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when he looked down he discovered that his victim was not Willy, but his girl chom, Iigne, !} |
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

eV TN EFENENE I PR A e AN R EE A e ARG R AR N R EE R e SR R R RO EE P E R P ER AN EE NEE R RN I REET R EARENEN DA FFEEAERN RS AN SR RN IS RED |

Handforth and Co. have many startling adventures in this
week’s spanking long complete story of the Boys of St. Frank’s.

CHAPTIER 1.
BOXING NIGHT AT HANDFORTH TOWERS!
WILLY HANDFORTH entered his

major’s bed-room breewxy.
**Ted,” he said, “I want you to do
mo a favour.”
Tdward Cswald Handforth, who was just
straightening his tie in front of the mirror,
turned round and frowned.

“If you're going to ask me for
bob——" he began coldly.

““Don’t worry—I'm rolling in cash,’”’ said
Willy. *“Uncle Gregory has tipped me so
much that I'm like a miniature Y ockefeller!
No, it’'s not cash—1 want yox ¢v lend me
your dagger.”

“My which?”

“Your dagger,”’ said Willy.

“ Dagger |” :

“The thing you dag people witn,” grinned
Willy. “I mear to say, the thing you tickle
their ribs with—dagger! You know, a kind
of knife. with a point at the end.”

His major glared.

“ You—you young fathead !”” he roared, as
he noticed the grins of Church and McClure,
his long-suffering chums. “ Do you think 1
don’t know what a dagger is?”

“Well, you seemed a bit hazy 2

“Do 1 go about with dagﬁars all over me 1”
snapped Edward Oswald. Why not ask for
my revolvers while you're about it? And

five

how about my stiletto, to say nothing of wmy
pet bomb?’’ he added sarcastically.

“You can keep all those,” said Willy. *“1I
only want to borrow your dagger. Aren’t
you gomg to appear as Porthos, at the ball
to-night? Well, there’s a dagger in your
outfit, and I don’t think you need it. So
hand it over.”

Handforth realised
driving at.

“Oh!” he said grimly. “You're talking
about Church and Mao and me dressing up
as The Threce Musketeers 1’

“Church and McClure may be all right as
Athos and Aramis,” said Willy, “but I'm
afraid poor old Porthos is going to be a bii
messed up.”

“T'm aﬁnpearing as Porthos,”” said Harnd-
forth curtly. ‘

“Iixactly,” said Willy. “That’s why he's
going to be messed up. But don’t let’s argue
over trifles. Where’s that dagger!? us!
hand it over, and you'll get rid of me.
Refuse to hand it over, and I'll haunt you
like the Lady of the Tower!”

His major pointed to the door,

“Get out!” he said ominously, ¢ It’s
nearly tea-time, and I baven’t finished dress-
ing. I'm expecting the gong to sound every
minute——"’ '

“There it goes now!” said Willy cheer-
fully. *“All the more reason for you to haud
over that dagger without gquibbling.”

what his minor. was-
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“You'll get it where you don’t want it if
vou keep pestering me like this!” snorfed
Handforth. ‘“You young ass, that dagger
135 o part of the equipment! The impersona-
tion wouldn’t be complete without it. And
what do you want a dagger for, anyhow,
you dangerous young beggar?’’

“I've only got five,’” said Willy, “and 1
want six.”

:: Six l:: gasped bhis brother.

Yes.
“Siz daggers?”’
““Oh, cheese it, Ted,” said Willy im-
patiently. “You know jolly well that I'm {

ﬂljpe_aring as a Pirate Chiei! And, natur-
ally, I want my belt to be stuffed with
daggers, don’t I7 I don’t like odd numbers,
=0 1 want yours to make up the half-dozen !”

Edward Oswsld fairly gaped. He knew
that his minor was a cool customer, but this
request was about the -finest sample of un-
adultcrated nerve that Handforth could re-
membee. Willy confessed to having five
daggers, but he wasn’t satisfied. So he
wanted his major’s only one!

“ You—you awful bounder I’ gasped Hand-
forth. *‘‘Get oub of this bed-room! Church!
Mae! Come and help me to pitch him out!”

“Wouldn’t it be a good idea to humour
him 7’ asked Church.

“Give him that dagger, you mean?”’

“Not exactly,” said Church., “Let’s give
him a taste of 1t.”

*‘Business end first}” added McClure, grin-
ning. _ _

But Willy could see that for once his Iuck
liad failed him. He went towards the docor,
and waved his hand. /

“All right—don’t bother!” he said. “I
know when I’'m whacked. All the same,”” heo
added as he went out, “I’ll have that dagger
before the evening’s over|”

_““Cheeky young ass!” said Church.
Pirate Chief, indeed!
_Harndy. If he starts any of his tricks, we
“shzll be able to spot him. He’s bound to be
up to a lot of games.”

The fancy-dress ball was to be a masked
one, and all the guests were taking par-
ticular care to kcep secretive about their
costumes. It would spoil half the fun if they
talked beforehand. Unmasking was always
the best part of the evening.

Handforth Towers was filled with Christ-
mas guests;, and the St. Frank’s juniors,
numbering about a dozen Removites and
three Third Formers, were ready to vote
that 1t was the merriest Christmas party on
record.

Genera} Gregory Bartholomew Handforth,
D.S.0., was uncle to the famous leader of
Study D at St. Frank’s. He was a bluff,
hearty old gentleman with a voice like
thunder—and a heart as generous as Edward
Oswald’s own. He liked nothing better than
giving pleasure to others, and this Yuletide
party under his roof was a glorious succese.

Ena, the sister of Kdward Oswald and

Pm glad we know,

IlAr

]

i cheerfully.

Willy, had brought five of her own girl chums

—

from the Moor View School—an added cause
ior satisfaction to the St. Frank’s party. For
they were on the very best of terms with
Irene DManners & Co. And they had all been
enjoying themsclves to the fuii’:

There were other guests, too—one of them
particularly well known to the St. Ifrank’s
crowd. In fact, none other than that genial

 sportsman. Lord Dorrimore, who was spend-

ing Christmas at Handforth Towers, prior to.
starting off on some expedition, the object of
which he was keeping a profound secret.

Christmas Day had been ome long round
of happiness, and now Boxing Night had
arrived. @ The morning had becen spent
skating, and in tobogganing, and in the cn-
joyment of other winter sports. '

For Mandforth Towers was situated near
the Norfolk Coast, not so many miles from

Mundesley. = The whole countryside was
under the gn? of frost, and snow lay thick
everywhere. It was a Christmas of the reual,

old-fashioned type.

Handforth was particularly delighted. Ileo
had often wanted to show the St. I'rank’s
fellows that the Handiorth family could do
things in style. And there wasn’'t a boy or
girl present who didn’t consider himself or
herself lucky for being under this roof as a.
gucst.

i In fact, they were having the time of their
ives. .

As General Handforth was a bachelor, his
sister-in-law—Handy’s mother—was  offici-
ating as hostess. And Mrs. Stokes was in-
cluded in_the party—to say nothing of Bairy
Stokes, lier husband, and Mir. Nelson Lee,
From every point of view, it was just that
sort of party which made everybody happy
to be alive.

At tea-time, the forthcoming ball was the

t one topic of conversation.

Handforth found himself in one corner of
the lofty reception hall, with Dick Hamilton
and Reggie Pitt. Irene Manners, Doris
Berkeley, and Mary Summers were there,
too. o

“T wish it was dinnecr-time, you fellows
Irene was saying. “We shan’t start any of
the fun until after dinner. But, my! What
a rush there’ll be then! As soon as dinner’s
Evﬁrl}}ve’rq going to dress, and then for the

all!

“The time’'ll soon be here,” said Alary
“I wonder if any of the fellows
will be able to spot us, Irenc ?”

“They won’t spot me!’ said Irene, with
conviction.

“0-ho! Don’t you be &0 jolly sure!” .
grinned Handforth. “1I don’t know about the
other girls, Renie, but it won’t take me two
ticks to pick you out from the rest of the
crowd.”

She looked at him in alarm.

““You wretch I’ she-eried. “Has somebody
told you about my fancy dress 7’

“Qf course not,” laughed Edward Oswald.
“But it doesn’t matter to me what you'll
be wearing. Do you think I can mistake

l,}!
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our walk, and your mouth, and everything?
Your mask-will only cover the upper part of
your faco——" .

“Oh, then you don’t know 7’ asked Irene.
“That's ;‘:;undl So you're going to spot me,
are you, Ted? I dare youl"”

“Go it!” grinned Reggie Pitt. “I shall
have my-eyes open for you, Doris.”

“You'll be clever if you discover mel”
teased Doris. L

“Wait =2 minute said Handlorth.
*“Trone has just dared me! Do you think I
can let that stand? 1'll not only spot you 1
two ticks, Renie—but, what's mare, I'll kiss
yvou under the mistletoe !

““Ha; ha, ha!”

“Boaster!” laughed Mary. “If you're not
careful, you’ll kiss the wrong girl 1"’

“No fear!” replied Handforth, “Irene
has challenged me, and I'mm going fo accept
‘5t1 TI'll sce through her disguise, and get
her under the mistletoe, and kiss her! That's
my answer!”

Ili}

“Handy, old son, you’re_an optimist!’”’ |

chuckled Dick Hamilton. “I’'ve planned to
do the eame thing with Mary, but I'm not
any too hopeful. I believe these girls are
_planning all sorts of deceptions, and we shall

be hopelessly muddled when we try to spot .

them.” . N

Handforth smiled in a superior way.
“(0Of course, you may be hopelessly
muddled,” he said indulgently,. ““ Don’t

think I’'m boasting, or anything, but I'm not
the kind of chap to be spoofed by a fancy-
dress costume and a mask. And I’'m going
to spot Irene, and kiss her—-"

~ “Belore you talk about kissing again, Ted,
T'll add to that challenge of mine,” esaid
Irene laughingly. “You can go ahead with
vour little plan—recognise me, and take me
under the mistletoe! And as soon as ever
you do it, I'll give you all the rest of the
dances !”

“Spoken like a sportsman !’ smiled Doris.

“By George!” ecaid Handforth eagerly.
“You mean that?”’

“It’s official—spoken in the presence of all
these witnesses,” replied Irene merrily.
“‘But, mind you, there are to be no condi-
tions whatever, and 1 can wear any costume
I please?”’ :

“That’s a bargain!”

““ All richt!” chuckled Irene. “ But don’t
forget, Ted—if you don't succeed in kissing
me wunder the mistletoe, you won’t get a
dance at all!”

“You’'ll have.to work fast, Ted, old son!”
e2id Mary.

“Just a minute—let’s get this straight |”
put in Edward Oswald. “Supposing. I spot

you, Irene? Have I got to unmask you
then "
““No fear!” replied Irene indignantly.

You
and unmask

“Why, that would be a fine gamel
would simply go to every girl
her until you’d found me! No, you’ve got
to make sure of me, take me under the
mistletoe, and if you win, every dance is
yours from that minute onwards.”

Reggie Pitt shook his head.

“This is going to be a bad business!” he
said solemnly. “ Before the ball has been in
progress ten minutes, Handy will have kissed
every girl there is!”

o
A e

CHAPTER 2.
A LITTLE PLOT!

ey [IERIE  was a roar of
{ laughter at Reggie's pre-
diction.

“He'll have a job!”
smiled Mary., ““Ii he
grabs me, I'll soon let him know I'm not

Irene !’

“You ncedn’t worry!” said Handforth,
with calm composure. “I shan’t make any
mistake at all—I shall twig Irene first off,
and win every dance. That’ll make some of
you other chaps wild, won’t it ?’’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nobody took him seriously, and as someone
came along with a suggestion about parlour

ames to fill up the time between tea and

inner, the subject was dropped. DBut not
for very long.

The eix schoolgirls. enjoyed the parlour
games for an hour, and then Doris hinted
that she wanted her companions alone, in
her bed-room. They had two bed-rooms be-
tween them, as a matter of fact. Within
five minutes they were by themselres, 5

“What’s the idea, Doris?” asked IEna.
“You know what Ted is. As soon as he firds
we’ve gone, he’ll start making inquiries—"’

““Never mind about Ted!” interrupted
Doris briskly. “I've got an idea.”

“Lock it up, and protect it well " said
Irene gravely. ‘‘Ideas are precious nowa-
days——"'

“It’s about Ted !” went on Doris. “Girls,
this opportunity is too good to be missed!:
In fact, it would be a wicked, sinful shame
to let it slip by.”

“Which oppecrtunity 2’

“Why, that boast of Ted’s that he’ll twig
Renie at once, and kiss her under the mistle-
toe,” continued Doris, her dark eyes spark-
ling with fun. *“What a chance to play a
joke on him! Don't forget, there are no
conditions. Renie can wear any costutne she
pleases—"'

“I'm going to be an_ Irish Colleen,” said
Irene, with a nod. *“Don’t forget that I've
got a wonderful wavy wig, too—all dark and
lustr;?us. Ted will be looking for fair kair

¥

““That won’t do!” interrupted Doris firmly.
““The Irish Colleen i3 good, but we ean't
afford to take any chances. We've got to fool
Ted as he’s never been fooled before. 1It's
Boxing Night, and we want all the fun we
can get.”

“What's the idea ?”” asked tho other girls
eagerly.

“Well, first of all, we've got to have an
accomplice,” said Doris. “And there’s one

 fellow——"*
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‘“Iellow 2" moment I need him rather badly. BuE;Fﬂ‘“

“ Fellow 1"’ said Doris firmly. “There’s one | needn’t worry—! shall be on my l}fllrd. 3
fellow who will be a great and glorious suc- | She hurried off, and lccated Villy 12 8
cess. In other words, Iina, .that impish young | corner of the drawing-room, where he ap-

brother of yours, Willy.”

Ena started, and shook her head.

“Never1” she declared. “1 wouldn't con-
epire with Willy for anything in the world!
Hasn’t he been playing tricks on us ever
since woe came here? \What about yesterday ?
The terrorl Look at the way he fooled us
at breakfast-time! And then again in the
evening W

“That doesn’t matter—he’s a sportsman,”
broke in Doria. * And there’s a point that
we've got to remember. He's almost exactly
your size, Renie. He’s just about the same
heizht, the same slimness, and everything.”

Irene Manners started.

“What are you suggesting®” she asked.

“Can’t you guess?’ chuckled Doris.
“We'll drag Wiliie into the plot, and get
him to swop costumes with you. Just picture
Willy as an Irish Colleen, with wavy hair }”

“Ha, La, hal”

The girls shricked with laughter at the
thought. '

“ Doris, youw're & terror!”’ said Irene. “I1
believe Willy could do it, but why should
Ted go for the trish Colleen? He won’t have
any reason to suspect =

“Don’t go.so fast—that comes in later on
in the plot.” eaid Doris gently. “First of
all, we've got to find Willy., And here’s the
important point—we’'ve got to know what his
fancy dress is!” '

“Because you've got te wear it, Renie,”
said Mary.

“But—Dbut it may be something dreadful!”

rotested Irenc.. * You know what Willy is!

t would be quite like him to drees himself
up as & kfottentot! How should I look as a
Hottentot 7 1 couldn’t. Doris!”
Ut Well, let’s feteh Willy, and hear what
"he says,” replied Doris hastily. *Don’t jump
to conclusions. If you'll wait here, I'll run
down and collar him. DPromise you won't po
away 7"’ :

They promised, and Doris ran off. She
went downstairs three at a time, and nearly
winded the unfortunate Lord Dorrimore,
who was just coming out of the smoking-
room. She ran into Ei

“Oh, sorry!” she gasped.

“Dor’t mention it;”’ smiled his lordship.
““I don’t want to be inquisitive, but what's
the idea of this gymnastie display? Do you
know that you took those stairs in three
leaps 1”7 ' -

“I was lazy—I meant to do it in twol”

replied Doris cheerfully. “Have you seen
Willy about anywhere?”” she added breath-
lessly.

Lord Dorrimore winced.

“1 have!” he replied painfully. “Not five

minutes ago Master Willlam invited me to
51t 1n & chair so that we could have a chat.
I sat, Need I say more 1’

“I can guess the rest,” said Doris. *I
know what a terror he is. DBut just at Lhe

s arms with a thud. .

peared to be engaged upon an earnest task.
He was sitting on Chubby Heatl's back,
and pushing the unhappy Chubby’s face hlz}rd
against the (loor, Juicy Lemon was stancing
by as referce.

“Now |” said Willy firmly. * Do you agree
to help——" ) .

“Just 2 minute, Willy,” said Doris, seizing
him by the shouider. “I expect you're p:an-
ning somo terrible mischief, but you can
leave it for a bit. I want you at once—and
it’s tmportant.” "

Willy looked round, released his
victim.

“Ted again, eh?" he asked. * What’s he
donpe this time—fallen out of cne of the upper
windows into a snowdrift or something?”’

He went off with her, and was rather
uzzled when she led the way upstairs. DBut
E)aris took care to choose her time—so thar
nobody saw them going. Within a minute
Willy was whisked into the presence of the
other girls,

“I got him!” said Doris triumphantly.

““Iere, steady!”’ exciaimed Willy, backing
away in alarm. * What’s this—an organisad
plot? 1 may be a match for half the Third,
but I'm blessed if I'll tackle six of yon
girls 1’ ' ;

“You needn’t worry—it’s not a plot against
ou, Willy,” said Doris. “We want your
f:’lelp in a gloricus jape against Ted.”

A seorene smnilo camne over 'Wiilrs face.

“I'm yours,’”’ he said promptly. ,
, “First of all, we want to Lknow what
costume you’ve planned to wear for the car-
mwval,” said Irene eagerly. * Quickly,
Willy {”

But Willy looked dubious.

N chuck 1t!”’ he protested.

and

i say, “Yon
know as well as I do that we’re keeping cur
eostumes a secret. I’'m not giving the show
awayl You girls ean never keep secrots, and
you’ll tell everybody——" :

“No, we won’t,” put in Doris. “Look
hero, Willy, here’s the game in a nutshell.
We want you to wear Irene’s costume, and
to lend her yours, Don’t you sce? Ted will
mistake—"’

“Enough!” said Willy, as his quick brain
grasped the situation. “My costumo is
yours, Irene. By Jingo, what sn idea!
Where is the genius who thought of it? ['m
booked to appear as a Pirate Chief,”

Irene Manners reeled. .

“ A Pirate Chief!” she breathed helnlessly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

sides with

‘The other girls held

“Yes, a Pirate Chief,” said Willy. “You’ll
look ripping, Ireno. What’s the idea of
turning pale? Don’t ycu realise that I’m
making a great sacrifice? I’'m only doing it
because it’s against poor old Ted!”

“ A sacrifice ?” said Irene faintly.

“That costume of mine iz a corker!” said

their

laughter.
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Willy, nodding. “Tive daggers go with it!
And two whacking great pistols, and a
a skull and cross-

;

sword, and a hat, with

bones on it—""
“Ya, ha, ha!” _ ‘ ‘
The room echoed with the girls’ silvery

laughter, and Irene slowly recovered. After |
all, it wasn’t so bad as it might have been.’

In fact, when she came to analyse it, Willy’s
costume would be rather wonderful. Doris
was bubbling over with enthusiasm.

“This -was meant to be!” she said, her
eyes sparkling happily. “A Pirate Chief,
Renie! If there is one boy’s costums you
could wear safely, without fear of being
spotted as a girl, it’s this one! Think of
it—sea boots, and a long coat, and a blued
chin—— I suppose a blued. chin is in-
cluded, Willy 7"

“Rather!” said Willy. *And a fierce black
moustache, too!”

“Help!” murmured Irene.

“But it’ll be all the better,” urged Doris.
“We'll get Willy to help " us with your
make-up. Do you think Ted'll ever spot
'Du??l
. Irene suddenly looked startled.

“But—but we’ve _ forgotten. something
she gasped. “0Oh! Ted probably knows
about Willy’s costume—and he’ll think that
I’'m Willy!”

“That,” said Doris sweetly, “is just what
I am relying on!”

]?’

CHAPTER 3.
HELPING IT ALONG.

i RENE MANNERS sat.down
8l abruptly on the bed.

“That’s what you’re re-
Iying on?” she repeated
breathlessly.

“Of course!™ said Doris. “Willy, I hope
Ted Lknows that you’ve got a costume as a
Pirate Chief?” - ]

“0f course he does,” replied Willy. “ And,
as you say, it'll help the joke along famously.
T tried to borrow another dagger from him,
but the bounder wouldno’t part. It doesn’t
matter now—five’ll be enough for Irene.”

“I—I don’t think I shall need five,” said
Irene, shaking her fair head. |

“Here’s the Irish Colleen costume,” went
on Doris, producing Irene’s fancy dress.
“You’d better take it now, Willy, and smuggle
it away. There’s everything in the box—the
whole outfit, complete. We'll take yours, and
as soon as Renie i1s all dressed up, wo’ll call
vou in to help with the face decorations.”

“There’s one thing certain,” grinned Willy.
“Ted will get the shock of his life at that
“ball.” Has closed his eyes dreamily. *“ Think
of it!”” he went on. ‘““He'll avoid Irene like
the plague—thinking she’s me! And all the
time he’ll be looking for her!”

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“Yes, but that’s not the best of it,” said
Doris, as she held her sides. “Ted will have

to be caught in the trap, and I’'m afraid
you’re going to have a bad five minutes,
Willy.” | '

Willy gave a violent start. ;

“You—you don’t mean——" he began.

“T do!” said Doris sympathetically.

“Poor old Willy!” murmured Ena sadly.

“Hold on!” said Willy grimly. ‘I thought
there was a catch In it somewhere. Do you
expect me to—— Oh, it’s too awful! I
couldn’t! You don’t want mo to stand under
the mistletoe, and let him—— Girls, it’s off |
hg ﬂt;:lded coldly. ¢ Flatly and absolutely—it’s
oft ! : | ;

They crowded round him in great alarm.

“If you do it, Willy, we’ll all kiss you
afterwards!” said Doris quickly.

Willy wasn’t at all impressed.

“You needn’t make things worse,” he
said tartly. T 3

“Worse!” cried Irene indignantly.

Willy Handforth waved his hand.

“Some of those Remove chaps may like
being kissed by girls,” he said, “but not
me! My only-hat! TFancy suggesting that
as an inducement! Do you want to add
insult to injury?”
* Doris smiled,
shoulders.

“Very well, Willy, do it as a favour,” she
said coaxingly. “We’re awfully keen on
this jape, and we want you to be brave—
for our sakes. We won’t offer you anything

and took him by  the

1 —we won'’t reward you. But do it as a pal—

as a sportsman!”

Thus appealed to, Willy thawed.

“It’s practically sending a chap to the
torture, but I’ll do it,” he said resignedly.
“ After all, it’s Boxing Night, and we’re out
for fun, aren’t we?” He slowly grinned.
“Yes, I’ll do it,” he repeated. ‘By jingo!
I’ve just thought of Ted—when he finds out
the truth! It’ll be worth it for that alone.”

