JOIN THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE TCG-DAY ! i,
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They all sew the thing now—a Haintly

or, elusive, speciral Bgure.
{See This Week's Story of the Strange Ex-
' The Ghost of periences of ihe St. Frank's Boy Scouts.)
~ Pirate Cove! ;
S e R T R T T
MNo. 528, OuUT ON WEDNESDAY. June 27, 1928,
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A figure came running up at full speed—a mad, frantic rush. Nipper and
one or two of the others barred the way, and the newcomer charged info them.




Or, THE GHOST OF PIRATE COVE!

An exciting story of the Boy Scouts of St. Frank's and of
their encounter with a strange apparition.

N —
r sy >z . -
Ly EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
CIHLAPTER L won the honours of the occasion. The
R R AR ; 2od Troop lhad been completely ount-
A NHEIAT BARMIELE. manceuvred during the course of the opera-
Pt HAT'S that?" asked Bray skarply. | tions and were pow straggling back to camp
He and his three compauions | in semi-disorder.
came to an abrupt halt, aid Not that the 2%nd Troop had any reason
stood listening tenmsely. No 4o worpy, The whole adventure bad beeu ex-

sound reached their ears except the quiet
swish of the sea on the shingle. Darkness
almost enveloped the scene—only the faintest
sturlight relieved the intense blackme:zs.

I oecant lwear anyvthing bezun Johe
Busterlicld Boots.

He paused, for a far-ax
out in the night.

“Qhere it is again’ said Bray s=oftly.
“1 thought it was one of tbe Otters at first,
but it sounds more like a seagull.”

“It wasn't an Otter,” declared Oldfield.
“I know my patrol e¢ry better than that.
Come on—let’s be moving. It must bhe
getting close on ¢leven. I'm [amished, too."

f: Same here”™ sabd Billy Xation.

The four St. Frank's Fourth-Formers were
on the beach just round the headland to the
east ef Shingle Bay. as Oldbeld lind re-
marked, the hour was nearly clever o'clock,
anil the Scouta were oot only tired, but

hungry.

They belonged fo the 2nd 5t. Frapok's
Troop, and there had been some special
pight practice this eveming. Io faet, the
manceuvres had béen on o somewhat grand
scale—the 1zt Troop against the 2nd Trood,
aod all the Scowts had put their heart and

soul into the work.
So far as Buster Boots knew, his rivals had

had sounded

citing and interesting, und one side was
bourd to be the loser, Xelzan Leec and
Teverley Stokes—the respeelive Scoutmasters
—had taken active part in the manceuvres.
and they had granted the Scouts special
permissior to be up late. For in June the
cvenings ore long, and as darkness had been
eszential, Iate hours were allowed. The
Scouts would make up for it by rising
correspondingly later in the morning.

The four Scouts on the beach svers mixed
Two belonzed to the Wolf Patrol, and the
othar two were Otters, DBoots and Oldfieid
were their respective Patrol Leaders. They
had met a mile awav, and had decided to
join forees. As ihe operations were Dow
over, it only remained for them te get back
to camp.

“I'm afrald we've done pretty badly,” re-
marked Bray, as they trudged through the
shingle, assisted by their staves. “The
Lions and the Hawks Lad the best sucecas of
all, I hear.”®

“Well, mever mind,” sald DBuster cheer
fully. *1 understand that the Tigers were
captured intaect by our fellows. Poor old
Handy! And he was going to do tremendous
thiogs, too!'

The Seonts went down the beach almost to
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Lthe water's edge, for the tide was lairly low,
and the shingle gave place to sand. And
tins latter was much easler [or walkilg
upno.

The Kknowledge that the Tizer patrol bad
met with disaster aforded the Modern House
juniors a pgood deanl of satizfaction. lor
the Twers included the redoubtable Hund-
forth & Co., and it was pleasing to know
that the celebrated Edward Oswald had been
mitde a prisoner of war.

“We'll toon ke in camp now,"” remarked
Lilly Nation hopelally. "“Sandwiches and
kot cucoal™

"Let's hurry!™ urged

But Buster Boots, who was leading, slack-
ened his speed as abruptly as he had
bhastened it.

“What on earth—— [ suy, can you felk
lows see anyihine oub there?”™ he asked,
with a curious nule in his voice.

He had come tu & complete Lalt, and was
staring out over the waters of the bay.
His companions stopped, ton, and they
wondered what it was thet bad caught
Buster's eye.

“There's nothing ? began Oldfield.

