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THE FIBST CHAPTER.

In the Night!
M ]I}Nﬁﬁﬁl‘! . ;
avenspur range ay
- butied in silence and slwmber:

Harry Wharton stirred un-
casily, and woke.
He hed been dreaming, dreaming of
the strenge end tragic eventa
-lf'e happ

A scose of oppression was upon him,
a strange feeling of impending trouble.
He shpped from his bed at last, zod
moved across to the nearest window, and
stood Jooking out into the bright moon-
hight.

Under the window, black in the
shadow of iha boose, 'l'n;.r the terrace,
far below. Beyond ‘it, bright in the
woonlight, the gardens and the drive
and farther, & strange mass of lights and
shades, the park. Al was still and
silent.

From one window below came a
glimmer of & dim light. That was the
window of Sir Hichard Ravenspur's
room—the room where the baremet lay
im uncasy slumber, or perhaps kept

ithe shodewed ferrace that ran bhelo
the hoose. Someone who wan stirring,
white all others slopt

Faintly, buil  distinctly now that
strained” bis ears to listen, be heard

Iam—p-m,mﬂwmti
hﬂmlﬁd.rtrph:fed. Twice the hle

Sir Rishard Ravenspur had been
1 and the unknown asmssin was
at The thought had come into
Wharton's mind, that the footsteps wore
thosa of the unknown, that in the hours
af darkness, another attempt was to be
made. But that could scarcely be.
faint footinlls passed, and passed again,
and yet again, and he realised that the
unsecn man was pacing the long terrace
from end to end. It wos someone, sleep-
bpas like himself, who hoid gone aut into
tha fresh air of the summer night.
Someona, perhaps, keeping wetch and
ward, lest an sttempt should be made
te approach the baronet’s window in

the night.

‘But Wharton did not feel

F

that ha encek at the : .
Grange since the Greyiriars Sensation has followed sensation at Ravenspur st ease, He watched from
party e aecived " thate.  Cyange spice Harry Wharton & Co. have been Lhﬁ’chl"fh Rumdm, g 1o
erhaps 1 was the uneasy . .re. A man hasbeen killed and the body hidden:  (hat carced” e
dream that had awakened i f re-p
i:imi or perhaps the chime of a murderous attack has i}eell&ls Tﬁ&thﬂngﬂr Richard below.
welve from sowewhere n Rayenspur himself ; and lastly, the detective m The pacing ceased, and
”'I- . b h - - . " - 3 L i »
:-;:Iima Au:ﬁ: S B charge of the investigations falls a viem to the ]ﬁiﬂﬁ E':"Eﬁf:ﬂw*ﬁf :*Féffﬂ;‘t
warm. The windows of the hﬂuntmg terror of the Grange. B}' whose hand  led down Irom the terrace.

great ronm geeupied by the
Lreylriars fellows, high up in
the ald building, stood wide
open -to the night air. High over the
ark soared the full round moon, The
ight fell in at the open windows in a
flood of silver.

Wharton sat up in bed.

“You fellows awake?” he whispered.

He did not want to waken hizs chums,
but he would have been glad enough
if one of them; had been awake.

But there was no answer to his whis-
per, only the steady bregthing of the
four juniors, fast asleep.

Wharton sat for a few minutes, and
thes laid his head on the pillow again.
But he could not shecp.
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have these mysterious crimes been perpetrated ?

awake by the =wound inflicted by an
unknown hand.

Leaning on the sill amid the niasses
of clinging ivy, Harry Wharton looked
out. Some faint sound from the terrace
below reached his ears.

He gazed downward, but where the
shadow of the house fell, all was dark,
and only the darkness met his eyes.

But he was certain that something was
stirrini;u He listened intently, and in
the stillness of the night, the faint sound
of foolsteps came to his ears.

Wharton feli o throb at his heart.

Someone was below—far below—on

For some moments, as it
descended the steps, it was
full in the view of the school-
boy above, and Wharton recognised
Captain~Ravenspur.

E few moments, and the baronet's
brother disappeared into the shadow of
the trees.

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

It was Cecil venspur who was
awake and sbroad at that late houwr—
the man whom the juniors suspected of
the attempt on the baronet’s life.

Was it 2 guilty conscience, fear of
accusation, of condemnation, that kept
him from sleep? Or was it some des-
pevate and mwrderous intention?