And soon afterwards Willy went down, so
that his absence would not be commented
upon, He took the precaution of going down
by means of the back staircase, and was grati-
fied to find that it led into the kitchen, where
he had a full view of the dinner before it
was sent to the table. He took a few
samples before the housckeeper hustled him.
out.

After all, there were compensations, he
decided, as he made his way among the
other guests. And now that he came to con-
sider the case from every angle, he was
certain of a big laugh later on. - He had
left the Irish Colleen costume upstairs, locked
in a cupboard. Handforth had a habit of
barging into his minor’s = bed-room, and
Willy didn’t want any hitch.

It was even decided that he shouldn’t tell
Chubby Heath or Juicy Lemon—for, although
they were loyal to him, they would probably
give the whole thing away by giggling at
the wronz moment. He would let them
think that he was still the Pirate Chief, and
he complacently concluded that Irene would
probably get a few shocks.
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Just before dinner, and after everybody
had smartened themselves up, Willy singled
out his major, and gave him a mysterious
. wink.

::%11113;“3 minute, Ted,” he said softly.

Willy repcated the mysterious wsink, and
I1andforth stared.

“Want you outside!” murmured Willy,
with a nudge. *Something important. Come
on—sneak out without the others seeing.”

Handforth’s cariosity was aroused, and he
followed Willy out into the lounge hall, and
they seated themselves in a deep nook, where
there were comfortable cushions. The stair-
case was just behind them. |

*“What’s the bizr idea?” asked Handforth
suspiciously. - “By George!l If you’ve
dragged me out to ask for that dagger
0 01 Ne—" -

“No, it’s not the dagger,” interrupted
Willy. “As a matter of fact, it’s about that
ghost hunt we've planned for to-night—alter
the ball. I suppose it’s all fixed ?”

Handiorth nodded and lowered his voice.

“¥Yes,” he murmured, “but I’ve only told
a few of the chaps—Dick Hamilton and
Reggie Pitt and one or two more. Some-
how the asses didn’t secom to show much
enthusiasm. They thought I was pulling
their leg.”

“That’s what I thought,” whispered Willy.
“Well, 1 suggest that you leave them to me.
'l tip them the wink—— Look out!” he
added cautiously. * Don’t speak for a bit.
Somebody coming downstairs.” -

Irene and Doris were descending, just at
the back of the two juniors, and apparent!y
unaware of their presence. Handforth, with-
out the slightest hint of suspicion, kept
silent, waiting for the girls to pass down.

“T’m dreadfully worried about that wig,”
Irene was saying confidentially. “It’s dark,
you know, with lots of curls, and it might
clash with my fair hair.”

“We'll fix it up,” said Doris promptly.

“But are you sure that it’s right for an
Irish colleen to have dark curls, reaching to
her shoulders?” asked Irene, with a dubious
air.

“What does it matter?” asked the other

gitl. “It’s only a fancy dress costunie, after
all, and——" She broke off suddenly.
“'Shsssh! DNMustn’t talk now!”

They had got down into the hall, and Willy
grunted,

““Good thing we stopped talking,” he zaid.
“Those girls have got jolly good hearing, in
spite of their shell-like ears. It would have
been all up if they had heard us discussing
that ghost hunt. They would have told Uncle
Gregory, ana he would have put his foot
dewn.”

“Yes,” said Handforth, in a peculiarly de-
tached voice.

‘Willy looked at him out of the corner of
his eye, and saw that his major was staring
straight in front of him, with a gleam of ex-

p—

citement in his eyes. In fact, IIandforth was
flushed with a sudden joy.

“Now, about our plans—=" began Willy.

“Dark curls!” murmured Handforth
breathlessly, “Fh?” he added, with a vio-
lent start. “Plans? What plans?”

“Why, that ghost hunt—-"

“Blow the ghost hunt!” said Edward
Oswald, his voice thick with emotion. ¥ Clear
off, you young bounder! What do you want
to bother me with that affair for? We're
vot sturting till after the ball.”

“Oh, all right!” said Willy, with a grea
appearance of annoyance. *‘If you like tc
be so jolly snappy about it, I’ll leave you to
yourself.”

He stalked off, and when, a minute later,
he strolled past Ireno and Doris, he gave
them a cheerful wink. Words were quite un-
necessary. That wink told them all they
wanted to know.

“Willy’s a marvel!” declared Doris, with
[rank admiration., “Jt was his idea to en-
tice Ted out on to that seat in the nock.
and to hush Ted into silence az we came
down the stairs. I wonder how hs did it?”

““Goodness knows,” said Irene. “ But_ Ted
has bitten. In fact, he’s swallowed the bait,
hock, line, and everything. IIe knows—or
thinks he knows—that I'm going to appear ir
the fancy dress ball as an Irish colleen.”

“What a lark!” murmured Doris happiiy.

But Handforth, who had no idea of theso
sinister schemings, was overflowing witk de-
lirious joy. Although people were always
puliing his leg, he mnever profiled by his
tessons.

¥le went away in a corner, all by himself,
and stood there, staring blankly at the wall,
never imagining that this procedure might
cause comment. He was thinking deeply.
There was nothing dishonest in taking advan-
tage of wha$ he had overheard. It was the
fault of the girls, for being so incautious.

Why, he would spot Irene during the first

minute, yank her under the mistletoe, kiss
her, and win every dance throughout the

ball. 1t would be as easy as {alling off
a form.
Church and McClure came along, and

looked at him curiously.

“What’s the idea, Handy ?” asked Church,
staring., “What are you looking at that
pancl for? There’s not even a picture there.”

“Eh?” gasped Handforth, turning. *“QOh!
I—1 was thinking.”

“You think in funny places,” said McClure
tartly.

He seized themr and grinned happily.

“Wait, my sons!” he said gloatingly. “Just
watch me as soon as the ball starts! Irene’s
going to get the shock of her life, my lads.
[’ll have that Liss before she can take o
dozen breaths!”

He went off, and he was so light-hearted
that walking was not good enough for him.
Ie fairly danced his way down the hall.



THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY 9
=t T el
2 -, Eas -
¢ il 7
17 77
Il:.j g {
-":/ / ¥, o -. /_,-"
E ; I ‘::: ({: !;;: "} il -
L - -
, 37, _,4.’ I e 4
t__- vl - SE ‘*igh;&’ ST
LA S NN e
b (3 = ] ‘Iﬁ:_:_ -.L 5:-;__,,:;,.’;: !
E"’“ﬂ z z ; L !I'?-:l ?j I J{""f’;’ = .
E'FP‘ . : " ; 3
i il & 7 ‘“r 457
] |\ ad ‘ 2% :
e e eI : ; 4
BB >
-l < _ :

The startled juniors stared about the bleak, empty place in blank amazement as a ghostly voice scunded in

unearthly fashion on the still air.

“ Leave this house !’ the weird tones ordeged,

““ Leave—or death will

follow | ¥

CHADPTER 4.

THE TINEE MUSKETEERS.
FTIER dinner,
body i the
moods, there was a  rush
to dress. The ball was
timed to start at approxi-
miately nine-thivty. And dressing, of course,
was a preliminary pieco of fun.

Fvervbody was as secretive as possible.

Most of the wruests had kept their costumes
davk, as it were—but in little groups. Dick
Hamilton and Tommy Watson and Tregellis-
West, for example, knew how each other
wonid be dressed, but they took care to tell
nobody else. The same with Handforth &
Co. And Willy, and Ms two chums of the
Lhird, had their own little secrets.

Half the fun would consist of concealing
their identity until the time came to un-
mask. Not tl.at there was anybody in the
party who had any doubts regarding Hand-
forthh and Church and McClure. Everybody
Lknew that they would be the Three Mus-
keteers. Church and MceClure had done their
best, but Handforth had defeated them. By
one or two incautious remarks, he had got
People talking, and, in the end, it was
epenly confessed that they would be Porthos,
Athos, and Aramis.

“It’s a pity we haven’t had time to get
these giddy ‘costumes changed,” remarked

L]} -
Chureh, as he took out his fancy dress and

with every-
happiest of

="

looked at it. “I was rathzr keen on spoof-
ing the chaps. But they all know 'm to be
Athos.”

“It is too late,”” growled McClure. ‘‘You
can’t get fancy dress costumes at a minute’s.
notice, especially up here, miles and miles
from any big town. It doesn’t matter much,
though, we shall still have plenty of fun.”

Handiorth nodded gaily.

“Yes, I shall be dancing with Irene all
t..c evening,” he said, with a happy smile.

“You seem pretty sure of yourself,” said
Church, with a stare.

“l am sure.”

“Sure that you can spot Irene before the
first dance?”

“I’ll spot her as soon as ever she comecs
downstairs,” grinned Handforth. “I’ll waltz
}mr 1|011’ to the mistletoe, and give her that
tiss,”

“Well, we've always said you were an
optimist, Handy, but this timme you’ve beaten
vour own record,” declared McClure. **Why
are you so positive? Iow do you know
you’ll be able to sce through her disguise?”

““ Because " Handforth paused. “I've
got eyes, haven’t 17”7 he added vagi®ly.

“We’ve all got eyes, but it’s not so easy
to detect pcople at a fancy dress ball,” re-
plied Church. “You see, it’s so jolly easy
to alter your appearance. For all you know,
Irene may appear dressed as a ballet girl,
or a Spanish dancer, or a mnewspaper, or
something.”
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“Rﬂt-S!”
gpot her!”

He was very cautious. He did not want
his chums to know that he had accidentally
received a clue. At least, he thought he
had actually received it. And when his
chums continued the subject, he thought it
advisable to switch off on to another line.

“I was having a word with Willy about
our plans for to-night,” he said. “Don’t
forget that we’re starting off as soon as the
ball’s over.”

“Starting off where ?”

“For the old Towers, of course.”

His chums stared at him. .

“My hat!” ejaculated Church, as hs pro-
cceded to get into a part of his -costume.
“Iave you still got that affair on your
mind? You’re dotty, Handy! We can’'t go
on that ghost hunt to-night!”

“Why not?”

‘““Because it’ll be so late, for one thing,”
said Church. “The ball won’t be over until
two o’clock the earliest. And after dancing
for over four hours, we shan’t feel particu-
larly like trudging through the snow, and
exploring that old place, shall we?’

Handforth compressed his lips.

“We're going, anyhow,” he said coldly.
“1 have made up my mind, and there’s an
end of it.”

“There can’t be an end of something that
doesn’t begin!” snapped MlcClure. *“You’re
talking about your mind, 1 suppose ?”

But Handforth refused to answer. Although
he pretended to be interested in the forth-
coming ghost hunt, he was thinking of the
dance all the time—how he would triumph
over Irene, and win that challenge.

Church and MecClure naturally failed to
share their leader’s enthusiasm for the ghost
hunt. Willy was more keen on it, but this
was because he knew the inner facts.

" Two nights before Christmas the
Frank’s party and the Moor View girls had
come down from London, and General Hand-
forth, who was a great practical joker, had
fooled the juniors very thoroughly—with
Willy’s help. They had all gone to ‘an
ancient old place, situated on the other side
of Handforth Park.

This house, indeed, was the original Hand-
forth Towers, an old, fortress-like building
which had stood there for centuries, and
was, indeed, of Norman origin. The juniors
had thought that this was the real Hand-
forth Towers, and there had been a ghost,
and uncanny happenings of all kinds. But
they had learned the truth in the. end, much
to their relief. :

Fo®™even Handforth had never visited his
undle’s place before, and had not been able
to detect the game. However, in the course
of the night’s adventures, Handforth had
stumbled through a rotten flooring in one
of the ancient towers. He had fallen through
i'n_to a kind of crypt, and Willy had rescued
1m. -

said Edward Oswald. “I shall

-

St.

And there, in that accidentally discovered
place, they had found a bound oaken chest,
with a skeleton stretched across it. Nobody
else knew of this. It was Handforth’s secret,
shared only by his minor.

Then, in getting back to the other part
of the house, they ind seen a strange, ghostly
figure. And all this could not be accounted
for. It had not been included in the
trickery !

So Handforth had declared that he would
organise a ghost hunt, and make some In-
vestigations. He wanied to examine that
chest, for he had a shrewd idea that it con-
tained hidden treasure. Edward Oswald’s
mind always flew to something romantic or
dramatic. - -

But when he had suggested this ghost hunt,
the other juniors had displayed no enthusiasm
—for he had given no explanation of that
strange chest, and had made no mention of
the skeleton, So it was only natural that
they should regard the whole affair as a
fool’s errand. Somehow they did not have
much faith in Handforth’s “investigations.”

““No, it would be silly to go to-night,”
declared Church. “We c<hall all be tired
out, and why go ghost-hunting when there’s
no ghost?” .

“There i3 a ghost!” said Handforth.

“YD}l ass, that was only Willy, dressed
up——" :

“Yes, but there’s another ghost, and Willy
saw it with me,” replied Handforth, with
an obstinate air. “We’re not going to delay
any longer. We haven’t had any chance yet,
but now we can do the thing.” >

“What’s the matter with to-morrow night ?”
argued McClure. “We're not going away
for several days, perhaps not until after the
New Year. So I can’t see why 3

“My mind,” said Handferth, “is made
up.u

“ Ceesar has spoken!” said Church solemnly.
““Better chuck 1t up, Mac. After’ he’s had
every dance with Irene he’ll be too tired to
do any ghost-hunting.”

So they dismissed the subject and hurried
on with their dressing. Handforth was par-
ticularly keen to get down, for he wanted
to be 1n the ball-room, waiting, when Irene
appeared. There was a bunch of mistletoc
hanging handily over in one corner of the
room, not far from the windows, and Hand-
forth had already decided upon this bunch
for /his own particular purpose.

So the Three Musketeers presently marched
downstairs.

They came with a clattering of spurs and a
clanking of swords. And, undoubtedly they
made an impressive picture—which would
have looked better, perhaps, if Handforth
had had his sword on the right side, and his
hat in correct position. It was not so im-
pressive, back to front.

““‘Brave!” thundered out the enormous
voice of General Gregory, as he stood in the
hall, watching. *Splendid, IEdward]! A fine
picture, egad |’
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“T'll bet you wouldn't have known me if
the chaps hadn't been talking, uncle,”” said
Handforth. “By George! What are you
supposed to be?”

““Clan’t vou see that I'm an officer of the
Roundheads 7’ roared his uncle. “ But you’d
better fix that wig of yours a bit more
securely, my ladl!
safel”’ .
. “That’s all right, eir,” said Handforth.
““ Any of the girls down yet?” he added care-
lessly.

His uncle bellowed with laughter.

“Ah-ha! After the young ladies already 7"
he smiled. “You want them to admire you,
eh? Well, T don’t wonder! 1 was young
myself once, egad! But stay! Why, Edward!
You're Porthos, aren’'t you?”’

“Of course I am, uncle.”

“Then, confound you,
beard?’ demanded General

where's .ynur
Handforth.

““Where's your moustache? Up you go, and-

put them on! The other musketeers have
got them, so why not you?”
Church grinded.

“The fact is, he's got a challenge to kiss
JIrenc under the mistletoe,” he cxplained,
“and a beard and moustache might hinder
things.”

The general roared with mirth, and went
into the library to join Lord Dorrimore and
Nelson Lee, and one or two other gentlemen
guests.

And Handforth found that he had come
down much too early. He was still red over
Church’s explanation, and it embarrassed him
all the more, because it had been perfectly
true. He vowed that he would get even with
Church. ks

He hovered near the bottom of the stair-
case, and the library door was &till half open.
His uncle’s voice came out like the booming
of cannon, and he was talking on a subject
which interested Handforth exceedingly.

CHAPTER 5.
HANDFORTH ENOWS!

T was onlv after a few
moments that he gathered
the trend of the conversa-
tion, for his thoughts had

] been elsewhere. His eyes

were searching the staircase—waiting for the

first sign of that Irish Colleen.
But the gceneral’s words temporarily dis-
¢racted him.

“Yes, Mr. Lce, it's been a long search,
and I'm still unsuccessful,”” he was saying.
“But I'm not giving in—I'm etill a trier!”

“Havo you no clue as to the actual spot
where the treasure is bur.~d?’’ came the voice
of Nelson Lece. .

““None, except that it was hidden some-
‘where in the old towers, or in the grounds,”
replied the general. **So, you see, it has
been a difficult task, I have had experts on

It doesn’t look any too’

the spot, but, egad, they're not worth their .
money | Egad, 1 can do better myself |”

“ Treasure |”’ murmured Handforth.
““That’s funny! I wonder

“This old ancestor—a fine old sea dog he
was—buried this treasure centurics ago, 8o
the rcecords have it,”’ continued the general.
“But, confound him, he didn’t leave any
details. It makes it hard for us to locate the
exact spot.”

Handforth did not listen to any more—
mainly because some of the guests were now
coming down. the stairs, and he did not want
them to think that he was deliberately
listening to his uncle’s conversation—
although, of course, there was nothing
private about it. If’ it came to that, the
general would need sound-proof walls if he
wished to speak privately.

But Handforth had hcard quite enough.

“Quick, you chaps!’’ ho said to his chums,
as he led them clankingly into tho ball-
room. “I've just heard something, and per-
haps you'll agree to come on that ghost-hunt
stunt now "’

““Oh, goodness!” groaned Church. “ He’s
on that subject again!”’ )

“A  treasure!” murmured Handforth
tensely., “Didn't you hear what Uncle
Gregory was saying? An old ancestor of
ours, so the legend goes—buried treasure in
the old towers! My sons, we've got it!”

“Got what—the treasure?” asked Church.

“Yes—we've located 1t !”’

“Take the poor chap away, and put his
head under a tap!” said McClure, with a
snort. “INot content with ghosts, he’s got to
drag a buried treasure into it!”’

“You didn’t hear anything about smug-
glers, I suppose 1" asked Church sarcastically.

Handforth seized them firmly by either
arm.

“‘Listen to me, my lads!’ he whispered.
“I haven’t told you this before, but I’ll tell
you now. You remember that night in the
old towers? Well, Willy and I came upon a
peculiar crypt—a kind of dungeon place,
But, mind you—not a word | nd in that
dungeon we found an iron-bound chest, with
a skeleton lying across it!”

“You’re dreaming!”’ said Church, staring.

“I’'m not—this is honest injun!” breathed
Handforth. “And now we hear uncle talking
about an old ancestor who buried a treasure
in the towers! Don’t you think that’s pretty
conclusive 7”

His chums were impressed at last.
“I say, is this really a fact?”

1)

asked

McClure. ‘‘An oak chest, by Jupiter, and a
skeleton! But—but what about the ghost?”
“The ghost appeared after we had found

the chest,” replied Handforth solemnly. “I
don’t quite know what to make of it, but it’s
fishy., -That’s why I'm so keen on an investi-
gation.”

It certainly did seem to be something more
than a coincidence: - And there was a touch
of irony in the situation, too. That which
the general had sought for in vain, for
months, Handforth had apparently stumbled
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upon by accident! It was enough to make
any schoolboy feel thrilled.

“T'll tell you what!”’ went on Handforth
excitedly. “ Why shouldn’t we go there now ?
Why not gct up a party i

“ But—but what about the ball?’ asked
Church, aghast.

‘““Bother the ball!” :

“Then what about your kissing Irene under
tho mistletoe 77

Handforth started. .

‘“By George, yes!’’ he gasped.. “I mustn’t
forget that! Blow the treasure!”

It rather startled him to find out how
nearly he had forgotten all about the Irish
Colleen and his plans to kiss her, and win
every dance during the ball.

What on earth did it matter about the
treasure, or the ghost? ‘They could wait until
the bali was over—and better, too. For by
that time everything would be quiet, and the
party would have the towers completely to
themselves, without any fear of interruption.

Handforth was famous for the manner in
which he would change his mind at a
moment’s notice. And now, once again, much
o the satisfaction of his chums, he com-
pletely dismissed the ghost hunt, and gave
all his thoughts to the ball.

“By George!”” he said, looking. round.
“Perhaps the girls have come down whilo
we've been talking !”

“It’s more than likely,” agreed Church,

But they still had the ball-room very -much
to themselves, except for a few other juniors.
But the guests were appearing now in threes
and fours—clowns, pierrots, Chinamen, and
a miscellancous assortment of picturesque
characters. The colours were dazzling, and
the whole scene was brilliant and gay.

"The ball-room was a great apartment, with
brilliant electric lights, and .endless decora-
tions, Carnival baﬁoons were soaring every-
where, and there was a sense of Christmas
in the very atmosphere.

j1 “Here

“By ijingo!” breathed Church.
they arel” ;
But Handforth was staring, fascinated.
At last! A greup of girls had appeared,

3

chattering gaily, and laughing. They were
arm-in-arm — Pierrette, - Spanish ancer,
Geisha Girl, Irish Colleen, and—— But

Handforth had no eyes for the others. There
she was—the Irish Colleen.

He remembered those words—those whis-
pered confidences between Irene and Doris
as they had been coming down the stairs.
But he had no qualms. There had been no
conditions about that challenge, and he was
perfectly justified in using the advantage
that chance had given him.

His chums turned upon him, grinning.

“Weli?”? said Church. “Where is she?
Ten-to-one you .don’t spot her, Mr. Smarty I”

“He couldn’t spot her if he had eyes like
a hawk !’ grinned McClure. *“They’re all
wearing wigs and fussy costumes and won-
derful iead-dresses. It’s impossible to know
one girl from another.”

The girls' came ncarer, and they waved

| burn

their hands to the Three Musketeers. All of
them were masked—dcep masks which came
down well over their-faces, making it impos- -
sible for anybody to recognise them. DBut
Church suddenly caught his breath in.

“By Jove, you know, I'm nof so sure about
that Pierrette. Did you notice the way she

tossa:;:gl her head just now? Just like Irene

“Don’t be dotty!” intcrru;l,-ted Handforth,
with supreme confidence. “‘I'll tell you which
is Irene. There she is—in the green-and-red
—the Irish Colleen, my lads!”’ .

Church and McClure concentrated their

'gaze upon the Irish Colleen.

“I wouldn't swear to it,” said Church,

shaking his head.

“By George!” said Handforth. “Who
could mistake her? You asses! There’s no
chance of being wrong! Just look at that
exquisite poisel”

““My only hat!” exclaimed Church.

“And those graceful ankles!” went on
Handlorth enthusiastically. “Did you ever
sce another pair of ankles like those? I'd
know Irene anywhere by her ankles! And
her walk, too—that wonderful, graceful walk!
Yes, by George, I've spotted her!”

There was such a world of certainty in
his voice that his two .chums were almost
convinced. DBut when they looked at the
Irish Colleen again, and compared her to
the other girls, they were not so sure.

“Her figure!”’ breathed Handforth. “By
George, doesn’t she look lovely? Doesn’t
that dress suit her down to the ground?”

“Hardly,”’ grinned Church. “It ends just
above her knees!”

“You ass!” snapped his leader.
what knees, too!”

