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CHAPTER 1.
Tie Snow-hound Christmas Party.
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HOUSE!
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EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS
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Christmas at Forest House—but a Christ- ,
mas which holds terrifying moments for Z .
For

Archie Glenthorne’s young guests.

Forest House is haunted—haunted by

evil spirits ! To this house of dread comes \
Nelson Lee, the famous detective, deter- )
mined at all costs to probe its sinister 3 -

mysteries !

On the face of it the party was happy.
Yet there was a certain strained look on
most of the faces of these young people.
They scemed to be expectant—half-terrified
of something grim happening, to wreck the
happiness of the party.

All these St. Frank’s boys and Moor View
girls were not really Archie Glenthorne's
ruests, but the guests of Lady Eustacia
Bowers—Archie’s aunt. Forest House was a
fine old English mansion in the very heart
of the New Forest.

Some of the gaicty usual in Christmas

lacking, no doubt, because the
upstairs, injured; and two ot
the guests were acting as nurses, Lady
Bowers was suffering from a nasty blow on
the head, which had caused slight concussion
and a lacerated scalp.

It was known to the guests, moreover,
that not a single servant remained under this
roof. The boys and girls had the entire
mansion to themselves—and they would not
be dancing and making merry now, only
Lady Bowers had expressed a keen wish
that they should carry on, She would have

partics was
hostess was
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preferred them to leave the house altogether;
but since they insisted upon remaming, she
wanted them to disregard her own indis-
position.

But the strained look on the faces of the
guests was not entirely due to these circum-
stances.  There was something else—some-
thing far more harrowing.

“Knjoying yourself, Reme?” asked Hand-
forth, as he and his partner danced.

““No!” replied Irene Manncrs firmly.

“Oh, I Say_" .

“What’s the good of pretending, Ted?”
asked the girl, her blue eyes full of concern.
“We’re keeping up the party, 1 know, but
nonc of us are enjoying the music or the
dancing. All our nerves are on edge—and
you know it. Why not be open about it ?”-

“1 suppose you’re right,”’ admitted Hand-
forth reluctantly. “Things are queer, aren’t
they? We don’t know what’s going to
happen next.” - ’

Even as he said the words, the dance came
to an end; the music had ceased, and there
was a brief pause. The radio was silent.

It was during this brief silence that every-
body ceased speaking. They did not know
why, but when the music stopped, they gener-
ally stopped talking, too—and, althou?rh they
tried to conceal the fact, they were all listen-
ing.  Listening for—they knew not what.
This had happened several times, but another
dance had started, and the party had carried
on.

But now there were startled expressions,
and two of the girls. at least, gave tiny little
shrieks of preliminary terror.

“I heard something!”’ whispered Doris
Berkeley. ' o

“It’s nothing,” said Reggie Pitt, of the
St. Frank’s Remove. ‘“We’re all a bit
jumpy, and—"

““Wait a minute!” said Nipper, interrupt-
ing. “There’s somebody outside—out on theo
terrace.”

Crunch—crunch—crunch!

There came to the ears of the boys and
girls the sound of measured footsteps outside
the great French windows. The snow: out
there was frozen, but who could be walking
round the house at such an hour—on Christ-
mas night? . :

“Oh!”” murmured Irene, clinging more
tightly to Handforth.

Strange things had happened this cvening
—or the young people would not have been
startled by that sound—which, after all, was
prosaic enough, But they knew that al] the
servants had departed, and—

“Look!” cried Violet Watson, her voice
rising with shrill alarm. |

The curtains were not drawn completely
over one of the windows; and for a flash a
figure was eeen—a white, ghostly figure, Hit-
ting outside in the darkness.

“This is madness!’’ said Nipper sharply.

He ran to the window, flung the curtain
aside with a quick movement, and flung open
‘one of the French windows. 5

‘““Who are you?” ho demanded loudly.

frightened?

And everybody in the drawing-room re-
mained still, breathless; and every face was
alight with hoirtfied expectation.

A shout came from Nipper—and it was a
shout of joy and gladness.

“Guv’nor!”’ he exclaimed.

The man who walked into the drawing-
room, his overcoat and hat smothered :n
snow, was none other than Nelson Lce, the
great detective.

He had been smiling at first, but as he
saw the expressions on. the many faces, a
look of wonder came into his eyes, quickly
supplemented by concern.

““Well, upon my word he exclaimed.
““You young people are in a highly nervous
condition, aren’t you? Did you mistake me
for a ghost, or what?”

Two or three of the girls were laughing—
and laughing hysterically. The boys run
forward with shcuts of welcome. And they
were so cager that Nelson Lee knew, at
once, that his coming was heralded with as
much delight as.though he were a deliverer.

‘““Guv’nor!” said Nipper fervently. ‘‘You're
the very man we needed—more than any
other, Oh, thank goodness you’re here!”

“But what on earth is the matter with you
all?”’ usked Nelson Lee. *“Why are you so
Surely the crunching of my
fooisteps did not startle you?”

“‘Mr. Lee, old thing, vou don’t know haif
oi i}’ said Archie Glenthorne. ‘“‘Good gad!
I'd rather see you than the Prime Minister
and all the bally Cabinet!”

‘“Steady, young ’'un!’ s=aid Nelson Lee.
‘‘Apparently, I have arrived at an interest-
g moment. Yet you all seemed happy
cnough when I glanced in through the win-
dog. S{:)u were dancing to the radio musie,
and—

“It was only to
guv’nor,” said Nipper.
a_pretty rotten time this evening.
didn’t you get here before?”

“I should have been here very much
carlier, my lad—but the roads are in a
drecadful condition,”” replicd Nelson Lee.
*There has been so much snow in this part
of the country that the trains are run-
ning anyhow. 8o I came by road—and I
got along all right uniil I encountered the:se
New Forest haghways. They are little fre-

| R4
.

kecp us level-headed,
“We’ve been having
Why

quented, and the ecxpeed nature of the
country has caused many snowdrifts to
gather. I was compelled to abandon the car

some miles back, and it had taken me nearly
a couple of hours to cover thrce miles.”

“Well, thank goodness you’re here at last,”
said Nipper. ‘‘Never mind the car—that can
be rescued to-morrow, or the next day—ocr
next week. Who cares? The fact that you
are here is enough for the moment.”

By this time Nelson Lee had shed his over-
coat and hat, and the French windows had
been closed. The great detective looked
round keenly.

“Well, beforc we go any further you had
better explain,”” he said quietly. ‘““No, ot
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vou, Archie. I think Nipper had better do
the talking.”

““Oh, rather!”’ said Archie, backing axay.
“I'm apt to be somewhat lengthy, and all
that sort of thing. Go to it, Nipper. old

boy!”

s ELL, as you know, guv’nor, we're
' all down here as the guests of
Lady Bowers—Archie’s aunt,”
said Nipper. ‘ You were invited,
too, and mighty glad we are to have you
here.”
“But why this mntcase joy at my arrival?”
asked Nelson Lee

‘“For one thirg, guv’nor,
the only man in the house.”

*Among the guests, you mean?”

** No—Iliterally.”

“But what of the servants?”

““They’ve gone!”’

“Gone!”

““ Bolted!”
_ “And why did the servants bolt?” asked
Nelson -Lee, more surprised than ever.

“They all went just as we were sitting
down to dinner—turkey and plum pudding,”
said Nipper, with a grimace. * Things hap-
pened. And the servants just went off
their heads with panic, and ran out.
Everybody—the maidservants, the cooks,
chambermaids, the butler. the boots, men-
servants—everybody. Goodness knows where
they went—they tramped into Fordingbridge,
I suppose. At the present moment there’s
nobody in the house exccept we guests, you,
and Archie’s aunt. And she’s upstairs, in
‘bed, suffering from a nasty wound on the
head.” g :

Nelson Lee pursed his lips.

‘““ And what are these—things that hap-
pened 72’ he asked bluntly.

“Manifestations, sir!” said Handforth
breathlessly “Ghostly happenings! Per-
sonally, I’m not satisfied that trickery hasn’t
been at work——"

“I think you had better let Nipper do the
talking. old man.” interrupted Lec gently.

““We were sitting in the big dining-room,
and everything was very bright and cheery,
when the iights suddenly went low,”” said
Nipper. *“Then an extraordinary thing hap-
pened. The spoons and forks—all the silver,
in fact— floated off the table,
and——" .

“Floated off the table?” repecated Lce,
giving Nipper a hard look.

““Yes, guv’nor.” .

“PDo you expect me to believe that?”

“But it’s true!” went up an eager chorus.

‘“And then atl the silver went shooting

because you're

across the room, and it crashed against one

of the panelled walls, falling in a heap on
the floor,” said Nipper. ‘Lady Bowers said
that 1t was a ghostly manifestation. It seems
that Forest House has an evil reputation at
Christmas.  There’s no ghost heresthat can
be seen—but funny things happen. I’ve
sometimes read of houses like it. People who

jingling,._

believe in the ocecult would that
elemental is at work.”

“Go on!" said Nelson Lee grimly.

say an

“Well, guv'nor, before we could get over ;

that shock, there came the sound of tremecn-
dous crashing from the hall,” continned
Nipper. “We rushed out, and we found a
great oak table high the air; and as we
looked at it, 1t was hurled against the
farther wall and smashed to pieces. Then
a chair did the same thing. Nobody touched
it, yet it rose into the air, and it was smashed.
One of the legs broke off, struck the banis-
ters, and hit Lady Bowers on the hecad,
stunning her.” .

“T see,” said I.ce slowly. “Then Lady
Bowers was hit, more or less, by accident?
The chair was not actually flung at her—
or at any of you?”

““No, sir; it hit the wall quite a long way
from us,” replied Nipper “1 hadn’t thought
of that before. The chair leg only hit
Archie’s aunt because it glanced off the baunis-
ters and was dcflected.”

“Then this so-called elecmental was not
rcally malicious,” said Lee, with a touch ot

dryness in his voice . “In other words, if

tricksters were at work—practical jokers, I
mean—the accident might have happened by
mere chance. I can well understand how you
werc startled.” -

“The servants bolted; they were terrified
out of their wits,” said- Nipper. *“Well,
Archie asked us to stand by him—and we
did. That’s all.” '

*But most of us bolted at first,” confessed
Tommy Watson. “We only came back into
the house when we realised that Lady Bowers
was injured, and that Archie needed us.”

“Has anything happcned since then?”
asked Nelson Lec. o

““Nothing, sir."”

“And Lady Bowers?”

“She is much better—the injury isn’t
serious,” replied Nipper. “I don’t think
there’s any real need for a doctor.”

“Well, I scem to have arrived at a strange
Christmas party,” said Nelson Lee, looking
round. ‘Do any of you know if this housc
has been haunted before? Do you suspect
trickery by anybody ?”

“Yes by George!” said Handforth
promptfy. ‘We suspect Nerki!”

‘“Well, realdy, that’s a bit thick, old son,”
protested Archie. ‘I mean, there’s no abso-
lute evidence. After all, Nerki hasn’t been
near the place, so far as we know.”

“Nerki,” repcated Lee thoughtfully. “You
mean, of course, Professor Ivan Nerki, the
man who has termed himself the Sorcerer of
the New Forest?”

*“That’s him, sir,” said Nipper. “He lives
only a mile or two away—in an old stone
house.”

“And what makes you suspect Nerki?”
asked Lee, glancing at Handforth.

‘“Because 1 believe he’s a fraud, sir,” said

Edward Oswald bluntly. * Archie can tell you
more about him than I can.”

!
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Nelson Lee turned to Archie.

“This blighter may be genuine, or he may
not,” said Archie hesitatingly. ‘“It’s fright-
fully difficult to know. But for some months
past he has been influctcing a pretty foul
spell over my aunt. She believes in him im-
plicitly. and allows her whole life to be ruled
by what he says.”

“You mean, her every action?”

“Literally that, sir,” replied Archie in dis-
tress. ‘“‘We haven’t discussed the matter
much—but it’s . just as well that it should
come out. Aunt Eustacia even refused to let
me bring the chappies and the girls herc
until she had consulled Nerki.”

“By the fact that the party is
imagine Nerk: consented ?”

“That’s just® what he didn’t do,” replied
Archic  ‘““You see, the lads werc pretty cer-
tain that Nerki would put the kybosh on the
whole plan—and 1 was keen upon having the
party, so that Aunt Eustacia would be lifted
out ot the rut. And sundry of the stout-
hearted brethren waylaid Nerki in his own
hcuse, locked him in the woodshed, and
Nipper impersonated the blighter.”

“Wasn’t that very high-handed, jyoung
'un?” asked Lee severely. .

“We thought the situation warranted it,
sir,” replied Nipper defensively. ¢ We knew
that Nerki would spoil .everything—and
Archic was awfully keen on helping his
aunt. And we were certain that Nerki was
a fraud. So we grabbed him, and when
Lady Bowers consulted him about the pro-
posed party, 1 did all the talking. She didn’t
guess a thing—and she believes, cven now,
that Nerk: gave his sanction.”

“Did not the man inform Lady Bowers of
the trick you had done?”
~ “He daren’t.” said Handforth. *“A sor-
cercr, a dabbler in black magic, he couldn’t
admit that he had becen locked in his own
woodshed by a crowd of schoolboys.” |

“We told him to do his worst,”” explained
Nipper. “We seemed to be justified, too,
because an extraordmary change came about
in Lady Bowers. During the past few days
shea has looked ten years younger, and she
has becn sercnely happy. Once away from
his influence, everything in her life was dif-
ferent. Then this happened. She declares
that Nerki was ° protecting’ the house, and
that for some reason he has withdrawn his

here 1

protection. But that may be a lot of occult
nonsense. Personally, I don’t believe in
chosts—and won’t until I sec one faco to
face.” ' '

“Same here,” said Handforth excitedly.
“Even now I beliecve that the rummy hap-
penings in this house are caused by fakery.”

Nelson Lee rose to his fect.

‘“Well, we'll sce about that,” he
quietly “T think it is about time that a
man arrived upon the scene. 1 shall have to
have a quiet talk with Lady Bowers to-mor-
row T must get to the bottom of this extra-
ordinary affair. As regards Professor Nerki,
I had heard of him, but I know nothing
against him. Pcople say that he is a genuine

said

mystic. Not that that means anything: a!l
of these mysties are genuine until something
happens to expose them as frauds.”

“Anynow, if any unauthorised person has
been near this house to-night, we shall know
in the morning,” said Nipper. ‘‘Nobody
could have approached the place without.
leaving footprints in the snow—and decep
footprints at that.” N

There was a keen, cager light in the de-
tective’s eyes. o had come down here for
a brief hofiday; he had come, in fact, mainly
to please Nipper. And he had walked right
into an uncanny mystéry. All of his iu-
stincts were arouscd.

“You young people had better get on with
your dancing,” he said. *“I want to have
a look at the dinmmg-room—and the hall. And
I would hke to examine the silver and the
smashed turniture.”

“Think you’ll get a clue, sir?’’ asked Hand-
forth cagerly.

“l might,” replied Nelson Lee. “But 1
don’t want any of you boys to interrupt
your pleasures. Just let me potter about for
a time.”

He was about to move across to the door
when he paused. The radio had been going
all this time; and a new fox-trot had com-
menced only a minutec ago. It was playing
briskly, but it seemed to Nelson Lee that
the strength of the music was becoming
less. In fact, it died away even as he
paused. _

And at the same moment the electric liglhts
of the room became perceptibly dim.

“The lights—ihe lights!” eried one of the
girls, with a little sob of terror. * They’va
going down—just like they did in the dining-
rocm!”’

“And the music
claiméd Travers.

** Nothing in that!” rapped out Nelson Lee.
“It is an electric wireless set—fed from the
mains. Somebody, or something, 1s tamper-
img with the current.”

The lights were becoming so dim that :t
was now diflicult to sce across the room—and
the great log fire, astoundingly enough, had
died down with the lights. Lee looked at
it shairply—in wonder. The f{lames in the
fireplace had lost their brilliance; yet the
flames were there just the same.

Thump!

Something soft and huge, it scemed, hurled
itsclf against the door, and everybody in the
room stood stock-still, breathless with appre-
hension.

1

is dying away!’ ex-

CHAPTER 2.
The Ghost Voices.

HUNP!
This time the sound was louder and
more alarming. Nelson Lee, looking

at the door, actually saw the panels

bulge. Something enormous, it seemed, was

.out in the hall, attempting to force the door

down by sheer brute strength.
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And the effect upon the young gucsts was
terrifying, They pictured some vile, mon-
strous thing, something shapeless, something
from the world of the supernatural. Theit
imagination boggled at any true picture of
the unknown which sought entry.

Some of the girls screamed, and the boys,
rgoing to their aid, nceded all their. pluck
to keep a grip on themselves.

“This 18 absurd!’”’ said Lee angrily.

He took a stride forward, but at that
momnient there came such a tiemendous crash
on the door that splinters of wood Hew in
all directions. The door, in fact, burst into
a hundred fragments. And as it did so a
chill blast of air swept into the room, and
this was peculiar, for the hall was as weli
heated as the drawing-room.

Nelson Lee ieapt into the wrecked door-
way, but he could seo nothing. The hall was
pitchy black.

““Who's there?”’ he demanded eharply.

As he said the words, the lights in the

drawing-room flickered, and then came on
with full strength. The lights in the hall
did the same. And for a moment everybody
was dazzled.
* But there was nothing unusual in sight—
no monstrous figure, no ghostly presence
which could account for the manifestation.
Yet ounly a few seconds had clapscd. it
scemed scarcely possible that any trickster
could have escaped in the timec.

“Keep your heads, youngsters,” said Lce
briskly, as he ran out into the hail. “ And
don’t come all crowding out. Just a
mmute!”’

He was down on lus hands and knees near
the floor, which was polished. His electric
torch was out, and keenly, cagerly, he was
examining the surface. And when he rose
to his fect, his eyes were grim.

‘Anything, guv’nor?” asked Nipper
breathlessly.

“I don’t know—yet,” replied Lee.

He stood, looking round. te saw the
wreckage of the table and the chair. He
had heard of that episode from the boys.
Now there was this burst door. It was an
extremely heavy door, and no human being
could have smashed it in. It was not merely
broken, but shattered into fragments. Some-
thing enormously heavy must have been
hurled against the door to create that havoc.

“I am beginning to understand your teel-
ings, boys—and you particularly, girls,”’ said
the detective. *‘‘There is always something
exceptionally terrifying in a happening ot
this kind. There is nothing wvisible—nothing
tangible. But 1 want you to keep your
heads. You cannot get away from this house
to-night—so you hag better make the - best
of things.”

““Tell us one thing, sir—please!’ urged
Church. “Do you think all this is being
caused by—a ghost?? .

““I can only tell you, Church, that I don’t
believe in ghosts,”” replied Lee shortly.

“There you are!” said Handforth trium.

“him.

phantly.  “Mr. Lee means that he’s sus-,
picious of trickery.” '

““Not exactly that, Handforth,” corrected
Nelson Lee. “I have an open mind. 1
have never experienced anything ghostly
which has not been capable of a material
explanation.  But I'm not saying that a
ghostly manifestation could not occur. But
I have yet to be convinced.”

“That’s good enough for me, lads and
lassies!”’ said Archie. *‘*Mr. Lee knows jolly
well that there’s some dirty work going
on. In fact, filthy work. And, by gad, he’s
the very man for the job. Let’s leave it to
And we mustn’t be scared any more.
I mean to say, it’s Christmas-time, and we
ought to be jolly and gay.”

Archie did his pest, but it was no use.
The guests were very far from jolly. They
were in a state of high nervous tension.

Nelson Lec was looking up at two figures
which stood on the landing. They wcre very
dainty figures—for thcy belonged to two of
the girls of the party. They had been look-
ing after Lady Bowers—but they had been
attracted by the tumultuous crashing.

“Did you girls csee anything?’ asked
Nelson Lee.

“Oh!”’ cried one of them. “Look! Mr,
Lee! Thank goodness!”

They ecame running down, their faces

flushed with cxcitement.  They were Mary
Summers and Vera Wilkes.

“Oh, Mr. Lee, when did you get here?”
cried Vera.

‘“I haven’t been here long—but it scems
that 1 have arrived none too soon,” replied
Lee. “Did you girls sce anything from the
landing ?”’

““No; 1t was too dark,” said Mary. **We
heard the noise, and we ran out. But the
hall was in complete darkness.”

Nelson Lee nodded, and his lips were tight.

““Tricksters like darkness!” he said grutHy.

“Don’t ghosts, too?’’ asked Vera. :

“If a ghost 1s gecnuine, 1 see no reason
why he should not operate in the full light,”
replied Lee, with a smile. “1l am always
suspicious of darkuess—when something un-
accountable happens.’

“Look at the fire, sir,” eaid Church, in a
gueer voice. ,

Nelson Lee looked at it—and everybody
clse did, too.

““There’s nothing
said Handforth.
you, fathead?”

“That’s just it—there’s nothing wrong,”
replied Church. *‘It’s blazing high, and that
fire had been there all the evening. How
was it, then, that the hall was 1n completo
darkness? \Why didn’t the fire cast a glow of
some kind?”’

“By George, that’s rummy!” said Hand-
forth, with a start.

‘““A screen might have been pulled across
it—or some- chemical could have been used
to completely acbliterate the flames, and
deaden the flow.” said Lee. “1 know of
such chemicals myself; and once their effect

wrong with the fire,”
*““What’s the matter with
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i3 gone, the fire Dblazes up as merrily as
before. There is nothing very remarkable
in that.”

He could sce that the young people were
still nervous, and he advised them to go back
into the drawing room—where the radio
was still sending forth musie. |

“Try to forget this,”’ said Lee carnestly.
“I will admit that it 1s a very strange hap-
penming—but 1 have received no ecvidence, .so
far, that a ghost is at work. Let me do a
littie prowling.”

Two other girls relicved Mary and Vera,
but when the party collecied together again
in the drawing-room, there was no dancing.
‘The boys and girls had thrown all pretence
aside now. _

Nelson Lee, meanwhile, was ‘‘prowling.”
Nipper had wanted to go with hun, but Lece
insisted upon being alone. The dectective
went through the dining-room; he examined
the silver, and he cxamined the broken
furniture. Then he went into the servants’
quarters, and into all the other apartments.
He explored the house, in fact, in almost
every corridor. But, so far as he could see,
there was nothing to account for the peculiar
phenomenon. '

He found Nipper in the hall, awaiting him.

*Well, guv’nor?”

“So far, Nipper, I am baflled,’”’ confessel
the detective. “I don’t think 1 have cver
come across a case quite like this before.”’

“It’s the rummicst go!” admitted Nipper.
“We don’t know what’s going ‘to happen
next. KEverybody is on the jump. And by
the way—look at that!”

He indicated the great grandfather’s clock
—which was ticking solemnly.

“Yes, I sce,” said Lee. *“Twenty minuies
to twelve. Not at all late for a Christmas
party—but I think I know what you mean,
Nipper.”

“Well, midnight is supposed to be an un-
canny sort of hour, isn’t it?” said Nipper.
**Not that it makes much difference in this
house. Qucer things have becn happening
ever since about eight.”

‘““All the same, I think the youngsters had
better go to their bed-rooms—and be safely
in them before midnight,”” said Nelson Lec.
“I will go in the drawing-room and have
a few quiet words with them.”

“What about you, guv’nor?”

“I shall not go to bed yet,” replied I.cec.
“I want to do some more exploring.”

“Let me stay up with you, sir,” added
Nipper.