Yet what could he do?

Jervis, Sir Richard’s valet, was sitting

\Copyright in the Unjted States of America.)
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up by his bedside, watching over nis
master, Qubside the reom, the constable
fram Leyford, whom Inspector Cook had
left on duty in the house, was watching.
No attempt could be made on the
baronet without instant alarm  being
Eiven,

But Wharton could not feel at ease,
Io looked from the window, troubled
in mind. The captain's tall form had
disappenred in the shodows, DBut as the
junior watched, he saw 1t reappear, and
LCaptain Ravenspur mounled the steps
to the terrace again. Wharton had a
glimpse of his faco in the bright moon.
light ns ke cawme up; it waa white,
lined, seamed wilh brooding care. 1t
was not the face of 2 man whose mind
was at case.

Straining his cara to listen, Wharton
caught the faint sound of a door that
opened and closed.

The captain had gous into the house,

Wharton turned away from the win-
dow. Ho planced at the beds cceupied
by his choms. Dob Cherry and Johnny
Bull, FPrank Negent and Hurree Singh,
wore sleeping soundly., Wharten erossced
to the door, opened it softly, and look-
g out inle the darkness, liskened.

:I"ll-cm was no sound from below.
I'he great house was siill.

Probably Ilavenspur had pone to hia
rootn, gone to bed. Ilven if the junior's
suapicion of him was well-foundad, what
could he do? No one could enter the
baronet's roomr without piving tho alarm
to the constable in the corridor cutside.
And Jervis was in the room with Eir
Richard. Tt was surely impossible that
even & reckless and desperato man could
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be thinking of repeating the altempt
on the E}m[f:-net‘s life. But Wharton
could not dismiss the fear from Lis
mind, and he rosolved at last to go
down, nnd make sure that all was safe.

Ha stepped back into the room, and
hastily threw on a few clothes over his
pyiamas, He did not wake his com-
cades. It did not seem worth while to
disturb their slumbers for a vogue and
probably proundless uncasiness in bns
owin mnind.

Quictly, he stepped from tha room,
and groped his way in the darkness to-
wards the stars.

With his hand on the banisters, he
descended  the staircase. making no
sound with his slippered feet.

Tha staircase lod dewn te the old
paken gallery that surrounded tho
ancient oak-panelled hall of Ravenspur
Grange. In the hall a light should havo
heen burning, but all was dark now.
Inspector Cook had advised that the
house should be kept lighted during the
night, snd Wharton remembered having
heard Packington, the butler, giving 1n-
structions to the scrvants. Dot the lighe
was ouk now,

Wharton felt hizs uneasiness infensifv,

In darkocs:, be felt his way o the
corridoy that led to the baveuet's room.
In that ecorridor, a light alse should
have been burning. but it was darle. Yet
the constabla was there, tha officer whom
Tnspector Clook had posted to keep
wateh over the salety of the masior of
the Grange. It could not be by chanee,
or accident, that both lights had bween
turned out, Wharton's heort beat faster
as he groped along in the darkneas.

What bad happenod to the constable
on duty there?  There was no sound
from lum—noe moveinent. He was there
in the darknecss—asleep—or——

At the ond of the corridor, a high
wigdow let in a flood of moosulight. The

sitvery ghminer reached as far as Lhe
door of the baronet's room.

The door was closed. Outside, on a
setten laced back to the wall, was o
figure 1 uniform. ‘The Leyford con-
stable was lcaning back, f[ast asleep.
There was a glinuner of moonlight on
his unconscious face.

Wharton pauscd, looking at tho un-
conscions man. Lhe constable was aslecp
on duty, yet ho was a man picked by
hiz inspector, on duty that was & matter
of life or death.

Wharton touched him on the shoulder.
Tiut the man did not wake. He shook
him, and tho heavy head sagged a little,
but the eves did not open. The man's
hreathing was deep and regular, end
seemed nermal, but he was plunged in
a sleep fromm which no shaking could
have awakened him. Wharton realised
it, and he releascd the policoman's
shouldor, and stood staring at him, with
fear and horror gathering in his hoart.
It wus no natural sleep that held the
Levford officor enchained, and Wharton
knew that he must have been drugged.
The lights were out—the constable
u'n.!-‘.'hmf; over the baronet's ™ safety
drugged and imsensible—and what was

happentng in Bicr Richard’s room?