“My dcar chap, I don’t see why you'ro
so certain,” said MecClure, frowning. *If it
comes to that, all these girls are graceful and
pretty. What about the Spanish Dancer?
Isn’t she graceful? How do you know thas
she 1sn’t Irene? Or the Pierette? There’s
a prelty costume, if you like—and a pretty
pair of ankles to go with it! I believe she's
Irenec !”’ ,

Handforth emiled at these wild conjectures.
Fortunately, he was in a better position than
his chums! They were going by guesswork
—but he hnew!?

“And

L}
e

CHAPTER 6.
TWO SHOCES FOR HANDY!

LATTERING  noisily, a
Pirate Chief came swag-
gering in.

Handforth turned with
amazement, and his ex-
pression became fierce.

“Willy I’ he burst out thickly. “Just like
that young monkey to come in, swanKing
about, and making all this commotion! Just
walt until I get him by himself—I'll give
him a few things that’ll make his ears

i”
*
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“He looks pretty good, though,” said

Church admiringly.

They gazed at the Pirate Chicf, and
grinned—as, indeed, modt of the other guests
in the room were smiling. For the Pirate

Chicf was one of the most picturesqueg.figures
in that whole assembly. Doris and Mary and
the other girls watched. with interest -and
admiration. ;

“Isn’t she wonderful!’’ whispered Doris.
“T would never have believed it! She’s
strutting about just like Willy might do!
Oh, look! Look at the way she’s puﬁing out
her pistols, and—"’

She broke off, gasping with laughter. For
Irene Manners, as the Pirate Chief, was act-
ing her part with astonishing skill. In fact,
she was so gkiliul that Handforth accepted
her as his minor without the slightest
shadow of suspicion.

But if Irene was doing well, Willy was
equalling her.

His ears might have burned, had he heard
Handforth’s complimentary remarks concern-
ing his ankles and his figure,. and his other
charms. Willy looked exactly like a girl in
that dress, and all his actions were helping
to create that impression. The Pirate Chief
noisily came across the floor, with a rattling
of pistols, and a clanking of his other accou-
trements.

The sound caused Handforth to turn again.
He removed his eyes from the Irish Colleen
with something like an effort.

“T’ll have a word with that youngz bounder
in a minute,” he said fiercely. ‘‘If I get hold
of him Tll shake him until he can’t see
straight!”’ - iy

Perhaps he might have carried out this
threat on the moment, only the Celleen just
then made a move which caused Handforth’s
heart to jump into his mouth. She was de-
taching herself from the other girls, and
strolling innocently across towards the mistle-
toe. )

“My hat!” breathed Handforth, his heart
thumping.

He could not afford {o miss a chance like
this!

It was no time to worry about his minor,
or to think of any of the other girls. His
great plan was to get Irene, and to kiss her
at once—and thus get the laugh over every-
body. He would triumph completely! And
Trene would not be able to refuse him every
dance. They would be his, 1n a way of speak-
ing, by right of conquest.

And the Colleen was now perilously near
" to the mistletoc—so near, in fact, that a few
of the other fellows were getting rcady to
move, in case she went right underneath.
They could not afford to lose any opportuni-
ties! Handforth saw the danger, and acted.
“By George!” he said tensely,
rHe ran forward, intending that run to be
dignified, in spite of its haste. But, unfor-
tunately, he forgot his sword. It clanked
round, shot between his shin and his calf,

and the next second he went sprawling with
& terrific crash.

'

Hec slithered on that shiny floor for -about
two yards, his sword in ono direction, his
hat in another, and his spurs ratting
noisily.

“Ha, ha, hat” .

It was rather impolite, but everybody
roared heartily., They simply couldn’t help
it. They knew it was Handforth, and tho
sight of him sitting there, in the middle of
the ball-room, was extremely funny. And
when he looked round, he found that the
Pirate Chicf was standing near by, his legs
set apart, his hands on his hips, and rocking
with laughter. The sight made Handforth

sec red. - |

“You—you vyoung rotter!’ he gasped
fiercely.

The Pirate Chief ran off, and sought

security behind a group of other guests—
where he ran into the arms of two comic’

"satlors.

“We’ve been trying to get hold of you,
Willy.1” said one of them breathlessly.
““Come outside, quick—we’ve got hold of a
lot of tuck!”

Irene gave a little gasp. She suddenly
rcalised that she was in the presencoe of
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon—and they,
too, mistook her for Willy! In a way, it
was rather a compliment. She acted quickly.

“ Shessh I’’ she warned, holding up a finger.

“Rats!” said one of the pair, “‘We don't
want to mess abeut in this ball-room, do we?
What do vou say, Chubby ?”

“Not likely!”’ said Chubby. “We came
here to enjoy ourselves—not to dance! Those
fatheaded girls can get on with it!”’

“Girls!” said Juicy. sourly. “What are
they good for, anyhow ? Come on Willy, let's
buzz off !’

Irenc was so indignant that she nearly lect
the cat out of the bag. And she was anxious
to get off, too—she had a horror of what
these yvoung demons might say next! And
it would be fatal for her to spcak, for it
would be quite impossible for her to mimic
Willy’s actual voice.

So she turned away, and walked over
towards the other side of the ball-room,
adroitly picking her way so that the two
Third Formers cquld not follow easilv. And
Irene was just in time to sce something of
a very interesting nature.

Handforth had got to his feet, and now he
was making a dash for the Irish Colleen.
Irene came to a halt, and held her breath.

“Irenc!” said Handforth breathlessly.

He secized the Colleen, and dragged her
foreibly towards the mistletoe. The other
girls stood watching their eyes gleaming
with amusement, Handforth was evidently
going to do it!

The Collcen struggled hard, and tried to
escape from his bear-like embrace. But it
was impossible for her to do so. Handforth
was determined, and he pulled the Collecn
right under the mistletoc. ‘

“Now I've got you!” he-said -triumphantly.
And then he delivered a full kiss—a beauty.
““Ha, ha, ha!”
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The girls nearly shricked themselves into
hysterics with merriment, and most of the
St. I'rank’s fellows laughed heartily at Hand-
forth’s Ficue of nerve. And the other guests
—the elder ones—were greatly amused.

“Like the fellow’s saucel” said Tommy
Watson. “How the dickens docs he know
that it’s Irene?”

“He must have guessed, I
chuckled Reggie Pitt. “Hallo!
scem to approve of it, though!”

Slap !

'The Irish Colleen, to Handforth’s blank
amazement, had pulled herself free from his
embrace after that kiss. And then, with a
rasp of indignation, she had slapped Hand-
forth’s face with such forca that 1t sounded
like a clap.

The unfortunate Porthos staggered back,

_ suppose,”
She doesn’t

aghast,
“Why, what—" _ ,
He stared. The Colleen was running away

—holdine an arm up in front of her face as
ihough she wanted to conceal the redness of
it. In front of all those people! And Hand-
forth went pale.

“Put—but it was Irene!” he breathed
dazed!y. )

For- an awful moment he wondered if he
had made a mistake. But no! He couldn’t
have made a mistake! He suddenly jumped
{o the truth. She had slapped his face like
ihat because he had dragged her under the
mistletoe. By George! Irene evidently
thought that he wasn’t supposed to kiss her
until she walked beneath that magic sprig
of her own accord.

“QOh, corks!”’ groaned Handforth. “Now

He

I’ve done it!”’
His former joy turned into dismay.

was hardly conscious of the fact that most

of the pcople in the ball-room were looking

at him. He didn’t hear the orchestra striking

up for the first dance. He only knew that he

had offended Irene.

And then he saw the Pirate Chief.

Seeing the Pirate Chief wasn’t sufficient to
make him go euddenly hot all over—it was
the Pirate Chief’s attitude which had that
cffect.
strutted across his path, and was cackling
derisively. His very posture was indicative
of scorn and ridicule. And at such a moment
it was more than Handforth could stand.

Something had to happen—either he had to
hurst., or he had to smash Willy into pulp!
And he went for that Pirate Chief with such
a rush that there was no chance of escape.

“You rotter!” shouted Handforth. “I'll
icach you to cackle at me!l”

Beforo the Pirate Chief could even hazard
his intention, Handforth had whirled him
right off his feet. And there was another
roar as this unexpected development took
place. The girls nearly fainted into one
another's arms, They hadn't anticipated any-
thing of this kind|

Handf{orth rushed his burden across the
floor of ihe ball-room. The Pirate Chief

kicked and slruggied, but it was of no use. |

IFor the blue-chinned sea rogue had |

His efforts—which, after all, were not quite
so violent as Handforth had expected—did
not avail him. Chprch and McClure, greatly
amused, rushed after him. They thought it
just as well to rescue the unfortunate Willy
at on®. They hadn’t the faintest inkling of
the truth! :

“T’ll teach you a lesson, my lad!” said
Handforth thickly. “By George!”

He had suddenly noticed an open window
—a French window, which led out on to the
snow-covered terrace. The lounge hall was
very hot, and somebody had probably
opened the window to let a little fresh air
in. It was a fine chance for Handforth.
He dashed through, and was across the ter-
race In four sirides. And .now he stood
against the balustrade, with the lawn stretch-
ing away, on a lower level. Immediately
in front of him, on the other side of the
stonework, was a deep snowdrift.

“You’ll laugh at me, will you?” roared
Handforth. * All right, this will cool you
off a bit!”

He gave a tremendous. heave, and the
Pirate Chief was tossed cut of his arms, to
fall with a scream into the thick snow. That
scream caused Handforth to start violently.

| It was so very feminine!

He looked down, and then everything
seemed to swim in front of his eyes. The
Pirate Chief was sitting in the snow until
it almost came up to his neck. The mask
had fallen off, and in spite of the blued
chin and the grotesque moustache, Handlorth
could make no mistake, for the wig had he-
come dislodged, too, and some fair, bobbed
hair was visible.

“Irene!” he said chokingly.

CHAPTER 1.
TRYING TO PUT TIIINGS
RIGHT.

OR a moment Handforth

thought that he was out
of his mind.

Irene!

1t was unbelievable, in-
credible. He had known from the very start
that Willy was to appear as a pirate chief.
Irene was the Colleen—that was a certainty,
too. And here, in the snowdrift, was the
girl he had vowed to kiss under the mistle-
toc—and he had just flung her over the
terrace balustrade!

During those tense moments Handforth’s
heart ncarly ceased its beat. He remembered
now, in a vague sort of way, that his burden,
whom he had assumed to be Willy, had tried
to speak to him during that rush from the
ball-room. He dimly remembered that Willy’s
veice had seemed strangely high-pitched.
But he had been too excited to take any
notice. Besides, it had all happened within
a few seconds.

“Oh!” exclaimed Trene tragically,
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Thrilled st the prospect of the wonderinl freasure they might find in that chest, the juniors forgol iheir

recent terror.

¢t Together, you fellows—heave ! ?? said Handforth excitedly.

They tugged and wrenched at

the heavy lid. Af$ last it gave way completely, and——

The look she gave Handforth wwas not
angry, but purely startled. She knew that
she had precipitated this affair herself, but
she had never dreamed of an ending like
this.

“Renie!” “I—1
Cdidn’t know!”

gasped  IHandforth.

“Oh, Ted!” she cried. “How—how could
sou 7%
That was cll she said, and then she

scrambled out of the snow, cluteched her dis-
placed hat, wiz, and mask, and fled. Hand-

forth tried to stop her, but she was too guick.

for him. His own movements were sluggish,
owing to ihe dazed condition of his wits.
He was not only aghast, but his mind was
filled with something like horror.

Ile was just trying to head the girl off
when Church and MeClure rushed up and
scized him.

“J.emme go!” he panted desperatelr.

“Steady, Handy!” said Church. “Don’t
you know? We—we just saw her. The
Pirate Chief was Trene all the time!”

“I—I chucked her into the snow!”
IHandforth dulls.

“Oh, so that’s how she got smothered like
that 2" asked MecClure. “You—yct1 mad-
-man! Do you mean to say you threw her

sald

right over this balustrade into that snow-
drify ?”

i

“Yes!” said Handforth dimly.

“You might have hurt her,” said Church.
“She’s not a chap—she’s not your minor!
Why the dickens didn’t you make sure?
Just like your impulsive recklessness! She’ll
never speak to you again, I bet.”

“Where she?”’ asked Edward Oswald
hopelessly.

*1 don't know. She ran indoors,” said
Church, glancing round. *I expect she's
gone upstairs. If she appears in the ball-
room again tomnight 1 shall bs surprised.
You've done it, Handy, you’ve done it
properly.”

“I know—I know!”
tunate leader of Btudy D. “But there’s
been trickery!” he went on fiercely. *And
Willy was in it! That—that impish minor of
mine must have worked 1it, by George!
Don’t you see? I knew all about that pirate
dress—I saw it yesterday. Of course, he
lent it to Irene, and——"

“ And Wiily must have dressed as the Trish
Colleen!” gasped Church, a sudden dawning
light bursting over him. *‘Ha, ha, ha!”

““Ila, ha, ha!” howled McClure wildly.

Handforth looked at them wilh growing
amazement,

“Such graceful ankles!? said Church, hold-
ing his sides.

*YWhat 1”

1S

moaned the unfor-
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“BSuch poisc—such a lovely walki”

“You—you ?

““ And such shapely knees

“I—I'll smasn you!” roared
turning as red as a bectroot.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you don’t stop——

“And it was Willy all the time!” gurgled
Church. “Oh, hold me, Mac! I'm in pamn!
I haven’t laughed so much for years. Poor
cld Handy! Ile was so jolly sure, too!”

“Great jumping corks]” shouted Hand-
forth hoarsely.

A thought had suddenly struck him, a
thought which left hiin utterly stunned. 'The
flush left his cheeks, and he even secemed to
furn pale. With horrified eyes, he claiched
at his two chums.

“Ie—it was Willy!”’ he breathed, as though
in a trance. *““The Irish Colleen was Willy!
Do you understand? The Collcen was

Willy 1
“Yes, we know,” said Church. “We're

]‘J?

Handforth,

13

nearly dead at the very thought of it. What

Hb ]

an ass you were, Handy—

“PBut wait!” interrupted Handforth, his
voice dropping to a trembling undertone.
“You don’t seem to understandl That Irish
Colleen! I—I kissed her under the mistletoe!”

J1is chums gave another united yell.

*Then you kissed Willy I howled McClure.

“Oh, poor old Handy!” moaned Church.

“T—kisszed—Willy 1 said Handforth, like a
fellow in a dream, his voice sounding hollow
and uunrcal. “Willy! Think of itl Willy!”

And then, suddenly, he secemed to recover
the usc of his limbs. Xe had been swaying
there, nearly on the point of a faint by the
loock of it. But now he rushed to the
nearest snow, and he grabbed up a handful.
lIe sinacked it to his mouth and wiped it
vigorously.

“Ha, ha, halt?

“1 might recover, but I doubt 1t!” he said
as his chums continued to yell. “ But I sup-
pose you know I’m poisoned?”

“Ha, ha, hal™
. “You—you cackling idiots—"

““Oh, Handy, if you were in our place
you’d sec the funny side of 1t!” panted
Church. *Just think of it! You kissing
your own minor! DBut it’s not so bad; he
looked very inviting, I must say I would
never have bcelieved that that charming lump
of feminine grace could have been your
minor! Ie did it to perfection. The chap’s
an absolute artist!” ,

“He won’t be an artist when I find him
again!” said Handforth, with a sound of
terrible menace in his voice. ‘“He won’t
¢ven be a human being! When I’ve finished
with Willy there’ll be no more Christmas
party for him! One of you chaps had better
ring up the nearest hospital and tell them
to seud the amnbulance!”

And Handforth went off, ounly to be ragged
unmercifully by Reggie Pitt and Fullwood,
and a foew of the other juniors, who had secn
lrene come in, and had guessed the truth.

-

But the joke was over «t last, and land-
forth found himself in peace. And the ball
was now in full swing, too, with an orchestra
playing tantalising fox-irots and haunting
tangoes.

What he was missing!

And he had planned to have every danco
with Irene! ¥e had meant to kiss her
straight off, and But his thoughts
wouldn’t formulate, and he wandered into
the ball-room in a condition of helpless misery.
And as the music got hold of him, so his
courage returned. And everybody was danc-
ing, too, and he was not even noticed.

“Why should I give in?” he asked himself
fiercely. “Irene must have wangled that
trick with Willy, and she’ll lnow that T was
spoofed. By George, I'll ask her to forgive
me. And then, if I get that kiss, I can
claim all the rest of the dances.”

He looked round, momentarily forgetting
Willy., At that moment he wouldn’t have
taken much notice of the Irish Coileen if
he had seen her, for he spotted Ivene hersel:.
The Pirate Chief: was sitting over on one
of the lounges, between two of the oiher
girls. Handforth half jumped. 1t was some-
thing, at least, to know that she had come
back into the ball-room.

He ran across to her, but as he did =o,
she leapt up and ran into the conservatory,
which adjoined the ball-room. If was warm
in there, and the electric lichts were soft
and shaded.

And, better still, it was deseried, save for
Irene, sitting on one of the scats, with palm-
trees on either side.

“*Oh, say, lrene murmured Hand-
forth, approaching h-r and sitling down. “I
—TI’'m terribly sorry about that %

“Ted!” she whispered. ‘““How could you?”

“But I didn’t know!” he exclaimed. *I
thought you were Willy. I was so sure of
it that I didn’t cven stop to think, or—or
anything. I say, Renie, forgive me, you
know1”

She placed one of her harnds over his.

“Silly!” she whispered. *‘There’s notuing
to foreive. You weren’t to blame, Ted.”

IHandiorth’s heart jumped. Her voice was
so soft—the whizper was such a rearly in-
audible one that he could hardly hear it.
But he had heard. And she had said thas
there was nothing to forgive, that Lhe wasn’s
to blame!

“QOh, that’s ripping of you, Renie!” he
said happily. “I—I thought, perhaps, that
you were going to cut up rusty.”

““No, Ted,” she breathed. “It was too
had to trick you like that. And—and you
deserve your reward.”

“Reward!” he repeated, his eves gleaming.

And then he went all hot with joy. For
the girl had produced a little sprie of mistle-
toe, and she reached up, and tucked it into
one of the palm-fronds. It was immediately
above them. Handforth went dizzy. She
was asking him to kiss her. And that meant
that she wanted all his dances!

123
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““Oh, you're a brick!” he said happily.

He grabbed her clumsily and kissed her
ou the lips.

“Help!” said -the Pirate Chicf dazedly.
*Water!”

The mask was torn off, and Ilandforth
nearly expired on the spot. For he found
him;self looking into the mischievous eyes of
—Willy!

-

CHAPTER 8.
PUTTING THINGS RIGHT.

OR the sccond time within
that hectic kalf-hour Hand-
forth thought that he was
going crazy. He stared at
Willy through a mist. The

other shock had been bad enough, but this

was ten times more acute.

“That’s twicel” said Willy, making an
awful grimace. I don’t suppose I shall be
laid up for more than six months!”

Handforth drew the back of his hand across
his mouth.

“You—you little demon!” he burst out.
“ How—how did you do it? You—you were
Irene not ten minutes ago—— I mean, Irenc
was you—— I’'m blessed if I know which
1s which, and which is the other! Where’s
Irene? I'm going to take you outside and
smash you up, limb by limb—"

“Go easy!” grinned Willy., ‘““Here come
the girls.”

Handforth looked round, and he wanted to
sink throurgh the floor. But as it was of
solid stone, this was somewhat difficult. He
could do nothing but hold his ground. The
girls came in, and the air rang with laughter.

“Oh, Willy, how brave you are!” said one
of them. “We saw it all from the door-
“’ﬂ}'—'—-"

“You—vou saw it!” interrupted Handforth
miserably. “Oh, I say »

“It’s time for unmasking now, so we'll
let you know who we are!” broke in the
-Spanish Dancer, as she removed her mask,
revealing herself as Doris. “Come on, girls,
let him see who we are.”

But IHandforth had eyes for none but the
Colleen. And when her mask was removed,
she turned out to be Irene herseli—without
any shadow of doubt.

“Thank goodness!” said Handforth. “I
can’t make any more mistakes now. Obh,
Renie, I'm terribly sorry for chucking you
in the snow!”

““ All right, Ted; it was my own fault, and
I suppose 1 deserved it,” she laughed. “DBut
we couldn’t resist playing this last joke on
you, just to make it complete.”

“And T’ve kissed Willy twice!” said Hand-
forth, with disgust. “Twice!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

““Once was enough to kill me, but now

¥ .
Um immune, I suppose,” he went on. ‘It
must be my strong constitution.”

“What about mine?” snorted Willy, 1Ii
there’s any hero in this business, it’s me!
You kissed me, thinking that I was Irene—
but I let you kiss me, knowing all the tiinc
what torture I was going to suffer!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've been a brick, Willy,” said Irene
warmly. “You helped with this jape won-
derfully, and it’s been a great success. Poor
old Ted! Didn’t we spoof you just
gloriously ?” .

“It serves him right,” said Doris firmly.
“It serves him absolutely right! He boasted
that he could do this, that, and the other,
so we decided to take him down a peg or
two. But now it’s all over, Ted, and we're
the best of friends,” she added, dropping
her mock severity.

“Of course w>» are,” agreed Irens, with
merry eyes. “Don’t look so -cross, Ted, it's
all in the Christmas fun.”

Handforth responded instantly.

““Oh, rather!” he agreed, with a wry smile.
“But—but I can’t get the hang of it, you
know. “That quick-change business—how did
you manage it?”

“Easy!” smiled Doris.
of my little ideas.

“It was another
I hope you won’t hate
me after this, Ted. DBut while Church and
McClure were talking to wyou, and while
you were being ragged by the other fellows,
we rushed Irene upstairs and stripped off her
pirate costume.”
“And Willy ?” asked Handforth, staring.

“Willy let hiz two chums into the know.
and they rushed him off to their own bed-
room, and he took off the colleen dress.”
went on Doris. ‘' Perfectly simple, you sea.
Chubby rushed round to our bed-room with
the girl’s costume, and we handed him the
pirate outfit. And in five minutes’ time they
were downstairs again, and you hadn’t guessed
anything. Phew! PBut it was a close thing."
“Yes, and I'm _glad it’s over,” said Irene,
Ettting ﬂown, **It was rather too bad, Ted,
ut—

“My hat!” said Handforth abrupily.

Irene had scated herself on that bench—
right under that sprig of mistletoe that Willy
fixed there. And Handforth was determine
to be successful this timet He dashed at her.
took her in his arms, and gave her not one
kiss, but two.

“Ted!” she cried, struggling free.,

“Mistletoe!” grinned Handforth, pointing
upwards.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I was caught that time,” smiled
Irene, ratner flushed. ‘But you’ve won, Ted;
at least, you've kissed me. And I suppose 1
shall have to have the next fox-trot with
ynu-l!

-Handforth grinned happily.

