They a'l saw the thing now—a Iamtly
elusive, spectral figure.

(See This Week’s Story of the Strange Ex-
periences of the St. Frank’s Boy Scouts)

The Ghost of
Pirate Cove!
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l A figure came running up at full speed—a mad, frantic rush. Nipper‘aﬁd
I one or two of the others barred the wav, and the newcomer charged into them.
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An exciting story of the Boy Scouts of St. Frank’s and of*

s their encounter with a strange apparition.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CIIAPTER I.
AN UNCANNY EXPERIENCE.

14 HAT’S that?” asked Bray sharply.

He and his three ccmpanions

came to an abrupt halt, and

. stood listening tensely. No

sound reached their ears except the quiet

swish of the sea on the shingle, Darkness

~—almost enveloped the scene—only the faintest
starlight relieved the intense blackness.

“I can't hear anything——" began John
Busterfield Boots. : '

" He paused, for a far-away cry had sounded
out in the night.

“There it is again,” said Bray softly.
“I thought it was one of the Otters at first,
but it sounds more like a seagull.”

“It wasn't an Otter,” declared Oldfield.
“I know my patrol cry better than that.
Come on—let’s be moving., Tt must be
getting close on eleven. I'm famished, too."”

“Same here,”. said -Billy Nation.

The four St. Frank's Fourth-Formers were
on the beach just round the headland to the
east of Shingle Bay. As Oldfield had  re-
marked, the hour was nearly cleven o’clock,

and the Scouts were wot only. tired, but
hungry. - - - -

. They belonged -to the 2nd  St. Frank's'

Troop, and thers. had been some special
night practice this evening. In fact, the
Esl‘}glllﬂlt\gesl i%aelr- been nnla somewhat grand

e 1st Troop against the 2nd Troop,
and all the Scouts f
soul into the work.

So_far as Buster Boots _l_iq_ew, his rivals had

had put their heart and.

won the honours of the occasion.  The
2nd Troop had been completely oaout-
manceuvred during the course of the opera--
tions and were now straggling back to camp
in sermi-disorder.

Not that the 2nd Troop had any Treason
to worry. The whole adventure had been ex-
citing and interesting, and one side was
bound to be the loser. Nelson Lee and
Beverley Stokes—the respeative Scoutmasters
—nad taken active part in the manceuvres,
and they had granted the Scoufs specia!l
permission to be up late. For in June the
evenings are long, and as darkness had been
¢ssential, late hours were allowed. The
Scouts would make up f{ior it by rlsing
correspondingly later in the morning.

The four Scouts on the beach svere mixed.
Two belonged to the Wolf Patrol, and the
other two were Otters. Boots and Oldfield
were their respective Patrol Leaders. They
had met a mile away, and had decided to
join forces. As the operations: weére now
over, it only remained for them to get back
to camp.

- “I'm afraid we've done pretty badly,”” re-
marked Bray, as they trudged through tle
shingle, assisted by their staves.  '“The -
Lions and the Hawks tad the best success of
all, I hear.”’ '

“Weli, never mind,” sald Busfter cheer-
fully. **I understand that the Tigers were.
captured intact by our fellows. Poor old -
Handy! And he was going to do tremendous..
things, too!” = N

The Scouts went down the beach ‘;tltpég‘i to .'
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the water's edge, for the tide was fairly low,
and the shingle gave place to sand. And
this latter was much ecasfer for walking
upnn.

The knowledge that ithe Tiger patrol bhad
inet with disaster atforded the Modern House
juniors a good deal of satisfaction. Tor
the Tigers included the redoubtable Mand-
forth & Co., and it was pleasing to know
that the’ celebrated Edward Oswald had been
izade a prisoner of war,

“We'll soon he in 2amp now,” remarked
Billy Nation hopefully. * Sandwiches . and

'LEE LIBRARY
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But Buster Boots, who was leading, slack-
ened his speed as abruptly as he had
hastened it.

“ What on earth—— I say, can you fel-
lows see anything out t.here_?” he asked,
with a curions note in his voice.

He had come to a complete halt, and was
staring out over the waters of the bay.
{i3 ecompanions stopped, too, and they
wondered what it was that had caught
Buster’s eye.

‘““ There’s nothing——-"’ began Oldfield.

““No, not that way—over here!” muttered

hot cocoa!” Boots. “Great Scott!
“Lei’s huarry!” urged I can see something
Bray. *f‘The \-‘1:11‘.}' mfn- PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO. nuﬁvi:lgh k” 5 ’
tion 0O ru makes X . e rokc off, and
e lmné’rier than PRty Serias=-haRtara. the others caught
ever, These night their breath in, They
piractices are all very all saw the thing
well, hut thicy jolly now. It was dim, in.
wegll take it out of tangible, and more
you! I've lost my like a will-o’-the-wisp
appetite and found a than anything else.
donkey’s!” A faintly elusive
“Fhat’s natural!” luminous spectral
erinned Buster DBeots. figure!
“Where are we now? To the startled

I haven’t been round
this beach much—" ¥}
“We're just in that
little inlet they call
Pirate  Cove,” sald
Oldfield. *“It’s really
4 part of Shingle Bay,
but owing to the for-

Scouts it appeared to
be standing on the
very water itself, and
to have assumed a
human shape. It was
like some phantom of
the deep—and Buster
Boots had seen more

mation, it’s a separ- than others. 'I'his un-
ale inlet all to itsell. canny  spectre  had
The water’s always risen slowly and
calm  and  smooth gXfy deliberately out of
here, owing to those MR the water,
rocks.” ' “Must be some sord
He indicated some of illusion!” muttered
dim  black  objects ' Boots huskily, “Yet I
which rose out. of the No. 1.—Dr. Malcolm Stafiord. don’'t quite sece——-
sca several hundred Great Scott!”

yards from the shore, Fr%}.:ﬁrs.

Headmaster of St.
Kindly,

but firm. Ile uttered the final

it

Jherf: Seln RGNy Popular with seniors and ejaculation  with —a

rocks off the coast juniors alike on account of gasp.  For now that

just  here. Shingle hi i £ he looked at the
: his unvarying sense 0

Head, indeed, was one iustice water more closely,

o f the most there was nothing to

treacherous headlands
for iniles, and had been
the 'scene of many
disastrous wrecks.

Far out gleamed the intermittent flashes
of the Shingle Lighthouse, but here, on the
beach, all awvas dark. The water in Pirate
Cove was smooth and almost unruflied. Only
the tiniest waves splashed musically upon
the sandy beach.

¢ Another hundred yards, and we shall be
able to climb the cliffs,” said Nation. ‘“ And
we shall be right opposite the camp. . I say,
Enme| ?n! I can smell that giddy cocoa from
ere!’

The tired Scouts hastened thelr pace, the
thoughts of hot cocon spurring them on.

he seen! The ghostly
figure had vanished as
mysteriously as it had
appeared!

it

CHAPTER II.
YERY BSTRANGE.

HE waters of Shingla
Bay were as peace-
ful and undisturbed

- as ever,

“ Well, I'm jiggered!”” maut-
tered  Oldfield. ¢ Therc's
. nothing there at all! Yet |
can swear I saw something a minute ago--




a sort of figure, with long, trailing hair. |

1t was standing on the water, too—although
that's impossible! Jolly queer!”
¢ Must have been our fancy,” said Bray

nervously. _
They stared at the water, fascinated, and,

same _
getrigl,le creepy feeling In the whole atmo-

. The peace of the summer’'s night
?1E:lée§0ne. Th‘é Scouts felt scared, although
not one of them would have admitted it,
even to themselves. The very dimness and
unreality of the apparition had a disturb-
ing effect upon their nerves. They each
tried to believe that their eyves had de-
ceived them--yet each knew that he had
seen something.

“0Oh, this is rot!” growled DBoots.
“There’s nothing here—and never has been!
Let’'s get into camp! And, look here!
Den't say a word to the others—they'll only
laugh at us.”

They hurried away from the scene eagerly,
and not one of the four could resist the
temptation to glance over their shoulders.
They saw nothing fresh. Pirate Cove was
quiet and peaceful.

They were feeling a lot belter by the
time they had reached the top of the elift-
patli. They were puffed and breathless from
their eclimb, and the exercise had taken
away that chilly sensation which had so
gripped them on the beach. TFurthermore,
the lights of the camp gleamed a little
distance ahead of them, and they could
hear many voices, and could even catch an
occasional waft of cooking.

> Don’t forget—not a word!'” said Boots.
“You know what the chaps are—they’'ll

only cackle if we mention anything about
that ghost.”

I don’t believe it was a ghost,” said
Billy Nation, shaking his head. ¢ Just
one of those optical illusions—the same as
that five bob Harry said he was going to
Pay me back yesterday.”

““Five bob?” said Oldfield, with a start.
“Oh, yes! But that’'s no optical illusion,
you fathead! I'm going to pay you back
on Saturday.”

“One of these days I'm going to have you
write that down, sign it, and I'll have it
framed!”” pgrinned Billy Nation. ¢ You're
always making my accounts go wrong——"’

“Blow your accounts!” interrupted Buster
Boots. *“We were talking about that rummy
‘thing we saw. I've been thinking. It
must have been a small shoal of fishes, or
something like that. Lots of these fishes
are phosphorescent, you know—they glow
like anything in the dark.” )

““But the thing was standing on the
water—" began Bray.

. “That was just a trick of perspective,”
interrupted Buster sagely., ¢ Your eyes can
play all sorts of pranks at night, especially

time, they were aware of an |

when you're tired. Perhaps it was only the
r._'ater itself—even that's phosphorescent at
imes.”’

And the four Scouts, dismissing the last
of their fancies, strode into camp with their
thoughts solely upon food and hot cocoa:

There were three camps altogether—or, to
be more exact, three distinct sections of the

one camp., The 1st, 2nd, and 38rd St.
Frank's Iroops were all under canvas to-
gether. But each collection of tents was

grouped to itself, and each had its own
food department and its own separate or-
ganisation,

The 3rd Troop camp was dark and still.
For the Scouts of Mr. Clifford’'s Troop—
Willy Handforth and his fellow-fags—had
taken no part in the night manceuvres. 1t
had merely been one Fourth-Form Troop
against the other.

Boots and his companions arrived in camp
just in time for the supper. It was :n
al fresco affair, the Scouts munching sand-
wiches and holding mugs of cocoa, while
they walked about or sprawled round the
camp-fires.

“Oh, here vou are, at last!” exclaimed
Denny, of the Wolves. “We thought you'd
got lost!”

His Patrol Leader eyed him sternly,

“You're the one who got lost!” said
Boots, with a sniff, “You and Crowe and
the. rest, Where the dickens did you®
wander off to? Why couldn’t you stick to
vour Iutrol? What's the good of me giving
orders?”

“1 like that!™” said Denny indignantly.
“You and Bray went off by yourselves, and
told us to follow on—"

“All right, we won't argue,” interrupted
Buster,

“That's the spirit I like,” said Bob
Christine, of the Buffaloes, as he strolled up.
“It's no good holding an inquest over the
business, Half the chaps are arguing and
saying that if we'd done this and if we'd
done that we should have whacked
Nipper's Troop to pieces. But we haven't
come out so bad. They got most of the
honouns, but we took ten captives."’

“I'm more interested in sandwiches than
captives,” put in Billy Nation. “1 can't
see any coming this T.Ef_a_v."

“You fellows have just got in?”
Christine,

“Yes, two or three minutes ago.”

“Which way did yvou come? 1 didn't see
you on the Downs »

“That's not surprising,” interrupted
Buster. “ We came along the beach, round
Pirate Cove and then up the cliff path.”

“ Pirate Cove, eh?” said Bob Christine,
with a grin. “You didn't happen to see the
ghost, by any chance?"”

The four late arrivals started, and glanced
at.one another.

asked




CHAPTER III.
THE LEGEND OF PIRATE COVE.
FIERLZE P i OB CHRISTINE did
l:u'f' 4‘).i'. '

not fail to =ee the
“oalow fi exchange of startled

ol | - glances.
“Jallo, what's up?” he
asked keenly.
“There’s nothing up,” re-

“But what do you mean about

plied Boots,
the ghost? Which ghost?”

“The Phantom of Pirate Cove, of course,”
grinned Bob.

‘“But you speak as if there actually is

one!” exclaimed Nation. ‘ Who's told you
anything about a ghost? And what’s it like?
And how does it appear?”

“My goodness, haven't you zeen the lucal
paper?’”” asked Christine.

P NO.”

. “You fellows are behind the tiines,” said
Bob, shaking his head. ¢ Handforth bought
the paper, I think, and it’s in No. 1 Camp
now. But there’s a whole paragraph about
the ghost of Pirate Cove. Just a lot ef
journalistic tosh, of course.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!’’ said Buster slowly.

“There’s a legend, or something,” ex-
plained Yorke, who had joined the group.
*“1t's no good taking any notice of the rot.
Pirates used to sail into the cove hundreds
of years ago, and one night in June, an old
fisherman was murdered in the cove—forced
to walk the plank, or something. Anyhow,
_this year is the tercentenary of the affair.”

“The which of the affair?” asked Boots.

““The tercentcnary,” said Yorke carelessly.
~_‘“He's only trying to show.off!"” grinned
Bob Christine. “He got that word out of
the newspaper report. It means that the
marder took place three hundred years ago
this June.,”

“There's a lot more besides,” added Yorke.
“But it’s all pillle, of course. Don’t you
fellows want something to eat—-"'

“Wait a  minute,” interrupted Boots
quietly. “1'd like to see that newspaper.
As a matter of fact, we did see something
in Pirate Cove.”

Christine and the others stared.

“You saw something?” repeated Bob.
“You don't mean—--»

“We weren’t going to say anything about
it. But this makes it different,” said Buster.
‘““As we were coming through Pirate Cove,
we caught sight of something on the water.
It looked like an old man—a horrible-looking
object, slightly Inminous.”

‘“ Great Scott!” ejaculated Bob.
did it appear?”

“It rose up out of the_ sea, and then
vanished.”

“That's just what the newspaper said!”
muttered Yorke., “Oh, but I say, what
rot, you know! You fellows must have
imagined it! The story got hold of you,
and you thought you saw the thing—"

“But we didn't know anything about the
story,” interrupted Buster keenly. ¢ That's

(23 HD“"

e

The imagination can play

just the point. i
all sorts of tricks, especially when you're

thinking about ghosts; but we weren't. I
caught sight of the figure just as we were
talking about hot cocoa. Ghosts were about
the last things in our minds.”

“It's rummy, ‘I must admit,”
Christine,

“Come on—we’'ll go and have a look at
that newspaper,”’ declared Boots.

caid

Buster was a fellow who believed in
action, and he moved off at once. Most
of the others accompanied hi:a. They en-

tered the rival camp, and found plenty of
activity there.

Handforth was busily explaining to a group
of grinning Scouts exactly how and why he
and his Patrol had got captured. And the
leader of the Tigers gave his rivals a glare
as they approached.

“What are you chaps doing in here?” he
demanded gfuffly.

“ Where’s that newspaper you were looking
at this afternoon, old man?”’ asked Christine.

‘““ Newspaper?”

“Yes; the Caistowe rag.”

“I've got it,"”” put in Reggie Pitt. “It's
in my tent. I was rather interested in that
story of Pirate Cove——"’

“You'll be more interested In a minute,”
interrupted Bob, ¢ Boots and three of our
fellows have seen the ghost!”

ié W}lat!ll =

“Seen the ghost!”

“Don't yell about it,” growled Buster,
“And Christine’s not quite right, either.
We saw something—but whether it was a
ghost or mnot 1 won't . say. And you
needn’'t accuse us of imagining things, be-
cause we didn't know anything about the
ghost story until afterwards.”

““ What do you mean—yon saw the ghost?”
asked Handforth. “Don’t talk rot! Yon
know as well as T do that ghosts are only
to be found in stories! 1 don’t believe in
lem !ll

“Just because you don't helieve in ‘em,
it doesn't mean to say they're non-ex-
istent,” put in Boots. “ Heaps of' famous
men helieve in ghosts—although, to be quite
candid, I agree with you. All the same, 1'd
like to know what it was we saw in Pirate
Cove."”

Pitt had hurriecd off to his tent, and he
now returned with the local newspaper.
The visiting Scouts scized it, and Boots read
the report by the flickering light of the
nearest camp-fire, '

D —

CHAPTER 1V,
HANDFORTH DORSN'P BELIEVE A WORD!

v I1E parazraph was not
~a particularly  long
"6ne, aud the Scouts
g ¢ had only been inter-
“ested in it originally because
"~ Pirate Cove was so near to

their own camp. To most of
the fellows, in fact, the story was quite
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new. And it now had added piquancy owing

he latest development.
to“med it out, old man—we all wanft to

hear it,”” said Percy Bray. .

«« Even the reporter chap doesn't seem
certain,”” remarked Boots. & TIEEI‘E‘:'S ‘ttns:
line at the top, In capitals—* SPECTRE OF

i1 SKA NEAR CAISTOWE '—and there's

road Buster.

eursed ) '
“would return to brinz Jdeath to the pirate.

newspaper.

a ouery after it.”

« It doesn’'t matter about the heading—
let's hear the rest,”” caid Billy Nation.

¢« ¢ This month is Lhe tercentenary of the
murder of an old fisherman in Pirate Cove,”
*““ Three hundred years ago
this June, one of the blackest crimes of
local histery was committed in Shingle Day.
The notorious Captain Savage, having ran-
sacked the village of Caistowe, seized an
old fisherman in his drunkhen frenzy, and
took him on bhoard his pirate ship. The
unfortunate old man, so the story goes, was
brutally tortured, and then forced to walk
the plank. Just before his death dive, he
the bucecaneer, and swore that he

«Js that «ll?" asked Nation, as Doots
paused.

«“No; of course not.”

““ Then let’s hear the rest.”

¢““ No need to be in such a hurry,” sald
Buster. “The fire Kkeeps flickering, and
some fathead's spilt a lot of tea on the

Here we are. 1t goes on like

thizs—* Whether there is any truth in this
legend remains problematical, but there is
an old story to the effect that the fisher-

man’'s ghost was seen for years afterwards,
haunting the waters of Pirate Cove. It 1is
cven told that the eg¢host guided Captain
Savage’s frigate, five years after the tragedy,
upon the rocks of Shingle Bay. It i1s a
fact, however, that Captain Savage met his
death on that occasion, his ship being lost
with all hands in the midst of an unprece-
dented June storm. And the legend further
has it that the spectre appears every
hundred years—but only in the month of
June. There are records to prove that ex-
actly one hundred years ago the ghost was
seen nicht after night, appearing from the
waters of Pirate Cove— and even walking on
the surface of the sea. This legend, of
course, must he accepted with all due re-
serve, since the Caistowe villagers of a
hundred years ago were simple, superstiti-
ous souls. However, if the ghost is seen by
any of our readers, we shall be pleased to
have their reports.””

“So it only appears in June, and only in
every hundredth year,” smiled Nipper, who
was listening. ¢ Well, if we don't buck up
and see it soon, we shan’t have another
chance. It's getting towards the end of
June now, and we don't want to wait a
hundred years, do we?”

“It’s all very well to make fun,” growled
Buster., “ But we saw something in Pirate
Cove—and it came out of the water, toa!"

* An old man, all in rags, and with sca-
weed over him!” declared Nation.

LEE LIBRARY IS oy s

“And then he suddenly vanished,” added
Bray. It simply disappeared as we¢ were
looking at it, and the water was left with-
out a ripple on it. One of the rummicst
things I've ever seen.”

“Rats!” said Jack Grey. “You simply
saw some phosphorescence on the water, and
imagined the rest. Why, even this news-
paper writer treats the whole thing as a
kind of joke. It's only been printed to fill
up some space."

“1 wouldn’t exactly say that,” exclaimed
Nipper. “The legzend is bona fide enough—
everybody in (Caistowe knows about it.”

“If everybody knows, what's it printed
for?” demanded Handforth.

“For the benefit of visitors, of course,”
said Nipper.

“Well, I don't believe a word of it!" re-
torted Handforth flatly. “Not a giddy
word! Every village has got its own pet
ghost story, but it's only the ignorant
cottagers who believe it. Caistowe’s a pretty
big town nowadays, and all this rot about
the ghost makes me wild.”

“Well, there's no need to glare at us!”
said Church tartly. < We didn’t ask for the
ghost to appear.”

“But it's such a lot of rubbish!"’ protested
Handforth indignantlv. *“ Printing bosh like
that, by George! As for these chaps seeing
anything, they're dotty! Take my advice
Buster, and go to bed! What you need
is @ night's sleep! And you'd better take
some salts—your liver's out of order!”

Buster Boots grinned.

“Oh, well, we won't talk about it any
longer,”’” he said. ¢ We shall be too late for
the grub unless we hurry off. Thanks for
the paper, Reggie. We shan’t let the ghost
keep us awake to-night.”