- =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Deed in the Dark!
H.&H-R‘f WHARTON stood for &

few moments, still, as if frozen
with the horror that waa
stealing over him. There could
be no doubt now—what he had seen
was proof, In the dark hours, the un-
known assassin—whether Ceeil Raven-
spur or another—was at work, and in
thosa moments tha life of 3ir Richard
Ravenspur was in deadly danger.
It was that thought which roused the
schoolboy to action.
lio pulled himself together, repres-
sing tho cerie dread that wes thrilling
all his nerves. Ho shut his teeth hard,
and stepped to the door of the baronet’s
OO,
It opened to his touch.
Silontly it opened, and Wharton,
with staring eyes, looked into the room,
Tur Magker Lisgamrt.—No. 1,124
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The ﬁifﬁ!—lighi:, s small shaded

eléectrio bulb, burned dimly.
There was no sound. :
Wharton stepped into the room,
leaving the door ajar. He gazed sbous
him, wondering.

In the great, old-fashioned bed, with
its canopy, Sir Richard Ravenspur lay
|lea]§)inﬁ. Wharton could see his profile,
as his head lay on the pillow—the fine,
well-cut features, white and worn.

In an armchsir drawn to the bed-
side, sat Jervis, the wvalet. He, tog,
was asleep.

Whartou drew ‘s deep breath.

Quietly he stepped into the room
towards the bed. Danger threatened,
be was certain of that. But whatever
it woes that threatened, it had no:
happencd yetf. :

He bent over Jervis.

. The valet, a man of about forty,
with a smooth, suave, clean-shaven face,
slept profoundly. He had been in Sir
Richard's servics for twenty years, and
the baronet trusted him implicitly.
Bir Richard himself had chosen him to
keep watch by the bedside that night.
Yet he was slceping ot hiz post, like
the Leyford constable outside the room.

Whartoh shook him by the shoulder.

From a natural sleep, Jeorvis would
have started ot onece. But it was no
natural sleep in which he waz sunk.
- His ayes did not open, and he stirred
enly under Wharton's hand, and when
the junior released him again, he lay
still, leaning back like a log in the
chair.

“ Drupged 1™ muttered Wharton.

It was only too certain. Two men,
who shounld have been wakefnl, and
watching over the safety of the master
of the Grange, were plunged in sleep
from which it was impossible to wake
them, and 8ir Richard, lying bandagod
in his bed, was at the mercy of the
unknown assassin. They had been
drugged—thera could be no doubt of
that. And that was a proof of what
was already more than suspected—that
the assassin was one of the household
of the Grange—no other could have ad-
ministered the drug to the constable
end the walet, The junior thought of
Captain Ravenspur, and his eyes
gleamed. The man had been pacing the
terrace, uncasy, uncguict, while ho
had waited for the drug to work,
while he weaited till all was sure. It
seemed certain to Wharton, as he stood
there, pazing at the insecnsible valet.
MNow, at u moment, the assassin
might come—with nothing. as he be-
lieved, to stand hetween him and the
accomplishment of his object.

Sir Richard Ravenspur was sleeping
soundly. It was prohablo that Dr.
Wood had given him a  sleeping-
draught. e was not likely to wake—
till the fatal hlow was struck.

Harry Wharton breathed hard, his
heart throbbing. He was alone, un-
armed, & schoolboy, matehed against a
desperate man whoen he came,  He
thought rapidly. To eall his chums—
that meant leaving 8ir Richard at the
mercy of his enomy, il only for a fow
minutes, And one minute might he
enough! To shout from the door and
awaken the houschold—even then help
rmight not eome in time—the azznssin
might be at the doeor in that very
moment. But that was the hest he could
do, ho realised that. To alarm the
houscheld, to awaken all those within
hearing —

He caught his breath and, for a
moment, his heart missed 8 beat. No
soiand reached himn, no fointest footfall,
but where the door stood ajar, & hand

retched inlo the reom, & slim, long,
white hand,

Wharton's eves fixed on it, spell-
bound,

Only for & second he saw it, then
the hand touched tha lighting switch,
there was the faintest of clicks, and the
rocom was plunged into instant dack-
ness,

Wharton stood still, his heart beating
to suffocation.

