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\HIAPTER I.
IN WHICH MY ESTEEMED GUV'NOR LETS

. THE CAT OUT OF THE BAG—WE ARE INVITED
TO SPEND CHRISTMAS AT TREGELLIS CASTLE.

SIR LANCELOT MONTGOMERY /'

TREGELLIS-WEST sighed deeply, _

‘““And won’t you really come,

Benny boy?”’ he asked, looking at

me through his gold-rimmed pince-nez

with an expression of grave concern.
“It’s shockin’ to think of you moonin’
about St. Frank’s durin’ ,Christmas ”
“I'm sorry, Montie,”” I interrupted
quietly, ‘it can't be done. Perhaps

v you'll understand one day—but I can’t
explain now. It’s—it’s rotten. You’re
awfully good to invite me, but I can’t

possibly accept.’’ _

““ Dear fellow, why not?' persisted T —
Tregellis-West. . .

‘““ Because—oh, because 1t’'s impossi-
ble!” I replied, turning abruptly and ==
looking out of the window on to the r’ﬁ
Triangle.

We were In Studv C, in the Ancient |
House at St. Frank’s, and it was the
last day of term. Outside, in the Tri-
angle, everything was ocovered with daz-

zling and powdery snow. Icicles hung
from the fountain, and the wintry sun §—_Tl
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shono brilhantly over the whole white
scene, ‘.

It was real Christmas weather, and the
whole of St. Frank’s was ringing with
merry voices and laughter. The fellows
were all going home for the holidays,
and the spirtt of good cheer reigned
supreme. o

I think the only miserable. person
among the numerous denizens - qf St.
I'rank’s was Dick Bennett, of the Re-
move Form—in other words, Nipper—
to wit, myself. Every joyous shout
Jarred on my ears; the very scene before
my eyes appeared to be mocking at me.

The fact was, Nelson Lee and I would
be compelled to remain at St. Frank’s
curing the Christmas holidayss We.
should practically have the whole schoo}l
to oursclves. If the conditions had been
normal it wouldn’t have mattered so
much. . But he was a schoolmaster, and
I a junior; we should have to keep up
appearances, even though all the fellows
Were away.

It was galling to see everybody pre-
paring to ijourney home for the vacation,
and to knew that I should have to re-
main. But I'm not a moodyv chap, and
the fit of depression soon passed. 1
smiled as I turned from the window and

looked at Sir ‘Montic. again. = He was
startng 1nto tho fire gloomily.
This. in itself, was astonishing. Montie

was about the most serene chap I had
ever known. His eyes were always
smiling, and he never allowed himselt to
bo upset. This was the first time I kad
seent him really moved.

“* Where’s Tommy?’ I asked, in order. to be
1 Krank's

to chango tho subject.

“Tommy?’ asked the schoolboy
baronet absently. *‘ Oh, packin’, I think.
‘He's comin’ along with me, you know.
It’H be rotten without you, Benny. I've
been countin’ on you comin’ -all along.
But I won’t press you any further, old
man. I dare say you have a reason.
" There’s a rcason for everything—or ought
to be.” g

T left the study, and strolled down the
passage. Nearly all thie doors of the
junior studies were wide open, and Re-
movites were dodging in and out con-
tinuously.  Handforth, of Study D,
bumped into me as 1 came opposite to
his doorway.

“ Hallo!  What’s the long face fori

asked Handforth genially, = ¢ Oh, vou're

going to stick at. St. Frank’s, ain’t yon?
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HHard lines, Benneit, What's the matter
with your people? Got mneasles or conic-
thing 7"’ | |

And Handforth bustled away without
waiting for a reply. The other. juniors
were equally as ofthand, Thev were
good chaps, most of them, but they were
(illed with their own concerns just now ;
they had no time to worry about my
aflairs.

I passed through the lobby und .aus
into the Triangle. The white mantle -of
snow covercd cverything, and trans:
formed the famihiar sceno into something
quite new and novel. It was rather
appropriate that snow had fallen durine
tlra night. It had descended during-ilie
hours of darkness, and St. Frank’s hadl
awakened to ind Chuistinas at hand in
earnest.

The air was crisp and keen; my
breath hyng like steam in the atmos-
phere. - I trudged along rather aimlessly,
for my thoughts were busy. The position
of Nelson Lee and myself at St. Frank's
was rather a curious once.. We were there
to escape the attentions of the ¥u Chony
Tong, a villainous Chinese sccret society’
_which had decreedthat we should die.

That decree didn’t-quite appeal to us,
and so we had disappeared from Grayv’s
Inn Road, and iaken un our abode a:
St. Frank’s—Nelson Lee as Mr. Alving-
ton, a Housemaster, and 1 zs Dick Ben-
nett, of the Remove., U'nder the eircum-
stances, i1t was hardly possible for me to
accept Sir Mentie’s invitation. B

For I should be at hiz ancestral home
under false pretences, and that wasn't.
to be thought of. Wo had hoen at St
for three or four monihs,
the guv’nor and I, and during that timo
I had made two verv staunch friends.
Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tregel-
lissWest were fellows of sterling quality.

Somehow or other, T felt rather 1 oan.
They had often told me all about itheir
people at home—but I had been unable
to return the compliment.” I felt {hut
tha position was morve than awkwired,
The deception was all very well to ppo-
teet us from the Chinese devils, but I
badly wanted to be frank with my chums.

I wondecred if it would be possible to
tell thom the iruth; I wondered how
 they would take it if 1 did so. Afy:
posttion at St. Frank’s wéuld -be ¢ver so
much improved if they knew the truth:

for I should have no-gecréts from them
at,al_l_. S g LU R R

-
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I smiled rather bitterly as I thought of
Sir Montie’s concern. He was an orphan
and the owner of thousands of acres.
Tregellis Castle, his stately home, was
one of the finest old mansions in Great
Britain, with a stirring history. It was
presided over by Lady Helen Tregellis-
West Montie’s aunt.

i1s ‘guardian was his uncle, the Earl{
of Westbrooke, who was a big landowner
himself, and who lived at Westbrooke
Hall, onlv seven miles from Montie’s own
lordly home.

The earl had told Sir Montie that fhe
could bring home for the holidays just
whom he chose, and Montie invited
Tommy Watson and I Tommy of
course, was going, but I couldn’t accent.
Study C was crowded with trunks and
;;a,’c;kages and I felt very much “ cut of

I hadn’t seen Nelson Lee that day.
Somehow or other, I felt that if I did
60 I should begm to grumble And I
hate grumbling. It wasn’t the guv’nor’s
fault that we were /oomoelled to remaln
at St. Frank’s* =

A luxurious motor-car turned in at the
gates, and came gliding nonael-eseﬂy
across the Triangle. It wasn’t the first
that arrived that morning. Many fel-
lows had been taken away by car.

I wasn’'t in the least interested,
although I watched the big automobile
draw up near the Ancient House. A tall
gentleman, wrapped in a fur coat,
emerged.. He stamped his feet vigor-

' %)usly, and said a few words to the chauf-
eur

Just then Tregellis-West strolled out of
the doorway with all his usual elegance,
and he was smiling with pleasure.

*‘ Hallo, uncle” he exclaimed lan-
guidly. ct I’m afraid I shall have to keep
you wa1tm a bit. How are you, sir?
It’s rippin’ of vou to come for me.’

 Still as dandified as ever, Montie
exclaimed the Earl of Westbrooke cheer
fully. ‘““Just hike your father used to
be! Well, I've got a piece of news for
you, my boy. I'm not sure whether you
will like it.” |

I walked nearer, and saw that Montie's
uncle was a jovial-faced man of about
fifty, with an iron-grey moustache, and
twinkling eyes. I liked him at once.
What a pity it was I couldn’t accept
Montic’s invitation'!

I was introduced at once, and then we
walked along to Study C, where Tommy

i
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was busily strapping up one of his kags. ..
After he had been introduced, too, the
earl sat down, and lit a cigar.

“I don’t know whether smoking i3
allowed here,”” he smiled. “ But I'm
a visttor, eh? T don’t SUppose any con-
dign punishment will descend upon my
head. Now Montie, for that piece of
news.’

“1 hope it’s nothin’ upsettin’, uncle,”
}spid Sir Montie anxiously. Upbets are
‘borin’—especially at hohday times.’

“I'm afraid you’ll have to be bored,
Montte,”’ said the earl. ¢ At all events,
there will be a bit of an upset. It had
been arranged—as you know—that you
and your friends should go straight from
| here to the castle, where your Aunt Helen
would entertain you But something
happened at the cagtle last night which
has caused me to alter the plan. I have
decided, Montie, /that you shall spend
your Christmas at Westbrooke Hall, with
me and your Aunt Diana. Of course,
Aunt Helen Wlll also be there.”

‘“ But that’s simply rotten, uncle,” pro-
tested " Si ontie. ‘“ We were comin’
on to-the Hall towards the end of the
vacation, weren't we? Why can’t wo
earry out the original arra,ngw:mcnt‘? ?

Tho Earl of Westbrooke looked serious.
““The truth is, my boy, the Tregellis

phantom has reappeared,”” he said
quietly.

‘“ Begad!” ,

““The phantom?’ asked Tommy,
starmg. | |

‘ Begad !”” exclaimed Sir Montie again.
‘“ Don’ t you remember, Tommy boy$
told you all about that rippin’ famnly
ghost of ours—the Cloaked Cavalier, as
he’s called. An’ has he really reappealcd
uncle? 1 thought the old boy had re-
tired from active business decades ago !’
“The Cavalier has not been seen for

_| many years—until last night,” replied the

earl. ‘““But your aunt and I distinctly
saw the apparition at about ten o’clock
last night. We saw 1t clearly, Montie,
walking down the Pine Avenue. And,
even as we watched, it vanished.”

“ Dear uncle, I really fail to see why
we should be driven away by this in-
terestin’ gentleman,” said Montie, shak-
ing his head. ‘It will make the hohday
more enjoyable, begad!”

“You seem to forget my dear lad,
that the Tregellis phantom 1s a very
formidable ghost” rephed Lord West-
brooke gravely. ‘ Now, boys, den’t
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smile at me. I am not at all supersti-)
tious. But if the family records are to
bo believed—and there i1s no reason to
actually scout them as preposterous—the

Cloaked Cavalier is something very ter- |

rible. It is popularly believed that people
have vanished for ever after encounter-
ing the phantom.”

“ But that’s impossible, isn’t it, sir?”
1 asked, interested.

“ It is said the ghost enfolds its vic-
tim within the wide cloak, and that the
pair then completely disappear,”’ neplied
the carl. ‘‘ That, of course, sounds very
absurd. 1 don’t suppose for a moment
that any such event ever took place. At
the same time, I don’t want you boys
to have your holiday spoilt by——’

‘“ If that’s all, uncle, then you needn’t
worry,”’ interrupted Sir Montie blandly.
‘“ Bless you, sir, we sha’n’t be frightencd.
Aunt Helen, T know, is a sport. Why,
we shall enjoy it. I've been longin’ to
gsce the ghost for years. Can’t wo go
straight to tho castle, an’ risk 1t?”’ l

The Earl of Westbrooke smiled.

“ Of course, I leave it to you, Montie,”’
he said. 1 don’'t wish to be authori-
tative, and you can decide for yourself.
But 1 advise you to como along to the
Hall. It will be quite ecasy. to run cver
to Tregellis whenever you wish. But we
will decide this as we travel up. How
many friends are you bringing?”’

* Only one,” replied Sir Montie, with
o sigh. ‘““I've bcen pressing Benny to
come, but he can't see his way clear.
It’s really too bad—especially as he has
to stay at St. Frank’s over tho holidays.”

“ Wh?r don’t you come, my boy?”’ asked
tho earl, turning to me' ganially. * The
party will be quite a small one, as it is.
I have only a few guests at the Hall,
and 1 shall, of course, bring them to
Tregellis for a day or two. There will
merely be Major and Mrs. Carstairs,
Captain Masters and his fiancée——"'

‘* Captain Masters!” 1 gasped.

““That 13 the name I mentioned,”’ re-
plied tho earl, looking at me curiously.

“\And—and Miss—Miss Dare?”’ I stam-
mercd incautiously.

‘“ Exactly—Miss Eileen Dare,” smiled
his lordship.- *‘* Apparently you know
them; Master Bennett. That is an addi-
tional reason why you should——"> '

I didn’t hcar any more of the earl's,
words. My mind was wimply in a’ whirl.
‘Bilecen Dare was: to' be among* Sir
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Montie’s gueste—at least, that is" what
it amounted to. Eileen Dare! o

I simply sat in my chair and gasped.
Nelson Lee and I knew that sweet girl
almost as well as we knew ono arnother.
During her campaign against that gang
of rascals known as The Combine, ehe
had been in contact with us almost con-
tinually. She had proved herself to beo.
a wonderful detective, although she was
a girl. 1 admired her more than I could
possibly say, and the prospect of seeing
her again thrilled me with absoluto joy.

I wasn’t idiot enough to have foolish
ideas about Eileen. Why, she was en-
gaged! I just adored her because she
was about the finest girl I'd ever. agen,
and because she was the cleverest.
Captain. Masters was a ripping sort, and
the engagement had met with my hearty
approval. .-

And then, in the middle of my sudden
delight, I felt something cold run down
my back. I wasn’t going to the castle!
I shouldn’t see Eileen! I should be
bottled up at St. Frank’s, mooning
about— .

At that point I simply had to do some-
thing, or burst a blood vessel. I acted
in an extremely rude manner, for I
sprang up from my chair, dashed to the
door, and shot out. Boéth the -earl and
Sir Montie gave utterance to surprised
exclamations, but I didn’t care.

I raced along the passage until I came
to the doorway upon which was painted
the name ‘ Mr. Peter Alvington.” 1
hammered on the panel, and burst into__
the w®tudy. Mr. Peter Alvington—n
other words Nelson Lee—was sitting at
his desk, dreamily smoking a cigar. He
looked at me sharply, hewever.

‘“ Oh, it’s you, my boy,’”’ he said as I
closed the door. ‘“ Upon my soul,
you’re looking extremely excited, Nip-

per. What’s the matter.’’
T caught my breath in with a gulp.
““Guv'nor!?’ 1 . gasped. ‘““ Miss

Eileen’s gomng to be at Tregellis Castle,

with Sir Montie—Tregeilis-West, I
mean !”’

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘““Yes, I know that, Nipper—"’

‘““ You know t?"? I yelled.

‘ Exactly,” replied Lee calmly. ¢ Asg

you aro aware, young ’'un, Miss EKileen
18 fully acquainted with the facts con-
cerning our temporary retirement at St.
Frank’s. She is one of -the trusted few
who know our secret. And she was:good

.enough -to write' to me—under~ary-'ak-
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sumed name, of course—informing me|and appreciate evervthing. And I'm
of her arrangements for Christmas—and Jolly sure that Lord Westbrooke will bLe
regrettm’g that she would be unable to | as pleased as Punch.”

mect us. ““ Very well; we will go along to your

‘““ You—you didn’t tell me, sir.”

““I didn’t want to upset you, young
'un,’”’ said the guv’nor gently. * But
I have been thinking rather seriously,
Nipper—e¥en as you entered a moment
ago, I was coming to a momentous
decision. I think Tregellis-West has
invited you to accompany him home.”

““Yes. sir, I told you yesterday.”

““ Well, since yesterday I,have been
rather worried, Nipper,”” confessed the
detective. ‘‘I really don’t see why
those accursed Chinese Tong-men should
ruin your Christmas. I, of course, am
content to remain.at St. Frank’s. But
you__”

““Yes, guv’'nor?”’ I asked breathlessly.

“ Well, you have been invited to
spend tho vacation at Tregellis Castle,”

said Nelson Lee quietly. ¢ There’s no

reason why you shouldn’t, Nipper. But
you can’t accept the invitation withoutjthe majority of the

Tregellis-West and his- uncle knowing
your real identity. It wouldn’t be play-
ing the game.”

““ You're—you're not going to let the
cat out of the bag?”’ I gasped.

Nelson Lee nodded.

“ There’s no earthly reason why our
secret shouldn’t be given to those people
whom we know we can trust,” he said,
laying @ hand upon my arm. * We can
;_%tﬁr Montie and his uncle, I am

are.  And there is your other chum—
Watsen. We have been at St. Frank’s
long -enough to know that those two
boys are trustworthy in every way. I
am convinced that we shall not increase
our danger by taking these good friends
into our confidence.”’

I looked at the guv’nor with shining
eyes.

¢ Oh, guv’nor!”’ I said, in a whisper.

““ You are pleased, eh?’ said Lee,
gently patting my arm. ¢ Of course,
‘Nipper—I quite understand. There 1s
only one point which remains doubtful—
and I don’t think that is doubtful either
—to use a paradox. Will your chums
change their attitude when they know
that you are really Nipper—a detective's
assistant?’’

I grinned. '

““ Why, if they do change, it’ll be a
chinge for the better!” I replied en-
thusiastically.  They . will understand,

study, and make the revelation!"’ smiled
Lee. “I was thinking of sending for
you when you put in such a timely ap-

pearance. Lord Westbrooko is at the
school, I believe? Let's get it over,
Nwpper.”’

I hesitated.

“ But—but what about you, guv’-
nor?”’ I asked. “ Oh, lor'! You'll
hai\t{e to stop at St. Frank's by your-
self——

““ My dear boy, you needn’t consider
me,”’ smiled "the guv'nor kindly. ‘It
will be no particular hardship for me
to remain alone. I was thinking of you
all along. You are young, and Christ-
mas is a time for good cheer.”

I didn’t like it, all the same. But Sir
Montie hadn’t invited “old Alvy,” of
course. He couldn’t very well do that—
although he almost loved the guv'nor.
Nelson Lee was simply worshipped by
. juniors in the
Ancient House. |

We were soon back at Study (. I.oo
tapped, and we entered. Sir Montie and
Tommy rose to their feet respectfully
as they saw the Houzemaster; und Lord
Westhrooke rose, also.

4 This is Mr. Alvington, sir,”" said
Sir  Montie, gallantly. ¢ The finest
Housemaster in any school, begud’
My uncle, Lord Westbrooke, sir,”” he
said, turning to Lee. '

They shook hands warmly, and we all
sat down. I made quite sure that the
door was securely closed. The winlow
was already fastened. I noticed that
my chums were eyeing me curiously.
They seemed to guess ‘that something
was in the wind.

“I am afraid you will think it rude
of me to i9terrupt in this way, " Lord
Westbrooke,”” smiled the guv'nor.
‘““ But I have a very excellent reason.
Your nephew has invited Bennett to
Tregellis Castle for the holidays. I
wish to say that Bennett i3 quite at
liberty to accept that invitation—"'

‘“ Begad!” ejaculated Sir Montio
‘“ Bennett won't hear of it, sir!”’

““ I think he will,”” smiled the guv’'nor.

"¢“T have rather a difficult statement to

make, and I scarcely know where to
begin. I am, in short, going t!o take
you all into a very solemmn confidence,
It would be unfair, of course, for me
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to ask for any binding oaths before you
know what that confidence is. But 1
am going to trust you—and 1 am satis.
ticd that I shall be safe in doing ro."’

‘The Earl of Westbrooke and 8ir Mon-
tiec and ‘T'ommy lovked rather be-
wildered.

**1--1 really don't understand, sir,
mid the earl.

“ Perhaps yon have heard of a man
named lLaoo—Nelson Lee?”  suggested
the guv’nor.

'I'he carl amiled.

'“ Havo 1 heard of him?'' he repeated.
‘“Why, bless your roul, Mr. Alvington,
I thought the name of Nelson Lee was
n hourchold word! I only met Mr. lee
once, and that was years ago. le 18 a
rrentleman 1 highly honour; he is one
of the few men who command the high-
est possible admiration from all classcs
of socicty, Mr. Lece 18 onc of Britain's
finest gentlemen.”’

1 simply hugged myu*. The guv’nor
hadn’t been fishing fod compliments—
hut he'd got thom! '

““ Hear. hear!"' murmured Sir Montie.
‘* Weren’t you telling me all about Miss
Dare, uncle? 8he und Mr. Lec did soma
fino work, didn't they—or—or rome
thin'? An' there's a roally rippin’ fel-
low named Nipper, 1 bcelieve? Begad.
I'd like to moeet Nipper—1 would,
really '

“1 think it is time for me to con-
tinue my little story,”’ smiled Nelson Lee.
* Both Nipper and myself wmie hghly
flattered at your extremely kind words
Wo don't feel quite justified in accept-
g the compliments—"'

‘* 1—1 fail to follow you, Mr. Alving-
ton," said the carl, starng.

** Ploase let mo muke my meaning
clear,”” went on the great dotective.
“* This lad, whom you know as D.ck
Bounctt, is, actually, my gessistant Nip-
per. And my own name is lee. I
don't think '1 quite descrve_the glowing
oulogy you were kind enough to voice
a- moment ago, lLord Westbrooke."

Just for a moment there was a dead
nilerice ‘in the study; and then cvery-
Lbody jumped to their feet. Sir Montie
and Tommy were looking from the guv'-
nor to me with excited, wondering eyes
Rir Montio was carried complotely out
of hia slmost perpetual state of equa-
nimity. o

* Are—are you Jokmg sir? ignsped
Trogollis- Weat,

L]

‘“Great corks!” Tommy Watson
blurted out.

‘“ There—there must be some mis-
take!” exclaimed l.ord Westbrooke
amazedly.

‘“ There is no mistake—and 1 should
not joke upon such a subject,”” was
Nelson I.co's quiet reply. ‘‘ Lord West-
brooke—boya—1 half expected that you
would be rather shocked by this sudden
revelation. But I have made it for
Nipper's sake—and I have entrusted my
secret to you, being fully confident that
you will regpect it.”’

His lordship thrust out his hand.

‘““]1 don’t pretend to understand what
all this means,’”’ ho said quietly. *‘ But
please allow me to state I am more
than delighted to meet you again. By
Gooll;ge, sir, I scarcely know what to
’a . .

"i'omm Watson made a noise like a
safety-valve emitting steam.

‘““ But—but 1 can’t realise it!”’ he
panted. ‘' Do you mean to say, Ben-
nett, that you'’re—you’re Nipper? Havo
we been diddled all this time? Great
Scott! No wonder you made things
hum in the Ancient House. I—I—
Oh, hang it all, I'm blessed if I know
whero I am!"”’

Tommmy sut down blankly, and Sir
Montic merely contented himself by
murmuring ‘‘ begad ”’ about every
other second. U'd never seen him so
completely at a loss.

PBut, when you come to think of it,
this unexpected disclosure of the guv'--
nor's was a bit of a stunner. For
months pest I had been the leader of
Study C—Dick Bennett, Sir Montie
and Tommy had regarded me as an.
ordinary schoolboy. And now, all in a
second, they had been told that I was
the assistant of the world-famous Mr.
Nelson Lee. And, furthermore, that
Mr. Alvington was Nelson Lee himself!
“In a quiet voice the guv'nor told his
listeners of the events which had led up
to our becing persecuted by the Fu
Chang ‘Tong. All that has been
described by Nelson Leo himseli in the
case which figuree in his records as
‘“ The Yellow Shadow.”’” So there's no
need for me to go all over it here.

The plain fact was that our lives were
seriously menaced by “ths murderous
Chinamen. The guv'nor explained. how
we had aought-refuge gt St. Frank™;
thow our sanctuary had proved.secure;,
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and how vitally important it was that [ ¢ Not exactly that. But it would be
the secret should be sustained. taking advantage of the situation—

Sir Montie -and Tommy listened with | wouldn’t it?"’ asked the guv’'nor quietly.
overwhelming- interest. I could see that|‘‘ Nipper will enjoy himself tremen-
they were delighted. There was no|dously, I am sure—and that will be
doubt about that. They had taken the | 8ratifying for me. But I really can't
news in the spirit I had expected of |80 with him.”

them. And Lord Westbrooke was ex- ““My dear sir—my dear sir—"’
tiemely 1r}te1'ested. - . “If you don’t mind, uncle, I'd like to
“ Amazing—-amazing!" he ex&laimed |say somethin’!"’ put 1 Sir DMontie

when Nelsen Lee had done. * My high | grmly. “It's a painful duty, but it's
opinion of you, Mr. Lee, is even.greater { got to be done. 1It’s frightfuﬂy painful,
than 1t ever was. You have shown thellll fact. Mr. Alvington, 1f you can’s
most astounding forésight and clever- | come to Tregellis Castle with us, I'm
ness in your recent movemcnts. The |afraid I shall have to withdraw my in-
fact that you sought refuge here casts| vitation to Bennett. It’s a shockin’
no discredit upon yourself. To have re- | trick of mine—but you force me to say
mained in London would have meant|!t. It's an ultimatum, begad! Either
death—I quite understand that. I sym- l‘/q?“ come with us, or Benny stops be-
pathise with you, Mr. Lee—I sympathise | hind!” : .
deeply. I sincevely trust that this| Nelson Lee laughed light-heartedly.
trouble will soon pass so that your| ‘“You're a good fellow, Tregellis-
valuablé services may be at liberty—at| West,”’ he exclaimed. ¢ Since you put
the liberty of the nation.”” it in that way, I suppose I must succumb.
““ In fairness to Nipper, I must ex-|Both Nipper and myself gladly accept
plain that it was his idea from the very | the invitation, and I am quite sure that
start,”. smiled Nelson easily. ‘It was|we shall enjoy ourselves far more at
his suggestion that we should seek | Tregellis Castle than we should have done

refuge at St. Frank’s.”” at St. Frank's.”

‘“ Benny, my boy, let me shake your But, when Nelson made that remark,
hand!” exclaimed Sir Montie enthusi- | he little realised what a grimly exciting
astically. ¢ I suppose we shall still have Chrismas holiday this was to be!
to call you Bonnett? By gad, I'm fatrly
startled—I am, really!” .

* He wrung my fist until my arm ached;
and then T%mn{y Watson hud a go. CHAPTER IL
- # Ags T mentioned before, I know that

our secret is safe,”” went on the guv'nor. ;

into my confidence is that Nipper shall SIBLE TO IMAGINE.
be at liberty to accept Tregellis-West’s TREGELLIS CASTLE lay in full

WE ARRIVE AT TREGELLIS CASTLE—AND
THEN EXPERIENCE ONE OF THE MOST

very generous invitation.’ view, . _
““ You'r> comin’ then, dear fellow?” The journey I the i%arl of
ked Sir Montie eagerly We_stbrooke s great car had been
as“eF inch of g.m 1 erinned a very enjoyable one for us. During the
svery Inchi of me: grinnec. ridle—a long one—his lordship had ex-
““ Then there’s only one.thing more to| plained to the guv’nor all about the
say,’ said Tregelhg-West, in a firm voice. | Cloaked Cavalier. I was not so inter-
“We simply can’t go away from St. H ested as I should have been ordinarily.
Frank's without Mr. Alvington accom-| For Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tre-
panying us. Of course, we mustn’t for-| gellis-West” and I were jawing to our-

get to use tho names we know, must wel | se}yes practically thé whole time.
1t's awlully neryy of e, Mf;’ Alvington, My two chums had got over the first
but I hope you Il acoept . e amazement, and were able to think of
‘“ 1 appreciate your 1nvitation, my | the whole affair clearly and calmly. All
boy,” smiled the guv’nor, * but I really | sorts of things were clear to them now,
cannot leave St. Frank’s—" which had been rather obscure before.
‘“ Because it'll be too risky?’ asked | And I knew that they both thought all

Sir Montie quickly. " -the more of me. \
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It was extremely gratifying, and I
won't be foolish enough to say otherwise.
1 was as pleased as a dog with two tails!
'I'hat’'s what people say, anyhow. Per-
sonally, 1 be]’ieve that a dog with two
tails would be decidedly unhappy. It's
possible to have too much of a good
thing ! .

1 had often mentioned to the guv'nor,
during our private little chats at 8t.
Frank's, that Sir Montic and Tommy
sometiines asked me questions which were
very cinbarrassing. These two fellows
were true blue—thev were my chums—
and it didn’t reem ‘‘ on the square’’ to
keep them deceived.

Nelson Lee had nEpre(-int.od the force
of my remarks. but had said that it was
highly necessary to sustain our secret.
Yct what harm had been done? The Earl
of Westhrooke was to be implicitly
trusted, and Tommy and Montic were
quite old mmugh to realise the -peril of

our position. They wouldn’t breathe a
word.

But my own position at 8t. Frank’s
would bo ever »0 much improved when
the new term startcd. In my own study,
at least, 1 could be myself. 1 could be
Nipper. Up till now 1 had been prac-
ticaﬁy living a lie the whole time.

I had impressed upon the two Re-
movites the necessity of maintaining
appearances. Although they knew that
1 was Nipper, and that ' Mr. Alving-
ton "’ was Nelson Lee, they would have
to be very carefu' not to make any slip.
And they both agreed that it would be
far the safer plan to always call me
Bonnett, us heretofore. This applied at
once—even during the holidays.

And now Tregellis Castle was in sight.

“It's a rippi' old place!” said 8ir
Moantie, with a touch of pride in his
voice. 1 don't know how old it is
really. 1've never troubled to think of
those mutters, dear fellows. But ever s0
mnnly kings have stayed under its roof.
Duels have taken place in the grounds,
and all that sort of thing, you know.
Tregellis has been besieged several times
—gory battles mm the grounds, an’ round
the moat. 1 suppose the castle is a grim
old plate, really. It looks awfully cold
amd  cheerless from outside. But you
wait until you get within its doors, dear

boys!”’
_Bolh Tommy and 1
window, looking out.
Brnow was falling now.

were at the

There had been

much. moro snow in this: part of the

country, I could see. It lay thick over
everything. The car ploughed its way
through the white carpet almost noise-
lessly. The gaunt, leafless hedges and
trees were covered and clothed with the
garb of winter.

And, away towards the left, on the top
of a rising hill, stood the famous old
Tregellis Castle. The evening light was
rather gloomy, and the castle really
formed a silhouette against the leaden

sky.

%‘he effect was rather grim, as Sir
Montie had remarked. Tregellis seemed
to he a place of evil forebodings, and I
pictured to m{lself dungeons and wide,
stone-paved halls, with dark corners and
cutting draughts. :

Therc were woods on almost every side
of the castle, and it rose from amidst
them, its towers and turrets standjng out
with strange clearness. The battlements
were all covered with enow, and the walls
were nearly hidden behind thick growths
of clinging ivg. .

In spite of the strange depression which .
the castle seemed to cast upon us, there
was something very magnificent in the
spectacle. It was one of England’s most
famous mansions. It had been the home
of the Tregellis-Wests for centuries past.
As far as the eye could reach, all the
ficlds and meadows and woods were the
property of this schoolboy beside me.

And then the lodge gates came within
view, They were standing wide open,
and the car turned into the drive slowly
and sedately. Tall, stately poplars lined
the drive, but the castle was hidden-
beyond the bend.

sat back, with a little sigh.

‘“It’s a fine old place, Montie,”” T said
quietly. ‘‘ Somehow or other, that yarn
of the Cloaked Cavalier doesn’t seem so
impossible now. Amid these surround-
ings one almost expects to sce ghosts!”