‘*No, not that way—over bere!™” mutiered

Boots. *“Great Scott!
1 ciu see something

Fril:-'. “The ‘uit'r:-' ::1::1‘1- PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO. mrln'i:l-g. F-;"
ion of pruly makes : : ic broke off, and
me  hungrier  than Fifth Serics—Masters. the others caught
ever. These nizht *their breath in. They
practices are all very all saw the thing
well, but they jolly now, 1t was dim, in.
well take it out of tangible, and 1nore
you ! I've lost my like a will-o'-the-wisp
appetite and found a than anything else.
donkey’s 1™ A faintly elusive
“That’s natural!"” luminous spectral
grinned Buster Brols. fizure!
" Where are we nuw? To the startled

I haven't been round
this beneh much—""

“We're just in that
jittle mlet they call
Pirate Cove,”™ sald
Oldfield. “It's reully
a part of Shingle Bay,
but owinz to the [or-
mation, il's a separ-
ate inlet all to itself.
The water’s always
calm and smooth
here, owing to those
rocks.”

Scouts it appeared to
be stunding on the
very water jtself, and
to have assumed =
human shape. It was
like some phantom of

the deep—and DBuster

[ Boots had seen more

N, than others. This un-

g canny  specire  had

N Tisen slowly and

iy deliberately  out  of
" the water,

“Must be some sort

He indicated some of illusion!” muttered
dim  black  objects Boots huskily. *Yet I
which rose out nrdﬂlg No. 1.—Dr. Malcolm Stafford. don't guite sce-—
sca  several hundre ssdmastor of & Great Scott!”

yards frem the shore, FrZEE-E_HEﬁ;;:Jj.ELTbU,;I ﬁr?l:_ He uttered the final
fhere  were IRty Popular with seniors  and ejaculation with a
rocks off the coast il ccount of : #asp. For mpow that
2 A juniors alike on a i ,

just  here. Shingle his  upvarying  sense of & he Jooked at the
Head, indeed, was one 'ju:atice : water more closely,
of the most ) there was nothing to

treacherons headlands
for miles, and had Leen
the scene of many
dizastrous wreoks.

Far out gicamed the intermittent fashes
of the Shingle Lighthouse, but here, on the
neach, all was dark. The water in Pirate
Cove was smooth and almost unruflled. Orly
the tiniest waves splashed musically upon
the =sandy beach.

“ Another hundred yards, and we shall be

able to climb the clifs,"” said Nation. * And
we shall be right opposite the camp. [ say,

eome on! I can smell that giddy cocea from

here !

The tired Scoutz hustened their pace, the
thoughts of hot cocoa spurring them on.

be seen! The ghostly
figure had vanished 2z
mysteriously as it had
appeared!

o —

CHAFPTER I1.
VERY STRANGE.

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

A3 EVEer.
“ Well, I'm jiggered!” mut-
tered  Oldfield. ¢ There's

nothing there at all! Yet I
can swear 1 saw something a minute ago—



with long,
It was standing on the water, too—although

a sort of fgure, trailing hair.

that's impossible! Jolly queer!”

“Must have been our fancy,” said Dray
nervously.

They stared at the water, fascinnted, and,
at the same time, they were aware of aun
eerie, creepy feeling in the whole atmo-
Ephere The peace of the summer's night
had gone. The Scouts felt scared. although
not ong of them would have adomitted it,
even to themselves. The very dimnpess and
uureality of the apparition had a disturb-
ing effect upon their nerves. They each
tred to Dbelieve that their eyes had de-
ceived them—yet each koew that he bad
pecn something.

‘“Ob, this s rot!"™ prowled DBoots.
“There’s nothing here—and never has been!
let's pget into camp! And, look here!
Don't say a word to the others—they'll oaly
laugh at us.”

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

They were [feeling a lot better by the
time they bad reached the top of the celiff-
pathi. They were pulled and breathless {rom
thicir climb, and the exercise had taken
away that chilly sensation which had so
gripped them on the beach. Furthermore,
the lights of the camp gleamed a little
distance ahead of them, and they could
hear many voices, and could even catch an
occasional waft of cocklng,

‘“‘Don't forget—not a word!” said Boots.
“You know what the chaps are—they'll
ouly cackle if we mention awyvthing about
that ghost. '

““1 don't helieve it was a ghost,” said
Billy XNation, shaking his head. “ Just
one of those optical illusions—the same a3
that fve bob Harry said he was going to
pay me back yesterday."

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

“0One ol these days 1'm going to have you
write that down, sign it, and I'll have it
framed!* grioned Billy Nation. ¢ Youo're
always making my accounts go wrong—"

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

‘*But the thing was stﬂ.mjmg on
water——" bezan Bray.

“That was just a trick of perspective,™

the

interrepted Buster sapely. * Your eyes can
plax all sorts of pranks at night, especially

when you're tired. DPerhaps it was only the
water itsell—even that's phosphorescent at
times.™

And the four Scouts, dismissing the last
of their fancies, strode into camp with their
thoughts su!ei}* upon food and hot cocoa.