The unknown was there!

There, st the door of the room of the
man whose life he sought—there, in
the darkness, with only a schoolboy
between him and his victim,

There was the faintest of sounds as

the heavy door swung farther open on
its well-oiled hinges. The faintest of
footfalls as an unsecn figure erossed the
room towards the canopied bed, fmint
footfalls of 8 man who knew well the
interior of the room, and who came
direet towards hiz objective, swiltly,
without s pause, in dense darkness,

Wharton. shut his teeth hard, and
clenched his hands.

Like & blacker shadew amid black.
ness, something loomed in the darkness,
and Wharton, striking desperately with
both fsts, felt them erash on an unseen
form, and there was a breathless gasp
from the man he had struck.

The black shadow seemed to reol [or
a second in the surprise of that un-

expected attack. The next second,
hands were on Wharton in the
darkness,

But in that second, a wild and des-
perate shout had pealed from the
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junior’s lips, ringing far and wide
through the slecping house.

i1 HEIP 1% .

Then he was stronggling.

Ile heard a gasping breath [from his

assailant, but that was all. No word—
no =zoumd of a voice he might have
known, But the powerful grip that was
on him told him one thing, ot least; it
waz o young man in whose handz he
was ﬁg%ﬂ'tng for his life. A youmge
man, and a powerful one, and not the
slightest doubt was in his mimd that it
was Captain Havenspur.

Mlelp ! shrieked Wharton a =erond
time, as he struggled nadly with the
unscen figura in the darkness,

A prip was on his throat, chokiog
hack the cry he would have repeated.
But from somewhere in the house canie
the sound of an opeming door.

The alarn was given!

The #nip on Wharton's throat re-
laxed, the grasp on himm was gone.
e stood, panting, recling, dizzy, and
then he undersiond that the unzeen
man, alarmmed, [earful for his own
safuty, was retrealing. 'The junior’s
prosence in the baronct’s room  muost
have taken him utlerly by surprize, and
hiz attack had come with the vietous-
ness of a startled wild beast; but with
thi: schoolboy’s desperate ery ringing
through the houze, he realised that he
had no moment to lose, if he was to
ascape andiscovered. Wharten under-
str.mfg——ha knew ihat the as=sas-in waa
gliding swiftly back fo the door by
which he had entered, and he rushed
deslﬁnmtﬂlg in pursuit., Te grasp him,
to hold him. if buat lor o minute, till
help came—till there was s light,

THE MAGNET

. There was & crash 'az Wharton came
in contact with the invisible fgure, a
few feet from the doorway.
“Help ! shrieked Wharton, 23 he
Oh, help!™

grasped at it, * Helpl

Heo heard a snarl.

The figure turned on him again—a
hand caught him—and then something
crashed on his head, and his senses spum.
For an instant, a thousand wild lights
danced hefore Wharton's eyes a3 he
stagpered under the erashing blow from
& heavy weapon; then he craghed to
the Roor, senseless, and all was dark-
ness,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Hand of a Ravenspur |

& ARRY ¥
H
mmmi A5
throu

first thing o
conscions.
e stirred.
His eyes opened, staring wildly, e
was in bed—a shaded light burned—
tha surroundings were [amiliar to his
eyes, His head felt wet, and it ached
terribly. Had he en dreaming !
Recolleetion told him of -his groping
down the dark staircase, of & strugglae
in the dark in the sick man's room,
yet here he was, in bed, with his
chums gathered round the bedside—
other fgures, dimmer, in the back-
round. What had happened? VWas
that fearful expericnce nothing but a
Keep siill,

d 7
ream old chap !
MNugent,

“Harry |
whispered

“What—" muttered Wharten. '

“You've had & knock! 'The doctor’s
here—keep still,™ -

Then it was no dream. Frank was
kneeling by the bedside, his anxious
eves on hia chom.  Behind  him,
Wharion made out the plump figure of
De. Wood, the doctor from Leyford.
Then he must have been unconscious
a long time; it mnust have taken zomo
time to bring the niedical man from
Leyford. e tried to think, but his
brain was whirling. He felt bandages
on hiz head—he recalled that cruel,
crashing blow. He had been stunned,
and his senses were slowly emerging
from the mist,

“Bir Richard
articulated the words.