“I'm not at all sure that I have been
wise in bringing you here, my boys,”’” put
in Lord Westbrooke, who had heard my
words. ‘‘ Lady Helen will be waiting for
us, no doubt—] wired from Bannington,
as you know—for she was to have driven
over to the Hall this afternoon.”

“I am glad Sir Montie insisted upon
coming here,” smiled the guv'nor. ‘“To
tell you the truth, Lord Westbrooke, I
am rather interested in this Cloaked
Cavaher. It is strange, is it not, that the
apparition should appear last night after
an absence of many years?”’ '

‘“ Infernally-strange!” ‘agrecd his lord-
ship, with a frown. ** As 1 have told you,
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Mr. Lee—I mean Mr. Alvington—the
Tregellis pnantom has never been seen
by any member of the present family
until yesterday. And I will swear that
my sister and I were not the victims of
imagination. Lady Helen is singularly
clear-headed, and she took it all as a
matter of course. Indeed, I believe she
rather enjoyed the experience. At all
events, she 1s in no way upset.”.

A minute later the big motor-car came
to a point where the castle lay in full
view. The poplar-enclosed drive dropped
behind, and before us stretched the great
lawns, now dazzlingly white, with the
castle "beyond. These, 1 afterwards
learned, were called the south lawns; the
north lawns were on the other side of the
great building.”

In the remote past a wide moat had
surrounded the castle, but this had been
filled in .years ago. The massive draw-
bridge, however, was still intact, although
it was perpetually fixed in its lowered
position.

The car rolled slowly across it, turned
to the right, and passed along the impos-
ing front of -the ancient building. We
drew up at the foot of the wide, shallow
steps. The great door of the castle stood
open; and I could see that the portal was
large enough to admit the motor-car
itself, if it could have mounted the steps.

We all tumbled out, stamping our feet
vigorously. The steps. were brushed
neatly, but a fresh film of snow  had
covered the smooth stonework. An old
man, with bent shoulders, came down
ge? the door, smiling respectfully.

nind him were three footmen.

‘¢ Welcome home, eh?’’ said Sir Montie
genially. ¢ How are you, Fenn? Lookin’
as sprightly as ever; begad!”

Fenn—the butler, I presumed—shook
his head.

“ Not sprightly, Sir Montgomery,' he
cxclaimed, ‘ but there’s life in me yet—
and will be for another ten years—please
Heaven! It's glad I am to see you, sir!
My, you have grown, and no mistake!'"

{ could see that Fenn was somewhat
privileged. He was an old retainer, and
had known Sir Montie since that cheerful
youth had been a tiny toddler. ‘

We passed up the steps, and entered
the stately hall, leaving Fenn to super-
intend the removal of our baggage. I
was pleasantly surprised to find that the
great hall was bl")i‘ghtly illuminated with
numerous sprays of electric lights. There
wasn't a glooiny corner in its whole
depth. . . .

TREGELLIS CASTLE 0

Lady Helen Tregellis-West greeted us
warmly, and wasz duly introduced to the
guv'nor and me under our assumed
names. There was no necessity for her
to know the actual truth.

She was Montie’'s aunt—Lord West-
brooke’s sister, of course. For an ‘ old
maid '’ she was one of the jolliest persons
I had ever met. It was difficult to deter-
mine her age, but I guessed that she must
have been just over forty. She was one
of those women who make you at home
in the first minute.

The earl had wired from Bannington,
briefly stating that Sir Montie was bring-
ing two school chums with him and a
gentleman friend, and we found that a
large bedroom had been prepared for the
use of Sir Montie and Tommy and me.
We could have had two each, if we had
wanted them—there were dozens to spare
—but this arrangement met with our
entire apgroval. )

““ It's better that we should be to-
gether, dear fellows,”’ said Sir Montie,
as we inspected our bedroom. ¢ Begad,
those beds look rippin’, don’t they? Aunt
Helen knows how to make a fellow com-
fortable! Bein’ the lord of the manor,
so to speak, I am supposed to occupy the
best suite; but I wouldn’t give tuppence
for it, dear boys! I much prefer to be
with you!”

Our sleeping apartment was situated in
the east wing, and was furnished superbly
—not with a lot of cld-worm-eaten fur-
niture that had been in the family for
countless ages, but with modern furniture
of the most expensive kind. The carpet
was like down; the beds were master-
pieces in themselves. Lady Helen had
verzr wisely decided that we boys would
prefer something up-to-date.

There were many bedrooms in the west
wing which were filled with the most

riceless treasures in the furniture line—
geds that kings had slept in, and all that
sort of thing.

Nelson Lee’s room was in the same cor-
ridor as our own, and a*little farther
down. Like ours, it was fitted with elec-
tric light; the whole castle, in fact, was
ablaze, for the lights in the corridors were
full on, and there wasn't a gleomy corner
anywhere. .

'Fhere were Christmas decorations all
over the place, and a general air of gaiety
seemed to pervade the atmosphere. Sir
Montie's injunction to wait until we got
within the castle doors was easily to be
understood, for, although the great build-

Ling waj sinister and gloomy insppear-:
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ance from outside, the interior was a
lnce of comfort and warmth and cheer-
ulness. .

At all eventa, we shouldn’t be afraid of
meeting the family ghost in any of the

There wasn’t a nook

passagen. . : or a
cranny that remained in shadow.
Having wathed and dressed, we

descended the fine old staircase, and
found the guv’'nor and Lord Westbrooke
chatting in the lounge hall. Two great
log firer were burning, and the guv’nor
and his companion were standing before
one of them, smoking. _
From the polished oaken beams, high
above, hung festoons of holly and mistle-
tor, and the walls were decorated with
horns and antlers and stuffed deer heads.
I regarded the scene with approval.
()rmursn, I didn’t expect to see Eileen
Dare yet awhilee. 8he and Captain
Masters were guests of the Earl of West-
brooke, and were staying, naturally, at
Westhrooke Hall, seven miles away. The
earl himaclf would leave us to Lady
Helen's tender mercios after dinner.

On the morrow, probably, we should
run over to the Pial'i’, OB Erleo.n and her
finncé would come tq us. It was merely
a matter of arrangement, The Hall was
in telephonic communication with Tre-
ellis, so we could ring up whenever we

iked.

*“ Yeos, it's queer, Mr. Alvington,”’
lord Westbrooke was saying as he
stroked his grey moustache. ‘' So far as
the records show, the phantom has not
been seen at the castle during the last
seventy years. Indeed, 1 have always
believed that the ghost was merely a
myth. Most famous old houses have a
ghost of some kind, you know, and there
are naturally many exaggerated tales told
concerning these supposedly supernatural
phenomena.”

‘** Personally, I have never had the
leasure of meeting a recal ghost face to
ace,”” smiled Nelson Lee. ‘* All the
spooks of my experience have turned out
to be very human. Of course, } don’t
suggest anything of that sort with regard
to this Cavalicr of yours, Lord Weet-
brooke."’

** The thing which my sister and 1 saw
last night was not flesh and blood,’”’ said
the earl quietly. * It was hazy; yet, at
tho same time, we saw the outline of the
figure most distinctly.”

*“ Did it resemble a man, uncle?'’ asked
Sir Montie languidly,

“Oh, 1 didn't know, ¥>u boys were
here!" said Lord Westbrooke, turning.
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“ We’d better change the subject. 1
don’t want to frighten you.”
‘“ Oh, 1 say, that’s rather too bad!”
rotested Montie. ‘‘ We're not girls!
e don’t get frightened just because a
few enterprisin’ spectres get lively. I'd
like to see this Cavalier johnny, begad !”’

‘ People generally say that before wit-
nessing a sight such as your aunt and
myself saw last evening, Montie,”’ replied
the earl grimly. ¢ Mind you, I’m not ner-

t

vous. I wasn’t upset. But, to bo candid,
the thing was startling, and I didn’t like
it. And the fact that this phantom is

popularly supposed to appear at Christ-
mastime prompted me to alter the
arrangement. But you’re a wilful young
beggar, Montie, and you get your own
way. hope no further manifestation
will occur, that’s all !’

‘““ Dear fellows, it’s no good! My uncle
simply won’t regard us as human bein’s,”’
sighed Montie. ‘‘ He seems to think that
we shall crumble away if the ghost
appears. Personally, I'm longin’ to see
the gentleman.”

Lord Westbrooke smiled.

“Well, there’s nothinq particularly -
hqrrlfymg in tho Cavalier’s aspect,” heo
said. ** By what Lady Helen and myself
could seo, the figure was that of a tall
man in a picturesque costume which

reesombled that of a Cavalier. His cloak.
was long and flowing, and he held it
stretched out an either side.’’

“Did it disappear suddenly?’ asked
the guv’'nor.

‘“ Without the slightest warning.
was, in fact, approaching us when 1t
stopped in its tracks and disappeared,”
replied Montie’s uncle. *‘ It didn’t simply
turn a corner, or anything like that.
There was no obstruction—nothing! It
mmplf céased to exist? That’s the best
way I can describe it.’ |

“y

“H’'m!” murmured Nelson Lee.
am quite interested.”’ -

‘““ Well, 1 should be interested if it
wasp’t for the phantom’s sinister reputa-
tion,”” remarked the earl. ‘ Many by-
gone members of our family have posi-
tively declared that the Cavalier is pos-
sessed of terrible powers. If any unfor-
tunate person is rash enough to venture
within a certain distance of the appari-
tion, he or she is struck helpless on the
spot. The Cavalier then approaches and
envelopes the unforturate victim within
its cloak. On the second, both dis
appear.”

he guv’nor smiled.
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““ That scunds rather exaggerated, 1'm
afraid,”’ he remarked.
. It does; it sounds impossible,” agreed
Westbrooke. ““ It is rather significant,
however, that two or three members of

our family have mysteriously disappeared | |

while staying at Tregellis. They have
retired at night, and have never been
seen again.”

‘““ It was probably those mysterious dis-
appearances which might give rise to the
story of the j}hantom’s extraordinary
powers,”” smiled Nelson Lee. ¢ Really,
Lord Westbrooke, you must forgive me
if I appear sceptical —"’

‘‘ Bless your life, I'm sceptical myself!”
laughed the earl. “In fact, I don’t
believe for a moment that any ghost
could make a human being disappear.
An apparition might cause death, but it
can’t dispose of a body. No, no; that’s
rather too difficult to credit !’

Just then the echoes were awakened
by the sonorous booming of the dinner
gong, and the discussion was adjourned.

We were all free and easy—that night
espeoiglly. But there were no formali-
ties of any kind, and wouldn’t be. Lady
Helen was a very bomely hostess, and
she did not insist upon everything being
just so.

On Boxing-day, I understood, there
wcre to be quite a number of visitors—
many relations and other guests. At
present, however, our party was small.
We only occupied just the end of the
enormous dining-table. .

The dining-room itself was a sombre,
aistely. apartment wusually. But at
present, what with the decorations and
the brilliant lights, it presented a very
gay and festive aspect.

The meal was a jolly one. Lady Helen
roved herself to be a clever and witty
ostess. 8She kept us smiling dontinu-
ally. Nelson Lee was just himself, and
nobody else. For the time he had left
“ Mr. Alvington " at St. Frank’s, and I
was delighted. The earl, too, added to
the general good humour,

I could see that we were gomg to enjoy
our Christmas holiday at Tregellis—at
leagt, that is what I reckoned then. If
I thought anything about the phantom
at all, it was merely idle speculation, I
didn’t even think that we should see the
thing. Family ghostsa don’t appear just
when they’re required.

It was towards the end of dinner when
the first inkling came that all was not
to go as smoothly as we believed.

.

IY

An inkling!

. That's hardly the right wora, for ths
interruption was of a most startling
character. Lord Westbrooke was just
reaching the point of a joke he was re-
ating, and we were getting ready to
laugh, when a strange sound came to our
ears. .

It seemed to be a gasping cry of
horror. The earl ceased speaking, an4
wo looked at one another almiost fur-
tivelr. What had that cry been® Thero
was a moment’s dead silence within tha
lofty apartment.

And as we sat there the cry was re-
eated. But this time it was doubly as
oud, and rose to a wild shriek of abso-
lute terror It sent a shiver down my
baai:k, and I saw Lady Helen turn a trifle
pale.

““ What—what was that?””’ she asket
falteringly.

“The cry of a man in mortal fear,”
replied . Nelson Lee, with all his old
crispness. ‘‘ [t came from the grounds,
I believe. Shall we go to the window ™’

“Yes—yes!"” said Westbrooke quickly.
“'Pon my soul, I can’t understand
The windows lead out upon the balcony,
and we can obtain a clear view -of the
north lawns from there.”

They were French windows, and the
guv’'nor opened one of them and steppe
out upon the snow-swept balcony. An
icy draught chilled me as I followed closs
upon Nelson Lee's heels.

Sir Montie and his uncle and Tommy
Watson came pressing after me, but
Lady Helen, I believe, remained at the
table.

“Good gracious!”’ I heard the gurv’'nor
mutter. o

‘““ What is it, sir?’ I asked huskily.

Nelson Lee did not reply, but I heard
him draw his breath in sharply. The
others came tumbling out upon the
balcony. And for a second there was
confusion, For the darkness out there
was intense after the brilliancy of the
dining-room

I stared into the blackness, but could
sco nothing except the dim outline of the
trees against the night sky. The cold
air made me shiver, and I seemed to feel
that something uncanny was near by.

‘“Great Cwesar!” muttered Tommy
Watson. ‘ What—what is it?” -

“1 can’t see anythin '’

‘“ There, Bennett—there!"

- Tommy  pulled ma aside, and I thon
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anderstood. The bulk of the guv’nor’s
body had been in my way, but now I
saw, away across the lawn, an extraordi-
nary figurc. As I watched my flesh
seemed to contract.

1 knew, in a flash, that 1 was looking
upon the Cloaked Cavalier!

The figure was visible, in spite of the
darkness, and was moving slowly across
the lawn at the far corner of it. It was
not coming towards us, but walked at an
angle. And every line of the apparition
was clearly visible.

Yot how could that be possible—in
such darkness?

I clenched my fists and watched. The
thing appeared to be a man, attired  1n
strance clothing, and with a long, flow-
Ing cloak outstretched. The whole vision
appeared to exude ‘a faintly greenish
haze—a haze which was wholly un-
earthly.

T could sec no face, and I gasped when
1 rcalised that the apparition was head-
loss! It was moving across the snow
with swaying, ungainly strides. The|
wide terrace lav only a few fcet away--—
I could dimly see the outline of the north
wing beyond. .

We all watched with acute fascination.
Speech was denied us; we could only
stand ibere and gaze uporn this mon-
strous appearance.

It seemed to be hours before the Cava-
lier reached the terrace—yet, as 1 after-
wards realised, the whole terrible inci-
dent occupied only fifteen seconds. They
were seconds of great tension.

Just as the phantom reached the edge
of the terrace I fancied I saw a reflection
of.the greenish glow—a repetition of the
haze. And I caught my breath in with
a gulp as I detected the figure of a man
standing full in the path of the oncoming

spectre, ‘ ~

He was standing quite still, one
shoulder apparently lower than the
other. His face was invisible, for he
stood broadside to us. His whole atti-
tude was one of frozen horror. It was

this man who had screamad! He was
standing there, transfixed with fright.

I recalled the earl’s words—I pictured

—

And then J.ord Westbrooke spoke.
His voice was unnatural, and he scemed
to form the words with an efforb,
“Gill!"” he exclaimd hoarsely.
Gill, one of the gardeneys——"

Y] It,ﬂ
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““ The—the thing’s makin’ for him!”’
gasped Sir Montje.

His uncle shook himself violently.

““ Run, man!’ he shouted, his voice
harsh with alaxrm and- exciteinent.
“Run, you blockhecad! Don’t stand
there—"’

The earl broke off.

The figure of Gill was. visible—clearly
visible. Yet the night was as black as
pitch! Everything in the near vicinity
of the apparition was bathed in an ecrie,.
unnatural glow. It wae like nothinlg on
earth. :

The man didn’t move; he seemed to
be turned to stone. And then—then

I shuddered violently, and clenched my
teeth with an effort. Ifor the Cavalier
was right upon the motionless gardener
now. The wide cloak outstretched
further, and then curled itself round
Gill’s form.

A wild, despairing cry wailed out—a
cry which secemed to turn my very blood
to water. Only the faint greenish glow
remained. And, as I watched, this grew
dim ; it seemed to’fade-— :

I started forward, staring—staring.

The Cloaked Cavalier had vanished!
Nothing could be seen but the dim out-
line of the baftlements against the night
sky. An icy wind sighed round the
gables of the castle. .The wide expanscs
of snow were.just visible. ‘

““ Great Heaven!”’ muttered the Karl
of Westbrooke.

That exclamation broke the spell. 1
heard Sir Montie sigh deeply; 1 heard
the guv’nor take a deep breatn; I found—
myself shivering from head to foot. And
then I found my voice.

‘““What—what happened to the man?”’
I asked, trying to speak steadily.

‘“I don’t know—I don’t know, my
boy !’ said Nelson Lee sharply. * But
I'll swear there was trickery at work.”
_““Trickery!” said the earl. ‘' Impos-
sible, Sil('] ! 1 It wa,sht-he Cavalier again—he
appeared last might! But Gill—wha
heares g W t of

Nelson Lee didn’t want to hear the
rest of Lord Westbrooke’s sentence;
neither did I. We both leaped over the
low stonework of the balcony, and ran
quickly along the path, through the
snow. Behind us came Tommy and
Montie. I hcard the earl talking ex-
| citedly and agitatedly to his sister.

In a few moments the guv’nor and I
reached the terrace which bordered the

i
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north wing. Lee suddonly checked, and
gripped my arm.
ho said

‘“ Wait, young
tensely. ,

That awful feeling of horror had left
me by now, and I was thrilling with ex-
citement and eagerness.

Nelson Lee took out his- automatio
cigarctte ligchter, and sparked it. A
bright little flame sprang up. Shading
oit from the wind, Lee held it close to the
ground. A single set. of footprints led
onwards.

“ Gill's tracks!"' muttered the guv'nor.
'Y Come, Nipper!" .

We walked on quickly, until we came
to the spot where the terrace ran flush
with the lawn. And here the footsteps
turned abruptly. They faced the lawn.
We walked on a pace, and—and——

“ Upon ,mly goul!” murmured Nelson
Lee, amazedly.

I stared"dowr, and Montie and Tommy
bchind me craned forward.

The footprints ended abruptly, and we
were yards from any wall or tree! They
‘ended at the edge of the lawn, with un-
broken show on every hand. And then
I uttered a great shout. For I had
realise the terrible truth.

Gill's footprints were the only ones
visible! -

The Cloaked Cavalier had crossed the
lawn without leaving a single trace!

’un-;-wait I

——— el

CHAPTER III
WE ARE ALT, VERY UPSET, AND NELSON
LEE I8 AT A LOS§—WE RETIRE IN A DIS-
TURBED FRAME OF MIND, AND THEN
ELSON LEE'S little Lght grew
N dim, and went out.

We were left in the darkness,

with the ohill wind blowing upon

our uncovered heads, and with our lightly

shod feet rapidly becoming soaked.
Nobody spoke for a few moments.
The phantom had left no footprints!
The marks made by Gill, the stricken
‘gardener, were as clear as day in the
thick snow—and they ended abruptly!
That was the startling, amazing thing—
they ended abruptly, as though the man
had flown into the sky itself.

The snow upon the lawn stretched out
in an unbroken éxpanse, yet the Cloaked
Cavalier had walked right across it!

|

—

|
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as though the lawn was just a lawn; for
tho time being it had changed its charac-
ter and had ome a great stretch ot
yielding snow. A bird could not have
walked across it without leaving a trace.
Th; snow was soft and powdery, and—
and—

I felt myself beginning to shiver again,
and it was not with the cold.

The thing was impoassible!

Nothing human could have crossed
that lawn without leaving the marks of
his progrees across its surface. And
what did that imply? What could be the
only explanation? The Cloaked Cavalier
had been a mere apparition, with oo
solidity !

I had read of ghosts passing through
walls, and such nonsense of that sort.
But this was the same—exactly the samc!
No trickery ever devised by the mind ot
man could account for this astounding
bappening. It was weird—uncanny.

Nelson Lee, I know, was vastly im-
%remed. Sir Montie Tregellis-West and

ommy Watson did not speak a word.
They just stood beside me, motionless
and silent. There was nothing to say,
indeed. We were all thunderstruck.

But, after a few moments, the guv’'nor
touched my arm. ‘

““Come, boys,” he saii quisctly.

He turned and walked back along the
torrace. We followed without a word,
and when we arrived at the French win-
dows of the dining-room we found the
Earl of Westbrooke there, with [Lady
Helen beside him.

“Did you tind the poor fellow?”’ he
asked huskily.

* Something very extraordinary has
happgned. Lord Westbrooke,”’ answered
Lee, in a steady voice. ‘‘ I don't pretend
to acoount for it at present. The man
you referred to as Gill is nowhere to be
seen. His footprints lead to a certamn
point, and no further. By some strange
means he has disappeared.”

“ Man alive! You don't mean—

‘“Please don't got excited!' inter
rupted the guv’'nor, setting a fine ex
ample by remaining as cool as ice him
self. ““ Gill has vanished, and the ap
pearances are strikingly significant. The
powers you a@tributed to the Tregelh:
phantom appear to be juatitfied. At the
very moment the speotre ceased to be
visible, 80 Gill ceased to be visible. Both

vanished simultaneously, and there seems

We had seon him—clearlyl It was not{ to be no explanation whatever.”
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“ It 18 ghastly—ghastly !"* muttered the
earl.. i .

Lady Helen caid nothing, but listened
with one hand at her neck, and with her
cyes expressing very real horror.

‘““ It is really impossible to form any
conclusion at the moment,”” went on the
uv’'nor smoothly. *‘‘ We must procure
fights, and examine thc terrace more
thoroughly. Will you cause inquiries to
be made, Lady Helen? Gill may have
fled indoors—we don’t know. I only
examined the spot for a momens.”

Our hostess went off at once, and we
all procceded to the great hall, where we
waited while lanterns were procured.
The experienco scemed to have had a
gubduing effect upon us, and our faces
werc drawn and pale. :

' What do you think, Benneit?’ asked
Watson unsteadily.

“I'm hanged if I know what to think,”
1 replied, in, a low voice. *‘1t’s—it’s
jolly quecer, Tommy. I've never scen a
ghost before, but—"

I broke off, and Sir Montie stared at
me hard.

““Do you think that Cavalier was a
ghost?”’ he asked quietly.
*“Don’t you?”’

““Dear boy, I'm flustered—I'm all
worked up inside,” declared the young
owner of Tregellis. ‘' Family ghosts are
all very well, but they’re deucedly up-
scttin’, Begad! An’ 1it’s rather hornd
when they start interferin’ with people !”’

Lord Westbrooke came over to us.

““You youngsters had betfer stop in-
doors,”” he exclaimed. *‘‘It’s an infernal

pity”you went out on to that balcony

“That’s all right, sir,” 1 interrupted,
smiling. ‘' We’'re not more startled than
anybody else. And I'm dying to go out
to have a look at those footprints. You
ncedn’t worry about us in the least—
we've got pretty sound nerves.”

“By George!’ said his lordship.
‘“ What are boys coming to nowadays? 1
thought you’d be on the point of collaps-
Ing, you young rascals! Well, if you
want to go, I don’t suppose I can stop
ycu.”

He tricd to speak chee#fully, but it was
a miserable failure. He couldn’t control
the unsteadiness of his voice. It wasn’t
the phantom itself which had startled us
8o much; it was the uncanny disappear-
ance of the gardener, Where had the

I tion?
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man gone? And how had he been spirited
away? | )

Spirited away! That’s an expression
which 1s often used when somebody had
been kidnapped; but this affair was an
actual case of spiriting! Gill had just
vanished into thin air—that’s what i&
amounted to.

Although the servants had seen
nothing, they guessed things. Old Fenn,
the butler, brought us lanterns, and kb
could see that he looked agitgted. If he
didn’t know anything, he guessed much.
And after that came a report that Gill
had gone out to attend to one of his
minor duties, and had not returned.

With our feet encased in our qutdoor
boots, we felt mnore comfortable. We
donned our overcoats and caps, and the
oaken door was opened. Lord West-
brooke accompanied us this time, and we
trudged through the snow with three
powerful lanterns. |

Small flakes were descending thickly,
and the air was as keen as a razor. The
wind had risen a bit, and moaned round
the old pile eerily. Somehow the very
instant we left that cheerful hall a weight
of depression seemed to descend ypon our

| shoulders.

‘“ It’s a pity we didn’t rescue the poor
fellow by force I’ remarked the earl, as
we trod through the snow. “ We could,
at least, have saved him from this dread-
ful fate!” )

‘““You seem to overlook the fact, Lord
Westbrooke, that the whole incident did
not occupy the half of a minute,” put in
Nelson Lee quietly. ‘‘ Probably the s i
of time seemed much longer, bﬁ%
wasn’t. Even if we had rushed to the
spot, we could not have arrived in time.”’

‘““ I suppose not—I suppose not,”” mut-
tered his lordship shakily.

We arrived at the lawn once more, and
cast our lights about in every direction.
Right away stretched the snow—a pure
white sheet. Nothing human had
towched it, and Gill’s footprints just came
to an abrupt stop. There was not even
an indication that his feet had been
shufled. The prints in the snow were
clear and well defined. Gill had stood in
that one spot, and had been no more!

He could not even have retraced his
steps 1n his own track. Both the guv’nor
and I were experienced in this sort of
thing, and a glance told us that the foot-
prints were single ones.

But where had the man gore to?
Surely—surely there was some explana-

But yet, when I stared at that
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great expanse of undisturbed snow, a

strange nervousness took possession of]a thing might be possible, sir,”’

me.

I saw the guv’'nor looking upwards, but | li

he needn’t have taken the treuble. Over
onr heads was nothing but the leaden
sky. At this spot, near the edge of the
lawn, we were yards from-the nearest
tree, and as many 'yards from the north
wing itself. If Gill bhad jumped, he would
merely have landed in the snow again.

He hadn’t jumped—he had just ceased
to exist.- '

“It’'s a terrible affair—a horrible
affair!” exclaimed the Earl of West-

brooke. ¢ We can’t get over the facts,
Mr. Alvington. We all saw that uncanny
thing walking across the lawn. No
human being could do,so without leaving
very visible traces behind him. Thus we
can onlfr coMe to one conclusfon. 1t was
a ghostly visitation, and it would be rank
nonsense to suggest otherwise.”

“T am not  satisfied, by any means,”
declared the guv’nor quietly.

““ But how can you doubt—'

“If we had merely seen the ghost it-
celf, I might, perhaps, have accepted it,”’
gaid Nelson Lee. ¢ But to believe that
a spirit—a mere: ghost-form—oould

~envelop a living man and cause him to
‘fade into nothingness—no, Lord West-
brooke, I cannot accept that!”

“ But, my dear sir, what can you
suggest?’ |
. ““At the moment I can suggest
nothing,” was Nelson Lee’s reply. “.I
can only say that I am completely
amazed. There are two ways of looking
.at this.thing. First, we will assume that
the hazy figure was a '‘mere apparition.
Could such a phantom cause the dis-
appearance of the man Gill? No, Lord
Westbrooke; it couldn'tt I am ver
emphatic upon that point. Nothing will
convince me!”’
o« B'ut you saw with your own eyes
““ I saw what appeared to be an impos-
sible happening,” said . the guv'nor
quietly, ‘“ but I have never yet encoun-
tered the puzzle which had no solution.
Even supposing that the whole incident
was the result of chever trickery, there
are fatal flaws. Why should any trickery
be perpetrated? What could be the
‘object of such eiaborate fakery? Why,
above all, should an under-gardener be
victimised? Frankly, I don’t know what
to make of the affair. It is a complete

. mystery I”. :

»
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“You talk of trickery as thouzgh such
put in.
I’ve never believed in ghosts in all my
fe. But I do know that nothing solid
could cross this lawn without making

deep marks! My own common sense
tells me that!"’

‘“ Exactly, Bennett!” agreed Nelson
Lee. “ The absence of fontprints and
the abrupt termination of Gill’s track are
points which seem impossible to explamn.
But we must not jump to conclusions.”

“I'm thinking of the danger,”” said
Lord Westhrooke. * Don't you think wa
had better all run over to the Hall, Mr.
Alvington? 1 don’t like to think thaf
we’re running away, but, hang it all, the
monstrous thimi may appear again' It
may create further mischief!”’

Nelson Lee smiled.

“I am inclined to wish that it would
appear again,”’ he said. ‘“ To tell you the
truth, Lord Westbrooke, T am extremely
keen to Investigate this very singular
phenamenon, and I wouldn’t leave the
castle under any congyderation! Thae
boys, I am convinced; will remain. It
wouldn’t be cowardly to run away under
the circumstances——"’ |

“1 vote wc stay here, anyhow,”” I put
in quietly.

‘“ Benny, boy, that’s just what 1 was
goin’ to sxy myself,”” murmnred Sir
Montie. ¢ This is my home, an’ I'm not
goin’ to desert it. I'm game to risk
bein’ melted into thin air by the phan
tom!”’ ,

‘“ Same here,’’ said Tommy Watson un-
steadily.

I looked at him, and saw that he was
very pale. Tommy had heaps of pluck,
but the recent happenings had completely
unnerved him. He was more affected
than any of us, but he wouldn’t have
admiatted it for arything in the world.

We retraced our steps, and entered the
castle once more. There wasz nothing to
be gained by remaining out in the snow—
except, perhaps, a chaice selection of bad
colds. We had done all we could for tho
moment.

The one concrete fact which stood out
above all else was that Frederick (iill, the
under gordener, had vanished. Search-
ing for him was impossible, for we had
no starting-point. And the snow was
now coming down in thicker clouds than
ever. Lqrd Westbrook had glanced at
the sky rather anxiously as we mounted
the steps. | ]

*“ ] was thinking of gning home to-

€C
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night,”’ he remarked, when w
the great lounge hall agam. )
I'd better not, considering everything.

The snow won’t detain .me, but the boys | ton,”” his lqrdshi

may feel that they are being deserted.”

The boys grinned.

‘““ You needn’t worry about that,
uncle,”’ said Sir Montie. I wouldn’t
dream of bein’ disrespectful, but you
needn’t remain on our account. We've
got Mr. Alvin’ton—an’ he’s a rippin’
guardian !”’ . |

““ True—true!” said Montie’s uncle
rcadily. I don’t suppose I should be a
ha'porth of good if 1 did remain. But I
was thinking of my moral obligation t¢
the lot of you, if you understand me.
However, I am quif‘:a willing to entrust
the boys to your care, Mr. Alvington.”

