were solemnly
written down on an official form by the
officer in charge. Looking up for a fresh
dip of ink, the officer saw a wink flicker
on Heldway's grim face,.

‘1 shouldn’t waste too much trouble over
the case if I were you,” said Heldway.
“0f course, it’s none of my business, bLut
if I might suggest a policy
inactivity —vou understand?”

of masterly |

The other was a man of quick perception.
Ha grinned.

‘““ Not altogether. I'm not going to cross-
examine you. If you like, I''l go back with
you. You just want me to look wise?”

‘““ Exactly,” assented Heldway. ‘* Now,
can I use your 'phone for .« moment? 1 want
to talk to the Yard.”

When he put down the receciver he was
whistling softly to himself,

The three men—Vernet, Ieldway, and
Fleeting—had travelled to Waterloo to-
gether, and thero separated, the last named
to Hatton Garden, Heldway to Scotland
Yard, and Vernet to keep an appointment.
The demonstration was fixed to t:ke place
at noon.

Heldway’s business with the department
did not keep him long, and when he left
it was in a taxi-cab straight for Fleeting’s
place of business. A couple of men were
loitering in conversation outside the door,
but as Heldway brushed by them they might
have been perfect strangers to him instead
of two of his most astute subordinates.

Fleeting was in a pessimistic mood.

“I've got to make a decision to-day, one
way or the other, Heldway. Unless you can
prove something definite after Vernet's ex-
periment, I shall close the deal. 1Ie
threatens to go: to Burnett's. You've not
found out onything?”

“Only that he’'s a smart man,” parried
the detective evasively. ““ I'll make a re-
port to you after the demonstration. Mean-

while, I'd like to get up to the laboratory.
Is there any place there where I can hide?”

“ Not room for & mouse,” declared Ileet-
ing. **I had it cleared speciaily.”

““Then the outer room will have to do.
[s there a-cupboard or a curtain in that
outer room anywhere, where I can bo out
of sight?”

‘“ Thero are heavy, long, plush ecur-
tains to the windows. But why out of sight?
I am sure Vernet would not object—in fact,
I am certeain he has guessed you are watch-
ing him in my interests.”

“So am I,”” answered Ieldway grimly.
“But even if he guesses I am concealed,
he will say nothing.”

““1 like that, you know,
afraid of investigation.”

“I'm!”’ grunted Heldway.

Twelve o’clock was striking when Vernet
entered, accompanied by Fleeting and a third
man, whom the detective, watching f{rom
behind the curtain, guessed to be the ex-
pert secarcher. Little time was wasted in
preliminaries. The diamond-maker at once
began to strip. The inevitable cigarette was
still between his lips. The searcher made a
slow, painstaking examination, and Vernet
put on the suit which had been arranged
for him. '

He puffed out a cloud of blue smoke and
stepped to the laboratory door.

Heldway flung back the curtain. )

‘“ One moment, Mr. Vernet,” he said.

It cshows he isn't



Vernet stood with one hand on the door,
the other holding his e¢igarctte. His eye-
brows went up in well-bred surprise, and 'he
made a little gesture of annoyance,

“ This i:n't quito fair, Flecting, I asked

you to take every preca.u-‘r’,inu you wished, but

I did think you’d be open and above-board
and not set this man to spy—— Oh!”

The dectective had gripped his  wrist.
Thero was a second’s struggle, and then he
stagecered back frem a quick push by the
detective. IHeldway had in his hand the
broken fragmeuts of the cigarette Vernet
had been smoking. The diamond-maker had
gone white, IHis fists ¢lenched and his lips
moved without speaking.

“ Look ot tha'!” exclaimed Heldway.

Ile had erumbled the cigarctte into
shred:. In the tobacco in the palm of his
hand lay three rough diamonds,

It was then Vernet saw his opportunity.
With a rapid movement he was at the door
and, flinging it open, vanished before anyone
could lift a finger to intercept him,

““* Never mind,” said Heldway quictly; and,
lifting the window, he gave a long, low
whistle.

He could see his two men arrange them-
eelves one on exch side of the door. One
calmly stuck out a foot as Vernet emerged.
Thie other caught him as he tripped. He
wis as helpless as a child in their hands.
Not a word was spoken as he was marched
with business-like haste back into the office.

““ Vernet,” scid MHeldway, as ho again
confronted the trickster, ‘" you will be
charged with attempting to obtain money
-hy means of a trick. You may volunteer
any statement, but remember anything you
say may be used against you. One of you
twa fetch a cab.”

Returning from the police-station, Held-
way accepted one of Fleeting’s choice cigars,
and explained.

“ There are a lat of people,” he said,
“ who believe that when you know a mau’s
guilty, all you’ve got 1o do is to arrest
him. Those same people would raise Cain,
of course, if one really did so, I Dbelieved
Vernet was a wrong ’'un from the start,
but when you told me of your inquiries, I
was not quite certain. He wasn't in our
records, nor could I find any of our men
who recognised him. Of course I cabled to
France and had a little investigation made
there. The French police got hold of Ver-
net’s bankers, who assured them that he
had last been in touch with their agents at

‘airo. That was only five weeks ago.”
‘““ But,”” remounstrated Ilecting, ‘' Vernet
was—-"

“Wait a minute, please. It was clear
there were two Vernets. 1 asked the I'rench
people to procure me a photograph or a
description of their Vernet, and at the same
time posted them a copy of the portrait of
ours. You see, it didn’t matter very much
whether the man was an impostor or not
until 1 could prove that ocur man was try-
ing to defraud you. 1 came down to Hasle-
mere pretty positive in my own mind. Ver-

net—our Vernet---showed pretty clearly that
he knew 1 was gunning for him, and that
worried me a little, for it was obvious he
was confident of getting away with his game

in epite of me. Bear in mind that I had
nothing against him that was definite. 1
wanted to get hold of the reserve diamonds
that he was planting on you. I put up the
burglary hoping to get them, take a record
of them, and put them back. MHowever, that
fell through.

‘* This morning, when we came up, I had
arranged for a couple of men to pick up
Vernet at Waterloo. They shadowed him to
the bar of a public-house in Shafteshury
Avenue. There he met a crook well known
to us—a man called Wiggina. They had a
drink together, and then Vernet took out

his cigarette-case. It was empty. Wiggins
at once produced his, ‘Take two or
three,” he suid; *you'll like them. They'ro

& special brand.

““I had waited at the Yard, and one of
my men reported this over the ’'phone.
Things hegan to take shape, and I took a
chance. 1 ordered them to detain Wiggins.
onh suspicion the moment the two separated.
Meanwhile, there was a batch of correspond-
ence from I'rance for me. They had identi-
fied the photograph I sent over as that of
a young Englishman named Meldrum who
had once heen a sort of companion to Ver-
net. They had broken off association over
somo card-cheating business, You se¢e, yon
had made tho mistake of confining your
attention to Vernet's standing, and as the
man yon were dealing with was not Vernet,
you wero deceived by Vernet's good reputa-
tion.

“ When I came on here I knew what 1 had
to look for. It was now merely a question
of catching Meldrum in the act. 1 waited
until the last moment, took tho cigarette
from him, and—there we were. Of course,
Wiggins and he had concocted the idea to-
gether, and Meldrumy was laying for yon at
Chamounix."”

Fleeting looked rueful. :

““I must seem rather a fool,”” he said.

“Not at all,”” said lieldway politely.

THE END.

Next Week's Story
of Scotland Yard

in this Splendid Detective
Series 18 entitled % o

“CREEPIN
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HE scene wuas an awniug-covered
verandah of Rajah  Gascoigne's
palace, where sat four Baglishmen in
kummerbunds and cool, white linen.

They were quite alone—the Malay servants

fad been dismissed—and were languidly en-

joying the after-dinner hour, with its aecom-

paniments of fragrant Munilas and brandy-
S.

““ Yes, it is a very mysterious casze,'”" Car-
fax Baines wauas saying, ‘' and after a week’s
work I am as far from finding a clue as 1
was when I started. Look at the facts.
Their simplicity is baffling in itself.  Mr.
Douglas Fraser,” a young gentleman of
means, stops at Kowhing six weeks ago for
a few days of sightseeing. On the third
evening he saunters out of his hotel, and
never comes back. He was seen strolling
beyond the town, but there all trace of
him ends; no one saw him afterwards. His
body is not found; he vanishes as completely
;_3 if the earth had opened and swallowed

im.” ;

** Poor chap, he dined with me the night
before,”” said Sir Richard Gascoigne, who
was a tall, handsome man with a brown
complexion, crisp black hair, and a heavy
moustache with carefully wuxed points; he
looked every inch a. horn ruler. “ Ile was
full of life and spirits—a most genial fellow,"”
e added. *“ It is a thousand pities. As
in duty bound, I did all in my power to
clear up his fate, but without success.”

‘“I took quite a fancy to him,” replied
Captain Shaw, the British Resident. * lle
surely had no enemies here."

‘““ lIs probably carried a good
money with him,” suggestively
Anthony Ruaffles,

He was private secretary to the rajah—a
clean-shaven man, with patrician features
and bearing, with an indclent manner that
was merely a mask for a strong and deep
character. A penetrating glance from the
detective. seemed to disconcertt him for an

bit of
remarked
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instant; he shifted his face from the light
of the Japanese lamterns that swung over-
head, and blew a thick cloud of smoke.

*““As you intimate, Mr. Raffles,”” said
Baines, ““ the circumstances point to the fact
that young Fraser was robbed and mur-
dered.”

*“That's my theory,” assented the resi-
dent. **I dare say the body was thrown into
the river, and is lying in some hole under .
the bank. There aro plenty of native ruffians
in Kowhing who attach no value to human

life.”

“Very true,” said the rajah. “T am
thinking of strengthening my police force.
I am glad you have taken this case up, Mr.
Baines, and I am anxious to render you
every assistance possible.”

The detective acknowledged the offer with
a few words of thanks,

““1 am determined not to leave Kow-
hing,”” he added, “‘until I find the assas-
sins of Douglas Fraser.”

‘““1 hope you may succeed,”
Richard Gascoigne.

He spoke with a barely perceptible sneer,
with a glimmer of 2 mocking smile. Ha
poured out a stiff brandy apnd soda, and
drank half of it.

““ Is it usunal,” asked Anthony Raflles, ‘‘ for
the Government to employ detectives in such
cases?”

‘““I can't tell you if it is usual or not,”
Baines answered curtly. ‘““I kpnow that I
was sent here from Singapore—where I hap-
ened to be stopping on business—by the
ligh Commissioner for the British North
Borneo Company. I bhelieve he was stirred
up by young Fraser’s people at home, who
have influence in high places.”

“Shaw, I am going to let the ILondon
people have the Perang gold-mining con
cession,” the rajah said abruptly.

The resident’'s face expressed amazement
and concern.

repiied Sir
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‘“ Yes; it’s a fair price.”

“71 think you ought to do much better,
Sir Richard.”

““I’m afraid I can’t agree with you.”

After those brief remarks a sort of ro
straint fell on the company, and as the
hour was late, Baines and the resident pre-
gently took their departure in the l:tter’s
dogcart. As they drove along the lonely and
deep-shadowed road leading down to Kow-
hing, which skirted the palace grounds for
somea distance, Captain Shaw said seriously
to hii companion:

“1 would give a good deal to know what
has come over the rajah these last few
weeks. The change worries me.”

‘“ The change?”

“Yes; 8ir Richard is not the man he
used to be; he is altered in many ways.
He drinks more brandy than is good for
him, whereas he was formerly rather tem-
perate.”’

““ As I have known him but a short timé,”
replied Baines, ‘' of course 1 can't endorse
your observations.”

‘“ Naturally, my dear fellow,” said the
resideat. ‘““ But I am right, I assure you.
Sir Richard is the same, yet not the same.
Either he has been disappointed in love—
he may have been engaged to some young
Jady in England cor the Colonies—or his pri-
vate secretary is exerting a bad influence
over him. I incline to the latter theory.
Candidly, I don’t like Anthony Raflles.”