There were three camps altogether—or, to
be mpre exact, three distinet sections of the
one camp. The 1st, 2od, and 3rd St
Franok's Troops were all under canvas to-
gether. But each collection of tents was
grouped to Itself, and each had its own
food department and its own separate or-
ganisation,

The 3rd Troop camp was dark and still.
For the Secouts of Mr. Cliford's Troop—
Willy Handforth and his [fellow-fags—had
taken no part in the night manouvres, It
had merely been one Fourth-Form Troop
against the othér.

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

“0h, here you are, at Iazt!™ exclaimed
Denny, of the Wolves. -*We thousht you'd
got lost ™

His Patrol Leader eved bim sternly.

“You're the one who #got lost!™ said
Boots, with a sniff. *“*You and Crowe and
the rest. Where the dickens did you
wander off to? Why couldn't vou stick o
your Futrol? What's the pood of me giving
orders?"

“I like that!” said Denny indiznantly.
“You rnd Bray went off by muhewes and
told us to follow on—1

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

“That's the spirit 1 like," said Bob
Christine, of the Buffaloes, as he strolled up.
*[t's no good holding an inguest over the
business. Hall the chaps are arguing and
saying that if we'd done this and il we'd
done that we should have whacked
Nipper's Troop to pieces. But we haven't
come out so bad. They got most of the
honours, but we took ten captives."

“I'm more intéerested in sandwiches thamn

captives,” put in Billy \atmu “I can’t
see any coming this way."
“You [lellows have just got in?" asked

Christine.

“Yes, two or three minutes ago.”

« Which way did yon come? 1 didn't see
vou on the Downs——"

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

“ Pirate Cove, eh?” said Bob Christine,
with a grin. *“You didn't happen 1o see the
ghost, by any chance?”

The four late arrivals started, and glanced
at one another,
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CHAPTER III.
THE LECEND OF PIRATE COVE.
OB CHRISTINE dld

not fail to see the
exchange of startled

glances.
“ Hallo, what's up?* he
aaked keenly.
“There's npothing up,” re-

“ But what do you mean about
Which ghost?*

plied Boots.
the rhost?
“The Phantom of Pirate Cove, of course,”
grinned Bob.
“Hut you speak as U there actually is

cne!"” exclaimed Nation. * Who's teld youn
anything acbout a ghost? And what's It like?
And how does it appear?”

“My poodness, haven't vou =cen the local
pap%r‘f" asked Christine.

II'L ﬂ-”

"¥Yon fellows gre behind the Limes," szid
Rob, shaking his head. “ Handforlh bought
the paper, 1 think, and it's in No. 1 Camp
now. Dut there's a whole paragraph about
the ghost of Pirate Cove, Just a lot of
journalistic tosh, of course.”

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

“There's & legend, or somethmg,' ex-
plained Yorke, who had joined the gioup.
“11"s no gond taking any notice of the rot.
Pirates used to sail into the cove hundreds
of years ago, and one night in June, an old
fisherman was murdered in the cove—forzed
to walk the plank, or something. Apyhow,
this year iz the tercentenary of the aifair.”

“The which of the affair?* asked' Roots.

“The tercentenary,” said Yorke careleasly.

““He's only trring to show off!" grinned
Hob Christine. “He got that word out of
the newspaper report. It means that the
munder took place three hundred years ago
thiz June.”

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

“Waltk a minute™ interrupted Bools
auietly. " I'd like to see that newspaper.
As n malter of fact, we did see something
in Pirate Cove ™

Christine and

“"Yon saw something?”
"You don't mean—>

“We weren't goine to say anything about

But this makes it difTerent.” said Boster.
A3 we werea coming through Pirate Cove,
we canght sight of something on the water.
It looked like an old man—a horrible-looking
cbject, slightly luminous.”

“Great Beott'® ejaculated PRob,
did it appear?™

“16 rose up out of the sea, and
vanished.”

“ That's just what the newspaper said!™
muttered Yorke. “O0Oh, but I say, what
rot, you know! You fellows must have
imasined it! The story got held of you,
and you though{ von saw the thing—"

“But we didn't know anything about the
story,” Interrupted Buster kcenly.

the others stared.
repeated Bob,

" How

then

“That's the fellows,

LEE LIBRARY

just the point. The imagzination ean play
all sorts of tricks, especielly when you're
thinking about ghosts; but we weren't. 1
caught =ight of the figure just as we were
talking about hot cocoa. Ghosts were about
the last things in our miads.”

“1t's rommy, I must
Christine.

“Come on—we'll go and have a Jook at
that nmewspaper,”® declared Bootls.

Buster was a fellow who believed in
petion, and he moved off at once. Most
ol the olhers accompanied him. They en-
tered the rival camp, and found plenty of
activity there.

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

““ What are you chaps deing In here?” hse
demanded grufily.

“Where's that newsp:aper yon were looking
at this aiterncon, old man?”" asxed Christine.