“No: you will be of far more use i your
bed-room, with some of the other boys,”
replied Lee “ We don’t want any sudden
panic in the middle of the night. If tricksters
are at work, they will certainly operato again,
and do their best to start such a panic.”

“No ncea to put me off, guv’nor,” said
Nipper. ‘Do you think there are tricksters?”’
‘“So far. Nipper, I have found absolutely
no evidence to support such a theory,” replied
Nelson Lee. - ‘“Neither have I found any
cvidence to convince me that an ¢ clemental’

is causing all this disturbance. I don’t he-
lieve in elementals; I think they are {he
mere fantasms of a disordered mind. Buu
that’s my personal view. I may be wrouc.
But if ne take 1t as a working hypothesis
that some evil-icinded person is faking these
manifestations, then we can build up some
kind of a case.”

“How ?” asked Nipper breathlessly.

“The object, undoubtedly? was to drive a'l
you young people from the house—and thas
object nearly succeeded at first,” replied Lee
shrewdly. ‘It was only the fact that the
servants deserted that caused Archie to make
up his mind to stand by. And the rest of
the guests supported him, in spite of their
fears. I don’t blame them for their fear:.
All of you would have been perfectly justificd
for clearing ont. As that first attemps
failed, another dodge was tried. But the
object is the same—to gct everybody out of
the housc with the sole exception of Lady
Bowers.”

“And Lady Bowers is more or less undcr
the spell of Nerki,” said Nipper. '

“But 1 did not mention Nerki’s name,
said Lee. ‘““Yon mustn’t take anything for
granted, young ’un.”

“But he’s the man we tricked—and he’s
the kind of man, T should say, who would
be keen enough for revenge,” said Nipper.
“And there’s probably something deepor
than that. He’s got Lady Bowers like that.”
And he held out his open hand and closed
his fingers. ‘““She’s a wealthy woman.
guv’nor, and for all we know, he may hu-c
been getting lots of money out of her. She
wouldn’t tcll, even if he had.”

“Well, we won’t discuss the matter anv
more to-night,”” said Lee briskly. ‘Come
along. We must get everybody to bed.”

He strode into the drawing-room, and he |
found the boys and girls standing in groups,
cagerly 1talking, Nobody had turned the
radio off, but nobody was attending to thc
music. _

“Well, everything seems to be fairly quiet
now, so I am going to suggest that you ail
go to bed,” said Lee genially.

There was a silence. The boys and girls
looked at ome another. They had, in fact,
been dreading this moment. The girls were
particularly affected—for it would mean thas
they would have to be separated from the
boys. They were scared—and they frankly
admitted it. N

“Must we go—yet?” asked Irene plead-
ingly. -

“I think it will be better,” rephed Leec.
“Tt is very unlikely that anything strange
will happen in your bed-rooms. But I will
tell you this—if it will give you any comfort.
I am not going to bed myself; but 1 will
patrol the upper corridors, and if anything
unusual happens in any room, I shall Ye
awake, aud on hand.”

There was an immediate chorus of approval
and relief.

*’
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“It's a jolly good thing that you camo
tonight, Mr. Lee!” said Vera Wilkes {fer-
avently.

- ¢“Rather!” chorused the other girls.

There was no doubt that Nelson Leeo’s
statement had a chcering effect upon every-
hodv in general. The very knowledge that
.he would be on duty in the upper corridors
was comforting.

“Just a2 minuie, sir,”” said Handforth
azaressively. “It’s all very well for you to

places—and then, if something rummy  hap-
pens, one of us can call the others. Then
wec shall be recady—and perhaps we shall collur
the trickster red-handed.”

Nelson Lee gave in, He knew very well
that if he did not, the boys would only con-
spire together on their own, and keep watch,
anyhow. So, with a fecling of greater con-
Tidence, the young guests went up to bed.
The girls went first, after bidding good-night
to their friends. They were no longer ncr-

Pitt, standing horrified in the shadow o! the corridor, saw a heavy oak chest shoot suddenly

upwards from the hall below, and

taik about wnawrolling the upper corridors—
Lut what about us?”’ . -

“You’ll be in bed—and asleep, I hope,”
roplied Lee.

**Not on your life, sir.”

“But, my dear boy——"

" “It’s not fair that you should be left all
alone, to keep watch,” continued Handforth.
““My wheeze i3 that we form a kind of
zuard.. Say, half a dozen of us, and we
can change the guard at various times during
the night.”

“*Hear hear!”’ said Nipper. "1
that, Handy!”

“But gou are assuming that there is a
renl danger in this house,” smiled Lec.
“*That’s nonsense! What you have to do is
to go to bed and forget——"’

‘Come off it. guv’nor!” interrupted Nipper.
““You know jolly well that we can’t do
that. - And you nught as well let us chaps
take a hand in the watching.. It’'ll be heaps
better., We’ll station ourselves in different

second

crash clean through the banisters !

vous; they felt’ almost themselves again. It
was arranged that Xthel Church and Ena
Handforth should go and rclieve the other
two girls in Lady Bowers’ bed-room. For
the girls were dctermined to remain with
their hostess throughout the night. Lady
Bowers hersclf did not like being treated as
an invalid, but the girls were Insistent.

“I feel heaps better now that Mr. Lee is
here,” said Ena, as she and Ethel went along
one of the wecll-lighted corridors. “I say,
what a game! I've never becen in such a
peculiar house! It’s not haunted in the
usual wav. You never see anything.”

too,”” said Xthel
“I'm sure I don’t want to sce

“A jolly good thing,
thankfuliy
any ghosts.”

“I'm not sure that it isn’t better to sce
something,’”’ said Ena. “It’s so—so dread-
fully weird to see ordinary things, like
forks ana spoons and tables and chairs, mov-
ing about without anybody touching them.
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I once read of a house where everything was
smashed up——" : o

" What—what was that?” broke in Ethel,
with a little catch in her voice. :

She had halted, and her pretty face had
gone deathly pale.

‘ Here, what’s wrong?” asked Ena bluntly.

“I—I don’t know,” faltered the other girl.
“But I heard a voice—right in my ear. It
seemed to be whispering—?’ '

“Leave this house while you
foolish maidens!”

Ena jumped. The voice was a merc whis-
per, yet she heard every word distinctly. Tho
sounds were in mid-air—in the corridor
itself; the lights were bright, but the two
girls were alone. C

“Did—did you hecar that?” gasped Ethel
falterirgly.

“You car hear, but you cannot see,” said
the mystery voice. “I am standing near
you—between you—but I am an astral spectre,
visible only to my own kind. And there
are others in this very corridor. They are
coming nearer Foolish maidens! Leave this
house while you are still safe!”

Ethel screamed; she could not help it: and
Ena, who was the stronger of the two, held
on to her tightiy. : |

‘“Scream—scream !’ mocked the invisible
voice. *“It wili do you no good.”

Even as 1t was saying these words, the
voice seemed to dwindle away. And at the
same moment Nelson Lee came hurrying for-
ward, accompanied by some of the other boys
and girls. They had becen attracted by the
seream.

*1 say, Ethel, is anything wrong ?” shouted
Church, runming up to his sister.

“It sounds awfully silly,” said Ena, *but
we heard voices.”

“What do you mecan?” asked Eee sharply.
“Voices? Where? Did you hear any
words ?”’ ‘

Ena gave details of the queer experience;
and Ethel, too, by this time, was feeling
stronger.

“Very singular!” muttered Lec, as he
looked Keenly round. “The voices were here,
yon say? Here, at this very spot? Did they
come from either wall, or from the ceiling?”

“They sounded right against our ears,”
replied Ena.

Lee examined the walls closely, even tap-
ping them. But, although he found nothing
to account for the ghostly phenomenon, ‘he
was looking more grim than ecver.

“T will stay here for a while,” he said.
“1 ,\yould like that voice to say something to
me.

Everybody caught their breath in, half-
cxpecting that the impish demon which con-
trolled the voice would accept the challenge,
But nothing happencd. ' '.

The girls went to their bed-rooms, and the
boys prepared to go to theirs, too. Nelson
Lee was not thoroughly satisfied. He knew
that Ena Handforth and Ethel Church were
steady girls, and not given to fancies, But
in their present stato of nervous excitement,

arc safe,
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it was quite possible that they should have
imagined things. Somehow, he didn’t think
this was the real explanation. They had
heard something.

There came another little commotion just
then, but fortunately, it was only slight, and
the girls were not attracted from their bed-
rooms. Handforth thought he heard some-
thing from the hall, and he dashed down in
his usual reckless way, Church and McClure
and Nipper and one or two others followed
him But when they got into the hall there
was nothing to be scen.

“It was only the fire crackling,”. growlel
Nipper. ‘For goodness’ sake, Handy, don’t
get ;’umpy. Things are bad enough without
that.”

“Sorry!” said Handforth. *‘'1 believe
you’re nght about the fire—1 noticed a couple
of logs turned over on their sides as socu
as I came down. They must have fallen—
and that was the sound I heard.”

Nelson Lee was on the stairs.

“You’d better switch off those lights,
Nipper, before you come up!” he called. -

Nipper did so, and then the boys came up
the stairs again. 1t so happened that Hand-
forth was the last—and he was not entirelr
comfortable about this. He thought he heard
a faint sound once, near the Hoor, and he
had an awful feeling that something was
following him. But he knew how easy it
was to let his imagination run riot. He resc-
lutely refused to look round.

‘*Buck up, yon chaps!” he said impatiently.
“Can’t you get upstans a bit faster?’’

He had an irresistible desire to look round
then; for, giancing up beyond the other boys
who were mounting the stairs, he saw Nelson
Leco standing against the top balustrade, and
Lee was staring down into the blackness of
the hail with a fixed look in his eyes.

As a matter of fact, Lee was staring at
the fire, whith, a moment before had been
plainly visible on the further side of the
great hall. It had been glowing warmly,
comfortably. But now, as the boys were

‘ascending the stairs, the fire had died down

with extraordinary rapidity, until there was
nothing but the faintest glow left. And
Nelson Lee knew that such a thing could
not have happened naturally.  He had a
feeling that it was a prelude to something
more sensational. He expected to hear a
sudden tumultuous crashing from the dari-
ness below; and his hand was already on his
electric torch, rcady to flash it on. His other
hand was more grimly occupied, for it
gripped an automatic pistol.
“Hi!” yelled Handforth suddenly,

““What the dickéens——'’ gasped Church,
spinning round.

He was just in front of Handforth, and
that cry was not merely one of startled sur-
prise, but of agony, too. And Church dimlr,
vaguely, saw the burly junior writhing on
the stairs, just below him.

“Help!” shouted Handforth hoarsely,
“Qh, my zoodness! Something’s got hold of
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It’s dragging me down the

my ankle!
stairs—"’

He broke off, because at that moment he
had seen something just below him. "And
he was ready to swear that it was a skeleton
hand, alone in the darkness. There was no
arm—r1o body—just that bony, grisly hand.
It did not glow in a phosphurescent muanner,
but it was.just visible in spite of the dark-
ness.

“Let me come!” rapped out Neclson Lee
sharply.

As he spoke ho snapped on the electric g

torch, and the white beam of light shot down
upon the staircase. Scarcely a couple of
seconds had eclapsed since Handforth had
yelled. Lee pushed past the other boys, and
he was on the scene in a moment. Hand-
forth was sprawling on the stairs, but Lee
scarcely gave him a glance. He was direct-
ing the light lower—into the black depths of
the hall itself. But nothing was revealed in
in that brilhant beam. There was no hand~—
no mechanical contrivance, no wirec. Leo had
been particularly suspicious of the latter.

But he knew how quickly “wires could be

whipped away—he knew how invisible they

were. .
“All right, Handy, otd man,” hc said

gently. ‘‘'I'here’s nothing here. Pull. your-

self together.’ .
Handforth’s face was contorted with agony.

“My—my ankle!” he muttered. ‘' Ilt—it
eripped me like a vice.”
‘“What did?” asked Church, his voice

trembling with agitation.

“I don’t know—it felt like a horrible bony
hand.”

*“Oh, my only hat!”

““This is getting too thick!’

‘“Steady, boys!” said Lee quickly. ‘‘You
shouldn’t say things like that, Handforth.
There is really no sense in talking of bony
hands. You may have tripped——"

“But I didn’t trip!” broke in Handforth
indignantly, and recovering some of his com-
posure, ‘‘Besides, I spoke of a bony hand
because I saw one.”

“You saw it!”’

‘““ Anyhow, I—I1 believe I did,” said Hand-
forth, startled. “Did I? I only caught a
glimpse of it just before you flashed the
torch on, sir. It was grabbing at my ankle,
sir, and—and——"’

“You don’t seem very certain, my lad,”
interrupted Lee. * Let’s have a look at your
ankle. I might be able to tell something by
the appearance of it.”’ '

He did not doubt that something had
struck Handforth’s ankle, and he half
expected to see a graze, where a wire might
have possibly
The burly junior tucked up his trouser-leg,
and pulled down his sock.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated. *Look at

There

that.”

Nelson Lee compressed his lips.
were two nasty bruises on the ankle, one on
cither side.  These injuries had not been
caused by a trip wire. Something had caught
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hooked round Handforth’s foot.’
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Handforth by the ankle, and the pressuro
must have been tremendous to cause those
livid bruises.

“H'm! This must be painful, old man!”
said Lee gently. “I'm sorry. I did not
know that you were so badly hurt.”

‘““It’s nothing, sir,”” growled Handforth.
“I’'m not worrying about the pain—although
it was frightful at the moment. I want to
know what grabbed me!”

“It couldn’t have been anything real,”
muttered Church, “Mr. Lee had his light
ashed on within a sccond—and there was
nothing. If any fool had been playing tricks,
he couldn’t have got away in the time.”

“But something mechanical, and even re-
sembling a bony hand could have been pushed
through these wide banisters,”’ said Nelson
Leo shrewdly. ¢ Moreover, it could have
been quickly withdrawn—and in the first Hash
of my torch, I should have seen  nothing.
Beneath the stairs, here, there is a deep
recess, and an active man could easily have
slipped away into the shadows long before
my light could have reached him. No, boys;
there’s no evidence of a spirit manifestation

here. But, again, there’s no evidence of
trickery, either. We are still bated.”
“It’s just one blighting thing after

another,” complained Archie helplessly. *‘I
mean to say, what’s it going to be next?
Good gad! You can’t expect us to slcep
to-night, Mr, Lee!  Frightful things will
happen in our bed-rooms next.”

““There is no certainty of that—and not
much probability of it, either,” said Nelson
Lec. *‘If unaccountable -things do happen
in your bed-rooms, 1 shall begin to suspect
that this house is genuinely haunted,’’

‘““Oh, my hat!” .

“Why do you say that, sir?”’

“Because all manner of tricks could easily
have been played in the dining-room and in
tho hall,” replied Nelson Lee. “But tricks
necessarily mean preparation—and it is hardly
likely that a faker could have prepared his
paraphernalia in all the bed-rooms as well
as in. the hall.”

!‘That’s a sound argument, you chaps,”
said Nipper. ‘‘If there’s a real ghost in this
house, he could operate anywhere. But we
don’t believe in ghosts, do we? So it stands
to reason that the bed-rooms will be safe.
Let’s all get off there stairs as quickly as
we can.”

They were not slow to obey; but Nelson
Lee went down the stairs, and not only
flashed his light round the hall, but switched
on the main lights, too. He noted that in
the very deep recesses under the staircase
there were one or two doors. He did not
know whether they led into other parts of the
house, or whether they were cupboard doors.
He meant to explore later. '

For the moment he decided that it would
be better for him to go upstairs with the
young people.

So the strange evening ended—and as
Nelson Lee went upstairs, midnight boomed.



CHAPTER 3.
The Bed Which Rocked.

T was the *“witching hour.” But in this
][ strange old house, which seemed to be
haunted by a topsy-turvy ghost, nothing
happened. Most of the young guests
expected another demonstration of some kind
—the smashing of ‘more furniture, or the
sudden falling of pictures.
But the minutes ticked away, and Forest
House remained quiet and peaccful.

“Well, that’s a frightful relief,” said Archie
Glenthorne fervently, “I mean to say, mid-
night has come and gone, so cverything
scems to be all serene.”

“Ghosts only  appear at midnight in
stories,’” said Handtorth with a sniff. “It’s
no good taking anything for granted. We’ve
got to keep watch, as we planned.”

“That’s the rummy part of it,” said Church
uneasily.

“What is?”

“Why, when we keep watch we see
nothing,” replied Church. “ We just stand the
chance of having furnmture chucked at our
heads.”

1t was some little time before all the young
aguests had settled down in their bed-rooms.
Theve were three main corridors leading off
from the, great upper landing. The girls wero
accommodated 1n their bed-rooms, which
opened out from onec of these corridors; the
boys had their quarters in the opposito
corridor; and Lady Bowers’ bed-room, and
several other bed-rooms—one of which Nelson
I.ee would occupy—opened out from the third
corridgor. The servants’ bed-rooms were on
the floor above, but this floor was now
entirely unoccupied.

Handforth wanted to be in the first watch,
but Nelson Lec would not hear of it. The
detective had been downstairs in the hall for
some time, but apparently he had discovered
nothing of importance.

“You’d better turn in, Handy, old man,”
said the detective. * With that ankle of yours
you can only hobble—and you’ve had a nasty
experience. A few hours’ sleep will do you
good. You can take your place in one of the
other watches.”

Handforth grumbled—he always did—but,
at heart, he was relieved. His ankle was
paining him a good deal. So he and Church
and McClure went off to bed.

“Hallo! What’s all this!”

Handforth was indignant. For when he
and his chums arrived in their bed-room, they
found the big four-poster already occupied.
Three cheery-looking.  youngsters  wero
snuggling down with much comfort. They
were Willy Handforth, Chubby Heath, and
Juicy Lemon—of the Third Form at St.
Frank’s.

“Come to say good-night, Ted?” asked
Willy.

“What are you doing bed ?”
demanded his elder brother. .

“You knew what you were doing when
you bagged this bed-room for yourselves, you
chaps,””” replied Willy, “Comfy bed, soft

in our
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carpet, and a cheerful fire. IVH suit us down
to the ground.”

“You silly young asses! Come out of it!”
roared Handforth. |
« “Rats! You chaps are going to keep
watch, aren’t you?” asked Willy. “It’ll be
our turn to watch later, and——"

“We’re coming to bed now—and you kids
arc clearing out!”’ intermupted Handforth.
“Of all ‘the nerve! Buzz off}” v

1Ie bundled them out unceremoniously. It
was quite true that this bed-room was, in
many respects, better than the others. The
fags were obliged to seek fresh quarters. And
Handforth & Co., having undressed, tumbled
in,

“Not a bad idea of Willy’s after all,” said
Handforth. ‘“He and his chums have warmed
the bed nicely. Hallo! Who was last in 7

“T was,” said McClure.

“Then why didn’t you turn out the light,
fathead ?” ‘

“Well, I thought, in the circs., we’d better
leave it on.”

“Then think again,” said Handforth
grufily. “Who the dickens can sleep with a
light burning? Nothing to be scared of now,
Maec. With Mr. Lee about, and guards all
over the place, we’re as safe as houses, and
we can sleep like tops.”

But when the light had been extinguished,
and only the flickering glow from the fire
illuminated the old room, even IIandfoith
felt less confident.. ‘

“I don’t like these old four-poster beds,”
satd Church. *“Plenty of roomn i1n them, of
coursec—we could squeeze another two chaps
into this bed easilv—but they scemed so old-
fashioned and—and ghostly.”

“Rats!” said Ilandforth
“Go to sleep.”

They lay still for some moments, and then
suddenly Church sat up with a start.

with a yawn.

“What—what was that?’ he asked
hoarsely. .
“*Eh? What was that?” growled Hand-

forth, opening lius eyes. “I heard nothing.”

“My fancy, perhaps, but I thought I felt
the bed move,” muttered Church.

They all looked round into the shadows,
but there was nothing to be seen.

“Imagination, of course,” grunted Hand-
forth. “I wish you chaps would go to sleep!
How could anything ‘shift this bed? It must
weigh half a ton!”

It was not a bad estimate. The old four-
poster was, indeed, an immensely massivo
thing, and two strong men could not have
Tifted 1it. :

And so, at length, the three youngsters
went to sleep—and the room remamed
pcaceful.

¢ HAT have
guv’nor?”’

curiously.

Nelson Lee had just come up-
staire. For some little time he had been
busy in the great hall, with all the lights full
on. Nipper had scen that the detective had
been at work on. the doors of the various
rooms leading out of the hall.

vou been

doing,
asked

Nipper
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&1 will tell you,” said Lee. “But, first of
all, bring the others. We don’t waut any
misunderstandings.”

The various members of the “watch”
were brought on to the landing. The hall
below was now pitchy black, except for the
cheery glow from the great fireplaco.

“Snowing hard outside,” remarked Reggie
Pitt, as ho came up. “I just took a look
through one of the windows. We‘sha’ll- be
pretty well snowed up. by the morning.”

“The more snow, the better,” said Nipper.
“If there are any people playing monkey
tricks about the house, they can’t approach
without leaving a tell-tale trail. They can’t
get away, cither.” \ , | .
““Now listen, boys,” said Nelson Lee
quietly. “Ghosts, it is said, can pass through
locked doors and other obstructions. But

“human beings—and particularly human beings,-

who are faking occult manifestations—are apt
to trip against things which lurk in the
dark.” .

He bhad lowered his voice to
-whisper, and the boys wondered.

“We don’t know what the trouble is in
this house,” continued Nelson Lee. “We
must keep sour minds open, and our heads
cool. I have been in the hall, and I havo
placed invisible threads across every doorway
and every window.”

a  mere

- “My only hat!” whispered - Nipper.
*“That’s a good idea, sir.”
. “I have scaled these threcads very care-

fully,” continued Lee. -“A ghost might pass
them with ease—but if any human being
comes through one of the doorways he will
be clever if he avoids the sealed thread.”
“What about the corridors leading into the
other parts of the house, sir?”’ asked Pitt.

“I have stretched threads across them, too
—about a foot high,” replied Nelson Lee.

“Nothing can cnter that hall below without

breaking one of the threads—nothing, that is,
material. '
— Well, we’ll leave it at that.”

“You mean,” said Travers slowly, ‘“that
if there is any more smashing of furniture,
‘and the threads are still intact, it will prove
that the manifestations are caused by a
genuine haunting 7”7

“I did not say that,” murmured Nelson -

Lee. “It will prove that the intruder,
whether material or occult, does not enter
by any of the known openings, such as door-
ways or windows. Now, boys, we must get
into these corridors—these wide passages
which lead off from the landing. I am going
to fix other threads at the ends here where
the corvidors open out.”

The threads, quite invisible, were stretched

across and sealed into position by Lee. Each
corridor was now provided with an effective
“barrier,” If any unauthorised person
attempted to slip past in the darkncss, he
would inevitably break the thread.
. So the guards went on their patrols, watch-
ing over the main corridors—but never going
upon the landing itself. And somechow the
boys felt comforted. Nelson Lee’s precau-
tions gave them an added sense of security.

So if .anything strange happens
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N hour passed, and one o’clock boomed }
solemnly from the big grandfather’s |
clock down in the hall. The echoces !
of the chimes and the onc stroke |

came vibrating into the upper part of the!
house. _ !

“Well, nothing’s happening,” murmured
Reggie Pitt, as he met Travers.

*Nothing’s likely to happen, either,” said
Travers, yawning. *“Upon my Samson, this
scems to be a silly game, dear old fcllow!”

“Think we all ought to go to bed, then?”