The detective was more deeply interested
in the subject than he chose to let appear.
Ho asked various questions about the Rajah
Gas:cigne, and after reaching the residency
he continued the conversation in Captain
Shaw's smoking-room. It was past midnight
when he stroiled half a mile across the town
to his own quarters—a little, furnished
bungalow kindly procured for him by the
resident,

Baines was not a bit sleepy. The events
of the evening had given him much food
for thought, and he wanted a quiet hour
to himself. Lighting his pipe, he dropped
into a cane chair by an open window that
looked on to the compound, with its plants
and shrubbery glittering in the tropical
mconiizht., He sat there for a long time,
puffing clouds of smoke. One thing in par-
ticula: puzzled and baffled him, kept revert-
ing at intervals to his mind when he was
thinking of other matters. At length the
solution, over which he had vainly harassed
his brain, flashed suddenly upon him.

‘““ By Jove, I have it!” he muttered aloud.
“T remember now where I last saw An-
thony Rafflcs. No wonder his face was
familiar to-night!”’ Ile pondered for a
while, then went out and walked in the
compoun:l; he felt that he might be on
the eve of thrilling discoveries, of a start-
ling revelation. *' It is incredible!” he said
to himself. ' Ten to oneg 1 am wrong, and,
if I am right, how can I prove it? Shall 1
abandon the theory? It would be the wiser
course, perhaps.”

o
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~ Whatever decision the detective arrived at,
he certuinly spent the next few days like
any gentleman of leisure in Kowhing. He
took afternoon siestas, and lounged in shady
places; he smoked cigars and ate dinners
with the resident, and missed no chance of
accepting Sir Richard Gascoigne’s hospitalify.
He strolled about the native quarters of the
town, and secmed fond of looking at the
rajah’s fine steam yacht, which was moored
at the river’s mouth in convenient proximity
to the pzlace.  One might have» thought
that he had forgotten all about the disap-
pearance of Douglas Fraser.

At the end of the week there was to be
a reception at the palace, and Baines was
invited. He spoke of the affair when lunch-
ing with the resident.

“It will be very informal,” said Captain
Shaw. ‘“By the by, I hope my old friend
Danvers and his daughter will be here in
time for it. They are coming from Singa-
pore, and their steamer is due about to-
morrow.”’ .

“ Has the rajah met Miss Danvers?’" the
detective asked.

“1 don’t know, I'm sure. It’s quite likely
though, for Sir Richard visited Singapore
eighteen months ago. Danvers is a wealthy
merchant there.”

“T recall the name,” Baines said care-
lessly.

It was the night of the rajal’’s reception,
and everybody who was anybody in Kowhing
was present. Squads of native soldiery
guarded the entrances to the grounds, and
a Malay band discoursed music at intervals.
Dusky-faced servants hurried to and fro
bearing refreshments, Inside and outside
the palace the scene was like fairyland.
Hundreds of soft lights shed a mellow
radiance on ladies in airy costumes and
gentiemen-in unconventional white. At this
hot ceason of the year evening dress and uni-
forms were always sacrificed to comfort.

The resident was very late. lle arrived a
good hour after uny of the other guests,
accompanied by Mr. Danvers and his
daughter Helen. Miss Danvers was appro-
priated &nd carried off by a young officer
of her acquaintance, and Captain Shaw and
his friend went in search of a drink.

Twenty minutes afterwards his Highness
the Rajah Gascoigne was walking rapidly
through a lonely part of the gardemn, as if
searching for someone. He was followed
in the rear by his private secretary, from
whom he had beem rarely separated during
the evening. Voices and laughter were close
ahead, and a turn of the path suddenly re-
vealed a little group of people chatting in
a shady mnook by a splashing fountain. IFrom
these, leaving her escort, there tripped for-
ward a very beautiful young woman. Her
eyes sparkled with delight, and there was
a heightened colour on her cheeks, as she
confronted the ruler of Sarampang.

* Sir Richard!” she exclaimed. ,

The rajah stared blankly, with an uneasv,



bewildered look, like a man whose memory
has suddenly deserted him. o npervously
twisted the end of his moustache.

““ Ah, how do you do?" he said, finding
his voice. * Pleased to see you here. I hope
You are enjoying yourself.”

‘“* BExceedingly, Sir Richard."”

The girl spoke with bitter sarcasm; she
waited, barring the way.

““I trust you will forgive me—overlook
my secming rudeness,” replied the rajah,
with a propitiating bow. “I'm awfully

sorry, you kuow, but really I caun’'t for the
momeunt recall &

““* Does the name of Miss Danvers suggest
dothing to your memory?"”

“Of course! How could T have forgotten?
I sincerely beg your pardon, Miss Danvers.”

‘““ No excuse is necessary, your llizhness,”
the girl oanswered cuttingly, her cheeks
crimson with ashame and resentment.

She bowed and left him, holding her head
very high, and taking the arm of her escort
she vanished amid the shrubbery.

Sir Rirhard stifled an oath, and with a
black countenance he whispered something
in Anthony Raffles ear. Then he started in-
voluntarily 2s he saw Carfax DBuaines stand-
ing a couple of yards away by the fountain,
his hands in his pockets and a cigar be-
tween his lips. The detective had been there
all the time, a careful observer of the little
scene that had just transpired. The eyes cf
the two men met, and in that brief, steady
glance each read the other's secret., The
rajah made a polite remark, and passed on
with his secretary. Baines looked after them
with a grim smile.

*““Th2 next step must be taken without
delay,”” he reflected, ‘““for I am already
under suspicion. I had better arrange with
Captain Shaw and Miss Danvers for an in-
terview at the residency after this affair
breaks up. Many things may happen before
morning.'’ :

The surmise was strangely fulfilled.
Many things did happen, though they did
not come about exactly as Baines meant,
for which he himself was partly to blame.
But the likelihood of danger threatening
him at the present time never entered his
head, and so he was less prudent than he
would have been otherwise. He strolled
about the gardens for an hour or more, but
was unable to get a word 2lgne with the
resident. I'inally he entered the palace, re-
freshed himself with a drink, and then wan-
dercd through the building to a verandah
on the north side which he had not seen bhe-!
fore. It was a lonely and secluded spot, far
removed from the chatter of the rajati's
guests, and the quiet and the dim light ap-
pealed to his mood. He was leaning over
the carved balustrade, dee{) in thought, when
ho fancied he heard a stealthy, rustling noise
behind him. Ille swung round instantly, and
beheld two gigantic Malays, who flung
themselves savagely upon him,

Taken quite by surprise, with a grip on his
throat and a brawny hand on his mouth,

Baines had not time to utter a single cry. |

L

A cloth that had been wet with some stupe-
fying drug was pressed to his nostrils, and
the odour made him feel dizzy and faint.
lto fell an easy victim; he was quickly over-
powered, gagged, and his arms bound behind
him. Then +his captors hurried him along a
dark and deserted passage.  Then a door
swung cpen noiseleasly and thoe detective saw
a luxuriously furnished apartment lined with
books, which he judged to be the rajah's
private audience room. The next instant a
curtain parted at the farther eud, and two

men  appeared—Anthony Raffles and Sir
Richard Guscoigne. The latter glared at
the prisoner with undisguised wrath and
sCOrn. -

“You meddlesome dog!” he said, in low,
venomous tones. * You will find in the end
that you have paid a dear price for playing
the ¢py. You have brought this on your-
self; there i1s only yourself to blame.”

Baines struggled desperately, but vainly;
he would Lave given anything for a moment
of freedom. The rajah leered at him mock-
ingly.

“ I must return to my guests, so farewell,
my friend, in case we never meet again,"”
he said significantly. *““ Away with him!"”
he added to the Malays.

Anthony Rafiles touchied a secret spring in
the panelling at one side of the room, and a
small door slid back, revealing a narrow
opening. The Malays dived into this, one
of them guiding the prisoner, while the other
went in front with a lamp that the rajab
had handed to him. Down they climbed fort
a score or more of steps cut in solid rock,
and at the bottom they reached a dismal
corridor, with here and there a massive
timbered door on either side. These led to
emall dungeons, and into one of them Baines
was thrust. The door clanged shut, the
footsteps of the Malays died away, and ho
wag left in darkness and solitude.

There was no wind®w or other opening
to the outer world, but by some ingenious
contrivance a grating over the door admitted
a supply of fresh air to the cell. The silence
was so profound that Baines knew he must
be faur below the level of the ground. For a
leng time he tramped up and down the
narrow space, fettered and gagged. He bit-
terly repented his imprudence, by which he
had played into the hands of his enemy. The
theories he Lad formed were now proved
beyond doubt, and he could casily guess the
course events wonld take,

““The scoundrel fcars others besides my-
self,” he reflected. *° Will he dare to at-
tempt to silence the girl? No, I think not;
he will probably take refuge in immediate
flight. And ten to one, before 1 am found,
I shall die of starvation.”

It was a ghastly thought, and the fear of
such a terrible thing almost unnerved the
detective. It was a relief when he felt ex-
hanstion and drowsiness stealing upon him,
and groping about in the darkness he dis-
covered a rude pallet, on which he threw
himself heavily and was soon sound asleep.

A couple of hours later a dull trampling



overhead, and a faint clamour of voices,
roused Buaines from his slumber. Ie was un-
certain at first if this were favourable to
him or otherwise, but when the commotion
suddenly swelled to a louder pitch he was
thrilled with hope. He staggered to the
door, and heat against it with his shoulders.
The outery drew nearer and nearer, and a
flickering yellow glare shone into the cell.
Then the door was unbarred, and DBaines
almost fell into the arnmis of Captain Shaw,
who was attended by half a dozen Malay
soldiers—several of whom carried lanterns—
and by a few Englishmen. The prizoner’s

‘“Did the fellow give
plot?’” exclaimed Baines.

“Yes, everything.”

“ Then where are the other prisoners?”

‘““They must be close by. Ah, what is
that "

A muffled pounding and a couple of faint
shouts came distinctly from the far end of
the corridor. The whole party hastened in
that direetion, making noisy answer to the
appeals for rescue, and tho two cells from

away the whole

which the sounds proceeded were easily
located. 'The doors wero unbarred and
thrown open almost simultaneously. I‘rom
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I Into one of these small dungeons Baines was thrust.

wrists were quickly untied, and the gag
taken from his mouth,
‘“ How did you get here?”’ were his first

coharent words.

““ One of the Malays who were in the plot
repented,” replied tho resident. ‘‘ He came
and knocked me up, and told me the whole
story. I got some chaps together, and we
hurried to the palace, to find that the birds
had "already flown, taking as much treasure
as they could carry. I have no doubt that
they are miles out to sea in the yacht by
this time. The Malay guided us down to
this underground hole, the existence of which
was unknown to me before.”

1

one a younz man, haggard and unshaven,
ebaggered out with a husky cry, blinking at
the light. Ile was scarcely recognisable as
the missing Donald T'raser. The occupant of
the other cell was an older man, and though
his cheeks were shrunken and he had grown
a heavy beard, it was impossible to mistake
his identity.

* Sir Rickard Gascoigne!”
tective. |

“ 8ir, I congratulate you,” added Captain
Shaw. ‘‘The truth . has come to light—your
sufferings are over,”

“Thank God!"” the unfortunate rajah re-
plied hoarsely. “ I had lost hope long ago,

cried the de-
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Whero is the heartless traitor—my brother?"

**He and his confederate have fled with
the yacht,” answered the resident, *° but
they are certain to be caught.”

The rajah tried to speak, but no words
came. The reattion—the joy of his unex-
pected deliverance-——were toe much for him.,
and he sudden'y reeled and fell.

“Only = swoon,"” said Baines, as he partly
lirted tho stricken man, * He'll come round
in a moment or two."”

However, the seizure was more than a
swoon—at least, in its results. A sericus
illness, from which Sir George happily re-
covered in two wecks, was brought on by
his confinement and suffering. In the mean-
tinie, to tell the story briefly, the yacht was
pursned and overtaken by one of his
Majesty's gunboats that happened to come
along opportunely. Larry Gascoigne, the
false rajah, shot himself through the heart
in the saloon when he saw that capture was
certain, and his body was buried at sea.
Anthony R :ffles wus brought back to Kow-
hing, where he made a fulli confession.

“Thero is very little in the story that 1

had not suspected before,”” Baines said to
the resident, when discussing the mattor,

*“ Of courze, you were aware that Sir George
Gascoigne had twin sons, Larry and Richard,

who were alike as two peas; but in char-
acter they werv opposites. Richard was

steady and reliable, Larry was reckless and
unscrupulons—had in every way. They were
sent to England to bo educated, and they
left the "Varsity in 18——- Richard, who was
tho elder by a few minutes, camoe home to
prepare himsell for the rulership of Saram-
pang. Larry was foolishly permitted to re-
maiun in London, and his father gave him a
decent income. lle gambled, lost on horses,
fell into the worst of company, and finally
forged a friend’s name to a bill. 'or this
crime he served three years' imprisonment,
and wus utterly disowned and cast off by his
father. On his release he went to DBritish
Guians —"

‘““ And was killed there,” interrupted Cap-
tain Shaw, * according to common belief.”