“ Newspaper?"

“Yes; the Caistowe rag.”

“1've got it,” put in Reggie Pitt. “It's
in my tent. 1 was rather interested in that
story of Pirnte Cove—"

“You'll he more interested In & minute,”
interrupled Bob. ** Boots and three of our
fellows have seen the ghost!™

“What!"

“Seen the ghost!™

“Don't yell about it,"” growled Buster.
“ And Christine’s not quite right, either.
We szaw something—but whether it was a
ghost or not I won't say. Apd wyou
needn’t accucse us of imagining things, be.
cause we didn't kwow anything about the
ghost story ontil alfterwards."

“ What do you mean—you saw the ghost?®
asked Handforth. “Don’'t talk rot! Yon
know as well gs I do that ghosts are only
to be found in stories! 1 don't believe in
temlll

“JInst hecause Fon

admit,* d

don't belleve In "em,
it doesn't mean to say they're mnon-ex-
istent,” put in Boots. “ Heaps of famoos
men believe in ghosts—although, to be quite
enndid, 1 agree with you. All the same, I'd
like to kmow what it was we saw in Pirate
Cove."

Pitt had hurricd off to his tent, and he
now returned with the. local pewspaper.
The vizsiting Scouts seized i, and Boots read
the report by the fickering light of the
ncarest camp-fire.

——,

CHAPTER 1V.
HANDFORTH DOESX'T BELIEVE A WORD!

IE paragraph was not

a particularly long

gne, and the Scouts

had oply been inter-

ested in it originally because
Pirate Cove was 50 Dear to
their awn camp. To most ol
in , faect, the story was quite
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new. And it now had added piguancy owing
to the lutest development.

" Head It out, old man—we all want to
bear it,” sald Percy Bray.

“Even the reporter chap doesn't seem
certain,” rewmarked DBoots, " There's this
tine at the top, in capitals—' SPECTRE OF
THE SFA NEAR CAISTOWE "—and there's
4 ouery after jt.”

"“It doesn't matter about the headlng—
let’'s hear the rest,™ caid Billy Nation.

i“¢ This mon*h is Lhe tercentenary of the
murder of an e¢ld fisherman in Pirate Cove, "
read Buster. *“*Three hundred years ago
this June, one of the blackest crimes of
loeal hiztery was committed in Shingle Day.
The notorious Captain Savage, having ran-
sacked the village ol Caistone, seized an
oli Nsherman in hls drupken frenzy, and
took him onm board his pirate ship. The
unfortunate old man, so the story goes, was
brutally tortured, and then forced to walk
the plank. Just before his death dive, he
cursed the bueccaneer, and swore that he
would return to bring Jeath to the pirate.' ™

“Js that all?" asked Nation, as Doots
poused.

“No: of ecourse not.®

“ Then let's hear the rast.™

“No need to be in such a hurry,” sald
Buster. “The fire keeps flickering, and
some fathead's spilt a lot of tea on the
newspaper. Here we are. It goes om like
thiz—' Whether there is nny froth in this
legend remains problematical, but there Is
an old story to the elfect that the fisher-
man’s ghost was seen for years afterwards,
hauntinz the waters of Pirate Cove. It s
even told that the ghost guided Captain
Savage’s frizate, five yeurs after the tragedy.
upon the rocks of Shingle Bay. It 15 a
fact, however, that Captain Savagze met his
death on that occasion, his ship beingz lost
with all hands in the midst of an unprece-
dented June storm, And the legend further
has it that the spectre appears every
hundred yvars—but only in the month of
June. There are records to prove that ex-
actly one hundred years ago the ghost was
seen night after night, appearing from the
waters of Pirate Cove— and even walking on
the surface of the sea. This legend, of
course, must be accepted with all duee re-
serve, since the Caistowe villagers of a
hundred years ago were simple, superstiti-
ous souls. However, if the ghost ia seen by
any of our readers, we shall be pleased to
have their reports.'™

“%p it only appears in June, and only in
every hundredth year,” smiled Nipper, who
was listening.  “ Well, If we dou’t buek up
and see 1t soon, we shan't have another
chance. It's getting towards the end of
June now, and we don't want to wait a
tundred vears, do we'"

“It's all very well to make Tun,” growled
Buster. “ But we saw something in Pirate
Cove—and it came out of the water, too!™

“An old man, all in Tags, and with sea-
weed over him!™ declared Nation.

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

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

T wouldn't exactly say that” execlaime:l
Nipper. “The legend is bona fide enough—
evervbody in Caistowe knows about it."

“1f everyrbody Eknows, what's it printed
for?” demanded Handforth.

“For the benefit of visitors,
said Nipper.