The Modern House Scouts went off to their
own camp, and although the subject of the
ghost was discussed for some little time, it
was soon dropped. There were too many
other matters for the Scouts to attend to.

Handforth & Co. were late in getting into
their tent, for Handforth had insisted upon
Church and MceClure tightening all the tent
ropes. After a look at the skyv, he had
declared that some wind was probable. And
his chums were compelled to do a lot of
extra work.

The other three Tigers, in the meantime,
were in bed and asleep. Burton, Owen
major, and Goodwin had fortunately
escaped the extra labour. And this seemed
to be more by design than accident.

For just as Church and MecClure were
about to enter the tent—when the camp
was settling down into quietness—Edward
Oswald pulled them up.

“Hold!” he whispered.
to bed yet!" *

“Look here, Handy—"’

“No arzuments!'’ fmuttered Handforth.
K We're going off to Pirate Cove to have a

“We're not goin~

L look for that ghost!"!



CHAPTER V.

THE APPARITION AGAIN.

HURCH and MecClure

stared at their

leader indignantly.
“We’'re going to

look for the ghost?’’ ejacu-
lated Chureh.
“Yes.”
asked MeClure.

(1] NOW?S:

“Yes, now.”

“But twenty minutes ago you were say-
ing that the whole story was a lot of
pifle, and that you didn't believe a word

of it!”’ exclaimed Church warmly. *You
sald it was rot from bheginning to end!®’

“So it is!”

“You don’s believe there’'s a
all?? asked McClure.

“Of course I don’t; ghosts don't exist!"

Handforth’s chunis looked at him grimly.

“Then we're going down to Pirate Cove
to look for something which isn’t there!®’
snorted Church. *“We're tired out, we're
fed-up, and you expect us to go off on a
wild-goose chase 2

“It isn't a wild-gocse chase; it’s a ghost-
hunt!*?

“But there isn’t a ghost!’’ said MecClure
exasperated.

ghost at

“That's nothing to do with the point,’’}

said Handforth obstinately. “I'm going to
satisfy myself that Boots and those other
chaps - were talking out of their hats!”

“All right—why not go?’’ asked Church.
“McClure and I are satisfied already. So
that's settled, eh? Don’t forget to close
the flap when you come in, old man. It
looks a. bit like rain—=*?

“You—you deserters!’’ hiseed Handforth.
“You insubordinate rotters! I'm your
Patrol Leader, and I order you to come
with me!”?

“Yes, but—*’

“What about the Scout Jaw?’ asked
tIandforth sternly. “What about law 7?2 A
Scout obeys orders of his parents, Iatrol
Leader, or Scoutmaster without ¢uestion.
Do you call this obeying orders without
question?”

Church and MecClure gave it up. They
were good Scouts, but their Patrol Leader
occasionally taxed their patience to the
utmost. Not that their position was any
diffcrent now from what it had always
heen. Scouts or no, they generally
succumbed to Handforth’s domination.

So' the celebrated trio of Study D stole
silently out of the camp without anybody
being the wiser. It was obvious to Church
and McClure that Handforth was not quite
s0 sceptical as he made out.

But Edward Oswald was always keen upon

any kind of investigation. There was
nothing he liked better than a secret
mission—detective work of any sort. And

l

'no good expecting turnips to think.

the ¢host-hunt appealed to him strongly.
He scoffed at ghosts, and he wanted to
establish the nomn-existence of this one.

“You chaps are jolly clever—but you
never think!’ growled Handforth, as they
reached the eliff edee. "My idea In going
to Pirate Cove is to find out the truth,
“We'll prov- exactly what this apparition is,
and in the morning we'll give those Modern
House chaps a shoek. We'll make ’'em the
laughing-stock of the eamp.”’ .

“That'll be lovely!”? said Church, with a
yawn.,

“And how are we going to do it?’ asked

McCiure.

“I’'ve been thinking,”’ said Handforth.
“I've come to the conclusion that those
chaps saw a rock, or a patch of seaweed.
Well, if we can see the same thing, and
prove exactly what it is, we shall have 'en
on toast. Don’t forget the way they
collared us to-night in the manceuvres. I
want revenge!”’

“Well, there’s something in* that,”
admitted McClure, nodding. “It’ll be
rather a lark if we can prove that Buster
and those other chaps were scared by a
patch of seaweed! Why didn’t you explain
this before?’’

“Because I thonght you had enough wits
to think of it for yourselves,’”” replied
Handforth tartly. “But I was wrong. It's
Just
you follow me, and I'll do everything.”

Church and McClure didn’t take the insult
seriously, 1f Handforth really regarded
them as turnips, he wouldn’t want them
with him. And they wouldn’'t have let him
g0 alone, in any case. He was quite liahle
to swim ofi somewhere, and drown himself—
at least, so his faithful chums thought.

They reached the beach at length, and
ploughed their way through the shingle, the
countless pebbles crunching noisily beneath
their feet. :

“We shall disturb the ghost with all this
row,”* said Chureh.

“Fathead! Ghosts can't hear!’’ replied
Handforth. *Besides, a rock or a patch
of seaweed isn't going to be scared away,
I suppose? I've a good mind to take my
clothes off and swim out.”’

“Don’t be silly; we can see all
from the beach,” put in MecClure.

They approached the water’s edge, whero
the waves were breaking to the accompani-
ment of a quiet hiss. The sea was very
calm and even on the exposed stretches of
beach the waves were small. Here, in
Pirate Cove, they were tiny.

The night was dark, and it was diffienlt to
distinguish the rock formadtions at the out-
let of the bay. Behind rose the cliffs, and
the three jumiors scemed to be cut off and
isolated from the rest of the world.

Perhaps it was the knowledge of their
mission,  or- it may have been the lonely

right
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nature of their surroundings, but all three’

were aware of a tense, eerie sensation.
when they spoke, they did so in whispers.
To talk loudly here seemed as impossible

as shouting within a cathedral,
“ fverything’s finished now!'' breathed
Church. *“It’s past midnight, and there

won't be any ghost—"’
Curiously enough, while the word was on

his very lips, and while the juniors were
lookine out across the cove, something
appeared. Something rose from the depths

~of the sea about a hundred yards out.

“What—what's that?'' muttered MecClure
shakily.

stride,
of

it came gliding over the surface
the water towards the beach.

CHAPTER VL
THE MYSTERY.

E VEN Handforth,

sceptic though he
was, felt his flesh
creep, and he had a

wild desire to turn on his
heel and flee. Only his
strength of will -saved him
from fliaht.
And Chureh and MeClure, clinging to
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The sudden light revealed the six juniors all sitting up in their camp beds,
with startled expressions on their faces.

The others found it almost imp'ossihlw

to reply. They stared, fascinated. For
the thing which appeared before them was
faintly luminous, intangible, and unreal.
Gradually it rose ‘higher and ‘higher,
coming up out of the sea like a very wraith
of the deep. To the watching juniors it
seemed that the thing took definite shape;
they could distinzuish the bent figure of
an old man with a long, straggling beard,
and a white, ghastly face. He was en-
tangled in seaweed” from head to foot.

And this startling apparition hovered on
the surface of the water, visible, but
almost,  transparent its shadowy un-
reality., And then. uncannily human

in
with

their leader, were practically struck motion-
less with horror and fear. Never before
.ad they seen anything so ghostly as this
piantom of the deep.

The three Scouts could only stand there
and stare.

This awful thing was coming straight to-
wards them, and not wading through the
water, but actually gliding upon the surface

of it! They could seec no ripple~in its
wake; the figure came on, taking more
definite shape as it approached. It was
an old man, with a pale, mask-like f{ace
and sizghtless, staring eyves. The festoons
of seawead hung down, dripping with
water,



The phantom raised an arm as it came
nearer, pointing straight at the horror-
stricken juniors. And then, just as they
were about to take to their heels, the
ghastly vision sank slowly and gradually
heneath the surface.

Inch by inch it went, that hand still
pointing at the watchers. The hand was
the last thing to disappear. And nothing
but the black surface of the sea remained—
undisturbed, and without even a ripple.
rl'.‘hurch suddenly shivered from head to
oot.

“Let’s—Jet's get away!”® he muttered
hoarsely.
His voice seemed to brcak the spell

Jlis two companions moved, and IIandforth
ran down to the water's edge, and stared
jiarder than ever. There was nothing there
--nothing whatever. X

“Well, I'm hanged!” breathed Handforth.

It seemed 2> though he would plunge
right in. but Church and McClure held
him back. There was something about the
Cove which turned them cold. Even though

the ghost had vanished the sensation was

still in the air. .

“Let's get back to camp!’ whispered
McClure.

“Wait a minute—I want to have a look
round!” said Handforth grimly. “ By
GGeorge! I believe there’s something in this
ghost story after all!’?

“Something in it!’’ echoed Church. “It’s
true every bit of it! That—that thing we
saw  wasn’t a patch of phosphorescent
water, or luminous seaweed. It was the
ghost of that old fisherman, who was
murdered three hundred years ago. I could
see his face—all waxen and death-like!
And his eyes—staring——*’

“Shut up!”’ muttered MecClure, with a
shiver. “I saw it all, too! And the thing
was walking on the water—walking on it
as easily as we can walk on land!”’

Handferth breathed hard.

“1 suppose it wasn't trickery?’ he said,
frowning. '

“It  couldn’t have heen trickery; no
human being could walk on the water like
that!” said Church. “It's easy enough to
fake up a ghost on land, hut you ecan't
mess about with the sea. Besides, it rose
out of the water hefore our very eyes, and
vanished in the same way. And now
there’s nothing there—absolutely nothing!!
No human being could dive under water,
and stay there. 1 tell you it was a real

ghost. I’m scared, too; 1 don't mind
admitting it!”’
“Same here!”” muttered MeClure, “My

skin's all gone cold and tight! Let's—let’s
get back to camp! My goodness! I'm
afraid of this rotten place. That horrible
thing may come back!”’

Handferth felt in very much the same
condition as his chums, but he only

!
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grunted. He walked up and down the
beach, looking for footprints in the sand—
for any clue that would indicate trickery.
But the sand was undisturbed, just as it

had been Jeft by the reccding tide. And
further up the beach footprints were
impossible, for there was nothing but

shingle.

And gazing over the water was of no
avail. The sea was quite undisturbed, and
the problem was unfathomable. How had
that phantom been able to walk over the
water? How had it arisen from the depths,
and descended again? If really super-
natural, the phenomena could be under-
stood. DBut if the result of trickery, there
was no feasible explanation.

Even Handforth was shaken, and the con-
viction was upon him that he and his
chums had gazed upon a psychic materiaiisa-
tion of the dead. That pointing figure
had been, indeed, nothing more substantial
than an actual ghost.

“All  right—we'll get back to camp!”
said Handforth unsteadily. *‘“Perhaps it
wouldn't be a bad idea, though, to take
one of these boats out——

““No, no!” interrupted Church tensely.
‘“Let’s get away! That—that horrible thing
might climb into the boat out of the sca
o

He broke off and hurried up the beach
at a run. McClure followed. And Hand-

forth, who could see that his chums were
thoroughly unnerved, lost no time in join-
ing them.

And the secret of Pirate Cove remaincd
unsolved.

CHAPTER VII.

THE MORNING AFTER.
6 00D gad!”
Archie Glen-
thorne sat up in
his camp-bed with

a gasp. A large spot of
water had dropped on i3
nose, and wakened him.

vpon wue roof of the tent, near his head,
rain was pouring down in a steady, drench-
ing torrent. -

“What ho! Morning, and all that!” mur-
mured Archie. ‘““And a dashed frightful
morning, toe, by the sonnd of it. It seems
to me that this camping stuff isn’t all
that it’s cracked up to bhe!”

It was within ten minutes of the time for

the camp to bestir itself, and the other
members of the Lion Patrol were still asleep.

Archie looked up at the ecanvas, and
noticed that water was penetrating the

material. A drop was just about to fall,
and he rubbed the canvas vigorously.

“I mean to say, this sort of thing is
somewhat mouldy!” . he murmured. ‘It
seems to me that a more substantial roof
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. indicated. However, forty more of the
Lhoud old winks— Oddslife !

He broke olf with a gu[p' for a regular
succession of drops descended the back of
his neck. And the scnsation was chilling
in the extreme. Cold water on the spine
in the early hours of the morning is never
exactly delightful. _

Archie leapt out of bed with a yelp.

« Help!” he murmured. ‘ Phipps, laddie,
kindly dash to the young master's assist-
ance. The old S.0.8. is being broadcast

b B ]

¢« Anything the matter, Archie?” asked
Nipper, sitting up. ¢ Hallo, it's raining!”

¢ Absolutely !” groaned Archie. ¢ Raining,
what? It seems to me, laddie, that the
good old clouds are concentrating their
fury upon this one bally tent. Of all the

frightful experiences, this is about the most

frightful. If you ask me, this Boy Scout
stuff is getting too dashed murky for
words !”?

Nipper grinned.

“PDon’'t you worry, Archie—I expcct it's
only a shower,” he replied. *‘ 'fhere seems
to be a leak just over your bed.”

«“Good gad! Is that what you call a
Jleak ?”? asked Archie plaintively. It's more
Jike a burst! And yet, dash it, the canvas
looks perfectly sound! A bally mystery,
old chestnut!”

““I believe you’ve been rubbing the can-
vas,” said Nipper. ¢ That's the worst thing
you can do. It's the one way to admit
the raln. But there's a silver lining to
cvery cloud—and as this rain has got you
outt of bed bhefore anybody clse in camp,
it's created a record.”

Archie proceeded to dress himself with
gspeed. Since he had been a Scout he had
revealed the fact that he was as capable
as any of the other juniors. Phipps, his
valet, was a mere luxury—and by no mecans
a necessity. Camp life was doing Archie
a world of good.

The tent was by no means large. All
the sleeping tents in the camp were of
the bell-shaped variety, and six fellows oc-
cupied each—one tent for each Patrol.

There was a general air of gloom about
this morning,

As soon as the camp got rveally alive,
and breakfast was on the go, spirits revived
a little, but the rain made everybody miser-
able. It was the first taste of rcal rain
that the campers had had.

There had been showers hitherto, but
nothing much to worry about. This morn-
Ing the sky was grey, and the rain was
descending in a steady, relentless downpour.
It .was enough to dishearten the most con-
firmed- optimist.

It was still pouring when the 1st Troop
entered their marquee for morning lessons.
For this was no ordinary holiday camp. All
the juniors were rcally under canvas be-
cause 8t. Frank's was in the throes of re-
building, and there was no room for the
entire school. Only the seniors were ac-
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commodated there this half, And the
Junior School, Boy Scouts for the time

being, were in camp.

‘Y1t this beastly rain is going to con-
tinue, we might as well give up all hope,”’
growled De Valerie, as he took his place.
“ Rain isn't so bad at St. I'rank’'s—we've
got the common-rooms and the studies.
But here we've cicher got to stick in the
tents, or get wet through.”

‘“It's bound to clear up before lessons
are over,” declared Reggic Pitt. ¢‘It’s got
to, my sons., We've got some more
manceuvres on for this evening, and we

can’'t have them cancelied.”

Nelson Lee, looking very business-like in
his Scoutmaster’s uniform, appeared a
moment later. The gloom of his Troep
was not reflected upon his face. In fact.
he was more cheerful than usual.

““Well, boys, we mustn't allow this
drenching to affect our spirits,” he said
genially, “Upon my word! [I've never

seen such a collection of long faces! This
won't do at all!”

““But the rain looks like keeping on sir,”
growled Armstrong. |

“And suppose it does?” asked Lee.
“There are plenty of things we can do.
And it's never any good worrying about
the weather—it’s the one thing we can’'t
alter. Handforth, I hardly expected to
see you looking so glum.”

“Eh? Me?” said Handforth, with a
start. ¢ Glum, sir? I'm not glum—I'm
just thinking.”

““If you think with the same concentra-
tion over your lessons, I shall be thoroughly
satisfied,” said Nelson Lee drily

Work commenced, and the Scouts were
soon immersed. But Nelson Lee was not
the only one who noticed Handforth's un-
usual pre-occupation. The Leader of the
Tigers was not only thoughtful, but posi-
tively grave. Nobody had heard him shout-
ing this morning, and for some reason he
seemed subdued. And Church and McClure

But the other Scouts were to have the

l were just the same.

| explanation very soon.

CHAPTER VIIL.
ON THEIR HONOUR.

ELSON LEE  briskly
closed his book, and
stepped to the tent
exit. Lessons werc

just over, and there had
been no rain for at least an
hour. The first glance oul
side was chcering. Patches of blue were
appearing in the heavens, and the clouds
were dispersing,.

¢“] think it's going to be fine, after all,”
said Nelson Lee, as he turned back to thc
class. ¢ Before you dismiss, there's onc¢
little thing I wish to discuss. Last night,
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I believe, there was quite a Ict of talk
about & ghost.” |

““Oh, that was nothing
‘“One or two of those hefodem House fel-
lows thought they saw ' something in
Pirate Cove—but 1 expect it was only their
fancy.” .

“I advise you all to take no notice of |
these ridiculous stories,” said Nelson Lee.
““The tale is merely a hashed-up legend,
which should have been forgotten long
since.. You mustn’t take any notice——?*’

n sir, said JYitt.
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explanation for the Tigers’ subdued air this
morning., Nelson Lee frowned slightly, and
came nearer.

“0Oh, so you thrce boys broke bounds last
night?” he asked sternly.

andforth started.

‘ Broke bounds?” he repeated. I—I—er
~— The fact is, sir— Well, yes, I sup-
pose we did!” he added lamely. *‘It didn't
| strike me at the time, though.”

“I’'m not at all surprised to hear that,”
said Nelson Lee grimly. ¢ DBut you must

“I'm not so sure about that, sir,”™ inier-
rupted Handforth, *“I
don’t believe in
ghosts, as a rule, but
I believe there’s some-
thing in this!”

“Indeed?” said the
Scoutmaster.Deteetive.
“I'm surprised to
hear this from you,
Handforth. I thought
you were a strict
materialist?’’

“A which, sir?”

“I thought you had
a contempt for all
ghosts, and such
like ?”

“I always used to
have, sir,” said Hand-

.

‘““ But instead of proving them wrong, sir,
we proved them to be right,”” put in
church. “We saw the ghost, too—a hor-
‘ible-looking thing!*?

_The Scouts listened, astonished. This wus
the first they had heard of Handforth &
Co.’s trip to the beach. And it proved an |

PORTRAIT GALLEHY AND WHO'S WHO.
Fiﬂh Series—Masters.

| tell me exactly what took place—and then
I must decide whether

to punish you or not.
By what I understand,
two or three boys of
the 2nd Troop fancied
they saw something In
Pirate Cove last
night. And you went
down to the beach to
have a look for this
elusive apparition?”

“Yes, sir.”

“At what time did
you go?”

“Oh, late,
must have been
midnight.”

“Worse and worse!”

glr—it
after

forth, *“But 1'm not exclaimed Lee. "“Well,
so sure now. Of since you have admit-
course, it was all ted this  escapade
trickery—I1'll bet my without any cocrcion,
boots on that! ! vou might as well tell
What’s more, 1 mean i) me  the rest, You
to get to the hottom WS went to Pirate Cove
of this mystery, and Q} —and you actually
unmask. the rotter.” - NI saw the ghost:”
*“Which mystery, -T2 “Yes, sir!> sald
Handforth?” demanded il &= Handforth & Co. in
Nelson Lee. *“What @\% . k4 one voice..
on earth are you ¥ 0. 2—Mr : =4 “Describe.  exactly
talking about? What 1!. 0.-2—Mir. Neison Lee. %‘ what happened,” said
do you know about [  Needs wno introduction. = Lee.
this ;’.Ehost of Pirate =3 Famcus for his detective . Handforth went into
C{':‘\’Er? _ . . -4 cenius, but equally famous %__ full details. e tald
We saw it, sir—" E=¥  for his sportsmanship and S22 Nelson Lee and the
“You AW it!” K=f popularity with schoolboys. >4 other Scouts exactly
achoed Lee. "“Wio == 9’ what he and Churech
was with you—and ) -@)"_.‘ ’PF::-"J and McClure had seen
when did this = —how the awiul
happen?” apparition had risen
“Last night, sir— out of the sea, had
after lights-out,” replied Edward Qswald. | walked upon the surface, and had then
“Church and McClure were with me. 'We [sunk back into the water with that
went down to the beach to have a look— | dreadful pointing hand. ,
just to prove that Buster Boots and those “ Come, come!” said Nelson Lee, ut
sther chaps were all wrong.” length. “I do not doubt the main part of

your story, Handforth, but surely yoit have
drawn upon your imagination? You can-
not expect me to believe that the spectre
actually walked upon the water?”