““1 knew otherwize,”” said Baines, “ for 1
was in Guiansy at the time. TLarry Gascoigne
was the ouly survivor of the party that was
supposed to have been massacred by Indians
in the interior, and when he reached the
coast a falo nume and a heavy beard pre-
served his identity. e sailed for England,
and in London le ran across one of 'his old
comrades, Anthony RafHes. The latter was
doing well, but Lhe was not proof against
the fascinating temptation that Larry held

out to him. It was a brilliant, masterful,
and daring scheme. It appears that the
Rajah of Sarampang —old Sir (George had

died —was then seeking, through his London
agent, for a private secretary. His cre-
dentials obtained Raffles the post, aand the
first stage of the game was won.  Raffes
went out to Kowhing and familiarised him-
sell with every detuil of Sir Richard's life,
though te did not discover that the rajah had

met Miss Danvers at Singapore a year be-
fore. When the plotters deemed the oppor-
tunity ripe, Larry turned up. In the mean-
while, be it remembered, Raffles had won
ovaer the two Malays and several other of the
servants. Well, Larry was admitted sceretly
to the puelace, and the coup was successfully
carried out.  Sir Richard was overpowered
amd  thrown into one of the underground
dungecns, which had been constructed in
the time of one of the native rulers, and so
cleverly, that no sound could penetrate to
or from them. Larry shaved off his beard,
trimmmed his hair, and donned his brother's
clothes, He was the very image of Rajuh
Gascoigne,”

“ He certaiuly
Sliany.,

“It was the intention of the conspira-

tors,” Baines resumed, *'to raize all the
money they could from the revenues and by
selling concessions, then slip away in the
rajah's yacht, ostensibly on  a plessure
cruise, and take with them the two prison-
ers, whom they proposed to land at some
lonely spot whera they might not be found
for weeks., But their hand was forced be-
fore they were ready. As for Fraser, you
know his story. He turned up here a fort-
night after the substitution of rajahs, and
recognised both  Larry and  Raffles, with
whom he had been intimate in London. So
o was nabbed by the Malays, and went to
share Sir Richard's captivity.”
“What puzzles me,”” replied the resident,
is how you got on to the gama so quickly."
“Well, I knew about the two brothers,"
suld Baines, *“ and after racking my brains
to recall where T had seen Anthony Raffles
before, I remembered that he was a witness
ab Larry Gascoigne's trial. and had been
one of his intimate friends. The change
which  had lately c¢ome over the rajah—as
you told me—siuggested my first suspicion,
And it was conlirmed when [ witnessed that
little scene between his Highness and Miss
Danvers in the palace gardens.”

It may be said in conclusion that An-
thony Raffles was tried before the High
(‘fommissioner, and is serving a stiff sentence.
Baines and Douglas Fraser sailed for home
on the same steamer, and a year later they
read in the London papers an announcement
of the forthcoming rnarriage of Sir Richard
Gascelgne ond Hiss Helen Danvers.

THI END.

was,""  asseuted Cuptain

The Exploits of Carfax Baines
will continue NEXT WEEK |
with :—

“THE CASE OF THE
RED BROTHERHOOD




(Continued from page 14.)

about his precious grub. He shed pastry
-and cakes as he raun.

He didu't drop the lot all at once, because
he didn't even know—iu that fearful ex-
tremity—that he had anything in his arms
at all. e ran just as he was and shook
off the good things as he rushed along.

He left a trail behind him.

Cakes, Ianey pastries, sausage-rolls, dough-
nuts, Imef-piea-:, sandwiches, and all manner
of other things were left lying in his wake—
a perfect stream of excellent focd along the
dark and lonely corridors.

And then, ahlmost before he knew it, he
came to one of the staircases. It was a big
one this time, and even in his panic he
knew that he had seen it before. lle had a
feeling that the ghost was at his very
heels—reaching out a bony hand to grasp his
shoulder.

66 W AKE up, Tommy—
Watson’s shoulder
from a deep and peaceful

CHAPTER V.
TIHIE MYSTERY OF THE SEALED ROOM.
wake up!”

I shook Tommy
gently, and after a moment
or two he roused himself

IHe sat up blinked at the brilliant
switched on—and then

slumber.
light, which I had
stared at 1me.

“ Halle !
drowsily.

* Fatty’s
find him.”

Tommy gathered himself together.

*“1t’s not time to get up yet!” he grum-
bled. ** What's that about Fatty? Gone?
Goune where? What's the idea ’

“ The silly ehump said he was starving,
and went downstairs about twenty minutes
ago,” I put in. *““IHe dodged out before I
could stop him, and by this time he's had
enongh time to clear out the whole larder!
There's only one explanation—he must have
got lost.”

* Lost !
awake.

““Of course—or he'd have been back be-
fore this,” 1 said grimly. *“ He might
have expected it—the greedy fathead didn't
think of getting back. And now he's prob-
ably wandering about in every corridor but
the right one.  lle couldn't mistake our
door, because 1 opened it so that the light
should stream cut as a guide.”

“Then what's the game?” asked Tomiy.
"“'What did you wake me up for?”

Wasser matter?” he mumbled

gone!” 1 said. “ We've got to

repeated Tommy, now fully

““ Because I'mm getting anxious,” T said.
“We cau't have that greedy idiot rolling
about the place all night. There's no tell-

ing what trouble he'll blunder into. And if
Sommy's mater gets to know about it, it'll
be rotten. We don't want lier to know that
.one of our chaps was such a glutton that
"he had to go downstairs in search of grub
at midnight.”

_-— |

-out any hope of finding

“ But how can we find him?"

“1 don’'t know—hut we can try,” I re.
plied. ** Come on!”’

Tommy Watson didn’t exactly like it, but
I was firm. 1 practically dragged him out,
and we donned our dressing-gowns. Fatty
hadn’'t unpacked his, and that was why he
had used a blanket instead.

We went out into the corridor, but left
our door wide open, so that we should know
our way back—although I wasn’t afraid
that 1 should get lost. We hurried along
until we came to the main staircase.

It didn't take us long to get down and
make a search. There was no sign of
Fatty. But 1 came upon a definite clue soon
afterwards. We were just passing the stair-
case which led to the morth wing, when 1
trod on something soft and spongy. Bend-
ing down, I found that it was a small cake.

“* Hallo!” I murmured. * Look at this!
My hat! It seems to me that IFatty must
have gone up this staircase! He made a
bloomer—and went the wrong way!”

“How do you mean?” asked Watson.

“ Why, if he went up this staircase he
simply found himself in the north wing in-
stead of the east wing,” 1 replied. * And
he could wander about there for hours with-
the bedroom. Be-
sides, the ghost is supposed to walk in the
north wing.”

“ Shall—shall we call some of the =ser-
vants?”’ asked Tommy uneasily.

““ Rather not!” 1 «aid. ** We'll look for
Fatty on our own. We don't want the whole
household to know that the overfed glutton
came down at midnight to get some grub!”

‘““ But—but the glnmt"' protested Watsoun.
“1I mean, we might—"’

“We mlp:ht meet 1b?” I grinned. *‘° Why,
I'm blessed if you're not scared! This
ghost is simply an imaginary thing. You
know what these servamrts are. One gets
talking, and thiey gossip, and in the end they
all believe that the thing actually exists.
Come on—we can't waste time.”

“Yes, but——""

“Are you afraid?” 1 asked bluntly.

“ Afraid!” snapped Tommy. ' Of course
not! TFor two pins I'd go over the north
wing by myself!”

I chuekled to myself in the darkness, and
a moment later we were mounting the stairs.
We soon found ourselves in the wide corri-
dors of the haunted wing, and I must admit
that the long, deserted passages looked very
eerie in the faint moorlight which streamed
in through the long windows.

This section of the great mansion was very

different from the other parts we had
vicited. There was no rich carpet upon the
floor—no costly paintings hanging on the
walls. Every corridor had a cold, deserted
appearance. It was musty and even the
atmosphere was difTerent.

““ There's no sign of the fathead here,”
muftercd Watson, glancing over his shoulder
with @ start. * WhaL was that? I—I
| heard something——"
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““So did 1—but it was simply the wind

rattling one of the windows,” 1 replied.
““Hallo! What's that lying on the floor
over there?"

“ Lying on the flcor!’ gasped Watson,

clutching at my arm.

“1 don’t mean a skeleton or a corpse!”
I replied impatiently. * It looks suspici-
ously like a ham saudwich.”

1 walked forward as 1 spoke, and my
guess was correct. Just in the moonlight
from one of the windows, and in the very
centre of the corridor, lay a solitary ham

sandwich. °

““Well, this shows we're on the right
track, anyhow,” 1 grinned. *‘‘ Deduction,
iny dear Watson! TIatty Little—ham sand-
wiches! The two go together.”

““They seem to have parted company
this time,” said Tommy. *“ Well, I'm jig-
gered! There’s another one a yard or two
up! Look! The whole giddy floor seem:
to be strewn with grub.”

We were extremely puzzled. For a
moment later, we were following a perfect
trail of food along the corridor. After
turning a corner, we caimne upon a big heap
of indigestible pastry. I stood there, look-
ing at the floor with a frown.

“ Well, it's pretty easy to guess what
happened,” 1 said. ** Fatty lost himself iu
these long passages, and he must have been
suddenly scared over something., 1Ile dropped
half his load here, and then bunked, shed-
ding the rest as he went along. 1 can’t
think of any other solution.”

“Yes, but where is lhe?”’ asked Watson.
““That’s the question. Why didn’t we see
him as we came along?”

“ My dear fathead, he might have dodged
down any one of these corridors,” I replied.
“If Lord Norbery gets to hear about him,
there’ll be ructions. Besides, it's an absolute
disgrace for St. Irank’s. We've got to
find Fatty, and smuggle him back—and
deal with him privately.”

‘“Jle deserves to be starved for a fort-
night!” growled Tommy Watson. *‘ That’s
about the worst sentence I can think of—
unless we.starved him for a month.”

We turned back, and took the first right
angle passage, so that we should cover fresh
ground. And we had not gone far before
we knew beyond any shadow of doubt why
Fatty Little had fled.

I took good care to note the corners we
turned—for there was a distinct possibility
of our getting lost ourselves. It was amaz-
ing, the number of corridors there were in
this north wing alone. The place was a
perfect maze.

An extra wide passage stretched in front
of us. The bulk of it !lay in pitchy dark-
ness for there were no windows. At the far
end, however, a beam of moonlight lay ath-
wart the foor, coming down from a kind
of skylight.. And we hesitated before ven-
turing further.

““Not much good going down here, I'm
‘afraid,”” I said. ‘““ He certainly wouldn't

have gone this way, because it's different
from the olher passages——" .

I broke off abruptly, tie words dying in
my throat. And, somehow or other, 1 felt
all my muscles becoming rigid, and it

] seemed that my hair was crackling on my

very scalp.

Tommy Watson said nothing, but I knew
that he was similarly allected. 1lle just
gave one clutch at my arm, and his grip
remained fixed. lle stood there, absolutely
motionless, rooted to the spot.

At the far end of the passage, where the
beam of moonlight streamed down, a kind
of indistinet figure had appeared. It was
like nothing human—a whitish, shadowy
figure . which made absolutely no noise. 1t
seemed to glide over the floor like a mere
shadow.

I thought I could detect something which
looked like a grinning skull, and there were
a pair of bony hands. But it was impossible
to see much for the apparition only re-
mained in the moonbeam for a mere second.

The Thing was coming along the corridor
—coming towards us!

It passed out of the moonbeam, and in-
stead of being white and filmy, it now loct ad
bitck, and almost indistinguishable from the
semi-darkness. And Tommy Watson uttered
A gasping cry.

" Steady—steady!” I muttered tensely.

If I had not clutched him tightly, he
would have rushed away. I felt like bolt-
ing myself for the whole experience was
horribly uncanny and ghastly. But, by a
supreme effort, I kept myself under control.

I knew that the apparition was coming
towards us. I could even see the indistinct
shape moving. Then, as though by magic,
the corridor in front of us was clear.