Yell, T don't believe 2 word of IL!" re.
torted Handforth flatly, “Not a giddy
word! Every village has got its own pet
chost story, but 1t's enly the ijgnorant
cottagers who believe it. Caiztowe's a pretty
big town nowadays, and all this rot about
the ghost makes me wild."

"“Well, there's no need Lo glare at us!”
said Church tartlv. *“ We dJdido't az:k for the
=host to appear.”

“Dut it's such a lot of rubbizh!" protested
Handforth indignantly. * Printing bosh like
that, by George! As for these chaps seeing
anyvthing, they're dotty! Take my advice,
Buster, and go to bed! What you need
is &« night's sleep! And you'd better take
some salts—vour liver's out of order!”

Buster Boots grinned.

“0Oh, well, we won't talk ahout it any
longer,”” he said. ** We shall be too late for
the grub unless we hurry off. Thanka for
the paper, Reggie. We shan't let the ghost
keap us awake ta-night.”

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

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

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

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

“Hold!" he whispered.
to bed vell'

“"Look bhere, Handy—"?

“No arguments!" muttered Handforth.
“We're goinz off to Pirate Cove to have o
look for that ghost!'f

of course,”

“We're not goinz



-CHAPTER Y.
THE APPARITION AGAIN.

HURCH aad McClare
stared at their
leader indignantly.
“We're going to
look for the ghost?"’ ejacu-
lated Church,
“Yes"
asked McClure.

“* Now ™!
* Yes, now."”
“But twenty mioutes ago you were say-

ing that the whole story was a lot of
pifite, and that you didn't believe a word
of it!"" exclaimed Church warmly. " You
said it was rot from beginning to end!"’

“So it a7

"You don't believe there's a
all?”* asked McClure.

“0f course I don't; ghosts don't exist!™

Handforth’s chums looked at him grimly.

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

“It isn’t a wild-goose chase; It's 8 ghost-
hunt!*? '

“But there isn't a2 ghost!”’ said McClure
exasperated.

“That's mothing to do with the point,’’
said Handlorth obstinately. “I'm going to
satisfly myself that Boots and those other
chaps. were talking out of their hats!”

“All right—why not go?'' asked Church.
“McClure and 1 are satisfied already. So
that's settled, eh? Don't ferget to close
the flap when you come inm, old man. It
looka & bit like rain—""

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

“Yes, but—"

“What about

zhost at

the Scout law?'? asked
Handforth sternly. “What about law 77 A
Seout obeys orders of his parents, Patrol
Leader, or Scoutmaster without guestion.
Do you eall this obeying ordems without
question 1"

Church and MeClure gave it up. They
were good Scouts, but their Patrol Leader
occasionally taxed their patience to the

uimost. Not that their position was any
different now from what it had always
heen. Seouts or no, they generally

succumbed to Handforth's domination.

So the celebrated trio of Study D stole
cilently out of the camp without anybody
heing the wiser. It was obvious to Church
and McCiure that Handlforth was not quite
so sceptieal as he made out.

Bot Edward Oswald was always keen upon
any kird o! investigation. There was
nothing he liked better than a secret
mizsion—detective work of any sort, And

the ghost-hunt appealed to him strongly.
He scofled at ghosts, and he wanted to
establish the non-existence of this one.

“You chaps are jolly clever—but yom
never think!’' growled Handforth, as they
reached the eliff edge. “ My idea in going
to Pirate Cove is to find out the truth.
“We'll prove exactly what this apparition ks,
and in the morning we'll give those Modern
House chaps a shock. We'll make 'em the
laughingstock of the camp.”

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

“And how are we going to do it?'" asked
McClure,

“I've been thinking,”” said Handforth.
“I've come to the concluzion that those
chaps eaw a rock, or a patch of seaweed.
Well, if we can see the same thing, sod
prove exactly what it is, we shall have ‘em
on toaat. Don't forget the way they
collared us to-night In the manceuvres. I
want revenge!*?

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

“ Because I theught you bhad enough wits
to think of it for yourselves,”” replied
Handforth tartly. “But 1 was wrong. It's
no good expecting turnips to think. Just
you follow me, and I'll do everything.”

Church and McClure didn't take the insult
seriously. If Handiorth really regarded
them as turnips, he woulda't want them
with him. Apd they wouldo’s have let him
go alome, in Any case: He was quite liable
to swim off somewhere, and drown himsell—
at leasat, so his faithful chums thought.

They reached the beach at length, and
ploughed their way through the shingle, the
countless pehbles crunching mnoisily beneath
their feet.

“We shall disturb the ghost with all this

row,'' said Church.
“Fathead! Ghosts can't hear!"” replied
Handforth., * Besides, & rock or a patch

ol seaweed lsn't poing to be scared away,
1 supposze? I've a good mind to take my
clothes off and swim out.'*

“Don't be silly; we can see all right
from the beach,” put in MeClure.