“But it did, sir—we all saw it!* put in

Church quickly.
“It was horrible, sir!” added McClure,
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with a shiver. _
gace—and covered with scaweed from head

oot! [ couldn’t imagine anything more
E:?mt:‘;tl:r. And it walked—actually walked
on the water as though it were solid
ground.” _ _
McClure spoke with veliemence and in-
tensity. His very tone proved that the

previous night's experience had affected hi;n
deeply. And Handforth and Church were in
a similar condition. The other Scouts couli
not help being greatly impressed. )

¢« Under the circumstances, I will refrain
from inflicting any punishments,” said
Nelson Lee quietly., “We were all Iate last
night, anyhow., But let there be no more
of this ghost-hunting at present. Nothing
put harm can come of such expeditions.”

“Yes, sir,” said Handforth submissively,

“I am not going to forbid you to leave
the camp after lights-out, but I am going
to place you all upon your honour,” went
on Nelson Lee. “I want you to remain
strictly within the bounds of the camp—
not only after lights-out, but c¢ven before.
As soon as darkness falls, I trust you, upon
your honour, to stay within the camp, and
1o refrain from any foolish ghost hunts.
That is all. You are Scouts—and a Scout's
honour is to be trusted.”

And Lee felt catisfied that this was
sufficient. The cffect of the previous night's
adventure on Handforth & CCo. was so
obvious that he wanted {o put a stop ‘to
any similar occurrence,

CHAPTER IX.

INE weather prevailed

HANDFORTH, THE CHANGELING.
for the rest of the
day, and the after-

noon turned out to

be sunny and brilliant,
Lessons over, the Scouts were
able to indulge in various
forms of sport and practice. ,

And such things as ghosts and spectral
fisures fraygn the sca scemed remote and
ridiculous. TUnder the depressing weather
conditions of the morning, they hadn't
scemed so absurd, But by tea-time, under
the influence of the sun, Handforth was
already beginning to change his tone. Even
Church and MecClure began to wonder if
~ their imagination had played tricks with

them.

“Seen any ghosts lately, Ted?” asked
'Willy Handforth, as he strolled through
No. 1 Camp with his Patrol of Third Form
braves., ¢ Seen any horrible apparitions?”

His major frowned.

“I'm sceing one now!"” he rctorted, gzlar-
ing at Willy and then glancing round.

“Tt's no good—there’'s no audienca!”

sald Willy sadly. “A brilliant remark .like

TR ——
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that, too!
Pirate Cove?

What's

hear about

this we
_ Some of the fellows are say-
ing that you saw a green ghost walking on
the sea, and beckoning you to go in and
drown yourselves.”

“Don’t be a young ass!” said Iandforth

curtly.  “I don’t believe in ghosts—never
did,  As a matter of fact, Church and
McClure got windy, and started sceing

things.”

Church and McClure, who had just come
up, started violently.

“What's that?” demanded Church.
started seeing things?
You saw that
did—-""

“I've been thinking it over,” interrupted
Handforth airily. “It’s all rot! Ghosts
don't exist! We must have scen an optical
illusion of some kind, and what with the
darkness and—-"

“Well, I'm jiggered!”
blankly.

The brilliant sunlight had removed the
last of their fears, but they were still
as firmly convinced as ever that they had
seen something uncanny the previous night.
And Handiorth's complete change of front
staggered them.

“We
What about you?
ghost as plainly as we

gasped McClure

“What are you jiggered about?”
demanded Handforth,
“About your attitude,” said MeClure.

“You know as well as I do that we all
saw that ghost together. You're not going
to deny—"

“Oh, leave it!” interrupted Willy., “We
can’t stop here while Ted acts the giddy
coat! He's always changing—he never
knows his own mind for five minutes at a
time! Before lonz he’ll be saying that he
didn't see anything at all,”

And Willy marched off with his Patrol,
having uttered a perfectly true prophecy.
For a little later on, round the camp-fire,
Edward Oswald [fulfilled his minor's pre-
diction.

“Rather a pity we can’t go on a ghost
hunt to-night,” remarked Reggie Pitt, as
he strolled up to the Tigers’ camp-fire.
“It’s turned out fine, and there's some-
thing rather fasecinating about a ghost.”

Handforth sniffed.

“It's a pity you can't drop that
ness!”™ he growled. “Ghosts? Rot!
didm’t see anything last night at
was all pure imagination!”

“What!"” gasped Church and McClure.

“Imagination!” said Handforth firmly.
“Whoever heard of a ghost coming up out
of the sea, pointing accusing fingers, and
vanishing ?*

“To say nothing of walking on the
water,” grinned Nick Trotwood, the Leader
of the Curlews. “We've heard of a ghost
like that, Handv—and we hearé about it
from you, too.” _

“Yes, I know,” admitted Handforth. “I
must have been dotty. It was all th- fault

husi-
We
all—it
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of Church and MeClure—they put those fat-)

headed ideas into my head. They got so
jolly scared that they even made me thiuk
funny things. Of course, there wasn’t any-
thing at all—not even a giddy moonbcam!”

The audience grinned. Handforth was
rlways amusing. And his present change of
front was only what most of the fellows
axpected. In just the same way, they
wouldn’t have been in the least surprised if
ne had declared that there were two ghosts.
One never knew what Handforth was going
to say or do next.

“So you don’t believe in ghosts at all?”
chuckled Reggie Pitt.

*No, I don’t!”

“And if you saw onc in
wouldn’t be scared?”

“Scared?” sneercd Handforih. *“I'd like
to sce the ghost that’s going to scare me!
I'm not bragging—I'm just normally level-
" headed, that’s all! And there’s always a
logical explanation of these rummy happen-
ings. I don’t care how queer it is—nothing
will scare me.”

“I'm glad you told us you’re not brag-
sounds like it,” said

ciamp, you

sing, because it

Church sarcastically. “I'd just like some-
body to come along and scare you. You
nced taking down a peg or two!l”

MHandforth stiffened.

“Is that the way to talk to your Patrol
L.eader?” he roared. ¢

“We're off duty now, and I'mm not talk-
ing to any Patrol Leader!’’ retorted Church
tartly. “I'm talking to a chump who
doesn’t know his own giddy mind! My
hat! After the way you saw that ghost,
too! I'd just love to see the thing come
along now and frighten you into fits!”

“Well, T wouldn’t!” suid McClure. “1've
seen it once—and that’s enough for me!
It’ll be a fine state of things if that zhost
walks into camp!”™

Handforth threw a log on the fire with
unnecessary force.

“Ghosts!” he What
absolute rot!”

snorted, “ HTuh!

CHAPTER X.
STRANGE HAPPENINGS IN THE TIGERS' TENT.

SHINGLE CAMP was at
- rest.
p Lights had just been
ik \\\ ) put out, and every-
gl 1 thing was qujet. After the
ot heavy rain, the sky had
. .+ Cleared, and now the stars
were shining brilliantly in {he velvety sky
Hardly a breath of wind stirred, and the
night was intensely gloomy. '
In the tent of the Tiger Patrol, the six
Scouts were just settling down for the
night. All were in Dbed, and the subject
of ghosts had been rigidly barred from all
conversation during the past hour. It isn't
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a wise course to talk about ghosts just
before going to bed.

Handforth was tired after a strenuous
evening. He had been putting his Patrol
through its paces, and his followers had
been quite content to let their leader do
most of the work. So Edward Oswald was
comfortably tired.

He was just dozing off when an extra-
ordinary sound came from the centre of
the tent. 1t was a kind of moan—uncanny
and mysterious. And the fact that it came
from the centre, where there was nothing
but fect, made it all the more unaccount-
able.

“Who’s making that horrible noise?” de-
manded Ilandforth, sitting up.

“I—I thought it was you,” ejaculated
Dick Goodwin, from the other side of the
tent., “By gum! It sounded like some-
body in awful pain—-" -

He was interrupted by a repetition of the
1:04an,

“There it is again!” whispered Church,
sitting up. “Who's got a light? There’s
something in the tent——"

He Dbroke off as Tom Burton switched on
an electric-torch. The sudden light revealed
the six juniors all sitting up in their camp-
beds, with startled expressions on their
faces. Wilh the darkness destroyed, the
uncanny fceling in the atmosphere was
relieved.

“What's the gamc?”
forth, looking round suspiciously.
you making that noise, Church?”

“Of course I wasn't!” said Church
shakily.

A laugh sounded near the central tent-
pole—a soft, decp-voiced laugh, with a weird
note in it. It appeared to sound from the
very air itself, and came from a spot where
none of the juniors could be.

“Great Scott!” muttered Church.
“There’s—there’s something funny about
this! That—that ghost—"

“The ghost?” echoed Handforth blankly.
“You idiots! You're playing a trick on
me! One of you chaps made that sound!”

“We didn't—honour Dbright!” panted
Owen major.

“Honest Injun, Handy!” urged McClure.

“Souse my scuppers, that’s right!” put
in Tom Burton.

All five juniors insisted upon their innn-
cence, and Handforth knew well enough thag
they wouldn’t tell him a deliberate jie.
And the scared looks on their fiaces were
sufficicntly eloquent.

“But—but somebody laughed, that's cer--
tain,” muttered Edward Oswald. “And it
came from t{he middle—— Eh, what did
you say, Church?” -

“I didn’t speak!” declared Church.

“But you must have done!” gasped Hand-
forth. **Somebody whispered in my car a

demanded Iiand-
“Were



second ago—you must have leaned out of

your bed . =
« 1 didn't, I tell you!” insisted Church.

For a second there was a tense silence.
All six Tigers sat there motionless. A
whisper sounded—a whisper that rose into a
soft-toned, but wild-sounding laugh, And
it was in the very air itself—apparently in
every part of the tent at once. The sound
died away.

“My only hat!” g

Handforth leapt out of bed, and made ior
the flap. He didn’t trouble to dress himself.
He went out clad only in pyjamas.

¢ There's somebody fooling about outside,”
he declared grimly.

But as soon as he found himself in the
darkness ‘outside the tent, the uncanny sense
of some ghastly presence reasserted itself.
Perhaps it was mere imagination—he didn'!
know. But Le paused irresolutely after he
had taken one or two strides. Then,
obtaining a firmer grip on himself, he
hurried round the tent.

There was nothing to be scen—not a soul
was anyvwhere near.

“Well, I'm jjggered!” muttered Hand-
forth, pausing, and staring round into the
darkness.

¢ Foolish boy—foolish boy!"™ whispered a
voice behind him.

“Eh?” gasped Edward Oswald, spinning
round.

Then he gulped. He was -alone—there
wasn’t anything near. The starlight was
sufficient for him to see anything within a
radius of five or six feet. And nothing
living. could have whispered in his ear so
closely and have dodged away in such a
short time—for he had spun round in a
second. |

““0Oh, my goodness!’ breathed Handforth
shakily.

““Thou art brave-—thou who laughs at
spirits !”’ said a soft, deep voice immediately
against his ear, “'Tis well thou art being
taught a lesson!”’

Something cold seemed to grip Handforth
from head to foot. The voice was with him
—next to him—but there was nobody to
speak the words! It was a voice out of
the very air itself!

e e iy

CHAPTER XI.
THE UNSEEN PRESENCE.

T took a great deal to
scare KEdward Oswald
Handforth—but he was
scared now.

Even the sight of the
spectral  figure in  Pirate
Cove  had not exactly

frightened him. He had been startled, and
he had felt a desire to flee from the spot.

L

But his condition had been nothing in com
parison to his condition now.

He stood there, tramsfixed.

A kind of cold perspiration broke out,
and his one desire was to dash back into
the tent, where there was light, and human

companionship. But he couldn’t move. It
was as though some unseen power held him.

The very loneliness affected him,

Although the other members of his Patrol
were so near, and although various_ge@unds
came from neighbouring tents, he felt that
he was isolated, He stood there in tho
darkness, and the knowledge that a voice
had come to him from the atmosphere
chilled him to the marrow.

It came again—even closer this time.
r¢“ Well, brave one?” it whispered mock-
ingly. “Since thou dost not believe in
spirits, perchance thou art now brave and
careless? Thou didst see me yesternight
arise from the sea. Perchaunce thou wilt see
me again——-"’

The voice broke off, and ended in a kind
oi fiendish <¢ackle,

And Handforth, in one flash, recovered
the use of his faculties., He let out a
terrified yell—but, somehow, the very force
of his lungs choked the sound and muffled
it. He flew round the tent, dashed in,
and collided with Church and MecClure, who
were just about to emerge.

“Look out!" panted Church, as he stig

gered back.

“The light! Let’'s have the light!”
gasped Handforth, ¢¢There’s that voice oub
there! It :poke to me—like some old chap
would speak hundreds of years ago!”

“You're dreaming!’” said . McClure, in 2
startled voice.

“I tell you I'm not!”’

¢ Souse me! It seems to me you're scared,
shipmate,” said the Bo'sun. ‘“You'd better
get into port, and drop your anchor. Slip
into berth, Handy, and—"

“Yes, by George, 1 willl"
Mandforth hoarsely.

He jumped into bed, and pulled the
clothes over him. He sat there, shivering.
The electric torch was playing upon him,
and the other ijuniors could see his pale,
drawn face. They had ‘seldom seen the
leader of Study D so stricken.

¢« You're scared!”™ said Church, staring

¢ ]—I don’t know!’”’ muttered Handforth.
¢““I believe I am!”

¢ You. said that no ghost would
}'Oll-———”

1 didn't mean it!”

mutterad

acare

muttered Edward

Oswald. “DBut this wasn't a ghost! [t was
only a voice! It was only——" |
A moan sounded mnea: him, low and
vibrant.
¢“There it is again!’” he panted, shrink-
ing aside.

“There’'s what?’”’ asked Owen major.
¢ Didn't—didn't you hear a moan?”
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“You must be dotty!” declared Church.
“What are you talking about? It seems
to me you're hearing things that don’t
exist! Nobody in this tent moaned, and
if you heard something——?

“1 DID!” shouted Handforth desperately,
“1 distinetly heard—— WHAT'S THAT?”
he added, hLis voice rising, as the tent-flap
moved, and a dim face appeared in the
cpening.,

Burton swung the torch round, and the
face was revealed as a human one. It
belonged, in fact, to Nicodemus Trotwood.

“All cosy and comfy in here?” asked Nick
cheerfully. ¢ Hallo, Handy! ‘' You’re look-
ing a bit white about the gills! 1 Q@idn't
niean to scare you badly, old man. But
when I heard you yell just now—"’

ITandforth stared at him dadzedly.

“You—you didn’t mean to scare me?” he
repeated, in a dull voice.

“Just a little ventriloquism,”
Nick calmly.

“Ventriloquism!”?

“ Voice-throwing, you know,” grinned the
Curlew.

“It’s a good thing you came, Trotty,”
put in Chureh, “Handy was just about on
the verge of fainting, you know. My hat!
I never thought you could scare anybody
like that!?”

Handforth sat up in his bed, a deep flush
replacing his recent pallor. A light of
understanding was -entering his eyes. Ven-
triloquism! Then that voice had been Nick
Trotwood’s! The ventriloquist of the
Fourth had deliberate!v spoofed him! The
whole thing had been a jape!

““Do—do you mean to tell me that it was
you who did that moaning and whispering??’
demanded Handforth faintly,

“0f conrse!"

“It was you who spoke to me outside?”

‘““Little me!” grinned Nick. “I wasn't
far. off—just against the next tent. You
ought to congratulate me on my marvellous
cxhibition of voice-throwing. How do I
20 as a ghost? And what about that
beautifu} old English? [t took about seven
of us to think of those words!?”

““IHa, ha, ha!”

The other Tigers burst into a shout of
laughter at the sight of IMandforth’s face.
And some more faces appeared at the tent
flap—including Nipper's, Pitt’s. and De
Valerie’s.

Handforth gave one leap, and hurled him-

explained
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CHAPTER XIIL.
THE ALARM IN THE CAMP,

(¢ RAB him!”? gasped
Church frantically.
Before H an d-

forth could execute

his fell design, the Tigers
‘seized him, and drew him
back. He struggled vio-
lently.
“S}tezuly, old man!” grinned McClure.

“We don’t want to arouse the whole camp,

vou know, And it was only a joke, after
all.?? ’
“ A joke!” hooted IHandforth. ¢ D’you

call it a joke to scare a chap out of his
wits? You might have turned me grey!”

Nick Trotwood chuckled,

“ pon’t take it badly, old son,’” he said.
“ \ joke's a joke—we don’t want to quarrel.
You've admitted that you were scared, and
that's all we wanted tv know.”

‘¢ Scared!”’ roared Handforth.
scared?”

“Why, you just said

““ Never mind what I just said!’”’ howled
Handforth. “If you say I was scared, 1'il
biff ,you on the nose! I knew it was you
all the time, you funny ass! D’you think
you can deceive me with that rfatheaded
ventriloquism??”?

‘¢ Ia, ha, ha!®

Handforth's cool demizl that he had heen
scared was too muech. All his listeners
roared with laughter. They were all feel-
ing glad that the tension was over. For,
truth to tell, Trotwood’s clever moaning
had even affected them, although they had
known from the flirst that Nick was the
author.

‘““ Round the camp fire you told us that no -
ghost would secare you—and that nothing -
supernatural would make you get the wind
up,’” explained the Leader of the Curlews.
“In fact, you were so jolly certain about
it that we decided to put you to the test.
So don’t blame us. We were only trying
to find out the truth.” -

‘“Well, you found it out!” snorted Hand-
forth. “I was®:is calm as ice all the time!
[ may have pretended to be a bit scared,
just to keep the thing np—-—»

ol 01]!”

It was a long-drawn-out roar from every-
hody. And Handforth, in his heart, knew
that his denial carried no weight.

“XNext time you won't be quite zo jolly
certain!” said Niek. ““Not that there's
going to be any next time—we’ve proved our

“Who was

22

point, and there's an end of it. I think
we'll all get to bed now. Don’'t any of
you. fellows imagine that there's a ghoss
about——" |

“What was that?'’ broke in Nipper sud-
denly. '

He was "just outside the tent. and he
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turned his head sharply, and looked across
the camp. towards one of the otlier tents.
A sudden yeii had broken the comparative
stillness— a fearful shout of terror.

A fieure ¢ame running up at full speed—
o mad, frantic tush. Nipper and one or
two of ihe others barred the way, and the
neweomer <¢harged into them. lle proved
to be Teddy lLong, of the Eagles.

¢« What's the matter with you, you ass?”
demanded Pitt sharply.

¢ The ghoest!” escrcamed Long.
seen it!” .

¢ pon't make all that noise—"?

¢ ['ve szcen it!?” shrieked the junior, who
was fairly beside himself with sheer terror,
“]t's coming this way—I know it's coming
this way! Let's get away from here——"

“Hold him, for goodness' sake!’’ said
Nipper sharply. “He'll waken the whole
camp with these shouts!”

But Teddy Lecng was almost demented.
Ife uttered scream after scream—piercing
and awful to listen to. There was no doubt
that he was terribly frightened. Handforth
and his recent csecare were forgoften. And
Edward Oswald himselt came rushing out,
with all the other Tigers.

And the Scouts felt their blood run cold
as they listened to Long’s screams. They
were almost bloodeurdling in their intensity
—an eloquent indication that something of
& very unusual nature must have
temporarily bereft him of his wits.

Lights were appearing all over the camp.
Voices were sounding, and even the two
adjoining camps were awakening into
activity, Those shouts penetrated far on
the night air. ,

Just as the junioms had succeeded in
silencing the distracted Teddy Long, Nelson
Lee came hurrying up. He was only
partially dressed, and he was looking grave
and troubled.

““Thank goodness you've come, sir!" said

11 I’VE

Nipper breathlessly. ¢ The poor chap's
almost, out of his mind!”

“But what happened?” asked Lee
sharply,

‘“We don't know, sair,” said Pitt. ¢ He

¢ame running up, screaming at the top of
his voice, and saying that he's seen the
ghost. Then he seemed to go fairly off his
nut, and started all this shindy.”

Nelson Lee took Long by the shoulders
and shook him. The unfortunate Scout was
as pale as death, and he was shaking from
head to foot. Teddy Long had never been
renowned for his courage, and he was liable
to be frightened at the slightest thing.

“What is the matter, Long?"’ asked Lee
gently, *“What did you shout like that
for?”

“The ghost!’’ breathed Long huskily, “I
saw the ghost!” |
. “Nonsense!’”’ said the Scoutmaster.

There is no ghost in this camp—'?

by
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¢ And there it was, all greenish and
horrible, with seaweed hanging down,.
and—and . . . . Don’t let it come
here! Don’t let itcome . . « "

His voice trailed away, and he hung
limp in Nelson Lee’'s arms.

“I—T thought I heard something,
and came out of my tent!” whispered
Teddy. *“And there it was, all greenish
and horrible, with seaweed hanging down,
and—and——_Don't, let it come here!’’ he
added shriliy.