But during that last second I had noticed
that the figure had passed clean through one
of the doors, I'll swear it didn't pause to
open the door—and I was so quick in action
that I proved this.

With a gasp, I dashed forward, and arrived
at the doorway before it could have been
closed by any human agency. Not a single
sound had broken the stillness except my
own movements, and Tommy’s heavy breath-
ing. -

I grabbed at the door-handle and pushed.

The door was locked securely, and it
seemed as though it had never been opened
for months. :

“Well I'in hanged!"” I said breathlessly.

For a few seconds I stood there, gazing
about me with a feeling of utter bewilder-
ment. I was positive that the ghostly visita-
tion had disappeared through this door. And
yet the thing was impossible. After a short
while 1 gathered my wits together, and
looked down the corridor.

“It’'s all right, Tommy’ I called. * All
ciear now.” '
It was some moments before Tommy

Watson plucked up enough courage to join
me. When he did so I could see, in the
gloom, that he was very pale and shaky.
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*“ It—it was the Somerton
whispered huskily.

It was something, anyhow,” I agreed.
“But we don’'t believe in ghosts, Tommy

“1 do now!” said Watson, grabbing my
arm. ‘“You can’t get away from it, Nip-
per—the Thing was there. We both saw it.
Haven't you read about these old family
ghosts? Most people scoff at such ideas,
but I sha’n't scoff any more! I've seen
something I never want to see again!'”

*“ Well, we won’t argue,”” 1 said. * Before
I go I'd like to have a look at this door.”

1 had brought a small electric torch with
me in my dressing-gown pocket, and 1
flashed this out, and cast the brilliant beam
of light upon the door handle. After
examining it eclosely, 1 gave my attention
to the sides, where the door itself met the
framework. And I uttered a soft whistle.

‘““ Well, this beats me!” 1 murmured.
““ Look here, Tommy! The door’s as dusty
as the dickens—and up there, against the

top, there are a couple of cobwebs. They
" must he ages old, and they're stretched
from the frame to the door. That proves
that this door hasn't been opened for
months. And the ghost went in here. What
do you make of that?” ‘

““It was a real ghost, I tell you,” =said
Watson nervously. *‘ And a real ghost can
pass through a brick wall!” i

“In that case, why did it take the trouble
to come to the doorway?’’ I asked pointedly.
““ No, Tommy, you're not going to convince
me that the thing we saw was a genuine
apparition. Either there's some trickery at
work, or else we were deccived by an illu-
gion, or something like that.”

Even while I was speaking the words,
1 realised that they sounded unconvincing.
Indeed, although I sounded confident, I did
not feel very confident. How in the world
had this amazing thing happened?

I recalled all the strange stories I had
heard regarding ducal palaces and ancient
castles. There are many famous English
mansions where ghosts are said to walk with
almost monotonous regularity. There are
hundreds of people who declare that they
have seen these spooks. And it is not for
me to set down that these people were
merely suffering from imagination,

I do know, however, that T had never seen
any genuine ghost until this night. And
I wasn't convinced as to its genuine nature,
either. That may sound a bit Irish, but
you know what I mean.

‘“ Let's—let's get away from here!” mut-
tered Watson.

I only examined the door for another
moment or so. I was certain that the
apparition had vanished through this portal
—and I was just as certain that the door
had not been opened for many months’

We walked away, with an uncanny feeling
that strange and mysterious things were
creeping behind us. This feeling, of course,

ghost !”

he |

| somebody ?"’
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was mere imagination.
corridor to ourselves.

I think we must have walked rather aim-
lessly for awhile, for we were very deep in
thought. Anyhow, I suddenly realised that
unless I kept my eyes about me, we should
2o wrong.

But at last we came to the big staircaseo.
And we were just about to descend—still
wondering what had become of I'atty Little
—when we were brought up short. A hollow

We had the entire

moan, weird and uncanny sounded from a

dark recess.

“0Oh!” panted Tommy.
hear that?”

“Yes,”” 1 breathed.
human, I can tell you!”

I strode across to the recess and peered
into the blackness. A kind of shapeless
form lurked up one corner.

“ Who's that?” I demanded sharply.

“Great frying chestnuts!” muttered a
shaky voice. ‘ Is—is that you, Nipper? Oh,
thank goodness! I—I thought that—"

““Come out of that corner, you fat ass!”
I interrupted briskly. * * There’s nothing to
be scared about—I'm not a ghost.. We've
been looking for you for ages. What the
dickens made youn get in here?”

Fatty eame ont, and stood there like a
semi-deflated balloon,

“I—I saw it!” he whispered tensely.
““The ghost, you know. A horrible thing
with teeth about six inches long. An awful
monster without any eyes. It had bony
hands, and 1 could hear its joints rattle as
it walked. Oh, I shall never get over this!
Nothing but grub will pull me round!'"

“You've had a fright, Fatty,” I said
crisply. ** You can’'t depny it, because we
found food all over the passages. And no-
thing but a scare would cause you to drop
grub!” ' |

Fatty told us, in-a feeble voice, how he
had met the ghost after losing himselr
among the interininable corridors. le had
collapsed into the recess without knowing
that he was within sight of the main stair-
case. ]

““This ought to be a lesson to you I
sald severely. ** We've seen that ghost, too,
Fintty—so0 you needn’'t boast about it.”

“Boast!” moaned Fatty. ‘1 wish
never come out of the bedroom.”

““ It’s the evil results of burglary,”” 1 raid.
“You don’t secm to realise that you've com-
mitted a fearful crime. Taking the grub
wias bad enough but it practically amounts
to an insult to our hostess.”

“But I was hungry,” said Fatty

tively.

‘““ Rats! You thought of that buffct, and
you -couldn’t control yourself,” I declared
tartly. ** Well, you've had your reward!
We've got to go and collect up all that
stuff, and hide it away. Then we'll go to
bed.”

‘““ Hadn't we better waken Mr. Lee, or—or
asked Watson. “1I think we

ought to tell them about the ghost—--"

“ Did—did you

“And it was very

I'd

plain-
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‘“ My dear chap, I'm not going to drag the )

guv'nor out of bed at this hour—or any-
body else, either,” I interrupted. “1'll
admit that the mystery is a bit puzzling.

But it will wait until the morning. We'll ;

"get back to bed as soon as ever we cal.
And this time I'll lock the door on the
inside, and hide the key! Fatty mustun’t
escape again!"’
. Watson and
returning up the ghostly corridors. But 1
insisted. And after we had picked up all
the food, so that there were no traces, we

made our way back to the east wing, and |

so to our own bedroom. The household
knew nothing of the midnight adventure.
It is worth setting down that Iatty re-

covered so thoroughly that he demolished all |
He explained

the grub before turning in.
that he needed something to bring him back
to life. And it was just as well to get rid
of the food, because we didn't want any odd
sandwiches or cakes to be lying about in the
morning.

But after I got back to bed, and while]

Fatty and Tommy were breathing regularly
in sleep I lay there wondering about the
strange apparition.
Had we really seen something, or had our
imaginations played us false?
e e

CIIAPTER VI.
THE GHOST-HUNTERS.

HE cheerful light of
morning made our ad-
venture of the dark

hours secem more like
a dream than ever before.
Indeed, when I first woke up
I had an idea that I must
have dreamt the whole thing. '

A word or two with Tommy Watson, how-
ever, convinced me that the alfair had really
occurred. The sun was shining with the
cold radiance of a clear winter's day. Out-
side, everything was a picture of dazzling
}v.tlt.it-eness—alluriug and wounderiully beauti-
ul.

IFrom our bedroom window we cculd see
might across the great courtyard and the
park beyond. And there, nestling down amid
numerous trees, lay the mere—a long streteh
of water, which was now covered with
strong, inviting ice.

I could see that we were going to have a
perfectly glorious time, providing the frost
held. And there seemed every prospect of
-this, for the barometer was as steady as a
rock.

At the very first opportunity, after going
downstairs, T took Nelson Lee aside. We
went out for a bit of a stroll on the
snowy terrace, while the guv'nor smoked an
early cigarette.

The breakfast gong would not sound just
yet, and most of the St. IFraunk’s fellows
were either rununing about the park, or
Ahrowing snowballs at one another. Nelson
Lee and I werc allowed to naece vn und down

in peace.
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the fat junior didn't like |
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As briefly as possible, I explained what
had happened. 1 didn’'t go into any exact
details as to the real nature of Fatty
Little’s expedition downstairs.  After all,
that wuas beside the point.

‘“Are you trying to hoodwink
Nipper?"” asked Lee, after a while.

“0Of course not, sir—it really happened.”’

“ You aro absolutely sure of this?”

““ Yes, sir."” '

““ Then the matter is well worth looking
into,”” said Nelson Lee, frowning. ‘‘If any
of the other boys had told me a similar story
I should be inclined to smile indulgently,
and allow it to pass. But I know well
enough that you are not an imaginative
fellow.”

“I don’t mind telling you, sir, I was a
bit scared,”” I said, with feeling.

“You are quite positive the phantom
vanished through that certain doorway?”

“I'll swear to it, guv’'nor.”

““ Would you know the docor again?”’

‘““ Why, of course; but, in any case, I
scratched a tiny cross on the framework,”

me,

I replied. “1 didn't like to trust my
memory too much, sir. So I marked the
place.” -

“ That was very thoughtful of you, young
'un,” said Lee approvingly. *‘ So this ghost
is capable of passing through oaken doors
H'm! After breakfast we will huve a
chat with our host, and then conduct u
little invesigation.”

I was very pleased that the guv'nor had
taken me quite seriously. And I was glad,
too, that none of the others kuew anything
about it. It would not improve their peace
of mind if they got talking about ghosts,
and allowed their imaginations to run loose.

Breakfast was a great success, for every-
body was in the highest of spirits, and, a3
I have explained previously, there were no
formalities as yet.  The real house-party
would not be complete until Christmas Eve.
So we had a kind of free and easy time to
ourselves.

When the last guest had turned up, we
should be well settled down, and able to
enjoy ourselves to the very full. If any-
thing, the juniors were rather glad that we
had come here instead of going to Tre-
gellis Castle. There was no lack of com-
fort, and an abundant supply ef Christmas
cheer and good epirits and hearty com-
panionship.

On the morrow, too, quite a number of
young ladies would be arriving. As Reggie
Pitt had said, we couldn't very well enjoy
ourselves thoroughly uniess there were
plenty of young ladies in the party. Girls
were quite essential to the success of the
Christmaa festivities.

After breuzkfast the juniors collected to-
gether in front of the roaring fire in the
reception-room which had been set aside
for their especial benefit. Nominally, it was
known as the Blue Room, hut at present
it was ufklilnd of common room for the St.
ellows.




“ Heard
Valerie.

I came in just as he was saying it, and I
looked at himm sharply.

‘“ Ghost?” 1 repeated.

‘““ Some of the fellows are saying there was
a ghost prowling about during the night,”
pub in Pitt. * You ought 1o kpnow all about
it, Nipper, becanse you saw it. That’s what
Fuatty says, anyhow.”

“Confound Fatty!’ - I said, frowning.
‘““f distinctly told him to keep quiet, and
he’s let the cat out of the bag! A chap
Jike that needs gagging! Talking doesn’t do
any good "

** He says that you told him to keep mum
until this moring,” said McClure. ‘" But
there's no truth in 4t, is there?  Handy
threatened to shove a whole banana down
FFatty’s throat if he kept on jawing!”

Since Fatty had spoken, it was quite out
of the question for me to deny the affair.
And so I gave them a guarded account ot
it. They all listened with considerable in-
terest and excitement.

And, a bit later, Handforth strollied cut
upon the terrace with his two chums. The
leader of Study D was looking thoughtful
and abstracted. He hardly noticed that his
younger hrother was present also.

aboutt the ghost?”

“Yes!” he said abruptly. * It’'s up to
me:”’
“Eh?" sald Church. * What's up to
you?”

“ An investigation is needed at once,” de-
clared Handforth. * In fact, 1've made up
my mind to find this ghost, and luy it."”

““ Ass!”" growled McClure. ** You couldn’t
lay an ‘egg!l”

“This isn’t a time for cheap humour!”
said Handforth tartly. ** There's a ghost
prowling about, and it’s up to somebhody to
settle its hash. Where's Nipper? He's got
to tell me whero this locked room is. The
ghost vanished through a solid door--and I
want to see it."”

““ The door, or the ghost?’' asked Church.