‘“If you think it would be better for
them to go to Westbrooke Hall with you, {
I won’t say a word to hinder.” )

“ Oh, I say!’ 1 protested. “ We don’t’
want to bunk, sir!”’ '

““ Which is a direct implication #hat I
am going to ‘ hynk,” eh?” exclaimed the
earl, with. twinkling . eyes. * Well, 1
supposce. I am. But I am doing so because
there arc guests arriving at the Hall to-
night, and I feel that it 13 my duty to be

resent. I am certainly ngt scared away
y the Cloaked Cavalier!”’

Lord Westbrooke spoke in a jocular
tone. The truth of the matter was the
brilliant clectric lichts, blazing log fires,
the cheerful warmth of everything with-
in the great hall, all contributed to the
casting away of our former funk. I'm
not ashamed to admit it. 1t had been
funk—mnothing else.

I’m not saying that we were actually
cheerful. The uncanny disappearance of
Gill weighed upon us heavily. If 1t had
not been for that aspect of the case, we
should have been quite jolly by this time.
The effects of secing the apparition had
completely dispersed. It was Gill’s
strange fate which~ worried us all so
deeply. '

And while Lord Westbrooke made pre-
parations for departure, the guv’nor set
about the task of interviewing some of
the servants. He was anxious to find out
the gardener’s precise movements during
the hour previous to the appearance of

L

e stood inpoint of departure,
‘ Perhaps | guv’nor were having a few words.

the spectre.

I didn’t know the result of Nelson Lee’s
questioning at the time, for Montie and
Tommy and I had gone upstairs to
cLange our wet socks and don clean ones.
When we came down, thé earl was on the
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and he and the

‘““ A splendid suggestion, Mr. Alving-
was saying. ‘‘ Take
the boys into the billiard-room and amuse
them for a while. It may prevent them
from brooding,too much over what has
occurred. But about the police? I don’t
think we are called upon to consult them
—to-night, at all events.. Gill has gone,
but the police couldn’t do anything, even
if they came. The morning will be time
enough, Mr. ‘Alvington—quite time
enough. Ah, Helen, I'm glad to see you -
are looking a little better |”
Lady Helen had just appeared.

‘““ That's mean of you, Gerald!’ she
smiled. ‘ You were far more upset than
I was! Why, you were so excited that
you could hardly speak for a moment!”’

“ How Women do exaggerate!”’ pro-
tested her brother, lifting up his hands.
‘“ T suppose i1t’s no good my denying that
statement. It would only lead to end-°
less argument. ’Pon my soul, Helen, it’s
rather lucky I’'m goirrg! If I had stayed,
we should have been arguing until three
in the morning!”’

Lady Helen laughed. I found out after-
wards that she and her brother never
could agree on any point. As a result,
they resorted to argument, and, as often.
as not, the earl lost his temper at the
finish. Montie gave me this scrap of
family information with many chuckles,

The Earl ‘of Westbrooke was rather
glad to leave, I imagined. He wasn’t in
the least cowardly, or anything like thats _
but our experience had undoubtedly dis-
turbed him more than he would admait.

And, after all, he was leaving the
guv'nor in charge. His lordship knew
that the household couldn’t have been in
better hands than those of Nelson Lee.

After the earl’s car had departed, we
all stood before the fires in the great hall
and talked together—Tommy and Montie

‘and I at one fire, and Nelson Lee and

.Lady Helen at the othenr.

~ After about five minutes

beckoned to us. |
““Under all, the -circumstances, my

boys, Lady Helen has decided that it will

be, better for us to retire. early,” said
‘ ‘““ We will just amuse our-

, the guv’nor

Nelson Lee.
selves In the billiard-room for an hour
and then go to bed.” :
Lady Helen nodded in agreement,
“Mr. Alvington has comforted mo
wonderfully !’ she smiled.' “¢ It is terrible
‘about Mr. Gill, but there may be soma



¢ Without any previous warning two men ran towards me, and | was

soon overpowered,''—(Ses paye 29.)
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simple explanation, after all. Don’t
worry, Montig! To-morrow, perhaps, the
mystery will be cleared up.””

“Begad, I hope so!”
Montie.

His aunt bade us good-night, and then
retired. Nelson Lee led the way along
the wide, brightly illuminated corridors
until we came to the superbly appointed
bilhard-room. Here we found a fire as
cheerful as those in the lounge hall. The
guv’nor set his back to it and it a cigar.

““ Now, boys,” he said easily, *“ I'm
going to leave it to you! Shall we play,
or shall we have a little chat?’

_‘“ About the ghost?’ asked Tommy
Watson uneasily.

““ ’'m not sure that there is a ghost,
Watson,” replied Lee, ‘ We are private
here, and so we may talk freely. You
know my little secret. You know that
1 am not mercly a simple schoolmaster,
and perhaps you will understand the keen
‘interest I take In this matter.” |

murmured

‘“ Rather, sir!” said Tregellis-West.
““ But you—you tracK criminals, don’t
you? Forgers, an’ pickpockets, an’!

murderers,-an’ burglars? Ghosts ain’t in
your line, are they, sir?”’ |
The guv’nor looked thoughtful.

“ 1t all depends, my boy,” he repled.
‘“ There are two types oif ghosts—those
which are supernatural apparitions, and
thase which are not. So far I have only
expérienced the latter. My dealings with
ghosts have invariably led to an arrest
at the finish.”

‘““ Are you suggesting that there are
criminals at work here, sir?”’ 1 asked
cagerly.

‘1 hardly like to make any positive
statement, Nipper,”” said Nelson Lee.
““ But the facts are peculhiar. For one
thing, why should any criminals choose
the castle for their haunting ground?
And how could any criminals fake up
what we saw to-night? The Cloaked
Cavalier crossed the lawn—we are all
willing to swear tec that. Yet the snow
is undisturbed !”’

“Tt’s amazin’!”’ said Montie, shaking
his . head. ¢ It’s—it’s monstrous, sir!
We’re up against two problems, begad!
No ghost ,could cause a man to vanish,
could he? An’ no human being could
cross an expanse of snow without makin’
marks. So we’re floored which ever way
we look at it—what? I'm all confused.
My brain ain’t good enough to think it
all out, sir!”’
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“You have explained the position
‘well, West,”” he remarked. ‘“ If we accept
the ghost theory, we are brought to a
standstill ; and if we assume that human
agency 1s responsible for the . pheno-
menon, we are at a standstill jast the
same. The whole matter requires very
careful thought.”

*“ And you don’t want to be disturbed
by three iInquisitive boys—do you,
guv’nor?’ 1 grinned.

“I didn’t say that, Nipper——"’

“But you meant it,” 1 said easily.
“You want to squat down and think—I
know you, sir. So we’ll buzz off to bed
just as soon as you like, and aliow you
to have one of your brain exercises.”

Nelson Lee didn’t protest. 1 knew
quite well that he was anxious to be
alone—so that he could think deeply over
the problem, without fear of disturbance.
But he didn’t like to pack us off to bed
peremptorily. So we packed of our own
accord. o

We left Nelson Lee in the billiard-
room, and went upstairs. “The guv’nor
soon followed us, however. He loocked
mto our bedroom for a moment, and
bade us good-might again. Then I heard
him go into his own apartment, and closo
the door. He was going to have his
stew before his own fire.

For Lady Helen had made us very
comfortable. Montie and Tommy and I
had a lovely blaze in our own room, and
the air was comfortably warm. What
with the fire, and the electric lights, our
spirits rose to such an extent that we
were soon joking and laughing.

We undressed, and sat down before the
fire for a little while, attired merely in
our pyjamas. | '

‘“If it wasn’t for the disappearance of
Gill the whole thing would be interest-
ing,” I remarked. as I toasted my toes.
““As it is, there is a rotten feecling of
tragedy in the air. Who is that chap
Gill, anyhow?? ;

“ Dear fellow, it’s no good askin’ md,”
said Sir Montie. *‘‘ Aunt Helen manages
the castle an’ everybody in it, begad!
But we know who Gill is, don’t we? Ono
of the under-gardeners.”

“I say, how could we see that beastly
ghost so plainly?’ asked Watson. * The
night was as black as pitch, you know.
Yet we could see the thing. "Didn’t you
notice’ a kind of greenish haze, you
chaps? It wasn’t a light—just a kind of

-y

Nelson Lee smiled.

. haze. . T’ll swear that wasn’t natural!’”
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“ Oh, well, it’s no good worrying and
wuessing,”” I yawned. *‘ This fire’s made
me slecpy. We'd better turn in.”

And, after a little further talk, we
tumbled into our beds, and switched the
dight off. The room wasn't in darkness.

however, for a cheerful glow came from
the big fireplace.

We all dropped off to sleep fairly
quickly, I belfeve. But I wasn’t settled
in mind, and I awoke once or twice.
The fire was dimming, and cast only a
subdued reflection. Outside, the wind
whistled and moaned, and one or two
stray- pieces of ivy tapped the windows
aow and again. It was a creepy sound,
and I was glad the others weren’t awake.

I dozed again, and it must have been
a long dose this time. For when I awoke
the bedroom was in total darkness, except
for a very faint ruddy glow from the
dying embers of the fire. I couldn’t see
the pictures on the wall opposite, but the
glow of the fire was reflected in the glass
of one big pioture facing me. The effect
was rather curious, for it looked as
though the fire was high up on the wall.

I could hear the snow pattering against
the window, driven by a wind which
sighed mournfully now and again. I
don't know why I had awakened. Sir
Montio ‘and, Tommy were in their beds,
fast asleep. Montie’'s bed was nearest to
}'nel. and I could hear him breathing regu-
arly. ,

“Go to sleep, you fathead!’ I
mumbled to myself.

I was just about to turn over, with the

intention of burying my face in the

eiderdown pillow, when my limbs stiff-
ened, and my heart commenced beating
rapidly.

. My .gaze had been upon the reflection
of the fire in the picture-glass. |

And, suddenly, the ruddy glow had
been blotted out! -

In a second I knew that something—
something—had passed between me and
the picture! There-was another presence
in the room. As silently as a shadow I
sat up, and shivered.

The air had become chill, and an icy
draught. seemed to catch me.

Who was in the room—what was in
the room? ,

I stared before me, my eyes aching,
my teeth clenched. I won’t deny that I
was just a bit scared. The feeling that
something unkuown was in the bedroom
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with me made me quiver with. excite-
ment and uncertainty.

And then the door opened—I was suro
of it. A draught of cold air came right
across to me—a big, full draught. And
I saw, in the dimness, the bulk of tho
door itself standing open. It was like a
blob of blacker blackness, if you can
understand what I mean.

I set my teeth, and slipped out of bed.

“I'm going te seo what the thing 1s,
anyhow!”’ I told myself grimly.

There'was a little electric torch on the
dressing-table—my own. I felt my way
across without making a sound, and
aripped the torch. Then I stole towards
the door. It was wide open, and an icy
bulk of air was entering from the corri-
dor. I passed out slowly, and looked up
and down. Something was moving near
me—going away from me. -

I compressed my lips—and pressed the

| switch.

A beam of white light shot out
dazzlingly, and I held myself ready for—
for Well, I don’t know what I held
myself ready for. But I wasn’t quite
prepared for what I saw. _

For I had an excellent rear wew of—
Tommy Watson! )

Tommy was walking slowly and de-
liberately, and I knew, in a flash, thab
he was walking in his sléep!

CHAPTER 1V.

IN WHICH THE CLOAKED CAVALIER APFEARS

AGAIN, AND TOMMY WATSON DISAPPBARS—

BUT HE TURNS UP AGAIN SOON AFTER, AND
IS RATHER DAZED.

| ¥ WAS so relieved that I nearly burst
out laughing.
But it was rotten for poor cld
Tommy tc be wandering about in
that state. I'd seen a somnambulist
before, and I knew that it would have
been unwise to awaken him. The events
of the evening had evidently been play-
ing the dickens with his neryes, and this
chilly jaunt was the result. Tommy
wasn’t so strong as Montie and L

I don’t know what I had been thmkirg
a moment before, but I was ready to
grin now. My relief was great. The
nocturnal wanderer was only old
Tommy ; and, by the look of it, he was
out for a ramble.

I hadn't been able to see his bed from
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my own, and I had naturally assumed
that he was snugly between the sheets,

The slight sounds he had made in getting
out of bed must have roused me. -

“Poor old scout!” I grinned. ** You'll
go and fall off the battlements into the
cruel snow if you're left to yourself! My
hat! What a draught"’

1 was only attired in airy pyjamas—
and Tommy was in a similar state.
Unless I got himt back to. bed pretty soon
we should both develop colds of the best
quality. I couldn’t wake him up, and I

couldn’t lcave him, and I was m a bit of
a fix.

But Watson himself. solxed the difhi-
culty by turning round at the end of the
corridor, with the obvious intention of
coming back. 1 switched off the iight
and waited. He came along with s.cw
steps, and I felt just a bit queer.
ing a fellow walk in his sleep like that
was rather uncanny.

He went right past me, and turned
imto the bedroom again. When T crept
in after him I saw he was getting 1nvo
bed. He pulled the bedelothes over him
quite deliberately, and sank back on to
thé pillow with a little sigh.

““Thank goodness!’ 1
shivefing.

I closed the door gently, put my torch
back on the dressing-table, and hopped
into my own bed. I was glad to
there, and after a while I looked over at
Tommy again and found that he was
sleeping pt,acefully

These upsets had quite unsettled me,
and I only slept in dozes. It made me
wild to hea,r Montie snoring away with
the utmost disregard for aﬁ the ghosts
in Tregellis. It wasn’t a loud snore, but
it was a contented one.

I have always been a lhight sleeper—
ever since the guv'nor had trained me,
anyway—and any unusual sounds noa,rly
always roused me. It scemed as though
1 had-only been asleep for anot-her
minute when I again found myself wide
awake,

This time the fire was quite out, and
I looked into the darkness sleepily. But
the room wasn’t dquite dark, after all.
A few faint beams of moonhrrht were
filtering in between the slats of the
heavy . Venetian. blinds: The snow
seemed to have stopped, but_the wind

muttered

had visen, and was howhng miserably, |

“ What’s the matter yith you, you

See-

get,

11 can’t see anything of you.
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restless 1diot 7’ 1 growlied to myself g
you go on at this rate you'll be ﬁt for

nothing—— Hallo! What the dickoens
b

P ——

I sat up abruptly, with a quick intake
of breath.

For, in the gloom, I had sudd'en]y

noticed that Tommy Watson’s bed was—
empty! While I had been slecping, ke
must have gone off on another somnam-
bulistic expeditipn, and goodness eonly
knows where he’d got to!}
I hopped out of bed like a Jack-in-the-
x. This was getting serious. 1'd
nexer known Tommy walk in his sleep
before—and I don’t suppose he ever had.
But the excitement had unnerved him.

It was highly nccessary to go in
search for hlm and I didn’t see why I
should do it alone. So I grabbed one of
Montie’s ears and pulled it. He' had
been snoring louder than ever, hbut he
gave a gasp and twisted his head up.

“Who—— What—— Begad!” he
ejaculated drowsily. |

‘““Get up, you snoring grampus !’ I
nissed 'into his ear. ' Tommy’s walking
in his sleep, and there’s no telling where

the dickens he’s pgot to! Rouse up
ass "’
This was, perhaps,. a somewhat

peremptory way in which to deal with
my. host ; but the matter was urgent, and
Montle didn’t mind, anyhow.

““Oh, i’y you, dear Berny?’' ho
mumbled b]m ing at me. ‘At least,
I believe it 1s. I know your voice, but

What’s the
matter, old fellow'2 You.don’t mean--to
say that.the Cloaked-===%>-

X Rats to the €dvalier!”
' Watson has'gone!” -

‘““ Gone, dear boy?? -asked Tregellis-
West blam{l “ You don’t mean to say
that he’s been spirited away——"

I told Sir Montic in abont twelve
words what had happenecd. He shipped
out of bed instantly, and we both went
to the door. The corridor was empty.
There were narrow windows at close in-
tervals, and a subdued amount of moon-
light was entering. And we could sce

I cut 1n.

that the corridor, both ways, was de-
serted.
““ Which way shall we go, Benny?”

asked Montie, with (ha,ttorm;., tecth, .
“Any old way !’ I muttercd. “C ome
On',’
ul..

J.iprned to t,he left .at random, a
‘moved oiscléssly across the §oft carvos
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I was shivering already, for the atmo-
sphere was freezingly cold. We hadn't
had time to slip any clothing on. The
main thing was to locate Tommy, and
get him back to bed.

We arrived at the right angle, and the
full stretch of the wide north passage lay
before us. It was the longest corridor
in the oastle, and the end of it was se
far distant that the narrow window
looked quite tiny.

Our eyes had become accustomed to
the ?loom by this -time, and we both
plainly saw the pyjama-clad figure of
Tommy Watson moving steadily along
richt at the far distant end of the
passa%:l. .
“‘I'mnk the stars he hasn’t gone very
far!” I murmured. ¢ We’ll soon have
hiin back, the ass! We shall have to
chain him into bed this time!”

We both commenced running,
even as we did so, we boecame aware of
a stran?c, eerio giow, which seemed to
materialise .from nothing at the side of
the passago beyond Tommy.

Montie and I checked as though by
instinct, and stood quite still. The glow
appoared to be greenish, and.I caught
my breath in sharply. And then, before
I could speak,. the gfow took shape.

‘““It's—i1t’s—the Cavalier!” breathed
Montie huskily.

The apparition was right in the dis-
tance, but weo could see it distinctly.
Although 1 wanted to dash forward,
somechow or other I couldn’t move an
fnch. I was intensely curious to find out
what this awful appearance was. But I
didn’t shift from the spot where 1 stood
—1 couldn’t.

The truth of the matter was, I was in

a stato of cold funk. Sir Montie was
just- the same. And neither of us are

but.

ashamed to oconfess it. 1'here was s’oxpe-“

thing about this ghastly business which
took every ounce of pluck out of us.
We'd have faced a burglar with guato,
but this was different.

The Cloaked Cavalier advanced along
the passage just as he had advanced
acros the lawn. But now the situation
was more tense. We had been in the
open before, and at this moment we were
in confined walls.

Montie and I watched with a kind of
intense fascination. The phantomn came
forward with its cloak outstretched—and
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He was asleep, and didn't know of tho
peril whioh assailed him.

I myself didn't realse it unti! T was
brought to my senses with a rush.

. We couldn’t see the Cavalier so dis-
tinctly after the first moment. for
Tommy stood—or rather walked—be-
tween 1t and us. But we saw the cloak
outstretch—and then it entwined itselr
completely round Tommy Watson.

It all happened in a second.

There was a muffled scream—a scroam
which seemed to be a gasp of alarm and
amazement all in one. And the Cloaked
Cavalier I'usi: dematerialised—that's the
best way I can describe it.

The green glow vanished, and with it
went the form of the phantom—and Wat-
son. I blinked, and took a great gulp.
For the passage was absolutely clear—
the window at the end, comparatively
light, showed distinotly. There was
nothing whatever intervening!

The thing was utterly impossible—and
yet it happened! .

“Good heavens!" I muttered thickly.

‘““ Dear boy, I—I—"

Montie didn’t get any further, for at
that second we heard a faint step behind
us. We both twirled round jumpily, but
it was only Nelson Lee. Heo was wear-
7ing a dressing-gown, and carried a torch

in his hand. A bright flash of light
Fspread itself upon us,

“Did—did you see, I
gasped.

. Sec what?”
sharp tones.

“Why, the Cavalier—""'

‘“ 1 saw nothing,” integjected the guv’-
nor quickly. ‘I merely heard a curious
cry, and came out to investigate. Did
you—”

‘“It was Watson, sir,”” T explaiued.
‘“ He—he was walking in his sleep, and
Montie and I came out to fetch him
back. Then the ghost appeared and—
and simply spirited him away. They
both vanished before oar cyes!™’

Lee shook me a trifle.

““ Pull yourself together, young 'un,”’
he said evenly. ‘‘ Where did that hap-

n?’

‘“ Right at the end of the passage.’

The guv'nor didn't wait, but ran off
at full speed. His presence calmed Mon-
tie and I wonderfully, and we pelted off
after him. But when we got to the end
of the passage there was nothing to be

|

|

.? ?‘l
guv nor’

asked Nelson Leeo, :n

|

Tommy was walking right into its arms! | seen—nothing whatever.
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A quick search of all the ges be-
yond proved similarly friitless, . Poor
old Tommy Watson had gone—just like
Gill.

“* The hoy does not appear to be any-
w! gre here,’”’ said lce quietly. ‘°Jt 1
extraordinary. There are no marke—
there is nothing to give ua the slightest
due. Poor lad, what can have happened
o him?"’ |

1 never did heliove in ghosts,’”’ said
Montie, somewhat <hakily. ‘* But after
thia 1—l—— Degad, what can a fellow
suy?"’

d Tell me exactly what happened,”
said Nelson Tee, .

1 did s0, right up to the point whero
the guv'nor himself had appeared.

** We saw the phsiutom quite clearly,
sir,”' T finished up. ‘‘ He took 'Tommy
in his arms, and thay both vanished. We
could sce this window clearly—so if any
human being had heon betwecen us, we
should have seen the bulk. But there
was nothing, guv'nor—nothing at all!”’

I1.¢' looked at me grimly.

** You mean thare was nothin
or two after the a[i:rition ad van-
ishad?”’ ho asked. ** preciss, Nipper.
Do you meaan that you could see the win-
dow right through the phantom itsolf?'"’

*“*No, T don't meanr that, guv’nor,’” 1
roplicdd, ** Wo couldn’t test that, be-
cause Tommy was in the way the
time. But as soon as over the green
glow vanishod tho passuge was empty—
and there hadn't beaen time for anything
human to reach the end of the corrn-

dor."’
And the walls are solid right

a sccond

“H'm!
the way along, oxcept for the windows,'’
murmured Leoc. ‘' It's queer, boys—it's
ghastly; Tho windows are rather high,
and would prove difficult to slip through.
8o we mu&u well dismiss them at once.
And yet Watson did not ovaporate into
thin air.”

“I'm beginning td think that ghost
yarn was true,’’ I said unsteadily.

cehen ccaso thinking it at once!”
ordercd Nelson lee. ** Upon my soul,
1 thoyght you had moro senso, Ygipper!

Bu musti’'t be too exacting; your
nerves are  evidently strained rather
sevorely.”’

“ 1'd hate to be rude, sir,”” put in Bir
Montie, ** but what can have happened if
Tommy didn't evaporate?! He didn'y
sink into the floor—"",

. ** Nqthjug will .oonvin.ﬁ, e that Wat-
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son melted into spawe,”’ said the guv'nar.
*“ Use your common sense, boys! The
very suggestion is preposterous—absurd!
Watson 15 to be found—and we must
find him. It's no good getting into a
panic.”’

*“ But he—but he puffed out before
our eyes,” 1 protested. ‘‘ He just ceased
to exist, ,guv'nor—thath the only way
to put it.’

“ 8inco Watson left this corridor
abruptly, without any previous warning,
it merely proves that there is some means
of exit, of which we are in ignorance,’”
said Jee, grimly. ‘*“ We have got to
look at the material view of the thing.
This is-a very old mansion, Nipper, and
I have no doubt that it is honeycombed
with secrot parsages.’’

‘* Sacret passages!’ 1 ejaculated.

‘“ Bogad !P’.gaaped Sir Montie.

T could havo kicked myself. Of course!
Montie had even told me, months before,
that there were many hidden chambers
and secret passages in Tregellis Castle.
I bad boen so horror-struck by my own
thoughts, that I bhadn’t considered the
matter with a level head.

““ There are secret passages,’’ went on
our schoolboy host quickly. ‘1 don’t
know ’em all, Mr, A vington, but there
aro one or two pancle——"'

‘“ Is there one near this spot?’”’

.“"'l'horo’l one just round the bend,
sir.

" Wo will pxamine it _without delay.”
raid . Lee sharply. *“ Don't get witd
ideas nto your head, my lad. This
whole cxperience is uncanny—horrible,
even. I won’t deny that I am really
alarined. But, if there is trickery, I must
confess that it seems pointlegs. Who in
the world wants to victimise such people
as an under-gardener, and a schoolboy?
No criminals, however desperate, wculd
soriously attempt the task of scaring the
inhabitants of the castle away. That
theory can be dismisscd at once. There
13 something deeper—something inex-
plicable.’ .

We had walked to a point round the
bend by this tame, and Montie called a
:Enlt botore a bare stretch of solid panel-
ing.

_** I.believe there's an entrance here,
sir,”” bhe said keenly. * My unclo showed
it to me.when I was home in thq qummer
time. You prees a knob, or somgilin’.’’

Nebwon Lee’s dight was. fullyi:mti-‘npor;
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tho panelled wall, and we looked for a
legoh of some. sort. Both Montie and I
were cold through and through, but we
didn’t take any notice of this at the
time. QOur anxiety concerning Tommy
made us forget everything clse.

‘“ This looks a likely place,”” said Lee,
nfter a moment.

He put his thumb upon a krot in the
woodwork. It was raised slightly, and

as Lee put pressure upon it, something

seemed to give way, and a black hole
" yawned before us. A puff of musty
damp air assailed our nostrils.

‘““ By Jupiter!”’ I murmured.

Lee put his head and shoulders through
the opening, and flashed his light right
within. I could just see, by craning my
neck, what lay beyond. There was
nothing except a narrow space, about a
foot wide by five feet deep. And upon
the floor the dust lay thick and un-
disturbed.

“ It would be a mere waste of time to
remain here,”” said Lee, straightening
himself. ¢ No human being has been
within this secret chamber for years. Do
you know of any more, West?"’

‘“ Not on this floor, sir.’

The
nervous

“ Wellj." the only thing is to make a
very careful search,’”’ he said. ¢ It’s not

a bit of good sitt{ng down and worry-

ing. Watson has vanished, and it’s up
to us to find him. I shall never believe
. +hat he disappeared as the result of
supernatural agency. Good gracious!'
You boys are nearly naked! Go back
to your bedroom at once, and put some
clothes on!"’

Lee had noticed that we- were both
shivering, and that our faces were blue
with the cold.

‘“ What are you going to do, sir?” I
asked. _ .

¢ Search—search until I find some clue
or other,”’ replied the guv’'nor. *‘ You
may come back to me after you have

ut some more clothing on. My dear

oys,”” he added, as we hesitated,
““ you'll ind me here when you return.”

Weo were only too pleased to be off,
for our hands were numb, and our whole
bodies were shaking with the cold. We
raced back along the full length of the
norsh passage, turned, and reached our

b m. | .
(Ithough the fire had died out the
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“sion was all quiet.

uv'nor stroked his chin almost
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air struck almost warm as we entered.
We switched the light on, and rapidly

tumbled into our clothes—over our
pg jamas. We felt much better after
that. v

‘“What does it mean, Montie?™ I
asked huskily,

‘“It's the most awful thing I've ever
heard of, Benny boy,” was Montie's
quiet reply. “ We just saw old Tomm%
go before our eyes. An’ that scream of
his! I shiver when I think of it!”’

Without waiting any further we
switched off the light, and went out to
rejoin the guv'nor. I was carrying my
own torch now, and I switched it on as
soon as we got 1n the passage. That cry
of Tommy’'s hadn't roused anybody else
except Nelson Lee, for the great man-
The time, I noticed,
was just after one.

We went along quickly, and I kept my
torch alight all the time. A glow at the
end of the passage made it evident that
the guv’nor switched the lights on full in
that direction.

My heart was throbbing painfully, and
I knew that Sir Montie was greatly
affected. But he always had been a
quiet chap, and his emotions were gener-

ally well concealed. Just now, how-
ever, his eyes gleamed with acute
anxiety. '

We were both nearly frantic, and I
don’t know what wonld have happened
if it hadn’t been for a discovery we made
just at that time. .

Near the spot where the north passage
started, there was a little alcove set
into the wall. We passed this at a run,
but immediately afterwards I checked
m;ﬁself, and pulled Montie to a stand-
stall. .
“Did you see anything?”’ I asked
sharply.

‘“ I—I believe so—"’

We turned back, and I directed my
light right into the alcove. And then
both Montie and I let out a subdued
shout of joy and relief. Tommy Watson
was lying in the alcove!

“Guv’'nor! Guv'nor!”’ I called.

I dropped to my knees, and
bent over Tommy. He seemed to be
asleep, and took no notice when I shook
him. A cold fear gripped me, but I
clenched my teeth and called myself aw
idiot.

¢ [—=I thought——"' Then I -paused.
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““ But he’s quite warm, so there can’t be
much wrong with him. Why the dickens
doesn't the guv’'nor come?’”’

Nelson Lee appeared at that very
second, and uttercd a little exclamation
as he saw that we had found the missing
boy. Without a word hc dropped be-
side me and made a quick examination.

*“ 1s—is 1t serious, sir?’ asked Mon-
tie.

Lee didn’t reply. At that moment he
was bending right over Temmy, and
he suddenly snified at Watson’s face.
And when he lcoked up his eyes “were
ghnting with eagerness. and he was
smiling.

‘“ Serious, West?’ he repeated. ¢ Not
at all. Our young friend will be him-
self before long, never fear. He has
not fainted, or become unconscious
through any natural means. Watson
has been drugged!”

“ Drugged!” I repeated quickly.

* Then—then—"’
‘“The inference 1is surely obvious,
Nipper,”’ smiled Lee. ‘ Ghosts are not

i the habit of using drugs, so far as I
am aware. There 1is some astounding
trickery at work at the castle—and
there’s nothing supernatural about 1it.
The agency which is at the bottom of
thesg’ phenomena 18 a very material
one.

‘““ Then—then there’s no phantom at
all!”’ panted Sir-Montie.

‘““ There 1s the Cloaked Cavalier, of
course,”” replied  the guv’'nor. *‘ But
that gentleman is, as I suspected all
along, merely a part and parcel of the
olaborate mummery which has been
practiced. Possibly Watson will be able
to give us some further information.”

The great load of anxiety had lifted
from my shoulders. I didn’t try to ex-
plain why Tommy had been found in
that alcove. He was safe—and that was
all that mattered for the moment. And
we now knew, .for certain, that clever

trickery was at the bottom of all the
manifestaticns,

My courage returned ‘with one bound,
and I felt like searching for the phan-
toth then and there—with the chari-
table 1dea of hurling him from one of
the upper windows in my mind He
deserved to be hurled somewhere, at
all events.

Tommy was taken to the guv’nor’s
bedroom, where a bright fire wus still
burning. And here he was laid in an

} cas

i
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chair., and carefully doctored by
Nef;on Lee.

‘“You had better warm
boys,”’ said theo detective, indicating the
fire. ‘““I don’t suppose you will come
to much harm—you are both hardy
young rascals. Watson will be hinself
again within thirty minutes I believe—
at least, he will be conscious.”’

yourselves,

““ Was he chloroformed, sir?’ asked
Sir Montie quietly.

‘“ Not chloroformed, West—but
pretty near it,”’ replied Lee, with a

smile. *‘ The drug used is more expen-
sive than chloroform, but quicker in 1ts
action. And 1t has the advantage of
being almost odourless. But it is not
quite odourless, and I detected the
curious smell iIn a moment. 1 don't
think Watson had a ver‘r) large dose,
y

and he will be all rnight to-morrow
at latest.”