“Yes. and all the other dances, toco!” ho
said. “By George! The effect of kissing
Willy is wiped out now. I think we can
call it square.”

“Yes, but where do I come in?” asked
Willy. ““It won’t wipe out those kisses of
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your’s, Ted, if one of these girls kisses me!
I’'m not so keen on them as you are. 1
think 1I'd beiter go and get some Lysol—="

“Ia, ha, hal”

“You—you young monkey!” gasped Hand-
forth. “1'm going to pay you out "
- “No, Ted,” interrupted Irene. “ Willy only
did it to please us. If you touch him for
this, we shall be very angry with you.”

“All of us,” said Mary and the others.

“So that’s that!” smiled Willy, “Well,
thank goodness I can feel safel I was
trembling in my shoes. Ted’s eagle eyo had
hypnotised me, and I was just about to go
down on my knees to beg for mercy!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Willy went off with his chums, who had
been hovering in the background all the
time.

“Well, it was a pretty good jape,” he said
cheerfully. “Now we’ll go and find some
tuck of some sort. I must have something
to wipe out the flavour.”

“\We've got it all ready for you, Willy,”
said Chubby Heath. ‘A nice little pile of
stulf on its own, Let’s go and have a good
old feed.” :

“Fine!” said Willy. *“I was thinking about
making yvou chaps walk the plank, but I’ll
overlook it. A pirate chief has got to be
- stern with his crew, don’t forget.”

And the others were enjoying themselves
in the ball-room. And, true te her word,
Irene danced with Handforth every time,
and it was generally noticed that the other
[ellows and girls paired off, too. But
occasionally some of the other fellows had a
look in, as it were. And there was gencral
merriment and laughter.

And so Boxing Night passed with com-
plete success.

By the time everybody went up to bed
it was practically two o’ciock, and those
hours of danciur had had duc effect. Church
and McClure were feeling just contentedly
tired, and they yawned happily as they un-
dressed.

“Ho-hum!” said ‘McClure.
a good slecp now.”

“Same here!” murmured Church.

But Handforth gave one of his scornful
laughs.

“You're not going to bed yet, you ass!”
‘he said. “What about that ghost hunt?”

Ilis chums looked at him blankly. They
had forgotten all about it. They were so
tired that their thoughts were all for bed,
and the very idea of going out into the
cc!d night on a ghost hunt appalled them.

“You’re dotty!” said Church irritably, at
last. “You don’t mean to say you’re still
keen on that hare-brained game, Handy?"

AleClure groancd. Church’s impulsive out-
break liad ruined everything. If they had
ocly expressed their willingness to go, Hand-

“I can do with

forth might have reconsidered his decisio:n.
I'or he always liked to be contrary. As it
was, he was moro determined than ever.

“We’re going,” he said firmly. ‘I planned
all this for to-night, and I’'m not going to
malke- any alterations. So that’s that! TI'll
go and rake out the other chaps now, and
:l’:;ﬂul had better be rcady by the time I get

ack.”

He went out, attired in his dressing-gown
and slippers. The first bed-room he went to
was Willy’s, and it rather surprised him to
find that Willy was over half-dressed in his
ordinary clothing.

“Shan’t be long. Ted,”’” said Willy briskly.
“These fatheads wanted to come, but I-think
we shall be better without them.”

“We wouldn’t go with you if you asked us
to now,” said Chubby Heath disdainfully.
;‘ Bo;t;I,ler your old ghost-hunt! It’s after
WO

“When you’re ready, come to my bed-

” said Handforth crisply.

room,

‘The die was cast now. Ior, to tell the
truth, Handforth bad been half inclined to
give it up. He was tired, and the sight of
bis bed had tuken away some of his resolu-
tion. If he had found Willy in a similar
mood, he might have succumbed. DBut, under
the present circumstances—never | He

cuuldn’_t let his minor teach him a lesson in
deterinination.

So he went to the other bed-rooms, with
the intention of getting the rest of the party
together. Dick Hamilton and Tommy Watson -
and Tregellis-West were quite blunt.

“Nothing doing, Handy,” said Dick. “It’s
too late to-night—leave it till to-morrow.”

“Buzz off I’ said Watson.

“‘Begad, [ves I’ yawned Sir Montie. “ We'ro
all frightfully tired.”

Reggie Pitt and the others were equally
as firm. Handforth argued, but it was in
vain, He was compelled to go back empty-
handed, so to speak. Willy and his two
chums would be his only companions, .

“I've decided not to bother the rest,” he
said airily, as he went back into his bed-
‘room. “So we're going alone.”

“QOh, let’s chuck it up, then——"" hegan

Church.

“We're going alone—but with Willy, of
coursc,” added Edward Oswald. “ Willy was
with me when I found that sea-chest, so I
can’t very well leave him out in the cold.
WEy, blow you, you haven’t started dressing
ye .ll .

“We—we thought, perhaps—->

“You shouldn’t think, Arnold McClure !
broke in Handforth coldly. “I'm ihe only
| chap who's supposed to think, in Study D.”-

“I'm glad you said ‘supposed,’ ’’ retorted
McClure, with bitterness. “Oh, all right—if
we go, we may be back in an hour, and then
we can get some sleep. If we don’t agree,
we shall be arguing a?l night !”

So they reluctantly dressed, and prepared

for the adventure.
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CHAPTER 8.
THE GIOST HUNTERS!

ENﬁminutes later they set
off.

When they got down-
stairs, everything . .was
dark and still. The house-

hold had retired, with the exception of
General Handforth, Lord Dorrimore, and one
or two of the other gentlemen—who were
induiging in a final cigar in the library,
over a yarn or two. But the four juniors
easlly avoided the library, and made their
way outside by means of a side-door, They
had sccured their overcoats, caps, and
mufflers without any trouble.

“By jingo, it's a Ym-‘eiy night I” sai® Willy
enthusiastically. '

They were out on the terrace, and his words
were true. There was hardly a breath of
wind, the moon was shining with a clear,
crystal brilliance which transformed the
grounds into a veritable fairyland. And the
keen Norfolk air was bracing and refreshing.
There was a hard frost over the entire coun-
tryside.

*“Yes, it's a ripping night, sure enough,’”’
agreed Handforth. *‘Just the night for a
ghost hunt! Look at the way you can sce
across the grounds—it’s nearly as bright as
daylight.”

“But it’s cold, though,” said .Church, pull-
ing his muffler round him. :

“All the better!” returned Handforth.
“Therc's nothing like a cold, crisp night to
make a chap feel good. Who’s tired and
sleecpy now? And what about that treasure?
I tell you, there’s something to be up for!”

~ They set off down the terrace, reached the
drive, and marched down towards tho road.
There was plenty of compensations for their
Jaunt in the small hours. On a night like
this it seemed a pity to go to bed.

“Do these chaps know?” asked Willy.

““About the treasurec?” said Handforth.
“Yes, I told themm. In fact, I couldn’t do
anything else—because I overheard Uncle
Gregory talking about one of our ancestors.
A ﬁreab old sea dog, I believe, who came
back from Spain, or somewhere, with loads
~ of treasure, and buried it beneath the moat,
or somewhere. Anyhow, he buried it in the
towers, or the grounds.”’

“That sounds very anyhow,”
grinned Willy.

“But don’t you seec—we've located the
treasure already!” exclaimed Handforth, his
interest waxing stronger. ‘“That chest we
found in the crypt must be it. And that
skeleton over it must have been the old
ancestor.”’

“You're at it again, Ted,” said Willy
severely. “Why will you take these things
for granted? My dear chap, we don’t know
anything for certain., As I told you at the
time, that chest is probably full of old papers,
or something equally dotty. Chests only con-
tain Spanish gold in adventure stories!”

concise,
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“And even if we do find treasure, 1t won't
be ours,” complained Church: .

“What does that matter?’ asked his
leader, ‘‘What sbout the glory of finding
it? What about the honourt Just imagine
Uncle Gregory’s joy when he finds out that
we've discovered the treasure that he’s been
searching and digging for all these months!”

It sounded very romantic, but Handforth
was the only one who allowed his imagina-
tion to run loose. 'The others did not forget
that they had come on a ghost hunt—and not
on a search for treasure. Willy, in particular,
was anxious to find out what that spectral
fizure had been.

He had played the ghost on that eventful
night. But, after his own little masquerade,
another ‘ghost had appeared, and this onc
was of a different type—one that could not
be so easily explained.

It had been no good going over the house
in the daylight—although, as a matter of
fact, this had been done. But as a large
number of other fellows had been present at
the time, Handforth and his minor had not
ventured into that secret chamber of theirs.
They had decided it would be better to leave
the adventure for a night like this.

Having trudged along the road for soinc-
little distance, they came to another drive,
and this was very different from the onc
they had recently left. Dleak-looking yew
trees stood up against the eky, and every-
thing was ill-kept and in a state of neglect.
Going down this drive, they soon came in
sight of the old, ruined towers.

“Looks a bit ghostly!”” said Church,
pausing, _

They 2all halted, in fact, and stood looking
at the scene.

And now that they were here, they did
not feel quite so confident.

“It's not like the other place,”” murmure«
McClure, with a little shiver. “These towers
send the creeps down my spine. And it’s
right under one of them that you found that
old oaken chest. Why not leave 1t until
to-morrow, Handy? I'm not afraid, of
courze, but, well Well, you know——-"

He broke off uncertainly.

“As a matter of fact, I'm fecling a bit
squiffy myself,” admitted Handforth %rankly.
“But that's nothing. It’s only the atmo-
sphere of the place. Before we know where
we are, we shall be inside, and we shall bo
so interested in our investigations that we
shall ‘forget all about the eerie effect.”’

But this was not very comforting—for hiz
chums could not see how they could forget
the eeric effect, considering that they were
on a ghost hunt. However, they advanced
towards the house, and prepared to go ahead
with the scheme.

“I suppose you brought the key, Ted?”
asked Willy.

“Great Scott, no!l”

“Just like your thoughtfulness,”” said
Willy severely. ‘‘How do you suppose we
can get in G

]
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_““Oh, well, we’d better go back,” said
Church carelessly, _

“Sorry, old man,” grinned Willy, “1|fault,

knew Ted would forget tﬁe key, so | brought
it mysclf. Now look here. I don’t believe
in ghosts, and if there’s anything rummy in
this house, it’s either caused by some natura!
trick, or there’s some human agency at
work.” _ ?

“That’'s my idea exactly,” agreed his
major. “I’m rather anxious to find out what
that thing was wo saw—that funny object
which fled when we tried to get near it.
I'll swear it .wasn’t a human being—"’

“You were ready to swear that that other
chost was genuine—the one I faked,” inter-
rupted Willy. “So my advice is for all of
s to kcep level heads, and to be ready for a
scrap. You mustn't forget that this house
has been lelt empty for years. There may
be some half-witted countryman living in a
cellar, or une of the disused rooms. There
may be an escaped conviet taking refuge in
it—although that's very unlikely, because I
don’t believe there’s a conviet prison round
here. DBut there are a hundred-and-one ways
in which a ghostly effect can be produced
by perfectly natural causes.”

Handforth frowned.

“You seem to do all the talking, my lad,”
he =aid gruflly. ““The very things I want to
say, you teke out of my mouth. I had that
escaped convict idea, blow you! Thero might
he a gang of coiners in the place,”’ he added
thoungtfu ly.

_He noticed that his companions were grin-
ning.

“Yes, you can smile!” he said. “ DBut one
of these days I shall turn out right! And an
-old houeo like this is full of possibilities.
Well, here we are. Trot out your key,
Willy.”

They had arrived at the side of the house,
for the front door was bolted and chained
inside. But this side one was only locked,
and Willy inserted his key, and opened the
door. They all went in. And a moment later
they were in the big, gloomy hall.

Doth Willy and Handforth were armed
with electric torches, and they flashed them
on. A wide staircase led up, and they did
not waste much time in gettmg to the scene
of the recent “haunting.”

“It’'s down this wing,” esaid Willy softly.

They were on the landing now, and every
yvard of the place was known to them, for it
was only a night or two since they had had
their adventures here. These adventures had
scemed thrilling enough at the time, but
p\frything had turned out to be a practical
joke,

Now, there was no possibility of a joke.

As far as they knew, the old house was
absolutely empty. And they could not help
getting the fceling that if anything hap-
pened—if they saw some mysterious presence
-—that it would be caused by some agency
that could not be explained.

Although Handforth pretended to lead the
way, it yras Willy who actually did so, for

|

the shrewd Third Former had a very keen
sense of direction, and he was not once at
At last be came to a standstill, and
switched off the torch.

“Put yours out, too, Ted,”” he murmured.
““Now, this is the place.”

“Kht The place?” breathed Church.
“Which place?”’

“This 13 where we first saw that rummy
thing,”’ replied Willy. “We chased it, and
it rushed straight back along the passage.
Let’s stand here for a minute, listening.”

They did so, and held themselves tense.

And was it 1imagination, or could they hear
some curious whisperings—uncanny, mys-
terious croonings from somewhere in tho
very air?

At all events, they all stiffened, and looked
at one another with startled eyes.

O

CHAPTER. 10.
glll || THE GHOST OF THE TOWERS !
. HURCH gave a little gulp.

“I=—I say,” he mut-
tered, “Can you hear
anything 7"’

“Hush!” saild Willy

putting a finger up warningly.

But when they listened again, the sounds
had died away. And with this dying away
the four juniors recovered the use of their
limbs, and that strango sense of tension had
gonoe. They all felt rellieved.

“Look here, Willy, do you know anything
about this?” asked Handforth suspiciously.
““It was jolly rummy that you should tell us
to stand here and listen—"

“No, old man, I don’t know a thing,”
intorrupted Willy quietly. “1 can’t explain
why I suggested stopping at that minute,
but there’s nothing in 1t. And that peculiar
sound we heard may have been causeth_? tho
wind—— H'm!| That can’t be, though,’”’
he added. “'There isn’t any wind to-night.”

“Just what I was thinking,”’ said McClure.
“Well, what are we going to do now? We
can’t stand here. What about that sea-chest?
Wouldn’t it be a good i1dea to go along and
have a look at it?”’

“Yes, that's what we’ll do,” agreed Hand-
forth firmly. “I’ve got a cold -chisel in my
pocket, and this time we'll 'smash gpen those
locks and sce what’s inside the thing. But
what the dickens was that noise?”

Ho frowned, and looked about lLim un-
easily.

“Intruders!”

The word came suddenly as Handforth
paused. It scemed to cmanate from the very
spot where th:ag were standing, and Willy
looked at the chums of Study sharply.

““Who said that?”’ he demanded.

“I—I didn’t epeak!” gasped Handforth.
“Church, you ass—" )

““Neither did I!” said Church hastily.

“Tt wasn’t me!” vowed McClure.

They looked at one another, very startled.
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TFor there had been no mistake about that
word. It had been spoken by somebody

“ Leave this house, or death will follow!”

It was the voice again, and Willy snapped
his clectric torch on, and whisked it round.
Not that it was of much service. I‘or the
moonlight was streaming brilliantly through
the windows, and in this particular corridor
the torches were hardly neccssary., - The
juniors could see one another perfectly—and
they could see - also that they were alone.
The ‘passage was visible for many yards in
either direction. And there were no door-
ways near them.

“I—1 say, this is uncanny!” said Hand-
forth, pulling himseclf together with an effort.
“Somebody spoke just now, but there’s
nobody here!”’ -

“Listen again!” murmured Willy. “I'm
not denying that there may be such things
as supernatural visions, but you’ll never make
me believe that a ghost can talk! A thing
without substance can’t have vocal chords!
And if there's a voeice here, there’s a throat,
too—and if there’s a throat, it means a man!
So be on your guard!” :

“Go, intruders!”’ came that strange whis-
per again, just after Willy had finished speak-
ing. “You are safe now—you will be safe
if you go. Heed this warning!”

Handforth ran forward and burst open a
door which stood eight or nine feet up the
corridor. But when he flashed his torch, he
saw that the room was bare and empty. One
or two of the windows were smashed, and
there was an air of desolation.

“It Dbeats me!” said Edward Oswald,
scratching his head. “Thero was a voice,
you chaps! ‘It was speaking to us as plainly
as I am epeaking to you. What can it
nican 77

They went down the corridor the other
way, but there was no explanation of the
mystery. Willy directed his torch over the
walls, and upwards towards the ceiling.
Overhead, there were dark, oak beams, even
in this corridor,

“Hallo "’ he said softly.
EEE ?_‘ll‘

They all stared up.

“There’s nothing there!”” said Handforth.
£ Only beams——"

“Isn’t there a little hole in the plaster?”
asked Church.

“1 may be wrong, but if there’s somebody
up on the next floor, he could easily speak
through that hole, and the voice would sound
as though it had come out of the air,” replied
Willy keenly. “ Anyhow, that’s the only pos-
sible clue that I can think of. Let’s go up
and have a look round.”

“Is there a staircase?”’ asked Church.

“Yes—further along—a narrow flight
which we didn’t explore when we were here
the other night,” replied Willy. “This isn’t
a bhigh house, but I think there must be a
row of attics over us.”

Even Church and McClure were losin
some of their nervousness now. It ha
gripped them rather hard at first, but now
that they were in the place, and actively

“YWhat’s this we

engaged on the hunt, they braced themselves.
They could easily have given way to panic
at the sound of that mysterious voice, but
4t was not in their nature to show the white
feather.

So they all continued down the corridor,
turned 1into a small landing, and, sure
enough, a flight of narrow stairs led upwards.
Willy was about to lead the way, but Hand-
forth pushed him aside.

“I'm leader here!’’ he said gruffly.

“There might be danger ”  began
Church. |

“That’s why I'm going first!” retorted
Handforth, * Willy, my lad, you'd better get
at the back. You're only a fag, and—"

“That’s enough of your ‘only a fag’ busi-
ness,”” mterrupted Willy coldly. “I may be
younger in years, Ted, but I'm an old man,
compared to vou, when it comes to brains!”

“Look here, you young ass—-—"

““Oh, my hat,”” groaned Willy, “aroc we
going to have a slanging match in the middle
of a ghost hunt ?”

Handforth grunted, and said no more. The
stairs ereakef ominously as he mounted, and
they felt none too secure. But, at length,
the juniors reached another passage—and this
one was very dark. It was narrow, the walls
were damp, and the ceiling was sloping.
Handforth flashed his torch along the length
of the passage, and then cautiously proceeded.

“Nothing here!” he said in a low voice.

“This is about the spot,” murmured Willy,
as he bent down, with tho torch focussed
upon the floor. “‘“And here’s that hole.
Look! It goes right through, and looks down
on the other corridor. That wasn’t a ghostly
voice you heard, my sons—it was somebody
speaking through here.”

“Yes, but—but who could it have been?”

“This isn't a time to ask riddles,”” replied
Haundforth minor. “We're here to conduct
investigations, and instead of being a ghost
hunt, it’'s a man hunt! If there isn’t some
rotter trying to scare us off, I'm a sardine!”’

‘A sudden intake of breath came {rom
McClure,

“Look !” he breathed. “What’s that up
the end of the passage? I—I thought I saw
something move. I'ancy, I suppose, but—="'

Handforth and his minor both directed the
light of their, torches up the passage, but
although they were powerful beams, they
could not penetrate that far, for the passage
was a long one, extending from one end of
the ancient roof to the other.

“Yes!” said Handforth. “ There's—there's
something moving I”’

They all caught a glimpse of a shapeless,
ghostly figure. But even as they stared, the
thing passed round an angle of the passage.
The juniors looked at one another excitedly.

“Come on!” roared Handforth. *‘After

[4

him 1"’
Ho led the way, running for all he was
worth. But he had hardly gone ten feet

before the toe of his shoe caught against a
loose board, and the way he sprawled over
was an education in falling. He went head

over heels, and ended up on his back. His
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torch had flown out of his hand, and dropped |
with a sickening thud, about ten yards further |
down.
“You ass!” said Willy severely. ‘“ You've
smashed 1t 1”
“PI'vo smashed both of ’em!” groancd
Handforth painfuily, hugging his left ankle.
“I'm talking about the toreh, not your
silly legs!” repiled Willy, without the least | ¢ .
sympathy. “That lamp 1s busted, aud unow 73
we've only got one torcin befween us. Get | 2 =l
up, Ted—don’t lay there!”’ 7 .
“You—you callous young bounder!” = i i
panted Handforth. “I’m hurt!” ' - rﬁ :
[ ——

B

““You deserve to be,” replhied Willy, as he
helped to hoist Edward Oswald to his fect. -
*“If you had let me take the lead, we should ; ———1
have collared that ghest, instecad of letting
him get away. You're such a clumsy barge!” :

Handforth felt himself all over, and found ¥ig ' v | i
that he 'wasn’t hurt inuch. He picked up his S !
torch, switched it on, and grunted. 'The ' ;
lamp had smashed. Ho handed the torch to| =
Willy. ¢

“1 don’t want it,”” said Willy, staring.

“ Perhaps you don’t; but I want yours!”

“Do you know any more jokes?” asked
Willy tartly. 'i _ 3 _

“ Loolk hurei—-——" . i g : ARINY 2 "ue-ﬁ_____ <

“You smashed one torch, and I'm biowed S T e
if you’re going to smash inine!” said the \1~ \ _—_—
Third-Former. *Where should we be if Ll
we hadn’t any torch at all? I'll do ihe| i x T
leading after this.” —_—

And Willy hurried ahead, with Handlorth
fuming and freiting in the rear. But, of e
course, when they got to the end of the ; ——
passage and turned an angle, there was -
nothine to show what that strange figure
had been. )

They continued their search, and came to
another staircase, which cventually brought
them back to the first floor,

“We're back at the spot we started from,"”

[ 3
Bt p
=

e s

| i

v -

LI Tt
o

L

o ; Willy stopped dead as he yelled : * Back—rpe
said Church. ) . 12 rotted—they had all but fallen to the depths b

‘Yes, and we're going round again,” re- shape bhad disappears
plied Willy. “That ghost, or whatever it
is, doesn’t inhabit this part of the building.

“What—what’s the idea of stepping like
this?” demanded his major grimly.

“I nearly went through that foor ~ jusé
now,” replied Willy steadily. “ I could fecl

. the heams shaking, and the boards were crack-
e mysterious resence. . .2 ' . .
But th ystei P e. scuttled off at ineg under me. I only just got back in time.

' 11 " f it i . e s 13
S T T e il g _“But tho ghost went' that’ way,” mutlered
. They could see the figure ahead of them, C’%}fﬂ]' sdded

but after a few moments it turned off into a é r'-_i\yt’m 'l%{t' 7 3 T -
passage at right angles, and Willy just caught| . le'fL s what I can’t understand,” he said
a vision of it as the thing went into a black fuiety.
pateh. Then, with a sudden note of alarm in
his voice. Willy pulied up.

“Back!” he gasped.

“But we’ve nearly got i »

“Dack, Ted, you idiot!” yelled Willy.