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

The night was dark, and it was diflicult to
distinguizh the rock formations at the out-
let of the bay. Behind roee the cliffs, and
the three juniore seemed to be cut off and
isolated from the rest of the world.

Perhaps it was the knowledge of their
mizsion, or it may have been the lomely
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natare of their surroundinzs, but all three
weres awate of o lense, eerig sensation.
When they spoke, they did so in whispers.
To talk loudly here scemed as impossibie
a3 shoutine within a cathedral.
now!'"  breathed

“Everything's finished
t's and there

Church. ¥ past
won't be any ghost—"
Curiously enough, while the word was on

his wvery lips, amd while the juniors were
lookines out #cross e eove, somethine
appeared. Something rose from the depths

of the sea about a hundred vards out.
“What—what'zs that?’ muttered MeClnre
shakify.

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

stride,
! the

CHAPTER YVI.
THE MYSTERY.

YEN Handforth,
sceptic thouzh he
wae, felt his flesh
creep, and he had a

wild desire to turn on his
fhieel and flee. Only his
strength of will saved him
and MeClure,

fli=ht.

Chureh

from

And clinging

-

The sudden light revealed the six juniors all sitting up in their camp beds, ]
with startled expressions on their faces. 1|

The others found it almost impossible
to reply. They sestared, fascinated. For
the thing which appeared before them was
faintly luminous, intangible, and unreal.

Gradually it rose higher and hicher,
coming up out of the sen like a very wraith
of the deep. To the watching jumiors it
seemed that the thing took definite shape;
they could distinguishh the Dent fizure ol
an old man with a long, strazoling bearsd,
and 2 white, ghastly face. He was en-
tonaled in sepweed from hend to fool,

Aund this startling apparition hovered on

the surface of the water, visible, but
wimosh  transparent in  its shadowy un-
reality. And them, with uscanaoily human

their leader, were practicaily struck motion-
with horror and fear, Never before
had thexy scem anything o ghostly as Lhis
phantom of the deep.

The three Scouls could oniy stand there
and stare.

This awful thing was coming straight to-
wards them, and wmot wading through the
water, but actually sliding upon the surface
of it! They could eee no ripple in its
wake; the figure came on, taking more
definite shape =23 it approached. It was
an old man, with a pale, mask-like face
and sightlezs, staring eyes. The [estpons
of seaweed hung down, dripping with
wiater,

less



The phantom raised an arm a2 it came
nearer, pointing stralght at the horror-
stricken jumiors, And then, just as they
were about to take to their heels, the
ghastly vlsion sank slowly and gradually
beneath the surface,

Inch by inch it went, that hand still
poioting at the watchers. The hand was
the last thing to dizappear, And nothing
but the black surface of the sea remained—
andisturbed, and without cven a ripple.

Church suddenly ahivercd from head to

foot.

“Let's—let’ pget away!"” he muttered
hoarsely. .

His wvoice seemed to break the spell.

His two companions moved, and Handforth
ran down to the water's edge, and stared
harder than ever. There was nothing there
—nothing whatever,

“"Well, I'm hanged!™ breathed Handforth.

It seemed a3 though he would plunge
right in. but Church and McClure held
him back. There was something about the
Cove which turped them cold. Even though
the ghost had vanished the sensation was
still in the air.

"Tet'a get back to camp!™’
MeClure.,

“Whait a minute—I want to bave a ook
round!” zaid Handforth grimly. “ By
George! T believe there's something in this
ghost story after all!™*

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

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

Handforth breathed hard.

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

"It counldn't have Dbeen trickery; no
human being could walk on the water like
that!” said Church. “It’s easy enough to
fake up a ghost on land, but you can't
mess about with the sea. Beaides, it rose
out of the water before our very eyes, and
vanished in the same way. And now
there's nothing there—absolutely nothing!!
No human being could dive under water,
and stay there. I tell you it was a real
ghost. I'm scared, too; I don't mind
admitting it!*’

whispered

‘~S3ame here!"' muttered MeClure, * My
skin's all gome cold and tight! Let's—let's
pet back to eamp! My gcodmess! I'm

afraid of this rotten place. That horrible
thing may come back!"’
Handforth felt lna wvery much the same

condilion as Nis chums, but he only

He walked up and down the

grunted.
beach, looking for footprints in the sand—
for any clue that would indicate trickery.
But the saud was undisturbed, just as it

hiad been left by the receding tide. And
further up the beach [ootprints were
impossible, for there was nothing but
shingle.

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

Even Handforth was shaken, and the cob-
viction was upon him that "he and his
chums had gazed upon a psychic materialisa-
tion of the dead. That pointing figure
had been, indeed, mothing more substantial
than an actual ghoat.