‘““ Thank goodness for that,”” I said
feelingly. ‘“ And thank goodness we've
got something tangible to work upon.?’

‘““ Have we, Nipper?’ asked Lece
dnly.

~ '"“Well, we know that the Cavalicr
1s a fake, anyhow.”

‘““ My dear lad, I knew that all along
—m{‘ common-sense told me that
much,’’ smiled the guv'nor. ‘ And
this corroboration doesn’t carry us an
inch. It merely dispels any tiny doubts
which may have existed. But we are
no further; the reason for all this &
still very obscure. I am hoping thy
Watson himself may know something,

This hope wasn't fulfilled, however. * .

Tommy ‘“came to’ after about
twenty minutes. He struggled up quite
suddenly, and gazed round him with
wide-open eyes.

‘““ What the dickens happened?” he
mumbled huskily. ** Who—who tried
to smother me—— Why, what I

ain’t in bed at all?”’ .

““ What happened to you, Tommy*"’ [
asked eagerly.

“I’m blessed if 1T know !’ said Wat-
son dully. * I—I thought I was in bed.
‘This 18 your room, isn’t it, sir?”

‘““ Yes, Watson,’”’ replied Nelson Lee.
“I am afraid you won’t be able to tell
us much. It appears that you were
walking in your slecep——"

** War-war-walking in  my
stuttered Tommy, blankly.

It was quite evident that’he hadn't
the least 1dea of what had occurred, and

sloep?"
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the guv'nor's statement had startled
him considerably. He belioved, during
that first minute, that his leg was being
pulled.

‘““It’s the truth, old son,” I said.
“You did it twice—and the first time
you scared me out of my wits. I saw
you sliding out of your room, and I
thought there were ghosts about."

‘“But I've never done such a fat-
hoaded thing before!”" he protested.

“You are not to blame, Watson,"
smiled l.ee. * Lots of peoplo walk in
thoir sleep—especially after a big upset,
or any undue excitrment. Don’t you
know what happened to you?”

““ Not exactly, sir,”’ replied Watson,
looking bewildered. *“ All I know is
that I suddenly woke up, and found
' myself being smothered and choked. [
was gripped, too, and I thought that
these two fatheads were having a gameo.
I d'(')ll't remembcr any more than that,
sir.

‘And he didn't.

All the questioning wo could think of
elicited no furthér information. And
when we told hum what had actually hap-
pened, he could scarcely believe it. But
it was quite easy to understand his point
of view.

He had been asleep at the time. When
he had awakened, ?\e had been in the
grip of the phantom, and had succumbed
to the drug in a moment. The guv’'nor
declared that there must have been a

' wad upon the phantom’s chest, or
something of that sort, into which Wat-
“aof’s mouth and nose had been presaed.
Either that, or the ‘‘ ghost’ had used
one of his hands very smartly.

‘““ But how did he escape, guv'nor?"’ 1
asked, frowning. ‘‘ Both the apparition
and Tommy just faded—"'

‘“They did nothing of the sort,
Nipper!” interjected Il.ee  impatiently.
* When will you get that disappearing
idea out of your head? It scemed as
though Watson faded away ; it seemed as
though Gill faded away. But, as a
matter of fact, they were merely carried
oft.  There is obviously a secret entrance
in the panelling just near the end of tha
north passage, and we haven’t found it.
That’s all !’

‘“ What about Gill?"*

““ Ah; that is certainly a problem !"* said
the guv'nor slowly. ¢ A diflicult problem,
Nipper. But tho golution will prove to
be simple, I have no doubht. We can com-
gare tﬁeae happenings to a performance
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at  Dlessrs. Maskolyne & Devant’ s—-or
Maskelyne's, as [ believe it is now. The
most 1mpossible  things apparently
{ happen. Why! They are the result of
careful preparation; they are nothing bus
illusions.  And the dlsappearance of Gill
was an illusion. He appeared to vanish
into thin air; bat he didu’t, bhecanse such
a thing s imposaible.  Gill, T am begin-
ning to suspect, was a willing vicim. He
wa3 a confederate.”’
Sir Montie looked np admiringly.

“It's amazin’ how you do it sir.”" he
said. ** Tt all seems to come out strgl
when you begin talkin’. Tt dovs, veally |
You explain things so easily, bogad ™

““There has been very little to ox.
plain,”” replied Leco dvily. *© Give me
time, West, and [ may possibly meet with
gome succeas. At present, everything
very hazy and obscure Before 1 leave
Tregollis Castle, however, [ mean to do
my utmost to get to the root of this vit
lainy—for without a doubt there i3 some
sinister work being perpetrated 10 and
about these old wafls.”

“By Jingo! A regulac mystery ' [
sard eagerly.

‘““ Exactly! A Christmas myatery,
young 'un,’”’ agreed Nelson Lee ¢ Dut,
do you sev the time? You had better
| get off to bed, boys! I don't think the
spectre will return to-night. How du you
fecl, Watson?"

“ Just a bit groggy. sir, but all right,”
said Tommy p’fm'kily.

Heo got up from the chair, grinning,
but 1t was a weak grin, and ho shook as
he stood. He had had a rotten expen:
ence, and his face waa pale and drawn.
A long sleep would probably set him on
his feet again. .

To be on the safe side, T arranged with
Sir Montie that we would keep watchoea
until dawn. Then, of course, we could
both slecp. Thus I lay in bed, reading
for a couple of hours, and then I roused
Montie. e kept watch then, and 30 on.

|

The arrangement interfered with our

sleep, but that couldn’t be helped.
Nothing happened, of course. Wae

didn’t expect any more activity on the

part of the unknown that mght.
What was the meaning of it all?

Wha was the mysterious man who was
haunting the castle? Why was ho doing
it? What could his object be? And had
he any companions working with him? 1
fancied 0. But the whole atfair was
complex and mystifying.

Tho dawn cume at last, and it found
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me thinking hard; although it was safe to
sleep then, I remained awake for some
time. 1 didn’t know then how many
things were to happen, and what excite-
ment there was to be, before another
dawn broke!

As the guv’nor experienced a rummy
adventure during the day, I have asked
him—very nicely—to set down what hap-
pened 1n in‘s own words. He can describe
it better than I, because he was alone at
the time.

——————————

CHAPTER V.
(Related by Nelson Lee.)
AN ATTACK IN THE DUSK—AND AN UN-
EXPECTED RESCUE.
IPPER 1is rather anxious that: I
N should set down the events which
‘ occurred during the afternoon of
the day following our arrival at
Tregellis Castle. I am not at all loth to
do so, for this extraordinary experience
had gripped me, and I was very keenly
mterested.

The happenings at the castle had been
strange, 1nexplicable.

There seemed to be no rhyme or reason
in the movements of the so-called ‘‘ phan-
tom.”’

I dismissed at once the theory that the
unknown enemy  was attempting to scare
the inhabitants of the castle away. Such
a programme would have Dbeen
obviously impossible. No criminal would
have been foolish enough to attempt it.

Clever trickery had been employed—as,
for example, the spiriting away of Gill,
the under-gardener. I was puzzled over
the incident, but I was not hoodwinked.
It had been a mere illusion, as I had told
the boys. The absence of footprints in
the snow was a bit of a startler, as Nipper
would probably descrtbe it, but the ex-
planation would prove to be very simple.
It must have been simple, otherwise the
trick could never have been performed.

At breakfast-time Watson was nearly
hymself again, and 1 was glad. He was
somewhat pale, but his spirits were excel-
lent, and he declared himself ready for
anything.

Our hostess, Lady Helen Tregellis-
West, was much concerned when we told
her of the events of the night. I ques:
tioned her regarding the Cloaked Cava-
1ier,l but she shook her“head rather help-

essly.

|

|

|
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“T don’t know anything, Mr. Alving-
ton,” she said. ‘¢ Until last night not a
single inember of the living famyly ever
saw the traditional phantom. Can it be
possible that some terrible men are play-
ing a—a joke?”’

I smiled rather grimly.

““T am afraid there 1s not much ques-
tion of it,”” I replied, ‘ and there 1s no
joke connected with the affair, Lady
Helen. 1 don’t pretend to know what
all this queer business means——"’

‘“ Don’t you think we had better call
in the police?’’ she interrupted anxiously.

‘' Well, T would rather wait a day or
two, at least,”’ I replied. “ You see, Lady
Helen, the position is difficult. What
have we to tell the police? If we merely
gave them all the available information,
—and we could do no more—they would
probably decline to act. Or, if they did
act, the result would be questionable.
One or two thick-headed country police-
men would arrive, and would turn the
place inside-out——"’

‘“ Begad, we don’t want that!”’ pro-
tested. Montie painfully.

His aunt nodded.

‘““T will do exactly as you decide, Mr.
Alvington,” she said at once. ‘1 leave
it all to you. But do you think you will
be able to—to accomplish anything? I
mean, will you succeed in finding out the
truth?”’

“ If Mr. Alvington can’t, nobody can,”
declared Montie solemnly.. * You take
my tip, aunt, Mr. Alvington is cleverer

than all the Scotland Yard men put—~
together.”

I chuckled.

““That’s hardly a fair statement to
make, Montie,”” 1 protested. ‘' And you
mustn’t imagine that the Scotland Yard
detectives arc duffers. Many of the
cleverest crime investigators in the world
are employed by Scotland Yard.”

‘“ Well, we can’t get a Yard man down
here,”” remarked Nipper, stirring his
coffee. ‘‘ So we’ll see what' we can do
ourselves. What’s the programme, sir?’”’
he added, glancing at me. ‘‘Shall we
search for secret passages and things?”’

“] don’t know about the ‘things,’
Bennett,”” I replied, *‘ but we shall cer-
tainly have a shot at discovering the
secret passages. And there is that
mystery concerning Gill’s disappearance.
If we only had a starting-point our
task would be simpler. But, as there is
no starting-point, we must make one.”

I still referred to Nipper as Bennett,
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although Lady Helen knew our real iden-
tities. Her brother had already told her | castle. Then I smiled to myself.

of our little secret. 8She had been sur-| ‘I am afraid we can do nothing here
prised, of course; but she understood the | boys,’ I said, after a moment. * To dis-
position, and I had no fear of her * let-#cover the secret of last night's episode,
ting the cat out of the bag.’”” 8he was a | we must search elsewhere: but that will
clever, ¢lear-headed woman.. And, after|do later on. For the present, I want to
all, our secret was merely confined to this | look for those secret passages.’ '

keenly at the Jow battlements of the

one family—with the oxception, of course,| *‘ Search elsewhere, sir?”’ repeated 8ir
of Eilcen Dare and Captain Masters. | Montie. ‘I don't urderstand—I don’t
And they were old friends. really. This is where Gill stood—""

As soon as breakfast was over, we| ° Exactly, West,” T interrupted; * but

donned our thick boots and ventured out. | he didn’t stand here after we saw him
By ¢ we "’ I mean the boys and myself. | vanish. He took a trip elsewhere.”

The day was gloriously fine. The win-| ¢ Have you tumbled to the solution,
ter sun shone from a cloudless sky, but I|guv'nor?”’ asked Nipper eagerly. ‘ Be
anticipated a further fall of snow before | cause, if 8o, you might let us into the
long. The castle itself and the grounds|secret!” ‘
were glittering; snow lay thick over| ‘ Not yet!” I put in. “ Not until §

everything. The air was crisp and in-{am certain, young 'un.”’
vigorating, with a true Christmas ¢ feel ’| Nipper gave vent to a decidedly eg
about it. ressive sniff—a favourite habit of his--

We trudged through the anow to the | Dut didn’t press the subject. He was
terrace, and then I made an examination. | 4War® of the futility of doing so.
My object was to solve the riddle of Gill's] We all went indoors after having a chat
disappearance. Frankly, I was worried | with the head gardener. That responsible
over that business. | individual was dubious. He declared,

Gill had vanished before my eyes— | with many headshakes, that Gill had gefte
and thcre could be no secret passage for 'SOOd. He fu"y bellev‘ed in the Tl‘&o
here. There could be no subterranean |@gellis phantom, and I did not trouble
tunnel. The fellow had been mado to]myself to explain that the “ phantom
disappEarin the open. But how? was Very SOII . .T'hehead 8&[‘\](‘"9[’ WO!I’('

I took stock of the surroundings. have stuck to his opinions, in spite of my

‘ Y efforts o convert him. Who was [—a
g T edge of tho tarcace, where it oined | SIS B Souis " v an ks
from the low-built portion of the castle the gardener strongly disapproved of my
“known as the north wing. The terrace | Presence at the castle; at all events, he
_ iteelf stretched out far, both to left and treated e with very co!d civility p
% right, and ahead lay the wide expanse I smiled 38,1 went indoors with the
of the lawns. boys. I hadn't arrived at any positive
I frowned as I pulled at my cigarette. solution, but I had formed a theory, and

¢ : I felt that the situation was improved.
‘ T,}.w hantom came "g]?‘t' across the 'The next thing was to investigate the
lawn, said musingly. It.wa;s. no | . cret ges -
_shado_w we saw, boys—no reﬂecl':lon. To-day was Christmas Eve, and, if 1t
But notbing solid could walk over

s - were humanly possible, [ meant to wrest
}:[l:eul'z;w;;l, O:;r:.‘v;ﬁ?gct;:(}e&vigxpgegeep marks the secret of these faked phenomena from

; : h ' l s bef hrist
“ You are right, young ’'un—nothin : Cfuglli;nugo dn V;: 3 before Christmas was

ocould walk!” 1 replied smoothly. ' Lady Helen knew practically nothing
“I don’t catch on, guv'nor.”’ , about the many 3ecret entrances te
“Don’t you, Nipper??” I smiled.|hidden passages and retreats which were
“ Well, think it over.” to be found in various parts of the castle.

] looked over at a tall chestnut-tree] She had proferred to remain in ignorance
vchich adorned a portion of the lawn]of them. But Montie was acquainted
directly ahead. It was & magniﬁcent tree, | with several atairwayg and [a3sages.
and looked all the more magnificent| Three hours were spent examining
because its gaunt, bare branches were} these, but the net result of our invostiga-

clothed in masses of feathery snow. tion was nil. In every case, we found
 Now, I wonder—"’ that the oruupges were cul-de-saca, lead
I. paused, and turned round, lookingling merely into a poky retreat or to

[
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another floor; and the undisturbed dust
of years covered the ancient floors and
stairs. ‘ :
By the time we had decided that our
efforts were wasted, the luncheon-gong
sounded, and the boys, at least, were very
pleased. Nipper was inclined to be some-
what grumpy—the young rascal! Set-
backs always tried his patience, with very
apparent effect upon his temper; and we
had had nothing but set-backs all the
morning. The slightest success would
have banished his black looks at once.
“It’s a jolly queer thing, sir!’’ he re-
marked, as we came downstairs after
washing. ‘ You seem to be pretty sure
that some intruders are having a game,
and that they’re using the old secret pas-
sages to make their efforts seem genuine.
If that’s the case, why haven’t we found
traces of:-any footprints in all that dust?”’
I smiled.
‘“ The answer is very simple, Nipper,”’
I remarked drily. |
“ I’'m blessed if I can see it, anyhow !”’
““ Then I am afraid you are very-dense
this morning,” I said. ‘‘ My dear lad,}
we have found no footprints for the
simple reason that we have not discovered

the exact passages which the marauders |

have been utilising. Considering every-
thing, 1t 1is really absurd to suppose that
the unknown would make use of those
secret ways which are well known to the
family. Isn’t it?”?

‘““1 haven’t looked at it that way,
guv’nor,” replied Nipper, puckering his

brow. ‘1 stppose you are right—you
generally are. But what are you going
to do? It’s no good searching. e

migh mess about for weeks. The only
thing is to wait and watch. And we
don’t know where to wait or where to
watch !’ he ended up gloomily.

I laughed outright.

““You are inclined to be pessimistic,
gou grumbling young bounder!’ I ex-
claimed, slapping him on the.back. “If
you wish to know my plans—well, T am
afraid you’il have to wait a bit. I'm npt
quite sure of them myself. This after-
noon, however, I intend to run over to
Westbrooke Hall. The earl may possibly
give us some information of which
Mecntie 18 in ignerance.”’

“T'm going with you—of course,”’ said
Nipper. :

““On the contrary, my boy, you will
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and yourscf.W These unknown persons
may attempt trickery as soon as my back
is turned—but I fancy they will mecct
their equal in you!”’

Nipper didn’t offer any objections to
remaining. behind. He was somewhat
flattered by my words—although I had
intended no flattery whatever., For all
his minor faults—and Nipper has quite a
few—he¢ is an extremely capable ycung-
ster,

Watson and Tregellis-West were in the
great Jounge hall, before one of the fires,
when we joined them. We all went in
to luncheon at once, and we took excel-
lent appetites in with us.

- T wish to ask a favour, Lady Helen,”
I remarked, when the meal was well on
the way. ‘‘ Montie tells me that you
have a little car in the garage. May I
borrow 1t to run over to Waestbrooko
Hall? I expect I shall be back by tea-
time.”’

‘“ With pleasure, Mr. Alvington,"” re-
plied otur hostess. ‘‘I’ll tell Jevons to
get it ready. Perhaps you would like
him to drive you over?”’ ‘

I explained that I preferred to be my
own chauffeur—especially as the car was
only e two-seater,

After luncheon I noticed that heayy
clouds had arisen, and snow was alrcady
falling. As I intended to be back before
dark—or just after, at all events—I had
no qualms regarding the safety of Nipper
and his chums. The enecmy would cer-
tainly hesitate at taking any action
during the daylight. I used the word-
enemy for want of a better expression,

Before setting out, I went along to the
great library, and used the telephone. 1
merely rang up Lord Westbrooke, and
told him that I intended running over to
have a chat with him. I could, of
course, have sought the information I.
nceded over the wires, but I didn’t care
to dq that. If these mysterious intruders
were astute enough to fake up the
Cloaked Cavalier, they would surely beo
capable of tapping the telephone wires.
At all events, the risk was hardly worth
.taking—since Westbrooke Hall was only ~
seven miles ayay.

I -told the boys to amuse themselves
with some magazines bcfore one of the
fires in thé hall dJuring the time of my
absence. They would be quite safe

remain here,” 1 rephed. 1 am going
to leave you in charge, and 1 shall ex-
pect you to look after Montie and Watson

there, and they were ready enough to
comply. We had had a tiring morning,
and a little leisure was welcome. TUntil
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a ‘greater- number ™ of - visitors ‘arrived,
there wag really very little for tho boys
to do., . , Do - RS
.. Lady Helen's car proved to be a decent
little” runabout. - The going was rather
"~ hard, for the snow was practioally -un-
disturbed, and lay fivo or six. inches docp
. upon the roads. There were. two ways
“of reaching Westbrooke Hall—ono, .- by
_taking the main highway, and going ninc
*iles round; or, two, 1}; culting across
. by means of-a.narrow by-lane. Lady
‘Helen’s chauffecur had told me that tho
Jatter was almost impossible, and.so I
- chose the highway. '

. : . . - . . . ) e |
" I.-turned - into .this .after travelling a
mile, and found that the day’s traific
‘must hayve boen very light, for there were
. very few tracks in tho deep snow. JIn

places—especially -in tho  hollows—thero
were awkward drifts, . . - e
* Snow, was again falling thickly.” It

" seemed - as  though the eclements had
looséd themselves for my especial benefit.
- The, flakes came down in blinding clouds,

h
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came. .Without any previous warning,
two men ran towards me—one from:
ctbher side. I just saw them through tho
whirling snowflakes. And thon they
sprang upon: the slowly moving car, anl
ono-of them gripped me from behind—
gripped mo before I could realise what
tho game was. - -
- It was a . surprise attack, and I don't
think I was.in the least to blame [or
being unprepared. Instinotively I closed
the throttle, and applied the brakes. ‘The
ccar came to-a stop abruptly, = - ,

The two men were attired in hcavy
coats and closely fitting woollen caps.
It was quite obvious, . from - the "very
nature of the attack, that thoy had been
lying in ambush.-for me.. | -

LEven as I struggled to gain the al-
vantage, I wondered who tho attackers
were.  Was it .possiblo” that. the IFu -
Chang Tong had located me No, |
dismissed that theory in "less than 'a
second. Theso . men were conneotod, in
somo way, with the mysterious happen-

“and I half wished that I had used the]ings at Tregellis. I was sure of it.

telephone dfter all. But I had, started
now,:and 1 was certainly not going to
turn back.. © | . T A
" The short winter’s day was drawing to
_a close, and, before I had covored three

.

~miles of “the journey, what with tho | question.

gloomy: dusk and the blinding flakesy:. I
. could ‘scarcely seo a dozen yurds ahead.
.. Yot, in .spitc of thesv drawbacks, I
~rather onjoyed tho ride. There is, after
.-all, something-novel -in fighting one's

»

way- ‘through. a snowstorm. I .was well] Tho car, as

wrapped up,’and warm, and tho oar be-
baved in an exemplary manner.

' 'I7didn’t moet-anythingor anybody—-

and I wasn't surprised. . The weather |
conditions were sech that traffic was ne- | throat.

cessarily at a minimum.-. And, after all,
this highway was only a'minor one.. .
The ‘road dipped sharply - somewhero
about the fourth. milo,, and desocnded
into- a .gloomy hollow, with high trees
towering ‘on oither side.. What with .the
gloom cast by these troes, and tho whirl-

- ing snow, it ‘was something of a problem
~to see my ~way at all. . And, at the
bottom of- the hollow thoe snow was fully
a foot doep, and I began to foar that the
Jittle_ car _would bo unablo.to take the
neighbouring rise. . R
My speed - was a.mero crawl. by the
time .I reached the bottom of- tho hollow:
~And it was at this point,. when I 'was

|

least, .expecting:  troublo,. that, trouble!

The telephonol © Tho wires had beea’
tapped, after “all—and tho cnemy had
learned that I should travel along this
road— . . g s
* Further thought' was coally out of tho

- I-was being overpowered—and I knew
it. Under ordinary circumstances [ am
capable of dealing with twa dotermined
men, but theso circumstances were by no
means ordinary. . . o
I have explained, was a .
two-seater, with a large flat space behind
the ‘twin-scat. Ono of the mon had
climbed on this during the first moment
of attack, and his fingers wore round ny
Tho other'man jumped into tho
cmpty seat, and held my arms down.

Therefore, while T waa- attempting to
got my arms free, the sccond man was
doing ‘his utmost to throttlo me into sub-
mission. I knew that tho posttion was
hopeless—I could never gain the mastery.
- “Tool man!"” exclaimed tho fellow
behind ‘'me.. ‘“ Do.nat struggle!” - |

Tho voico was-husky with excitement,
and ‘I knew -that the man was a
foréigner. Thore was a guttural twang
about the words—but these rascals wero
not Germans. . .

. Making “a great effort,” I ‘wrenchen
myself round. But ‘the grp on my
throat merely tightoned, and a mist
swam , hefpro, my, .eyes,  Tha snowflakes .



30

became a blur, and the road in front
grew dim and—

1 started a trifle, as 1 struggled.
Coming towards the spot was a big, low-
built racing car! f could sce it hazily.
A muffled up figure was sitting at the
wheel, alone. Just for a sccond my pulse
throbbed with hope, but then I realised
that this car was probably the property
of the scoundrels who wore overpower-
ing me. It had come for the purpose of
cAITyINng meo away.

Then I heard a lusty shout. I

managed to get my left hand free, for|of the world,
My | varied adventures.

my afttackers had looked round.

| landed out with my fists.

——

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

didn’t know I was on the spot until I
Confound this

snow |"’

The flakes were whirling down furi-
ously, driving into our faces with sting-
ing force. But I had recognised my
rescuer instantly, and the situation struck
mc as being somewhat humorous, in
spito of the recent excitement.

For he was none other than my very
old friend,  Lord Dorrimore. To me he
was mecerely ‘‘ Dorrie,”” and he and I and
Nipper had been to many strange parts
and had experienced
For Dorrie was a

chance had come, and I tore the gripping | roamer, and I was astonished to find him

fingers from my throat. The next second
I lay back, gasping painfully, -

Things happened after that. A burly
figure simply hurled itself out of the
driving-scat of the racer—which had
stopped ncar by, And the newcomer
charged to the attack. He was on the
spot in a trice, and his be-gloved fists
struck out right and left.

‘“ Highway robbery—what?’ he roared

furiously. ‘* Attackin’ a helpless motor- |
ist, by gad! Take that, you olive-
skinned dog! By jing! I was just

pinin’ for a scrap of ‘some sort!”

In spite of my semi-dazed condition, 1
opencd my eyes wide, and stared at the
stranger. That exclamation of his—'* By
nng I”’—struck a familiar chord; and the
voice itself was familiar, too.

The snow drove down in a blinding
whirl. There was a scampering of feet,
one or two startled cries, and the two
foreigners fled mto the treces which hor-
dered the road. They were swallowed up
on the instant,

I scrambled down beside the man who
had come to my rcscue so opportunely.
He was on the point of dashing after the
fleeing men, but reconsidered his decision
almost immediately.

‘“Not a bit of good,” he growled dis-
contentedly. ‘' No chance of finding
them again in this infernal smother. The
cowardly curs} 1 hardly got a decent
punch home! The whole thing was a
swindle !”?

“You must allow me to thank you
heartily for your timely aid,”’ 1 said, in
a husky voice. ‘‘ You see, they had me
at a disadvantage—"’

“1 spotted that as soon as ever I camo
up,”’ interrupted the other, looking mnie
up and down with pelite interest. ‘' My
car's a quict jigger and those two brutos

in England.

I hadn’t heard from him for several
months, and it was an amazing piece of
luck that we should run across one
another at this precise moment. It was
a sheer coincidence, of course—but coin-
oidences of that sort are by no means so
common as we are asked to believe.

Lord Dorrimore was really one of the
most reckless fellows I ever knew. No
house was big enough to hold him. He
loved the wilds, and was, indeed, a
famous explorer. His name was familiar
in almost every corner of Africa—to say
nothing of numerous isolated quarters of
the Empire. ~Dorrie loved a scrap at any
time, for he hated nothing worse than a

ooward.
‘“ White-livered skunks—that’s what
they were!’ he grumbled. *‘ But what

was the idea of it? = Were they after
your watch—or was it an attempt to
pinch your spare petrol? Petrol’s rather
valuable nowadays |’

I laughed.

My throat was hurting me, but 1
couldn’t help being amused. I knew
Dorrie, but Porrie didn’t know me. For,
in my character of Mr. Alvington, I wore
an effeotive disguise, which changed my
appearance considerably.

““ They were getting the better.of me,
but you spoilt the game,” T remarked.
‘“ By this time I should have been choked
into submission. Dorrie, old man,
you’ve got an excellent trait; when you
see a fight, your fingers itch to take part
in it. And you gemerally manage to
appear just at the right moment——-"

He stared at me.

“ You seem to know me, don’t you?"
he asked. ‘‘ My name’s Dorrimore—Fm
Dorrie to my friends. I don’t object, of
course—call me any old thing you like—

—e
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but I'd rather like an introduction as a [lcarned that Nipper and 1 wero in L m-
pre‘llmma_.ry P . ﬁorary rotirement at St. Frank's. But

““ An introduction!” I chuckled—*to|he thought the ide1 was an excellent ono.
me? Come, Dorrie, wha.t.'g. the matter | When he had got over that surprise, I
with you? My face may have changed. explained the even's which had taken
‘but my voice, although husky, is—' place at Tregellis Castle.

“ Great glory!” roared Dorrie. ‘It's| “ That attack vou frustrated was con-

—it’'s Lee—" : nected with the ghost affaic.”’ I declarcd.

¢ Right on the na,il," 1 grinned ‘““ There’s no doubt about that Dorri..
genizally. : . I don’t profess to know what it all meins
- But—but—"" Lord Dorrimore | but there’s something of a criminal

gasped. ‘‘ But what the deuce is that|]mnature going an.  Possibly I was at-
grey fungus doing round your ohin?|tacked because the unknown gentleman
Lee! By jing! Give us your fist, you feared that I should get to know t»,

mlsquetédlng o'd s“-indler!" mUOh. I am rathcr glid it hapnnnwi .f-'_)l'
He grabbed for my hand, and gave me |1t Proves that the enemy is getting
a wild thump in the chest.’ is wag | leTvous. :

rather an unwise proceeding on his part:,I “It’'s a queer yarn, Lee”’ said Dorn-
for the snow ‘was slippery, and the next]| more slowly. ‘ A deucedly queer yarn.
second I sprawled over into a three-foot |1 suppose you want to know why I'm
drift, When I come to the surfecc|here? I can tell you in about a dozwn
again, he was shaking my hand as though | words. In a mad moment I decided to
this method of greeting was .quite com-|be at home this year for Christmas. I

monplace. o invited a crowd of people, but my butler

““ You—you ‘impulsive idiot!” I mut-| was fool enough to contract measles, and
tered. ‘‘ Can’t you shake like a .man, ]I had to cancel the whole business at the
and not like an elephant?” last minute! A man of fifty, mind vou

‘“ The old professor!” exclaimed Dorrie —ca.t:':hjn' measles!  It's Sileeni“'- ola
delightedly—he slways called me profes-|man!c Of course, I couldn’t let any

sor, for some weird rcason of his own. | Visitors stay at my place under those cir-
*“T don’t_care what happens now! I've|cumstances—although there was practi.

been thinkin' of you for days, and I find cally no dange.r.' I was just off to
you scrappin’ with a couple of beastly | london—meanin’ to get abroad at the
dagces in a snowstorm! Lee, you ruf-|first opportunity. .
fian, do you know that I've been to your| He explained the whole circumstances
rooms in. Gray’s Inn Road abdut fifty|to me.
times within a week? The whole place| ‘ Well, if you haven’t brought measles
was forlorn and deserted. Mrs. Jones| with you, you might as well come %Oﬂg
told mé¢ that you had gone to Africa, or{to Westbrooke Hall. You know West
somewhere, and I nearly fainted! What’s | brooke, don’t you?
the game? If you don’t tell me, I'll} ¢ Yes, known him for years,”’ replied
finish the job those two foreigners were | Dorrie. ¢ My dear chap, Westbrooke’s
at!” . | a decent sort, but he’s a frightful bore.
He paused for breath, and glared at| I've asked him to come out to Africa six
me. | times, and he refused on every occasion,
“ What a chap you are to get excited!” | so I let him slide.”
I exclaimed, shaking the snow from my| I chuckled. -
coat. ‘““ You're either bored to death,| < That's the worst of you, Dorrie,” I
Dorrie, or else you're going about like algaid. “ You want everybody to go rush-
whirlwind. I’ve got several questions to ing off into the wildest regions of the
ask.” ' earth, and if they don't feel inclined to
¢ Ask ’ém later. I want answers toh risk their lives in that way, you set them
mine now!” down as bares. Westbrooke's quite a
We both sat in the car, lit cigary, and | good fellow, and he’ll be glad to ses you
hal a chat. It had always been my in-| —especially as you're stranded. You d
tention to tell Lord Dorrimore about the H better coma along with me. I'm just off

I'u " Chang business; but, until thia]to the Hall.” L _

moment, I had never had the oppor-| ¢ Where you go, I'll go!"" said Dorrie

tunity. | cheerfully ‘“ Now I've four.n‘l. you, [fc"u:,'
He: wias édnsiderably:-amazed 'wh'bn"h*:-;i Fin as hippy ad & 'miggés Svithi a todkin’
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glass! But if you take me to West-
brooke’s place, 1 shall probably be booted
out. When he and I last met it was iIn
the Wayfarers’ Club, and we came pretty
near to having a prize-ight! 1 wanted
him to go out with me to Central Papua,
and he calmly called me a mad idiot, or
words to that effect.”