His voice trailed away,
limp in Nelson Lee's arms.

sir,

and he hung
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CHAPTER XIII.
ANOTHER ALARM,

EDDY LONG had
fainted.

I The sneak of the

Fourth had s8uc-

cumbed to his terror, and lay

like a dead thing in Nelson

Lee’'s arms. The detective

knew at once that this was serious. Even

Teddy, with all his cowardice, would never

have fainted at any ordinary fright. He
must ‘have eeen something which had
shaken him to the very core.

“Keep to wour tents, boyvs: I'll deal

with Long,”’ said Lee curtly. “I'll take



him to my own tent, and see after him

there. Ave there any Eagles here? If so,
fetch Loug’s bed, and bring it into my
tent.”

De Valerie was an Eagle, and Teddy Long
was a member of his Patrol. In a
moment De Valeric was hastening to his
own tent and getting his Patrol to work.
Other Scouts were gathering in groups, and

talking together in low, excited voices.
" There was a general feeling of uneasi-
ness in the camp.

Rumours of what had happened had
reached the 2nd and 3rd Troops, and the
uneasiness was even spreading to the other
camps. It was known on all sides that
the ghost had been seen.

A good many feilows
declaring that Long would be frightened
by his own shadow. But the majority were
sreatly startled. Even Long wouldn’t have
fainted unless he had really seen some-
thing.

“1 don't like this place!’’ remarked Jack
Grey, peering round into the gloom. *It's
too near Pirate Cove for me! Only just
down the_ clif path, you know, and the
heach is down there—-"?

s But you're mnot scared, Jack?”’
Pitt curiously.

“I'm not exactly scared!’’ growled Jack.
“But—— Well, you know what I mean.
What with all the talk of that ghost, and
everything else, a chap  doesn’t feel any
too easy at night-time.
get hack to sleep again. We shall all be
listening, and fancying things.”’

There was a great deal of truth in Grey's
remark. And although the camp quietened
down soon afterwards, tlre Scouts did not
easily. drop off into slumber. Nelson Lee
had sent word round that Long had
recovered, and was now eleeping peacefully.
But this was not much consolation.

In the Lions’ tent Nipper was wakeful.

The camp was now quiet, and Nipper was
wondering if he should get up and have a
prowl round. He was on his honour not to
leave the camp, but there was nothing to
har him from walking about among the
tents. He wanted to find out, if possible,
exactly what had scared Teddy Long.

The other Lions were wakeful, too, with
the single cxception of Archie Glenthorne.
He was slumbering as peacefully as usual—
but this was nothing to wonder at. Archie
could sleep at any time of the day or night.

At last, after a full half-hour had elapsed,
the steady breathing of the other Lions
told Nipper that they had all dropped off.
His resolve to go out and prowl was not
s0 strong now. He was inclined to doze on
his own account, and the bed was very
comfortable. After all, why should he

trouble to get up and go out in the damp
grass!

openly eocoffed,

asked
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He had just decided that the game wasn'b
worth the candle when he sat up. It may
have been his fancy, but he could have
sworn that he had heard a low, uncanny
kind of laugh It wasn't the same kind of-
laugh that Nicodemus Trotwood had made,
and in any case, Nick wouldn't attempt
any further ventriloquism now. That joke
had been perpetrated against Handforth
alone.

After a moment's hesitation, Nipper slid
silently out of bed and dressed himself in
the space of a minute. He had placed his
clothing ready in the darkness, so that he
could feel it without trouble.

He emerged from the tent and
round.

looked

The camp was quite dark. Not a light
showed in any tent. As Nipper stood there,
under the svars, he could dimly hear the
echo of the surf on the shingle, down below
on the beach. The tide would be pretty
well up by now, and the waves naturally

larger and more powerful,
“Well, I'm blessed if I thought I was
fanciful!”> murmured Nipper. * Perhaps

that sound was merely one of the chaps
in a nightmare, in one of the other
tents. It's not surprising, after what's
happened—-"

H: broke off, and peered tensely ahead.
He had seen a dim figure creeping round
the next tent. And there was nothing
ghostly about it—only mysterious.

“YWho'’s that?”’ he whispered softly.

“Great Scott! You gave me a start!”?
came Reggie Pitt's voice. *“What on earth
are you doing out here, Nipper?”’

“If it comes to that, what are you
doing?’’ asked Nipper, as Pitt joined him.

“1 though 1 heard something a minute or
two ago.” |

“So did 1!’ whispered Nipper. “Perhaps
it was you—-"

“No fear!”’ interrupted Reggie. “It was
a kind of laugh—pretty beastly, too. I

wasn’t quite sure—"’

The words died on his lips, for Nipper
had suddenly gripped him, and Pitt could
feel that his companion had bhecome rigid.
Reggie turned, and stared in the same
direction as Nipper. Then he caught his
breath in with a hiss, and wondered if his
eyes were deceiving him.

Something was visible about a hundred
yards away, on the outskirts of the camp.
It was a di'n, uncertain figure—but in spite-
of the darkness it was quite visible.

It was the figure of an old man, and
instead of walking across the ground, he
moved with a slow, noiseless glide. It was
weird to watech. And although the Scouts
could not be certain at this distance, it
seemed to them that the apparition was
festooned with long, trailing seaweed.



“The ghost!” breathed Pitt huskily.

“Quick!’’ muttered Nipper. “.We'll
it! Are you game?”’

“Yes,”? said Iteggie,
é# Come on!”

chase

between his teeth.

CHAPTER XIV,
GETTING ON THEIR NERVES.

e idanaty OTH the Scouts were
half fearful of the

& B result of their chase.

But didn't
hesitate a moment. The
spectral figure was here—
within the camp—and they

be breaking their paroles by

they

would not
chasing it.

And now they knew the reason for
Teddy Long’s scare, and they weren't sur-
prised at the unfortunate junior's condi-
tion. The sight of this ghastly .thing must
have almost turned his fragile brain.

If either Nipper or Pitt had been alone
it is probable that they would have
hesitated. But one was company for the
other, and they ran forward at the top of
their speed.

The phantom still hovered in the dis-
tance like a will o' the wisp—dim and in-
tangible, yet startingly visible. Nipper felt
the conviction upon him that the object
could not be human. It was altogether too

flimnsy—too wunreal. And yet it was so
amazingly like an old man in rags and
tatters or trailing weeds.

The two Scouts ran on noiselessly, for
they were purposely refraining from any
outery so that the camp should not be
aroused. The ghost halted, and seemed to
be awaiting their approach. Indeed, as

they drew nearer, it raised one of its gaunt
arms and pointed towards them.

Then, with a wild cackle, low,
tinctly audible, it whisked round, seemed
to dissolve into a long streak, and then
vanished, upwards, into the very air itself.
The effect was startling in the extreme.

Instinctively, Nipper and Pitt halted.
Nothing but the bare, grassy down lay
ahead. There was no figure visible, human
or otherwise, and in the starlight the
juniors could sce the barren nature of the
grassland. There was not a bush near by,
not even a tree behind which a possible
trickster could have sought cover.

And yet, a bare two seconds earlier, that
fearful thing had been in front of them.
Now they were alone. It was impossible
to give further chase, in any case, since
they had reached the outskirts of the
camp, and had given their word not to
proceed further.

“Well I'm hanged!”’ said Nipper tensely.

“Did—did you eee?’” panted Regagie.
“It scemed to go into a streak, and the

but dis-

was three or four feet
It simply faded into the

last T saw of it
from the ground.
very air!”’

“It's about the rummiest business I've
ever struck!”’ exclaimed Nipper. “It's no
cood asking me what I make of it, becausa
I'm flummoxed. 1 don’t believe in ghosts
on principle, but this thing—well, I'm
blessed if I know what to think!”

“Same here,”’ said Pitt. * Without any
question it’s the same figure that Hand-
forth & Co. saw on the beach last night.
But why did it come here? What's it
doing in camp?”

“I told you it's no good asking me any-
thing,”’ said Nipper. *“I'm just as much
in the dark as you are. By jingo! I'd
like to go and have a word with the
guv'nor! I don't think I'd better, though,”’
he added slowly. “And if we rouse the
camp now, there’d be a frightful upheaval.
Half the fellows will want to clear out ab
once!”’

But the two junlors didn’'t go
their tents immediately. They made a
complete round of- the camp, and then
paused for some little time at the spob
where they had last seen the phantom
figure. Everything was now quiet and..
peaceful, however, and there seemed uno
sign of the apparition returning.

So Nipper and Pitt went to bed—but not
to sleep immediately. The remembrance
of that strange figure clung to them, and
it was well into the small hours before they
closed their eyes in slumber, o

Consequently, they were both a trifle
heavy the next morning when the camp
awoke into its wusual activity. But with
plenty of work to do, they soon became
their usual bright selves.

And it wasn't long before they gained an
idea of the general state of mind. The
eghost of Pirate Cove was the one topic
of conversation, and the majority of the
fellows were beginning to agitate, in little

back to

private groups, for a change of camping
ground.

Neither Pitt nor Nipper said anything
about their own adventure. There would
have been a great deal more talk if they
had done so. Even as it was, the Scouts
were uneasy. The stories of the ghost,
culminating in Teddy Long's terror, had
bezun to get on their nerves.

And as many Scouts pointed out, it would
be easy enough to shift from the vicinity
of Pirate Cove. The downs were public
property, and anybody could camp on
them if they chose,

But the agitators
voices very high,

The Scoutmasters of each Troop, in any
case, heard nothing, and so nothing was
done., And as the day was brilliantly fine,

did not raise their

| and there was plenty to do in the way of
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Scout practice, the ghost was almost for
gotten again.

The effect of the daylight was just the
same as before. Juniors were scoffing at
their former fears. But with the approach
of nightfall the uneasiness returned with
redoubled force. It was noticeable round
the camp-fires in particular, after night had
fallen,

There was not the usual air of comfort-
ahle ease. Fellows glanced over their
shoulders now and again, into the shadows
of the night. Round some of the camp-
fires they began talking about the ghost.
But the subject was invariably squashed by
somebody.

" The fact remained, however, that the
entire camp was on edge. A feeling had
spread to the other Troops, and all the

Scouts were on the tiptoe of expectancy.
They had an idea that something was going

to happen.,

PREPARING A TRAP,

OBODY particularly

N Lions were not round

their camp-fire, as

members of the Lion Patrol

were absent. If the other

helieved that Nipper and his men were
visiting one of the other camps.

in their own tent. They had gone there

ymmediately after the evening meal. Nipper

“Don’t say anything to the others,” he

had said. “But I’'ve got an idea. The

CHAPTER XV.
noticed it, but the
usual, this evening. All six
Scouts thought anything at all, they possibly
But, as a matter of fact, the Lions were
had called his Patrol toether earnestly.
less we can talk about that ghost, 1he

better. But, if possible, I want to set a
trap to-night.”

“A trap?” repeated Tommy . Watson.
& F('); the ghost, do you mean?”

“Yes."”

" A dashed priceless scheme, laddie,” said
Archie approvingly. “I mean to say, these
bally ghosts ought to be locked up. It's a
it too. frightfully muddy when they whiz

into the old camp and dash about the
tents.”

‘“That’s just it, Archie,” said XNipper.
- " Now, although the ghost seems to he a
- mere will o* the wisp, I can’t help think-
ing that there's trickery at work. Acting
upon that theory, the chances are that the
trickster will come back to-night. And jt’s
nnly logical to suppose that he’ll bhe a
little more beld. He’ll probably come right
among the tents.”

“That’'s a bit thick, isn't it?” asked
Tommy Watson dubiously. *“ The ghost only

appears down by the seashore, in Pirate
Cove—-"2

i
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“Jt was in the camp last night,” inter-
rupted Nipper quietly.

“Good gad!”

“In the camp?”

“Yes,” replied Nipper. “Now, you fel-
lows, dom’t laugh—Reggie Pitt is quite
ready to substantiate my story if you doubt
it. We both saw the thing together.

And Nipper gave a detailed account of
what he and Reggie had seen. The others
listened with uneasy expressions. Thu::e
was no doubting the truth of their leader’s
statement. .

“So it’s quite possible that the apparition
come again to-night,” said Nipper.
“Now, we’ve got two hours work, at least,
and I don’t want any of the other fellows
to know what we’re doing.”

“What’s the game?” asked AIf Brent.

“It’s quite a simple idea,” replied Nipper.
“We’re going to dig a big pit—it needn't
be particularly deep—and then we’ll cover
it over with thin sticks, with some turf or
arass on the top. By the time we’ve done,
it’ll look like solid ground in the darkness.”

“By Jove! That’s a brainy idea,” de-
clared the Hon., Douglas Singleton. *“So if
the ghost comes along, and walks over that
spot, he’ll fall right into the trap?”

“Exactly!”

“But how can we make the pit without
anybody else knowing?” asked Watson.
“They’re bound to see us at work, and ask
questions.”

*““Not, at all,” said Nipper. “We'll dig
the pit in this tent, and deal with the
excavated earth afterwards. And as soon
as we've got the job done, it’ll be easy
enough to take the tent down and pitch
it a few yards away. We can simply say
that we fancy a new position, if anybody
asks.”

And so, soon after that conversation, the
Lion Patrol got to work.

By the time the call sounded for lights-
out, the pit was well on the way to being
completed. The camp settled down for the
night, hut not with its usual care-free
happiness. In almost every tent there was
a feeling of tension.

The Lions continued their work, and at
length the pit was completed to Nipper's
satisfaction. By daylight, it would not have
stood the test for a moment. But in the
gloom of night the covered hole was in-
distinguishable from the other eround.

As it happened, the Lions took down their
tent, and repitched it without any of the
other Scouts asking questions. By this time
the whole camp was fairly settled down.

“Not so bad, eh?” asked Nipper, rubbing
some of the grime oft his hands. “OQOne step
on there, and anything that weighs as much
as seven pounds will crash through. 1It'll
have to be a pretty airy ghost to negotiate
it in safety.”

“0Of course, there's no certainty. that ithe
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ghost will come this way at all,” remarked )
Watson. '

¢ Yes, I know that, but we've got to take
the chance,” replied Nipper. ‘“And it's not
much of a chance, either. Our tent stands
well aside now, and if the ghost wants to
walk through the camp, he's almost cer-
tain to come this way. Anyhow, we shall
see what we shall see.”

<« Absolutely,” agreed Archie. “T mean
to say, a somewhat brainy remark, laddie.
put if you haven’t got any frightful objec-
tions, I'd rather think 1'd like to indulge
in forty of the best. Life has been some-
what strenuous during the past hour, dash
It~

“Good old Archie!” grinned Brent.
“You've worked like a Trojan. Never let
us hear that you can't do as well as the
rest of us! It’s all pifiie about vour needing
Phipps.”

Archie smiled languidly, and tumbled into
bed.

But most of the other Lions remained fully
dressed—waiting, alert and wakeful, for the
first sign of the ghost.

CHAPTER XVI.
HANDFORTH ON THE TRACK,
quiet to-

¢ ELL,
seems
night, anyhow,”

remarked - Church
with a yawn. “Thank good-
ness for that. I'm tired.
And no more ghost hunts for
It’s a good thing Mr, Lee

everything

either, :
prohibited us from leaving the camp——"

“Don’t be in such a hurry!” interrupted

me,

Handforth. *“Don’t you undressed

until I give the order!"

The Tigers, in their sleeping tent, were
preparing for the night.

“What do you mean—until yvou give the

get

order?” asked Owen major. * Look here,
‘Handy—that's rotten! We don't take
orders from you unless we're on Patrol

work., It's bed-time now ¥

“Scouts are always liable to be called
on for work,” interrupted Mandforth
severely, “There are no off duty hours for
@ Scout—his duty is to remain ready for
any emergency. So I don’t want any more
of that piffle from you, Charles Owen!”

- ““But we can't go out—it’s against
orders!” growled Owen defiantly,

“It may be against orders to leave the
camp, but we can set a watch all round
the camp,” replied Handforth, “That’s
;\*hab I mean to do to-night. And if there’s
\ny sign of the ghost appearing, we'll lay

|ing about even now,

: .--w X

an ambush and collar him. We've got to
spread ourselves to every corner of the

ﬁ
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camp."”

So Nipper, it seemed, was not the only
one who was making preparations. But
whereas the Lions had eagerly supported
their leader, the Tigers were totally opposed
to any such thing. In fact, they flatly
refused.

Owen major and Dick Goodwin stated their
intention of getting into bed, =nd Church
and McClure, spurred by this example, were
also defiant. The Bo’sun, as good-natured
as ever, was willing enough for anything.

“You—you rotters!” exclaimed Handforth
bitterly. “Is this what you call being true
Scouts? Refuse to obey your leader’s
orders when he gives 'em?”

“Rats!” said Church. We’re all sup-
posed to be in bed and asleep, so your
orders don’t count! Hang it all, we've got
to have some rest some time. It’s bad
enough to obey you throughout the day.”

“Hear, hear!” said the others.

And Handforth was not in a position to
insist. What Church said was literally true.
Under the rules of this camp, he had no
power to order them about after bed-time.
And it would have been a fatal mistake to
make any disturbance, So Handforth con-
tented bimself with sarcasm.

“You'll be sorry for this!” he said sourly.
‘““After I've captured the ghost single-
handed, you'll wish  you’d stuck to me!
Instead of sharing the honour, you'll miss
everything.”

“We don’t mind chancing it,” said Owen
major. ‘“And the sooner you're gone, the
better, Handy. That ghost may be prowl-
Goodness knows why
vou're so keen, though. I should have
thought last night's experience would have
been enough.”

“Last night’s experience hasn’t got any.
thing to do with it!” snorted Handforth.
“And don’t you remind me of that rotten
affair, either. I haven't got even with Nick
Trotwood yet, but I will one of these days.
Well, I'm oft!”

“Good!”

I won't!” he went on. “I'm fed-up with
vou—you're all traitors! Blow you! Go
to sleep, and snore to your hearts’ content!”

Handforth stalked out of the tent in a
huff, and the other Tigers were relieved.
The tension, for the time being, was over.
They were all convinced that Handforth

{ would wander back after fifteen or twenty

minutes. In the meantime, the Tigers were
getting straight to sleep. '

Handforth, out in the open, felt no par-
ticular enthusiasm for his self-imposed task.

| He couldn’t help remembering how he had
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“ And if you ask me fto let you come now,

o
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ventured out of his tent_the previous night.:
But, of course, this was different.
Nicodemus Trotwood wouldn’t cause any
whispers or moans to sound.

But the darkness of the camp, and the
ceneral feeling that the ghost would walk
to-night, made Handforth very cautious,
e crept along quietly and carefully. Hc
didn’t want
come out and ask him what he was doing.

any of the other Scouts to |

They had been waiting for a little while,
until the whole camp was finally settled
down, There was not much chance of the
ghostly figure appearing before midnight.
But yet something had crashed into the
pit. The noice had come to the Lions with
terrific force—for the pit was only just out-
'side their tent., They rushed out, pell mell.

Other Patrols were disturbed, too, but
they were not so early qn the scene. Nipper

He took another stride, and his foot | had an electric torech, and he flached it on.
scemed to sway beneath him. The ground, | The pit was broken and wrecked—all that
instead of being as solid as it Jooked, ' carefully prepared surface being destroyed.
appeared unstable and Standing on the
fragile. His foot edge, Nipper directed
crashed clean through PORTRAIT CALLERY AND WHO’S WHO. the light from his
a number of twigs. torch downwards,

Handforth pitched for-
ward with a startled,
amazed gasp.

Crash! n

The next moment
he went headlong
through the ground

itself, and lay at the
bottom of the Lion
Yatrol’s carefully pre-
pared pit. The noise
of that descent could
have been heard
throughout the camp
—and actually was.

As for Handforth,
he received the shock
of his life.

He had passed over

v Y " v Y
1]1i5 ground timme after f‘?i?r:;ed Iheﬂg}lﬂlﬁﬂ;!j
time, —and it had What about. all our
nlways  been  solid. work ? All that for
Knowing nothing of nothingt And tevery-
what  had been pre- body in the camp is
;1;11't:l{i, Bhe luaderLOI i aroused, too!”