‘““Both!” said Handforth.
“1 don't suppose you'll get much out of

Nipper,”” rémarked Church, shaking his
head. “ It's ten to one that he won't sliow

you that room, Handy., And the best thing
we can do is to go down to the lake.”
“ ;Rot-!” said  Handforth. *‘'This

“You want to be taken to that locked

ghost

door?” put in Willy, confrenting his
brother. ** That’s easy. 1 can show you the
way to it, if you like, Ted. I was thinking

about making a little examination on my
own.”

Handforth regarded him coldly.
‘“0Oh, were you?’” he growled. “I'm
blessed if 1 know why you came! You're

only a giddy nuisance, dodging about where
yo.;l’re not wanted! Who told you to butt
m?”’

‘“ Nobody,” said Willy calmly. * I was just
tr}'-ing to do you a favour. Of course, if
you don’t wamt to know where this ghostly
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asked De)

Handtorth minor gave a chuckie,
and as his brother turned rcund, filled
with sudden suspicion, he received a
terrific push in the back which sent
him lurching forward in the darkness.

door is, I'll leave it at that. So lopg! I'm
going to find the ghost!”

Willy strolled away, and his elder brother
gave a roar,

“ Come back, you
shouted. ‘' Who told you to go? 1 never
knew such an obstinate young rtotter in
all my life! Can't say two words without
you getting in a huff!”

Willy paused, and yawned,

“ Well, I'll give you aunother chance,” ho
said generously. ‘* Do you want me to shew
you that door, or not? Just say the word
—you've got ten seconds. 1 can’t waste my
time messing about with you!”’

Handforth seemed to have great difficulty
in awallowing something.

“ You—you cheeky young sweep!” he
roated. * Don’t you rcalise that I'm your
elder brother? You've got to look up to
me—and respect me! Any more nerve of
that kind, and I’'ll-—""

‘“ Oh, there he goes again!” sighed Willy.
““ Always the same—always talking cbout his
own importance! And yet anybody can see
that he's 2

‘*“Hi! Steady!” gasped Church, grabbing
his lcader. * You can't go for the young
ass here! This isn't St. Frank’s! Fighting
would look terribly bad form."” .

“ If—if that young demon goads me on,
I'll have to slaughter him!” =aid Handforth
thickly. *“ But I won't do it now—I'll walit
till afterwards! As soon as he's shown me
the way to this locked door, I'll knock the
stuffing out of him.”

“Good!” said Willy. *““ It ought to be in-
teresting—although you've got more stulling
than I have. 1 can do a bit of knocking
when it comes to a pinch. My only hat! I've
never known anybody like you for arguing!
lL«et«’s get at something, instead of standing
1ere.’”’

Handforth realised that if he obsyed the
dictates of his mind, Willy would be in o

young idiot!” hg




condition to guide him anywhere. So he
swallowed his wrath, and gave his minor a
glare that was intended to 8hrivel him.
Willy didn’t seem to be shrivelled in the
least bit. He bore up wonderfully.

‘““ Now then, lead the way!"” growled Hand-
forth.

Willy nodded, and, incidentally, he winked
rather elaborately at Church and McClure.
They couldn’t quite understand the reason
for that wink, but they were quite certain
that Willy had some little game on foot.

“This way!” said the Third TYormer
briskly. ‘* First of all, we've got to go to
the north wing. ‘As soon as we're there we
shall easily get to this door. Leave it to
me, and I won't disappoin{ you.”

They went in doors, and passed straight
upstairs. Handforth remarked that they
were in the east wing—but Willy smiled in
a superior kind of way, and told this brother
to wait,

They went along corridor after corridor.
In ct'd.ct they seemed to be going on for
ever, and Church and Mc¢Clure had a kind
of hazy idea that Willy was leading them
round in circles. But Handforth had no sus-
picions, His thoughts were well ahead,
planning how he should collar the ghost.
Suddenly, Willie came to a halt in front
of a strong oaken door. It was a narrow
door, and there was a key in the lock. It
was &t the end of a long, deserted passage,

and a great distance from the ordinary, in-
habited portions of the abbey.
‘“ Here we -are!” said Willy cheerfully.

** This door's locked all right. The ghost's
inside, I expect. Better go easy!”

Handiorth seized the key, turned it, and
then stealthily and cautiously opened the
door. All was darkness within.

“What did I tell you?”’ grinned Willy.
“ If that wasn't a locked door, what was it?
It may not be the one you were looking
for, but that's a detail. I think you'll be
safer in there, Ted!” -

Handforth minor gave a chuckle, and as
his brother turnmed round, filled with sudden
suspicions, he received a terrific push in the
back which sent him lurching forward into
the darkuness.

“ What the——"

“ Lrapped!” grinned Willy.
detective of the age has fallen into the
giddy coils! Sorry, old son, but you rather
get on my merves! An -hour’s peace is just
what I want!”

The door closed with a slam, and the key
turned in the lock., Edward Oswald Iland-
forth, to his dismay and consternation, found
himself in a large cupboard. There was no
window, and the darkness was complete.

‘““ Let me out of here!" he roared w:ldi_v.

“ Sorry, old son!" came Willy’'s voice.
‘ Hope you find the ghost! Good luck,
and don’t overtax yourself! I'm going
~ skating!”

. Some confused sounds came out of the
cupboard. Handfortlhh was trying to tell his

““ The master

youug brother what he thougzht of him— [

but he thought so much that he couldn'

possibly get all the words out at once. Mis
articulation, therefore, was rather imper-
fect. He nearly choked himself.

: Willy, in the corridor, grinned all over his
ace.

““ Couldn't resisi japing the fathead!' he
said confidentially, to Church and MecClure.
‘““ He wias asking for it, you know—he always
does ask for it. Just give e twenty
ser,:)'nds to get clear, and you can let him
out!”

Willy strolled off unconcernedly, whistling
ghrilly and shockingly out of tune. Church
and McClure grinned, and silently approved.
But when they opened the cupboard door,
they took good care to stand well aside.

Handforth, hot and flustered, gave one
look round, and then charged away like a
bull. He had about as much chance of find-
ing Willy as Mr. Marconi has of communi-
cating with Mars. _

And, in the meantime, a more sedate in-
quiry was on foot. In short, Nelsor Lee had
taken our host into his confidence, and we
were discussing matters. Lord Norbery had
listened with great attention. But now his
bluff, boisterous manner was gone, and he
was looking quiet and thoughtful.

“*I can’t believe it!” he declared. ‘' The
servants may talk about this ghost, but
I've muever seen any sign of it. It's an
absolute mystery. Are you quite sure,
Nipper, that you were not overwrought?”

“I was a bit bt.ﬂ‘tlﬂd but I saw the thing
right enouﬂ‘h sir,” 1 rephed “But I think
the best plau will be for us to go to the
north wing at once. I can point out exactly
where we saw the apparition.”

And o we went.

As wo turned into that curious, windowless"
corridor, I noticed that Lord Norbery was
looking even more startled than before. I
couldn’t help feeling a slight chill as [
walked along. Even in full daylight, this
paszage was dim and sinister. There was
something indescribably eerie about it.

“We were standing just about here,”” I
said, coming to a halt. *'' The spectre ap-
peared from the other end, and we saw it in
full view as it passed under that skylight.
Then it came along to the third door, and
went clean through it.”

Lord Ncrbery was
startled than before.

“Good heavens!” he muttered. * That—
that is the sealed room of the Somertons!
The room that oniy the holders of the title
can enter! For anybody to have passed in
there is impossible! The lock on that door
is one of the most intricate in existence,
and wutterly burglar proof."”

““ Well, that's the door, sir,” I said. “I'll

and I pointed out the

sweat ta it!”

We approached, |
cobv :bs, and explained to the guv'nor how
impossible it was for the door to have been
opened. Even Nelson Lee looked at me
dubiously,

*1'm aIraud you wers miatr&keﬂ:r mop ot

looking far .more




‘* Nothing humamn

1y

ho said, shaking his head.
could have passed through

He broke off abruptly, and took out a
small pocket lens. The next moment he was
exzmining the door with close, careful at-
tention. Aud when he looked round, I could
see o strange little gleam in his eye.

*“Of course, it is not our business to cast
doubt upoen these things,”” said Lord Nor-
bery gravely. ** For centuries it has been said
that a spirit of one of our ancestors has
haunted this particular corridor. Is it pos-
siblu that the boys realiy saw such a
epectre?”’

“1 hardly like to say anything definite
now,”’ replied Nelson Lee. *‘* But 1 certainly
intend to be concealed in this passage to-
night --after twelve o'clock. 1 will wateh,
and wait for the ghostly visitant to
appeaxp.”

‘*“ Aud, by gad. T will be with you!" de-
clared his lordship.
ﬁ;elson l.ee promiscd to let me join the
vigil.

And for the remainder of the day the subh-
ject was not even referred to. Of course,
some of the juniors talked a bit, but they
soon forgot all about it. The thing was
allowed to drop.

And at night, after the whole household
had gone to bed, and when Fatty Little and
Tommy Watson were asleep, I slipped out
and dressed. I had arranged to meet the
guv’'nor in the lounge hall at midnight.

The big clock was just chiming theé hour
as I appeared. Nelson Lee and Lord Nor-
bery were already there. They were both
dre:sed, but had their dressing-gowns on
over their clothing.

“ Punctual as usual, Nipper?”’ =aid Nelson
Leo cheerfully. * Now, please understand
there is to be mno talking while we are on
the watch. Wae shall probably have to wait
gome considerable time, but that will not
matter.”’

‘“1 shculdn't be surprised if we waste
cur time completely,” eaid Lord Norbery.

- Ten minutes later we were settled down.

We choe two shallow recesses, just at the
entrance of the corridor. 1t was possible for
us to squeeze into these and remain com-
pletely hidden. Yet, at the same time, we
could see right down the corridor watching
for any unusual movement.

It was a strange vigil. We did not speak,
and there was very little wind outside. So
the great mansion was quiet and still, except
for all s=sorts of creaks and other minor
sounds which came to our ears. But we
paid no real attention to these.

An hour passed, I think—it might have
been less—when I heard a faint, almost
indistinguishable infake of breath from
Lord Norbery, who was close beside me, in
the same recess. My own gaze was glued
upon that mysterious door. The very asso-
ciations of the room was sufficient to make
a fellow imaginative and fanciful. On two

ree I had been prepared to
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swear that I had seen some ghostly shape
emerge out of the blackness.

But 1 had succeeded in keeping myself in
hand.

And now 1 knew well enough that my
former visions had beemn the result of an
excited mind. For there was no question
about the thing now. A moment before it
had not been there. And yet, as I looked,
I could see a dim, indistinct shape. It had
coms from tho mysterious door.

And, cilently, it flitted up the passage,
and took on a whitish, epectral appearance

as it passed under the skylight. Then it
waq gone.
“Good gad!” muttered Lord Norbery.

““ Amazing! Astounding! That thing was no
human being!”

‘“I beg to differ, Lord
Nelson Lee, in o soft whisper. *° Ghosts do
not cause boards to creak-—even faintly.
Didu’'t you notice two distinct creaks as the
apparition went round the corner?”

“* But—but I tell you it's impos=ible!”
said his lordship. *‘ That deor leads into
the famous sealed room, and no human being
could pass in or out. Quick! We will go
to the door, and make sure{”

We went. The cobwebs and the dust were
not disturbed.

“Yery interesting—very interesting in-
deed!” murmured the guv'nor tensely.
“We must get back to our concealment!
This ghost has come out—it will return! We
will watch, and act then.”

I wag feeling alert and clear-headed.
There was something about the guvnor’s pre-
sence which made fear impossible. He in-
spired me with a confidence whieh was little
short of wonderful. _

Fifteen minutes elapsed. Then, in the
same mysterious way, the figure appeared.
I knew that Nelson Lee was preparing to
spring out. Ile did so, with me close at
his leels, And I caw tlie spectral figure
glide like lightning to the door. Nelson Lee
arrived only three seconds later. But the

Norbery,"” said

thing had gone—and the door was locked
and fast!

e —

CHAPTER VII.
SOMERTON’S ORDEAL,

ELSON LEE
deep breath.
“That was quick

work!” he exclaimed
coftly. I missed him by a
mere fraction. I never imag-
ined he would be so active!”
“My dear Lee, you never had the

took a
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slightest chance of capturing the phantom!”
said Lord Norbery, his voice shaking. *' It
was the ghost of the Somertons! 1 don't
like it—I don’t like any of this business!
It's—it's infernal—it's positively ghastly!
We'd better not probe too deeply.”