‘“ Your child-like simplicity 1s delight-
ful, Dorrie,”” 1 smiled. ‘“Did you
imagine for one moment that a staid
gentleman like Lord Westbrooke would
go to certain decath just. because you
asked him to? Central Papua may suit
your tastes, but I'll warrant you found
nobody to accompany youl’’ -

““ 1 didn’t go at all!’ growled Dorrie.
‘“1 couldn’t do it alone, and everybody
I asked told me that they weren’t
anxious to be made inte rump-steaks! 1
know well epough~ that..some of the
Papuans are rather parti®® to canni-
balism, but that makes 1t all the more
interestin’!”’

I idn’t attempt to argue with him, for
1 knew that it would have been useless,
and I gathered that his quarrel with
Westbrooke had ‘been merely a triendly
tift.  There was not much risk of Dorri-
more being ““ booted ’ out of the Hall.

He was quite content to accompany
me, and we started off after switching on
our headlamps, for the dusk was now
very thick. By this time I had practically
recovered from the rough handling. I had
received, although my throat was still
rather tender.

I led the way in Lady Helen’s little car,
and Dorrie fumed behind me. His own
car was capable of tearing along at an
appalling speed, and he politely informed
me that on another occasion I had better
provide myself with a vehicle capable of
specd, and not with a push-cart !

We arrived at the Hall just as the
darkness descended in earnest. The srnow-
storm had almost subsided, and only a
few flakes were descending. As I iad
expected, Lord and Lady. Westbrooke
were extremely delighted to meet Dorrie
again, and they pressed him to stay over
Christmas at once.

The Hall was a splendid place, but by
no means so picturesqué as Tregellis!
There were many visitors, but there were
threce "only who interested me par-
ticularly These were Miss Eileen Dare,
her aunt, and Captain Masters, Eileen’s
(lancé. -

L
Eileen, of course, was very well known |,

to me, for she had assisted me in a great
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number of detective cases. She, indeed,
had been mainly responsible for the
smashing up of a dastardly gang of crimi-
nals who had termed themselves ‘“ The
Combine.”” Having completed her work; -
Eileen had fallen 1n love, which wasn’t
f)a.rticu]arly surprising. For Captain Wil-
iam Oliver Masters, D.S.0.; had played
an important part in her final adventure,
and he was just the type of Englishman
a girl admires. @ He was on Christmas
leave at present. :

Eileen was very pleased to see me,
although, of course, she addregsed me as
‘““Mr. Alvington.” Always délightfully
pretty, she was looking exceptionally
radiant now. Captain Masters was lucky
in having won the love of one of the
sweetest girls—and one of the cleverest,
too—it was possible to imagine.

For quite half an hour 1 was engaged
in chatting with various people. Aunt
Esther was looking as comfortably stout
as ever, and Captain Masters made no
attempt to conceal his great happiness.

I should like to tell of these little con-
versations at greater length, but I am
afraid that they would not be of sufficient
interest to warrant their inclusion in this
narrative, .

I had come over to Westbrooke Hall
for the purpose of telling Montie’s uncle
of the happenings of the night, and to
ask him, more particularly, for all infor-
mation concerning the more obscure
secret passages of Tregellis. Lord West-
brooke was rather concerned when he
learned of Watson’s adventure; but, at
the same time, he experienced a certain
amount of relief, for he had been inclined
to believe that the manifestations had
been caused by some ‘super-physical
agency.

““ And you really believe that some
rascals are using the old passages for a
nefarious purpose?’’ asked his lordship,
somewhat doubtfully. ‘“ Who do you
think is responsible, Mr. Alvington?
Some of the servants—"’

‘““T can’t say that,” I interrupted. ¢’ It
is probable that one servant is in league
with an outside confederate, but we are
now merely theorising. Gill, of course,
was paid to ¢ disappear.” From what I
learned of his movements during the hour

revious to the apparition, I can see thas

e carefully paved the way for the final
tableau—"

““ One moment, please!’

We had been chatting in Lord West-
brooke’s library, and he now turned from
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me as the telephone-bell rang. He placed
the receiver to his ear, and then nodded,
holding out the receiver in my direction.

“1It 1s Nlpper—or.._ erhaps I'd better
say Bennett,” ‘he explained. * The lad
seems to be ‘quite excited over some-

thing.” ®
I sat down by the instrument.
' Well, young ’un, what is 1it?”’ I

called. __

~*“Oh, is that you, sir?”’ came Nipper’s

voice. ‘“I'm in the library by myself,

and I thapght I'd better ring you up at

once. Can you come over here straight

away? I've just discovered something.”
‘“ Something important?’’

‘“ Well, -1 believe so, sir,”” went on
Nipper. ‘‘ Tommy and Montie are in the
hall, and I eame along here for a book.
I’ve found another secret panel—here, in
the library. There’s a passage beyond,
with some stairs, I believe. And there
are a2 lot of new footmarks in the dust

»
~ ‘““Ah! Then your discovery may be
mportant,”” 1  interrupted keenly.
‘ Have you explored the place yet?”’

“ Not yet, sir. 1 was just going to
when I decided to ring you—"

‘“ Well, leave the place exactly ds it
19, I intervened. ‘‘ Don’t disturb any-
thing, my boy! Wait until I arrive. 1
shall probably be with you within the
hour. It seems that you have hit upon
the very passage we were searching for!”’
a‘‘ Right you are, guv’nor!”’ said Nipper
eagerly. ‘‘ I'm just dying to have a Yook
beyond the panel—and do hurry your-
self, sir! Don’t be longer than—— Oh—
oh! What the—"’

A wild cry came across the wires—a
cry of alarm and anger. Just for a
moment I heard a dull confusion of
sounds, but Nipper’s voice had ceased. 1
was rather startled, -and called sharply
into the transmitter.

But no reply came!

‘“ What’s wrong?’’ asked Lord West-
brooke curiously. .

“ It seems that Nipper has met with
an accident,” I replied grimly. ‘‘ Some-
body seized him while he was talking, and
I can’t quite believe that the other'boys
were responsible.”

I hung, up the receiver, and then re-
mcved it ence more, after a short pause.

It was thie exchange who answered this|

time, and gave the castle number
sharply. In about three minutes I heard

the voice of old IFenn, the butler.
‘“ Who is that, please?”’ he asked.

|

|
|

q
|
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“I’'m Mr. Alvingéon,”’ 1 replied. ‘‘ A
few minutes ago Master Bennett was
talking to me from the castle. Can you
tell me where he is now, Fenn?”

““I am sure I don’t know, sir,”” replied
the butler. ‘ When I heard the ring I
came into the library and found it empty.
S_h%’l,l I go and look for Master Bennett,
sir?

““Yes, and please be quick about it!”
I said anxiously.

There was a wait of fully four minutes,
but it seemed much longer. Then T
heard the voice of Montie,

“ Are you there, sir?”’

““Yes. Have you found Bennett?”’

“It’s amazin’, sir,”” came Tregellis-
West’s voice. ‘‘ Benny seems to have
vanished somewhere. " He’s gone explor-
in’, I expect. Benny’s a beggar for
nippin’ away, you know. He came to
the library for a book, an’ that’s the last
we saw of him.”

I breathed hard.

‘“ Well, listen to me/’ ¥ said quietly.
““ Go straight back to the lounge hall at
once! Make no attempt to find Bennett.
Stay in the hall with Watson until I
arrive. Do you understand that?”’

“ Of course, sir. Do you think—="""

‘““I have no time to waste, Montie,”” I
replied. ‘“ Just do as I tell you, and wait
.in patience.’?

I hung up the receiver, and turned to
Lord Westbrooke with a grim expression
upon my face.

“Tt was unwise of me to leave the
castle,”” I said, rising to my feet im-
patiently. ‘‘ Some new development has
taken place during my absence. Nipper,
according to his own story, found another
passage, and '’phoned me at once. While .
he was talking, somebody must have
entered the library and seized him from
behind. At all events, Nipper has
vanished, and he is to be found nowhere.
The fact that the newly discovered tunnel
was not mentioned by either Fenn or
Montie proves that the panel was closed.
Nipper obviously was taken away by
means of- the secret passage. I must
return to Tregellis without a second’s
delay. _

““ Good gracious me!” exclaimed the
carl blankly. ¢ What can it mean? Good
gracious me!”’

““T am anxious about Nippar—very
anxious !’ I exclaimed. * Look here,
Lord Westbrooke, there 1s grum work
coing on at the castle. I don’t knew

1??
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what it 13, but I am going tc\f‘dgmy best
.0 find out this very night!” ™.

‘“ This—this is very upsetting——

““ I am aware of that,”’ I replied, ‘ but
:he situation has arisen, and we must
cope with it. The chances are that we
shall get to grips with the enemy this
avening. I shall want helpers. --Montie
-and Watson are useful, but there may be
Jangerous work. I want to take Dorri-
more and Masters, if possible.”

The earl was galvanised into action by
my urgent words, and in less than five
-minutes Doriie and Masters had been
mformed of the new development. They
ragerly ccnsented to.accompany me to
:he .castle. [Kileen Dare insisted upon
forming a member of the party, as, also,
lid the earl himself. o |

And so,-‘fmm—ediatcly afterwards, we set
~ut upon the short journey, the earl,
ileen, and Captain Masters in Lord
Westbrooke’s landaulette, and Dorrie-
more and I in the racer.

I was impatient and worried, -and con-
demned myself for leaving the castle.
Nipper was not to blame for what had
ocoarred, although he had been in
chagge. He had been taken unawares,’
while at the ’phone.

)

| clean in every particular.
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 books. The electric lights were full on
and the blinds drawn, for it was quite
dark.

Well, to get to the point, I happened
to notice a little patch of thick dust upon
the skirting close to the fireplace. I don’t
suppoie that little patch of dust would
have had any significance to ninety-nine
people out of a hundred. But Nelson
Lee had trained me to observe things.

I bent down and looked at the dust
closely. There was just one little cluster
of 1t upon the ornamental part of ths
skirting, below the old oak panels, and
it struck me. that so much dust, all in one
little patch, was unusual.

How had it got there?
come from? The room

Where had it
was spotlessly
The floor all
round the carpet ‘was polished like a mir-
ror, 8nd yet there was this dust—con-
fined to one small patch! And it wasn’t
on the floor at all! :
“ By Jupiter!” I muttered excitedly.
A possible explanation had struck me.
Supposing there should be a secret
entrance here? Supposing somebody
stepped® out of it into the library? . The
chances were that he would bring some
dust with him. If he had made any

What had happened to him?

CHAPTER VI,
(Set down by Nipper.)

IN WHICH I FIND MZSELF IN THE HANDS

OF STRANGE CAPTORS—THERE IS A LITTLE

MISTAKE, BUT THIS IS SOON RECTIFIED—
WITH, SURPRISING RESULTS.

HILE the guv’nor was over at
Westbrooke Hall, k had a most
surprising adventure. You’ve
had an inkling of that already,

but I’'m going to set down what actually
happened. -

I had gone to the library to fetch a
book, leaving Montie and Tommy before
one of the big fires in the hall. I only
-meant to be away a few minutes, and
when I entered the library I was
whistling cheerfully. :

it was a big, noble apartment, and a
Hanked-up fire glowed in the grate. There
was nokody in there, of course, and I
-perit a few minutes having a look at the

marks upon the floor, he would have

{ brushed 1t away. But this was on the

skirting !

I was pretty sure that I had a direct
clue, and I ‘was tremendously eager.
Without delay, I searched for the signs
which would show me that a concealed
door existed. What a surprise for Montie
and Tommy 1f I succeeded ! :

At first I was totally unsuccessful, but I
didn’t give up hope. I felt all round the
panel immediately about the spot of dust.
It seemed as solid as a rock, and when I
‘hammered it with my first it gave out
no hollow sound whatever.

“Rotten!” I muttered. My smart
wheeze is a frost, after all. Jolly. good
thing I dide’t call the other chaps!
They’d have cackled like old hens—-"’

And it was jusk then, when I was de- -
ciding I'd been an ass, I spotted a tiny
projection in the woodwork right up one
of the ornamental corners. This projec-
tion was merely a part of the ornamenta-
tion, but it differed from the correspond-
ing three in the other corners, in sne -
slight respect. The face of it—only about
a quarter of an iuch across—was just a
trifle worn.

Why should: that. little knob be worn? .
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The answer was obvious, and T pressed
the surface hard. Nothing happened. I
presed it harder. Still nothing happened.
I came to the conclusion that if I used
much more force I should smash the knob
off altogether.

So T adopted different tactics. T took

the little projection between my thumb
and fingers, and twisted it—or iried to,
because it didn’t twist at all. But, while
trying to do this, I pressed it downwards.
And the big panel at once slid right back.
P knew, then, that I had been putting
the pressure on in the wrong way.

““My hat!”’ I ejaculated softly.

I fished out my torch, and switched it
on. Then I flashed the light through the
dark opening, and looked about. A
narrow passage led flush with the wall of
tho hbrary for about six feet.. At that
point the first steps of a steep circular
staircase could be seen,

But it wasn’t this which attracted my
attention so much. For I saw, in a
moment, that this hidden tunnel differed
from all the others we had examined. -In
those the dust had been thick and undis-
turbed ; in this the dust was just as thick,
but there were distinct footprints all
along. And it was quite obvious that
they had been very recently made.

““By Jingo! Thigis7a g@iscovery, if you
like I’ I muttered eclatedly. “* Won’t the
guv'nor be pleased when he comes
back !”

If I needed any further proof that the.

panel had been recently used, 1 found 1t
during the next minute. For, upon flash-
ing my light over the mechanism of the
secrot door, I found that it had been
oiled thoroughly. . .

‘My first impulse was to make an in-
stant examination. I <thought about
calling Tommy and Montie in, so that
woe could go on a tour of exploration.
But then I remembered the guv’nor’s
words; he had told us to remain in the
lounge.

- So I decided, after a moment’s con-
sideration, to ring up Westbrooke Hall.

If the guv’nor hadn’t started back yet.

I’d hurry him up. The ’phone was on
the desk, right handy, and I turned to
it instantly. Nelson Lee had often told
me that there’s no sense in hesitation.
If you’re going to do a thing do it at
once. .

1 left the panel right open, and as soon
as I had got through to Westbrooke Hall,
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I squatted down at the desk. It would be
silly of me to repeéat the conversation
which followed, because the guv’'nor’s
already told all that.

But what he didn't know was this:
Just as'I was telling Nelson Lee to hurry
himself I thought 1 heaxd a slight sound
behind me. The panel, you’ll under-
stand, was at my back. I never dreamed
of the possibility of any rotter coming
on the scene just then. But that’s what
happened.

While I was speaking into the receiver
I was gripped from behind. At that very
moment [ had turned my head to sece
what had made the slight noise I men-
tioned. I caught a glimpse of a man in
a dark suit. His eyes were burning with
grim determination,

I stopped speaking abruptly—in sheer
astonishment. And then something was
clapped over my mouth and nostrils with
| such force that my teeth lacerated my

lips. I struggled like a demon, and,
for a second, I managed to free my
mouth. |

L

| The yell I let out was a terrific one;
but I didn’t let out any more. I don’t
know what had been clapped over my
face, but I seemed to be stified, and my
senses reeled almost at .once. And
then—

Well, then I woke up again.

But I-wasn’t in.the library any longer.
My head was a bit dizzy, and everything
swam before my eyes. I seemed to be in
a tow vault, with hundreds of stone
pillars rising from the floor to the low
arched roof. 'There were about three
dozen candles burning, but they seemed
lto give an cxtraordinary weak hght, And,

somehow, all the pillars and all the
candles were shadowy and hazy.

Thero were men, too—scores of them.

I closed my eyes for a minute or two,
and my head became clearer. The effect
of the drug were off rapidly, for, of
course, I had been drugged. I had
tasted some of the stuff which had
knocked Tommy over. :

And when I opened my eyes again
I could see clearly.

I made discoveries. There were only
two men, after all, and only six stone
pillars, and only two candles. I'd seen
hdoz_ens of them before. The vault was

qllélte dry, but niffed unpleasantly of
oldness. -

- The two men were a little distance
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from me, conversing in low tones, and
gosticulating in a foreign kind of manner.
Who were they? Where was I? The
last question wasn't such a hard one. I
realised that I had boen taken down to
one of the old crypts, or vaults, or what-
ever ‘they are called.

“What’s the game?”
steadily.

The two men faced round abruptly:
they hadn’t expected me to recover so
quickly. I had expected to sce a pair of.
ugly-faced gaol-birds, but these men were
almost distinguished looking. They were
foreigners of some sort—Italians, or
Poles, or something like that.

“So! You have awakened!"” said cone
of them, coming towards me.

I asked un-

|

““Yes—so I have,” I replied calmly. |

‘““What’s the idea of #is? I suppose
you're the fellows who have becen playing
tho ghost, eh?” -

I sat up, and returned the looks of the
two men. One of thom, the elder of the
pair, had a concerned expression on his
dark face. He bent over me and touched
my shoulder. |

‘““Did we hurt you?"' he asked
“You are Sir Tregellis-West ?"’

“Yes,” I replied, after a sccond’s hesi-
tation.

I didn’t tell a whopper. He asked me
two questions in the same breath, and
I'd replied to the first only. It wasn't
my favlt if he misunderstood me, was
it? I was hurt—my lips were sore and
bleeding.

During that sccond of hesitation I had
thought hard. These fellows imagined
that I wauas Sir Montie. What did it
mean? I realised that the situation per-
mitted me to answer ‘ yes' without
lying, and I had done so.

““You are Sir Tregellis-West? It is
so? Good!” exclaimed the elder man,
talking rapidly. “ My boy, we mean no
‘harm. Have little fear. You will suffer
not at all. No hair will be harmed.
But you must do as we say.”

““And what do you say?’ 1 esked
grimly.

“You ask questions—that must not
be,” replied the man in his fair English.
“We wish no lies to tell. You do as we
s1y. It 18 understood? We regret that
these means are as we should not like—
{)ut there will be understanding for you
ater.”’

‘“ That's good, anyhow,”” I nemarked.
“I'm blessed if I u-nderstq,nld now !’

b

y

gravely.

.THE NELSON LEBE LIBRARY

By this fime T was feeling practically
myseclf again. The two men took my
arms and-led me over to a comfortable
camp-bedstead which stood up one cor-
ner. I sat upon this and looked round.
I was wondering if it would be possible
for me to escape, but I soon realised that
my chanoas would be about onc in ten
million. And I don’t care about taking
such odds as that.

“ You will take fruit, exceliency?”
asked the young man kindly.
I almost blinked at him. Why on

earth had he ealled me ‘' excellency’'?
And why were these fellows offering me
fruit, and treating me as though I were
a duke? As jailers they lcft nothing to
o desired, these two mern. They were
reatingg me wrth amazing oourtesy.

“I don’t want any fruit, thanks,” 1
said, feeling compelled to be polite as
well. “I'd rather vou’d tell me what
all this means. I'm not inquisitive, you
know, but I think -I have a night to
know something.’’

““It is not possible to tall you,"” said
i IR, U I (Y ¢ S | B TRy S §
UIie e€lacer Illall. - XOU wlll e CU“I[UI.U‘
able; you will have the luxury; vou will

bo treated——"

“But I don't want to be treated.”” I
inberrupted. ‘ It's all very well for you
to call me exccllency, and all that kind.
of thing, but it won’t wash. You can’t
diddle me so easily. I suppnose it's a
question of ransom, or something likeo
that? My dear chaps, you won't get a

-

brass farthing.”

I was speaking very boldly, but I didn’t
feel quite so confident as I tried to make
out. T was oretty sure that I had hit
upon the solution. The whole idca of
the phantom had been to get hold of Sir
Montie. Having got him, theso refined-
looking rascals meant to keep him a
prisoner until a fat sum of money was
paid to them. 1I'd put my foot in it.

When they found out I wasn't Tre
gellis-West at all, they’d have several
blue fits, and after that things would
probably get lively. They might even
keep me a prisoner as well. For, if I was
allowed to go, I would naturally ¢ blow
the gaff ’’—to specak the eloquent ver-”
nacular of the criminal classes.

Both the men smiled at my words.

““ We want no farthing of brass, excel-
lency,” eaid one of them. * You are
mistake. We wish to' gain no monoys.
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It i3 not our idea to harm you, excellent
boy. You understand? So?”

'The other man suddenly lifted his head,
and gabbled out something in a foreign
tongue which wae' totally unfamiliar to
me. It wasn’t Gorman, and i1t wasn’t
Italian, and 1t wasn't Russian, but
seemed to smack of them all.

I knew why they had turned their
attention elsewhere, for I could.hear dis-
tinct footsteps. . Somebody was approach-
ing along a tunnel, the low entrance of
which was just on the other smde of the
vault.

I wondered if T had been wise :n mak-
ing my captors believe that 1 was Sir
Montie. Had they fakel up the Cloaked
Cavalier for the sole purpose of getting
hold of my noble chum? Surely they
could have collated him without'going to
all that elaborate trouble?

I waited rather curiously to see who
tha newoomer would be.

My two captors wero waiting, too. 1
don’t think they were at all afraid, for
thcy whispered together for a few
moments, and then one of them walked
across to the paseage entrance. The
other remained by my side.

And then Anatole appeared.
®1 looked at him grimly.

Anatole, T had better explain, was a
new chef whom Lady Helen had engaged

for the cookery department below stairs. |
He described himself as a Swiss, and had |

brought excellent references. He had
been at the castle for about a month,
and had proved himself to bo the moet
perfect chap imaginablee. He hed no
faults. He was an ideal employee.

"But now I knew that the man was a
traitor ; he was the spy who had supplied
these other men with infermation. It
waa quito obvious that the gamoe was a
big one. Everything pointed to that con-
clusion. :

I had seen Anatole only once before,
and that had been during tho morning.
He uttered an exclamation of pleasure In
reply to something which one of hie com-
panions said. And then he came right
into the vault, and looked at me.

Instantly he frowned, and commenced
talking rapidly in the unknown language.
Ho pointed to mo continually, gesticu-
lating ,with considerable excitement. Tho
other man hurled rapid questions at him.

Anatole shook his head emphatically,
and jabbered more ficrcely than ever.
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“I'm bowled!’ I muttered to myself.
‘* These two blightors didn’t know me
from Sir Montie, but- Anatole does! My
hat, this is where the band begins to
play |”

All three men turned to me with ono
accord, and their kindly looks had van-
ished. They were angry, and meant mis-
chief of some esort, [ set my teeth and
wriggled away like an eel as they reached
for me.

I'm pretty nippy (that’s not a pun on
my name), and [ shot acroes the vault

llike lightning. But escape wasn't casy,

for Anatole wae after me in a flash. Ho
grabbed -hold of my coat, just as [ was
plunginf into the black tunmel. It was
rotten luck. Another half-inch, and 1
should have beaten them,

As 1t was, I was yanked backwards
with a termfic jerk, and hit the floor
with such force that I bruised myelf
severely. Without waiting to see I
was hurt, Anatolo and one of the other
men clutched me tightly, and carried me
across the veult to a narrow doorway on
tho other side.

Without the slightest ceremony T was
ﬂmr:f headlong into blackness. I struck
hard stone with my hande and knees,

and grazed myself. The heavy open
door, as strong as iron, m spite of it
age, thudded to behind me, and [ heard
bolts being shot.

For several minutes I lay still, regain-
ing my wind, and allowing the acute
pain to easo down. Then I struggled to
my fcet, and took out my electric torch.
As 1 had expvected, tho tiny filament in
the lamp had broken, and the torch was
useless. I wasn’t disappointed, becauso
I'd expected it. Those kampa aAre not
made to be knocked about forcibly,

But I had a few matches in a box, and
I struck one.

That was quito enough. T saw that
my prison was a low, contined dungeon.
Tho walls were of solid stone; the roof
was arched, and also made of stone.
The only ventilation which canie in was
admitted by means of a .few tiny holes
in the top of the door. Aud the door
itself was as impregnable as a stronge
room. '

Thero was no means of escape what-
ever.

What in the name of wonder could it
mean ?

I was angry, and astounded, and im-
potent. I'd made all these discoveries
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—and vet T knew nothing whatever! [
hadn’t gono a step further; on the con-
trary, tho position was even worse than
before. For tho others wouldn’t know
what had happened to me, and there
would be general anxicety.

I sat down on the floor and wept. At
loast, that's what T felt like doing. .1
was quite ready to weep with helpless-
ness and mortification.

CHAPTER VII.
(Nelson Lee relates further events.)

THE FRUITLESS INVESTIGATION —I STARTLE

EVERYBODY BY ABRUPTLY OHANGING MY

VIEWS, BUT EXPLAIN THINGS AFTERWARDS
—A TRAP IS LAID.

IR MONTIE was waiting at the top
of the great steps when our two
cars arrived at the castle. The
journey from Westbrooke Hall had

been rather slow, owing to the fact that
the recent enowstormm had caused the
drifts to becomo deep and difficult to
negotiate. Now, however, the fall had
o-ased, and. the night was calm.

[ord Dorrimore and I were in front,
and we alighted from our car first. Sir
Montie came down the stops quickly,
with Watson close at his heels.

‘“ Bennett's pone, sir?’ exclaimed my
young host, with grave ooncern. ‘‘It's
terrible. Thoe dear fellow has just dis-
appeared, you know. Tommy and 1
have beon in the hall, as you told us——"

‘““ That's richt, Montie,”” I interrupted
quickly. ‘““ Don’t look so troubled. my
boy; 1 dare say we shall straighten out
this tangle before long. In a few
minutes I want you to tell me exactly
what happened, so far as your own
knowledge goes."”

There was some little time spent in
introducing Eileen Dare and Captain
Masters to Dorrimore. This was necas-
sarily a hurried affair, as the situation
was rather acute.

Eiflcen went off with Lady Helen, as
was only natural, and I remained in the
great lounge, talking with the two boys
and IFenn. Dorrimore hadn't come in
yet ; after the introduction he had gone
out to scc about storing his car. Thero
acomed to be a little ‘.di,ﬂioulty. The
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garage only accommodated two cars--
Lady Helen's own limousine, and her
brother's big landaulettc. There was,
another big garage adjoining, bub :e-
pairs were being done to the roof, and
the place wasn’t available. Dornimore,
I bolieve, placed his racet in an old
coach-house some distance off.

Sir Montie and Watson could not tell
me much. They had been sitting beforo
the fire with Nipper, when the latter had
gone up to the library. He had not ro-
turned, and the first they knew that any-
thing was wrongz was when old Fenn
came gearching for Nipper.

‘“ It's astoundin’, sir,”’ said Tregellis-
Weat. ‘“I'm upset—I am, really. Poor
old Benny’s been collared by somebody
or other. Tommy and I have becn
chafin’ awfully durin’ this last half hour.
What's to be done, sir?”

“QOur first task, Montie. will be to
examine the library,” I réplied briskly.
‘“ Your uncle has told me the secret aper-
ture Bennott found in the library is well
known to him. So we have, at least, a
starting point.” |

We went to the library without delay.
The earl had explained to me during our
pancls in the
library was capable of being opened; and
this one. probably, was the panel which
Nipper had discovered. An examination
would soon show.

Dorrie had joined us by this time, and
he was as eager as any schoolboy could
be. He had entered imto the affair in
that whole-hearted way of his which was
an essential part of his character. Ho
was enormously enthusiastic. -

““This 1s one of your detective oases,
Lee, old man,” he had said to me on
our way from the Hall. “ I'm enterin’
into it with a will. By jing! I never
thought I'd come down to this! I've
always called this detective business rot,
haven't I? I didn’t know it could be so
excitin’. You'll be havin’ me as an as-
sistant before you've done!”

I had smiled at that. The idea of
Lord Dorrimore as an assistant was
somewhat humorous. For sheer clumsi-
noss, Dorrie would have been hard to
beat. He was a first-olass man in any
scrap, but when it cime to finesse ho
was hopelessly flummoxed.

His idca seemed to be that we should
proceed to oreate pandemonium. Ho
cheerfully suggested that we should pet
choppers and pickaxes to smash up all
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the panels in the library, in order to find
the right one. This didn’t appeel to me,
however, and Dorrie seemed disap-
pointed,

“1 expect your time will come, old
man,”’” I said. ‘‘*We mustn’t be ram-
headed in this affair. We’re dealing with
clever crooks, and they’ll beat us unless
we’'re very careful.”

‘‘ Have your own way, professor,” he
sald. ‘‘I’m on hand when I’m wanted.”

There were six of us m the library,
for Sir Montie and Watson were anxious
to be on the spot. Lord Westbrooke
opened the panel by pushing down the
small pilece of ornamentation, and 1
flashed a light inside. There were evi-

dent marks in the dust that the narrow |

passage-way had recently been used.

““We are right so far,” I exclaimed,
stepping into the musty opening.
you know where this passage leads to,
Lord Westbrooke?”’

“My dear sir, I’ve never troubled to
explore 1t,” repfied the earl. '‘1 might
spend half my time at that-task, if.I
chose. The old castle 13, 1 believe, fairly
honeycombed. The dungeons below are
fearsome holes:” |

‘“ How cheerin’ !’ murmured Dorrie.

““I think you had better follow behind
me, Dorrie,”” 1 remarked, glancing back.
. ** We don’t know what may bhappen—
and your fists are handy.”’
© **Good man!’ said his lordship. ‘' If
there’s to be any fightin’, I’'m there!”’

But Dorrie didn’t get much fighting.
We passed along the passage 1n single
file, Sir Montie following close behind
Dorrimore, and Watson bringing up the
rear. The ecarl and Masters decided to
stay in the library, guarding the panel.

Leading the way, 1 soon arrived at the
foot of a steep staircase.

There werc . .
many recent footprints to be seen, and prefer to waibt a little
1 eagerly ascended the stairs—keeping|

my hand in olose proximwy to my re-
volver meanwhile,

All our precautions, however, were un-
necossary. For, at the top of the circu-
lar stonc stairway, we merely came to
another panel. Solid bricks covcred our
heads and every side save that occupied
by the panel itself. And this, as we soon
discovered, led out into the north pas-
sago, close to the spot where Tommy had
djsappeared the previous night. .
-] am afraid we have drawn blank,
I exclaimed ruefully, as we dusted our-
selves in the wide, brightly Muminated

‘““ Do f out of the hidden passage itsclf.

J
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corridor. ‘‘ We have merely come up-
stairs by an unusual route. But that
little mystery of Wateon's disappearance
13 cleared up. And that, at all events,
18 a2 step in advance.”