His voice was so {ull of warming that the
sther three juniors backed hastily into the

I expect it dodged w
“It’s there!” shouted McClure, pointing.
They looked, and saw a form down one of
the corridors which led out from the landing.

CHAPTER 11.

THE CHEST AXD TUE
SEELETON.
DWARD OSWALD HAND-

FORTH grunied:

main corridor. Willy joined them, and in the N ,_s] “Sorry, Wiliy, but I
moonlight they could sece that his [ace was don’t believe you,” he
pale. saild. “If that figure

“Rummy ! he mulicred, puzzied. could go calely over the flcoring of this pas-
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's stood staring grimly ta where the gaosily
58 beyond the trap.

sage, so could we. Stand aside, I'm going to
have a look for myself!”
“Church! Mac!” snapped Willy. “Grab

123

him !

They grabbed.

“You—you traitors!” panted Handforth, as
he was held. “Is this the way you follow
my lead and obey my orders? Mutiny, by
George! Rank insubordination under my
very eyes!” |

“Youre a fine chap in a fight, Ted, bat
you're no good as a ghost-hunter,” said
Willy, shaking his head. “Do you think I
d:dn’t gnash my teeth just now?”

“I thought I heard a sound like a grind-
stone!” snapped LEdward Oswald.

“This isn’t a time for being funny,” said
his minor coldly. “I had to give up that
chase just when I was overtaking the thing.
I should have gone right through that floor-
ing, I tell you. Just look heref”

He went forward very gingerly, and then

he jumped up and down. The others could
feel the floor shake and quiver. Willy went

- farther forward, foot by foot. There was an

ominous sound of rotten, crumbling wood.
His foot had gone clean through one of the
ancient floor-boards. He backed hastily, and
flashed kis torch farther along the passage.

“I1 knew it,” he said with compressed lips.
“I couldn’t have gone a step fariher without
risking my life, for there’s no telling what’s
underneath. And just ahead there the flcor’s
all a mass of gaping holes. How the dickens
did that thing get over?” '

Handforth was convineced at las

“I don’t know,” he said hus! le #Dut
I’ve recad about things like this.”

“What do you mean—read about them?”
asked Mac. o

“About a ghost—luring its victim over a
chasm, or into some awful danger,” replied
Handforth impressively. ‘It scems to me
that that ghost tried to make us run into that
passage, so that we could crash through the
floor.”

Willy nodded. ,

“It looks like it,” he admitted. *“DBut, of
course, it may just be that he didn’t want
us to follow him. Well, what’s going to be
done? We can’t go any farther this way,
anvhow.”

“1 say, let’s have a look at that treasuro
chest, and then get back,” put in Church
carnestly. “It must be threo o’clock, you
know, and we can’t stay here all mﬂ'ht *

“Yes, I think we’ll go and have a look
at that crypt,” agreed Willy, his voice un-
usually subdued. “What do vou say, Ted?”

“Aill right,” said Edward Oswald.

They abandoned the ghost hunt for the
time being, and made their way towards
the Tower. And as they progressed, they
all fell silent.

They had an unecasy feeling that this whole
affair was really supernatural, although they
told themselves, at the same time, that such
a thing was impossitble. What if this was a
real ghost? The ghost of that man whose
skeleton was laying over the chest, in tho

it ?

So far as Handforth knew, this old house
had never had the reputation of being
haunted. Why, then, had this apparition
suddenly manifested itself? Nothing had
been scen of it until Handforth had disturbed
the crypt.

Could it be that the ghost had remained
peaceful for all those centuries—and thas
the oncning of the erypt had released it, to
haunt the whole bullding ?

Curiously enough, all the juniors thought
of this theory independently, but they did
not give voice to it.

And they tried to rid themsclves of the
whole fantastic possibility. Anybody with
an ounce of common sense could teil that it
was wild and outrageously impossible. Bub
there was the fact: No ghost had appeared
unti} that poor skeleton had been disturbed.

The juniors all had a desire to go back—
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to return to bed without making any further
investigations. The thought of going to the
crypt—right to the place where that skeleton
lay—scared them. But not one of them
wished to show any sign of weakening. And
so they all went on.

“Here we are!” said Willy at last. “‘Don’t
forget the hole in the floor, Ted. No. Wait
a minute. Let’s examine this door.”

They had come down a passage, and at
the end of it there was a solitary door. As
they knew, from their previous exploration,
this door led into the tower staircase. And
immediately beneath was the mysterious
crypt. But Willy stayed his major’s hand.

“I want to have a look at it first,” he
said quickly.

““Have a look at what?”

“This door.”

“We can’t waste time!”

“Don’t be so.impatient,” Ted,” interrupted
Willy.. “Don’t you remember that we pushed
a wedge under this door when we closed it ?”

“By George! So we did.”

“I want to make sure that it’s still in the
same place,” said the Third-Former shrewdly.
“If so, it'll be proof that the door hasn’t
been disturbed since we shut it.”

He went down on his knees, and invited

Handforth to open the door slowly. In the
meantime, Willy gazed underneath it as it
opened. He uttered a little exclamation of
grim surprise.
"~ “That wedge has gone!” he exclaimed.
“The door opened easily, didn’t it? And
there’s no loose piece of wood here! Some-
body’s been here since we shut this place
up, Ted!”

Handforth was so alarmed that he forgot
his fears.

“They’ve pinched the treasure!” he gasped.

“We don’t know that there fs a treasure,
or that there was one,” said Willy. ¢ Still.
it won’t take us long to find out now. I’ll
go first, and you chaps can drop down after
me.”

Just inside the doorway there was a jagged,
nneven gash in the rotten floor. This was
where Handforth had fallen through during
the previous adventure. Willy quickly
lowered himself into the stone apartment
underneath. And Handforth & Co. followed.
A glance round showed that everything was
as they had left it.

““There’s no chest here!” exclaimed
Church. “Somebody must have come along
and ecarried it out——"

“Wait a minute,” interrupted Handforth.
““The treasure chest is underneath this—in
the erypt.”

Willy was directing the beam of light upon
a flagstone in the centre of the floor. There
was a rusty iron ring in it, but there was

ANSYERs
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no indication that the flagstone had becn
recently shifted.

“Come on—heave!” said Willy briskly.

They all took hold, and one strong hcave
was enough. The flagstone came up, and
they laid it aside. Church backed away.

“My stars!” he muttered. *It—it smeils
like a grave!”

“Hi, cheese it!” muttered McClure, shiver-
ing. ““There’s no need to make things worse
by talking about graves! It was a dotty
thing to come on this expedition, anyhow.
But we’ll go through with it now.”

Willy flashed his torch down
depths.

““ Nothing has been disturbed here,” ho
said at once. “Look, Ted!”

Handforth looked. Immediately beneath
the hole there was the heavy sea-chest, with
a skeleton of a man stretched over it. A
few tatters of rotted clothing were still cling-
ing to those poor remains. Handforth had
seen all this before, but it nevertheless gave
him an cerie thrill.

“Yes, it’s still intact,” he said, with tre-
mendous esatisfaction. “Willy, my lad, it's
the treasure! It’s the old sea treasure that
Uncle Gregory has been digging for. I say,
what a yarn to tell him!”

Willy nodded.

“ Rather!” he agrced enthusiastically. “But
let’s find the treasure first!”

into the

P e 3

CHAPTER 12.
BURIED ALIVE!
RE—are we going down
there?” asked McClure

dubiously.

“When you've finished

with brainless questions, L
shall be obliged!” replied Handforth, with
sarcasm. ‘‘Of course we’re going down herel
What do you think we came for? IHere's
the treasure, right at our feet, and we should
b? fine fatheads if we didn’t take advantage
0 ‘_.__'_.ll

“Not so much about the treasure, Ted,”
growled W!ly. “We'll just force the chest
open, see what it confains, and then buzz
off. And the sconer we do it, the better.’

They all dropped down into the crypt—an
casy move, for that stone dungeon was not
more than five feet in depth. By dropping
carefully, they avoided the chest, and its
gruesome guardian. For it seemed as though
that skeleton was there to protect the old
relic and its contents. -

“Oh, crikey!” said Church in a scared
voice.

If they had felt eerie before, there was
more reason than ever for them to have that
sensation now. For here they were in the
crypt itself, in the presence of the skeleton.
What if that ghost was really the spirit of
this poor remnant of humanity? None of the
boys doubted that the unfortunate man had
died here hundreds of yecars earlier.
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“It’s no good being nervous,” said Hand-| “One more go, and we'll do it,” he
forth firmly. ““You hold the torch, Willy, | panted. ‘““Treasure! I expect it will be

and I’ll shift these bones over to the wall.”

He touched the skeleton, and it practically
fell to pieces as he attempted to move it in-
tact. 'The four schoolboys held their breath.
They wondered if anytgling' would happen.
Church thought he heard something overhead,
and looked up with a sudden gasp. DBut it
must have been his imagination.

“I—I don’t like this!” he said shalily.
“Let’s get out!”
““Not until we’ve opened this chest,”

repiied Handforth. “Now, you hang on to
this end, Willy, and I’ll use the chisel.”

“Right you are,” agreed Willy. “DBut
let’s try to lift it first.”

They {iried, and it was as much as they
could do to shift it from the stone floor.

“By George, it’s heavyl” breathed Hand-
forth.

“Yes, but that doesn’t prove anything——’

“I’ll bet it’s full of gold!”

“Rats!” said Willy. *These old chests are
a terrific weight, even when they’re empty.
Where's that chisel? Don’t waste any time
on the locks, Ted. Just break them as
quickly as you can.”

Handforth nodded, and produced a heavy
sicel chisel. And the locks were attacked.
But it was not such an easy job to smash
them off. Handforth struggled and wrenched.

“I say, wait a minute!” exclaimed Willy,
after a time. ‘“By jingo, what a lot of
1diots!” .

“What do you mean?”

““Well, look at these caiches—these locks!”
said Willy. “They secem to be pretty in-
cenious—and there was no need to force them
at all. If you push this heavy bar down, the
whole thing comes cpen of its own accord.”

ITe tried, but nothing budged.

“Of course not!” he growled. *“It's too
late” now—you’ve twisted the bar up and
jammed it. So you’d better go ahead. But
it we had looked carefully at first, we
shouldn’t have had this trouble.”

“I’m not so sure,” said Handforth. *“You
told me to use the chisel—"

“That’s all right—you would have used it
just the same, without any telling,” retorted
Willy. “I don’t suppose it matters, Go
ahead!”

S0 Handforth went ahead, and at last the
heavy metal catches were smashed away.
All -the” juniors were now thrilled by the
prospect of what they might find. They had
forgotten their nervousness completely. This
adventure had resolved itself into a genuine
treasure hunt.

“Come on—heave!l”

said Handforth ex-

citedly.
“Right you are! All together!”
They tugged and pushed, and the heavy

lid of the trunk creaked as they exerted
their strength. Handforth was perspiring
with his exertions, and his eyes were
gleaming.

|

packed to the brim——"

“With air, very likely,” said Willy. “1
don’t like to encourage these ideas of yours,
Ted. They only lead to disappointments——"’

“Rot!” interrupted Handforth. “7T tell
you this is full of treasure! I can feal it
in my bones!”

Again they wrenched at the lid, and this
time it gave way completely. With a sud-
den lurch it came back and fell away on its
hinges. And Handforth gave .a shout of
triumph. ,

“Now!” he gasped.

Willy flashed his torch into the interior
of the chest.

““Some treasure!” he said with a grin.

“My only hat!” gurgled Handforth dis-
mally.

For the heavy oaken chest was utterly
empty! . It was a big disappointment,
especially for Handforth, after he had antici-
pated so much. All the enthusiasm died out
of his face.

“It’s a swindle!”” he snorted.

“How can it be a swindle?” asked Willy.

“Well, it’s empty, isn’t it?”

“Of course it’s empty, and there’s no
swindle about it. If» somebody had told us
it was full of gold, and we had bought it,
it might be a swindle then. But we had
no right to assume that it was full.”

“All the same,” said Handforth, *it’s a
fraud. ° Nathing in it at all—not even a
paper, or a button, or—— Hallo! Wait a
minute, though,” he added keenly. ‘ What’s
this? By George! What’s this?”

He bent down over the chest and pulled
something out from a crevice at the bottom.

“A coin!” he breathed. ‘““Look at it!
Gold, too! A Spanish doubloon, by all the
saints! 1 knew it!”

Willy and Church and McClure examinea
that coin with great interest.

“He’s right!” said Church tensely.

“I believe he is,” admitted Willy. “Bum
I don’t compliment our worthy ancestor for
using such a big purse. Unless—unless—"’

““Unless what ?”

““That door at the top had been disturbed,”
said Willy slowly, a keen light coming into
his eyes. “It’s some time since we were
here, and I’'m wondering if that ghost—the
onoe we chased—has calmly been to the crypt
here, and emptied all the gold out of the
chest.” _

“But what about that—that thing?” asked
McClure, pointing to the skeleton.

“You’re wrong, Willy—the chest hadn’t
been disturbed,” said Handforth.

“There’s nothing to prove it,” argued
Willy. “That skeleton could have been put

| back, just as we found it.”

“But we had to force the chest open.”

“We forced it open, but there wasn’t any
need!” Willy pointed out. “If we had-

| opened it by using the bar, we could have
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locked it again. It’s my belief that there’s
been some fishy business going on =

“What—what was that?” asked Church
abraptly.

“I didn’t hear anything.”

“Something touched my ear!” growled
Chuich. “I expect it was only a bit of
wood, or something, falling through that
hole——"

Before he could get any further, an un-
egxrthly cackle sounded immediately above
them. The sound was so unexpected, so gro-
tesque and unearthly, that they all stood
there, their muscles rigid. That peal of
awful laughter almost froze tho blood in
their veins. There was something diabolical
about it.

And it was all the more effective, since
they had "been unprepared for i1t. And i1t
was followed by another peal, and a shower
of fragments fell through into the crypt.

They looked up, and for a moment they
caught a glimpse of a wild, awful face.

“The ghost!” gasped Handforth. “That’s
the face we saw before——"

“Quick!” shouted Willy, a note of des-
perate alarm in his voice. *“The stone slab!
Look! He's—-"

Thud|l

Before Willy could get any further, the
heavy stone slab crashed down into position,
and every other sound was drowned. For a
moment the four juniors looked at one
another with startled, horrified expressions.

‘“He’s bottled us up!” muttered IHandforth.
“No ghost could have done that!”

“It wasn’t a ghost!” shouted Willy des-
perately, “It was a maniac, by the look of
his face. - Quick, Ted! Bend down, doublel
Our only chance is to force that slab up before
he can wedge it!"

“My goodness!”

“Quick! Quick!”

Handforth needed no urging. This was
no time for arzument, either. He bent
down, and Willy jumped on his back, ‘That
slab was only a matter of five feet high, and
Willy could now get a strong purchase. Ile
placed his shoulders against the thing, and
heaved with all his strength—so forcibly, in
fact, that his major was nearly driven to lus
knees.

“Hold tight, Ted!” gasped the fag. ‘'It’s
‘moving !”

“Help Mac !

him, panted Handforth.

GIVE YOUR PAL THE MONSTER!

I

AN
IDEAL
XMAS
GIFT
BOOK
FOR
EVERY
BOY!

r——ee -

This  topping long
yarn of Schoolboy Fun
and Adventure at St.
Frank’s and during
the Christmas holidays
beats any other school

It

volume by miles.

appears In

THE

MONSTER
LIBRARY

No. 14.




THE NELSOR LEE LIBRARY

27

“Church, jump on Mac’s back! Don’t stand
there doing nothing!” .

“There’s only room for me!” said Willy
breathlessly.

Heo heaved again, and Church and McClure
helped all they could by steadying their
leader. Willy gave a huge push, and- the
slub rose out of its seating, and for a
moment they thought they were going to
gend it crashing back.

But that cackle of fiendish laughter came
to them again.

And the slab was driven down, and was 1m-
mediately followed by some dull, heavy
thuds. And when Willy pushed -again, it
was like putting his back against the side
of a house.

He jumped down, perspiring but calm.

“Well, that’s done it,” he said. ‘“We tried
our best, but we couldn’t beat him. No
wonder. He had all the advantage.”

“ But—but——"

“He’s wedged it—shoved a pole, or some-
thing, between that slab and one of the
beams,” said Willy. “Anyhow, we're as
Lielpless as prisoners in a dungeon.”

“Dungeon!” said Church huskily. “You
—you mean that we can’t get out of here?”

““That’s impossible!” shouted McClure,
with a gulp.
Handforth took a deep breath.

“] don’t know what to think,” he mut-
tered. “Whas can we do? 1f that slab bhas
been propped down, we shall-all starve, or
die of suffocation. My hat! What a mess
I’ve got you into!”

Willy compressed his lips. -

“We're all to blame,” he said quietly.
“But you’rg right about the mess. We
didn’t tell anybody where we were coming,
imd t,},mre’s nothing to show that we’re down
jere.

They looked at one another with growing
apprehension.

Buried alivel
ail their minds!

The same thought was in

CHAPTER 13.

:TUNTING THE GHOST-
HUNTERS.

¢ up, Reggie!”

Reggie Pitt opened his

eyes, and blinked.
‘““Hallo!”? he murmured,

sitting up. “That you,

What’s the wheeze? It’s still

13

Nipper?
dark

“It’s not four o’clock. yet,” murmured
Dick Hamilton. “In fact, it’s only just after
half-past three.”

“Thanks awfully for waking me out of a
beautiful dream!” said Reggie politely. “‘It
may b one of your little habits, but I don’t
appreciate this sort of joke. In other words,
blow you!”

Dick shook his head.

“You don’t mean that, Reggie,” he said.
“You know 1 wouldn’t wake you up unless it
was somecthing important. I’m worried about
Handforth.”

“Is that what you call important ?’>

ic Y’ESq‘,,

“Sorry, but I don’t agree!”

“Handforth & Co. have been gonc for over
an hour,” said the Remove captain quiefly.
“In point of fact, for an hour and a half.
Young Willy went with them, but they
haven’t come back. I’ve just been to their
bed-rooms, and 1 know. I don’t like it,
Reggic. I’'m worried.”

“H’m! Perhaps you’re right,” agreed
Reggic Pitt. “They went ghost-hunting,
didn’t they—in the old Towers?” .

“Yes, and that place is full of treacherous
places,” said Dick. *“It was all right when
we were there, of course, because we were
only allowed to use the habitable quarter.
But those idiots have gone exploring. And
I’'m growing uneasy. Are you game to coma
out on a rescue hunt?”

“If you think it’s important enough.”

“1.do.”

“Then I'm your man,” saild Reggie
promptly. “Iunting for the ghost-hunters,
as it were. What a pity we didn’t go with
the chump in the first place.”

“Yes, I’'m beginning to think that now,”
said Dick Hamilton. ‘““But, to tell you the
truth, I didn’t suppose for a minute that
they would really go. 1 was sure that Church
and McClure would squash the whole thing.
But I heard them on the terrace outside, and
I saw them start off.”

“When was that?”

“Not long after two, and they’re still
away,”’ said Nipper. “Dress yourself as
quickly as possible, Reg, and we’ll hurry
off. I'm getting Fullwood, Watson, Archie,
and Tregellis-West, too.”

“Archie!” said Pitt.
sleep 77

“Asg a matter of fact, I found him awake,
and he insists upon coming. Says he’s not
going to be left out in the cold, if any of
the Remove chaps are in danger.”

Dick hurried out, and in less than ten
minutes the party of juniors were ready. It
was rather providential that the thoughtiul
Dick Hamilton had remained awake, and had
decided to get up this party. Indeed, that
night might have had some very tragic con-
sequences but for Dick’s sagacity.

No time was wasted after they got down-
stairs.

“We’ll rush off «t once,” Dick was saying.
“I’ve got a good torch, and 7

“Just a minute,” said Iullwood keenly.
“T’m not afraid of haunted houses, but what
you really nced in a place like that is plenty
of light. There’s a store-cupboard just along
here, with about six petrol-vapour lamps in
it—storm-lanterns, you know. They burn
petrol, but you’ve only got to light them

“Why not let him

| with a match, and they give a terrific light.



28

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Incandescent mantles, like gas, you know,
only twice as brilliant.”

“That’s a good idea, Fully,” said Dick.
“We'll get ’em!”

It was only the work of a minute to seize
one lantern each, and they were easy enough
to carry. And a couple of minutes later
they were running off down the drive, and
heading straight for "the old Towers at full
specd.

For they were all feeling alarmed now.

They knew what an impulsive fellow Hand-
forth was. True, Willy was with him, and
Willy acted- as a brake, but sometimes even
Willy’s influence was useless.

Dick IIamilton and the other juniors knew
nothing ~vhatever about.the crypt, or the sea-
chest, or the skeleton. Handtorth had made
a few vague statements regarding a ghost,
but nobody had taken much notice of them.
They knew what a fellow he was for making
a mountain out of a molehill..

So they were really going to the old house
without any facts. They simply knew that
Handforth & Co. and Willy had gonc there,

but their knowledge did not extend beyond

this bare fact. However, it should be a
comparatively simple task to locate them,
and hustle them home.

The party arrived, thoroughly warmed up.
The run in the moonlight had done them
good. Iivery trace of sleep had been driven
out of them, and they were eager to find
the missing ones, and hear what had delayed
them. ‘

“I think they were going in by the side
door,” exclaimed Dick, as they went round
the snow-covered drive. “If it’s still locked,
we shall know——"

e broke off, and looked rather grim.

““No, here we are,” he =aid, halting in
front of the side door. ‘“The key’s in the
lock, and that proves that they’re still in-
side. Come on; and get those lamps ready
at once! Light is what we need herr. We're
not ghost-hunting—we’re Handforth hunting!”

They got into the big hall, and numerous
matches were struck. And in less than two
minutes the power lamps were dispatching
every shadow. The light was brilliant, even
more dazzling than electricity. And with six
of those powerful lamps going—one for each
junior—there was not the slightest fear of
feeling ecerie. There is nothing like light
to dispel fear.

“Handy!” yelled Dick, as he mounted the
landing. .

There was no reply.

“Now then—all together!”
“One huge shout!”

“They all lifted up their voices:

“HANDY !”

Then they wailed. Dut still there was no
szund—no acknowledgement of that gréat
shout. ;

“I don’t like it,” said Dick, frowning.
“They must be here still—they wouldn’t go
out and leave the door unlocked, with the
kev in it.  We had better explore the whole

said Nipper.

house as quickly as we can. And eveiy now
and again we’ll stop and give a shout.”

““That’s the wheeze!” said Fullwood. “Dut
wouldn’t it be better to go in twos?”

““Yes, it might,” agreed Dick., * Come on,
Montie!”

They scparated, agreeing to meet again
on the landing, unless they made some dis-
coveries in the meantime. And in that case
they were to shout for the others.

The pairs went off in various directions,
and now and again they paused and shouted,
calling Willy’s name and the names of the
others. But it made no difference.