Study was taken o “AWhat_ what? —
completely  off  his iEcrley A0S, ]10H\(‘*Lil'.;l':t i
guard. It seemed The Housemaster of the forth, struggling to
staggering that he Ancient House, and prac- his feet. °
should have plunged tically as popular as Nelson The Lions gazed at
right into the ground Lee himself. A sportsman, him wrathfully.
as though it were a genial companion, and “You've ruined our
hollow. . almost “onec of tiie bhoys.” trap — that’s  what’s
He lay at the bot- A favcurite in general, hiappened!”  retorted
tom of the pit, - Nipper. “What the
covered with sticks. " dickens were you
turf and grass. And doing over here? Why
for the life of him he couldn't you stick in
couldn't understand what® had happened. [your own tent, you ass?”
- “But—but I don’t know what's hap-
CHAPTER XVII. pened!’? said ITandforth dazedly. “I seem
MANY WATCHERS. to have fallen down :omewhere! But I

‘¢ REAT Seott!?
““ e’z fallen in
: the pit!?
f" The Lions, in

their tent, started up with
startled exclamations,
Nipper had been about to

i

venture out with two or three of the others,

Fifth Series—Masters.

hardly knowing what
to expect. He cer.'
tainly had no antici-

e pation of seeing
Al - Edward Oswald Hand-
N forth.

Yet that celebrated
amateur detective was
sitting in the botiom
of the pit half buried.
in debris. There was
a dazed, dreamy look
on his face. He
blinked up into the
light.

“Handy!” ejaculated
Nipper, aghast,

“Well, I"'m blessed!”
snorted Tommy Wegt-

b don't remember »

¢“0Oh, yank him out, and carry him back
to his own tent!?” exclaimed Brent warmly.
¢« A Tiger, ¢h? e ought to have been a
giddy elephant! Of all the clumsy fatheade,
he's the clumsiest!?”? -

Two or three of the Lions jumped down

\into the pit, and Handforth was hauled



at. He was now dimly beginning to appre-
jiate the pogition. He wasn’t hurt much,
ithough he certainly suffered from one or
wo bruises,

“You—you dotty lunaties!’”” he snorted.
“8a you dug this pit? What's the game?

nice thing, I must say, preparing man-
itrﬂps!!l

«“You chump, it was a ghost trap!’ snap-
ped Singleton. ¢ Who the dickens would
have expected this duffer to come barging
in? It’ll take us an hour to put that cover
on again!”

By this time,

a few other Scouts were

—
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built this trap <specially for the ghost,”
he added, turning to the others. ¢ There’
just a chance it'll come to-night—in fact,
it’s distinetly probable. So we thought it
would be a good idea to make a few pre-
parations.”’

“Then it's a case of all hands to the
pump,”” said Pitt briskly, ¢‘“If we all pile
n, it won’t take us long to set this trap
again. Are yYou Lions going to wateh for
the ghost afterwards?”

“That was the idea.”

““Then we’ll all wateh,” said Pitt. ¢ It’:
only right that every Patrol should be

'éf'.) :
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the apparition.

And in the same second the sea all round the spectre became alive.
powerful strokes, and careless of noise, the surrounding juniors swept towards

With

on the scene, including Reggie Pitt and
Jack Grey, Bertie Onions, Nick Trotwood,
and De Valerie, In fact, there were one
or two members of almost every Patrol.

““We thought there was some more ex-
citement,” said Reggie Pitt. “But it’s
only Handforth again—-—» |

*“Don’'t blame me!” roared Handforth.
¢ Mow was I to know they'd dug a pit, and
covered it with straw and grass? I might
have been killed! It wouldn’t have been
80 bad if T had been warned.”

“My dear chap, how were we to know
that you'd be prowling about after lights
out?” interrupted Nipper patiently. -¢We

| escaping,

represented. I vote we &pread ourselves
out, and take cover singly. Then, if the
ghost appears, we'll remain still, and pounce
on it if the opportunity arises.”
Most of the others agreed to this,
Watching for the ghost didn’t seem so bad,
with so many of them on the job. And
the prospect of seeing the epectre fall
headlong into Nipper's pit was decidedly
attractive. If the ghost was caused by
any human agency—and was, indeed, a man
dressed up, the pit would prove a fatal
snare. For, once caught in that trap, the
trickster would have mno opportunity of

o

+
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The Scouts were rataer relieved that Nel-
son Lee didn't join them. An adventure of
this kind was better kept to themselves. And
well within half an hour they had succeeded
in setting the trap as cunningly as before.

And then the Scouts placed themselves
in advantageous positions. All of them
found effective concealment, and as soon as
they had settled down, the camp looked as
quiet as ever,

Anybody entering the camp from the sur-
rounding downs would instantly assume that
all the Scouts were cafely in bed, and fast
asleep. It was practically impossible to
know that many alert eves were watehful—
that many figures lurked in unexpected
corners,

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE SPECTRE OF THE SEA.

LEVEN o'clock.
E The chimes
sounded clearly and

distinctly on  the
night air from one of the
Caistowe churches. And the
camp was still peaceful. No
further disturbance had occurred. ‘

But the hidden watchers were mnot quite
so eager a3 they had been. An hour had
elapsed since they had taken up their posi-
tions. And an hour of inaetivity to most
boys—even Scouts—is not exactly conducive
to good cheer. Most of the watchers were
beginning to feel that this affair was wvery
much of a frost

¢“ Not much good waiting any longer,”
whispered Jack Grey, as he crept silently
to the spot where Reggie Pitt sprawled in
the grass, ¢“Aren't you getting fed up,
Reggie?”?

“ Not yet,”” breathed Pitt.
time,' I'm a bit disappointed. I expected
there’d be more action than this. But don't
lose heart, my son—you never know jyour
Iuek.” .

““0h, there'll be no ghost to-night.”

“Strictly speaking, it ought to appear at
twelve o-clock—that's the correct hour,
according to the best authorities,” said
Reggie. ¢ So that means we've got to Keep
on the watch for another hour, Think you'll
be able to stick it?”

“0Of course I can stick it—but we shall
feel the eftect of it in the wmorning,”
growled Jack. “I'm not sure that it's a
aood idea, either. What guarantee is there
that the ghost will appear at all?”

“My hat!” grinned Pitt. ¢ Ghost hunt
to-night! Ghost guaranteed, or money re-
funded! What do you expect, you ass?
How can there be any guarantee on a ques-
tion like this? It’s*just a chance—and the
odds are in our favour. The ghost appeared

¢ At the same

1 sion,

-
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tast night, and the night before, so it's
likely enough that it'll appear again.”

“Well, I haven’t seen it yet!’ said Jack
sceptically,

And his view was the view of the
majority. They had never scen the ghost
with their own eves, and, consequently, they
were inclined to cast doubts upon its reality.

The Tigers had seen the apparition once,
on the beach, and Nipper and Pitt had seen
it in the camp. But everybody else had
only heard about it, and that made all the
difference. Even Teddy Long’'s condition—
for Long had been kept in bed all day—did
not convince the Scouts. ¢ Seeing is believ-
ing,” and it was n the hope of seeing that
the Scouts now remained wakeful. They
were ‘half fearful of gazing upon the ghost,
and yet they wanted to do so. There was
a fascination about the whole affair.

But after eleven o'clock had struck, and
still nothing happened, the most optimistic
fellows began to nod at their posts. After
all, this ghest-hunting business wasn't half
so exciting as people made out. And the
Scouts began to long for their comfortable
beds.

IFor once, Handforth was quiet. Nobody
knew where he was, or what had happened
to him, and it was generally assumed that
he had fallen off to sleep somewhere.

But Edward Oswald was watching, the
same as the others.

But he was the only Tiger awake, and
consequently there was no squabbling. If
Church and McClure had accompanied him,
as he had first desired, there would probably
have been a diffierent tale to tell.

Nipper was crouching down close to one
of the tents, with Tommy Watson by his
side. The latter was nearly dozing off, but
Nipper made no attempt to arouse him. He
was beginning to feel that bed was the best
thing., And if nothing happened by the
time the half-hour struck, he decided that
he would advise his echums to abandon the
wateh.

And just as he had come to this conclu-
a changed atmosphere made itself
apparent. Nipper didn't exactly know why,
but he felt suddeniy tense, A whisper or
two had reached his ears—a faint sound
from one or two of the other watching
Scouts.

Raising himself slightly, he looked down
the camp in the direction of the c¢lifis. Then
he caught his breath in. A dim, intangi-
ble figure was gliding slowly and impres-
cively into the camp. It was faintly
luminous—the figure of an old man, walking
with a peculiarly fairy-like gait. and seem-
ing to glide over the ground with an un-
canny ease.

It was the ghost again,

“Tet's get to bed!” muttered Walson

 sleepily, “I'm fed up—?



«Quiet, you ass!” breathed Nipper.
«Jt's here!”

«Eh? Here?? gasped Watson. “You
don’t mean— My goodness!  What—

what's that?”?

He stared blankly at the apparition, and
clutched Nipper by the arm. This was the
first time Watson had scen the dreadful-
Jooking thing, and for a moment he felt
that his heart would stop beating.

Undoubtedly, there was something horri-
bly spectral and unreal about the ghost.
There was no solidity about it whatever—
no suggestion that it might be a fake.
Nipper stared at the mysterious presence
with acute suspicion. But for the life of
him he couldn’t decide what
Low it was caused.

Even i‘liough he was suspecting trickery,
and his wits wero on the alert; he couldn’t
help a little catch coming into his throat.
And there was a sensation of coldness and
tightness on his skin. This phantom from
the deep was amazingly spiritual in looks,
and the whole atmosphere appeared to be
charged with psychic mystery.

If any spiritualists had been present they
would have declared positively that this ap-
parition was a visitor from the dead. There
would have been no two ways about it.
Although suspecting a trick, and looking for
a trick, Nipper could see no sign of a trick,

The ghost came on with that same eerie,
will-o’-the-wisp appearance. It was visible,
and yet dim and indistinct. The outline of
the old man could be seen, the dead face and
staring eyes. Yet not onc of the watching
Scouts would be able to give any actual de-
scription of the ghost. It was so unreal—
and yet so real.

But a thrill entered Nipper's heart as he
wateched.

For the ghost was coming straight towards
the carefule-prepured trap—gliding onwards
without a sound, and making for the spot
thél;e the snare was laid. Now would be the
test!

Within a minute the truth would be known
—and it would be proved whether this Thing
was ghost or trickster.

it was, or

e — r—

CHAPTER XIX.
BEYOND ALL BELIEF.

OMMY WATSON clung
to Nipper with a
fierco clutch which

told eloquently of

his feelings. He said nothing,
but Nipper could hear his
heart beating. Tominy would
never have admitted it, but he was badly
seared. )
The ghost came on, pausing at intervals
to turn and raise one of its gaunt, bony
arms. And many of the Scouts could see the
festooned seaweed hanging down. But al-
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though the night was silent, and the
watchers themselves made DO 1o0ise, no

sound came from the ghost.

It only needed one shout—one gasp of
fear from a watcher—and the spell would
be broken; within a minute the camp would
be in a state of disorder. But, so far, the
spell was as strong as ever.

And then the startled Scouts received the
great surprise.

The ghost made for the trap in a peculiarly
deliberate way—as though it were some
living presence, with a full. knowledge of
the snare. And instead of avoiding it, the
apparition sought it!

And, arriving on the actual spot, the
ghost passed from the solid ground on to
the unstable covering of sticks and grass.
A child could not have found support on
that frail foundation. |

““ Good heavens!"” muttered Nippcr, aghast.

For the ghost was now actually over the
trap—dancing on it—and showing every sign
that it knew the whole truth. It was, m-
deed, performing its capers in order to
show the watchers what contempt it had for
the trap! It was a dance of derision—~a
dance of defiance!

And a low, cackling laugh sounded (rom
the figure. With outstretched arm, it
turned round, and secemed to take in the
whole camp with one sweep. And it was
standing right over the trap still!

Nipper steeled himself for a spring, lec
would decide once and for all! But it re-
quired every ounce of his spirit and will-
power to make the effort. He had been
certain, positive, that if the ghost stepped
over that trap, it would crash through.

That it had not done so was a clear proof
of the ghost's intangibility—of its spectral
nature. Of what avail, therefore, was it to
make any attempt to catch it?  Nipper
wanted to satisfy himself, and he steeled
himself for the rush.

At the same time, one of the other Scouts
found the spectacle too much for him. He
uttered a gasping shout, and, with the
silence destroyed, the shout was taken up
by others. There sounded a rush of feet on
the turf, some distance away.

Nipper paused in the act of rushing out
from cover. ;

He stared, and rubbed his eyes. The
apparition had vanished in one flash—streak-
ing upwards in exactly the same manner as
it had streaked the night before. And now
there was nothing to be seen—nothing but
black darkness.

Indeed, the darkness seemed even
intense after the disappearance of the
luminous, glowing figure. If any evidence
had been needed that a spirit had visited
the camp, this proof bhad surely been
provided. :

Nipper ran out, staring round him.

In the immediate vicinity of the trap there
was nothing. Was it fancy, though, or did

more

| Nipper catch a glimpse of some black, in-

tangible shape? He ran up with his heart



He had allowed his
There was nothing

beating almost wildly.
imagination to run riot.
there !

“Well, I'm jiggered!" ejaculated Nipper,
coming to a halt.

He was joined by other Scouts a moment
later,

“Is ft trapped?”
breathlessly. 1t
thin air, but—"

““There’'s nothing here, old man,” replied
Nipper. *“It walked right over the trap, and
scemed to enjoy it! I say, this is too
rummy for words!"”

“It was a ghost! A real ghost!" panted
Tommy Watson shakily.

“Yes, rather!”

‘““No doubt about it at all!”

I can't believe it!" said Handfcrth
tenselyv. “But yet, what elsc is there to
believe? My goodness, there’'s something
uncanny about this place—you can feel it in
thie very air! I don't believe in ghosts, of
course, but after what’s just happened——"

“Let’s get some lights!" interrupted some-
body shakily. “ This—this darkness is
awful! We ought to have somoc camp-fires
. burning all night! And to-morrow we'll
shift from this camping-ground! I wouldn't
sta¥ here another night for all 1 could
see!"

“No fear!"

“It's—it's too jolly weird for me!"”

The Scouts talked loudly—carcless of dis-
turbing others, They needed something to
restore their courage. And it was some-
thing to hear their own voices.

But many other Scouts were aroused, and
before long the whole camp was in a state
of subdued excitement. Hardly anybody
remained asleep. The wakefulness spread to
the other Troops, too.

And Nelson Lee came along to find out
what all the noise was about. Ilie found
groups of Scouts agitating for an immediate
departure. Some of the fellows even wanted
to take up their tents now, and shift to a
fresh pitch.

The situation was becoming acute.

demanded Handforth
secemed to vanish into

e et

CHAPTER XX.
ELSON LEE listened
N Keenly while Nipper
account of what had
happened.

_wonderful,” admitted Lee, at
length. ‘It is rather a pity 1 did not sce
can, Nipper, to quell this feeling of fear and
apprehension.”
their wits, sir.”

The pair were talking alone,

although

THE AGITATORS.
gave an exact
“H'm! It sounds very
this with my own eyves. But do all you
“ But the fellows are scared half out of
there were wmany other Scouts

in near

proximity. . Some of them were rekindling
the camp-fires, for there was something
cheering and bright about the flames.

““ They'll be much better to-morrow,” said
Nelson Lee. ¢ Do all you can to make the
boys comfortable for to-night. ) Personally,
Nipper, I am convinced that trickery is at

the bottom of the whole series of
phenomena.”’

“Trickery, sir?”

*Yes,”

‘“ That’s what I thought, but it doesn’t
scem possible!’ said Nipper. ¢ That ghost
walked right over the specially prepared
trap. That's the clinching point, guv'nor!
How can you explain a thing like that?”

“I'm not going to attempt to explaifn it,”
replied Lee. “I simply repeat that I suspect
trickery. Extraordinary things are done by
illusionists on the stage, and they are not
assisted by the darkness of night, as our
own particular trickster is. You can sef
your mind at rest, young 'un, that there is
nothing supernatural about this apparition.”

“Well, it's jolly good to hear you say
that, guv’'nor, because I was getting a bit
doubtful,” said Nipper, with relief. “In
fact, I don’'t mind admitting that I was just
a bit scared. When I saw the Thing walk-
ing over that trap, I just scratched my head
and stared.”

Nipper managed to instil the other Scouts
with plenty of confidence. Handforth and
Pitt and others persuaded their Patrols to
return to bed, and to leave evervthing until
the morning. Nipper was beginning to
wonder if , Nelson Lee had talked about
trickery for the sole purpose of allaying ‘the
fears of the camp.

For, try as he would, Nipper couldn’t find
any plausible explanation. He went back
to bed, still puzzled. And when morning
came, with the welcome sunlight, he was no
further in his search for an explanation.

The trap was just as he and his com-
panions had left it. Nothing was disturbed,
and the turf on all sides was too much
disturbed and trodden down to make any
search for footprints successful. But Nipper
made a very close, careful examination.

And he found something which rather
thrilled him.

It was nothing much to look at—just a
tiny, shrivelled piece of secaweed. He was
convinced that it had dropped from the
ghost’s covering. And if this was actually
the case, there was much to be satislied
with. For no visitant from the dead—
whether he was from the sea or not—would
cover himself with real seaweed.

tf-:ip.r_:»-cr said nothing about his find to the
others.

During breakfast tle adventures of the
night were the only topic of conversation.
The Scouts of No. 1 Troop were the most
interested, for they were more closely con-
cerned than the others. But Buster Boots &
Co., of the 2nd Troop, were keen .to hear all
the details. And the fags of the 3rd Troop



were constantly running up and asking end-
Jess questions,

In short, the whole camp was in a state
of agitation and uncertainty.

when lessons started for the day, there
was a total absence of the usual quietness,
Nelson Lee noticed it as soon as he entered
the marquee where the Ancient llouse
Fourth-Formers were collected.

« Can we shift camp to-day, sir?’” shouted
somebody.

« We'd like to go further along the Downs,
= 1)

o We can’t stick another night here, sir'”’

There were many similar sh.outa, al_:ld
Nelson Lee looked at the boys with a quiet
smile.

«There is really no need, boys, for you
to get into this excited condition,”” he de-
clared. “As for shifting the camp, 1
cannot give my consent. I bave already had
a consultation with Mr. Stokes and Mr
Clifford, and we have agreed that there 1s no
Yustification for such an upheaval. Shifting
the camp i3 not such an easy task as you
scem to imagine. And there is no other
spot quite so convenient as this one.”

«“ But we don't want to stop here, sir!”
declared Fullwood, who was one of Arm-
strong’s Patrol of Foxes. *“We c_an't get
any sleep at night, and that ghost is only a
spirit. Some of the chaps are saying that
there's trickery at work. But it isn’t pos-
sible, sir!”’

““ [ndeed, Fullwood?”’

¢“That legend is right, sir,” went on
Fullwood. “The ghost will probably
appear every night for the rest of this

month, and it’s not fair to keep us here.
We all want to shift, sir.” °

¢ Hear, heap!™ : .

“We all agree with Fullwood, sir!”

“In that ecase, 1 am rather sorry for
you,” said Nelson Lee grimly. ‘“But I am
the Scoutmaster of this Troop, and it is
your duty to accept my decision as final,
We shall not shift from this spot. It is
very conveniently situated. We are near
a farm, where we obtain our dairy sup-
plics—we are in close proximity to the
river, with plenty of excellent water, and
the beach is handy for bathing. There is
no other camping-ground with half the ad-
vantages of this one within six or seven
miles. No, boys, I cannot agree to this
drastic change.”

“But what about the ghost, sir?”

“The ghost?” repeated Nelson Lee,
‘““ Well, the sooner we lay it, the better.
According to all rumours, it comes from
Pirate Cove. Well, I release you from your
parole. To-night, if you wish, you may or-
ganise as many ghost hunts as you desire—
and there will be no bounds. Do just as
you please, boys. If you decide to hunt
this ghost down, I am with you whole-
heartedly. Somehow, I think there will be
no further trouble after to-night.*”

CHAPTER XXI.
CONSIDERABLE ACTIVITY.

‘HERE was something
signiticant about Nel-
son Lee’s latest
plan.

Mr. Beverley Stokes und
Mr. Clitford, the other Scout-
g masters, had given similar
tlucisaes W their own Troops. There would
be no barriers to-night. All Scouts would
be allowed to organise as many ghost-hunts
as they pleased, and bounds would be ron-
existent.

““There’'s more in this than meets the
eye, my sons,” declared Nipper, as he dis-
cussed the matter with the Lions. * The
guv'nor wouldn't take such a wholesale step
unless he knew something. It's as clear as
daylight that ue wants us to be on he
watch for The Old Man of The Sea.”

‘““But why?” asked Watson.

“It’s no good asking me vhy—but 1 sus-
pect there’s a little game on,’” replied Nip-
per. ““The guv’'nor wants to scotch this
ghost for good and all. And he seems to
think that we can help., Well, I've got a
little idea of my own!”

*“ What, another one?’’ asked Brent.

‘““ Anything like the ghost trap?’ said
Watson. * By the way, we ought to fill
that hole up, you know. Some of the chaps
nearly fell into it this morning——*

“Plenty of time for that,” said Nipper.
““No, this new idea is quite different. The
guv'nor has suggested that we should wateh
for the ghost on the beach—down in Pirate
Cove. He seems to have an idea that
it'll appear on the water again.”