It was simple, sir, wasn't it?’ said
Sir Montie. *‘ That beastly ocavalicr
fellow simply dodged behind this panel—
an’ it looked exactly as though he van-
ished into thin air. Begad, we're pro-
gressin’ ! What’s the next move?”

Montie’s question was rather a difficult
one to answer. I wasn’t at all sure wha
the next move was to be. I returned to
the library by means of the hidden stair-
way, but the others preferred to go by
the more customary method.

My object in doing this was to search
for a sign of an inner opening. It was
quite possible that a secret doorway led

)as But my
efforts were unavailing.

Montie and Watson were very disap-
pointed, and Dorrimore looked glum.
He was just as much a boy as they were.
They had all threce been expecting that
we should coire across a gang of des-
perate scoundrels, hiding in some corner,
and that a terrible fight would ensue.
But I had half expected this result.

‘The whole matter requires careful
thought and consideration,” [ said, as
we stood round the fire in the libvary.

‘““ First of all, Gill disappeared. 1 think
I can explaitn how that trick was
worked——"

'?’

‘“ The deuce you can!’ ejaculated the
earl. ‘‘ I've been puzzling over that all
day, Mr. Lee. And I'm hanged if I can
make head or tail of it. What's the
solution ?”’ _

““T don’t think we had better go nto
that now,”’ I replied. “ I may, of course,

be wrong in my theorz. and I would
while.”

Watson and Montie left the
for the time being ; they had gone
Eileen of the result of our invest:-

The library, therefore, was oc-
in  Masters,

libra
to t,ell?
gation.
cupied by the earl, Captai
Dorrie, and myself. We sat before the
fire smoking, and there was no necessity
for us to keep up any pretence. )
“Your theory’s not wrong, old man,
said Dorrie confidently. ‘I don’t know
what it is, but you’re a masterpiece at
theories. It's amazin’ how you think of
‘em. There's somethin’ to be said in
favour of brains. 1 think all mine ran

to muscles.”
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“Well, we don’t want to talk about
vour brdins, Dorric,” I smiled. ‘ You've
t plenty, when you like to use them.
‘hat we have to do is to facc the situa-
tion. 'To,begin with, there appoars to
be no rhvme or reason in the move-
ments of the man, or men, who are re-

spongible for these very material mani-
fostations,

“T am quite convinced that Wataon
was taken in error and he was thereforo
placed in the alcove almost at once. 11is
captors must have known that he know
nothing, and so they did not consider it
risky to return him. Now, was Nipper
taken by mistake? 1 fancy not. It i3
my belief that he was made a prisoner
beeanuse he had discovered tho secret of
this panel. The enemy, in fact, became
alarmed, and made a false move.”

““A falso move?' ropeated the carl
thoughtfully.

T A

xactly. If they had left him alone,
we should have attached very little im-
wortange to this old passage. As it s,
5 strongly suspect that a second passage
lcads out of this ono. Otherwise, why
should they have become alarmed? It is
the totnl absenco of motive which worries
me. Cannot you suggest any reason for
all this theatrical businoss, Lord West.

ULA

brooke?

“T1"" aaid the carl,
me! How can 1 suggest anything, Mr.
Lee?” No practical joker would go to
such lengths as this, and surcly thero
arc no actual criminals upon the
Yrt-misos? Motive?! There is none, Mr.
s,oc—none whatever."”

“*There's some infernal trickery geoin’
on, anyhow,” said Lord Porrimore
sagely, as though he were imparting a
startling pieco of nows. *‘ As to who is
responsible, or why it's bein’' done, 1
Jeave that to you, professor. You're tho
slouth hound, you know. It's you're job
to arrive at solutions.”

(

“I'm put to the reet, oh?"' I smiled.
“Well, I may fail—but I fancy not. And
I'm not so sure about trickery, cither.
I have been thinking this all over, and
the \total absenpe of actual traces have
led me to reconsider my former doci-
sion.”’

“What do you mean,
asked Mastees curiously.

““1 mcan that the idea of supernatural
force” 1s not so far-fetched as we seem>d
to uuagine at first. ‘There have been

'"Good gracious

Me. Lee?”

LEE LIBRARY

many extraordinary spirit phenomena in
the past. I have never had any actual
experience of clementals—"

“ Elementals!”  ejaculated
blankly. * You're mad, Lee!”

““ Not at all, my dear man.- Elemen-
tale, we are told, are semi-materialised
apirits,”” I went on calmly. *‘ They havo
the power of attacking human beings,
although they are mere spirit forms——'"

“ Bosh!” interjeocted, Dorrie. ‘' Sorry,
Lee, but, man alive, what’'s come over
you? What’s all this tommy rot about

ts? You know as well as I do that
the whole thing has been faked from
beginning to end; you know it a lot
botter than I do, in faot. You're tryin’
to be funny, old man. 1 suggocet a 8ys-
tomatic search, right through the whole
castle—"'

“ No, Dorrimore, that would be use-
less.” I interrupted. ‘¢ All the searching
in the world could not locate a phantom.
Surely I am allowed to reconsider my
decision? The only sensible cxplanation
of this epidemic of ghost appearances 13
that the Cloaked Cavalier is, actually, a-
spectre of the spirit world. The foot-
marks we found in thie passage wero
made by Nipper himself. There is no
stranger near the premises, and, in fact,
the suggestion of trickery i1s a hollow

one. The whole affair is a cloar case of
haunting.”’ .

I tossed some cigar ash into the fender,
and lecaned back. The earl and Dorrie
and Masters were looking at me in a
startled fashion. They could see that 1

was sg:aaking seriously, and hardly
knew what to make of my words. They

all knew that I should not make such an
extraordinary statement without good

cause. And my statement had certamly
been very oxtraordinary.

“ Haunt-ing " repeated the earl. ‘ But
you said—"' o
“What I said, and what I say now,
are roally quite different matders, I.ord
Westbrqooke,”’ I said quietly. *‘“ All the
evidence goes to prove that the caatle is
haunted by evil spirits. Both Gill and
Nipper have disappeared for all time—
they will never return. It is, therefore,
useless making any further investiga-
tion."’
Iord

anxiously.

“ Your brain’s givin' out, old man!”
he declared, in a busky voice. ‘‘This 13

Dorrio

Dorrimore looked

at me
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what comes of workin’ too hard. 1
always suspected it! You'll end your
days in a lunatic asylum—unless I take
you out to Central Africa—"’

** There you go again, Dorrie,”” I in-

H

TREGELLIS CASTLE 1

lieve that elementals are merely the in-
vention of crank spintualists. And
Tliggellis’ Castle 13 haunted by very
solid—’

“’Pon my soul, Mr. Lee, T can’t nuke

torrupted, with a chuckle. ‘ You seem

to have a fixed idea that Central Africa|the earl blankly.

is a cure for all ills. But, seriousl

must come to a decision. I strongly ad-

Iy

anything of you to-night,” interjected
“ Within five minutes

we |you have made the most conflicting

statements.  First you say one thing,

My eyes gleamed as T nodded.

vise everybody to drop all .activity. jthen another—"
What is the use of ﬁﬁhtmg against such
a ghastly power? t seems that this

elemental—as we will call it—has a
spccial desire for getting hold of the
boys. It evidently didn’t want Watson,
but it may possibly make an attempt to
ct hold of Montie. We will, therefore,
eave him in a safe place to-night.”

** Really, Mr. Lee, I cannot possibly
understand you,”’ said the earl flatly.

“*Yet my words are clear, surely,” 1
proceeded. “ 1 suggest that Sir Montie

should be left in the library, here. 'He |

can be by himself, locked in. He will
then be quite safe fromn any attack.””

‘“How do you make that out, Mr.
Lee?’ asked Masters, with a queer look’
at me. ‘“ Didn’t Nipper vanish from
this room? Why should young Tregellis-
West be safe here? The idea 1s—"" -

‘“Quite sound, believe me,” I inter-
jected quietly. ‘‘ At all events, that is
what I advise. You have left this case
in my hands, and I assume that you -will
do as I say. Sir Montie will be lcft alcne
in this apartment during
And we, on our part, will go to bed in
the usual way.” ‘

1 rose from my chair, and walked out |

of the hbrary.
Dorrie and
astonshment; and, after a momeant's
heitation, they followed me out into the
wide corridor.

When we a.'l.'rived at the lounge hall
Dorrimore gripped my shoulder and
starcd into my face.

'* What’s the meaning of this, Lee?’
he asked grimly. ¢ You weren’t serious,
. were you?’

I smiled. ,

“ Do you think I'm a fool, Dorrie?”’ I
replicd.

“1 dont think anything about itI
know you’re not.” ‘

‘* Well, then, you mustn't take any
notice of the preposterous statements I
made in the hbrary a moment ago,” 1

Lord Westbrooke arnd

R

the night. |

‘“Just ‘listen a minute, please—all of
you,” 1 said, in a Jow voice. ‘ On the
face of it, it appears as though 1 Lkave
suddenly taken leave of my scnses. [
haven’t. = My reason for giving utter-.
ance to that bosh in the library was an
excellent one. 1 will tell you. While
we were talking, 1 happened to notice
a tiny hole in the frieze, near the ceiling.
It had not been there a moment beforc,
and 1 at once realised the cause.”

“By )»ng!’ murmured Dorrie.
‘““ There was method in your madness!”’

‘““ Didn’t you guess that at the time?”’
I smiled. ‘‘ That little hole near the ceil-
ing, appearing so suddenly, meant only
one thing. Somebody was listening {0 us
—to our conversation. We were planiing
Hwhat to do, weren’t we?. Well, the enemy
was bent on overhearing our arrangc
'ments. I merely obliged them by forme
ing a plan which would meet with theit
entire approval.”’

‘“ J—1I really can’t quite grasp—"’

‘“ You will in a moment, Lord West-
brooke,”” 1 went on. *‘‘ A spyhole, with
an eye behind it, means a spy. I tact-
fully altered the tone of my argument,
and made some remarks which, I calcu-

g

asters stared, at me in sheer | Jated, would gratify the listener. I have

a strong suspicion that these unknown
men are after Montie. Well, I planned
everything very smoothly. They belicve
now that Montie will be left alone in the
library all through the night.”

‘“ By George!” ejaculated Captain
| Masters, admiringly. *‘ Forgive me, Mr.
Lee! I have been thinking hard things
about you. In reality, you were acting
in an extremely astute manner. The
Cavalier will come for Montie, I am sure.
Well, he will be captured himself.”

“Old man, it’s rippin’—rippin
| declared Dorrie enthusiasitcally. ** You
have merely been settin’ a trap—what?”’

“ Precisely I’ I agreed. ‘* We have set
the trap, Dorrie. It now remains to be

] |n

went on calmly. ‘' Like yourself, I be-

seen whether we shall catch our prize.”
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CHAPTER VIIL

[Recorded, at Nipper's special request, by
Isileen Dare.)

DESCRIBING THFE SMALT, TART I PLAYFED IN
THi, TREGCELLIS CASTLE MYSTERY,

b

T was really too bad of Nipper to
l press me so  persisiently to write
down the minor events which took
place in connection with the mystery
at Tregelis Ctastle during my short stay
there.
He asked me to do so because T played
a certain part in the denouement myself.
He knows all the details just as weil as
1 do, but he declares that the narrative
won't be complete unless T write this por-
tion myself. And I really don’t know
how to begin. I'm not at all sure that I
shall be able to write it, in any case.

I suppoge T had better make a start,
Just to prove to Nipper that the task i
too much for me. He and Nelson l.ce
and 1 are, of course, very old friends.
We have been through many adventures
togethor.

didn’t think, after my engagement to
Oliver (Cuptuin Mausters), that I should
bo called upon to take part in any detec-
five case. But I'm going wrong already |
I wasn’t called upon to do anything; I
really used my own judgment.

Nipper's disappearance concerned me
very deeply. f couldn’t bear to think
that unydling had happened to him. He
1s a wonderfully good boy, and his master
would have been shocked immeasurably if
anything scrious had occurred.

Oh, dear! 1 am quite sure that this
in an awfully bad start! But I suppose
1 had better get on. Oliver told me all
nbout Mr. Lee’s pluns soon after they had
been made. I was very pleased with

thein, for it seemed that the only way.

to find out what had happened to Nipper
was ‘to entrap the scoundrel who was mas-
quorading as the Cloaked Cavalier.

And by lying in wait in the library,
it was quite possible that the ruse wourd
succeed. We might have searched for
Nipper for days without finding him, but
by this method success was at least
prebable,

'd just fancy all this occurring on
Clﬁ-‘:strhas Eve! ¢
I had come from L.ondon with my aunt
to stay at Lord Westbrooke’s fine place
for the Christmas. As Oliver was there,
too, thought the arrangement was a
splondid one. That, is; anly natural, isn’t
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it? I didn’t expect to go over to Trégells
Castle until after Boxing Day.

But I'm straying- away from the point
again. .

It was a great relief to mé to know that
something had been planned—something
which promised success. I went‘and told
Lady Helen all about it, and tried to com-
fort her, for she was greatly upset.
Nipper’s disappearance worried her more
than she couﬁs) say. She told me again
and again that it had been foolish of her
orather to bring the boys to the castle.

But 1t was no use talking that way.
The boys had been brought, and Nipper
had somehow got into the power of the
strange men who were causing so much
trouble. If Nipper turned up all right
in the end, it would be rather a good
thing that everything had happened as it

‘| had done, and I couldn’t think that any-

thing very dreadful had taken place.

It had been arranged that dinner
should be served rather late, and that
the meal should be partaken of in the
usaal manner. Of oourse, we were all .
cager to know what had become of
Nipper; but, as Mr. Lee pointed out, it
wasn't any good being impatient. By
acting drastically, the lad’s life may have
been endangered. We really didn’t know
anything. The whole situation was rather
obscure, and that’s what made 1t ‘so
difficult. ‘

“You mustn’t worry yourself, Lady
Helen,”” I said gently, as I sat with her
in the drawing-room. ‘ We can trust
Mr. Lee to do the very best thing. Aud
Nipper himself 1sn’t a baby, you know!
He 13 quite capable of looking after him-
self, and I dhouldn’t be surpriaed if he
turned up of his own accord.”

Jiady Helen shook her head.

“ It is very nice of you to comfort me,
Miss Dare,”’ she said softly. ‘¢ I shall be
so glad when this dreadful affair is all
over. Whit can 1t all mean? Until yes-
terday, or the day before, nothing hap-
pened to cause me a moment’s anxiety.
All this trouble seems to have come at
once !”’

“ And 1t will go just as suddenly,”” I
smiled. “ Surely we can get at the truth?
Mr. Lee i3 on the spot, and if he cannot
learn the secret, nobody can. I'd like to
go upstairs now, Lady Helen, if you will
excuse me for a little while.”

‘“ Of course, my dear—of course!”

I left the drawing-room and passed up-
stairs. Dinner would be . served ver
shortly, and I wanted to prepare.myself.



I should not wear cvening-dress, of
course. How could i? 1 had come over
from the Hall with no other clothes but
those in which I stood. But my hair
needed a little attention, and—— Oh,
.1t’s not necessary for me to go into those
hittle feminine details, is it? :

It was while I was in my bedroom that
the incident occurred which led me to act
on my own initiative. I had finished my
Jittle preparations, and switched off the
light. Some fancy -or other prompted
me to go to the window and look out. It
was a French window, leading on to a
wide balcony. The weak moonlight shed
a soft, silvery glow over everything. The
snow glittered and cparkled gloriously,
and I yielded to the temptation to ven-
ture out upon the balcony itself.

The night air was crisp and fresh. The
temperature was well below freezing-
point, and the sky was studded with
many brilliant stars. 1 stood for a few
moments on the balcony, looki down
upon the snow-covered lawns and
gardens.

-« It was a beautiful p1
not help admiring 1t.

" But, just as I was on the
turning into the bedroom,

cture, and T could

yoint of re-
noticed a
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which plainly showed that he was very
anxious to avoid observation. And that
alone struck me as being suspicious. Why
was he 80 stealthy?

I shook my head and smiled.

‘“ You mustn’t get such ideas, you silly
girl I’ 1 told myself. )

And I decided then and there to go
downstairs and dismiss the matter from
my mind. But this decision was soon
altered. By the time I had closed the

| French windows, 1 was again troubled

|

dim figure walking cauticusly away from.

the house in the direction of a black pile
of ruins which were clearly visible right
away beyond the ncrth lawns.

" Somehow or other, it seemed to me
that the man was walking stealthily.
Once or twice he paused and looked back,
and he took very great care to remain 1n
shadow during tie walk. Unless my eyes
had been sharp, I should never have
noticed him at all.

At first I was not at all interested. 1
assumed that he was one ot the castle
gervants, setting about his usual duties.
But then I saw that he was heading
‘straight for the ruins. At last’ he dis-
appeared among the black walls, appear-
ing for a moment in the open moonlight.

 Now, I wonder what that means?” I

thought. * Surelly; no servant has any
cause to go out there at this time of the
evening? Can it be possible—"

1 didn’t allow my thoughts to run any
farther at the moment. I tried to dismiss
them as absurd, for I had wondered if
the man was in any way cennected with
the mystery of the custle. _

.- Perhaps 'you'will sy -that I had no
cause ‘whatever to surpect him. But I
had: :'Heshad been wakking in''a fxahmer

7

by uneasy thoughts. Just supposing the
man was connected with the mystery?
Wouldn’t it be as well to make sure?

-But I didn’t care to say anything to
Mr. Lee or the others. What had I to
say? 1 should only make myself look
ridiculous if my fears turned out to be
groundless, so I decided to run out my-
self. - I should only be a few minutes, and
if I found anything really suspicious I
could tell Mr. Lee then.

I was already wearing walking-boots,
and I merely threw a.wrap over my
shoulders and passed- down the west stair-
case, which led into a httle-frequented
lobby. At the end of this lobby I had
seen a door, and 1 believed that it led
out upon the terrace.

It proved to be unlocked, and I soon
found out that my supposition had been
correct. The terrace had been recentl
swept, and I was glad of this, for
didr’t much care for ploughing my way
through the deep snow.

Of course, I hadn’t been out in the
grounds at all. ¥ was quite a stranger to
them. But I think I have a fair 1dea cf
direction, and I could see the old ruins
in the distance.

Nobody had seen me leave the house,
and this was just what I wanted. If my
suspicions proved to be groundless, no-

body could laugh at me; but if, on the
other hand, I found out that I had been
justified, it would be splendid to give
My. Lee a piece of useful information.

The night air was icily cold, and I drew
my wrap about my shoulders as I ran
quickly along the terrace. The moonlight
helpec? me -well, for I could see quite dis-
tinctly. At the end of the terrace I had a
little “difficulty. 1 couldn’t quite decide
which direction the stealthy man had
taken.

But, after walking a few yards
farther, I saw a track of fogiprints lead-
ing along a wide pathway which bordered
a Eigh hedge. These footprints were clear
and distinet, and' I needed no telling that
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they had been made by the man I had
seen. I paused for a moment, and then
quickly made up my mind. o

Supposing the man returned after 1
had walked along the path? He would
sce my footprints, and would know that
I had been there. And that would have
looked rather curious. It would have
been curious!

And so I stepped into the tracks which
the man had made. The strides, fortu-
nately, were short, and so I had no difh-
culty. The snow hadn’t been awept here,
as I ought to have explained before ; and,
by employing the method 1 have
described, I avoided plunging ankle:deep
into the snow.

I kept a sharp lookout as T walked, but
I saw no sign of anybody; and at last I
arrivod among the ruins. By what 1
could see, the building had been at one
time an old chapel. It was now a mass
of broken masonry, smothered with thick
ivy and snow.

I passed within, through a gap in the
stonowork. It was very gloomy in there,
for a certain portion of thg roof still re-
mained, and only & small amount of snow
hud entered. 1 paused for a moment, in
order to get accustomed to the gloom.

And then, stepping’ forward, I felt my
heart beating at a more ra}?id yace. Were
my suspicions justified? For T had seen
that a large stone slub was lying back
against the wall, and a black hole yawned
almost at my feet. Very, very dimly [
just made out the shape of some much-
worn stone steps.

It was quite clear that the man had
passed down this way.

What could it mean?

Hs stealthy method of approaching the
ruin, and the fact that he had descended
into what was obviously a secret stairway,
nrouscd my excitement and suspicions. |
wondered if it would be wise to go any
furthor, or whether I should return to
o castle at once and tell Mr. Lee.

A sudden impulse prompted me to take
the former course. Sometimes Mr. Lee
has complimented me upon my faculty
for coming to very swift decisions. 1
didn’t pause hardly u« moment.

Bwnding down over the black opening,
I gathered my skirts around my ankles,
and commenced the descent., 1 wus
greatly interested, and didn’t stop to con-
sider the pogsible risks.

After descending ten or fifteen stairs, I
found it quite impossible to see anything

|

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

and smelt stuffy in the extreme. And the
darkness was 8o intense that I was
obliged to feel my way.

I got quite a nasty jar by attempting
to go down another step when there
wasn’t one, for I had arrived at the foot
of the stairway, 4nd when I went forward
I found that a fairly narrow passage led
along upon the level. But here and there
I discovered that little alcoves lay back.

I paused in my walk and took stock of
my position.

Seriously, I told myself that it would
be foolish to go on; and just as I had
decided to turn back, I became aware of
a faint glow in the distance. Somebody
lwals] approaching along the tunnel with a
ight ! |

hen the light itsclf apgeared—quite
a bright one. Instinctively I slipped into
one of the alcoves and crouched back. It
was very deep, and I stgod quite con-
cealed. This had been my only course,
for I should have been seen at once had
I attenpted to escape.

I waited, with one hand over my
quickly beating heart, and the dull sound
of footfalls reached my ears. Almost
before I knew it, the figure of a man
passed by. My heart nearly stopped beat-
ing at that second. But I needn’t have
feared. i

The man went straight on without
pausing, and I heard him ascending the

stfi{)s.

Il became dark and silent again, and
I breathed with relief. It hag been a
narrow escape, and it had all happened
so quickly that I could scarcely realise
it. But I felt relieved. At least there
was no further danger of meeting the
unknown man, and my idea of turning
back was dismissed. During that first
glimpse of the light, T had noticed that
the tunnel led straight ahead for quite a
hundred feet, and I determined to go that
distance at least. If I found it impossible
o proceed owing to the darkness, I could
quite eusily make my way back.

So I went on, very cautiously and
very quietly. The floor, "happily, was
smooth and seemed to be covered with
some soft sandy substance. This dead-
ened my footfalls almost completely.

At length I realised that I must have
traversed the distance, and now I walked
with very great care. I came to a
corner. Beyond this the tunnel stretched
away for another fifty feet. I could
see this distinctly, for a faint glow was

at allL The air was warmer down here, ! visible at the far end. This glow. how-
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‘ever, was ﬁerfectly stil, and I knew | journey along the tunnel, and fully

‘that the lig
anybody. By this time, as it may
be guessed, I was thrilling
ment. |
‘didn’t pause to consider
my movements.

It was very foolish of me to g
‘ward alone. Without a - doubt my
COMINon-sense shoull’.::l have told me to
‘return at once for help.

But as I didn't return, what is the
gaod of saying anything? 1 impulsively
crept forward, but took extra special
care to do so silently. My skirts, as I

t.be rashness of

walked, rustled a trifle, but I was quite | man, but two!

t was not being carried by |twenty minutes must have passed since
well | I encountered the man with the light. 1|
with .excite- | determined to lcave without the shght-
It was because of this-that 1| est delay.

But, just as soon as I went to make
my exit, I distinctly heard the sound ot

o for-|soft footsteps. The man was coming

back!

I was thankful that there was another
tunnel on the opposite side of the low

cellar. I ran towards it noiselessly, and
then

Oh, I got such a fright!
For, from this tunnel, I heard, not one
They were approachirig

sure tfxat the sound was inaudible to | quickly, a_nd were talking as they

anybody but myself.

The glow increased as 1 walked.
But, although I paused frequently, I
heard no sound. And 1 became aware
of the fact that I had emerged from the
tunnel, and was standing within a low
crypt, or vault. -

It was quite apparent, now, that the

walked.

I looked round me almost despair-
ingly. Oh, dear! It was an awful pre-
dicament. 1 was caught betwegen two
firee—my retreat was completely cut
off! 1 was paymmg for my foolishness
in venturing so far. '

But. then I noticed a pile of broken

light was situated in another vault of | masonry right up in one corner of the

the same description—which was reached
by means of a short, low passage. The
absence of any sound prompted me to
g0 on.

When I reached the end of this com-
.municating tunnel, I glanced round the
stonework very cautiously. And I saw
that 1 was quite alone.

In the middle | and crouched down.

vault. It might possibly provide me
with cover. At all events, it was my
only chance. I ran aver quickly.

I took a clean leap- right over the
stonework, chancing whether I hurt my-
self in landing. But luck favours the
reckless, and 1 alighted quite soundly
The candle light

of the vault a small table stood, and| was obscured by one of the stonc pillars,
upon it two candles were burning. On and the corner lay in deep shadow.

the other side I could see a low camp

Unless the men camg right over into the

bedstead. There were several leather | corner, they would never find me.

trunke, and various articles connected
with food.

. Q. . h .
Boldly, I stepped into the vault itself. | peared, carrying with them a torch. This
opening yawned from the} was switched off at once. .
crept towards it. they were standing in the candle-light,

Another
opposite wall, and 1
Why was this place deserted? It seemed
to me that the ore man was its sole
cccupant—or rather, late occupant.

And, by the fact that he had left the them, in broken English.
I concluded that he} the bowy soon.

candlés burning, .
would shortly be returning.

This gave me rather a start, and I
quickly stepped back. Unless 1 wished
to be trapped, I must go at once. But
I had been successful! I should have
‘splendid news to convey to Mr. Lee and
tﬁe others. Of course,. this vault was
the headquarters of the rascals who had
‘heen caueing so much trouble. Per-
‘haps he was 'acting quite by himself in’
-the affatr. «i e
<} had taken a - lopge while over'“my

| that the men had meant Nipper.

I had only just rcached my place of
concealment in time. Two men ap-

And, while

talking, the other man appeared
the opposite passage.

“Jt is welll Anatole,”” said one of
“ We will get
It 13

from

Have no fear.
well.”?

““ And the other?”

“He will be not harmed——"

And the speaker went on talking,
quite abruptly, in a foreign languace.
Now and again thz men used English,
but I could gather very little. hat
I had heard, however, brought me great
rehef.

By * the other "’ I was fairly cerf\an;
Anc

they had said‘ that ho would not e
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harmed. The few words had also ¢told me
that Mr. Lee's trap would probably sac-
oeed. _ |

- The man Anatole, made as if to de-
part after some little time.

“It i3 as I wish,” said one of the
men—a tall, refined elderly-looking for-
eigner. *‘‘ Prepare everything, Anatole.
You understand? Waste no time.’

. Anatole went almost at once, and I
hoped that I should now be provided
with a chance of making my escape.
But I soon found that this chance was
denied me,
. For the strangers prepared a -rough
meal, and sat déwn to 1it. As the
ate, they talked in low tones, wit
many gesticulations and shrugs. Need-
less to say, I was very astonished by all
this. Who in the world were these
foreign people? What could they be
doing at this old English castle?

I did not attempt to arrive at any
solution. What was the use? I might
have conjectured for hours, all to no

purpose.

There had been no sign of Nipper so
far, but I was soon to be enlightened.
The elder man rqse from his chair with
three or four sandwiches in his hand.
He went across to a heavy oaken door,
ahd pulled back the bolts. The door
opened, and he passed within.

“You will feed?”' I heard him say.
‘“ Take them, boy.”

And then Nipper’'s voice came to me.

“I'd rather not, thanks,”” he said,
quite calmly. * You know, old son, I
don’t quite trust you. Those sandwiches
look tempting, but they may be faked in
some way. {'ll go hungry, thanks!”

‘““So? Boy, it is foolish you are,”

The man came out from the doorway,
and slipped his. electric torch into his
pocket. He closed and bolted the door
again, and went back to his seat. I
was greatly relievedy by what 1 had
heard. Indeed, my apprehension had

vanished by now, and a great elation
filled me,

My expedition had been quite suc-
cessful—so far as it went. But I did
not attempt to hide the fact that m
position was very insccure. I could
only wait and watch—and hope for an
opportunity to escape.

The men finished their meal, and time
dragged. Quite an hour passed, and I
wondered what they would be thinking
in the castle. Poor QIi\'er would be
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greatly alarmed—for there was nothing
whatever to account for my absence.

The younger of the two men left the
vault, -and plunged into the further
tunnel. He was away for quite a
while; and then he returned with a
face which displayed great excitement.
The men talked quickly and animatedly,
Several times I heard the name ¢ Ana-
tole.”” Perhaps they were expecting
him. This must have been the case, as
Anatole himself appeared shortly after-
wards.

After a few brief questions and
answers, he was left in the vault, and
the other two men went away. I won-
dered what it could all mean, and was,
indeed, somewhat confused.

But I obtained a clearer insight into -
it all twenty minutes afterwards. For,
then, the two foreigners returned; and
they carried between them the limp,
inert form of Nipper’s chum, Sir
Montié! p

The poor lad was quite unconscious.
Just for a terrible second I had an
awful fear. But I saw Anatole pointing
to the captive.

My mind was in a whirl. Why had
these men” kidnapped the boy? How
had they got hold of him? ,

I could understand, now, that Montie
must have been their objective all the
time. For, having got him, they all
three left the tunnel without delay—
going in the direction of the old chapel
exit. It was quite apparent that they
were leaving for good, for they blew out’
the candles, after taking a quick survéy
of the ancient cellar.

I distened to their footsteps as they
went. And after about three minutes I
softly crept out, and felt my way across
to the oaken door. The bolts worked
stifly after a little trouble.

‘“ Hallo, back again?’’ came Nipper’'s
voice, grumpily. “It's no good, you
votters, I'm not going to——"’

““ It 1s all right, Nipper,”’ I said softly.
“It i1s I—Eileen!”’ d ’

Nipper gave a curious kind of gasp,
and then he came blundering across,
nearly knocking me over. He gripped
my hands tightly.

‘“ Miss—Miss Eileen!” he said joy-
fully. “ Oh, geat Caesar, I—I thought
—— Miss Eileen! I'm terrifically glad
to sce you!” .

““You must have wonderful eyesight,
Nipper,”’ I said, with a little laugh.
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48 Oh, I know 1t's dark,
you in my mind,
Nipper, not to’ be outdone.
Eileen, what’s happened?
down here? And where ar
founded foreigners?”’

As quickly as possible I explained
what had occurred; and he; in his turn,
related his own story. And now, I think,
T will leave him to tell the rest himself.
I'm sure I don’t know how I have man-
‘aged my ‘‘hittle bit,”” as Nipper calls it,
but I do hope it will pass muster.

There weré many exciting incidents
after the events I have described; but,
as I said, I'll leave 2ll that to Nlpper

but I can sce
“ Oh,

¢ those con-

CHAPTER IX.
(Nipper continues.)