“Why not?”’ asked Travers. ‘‘Nothing is
likely to happen in the bed-rooms. In fact,
the whole performance is over for to-might,
I imagine.” » _

“Well, it’s better to be on the safe side,”
said Pitt thoughtfully.

He passed on, moving towards the main

’

Janding.  But he did not go too near—for

fear of breaking the tell-tale thread. IHe
could sec one of the big landing windows

from the end of the corridor, and he noted
that fecble moonlight was streaming through.
The snow, then, had stopped, and the sky
had cleared.

“Weli, 1t would be a good thing when the
night was over. Everything would scem dif-
ferent in the morning. There would be some
first-class tobogganing, too, and——

Creak!

Reggie Pitt’s thoughts were abruptly in-
terrupted. The creak had come from down
in the hali—distinctly, clearly. It was like
the straining of woodwork, as though the
broken table had been lifted, or moved
aside. Reggie Pitt’s senses were . instantly
on the alert, and he wondered if he should
give the alarm. He knew that the sound
had not been caused by a loose boavrd—

Whizzz!

Pitt, standing there, and staring unccr-
tainly across the landing, saw something huge

shoot upwards from the inky black well of

the grear hall. For a fraction of a sccond
it was visible in ‘the faint moonlight.
Then— ' ‘
Craaaaaash—thud!
The noise seemed to shake the whole house.
and Reggie Pitt leapt back with a shout of
alarm. Some big object had smashed its
way clean through the heavy oaken banisters
which ran all round the top of the landing.
Then the thing struck the landing floor and
rolled over: Broken fragments of the banis-
ters flew in all directions, and one of them
struck Pitt on the shoulder, and he recled.

“By Samson! What was that?” yelled
Vivian Travers, running up out of the dark-
ness of the corridor.

“I—I don’t know!” gasped Pitt. “It—it
came up from the hall—"

He found it difticult to speak. He had not
realised untii then what a shock he had had.-
It was the unexpectedness of the crash more
than anything else which had shaken him.

Doors were opening everywhere; voices
were sounding. The girls, with wraps flung
hastily over their pyjamas, were running
out, many of them frightened. |
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Then the hghts of the ball and the landing
leapt mto lLte. Everybody blinked. Nelson
Lee was leapmmg downstawrs, and shouting at
the same nme.

“Keep 1n the corridors, cverybody!”
ordered  ‘““Don’t break those threads.
be with you .n a minute.” <

Nipper, who had been with Lee, stood at
the top of thc stairs, and a terrible un-
casiness assatled him. Lee had gone down
into the hall—and somewhere there something
lurked —

Nelson Lze was full of suspicion as. he
went rapidly round the hall. He was rcady,
too, to fight, should the occasion arise. - But
there wa: nothing for him to fight. -

The great ha!l was peaceful and quiet.

The fire had burned so low that only a
few embers remained. And when Nelson Lee
went round from door to door, he found that
all the sealed threads were intact. Not one
was broker—or even disturbed. The other
threads—which he had placed across the pas-
sages—were the same.

It was a bit of a staggerer.

Something -had been in the hall, for the
heavy object could not have been thrown up
upon the landing But how had that ‘“some-
thing ° entered and made its exit?

Nelson Lee looked round, and his eyes
opcned wider- Something was missing. The
cnormously heavy antique log-box, which had
stood near the great fireplace, was no longer
there. Nelson Lee had
carlier It was a thing of exquisite carving,
of solid oak. and was hundreds of years old.

“Upun my word!” muttered Lee, more
startled than he could say.

He looked vp at the great gap in the
banisters at the top of the landing; then he
hurried upstairs. A quick search proved that
the threads had not been broken—with the
exception, ot one. This one had been struck
by the falling box.

‘““Was anyboay near when this happened ?”
asked Lee, looking round.

“1 was, sir.” replicd Reggie Pitt.

“Thank Heaven yon were not struck,* said
Lee. “If this-bey had hit you, my boy, you
would have been killed.”

“But how could it have got here,
guv’nor?” asked Nipper. “Look at it! It’s
a bit damaged, but 1it’s still practically whole.
No one man could have thrown this thing
up from the hall.”

The box lav on its side; close by were
several logs which had rolled out upon im-
pact. And all round were the fragments of
the smashed banisters.

“Well, it’s a rum go,” saild Handforth,
scratching his .head. “That box must weigh
over a hundredweight. A man might have
lifted it, but he cculdn’t have thrown it up
here.”

“But something threw it!” said Church,
with a shiver

“It—it might be lurking about even now,”
whispered one of the girls. “Oh, it’'s a
dreadful house! We ought to have left last
night 1’ ‘

he
I'll

admired that box -

THE PHANTOM FOE. Powerful Story of the Famous Night Hawk,

She and many of the others were thinkinz
of that extraordinary happening in the draw-
ing-room—when the door had been burst down
by an enormous unuameable thing.

Nelson Lec was looking grave—but he was
as level-headed as ever.

“We can du nothing to-night,” he said.
looking round. *‘1 think you had better ail
go bhack to your beds—and, if possible, sleep.
And in the mornming we can make a very
thorough exannnation of the whole house.”

“Don’t you think we’d better all stay up,
Mr. Lee?” asked Mary Summers. “ Wouldn’s
it be better for us to get dressed, and then
go down-into the drawing-room, with plenty .
of lights on? . We could have the gramo-

‘phone, and we should all be together 77

“Yes, rather!” said Church cagerly. ‘“Let’s
do that!” |

“But it 18 not much. after one o’clock,”
protested Nelson Iee. ““You boys and girls
must get your sleep. Don’t worry too much
about this. Nothing had happened in any ot
the bed-rooms; you’ll be safe cnough there.
Far better go back to bed.”

In the end he persuaded them, and soon
the house was quiet again. Irene Manners
and Winnie Pitt had gone into Lady Bowers’
room to assure the hostess that there was no
need for alarm.

Handforth insisted upom dressing—and he
made Church and McClure dress, too.

“We’re naot going to sleep any more!” he
growled “We’ll jon the others. The more
guards, the better.”

And for once Church and McClure did not
object. Thev were not keen on getting baclkk
into bed. Church, in particular, was ner-
vous. He felt that there was something
“funny ” about the bed. But he said
nothing. for fear of being ridiculed.

Out in the corridor Handforth soon made
his presence known by his voice—which he
ithoughtlessly refrained from lowering, And
one of the first results was the appearance
of Willy and his two henchmen.
~“Not gomg back to bed, Ted?”
Willy briskly.

“No- Church and Mac and I are going fo

watch.”
sald Willy. “Then

asked

“Good |”
”
your bed-room again.
“Now, look here, you young ass——"

“Don’t be a dog in the manger, Ted!”
said Willy severelv. “When you three chaps
want to turn i1, we’ll turn out. It’ll be our
time for watching then, anyhow.”

Handforth could not very well raise any
objections, and Willy & Co., triumphant,
climbed bach intn the big four-poster bed. As
Willy explained. it was far more comfortable
than the bed bhe had bheen occupying.

And so, at last, the strange house once
again settled down into gquietness.

And Neison Lee, grim and thoughtful,
knew that he was up against onc of the nost
baffling nroblems of his career.

we’ll bag
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The mighty African found himself picked up in the @hostly embrace of a huge, vague shape

and sent crashing to the ground.

‘“ N°’Kose, my master,”” shouted Umlosi.

‘“ What mon-

trous evil spirit has got me ? *°

chimed, and Forest

undisturbed. The
away; the quarter
The night was slowly

OOM—-BOOM!
Two o’clock

House remained

minutes slipped
chimed; then the half.
slipping away.

Yet the guards were not réassured. The
very silence, the absence of any fresh develop-
ment, was like some brooding mcenace. The
boys had a fecling—which they all shared—
that some ghastly thing was waiting beyond
them in the darkness, laughing at them,
mocking at them—waiting to create further
destruction when the impish fancy took it.

In many of the bed-rooms the young people
did not sleep.

Some of the girls, reluctant to tell the
boys that they were nervous, actually dressed.

“Better he ready for emergencies,” said
Doris Berkeley. “In a house ‘like this, you
never know what’s going to happen! We
might have to run out into the snow at any
minutc—and we need to be wearing some-

thing heavier than our flimsy nighties and

pyjamas.”’

~ So they dressed—even to their strong, out-
door shoes. And, having dressed, they made
up the fire and sat round in chairs. Curiously

cnough, the girls in the other bed-rooms did

exactly the same—although no word had
passed between them. Some of them had

gone back to bed at first, tryving to slecp, but
they gave it up.

And when they were dressed, and sitting
round the fires, they felt so much more
secure, so much easier in mind, that most
of them soon dozed off in the chairs and
slept soundly. So, on the whole, .1t was a
good move.

Some of the boys, in the other corridor,
did very much the same thing.

But Willy & Co., the youngest members
of the party, slept like tops in the great
four-poster bed. Ieath and Lemon were
not made of the same stuff as Willy; and,
but for his leadership. they would have kept
awake, nervous and shaky. But Willy
scoffed at ghosts, he ridiculed them, and he
pointed out that they would be good-for-

nothing in the morning unless they had
some sleep.
And his influence worked wonders. His

chums fell into a healthy slumber—and Willy,
finding them asleep, snuggled down and
joined them.

It was just after two-thirty when tlie thing
happened.

The house was silent, except for a slight
whispering which had arisen. Now and again
it rose somewhat, until it moaned and whistled
round the oild gables. And in the bed-room
occupied by Willy & Co. a few faint beams
of moonlight were streaming across the floor.
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Willy was the first to awaken. Ho ex-
perienced a sensation which was extraordinary
like that of a ship in motion. It seemed to
him that the great bed was swaying, or
rocking.

“You’ro he
patiently.

He sat up and stared round. He could
famtly sec Heath and Lemon, asleep beside
him. And Willy’s heart suddenly raced. For
the bed was creaking ominously, as though
undeér a great strain. Willy had all his wits
about him now, and he knew that he was
awake. The bed was actually rocking! He
could sec the bottom of it rising up and
down.

And yet there was nothing near it. The
dim moonlight was sufficient to show Willy
the various objects of furniture in the room;
and he couid distinguished the clear spaces.

dreaming!”’ muttered im-

Suddenly the bed rocked more violently,
the bottom of it was jerked upwards for over
a (fIOOt’I and Willy was pitched backwards.

rash! -

The foot of the bed dropped to the floor
with such a tremendous noise that Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon sat up, blinking and
gasping.

“What—what was that?’’ asked Chubby,
staring round. “I say! Here, Willy—"

““All right—I’'m awake!”’ snapped Willy.
““There’s something funny going on! Some-
body is monkeying with the bed!”

““Wha-a-a-t!” gurgled Juicy Lemon.

They wanted to leap out, but the bed was
now rising up and down alarmingly, and
they could do was to clutch at anything they
could lay their hands on.

“Help!” yelled Chubby
“Mr. Lee! Hi, help!”

Willy leaned far over the side of the bed,
doubling himself. He jerked at the vallance
and pulled it aside. He was full of suspicions.

“Crumbs!”’ he ejaculated, with a gulp.

For as the bed suddenly rocked upwards
again, he could see right beneath it. He
had a momentary glimpse of the floor. And
nothing was there!. It had occurred to
Willy that the rocking was being caused by
some trickster under the bed. But that ex-
planation was obviously wrong. .

Footsteps could be heard in the passage—
and voices, too. And the great four-poster
was still rocking and swaying and heaving.

Then, abruptly, with a loud groaning of
strained woodwork, the whole bed was heaved
up on its end, and with a thunderous crash
it went over. The three occupants were
flung in a disordered heap with the bed-
clothes.

The door burst open, lights flooded on, and
Nelson Lee stood there—and close behind
him Nipper, Handforth, and some of the
other fellows, and their faces were white.
Whispering  voices sounded in . the back-
ground, and Irene & (o, attracted by tha
commotion, pressed nhcarer,

Heath wildly.

‘he could
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“What on carth ” began Nelson Lece.

He strode forward, In the brilhant light
sco the overturned bed and the
strugghing mass of humamty on the floor.
Lee and the boys had entered the room just
for a second after the crash had occurred;
there had certainly been no time for any
possible intruder to escape by the window.
It was palpably impossible that he could have
escaped by the door.

**Help—help!’ yelled Lemon, as, mn a dir?
panic, he wrestled with tho bedclothes.

“Steady, young ’un!’ siid Lee, pulling the
bedclothes free. .

““The ghost—the ghost!’ gasped Lemosn.

“It—it was here, sir!”

““ All right—all right!” said Lee soothing!y.
“You're safe enougnh now, Lemon. Puil
yourself together, my boy!”

Lemon gulped; and Chubby Heath, who
had been nearly as panic-stricken, was
equally steadied by Nelson Lee’s presence.

“It was awful, sir,”” muttered Chubhy.
““The bed was grabbed by some hornd
monster——?*’

“You saw it?"’ asked Lce sharply.

“Well, sir, I'm not sure——"’

. “Don’t take any notice of him!”’ inter-
rupted Willy grullly. **We saw nothing,
sir—nothing at all. 1 was awake first, and
I found the bed rockifg up and down.”

“Oh, my goodness!” came a chorus from
the doorway.

“Rummy sensation,” went on Willxy.
“Then the bed gave a heave—and theve
wasn’t a soul near it—I’'ll swear that, sir.”

“‘Might have been somebody underneaih
——"" began Nipper.

“There wasn’t—I- looked,” said Willy.
‘““Therc was just enough moonlight for me
to see that there was no living thing any-
where near the bed. Then it heaved up on
its end, and .we were chucked in all divec-
tions.”

“It—it was just as though some unseen
thing—some ghostly monstrosity—had grabbe:! .
the bed at the foot, and had jerked it,”’
said Chubby Heath, with a shiver. “Ol,
my only hat!—I—"m not going to sleep any
more in this beastly house! It’s haunted
right ‘eriough!” : - ‘

Nelson Lee looked at the bed, and he
pursed his lips. That bed was enormously
heavy—far beyond the power of-any ordinarv
man to seize it and upset it. And there had
been no man in this room, anyhow!

Lee walked across to the windows, and
found that they ivere all sccurely fastened.
He examined the bed, but there was no
trickery about it, it was just an ordinary
antique bedstead, fitted with a modern sprin:
and mattress.

Another grim
planation!

Everybody was scared now, and everybody
was determined that there should be no more
sleep that night.

The horvars of Forest Housc were getting
on their nerves,

manifestation—and no cx-
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CHAPTER 4.
The™Apparition.
EVERYBODY had collected in the bed-

room, or out in the corridor, near by.

In fact, all the occupant: of the house,

with the single cxception of Lady
Bowers, crowded there.

Neclson Lee noted that the girls were fully
dressed, but he made no comment. He was
glad to find that all the young people, after
the first excitement, had calmed down. Morc
than anything else, Lee wished to avoid a
panic. _ _ .

“It is very disturbing,”” he said quietly.
‘‘If only we could find some little clue—spme-
thing which would give us a line to work
upon—it would be different. But these sin-
gular things keep happening, one after the
other. And we cannot account for them.”

“This business of the rocking bed is a
knock-out,’- aaid Handforth, giving his minor
a suspicious look. “Are you quite sure,
Willy, that you and your pals weren’t playing
onc of your silly tricks?”

Nelson Lee had thought of this explana-
tion, too; but the wild terror of Juicy Lemon
and Chubby Heath had bcen real, and Lec
had quickly dismissed the suspicion.

“If you can’t say anything more sensible
than that, Ted. you’d better dry up!” said
Willy tartly

“Look herce T

‘““Aren’t things bad enough in this house
alrcady ?”” went on Willy warmly. *“Do you
. think I would decliberately play a fool trick,
and try to scare people? 1 can only tell you
that the bed started rocking, and then it
turned upside down. And nobody was necar
it—nobody visible, anyway. It’s a mystery.”

“Let’s get downstairs,” said somebody.
“I belicve the house is really haunted. These
awful things are happening everywhere.”

“Why not collect in the kitchen?” asked
one of the girls. ‘““We shall be near the food
there, and we can make some hot cocoa or
something, and some of us can prepare some
sandwiches.” Co

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Nelson Lec
approvingly.

He felt that such a thing would help to
steady the nerves of the party. Nelson Lec
was thankful that he had come—for he had
a feceling that it was his presence that was
preventing the young people from open panic.
It was a strange situation. He had come
down to please Nipper—to join the Christ-
mas party And he had plunged right into
—this! , '

“Well, comie on!”! he said briskly. “I’ll
lead the way. It’s no good saying that
nothing else i3 likely to happen, because
there’s no telling——"’

He broke off abruptly. He had reached
the corridor hy now, and was, in fact, leading
the party towards the landing. And he was
checked by the sound of a sudden laugh—a
low, mocking laugh, which came from the
landing ahcad .

“Who is that?” asked Lee sharply,
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The otners caught their breath in. Was
this to be another ghostly manifestation ?

““Look, guv’nor!” muttered Nipper, who
was by the detective’s side.

Nelson Lec started. A figure was visible
on the landing—right in the gap which had
becen broken by the log-box. It had not
been there a second beforc; and Lee was
ready to swear that the figure had not walked
along the landing from the staircase. 1t had
suddenly appeared from below, from the black
void of the hall

And even Nelson Lee felt a curious
tingling sensation running down his spme.
For that figure, visible 1in the faint moon-
light, which streamed upon the landing, was
weird enough. It was the figure of an old
man in flowing robes, with a white beard,
and wearing a quaint, conical hat. In a word,
the figure of an old time astrologer or alche-
mist.

“It’s—it’s Nerki!” ejaculated Handforth,
with a .gulp.

“Keep back, all of you!” said the soft,
cultured voice of Professor Ivan Nerki. * It
is unsafe for yvou to approach.”

“Leave this to me, boys and girls—plcasze,”
said Lee earncstly

They were ready enough to hang back, for
there secmed to be something unnatural-—
something of the apparition, about the figure
of Nerki. .Nelson Lec strode forward alone,
until he was within a few paces.

““Stay!” commanded the figure. “You
will come nearer, my friend, at your peril.”

“Who are you. and how did you- get into
this house?” demanded Nelson Lee grimly.

“I find a difficulty in answering both
questions,”” said the figure. “I only go where
my physical self projects me. For I am not
physical. To the cye of the normal human
being, no doubt, appear to be matenal
enough; but I am the astral phantasm of
Professor Ivan Nerki.”

Theie was a dead silence; the boys found
many of the girls clinging to them.

“1 see!” said Nelson Lee ominously. *‘‘1f
I were to take my automatic pistol and shoot
vou through the heart, you would suffer no
ill effect?”

. The figure of Nerki laughed.

“No harm would come to me; but my
material self, which sleeps quietly at home,
would undoubtedlv awaken with a great pain
in the heart. For Nerki sleeps, and 1 am
here to warn you to lcave this house. 1t is
the abiding place of a deady elemental: a
semi-materialised phantasm of the dead which
can take life, and which can create terrible
destruction.”

“You seem to know quite a lot,” said Lce

dryly.
“] know that the presence of unbelievers
in this house is dangerous,” replied the figure
of Nerki. ‘“The life of Lady Bowers is en-
darigered.” |

“Why should our presence here endanger
her life?” = '

“Because you have arousedathe enmity, tho
fury, of the elemental which haunts the diwe!l-
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ing,” replied the other. ‘Lady Bowers is
o believer, and no harm can befall her whilst
I grant her my protection. But cven I, with
all my great icnowlcdge of black magic and
sorcery and tne occult, can do nothing until
‘Lady. Bowers is left in peace and sohlitude.”

“In other words, vou would drive us all
out?” asked Lee.

““The evil spirit of this house grows angrier
and angrier,” replied the figure. “So far
it has- bcen content to wreak destruction.
But it will beccome more violent. In Nerki’s
name 1 am warning you. Go! Everybody
—pgo! Ieave as soon as daylight comes, and
Lady Eustacia Bowcers will no longer be
troubled. For the powers of black magie, as
exercised by my material self, will protect
her from the elemental phantasm.”

“It sounds very impressive, my f{riend,”
said Lee grufly. “I am not a ghost-hunter,
and in such an investigation as this I may be
a mere child. But I know something of the
hunting ot tricksters—and crooks.”

“Yes, by George!” camec a shout from
Iandforth. “You can’t fool Mr. Nelson
Lee with your fake dodges!”

The figure of Nerki leaned forward, and:

an cvil expression came upon the lined,
hearded 'tace. : '
“You will go!” he said fiercely. ‘I have

”

been sent to tell you—to warn you——

“I think I’ll have a closer look at you,
Professor Nerki!” cut in Lee abruptly.

He leapt forward as he spoke, striding
slightly sideways in order to prevent Nerki
from ruuning down the stairs. But the
ficure made no such attempt.

That some¢ mocking laugh came from him,
and he took a quick step backwards—a lecap,
in fact. Backwards he plunged down into the
deep well of the hall—down to the hard stone

flags of the floor. Even Nelson Leec was
momentarily taken aback.
The detective halted.. Everybody stood

stock still. They all waited, in fact—waited
;10 hear the crashing thud as Nerki struck the
oor

But there was nothing.

There was no sound of Nerki striking that
stonc floor!

Nelson Lee had leapt to the banister rail
by now, and his powcrful torchlight was
flashing. He was grimly determined to see
what had happened. But even as he leaned
over the balustrade a choking puff of yel-
lowish vapour rose from the hall below, en-
veloping him, half-blinding him.

Handforth and Nipper .and many of the
others had run up, too; they had seen the
vapour rising in a cloud as Nerki had fallen.
It formed a veritable fog, so that when they
stared downwards they could see nothing.

“By Heaven!” muttered Nelson Lece,
aghast.
“Sulphur!” gurgled Handforth. “And—

and they =ay that decvils leave a trail of
sulphur—"" -

He broke off, his very thoughts too fan-
tastic to continue, ,

Lee would have been convinced.

THE IVORY TRAIL. Thrilling Yarn of Adventure in the African Jungle.

Neisen Lee, with a tull knowledge of the
cunning tricks which the brain of man can
devise, was rushing downstairs. There was
something bhorribly supernatural in this' whole
business; yet Lee’s sound common sense told
him that there must be some material ex-
planation It was incredible that a living man
could have leapt backwards from the land-

‘ing and landed m the hall without making

a sound. But that cloud of sulphur smoke
aroused Lee’s deepest suspicions. It was such
an effective trick to blind the light from
an clectric torch. Yet, on the other -hand,
it was suggestive of (icmons, too. Had 1t
been the vapour of an ordinary smoke bomb,
But sul-
phur—— Besides. there had been no reporr,
no sound of anything.

‘““Stay up there, everybody!”
Nelson Lee. :

He ran across the hall, and one hand was
gripping his automatic pistol. He was ready
for real trouble now. But nothing happened.
He recached the light switches and he pressed
them down.

He was half prepared to find that they
would not work. But they did. The {ull
lights of the hall flooded on; and there.
hanging in the air near the landing, was
the cloud of yellowish sulphur vapour. -

The hall itself was quict, empty.

“This is getting absurd,” muttered I.cc,
almost savagely.

The boys and girls crowded to the balus-
trade, leaning over. They watched Nelson
Lee as he went from door to door, examii:
ing the sealed thrcads. And Lee was just as
careful to sec that the threads across the
passages were not touched.

“Intact—all of them!” they heard
mutter. “This is extraordinary!”

He stood looking round, with a frown on
his face. He examined the spot on the floor
where Nerki should have struck, after he had
leapt backwards. Then the detective walked
round the hall, and it was obvious that he
was startled.

“It was a ghost—a recal ghost!” muttered
Church, his voice hoarse. *“Oh, why do we
keep up this farce? Why are we fooling our-
selves ?”