They finally returned to the main landing,
having drawn a blank.

““They’re not here,” said Reggie, at length.
““We’ve been in every corridor, and in almost
every room.”

“Then we'd better go home,” said Full-
wood. “In all probability, we shall find
them there, in bed. That would be nice,
wouldn’t it ?” i

““They’re not in bed, they're still zome-
whe-ze about this house,” declared Dick.

‘““You seem pretty sure,”’ said Watson.

“l am sure.”

€ Wh??”

“I don’t know, but I've just got a feel-
ing!”’ replied Nipper. “It’s a funny thing,
but I know there’s something wrong. 1've
had the same sensation at other times. Do
you know, I tried to sleep to-night, but L
couldn’t. We’ve got to go on with this
search until we find them, or until we find
something that will give us a clue.”

“Good gad!” said Archie Glenthorne. I
thought we were just coming along, as it
were, to yank the laddies back to bed. You
don’t mean to say, old dear, that there's
absolutely something to be alarmed about?”

“I’'m very alarmed,” replied Dick. I
didn’t like to say so before, but I'm windy.”

““Odds draughts and breezes!” ejaculated
Archie. *‘Then, laddies, there must be some-
thing frightfully wrong. 1 mean, if this
cheery lad shows signs of despair, things
are in a dashed queer state.”

And the others knew that Archie had hit
the nail on the head. Dick Hamilton was
famed in the Remove for his coulness, and
he had saved :_rnanl}; a situation in the old
school by keeping his head when the other
fellows would have acted according to im-
pulse rather than according to their wits.

So when Dick Hamilton confessed himself

alarmed, it was time for the others to be
thoroughly scared.

CHAPTER 14.
ARCHIE’S D:SCOVERY.

LESLIE 1ULL-
WOOD was certainly look-
Ing very grave.

“If you'll tell us what
to do, Dick, we'll get
“And it might be a good

busy,” he said.
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idea if you gave us an inkling of vour fears.
What do you think has happened? You're
not afraid of anything—dangerous, are you?
You don’t think they’ve had any adventure
with a ghost?”

Dick shook his head.

“They’ve seen no ghost,” he replied. ““But
a house like this is full of pitfalls. Why, up-
stairs I came across a passage with a [loor
that was nearly rotted through. These old
houses are death-traps sometimes. 1'mn going
to look Into the cellars, if I can find them.
Supposing they went down into a cellar, and
it was full of firedamp, as they call 1t?
They would be overcome before they could
geb out, and b

“But that would kill them!” gasped Tommy
Watson.

“I know—so

we mustn’t think of it,”
growled Dick. *“‘Let’s go round again, and
this time we'll look out for clues. Keep
vour eyes skinned, and if you find the
slightest trace of anything fishy, sing out!”

3o off they went again, now thoreughly
aroused by Dick’s grave fears.

And for some little time they searched in
vain, No clues came to licht. There was
nothing to show that Handforth & Co. and
Willy had been here at all, except for the
fact that they had found the key in the lock.
Diek’s fears were not fantastic ones—as, in-
deed, evenis had vroved. All manner of un-
fortunate things could have happened to the
Guartette. But, of all the possibilities, an
accident scemed to be the most likely.

After a frantic search thq rescue party located the wreckage in a stone-paved lower passage.
debris of shaftered woodwork lay the tumbled figure of a man !

Amidsy the

It fell to Archie’s lot to make the first
important discovery.

He and Fullwood were together, and both
were carrying their storm lanterns. None of
these searchers had felt the slightest tinge of
apprehension, for these lights had given a
creat feeling of confidence.

“This doesn’t seem o be much good to
me,” Fullwood was saying, as he and Archie
found themselves penectrating one of the
upper corridors. “We're just going round
in circles. We’re not getting anywhere, or
doing anything. I wish we could ge’ hold of
something definite X

“One moment, laddie. Be good enough fo
pause,” said Archie. “Good gad! What
have wo here? QOdds picces of eight! A
bally doubloon!”

““More likely a piece of lead!” said Full-
woaod.

Archie had picked something from the
floor, and he was examining it closely. Full-
wond became interested now, and he took
the thine and weighed it in his hand. Then
he scratched 1t with a pin.

“It’s gold!”

“Great Scott!” he exclaimed.
“ Absolutely !” said Archie.
“And I believe you were right—it’'s a
piece of eight, or whatever they used to call

those cld-time coins,” went on Fullwood
eagerly. “Hi, Dick!” he added, raising his
voice. ‘“‘Nipper! Dick!”

Not only Dick Hamillon, but the other
searchers came hurrying up in answer to
IFullwood’s hail, and they 2all grew excited
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as they examined Archie Glenthorne’s dis-
covery.

“You found this on the floor here?” asked
Dick.

“At my feet, old dearl”

“YWhereabouts 7" i

Archie pointed, and Dick Hamilton went
down on his knees and searched closely. A
moment later he uttered a little exclamation,
and gingerly picked up another coin of
cxactly the same sort.

“Well, I’'m blessed!” said Pitt. “What
on earth can it mean? These coins can’t
have anything to do with the disappearance
of those chaps, but—"

“Y don’t know,” interrupted Hamilton.
“There may boe more of them. There's such
a lot-of dust on the floor, and these coins
are so drab, that it was only by chance
that one of them was seen. DBut now we
know what to look for, we might find others.”

“But I expect tihey’ve been here for
yvears—"’

““This coin, at all events, was only dropped
just recently,” interrupted Nipper.

““Flow the dickens can you tell that?”

“PBecause the dust is just as thick where
the coin 'ay as everywhere else,” replied
Dick keenly. ‘““Don’t you understand? 1f
it had been here for years, the dust would
have been on top of the coin, instead of
underneath it.”

“By Jove, that’s true!”

They were {reshly startled by this dis-
covery. '

““ Golden coins—old doubloons, or guineas,”
said Dick thoughtfully. “And here we find
them, littered about the dusty, grubby floor
of this old place. There’s something very
rummy here, you chaps. And we’re not
guin}g to have any rest until we find out the
truth.”

And while they were standing there, in the

corridor, animatedly discussing the strange
situation, Handforth & Co. and Willy were
rapidly beginning to lose all hope of rescue—
of even life itself!
- For half an hour they had been in that
crypt, and the only light they possessed was
an electric torch. Tor the first ten minutes
of their imprisonment they had all spoken
at once, wondering who had trapped them,
and how they could escape. Although they
had been startled, they had not feared any
real tragedy. .

And then had come a period of silence,
with only an occasional word,

And now, at the end of the half-hour, they
were ready to talk again. The light of the
torch was growing dim, for no batlery can
carry on for long when the current is switched
on continuously, The light, instead of being
a brilliant beam, was now fading. But Willy
Handforth, who had charge of the torch,
did not switch it off.

He knew the stale of his companions’
nerves, and he realised the state of his own.
And there was that skeleton over against

the other wall. It was not the kind of place
to be in in darkness.

“We've got to do something!” burst out
Handforth suddenly. *‘Good heavens! We
can’t stay here like this—standing about idle!
Surely we can force that flagstone up?”

“That’s what I was thinking,” panted
Church. , ]
“We tried,” said Willy quietly. “It was

as much as we could do to get it up, even
before it was jammed. DBut now it’s impos-
sible. I’m as keen as you are to get out
of here——"

“How do we know it’s jammed ?” demanded
his major.

“We don’t know for certain, but there’s
not much doubt on the point,” replied Willy
grimly. “Didn’t I feel the slab forced dowu
suddenly, and didn’t we hear those thuds?”

“I'll tell you what!” declared Handforth,
his eyes glittering. *““‘Let’s all get hold of
that chest and give it one terrific heave up-
wards. If we exert sufficient force, it might
smash the stone.”

‘,‘tYeﬁ,” exclaimed McClure. “Let’s try
it!

It certainly seemed to be an idea worth
putting into practice. But their united
strength was only just enough to raise the
chest from the floor, and to hoist it up. When
they came to apply the upward heave, the
result was only a weak thud on the slab,
and it was rather lucky that one of them
was not injured, for the chest crashed down
to the floor with a devastating crash.

“It’s no good!” Fasped Handforth. “Wo
can’t do it! I—I don’t know why it is, but—
but I feel sort of stifled! There’s—there’s
a chokey feeling in my throat——-"

“T can feel that, too!” muttered Church,
clutching at his throat.

McClure laughed bitterly.

“Can you wonder at it?” he asked.
“There's no ventilation in this place—not a
scrap! That poor chap, over by the wall—
those bones—he died, I expect, because he
couldn’t breathe! There’s no air in here!”
he added, with sudden panic. “We're all
slowly suffocating!”

¢« And this—this place won't be c¢pened
again for hundreds of years perhaps,”
breathed Church. ‘“And then they’'ll find
four skeletons!”

“Five, you mean,” pointed out Willy with
sarcasm. “ Well, I must say you’re a cheerful
lot! That chokey feeling 1s a bit apparent,
I'll admit, but we can last for hours and
hours yet. During the final two hours of
life we may be unconscious, but it takes more
than squiffy air to kill St. Frank’s chaps!
We shall gebt out of this all right, so don’t
worry.”’ \

“ But—but nobody knows we're here
Church hoarsely. :
“Yes, they do!” put in Handforth, his
eyes gleaming. “Didn’t I go to Hamiiton
and Pitt and the others? Didn’t I ask them
to come with us on this ghost hunt? They

' gaid

know all about it!?
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“But they don’t know anything about this ]
crypt,” said McClure.

“No,” admitted Handlorth slowly.

“When the morning comes, and there’s
no sign of us, they'll swarm through this
house like rabbits in a warren,” declared
Willy., “And it’ll be a strange thing if they
don’t open that door, and sce the hole in
the floor. Then they’ll investigate further,
and haul us out just when we’re beginning
to get rcally dazed. So what about taking
a nap, and switching this light off for a bit?
We don’t want to use all the juice out.”

Handforth looked at.his minor warmly.

“You're a good chap, Willy,” ho said
fervently. " You get my rag out sometimes,
yvou young bounder, but when it comes to
an cmergeney, you're madd of the right
stuft 1 .

“As we secm to be paying one another
compliments, I might as well say that I'm
made of the same stuff as you are—only
more sol’” remarked Willy calmly. “Never
say die! That's my motto! When things
look black, just grin, and hope for the best ”

‘“It sounds all right, but we shall Iook very
sick, shan’t we, if we grin and wait, and then
nothing happens?”’

Willy smiled.

“Oh, well, we shall be worse than sick
then—but there’s one consolation,” he said.

“We shan’t know anytbing about 1t i”

——

CHAPTER 15,
THE LAYING OF THE GHOST!

A\ [CK HAMILTON pointed.

- “There’s another!” he
said tensely. ““You sce,
there’s a trail of these
coins! They only appecar
at intervals, but we’ve followed them up and
down two passages already. If we kecep on,
wo might discover something really im-
portant.”

“What's the bag 77’ asked Reggie Ditt.
“Thirteen, so far.”
“My lucky number !’ said Reggie. “That

Church shook his head.

means thal we're going to push on, and mect
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with success. TFollowing this golden trail is
an interesting business, but I can’t see how
it’s going to locate Handforth & Co. !’

Dick looked thoughtful. )

“Well, it’s the best thing we can do,
under the circumstances,” he replied. *“ We’vo
scarched the place without finding any trace
of them, but we've discovered these coins.
They've been moved recently, too. .

“I take it that there must have been hun-
dreds of them, and these odd ones have
been dropped during the course of shifting
them, There’s just a chance that Handforth
& Co. are involved, and we're in such a posi-
tion that we can do nothing but carry on
with the likeliest method at our disposal. So
let’s do 1t!”

This seemed the most sensible course, and
the corridor was filled with the brilliant
lights as the juniors went over the dusty
floor, inch by inch, looking for the stray
coins, -

But the game was not destined to go on

for long. :
Something caused Tullwood to glance
round. He didn’t know what. But he had

an uncanny feeling that he was being
watched. And he caught his breath in, and
gave a sudden shout.

“Look !” he yelled.
here !’

;:Eh ?:I.'I'

“What’s the matter with you, TIullwood,
vou ass?”’

“Good gad !’

They all turned, startled by Tullwood’s
shout. And for a moment they caught a
glimpse of a figure at the far end of the long
corridor.

“I saw him looking at us!” gasped Tull-

“There's somebody

wood. ““A man, I believe—but the face was
awful—"? .
“Quick!” roared Dick. “This 1s our

chance!”’

They ran frantically, and in their excite-
ment they were so keen to overtake the
intruder that all the lamps were left on the
floor. They gave chase, with only the moon-
Light to assist them.

And that strange figure played the same
trick as before.

Without warning, 1t spun round into a side
passage, and vanished. Dick was the first to
reach the bend, and as he turned it, he heard
a splintering and crashing of woodwork.
Then, with a ghastly sound, came a thud
from below.

““Good heavens!” breathed Dick. “He’s

fallen through the floor !’
A moonbcam was sufficient to show him.
About ten yards shead there was a. gaping
hole in the floor of the passage. The
““‘ghost,”” in attempting to lure his pursuers
into the trap, had fallen into it himself!

Fullwood and Pitt wanted to push - for-
ward, but Nipper held them back.

“No, 1t’s too dangcrous!” he said quickly.
‘“Besides, there’s no need to take the risk.
Let’'s get a lamp, and rush down to -the
E;nunﬁ !ﬁocr. The fellow must have killed

imself |’

“Oh, my goodness!”

“Come on—let’s go and sce!l”’

Tho whole incident had not occupied mora
than a minute, but what a different com-
plexion it had put on the affair! The
searchers instinctively felt that this Unknown
would be able to throw some light on the
disappearance of Handforth & Co.

So & lamp was brought, and all the juniors
hurried down, and began a frantic search
for the spot where the stranger had fallen.
Dick had a good sense of direction, but it
was some little time before he found the
precise spot.

And then, in a stone-paved lower passage,
the wreckage was located.

A heap of woodwork lay there, with some-
thing in the middle of it. They ran up, ono
of tﬁa juniors holding the lamp high, while
Dick Hamilton and Reggie Pitt gingerly
pulled the debris aside, and revecaled the
figure of a man. '

“Is he dead?” whispered Pitt huskily.

They gently pulled the figure -out of its
unnatural position,-and a groan sounded. A
general shout of astonishment and dismay

went up.
it’s old Rodd!” said Dick, in

“Why,
wonder.

Rodd, the general’s faithful old butler!
The retainer who had been in the Handforth
family all his lifel Was it possible that he
was responsible for the_ sinister events that
had been taking place?

“He’s done for!” muttered Fullwood
shakily.

“I don’t think so,” said Dick. *‘‘The fall
wasn’t so great—and it wouldn’t have hurt
any of us chaps. But Rodd’s an old man,
and he’s naturally come off rather badly.
But I don’t think he’s dying.”

The old man opened his eyes as Dick was
speaking, and looked in front of him with
a dazed, bewildered expression on his face.
Then he stared round, and groancd.

“Master IEdward!’ he muttered Dbro-
kenty. '
““He’s not here, Rodd,”” said Dick. *“We

¥y

thought perhaps you could tell us

“The crypt—in tho crypt!” breathed the
old man.

He spoke dully, and seemed to lapse. His
wrinkled old face was weary, but there was
no sign of evil there. And Iullwood locked
puzzled.

“It’s a funny thing!”’ he murmured. “I
could have sworn it wasn’t Rodd I saw, It
was a face, but a distorted face, with wild

¥

eyes——
“By Jove ! exclaimed Dick, with a start. -

‘“Perhaps _ho was mad—just temporarily

insane! The guv'nor was talking yesterday.

He told me not to let any of you fellows
know. But Rodd was carried up to his bed-
room in a kind of fit, after scaring half tho
kitchen staff.”

“That’s it!’ said Fullwood, at once.
was Rodd’s face. But he was looking like a
maniac——" He broke off as the old-man
opened his eyes again. ‘‘Rodd,” he said,

(14 'It

| ““don’t you know what’s been happening ?”
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“Ay, young sir,” replied Rodd quietly. “1I | very boys he most desired to protect. It is
know. My head’s been boiling—it’s been on | somefimes the way of demented people to do
fire!l But it’s all quict now—it’s bettor. I’'m | this sort of thing. The sight of that chest

not so wild, young sirs. And I remember—I
ﬂtﬁem to have been dreaming, but I know it
all 1’”?

““One of you fetch some water !” said Dick
quickly.
back of the poor old fellow’s head, and
Yes, that must be the reason! The fall
brought him back to sanity, I expect.”

“Ay, Master Hamilton, that must be it,”
agreed Rodd, who scemed to know every-
thing that was being said, and who thor-
oughly understood. *Tho treasure! It was
the treasure that did it!” :

“The treasure!” echoed all of them.

“Ay, young sirs—the treasure!” muttered
Rodd. “For months has the master been
searching, digging here, and digging there.
ay, and doing it %{)r a hobby. Secems he has
set his heart on finding it. And I tried to
rob him!”’ he added brokenly. “I tried to
rob the master!”

“Tell us how, Rodd,” whispered Dick.
““How did it happen ¥’

“It was Master Edward—ay, and Master
Willy !” said the old man huskily. *That
night we played the practical joke on ye all.
I was in it, young sirs—I helped to fool ye!”
He smiled feebly. Ay, and we did fool ye,
too! Right enongh we did!”

“¥Yes, but what about this treasure 7’’

“I was in ono of the passages that night,
ready to make a sound that Master Willy
had arranged with me,” continued Rodd.
““And I got into 2 wrong corridor, and then
I found Master Edward and Master Willy
down a hole—down in the erypt! And shen
I looked, I saw the treasure chest—I hear
them talking about it.” -

“Didn’t you let them know that you were
there ?”’

The old man passed a hand over his pallid
brow.

“T don’t seem to remember!"” he muttered.

“But something seemed to go inside my
head, voung sirs. Maybe 1t was the sight of
that treasure chest. 1 thought T could kcep
it for myself! I don’t know why—I’m not a
man who hankers for money. But there it
was—] found myself like a demon. T knew
that my eyes were wild, and that my face

was like an animal’s—but I couldn’t alter it
_Id?:i:dn,t want to! Ay, I must have been
ma

“And what did you do then?’’ asked Dick.

“I crept away, and when the young gentle-
men came up, I followed them—I threw an
old picce of sacking over me, and maybe
they thought I looked kind of queer in the
moonlicht, Hecaven forgive me, but I wanted
to lure them into danger |”

The old man’s agony was obvious. And so
ne told his story He knew the Towers from
celles to roof, having served his former
imaster here for several years, before going
into the bigger mansion.~ At that time they
Lad both been occupied, it seemed.

And, in his madness, he had used his know-
legge of the sceret ways in order to harm the

“There’'s a terribledgash on the.

had secemed to turn his brain—probably
because of the general’s months of search.

There was a secret panel in that passage
with the rotten floor. And Rodd, rendered
as active as a young man by his insanity,
had leapt into the hidden cavity, hoping
that hie pursuers would rush on, and crash
through the treacherous floor. But on the
last occasion he had forgotten himself—he
had run on over that flooring before realising
his action.

“Ay. but I'm glad !’ he concluded. “It’s
helped me to know the truth. All the gold’s
in that sccret recess. I took it all out of the
chest—bagful by bagful, and carried it——"’

He broke off, and he tried to struggle to

his feet, but fell back, groaning with diro
agony.

“My leg—my leg!” he croaked.

“Quick. help him!” exclaimed Dick., “1

believe his leg’s broken—"

“Young sirs—young sirs!’”’ said the old
butler, starting up again. “There’s Master
Edward—ay and Master Willy and the other
two young gentlemen! Heaven forgive me,
but I shut them in the crypt! I left them
there to suffocate—so that they could never
tell of what they had scen!”

CHAPTER 16.
A HAPPY CHORISTMAS!

IS listeners
Lorrified.

“So that’s why they dis-
appeared !’ shouted Reg-
gie Pitt. “Quick! Can’t
we rush there—"’

“You shut them in the crypt, Rodd!” ex-
claimed Dick Hamilton, touching the old
man’s arm, as he fell back, with closed eyes.

“May I be forgiven, young sir, but I was
mad—I didn’t know what I was doing!”
sobbed Rodd. “Ay, and now it’s too late!
They’ll be dead, I make no doubt !”

“Dead!’” they panted.

“’Twas over an hour ago.
the flagstone——"

“But where is this crypt?’ asked Dick
tensely. “Quickly, Rodd—quickly! There
might still be time! Thank goodness we
didn’t waste time by carrying him away
before hearing his story! If we can only
find out where this crypt is—’

“Under the tower, Master Hamilton,”
murmured Rodd. “Under tho south tower!

were utterly

I shut down

That’s where you’ll find the crypt. Ay, poor
boys! Poor young gentlemen! I left them
there. But I was a madman then, and I

don’t seem to know——"

His voice faltered, and died away.

“He’s swooned !’ exclaimed Dick. “ Two
of you stop here, and the rest of us’ll rush
to the eouth tower. Give Rodd some water,
and try to make him a bit easier. But we’ve
got to find Handforth & Co. first!”
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“He says they’ll be dead!” muttered Full-
wood, 1n alarm.

“Quick, laddies!” urged Archie. *I mean
to say, dash it, this is no time for wasting
the old flow of chat! Tally-ho!l Yoigks, and
so forth! To the south tower!”

They hurried off, leaving only two juniors
behind,  Dick Hamilton was puzzled as to
why he had not located the crypt before in
his ecarchings. DBut when he got to the scuth
tower, he understood. It was only reached
by a narrow passage which led nowhere clse,
e had forced the door open, and had scen
that broken hole in tho flooring, but had
merely assumed that the place was part of
the half-ruined section. He had even shouted,
but had got no reply.

But now that Rodd had given delinite in-
formation, it was a different thing.

“It’ll be down herc—through this broken
floor!” exclaimed Dick quickly. “The crypt!
By Jove, 1t must be a sccret place—some-
thing that has never becn suspected, per-
haps, for centuries. And Handforth, 1t
scems, discovered 1t by accident, and said
nothing to any of us!”

" Let's get down!” ghouted Watson. ;

They soon dropped into the lower chamber,
and then they undersicod. A heavy picce of
timber was firmly wedged from the beam
above to the stone flag in the flooring. From
below, a hundred giants could not have forced
1t upwards.

“Help me!”” exclaimed Dick feverishly,

They forced the timber aside, and then
hauled on the iron ring. The stone came up,
and their hearts were in their mouths.

“ Handy!” gasped Dick, holding his light
over the cavity.

“What did I tell you?’ came a drowsy
voice. “‘I knew it, Ted } By jingo, fresh air |
I'resh = -

“They're alive!” roared Watson.

One after the other, they dropped down
into the crypt, taking their lights with them,
and making that place into a blaze. 'Their
great joy was dampened somewhat by the
fact that Ifandforth and Church were only
seini-conscious. "They were pale, and breath-
ing- with great difficulty. McClure and
Willy were not quite so affected.