IN WHICH THERE IS VERY CONSIDERABLE
EXCITEMENT AT THE CASTLE.

ISS EILEEN has related her ad-
M ventures jolly well, I consider—

although she believes she’s made
But that’s

'@ proper mess of it.
only her "modesty. She’s
pingly.

As soon as we had.
out, so to speak, we ec1ded to make a
move. I had he&n; wanderiag how the
dickens I coulg: £sGape $rom_Jfhat beastly
dungeon ; andv Giteeni. wag alfout the last
person in ‘tho g ’I_‘!fad .expected 1o
appear. won
__better rescuer,”

“ 80 they’ve: got ‘poor old ’\Iontln
have they?”’ ‘T  exclaimed eagerly.
“ What can it all be about, Miss Eileen ?
Do you dunk 1t’s an attempt to get
ransom

““« We mustn’t waste time saying what
wo think, Nipper,”’ put in Eileen gently.
¢“ Those men have taken Montie away,
and we must do our best to stop them.
I'm sure I don’t know the way out until
¥ can find the passage entrance Oh,
but there are some candles, 1 behevef

“ P’ve - got come ma,tches I said
promptly.

I fished them out, and we socn had
one of the candles burnmg. It seemed
‘a brilliant light after the pitchy dark-
ness. Eileen stood before me, and 1
looked at bker with real admlmtxon,
Her engagement ring sparkled with a}
" thousand fires on her lefi: hand. .. ..~

done. I1p-

aightened things
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a.nyhow' ” exclaimed $4
Miss®

tompared to ileen
\Vhy are you’

RFooking

1 mered, going red.

‘had taken sccond plaee.

But ”f%:%"ulefn’t ha.ve had al
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Bug‘“ although
uperb,

tbose diamonds were
they wero Jmt bits of pebble
Lherself. She was
lovchier than cver. T honestly
think that Eilcen was the prettiest girl
I'd ever seen. And, just now, she was
at her very host.

“You mustn’t wa,st‘ ttme 1 looking

at _me, Nipper,” .she  said  sev erely.
“You've seen me bnfoxo haven't vou?’
“ I—I—— . On, hu,ng it all, I'm

blessed 1if 1 know what to say,”’ ) stam-

“1m an nngmiofnl
bruto—-l haven’t .even thanked you for

coming to my rescue. I've seen you
before, ch? Why, Miss Eilcon, what
‘does that matter?” )

“ It mattevs a lot, Nipper,” shv re-

plied. ‘' We've got to go at once.
I realised that, then. But I had been
so clated that peor old Montie’s plight

But, now that
Eileen had hmuth some  sense back

into my head, I took the candle and l(‘(f
tho way/out of the vault,

Wo passed along a low tunnel swiftly.
At the end a flight of steps led upwards,
and the air bemmn chilly as we ncared
the surface. Out in the open snowHakes
drove into our faces as scol as we
emmged We found that a smowstorm
was. raging “‘angrily.

*“AVhy, the cvenmg vas bheautifully
clear when I came down exclaimed
Eileen, drawing her wrap cloqel about
hér neck. ‘““ Oh, this 13 too bad, Nipper.
I thought Wwe were going to hd\v such «
beantiful mg,nt‘ ’

“What’s jhat?’ T uasked abruptly,

We both Irstened, and then freard the
sound of a motor-car throbbing not far
away. 1 Jooked round me, and recog-
nised the spot. The garvage was ouly just
on the other side of a hig wull. which
divided the gardens from the domestic

nuldings.

“ Do—do von think it’s those chaps ¢
I acked quicklv. “ By gum, they'tn
pinching one of- the cars! There’s no
telling———""

“We must run, Nipper—we must

run!” exclaimed Eileen urgently.

“ PBut you can’t run throngh all this
snow,” I protested “ You'll <1mply
ruin you" shoes and skart and——"

Eileen didn’t wait for me to f{inish,
but wes off like a daer, tripping through
the snow at a great snned I pelted after
her . at- full gaﬂnﬂ feeling - that I had
-besn deft in the esid. It was a- Pmp-

| thing:to Jet Eileen beat me!
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I caught her just as she reached the
terrace. It had been swept, Eileen told
me, but now the rapidly falling snow
was covering it afresh. The flakes were
fairly small, and they whirled down in
great blinding gusts.

We reached the side entrance—or,
rather, one of the side entrances, for
there must have been a dozen—anu
entered. carrying a few thousand flakes
with us.

We shook ourselves just inside, but
didn’t pause for anything further. We
were in one of the corridors which led
itQ the main part of the castle. And we
sped down it rapidly.

From various parts of the great build-
ing we heard voices, and, by their tone,
it scemed that genermal anxiety prevailed.
** Anybody about?”’ I shouted urgoently.

I heard a great yell, and then Tommy
Watson came tearing round a corner- like
a charging bull.

“ Bennedt!” he bellowed, in a great
shout of joy and rehef. ‘‘Oh, my only
Aunt Jane! Where the dickehs have
you been, you—you ruffian! Where's
Montie ?*’

““ That'’s

what I want to lnow,

Tommy,"”’ I replied, remaining quite cool.

**Don't look so scared. you fathead!”
‘“ But—but I can’t understand—""

‘“ My dear old scout, there’s no time
for you to understand now.” I chipped
in " crisply. ‘* Where's * the guv’nor?
Where’s Mr. Alvington?”’

There was no need for Tommy to
answer, for at that montent three figurcs
came hurrying along. The foremost of
them, I could see at a glance, was Cap-
tain Masters—Elileen’s fiance.

‘““Eileen!” " e shouted
‘“ Thank Heaven!”"

‘“ Have you been anxious, Oliver?”’

e ‘ Anxious!”’ he cried. ‘ Why, we’ve
been nearly mad with anxiety! We've
been simply off our heads for hours
past!’’

‘‘ Bless my soul, it's Nipper and Miss
Eieen!"” exclaimed Nelson Lee, stridin
forward. ‘‘ We must straighten out this
tangle somehow——"

“Well, I'm jiggered!" 1 shouted.
‘“It's Lord Dorrimore! Talk about sur-
prises! Dear old Dorrie!”

I rushed at his lordship and gripped
his hand. For I, of course, didn’t know
anything about his arrival until this
moment. The guv’'nor hadn't had time

joyously.
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to tell me anything about the meeting
over the 'phone.

“ Keep your hair on, young 'un,”
grinhed Dorrie. “*Take the example of
your cleag-headed guv'nor. He's ns conl
as the North DPole, by jing! This 1s
where we'vo got to talk one at a _tune,
or there’'ll be a rippwn’ imitation of tho
Tower of Babel!”

Dorrie wasn't so far wrong in that ro-
mark. There were eight or nine of us
there, and every was asking every-
body else questions. But, after a minute,
we managed to make known the fant that
Sir Montie had been carted off, and that
he’d probably been taken away in a
motor-car. °

During those few moments I gathered
that Eileen had not been missed from the
castle until dinner had sbeen actually
served. And then, of course, there had
been ructions. Consternation had beeon
let loose. Eileen had disappeared! No-
body knew where she had gone, and the
natural presumption *was that sho had
fallen a victim to the unknown marauders
—just like me.

Nobody had thought of looking out-
side; and, besides, the falling snow had
obliterated every footmark. The alarm
had been general, and dinner had been
tatally forgotten. Poor Captain Musters

| had been nearly frantic with anxiety.

And the situation had certainly been
acute. Both Eileen and I had vanishel!
The affair had become deadly serious.
The whole house had been ransacked in-
side out, high and low. But no clue had
been discovered.

_ And then, when everybody was L.cgin.
ing to become gravely alarmed, a cry
had proceeded from an upper corridor.
Tommy and Montie had been up there,
for they had bcen secarching with the
rest. Paesing down, Montie had bLeen
lef, behind for a moment. And lommy
had heard a queer kind of scufle. When
he went back, he had made the awful
discovery that Montic had disappeared
into the bargein! The whole thing had

£ { become a ghastly nightmare.

Three of us gone!

Even Nelson Le¢ himself had boen in-
feoted with the general feeling of com-
plete ;thencc But at the crucial
point,“When all nerves were on jagged
edgee, Eileen and I had put in an appear:
ance.

The relief, as I have explamed, was
general. And our story cleared up a lot
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of the mystery. 'The -one fact which
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re Y

e

Montie’s captors making preparations for

stood above all clse was that the foreign- {-departure,: and -we had, a few. minutes

ers had becen after Sir Montie all the
time. And they had got him!

They had succeeded in their objecs,
and had taken Tregecllis-West away in an
unconscious coadition. Nelson Lee
grasped the situation in a moment, and
his first thought was to ring up the

police—with the object, of course, of
having the: ga,:f%*pped at once.

The guv'nér-and I raced to the library,
and Lee picked up the receiver of the
instrument. In less than ten seconds,
however, he snapped his fingers im-
patiently.

‘“ Disconnected V’’ he exclaimed, be-
tween his sct tecth. * By James! These
scoundrels have done their work well!
The wires have been cut, Nipper!”

““ Great Scott!”’ I gasped.

“We ought to have been prepared for
it,”” said the guv’nor tensely. ‘‘ The fact
is, Nipper, all these. things have hap-
pened in such quick succession that therve
has been more than a little confusion.
The castle 1s now isolated !’

 What—what about Montie?”

“ Theré are other cars, Nipper—Lord }

Westbrooke’s and old Dorrie’s;”’ replied
I.ce sharply. ‘ Also, there 1s Lady
Helen’s limousine. We must be thankful
that the snow lay thick upon the ground.
It should be an easy task to follow any
car—provided we start without delay.”

“ By jingo! I forgot that, sir!”’ 1 said
e»agerf{y. ‘““Of course, we can follow the
“tracks easilyy can’t we? But why has
Mentie been taken away—"’

“My dear Nipper, don’t bother me
with such questions now?”’ exclaimed the
guv’nor, striding from the library.  The
main thing is to rescue him. Until we
have done that it is idle to discuss any-
thing else.” ‘

In the hall we came upon Dorrie and
the carl—and ncarly everybody else, in
fact—talking excitedly. There was a
general feeling of rehef, for two of the
missing people at least, had been found.
And the third was known to be in the
hands of the .strange people who had
been engineering the whole queer
business. .~

It wasn’t even certain that Sir Montie
had been taken away from the castle,
but we only had the flimsiest ¢vidence
to go upon. Eileen and I had scen

 later, heard the sounds of a motor-car

1from the direction of the garage.

It was significant that Anatole, the
chef, was missing. I was quite sure, in
my own mind, that he had left the castlo
with his confederates.

The telephone having proved useless,
we hurried into our coats and mufflers,
and rushed to the garage. By “we’ 1
mean Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Cap-
tain Masters, Tommy Watson, and my-
self. Eileen Dare had becen anxious to
come, but Masters positively refused to
‘let her stir out of the house., In his
opinion, she’d had enough excitement for
one evening.

When we arrived at the garage, Lady
Helen’s chauffeur was already there.
He had been told to get one of the cars
in readiness for instani departure—Lord
Westbrooke’s own landauleite.

The chauffeur had only arrived a
minute before us, and the garage stood
open, with the electric light shining out
into the swiftly descending snowflakes.
Distinct wheel-marks showed in the
SNOW.

‘“ The limousine’s gone, sir,”” cried the
chauffeur, addressing the guv’nor.
“Somebody’s taken  it—the door’s
smashed, and——"’

“That’s what we suspected all along,”
I cut in. * So they took the limousine,
ch? Do you think the landaulette will

be able to overtake it, sir?” :
4 Of course, my boy,”” began Nelson
Lee. -

‘““ Sorry, sir,” put in the chauffeur ¢on-
cernedly. “1 don’t know what’s hap-
pened, rightly speaking, but there dcn’t
seem to be no petrol! Not a drop! The
whole garage 1s swilling with it!”’

We didn’t wait to hear any more, but
investigated for ourselves. A very Lrief
search showed wus that Lady Helen’s
limousine had been stolen, and that every
can of spare petrol had vanished also.
The guv’nor rapidly. unscrewed the cap
of the 1pei;rol tank on Lord Westbrooke’s
car ; all' depended, now, upon the amount
of petrol which the tank contained.

“By James! It’s crhpty!” exclaimead
Lee, in a hard voice. )

“Fmpty !”’ repcated Masters. ™

“Can’t you sec all this petrol on the

floor?’ went on the guv’lor bittely.
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“ Th.c scoundrels evidently pierced a holo
in the tank from underneath; every drop
of spirit has run away. The object of
committing the outrage was, of oouvse,
to avoid pursuit. The enemy has escaped
with Sir Montie, and we are unable to
follow !’

We stared at one another blankly.

“It's rather thrillin’,”" isn’t it?"” s21d
[.ord Dorrimore, scratching his noec.
“ But didn't { have a car when I came

here? Don't tell me that anybody’s
walked off with it. It's the best car I've
cver struck——"’

““ Blockhead !’ ra-fupcd out the guv’'nor
sharply. -

‘““ Quite true, Lee, old man, but you’re
rather blunt, vou know——""

**My dear Dorrie, 1 was calling myself
a ‘blockhead!” said I.ce with a momen-
tary smile. ¢ How could I forget such
an important thing gs that? Your cor is
in the c¢ld coach-Fouse, of course! Has
it been tampered with? Everything de-
pends upon the answer to that query.’

“Let’s go an’ make investigations,”
suggested his lordship.

We were already going, in faot. It
was rather a long detour to the coach-
house, but we arrived their quickly, for
we ran all the wav.. The snow was fall-
ing thickly, and the bare space in front
of the garage was one white sheet.

‘““ No one has been here during the last
hour or two!'’ exclaimed Nelson Uee,
with satisfaction. ¢ It secems that our
unknown friends overlooked your -car,
Dorrie.”’

“ Very kind of -’em,”” said Lord Dorri-
more. ‘‘It’s saved the situation, profes-
sor. I've got gallons of petrol aboard,
‘and the car can shift like blazes. We'll
+oatch the infernal brutes, I'll wager!”

Once the coach-house had been opened
we saw his lordship’s
¢here intact. It was only a two-seater,

. really, but there was heaps of space upon
1t
off.

Dorrio tovk the wheel, and the guv’nor
sat Beside him, and Captain Masters
crouched upon the step. Tommy. ard 1,
not to be outdone, clung to the big lug-
gage grid at the rear. It wag 'a huge
thing, and we could sit upon it without

(o B ]

any discomfort.
‘And thus we

started off
l

.
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racer standing-

|

i

H

In less than three minutes we. were’

h

-
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CHAPTER X.-
(Nipper continues.)

A RACING MOTOR-CAR, A MOTOR-BOAT, AND
SUNDRY ROCKS PLAY THLIR RESPECTIVE
PARTS IN THE LAST STAGES OF THE DRAMA.

ORD DORRIMORE proved himself
to be an amazingly capable motor-
ist. He handled his car with
superb confidence and skill. “The

guv'nor himself could not have dcne

better—and that’s saying a lot.

Very fortunately, the snow didn't hiss
into our faces so much as we had feared.
For the squall had almost passed over
by the time we got fairly started. Onca
out upon - the drive. we had scen the
wheelmarks in the snow quite clearly.
And when the highway was reachad
general relief was felt when it was seen
that no other vehicic had passed along.
So there could not possibly be any con-
fusion. By .following these tracks we
‘knew that we were following our quarry.

I’'m not going to describe that journcy
—for a very excellent reason. There’s
nothing to describe. We simply scuddod
across the countryside like a groy demon.
Dorrie had . switched on the two great
headlights, and expressed supremo ccn-
tempt for all regulations. |

Thus, we were able to travel ver
swiftly, and  we followed the 'wh«ee{
marks of Lady Helen’s stolen limousine .
without any trouble.

~And, at last, Dorrie pulled up "with
such a jerk that Captain Masters was
flung off the seat into the -snow. The
spot was a bleak and lonely one, and if
it hadn’t been for the wecak moon, we
should have been very puzzled as to our
whereabouts.

As it was, Nelson Lee declared that
the sea was quite near by. We had

caught a glimpse of tho waves a moment
before.

‘“What on earth’s the mattor?
gasped Masters, scrambling to his feet.

“I'm not particularly anxious to run
into the sea,”” eoxclaimed Dorrimore
calmly. ‘“ Durin’ the last five minutes
we have been proceedin’- down a little
gully—wo left the main road right back
there. And I fahcy I can see a black
blob over towards the left.” - '

We looked as we scrambled off the
racer. - The black blob Dorrimore had
reforred to was the limousine, and we

. .



I We go on a tour of exploration.—(See page 39.) l
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rushed up to # quickly., The car lay
:n a seemingly cripplod condition, but we
found that the two off-side wheels had
merely sunk into soft dand—which had
becn concealed by the anow.

It was empty, of course, and had béen
abandoned.

“It's clear enough that the fellows
were making for the beach,”’ said Nelson
[ce crispiy. ‘‘They were stranded in a
fortunate position—for them. I'm very
nuch afraid that Montie is being taken
out to Bea." h

““Oh, my hat!” gaid Tommy Watson
-xcitedly. ‘Do you think we shall be
+ble to rescue him——"' ,

‘““We can only hope for the best, my
lm’.” |
With hurried footstcps we ploughed
through the snow and sand until we

stood upon the beach itsclf. The sca lay
right ahead, and looked almoet calm, mI
spite of the low boom of the waves.

Then I saw the reason for it. We
were in the centre of a little bay, and
out against the headlands a reef of black:
rocks stuck out of the sca menacingly.
[he full force of the waves was expended
on.these rocks. In consequence, the bay

vas almost like a lagoon, and the sca of its engine.

ramained calm.

Not a soul was to be seen, although
the moon had sole possession of the sky
.t the present time. We all paused a
Jittle distance from the water, and looked
about .us with anxious eyes.

THL NELSON LEE LIBKARY

escaping. For we oould do nothing but
stand upon the beach and watch. We
were beaten! It was galling in the
extreme ! |

““ What’s to be done, sir?”’ I asked
huskily. |

““ Nothing, young ’un!
anything,’”’ replied Lee.

I felt like shouting with rage and
alarm. What was happening to poor Sir
Montie? Why had he been stolen in this
extraordinary fashion? I just looked at
the motor-boat and the waves with a dull
feeling of misery within me.

The boat was comparatively near,
although we had failed to see it during
the first minute; but it was low in ths
water, and the moonlight was deceptive.
I don't suppose the-boat was more than

We can’li do

| fifty fathoms out, and it appeared to bo

having a hard
current.

For, during the time we had been -
watching, it almost seemed to have re-
mained 1n one position. It was rocking
about, of course, but we couldn’t sece
much progress. The fact that it was a
motor-boat was made clear to us because
we heard, now and again, the faint beat

struggle against theo

‘“ Hallo! What the dickens——"'

It was Lord Dorrimore who had
attered the exclamation, and he broke off
abruptly.

For, at that moment, a dull crash had
reached our ears. Almost at the same
second we heard several wild cries, and

‘“We're too late, old man,’” said Dorrie | when we looked for the motor-boat we
glumly. “ An’ I made the old oar shift, | couldn’t see it!

oo. It's a confounded piby—"

‘“ Wait a moment! What is that over
there?” asked the guv’mor sharply.

“71 can't see—’
“ Why, yes! Look!"”
axcitedly.

‘“ 8he’s sunk !’ I yelled excitedly.

‘““ There’s not the slightest doubt," said
Nelson Lee, ripping off his great-coat hur-
riedly. ¢ There are evidently submerged

I exclaimed] rocks in the bay, and the boat struck

one of them by accident. Good gracious!

I pointed, and all the others at the] What will happen to that poor lad?”

same moment saw what the guv'nor and

[ had seen. . Riding out upon the waves, {s

The tragedy had taken place within the
co of a few seconds. It had been start:-

and making for the open sea, was a tiny| ling in its suddenness. Almost before wo

motor-boat.

the weak light of the half-moon.

suppose it wae half so tiry_ as it seemed.
‘ How—how rotten! I

Lhickly.

We all felt like yelling with fury, I]always happens.

“elieve.
upon the track of the fugitives, we were

wow being presented with a spectacle| Dorrimore grimly.

which filled us with dmnwr.
We were too late! e had arrived
upon the seashore, only to see the quarry

After rushing through the. night{ expected, at all events.

It was almost invisible in}] could take breath, the boat had been
I don’t} sunk, and we knew that its occupants

were now struggling for life in the icy

muttered | water.

They say that the unexpected neariy
Well, this was un-

““ We’ve got to do something,”’ declared

’ “.Can you swim,
Masters?”’

‘““I've won prizes—"'
¢ Good man! Off with that coat!”
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But the captain didn’t need any telling.
He was in the act of stripping his coat
‘off as, Dorrimore spoke. The pair of
them, as well as the guv’nor, were pre-
paring to swim to the rescue.

‘“ But—but you can’t swim in this
water!” gasped Tommy Watson, in
alarm.

““ Why not?’ growled Dorrie, as he
flung his waistcoat in the snow.

‘““ It’s too—too freezing!”’

“Don’t you worry your head about
that!”” exclaimed his lordship calmly.
‘“ By jingo, didn’t you hear those cries?
They’re yelling for help!”’

Dorrimore ran swiftly down the beach
and plunged into_the water without hesi-
tation. Nelson Lee and Masters were
only a second behind him, and Tommy
and I were left upon the beach by our-
selves. -

We could see the three men swimming
out with powerful strokes, and I felt cold
and intensely calm. I knew what it
meant—this attempt at rescue. It was
probable .that one or more of the
rescuers would lose their lives in the
gallant act. }

. Oh, my goodness!’ saild Watson
shakily. .

“ Cheer up, old man !’ 1 said, patting
him upon the back. ¢ The guv’nor can
swim like a fish, and so can the others.”

‘““ But the water—it’s icy cold!”

““ That doesn’t matter so much,” 1
replied reassuringly. ¢ What about the
U-boat outrages last winter? Scores of
men wege forced to remain in water just
as cold as this for hours on end. And
they came through alive in lots of cases.
¥m thinking of the current, Watson. It’s
jolly strong!”

An idea suddenly came into my head.

To stand there inactive w?.s'simplfv gall-
ing. I felt like plunging in myself, for
I'm a pretty decent swimmer. But the
guv’nor had ordered me to remam on the
beach. And now I thought of something.

“ Look here, Tommy !” I said quickly.
‘¢ We passed some cottages about half a
mile back. You pelt back there as hard
as.ever you can! When they come out
of the water they’ll want warming up.”

“ But I don’t see—""

“ What you’ve got to do is to wake up
those cottagers, and explain that some
chaps have fallen ‘into the sea,”” I went
on rapidly. * Tell ’em to make fires anfi
get plenty of blankets ready. I don't
suppose they’ll. want any money, but
here’s a couple of auid in case.”

- “ Rats!
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~ I’'ve got my own tin, T sup-
pose?” said Watson excitedly. *‘‘ It’s a
ripping idea of yours, Benny! I'll buzz
oft at once!”’

- He pelted up the beach and dis-

‘appeared from view. All this time 1 had

had my gaze fixed upon the heads of the

three swimmers. When they neared the
vicinity of the disaster, they spread out,
and I lost them. And then I was com-
elled fo wait in dire misery and appre-
ension.

My attention was diverted by the sight
of a struggling form right away near the
edge of the bay to my left. I ran
quickly along the beach, and soon found
out that somebody was attempting to
reach the shore.

As.I plunged into the surf, knee-deep,
the man uttered a hoarse cry, and flung
himself upon the shingle. I bent over
him. He seemed to be utterly exhausted,
for when I spoke to him he made no

reply.

With some difficulty, I dragged him up
the beach, and laid himn in the snow. And
then, as I was wondering what to do, I
{)efard a hail from the spot I had recently
ett.

Running along, I soon made out the
figures of two people. They were walk-
ing up the beach.

‘““ That you, young ’'un?”’ called out
the guv’nor’s voice. ‘‘ You needn’t havo
any fears; we’re all safe. Dorrie’s got
Montie, and they’ll both be ashore in a
moment. One. of the fugitives went off
by himself, I believe—" '

““ I’ve just lugged him ashore,” T ex-
claimed quickly. ‘¢ ®Whank Heaven! I'd
begun to think that——"

‘“ Where’s Watson?”’ -

¢ T sent him to'those cottages, to have
blankets got readv and fires ht,” ]
replied. “ You'll need drying, won't
you?_n . .

¢ Splendid idca, my boy,” said Lee
approvingly. -

He seemed to be quite fresh, and hi
ducking hadn’t affected him much, Ths
man he had brought ashore was the
elderly foreigner I had seen in the vault.
He was quite conscious, and the guv’nor
kept him pacing up and down continu-
ously. He, for his part, was apparently
dazed by the shock.

Lord Dorrimore came ashore with Tre-
gellis-West a few moments later, and just
behind him I saw Captain Masters assst-
ing Anatole. The rescue had proved an
entire success.
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“ Benny boy, it's gettin' steep, ain’t
7" gasped Sir Montie, as he saw me.
-+ Begad! This water isn't so warm as I
hould like it, but we mustn’t grumble.
These things will happen, you know.
life is full of hardships!"

““ You—you bounder!”
huskily. _

In spite of everything, Montie appeared
.y be as serene as ever. His nerve was
'mazing. Even Dorrimore, although cast
in the same kind of mould as Tregellis-
West, could not equal my chum’s perfect
cquanimity. ‘

¢“ Christmas Eve!"
with chattering teeth. ¢ What a game!
Well, it’s better than loafin’ about!
\We've had some excitement!”

“ Upon my soul,” put in Nelson Lee
sharply, ¢ you fellows seem to imagine
hat you can stand here talking for as
‘ong as you like! you're not careful,
you'll all be down with pneumonia!"’

Anatole and the elderly foreigner did
not speak at all. They were both dazed
hy the startling events which had just
taken place. They knew, however, that
their game was up—that their attempt to
tidnap Sir Montie had failed. And they
knew, also, that they had been rescued
from certain death, for all three would
have perished miserably if it hadn't been
‘or the timely rescue work.

I exclaimed

‘exclaimed Dorrie,

Nelson Lee and I went off to fetch the |

man who had fallen upon the beach.
Dorrie and Masters hurried with the
others up to the cottages. The guv’'nor
and I found the third man just recovering

-onsciousness; but he was in the last

.tages of exhaustiong and we were com-
nelled to half-carry him.

This exercise was really beneficial to
‘he guv'nor, for it warmed his chilled
hlood, and at last we arrived at our tem-
horary destination. .

“The cottagers were all awake and busy.
ommy had done his work well, and we
found many fires alight and piles of
Ylanke¢s in readiness. The good people
wvere kindliness itself, ana were doing all
this without any thought of reward.

Well, to be brief, all the soaked fugi-
tives and rescuers were provided with
blankets and towels. After about an hour
everybody was feeling nearly right again.
This prompt *‘ warming up =’ had averted
all ill effects. '

And, as soon as clothing had been
found us, the Farty prepared to leave. It
wasn't possible to wait until all their
>wn clothing was dried.-and so Nelson

D
.
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Lee and the others donned a weird assort-
ment of garments which made them all
look freaks, but which were dry and
warm.

And we all returned to Tregellis Castle,
taking with us the three men who had
been responsible for everything.

CHAPTER XL
(Nipper continues.)

WHICH WE GO ON AN EXPLORATION
TOUR, AND FIND OUT MUCH.

IN

HAD been mistaken in thinking that
‘I all the three prisoners were as good

as recovered. The man who had
seemed utterly exhausted at the time
of the rescue—he whom I had pulled -
ashore myself—was, strangely enough,
quite able to talk. He was, in fact,
almost himself.

Anatole was shaky and shivery., and I
was pretty sure that he was booked for a
severe attack of influenza—or perhaps
something worse. The elderly foreigner
fainted just before we reached the castle,
and Lee’s efforts to bring him to were
unavailing.

““ It is only a brief spell of weakness
declared the guv’nor. :

I dare say you're wondering how the
dickens we all managed to get home on
Dorrie’s little racer? Well, we didn’'t.
Nelson Lee and Sir Montie and Dorrie
and I and the elderly foreigner made the
first trip home. Dorrie would return to
the seishore—a distance of ten miles—at
once, and bring back with him Tommy
Watson and the other two foreigners and
Captain Masters.

Of course, as soon as we arrived there
was tremendous excitement—and relief.
“The Earl of Westbrooke and Lady Helen
were filled with joy to find that Sir
Montie was safe and sound, and that the
perpetrators of the crime had been made
prisoners. The first thing, of course, was
to change into some decent clothing of
our own. The single prisoner we had
brought with us was attended to by the
Fuv'nor, who expressed the opinion that
1e would recover within the hour. The

uv'nor had brought him with us because.

o was. obviously the leader of tho trio.

Dorrie merely stayed to change his

'

" clothes, and then he took the.c-?ar back for
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the others. He was feeling a little bit

‘“ groggy,”’ I know, but he wouldn’t have
admitted it for worlds.

After he had gone, the guv'nor and I
and Sir Montie stood before the fire in
the big lounge. This was aftem the first
excitement had passed over. Montie was
as cheerful as possible. His ducking
badn’t affected him. He explained that
the elder of his three capters had sup-
]ﬁ)rtcgl him nobly after the boat had sunk.

ontie, therefore, had not taken a drop
of water * aboard,” and his hardy con-
stitution had immediately thrown off the
effects of the wetting.

‘“ Really, Mr. Alvington, I can’t make
it out,” he declared quietly. “ I was
captured in one of the corridors, you
know. Somebody sprang out at me, and
forced something over my mouth and
nose. An’ when I woke up, I was in the
motor-car. Those three chaps treated me
splendidly. An’ that’s why I’m puzzled.
Can you suggest any explanation, sir?”’

““I can’t, my boy, and I donl!t intend
to try,”’ replied Ne?;on Lee. * This man
will be able to tell his own story before
long, and I have fittle doubt that he will
be quite frank with us. For the present,
we had better employ ourselves by ex-
ploring that old vault. The others will
not be back for an hour, at least. But do
you think you are fit enough to come
with us, my boy?”

. ‘“ Begad, sir, I'm as fit as a fiddle!”
dgpelared Tregellis-West.

We went on our exploration tour, and
ommenced operations by visiting the
ruined chapel. Here we descended the
stairway. and finally arrived in the vault.
From here we procceded with lanterns up
the opposite passage. It led- us straight
along for quite a distance, and then we
came upon a flight of circular steps.

Ascending these, we found ourseclves In
another passage, which led very soon-into
the short stairway which led from the
library to the north passage.

‘“ 1 suspected sometning of this sort,”
remarked the guv'nor. ‘' That spyhole,
I noticed, is just round the bend. Some-
body must have been listening while we
were talking in the lhbrary. Now, my
boys, we’ll go back to the vault.”

We did so, and commenced a thorough
search. After about ive minutes we dis-
covered a similar dungeon to that whi03
I had occupied before Eileen had rescue
me.

Coing into this, almqet the first thing

you must remember.

but didn’t get a chance.

2o

we saw was the figure of the Cloaked
Cavalier. It gave me a bit of a start
at the first second, for T thought we
had come upon another man. But the
Gbgure was merely a suit, lr:lung upon a
stand in the middle of the vault,

“The phantom!”’ smiled Nelzon Lce.