“Cheese
sharply.

“I’'m not going to be quiet any longer!”
shouted Church. “ 1'm only saying what most -
of you chaps are thinking, Yes, and the
girls, too! This house is really haunted!”

There were many who muttered their
agrcement.

“Nerki was right all along,” put in
Tommy Watson. ‘“We scoffed at him and
called ¥|im a fake—but he knew what he was
talking about. He warned us not to come
to Forest House. Let’s all clear out. Whayv
does it matter about the snow? We can
find shelter somewhere.”

“Yes, yes, let’s clear out while we're safe!”

There was a rush for the stairs, and the
panic seemed to spread. Even Handforth was
canght in the terror of it, and a sudden

shouted

him

it, you ass!” eaid Handforth
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overwhelming desire to flee from this house
possessed him. .

Normally, the young people would not have
acted in this way. But they were overtired;
they .had had scarcely any sleep; and the
C'Xpesrtlen(':e;s of this night had unnerved them.

[19 Op..'

Nelson Lec spoke sgzrnly—sharply. He
was standing at the bottom of the stairs,
facing the oncoming crowd.

“This won’t do,” he went on.
blame you for having this touch of hysterics
—but you’ve got to calm down now. Leave
Forest House to-morrow if you like—but it
“would be madness to go out into the snow
at this hour. The roads are more or less
choked, and you would get lost. Haunting,
or no haunting, you must stay here.”

. His words had the desired ecffect, and the
boys and girls—especially those .who had been
most panicky—looked rather shamefaced.

“If it wasn’t a ghost, sir, how did it gct
away.?” asked Tommy Watson bluntly.

“1 don’t know.” :

“How did it land on the hall floor without
making any sound?”

“I don’t know.” :

“And what about the bed that turned
upside down, s ?”

“I caunot give you the explanation of that,
either,” replied Lece. “But I will tell you
this much. I am convinced that everything
has been accomplished by means of ingenious
trickery. I wili not accept the supernatural
explanation.”

“But what other explanation is there, sir?”’
asked Church. “You don’t know how the
tricks were done—and 1t scems to me that no
living thing could have performed such
tricks.”

‘“‘Have you ever been to an illusicnist’s
show ?”” asked Nelson Lee somewhat grimly.
“Havo you ever been, for example, to
Maskelyne’s 7"’

“Why, yes, of course, sir,” said Church.

“Can you tell me how the illusions were
accomplished ?” asked Lee. -*Can you tell me
how a young lady can be placed in a pad-
locked chest, which is itself suspended on a
rope—and within one minute .the- chest is
empty 7” : '

“But—but that’s one of the secrets of the
conjurers, sir,” said Church.

“Exactly!” snapped Lee.
know how it was done, do you? You don’t
know how any of those brilliant, bafling
tricks were done, but you don’t come away
from Maskelyne’s saying that they are
dabblers in sorcery, and that they can pro-
duce ghosts! No; “you are very satisfied
because you have had your money’s worth,
and you enjoy being baffled. If you weren’t

“You don’t

baffled, the show wouldn’t be worth a
penny!”’ .
The boys and girls were silent—and

strangely calmed.

“We see nothing hcre of a suS{)icious
nature,” went on Lee, indicating the hall with
"a sweep of his hand. “And we are baffled.

“1 don’t.
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But there is no whit of evidence that there
has been any supernatural agency at work.
It i1s my intention to stay here, to probe
this mystery—to investigate it until I arrive
at’ the solution. To-morrow you youngsters

can go home if you want to—but I shall
remain.” o _

“By jingo, and so will I, sir!” shouted
Nipper. ' s -

“Me,” too!” exclaimed Handforth.
not going to bolt!” .

“Nobody will bolt, Handforth,” said
Nelson Lee, smiling. “Jf some of the others
care to cut their visit short, all well and-
good. But, for the moment, let’s think of
hot cocoa and sandwiches. Come along—I’ll
lead the way to the kitchen. We’ll close all

& I'm

" the doors and light the place as brilliantly as

we can, and we shall soon be feceling heaps
better.” o | .

The famous detective’s cheeriness, his per-
sonality, soon made an amazing difference.
The boys and girls were already affected
by Nelson Lee’s sound arguments. And hot
cocoa and some food made a still greater
difference. | '

Nothing happened in the kitchen—nothing
to cause further alarm. Some of the young
people started a sort of sing-song, and then
the others joined in, and they made them-
selves thoroughly tired.

Quite a few fell aslee
in this way, the rest of the night passed.

When dawn came they all looked very
much washed out, but with the coming of
the daylight, everybody seemed to understand
that there could be no more manifestations.
Ghosts did not work in daylight—ncither did
tricksters.

So, at length, everybody went off to bed
again—this time to sleep peacefully and
soundly. e

HERE were two people, at least, who
were awake and alert; for the great
front door was pulled open, and
Neclson Lee and Nipper, in thick boots

and heavy overcoats, emerged upon the snow-
smothered doorstep.

“I didn’t want you to come, voung ’un,”
said Lee. ‘You ought to be sleeping.”

“I've had three hours, sir, and that's
plenty,” said Nipper.. “I’'m as keen as
mustard to have a look round—with you!”

All the other guests were still sound asleep,
and Lee had no intention of disturbing them
until twelve o’clock at the earliest. It was
very necessary that they should have a good,
healthy sleep. .

“'Boxing; Day!” said Nipper with a grin.
“Well, it'll be the rummiest Boxing Day
I’ve ever spent! Snowbound in an old
mansion in the New Forest, and there’s not a
servant in the house or within miles. The
girls have offered to do the cooking and the
table-setting and the washing-up, and all that
sort of thing, but I'm not sure how they’'ll
take it now. Last night they decided to rally
round Archie and his aunt.”

as they sat, and so,
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“If they don’t rally round Lady Bowers
will be left in a very unfortunate position,”
said Lee. *There’s very little chance of
getting any servants to-day. But, somehow,
Nipper, I think the young ladies will have
changed their minds when they get up. [
‘know them i)retty well—and they’re level-
hieaded and plucky.”

The view from the front door was charm-
ing—a winter scenc such as is pictured on
Christmas cards. There had been a great
-deal of snow during the night—although it
had ceased falling about two o’clock, and
there had been none¢ since. The snow lay in
an unbroken carpet in all directions. Here
and there hedges and bushes lifted their
summits out of the white blanket. The drive,
the terraces, and the lawns were smooth with
pure, virgin snow. In places there were
small drifts, and over the whole scene there
wias a complete silence, broken only by the
cheerful twittering of some birdz in the
- neighbouring - trees.

“Well, it looks jolly enough,” said Nipper
with a sigh. ‘“Pity everything is so different
at night. We ought to be able to get some
vipping sport this afternoon—tobogganing
dswn the slopes.”

“It will do the young pcople gooua, said
I.ce, nodding. *“Plenty of open air sport.
It- will tire them out. If they decide to re-
main, I’ll have more company here by the
cevening, too, and we’ll take some extra pre-
cautions and make some add preparations.”

“Well, if anybody came near this house
last night—and got away from it—there’ll be
footprints,” said Nipper. “Look at mine!
They’re six inches deep. There’s been a
tremendous fall of snow, guv’nor. Even if
somebody came at about mdnight, before
the snow stopped falling, the footprints could
not ?ossibly have been smothéred in the
time.’ '

“If there are any tracks at all, we shall
find them,” replied Lee. “And I_ propose
now that we make a complete circuit of the
house itself. After that, we’'ll take the out-
buildings. Come along. We’ll stick to the
terrace _here—and we’ll keep as close to the
house as possible.”

They made the circuit, and Nelson Lee’s
eyes were active. He not only explored every
foot of the snow, but he looked at the walls,
the trees which grew near the house—the
base of those same trees. He looked every-
where for some sign of possible intruders.

But he drew a complete blank.

The snow all round Forest House was un-
touched, unbroken. And one thing became
absolutely ciear from this early-morning tour.

No human thing bad visited the old iman-
sion during the night.  There wero half-
buried footprints leadini to the terrace from
the drive—but Nelson Lee had made thoso
footprints himself. There were none others.

If the figure of Nerki had been of flesh
and blood, then how could he gain admit-
tance into the house—and how had he
escaped ? '
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CHAPTER 5.
Nerki’'s Second Warning

‘¢ HAT  about secret  passages,
guv'nor?’ asked Nipper sud-
denly.

. “You seem to be something of
a thought-reader,” replied Lee, with a smiie.
““I was just thinking of the same thing—
but don’t count on it, young ’un. Somehow,
1 don’t think. there are any sccret passages
in this house. It’s old, but it’s not like an
ancient castle. However, we’ll come to that
later. I intend to measure up all the rooms
—the hall, particularly. Before dusk I shal!
know whether thero are any secret passages
or not.”

“What are we going to do now ?”

““I think we’ll make for the road, and if
it is at all possible, we’ll go along to tho
home of Professor Ivan Nerki,” replied
Nelson Lee. ““You can come with me if
you like »

““1 do like, guv’nor,” said Nipper promptls.

It was something of a fight to reach tho
road, for, in places, the snow had drifted
very deep. But once on the road itself, the
gomg was ecasier. And as the pair plunged
on, Nelson Lce kept his eyes very wide
open. He took stock of the general lie of
the land—he noted every turn and twist of
the quiet, rural road. There had been no
trafic this morning; there was not a foot-
print or a wheelmark to be seen. ,

“By Jove, guv’nor, we might be in a
wilderness, for all the signs of life we can
see,”> said Nipper, when they had mounted
to the top of a wooded rise, and could seo
beyond. ‘‘Look at that scenc there! Miles
and miles of snow and trees. I never realised
that there was such a lonely place as this
m the South of England.”

Nelson Lee smiled,

“It isn’t quite so lonely as it looks,” he
replied. ‘‘There are many isolated cottages
and other dwellings by the clumps of frees.
In the landscape we arec now viewing there
must be many families living. Snowbound,
most of them, I’ve no doubt, poor beggars.
Let’s hope they had plentiful supplies of
food in their cupboards. This, 1 presume.
is the home of our mutual friend, Professor
Nerki 7”?

He was indicating a squat, ugly dwelling,
which peeped from some trecs comparatively
near at hand. _

“That’s the place, sir,” said Nippes
““There’s no real garden—no hedges round it,
or fences, or anything. There’s a rough
track, leading from the road to the house—
but it’s all snow-covered now, and I don’t
even know where it begins.”

““The professor believes in his comfort,"
commented Lee. ‘“The smoke rising from
the chimney indicates a cosy fire. Well, we
might as well pay a bold visit. I have no
doubt that we have already been seen.”

As they approached the house, Nelson Lee
pretended to lose his bearings now and again.
As a matter of fact, he was zig-zagging (o
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a certain extent, so that he could obtain a
view of all the snow-covered ground which
surrounded Nerki’s housc. And Nelson Lee
was soon satisfied that the snow was un-
broken in every direction. He found no tell-
tale trail ot footprints. The inhabitants ol
this house had certainly not left it during
the night—unless they iad walked over the
snow without leaving any tracks. And that
was impossible.

Satisfied on this point, Lee approached the
front door. and in response to his knock, the
door was opened by a quictly-dressed little
man of middle age.

*“I have no appointment,”’ said Nelson Lee,
“but I am wondering if Professor Nerki
would be courteous enough to receive me?t’”

He handed his card to the man, who took
it gravely. -

“If you will come in and wait, sir, I wili
take your card to the master,”’ he said. “A
rare wintry morning, gentlemen,” he added.
“f\n”old-fashloned Christmas, and no mis-
take.

He escorted them across a carpeted lobby
into a comntortable waiting-room, where a
cheery fire burned. Then he quietly retired,
closing the door after him,

“Well, everything is respectable enough
—7"" began Nipper.

But he paused as he saw the quick, warn-
ing look in Nelson Lee’s eyes. And he im-
mediately underswod.

This was the house of Nerki, the Sorcerer!

It was, in fact, the home of a magician,
and it was more than likely that the walls
of the waiting-room were provided with cun-
ningly hidden spyholes—and even micro-
phones, so that every word spoken in that
apparently private room could be overheard.

Nelson Lee had cxposed more than one
fake spiritualist, and 1n every case he had
found the innocent-looking waiting-rooms of
these people to be full of hidden surprises.

“I’'m not sure that you ought to be here,
Nipper,” said Lee, giving the lad a straight
look. ‘““ After the disgraceful manner n
which you and your friends handled Pro-
fessor Nerki, he is hardly likely to give you
a welcome.” '

Nipper took his cue.

“ \’?’Vell, we thought that Nerki was a fraud

““No, no! That won’t do!” interrupted
Lee sharply. “There has been no whit of
evidence that Professor Nerki is a trickster.
People say that he is a psychic of amazing
brilliance. My own mind is quite open. 1
cannot help thinking that you and your
young friends acted in a very high-handed
manner—and 1 even think that you should
apologise to the professor, if he is gracious
enough to admit you into his presence.”

“I don’t see why I should, guv’mor—-"’
began Nipper.

“Then 1 do.” said Lee sharply. *The
terrible things which have happened at Forest
House are the direct result of your scanda-
lous duping of Lady Bowers. @ She came
here, expecting to interview Professor Nerki.
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She interviewed you—you tooled her, tricked
her. Upon my word, Nipper. 1 am almost
prepared to believe that the manifestations
are the result of your folly 1 am not pne
of those dogmatic people who bluntly declare
that ghosts are impossible. 1 am willing to
be convinced."”

“All right, sir!” growled Nipper. *No
need to rag me any more.”

He knew that this conversation was being
deliberately **worked ™ by Lee. And never
once did the detective look round the room
searchingly or inquisitively. He sat comfort-
ably in his chair, with half-closed eyes, and
with a frown of annoyance on his face. And
Nipper was thnlled. Perhaps the eyes of a
spy were watching them from some hidden
crevice; perhaps every word they uttered was
being conveyed to the ears of Nerki. Nelson
Lee was taking no chances. '

And if he and Nipper could be heard, he
intended to convey the impression that he
was angry with Nipper, and he was, 1n fact,
prepared to accept the view that the mani-
festations at Forest House had becen purely
occult, ,

The door quietly opened, and the maan.
servant appeared.

“My master will receive you, gentlemen,”
he said quietly

Lee and Nipper rose to their feet, and fol-
lowed the man across the carpeted lobby,
and 1nto the room which Nipper mentally
thought of as ‘‘the chamber of horrors.’’
But he was in for a surprise this mornng.

The domed roof of the apartment still
showed all the signs of the Zodiac; but there
were no longer any black curtains hauging
from the walis; it was not a room of mystery.

It proved to be, in fact, a very ordinary,
comfortable sittiag-room tastetully furnished.
There was the brazier still, and 1t was glow-
ing as before. Nerki sat behind it, dressed
In u warm dressing-gown and a smokiug-cap.
The window was curtained—cunningly cur-
tained, as Leé quickly observed. The day-
light fell full upon the visitors, while Nevki
himseif remained with tus back to the light,
in shadow. It was a favourite dodge of
mystery men. '

‘““Be seated, Mr. Lee, 1 beg of you,” said
Nerkt quietly. “l welcome you into my
humble home; but I must be frank and say
that I canuot extend the same. welcome to
your young companion.’’

“I am eorry if he has annoyed you in any
way, professor,” said Lee, when he sat down.
~ I am not annoyed.” replied Nerki, shak-
ing his head. *“I am merely saddened. 1
deeply regret that the lad should have played
such a despicable trick. It was, indeed, an
outrage. [ am not a vindictive man, and
I have long since forgiven him. He and his
young friends acted foolishly, perhaps, but
I do not doubt that they believed they were
helping Lady Bowers. But I have reason -to
think that their efforts have brought much
trouble upon her ladyship.” _

“I am sorry, professor,” said Nipper
earnestly, ‘I am beginning to think that
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vou are right. Awful things have happened
at Forest House—things which cannot be
explained. I hope you will forgive me for
what we did ”

Nerki waved a lean hand.

“ e

Say no more, my boy,” he said kindly.
“You repentance is gratifying to me. 1 am
happy to know that you have becn con-
vineed.”

Nipper was not convinced—but he looked
it.
Nelson Lee was acting his part, too; he was
regarding Nerki without the slightest indica-
tion of suspicion. Yet, -actually, the
detective was giving the mystic a
very close and searching scrutiny.
And there was not the slightest doub:
that this man in the chair was the
manu who had appeared on the landing
of Forest House during the night.

“We have met Dbefore, Professor
Nerki, I think ?” said Lee suddenly.

“You are wrong, sir,”’ replied tho
professor. “I have heard of you, yes.
Who has not? But until this morning
I bhave not had the pleasure of your
acquaintance.”

“Yet we mict in Forest House during
the night.”

“No; I slept very soundly during
the night,” replied Nerki. *1 retired
at ten o’clock, and did not rise until
ceven this morning. I believe in the
old adage—early to bed and ecarly to
rise. Qut here in the forest, it suits
me.”

He waved a hand towards the
window and laughed softly.

“You have scen the snow?” he
went on.  *Surely, Mr. Lee, you must
know that I could not have left this
house during the night. I do not
claim to be anything but material,
although the power of sceing into tho
astral spaces has been granted me.
And if I bhad left the house my foot-
prints would be plain enough.”

“Then I am quite bafHed,” said
Lee, shaking las head., “I saw you,
or somcbody extraordinarily like you,
in TForest House during the ecarly
hours of the morning. Tho voice .
was yours—the figure was yours. It could
not have been a ghost. I will admit that
my knowledge of the occult is limited, but
I have never known that there should be
a chost of a living man.”

Nerki leared forward.

“It was not a ghost you saw, Mr. ILee,”
he replied impressively. ‘“It was the figure
of my astral self. During the night I
dreamed. Yes, 1 dreamed vividly. 1 have
been greatly worried concerning Lady Bowers,
for T know that there 1s grave danger at
Forest House. And 1 dreamed that 1 was
in that house, and that I saw the terrible
elemental which i3 haunting the place.”

\
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“T am not doubting vour word, Professor
’ -

‘-‘“ﬁi\.

Nerki,” said Lee quietly. “Do not think
for a moment that I am questioning your
sincerity. But I am convinced, nevertheles-,
that you are wrang. There is no elemental i
Forest House. A trickster, perhaps—a clever
man who 1s faking all manner of occult mani-
festations. But I do not admit of——"

“You must—you must!” broke in Nerki
almost angrily. ‘In Heaven’s name, Mr.
Lee, this thing is serious. I am warning
you that Lady Bowers will not be safe until
her guecsts leave. This vile phantasm which
haunts the house is angry. It will not be

In spite of their terrifying experiences at the haunted houst
enjoy themselves in a glorious snowflght, little dreaming wI

content wjth smashing furniture for long. It
will take life. 'There is hideous danger for
you, and for everybody else in that house,
with the exception of Lady Bowers.”
“That is your opinion, Professor Nerki,”
replied Lee. “1 have another opinion. And
I intend to remain at Forest House until
I have probed this mystery to the bottom.”
“Then you are as bad as your young
friend!” said Nerki harshly. “You are an
unbeliever.” ) -
“Yes—and I shall continue to be an un-
believer until T am convineced,” veplied Leue.
“It seems, that there is no object to be
gained by a continuation of this interview.
Therefore, Professor Nerki, I will bid you
good-morning.” -
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“Do

mn

“Wait!” urged the
artually know of what
honse durmyg the night 77

“I do.”

“You know of the smashing of the furni-
ture, and the hurling of the log-box, and of
cverything else which took place?”

u'y'es.n

“And you still suspect trickery?”

“I not only suspect trickery, but I am
convinced of trickery,” replied Lee quietly.
“And it would interest me to learn, Pro-
fessor, how you knew of the exact nature of

mystie,
happened

you
that

5 the St. Frank’s juniors and their girl chums managed to
1at dangers awaited them with the coming of th2 night !

the manifestations—since you have not left
your house during the night?”

Nerki waved an angry hand. .

“T can see all!” he replied curtly. *Whilst
[ slept, my astral self left ‘'my body and was
projected to IForest House. In that way 1
know of everything that happened. 1 know
of "the bed which rocked; and I know, too,
that the three boys in that bed were very
‘near to death. Will you believe it if 1 tell
you that it was I who saved them?”

“I’'m afraid not,” replied Lec dryly. *“The
boys shouted for help, and T hurried to their
bed-room, with many of the other boys. It
was owr arrival, 1 think, which caused the
-Cghest? to desist!”
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“I am appalled,” said Nerki. “In faeco
of these convincing happenings, you still di:-
believe!”

“I am a practical man, professor—with
practical ind.”

“That is just your trouble,” replied Nerki.
“You spcak of tricksters. How could they
cscape from the house? Did you not loox
round the house for footprints?”

ol Yes.,,

“Anud you found some?”

“I found none.”

“And what is your theory?”

“Perhaps I have no theory,” replied
Lee, rising to his feet. ‘“All I havo
to say to you, Professor Nerki, is this:
please do not worry yourself ahout
Lady Bowers any longer. She will be
quite safe in my charge. She has
many friends at Forest House—friends
who will stand by her through the
coming night—"

“There you are wrong,” broke in
Nerki. “The young people arc
leaving to-day.”

“What makes you think that*”

“The events of last night so frigit-
cncd them ”?

“A healthy sleep and some bri:k
exercise in tho wintry sunshine wiil
make a great difference,” said l.cc
gently. “Take it from me, Nerki—
they will stay. And if any tricksters
come to-night they will find us pre-
pared.” )

He left abruptly, before Professor
Nerki could say anything further.
And Nelson Lee made no comment
until he and Nipper were well away
from the house, and were, 1n fact,
plunging through ihe snow on the
road.

b

“That was a rummy intervieiv,
guv’nor,” said Nipper.
“Very.”

“Well, what does it mean?”’

“My object was to throw down tic
aauntlet to Nerki,” replied Ncelzon
Lee with satisfaction. *‘I was carefnl
to assurc him that I was not question-
ing his sincerity. But he knew how
much to believe that. Did you notice tha-
he was positively alarmed towards the end ©”

“Yes, sir—but why?”

‘““Because he had been congratulating him-
self upon the success of his methods,” repiied
Lec grimly. “He thought that everybody
would take fright to-day. And I show<d
him that he was wrong—that the party would
still be intact to-night. It must be intact,
too, Nipper. We are not going to allow
Nerki to triumph—to regain his power over
Archie’s unfortunate aunt.”-

“Then you think that he’s at the bottom
of all the queer business?”

“No, 1 don’t think,” replied Lee. “I
Lknow.” '

“By Jove! Ilow do you know?”
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‘“Because 1 went to Nerki’s house this
morning tu obtain proof—and I did obtain
that proof,” replied Lee. “Last night, quite
unknown to the excelleat professor, 1 set a
trap for him, and he walked into it.”

Nipper was bubbling with eagerness.

“But yuu told me - nothing of this,
guv'now!” he protested. ‘“What did you do?
I mean, how did you trap him? And what
was your proof?”’

“I employed an exceedingly simplc device,”
replied the detective. ‘In addition to plac-
ing sealed threads across the doorways in
the hail, I ‘sprinkled some tell-tale powder
on the paved floor.”

‘““My only hat!”

“That powder was quite invisible—and re-
mains invisiole whilst it 1s dry,” continued
Lee. “1It adheres to anything it touches—as,
for example, the soles of a man’s shoes. But
the slightest contact with dampness, the tell-
tale powder leaves a vivid green stain.”

“T say. that’s clever, siv.”