““I perceive, Lord NorWery, that you are
still of the opinion that we have been gazing
upon » shadowy figure from another sphere,’”
said Nelson Lee. ‘I can assure you thal
the ghost was flesh and blood.”

“ Absolutely out of the question!'' said
our host. * Good gracious me! Don’t I keep
telling you that no soul on earth but =«
direct Somerton can enter that apartment?
You ara mistaken, Mr. Lee——"

‘And then, while we stood there, an exira-
ordinary thing ‘happened.

I'rom behind the great oaken door we
heard a weiling, sobbing cry—a sound which
sent an absolute shudder down my spine.
It was utterly unexpected and terrible.

Instinctively, we backed away from the
door. Nelson Lee had his pocket torch
out, and the bright light was flagshed upon
the ancient doorway. And as we looked,
the centre part of the door itself swung
out like a panel. A figure came staggering
through.

It gave one panting gurgle, and collapsed
to the floor, shivering and quivering in every
limb., I was so startled that I could only
stand there, staring down, my heart in my
mouth,

The figure was clothed in a kind of white
sheet—a sheet which had been roughly put
together into the form of a cloak. And,
within the folds of this simple disguise, there
was a man.

I could just-see his face—a faco which was
whitened by some kind of chalky substance.
It was smeared on in such a way that in
a dim light the face would look like a
ghastly skull. But in the full radiance of
the guv'nor's torch, there was no mistaking
the trickery.

“Bless my soul!" gasped our host.

He was startled by the abrupt appearance
ol this man, and he was also startled by the
opening of that sacred door. Nelson Lee was
on his knees, and a moment later he pressed
his brandy flask 1o the lips of his ¢ ghost.”

“ Don’t—don’t leave me!" panted the man

wretchedly. “ I—I heard something—inside!
Oh, Heaven help me! For ten days I've
stood it—for ten days I've lived through
purgatory! And I couldn't stand it another
minute!"’

““Pull  yourself together, man!" said
Nelson Les gently. “You're quite safe

now—+there's nothing to fear.”
““ I—I'd rather go back to prison than live
another moment in- that terrible room!” mut-
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tered the man, his breath coming and going
in gasps. ‘I heard something, 1 tell you—
somebhing within the secaled inner room."
““Inner room?"” repeated Lord Norbery.
“Yes, my lord, there are two—the outer
one is empty,’’ panted the man. ‘It decesn't
matter much about this door—anybody can
enter it. It's the inside room thot's never

opened, The inside room! I theard % sound
in there—a sound little rattling bones! Oh,
I shall go mad—mad!"”

While Nelson Lee was trying to calm the
stranger down, Lord Norbery looked at the
door.,  The inside of it formed a kind of
hinged panel. In a way, there were two doors
in one. There was nothing to be seen be-
vond except a smzll, bare apartment. But
in the opposite wall there was a vast door of
thick, solid oak—a door which was studded
with massive nailheads. And there was a
{oclk of erormous size, to judge by the key-
101,

Twenty minutes later we were down in
the lounge hall, with the electric lights full
on, and with our prisoner seated on one of
the lounges. IHe presented a wretched, for-
lorn picture.

Tho white stuff had been rubbed from his
face, and we could now see that he was a
smallish man of about thirty-five, with
rather a reflned-looking face. But his eyes
wero hollow, his cheeks sagged, and he had
obv.ously passed through great hardship and
privation. And there was a look in his eyes
which clearly told of acute mental strain.

“ T don’t suppose you'lli rememher me, my
lord,” he said, after a while., ‘* My namo
is Norton; two years ago I was second foot-
man at the zbbey, here, my lord.”

““ Norton—Norton!" said our host, rubbing
his chin, ‘" Yes, I remember the name, but
I cannot seem to recollect—— Good
grac.ous! Why, yes, of course! Now I come
to lock at you I can see that you are the
saumo man. But you are as thin as a rake,
Norton—you've gone to a shadow!”

‘““ 1t's prison, sir—prison and——"

“Prison!"" repeated his lordship sharply.
“Yes, yes! 1 remember distinctly now.
You left the abbey to go into the service of
Sir Rodney Halstead. And while you wers
with Sir Rodney, you were arrested on a
chargo of stealing a valuable diamond neck-
lace. T think you were sentenced to ten
years' penal servitude.”

* Yes, my lord,” said Norton slowly. * But
it wasn’'t true--I never took the diamonds!
It was all circumstantial evidence!"”

“You were convicted!' said his lordship
coldiy.

““(h, I know it's no good expccling any
mercy, my lord!"” said the man, in a bitter
voice. ‘" Heaven Kknows I've been through
enough! 1 escaped from prison a fortnight
ago—yes, I got away in a fog! Got away
from Dartmoor! That's something to boast
of, anyhow! Not very many get away from
Dartmoor!"”’ ,

‘** I remember reading of the affair,”” said

W e
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Nelson Lee.
gavo the Dartmoor warders the slip—eh?”

““ Yes, sir,”” said Norton miserably. “1
diin’t know what to do, and then it came to
me that Somerton wasn't such a great dis-
tance away. I walked in the darkness—
creeping along the lanes and fields. Well, I
got here, sir. And I Knew that I should
be safe once 1 got into the house.”

““ Why did you know you'd he safe?”

‘““ Because, when I was in service here I
found out that secret about the locked door,
gir. I knew that nobody would go near it
—it was as safe as being on a desert island.
I managed to get in, and when I got into
that room I was all rlght I hadn't slept for
days, and I was a wreck. 1 slept for forty-
eight hours right off, I believe. When 1
woke up 1 was stanmg with hunger. So 1
crept downstairs in the night, and got some
foo:l. And 1 found that sheet, too, and put
goms white stuff on my face—in case I was
seen. All 1 wanted was to stay here until
the hue-and-cry was over.

‘“ A very cunning plan,” said Nelson Lee

“But I rteckoned without my imagina-
tion, «ir,” said Norton, glancing round with a
wild look in his eyes. *‘‘ After two or three
nights I couldn’t properly stand it. I kcE
thinking &zbout that locked room, and the
awful things it's supposed to contain. My
nerves were giving way. Then, to-night, I

heard a round—I heard somethmg behind
that door! Something seemed to go in my
brain, sir. 1 dashed out, and I didn’t care

what happened to me! I'd rather go to the
5}1:13?'01(1 than be locked in that room again,
Eir!l”
Tho guv'nor was silent for a few minutes,
‘I am glad the little mystery has been
cleared up,” he said at length. * Bul you
quite understand, Norton, that the police
will be informed in the morning. Under no
circumstances can we allow you to go free.
1t was very foolish of you to come here at
all-—=but I will say no more. I think you
have suffered enough.”

Norton was placed in a ground floor room
at the rear of the east wing. It was a kind
of storeroom, and the window was barred.
And there, locked in, he was left for the
night.

As the guv’'nor had said, the mystery was
cleared up, but I was not feeling particu-
larly satisfied with -the result. Somehow, 1
couldn’t help feeling sorry for the poor chap.
Ho had eluded the warders—he had braved
the horrors of the sealed room. And now
his only reward was to be handed back to
his captors. At any ordinary time it would
have been sad enough, but now, with
just upon wus, it seemed im-
measurably more pitiful,

So I felt pretty rotten as I went to bed.

In the morning, in spite of my short night,
I was up in good time. I found that the
whole abbey was agape with the news—for
such a thing could not possibly be kept
secret. The convict was to be handed over.

The 8t. Frank’s juniors discussed
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‘“I call it a rotten swindle!”’ said Hand-
forth warmly. *““ Why wasn’t I asked to -
join in the affair? There’s going to be a row
about this, I can tell you! I've a good mind
to tell Mr. Lee what I thirk about it.”

“ It's Sommy’s birthday to-day, too!” said
Pitt. “ It’'s rather unfortunate that this
should happen just now. Sommy’s got to go
through his ordeal, too. Let’s hope he comes
through it all right.”

“You needn’t worry about me,”” said tho
sehoolboy duke quietly. ‘‘1I know it's a very
solemn occasion, and I'm not going to joke
about it. But I think my merves are pretty
strong. I'm ready.”

‘“ Absolutely!”  said- Archie, nodding.
“But, I mean to say, about that poor
blighter in the store cupboard—or wherever
he is. It's rather deuncedly fearful, what?
Or don’t you think so?”

“It’s rough on him, I'll admit,”” I said.

‘““ Rough!”’ repeated Archie. ‘‘ Dash it all!
Somewhat mild, as it were. Personally, I
think the thing is most bally poisonous! I
mezn to say, it may be wrong and wicked,
and all that sort of rot, but I admire the
chappie.  Absolutely! I positively admire

him!"”

‘““ A convict!” said Church.

“ Absolutely twice!””  replied  Archie
stoutly. ** A cove who could elude warders
and charge a score of miles over ploughed
fields, znd get into a place like the abbey—
well, T mean to say, he’s rather a brainy lad!”

“But that doesn’t alter him bheing a
¢riminal.”

‘“ A somewhat foul word!” said Archie.
“I mean to say—criminal! It gives o c¢happie
a bit of a start, you know, and puts him off
his stroke! Absolutely' All the same, 1
feel corry for the blighter!”

lle strolled off, and passed outside. The
chief thought in his mind was to get to the
rear of the east wing. An idea had come to
Archie. And when Archie really started
something, he was by no means the ass he
was supposed to be.

At all events, he located the wmdow of
Norton's temporary prison after a little
trouble. To his joy, the window overlooked
a secluded kind of enclosed yard, and there
was very little fear of his movements being
seen. His search was aided by Norton him-
self——who was looking out of the window as
Archie turned up. One glance at the man
was enough to melt Archie's soft heart. He
looked ab-olutely forlorn and hopeless.

Archie politely raised his hat, and stood
by the bars, waiting. And Norton, after a.
moment or two, pushed the window up. The
bars quite prevented any escape.

‘* What-ho!”” said Archie cheerfully.
‘““ Greetings, old onion! That is to say,
what about it? It seems to me, laddie,
that you’re in several kinds of a particu-
larly vile predic.! Bolts and bars, and all
that rot! In dungeons deep, and what not!
In other words, it seems to me that you're
for it

“ It a.in’t fair sir!" said Norton miser.

\ably,
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“ Absolutely not!" eaid Archie. “ I mean]
to say—Christmas-time! The good old period
when chappies are supposed to shake the-
glad fist, and warble large supplies of good
will, and hand out chunks of cheeriness!
Dashed rotten! I mean, for you! It ap-
pears that you're going to be yanked off to
chokey, and your Christmas dinner will con-
sis§¥ ot skilly!"”

‘““ Don’t, s=ir!" muttered Norton.
thinking of the wife and kids!"

Archia started.

““What! What! I mean to say, what!"
he stammered. “Wife and kids! But,
really! You can't mean to tell me, as one
chappie to another, that the folks at home
aro to be without daddie! What a per-
fectly dashed scheme! Something must be
done! In fact, something shall!”

“It's no good, sir—the police'll be here
~any minnte now!'” said Norton, in a voice

i Irm

l

that contained no hope. ‘““And I'm inno-
cent, sir—innocent!"” he went on, with a
sudden change of tone. * That's what |

makes it so terribly hard! It was somebody
else who took those diamonds.”

“ Diamonds, what!"” said Archie. *Of
course, between you and me and the jolly
old prison bars, I don’t know much about
the
Absolutely not! But I believe you, laddie!
‘And, anyhow, it's Christmas-time, don't
you know. Chappies ought to be let out on
bail, or something. It’s perfectly rotten to
be shoved in prison while the old Yule log is
crackling somewhat merrily. In other words,
old bottle of gum, Archie is about to supply
a few choice lumps of assistance.”

The genial ass of St. Frank's waved his {

hand, nodded, aud strolled away.

And while this was going on, the youthful
Duke of Somerton was going through his
ordeal. His uncle and his mother had ad-
vised him to wait until later in the day.
But he insisted upon getting it over at |
once. We saw mnothing of it—and it is quite {
impossible for me to set down what Somer-
ton saw behind that iron-studded door. It
was a secret which he could never tell—so
I can't set down any record of that inter-
esting event,

I can only say that the young duke was
looking pale and shaken after he came down.
And. incidentally, he was not himself for two
or three days. He went about looking
thoughtful and pgrave. But we were very
glad that the eflects wore off before the
holiday¥s were over,.