“Jt strikes me that Mr. Lee knows a
great deal about it, begad!” remarked
Tregellis-West.© *“Dear old boys, 1 believe
he suspects all sorts of things—I do,
really.” _

“ Well, you can bet youf boots that the
guv'nor has got something up his sleeve,”
declared Nipper. *“‘lle wouldn’t want us
all to watch in Pirate Cove unless he was
practically certain that something would
happen. So there’ll be no doubts about
to-night’s ghost-watch. Something’s going
to happen—and something dramatie, too'”

¢ Absolutely!”” said Archie Glenthorne.
¢ Laddie, I trust you will forgive me, and
all that sort of thing, but will it be
necessary for me to join the old party?
What I mean is, unless I obtain my full
eight hours, the tissues are absolutely
useless. So kindly leave me out of all the
arrangements—-—"’

“You can do as Yyou please,
grinned Nipper.
lazy bounder S

““ But what about this idea of yours?”
interrupted Brent.

“0Oh, yes,” said Nipper. “1 want two
of you chaps to come with me into the
water. Pitt’s keen on it, and so is Handy.
We'll go in some little time before +the

Archie,”
“All the same, you're
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rest of the chaps get down to the beach.
And then we'll gently paddle about, with
only just our heads above water, making
no noise.”
¢ But what on carth for?” asked Watson,
“ According to the guv'nor's suspicions,
the guost will appear on the water again,”

replied Nipper. ¢ Well, if we're actuully
swimming about—unseen and unheard—we

shall stand a much bhétter chance of mak-
ing a dash at the ghost when it appears.”

“Yes, but we shall be too unear to be
pleasant,” remarked Watson,

9
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The affair takes on a different aspect when
only the stars gleam overhead.

Nevertheless, there were plenty of pre-
parations latcr on, when the camp should
have been settling down for the night.
Parties of Scouts went off for the beach,
and it seemed that three-parts of the camp
had decided to wait in Pirate Cove for the
coming of the ghost.

CHAPTER XXIL
THE LAST MANIFESTATION.

At the same time, ob LL right,
he agreed to be one A Tommy ?”’
of the swimmers. PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO. ““ F lkﬂ E;

og X - : 1anks.
ﬁ,lfi‘)%ithﬁ.‘}tﬁ’”'Nfﬁﬂgf-z Fifth Serics—Masters. murmured Watson.
suggestion. They “Water suit you?’
were all good “Don’'t be an ass!"’
swimmers, and there said Tommy Watson
was a distinct under- softly. “The water's
¢tanding that they as warm as toast., I
should remain dead wouldn't have
quiet. It would pro- believed it unless I
bably be necessary was in. I say, this
to swim silently 1s rather a decent
about for over an way of ‘hunting a
hour, but nohody § chost. Business and
minded this 1much. pleasure combined, as
Even at night the it were.”’
sea was quite warm Reggie Pitt nodded.

as cvhe water in Pirate
Cove was shallow,
Indeed, it wouldn’t
even be necessary to
swim, for the tide
would be fairly low,
and at that particular
portion of the beach
one could walk on the

He had just glided

up e¢ut of the sur-

iz rounded darkness,

Xk~ and none of the

‘}\ E Scouts watching on

PR t-:ze beach suspected

7SNy that the waters of

A MA® the little cove con-
o/

tained a number of

level sand for two or A = . % swimming figures.
three hundred yards, No. 4.—Mr. Arthur Stockdale. $£==§ 16 was close upon
with the water no 'l ¢ 1 e~y ¢leven o'clock, and
higher than one's \Ildw Houscmaster of the T/ the watchers were be-
armpits. I 01 crn c{louae. E’f‘?h’*r omd NS coming tense with
It was half-holiday 'dsl!lm:iet “"t':.iks‘“d'. ant &3 cxpectancy. At any
that day, and during ;‘.lc ”‘f 'E’l de t}‘j’ tw]“"m." A moment now the
Scouts forgot all well Tiked by a0 ST Sl And nobody suficred
about the ghost, and G y ' g 97 from nerves.
played cricket. ¥or 78 oy All  were anxious
this purpose, they Ga® and eager to see the
borrowed a neighbour- apparition.
ing ground, and _ It was just the
thoroughly enjoyed themselves. y difference between a few and a crowd. If

It was not until later that thoughts of
the ghost returned. By dusk everybody
was as keen as mustard on the hunt, and
there were many valiant fellows who de-
clared that it would be fheir privilege to
make the capture.

But later on, after the camp-fires were
going, these stalwarts were not quite so
insistent. Darkness made aH the difference
With the failing of daylight, so came the
failing of courage. It is easy to talk about
hunting ghosts when the sun i3 shining.

therc had only been half a dozen Scouts
on the watch, they would have felt nervous
and uneasy. But the beach was fairly
packed with fellows—and their very numbers
made any kind of apprehension impossible.

Furthermore, some of the Caistowe visitors
had got wind of the affair, and had come
over, too. There was a great audience wait-
ing—all rcady to give the ghost a welcome
when it showed up. .

In the water were Nipper and Pitt, and
the other fellows who had decided to watch



at closer quarters than all the rest. In
the darkness they were invisible. Nipper
pad carefully impressed upon his chums the
necessity for silence. Lach swimmer Wwas
to keep his own place, and to take care
~t¢hat npothing but his head showed above
water. As an added precaution, the swim-
mers had stained their arms and faces.

Lven at close quarters they could not be
seen.
eAnd so they waited, eager and tense. The
water was quite comifortably warm, and
there was no necessity to do a great deal
of active swimming in order to keep the
circulation going.

Nipper was rather doubtful about Hand-
forth, but the Leader of the Tigers had
insisted. And when he insisted, it was far
better to let him have his own way. For
once Handforth proved that he was capable
of silence.

He kept To his own part of the cove,
and no sound came from his direction.
There was no danger—no chance of any fel-
low being seized by cramp, and sinking.
For the water in this part of the bay was
no deeper than five feet, at the most.

So for a good deal of the time the swim-
mers simply stood on the sand, and leisurely
waded about. And they took a deep in-
terest in the proceedings on the beach.
Dimly they could see the crowds of watchers.

Nipper was not quite =o satisfied as he
thougnt he would be. He was beginning
to have doubts as to whether the ghost
would come at all. So many watchers might
scare the apparition away for the night.
Ghosts—particularly trick ghosts—are not
over fond of too much publicity.

But Nipper needn’t have worried.

At about twenty past eleven he was
silently wading towards Pitt, to have a
few words, when he heard a long-drawn-
out sound from the beach. It was some-
thing between a gasp and a sigh.

And he knew instinctively what it meant.

He glanced round swiftly. Then he
stared. Further out in the cove, in the
direction of the open sea, the phantom had
suddenly appeared! It was even then rising
slowly and mysteriously from the water.

“My hat!” breatlied Nipper

Although he had been expecting this, and

although he was convinced of fakery, he
couldn’t help being impressed. The ghost

continued to rise out of the sea, and at last
it stood there, actually upon the water.
One hand was outstretched, pointing
sramatieally towards the crowds of watchers.

And now a tense silence prevailed.

The ghost, visible in a luminous, glowing
way against the black background of sea,
advanced up the cove. And it walked on
the surface of the sea as though the water
itself was solid. This fact”alone was un-
canny enough. And the ghost’s  very
dppearance was awe-inspiring.

. “By Jove!” murmured Nipper. “If that’s
a trick, it’s the best thing I've ever seen!”
His head was on a level with the water,
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and so he was able to judge this apparition
even better than those on the beach. The
ghost came on, and it appeared to just
touch the water with a fairy-like step. Ib
was so intangible and unreal that solidity
seemed impossible., Indeed, it was impos-
sible.

But how was the thing worked?

Once the first shock was over, Nipper
now experienced nothing but curiosity. His~®
nerves were steady, and he was prepared
for the coming struggle.

The only thing he wanted to know was
what this ghost actually was, and how it
was operated. He dismissed all thoughts
of the supernatural. He convinced himself
that it was a clever piece of stage manage-
ment. And, foot by foot, he edged nearer.

At the same time, the other swimmers
were cireling in. The ghost, all uncon-
scious of the ever-narrowing circle, came
richt on. Nippér's scheme was undoubtedly
a clever one.

The ghost, 4s he had proved, was capable
of vanishing at a second's notice. And if
the hunters had remained upon the beach
the specfre could easily have vanished at
the first plunge "of would-be captors inte

[the waves.
But the ghost was unsusnicious now. Ie
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of these
were
surrounding him from every side.

silent
surely

invisible,
slowly but

knew nothing
figures who

CHAPTER XXIII.
THE PROOF,

1 ELL, it beats
me hollow!”’
Reginald  Pitt

made this remark

to himself a3 he waited
tensely for Nipper to give
the signal. The circle had

narrowed down now, and the phantom was
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{ surrounding

startling clearness amid the tense
silence. And in the same second the sea
all round the spectre became alive. With
powerful strokes and careless of noise, the
juniors swept towards the

with

apparition.
This latter swaved at the first sign of
danger. And then, with a most un-ghost-
like curse, it dropped into the sea in a Kind
of heap. But by this time Nipper aud
the others were right upon it.
“Quick! Grab Thim!” shouted
“He's only a fake!”’
A roar of voices
beach. For with

Pitt,

now came from the
the tension " suddenly
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comparatively near. And even at thcse
close quarters it still had the same air of
wraith-like intangibility.

At the same time, the decath face was
more mask-like, and the dragging scaweed
was unnaturally luminous. It seemed to
Pitt that it was a prepared ecffect. And
now he could see no fect upon the water.

From a greater distance it had scemed
that the old man was actually walking.
But now that illusion was destroved. The
ghost was simply gliding over the sea.

“Right!”’ came a sudden shout.

It was Nipper's voice, and it rang out

snapped, the scores of excited watchers
found their voices. Everybody knew that
something dramatic had happened.

But none knew it so well as Nipper and
his fellow-conspirators.

Nipper, at the first grab, seized something
soft and spongy. He held on, fighting
desperately. He was aware of a dark patch
in the sea—the head and shoulders of a
hidden swimmer. And they were not the
head and shoulders of one of the juniors,
They were too big and burly.

“Hold him!’’ roared Handforth. “It’s a
man! I just saw him! What the—"



gomething struck him violently in the,
face, and Handforth lost a great deal of
interest in the affair. He belicved that he
had been hit by a lashing fist. But he
wasn't quite sure; it might have been a
foot.

The *ghost,”” whoever he was, had

roved himself to be at least equal to the
occasion. Taken completely by surprise,
there was every reason to expect his
capture—particularly as there werc so many

against him. *

But he cluded them all.

Nipper was still grabbing the spongy
substance in his hand, but that was all.
rThe other juniors were splashing about, and

searching for their captive. But in the
confusion they merely assisted the un-

known to escape.
“Where is he?’’ panted Pitt, at length.

. “It's no good now; he gone,” replied
Nipper. “I think he must have dived under
water and swum for it. Ie’s a fine
swimmer, that's certain, or he wouldn’t
be engaged on this job at all.”’

“Well, it's not much good looking now,”’
exclaimed De¢ Valerie. * He’s probably got
behind those rocks, and it would be .like
looking for » needle in a haystack. The
rotter has slipped away in the darkness!’’

“ But who was he?”’ demanded Handforth.

“I don't know, but I just caught one
fleeting glimpse,”’ replied Nipper. “It’s
just a chance shot, but I belicve the man
was Simon Trapp—Captain Starkey's pal—
the mate of the schooner Lotus!”

“Captain Starkey!”’

The juniors uttered the name with a
sudden sense of realisation.- They remem-
bered that rascally old skipper and his
schooner. They had had an adventure with
Mr. Trapp only a week earlier. And there
were plenty of fellows in the Scouts’ camp
who suspected Captain Starkey was engaged
in smuggling operations off the coast, and
that he was using some of the deep caves
of the neighbourhood for the purpose of
storing away his goods.

“Anyhow, 1I've got something here,”’
went on Nipper, pulling his hand out of the
water. *“ Behold, the ghost!”’

H¢ raised his hand out of the water,
and the other Scouts stared at it blankly.
It glowed with a strangely luminous light.
t was just a bundle of rags and scaiweed
by all appearances. But Nipper, who was
holding it, knew that the contrivance was
even more elaborate.

. “Let’s get ashore,”” he said crisply.
,We can’t examine it properly here, and
I’'m curious to see exactly how it’s made!’’

And all the Scouts waded ashore, full of
. €xpectancy.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

NELSON LEE’S SUSPICIONS.
ROWDS surrounded
the swimmers as
they came out of
- the softly breaking

surf. And a perfect flood of
light from a dozen electric-
torches played upon Nipper
and the thing he held in his hand.

“Well I'm jiggered!’’ said Handforth
indignantly. *“Is that thing the ghost? Do
you mean to say we were scared of that
theatrical trumpery?’’

“Surprising, but nevertheless true!”’
grinned Reggie. *“ But seeing this
trumpery at a distance, in total darkness,
and sceing it at close quarters in a flood of
light, are two very different things.”

“Let's have a look at it!”’

Scouts crowded round eagerly as Nipper
laid the “costume’’ down on the sands.
A Dbrief examination suiliced to show what
it was, and how it was made.

“Don’t you see?” asked Nipper. " There
is a kind of wire framework inside, with a
pole. These rags were just hung over fit,
with a lot of seaweed dragging down. And
the whole affair seems to have been treated
with somme phosphorous stufl, to give it a
luminous effect.”’ |

“Same old trick!? said Pitt. “Why
we've worked that phosphorous stuff our-
selves befoire now.”?

“Exactly,’’ said Nipper; “but it always
seems to work, Look at the face—just a
cheap mask with a couple of painted eycs.
Whoever would believe that this thing
could look horrifying at a distance?? '

“But how the dickens did it walk on the
water?” demanded Church.

“ Nothing simpler,”” said Nipper. *“The
fellow who operated it simply kept the
contrivance under water while he was
swimming, and at the right moment he
hoisted it up out of the water, as though
it were a spectre rising from the deep.
It's not very heavy, and it could easily
be raised up until it was almost clear of
the surface. Then, as the fellow waded
towards the shore, it would naturally
secem as if the “ghost? was walking on
the water,”’

“Well I’'m blessed!”’

“The arm can be worked by one of those
wires, I think ,”? went on Nipper. *“You
just pull one -and the arm raises fitsell.
This skeleton hand is just a piece of wood,
painted white.”

“Yes, I cdn understand all this: but how
do you account for the ghost walking over
that man-trapping camp?’’ asked Brent.

Nipper looked thoughtful.

“I've been thinking about that,”’ he
replied. ‘“The man must have kvown about
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the man-trap; in all probability he was
prowling about in the darkness, and saw us

-
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putting the cover on after Handy had
fallen through it.”

“Prowling about the camp?’’ repeated
Grey.
. “Yes,”? replied Nipper. “I'll bet the
fellow was dressed all in black, his face
included, something like ours. It's the
only way to ensure invisibility in the dark-

ness. By taking care to crouch down, so
that he didn't appear above the sky-line,
he wouldn’t be visible even at close range,”

“But how did he walk over that trap?”’
insisted Drent.

“1 think he must have made a special
contrivance—another pole, I believe,”’
replied Nipper. “In that way he could
walk beside the trap, and cause the ghost
to hover right over it. And as soon as he
saw we were making a rush at him, he
whisked a dark cloth, or something like
that, over this contrivance, and caused
it to vanish. That’s how these things are

done. It was easy enough for him to siip
away between the tents and leave no
sign.”’ :

“But who the dickens has done it—and
why??

“The man must have been mad!"
There were all sorts of comments; and
now that the ghost was revealed as a

mere fake, all thoughts of the supernatural
vanished. The Scouts were as full of con-
fidence as ever. And, indeed, many declared
that the whole thing was a swindle. They
were quite indignant about it.

A little later on, Nipper was discussing
the matter with Nelson Lee.

“There's one thing I want to know,

TR )

“I didn't know for certain—I merely drow
my own conclusions,”’

“But why, sir?”’ asked Nipper. “You
don’'t draw conclusions without a pgood
cause! Look here, I believe that old Jonas
Starkey is at the bottom of this business,
and I believe that Simon Trapp was the
man who operated the ghost!”’

“Dear me, Nipper, You are - singuiarly
shrewd!” said Lee. “I have every reason
to believe that your surmise is correct. I

am  strongly suspicious that Starkey is
engaged in some nefarious work on the

coast here, and he has a dread that you
hoys will interfere with his operations. He
knows ouly too well that boys are Kkeen
upon exploring caves. And Captain Starkey
has many good reasons for desiring those
caves to himself.”’ - -

“Smuggling, en?’ said Nipper keenly.
“But fancy old Starkey trring to scare us
away by an oid dodge of that sort.”

“It's the old dodges that generally
succeed,”” said Lee grimly. *“This one
early  suceveeded, Nipper. You  will
remembher how the boys insisted upon a
change of camp, which was just what

Starkey anticipated.”’

“1 suppose you've been working on this
affair yourself, sir?”

“In a way, yes,”” admitted Lec. *I took
certain measures to ensure Starkey knowing
that a number of boeys would be on watch
in Pirate Cove to-night. The prompt
appearance of the ghost is fairly conclusive
evidence that Starkey is the responsible
party. What do you thirk, young 'un?’’

“l think it’s a dead cert, sir,”” replied
Nipper promptly.

“But if Captain Jonas Starkey thought
that he had driven the St. Frank's Scoufs

guv'nor,”” he said pointedly. *“How did ]| away from the vicinity, he had made a very-
you .know 'the ahost would appear for| big mistake. His cunning scheme, in truth,
certain to-night?”’ was to have thie very opposite effect.”

THE END.

WHY IS CAPTAIN STARKEY TRYING TO
SCARE THE ST. FRANK'S SCOUTS
SHINGLE HEAD ?

Read all about it in next week's narrative::

“THE LOST PATROL!”

FROM




ST, FRANK'S LEACUE

My dear Readers,

1 cannot address you yct as ‘“ League-ites,”
put I feel I can safely do so next week,
when most of you, I hope, will have
qualified as members. In the two previous
announcements I have tried to give you
some idea of the great possibilities for the
future development of the League, how we
propose to organise it so that' you will all
share in the great work of its construction
as in the triumphs and rewards of its suc-
cess, The system we are adopting of
appointing a number of c¢nthusiastic
volunteers as local Organising Ofticers 1is
known in business circles as decentralisation
—a long-word that means much to the suc-
cess of any big organisation. In other
words, the 8t. Frank's League will have
centres, presided over by oflicers, dotted
all over the Empire, with one G.H.Q. 1t
will be a league of clubs as well as a Jeague
of members,

OBJECTS OF THE LEAGUE.
Below I give a list of some of the
objects for which the League is being formed:

1.—To knit together a bond of friendship
and understanding between readers far
and near.

2.—To devote space in THE NELSON LEB
LiIBRARY for: Introductions to members
at home and overseas, the insertion of
small advertisements free to members,
League mnotes and news, contributions
of short articles and paragraphs of
ceneral interest by members, ete.

J.—Special competitions for members,

4,—The formation of local eclubs and
sports clubs affiliated to the Leaguec.

6.—Help and advice to members in
choosing and qualifying for carecrs
and trades.

6.—The formation of a St. Frank’s Leaguc
Magazine, einbracing features in para-
graph 2, offering in addition oppor-
tunities for the publication of stories
and sketches by members.

7.—To form a correspondence school for
training members at cost price for
trades or business careers.

8.—To start an employment burecau for
the benefit of members.

0.—To advisec members on cmigration to
the Colonigs.

10.—To arrange an
sports festival.

annual muster and

MEMBERS’ APPLICATION COUPON.

There are many more advantages, which,
if I had the space this week, I could men-
tion, and probably you will have quite a
number of suggestions to make. But that
will all come as the League develops. We
must first set the wheels of our’ organisa-
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tion in motion, and the first step in this
direction is the enrolment of members., We
want every reader to qualify as soon as
possible., For that reason, I have made
the conditions very simple—just one new
regular reader to get! If you will now turn
to page iii of the cover, you will find the
coupon to fill in and full instructions.

WHY THE LEAGUE REQUIRES NEW
READERS.

My reason for requiring one new regular
reader from cach applicant as a condition
for membership is not merely a scheme for
getting new readers, as it might seem to
appear. Though new readers are always
welcome, from the League point of view it
is from this source that we may look for
new members, after every existing reader
has made up his mind to join. And the
bigger the number of members the nearer
we are to realising the schemes 1 have
outlined above.

FOUNDATION MEMBERS.