‘““Not at all—it is a very elementary trick,”
saild Nelson Lee. “I did not care how many
of you boys and girls trampled in the powder,
for I wasn’t trying to trap you, anyway. But
1 Nerki entered that hall, by any means, he
would unquestionably go away with some of
the traces of powder on his shoeleather. That

is the real reason for my visit here this
morning.”’ _ .
“But Nerki was wearing slippers,” said

Nipper.. “1 particularly noticed them.”
“And near the fireplace stood a pair of
stout outdoor shoes,”” went on Lee In a
satisfied voice. “JIt was very obliging of
Professor Nerki to leave them there. Really,
it was a stroke of luck for me, Nipper. You
may not have noticed that I very clumsily
tripped over a corner of the rug as I was
about to depart, and actually staggered.”

“Yes, I saw you do that, sir, but I thought
nothing of it.”

“But in that second 1 also ¢ accidentally’
knocked against one of the outdoor shoes and
tippd8 1t over,” replied Lee dryly. “And I
saw the -unmistakable green staining on the
sole. Very slight, patchy, in fact—but it was
sufficient. Nerki was in Forest House during
the night—and those shoes prove it.”

Nipper was full of wonder.

“Then—then it was all spoof?” he asked
breathlessly. “I mean, what Nerki said.
About his Astral self and——"

‘¢ Astral fiddlesticks!” interrupted Lec im-
patiently. “I meant Nerki to see that I was
in earnest—and I issued a challenge. There
ought to be some interesting developments
to-night.” |

“ By jingo, rather!” said Nipper. “But
I’'m all at sixes and sevens even now. How
did Nerki get into the house? What about
footprints ?’ '

“There might be a secret way in, of which
we know nothing,” replied Lee. “We’re
going back now—to 1make a thorough,
extensive scarch.”

“All T can say is—he’s a clever magician,”
said Nipper, almost admiringly. ‘“Haw did
he drop down into the well of the hall with-
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out making a sound?
to?”

““At the present moment those questions
are riddles.”

“And what about that grecat log box?”
went on Nipper. ‘‘We’ve seen Nerki—he’s o
Gohath. 1n fact, I doubt if there 1s any-
body living who could hhve lifted that box
and flung 1t on to the landing. What you
are saying, guv’nor, implies that there must
have been two or three men down in the
hall in addition to Nerki.”

“You had better refrain from further
theorising, young ’un,” said Lece dryly. “If
you don’t, you’ll find yourself running into
all sorts of by-ways which lead nowhere. Wo
don’t know how these things were done, but
we intend to find out. Furthermore, I believe
that we are up against a cunning, clever man
—a criminal.’

-, “What! You mean Nerki?”

“Archie Glenthorne is a very shrewd
youngster,” continued Lee thoughtfully.
“His object in bringing you young people
down here was to suve Lady Bowers. 1 raise
my hat to Archie. He knows that his aunt
1s imimensely rich, and he is fond of her,
too. Well, we must rally round Archie, and
help him all we can. In a word, Lady

B(l)fwf,ars has got to be saved, in spite of her-
self.’

"MYHEY expected to find Forest House as
quiet as ever when they arrived. But
a surprise awaited them.

Not only were all the young guests
up and about, but Lady Eustacia Bowers her-
self had dressed and had come down, declar-
ing that she was.as fit as a fiddle. Most of
the girls were busy preparing an impromptu

And where did he go

_breakfast, but there was no feeling of cheenri-

ness in the air. The brightness of tho
winter’s day had not had the expected effect.
Evervbody was talking of packing their bags

and clearing out.

“But what’s the trouble?” asked Nipper
with concern, as he and Nelson Lee stood in
the great hall, with Handforth and Pitt and -
Travers and a number of others surrounding
them.

-“We've had orders
fellows—that’s all,”
shrug.

“Orders to quit?” repeated Lee.

“ Absolutely!” said Archie, joining them
with a long face. “I’m afraid that Aunt:
Eustacia has dropped a spanner into the good
old works. You sece, the girls have been tell-
ing her all about what happened in the
night.”

“Well 2 said Lee. |

“She was frightfully worried this morning,
and she asked the dear young things to spill
it—and they spilt 1it,” explained Archie.
“ And Aunt Eustacia is afraid that there will
be murky work to-night, and she has asked
everybody to buzz off. Well, I mean, the
lads and lassies can’t very well stay on after
the hostess has given them the boot, can
they ?”

dear old
with a

to quit,
saidd Travers
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“Where is Lady DBowers?” asked Lece
quictly.

“(Obtaining a spot of warmth in the
drawing-room,” replied Archie. *“I’ve been
trying to reason with her, but she won’t
listen. A strong-minded woman, Aunt
Eustacia. I go fairly jellified at the knces
when she looks me straight in the eye. A

dashed unpleasant sensation, by gad!”

Nelson Lee could understand the change.
Naturally, the boys.and girls could not think
of remaining if their hostess had requested
them to leave. There was only one thing to
be done—and Nelson Lee did it.

He went into the drawing-room and
introduced himself. - }

“I knew that you were Lere, Mr. Lee, and
I am grateful to you for all you have done,”
said Lady Bowers, after they had shaken

hands. “I do not doubt that your presence
saved my young guests from a dangerous
panic. ut you will see that it is quite 1m-

possible for them to remain in this house
another night.” ‘

“I am afraid I do not agree with you,
I.ady Bowers,” said Lee quietly. *‘If reason-
aple precautions are taken, no harm can come
to any living person within these walls.”

“But you are wrong,” said Aunt Eustacia.
“The powers of evil are abroad at night.
This house is haunted by a destructive
presence. Professor Nerki has warned me.
I was foolish to allow my nephew to bring
his young friends here.”

Lee was rather shocked by his hostess’
appcarance. She was looking haggard and
ill. It was not the result of the blow she had

received upon her head—for that was quite
superficial, and she had practically recovered
from the effects of it by now. Her present
condition was caused by something else. She
was overwrought; she was a prey to nerves.
1t was clear to the detective that Lady
Bowers was completely in the grip of Pro-
fessor Ivan Nerki—just as Archie had said.
So great a hold had the mystic obtained over
her that her every thought, her every action,
“was influenced by him. |

“Come, Lady Bowers, you must forget all
this occult nonsense,” said Lee quietly. “I
have been told that at this hour yesterday
you looked ten years younger——"

“One moment, sir,” broke in Lady Bowers
angrily. ‘“How dare you? My beliefs are
deep-rooted and sincere. How dare you
refer to them as ‘nonsense’? "I greatly
resent——"

“T used the word deliberately,” interrupted
Lee, setting himself in front of her, and look-
g straight into her troubled eyes. “You
have dllowed yourself to become a slave to
this cult, Lady Bowers. It is dangerous,
And I am gommg to tell you frankly and
straightforwardly ~ that this house is not
haunted by any ghost, or, in fact, by any-
thing at all.”

‘““How can you say that. Mr. Iee—after
what happened last night?” she asked in
amazcment.

25

“I want you to trust me,” continued Lee.
“I cannot, I am afraid, go into any details.
But I know that you are being grievously
victimised. I will mention no names—yet.
You have requested your young guests to
leave. And that, 1 think, is a mistake. Ior
it 1s an admission of defeat. Would it nos
be better to let the boys and girls decide for
thcrselves 27’

“They will go, just the same,” said Lady
Bowers. _ :

‘““Perhaps—and perhaps not,”” said Lee.
“At least, give them the opportunity of
choosing, Let them know that they are wel-
come to stay if they wish. Do not, I beg of
you, turn them from your door.”

““Oh, but I had no such thought!” said her
Jadyship in distress. *“It’s Christmas-time,
and there should be a spirit of goodwill.”

“Your request that they should leave is
tantamount to an order—and an order they
cannot possibly refuse to obey,” said Lce.
“You have lett them no choice.”

“But it is for their own good——"

“You recally think so?’’ interrupted Lee.

“They will go from this house—and they wiil
know that they have run away. That 1s nos

good for the youngsters. Don’t you see thas
they carnestiy desive to help you? They came
here for that very object, and now you turn

them away.”

Lee was brilliant. He did not argue, but
he slowly but surcly brought Lady Bowers
round to ‘accept his own viewpoint. More
than that. His own confident personabity en-
chanted her; it did much to combat the un-
healthy influence of Professor Nerki.

Within half an hour Lady Bowers had lost
her haggard expression; she was even laugh-
ing with Nelson Lee; and when Archie
camc into the drawing-room a little later he
was utterly startled. He could hardly credit
ihat such a change could have been wrought
in so short a space of time,

‘“Hallo, Archie, my boy,” said his aunt,

smling. .
“Odds changes and miracles!” gasped
Archie. “I mean to say That is ?

‘I sent.for you, Archie, because I am fee'-
ing in quite a different mood,” said his
aunt. ‘““Mr. Lee has cheered me up wonder-
fuly.” :

““Oh, rather!” said Archie heartilty. “ M.
Lee is a bit of a magician on his own, you
know.”’ |

“I want you to tell all your young friends
that they are perfectly at liberty to stay on,
if they want to,” continued Lady Bowers.
“Thg Christmas holidays have only just
started, and I should not like them to think
that their vacation has been entirely spoiled.’’

“Good gad; T’ll dash about and stop the
lads and lassies from packing,’’ said Archie.
““This i1s [rightfully good news, auntie, olid
dear.”

He dashed out, but he found that many of
the young guests were far from delighted
to hear the news. The “ order of the boot ”
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had come to them as a relicf. 1t was a way
out. They were not obliged to choose, one
way or the other.

And Lady Bowers’ change of attitude now
left it up to them. They thought of tho
previous night—and théy frankly fcaved the
coming of another night.

"Nelson Lee, however, came to the rcscue.
ITe assembled all the young guests in the
dining-room. and he spoke to them earncstl;

T am not in a position to give you any
explanation of what took place kst night,”
he said. “But I can tell you this much—
this house 13 not haunted. Go if you want

to—but if you remain, you need not have

any fear of ghosts I qm,satlshed that there
arec no ghosts.”
“Then—then how did all those things
happen last night, sir 7 asked Church.
*“They were faked—very cleverly faked.’

“By Nerki?” asked Handforth eagell)

“1 cannot tell yvou that—because 1 have no
pluof ' replied Lee. “But you nced have

~ was a contagious
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no fear of the supernatural. And to-night
I shall add further guards on duty. Added
precautions will be taken, too. I feel that
I am up against a cunning plotter. If you
all leave the house, the plottel will have .
scored a big victory. Indeed, it 1s quite
likely that no furt rer manifestations wil
occur-—and thus I shall be robbed of my
chance of trapping the scamp, whoever ho
1s.’ <

“We're not going, Mr. Lee,” said Hand-

forth bluntly. “We're all staymg By

George, rather! What do you say, you

chaps?” o
“Of course!” said Church and McClure,

without much enthusiasm.

But many of the girls chimed in now—and
they werc looking relieved and happy. It
feeling, and it spread.
Within fivo minutes the whole party came
{o a decision.
. It would

stay-—and the adventure
through., '

sce
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CHAPTER 6.
The Death Warning.

IIERE was a very different fecling in

II the old house during luncheon--which

the girls had prepared with .much
enthusiasm.

There had been some tobogganing earher,
and the boys had come in glowing with
health. Some of the girls had been joimng
in the winter sports, too—they took it in
turns.  Everybody was feeling ‘*Christ-
massy.”’

And during the afternoon they all went
out. They tobogganed, they sleighed, they
skated; and later in the aftcrnoon they en-
gaged in a boisterous, exhilarating snowtight.
Girls versus boys—and the girls nearly won.
While it lasted 1t was a glorious set-to, and
they all came in laughing and happy.

And while the house had been empty,
Nelson Lee had been very busy.

Armed with a spring tape, he had carefully
and nethodically gone over the entire house,
He had measured the walls of the rooms, the
floors, he had been over practically every inch
of the hall, and he had penetrated the cellars.
There was not a foot of that house which
escaped his attention.

And in the end -he was forced to one cer-
tam conclusion.

There were no secret passages, there were
no panels in the hall, which opened out into
hidden and long-torgotten chambers,

““But there must be something, guv’nor,”
said Nipper, who had come home before the
others, on purpose to hear Lee’s report.
‘““Nerki got into this house somehow, didn’s
he ?”’

*“It’s a poser, young 'un,” said Lece thought-

fully. - “But you can’t get away from
measurements. There’s not a corner of this
house that 1 have not accounted for. There

is no wall thick enough to permit of an mner
passage.”

“Well, it’s a knock-out,”
seratching his head.

“1 have even measured the distance be-
tween the ceilings of one floor and the floor-
boards of the other,”” went on Lee. * There
is only sufficient room for the ordinary plaster
and rafters. 1 do not mind copfessing that
I am puzzled—and just a. bit worried.
There is a secret somewhere, but I have not
discovered it.”

‘“What you have done, guv’nor, is to rule
out any possibility of a secret passage,” said

said Nipper,

Nipper. ‘‘And that’s the greatest poser of
all. We know that Nerki was in the hall
last night, and that ho could not have

escaped——?"’

“Bat you are wrong there,” said l.ee.
“Nerki could easily have escaped—by going
. down one of the passages into the scrvants’
quarters.”’

“But you put threads across—and they
were unbroken.”

‘““Nerki may have known of them,’”” replied
TLee. “Don’t forget that he was lurking

’

about somewhere—hidden in the shadows, 1
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am convinced that he used some cuuningiy
devised instrument to scize Handtorth by the
ankle as he was ascending the stawrs., Nerki
could not nhave escaped-by entering any ct
the closed rooms, for he would have broken
the threads. But he could have avoided the
threads ot the passages, and this is a big
house, with many store-cupboards, many
rooms which are not cven used.  Further-
more, Nipper, in an old house like this, you
can casily enter one room, and find a com-
municating door at the back, which lcads
into an old passage, and brings you ous
again into the original cormdor. Any man
with an inward knowledze ot the various
rooms and passages, could dodge about n
the most bewildering fashion, and remain
safe practically all the time.”

““You mean, the house could pe searched.
and pronounced empty—and yet Nerki could
have been-here all the ume?”’

‘“Kxactly,” replied Lee. ‘It was merely
a question of Nerki’s agilhity 1n dodging.
But that doesn’t explain how he was at homao
this morning—and no footprints anywhere in
the snow. We’re up against a tough problem:,
and 1 don’t mind telling you, young ’un,
that I am as keen as mustard. am quite
anxious for the night to come.”

EA was a jolly mcal, and Lady Bowers
herself presided. She was a diflerent
woman now. Once agan, the years
had apparently dropped from her.

Nelson Lee’s influence had worked wondera,

“I havo taken the liberty of inviting two
old fitends of mine to ecome down,” said Lee.
“They should be here, at any minute--and
I think they will prove to be welcome addi-
tions to our guards to-night.”

‘““Any friends of yours, Mr. Lee, are wel-

come here,”’ said Lady Bowers graciously.
* “Thank you. I have also fixed up quitc
a large number of auxiliary eclectric lights,”
continued the detective. “1 am afraid 1
have raided your store-rooms rather drastic-
ally, Lady Bowers. I have used every spare
lamp in the place—and almost every scrap
of Hlex, to say nothing of lamp-holders and
switches. ' for quite a time this afternoon
I was quite an electrician.”

There was plenty of evidence of the detec-
tive’s wqrk. Additional electric ltights, hang-
ing bare without shades, were apparent in
several parts of the hall. They were glowing
brilliantly, In the upper corridors, and on
the landing, too, extra lights had been
placed. But nobody knew where the switches
were. Lee had conccaled these cunningly— .
and he, in fact, was the only man who could
find them at a second’s notice.

“Tight is the best of all weapons to be used
against the kind of ghosts which haunt this
house,’” continued Lee dryly. ‘‘And to-night
we’ll be brilliant.”’

From somewhere in the house came the
ringing of a bell, and an immediate hush
fell. Some of the boys and girls looked
startled—for the dusk had already deepened
into darkness, and with the coming of the
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night nerves were not quite so stronz as
they had been.

“That’s the front-door bell,” said Lady
.Bowers, in some distress. ‘*Decar me! How
annoying it 1s to be without =ervants.

Archie, 1 wonder if you would mind—7"

““Oh, rather!” said Archie,

“It’s all right—I'll go,” said Lce, stepping
to the door. *‘ Thesc are my two friends, 1
believe.”’

He closed the door after him, and tca went
on. Archie Glenthorne and his young guests
were filled with curiosity. Nobody knew who
Nelson Lec’s expected guests were—but
Handforth, at least, suspected that they weroe
a couple of Scotland Yard detectives. No
doubt one of them was Chief Detective-
inspector Lennard, who was an old friend of
Jee’S.

A murmur of voices could be heard from
the hall; but the young guests were too
polite to listen, or to pretend to listen. But
they could casily guess that Nclson Leo was
giving his friends a brief statement of the
facts before bringing them in. |

“I think 1t’s rather a pity,” Irene Manners
was saying to Doris Berkeley and Marjorie
Temple. “ Still, I suppose Mr. Lee is right.”

“But what is a pity ?”’ asked Marjorie.

“Why, bringing thesc strangers into the
house,”” murmured Irene. “Don’t vou think
it will spoil our party? We all know one
another so well, and I always think it makes
a party lose its charm when strangers butt
in. Besides, these men have only come¢ down
to act as guards during the night.”

“Well, let's hope they don’t spoil things,”
said Doris. ‘Perhaps we can have dancing
and games this evening—and the men will be
on the watch. It will be rather a comfort,

you know—to think of those men patrolling -

up and down in the hall and on the landing.”

“Yes, there’s that about it,” admitted
Iiene.

Then the door opencd, and Nelson Lee
appeared. With himm were a smiling, voungish-
looking man with a bronzed face of singular
charm. The other man was a full-blooded
negro of enormous propoitions—over six fect
in height, broad and brawny, and wecaring a
lounge suit with obvious distomfort.

And on the instant all those boys and girls
leapt to their feet, delighted and amazed.

“Porric!” went up a joyous shout.

“Great Scott! And Umlosi, too!” yclled
Handforth. “Well, I’m jiggered!”

‘“*Hurrah!” -

Lord Dorrimore, the famous sporting peer,
grinned cheerily as he advanced into the
room. _ .

“Well, we don’t seem to be unpopular,
anyway,” he chuckled. “Jolly glad to see
you, boys and girls. I hear there’s a spot of
cxcitement .down here? As soon as I heard
that, T couldn’t get here fast enough.”

Everybody was wildly- excited. -
Nipper had known nothing of this surprise,
and he was overjoyed. Lord Dorrimore was,
indeed, one of Nelson Lce’s oldest friends—

and en wag the mighty Umlosi, King of

Kutanaland,

Even

“Wuan! I give greeting to all!”" eaid
Umlusi, showing his white teeth in a wide
smile. “’Tis a joyous occasion to sec so
many friendly faces.”

Lady Bowers was looking uncertain. She
had said that she would welcome any of
Nelson Lee’s friends; but she had certainly
not expected to throw her house open to a
negro. '

However, Nelson Le¢ quickly explained,
and he introduced Umlosi with due pomp.
For Umlost was a very big man in Africa—a
man of noble blood.

And suddenly Lady Bowers’ face cleared.

“I am more than delighted to have you in
my house, Lord Dorrimore—and you, too, .
King Umlosi,” she said. I was enthralled
wheu I read of your extraordinary -ex-
periences in that strange Island ot the
Sargasso, some months back.”

Dorrie looked troubled.

“ Adventures of that kind don’t come along
very often,” he said sadlv. “By the Loid
Harry! Life has been dull since then, fair
lady. We learned that there is danger in
this housc—and that’s what scemed so attrac-
tive to us, if you will forgive me for my
frankness.”

The party in general was enormously
bucked. The verv presence of Dorrie and
Umlost made all the difference. They were
such old friends—and such mighty fighters,
too. All the boys and girls were feeling as
safe as a rock now. With Lee, Dorrie, and
Umlosi in charge, what would it matter if
the ghosts manifested themselves every five
minutes ?

“But how did you get in touch with them,
guv’uor ?” asked Nipper in wonder.

“I knew that Dorrie and Umlosi were 1n
London—and when I saw a mail van passing
along the snowy road this morning, I per-
suaded the driver to take a telegram for me,”
explained Nelson Lee. “I expect you had
some trouble in getting down, Dorrie ?”’

“Not much,” said his lordship. “The roads
are prelty good—the main roads, I mean.
It’s only here, in this quiet part of tho
country, that the snow is at all troublesome.
An’, by glory, you are pretty well snowed up
here, aren’t you?” _

“'Pis a cold and bleak land,” rumbled

Umlosi, shaking his head.
- Only his great loyalty to his beloved
“N’Kose ”’ had brought him on this adven-
ture. For Umlosi was a man of the tropics,
and the cold of an English winter got right
under his skin. .

Archie offered to escort the two new
visitors upstairs to the room which had been
set apart for their use. Nelson Lee, meuan,
while, oftered a few words of explanation.

“Jord Dorrimore is like myself, Lady
Bowers,” he said quietly. “He is a man of
material things—and he has a wholesome and
wholehearted disbelief in ghosts. No finer
man could be found to assist in such a hunt
as this. He 18 as quick as lightning with his
fists; he has an eye like a Red Indian’s, and
the courage of a lion.”
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“I do not doubt you, Mr. Lee,” said Jady
Bowenrs. “But are Lord Dorrimore’s
qualifications of any use agwnst the danger
which threatens this house? Both you and
he scoff at the supernatural. 1 am of a
different opinion. We will not quarrel over
that—for, after all, we are all entitled to our
own opinions. You believe that there s
nothing occult in this haunting. I believe
otherwise. But you have persuaded me to
put the whole matter to the test.”

“And it is my object, Lady Bowers, to
convince you that your beliefs are talse—and
dangerous to your very health,” said Lee
carnestly, ‘“And let me agam remind you
that you have to thank your nephew for all
that is being done. His love for you s
genuine, and he honestly desires to rid this
house of its evil atmosphere.”

“I pray that you will succeed, Mr. Lee,
and that you will not have cause to regret
your activities,” said her ladyship. “It is my
personal betief that there 1s much danger
m mterfering with psychic phenomena. 1 am
a believer—and ‘1 accept what I -sce un-
questioningly.”’ -

“In other words, she 1s an idcal dupe for
any cheap faker,” murmured Nipper into the
car of Mary Summers. * Amazing isn’t it?
And there are hundreds of people like her
all over the country. If there weren’t, the
spiritualistic mediums would go out of
existence.” )

Nelson Lee was talking again.

“Umlosi 18, as you have seen, a man of
tremendous “strength,” he said. “We have
reason to know that there is a force at work
in this house which, at present, is unaccount-
able. We have not fathomed the mystery ot
how the drawing-room door was burst down
--as though by some ton weight. Then there
is that inctdent of the log box. Umlosi pos-
sesses the strength of many men, and if, b
chance, he should come into contact wit
this unknown force, there can be little doubt
of the result.”

“Your negro friend will be crushed,” said
Lady Bowers simply.

“No; I think otherwise,” replied Lee.

“I pray there will be no such encounter,”
said her ?;dyship fervently. “Even you, Mr.
I.,ee, cannot speak with any degree ot
certainty. You refer to a ° force,” and that

indicates to me that you . are half-prepared to
believe in some occult phenomena.”

“Oh, no!” said Lee quickly. “I used the
term because I do not know what this danger
1s. But I mean to find out.”