“It's air we mneed!” mutltered MeClure.
““ Let’s—lect’s get outside! Oh, thank heaven !
We thought it was all up with us!”

“But 1 knew you'd come!”’ said Willy
hoppiiy.

They were all hoisted out. It was a difficult
task, but they could help themselves to a
certain extent. although thev were weak and
dizzy. And thcn, at last, they wero in the
corridor, anc every window was flung wide
open, so that the cold night air could flood
i,

And the cffeet was quite remarkabla.

~With great rapidity, the semi-suffocated
Juniors came round. As McClure had said,
it was nothing but air they needed. And
they got plenty of it now—rich air, filled with
ozone, straight from the North Sea.

"

length., *““So we’re out! \e're saved! \Who
—iwho told you where we were, Dick 7’

*“ Rodd !”” replied Nipper.

“Good old Rodd!” approved Willy.

“But it was Rodd who bolted you down
there,” said Tommy Watson. “The poor
old chap went off his chump, and—— But,
1 say, hadn’t we better go and sce aiter him
now "’

“That’'s just where I'm going!”’ replied
Dick Hamnilton quickly. *‘Two of you chaps
stay here with these others, and bring them
down when they can walk &

“You ass, we can walk now !”’ said Hand-
forth. “I—I never thought we were going
to walk again, though!”’ he added soberly.
“And what's all this about Rodd? It's all
dotty !”’

But later on,, when they heard Rodd’s
story, repeated to them by the others, they
knew the truth. And by this time #dward
Oswald Handforth was practically himself.
Uncle Gregory was on the spot, too, to say
nothing of Lord Dorrimore, Mr. Nelson Lee,
and many of the servants.

There was quite a deal of excitement.

Rodd was suffering from a broken leg, but
had miraculously escaped any other serious
injury. And General Handforth, after he
had heard the full story, came to the conclu-
sion that when Rodd rccovered, he should be
put in a little cottage with his wife, and
medically attended regularly—in case of
another outbreak. But there was littie fear
of this, for he was now perfectly sanc again.

In that sceret recess, the hoard of treasure
was found—heaps of old golden coins. There
were documents, too, among themn, and other
priceless writings which Handforth’s uncle
went nearly frantic about. But Edward
Oswald Handforth naturally claimed all the
credit.

‘“ After all, T found this treasure !” he said,
as he talked to a crowd of the boys and girls
afterwards.  “By George, what a night!
First of all, that jape with Irene; then the
ball, and then the ghost hunt, and next door
to death at the finish! I don’t mind a bit
of excitement, but why lay 1t on in lumps?”

Handforth spoke lightly—for everybody
was fecling happy at the merciful ending to
that adventure—which might easily have been
so tragie. But those words of Edward
Oswald’s were rather significant, as it hap-
pened.

For the St. Frank’s party at Mandforth
Towers—little though they gucssed it—wero
soon to be plunged into a vortex of excite-
ment which would make this Christmas

adventure scem tame and insignificant by
comparison |

THE END.

(Wonderful mew adventure series begins
next week with: “THE EKNIGHTS OF
NORTHESTRIA!” You must not miss any
of these yarns; they are all real stunners!
Therefore, insure against disappointment by
placing an order for the NELsoN LEe LIBRARY

"My only hat!” exclaimed Handforth, at | with your newsagent.)
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The Advance on London!

Powerful War Serial !

SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS!

JACK BENNETT and his two ckums, TOM
LEE and BUSTER KIRK, fall into the thick
of the fighting around Cliff House School
when @ermany invades England in a War of
Revenge. The enemy makes many landings
and marches on London. The chums are cut
off from the British, but eventually they
manage to escape with a yowng airman in a
bombing ’plane. They land at an aerodrome
not far rem Edgware. In the morning,
there is no one in sight in the aerodrome, but
fighting appears to be going on over towards
Harrow. Ajpter a while, the chums find sone

HI-HIIIIIIlllllﬂil!l'llllll.llIIlIIIII':
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At Bay !

HE sccond shell from the German tank
fell short. 1t sent up a plume of brown
earth and torn grass, while heavy smoke
billow+«d mistily from the burst.

Jack dug nis hands in the grass and pulied
himself up. Hiz head was singing and he was
deafened by the explosion of the Hrst shell. He
eould see the hole it had made in the earth te
oue side of the wireless hut; the ehief operator
was crouched by the doorway, his face twisted
with pain and holding a limp left arm. Evidently,
43 had beea hit.

That wireiess but was the last link between
Whitehall and the few field wireless stations
working ouf with the fighting infantry. At all
asts, the station must be held for an hour, until
\Whitehali could take messages direct from the
Lhattling troops:

And now this German tank had come on the
‘ene! Plainly enough, its commander knew the
alue of the wireless station. The tank must
beve had orders to thrust ahead and to smash
the station at all costs.

ENGLAND INVADED!

|

(Now get busy on this week’s amazing thrills!)

ROGER FOWEY

. L]
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operators in the aerodrome wireless station,
and learn that the enemy has advanced dur-
ing the wmight; the Huns have flung their
armies ac:oss Essex, and now the DBritish are
fighting desperately along the northern out-
skirts of London on a line from Woodford lo
Harrow. Also, the wireless station iz the only
one remaining station in touch with White-
hall; even as the chums learn this, a German
tank lumbers off the Edgware Road into the
aerodrome and the trio is sent flying a3 a
?hcll from the tank bursts near the wireless
tut.

AR SRR NN UGN FEE FRFENENERENINORENANY

A tihird shell screeched towards the hut.
Through the ringing in his ears, Jack heard the
snarling rush of it over-head: * Scrow-w-w-w-w!”
and then the fierce * Whoom-m-m-m!” as it burst
yards behind. :

Jack scrambicd to his feet. He saw DBuster and
Tom staggering up a little distance away, then he
looked out towards che enemy tauk. He could
barely see it through the smoke which had risen
from the shell that had fallen short; that was
why the third shell had gone overhead and had
missed the hut, tne tank’s gunners were baulked
by the smoks,

The wireless station could not hope to live
long in the face of the tank’s assault, but if the
tank could not see the station

Smoke bombs!

The idea flashed through Jack’s brain. Jt was
the oniy possible way of saving the station—to
throw a smoke-cloud between it and the tank. If
the Muns cou.in’'t see the hut, they would have
to fire blindly, and there was a chance that other
British units might come up aud distract the
landship's attention.

In the aerodrome there must be smoke-bombs,
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somcwhere. Pecliaps there were some in  the
cluster of buildings near the wireless but—if oanly
he. could get them in time. Jack leaped to the
side of the wounided operator.

.They've winged me—by gosh, the rotten
swabs!” he lieard the mau gasp. * They'll smash
us up here! It's—-"

" Cun we throw a smoke cloud out in front of
the hut?” Jack demanded. *“Are there any
smoke bombs mnear here—quick!”

“Might be;” the man gasped. “I don't know.
What good would they bey” He stood a moment,
staring before him, and then he realised just
what Jack was driving at. *“ You're right—that's
a good ideal!” he exclaimed.

From ijnside the nut, Jack could hear the
operators quietly passing messages from the
front:

“We have fallen back on the barricades at
Wood Green, sir. Captain Dunn  reports hig
squadron of tanks in ambush at Bowes Park—
they hope to take the ecuemy on the flank.”

“We are retiring from Woodford Bridge, sir.”

“Enemy using gas at Friern Barpnet. Our
counter attack was a failure!” . .

“Colonel Lloyd cannot hold on at Mill Hill
without reinforcements, sir.” .

“"The Cheshires are cut off at Totteridge.
Olficer in charge has refused to surrender!”

The quiet, incisive voices came clearly to Jack’s
ears, then the wounded operator said suddenly :

“The second shed behind this—there are some
bombs in there! It's not the magazine—they're
in boxes. They may be what you want!”

Jack leaped away, yelling to his chums. They
could hardly hear him, but they made out from
his gestures wnat he wanted, and hoth tore after
him as he sped along the side of the hut.
Another shell from the tank plugged over their
heads as they ran, and they saw it burst in
front of the shed for which they were making.

They plunged on. In a matter of seconds they
were tearing through the smoke and fumes from
the shell, then, coughing and gasping, they flung
themselves at the shed door. It was not locked,
und Jack tore the iron hasp from its staple,
then dived in «ith his chums at his heels.

“We want some smoke bombs—throw a smoke-
screen in front of the hut!" he gasped, choking
from the fumes of the shell.

There were stacks of cases in the shed. Some
had been broken open, and small wooden
separators crunched under their feet as they
trampled through the litter on the floor. Jack
peered juto a half-empty case; he saw bombs
lying in it*—two-feet long. Heavy things intended
to be dropped from the air. He struggled to get
one out, then heard Buster yelling at him.

“Jack—here! Look at these!”

Buster was ripping the wooden top from a half-
opeued case. Inside were row upon row of bombs
~—hand-bombs! Lach had a long wooden stave
attached to a rounded, bulbous lead which
seemed to be made from tin.

On the side of the case was stencilled:

i
§/B Inf. Phos. Chl-sul. 75.
b sec. fuse.

“"That looks like what we want!” Jack said
quickly. He reached for one of the bombs.
There was a small ring attacked to a piece of
wire, which ran wupwards through the handle.
“Pull that and it starts the fuse!” he exclaimed.
“Let's try one.”

He ran to the door, pulled the ring and then
flung the bomb as far as he could from bhim. It
curved fn the air, hit the grass—one tense
second a3 the three watched it, then came a
dall * Ploom!” and a sudden cloud of yellowish-
white smoke flung upwards from the spot, spread-
ing and curling over the grass.

loading their arms,

With a yetl, the three raced back for the box.
They grabbed the bombs as fast as they could,
then tore for the door.
With Jack in the lead, they went racing back to
the wireless but.

The cloud of smoke still showed hazily in front
of the building, but the tauk was ncarer now. A
shell had burst at one corper, and the woodwork
showed jagged und broken about a gaping hole.

From the shelter of the hut side, Jack flung
the first of the bombs, sending it away with all
his strength It burst as it hit the ground, and
the resulting cloud of smoke hid the tank. e
dashed forward, Buster and Tom with lim.

Jack hear1 machine-gun bullets singing through
the air somewhere near: * Pew-w-w-w-w!” Some
unseen hand wecemed to rake grass and earth ab
his feet—a lowg brown gash which meant that
a stream of machine-gun bullets had struck
there. Then the threec were on the fringe of the
smoke cloud and flinging bombs through it as
fast as tliey knew how.

“Chuck ‘’'em fan-shape.” Jack gasped, aad
Buster ran out to one side to spread the cloud
a3 broadiy as might be. '

In thirty seconds a thick fog hung between
themselves and the tank—impenetrable and look-
ing almost solid They heard the coughing
bark of the tank’s forward gun as it fired
viciously through the screen, but the crew had
lost all sense of direction and its shells crashed
well clear of tne hut.

-“Done it!” flom exclaimed.

“Unless the tank charges through it!"” Jack
told éim. “We'd better get some more and
screen the whole hut, all round—then they won't
be able to find it at 2ll. There are plenty more
bombs in that shed! Come on!”

As they went, Jack” glanced to the ridse on
their right. He could sce Germans coming slowly
down it now. He made out machine gun parties
running from out the trees while, well down the
slope, khaki figures were rallying. To the right,
a little knot of DBritishers charged furiously, the
brilliant sunlight gleamed and glittering on the
chill steel of their bayonets.

Huns broke and ran, and the little group. won
back to the top of the ridge; more men sped
after them, and for a space they enfiladed the
atfacking euemy. Then the whole picture was
wiped out for Jack as a shell from the tank
burst on a shed some distance away and hid
everything iv o founting cloud of debris.

~They raced past the wircless hut, then all threo
stopped dead us some men appeared from the
far end of the line of sheds. Trim, khaki-clad
men, they were, wearing slouch hats, and yelling
like mad as they hauled oan whitened ropes.

From around the corver of the hut poked the
tapering muzzle of a gun, with more men plung-
ing at the wheels and still more runnioe up
behind, a gleamiug shell under each arm.

“They're Australians!” Jack exclaimed.

“Good old Aussics!” Tom roared, and went
racing rurgard.

A tanned-faced fellow who was pulling for all
he was worth at the end of t.hep ropeg greeted
bhim with a cheerful grin.

“Hallo, digger! Good work with
bombs. eh? We brought this
yvou'd like it to hel
Pull up, lads—we're

=

lie smoke-
- along—thought
P wipe up that Jerry tank.
in the war now!”

Bravo, Australia!

HERE were twelve or fifteen of the young
Australians—big, hefty fellows, full of
muscle and cheeriness. Apparently, they
had found the gunm from somewhere at

the back of the aerodrome. As Jack pulled his
weight witn the big Aussie who had first spoken
to them the man said:

“We saw you fellows from the road. We came
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up In 2 lorry to give a hand to protect this radio
station o’ yji;urs,git looks as though we'll be in
time for the concert, and—— 'Hey, baul over to
the right, copber! We want to see that tank
before we shout at it—no good goin’ right into
ihe smokel”

He fel! silent as they raced onward; on the
smooth grass the gun ran more easily and they
swept in a wide circle. A gust of wind rolled
up one edge of the smoke-cloud, and they
glimpsed the enemy tauk. )

The great grey craft was lumbering forward.
In hali a minute it would be plunging through
the smoke-cloud and bearing down on the wire-
jess hut. Jack knew what would happen then,
the tank would charge it and flatten the building
oub.

“Righkt:™ the blg Aussle bawled, and the gun
stopped, its spade digging into the ground. “ Any-
body know how to shoot it! Come on with those
shells, cobber—that’s the way! Now then, who’s
geing to shoot the thing!l”

The big fellows grinned at one another. Jack
glanced rouna ot them. Apparently, npone of them
knew how to handle the guno; it was just the
sort of cheerfully irrespousible thing these big
Aussies would bave done—to get the gun into
position’ for use and then not know how %o
ulanago it

“1 think I can fire it,” Jack sald quickly. Hse
remeinbered bow the artilleryman had loaded the
big German gun3 at Chillen Quarry, and he
steppéd to the breech. He snapped It open,
and ope of the men handed nim a long, poiuted
shell—armour-piercing, Jack saw.

He looked a% the head, and worked the dia.
round. setting the fuse—it was almost a point
blank shot for the enemy tauk, now-—then slid

the shell home.

“ Anybody bring those white pads— Ab!
Good man'” He grabbed a charge and slammed
it 1n behind the shell, then crashed the brecch
shut. While he nad been doing this, the big
Aussie had got down to the sighta.

* All right. digger!™ he roared.
here she goes!”

He jerked back, saw that Jack got clear, and
then snapped the lanyard. :

The gun went off with a crashing roar. In-
stantly. Jack was at the breech and jerking it
open again, smoke writhing lazily from it. He
got and slid in another shell—and then became
conscious that machine-gun bullets were whipping
on the stee. shield. The other Australians
dropped flat to the ground behind. From the
tank a shelli came crashing, smashing to the earth
ten yards away and smothering them with frag-
ments and wptorn tufts of grass.

“ Never mind that! Are you right?” yelled the
gunner. “I'll get her this time—here she goes!™

Again the gun thundered, kicking back with
the recoi’ Jack saw a sudden burst of flame
from the side of the tank, then smoke blotted
It out, while the men around him cheered wildly.

“Good boy, .fason!”

“You tickled him!”

Anotber shell enubbed {nto the breech. Jason
bent behind the sights, waiting for the smoke to
clear When it had gone, they saw that the tank
bad stopped aad there was a smoke-harzed hole
low-down on one side.

‘“Stand by—

“Hit bhis tractors—that’'s crippled bhim! He
won't— Anl”
He gasped and staggered a Ilittle. A machine

gun bullet, ricochetting from the rim of the gun
wheel, had slicked along bemeath the brim of hia
hat, and blood suddenly streamed down his face
Jack caught at his arm.

“It’'s all -ight, cobber—only a scratch! We'li
lliémdthuﬁt Jerry another one in the same place
'r a L} ]

He settled behind the sights, face white and
lovd-smircaed. His hand moved steadily as he

laid the gun, then he reached
and jerked it.

Once again the side of the tank was smudged
out by smoke, and «ll firigg from it ceased. They
didn’t wait for the smoke to clear now, but
slammed sheil alter armour-piercing shell into
the grey hulk. They bad nearly a score of
shells, and rot until everyone of them had been
plastered home, did they cease fire.

The smoke cleared away, acd the Ilittle group
stood starimy; at the result of their work. The
pearer side of “he tank was battered and riven
and rent; holes showed clear through it, and
little blue founts of smoke wreathed upwards
from them. The tank now held no sign of life.

“Might shove this feld dressing omn for me.”
Jason turned to Jack, as he spoke, and he
pulled off hi3 slouch hat. The wound was not
a bad one, .=d soon Jack had the pink gauze
in place, wrapped the khaki bandage round.
then pinned it.

» “That’s all right now,” he said. *“Does it

out for the lanyard

hurt 2™
“Feels like somebody laid a red-hot poker
along there ™ Jascn growled. *“Well, here we

are—what’s next.”

One maan bhad brought all thelr rifles and had
| dumped them in a pile. They sorted them ous.
then someons suggested going over to the tfank
and flnding out if there was anyone in it who
needed assistance.

They crossed the grass, while the smoke-cloud
which the chums had lald slowly drifted away.
Bevond it, they could see the ﬁ%htlng on the
ridge to the north. Even as Jack looked he saw
that, on the crest of the ridge, solld ranks of the
enemy had appeared; they came swarming down
at the thin. khakl groups scattered on the
grassy slope below.

“Woun't be loug before they're here, by the
look o' that. digger!” Jascn commented.

They reached the tank. 'The lights wers
extinguished, and the only means by which they
could see th, interior was by the suashine which
struck throngh the holes made by the shells.

Jack caughi the heavy. oily odour from within,
and he saw a German gunner huddled over the
engzine casinz. Apparently., one shell had struck
the breeeh of the forward gun, and nothing was
visible there now but a shattered mass of metal.
The whole interior was wrecked, with the
brilllant glitter of scored metal showing where
the shells had ricochetted after the Impact.

Jason reached through one hole in the armour
plating and managed to open a little door built
low in the side of the tank. He climbed through
and made an .nspection of the occupants.

“No good!® he announced as he came out.
“All 1 hope Is that it I've got to go west, I do
it in the open, an' not Inside a tank! Let’s
report to t1e digger in charge o' the radio
station.”

The wounded operator was still standing by the
door, but his burt bad been roughly tended now.
He grinned as- they came up.

“Just had a message that there was a small
detachment of Aussies coming along here,” he
safid. *“You've arrived. all right. We shan't
keep you long boy3—we've only got to hang out
here another ten minutes now--they’'ve raced
things a bit at Whitehall!™

“That looks like bein’ about ten minutes too
long!” Jason growled. as he gazed over to the
ridge. * Here they come—thousands ef ’'em!”

Huns were sweeplng over the ridge mow in a
grey horde dricing down to the valley below.
Jack and his ehums could 3ee Briflshers massing
among the bulldinegs there; once thoe enemy drove
through that bulwark they would have the aero-
drome at thelr mercy

Beyond the aerodrome—save for the waters of
the Welsh llarp—the ground lav open all .the

way to Cricklewood. Once the ewmemy broke
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through, the~ ¢ould turn the flank of the defence

at Mill Hill and the whole line would then have

to retreat. Plainly, this was what the Gerwmans
were trying to do.

“We came over here @ couple of months back,”
Jason said to Jack as they stood there. * Detailed
for some cerznony or other. They wouldn’t lct
i3 do anything when the scrappin’ started—made
u3 stop at \hitehall until this morning, then
we gobt sent out here. Who are you chaps?”

Jack explained that they were members of a
cadet corps a2t Clif House School,~and that they
werc knocking about on their own.

“You're not the diggers that blew up the
guns at Chillen Quarry, are you?” the Aussie
asked, and waen Jack admitted that they were,
he let up a whoop aud rallied his companions

round.

Apparently, some mnews of their feat bad
reached Whitenall, for these big fellows all
secmned to know about it. They shook bands with
Jack and To: and thumped Buster’s fat shoulders.
Then, right in the midst of it, someone let up a
vell, and Jack felt Jason fHing him full on his
face.

The bcy got a glimpse of the low-flying shape
of a Hun aeroplane. He sighted the fuselage and
glimpsed the black figure of an airman lcaning
over the side, a machine-gun spouting (ame in
his hands. ‘

The fraction of a second later, and the wireless
hut scemed to erupt. Jack saw the leaping
tongue of a mighty sheet of flame, then he wuas
picked oft the earth, and slammed down again
with all the breath knocked out of his body.

There was e mighty, reverberant roaring In
his ears; ho had a vision of woodwork shattering
and flying above his head, then he went rolling
over and over—blown by the force of the
explosion of t.ie bomb which the enemy ’plane
had dropped, and which had blown one end of
the wireless hut to smithereens.

The Retreat to London.

HEN JACK got his breath back and

 struggled, gasping, to hand and knees,

' he saw that Jazom was Kkpeeling pear

him, rile to shoulder, and blazing

shots after the enemy machine as fast as he
¢ould work the bolt on his snub-nosed rifle.

The German craft passed straight across the
aerodrome, and sailed over the sheds, dropping
hombs as it went and destroying the hangars.
Bembs burst in a line behind the ’plape—plum-
ing grey smoke with a heart of red, and black
debris flinging out from the edges of the smoke.

Right along the line of hapgars the machinoe
went, leavin, shattered buildings in a reeking
trail behind. They watched the machine bank
round; it came streaking back towards the wire-
Jess hhut and the sheds it had missed immediately
behind the c<tation.

Every Aussie was either kneeling or standing
up now, blazinE at the craft as it smashed back
at them. Neither of the chums had rifles—but
Jack remembered the gun they had used to wreck
the German tank. But it was too far away
10 reach in {'me, and in any case, there were no
shells left for it. All he could do was to crouch
down on the debris-littered grass and watch.

The snappmﬁ crackle of rifles all about him was
drowned by the booming roar of the aeroplane’s

" engine. The nose of the machine dipped a little
J—thken it was over the sheds behind the hut.
ac

gsaw the {{unner peering forward again,
caught the red lick of his machine-gun as he
blazed at the dauntless Aussies, and then the
craft soared above them.

Jack heard the smashing roar of erupting
bombhs, the [ehind him,

came the ~thudding -

LIBRARY

explosion of one which the aviator had dropped
especially for the benefit of the little group.
Fortunately, it missed them by a full twenty
yards, and Jack could hardly distinguish the
explosion from the continuous roar that was
going on a little distance away.

One bomb had hit the shed frora which he and
his chums had taken the smoke bombs—the
whole thing was going up in a series of fierce
explosions ;

“Run—run!"” he heard Jason yelling; the Aussie
with the bandaged head bhauled him to his feet,
and together tiey raced off. Jack heard Tom
yelling s .