This is an honorary distinction I am
giving to that Joyal band of voluntcers who
quite distinct from the rank of Organising
Officers up to the end of last week—June
20th. I want you to understand that it is
quite distinct from the rank of organising
Officer, who may, through various reasons,
find himself unable to continue working for
the League in this capacity. Once an
Organising Officer has had the honour of
Foundation Member conferred on him,
he will retain this title whether in or
out of office so long as he remains a
member of the League. After due considera-
tion, I Lave dccided to limit the number
of Foundation Members to a thousand, ani
these will represent the first thousand
members of the League. As I have pre-
viously explained, every member of the
League will have a number given him. The
carliest members to join—and these are the

Organising Officers up to date—will begin
from number one upwards in rotation.

When the total number of Organising Officers
has been returned, there will probably he
a few hundred vacancies for Foundation
Members. These vacancies I am keeping
open for the first batch of members to
qualify this week. So hurry up, dear
readers, and send along your applications
as soon as you have procured your new
regular reader. Foundation Members will
have their membership certificates specially
stamped as such, although, of course, thLe
number itself will be sufficient indication
that they belong to the distinguished band
of pioneer members. As regards overseas
readers, I am reserving an extra five

' hundred numbers to give them an oppor-

tunity of becoming Foundation Members.

‘Continued on page iz of cover.)



NOTE.—If any readers write to me, I
shall be pleased to comment upon such
remarks as are likely to interest the

majority. If you have any suggestions
—send them along. If you have any
grumbles make them to me. All

letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, ¢/o, The Editor,
the NEusoy LEE LiprARY, The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4. Remember, my aim is to please
as many of you as I possibly can. 8o
it's up to vou to let me know your likes
and dislikes. E.S.B.).

All letters acknowledged helow have been
personally recad by me, and I thank their
writers most heartily. But although ALL
letters afford me an equal amount of
pleasure, I am reluctantly compelled to
confine my individual replics to those of
wveneral interest.

& | L

I am always getting querics concerning
my name, Edwy. Lots of you seem to think
. that it's an abbreviation of Edward, or
just a pen-name. You seem to be one of
theso chaps, Francis Norman. A few weeks
ago I explained that Edwy is my real name,
and not a nom-de-plume. Being fair, my
parents evidently decided to mame me after
the Saxon king, Edwy The Fair, who suc-
ceeded his uncle Eadred in 955, when-he was
little more than fifteen years old. My un-
fortunate namesake only reigued four years,
and died when he was ninetecn. But what’s
the good of me telling you history? You
ought to know it! .

5 L [ ] ]

_Glad you liked the cricket series, B, W.
Messem, and I notice that you won’t be
satisfied wuntil I've promised to write a
football series for the autumn or winter,
You’ve usked me to put it to the readers,
so I'm doing so. As you say, there's
nothing like being in time. I think I shall
have to prepare a series of yarns in which
the great winter game is featured—with
several of the juniors playing for the Finst
Lleven, e¢h? Let's have some opinions!

L ] &

So you want a page set apart for advertis-
mg articles which readers want to purchase,
sell, or exchange, L. Sharp? I think your

wish will be granted before long—for- a |

r EDWY SEARLES jjjj
BROOKS CHATS e
To His READERS [i==

SUAVH e fﬂ"d}m ““

page of that kind is bound to be included
after the St. Frank's League has worked
itself into shape. Needless to say, only
League members will have the privilege of
this advertising medium—which will be a
kind of free exchange and mart.

' ¥ L *

Thanks awfully, A. Redgate. Don’t mind
me at all! So I'm a fathead for leaving
Nipper out of the captaincy? Al you have
to do is to read my reply to L. I'. Reilly,
last week, Regarding your letter, which you
truthifully describe as ¢“scrawly piffle,” [
liked it immensely—which was just as well,
since you tell me that if I don’t like it, I
shall have to lump it. My dear chap, I
don't lump any letters—I like ’em all. And
in spite of your fears, my waste-paper
basket is still unacquainted with your cor-
respondence, or that of any other rcader.
You chump, do you think I invite readers
to write to me, so that I can have tho
pleasure of filling up my w.p.b.? Or do you
imagine I want to get fire-lighting paper on
the cheap? Write as often as you like, old
€on,

] L ] *®
Charles Price (Leeds), J. Gearman
(Hobart, Tasmania), The Rlack FEagle

(Durban, S. Africa), Aberdonian (Aberdeen),
William Shrimpton (Poplar), Williain Olley
(East Ham.) You are quite right, Charlie
Price, in what you say—“we have always
got to wait for what we want.”” At all
events, if we don't wait, the prize has
little or no value. If a thing's good it's
WORTH waiting for, and I'm perfectly
certain that everyhody—including yourself--
will welcome the St. Frank’s League with
enthusiasm. But you mustn't be impatient.
It will take some little time for the League
to grow and develop. And Rome wasn't
built in a day. We've all got to work
hard to get members to start with, for
until the League membership is a fairly big
one it woa't he possible to develop the
social and sporting side of the association.
So take my advice, everybody, and help
in the good work of getting members,
Don't be afrald to take your coals off to
the job. The sooner the League- gets a
big membership, the sooner shall we starb
the formation of local clubs, and all the
rest of the interesting programme.
(Other replies unavoidably held over.)
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A STIRRING TALE OF A BRITISH BOY’'S EXPLOITS WHEN SIR FRANCIS DRAKE

SAILED THE

: ..,.:_'

HIGH SEAS.

By the Author of

¢ With Cavalier and
Roundhead,’” etc,

FOR NEW READERS.—The story begins In )
1587, when Giles Montford, the sixteen-
year-old master of Templeton, decides to
take up arms under Drake against the
Spaniards, in defiance of his uncle, Don
Ferdinand Gonzales, who has invited him
to go over to Spain. Q@Giles is sent to
London on an important mission, and
returns with a dispatch from the queen
to Admiral Drake. He has barely arrived
back at Templeton when the house is
rushed by five Spanish soldiers, and Giles
is overpowered and carried off to Spain
as a prisoner of his uncle, Don Gonzales.
While on his way to Seville with the Don,
the captive is rescued by his trusty
servitor, Simon Trent, and a young Eng-
lish lad, Master Rookwood, both disguised
as Spaniards. After a hot chase, they all
cafely reach the English ship, Dame Mary.
Here they meet the great Admiral Drake,
and serve under his flag. Giles experiences

his fist battle at sea, taking an active

part in a great vietory against the

sSpanish  Fleet. He then returns to
England on the Adventure.
(Now read on.)

T was early in July when the

I Adventure entered the snglish

Channel, and on the S8th of that

month it sailed up the Thames and
fastened to a buoy off the Tower wharf.
Giles wrote a short letter to Sir Richard
Edgecumbe and one to Hereward Tome-
well, while Sydney also took advantage of
the opportunity to write to his father.
The letters were given to Captain Vane,
who had to report to Lord Howard, and
he promised to have them forwarded to their
destinations. He was absent all the after

noon, aﬁd when he returned an hour after
dark he briefly announced that he had orders
to start for Holland at midnight.

His manner showed that he had heard
news of an unusual and thrilling nature, and
the excitement and curiosity of the crew
were aroused to a still further degree when
they were instructed to load the vessel
with a large store c¢f arms and provisions
that was piled on the wharf.

Officers and men toiled alike, and the
cargo was soon transferred to the ship’s
hold. Shortly before midnight a horseman,
muffled in a light cloak, brought a bundle
of dispatches to Captain Vane, and a few
minutes later the Adventure slipped its
mooring-line and started down the Thames.

CHAPTER XX.

WHICH DIRK MAAS SHOWS HIS SKILL AS A
PILOT.

IN
Y morning the Adventure was off
B Sheerness, and beating across the
Channel with a favouring wind and
tide. Captain Vane kept a constant
look-out, and rarely opened his lips, except
to give an occasional order. He was not
ordinarily a taciturn man, and his silence
indicated that he was worried and per-

plexed,

As the day wore on the men and officers
quietly discussed the situation among them- .
selves, and it was generally believed that
the prescnt undertaking was one of un-
usnal peril and difficulty. No one on board
—except the captain—had any knowledge of
evenis in Holland during the past month or
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two, else the object of this hasty voyage'
might have- been less of a mystery.

The low, flat coast was sighted late in
the afternoon, and an hour after dark the

Adventure entered the mouth of the
Western Scheldt, and dropped anchor a3
noiselessly as possible off the town of

Flushing. All the lights on the vessel had
been previously extinguished.

Captain Vane now called officers and men
forward, and briefly explained what was
before them.

“Qur destination,” he said, “is the town
of Sluys, which lies up the River Zwin,
and is within a few hours’ siileg I'or several
weeks it has been besieged by a large force
of Spaniards under the Duke of Parma, and
though it is still holding out,.the situation
is eritical. My orders are to deliver these
arms and supplies to the garrison, and 1
have also important dispatches for Sir
Roger Williams, the English commander,
and for the Dutch governor of the town.

“71 will not conceal from you that it is a
perilous and difficult enterprise. The
Spaniards have blocked the river for some
distance below the town with a line of
boats, and these are protected by batteries
on either shore. DBut I rely on your oft-
proved courage and discretion, my brave
fellows, to take the Adventure safely
through whatever dangers may arise.”

At this a loud murmur of assent broke
out, and the eager tones of officers and men
showed that the enterprise was none the
less welcome because of its difficulty,

“I have instructions to wait here for a
pilot,” Captain Vane added, “and as soon
as he arrives we will start. The darkness
of the night will favour us, and if we can
creep up the river without noise we have
every chance of eluding the vigilance of the
Spaniards and running the blockade in
safety. If we are discovered we must fight
our way, and so it will be wise to prepare
for the worst.”

No time was lost in doing this. After
beinz cautioned against unnecessary noise
and loud talking, men and officers scattered
to their posts. Captain Vane held a short
consultation with the sailing-master and the
master-gunner, and then made a tour of the
deck to see that the cannon were in good
order and that plenty of powder and ball
were at hand.

He also divided the seamen into two
parties to repel boarders, and assigned
officers to each command. Giles and Sydney
were in one party, and Trent was in the
other. Some time was spent in buckling on
pieces of :armour and in putting pikes and
arquebuses in order for a possible attack.
since Captain Vane had declared that the
Spaniards were well provided with boats,

Then ensued a long and tedious wait. The
night was very still, and an occasional souand
came floating over the water from the town.
The s*reet lights could be seen, and here

and there a tall spire stood out blackly
against the steecl-blue sky.

Though Flushing was in the possession
of English troops, Captain Vane did not
wish it to be known that the Adventure
was in the harbour. He probably feared
that Spanish spies would suspect the inten-
tion of the vessel, and would find a way to
aet word up the river to the Duke of
farma. i

It was nearly midnight when the dip of
muffled oars was heard from the direction
of the town, and presently a skiff contain-
ing a single occupant hove alongside the
stern of the Adventure. He made fast with
a rope that was long enough to permit the
boat to trail behind, and then climbed
nimbly to the deck, where Captain Vane
was awaiting him.

It was.too dark to see what the man
looked like. He made a stiff salute, and,
taking a letter from wunder his hat, he
handed it to Captain Vane,

“¥From the English Governor of Flushing,”
he said curtly.

“Your name, sir?” demanded the captain.

“Dirk Maas,” was the immediate reply.

Captain Vane nodded.

“That is correect,” he said.
way.” |

The captain also invited the officers 10
follow, and included Giles and Sydney. Tha
whole party went below, where a light was
burning dismally in the hold.

While Captain Vane opened and read the
ietter the others scrutinised Dirk Maas with
considerable interest. He was a tall, broad-
shouldered man, with a face that was un-
uzually keen and crafty for a Dutchman.
In fact, he looked like an Englishman, an:
the officers had noted with surprise that he
spoke the English tongue perfectly.

Captain Vane folded the letter and tucked
it into his belt.

“The Governor gives a good report of
vou,"” he said, turning to the man. *“ You
have been of great service, both as a pilot
and as a dispatch-bearer.” .

Dirk Maas nodded. He was plainly 2 man
of few words.

““You expected me?” asked the captain.

“I was told to meet a ship in the har-
bour to-night, and take it up to Sluys,” was
the reply.

“When were vou there last?” :

“Two days ago. I went up and back th
same night.”

“And what is the situation?”

“The garrison still holds the town, but
it is hard pressed.”

“Then we are sorely needed,” muttered
Captain Vane. “And now concerning this
bridge of boats, which you have doubtlezs
seen closely. Can it be easily broken?”

“It is weak in the middle,” replied Dirk
Maas, suddenly showing an interest in the
conversation, “and your ship will cut right

“Come this

* through it. There is little risk on so dark



a night. I know every foot of the channel,
and will bring you safe to Sluys before
daylight.”

“We will start at onee,” said Captain
vane, giving his companions a nod of
assurance that seemed to say, “It is all
right; the man is to be trusted.” He led
the way to the deck, and the anchors were
lifted as noiselessly as possible.
hurried forward to his post, and a moment
later the Adventure was rippling swiftly
across the quiet surface of the Scheldt.

Mile after mile slipped behind, and at
Jast the passage up the narrow River Zwin
was fairly begun., There was enough breeze
to fill what canvas was spread, and the ship
Jeft a foamy wake in its stern as it cut
through the middle of the channel. 1t was
very dark, and the low outline of the banks
could be seen but faintly.

There was utter silence on deck, and the
dusky groups of still figures seemed like the
ghostly crew of some supernatural craft.
Now and then the spell was broken when
Dirk Maas gave a low-spoken word of com-
mand, which passed fromm mouth to mouth
to its destination.

Captain Vane and his officers were
assembled forward, gazing with almost
breathless suspense into the murky gloom
that lay ahead as far as the eye could
reach. Gunners and seamen were at their
posts of duty, ready for action at any
moment the dreaded storm might burst.

With soft footsteps Trent ecrept up to
Giles and Sydney, who were standing near
the group of officers. He was there for a
minute or two before the lads discovered his
presence.

‘““Ho, Stephen, is that you?” whispered
Giles. “This sort of thing makes me feel
shivery. It is rather different from Cadiz
Harbour by daylight.”

“But I think we are going to get through
all right,” added Sydney. *“Our pilot
evidently knows his trade well. Ay, and
the channel!”

“I doubt not he does,” replied Trent.
“He may know it too well.- 1 would have
an easier mind were we safe past the
blockade.”

“What do you mean?” asked Giles, in n
tone of surprise.

“I mistrust this Dirk Maas,” Trent
whispered, bending closer to the lads. “I
peeped into the hold when you were down
there with the captain, and so had a good
look at the fellow in the light. May I be
hanged and quartered if I don’t believe he
would sell his soul for a handful of gold.”

“He is ill-favoured, I admit,” replied
Giles; “but what of it? Looks hang no
man."” N

“Ay, but I have run across him before,
when I was fighting in Holland under Sir
Richard Edgcumbe,” whispered Trent. 1
can't say when or where, but I'll stake iny

Dirk Maas |

life on two things: he is the same man,
and his name was not Dirk Maas then.,”

The lads began to feel uneasy,

“You ought to tell Captain Vane this,”
said Sydney. .

Trent shook his head.

“No, it won't do,” he answered. “I could
prove nothing. But I'll keep a sharp eye
on Master Dutchman until—"

He paused abruptly as a low ripple of
excitement fell from the lips of the officers.

The lads discovered instantly what it
meant, and they forgot all about Trent's
warning as they looked ahead, and saw a
dark line stretching across the channel at
a distance of several hundred yards. This
was certainly the barrier of boats, and far
beyond it were a few glimmering lights—
the lights of Sluys, beyond a doubt.

Already the Adventure was in the midst
of the enemy. Right and left from the low
banks rose earthworks and batteries, and
to the rear many a flickering glow told of
camp-fires sheltered by ditch and moat.

But the terrible soldiers of the Duke of
Parma seemed oblivious to the foe that was
stealing between their lines. Not a sound
from gun or sentry broke the stillness of the
night as the Adventure glided straight on
with its ghostly crew.

Nearer and nearer came the blockade, and
as yet no sign of discovery. Once safely
through the barrier, and Captain Vane and
his daring men could laugh at guns and
hatteries. Now the critical moment was 2t
hand, and every heart throbbed with sus-
pense as the ship glided straight and swiftly
at the black, threatening mass.

There was a tremendous crash,, followed by
the rending and splintering of frail planks.
The Adventure quivered from bow to stern,
heeled partly over, and then backed help-
lessly away from the wreckage of {he
sh:;ttered boats. The daring attempt had
failed! :

CHAPTER XXI.
IN WHICH THE ADVENTURE FALLS INTO A
SPANISH TRAP,

T first no one realised just what
had happened, for the shock of the
collision pitched fully two-thirds
of the crew off their fcet. Giles

fell forward among the prostrate officers,
while Sydney and Trent rolled together
against the bulwarks.

Low cries and imprecations mingled with
the loud. slapping of the waves, the clatter
of pikes and other weapons, and the
rumbling growl of escaped cannon-balls
rolling from point to point.

Then, as the agitated heavings of the
ship partly ceased, the men cerambled
hurriedly to their feet, dimly conscious that
a great calamity had occurred. A hush of
horror seemed to spread suddenly over iane
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deck as it was seen that the vessel's
progress was stopped—that the chain of

boats remained intact and unbroken,

Within less than half a minute after the
crash, and while the stupor of despuir
rested on oflicers and seamen, the storm
burst with territic fury. From right and left
the low banks blazed with vivid red Hashes,
and cannon after cannon sent a thunderous
echo over the flat sand-dunes and canals of
Holland. The storm of iron missiles shrieked
and hissed through the air.

The Spanish batteries lay a little way
downstream from the barrier of boats, and
therefore there was no danger that they
would pour their diagonal fire into each
other. From the very first their aim was
remarkably true, considering that the target
was almost invisible in the gloom. This
fact, combined with the sudden and simul-
taneous attack, showed unmistakably that

preparations had been made beforehand,
and that the English ship had been
expected.

For a time something like panic reigned
on board the Adventure, which was com-
pletely at the mercy of the foe. Shot after
shot pierced and splintered the bulwarks,
screamed overhead ameong the sails and
spars, or hissed across the deck, leaving a
trail of dead and dying behind.

Three-quarters of the mainmast were
broken off from the stump, and the
ponderous mass crushed half a dozen poor
wretches in its fall. Sydney was so close
that he felt the rush of wind on his cheeks,
while the concussion threw him off his legs.
Trightened by his narrow escape he jumped
up and ran bhlindly into Giles.

Both lads went down together, and they
did not dare to rise. While the iron shower
dealt death and destruction around them,
they crouched flat on the deck, expecting
that every instant would be their last. They
saw officers and seamen running to and iro
in terror, and heard Captain Vane's voice
ringing sharply above the awful din and
turmoil. |

The Spaniards were firing high—no doubt
purposely, as after events showed—and had
they aimed lower the Adventure must have
heen speedily sunk. For a space that seemed
like hours, though it was really but several
minutes, the fury of the bombardment con-
tinued without cessation, carrying away
sails, spars, and rigging. But not a shot
struck below the water-line, and the ship
floated as staunchly as ever.

Suddenly the cannonade dwindled to a
straggling fire, and then ceased altogether.
The mystery of this was quickly explained.
The Adventure had drifted slowly down
between the batteries with the ebb tide,
where, in the deep gloom, a continuation of
the fusillade would have done more damage
to friends than to foes.

But there was no hope to be gleaned from”

this respite. Already the night rang with
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the eager tramp of feet as the Spanish
soldiery crowded into their boats. The
sharp commands of their officers could be
plainly heard. Nothing was left to the
Lapless Englishmen but to submit to capture
or to die hard.

As the ship floated on the survivors
gathered around Captain Vane to receive his
last orders, The gallant commander was
spattered with Dblood, and a fragment of a
spar had broken his left arm. He couid
searcely speak for rage and grief as he saw

what havoe had been wrought among his
brave followers.
It was truly heartrending to see the

mangled bodies Iving here and there on the
deck amid the splinters and fallen spars,
and to hear the groans and cries of the
dving and wounded. The dead and disabled
numbered more than a score,

If one thing could have roused the sur-
vivors more than another to a last desperate
defence it was the thirst for vengeance.
This was uppermost in their hearts now, and
it left no room for fear or shrinking. To
strike while strength lasted, and then to
perish like Knglishmen—that was their re-

solve. They swore to it on their
swords, by the memory  of  their
slain comrades. And, listening to these

grim and terrible oaths, Giles and Sydney
felt almost reconciled to their fate. At the

game time, their hearts, too, burned for
vengeance.,
“Stand by to repel boarders!” Captain

Vane cried hoarsely. “They will soon be
upon us. Let us fizht to the last, men,
and keep the mastery of the old ship as lonz
as you can.. England will hear of our deeds
this night, and will honour our memory. -
We are dying in a good cause. It is no
disgrace that we have failed in so desperate
an enterprise.”