There was one thing he could tell, how-
ever, Me provided au explanation for Nor-
ton’s flood of panic while in the outer room.
Yle explained that there was a large rat-
hole against the skirting in the sealed apart-
ment. So it was fairly obvious that the
sound which Norton had heard had been
caused by a rat. But to his excited imagina-
tion it had sounded like the . rattle of
ghostly bones. It must be remembered that
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And so the mystery part of the whole
husiness was over.

But Archie Glenthorne hadn't finished yet!

CIIAPTER VIII.
13 BSOLUTELY!" said
A Archie mysteriously.
asked Reginald Pitt.
“*“The fact is, there's some-
' ** Gather round, laddies—lend
me about a dozen ears, and I'll proceed to
less scheme has surged into the old bean!”
We were all grinning at Archie. Break-
warders would be arriving very shortly, in
order to take Norton away. The sooner this
sence cast nather a gloom over the Christ-
mas house party.

PEACE AND GOODWILL.
‘““ Absolutely what?”’
thing on!" went on Archie.
chatter! In other words, a perfectly price-
[ast was over, and we had heard that two
was done the better, for the convict's pre-
The warders had been in Somerton itself

| —scouring the little town for any informa-

tion concerning the missing man.

“Well, out with it Archie!” said Hand-
forth firmly. ““I expect it's a lot of rot,
anyhow! You couldn't think of an idea #f
you took double doses of brain tonic for a
year."

“ A somewhat ghastly insult, but we'll let
it pass!"” exclaimed Archie. * There's no
time for argument, dear old lad. The fact
is, what about the poor cove who's languish-
ing behind the iron bars—what?”

‘““The convict?"

““ Absolutely!”

““ Well, what about him?"

“1 mean to say, it can't be allowed.”
said Archie. *‘‘ I've been having a confl
dential chat with the poor merchant, and
his tale of woe is somewhat ealculated to
make a chappie indulge in a few sobhs. It's
Christmas-tide, you know—the time when
people obtain extra large stocks of peace

and goodwill. That's the idea! The old
carol—what? ‘ Peace and goodwill towards
all men!" What about it?”

“If you use plain English, we might be
able to understand,” said Tommy Watson.
“What on earth are you trying to get at?"

“ Well, I rather think it's up to us to
rally round," said Archie.

“ Rally round that convict?"

“ Absolutely !’

‘““But, my dear ass, what can we do?" I
asked.

“It seems to me that between the whole
gang of us, we ought to do quite a lot,”
replied Archie. “I mean to say, the old
rescue stuff. I've thought it all out. -I
don't mind admitting that the old think
tank has been doing a large quantity of
overtime."

‘““ Are you suggesting that we should rescue
Norton?' asked Pitt.

““Precisely and exactly! In other words,

Norton bad been nearly crazed with fear.

| absolutely.  You see, it's this way. The



'"“f-ilﬂt the warders will be

poor blighter appears to have a quantity of )

wives and childrep—-"

‘“ What!™

“To be exact, a wife and a good supply
of kids” went on Archie hastily. ‘‘ Now,
this gang is expecting the pater homie to
get busy on carving the old turkey. Just
think, laddies! What a frightfully poisonous
thing if daddie doesn’t turn up!
who's going to do the mrvmg, what?”

“You dotty lunatic—

““ Absolutely!” said Archie.
tin of fruit, I know it! From a certain point
of view, it's frightfully fearful to assist a
convict to elude the arms of the law! In
fact, we might all
into the old prison cell! At the same time,
what about it? This is a time when ordi-
nary things ought to be shelved, if yon
prasp the trend. Isn’t it worth the risk?
Besides this poor cove is innocent—he told
me so!”

“ Of course, he would!” said Handforth.

‘“ But the chappie had tears in his eyes!”
said Archie deadly serious. “I mean to
say, I couldn’t resist him—abhsolutely not!
Tuu--:: don't you know! Large drops of wet-
ness oozing from the nptwal department. 1
mean, that kind of thing is inclined to make
@ bloke somewhat miz.!”’

‘““ Well, of course, I understand what you
mean, Archie,”” 1 =aid thoughtfully, “1I
feel the same wayv myself, to tell the truth.
I counldn’t sleep properly because of it. It's
terrible hard lines on the chap to be lugged
back to prison.”

‘“ Absolutely!”” agreed Archie.
lie's told me he’s innocent.
it, eold dears! Then we shall be justified—
what? You see my meaning? We'll take the
chanpie's word, and extemd the glad fist.
But it wants a bit of wangling. That's where
the old bean fails. I want vou coves to buzz
across with a few schemes!"

‘““ By jingo!” wsaid Pitt. ‘“ You're a good
p, Archie! You’re thinking about that
o H.po'ar fellow all the time. But I really don’t
“see how we can help him. He's locked up,
coming for him

“ PDear old

“You see,
Why not believe

almost at once.” :

. *“That, as it were, is the absolute truth,”
gaid Archie. “ It seems to me, darlings,
that about half a dozen of us could waylay
. the wardems—what?”’

“* Waylay them?”

‘* Absolutely!”” said Archie shrewdly.
“* Hang about the drwe, if you grasp what 1T
mean, and Keep the lads engaged in the good
old chat for abeut half an hour. 1In the
meantime, 1 shall be getting frightfully busy
with a few of you others and sundry crow-
bars. What about it? A few hefty jerks,
and the thing could be done. We can
supply an overcoat and a few other choice
articles, and bnzz the poor cove home!”

I looked thoughtful.
‘“It’s all very well, Archle, but you don't

"

I mean,-

he bunged forthwith |

saem :bo__ realise what it maans,’_’ I B-a.ld shnkg

One glance at the man was enough
to melit Archie’s soft heart. He looked
absolutely forlorn and hopeless.

ing my head. ‘ From a legal point of view,
the thing's out of the question.”

‘““ But don't you know, Christmas-time, and
all that?”

“ Certainly—but that’s no justification,” I
replied. ** So far as we know, this man is
guilty of a serious erime, and he hasn’
served his full sentence. We should be work-
ing ngdmwb the law if we lifted a finger to
hem him.’

““ What-ho!” said Archlt‘-
the law? Is it absolutely
dashed partie.?”

“I'm afraid it is,” I said. ‘‘ I'm sorry for
the man—and I think we all are. But we
should be absolitely wrong if we Eh-e]ped him
to get away from jubtlce You' re @ good
chap, Archie, but it can’t be done)

Archie lnnhed very chestfallen.

“I mean to say,
ness, to be so

““ You really don’t think so?’” he asked
sadly.

“I'm gure of it.”

“ Well, of course, that’s most frightfully

hightful'” said Archie. 1

all the old hopes are shattered. DBut I quite

realise the point, old dear. Absolutely! Bug

I'm fearfully cut up. In fact, the oid tissues
g -positively weak!”

"', ‘nie Glenthorne walked

mean to say,

away,
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(Continued from page 25.)

shaking his head. Of course, he didn't
actually realise the serious nature of the
whole business. .

In the goodness of his heart, all he thought
about was Norton’s dire plight. And Archie
wanted the man to have a chance—he
wanted him to get away so that he could
spend Christmas with his wife and children.
Of course, the thing was impessible.

Archie didn’t realise this. Norton had been
tried by a British judge and jury, and eon-
victed. It was right that he should suifer
his sentence.

But I didn't know that
deep.

He went off quite by himself, and pottered
about In one of the garages, at the rear of
the Abbey. "Po his intense eatisfaction, he
was quite alone for a few minutes.

And he jammed his mouocle into his eye
and gazed with satisfaction at a large crow-
bar which leaned against the wall.

“ What-ho!” murmured Archie. *“ Abso-
lutely the goods! I mean to say, any
chappie is liable to lay a thing like that on
a window-sill, and forget all about it. Lots
of coves are absent-minded!”

Archie carelessly picked up the crowbar,
and then strolled away with it,- assuming an
air of exaggerated carelessness which was
Tather comical. But there was nobody
present to appreciate him.

And, three minutes later, he was in the
little secluded yard—where the window of
Norton’s prison was situated. And Archie
ﬁtmiled along, and arrived opposite the win-
ow.

It was closed again, but Norton was within.

‘““ Now, as it were, for the wheeze!” mur-
mured Archie.

He fumbled in his pocket, placing the
crowbar on the window-sill so that his hands

Archie was so

plew. about the little yard without any
of being wafted further.
- ".':'_a.II!” said Archie blankly. * How
e suddenly looked up.
" Hallo! Hallo!” he shouted. * Somebody
calling? Right-ho, laddie! I'm coming—
absolutely!”’
- “He hurried away, feeling that he had per-
formed his little task very ecreditably., He
even éfried to convince himnself that he had
left the crowbar on the window-sill by acci-
dent. Anyhow, Norton—behind the bars—
understood.

With gleaming eyes and fast-beating heart,
he opened

the window, and pulled the crow- |

use of his time. It did not take him long to
force the iron bars apart. -
_tHe had a chance to escape—and he took
it.

And just outside the entrance to the little
yard he found an old overcoat and a cap,
placed against the wall. Norton could not
help believing that Archie was responsible
for this gift, too. ) -

Wandering about the park, Archie chuckled
with satisfaction as he saw a figure dodging
away through the trees.

“1 mean to say, it makes a chappie feel
pretty decent—what?” he murmured, with a
little sigh of satisfaction. * I shall bally
well enjoy the holidays about fifty thousand
times more! Good cheer, and all that sort
of stuff!” .

He watched the retreating figure with a
kindly eye.

“ The dear cove is now sliding
landscape,” he told himself. *‘‘ That’s the
idea, old hean! What you’'ve got to do is
to whizz home to the family. Christmas by
the old fireside—what? So-long, and may my
bleswing go with you! And don’t forget a
few toys for the jolly old Christmas tree!”

And  Archie, feeling frightfully bucked,
walked round to the big terrace in front. He
was just in time to see two or three of us
coming along with a couple of warders.

We had met the prison officials furnther
down the drive.

Archie came up full of smiles, and exuding
good nature.

' News, laddies!”” he exclaimed. *‘‘ Frighta
ful news, in fact! 1 believe that the bally
convict has buzzed off like one o’clock! Any-
way, I just saw a mysterious chappie
whizzing aeross the park.”

“What!” T exclaimed suspiciously.

““ Absoliutely!”’ replied Archie. *‘‘In fact,
the stable’s empty, don’t you know? The old
horse has gone, and these poor blighters
have gathered at the fountain, so to speak,
for absolutely nothing!”

And Archie winked at me in an unmistak-
able manner.

One of the warders looked round sharply.

“ What's that?” he deinanded. * Are you
talking about the man we're after?”

““ Absolulely !’ said Archie.

‘“He’s here, isn’t he?”

“ Absolutely pot!”

“Why, we were told——"?

“He was here ten minutes ago, but the
bird has flown!"” smiled Glenthorne. *‘* You
see, dear old tin of fruit, I've been rallying
round. Chnistmas-time, you know—"’

“Confound it!” shouted the warder. *
this true?”

“ Absolutely!”
*“We shall have to look sharp now!" ex-
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“1 hope you don't catch him!’’ growled
Handforth. * Good for you, Archie!”
. *““We shall catch him, never fear!' said

the warder. *‘It'll be all the better for
him, twvo. The faet is, young gentlemen, we
came here on purpose to tell Norton that
he’s as good as a free man. Just one or two
formalities, and he’'ll be able to get home
in time for Christmas.’

“What?” 1 yelled.

“It seems to me that your young friend
Tras had his trouble for nothing,” grinned the
warder. *‘ We've been looking for Norton
for over a week—so that we could give him
this news. The police have been expecting
him to give himself up—they thought he’'d
have read about it in the newspapers.”

““ Read about what?”’ asked Pitt curiously.

‘““ The man is innocent—and it’s been estab-
lished, that’'s all,”” said the warder. * The
diamonds were stolen by a chambermaid—
amnd she was fatally injured 1n @ motor-cycle

acecident last week—fell off the carrier. Too
many of those accidents nowadays! Any-
how, she blabbed the whole truth, and Nor-
ton's a free man.”

Archie dropped his monocle.

““ Well, "that, T mean to say, is dashed

good!"” he exclaimed. ‘A free man-—what?

"LEE LIBRARY
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A foul trick upon me—but that's nothing!?
I mean to say, we might have been told
about this before!”