HE Christmas spirit returned in carncst
that evening.
The girls revelled in the preparation
. of dinner; they vied with one another
to make the dinner a nge success. 'The boys
wanted to help. but they were not. allowed
within twenty yards of the kitchen. They
were ‘“‘shooed ” away unccremoniously, and
sternly told to mind their:own business.
They were not even allowed to set the
table, and they contented themselves with
listening to the hig wireless, and to patrolling

" of great hcelp.’

the upper corridors, with Nelson Lee and
Dorrie and Umlost. A regular plan of
defence was mapped out tor the mght.
Nelson Lee was busy with additions to the
hghts, and he spent a good while, too, 1n the
big dining-room. But he could arrive at no
explanation of the “floating *’ silver.

‘“Somenow, Dorric. I don’t think any of
those manifestauons will take place this
evenmmng,” he said with some regret. “I only
wish they wouid.”

“Why are you so sure?”

‘‘ Because such tricks are comparatively casy
to determine,” replhied Lee. **On that other
occasion there were only these boys and girls
as the guests—and Lady Bowers, who 18 a
believer. The servants did not count—they
could be rched upon to bolt. Perhaps they
were bribed to bolt—that’s one of the points
we shall have to discover later. 1 can tell
you that I am very suspicious about the
servants. It was strange that they should
leave in a body as they did.” :

“You think the *ghost,” then., will wait
until the middle of the night, or somethin’
like that?” asked his lordship. “H¢'ll wait
until everythin’ is quiet and dark?” '

“There’ll be no darkness, if I can help it,”
replied Lee. “1 only wish 1 could get hold
of some definite hne of inquiry.”

“Well, it’s not like you to be baflled,” said
Dorrie with a grin. “I’ll bet you’ll soon get
on the track.”

Dinner was a triumph.

The girls excelled themselves. Lad
Bowers was not oniy surprised, but delighted.
The soup was delicious, the fish was cooked
to perfection. The turkeys were hot, and the
vegetables were prepared by expert hands.
The meal, in short, was a triumph.

““Well, really, I shan’t be at all anxious to
get my staff back,” laughed Lady Bowers.
“You dear girls are proving yourselves to be
I am only sorry that any
guests of mine should be called upon to
perform such work. I tremble when 1 think
of the \'\'ashing-uP to be done, and the
sweeping, and——-""

“Please don’t worry at all, Lady Bowenrs,”
said Irene brightly. “We girls are revelling
in 1t all. It’s so different. Besides, it keeps
us busy—and we can’t think so much.”

“We boys are going to be busy, too,” said
Handforth stubbornly. ‘ You wouldn’t let us
help with the cooking, but we’re jolly well
going to help with the washing-up!”

‘““Rather !” chorused the others.

Fatty Little was, perhaps, the most dis-
consolate of all—aithough he was fceling
much better after the meal. He had
appointed himsclf chef-in-chief, but he had
been ruthlessly dethroned by the girls. And
he had to admit—although he did 6o
grudginglv—that he coult not have done
better himsclf. |

Clearing away and washing-up was great
fun. There never had been a Christmas quite
like this! And afterwards. in the drawinge-
room, merry games were played. and Lacfy
Bowers not only watched, but joined in,
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And while the young pcople enjoyed them-
sclves, Nelson Lee and Dorriec and Umlos:
patrolled the landing, the hall, and the
corridors.

As Nelson Lee said, if there were reai
ghosts in this house, they would take no
notice of three strong men. But
were tricksters, it was any odds that theie
would be no manifestations.

He was right, for the long winter’s even-
ing passed without a single uncanny
happening. '

Forest House, 1n fact, was a place of light
aud warmth and laughter and gaiety. The
long winter’s evening passed jovously, and
cvery member of the party felt glad that he
or she had remained. Seldom, indeed, had
the boys and girls enjoyed simplo Christmas
games with such gusto. .

Perhaps it was because of the “ghostly ”
atmosphere they were combating. ‘They felt
it was up to them to make merry as hard
as they possibly could. And the merrier they
made, the less chance for the ‘‘spirits ” to
start any of their monkey tricks.

Nobody voiced these opinions, but they
were more or less understoeod. '

Lady Bowers herself had intended to retire

quite early; but the gaiety of the party so
got into her “blood that 1t was past ten
o’clock before she left ‘the youngsters to the
dancing, after bidding them a warin * good-
night.” , :

“I want you to sleep well, Lady Bowers,”
said Nelson Lee, as they met on the landing.
“Don’t worry about your gucsts. Please
retire to vour room, and be satisfied that
nobody will come to any harm. If you would
like two of the girls to bear you company, as
they did last night——" '
- “No, no. of course not!”’ interrupted her
ladyship with a smile. “I was an invalid last
night, Mr. Lee. I did not really need them
then, but they were so kind that I hadn’t
the heart to send them away. To-night 1
would much prefer to be alone.”

But baving reached the privacy of her bed-
room, she sat for some tune in a big easy-
chair before the fire prior to undressing., She
was thoughtful.

In fact, she was beginning to have a vague
suspicion that Nelson Lee was right. Her
eyes werc being opened. Was it possible
that Professor Ivan Nerki was nothing but
g cheap fraud and an impostor? The thought
rather startled the good lady. She had
placed such faith in him.

Thinking in this way, a drowsiness over-
came Aunt Eustacia. She was feeling
wonderfully comforted to-night; and she
could not conceal from herself that it was
Nelson Lee’s presence which so affected
her. She felt that the great detective
was a tower of strength. Shic  trusted
him: she believed in him, although she
told hersclf that she was opposed toshis own
opinions.

Nerki was losing his grip. His “disciple ”
was thinking for herself now.

- Suddenly Lady Bowers started and opened
her eves. She had heard nothing, but she

',’

if there
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fancied that there was a draught coming
from the door. She looked round quickly.

“Oh!"” she exclaimed.

For the room was n darkness! She had
left a shaded light glowing, and the fire, too,
had been quite bright. But now the light
was out—and the fire, for some extraordinary
reason, although a big fire, was sending forth
no glow. It looked dead.

And even as Lady Bowers gazed into the
fireplace, the fire itself awoke to life again,
the ruddy glow 1ncreasing as she watched and
the flames licking up comfortingly.

“How strangc!” murmurced her ladyship.

““The ways of the unknown are always
etrange,” said a quiet, whispering voice.

Aunt Eustacia started round; she was not

frightened, but she was bewildered. Stand-
ing in the centre of the room, clearly
illuminated by the glow of the fire, was

Protessor Ivan Nerki.

“Professor! How did you get into my bed-
room ?” asked her ladyship, too surprised to
be annoved. “I do not think I can forgive
you for this intrusion. It is an unwarrantabls
action——-"

“The dangers of this house are such that
I am justified in being here,” said Nerki
impressively. “But let me tell you, Lady
Bowers, that I am not Nerki in the flesh. 1
am the astral phantasm of the great mystic.
It was his will that I should appear before
you, for he has a warning to give you.”

“You are not—Nerki?” asked her lady-
ship, with a little catch in her voice.

“Nerki remains at home—for there is no
admittance to this house for a material body,”
explained the apparition. *‘Lady Bowers,
there is a hideous peril overhanging the
foolish young people who make meny
below."” .

And then Lady Bowers remembered. She
had locked her door—on the inside. This
thing, then, could not be human. But it
startled her to reaiise that the apparation of
Nerki could appear before her at any hour
of the day or night, wherever she happened
to be.

“Let me turn
suddenly. I do
profeszor.”

.The figure moved necaver to the fireplace.

“Light is not necessary,” came Nerki's
voice. - “Listen to me, Lady Bowers. All
this house, except you, are unbelievers. They
are 1in danger. KEven I, with all my secrets
of sorcery, cannot protect them. Send them
away,.and the haunting will come to an end.
You will be secure, and your life shall be
tranquil and peaceful. Let these people
remain, and I cannot be answerable for
conscquences.”’

“The consequences—to me 7+

“No, to your guests,” said the figure. “For
they are your guests, Lady Bowers, and you
are responsible for them while they are under
vour roof. They are foolish—they are
irresponsible.  Even the man Lee and his
adult companions are equally irresponsible.
They dabble in something they know nothing
of. They play with fire—with death.

she sairl
gloom,

on the light,”

not like this
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To-nicht, unless all the:e unbelievers go, one
of them will be kitled.”

“No, no!” exclaimed Ladyv
horror. = That cannot be itrue!”

“1 am permitted to see—aund T know that
the clemental which haunts this house 1is
angry,” went on Nerki. “Let these guests
2o at once, within the hour, and all will be
well.  Let them remain, and one of them will
be killed—and killed horribly. 1t may be a
boyv, it may be a girl. He or she will be
scized by the elemental and—removed.” :

“Remm ed 7" whispered Lady Bowers,

“Spirited away—taken bodily to the astral
plane and there dealt with by the evil
spirits,” said Nerki impressively. “Your
gnest will vanish, never to be seen or heard
of again. This, Lady Bowers, I am warning
you of. Tal\e heed! Send these foolish
people away.’

The voice throbbed as the words were
spoken, and, suddenly, the fire burned low
again, 1t scemed to Lady Bowers that the
hrrme was dwindling away in front of her
e)ea—e\aporatmg——pexhaps it was an effect
brought about by the strange dying of the
five.

‘““Nerki!” exclaimed her ladyship quickly.
“Where are you?”

There was no reply. She started to her
feet, intending to go across to the light
switch, but even as she was doing so, tho
light itself came on, and when: she looked
at the fire, it was burning normally.
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“(_.‘;m 1 have been drezumng'?" muinired
her lady=hip, pale to the hps. **Oh, 1 hhe
never had such an experience as this!”

She went to the door, and she found it
locked—just as she had loft it. And a quici
search of the room, satisfied her that no hving
thing was within. And now she could nos
tell whether she had dreamed, or whether tho
thing had actually happened.

Aczitated, she unlocked the door, and went
out into the bright corridor. As 1t happencd,
Nelson Lee was within sight, and he turned
quickly, as he heard the door open.

‘“‘Is something wrong, Lady Bowers?”’ ha
asked, hurrying up, as he saw the pallor in
her face.

She told him—she told him fiercely, breath-
lessly.

“You must go, Mr. Lee—ecveryhody!”’ she
insisted. *‘We cannot darc to disobey this
warning. If anything should happen to one
of those boys or girls, I should die. We can’s
take the risk!”

“May I look into your bed-room?”’
Lee bluntly.

“Yes, yes, but—"

He did not let her finish. Ile strode in,
and for some time he was busy examining
the walls, the flooring, the windows and tho
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fire.
““Oh, Ml Lee, this is uscless!” saud Lady
Bowers. “Surely you must be convinced—
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Lee got up from the- fireplace.

*“1 am convinced that this fire was affected
by some chemical,” he replicd grimly.
“(hosts don’t use chemicals, Lady Bowers.
The only point which puzzles me is how
Nerki enterced, and how he escaped—and yet
that can be easily explained, 1 think,” ne
added suddenly, “What a fool I was to
‘ fall > for such a simple device.”

“But—but I don’t understand you, Mr,
Lee,” said her ladyship, in wonder.

“Ten minutes
sounded fromm the rear of the house,” ex-
plaincd Lee, his eyes burning. *‘Fortunately,
the boys and girls heard nothing, and they
did not come out., Lord Dorrimore and
Umlos1 and I ran to the back of the house,
and we found a good deal of disorder 1in the
kitchen.  Some crockery had been broken,
and many articles distarbed.”

“But surely this proves-the presence of a
dangerous evil spirt?”’ asked lLady Bowers,

““It proves one thing—that commotion was
caused so that we ehould be attracted to
the domestic quarters,” replied Lee. *“ Meau-
while, Nerki had the hall and the upper cort-
ridors quite to liimnself. He took a big chance
—but he succceded.” ,

“1 don’t Dbelicve it,” said Lady Bowers.
“You are quite wrong, Mr. Lee. It was
not Nerki who came to me, but his disem-
bodied spirit. 1 ask you, 1 beg of you, to
leave this house, and to take the boys and
girls with you.”

‘““And at the risk of offending you, Lady
Bowers, I must refuse,”” said Lee, almosi
roughly. ‘It would be a terrible admssion
of .defeat—of failure. No! We stay.”

And never had the famous detective been
more determiucd. 3

CHAPTER 7.
In the First Watch.

ELSON LEFE regarded this audacious
entry of Professor Nerki as a counter-

‘¥ challenge. At great risk—for he must

have rcalised that he stood a ten-to-one
chance of being surprised—Nerki had gone
to Lady Bowers’ room. He knew that she
was the one he could influence—the one he
could convince, '

He had succeeded. . ILady Bowers was
almost 1n a panic, and would have cleared
everybody out of the house, leaving herself
alene, But Nelson Lee was not *falling”’
for that play.

“l believe I've offended her ladyship,”
said the detecdive, as he told Lord Dorrimore
and Umlosi all about 1it. “But it cannot be
helped. Again she had practically ordered us
out of the house—but we are staying. For
her own sake we are staying.”

“1 don’t like that bit about one of the
youngsters bein’ killed,”” said Dorrie,
troubled. ‘‘Looks as if Nerki means business.”’

Lee almost laughed.

‘I am rapidly coming to the conclusion
that Professor Nerki is an exceedingly clever
conjurer—a fake wonder worker,” he said.

ago a strange crackling
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‘“‘Lady Bowers is rich, and he has his eyo
on her bauk account. People of his kind are
tricky enough, Dorrie, and their words are
somctimes terrifying. But they don’t take
people’s lives.  That was just one of s
dodges to scarc her ladyship.”

“Yes, I suppose you’re right,”” admitted
Dorrie. ‘‘He’d draw the line at murder,
wouldn’t he?” <

“My dear man, the very thought is fan.
tastic,”” said Lee impatiently. * The - only
person in this house—who is in real danger
is—Lady Bowers. Not physical danger, mark
you. If Nerki had meant to have anybody,
he could have done so long ago. Lady
Bowers herseif was only injured by accident. .
Nerki’s plan is to scare—to terrify. There
18 penal servitude awaiting him if he deliber-
ately causes bodily mmjury to any of his
victims. He knows that—and that’s why he’s
careful.” '

“*But surely this blighter can’t be workin’
this whole stunt alone?” asked Dorrle.

““I don’t know,” replhied Lce. ‘1 hardly
think so. Well, we’ve got to be very much
on the alert to-night, old man. I'm glad
that you and Umlosi are here. If anything
happens, we shall be ready.”

Not a word was said to the young guests.
They knew nothing of Nerki’s mysterious
visit—or of the strange happenings in the
domestic quarters, They believed that there
had been no further manifestations this even-
ing. And so, when bedtime came, they were
feeling more or less confident: :

‘““Everything’s all right to-night, Mr. Lee,”
sald Irene happily as she bid the detective
good-night. “1 think we can sleep quite
peaccfully, don’t you?”’ o

“1 want you to go to bed—really to bed,”
said Nelson Lee. “It’s no good you girls
remaining fully ‘dressed, and taking dozes in
chairs. Get completely undressed, and tuck
yourself in between the sheets. You can
rely upon us to deal with any spook that
comes along.” '

The girls laughingly promised to obey this
injunction. But when they got into their
own bed-rooms, some of them changed their
minds. |

“It’s all very well for Mr. Lee to be so.
jolly certain,’” said Doris. ‘“‘But supposing
something does happen? 1 vote we keep
our things on—and sleep under the cider-

downs. Then we shall be ready for an emer-
geney.”’
“It seems silly,” said lrene dubiously.

‘““ After all, it doesn’t take long to dress, does
it,?”

“Detter be on
Doris. ,
The truth was, none of them were feeling
cuite so confident now. Bedtime, somehow,
revived that nervous tension of the previous
night. It affected the boys just the same.
bVe:iry few of them got undressed, and into
ed.

The bed-room which had been ‘‘ haunted ™
the previous night was now locked.. Lec had
thoroughly examined it, but he had dis-

the safe side,” advised
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covered nothing to account for the extra-
ordinary rocking of the bed.

By midnight all was quiet. Some of the
hoys, particularly Nipper and Handforth, had
hegged to be allowed to keep watch. Bui
Lee rcfused—and his refusal was final.

“It’s no good, young ’uns,”’ he had said.
““That’s the very thing the enemy would like.
1f there is any way of springing a big sur-
prise, the enemy would spring it on some
of you boys. So I want you to keep in your
bed-rooms. Dorrie and Umlosi and 1 wiil
patrol- the corridors—and we shall be ready
for any emergency. To-night we’re not going
‘to play into the enemy’s hands.”

, The time slipped by peacefully. Midnight
- came and went. Nothing happened. The
old house remained quiet, undisturbed. It
- was as Lee had expected. The bright lights,
. and the steady patrolling of the three deter-
mined men rendered any kind of ‘‘ mamfesta-
. tion ”’ difficult. Nelson Lee wondered, in
fact, how Nerki could stage any stunt to-
_ night.

. - Yet, after what Nerki had said to Lady
. Bowers, Lec had a shrewd idea that some-
' 1thing would happen.

: It did. -Just after one o’clock had solemnly
boomed. |

Nelson Lee and Dorrie had met on ‘the
landing to compare notes. They were wait-
ing for Umlosi, expecting him to appear from
the other main corridor at any moment.

“Nothin’ to report, old man,” said Dorrie.

“Only the usual creakin’s and rummy noises
of an old country house. Funny how they
., seem to be exaggerated at night, isn’t it?”
- “Did you hear anything in particular?”
asked Lece. .
“Only a sort of creaking from somewhere
. down the back stairs.” replied Dorrie. “I
. listened for a bit, bu. I don’t think it was
anythin’; Old stairs have a way of creakin’
by themselves. If I were a nervous chap, I'd
have sworn that—-"

“Hallo! What’s wrong with the lights in
that other corridor?” interrupted Lee
abruptly.

He had noticed, for the first time, that
the electric lights in the farther corridor—
the one which Umlosi was patrolling—were
out. They could not have been out for more
than a few seconds. Then suddenly a strange
commotion began. Ominous thumps sounded,
and the very floor on which Lee and Dorrie
stood seemed to shake. With one accord
they moved into that black corridor, and
Ice’s hand was on his electric-torch.

Umlosi, at the further end of the corridor,
had been surprised at the sudden extinguish-
ing of the lights. Moving forward towards
the landing, he suddenly halted. For it
scemed to him that a great shape barred his
way. The reflection of the light from the
landing clearly came to him—and this thing
wag in between. But it was vague, indistinct,
mysterious.

“Waul Who art thou?” demanded Umlosi
ominously, as he advauced. “Speak, or thou
wilt feel the strenglh of my great armsi”
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He leapt—and it secmed to him that the
shape leapt, too. The next moment Umlosi
felt himseif grappling with something—some-
thing huge, something incredibly bulky.

The next moment a terrific struggle was
taking place, and the mighty Kutana, for all
his enormous strength, tound himsclf picked
up like a feather, and the grip upon hin was
unbelicvable. .

“N’Kose, my master!” shouted: Umlosi.
““Wau! What monstrous, evil spiit is this?
No man living could have handled me—"

He heard shouts; he was picked up again,
and even as Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore
ran up, Umlost was pitched through the air
with awful violence. He crashed to the floor
with a force which shook the house. Heo
landed, in fact, right at the feet of Nelson
IL.ee and Dorrie, and they stumbled over him

‘before they could stop themselves. They, too,
fell, and the electric-torch was jerked from

Lee’s hand, and it went out.

“What, in Heaven’s name, is happeniug
here ?”’ gasped Dorrie in the darkness.

Lec was on his feet now. He regained
possession of the torch, but the bulb was
broken—the filament shattered.

“Umlost!” shouted Lee urgently.

A groan answered him; and then came
Nipper and Handforth and many ot the
others, and they brought electric torches with
them. Behind crowded the girls—and they
were glad that they had remamed fully
dressed, for they felt that they would be
required, at any moment, to flee the
premises. -

“Ye gods and little fishes!” ejaculated
Dorrie, aghast. :

The lights had revealed Umlosi; and the
mighty Kutana was sprawling on his back,
blood oozing from his mouth, where his lip
had been cut. And- an examination caused
Nelson Lee to look wonderingly at Lord
Dorrimore. Umlosi’s shoulders, and his arms,
were smothered with terrible bruises. He
had been in the grip of something so strong
that even ho had been unable to defend
himself.

And, for the first time, Lord Dorrimore
felt—and looked—uncertain.

“This 13 ugly, Lee,” he muttered. “I’'ve
never met a man yet who could stand up to
Umlosi. An’ look at him! What horrible
thing could have done this? Glory be!
never believed in ghosts, but——"

“Don’t believe in them now!” interrupted
Nelson Lee softly. “1 don’t know how
Umlosi came by these injuries, but I am
certain that he was attacked by something -
material. Look here.”

He ran down the passage, and his torch-
light revealed the torn ends of an electrio
wire. He had fixed that wire up himself,
and here was an explanation of the corridor’s
darkness.

“It’s a wonder the fuse didn’t go,” said
Lee. “Ghosts don’t: tear electric wires in
half, Dorrie.” '
“Guv’nor!” sang out Nipper.
coming round.”

I've

“Umlost is
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And when Umlosi sat up his eyes were
full of fear—and Lee had unever seen fear in
‘those eyes before.

“Wau! 'Twas an cvil spirit, Umtagati!”
muttered the Kutana chief. “I, who am
afraid of no man, am afraid now. The thing
which attacked me was not of this world, but
of another.” '

It was such a phcnomenon to seo Umlosi
scared that - everybody  watched n
astonishment.

“What did you sec?” asked Lee.

“That I cannot say, Umtagati,”” replied
Umlosi. “’Twas a mere shape—and yet
shapeless. And when it seized me, its grip
was like that of a forest gorilla. Yet it was
no gorilla, for it was clothed, and its hands
were smooth.”

“Clothed ?” broké in
“That’s something, anyhow!
Umlosi ?” -

But when Umlosi was cuestioned further,
his recollection of the encountcr was vague,

Y.ee  sharply.
You are sure,
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landing—and then a startling discovery was
made,

“Where's Irene?” asked Doris in alarm.
“Renie!”

Others took up the cry, but Irene Manners
was not there—neither did she reply. '

“She was here a minute ago!” said Doris.
“She hadn’t any shoes on, and she said
something about running back to the bed-
room—-" ~

“Let me pass!” broke in Lec roughly.

He raced down the corridor. He arrived
at the bed-room which Irene Manners had
been ucing. Unceremoniously he burst in.
The givl was not there, and when he called
he received no reply.

“Her shoes have gone!” cried Doris, who
had run in with Marjorie after the detective.
“So she came here and got them, and she
must have been coming back—-"

“It was foolish for her to go off like that
alone!” said Lee almost angrily. “The very
thing that I have been trying to avoid has
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unsatiefactory. He could give no straight-
forward account of what had taken place. He
had attacked the mysterious thing confidently
—only to find that he was the weaker of the
two. It had all happened within a few
seconds. He had been literally swept off his
feet, battered about, and treated as though
he were a mere weakling, and the experience
had robbed the great Umlosi of all his con-
fidence. He really believed that he had been
attacked by a ghost.

“Well, we haven’t got any further, it
scems,” saild Lee with regret. “It 18 a
thousand pities that ?'ou and I, Dorrie, did
not get a glimpse of Umlosi’s assailant. I
can’t imagine how it got into this corridor

He broke off, for suddenly, from some dis-
tance, sounded a scream.

“What was that?” came Handforth’s in-
quiry. “It sounded lhike one of the girls—"

“Hush!” warned Lee.
But the sound was not repeated. There
was a general move towards the well-lighted
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One of you youngsters went off

happened.
alonc—and that was the very thing the enemy
was wuaiting for.”