He was answered by hoarse and hearty
cheering, and by a ringing clatter of
weapons. Then, as the seamen were about
to .scatter to their posts of duty, Stephen
Trent stalked quickly forward.

“Ay, but why have we failed, Captain
Yane?” he shouted. *“I will tell you why.
It was because we trusted to that fiend
of a Dutchman. He was a Spanish spy.
hired to drag us into this trap. The
blockade was ready to hurl our ship bhack,
and yonder batteries had their guns trained
on us from the time we came within range.
Do you still doubt it? Then find Dirk
Maas—if you can.”

Captain Vane started like a man who is
suddenly shot, and the truth of Trent's
words flashed upon him with terrible force.
He tried to speak, but his first utterance
was drowned in a roar of fury. Like
ravenous wolves, seamen and officers dis-
persed to all parts of the vessel, seeking in
the gloom for the traitorous wretech of
whose perfidv they were convinced.
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No thought was given to the approaching

boats. Some dashed to the hold and some
to the sleeping quarters; others broke into
the cabins under the poop-deck, and

battered furniture with swords and pikes.
To Giles and Sydney alone did it occur
that the pilot might have been struck down
by the cannonade, and they began to hunt
among the dead and dying. Thev had met
with no success when Trent came up to

“them, :

““No use, lads!” he eried. *“ The foul knave
dropped into the water the moment the
ghip struck, depend upon it. TFor the chance

NELSON
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“Look!” the lad whispered. “Who is

fthat??

Trent and Giles looked, and their hearts
beat with a fierce joy. In the tall, massive
figure that had just risen from the shadows
that lurked about the fallen mast there
was no mistaking Dirk Maas. He must
have been lying there crippled quite a time,
for as he took a single step it was seen
that he limped badly.

Either he was ignorant that any of the
crew were near, or else he believed that the
darkness =creened him from observation.
With a furtive look to right and left that

Before his companions could rise, Qiles dashed past them, overtaking and
leaping upon the traitor just as he reached the bulwark. .

o

thrust at him I wonld let the
Spaniards put me to dcath by every fiendish
torture of the Inquisition. Ay, and gladly.”

“1 hoped a bhall might have found him,”
replied Giles, “but I fear you are right.
He had his skiff moored to the stern of the
ship, and by that he doublless escaped amid
the first excitement.”

“ But it will do no harm‘to look for the |

eraft,” muttered Trent, making a
towards the stern of the vessel.

, He stopped short at a low gasp of excite-
ment from Sydney, who was pointing a
trembling arm across the deck.

stride

showed his terror, he scrambled over the
mast and made a stealthy rush for the side
of the ship. _

It was all done very quickly, but the
traitor had hardly started when Trent and
the two lads were in hot pursuit, yelling
with passion at every step. In his mad
haste Sydney {iripped over the mast, and
when he sprawled on hands and knees on the
other. side, he, in turn, upset Trent.

Befere his companions could rise, Giles

| dashed past them, overtaking and leaping

upon the traitor just as he reached the
bulwark. With a snarl Dirk Maas turned
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on his assailant, struck him a brutal blow
in the face, and then wrenched loose.

Though stunned and half-blinded, Giles
made another desperate effort to grasp that
ruffimn, forgetting in his excitement {hat
he had a swond at his belt, But he came
in hard contact with the bulwark, and fell
back, and as he staggered to his fcet he
heard a dull splash,

B8y this time half of the crew. had come
clattering across the deck, divining readily
what the commotion meant, and a row of
savage faces peered over the top of the
hulwark, while a score of hands held
weapons in readiness. Trent pulled Giles
alongside of him, and they watched together
the surface of the black water,

An instant later the head and shoulders
of Dirk Maas shot to the top twenty feet
out from the ship's side. He gave a shriil
cry, and began to swim with might and
main. The appeal was barely answered from
a group of swiftly approaching boats when
a vell arose from the waiting avengers.
Strong arms hurled pikes and swords at
the living target, and half a dozen pistols
flashed and roared.

There was slight danger of all missing at
such close range. With a shriek Dirk Maas
threw up his arms and sank from sight,
pierced by both bullets and pikes. Irom
the deck of the Adventure rose a cry
mad triumph.

The tragedy that ended the liie of the foul
traitor was bharely over when the scene
changed. From both sides of the ship boats
laden with Spanish soldiers were rapidly
approaching, and as Captain Vane's com-
manding voice summoned his men to their
posts they obeyed as quickly and sharply
as though it was but a call to drill.

Those who remained of the two parties
previously singled out at once prepared to

of

give the bhoarders a hot reception. The
ship’s cook and carpenter dashed bhelow,
where they had a fire in readiness. The

bombardiers rangzed themselves at the guns,
and Captain Vane appointed Trent to {ne
place of the master-gunner, who was lyving
dead under the mast.

Before the boats could get near enouzh
to the sides of the ship for safety, a raking
fire was poured into them. Many were sunk
or disahled, and cries of agony mingled with
the loud explosions and the hoarse volleys
of English cheers.

But boat after boat loomed out of the
darkness, and pressed through the deadly
cannonade to the very side of the ship, until
a score of them were washing and grinding
against the timbers.

In the terrific struggle that followed the
cuns were useless for firing purposes, but
they were made to do service in another
way. As the horde of yelling and cursing
Spanish soldiers tried to swarm up. the
ship’s side, the gunners tore the pieces of

LEE LIBRARY [ERSS>

cannon from the embrasures and hurled
them down into the boats. Death followed
every cast, as the bottoms dropped out of
the crafts thus attacked and left the
occupants to struggle in the water.

But fresh boats were constantly bringing
reinforcements from hoth shores, and as the
desperate Spaniards hoisted one another to
the low bulwarks of the Adventure, the
plucky Englishmen saw that the end could
not be long delayed.

Every man fought with stubborn fury,

shooting and hacking at the invaders, and
beating them back into the water with
pikes. But still they came on from both

sides, gaining a foothold on the deck here
and there, in spite of the most fearful
resistance, in spite of scalding water -ladled
,upon them by the cook and the streams of
boiling pitch that were liberally scattered
by the carpenter’s hands.

At last a concentrated assault near the
vessel's stern poured at least a score of
Spaniards over the bulwark and down upon
the deck. The foremost was instantly slain,
but the rest advanced with reckless valour,
making room for more behind, and driving
the Englishmeén before them.

Trent and half a dozen comrades hurried
to the relief of the party, which included
Giles and Sydney, and a fresh attack was
made upon the foe. A terrific hand-to-hand
combat ensued, both sides fighting like mad-
men. Sydney was felled to the deck by a
pike, and as Giles thrust his sword at the
Spaniard who had struck the blow a ball
from a pistol or an arquebuse hit him on
the head. Everything seemed to grow dark,
and he fell heavily across the body of his
friend. :

CHAPTER XXIIL
IN WHICH AN UNPLEASANT DUTY IS FORCED UPON
STEPHEN TRENT.

but at the first opportunity he

looked anxiously round for them

and found them missing. Then he
and rage in his heart he dashed anew at the
foemen,

It was a brave sight to see his blade
stroke his exultant shout rang above the
hoarse tumuit. Though he recklessly ex-
posed himself, caring not how soon death
life. His desperate prowess and valour
stimulated his comrades, and they supported
him with such energy that the Spaniards
bornly back to the bulwark.

Meanwhile, the party on the other side
of the ship, where the assault was less

RENT did not see the lads go down,
realised what had happened, and with griasf
flashing right and left, and at every telling
should come, he seemed to hear a charmed
were first checked, and then driven stub-
| vigorously conducted, had successfully res



pelled the boarders by hurling down pieces
of cannon and broken spars. Then, secing
how the fight was going with their com-
rades, they hurried across the deck.

So fierce an attack was now made on the
gpaniards that they could not withstand 1t.
Many were slain in the very act of climb-
ing over the bulwark, and as they fell they
knocked down those who were scrambling
up from helow. The few who gained the
deck were surrounded and hacked and
c]ubbﬁd to death.

There now ensued a brief lull in the
fight, which gave the defenders a chance
to scatter again to their posts. The car-
penter and cook hurried up from below with
more “hot water and pitch. Captain Vane
was still alive, and his hearty voice cheered
and encouraged the men for what was likely
to prove the last struggle.

It was not long delayed. With yelling and
shouting the Spaniards closed in on the
ship again from both sides, and swarmed
nimbly up to the bulwarks. Fresh boats
had drawn near, and these held soldiers who
were armed with arquebuses. They took no
part in the boarding, but from a little
distance they singled out the Englishmen
at cvery chance, and fired at them with
keen aim.

Here and there some brave officer or sea-
man could be seen to stagger back from
the hulwark and fall down in a quivering
-heap. The ship’s carpenter was shot
through the head as he was leaning over the
water, and he and his kettle of bhoiling
pitch plunged tlogether into one of the
Spanish boats.

But the fate. of their comrades only
roused the survivors to a greater degrze
of desperation and ferocity, and the

Spaniards, as they swarmed again and again
up bhoth sides of the ship, met with a
resistance that fairly disheartened them.

During the height of the assault, and just
as Captain Vane had run his sword between
the ribs of a Spanish boarder, his arm was
tapped from behind. He wheeled round,
and was amazed almost beyond words to
find himself face to face with a stranger—
a slim, English-looking man, whose scanty
garments were dripping with water; he
was unarmed, except for a dagger fastened
at his waist.

“Who are you?” gasped the captain.
“Where did you come from?”

“From Sluys, sir,” was the reply. “A
comrade is waiting farther up the river in
a boat., I swam down to the barricade,
climbed over it, and swam on to the ship.
A rope aided me to reach the forward deck.
None of the Spanish boats are near the
bow, and in the darkness I was not seen.”

“ A brave deed, truly!” exclaimed Captain
Vane. “Is there any hope of aid from the
town?”

“None, sir;

we have not a single vessel,
and but few

boats, When the Spanish

 batteries opened fire, Sir Roger Williams
suspected what it meant, and he ordered
me to come down to the English ship and
to bring back any dispatches that its cap-

tain might have for Sluys. If you are a
good swimmer you can escape and return
with me.”

“Nay, my couniry would blush for me
did 1 yield to so cowardly a temptation!”
cried Captain Vane.” “1 shall stand by my
ship to the last, and I bid you tell Sir
Roger that I died like an Englishman. But
here are the dispatches, Take them back
with you.”

He was about to produce the packet when
something occurred that checked his hand.
A desperate assault at a weak poiut
suddenly poured a number of Spaniards
over the bulwark and down upon the deck.
They drove the defenders steadily back,
and in the hot struggle that ensued the
messenger from Sluys was the first to fall,
stabbed in the throat by a pike-point.

Captain Vane caught sight of the
messenger under his feet as he stubbornly
retreated before the advancing foemen, and
lie was sorely perplexed to know what to
do. The dispatches must be saved, since
the opportunity was ready, but he could
not bring himself to desert the ship, even
at the call of so imperative a duty.

He realised that but brief time was left
to decide, for the Spaniards were now
pouring thickly over the bulwarks, and on
both sides the Englishmen were falling back
toward the centre of the ship. A husky
roar of triumph swelled on the air as the
invaders found that the hard-won victory
was at last within their grasp.

But Captain Vane’s right arm was not
idle while his mind was thus engaged, and
he struck more than one mortal blow as he
retreated foot by foot with those who re-
mained of his gailant crew. The terrific.
hand-to-hand struggle grew fiercer and
fiercer, and the swarthy-faced Spaniards
increased in numbers as bhoat after boat
tumbled its occupants upon the deck of the
Adventure.

“Down with the Spaniards!” cried a ring-
ing voice. “Strike for old England, con-
rades, and no surrender. Die like men—
fighting to the last. Ay, taste that, you
knave!”

The speaker was Trent, and with the last
word he drove his sword deep into the
chest of a burly Spaniard, sending him
rceling hack among his companions.

With a. sudden impulse, Captain Vane
pushed to .the spot and caught Trent Ly
the arm.

“I want you!” he shouted. * This way.”

He dragged him to the centre of the deck,
where there was a little space between the
two slowly closing lines of defenders.

(The further adventures of Giles in

' Holland will be described next week.)
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Special Sketch by Mr. Briscoe, for “ The
Nelson Lee Library,” of

SEDBERGH SCHOOL

This fine old school in Yorkshire was|] Lever, Master of St. John’s College, Cam-
founded as long ago as 1526 by Dr. Roger | bridge, and re-endowed by other lands. The
Lupton, Provost of Eton, and was endowed | school was reconstituted in 1874, and the
by him with lands, which were later con-| buildings were extefided that year. The boys
fiscated by Edward VI. The school was, | number 384, and are distributed into seven
“owever, saved by the efforts of Thomas ]| houses. Rugby football is played.
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week, in a letter I shall address 1o
f}?ﬁwerseas readers, I will supply fuil
articulars on this and other matters of

special interest to them.

BRAONZE MEDALS.

Members who have secured an adt!ition:ﬂ
six new regular readers are cligible for the
gt. Frank’s League bronze medal, with the
monogram * S.F.L.” thereon. Members who

k ~ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ifi

wish te become Organising Officers will now
be required, first of all, to qualify for their
bronze medal—particulars are given below.'
Next week I hope to deal more fully with
that very important executive body, upon
which the success of the League will largely
depend—the Orgauising Officers.

Yours sincerely,

THE EDITOR.
(Chief Ofcer of S.F.L.)

i

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader  Applying
mMembership: Cut  out TWO complete
coupons from TWO copies of this week’s
issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. On one
of 'the coupons fill in Section A, crossing out
Seetions B and C by running the pen
diagonally across both Sections. Then write
clearly your full name aad address at

hottom of coupon. The scecond coupon is
for your new reguiiar reader, who fills n

Seetion C, crosses out Scetions A and B,
and writes his mame and address ap bottom
nf coupon. Both coupons are then pinned
together and sent to the Chief Officer, The

St. Frank’s League, c/o Tuk NELSON LEE
Lipraly, The Fleetway House, IFarringdon
dtreet, London, E.C.4. Memher Applying

for Bronze Medal: It will be necessury for

you to obtain six new regular readers for
this award. For each new reader TWO
are nceded, and these

complete coupons

AS SIMPLE AS A B C.

for

must be laken from copies of the latest
ISsue of THE NLELSON LEE LiBRARY at the
time when the coupons are sent in. On one.
of the coupons fill in Section I3, crossing out
Sections A and €, and write your nime
and address at bottom of coupon. The
other coupon is for your new reader, who
fills in Section C, crosses out Sections; A
and B, and writes his name and address at
the bottom of the coupon., Now pin both
coupons together and send them to the
Chicf Oflicer, as above. One new reader wiil
then be regiztered against your name. and
when six new readers have heen regis’ red,
you will be sent the St. Frank's Lcoague
bronze medal. There is nothiug to pr vent
you from sending in coupons for twy €r
more new readers at once, providel the
coupons are taken from the latest issue
of Tue - NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the time
when the coupons are sent in.

June 27, 1923.

I hereby declare
NELSON LEE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE COUPON No. 1.

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

LIBRARY?”
and that I have obtained one new regular reader, whose signature .
to certify this appears on second coupon attached hereto.
you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with
Membership Number assigned to 1me.

‘ Being a regular reader of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY? siace
SECTION | - berrsasasnenrenans (give dated, 1 desire to become enrolled as a

Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE, and to derive all such
bhenetits and privileges as are offered to Members of the League.
myself to be a

supporter of “THE
FRANK'S LEAGUE,

staunch

and THE ST.

Will

SECTION
I, Member

MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR BRONZE MEDAL.

b [ S (give Membership
that 1 have obtained one more new regular reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second coupon attached hereto.
leaves me ......... (state number, or, if none, signify with a dash)
new regular readers to obtain to entitle me to a Bronze Medal.

No.) hereby declare

This

SECTION NEW READER’S DECLARATION.,
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by ........ T
.......................................... (zive name of introducer) to “ TIIE

NELSON LEE LIBRARY? (NO...ciwsy diited v, and have
now decided to become a regular reader of this paper.

(FULL NAME) o oovovesreeereeseseeeeeessenseen.

--------------------------------------- (LN RN

(ADDRESS) icivcisess T — "

---------------------------------------------------------- WA

(EE R E N RN ]
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LLVYE A WRECK!

The Crusoe Scouts have an execiting—and a tragic—time when they

discover a_ wrecked yacht off the coast of Surt Island.

During diving -

operations, Reggie Pitt ‘becomes cntangled in some rope under water

NOW ON
SALE

SEE THIS WEEK’S BOYS’ REALM !

| Prlce 2.,
Everywhere

e

FACTORY TO RIDERE

CarriagePaid. FiftoenD:
£4 19s.6d, Cashor

Prompt Delivery,

(ys$'FrecTriql
f-:fG Weekly.

: Second-hand Cycles

CHEAP.  Accessories “at popular

prices. \Write for Free Lists snd
Special Offer of Sample Bic cle,

Meﬁ_ CYCLE CO. Ine.

ept. B601
SPARKBRCOK B?I?\‘MIHGHAM.

SAFETY ALARM PISTOLS AND REVOLVERS.
Perfectly Sate. No Licence required. From

211

d Post I'ree.
INVALUABLE FOR SPORTS, AS
f BURGLAR ALARM to TRAVELLER§ §*

R Send for Ilustrated List xnd Prices.

Bu: of 50 Ca.rtndge: 1/9; 100 2/9,
carriage free.

FORD'S, Dept A 13, Red Lion Sq., London, W.C.1.

THE SOLAPHONE

As demonstrated
at the Empire EX-
hibitioan.

- %} ktlt.w vlerj; . latc:gt
USA PATLWT (254280 oCcKe instrument,;
__/ plays in all keys and

produces every shade of

notes as perfcct]v as the human voice. Blends
beautifully with Piano or Gramophone. So simple
a child can play it. Post free by 2;9 From the
return post with full instructions. maker —

-~

i

. Beautiful Photos 33" x

“MONARCH” Reco., CAMERAS

EBritish Made, Take Pertect Photos’
(Size 23" x 13"). With Complete
best quaiity Plate De- Outit. -
veloping and Printing Sale Price
OUTFIT. P.O. 1/6 Post
will bring a ‘“Mon- f 3d.
arch’’ to your door! LARGE
size ‘" MONARCH " 1/9, post
3d. (with complete Outfit). Takes
Zg 1925
Catalogue 1,000 Big argainsg
post frez.l'—THB LEEDS BAR- -
GAIN Co.(U.J.), 31, Kendal Lane, Leeds,

YOURS foxr 6d. ONILY

Tlna ltamhmm full - sized
lent.’s Lever Watch sent
upon reccipt of 6d. After

approval send 1/- more, the
balance is then -payable by
6 monthly instalments
of 2/- each. Guarantecd 5
years, Chain offered Free With
every Watch, Wrist Watches,
ete., on same terms. Cash
returned if dissatisficd. _Send
1/- now to Simpson's, Ltd.,
(Dept. 1194), 94, Queen's
Road, Brighton, Sussex.

DON’T BE BULLIED..

Special offer. Two Illus. Sample Les-
sons from my Complete Course on
2, JUJITSUfordipenny stampsoralLarge
& Lllus.Portion of Course for P.O, 3/6.
Juijitsu is the best &-sim-
» plést science ofself-defence

#and attack ever invented.
Learnto take care of your.
selfunderallchcumsranceq SEND NOW. 'YAWARA'

(Dept.A.P.14,

10, Dueenswav. Hanworth, Middlesex,

R. FIELD (Dept. 10), Bankfield Road,
Huddersfield.
; C ourself Write for my Free Bar-
Stop Stammering ! 57 oot , gain Lists of the best
ticulars FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES, 7, Coventry marllﬁ cycles.
Southampton Row, Londen, W.C.1, i Sentonlédays’approval,
.; carriaze pald.lThousands
THEACE DY SHIGHIE £REY ATP 20 e A p et
ERENT & 5 0. only
I requesting approvals.—LISBURN & TOWN- I %Af]ﬁﬂ"”ms CO’JEHT
SEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERPOOL. - e —————
MAGIC TRICKS, ctc.—Parccls 2/6, 56. Ven. USHIN SELF-CONSUIOUSNESS
triloguist’s -Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds, SHYNESS, TIM'D]TY

HARRISON,

= -

Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-.—T. .
239, Pentonville.Road, London, N.1.

SE SURE TO MENTION ‘“THE NELSON LEE

- Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure

for either sex. Write at once and
get full particulars quite F¥YREH
Erivataly —U.J.D., 12, All Saints
d., ST. ANNE'S-ON-SEA.

T, worth cheap Photo Matorial. Sam.
LIBRAHIHTH';ED';E#H;‘EURNJGAT'"ﬂ Ez 000 ples catalogue free; 12 by 10 En.
: larlicment any photo, 8d.—Hackett’'s Works,

e Road, Liverpool.
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