“Quite safel”

“Yau're sure?” muttered Wharton,

“Quite sure, old chap—the polica
aro watching him now—*"

“ RBotter not speak, my boy,” came
r. Wood's voice, sounding strangely
far away in Wharton's ears. “Hest
awhile; you can speak later!”

Wharton luy silent.

‘'he pain in his head was crucl and
soarching. Tut he felt the relief of
knowing' that the baronet was sale.
ile had, at least, saved Bir Richard
Ravenspur from the assassin’s hand.

Another voice ‘spoke, &  volce
Wharton knew. It was that of Ins-
pector Cook, So the inspector was
there, too!  Howrs, perhaps, had
¢lapsed since be had been struck
down in Sir Richard's room,

“You think 1'd beilter not speak to
the boy, sir?"

“Uive him time, Mr. Coolk.” It
was the doctor’s voicn,  He has had a
hard blow—a severe shock! Give him
time. ™

“I will wait.”

Wharton uttered ne word. But he
felt his brain clearing moroe and maore,
his faeultics reasserting themseclves.
Sir Richard was safe—it was evident
that Wharton's cries for help had heen
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MNugent’'s  voioce,
it seemed  faintly
velling mists, was the
which Wharten was

¥ Wharton barely

"1s he safe’




EVERY SATURDAY

heard and answered. The assassin had
struck him down to make his own
escape, but had had no time to carry
out hiz deadly purpose, DBut had he
excaped ?

His eyes turned on Mugent's facae.
Frank was white, alinost haggard, with
anxiety. Harry smiled faintly.

“It's all right, old chap,” ho whis-
pered. “Only a koock! I'Hl be as
right as rain soon.™

e made & movement to lift his
head, The thrab of pain that followed
made him sink back.

“Quiet, old fellow !
Nugent.

blinutes passed—how many Wharton
never knew, Many minutes—perhaps
half an hour belore he spoke again.
But he spoke at last.

" id tmf get him?”

*“Who, old chap?”

“The man in Hic Richard's room.”

*Joervis——"

“The man who struck me down.”

“No ong was found with you there,

whispered

old fellow., Only Sir Richard and
Jervis—hoth fast asleep.”
“Then he got away? muttered

Wharton, disappointed.
*Ho must have
“1e was not even scen?”
#F:“:D.J‘P
“The Loy can speak naw, .

doctor " came Inspector Cook's vaice.

The Leyford official was eager, im-
paticnt, to Licar what the junior could
telt Dim.

Apparently the dorclor assented, for
the Levford inspectnr came 1o the Lid
side, Mugent standing aside for him.
The police-inspector’s keen, scarvcliong
eves rested on the pallid face on the
piliow,

“Do vou fecl able to tell me what

happened, now, Master Wharton?” he
asked,
“*Yes, ves,” Dbreathod Wharton, I

want to tell youl It was someone in
the house—— I think it was——"

He broke off. Not a glimpse had he
had of the fizure with which he had
grappled in the dark, and it was _unfa.lr
to say that he believed that it was
Ceeil Ravenspuer, though the belief
wns deeply vooted in hia mind.

“You went down lo Bir Richards
raom—-">

"Yes, yos "

“YWhat made yon go down?”

“1 woke up,” said Harry in a low
voice; “that was rmidnight, I saw
Captain  Raveuspur walking on  the
terrace——"

The inspoctor slavted slightly.

:‘: %’n‘ ;i.ihchard's brother ¥

¥¥ou are svre that you saw him=—

and recognizsed him-—stirring at that
hour of the night?"

“1 will swear it."”

“There s no need to guestion the
boy on that point,” broke in another
volee, in cool, incisive tones. I walked
on the terrace till past midoight, Me.
Cook—I could mot aleep.” Wharton
realizsed that it was Cecil Ravenspur
speaking. “I let myself into the house
again at about a quarter past twelve,
I think, and went to my room.”

“I ~am -guestioning Wharton now,
Captain avenspur,” said tho in-
spector, in icy tones. "I shall be glad
to take your statement laker.™

““As you please!™ came the careless
reply; and though Wharton could not
so0 the speaker, hie knew that Cecil
ERavenspur shrugged bis shoulders.