And Nelson Lee remembered Nerki’s warn-

ing to Lady Bowers. One of the pguests
would be seized—and spirited away! In spite
of all the precautions, Irene Manners was
the victim. She had gone!

And although a search was instituted at
once, and the whole house was searched from
top to bottom, the girl could not be found.

She had gone—vanished as though into
thin air. ‘

They even got lanterns, went outside into
the snow, and searched in the grounds, but
it was useless. In some extraordinary way
the girl had been seized and carried off.

Nelson Lee was in a dangerous mood now
—and all those other guests of Forest House
were really scared. andforth, indeed, was
frantic—for Irene was his particular chum.

It was a grim, exciting Christmas, indeed!
And the greatest excitement of all was yet to
come!

THE END.
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Edward Oswald Handforth, the new ship{per of the Remove, is on the warpath.
He has just been the victim of a plot by Reggie Pitt & Co., to force him to resign

the captaincy—a plot which has nearly succeeded.

And now he hands out

vengeance in the shape of thick ears and black eyes! PN
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The iron Rule!
¢t ES, T think we can safely leave the
rest to Ted!” smiled Irene Manners.
‘““if you’'ll come over to tea to-
norrow, we can introduce you to
Dora in the right way. Good-night!”

“Good-night!” said Handforth. *'By
George, you're all bricks!”

‘They went out, laughing merrily, and
Ilandforth turned to his chums, the light of
battle blazing in his eyes more fiercely than
cver.

““Resign,
“We'll see!”

Church and McClure had forgoiten their
desire to see their leader deposed. The reve-
lation of the plot had bound them to him
more tightly, and they were glad to sce
bim so robust again.

“Let the beggars catch it hot, Handy!”
urged Church.

“Show ’em who’s top dog!”’ said McClure
angrily. o

Handforih grinned with fievee anticipation,

“T'm going to enjoy this!” he said, in a
low voice. I don’t need medicine—I don’t

eh?” he said dangerously.

I’ves a good mind to spank

Exercise is the only thing
And I’m going to ges
the next five minutes,

need a rost!
a few of ’em!
I wani, by George!
plenty of it durin
or my name isn’t Handforth!”

He made for the Common-roocm
ominous, purposeful strides.

witil

‘e S a long time coming,” said

H Reggie Pitt anxiously.

“It’s all right, we know Handy,”

crimmed Jack Grey. ‘‘Perhaps

Church and MeClure have had to prop him

up to take a rest. When Handy thinks he’s

ill, he does it thoroughly. JMind over
matter!”’

But Reggie was looking worried.

“You’re sure he was coming?” lie azked,
turning to Owen major.

““Certain,” said Owen major. “He was
crawling down the passage like an old crocit
of ninety. I expect he’s paused to have a
breath of fresh air ”

“Look out!”” murmured Fullwood. *' IFoo!-
steps!  Don’t forget to look eorrcctly grave.
We can do all the laughing afterwards.”

And the Remove grinned, and waited.

The door broke onen with a terrific crash.
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The patient entered—not crawling, but after
the fashion of a tornado. It was not the
weak, haggard Handy of ten minutes ago,
but the aggressive Edward Oswald Hand-
forth of old.

“You spoofing rotter!” he roared, in a
voice like thunder, |

“Great Scott!”

‘““He’s rocovered!”

“Oh, my goodness!” : .

“Alas!” sighed Reggic Pitt.  “All my
work for nothing!” He took a deep breath.
“Who’s done this dirty work?
trayed us?”

“He’s as bad as ever!”

“Look ‘out, there!” ;

‘Steady, Handy, you ass!” S

But the captain of the Remove had no
intention of being steady. He had paused
for one moment only, and then he had sailed
into the Remove with the force and devastat-
ing cffect of d& cyclone.

Crash! Biff! Crash! _

Those fellows who could not dodge out of
the way went down.like ninepins. Hand-
forth wasn’t arguing. He wasn’t asking any
questions. He was simply intent upon smash-
ing ‘the Remove to smithereens—and letting
the Remove sce, once and for all, that he
was the supreme chief.

f* Hold him!”

‘“Grab the silly fathead!”

But Handforth wasn’t easy to grab. It
the Remove had attempted to squash him, it
could have done so with comparative ease,
but none of the fellows were exactly anxious
to slaughter him on the spot. He wouldn’t
be inclined to resign if they set upon him in
" that fashion.

In fact, he didn’t look much like resigning
in any casc!

The Remove was dismayed. Something
had happened. - They didn’t know what, but
the cat was out of the bag, and the elaborate
jape Had failed. @ And Handforth, instead
of being weak and frail, was more aggressive
than ever. It was a dreadful shock to the
plotters. ’ :

And they had been so certain, too. After
Reggie Pitt’s good work, it was pretty hard
lines.

“I'll show you!” roared IHandforth, as he
lashed out right and left. ‘So you'd show
fight, would you, Thomas Burton? Take
that, you son of a windjammer! I’'ll show
you who’s boss of the Remove!”

“Hold on, Handy!’ gasped Pitt. ‘ Quick,
you chaps—hold him! If this goes on, we
shall have a dozen prefects here, and the
whole Form will be gated! We can’t let
this row develop!”’

Pitt, Fullwood, Russell, De Valerie, and a
number of others hauled Handforth back
by sheer force and held him helpless. And
this was the fellow who had been poisoned
at tea-time.

“Lemme go!” stormed Edward Oswald.
**You insubordinate rotters! I'm skipper,
and I’m ot going to be defied—""

Who’s be- -
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““Promise you won't lash out azain,” said
Fullwood.

“I won't!”

“All right—we’ll sit on your head until
you do!”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“Over with him!”

Handforth, realising that he had no chance
against so many, suddenly changed his mind.
After all, he had done a lot of damage, and
his knuckles were aching. And he had shown
them that he was in deadly earnest.

‘“ All right!?’ he snapped. 'l promise!”

He was released, and he looked round the
room grimly. The juniors were picking
thémselves up, dazed and dizzy. Others were
still strewn about. | '

- “You blessed trickster!” said Handforth,
glaring at Pitt. '

“¥Ycs, and 1 succeeded, too!” grinned
Pitt. ‘““Who split on uws? What an ass I
was not to take you to the Common-room
while you were in the right humour, Handy!
This is what comes of cowardice! 1 was
af‘r.;iid of meeting a master—and now it's all
up!” |

" “0Of course it isn’t!” said
‘““Handy has come here to resign!”

“Yes! Resign—you dangerous rotter!"

“ Resigu—resign!”’

- “We want a Form skipper—not a human
traction-cngine !’’

Handforth faced the shouting crowd with
scorn. '

“You tried to trick me into chucking up
the captaincy, and you’ve failed!” he said
curtiy. ‘‘Well, I shall remember this! And
I’'m going to maintain my 1ron rule more
strictly than ever! Resign, eh? By George,
I'll show you whether I'm going to resigu
or not!”’

“It’s your duty!” said Fullwood hotly.
“We've failed, but that doesn’t alter the
fact that we’re fed up with you!  Yes, all
of us—fed up to the neck! And the sooner
you know it, the better! Why can’t you
obey the unwritten laws of the school ?”’

“What unwritten laws?”’ asked Handforth.
“I've never scen them!”

‘““ How the dickens can you see them if
they’rec unnwritten?’’ demanded Fullwood,
with a snort. “But you know as well as I
do that a Form captain is supposed to resign
if he is bluntly told by a big majority that
:lle ’isn’t wanted. It’s the only thing.he can

0.”

“We're not talking about suppositions!”
retorted Handforth. ‘‘This is an exceptiona!
case. You only elected me by a jape—and
you tried to make me resign Uy a jape!
Well, I'm sticking in power! And the more
you oppose me, the more I'll make you sit
up!”’

“But—but you obstinate fathead, look at
the harm you'’ve done already!’’ shouted
Watson. *You’ve got the whole Form in a
state of revolt and chaos——"

“Good!”’

“You’ve done nothing but mess up every-
thing you’ve touched——"

I'ullwood.
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“Iine!” -

“You’ve made us quarrel with the River
llouse chaps—-" '
‘“*Splendid!”’

“You—you rotter!”  roared Watson.
‘herc’s no end to your blunders! And all
this within a few days! - What’s going to
happen if you’re allowed to stick in power?
Life isn’t wortlr living!”’

“Resign, Handy,
.bounder!’’ :

‘“‘Let’s have some peace!”

Handforth took no notice of these con-
tinued shouts.
By the narrowest possible chance, he had
saved - himself from being the laughing-stock
of the school. The fellows wouldn’t dare
to speak about their jape now, because they
had failed. He—Handforth—was the victor
in this affair, And his determination to
stick in the captaincy was stronger than it
had ever been before.

“I’m not going to say much more,” he
said sternly: “But I'm giving you fair
1\*::;1;x,1’ing. 1f T hear any more treason, L’l
act!

“Treasof!” groaned De Valerie, in des-
pair. “He stil thinks he’s a king!”

“Yes, treason!” thundered Handforth.
“If I hear any more of it, I'll wipe up the
floor with the rotter who utters it! I'm
going now, and you’d better not let me hear
any noise from this room! If I do, I'll come
back and turn you all into mincemeat!”

He drew himself up, and marched out with
dignity and triumph. And the Remove was
s0 utterly dished that nobody had the heart
to do much shouting. So Handforth’s auto-
cratic order was unconsciously obeyed.

“Well, we’re in just exactly the same spot
as we were,” said Fullwood dolefully.

“Are we?”’ asked Reggic Pitt. *‘I’ve got
an idea—-" _

“We’ve had your ideas!”

“Forget ’em, Reggie!”’

“I like that!”’ 'snorted Pitt indignantly.
“There was nothing wrong with that schemeo
of mine, and I worked it well, too! But
this 13 different! Somehow, I’ve got a feel-
ing in my bones that we shall be able to
cast our fetters pretty soon. A httle diplo-
macy—a little tact—and we’ll win!”

But Pitt wouldn’t explain his new idea
just yet. - One thing was certain, however,
Edward Oswald Handforth was still captain;
he was still the autocrat of the Remove!

[4'%4

you pig-headed

The Business Man of the Remove.
HAROLD DOYLE, of the Remove, shot

through the doorway hke an ava-
lanche, crashed against the wall on
the other side of the passage, and
subsided into a limp heap. The door
slammmed, and the human debris moaned.
“Well, I'lm Dblessed!” said Bob Christine,
starig.
Bob Christine was a TFourth Former, and
ho belonged to the Modern House. He had

He was fecling triumphant.
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just come over to have an interview with
the Junior captain, concerning his place in
the team.

Afternoon Jlessons were over, and tho
Ancient House was fairly quiet, for most of
the fellows were taking advantage of the
waning daylight. The October evenings were
drawing in rather rapidly. _

“Trouble 7’ asked Bob Christine, as he
assisted the dazed Removite to arise. “ My
hat! You’ro in a bit of a mess, Doyle!”

Doyle, of the West House, swayed dizaily.

“Ive just seen the captain!'’ he mur-
mured in a dreamy voice.

““What ?”’

‘““About my place in the ecleven!”
Doyle thickly.

Bob Christine started. :

“Youw’ve just seen Handforth—about your
placo in the eleven?” he repeated. ‘‘ And
1s this what happens if you just go and ask
him a simple question hke that?”

Doyle gradually recovered. He tenderly
rubbed his chin, felt his left car, and then
secgrcd his collar, which had sprung off its
stud.

“He’s hopeless!” he said fiercely. “He's
worse than éver—and we’re not going to
stand him! I’ve always played in- the eleven,
haven’t I? DIve always been in the team,
haven't I? And now, Dbecause this—this
ravir’l’g maniac gets into power, I'm biffed
out!

“Yes,” nodded Bob, ‘“I noticed that.”

“I mean biffed out of the team!” roareod
Doyle. “NMNind you, I didn’t argue with himn.
I just wanted to know what the idea was.
And what do you think he did ?”

“Well, there’s not much guesswork about
it, is there?”’ said Bob soothingly.
+*“He grabbed me by the seruff of the
neck, opened the door, and biffed me out!
Not a word of explanation—not a syllable of
satisfaction !”

“Tough luck:”
pathetically.

“Is that chap a captain, or is he a prize-
fighter 7’ roared Doyle. “T1 ecan tel. you,
Christine, we’re just sick of bhim! We'vo
had more than we can stand! He's getting
worse, day after day—and there’s no hope
in sight!”

“They say that Dick Hamilton might come
back this week—sooner than the fellows first
thought,” said Bob. ‘There’s nothing te
worry about ??

“You’re not in the Remove!” interrupted
Doyle bitterly. ‘“You don’t have to stand
tho awiul torture. We thought we'd got rid
of him the other day, but he dished us, the
bounder! He’s still skipper, and he means
to carry on until the end of term. We shall
all be dead by then!”

“But Dick Hamilton is your proper cap-

tain.’’ '
snorted Doyle.

sald

said  Christine sym-

“Of course ne i1s.” “But
what the dickens does Handforth care? Ho
says he was elected by the Form, and he’s
got Mr. (rowell’s consent, and he’s not going
to resign for a dozen Dick Hamiltons! And
that's the worst of it—we can’t cjeet him
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from the captainey by force, we can't make
him resign by trickery, and we can’t do
anything! He’s making our lives a misery!”
Bob Christine grinned. :
“Draw it mild!” he said, with a chuckle.
“It’s not so bad as all that. Handforth’s
all right so long as you understand him. I'm
going in there now, to have a word with him
about my place in the forward line.”
“Good !” said Doyle. “T'll pick you up.”
“Pick me up?” |
“ After your remains arc chucked out,” ex-
plained Doyle, with a certain gloomy satis-
faction. “Onc good turn deserves another,
you know,”

“You silly ass!” growled Bob.
wouldn’t dare to lay his fingers on me!

(B34

not in the Remove, thank goodness!
“But he's Junior skipper, and you're going
to sece him about footer!”
““That's all right—don’t worry about my
safety I said Bob gruffly. :“I'm not afraid
of—— Hallo! What the—"

The door opened again, and Dick Goodwin
salled out in an inverted attitude. The door
slammed, and Goodwin sat up with a bleary
cxpression on his face. '

. ‘“*But be reasonable, Handy!” he said un-
steadily.

“My only hat!” gasped Bob Christine,
staring. ' '

“Don’t take any notice of this,” said
Doyle. -“We have these little affairs every
day. I’'m waiting to sce vou go in—and I'm
curious to know how you'll look when you
come out!"” o ,

‘Bob strove hard to conceal hLis uneasiness.

“Is he always like this?” he asked care-
lessly. ' ' |

““Generally!” said Doyle, with a sniff.
“But he’s been getting worse lately. AMore
violent, you know.”

““More violent ?”’ asked Christine,

““Oh, much!” said Doyle. “He used to
give you a chance to say what you came for,
but he doesn’t now. He just gives.you onc
look, and sloshes out.”

““One look ?” asked Bob, with a weak smile.

“That’s all,” replied Doyle gloomily.
“Then you don’t remember anything until
you pick yaurself up outside. Look at Good-

I'm

win! The i)oor' chap’s. knocked half silly.
And T'll bet he didn’t do anything to deserve
16"’

Dick Goodwin was just picking himself up

and clawing at the wall to steady himself.
Bob Christine braced himself, and assumed
an air of dignity. He couldn’t very well
back out of the thing, with these two Re-
movites looking on! They would only jump
to a wrong conclusion if he suddenly remem-
bered an important cngagement “elsewhere.

The door in front of him belonged to a
room at the end of the Remove passage.
It wasn’t a study. It wasn't a -box-room.
Nobody knew exactly what the room was.
It had always been cmpty and neglected.
But now there was a great square of card-
board tacked on the door, informing all and

L

“He-
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sundry that the apariment wasz the Cuaptain's
Office, and that there was strictly No Admit-
tance cxcept on DBusiness.

“By gum!” mumbled Dick Goodwin, as
he looked a® the other two juniors through
a kind of haze. “Anybody scen my teeth
knocking about?”

“T'eeth ?”’ repeated Bob, aghast,

“I've lost about a .dpzen,” mioaned Dick.
“That's how 1t fecls, anyhow. "Eh, Iad,
Handy’s a champion with his right! IHe
didn’t- give me a chance to say much. And
I only wanted to ask him about the House
match.”

“There you arc!” said Doyle -indignantly.

Bub - Christine squared -his shoulders, and
hammered on- the door. He wasn't going to
be afraid of this blustering -fathead! If
Handy attempted to biff him, he'd be jolly
sorry for himself! Bob was no mcan boxer,
and he had the advantage of being pre-
pared.

All the same, it was rather a shock to him.
He and all the ‘other Fourth-Formers had
known for- wecks past that Edward Oswald
Handforth was the captain of the Remove—
elected for a joke. But Mr. Crowell, the
Yorm-master, -had failed to see ‘the point of
it, and had insisted upon Handforth bcing
retained. Since then the mighty lecader of
Study D had cmployed all his well-known
aggressive methods to enforce his ideas upor
the Remove. He appeared to think that a
Form captain was a supreme dictator, and
that his word was law. He had ruled with an
iron hand, and thc Remove was getting
rather  fed-up with him. Everything !ad
gone wrong since Handforth -had come into
power. There was no peace for anybody.
there was no certainty about football
matches. the River House School was out of
bounds in consequence of a free fight, and
thero were scores of other complaints—all
due to Handforth’'s mistaken policy of
violence.

At first, he had been accepted as a joke.
Then the . juniors had rebelled against him,
only to make him worse than ever. The
Remove didn’'t know how -to handle him, or
this story would ‘have been very different.
The moro opposition that Handforth en-
countercd, -the more aggressive :became his
attitude. And as ho had received nothing
elso but opposition since he ‘had taken the
reins, -his aggressiveness was now at its
height. -

“The Remove doesn’t want me!” he had
snapped. ‘“All right! They've got me, and
I'll jolly well show -them who's the boss!
‘They’ve. tried to trick me into resigning,
they’ve tvied to make me ook silly, and
they've failed! Well, I'm going to rule the
Remove -with an iron rod!”

And, shat was more, he was doing it!
Such-fellows as Reggie Pitt and ‘Ralph Leslic
Fullwood and -De Valerie and - Tregellis-West
had .given him up as a-bad -job. But the
rank and :file still - resented tim—and quite
unconsciously - made ‘him worse,
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“Afraid to go in?” asked Doyle sarcas-
tically. _

Bob Christine started. He had been <o
deep in.thou%ht that he had forgotten his
surroundings tfor a moment. :

“No, I'm not afraid to go in!” he retorted.

He now dimly remembered thLst a cheery
voicoe had invited him to enter. He opened
the door of the Captain’s office, and walked
i)]:d Then he paused, opening his eyes rather
wide.

“Name, please!” said the cheery voice.
‘““And business!”

Bob Christine was too surprised to reply
for a moment. It was impossible to advance
far into the room, because a barrier extended
from wall to wall. It was a roughly con-
structed affair, the carpentry being of a
primitive order; in fact. the barrier was made
of broomsticks and trellis-work.

Behind this stood a small table, imme-
diately facing the door, and at tho small
table sat a small youth, also. immediately
facing the door. And the small routh was
\Willy Handforth.

“What’s this?”
blankly.

“What’s what?”’ .

‘“ All this—this idiotic rot?” said Bob,
indicating the barrier, and the general ei.ect.

“Better go casy!” murmured Willy warn-
ingly. ‘““The boss is. just behind the screen.
He’s hard at work, planning out his next big
campaign. I'm the office-boy. I shouldn’t
advise you to ask ‘or an interview no .”

““ Office-boy ?” said Bob, in amazement.

“Well, that’s what he calls me,” explained
Willv. grinning. ““This 1s his Dbusiness
sanctum—and he believes in running every-
thing in the orthodox manner. T%'s barrier,
for example. Nobodv’s allowed into the
iner office without express permission.”

“Well I'm jiggered!” ,

“TI'm here to ask callers for their names,
and to make them state their business.” pro-
ceeded Willy coolly. ““‘Let’s go ahead. Mr.
Christine wants to see Mr. Handforth about
his—Mr. Christine’s—nplacé¢ in the forth-
coming match against Bannington “‘rammar
School. How's that?” ' :

“You silly voung fathead!”
Christine, turning red.

“Well, am I right?”

““ As a matter of fact, you - o.

“I shall have to turn this mind reading
to account, one of these days,” said Willy.
with a grin. “Why waste such a gift?”

A kind of snort came f{rom somewhere
farther in the room.

“That’s the chief!” murmured Wiliv.
“That’s a sign that he doesn’t like ..eing
disturbed. Tl go and sce if you've got a
chance.” '

Willy got up from his chair and walked
across the room to a big screen near the
window. He tapped upon the end flap, and
swung it open lhike a dnor.

‘“Gentleman -to see you, chief!” he an-
nounced :olemnly. |

asked DBob Christine

said  Mr.

»

. afternoon, and 1
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Handforth’s Latest!
DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH,
the captain of the Remove and the
the skipper of the St. Frank's junior

cleven, swung round in  his swivel
chair and looked at Tis minor with dignified
concentration,

““ A gentleman ?” he repeated curtly,

“Mr. Bob Christine!” said Willy.

“He’s not a gentleman!” snapped Hand-
forth. *““Hce’s onc of those fathcaded Fourth-
Formers! Tell him to go and cat coke!
What’s his business?”’

“Hec’s come about the footer ,

““Oh, has he?” roared Handforth, in exas-
peration. “That’s about the sixth idiot who's
bothered me within the last half-hour! Yon
can go and tell him that he’s got ten seconds
to clear out of this ofhce!”

Handforth swung himself round again, and
seized the pen His swivel chair was a home-
madoe one, and it was rather inchned to
creak. The table was strewn with papers
and writing-blocks and bottles of ink. Most
of this paraphernalia was there for the sake
of effect—for a Torm captain’s duties were
by no mecans so exacting as Handforth {ooled
himself . into beheving. DBut he regarded his
office as a highly important one. He was tho
le.der of he Form—the big noise of tho
Remove. While the Form < nie’ the former
statement, they were in full agreement with
the latter.

‘““Wouldn’t it be a good idea to have a
word with “hristine 2’ asked Wil' . “He’s

29

a member of the regular tecam, you know
) »

“There’s no rcgular team wuntil I've

: scJected it1” interrupted Handforth curtly.

““Obey my orders, my lad, or get the sack!

I've enraged you as office-bv—not as
adwviser!” . _
“Oh. all right, chief,” said Willy. “Have

your own way—but you're a silly fathead,
all the sameo!”

He went bach into the other part of the
room, and found Bob Christine glaring.

“T'm to tell you——"" began Willy.

“Do vou think T didn’t hear. you silly
young duffer ?”” demanded Bch. “What's
the idca ot all this crazy nonsense? Handy,
you.chump! Why don’t you come ou’ here
and act liﬁe a real skipper, and not like a
lunatic? T want to know if I'm going to
play in Saturday’s match ?” :

“You can go and boil vourself!” roare
Handforth, from behind the screen.

“You ecxasperating cuckoo!”  snorted
Christine. “I’ve "been invited out for the
want to know whether I
can accept the invite or not. TIf T write,
accepting it, you’ll shove my name on the
hist—and 1if T refuse T shall probably be left
out! T know vour funny little wavs, So I'm
not taking any chances. Am T playing, or
am [10t? That’s all T want to know.”

It was, after all, a perfeetly reasonable
question, and one that any foothaller had the
right to ask "his captain. Bob Christino
wasn’t arguing. or making a fuss. He just
wanted to make his nlans in advanee.
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But Handforth was offended by his tone.