‘““By jingo! It looks a heavy get-up,
anyhow,” I remarked. ‘‘ Now, why the
dickens did this suit of clothes look =0
ghostly? There's nothing faked about
it, guv’'nor."”

*“ I fancy there is, my boy.”

We walked over to the stand, anl
examined the clothes carefully. Almost
at once we discovered the secret of the
greenish glow which had so puzzled us.
Fixed into the under side of the cloak—
against the limng—were nimerous tiny
electric lamps. The bulbs were dark
green 1n colour.

“Well, 'm blowed!” 1
‘“It’s as simple as A B C!”

“ Of course it is, Nipper,” said [lre.
‘““These things always are simple when
ou examine them closely. There 13 a

attery, of course, which supplies all the
lamps. Ah, and hereo is the switch—twd
switches, i1n fact.”’

exclaimed.,

Near the waist of the coat we raw &
little tablet, and upon this two nnnia-
ture switches were fixed. We pressed
one of them, and, at once, half the
electric lights gleamed greenly. The
other switch turned on the second half.

““ When he vanished,”” I exclaimed,
‘““he must have switched off half the
lights to begin with. That made 1t
appear as though the greenish light
dimmed before shutting out. But jusé
putting out these lights didn’t make tne
‘ ghost ’ disappear.”’

‘““ Of course not, Nipper. Up in the
north passage the wearer of this suit
merely stepped into the seoret tunnel.
Thus he disappearcd,” explained the
guv'nor. ‘‘ And outside, in the grounds,
the darkness was all that was necessary.
There was no moon at that early hour,
A black edge lay
right behind the lawn; therefore, when
the lights were switched off, the phan-
tam ceased to oxist—to all appearances.”

“ But what about the absence of foot-
prints—"

““ T am going to have a look into that
matter almost at once,”” said Nelson
ILee. *“ I wanted to do so early to-day,
This suit 18
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very cunningly arranged. The man who] wire. It sounds rather complicated, bu.

designed it was clever.” |

The Cavalier’s costurac was, indeed,
extremely cleverly -made. Those little
electric lamps, while quite invisible, cast
a reflected glow upon the figure of the
man who wore the cloak. The effect
was uncanny and weird; and, at a dis-
tance, absolutely spectral.

I was glad that we had found the cos-
tume, for it cleared up that little mys-
tery completely. But I was still very
puzzled regarding the disappearance of
Gill. Nelson Lee wasted no time, but
took us on to the low battlements of
the north wing. We reached the roof
by means of a little turret, and then
walked out upon the leads.

“ Now, I'm not quite sure that my
theory 1s correct,”” said Nelson Lec
thoughtfully. ““ Yet that trick could
only have been performed in one way.
It is possible to have variations, of

| Tregellis-West.

course, but the principle employed must
have been the same.

find a coil of wire, my boy—wire >
rope.”’ _ . .
In about one minute Sir Montie]

hauled something up out of the deep
snow, - |

‘“ This looks rather interestin’, sir,
he exclaimed.

He was grasping one end of a leugth
of thick steel wire, and Nelson Leue
smiled as he took it. The 'wire was
3ecurely fastened to one of the pillary
of stonework. It was secured by means
of a big adjustable screw arrangement,
so that 1t would be pulled taut.

Just near this a piled up hummock of
snow attracted my attention.
it, and brought to light a little cradle
* affair, with a pulley and rope attached.
I{.. couldn’t quite make out what it was
or.

But the guv’nor proceeded to expiain.

“It is really simple, although rather
elaborate,”” he said. ““The wire was
stretched from this room to the big chest-
‘nut on the other side of the lawn. ll
of ‘course, -knew his part well, and, as a
preliminary, he uttered a startled yell—
which drew us all out upon the balcony.

““ The Cavalier was already suspended
over the lawn, with his feet a few inches
from the snow itself. Do you unde:-
stand, boys? He appeared to walk very
clumsily, didn’t ke? Of course, he
didn’t walk at all—he merecly pretendea
to. He was riding in this cradle, with

"

See if you canl}

-ladder was hanging,

kicked 4

the pulley overhead running. on the

it was really easy. Another man on the
toof—Aunatole prohably—merely hauled
upon the rope, and pulled the phantom
across the lawn."”
“ Begad!”’ ejaculated Sir Montie.
““Fancy not thinking of that before!”
I said blankly. '
“As a matter of fact, Nipper, I
thought of it almost at once,”” smilet
the guv’nor drily. “ But, when I
looked into the sky, I saw no sign of
any wire—and that puzzled me. Perhaps
the wire was there, but I fancy not. Ii
must have been hauled across imme-
diately—so that when we arrived upon
the spot there wasn’t a single clue.”
“I'm frightfully dense, sir,”’ said
“I haven’t got it
clear yet. It’s all mixed up, you know.
How did Gill disappear? He wasn’t on
the wire, was he?”’

““ Of course not, Montie,”’ smiled the
great detective. ¢ He simply stood in
the phantom’s path, and waited. We
saw "him enfolded in the cloak, didn’t
we? Well, at that moment, the lights

,,vi'i.rere switched off, and both the Cava-
ier

and its vietim vanished. They
were swiftly hauled up to this spot by
means of the cradle; Gill had lifted his
le(ﬁ’s clear as soon as ever he was grasped.
These battlements, as you kriow, are
very low down, and the two men on the
wire were merely hauled tc the face of
the building. There, probably, a rope
' up which they
climbed in the darkness. But, as I said,
many variations were possible, and the
actual method employed may have heen_
diffefent in detail.”’ o

““ And while we were standin’ down
there gapin’, those rotters were grinnin’
at us from the roof!”’ exclaimed Montie
indignantly. ¢ Begad, the ~ awful
rogues !”’

‘“ The whole thing was a theatrical
business,”” observed Nelson Lee. ‘It
was performed for the sole purpose of
making everybody believe that the phan--
tom was a deadly “thing. By what I
have seen, I should judge that the most
careful preparations were made before-
hand. These men must have beea here
for weeks. Anatole, as we know, was
engaged quite . g month ago. It is
natural to assumedat the others arrived
at the castle on"the same day. It was
a cuto dodge. Amnatole, being the chef,
was able to supply his confederates. with

' food."”'
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““Not a bad idea,”” I grinned. *‘ Tt
geems to me that the whole game went
wrong because Tommy and 1 were here.
Those =illy foreigners didn’t know
t’other from which! First of all they
‘collared Tommy, then they got hold of
me. And, by doing that, they roused
the hornet’s nest. If they’d captfured
Montie right off he would have been
done for, as sure as a gun.”,

‘ Dear fellow, why should I have
been done for?’ asked Montie solemnly.
“Why do these fellows want me? P
not valuable—I'm not, really. There’s
nothin’ about me that warrants dll this
fuss. It’s a mystery.”

“1 fancy an explanation will soon be
forthcoming,”” remarked "Lee. * Well,
boys, I don’t -think there is anything
further. to investigate in regard to the
movements of these Christmas plotters.
All we want now is the story—the
reason for all the whole scheme.”’

.We left the roof by the way we had

come, taking ‘our "lanterns with us.
And ‘then we returned to the lounge,
with the intention of joining the ladies
in the drawing-room. The hour was
late, of course, but nobody thought of
retiring.

But just then we heard Dorrie’s car
outside, and he and Mastérs and ‘Lonmy
arrived with the other two prisoners.
Anatole was ill—really ill—and he was
packed off to bed without delay. The
other man could®’t speak a word of
English, and so he was useless as regards
all questioning. -

Lord Dorrimore and Captain NMasters
were both quite lively; their swim had
nllade them tired and achy, but nothing
else._

Eileen Dare approached the guv’nor
and I as we were chatting with Doryie.
She was looking somewhat excited.

‘“ Can you come at once, Mr. Lee?”
she asked quietly. ‘I just took Oliver
mto the library—the patient 1s. there,

ou know—and when we got there we
ound he had recovered from his faint.
Heo wishes to tell us all something.”’

‘ Oh, that’s rather good,’”’ said Dorrie.
‘“*I'm not a curious chap, but I must
eenfess that I'd hko to hear this par-
ticular yarn.,” .
'« 1 can’t really understand the man,”
Eileen went on. ¢ He seems & real gentle-
man, and he has expressed the deepest
concern for having given us so much
trouble. 1 wonder what it all mecans?”
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_ CHAPTER XII.
(Nipper concludes the narrative.)
WE HEAR AN ASTONISHING STORY—AND
EVERYTHINRG IS MADE CLEAR TO US.
ILEEN didn’t find it necessary to
E wonder for long.
_We all collected in the big
library—the whole crowd of us.
Lord Westbrooke, of course. hadn't
ione back to the hall, and he was more
eenly interested than anybody. In
fact, he looked very grim and stern.
Anatole was in bed, and the other
man was in the library with us. The
guv'nor didn't think that he would
attempt to escape, but it was wiser to
have him where we could keep an eve
on him, '

But we were all interested in the
elderly  man who had treated me so
courteously—and then so roughly—in the
vaults. As Nelson Lee had surmised.
his fit of faintness had soan passed. And
now, after some brandy, he looked hag-
gard, but well enough otherwise.

He was a foreigner of some sort. His
dark eyes gleamed strangely as he looked
at us all. His slightly grizzled hair ‘was
untidy, and his small pointed beard
needed clipping. In spite of this, how-
ever, he carried himself with an air of
distinction, and we couldn’t help won-
dering. o

‘“ Ladies—gentlemen,”” he exclaimed
in a low, deep voice. *‘1I sit before you
in humility. I have acted the part of a
criminal—and I leave it for you to yudge
me as you think fit. But I am honest—
I have no evil thoughts. What I have
done has been for my country’s good—
as you will learn. I have failled. I am
glad of that, for my life has been miser-
able during these weeks.”’

He paused, and nobody made any com-
ment. Of course, the stranger didn't
speak perfect Engiiah, and I'm not going

to attempt to set everything down as

he actually said it. It would only make
the yarn tedious if I did so. |

‘““ My name,”’ continued the man, **1is
Count Vangarod. I surprise you? Pei-
haps I shall surprise you still more when
I tell you I am one of the chief advisors
to the Queen of Merania.”’

“ Merania?”’ murmured Tommy Wat-

‘son. ** Whero’s that?”’

‘““Is my country so small””’ asked the
count with a'faint smile. ** Merama, as
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I am well aware, is but a tiny state in
Furope. But we have managed to keep
out of all the wars—perhaps we are
too insignificant to be noticed. Yet I
am proud to be a Meranian, and I have
done nothing to disgrace my honour.
'As my plans have fallen about my ears,
it is only justice that you should learn
the facts—justice to myself, and justice
o you.”

“I have heard your name, Count
Vangarod,”” said Nelson Lee quietly.
¢ Unless I am mistaken, 1t was owing to

our efforts that Merania succeeded in |

keeping out of the great conflict which
has convulsed Europe. And the feelings
of your countrymen are, I believe, all 1n
favour of the Alles.’”

“ That is true—very true,”’ replied
Count Vangarod. ¢ And the Allies have
no more staunch supporter than myself.
That 1s why my mission to England
filled me with dismay. But I came by
the queen’s command—and 1t was not
my place to question her Majesty's
decree.

“T will not call myself a fool, for thesc
plans were not of my making. But the
safety of a nation was at stake—a tiny

nation, it is true—but ncvertheless dear.

to my heart.

“1 realised, before I started upon my
mission, that it was almost doomed to
.failure. I told the Queen that the whole
scheme was hopeless—and an insane
dream, Ior those words I earned her
severe displeasure,

‘““ Now, to tell you my story clearly,

I nrust go back for a period of fifteen
years. It was at that time her Majesty
was Dblessed with a son, the present King
Nikoli. At the same time, during the
same week, I believe, an English lady,
staying in the capital, gave birth to a
son. Her name was Lady Tregellis-
West—"’
‘“By George!”' ejaculated the Earl of
Westbrooke. ¢ That’s right! That's
where you. were born, Montie. I
thought thero was something familiar

about this talk of Merania.”
saild Sir

“Was I born out there?”
Mantie. ‘“ How interestin’!”
“A few weeks after the infant kiug

was born,” proceeded Count Vangarod,

““tho queen’s brother attempted to per-
pctrate a foul plot upon the young
king. The queen’s brother, Prince Kar-
los, has always been: an enemny to his
own country, and hag schemed .to gain

{
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complete mastery. I do not intend to
go into all the details—my story -would
be too long—but I can, at least, tell you
the main points.

‘““ Prince Karlos schemed to kidnap
his tiny nephew, with the intention of
putting the infant to death. He could
sce that his power would be destroyed
for ever, if the king reigned.

‘¢ Little Nikoli was taken into the pal-
ace grounds by his nurse every fine niorn-
ing. And, as it happened, Lady Tre-
gellis-West had obtained permission
from the queen’s secretary to have her
own child given its morning’s ride in the
grounds, also. It was owing to this fact
that a mistake was made—a mistake
which was to mean ruin to the prince’s
plans.

““For on the morning set aside for the
abduction, the hired bandits of Karlos
committed a blunder. They kidnapped
the little child of Lady Tregellis-West
instead of the king. DBut they discovered
their mistake almost at once. As the
alarm had been given, they seized the -
baby king in addition—he was with his
nurse near by. The scoundrels "fled
with the. two babies, but the project
failed at the very outset. The queen’s
soldiers made the ruffians prisoners "at
once. But then a sad discovery was

made. The two babies had become con-
fused.’”’

“Oh!”’ exclaimed Eileen.
could that be possible? Surely
mothers would know them at once

Count Vangarod smiled faintly.

““In the case of one baby, its mother,
I am grieved to tell you, did not live to
identify her ochild,”” he went on. * But
you, Lord Westbrooke, must know all
this—it is old history to you.”

““ Quite so,”” agreed the earl.
please proceed.” .
- “Lady Tregellis-West was in a very
weak condition,” continued the count.
““ She died, poor lady, upon hearing that
her baby had been stolen. The shock
was too great for her. And so the two

3 HOW
their

‘??’

6 But

| mites were taken to the queen, and her

Majesty at once identified little Mikoli.
At Sir Lancelot Tregellis-West's re-
quest, the name of the second child was
never made public. Why should it have
been? The poor gentleman had enough
grief without having his affairs made the
subject of newspaper paragraphs. - The
whole population, however, knew: of the
plot; they knew that the two babies had
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been confused for a time. And, in spite
of all my efforts—in spite of all the
queen’s efforts—a ceirtain proportion of
ignorant people belicved that there
might still be confusion. Prince Karlos
fled as soon as he learncd of the frilure
of his scheme. But in the course ot
ycars he reéturned to Merania—to the
capital.

‘“ And now, fifteen years later, the evil
prince 18 in almost complete power. Tor,
as certain whisperings must have told
you, King Nikoli is a born imbecile.”

“ How dreadful?’ murmured Lady

| give his name; alt

F
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not be taken from his scheol, and <o for
weeks I planned things at this castle.

“] obtained much information con-
cerning the sccret passages from an ag el
servant who has now retire:d from the
service of the family. I do not cure to

Kough, after all, he
acted in all innocence. I wanted to
make Sir Montgomery disappear in such
a way that no trace would be left, und
no mquiries would be made. We arc
superstitious, we Meranians, and we b
lieved that the phantom would be ac-
cepted without question. I realise ncw

Helen sympathetically.
““It 1s sad,” said the count gravely.

that T was wrong.”
““And you intened to take Montie to

‘“The king is not violent, you will under- | Merania?’ asked the earl.

stand—but his mind is as wecek as that
of -an infant. He is totally unfit to be a
ruler.
general. And Karlos has, for some time,

In Merania the knowledge 1is]ing

been fanming an agitation to force the

“It wasall planned—almost to the last
detail,”’ replied Count Vangarod, inclin-
his head. “ No expense was too
muoh. Once the boy rcached the capital
he was to have been proclaimed king—

weak-mindetl king to abdicate in his|but his real identity would never have
favour. I1f that happens, Merania will | been made public. And he woull have

be ruined.

‘““ You can have no idea of the intrigue | our wishes or die.
the caprtal | forced to take a solemn oath to fcrget

which has run riot 1n

been told that he must either consent to
He would have been

Rumours have spread. and are being fhis. former life and to become King of
daily discussed, to the cffeot that King | Merania. The lad is an orphan, and the

Nikoli is not the king at all! It is be-
dieved by many that the real king was
taken away from Mecrania by Lady Tre-
gellis-West. - _

‘“] am beginning to undecistand,” said
Nelson Lee quietly.

““It is clear now, 1s 1t not?’ pursuca
our narrator. ‘‘The queen has n.ade
herself believe that the rumours are well
founded. Oh, she was mad—mad! She
wanted to believe the absurdity! And
she gave me instructions to obtawn the

queen believed that he would have con-
sented. I thought the opposite—I still
think so. Refusal, however, would havo
meant death. That was her Majesiy's
‘decree. I ackrnowledge that the whole
scheme was mad’ from start to (limsi.
But what could I do? 1 was comp:liei
to carry out the queen’s wishes. And,
belicve me, I would never have allowed
the :lad te die. In point of fact, I had
already made plans to deceive the gqueen
—to bring the boy back to his own

son of the late Sir Lancclot, and to t ring | country.

himn to Merania.

“It was her dream to have a son of
whom she could be proud. Her life has
been a misery for years 'and years.
Against all her better judgment, she
forced herself to believe that this lad
here—Sir Montgomery—was her own
child. And so she sent her emissaries
under my charge to fotch the lad by
force. gnce in Merania, she would
identify him as her own flesh and blood.

“ The whole idea of the phantom was
to get Sir Montgomery away in such a
fashion that no search would be miade.
I makec no excuses.for my own acticns.
I have done nothing harsh, and it s my
wish to express very sincere regret for
having caused this commeiion at such a
time of goodwill and peace.

‘“ Ladies—gentlemen, I have said all
that 18 necessary,” concluded Count Van-
garod gravely. ‘I am in your hands.

‘“ With this lad upon the throne, every-

t:hinlg
Karics
the qu
threaten; _ | _
unless I obeyed her. will. . And.so I come
to England., I knqw.that the boy. cculd!

would be different, for Prince|shall bo meted out to me.
would be helpless. I argued with |that punishment may be, I shall rot
queen again and again, but she|grumble. I must suffer in silence fer the

od to cast me into a fortress|follies of my queen.’

It is for you to decide what punishinent
Whatever

Nelson Lec nodded gravely.
*“There are one or two points which
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need clearing up, Count Vangarod,”’ hé
said, leaning forward. ‘‘ FFor cxample,
I was roughly attacked by two men v-hile
travelling by car to Westbrooke
Hall--—" y

“Ah! I am sorry—I am sorry!"” in-
torrupted the count quickly. “1 apolo-
giso with all my heart. You must for-
give me. That was an act of despera-
tion—1 meant no harm, beliove me. But
you were suspicious—I knew it—and you
were dangerous.  You imperilled the
success of my mad venture. It was my
plan to ocapture you, and hold you a

risoner for a few hours only—until the
Eo_v had been sccured.”

The guv’'nor smiled.

““T understand,” he said. ‘“ And why
did you altack Watson last night, while
he was walking in his sleep?”’

“T'hat was a blunder—a bad blunder,”
replicd  the  count, shrugging  his
shoulders. * It was not. I who made it.
The boy was mistaken for Sir Mont-
gomery. The crror was discovered, and
so the lad was left in the alcove. O,
thero have been many, many mistakes
over this  disgraceful business! This
ovening, while we were waiting for the
bhousechold to retive, I discovered that one
of the lady visitors had vanished. I was
puzzled, but I decided to take advantage
of the opportunity. And so Sir Mont-
gomery was captured almost at crce.
Oh. it was foolish of me—— But why
talk?”’ concluded the count bitterly. ‘1
have failled—and T must suffer for that
farlure.”

] L) [ ] o ]

The Korl of Westbrooke and Nelson
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Loo deoided that Count Vengarod had
suffered sufficiently. Any publicity would
have meant grave political trouble. It.-
was far better that the whole thing
should be hushed up.

Nothing could have been gained by
prosecuting these innocent emissaries of
the foolish Queen of Merania. As Nelson
Lee afterwards told me, her Majesty had
become notorious for her mad fodlies in
almost every direction.

And so, to avert a terrible scandal,
Count Vangarod and his companions
were allowed to go free. But Nelson
Lee made them swear that they would
lecavo England at the earliest possiblo
moment.

As for Gill, he had been paid to play
his part, and had afterwards left the
neighbourhood with a considerable sum
in his pocket.. He hadn’t been told any-
thing that mattered, and so we didn’t
worry ourselves abowt him. *

And thus ended those exciting hcurs
at Tregellis Castle which preceded our
most enjoyable Christmas.

For Christmas Day dawned bright apd
glorious, and all the trouble was at an
end. The guv’'nor and I—and everybody
elsc—spent an coxtremely happy Christ-
mas under Sir Montie’s hospitable roof.

And that's all.

In due course, the guv’nor and I re-
turned to St. Frank’s, and it wasn’t long
before we were plunged into an affair
of a very dramatic character—

But I haven’t got room for any -more
here. So I'll finish up by wishing every-
body the happiest Christmas they've ever
spent—and many of ’em!

THE END.
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The Boxing Sailor |
A STORY ()Bl""y'l'l';EIz ;;:SRANSET ;.;;;;;l;.THE NAVY.
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THE MURDER-BOAT'S LAST
FIGHT.

OULD she hit her target, or
miss? They held their breath
and watched and waited, until
there was a sudden upheaving

of the water near the doomed vessel, a
spurt of smoke and flame, and the ship
ceased her fire.

“They’ve got her! _ She’s lost!”
groaned Crawley. ‘“See? They are
lowering their boats ! Thank Heaven the
shore 1s near! Ah, the devils are firing
“on the crew!”’

It was only too frue! The Germans,
angered, perhaps, at the fight the steamer
thad made, were directing their shell fire
upon the boats. ' |

Yet, to his great joy, Crawley saw
two of them cast away from the ship’s
side and make for the shore.

The U-boat turned now, and those in
the little boat realised in a moment that
she intended to attack hem. °

““The  scoundrels! The villains!
They’ll let nothing live!’ growled
Thomas Crawley. “ But they’ll pay for
their campaign of murder in the end!
Ah”

A shell struck the water near them,

followed swiftly - by another, and yet
another. '

.Spray drenched them; water was
hurled into the boat. Flying fragments
cut through her sail and struck the side
of the doomed craft, yet those within her
bore a charmed life.

Then Crawley cried:

‘““ Bail—bail her out, boys!
hand, missy!
are sinking!”’

: Lend a
We’ve sprung a leak and

o

selves to deal with the inrush of water,
while Thomas Crawley issued orders for
their safety.

“ There are the oars and the mast and]

-:Ignoring the other peril, they set them-

l

sail "’ he cried. “If we sink, cling to
them, boys! One of you give the lass a
hand. Unship the mast now! Cut those
cords away! That’s it! See those oars
are free! We can’t save the boat, boys,
but we may be able to keep afloat until
help comes.’’

White-faced, Hilda Moore listened;
and then, being a lass of grit, she set to
work to bail the in-rushing water out.

Meanwhile the submarine had ceased
her fire. Why?

Tom looked round for an explanation,
and let forth a yell of dehignt.

‘““Dad, Bob!” he shouted. ‘' Look!
There’s help at hand, and they’ve got the
submarine in a trap.. Look! Look!’

| They looked, and realised in a moment

that Tom was right.

- Seaplanes were specding through the
air and swooping down upon the sub-
marine, From north and south and east
destroyers, which seemed to have leapt
from the bed of the ocean, they appeared
so suddenly, came spceding up al a ter-
rific rate, belching black smoke as they
came.

Nor did they wait to get nearer ero
they opened fire. Swiftly they got the
range, and their guns were speaking with
no uncertain voice. R

Shells whistled over the sinking boat,
and burst in the vicinity of the sub-
marine. On board the latter the crew
could be seen running about in panic.
Their guns were stowed away, and pre
parations hastily made for the submersion
of the U-boat. :

Too late! A shell hit her, and left her
crippled upon the surface.
" Then above her swung a naval plane,
a fast-moving instrument of destruction,
and a bomb was dropped sheer upon the

| murder craft.

How the occupants of the little boat
yelled as they saw the burst of flame
and saw the debris fly. by

One of the survivors of the crew of tlie
U-boat at this juncture held up a white

(Centinued. on.page 63.)
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flag in token of surrender, and the crews
of the destroyers who had crippled her
burst into a frantic cheer, which was
echoed.by Bob and Tom, and the fisher-
man and the girl,

A moment later the boat sank under
them, and left them clinging to tho oars
and the mast.

Bob. Randle -elutched the girl by the
waist with one hand as the boat settled
down beneath them, and supported him-
self on one of the oars with the other.

‘““Don’t be afraid,”” he whispered.
“Tll hold you up until the destroyers
come and rescue us.”’

‘Luckily for them, their plight had been
reported aboard the nearest of the
destroyers, which sped up to where they
were immersed like a streak of lightning.

Cheery voices hailed them, cager faces
peered down at them fromnr the deck of
the warship, and ropes were thrown to
them. : -

First the girl was hauled aboard, Bob
sceing that she had a firm grip of the
rope cre they hauled her in. Then .the
fisherman followed. Bob was the third
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cheer upon cheer rang from the throats
of the assembled fishermen who hud
come to give the Wasp rousing
weélcome back.

On the deck of the vessel, among tho
grinning and cheering seameén, stoof Bob
Randle, Tom Crawley, his® father and
Hilda Moore. ‘

The relief and joy they felt on their
return home is indescribablec.

They did not land at once, it being
thought advisable to send news of their
rescue and-homecoming-on ahead, so'that
their sudden arrival home might -be
broken gently there.

This was done, and within tho hour
Mrs. Crawley knew that her husband and
her son were safe: whilst an eazer mes:
senger took the glad ' news of their return
to the Thwaites’, and thcen hastened to
let- the Randles know that their soldier
son had come back. |

With what eagerness the fueitives
awailted their landing can be gucesse:d.
The time scemed to pass on Jeaden
wings.

While they were awaiting the happy

a

to leave the water, and Tpm Crawley the'moment, however, Thomas Crawley ar-

last.
And as Tom reached the deck of the

ranged with Hilda Moore that the gl
should come and stay with them at tho

destroyer, prasped thée hand of the first{little cottage.

seaman he saw, and noticed that his cap
bore the name of the ship—the Wasp—
he let forth a yell that might have been
heard ashore. RN '

“The Wasp, of the- Weathersea
patrol V"’ he yelled. ‘‘ Bust me, if this
wn’t a piece of luck! Here, mates, ‘don’t
you know me? I'm Tom Crawley, of

Weathersea, late of the Flyer, and hcre’s-H-

my dad, .and Bob .Randle, and a - girl
\\ie”}'c brought back from Belgium with
us. : -
- “From Belgium?’ came in excited
comment. ‘‘ How’s that, my lad?”’
““We were all prisoners of war, but we
cgcaped from the German prison at
Antwerp, and herc we are!” yelled Tom.
A minute later he was led below with
" the others to effect a change of clothes,
leaving them to wonder at what appeared
to be a miracle.

L ]

e e ——

LIGHTS @F HOME!

INHAT night the Wasp steamed into
harbour at Weathersea, soon after
dusk had fallen over land and sea.

News of the capture of the U-}and I believed

boat had alréady reuehedt the port, and.

|

A

“ We’ll make you welcome, my brave
lass,” said the fisherman, '‘and iy wife
will ‘be a second mother to you ull ycu
find your own.” |

And so, when ot length a boat pulled

them away from the side of the Wasp,
and bore them towards the lunding steps,
the girl went with them.
The news had gone round.” At the
head of tha steps a group of fisherfolk
were waiting. Thwaites was there, and
the boy Sam, and a host of oli fricnds,
and with them—yes, there she was—Tom
could see Mary Thwaites, standing with
her hands folded, her big eyes glancing
wistfully down. -

Up the steps they swung—Thomas

Crawley -first, with his arm linked in the
girls’ ;then Tom, then Bob Randle.
" How the fisherfolk swarmed around
them, shaking them bv the hand, slap-
ping them on the shoulder, cheering und
petting them.

And then, then Tom Crawlev
found Mary’s arms around him, felt her
soft, warm lips press a kiss upon his
cheek, and the warm teaws follow 1it.

‘*“ Oh, Tom, Tom, you've come buck,
you doad ! Oh, Tom, dear

Tom !’
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«“ Arec vou glad, Mary dear?” whis-
pered the satlor boy.

“ Glad—glad! Oh, I never knew how
much I cared for you mntil the news
came that the Flyer had been sunk, and

that—you’d gone down with her!”

How Tom’s hecart leapt. He looked
round for Bob, but Bob Randle was look-
mg after ‘Hilda Moore, and trying to
force a way through the delmhtod and
enthusiastic crowd. )

The escape of the three Weathersea
heroes from their captivity in Antwerp
and their safe return to the famous seu- |
port town was more than a nine days'
wonder in that part of the country.
People are talking about it still.

" Congratulations were showered upon
them, and rewards too.

t - A public subscription fund was started
on behalf ‘of Thomas Cr awley, who soon-
found himself in a position to buy a new
fishing boat—a$, and bought 1it, too.

Nor did he hesitate to go out upon the
treacherous deep to hel to win food
from the depths for the benefit of the
pcople at home.

As for Tom, he came to an under-
standing with ‘\/Iar) Thwaites ere he had
been ashore a week. Mary had made
up her mind.

*.She was fond of Bob Randle, but she
dld not love him as she !oved 1‘0m whom

THE
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she'd known and quarrelled with and
worked with all her life.

Bob saw how things lay, and accepted
his fate like a good spontsman

“We'll be friends always, Tom, old
boy,”’ said he. ¢ You and Mary and I
And, when the wedding takes place
you'll let me be best man, weoen’t you?

¢ Of course laurrhq.d Tom. * Of
course.’

Tom, who was as sound as a bell, and
unshaken by his experiences, was drafted
another vessel belonging to the
Weathersea patrol, a fast and up-to-date
destroyer—the Hornet.

Within a month he was at sea again,
searching for submarines, and on tho
look out for chance enemy destroyers,
though the latter were wise and kept
| away.

Ag for Bob, he went seedy for a bit,
and was placed upon the sick list.

h He went about as usual, looking fairly
well, with a gold stripe cn his left cuff.

““ But I shall go out to Flanders again,
Han-d be in at the finish,”” he declared.

Meanwhile he had grown to be very
fond of Hilda Moore

Hilda had found her mother, who was
in London, but as her reception was not
a very cordial one she presently camo
back to Weathersea, staved at the Craw-
leys’ oottage, and started work in a
local munition factory. -

And they say she is going to marry
| Bob.

END.,
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I If you want somethin;-really thrilling,

| exciting, and” true to life, you should im-"
mediately -order the

.
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And Read tle First Inshlmcnt of

“In the Hands of the Huns” |

OUR GRAND NEW SERIAL |
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