‘““ Never mind, Archie—all's well that
ends well,”” I said cheerfully. “ I'm abso-
lutely delighted about Norton—he looks a
decent chap. Poor Dbeggar! What a time
he’s been through!”

But the knowledge that Norton was o
be set free made us all feei good. And
later on in the day we learned that he had
been captured in the town. And the next
morning he was free. 1 think I'd batter
mention that Lord Norbery at once offered
to help the ex-footman. Anyhow, Norton's
Chriztmas with his family was destined to
be a happy and joyous one.

As for our Christmas at Somenton Abbey,

a!l the mystery and excitement was over.
And we were left to enjoy the party to the
absolute full.

And I think it is hardly necessrary to add
that we enjoyed a very merry and glonious
Christmas under the Duke of Smuertons
hospitable roof.

Well, that’s that!

A Merry Christmas to Everybody—and

l Good Luck!

THE END.

F.ditorial Announcement.

My Dear Readers,

A BRIGHT AND MERRY CHRISTMAS TO
YOU ALL!

The season of good cheer, of feasting and
td.mlly re-union has come round once again,
and we all like to feel that everyone else
is having as good a time as oursclves,
that no one is being left out in the cold,
friendless and hungry. We can aflord to
be a little more generous just now, and
whenever possible emulate Archie’s E\d.h]plt..
by ‘ ofiering the glad hand ” to those who
are less fortunate than ourselves. That is
the real spirit of Christmas, and never waz
it so needrful as during the hard times
of unumploymeut through which we are now
paseing. There are br:ghter days coming in
the near future, when, I hope, you will ull
‘benefit by a big boom in trade. In the
meanbime, bury all your troubles for the
time being, and make up your minds to Lhave
a jolly good time this Christmas,

OUR NEXT PHOTO CARD.

With regard to the Photo Cards,’ Owing to
the Christinas rush they
pended Tor a week or so.

S jg.m! P

-
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have been -sus-
They: ‘?B[l .he'.: :
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resumed very shortly, and No. 3 of the
Locomotive series, which you are now
awaiting, will be an exceptionally fine photo-
gmph of a L. B. and S. C. Rly. Express
Iingine.

ORDER YOUR NELSON LEE IN ADVANGE;!*?“-

Owing to the Story Voting Competit-mn-,g,
there is certain to be a great demand o
‘“ The Nelson Lee Library,” and, althuugh"
arrangements are being made to ensure no -
one beinyg disappointed, it is advisable to-
order your copics well in advance,

COMING ATTRACTIONS,

Next week's long complete St. Frank’s
story deals with the Holiday Adventures
of the famous Juniors, and as its title sug-
gests, ‘“ ARCHIE'S PANTOMIME FKAIRY,”
it is thoroughly in keeping with the fes-
tive season. Following on this story, vhich
I shall announce next week, will be a graud,
new, Barring Out St. Frank’s series. Other
coming attractions for next week are men-
tioned in *“ Our Detective Story Section.”

"Your sincere Friend,

Soigeo . . THEEDITOR.,




. PROBLEM STORY COMPETITION No. 2.
' LIST OF PRIZE-WINNERS,

... The following readers have bheen awarded prizes for the bhest solutions to the
SecPproblem contained in .tlle wtory, " THE FLAMING GOD ™
FIRST PRIZE—£1.
Franms J. Melotte, 58a, Manor Park, Lee, London, S.E.13.
SECOND PRIZE- 10/-.
E A. Taylor, 16, Lupos Street Victoria, London, S.W.1.
:!-.T. —_—
n_, ; Consolation Prizes of 2/6.
ﬁi’ ‘!..mde Leverton, Heathlield Road, Mount Geold, Plymouth,
¥ 7M. Brookfield, 38, hprlug Road, Normacot, Stoke- on-Trent.
'SJ*-L,:ATthur ‘innth, 64, Hightield Rnad Rock- Ferry, Cheshire.
paat,. IV, Ruberhml, 1, Nonrth Place, 0Old Headingtion, Oxford.
Arthur Wood, 82,” Nightingale Lane, Wanstead, London, E.11.
2. E. Davy, I-'ere-mina, St. Martin’s. Guernsey, C.l.
. Stead, 10, Milner Street, Barnsbury, London, N.1.
. A. Shanly, 12, Hydethorpe Road, Balham, London, S.W.12,
4 de Sions, 25, ‘h.ltmort.h Road, London, \ W.2. :
-., ‘harles Lind, 74, Elm Row. Edinburgh, Scotland.
GeLouis J. Elnlﬂ, 88, Gilman Street, Hanley, Staffs,
~-+R. Leatherdale, 12, Old Heath, Colchester.
“ Normman Beckett, 1, Villiers Road, Rathgar, Dublin, Ireland.
- Jack Armitage, Statmn House, ‘inaith Yorks,
Roland Nelson, 160, Sutton Cour: Road, Plaistow, London, E.18.
James Bud&ley. 116, Mottram Road, St.ﬂvhr:dge. Cheszhire,
J. Lawford, Alva House, Leeds Road, Heckmondwike, Yorks.
Dnug]as Vickers, 24, Princess Street, Attercliffe, Sheflield.
Miss May Wilzon, 18, Prydes Place, Penicuik, Midlothian, Secotland.
W. H. Jackson, Willaston, Claremount Road, Wallasey, lhealme

-

THE JOLLIEST XMAS |
PRESENT

- — —

- tvor many presents you get this Christmas, nothing will give
**g: ore fun and amusement than a copy of THE HOLIDA!’ ANNUAL—
’!!he jolliest book on record. It is packed with ripping stories of school ||
life -and adventure, hundreds of pictures (many in colour), and a host ||
of other _fascmat-mtr articles and features.

.:I._‘
N A
“‘.r

el b ! ‘. .-nys popular schoolboy characters from Greyfriars, Rookwood,
ali& . ,:hIs schools are introduced into. many of the stories. There
STE mot-a ‘dull line in the whole book, and you will want to read it again
snd again. Just drop the hint that a & £ P HoLipay ANNUAL
is the presenﬁ YOU want this Chr"'.ﬂj‘ ,_;:?i' at all book-
sellers; pnce e SEHC R
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YOURS FOR 1/- ONLY.

__ This handsome full-sized CGent's
Lexer Watch sent upon ruupt

. -of 1/-. After approval-send 1/-
more: the balance may then be
paid by 6 monthly-instalments

. of 2/=cach. . Guarantecd 5 years.
-~ Chain® offered Free with every
watch., Cash .returned .in -full

if dissatisfied. Send 1/- now

to Simpson’s, Ltd., (Dept.
12] 94, Queen Road,
righton. Sussex, X

FR FUN Our Funny XNoyelty, causing
EE Roars of Laughter, FREE

to all sendihg 1/ for 100
Lute Cun[ulmo Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 5

Funny ;Recitations, 10 I‘unm,r Re .uhnf:r», 3 Tmsta

"I'rMonnlogueq s Yentrilogquism,' Ete., Thousands
delighted! Great Fun! €, HUG HER 15, Wood
Street,® Edghbaston, Birmingham. R

CINEMA FILMS, MACHINES, Spools,
Screens, Slides, etc. Evervthing stocked for

the Amateur. 50 ft; Sample I'ilm 1,3 Post Free.’

100-ft.> 2/3 Post Free. Stamp for Illustrated

Lists, —TYSON & MAHSHALL, (Dept. AL),

39 Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAM.
—Lr"—nln

Don’t Be Bullled ¢ derful e b

Japanese
Art of Scif Defence Without Weapons, For small boye
and men (also women). 7 Send NOW Four.Penny
Stamps*™ for Splendid Illustrated Sample
Lessons, orr 3/6 for Large. Portion of Course,—
Dept,N.L., School of Jujitsu, < 5 1% Golden

Squara. Regant St., London, Wl
Cure yourself

Stop Stammering 15 U

ticulars +FREE. -—-PR&NK B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1. -

25-Shot Automatic G

Pea Pistol, —
Well finished model, price 2/6.
l?-Shut. Smaller patt Price 1 3.

Novety _
Opera Glass,

10 " diflerent uses,
Beauttfully finished in ]vorme, price 1,6.

CINEMAS - - - - -§/9 each. 4-VOLT ELECTRIC
STEAM LOCOMOTIVES, ID;Eea MOTORS, 36 each.

Xmas catalogue of toys, models, etc., 3d. Post Free.

- - QRACE & CO.
81 Wood Street, Cheapslde, E.C.2.

CUT THIS OUT.

The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 2d.
send 7 of these Coupons with only 2/9, direct to
the Fleet Pen Co.,, 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4." You will receive by return a splendid
British-Made 14ct Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain
Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad nib).
If unly 1% coupon is sent, the price is 319, 2d.
being aliowed - for cach- extra coupon up 1:0 BixX.
(Pocket Clip*4d.) BSatisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned, Special New Offer: Your Own Name
in gilt letters‘on cither pen for l/+ extra.
Lever Self-ﬁlhng Safety Moﬁj&l ﬂhr extra.

LELE LIBRARY

| AN IDEAL"XMAS PRESEN
The “EXCELSIOR” MICROSCOPE:

‘A High-grade Instrument at , the e
price of a~toy. “M&gniftes2,000 vols." B
Indispensable for Chemistry, B e
any and Zoology. and fer exami
tion of Foodstuffs, showing mi
in cheese as large as heetles,

§ No. 1. Beautifully finished in Dlaln-
brass, 2/9 No. 2. Nickelled Mount-+
ings and Standards, Swinging:-
Reflector, 5/-. - No. 3. Fitted with‘--
Super Lens, Heavy Stand, ete.,
Superior Fl“lbh 1/6. Allpostfme .
CHEAPEST House in the Trade for Films, Cinemas,
Mechanical models, Toys, ,etc . Trade. Bupplieﬂ :
Send to-day for Cat. from actual manufacturerg.

H., USHEH & co 5, Devonshire St., Hol

»y » bornzLendon,-W.C. | r__' ¢

'NERVOUS SHY, Do ¥OU 1ok AellE
BLUSHING. = -

YOU: Blush, Sta
fusced when spoken to? Feel Nervous in Comy 1.',” _

Tremble. Grow o8
Write for. free particulars of simple -,: L3

cure in 7 day-; -uU.J.D., 12 .&11 Saints B ,_:}
St.” Annes-on-Sea. ~ 2%
.';u
i

CONJURING : TRICKS GIVEN AW
TO ALL sending sixpénce for’ Tilusd, Catalog
ol Tricks, Pnazlng. Jokcs, we will send absolute ;
free 2 Remarkable Card Trick, Write name andZe
address plainly, * enclose- Postal Order
and address, Desk® LX.,
CO.. FRAXNCIS TERR \(‘17‘
HOME (‘INEMATOGRAPHS
Large Stork of Films. Sample™ Film, /-, Post
Free. Lists Free.: Desk ‘¢ C.,’!, Dean Cinema Co.,
14, Drayton Jur-mw West ]mlmg, W.13,

list ~ of - Sporting — goods,

DRO which will - be sent ({rec.

FRANK CLARKE, Crown Works,
6, WHITTALL S_T., BIRMINGHHM

FUN FOR ALL. 'fenhﬂoqulxt s Voice Instru-
ment, Invisibie, Astonishes, Myatiﬂes Imitate
Blt‘d\ Brasts, ‘ete. ., 6d, mrh 4 5for 1/- (Venr.
'l‘ll?'ltl"if" ineld. 1-—IDEAL 00" Clevedon, SOM.

LONDON, N.19,
“from 7/6.°

‘usa card for our illustrated

WIRELESS SETS. Simplest,  Best, and
Cheapest sets. and parts for heginners, Illus.
Catalogue Free, Desk ' C.,” Dean Trading’ Go.,

94, Drayton JAvenue,

West ]:aiing'. ‘6’;._

ment Spaces inthis pubhcdttow
should be addressed 1o’ the'’ "
Advertisement Manager, THE |
NELSON LEE LIBRARY ‘The
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Fleetway House, Farrmgdon
Street London, E C 4
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P‘rlni d-and. Puhlmhed every. W;é mateHresé
Flectway ~otise, "Pt-mgdun B reet; “Eondon. E. C’ 1, Subsmipt‘ton ates 13/ per annum,
6/6 for six months, Abroéad, = 11/~ l{;’aﬁnum 56 - for . six months. % "‘tule tg.* Qra-s itith
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