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

“No, no!” interrupted Church tensely.
“ Let's L&et. away! That—that horrible thing
might climb into the boat out of the seca

(3]

He broke off and hurried up the beach

at a run. MeClure followed. And Hand-

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

And the
unsolved.

zseeret of Pirate Cove remained

CHAPTER VIIL
THE MORNING AFTER.

i 0D gad!™
Archie Glen-
thorne sat wup in

his camp-bed with
a8 gasp. A large spot of
water had dropped on uis
nose, and wakened him.
LUpon the roof of the tent, near his head,
rain was pouring doewn in a steady, drench-
inpg torrent.

*“What ho! Morning, and all that!™ mur-
mured Archie. *“*And a dashed frightful
morning, too, by the sound of {t. It seems
to me that this camping stufl isn't all
that it's cracked up to hel”

It was within fen minutes of the time [or
the camp to bestir itself, and the other
members of the Lion Patrol were still asleep.

Archie looked up at the ecanvas, and
noticed that water was penetrating the
material. A drop was just about to fall,
and he rubbed the ecanvas vigorously.

“] mean to say, this sort of thing is
somewhat mouldy!' he murmured. It
seems to me that a more substanotial roof
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more of the

However,
good old winks—— Oddslife!™

He broke off with a gulp, for a regular
succession of drops descended the lLack of

is indicated. forly

his neck. And the sensation wauas chilling
in the extreme, Cold water on the spine
in the early bours of the morning is pever
exuactly delightful.

Archie leapt out of bed with a yelp.
““Help!” he murmured. * Phipps, laddie,
kindly dash to the youmg master’s assist-
ancsi; The old 85.0.8. is being broadcast

“Apnything the matter, Archie?* asked
Nipper, sitting up. * Hallo, It's raining!”

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

frightful experdempces, this is about the most

frightful. If you ask me, this Boy Scout
stuff i3 gettlng too dashed murky for
words!™ :
Nipper ed.

“Don't you worry, Archie—] expect it's
only a shower,” he replled. * There scems
to be a lcak just over your bed.”

“Good gad! 1Is that what you eall a
leak?” asked Archie plaintively. * It's more
like o burst! Aond yet, dash it, the canvas
looks perfectly sound: A bally mystery,
ld chestout !

“] believe you've becn rubbing the ean-
vas,” sald Nipper. * That's the worst thin
you can do. It's the one way to admi
the rain. But there's a silver liming to
every cloud—and as this raln has got you
ont, of bed before anyhbody else in camp,
it's created a record.™

Archie proceeded to dress himsell with
speed. Since he had beem a Scout he had
revealed the fact that he was as capable
as any ol the other juniors. Phipps, lis
valet, was a mere luxury—and by no means
a mnecessity. Camp life was doing Archic
a world of good.

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

There was a generil air of gloom about
this morning.

As sgon as the camp got really alive,
and breakfast was on the go, spirits revived
a little, but the rain made everybody miscr-
able. It was the first taste of real rzin
that the campers bad had.

There hud been showers hitherto, bul
nothing much to worry about. This moru-
ing the sky was grey, and the rain was
deseending in a steady, relentless dewnpour.
It was enough to dishearten the most con-
firmed optimist.

It was still pouring when the 1st Treop
entered their marquee for morning lessons.
Far this was no ordinary holiday eamp. All
the juniors were really under canvas be-
cause St. Frank's was in the throes of re-
building, and there was no room for the
entire school. Only the seniors were ac-

And the

Liall.
for the time

commodated there (Lhis
Junior School, Boy Scouts
being, were in cawp.

**1f this beastly rain is goiug to con
tinue, wo might as well give up all hope,
growled De Valerie, as bhe took his place
“ Rain isu't so bad at 5t. Frank's—we've
got the common-rooms and the studles
But bere we've eicber got to stick .n the
tents, or get wet through.”

“It's bound to clear up before lessons
are over,” declared Reggie Pitt. “It'a got
to, my sopns. We've got some more
manceuvres on for this evening, and we
can't have them cancelied.” .

Neclson Lee, looking very businesslike 1o
bis Scoutmaster’s uniform, appeared a
moment, later. The gloom of his Troop
was not reflected upon hbis face. In' fact,
he was more cheerful than usual.

“Well, boys, we mustn’t allow this
drenching to aflect our spirits,” he said
genialy. “Upon my word! [I've never
scen such a collection of lonz faces! This
wou't do at all!»

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

doez?" asked Lee.

“And suppose it
“There are plenlty of things we can do.
Aud it's pever any pgood worrying about

the weather—it's the one thing we can't

alter. Handforth, I bhardly expected to
see you looking a-:'; glum.* r

“EKh? Me?' paid Handforth, with 2
start. “Glum, sirf I'm not glum—I'm

just thinking *

“II you think with the same concentra
tion over your lessons, [ shall be thorough!:
satisfled,” said Nelson Lee drily

Work commenced, and the Scouts were
soon immersed. Bubt Nelson Lea was uot
the only one who noticed Hapdforth's un.
usual pre-occupation. The Leader of the
Tigers was pot only thoughiful, but posi
tively grave. Nobody bad beard bim shout
g this morning, and for some rteason b
scemed subdued. And Church and MeClure
werc just the same.