“1 don’t allow pcople to come in here, ask-
ing me silly questions!” he said, appearing
from behind the screen, and pushing back
his sleeves. “I'm a peaceful chap, and X
don’t mind answering a civil question. Dut
you just called me a chump. You called me
a cuckoo. You compared me to a lunatic.
And T've got onc word to say to you—out-
side!”

“You've got a word to say to me out-
side ?”’

“I'm saying it here!”
“Buzz off!” :

“But, confound you——"

“Get out of this office!”

“T’m hanged if I will!” shouted Dob
furiously. “?[’ve got to write to my uncle
by t’bis evening's post, and T want to know

roared Handforth.

“Up with ’em! interrupted Handforth

briskly. . : .
“What the dickens—— Hi! Steady——"
Biff !

Bob Christine staggered back, and Willy
deftly opened the wicket gate in the barrier.
And as Bob continued to reel backards,
Willy opened the door. Bob sagged out
"into the ‘passage. and sat down with a thud.

“Smart work!”
the .door.

His major took a decp breath.

“I don’t like doing this sort of thing, but
duty 1s duty!” he.said grimly. “If anybody
comes here and talks to mec with respect.
I'll. givo them a civil answer. But I’'m not
going to be insulted in my own office! I'm
not going to be called names!
one way to tame the Remove, and that 1is
to keep biffing the chaps until theyx realise
whero they stand!”

“That’s . just the trouble.” said Willy.
‘“ After vou’ve biffed 'em they don’t stand.”

“I don’t. want any funny remarks from
you, my lad!”

““No, chief!” said Willy solemnly,

“Get back to your table!”

“Yes, chief!”

‘““ And not so much cheek!”

“No. chief!” =aid Willy calmly.

Kdward Oswald gave him a qucer look.
and his fists instinctively closed. but he held
himself in cheek and walked back to his
own inner sanctum. He was rather pleased
with this office of his. He had planned it on
the stvle of recal City officc—although it
had a suspiciously close rcsemblance to those
offices onc sees in _an American film. But it
pleased Handforth. He was exclusively
privato behind his screen, his office-boy was
in attendance, and the rabble swas held in
check by the wooden barrier.

Outside, Bob Christine was slowly mas-
saging his nose.

“The—the violent rotter!’ he breathed.
““He didn't give me a chance! He didn't—
What are you grinning at, Doyle ?” he added
coldly. , Ny

““That nose of vours will be a picture in
about an hour!” said Doyle, with a joyous

said Willy, as he closed.

There’s only.
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noto in his voice which struck Bob as the
c:scenee of callousness.

“I’'m going to make a fuss about this!”
said the Fourth JFormer hotly. “You
Remove chaps can put up with Handy's
lunacy' if you like, but the Fourth won't.
Not likely! The Fourth’s been insulted—
and the Fourth will have revenge!”

“Do vou happen to ke the entire Fourth ?”
asked Doyle hotly. “Besides, what's the
good of talking rot? Handforth doesn’t
make any distinctions, He'd biff cut a pre-
feet as soon as look at him!”

Reggio Pitt came up with a brisk stride.

““Hallo! Somchody been fighting 7’ Le
asked cheerily. ‘Haven’t I cften warned

you against this unfortunate tendency to
quarrel ? Yon shouldn't let your tempers get
the better of you——-"

“You funny ass!” snapped Bob. ‘ Handy's
done this!”

“All of it!” asked Reggic, looking at the
trio.

“Yes, confound him

‘““Then he's done well!” said Pitt, with a
grin, ‘“Hc's done you all a bit of no good,
by the look of things. In one of his little
moods, eh? Oh, well, life’s. full of these
surprises. Wo. shall have to try our luck.”

“Are you geing in there?” asked Chris-
tine, with sudden hope. '

““That's what I came for, anyhow,” noddced
Reggie.

“Good man!” said Doyle. “We'll bo
ready for you.” ‘

Rceggie nodded, and
man’s officec. He close
in the scene at a glance.
appreciation. _

“Name, please!” said Willy.

‘“All complete, eh?” said Pitt, with a
chuckle. “No admittance beyond the Dbar-
rier, I supposc? Tell his lordship that «
humble slave awaits without—a miserable cur
who would have converse with his nibs.”

Willy grinned, went to the screen, and
gave the message verbatim. Handforth
appeared, and regarded the visitor with a

severce glance.

“Greeting, O Rajah!” said Reggie,
salaaming low. ‘I just came along to speak
about Saturday’s team——"’

“Oh, did you?” said Handforth ominously.

“Thero’s such a lot of talk going round
that I thought I'd pop in,” went on Reggic.
nodding. ‘' The fellows seem to think you'rc
going to make a mess of things. But you're
the captain, and I'm a firm believer in letting
the captain choose his own men without any
interference. I thought you'd like to know
that I shall be availablé, if vou want me.
Or, if you don't want me, I shan’t raise Cain.
You're skipper, and vour word is final.”

“Oh?’ said Handforth, nodding. “Good
man!”

“If you like any hints from a humble
disciple——" ~

“Well, as a matter of fact, I haven’t quite
decided about the team yet,” confessed
Handforth. “I thought about making somc
cexperiments, but I’'m not 0 sure.. You're in

"’

{mssed into the great
d the door, and took
He grinned with
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the eleven, anyhow. If I want some advice,
I'll pop over to the West House later on,
and perhaps we can have a Jaw about it.

‘““Any old time,” said Reggic, nodding.
“You'll find me about.” -~ :
“‘TI'hanks, old man,” said Handforth.

Reggic nodded again and strolled out. He
closed the door softly, and Doyle and
Christine and Goodwin regarded him with
acute indignation,

“What’s the idea of this?” demanded Bob
Christine hotly.

“What’s the idea of what?”

““Coming out without a black cye?”

“My dear old chap, it’s ecasy!” smiled Pitt
gently., “Handy is one of the mildest fellows
in the world—if you only know how to treat
him. I went into that room with a certain
object—and TI've come out with the exact
. knowledgo I require. It’s just a question of
tact.” :

He strolled off, leaving the trio. staring
after him blankly.

(X} Eh?’,

“C
“I'm saying that Reggic’s a clever
chap,” repcated Willy, “He only wanted
to know just the same as the other chaps, and
he went qut in one whole picce. You treated
him like a long-lost brother.” -
Handforth started.
“You—you mecan he was kidding. mnc ?” he
‘tasked, staring.
- “He wasn't exactly kidding you, but ho

Willy Gets the Sack.

LEVER chap, Reggic!” said Willy
thoughtfu]ly.: °

knows how to get on your right side, just -

the same as I do,” explained Willy. “It’s a
mystery to me why these other chaps don't
jump to it. It’s the casiest thing in the
world. And yet they keep to the same old
tactics, and they never learn!”

““The easiest thing in the world!” repeated
Handforth darkly.

““Oh, come off it!” grinned Willy. “My
hat! I'm your brother, and I ought to know,
oughtn’t 1? What’s going to > appen to me
if I call you a pig-headed chump, and an
obstinate donkey 7"

“Tll smash you to atoms!” roared Hand-
forth. |

““Then T won’t call you either of ’em,” said
Willy calmly. “You see, Ted, that’s just the
point. These other chaps won’t keep their
thoughts to themselves.” T

For onco Handforth was rather swift.

““Oh!” he snapped. “So you think I'm a
pig-headed chump, do you?”

““My dcar -old Ted!” protested Willy.

““You think I'm an obstinate donkey, ch ?”
insisted his major. ' ' '

‘“Why jump to such rash conclusions:”
asked Willy, ned. '

“All right,‘ my lad—I‘ll show you whether
I can be subjected to this sort of thing from
my own office-boy!” shouted Edward Oswald.
“You’ve got the sack! Understand? You're
sacked from ‘this minute!®

Willy glanced at his watch,

- and, buy the tuck.

41

“A mind’o carlier than I expected, hut
that's all to the good,” heo said. *‘1¢’ll give
those chums of mine a bit more time to pre-
paro tea. I've got to go along to the shop
We’ve planned a special
feed this evening, as a matter of fact.”

“In that case, you're not sacked!’”:said his
major calmly.

“Rats! You can’t sack a chap, and then
engage him in the next sccond,” said Willy,
with a trace of anxiety. “I'm fed-up with
this job, anyhow. You're too conceited, Ted.
You expect me to ° Chief’ you every minute,
and bow and serape as though you were a
Chinese mandarin! You’re a good sort, on
the whole, but your head’s too large for your

“hatt”

-

Handforth flushed deeply and pointed to
the door.

“That’s done 1t!” he roared.
missed !”’

““Good man!” said Willy,

“ Absolutely | :

““All right, then—ten bob!”

€ What?” ] .

“Ten bob!” said Willy calmly, holding out
Lis hand. - ' :

“You—you—— Ten bob!” gasped Hand-
forth. “Great corks! Have you got the
nerve to stand there and ask me for ten
bob ?”

‘““No, of course not,” said Willy. “‘I'm not
asking—I’'m demanding it as a right.. Don’t
kecep me messing about, Ted.”

““A right?”. breathed his major thickly.

“What else do you call 1t?’ asked Willy
indignantly. ‘“‘Didn’t you engage me as
office-boy for ten bob a week?”

% Yes, I d1d.” :

““Then why arguc?”’ asked Willy, “Ten
bob t”

“But, you young sweep, you haven’t been
here more than half an hour!’ bellowed
Handforth. ‘“D’you think I'm going to pay
you ten bob for half an hour #”

Willy sighed.

““I wouldn’t have thought it,” he said sadly.
“My own brother, too! Making a contract,
and then tearing it up as though it were a
scrap of paper!” ' ‘

- ““A—a contract?”’ eaid his major with a
start.

‘““Everybody knows that if an employece’s
sacked without notice, he’s got to have his
week’s wages,” explained Willy patiently.
“Surely you know the law on that point,
Ted? You haven’t given me notice, so buck
up with that ten bob, and don’t quibble! A
contract’s a contract. Am I to go out and
tell everybody that you've broken your
word ?”’ ‘ '

Handforth was so speechless that ha just
stood there opening his mouth and closing it
again, Then he dragged out a ten-shilling
note and pushed it into his minor’s hand.
Ho pointed to the door with a quivering
finger.

- “Go!” he muttered hoarsely.
" Willy nodded. .

“Good old Ted!” he said with approval.

“You're dis-

“Is this final §”
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“Didn’'t I say that I knew exactly how to
wangle you? Oh, I ncarly forgot!”’

He reached down and picked up a pieco
of cardboard ncar his table. Then hé went
to the door, opened it; and pinued the card
on tho outside. '

“What’'s that?” demanded Handforth
quickly. L

“I thought you'd appreciate it,” said Willy
_coolly.

He strolled off down the passage, whistling,
and Handforth stared at the card, which bore
_the legend, in bold letters: -

“ OFFICE-BOY W.ANTED,”

“Well I'm jiggered!” gasped Handforth
with a deep breath. ‘““He had it all ready,
too! He knew I was going to give him the
sack. In fact, by George, the young burglar
had it all prepared 1n advancc!”

Willy ;get. Chubby Heath and Juiexy Lemon
in the Iobby, and they were both looking

rather anxious,
as he came up.

“On timo to the
grinning.

“Havo yvou got it

“Got what?”

“Why, that ten bob)!™

“My poor fatheads, what.did you think 1
accepted the job as office-boy for?” asked
Willy tartly. “It was a casy as shelling
peas! Ted said he wanted an office-boy, so 1
meekly agreed. T told vou I should be out
in half an hour, didn't I? Well. during the
Jast minute I checked him, and I got the
sack, Could anything be casier ?”

““ And he actually paid up?” azked Juicy,
awed. ' ‘ :

“He couldn’t do anything clsc—an em-

loyer has got to give a woeek's wages 1in
ien of mnotice,” grinned Willy Dblandly.
“That’s where 1 had him on toast, although
he didn’t see it until it was too late. Come
on! Let’'s go and raid Mother Hake's tea
supplies. ~ Did you order the pies and
things ?” -

“Wo didn't like to.” admitted Chubby
Heath, “We thought we'd better wait until
you came along with the cash.”

Willy shook his head.

“When will you chaps learn to have faith
in me?” he asked bitterly.  *“Didn't I pro-
mise to bring the money? Don’t T always
make Ted shell out if I want him to? There's
no cleverness in 1t,”

“Youwre right!” agreced Chubby.
gift!”

Church and McClure. of the Remove. came
in, and Church gave the fags a suspicious
glance.

“I thought you were on duty in the office ?”
the asked.

“I am sacked.” cxplained Willy. “Ted
will probably get one of you chaps to act
as office-boy now. IPoor old scouts! You
have my sympathy! What a hard, drab life
you must lead!”

The fags passed out, chuckling, and Church
and McClure glared after them,

They rushed at their leader
minute,” said Willy,

21)
[ ]

they demanded.

“It's a
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““I knesw the young beggar was up to one
of his dodges,” said McClure, frowning. “1I
warncd Handy, too, but he wouldn’t take
any notice. Well, anvhow, it's téa-time—so
let’s hope he'll be in a softened mood. Tl

.get busy on these hippers. You take him the

parcel.”

“PDon't e mean,” said Church.
along and support me.”

Handfosth's chiums went along to. the: office
and entered. Their. leader was pacing up «nd
down behind the barrier, with a flushed, ex-
cited look on. his face, and a wild expression
in his eyes. Church and McClure had often
noticed these symptoms immediately after
Willy had. ¢ touched ” his major.

“It’s the last time!” said Handforth,
pausing and glaring. “The young bounder
got me in a trap. I had to pay him up, or
be pestered with him for a whole week. But
1f he comes near me again——"

He broke off, and eyed his faithiul chums,

“Becn to the village ?” he asked keenly. ‘

“Yes. rather.,” said McClure. “We've got
some lovely Kkippers "

“Kippers 2" roared Handforth. “What
about that tvpewriter? How can you expect
a Form captain to conduct his office properly
if he hasn't got a typewriter? Where 1s 1t ?
I suppoze vou've left it in the study ?”

““No, it's here,” said Chureh, putting his
parcel on the table.

It wasn't a big parcel, although it was
certainly rather weighty, The juniors had
picked it up at the post-ofice—where parcels
were often collected of an evening in pre-
ference to awuaiting the morning delivery.
Handforth looked at it with scorn.

““You hopeless aszes!” he said. “That's
not the typewriter. I expect they’ve sent

“Comeo

the tools and oil-can and things. The f;idd_v
L

slow-coaches! And here am T, absolutely

Lelpless without that machine!”
Church and McClure said nothing. They

“had their own ideas regarding Handforth’s

helplessness. They also had their own ideas
about that parcel. But what was the good
of saying anything ? Their leader would only
jump down their throats! .

So they waited with interest while Hand-
forth ripped off the wrapping.

The Wonderful Typewriter.

¢ FLL. I'm jiggered!”

Handforth was startled. The
typewriter was there, sure cnough,
but it wasn’t cxactly what he had

pictured in his mind. The machine was quit
a small one, and not at all conventional.
There was a kind of round plate on the top.
with a nickel-plated finger-grip in the middle
The whole machine was only four or five
inches high, and although it was brand-new
and nicely produced. it did not scem to please
its new owner at all. ¢

“What—what's this he asked
indignantly.

(Continued on page 44).
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READERS’ PRIZE

My Drar Cuvys ERS.
—Only onc morc « e it
cditorial chat to I hear Smiih
write to you in the has "1\01,1 up. his
vear 1932, for in a b11?1110~~ '
fortmight’s  tunce Why, T was
we shall be herald- told everything
g .a new  Year-—— went liko clock-
'1933. Cee, how wo‘rl\:. T .
the . fime  has . “So it (11(3:
fHown—i1t's  s1tmply Letters to the Editor 3 first of all the
amazing ! Stll, should be addressed ‘ business gave too
we have managed 10 NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway 30\180, much  tiek, then
to gei quite a lot Farringdon Street, London, E.C.1. it hegan to ger
mto . 1932, The run  down. and
Nelsou Lec, for insiance, has been carrving now—well, they’ve had to wind it up!”
on from tnumph 1o tuumph atukmrr (10\0 (F'. Tarhotton, 5001, Lceds Road, Drad-
to our tradition of always supplying the hest  ford.—1 penknifc.)

fiction.
Taking a quick veview of the issues for

the past twelve monihs, we have had no
cause for complainis. Mr, E. 8. Brooks has
put m sowe very eoxcellent worck., and I

know he will contimue to do the same in the
New Year. Me is certainly making a goed

start  with another new sgeries of  <iories
which will appear in the early Junuary
158005,

Our deteetive-thrillers have mcet wiih a

great recepuon, and more of these will he
published next year: So, on the whole, we

can conrgraiulate ourselves on what has been
done, and- promize ourselves an eveu greater
success 1 1933,

There 1s oue iiem of news I simply must
tell your now: 'his concerns a greai new
War story \\lndx [ have had written specially
101' the Nelzon Lee, and whieh will Le start-
mg very shorilv. ‘This story deals with
@ very hitle-known serviee—the Seeret Ser-
vice—whose members are men of cast iron
nerve and pluek.  Stories of their greas
heroism and  self-sacrifice during the world
War of 1913-18 are not often told. but the
subject offers wonderful scope. Oue long
story of the British Sceret Service of the
Grreat War will cause a sensation. Tt 1z the
finest War story vet toid, and you will- he
reading it very soon now. Tell all vour pals,
and look out for further announcements next
week.

HERE 15 :till time for vou to obiain

: ll the best Annuals on ihe marker if

vou buy now and buy only any of the
follo“mﬂ' books:

4

13 X
"f The HOLIDAY Aunnual,” price 6/-.
“The POPULAR BOOK OF DOYS

STORIES,” price 2/6.
“The HOBBY Anuual ” price 6/-.
“The MODERN BOY'S Aunual,™
“The New ZOO Annual,”
and
“Lvery Boys Book of MOTCRS
and ENGINES,” price 7.6,

price 0/-.
pricc 6/-.

ST S

Passenger (after first night on bhoard ship):
I say, \\'hmr‘ have my clothes gone?”

Nieward : W]w re Jdid you put them ?

Passenger: “Tu that little cupboard over
there.”

Steward:  **Sir, that's
that’s a porthole !”

(. DRemmengton, 12, Shandosw
Plibshoro’, Dublin.~—:1 grand prizc.)

-

URL

not a cupboard --

-1&’0((([,

Druir-grower m America catled
aud asked for credit.
said the grocer,

A coloured
at a store

“But. Sam,” “Laven't

‘you just sold your peac hes 77

“Yes, sah,” was the “but de

dueks all got 1t.”
“The ducks all got 1 ?

answeoer:

bR

repeated the store-

keaper.

“Yes, sah. I slnppm] dem-down tu the
city, and dey “dedvcks’ for freight, *de-
ducks’ for hauvhng, *deducks® for commis-
ston, and *deducks’ for insurance!  De
ducks, sab, all et up them peaclies !

(D. Loun, 13, Cudmore Avevwue, Monreoth,
South Nustralin. - grand i) ’

Boarder (angrily): I protest! T have

heen m this place a week, and I Liwven' seen
a bit of soap with which to wash my face!

Landlady : “Well, vou've got a tongue,
haven't you?"”

Boarder: “Yes; but do yvou think i'm w
cat 77’

(Leader.” 31, Prinee Nfred's Road, Port
Elizabcth, South Ajrica— A grand prize.)

PEN PALS.

P. Yonng, 9, Wrayburn Street. Fidge 1LN.
Liverpool, wants Liverpool readers to join
the Haleyon Rambling Cinb., Ages 18--26.

. Harriz, 47, Ru-kin Avenune, Sntten
Read, Southend-on-Sea. wants to licar from
readers.

(. White, 13. South End Close, Tllm-
stead, London, N.W. 3, wants to get in touc!
with a crzareite card club,
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COCK 07 THE WALK7 il do any t\pu\lmn" you lxkc .I"w‘ish vou

luek Cwith i, Mae, old man.” -
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o ot . & - PO -~ .
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.& 7\"_-( re g](r]“-(] C o :" ' ' “.\m I .hl\(‘d Mac v gll).pl.lcf‘. ‘ g
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ut do you éxpeet Ior vour money " he H«mdfonth glaring. e L
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“\\’ch- xou ve gu one.” . touched a typéwriter “in my life. »I'm'not
- Bub 1t;.,]omh more liko a4—a— \\ o.l "']m‘bnllo“‘ /}”d I ‘l‘?“ld’}t fdel’“"l(‘ ‘01“1 of
P RIT blonc(lnf 1 know what it doés loo.\ ke ! \ 1 l’l' "“l“ Otli worlds 1 n ‘CtI conldnlt
[ A} r n
snapped ;Handforth.  “ Anyjrow. it’s not ]l|\(‘ ]‘I":'gio ‘t re . thing, —anyhow. tt’? yours,
H - g [4 Y $iooa *
1h¢\t mdchlm in the Senior Day- room, and ""( Voos0 you've "’(_" to operate i
ve bien swindled (* om- g .- o You—you=silly "uis!” growled Handronth
. Who ever hird of a boss usirig “his own

The mn(-]nno i tie Sentor Day- -room s a
.}\ommgton explained - € hmch <a g(\ml\.
“This ene iz a CrestoowYou'can't expect a

?]lgeer\hke a- Remiugronror an Underwood

typewriter ? | Yow've got to sit in ‘this” officé,
and type out all™miy minutes and’ thmg~ ~ _A”
my agendass” lcam lists, avd notices. "

ror g jPardecks forathictyz bt ::()h, well ¥ if )OU,HN <t - ’,f"'..."'j.

< u“h Ir,» 1 1 I{ df ] Of course, I 1n%isty” ,"\t- :
P 3 cm:t g o Compand tan orth. “In lhdt,u{to, Il E?bu sy, said \1(Clur\
O}l, \\(' A. you (‘a" ’t \0“ llk(‘ Of (‘01"50 1)113.(]\' s “()nl\ I n]“\t ‘a) ,t 5 a l)lt of Fin

;.udi(} llCh Otﬂl"'ll-l l\ . N lllll \J-HO hdln] come- d()\\" for \0“ ‘llal‘d\' It's your t\pc.
el O‘p“ful'g?]h‘ these t\pu.m(‘r prople “writer, "and you're* the*skipper. - Think of the
Fare A blt Jnreas sorable,” vou "kTiow. ]'-"‘ ‘n for honour of owning, a typewriter. and making
4:'1“111‘1})0rmlt “Jorm ('lplﬁl” th(‘\ )\Ont sond all the Otllf'r (hapf; (_»alo“,. ‘f‘rou ought to

"offtya z-ﬂ“'ﬁh five ,guid, mdchine for “thigy ho | prou(ltof that- mn(hmo. "You ought -to

bob! .. A short sighted policy., but there you yefuso:forlot anybody cl:¢ lay a finger on it.

'r“'.a-v“' S owin aly o WeRy a2 SRINPRY Handforth ~hesitated. -

. Handiorth startod ST % Ime ML “YesTT iippose vou'rs right.” he said.
> “You niean “that those o‘thm ma(mnm cost “All right, I'll get down to'it right* away,
1'.‘ ntyHive G Bid 77 be aghéd ® T T et 0w and the Removetein mo’(\ *look ‘out: F6F2them:

\OIn(.““nn hk(. t},m TR e Siled '3 . sclves, Th(w \e?g‘bt’m mo a livelwire skipper:

o ; —zmd I'm*goine to' lead* them whether they

H m! - Then p«)lmp» thh one is nt -hl\o it or not”’ ~ e g L eq .
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