“They’ve blown up the bomb shed—they've
scattered 'em! Bunk!”

Tom was running with Buster. Then the whole
group raced away, wnile the series of explosions
in the shed scattered bombs far and wide—bombs
which went olf as they struck. It was from
these that they ranp.

Smoke swept out in a mighty ecloud, hiding
the now wrecked wireless hut and rolling half
across the aerodrome, concealing everything.

The chums and the Aussies were close against
the FEdgware road when they finally checked,
clear now of the far-ftung bombs.

“Phew! That was close!” Tom gasped.
“Look—the Aussies must have hit that machine!”

He pointed w.th a quivering finger to where the
German ‘plane was flopping lamely in the sky,
trying to climb. J% looked as though the pile$
must have been lit, for Jack got a glimpse of
the gunner behind him scrambling out of his
cockpit and ¢trying to reach forward. Then,
very suddeuly the nose of the craft dipped and
fell sheer. A black, sprawling shape that was
a man detached itself from the craft as it
wheeled in its fall. A second Iater and the
machine dived to earth, bounced, crashed ovcer
in a welter of dust—and then dissolved in a
stupendous roar as the remainder of its cargc
of bombs exploded.

*“And that's that!” rumbled Jason.
put that radio liut of yours out of action, digger!”
he grinned at 'ack. *“They won't want us over
there any more! Hallo, aren’t those ambulance
men cutting over towards it!" Three brown
fizures werc running quickly across the grass, two
of them carrying stretchers, a Red Cross detach-
ment had seen the hut hit by the bomb and were
chasing acrosr to tend any of the operators who
might have been hurt. '

The hut could be but dimly seen through the
smoke-cloud, but clearly Jack made out @ number
of firures bearing fowards the Red Cross men.
HHe distinguished the chief operator, who wasz
supporting a companion with his one sound arm:
behind him. anofher man had a comrade across

“They'va

his shoulders, while two more carried yet
another man between them,

“Those are the operators!” Buster yelled.
“Seven of ’'em—that's the lot. What's. the

mafter with ’em? What are they hurryin' for?
thﬁ! must be My hat, look there!”

is Jast words came in a hoarse shout. Out
from the smoke-cloud, grey figures were doubling,
r:ghg  ACTOSS the width of the aerodrome—Ger-
mans!

Some b{ the hut lifted their rifles and fired
towards the bomb-.racked wireless operators. The
chums saw one of the Red Cross men pitch up
hli arms and tumbie headlong across his stretcher.

I'm not goin' to see that!” Jason bellowed.
“Let 'em have it!” «

He fiung himself to the ground as he spoke,
and thrust his rille forward. The little group
of Aussies seut bullets winging seross the grass,
towards th» edvancing Hums, and from the grey,
smoke-misted ranks behind the fleeting wirelese
men, figures dropped.

The operators ran on. Jack and Tom anod
Buster—not being able to ald the Australian boys
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11 holding the ecenemy, because they themselves
vere unarmed—raced ~ut to pel bring in the
wounded. Bnl'ets slit the air liEe angry bees;
i:itle founts of dust spouted out from the dry
earth; they heard the hoarse chatter of a
machine-gun—and then they were up to the little
Lroup.

Jack got a glimpse of Germans rupnjog towards
him, bayonets gleaming—and then from the sida
¢f the aerodrome came the throaty roar of a
British cheer; tattersd khak] figures came charg-
Ing across from the direction of the buildings
&t the foot of the ridge!

Jack saw them get to work with butt and
“ayonet. thep he had a wounded man across his
sioulder and was staggering back to the road.

What followed was a mad mixture of* feeting
expressions. The Huus had eut in from Harrow
\Weald, turniog the British flank at that poiut.
From the ridge above the aerodrome, more of
the enemy had come in a ruthless charge.
driving the British out of the huddle of buildings
1n the -valley, trylng to pin them against tae
ranks cutting across the aerodrome with the
Intention of capturing tne Edgware Road—the
main highway to London!

Jack and his chums got the operators on to a
Oity that was speeding southwards, loaded down
with wounded. 'Then the trio borrowed rifles and
ammunition from the kit of the wounded men,
and joined the Australians where they were now
lying in a ditch close against the highway.

l

l
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The Bridge Barricade !
UT a% on. side of the field, British and
Huns were mixed in a tearing hand-to-
hand scmap, with more men pouring into
the battle every moment. Troops,
retiring along the Edgware road, dropped into
the ditch wita Jack and the rest. Their scoreh-
ing fire held the enemy as they advanced—until
four Germaa tanks came smashing down the
road, advance guard for masses of infantry!
Jack saw the tanks coming. A tram had been
swung across the road, together with a couple of
lorries and three omnibuses., their red sides
brilliant and ¢'car. The tanks hit the barricade
together: from the heart of the big vehicles
piled there, Britishers stood by their machine-
guns to the last. 'Thea the tanks bore into the
barricade
The tram heeled over, and smashed in 2
welter of flying glass. Jack ﬁlimpsed the blunt
nose of the tank rising behind it. He saw the
mignty craft heave up, and the tram crumpled
under its welght. A 'bus smashed_over; another
crashed with it. DBritishers fired desperately at
the armour-plated sides of the lumbering tanks,

and then feli back as ihe machines erawled over
the shattered wreckage and came on.

Machine-guns jufted from the flat sides of the
craft, spoutiur leaden death. In the turret, two
light guns sent shells spanging In advance,
shattering amidst tne ambulances and the gun
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limbers, tke waszgons ansd the ruck of retlring
traflic.

Shells from other enemy gun3 began to fall in
the road, adding to the confusion. Two of the
tanks eased to the side of the road, and slithered
down the bank; one went over to where the
British were holding the enemy at the side of
the aerodrome, the other straddied the ditch and
turned every awvailabie gun on to the men defend:
ing it and holdiog up the German advance across
the ’drome -

Jack ducked instinctively as a shell from the
tapk burst in front of the ditch. He saw men
fallicg on his right as the tank’s machine-guns
got them—then the Aussies were fumbling back-
wards out ot the diteh, and getting on to the
road. Jack alded Buster up the slope, with Tom
at his side, a»d he became consclous of aa offlcer
yelling from the pavement:

“There are frenches at the Welsh IHarp! Make
for the Welsh Harp, lads—we've got trenches
there! We'll hold ’em! Down the road, lads—
down the road!”

The Aussies kept In a.group, and the chums
went with them, doubling along the pavement.
The roaud was now choked with stopped traflle,
shells plugging into it. There were trams which
had tried to get down from Edgware and Canons
Park with wounded, ambulances aud 'busses and
limbers, waggons, field-kitchens, mess-carts,
lorries and cars—flung all ways across the roads.

Threadinz tarough them were soldiers aiding
wounnded, stretcher-bearers, hit men who staggered
along as best they could—all making for the
safety which lay beyond the trenches at the
Welsh Harp.

Grim figures with machine-guns clambered to
vantuge points on derelict vehicles and poured
bullets into the advancing ranks of the enemgy
on the acrodrome field. From the heart of the
ruck of shattered traflic, a fleld-gun was spouting
flame—blazing as fast as the half-mad gunners
could cram shells into the breach, working in a
desperate endeavour to stay the grey cloud
sweeplng downp the road from Edgware.

Here and there officers were standing, urging
the retiring men on to the trenches at the Welsh

Harp.

“*Straight on, lads—stick to the road! Down
fo the Welsh Harp, boys, we’ll hit back from
there! Reinforcements are coming lads—stick
it! Straight on—straight on!”

Beyond the south end of the. aerodrome,
pioncers were clearing the road hastily, forming
a field of fire for a barricade of smashed vehicles
and sandbays. Officers urged men past the
harricade, when Jack and the Australians would
Er:gve stopped to man it, a staff officer roared to

em :

“Straizht on-—don’t stop! We're only going to
hold them a little while here! Hurry along!™

The road parrowed a little. In the houses
on either side of it. soldiers were smashing the
windows anr replacing the glass with breast-
works of sandbags. Longer-range shells were
still bursting on the road; Jack saw one bit and
leave a great hole with twisted tram-lines stick-
ing out from it. Lamp standards lay half across
the roadway; teiegraph wires drooped like a
tangled cotton trom broken poles.

Oonce, through a gap in the houses, the chums
got a hint of fighting beyond the south end of
the aerndrome. where more Germans had cut
across from Harrow HIill. At three by-roads on
the left, Britishers were lying behind barricades,
shooting madly at some unscen target. Irom
that, Jack guessed that the ememy had broken
through at Mill Hill and had swept across the
cpen ground beyond.

A long slope stretched out before him. Ile
saw a lengthy hoarding and then, beyond that,
?I srn!noth, clear stretch of water—the Welsh

arp ) '

As he hurried down the aluge with the others,
he saw new dug earth on the far side of the
water—the trenches! He saw artillerymen hastily
digging an embrasure for their battery of guns
it the embankment of the railway that ran along-
side the road on the left.

They passed the end of the hoarding and the
bulidings beyond, then the broad waters of the
Welsh Harp spread out on the right of the
road as weli as, to a lesser degree, on the left.
Marching troops showed from Londonwards,
stretching out along the far banks of the broad
lake. ] :

Where the Edgware Road crossed the water,
it was something in the nature of a bridge, and
as they reached the beginning of i, Jack heard
an oflicer yeling:

* Volunteers—who'll volunteer for a job!”

Like oue mav the group of Australians swung
towards him, Jack aund his chums with them.

“l want men to hold a barricade here while
thiedsappers blow up the road behind !™ the officer
said.

“We'll do it!"” exclaimed Jason.

“ Good lads! There's just about enough of you,
we don’t want to risk too inany lives. There's
a field-kitchen by that wall—get some grub now.
Tho Jerries won’'t get here for half an bour or
so!”

“Do you hold the barricade until the sappers
are ready to blow—or do they blow it before wec
get backi?” Jason asked.

“That’s what you've got to chance. They
may blow belore you can get away1"” the oflicer
gxc ai:med. “That's why I'm asking for volun.
eersl”

M Suits us, sir,” sald Jason, as he saluted easily.
“Scoftl up, cobbers!” and he led the way to the
field-kitchen.

Jack could see what was going to happen. The
roadway across the narrow neck of the Welsh
Harf had got to be blown up, so that the encmy
would be faced ‘by an unbroken stretch of water.
A barricade on the German side must be held,
because the Huns would certainly Thave
anticipated this manccuovre and would be bound

to thrust troops forward to try and capture the

bridge.

- If the sappers could give the men holding the
barricade ennugh warning, they would be able
to retrcat before the bridge went up; if not, tho
bridge wounld be smashed and the little band of
defenders would have to take their chance.

Hot soup at the fleld-kitchem and mups of
steaming tea—and all the while the retreat flowed
past by the singlo iocad left to them. The mad
hammering of enemy guns sounded nearer and
nearer; shells plonked into the water behind,
sinding great fountains of spray up fo tine blue
sky. .

Pioneers started to eclear the road before tie
slope. Presently the numbers of hurrying men
grew less. From afar up the -road there sounded
a clamour ~r rifle and machine-gun fire as the
enemy made contact with the first of the
barricades. It lasted a while, and then faded
away.

At the froutyof the bridge, pioneers were heap-
ing sandbags for the delfenders, with other troops
assisting them. The officer was directing the
placing of machine guns. Little groups of men
came running down the road, to pass across the
bridge to the safety beyond.

The piled trafic on the hill became sfill, save
for the shells which burst occasionally amidst it.

Jack looke~ out across the water behind him.
There was little to be seen now. The network of
trenches bhe knew to be there was scarcely dis-
cernible. Everything within his range of vision
seemed to have settled to quietness—to waitiug.

On either slde of the bridge, sappers weré

| working hastily. Jack watched one man wrapping
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yellowed sticks of dynamite with a length of wire
about a stone pier, cthers were doing fthe same.
" He turned ts lock up the road again. On the
pavement at cas side, a little group of men
appeared, running madly. One who led them
leaped to the side of an overturned omnibus, and
above his head appeared a white signalling flag.
The officer who had called for volunteers smapped
his feld-glasses to his eyes, and read the message
flicked by the stralninz sguare of white. '

“Come on boys!” ne rcared, a3 he drop
his glasses. “Those are the lads frem the
barricade. Tiis iz where we get busy!”

There sounded the clik of the bolts of the
Australians' rifles, then Jack was walking quietly
with them to the luw barricade at tko end of
the bridge The zrcup of mea came tearing
. down from the hill, gasping.

“There’s millicng of 'em—milllons!” Jack heard
a man yell as he passed, then thcy shet on
across the bridge.

“We're all right as long as Jerry doesn't get
a tank into action against us,” the officer said
to Jack who crouched peur him behind the
piled sandbags. *“I don’t think he can get one
up, though—urnless he waits. The sappers will
be awunother ten minutes before they’re ready, so

ed
ast

[Jerry will have to be quick if he’s going to do
| auything !” .

A minute passed in silence. Four machine-
guns had been placed at the barricade, each in
a nest of sandbags, Jack could hear the Aussies,
clicking the weapons as they made sure that all
was as ib should be.

“'There’s going to be some tough fighting before
it’s over,” the officer went on. “If the Germans
get across the Welsh Harp, there'll be no hold-
Elgh tt’hem—they'll be iu London itself before

ark !

*Do you think we can hold them?” asked Jack.

The ofllcer glanced at him. He loocked up at
the wreckage-choked road. IFor a moment, he
fingered the drum atop the Lewis gun, which lay
in a niche of the sandbags ‘before him. His face
was dead white when he met Jack's gaze again.

“No,” he said.

(Read about the amazing Batlle of Welsh Harp

pext Wednesday, and the great stand of the
chums and the Australians. The enemy is
thundering on the -gates of London—will he

smash his way through? Order your copy of the
“Nelson Lee Library ” in advance!

- CHUCKLE CORNER

Here are a few jokes—try them on your chums.

Inconvenient.

A gentleman emerged from a jeweller’s
shop, staggering along with a grandfather
clock over his shoulder. Just at the moment
he was turning a corner a brawny youth
approached from the other direction, and as
a result came into violent contact with the
end of the clock. :

Between howls of pain he rose from the
ground.

“Hey, man, why don’t you wear a wrist-
watch 77 he inquired indignantly.

An Unfair Advantage.

A student of ju-jitsu, of whom great things
avere expected by his professor, turned up at
‘the gymnasium one day with a bandaged
‘head, and admitted, upon being questioned,
that some vouth had inflicted the injuries.

““What!”’ exclaimed the instructor indig-
nantly. “ You mean to say that after all I
have taught you, you let a stripling knock
-you about like that?” .

“I couldn’t help it,”” replied the damaged
oune. -

“Why didn’t you tr;;r ju-jitsu t”’
““It was 1mpossible.’ .

““My dear sir, there is no conceivable situa-
tion to which ju-jitsu cannot be successfully
applied Show me where he gripped you.”

: A faint smile illuminated the injured man’s
ace.

‘““He didn't grip me anywhere,”” he said.
“He dropped a brick on my head from a
third-story window.”.

Muzzled.

Uncle (telling of his experiences to his
nephew). “We had still a mile to go to get
out of the forest, and the wolves were at our
| heels. We could feel their muzzles touching
us as we ran.”’

Nephew: ‘‘Weren’t you glad?”’

Uncle: “Why should we be glad?”’

Nephew: ‘‘Well, they had their muzzies
on, didn’t theg?”

| So Noble.

| “Goodness, child,” exclaimed ‘Tommy’s
mother in dismay.

t  Tommy had just returned from school.
One eye was already surrounded by a dusky
patch, while the lad’s collar was hanging
limply from a broken buttonhole.

“That’s all right, mother,”” chirped the
youthful warrior blithely. ‘I’ve just had a
row with a feller. Stopped a bad chap hit-
ting a good boy."”

““Oh, how kind and noble of youl’”’ gushed
the adoring mother. ‘‘Just what I expected
my son to do! And who was the good boy ¥

“Me,”” Tommy replied modestly.

Only Once.
" Tourist (looking over a steep precipice) ?
;;11 suppose people fall down here often, don’t
Bj?' ?'H‘ )
Guide (fed up): “Not when they have fell
down once. They are satisfied more thaxn

I enough.”
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HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGULE
ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM N‘i'._ 59,
SECTION READER'S APFLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

of the League,

you, therefore,

T desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUEL,
and to qualify for all such benefts and privileg2r as are offered to I«llemberﬂ
I bereby declare that I have introduced ‘“THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY" and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this uappears on second form attached hereto,
kindly forward me Certificata
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membhershin Badge.

Will

o! Enrolment with the

SECTION

MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member NoO.......oores {élva Membership No.) hereby declare that 1 have
introduced one more nea reader, whose signature tc certify this appears on

secord form attached hereto. .
introductions up to date) inftroductions to iy credit.

Thiz makes me........... (8tate pumber of ]‘

SECTION

NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby dz¢laie that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)

LE L el e T T R T Y trﬁ thil iﬂ&ﬂﬂ ﬂt “THE NELSGN LEE
LIBRARY.” |
(FULL NA&IE) L LR L e Ry P Sy LT BRYAORAN GRS T L L L L e T e T P T P YT T LTI T }
{ADDRESS; T e e L e L R L] Iilrlliliii-l‘liilIi-llliliiill‘--if llllllllllll LRI RN T T T TN T FRRAspAaAgREw
"INSTRUCTIONS.
INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applylng for Mem- | the form. Now pin both forms together and send

bership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Ferms from 'Two copi-s of thig week’s issue of
Tae NeLsoN LEE LiprARY. On one of the forms
fili in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
"Then write cleariy your full name and address at
bottom of form. The srccond form is for. your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses oub
Sections A and B, and writes his pame and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together and sent to the Chief Officer,
The 8t. Fraak's Leagne, c¢/o TuB NELSON LEE
LiIBRARY, Gough House, GQough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write. your name and address at botfom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section G, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

them to the Chief Oflicer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when Bix new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers at.
once, provided that each pair of forms bears the
same date and number.

Bronze medallists wishinz to qualify for the
silver 01 gold medals can apply in the same
way as for the bronmze medal, filling in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be ecredited
to them, so that when the League reaches the
required npumber of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to tlie number of introductions with
-which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted for id.,

providing the envelope is not sealed and no iefter
is enclosed, -

You caa write to fellow members living at
home or {n the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencles,

It you want to form a sports or social
club, you can do so amongst local members
of the league.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are offered free bhints

on holidays,
whether waiking, biking, :

or camping.

You cas

qualify for the various awards by
promoting

the growth of the League.

If you want help or information on any |

subject, yon will find the Chie! Officer ever
ready to assist yon,
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THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

All LETTERS in reference to the League shauld be addressed to the Cluef Officer, The St. Frank's
| League, c/o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY , The Flectway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Any enquiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

Welcome the New Year!

EET 1927! There is nothing to be
said about the performances of this
stranger. No time yet. That 1527
will develop into a real bright lad

we need have no doubt at all, and as he has

joined us it 13 up to me to express a sincere
hope that we shall rub along well together.

Jolly Days and Prosperity.

I am wishing the best to all my chums
st this season. 1t is a turnover of the page.
Everybody staris a fresh edition to-day.
Good resolutinns are flying about. Nothing
like making -ure of a few and keeping them
ciose company right through 1927, and after-
wards, for it i3 the cheeriest thing possible
to feel that once you have done a twelve-
month of travelling with a really fine resolve,
the useful thing will stick for the rest of

the time. You can keep a diary in the New
Year. That’s Al. But there are even better

tnings to keep, as, for instance, a promise,
or tae itemper—it so easily gets out of gear—

or punctual hours at one’s side, or a handy bit
of rubber for erasing fancied wrongs which
have got themselves written down on the
memory. But we come back to the good
wishes for the New Year. Happy days to all
my friends, and thank goodness they are
lezion. :
How’s This? .

H. H. Marshall, 1, Faunce Street, Ken«
nington Park, London, S.E.17, is Member -
No. 5000 of the St. Frank's League. He .
has started nice and even, and we can wish
him the best of luck.

Book Lost!

Ernest A. Dennison, 27, Northway Road,
Lourhboro’® Junction, ILondon, S.LE.5, tells
me he lent a book to a chum two years back.
The chum moved. Gone, no address! It is
simply that the book borrower i, absent-
minded. Maybe he will see ihis par, and
communicate with the owner of the volume,

who strikes me, from his letter, to be the
sort of friend nobody could afford to lose.

3

Correspondents Wanted

=5 "

Regirald Underhill, 119, High Street,
Amblecote, S.ourbridge, wishes to hear from
readers interested in mechanical engineering
and etamps. All letters answered.

Gordon Carless, 115, Eleanor St., West
Hootscravy, Melbourne, and Harry Bellett,
Hemming Street, Dandenong, DMelbourne,
Victeria, Australia, wish to hear from stamp
collectors and those interested in cross coun-
try running and cricket.

N. D. MclLean, 125a, Doran Street, Jeppes
Extension, Johannesburg, Transvaal, South
Africa, wishes to hear from members in his
aistrict, also with stamp ocollectors in any
part of the world. All letters answered.

Joseph Behan, 6, Chapel Hill, Athy, Co.
Kildare, Ireland, wish to hear from readers
ia Great Britain.

Fred Norton, 15, Camden Street, Beule-
vard. Hull, wishes to correspond with readers
who collect stamps; England or overseas.

Roy Durdle, 21, Kilburn Square, Kilburn,
London, N.W.6, wishes to hear from readers
int.%resLed in a hobby and correspondence
club.

C. T. Browne, 74, Victoria Poad, Lower
Edmonton, N.9, wishes to hear from a reader
who 13 willing to sell No. 1 of ‘““The Monster
Library.” Will pay postage.

Miss Kittie Brownbell, 8, Chapman Street,

New Mie End, South Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers. -

Allen Neilson,.- Hassall Street, Harris Park.
N.S.W., Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers.

F. R. Martin, 331, Lewishamm Road, Ley-
ton, E.10, wishes to hear from readers pro-
fictent in the use of musical instruments with
a view to forming a band.

Alfred Williamson, North Side, Mackay,
Queensland, Australia, wishes to correspond
with League members.

H. Fred Mullett, Northay, Combe-St.-
Nicholas, nr. Chard, Somerset, wishes to cor-
respond with readers desiring back numbers
of the N.L.L. These range from 208 to
present issue; also three bound vols., ete.

John Parkin, 27, The Mount, New Road,
Chatham, Kent, wishes to hear from readers
-who are interested in books.

S. L. Oliver, 46, Margaret Street, Ever-
tonn, Liverpool, ‘wishes to hear from readers
in his district who would assist in Zhe forma-
tion of a club.

Leonard Angus, 83, Alabama Street, Plum-
stead, Kent, wishes to hear from readers.
Ivy Wade, 5, Crosby Yard, Northgate,
Cleckheaton, wishes to correspond with girl
readers in Australia. New Zealand or South
| America.
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