But the other Scouts were to have the
explanation very soon.

CHAPTER VIl
ON THEIR MOXNOUR,

" ELSON LEE briskiy
closed his book, and
stepped to the tent

cxit. Lessons were
just over, and there had
been mo raip for at least anm
hour. The first glance out
side was cheering. Patehes of blus were
appcaring in the beavens, and the cloud:
wero dispersing.

“f think it's golng to be fine, alter all,
said Nelson Lee, as he turned back to the
class. “ Before you dismlss, there’s on¢
little thing T wish to discuss. Laslt night




there was quite a ot of talk

| believe,
about &« ghost.”
‘*Oh, that was nothing, sir,” said Iit.

“0One or two of those Medern leuze fel-
lowa thought they saw s=ometh'nz in
Pirate Cove—but I expect it was only thelr
lancy.”

“1 advise you all to take no notice of
these ridiculous storles,” said Nelson Lee.
“The tale is merely a bashed-up legend.
which should have been forgetten long
simce, You mustn't take any notice—"

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

“Indeed?” said the
Scoutmaster_Detective,
“1'm  surprised to
hear this from wyou,
Handforth. I thought
you were a strict
materialist?*

"A which, sir?"

“I thought wyou had

a cootempt for all
ehosts, and sueh
like?”

"1 always wused to

Trave, sir,"” said Hawmil-

forth, “But I'm npot
0 sare  mow. [ 8]3
vourse, i was  all

trickery—1"l1
boots a4}

bet my
that !

PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO.
Fifth Series—Masters.
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explunation for the Tigers' subdued alr thig
morning. Nelson Lee frowned slightly, and
came nearer,

“Qh, so you three boys broke bounds last
nlght?” he asked sternly.

Handforth started.

‘* Broke bounds?*™ he repeated. “I—I—er
—— The fact i3, sir— Well, ves, I sup-
poze wo did!” he added lumely. < It didn't
strike me at the time, though.”

“I'm mot at all surprised to hear fhat,”
said Nelson Lee grimly., “ But youn must
tell me exactly what tock place—and then
I must decide whether
to punish you or not.
By what I understand,
two or three boys of
the 2nd Troop fancied
they saw something In
Pirate Cove last
night. And you wenb
down to the beach to
have =z look for this
elusive apparitiont”

"Yez, =ir."

“At what time did
you go?
“0Oh, late, slr—it

mist have been after
midnight.”

“Worse and worse!"
eiclaiined Lee. “Well,
sirve you have admit-
ted thiz  escapade
withont nny coercion,
vou might as well tell

What’s more, 1 mean me the rest, You
to geb to the bottom went to Pirate Cove
of this mystery, and —and you actually
unmask the rotter.” saw the phost?™
“Which mystery, “Yez, sir!? sald
andforth " demanded Handforth & Co. in
XNelson  Lee. "“What ane voice,
on earth  are  you - ‘Dezeribe wnetls
talking about? What Ho. Z—Mr. Neison Lee. Wzt ;"Ifl J:}:'.-nf.-li.[::ﬂ:;:é
o you Know ”_hm:t' Nocils nao introduet iod. Lew, :
this ghost of Pirate Famous for his  delectlive Himdiorth weant into
l*?"e'_? , , . senins, but cqually famous full details. He iold
‘We saw it, sir A for ks sportsmanship and Nelson Lee and the
“You LW g popularity with schoolboys. uther Scouts exactly
cehioed Lee. “Who what he and Charch
was with you—and and McClure had seen
when did this ~low Lthe awlul
happen?" apparition had risen
“Last nmight, sir— out of the sca, had
after lights-ont,” replied Bdward Oswald. | walked upon the surface, and had then
"Church and MeClure were with me. We |2unk back into the water with that
went down to the beach to have a look— | dreadful peinting hand,
just to prove that Buster Bools and those “(Come, come!” said Nelson Lee, ut
other chaps were all wrong.” lenzth. *“1 do oot doubt the main part of

“ But instead ol proving them wrong, »ir,
we proved them to be right,” pot in
Church. * We saw the ghost, tco—a hwor-
rible-looking thing!”

The Scoutz listened, astonished. This was
ihe first they had heard of Handforth &
Co.’s trip to ihe beach., And it proved an

your story, Handforth, but surely you have
drawn updém your imagination® You can-
not expect me fo believe that the spectre
actually walked upon the water?®

" But it did, sir—ws all saw put in
Chureh quickly.
“It was borrible, :zir'” added McClure,
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