“It was bhecause you saw Caplain
Favenspur opn the terrace that you
went downstairs, Master Wharton "

“Partly that,"” said Harry, “but I
was uneasy, anyvhow. T think I should
hava gone down in any case. ‘The
bights were turned oub—*

"It was understood that the lights

were to be lelt on,” said Blr.
“You are sure they wore outt”

“Yes, I pgroped my way to Sir
Richard's room, feeling that something
Wils wWronT., i fu:ru.ng the constable
asleep——"

“He 5 still zleeping.” said  Mr
Cook primly, “and Jervis has not yet
awakened., Bath have been drugged.
You havae no doubt abount that, Dr.
Yood ¥

" MNone whatever,”
voice,

1 guessed so." said Harry: “I could
not waken them. 1 was zoing to alarm
the house, when—when—" He shnd-
dered. " Bomeone reached into  the
room and turned off the light, and
crept towards Sir Rickard's bed. 1
struck at him, and struggled with him
—and Lhonp—"

“You were struck on the head, and
stunned,”  said  Mr.  Cook.,  *“This
strupgle that vou deseribe took place
in the dack?”

[1] ?‘:"51’.

“Then you saw nodling of the man®”
exclaimed Mr. Cook, in 2 tone of deep
dizappointnient.

“Mothing,” zaid Harry. “Only the
hand that reached in at the door, and
turncd the light off at the switel”

“That 15 something, A description
of a hand i1s something,” said Mr.
Cook.

ook,

came the doctor's

*E

5

“1 saw for only a second, as the
light went out,” said Harvry. "I could
not say that I should know it agaicn.”

“We shall see.” Mr. Cook's voice
showed that e had found, &t least,
tome  slight cause for satisfaction.
“Was 1t a large hand—a rough
or coarse hand, for iostance®"

“No.o I am not sure of that.”

“A white hend—a carefully kept
hand ** asked the inspector. *The hand
of & man unaccustomed to manual
labour ¥

“¥es, I can sav that much”

“That ts something,” said Mr. Cook.
“That may be much. If you can, my
boy, try to recall it more clearly.”

Wharton was silent for some minuvtea,
He was tryving to visualise, mentally,

So swiltly did the stranger coms
' out of the ruined lodge that he al-
most ran Into Harry Wharton &
Co, before seeing them. ** What
do you boys want? ** he snapped.
“ We want to know who you ars,
and what you're dolog here® "
answered Wharton. (See Chapterd,)

the hand that had slipped in at the
door and turned off the light. In his
mind’s eve he could see it again; it
waz burned on his brain like a living
picture, e spoke again at last.

“It was a slim hand,” he said. “A
slim and well-kept hand. I am certain
of that. It was like-—like—*

“Like a hand you have scen?”

Wharton felt the huszh in the room,
a5 the inspecter watted for his answer.

1e answered slowly,

“Yes. It was like Bir Richard
Rovewspur's own  hand—or—the hand
of a relation of his”

“The Ravenspur hand!™ said M.
Cook, with a note of exultation in hia
voice. ¥ Blim, white, with rother long
fingorg——"

Ed 1.‘":5: :-'I:"E.H

“It could noft of course, have been
air Richard's hand, as he was sleep-
ing 4n bed,  The havd of acothec
Ravenspur.”

Wharton did not answer. There was
only tho baronct’s brother in the holise,
who bore the name of Ravenspur. Dot
in his heart, there was the conviction
that it was the captain’s hand he had
soen. He had not theught of it at the
moment, but he thought of it now, and
was surg of ik, The Ravemspur hand .
was distinctive, shim, winte, with long
fingers—the hand of an actist, It was

g MacxEr Lipraigr.—Io. 1,125



from his Ravenspur blood that Frank
Nugent dorived the delicate white
hands that had often been remarked
on in the Greyfriars Hemove. Wharton
could have sworn that it was the hand
of one of thoe Ravernzpur blood that
ho had seen switeh off the light in the
haronet’s room.

_ The silence was braken by the mock-
ing, cynical voico of Captain Raven-
ApIUr.

“"Why not ask the boy directly
whother it was my hand he saw?
That is in your mind, Ar. Cook.”

The Leyford inspeetor made no
rejoinder 1o that remark. Yharton's
eyrg turned on the figure of the cap-
tain, standing a little distance back.
Ceeil  BRavenzpur  was  cool, ealm,
sardonic, as Yrharton had sren him
before. If he realised that he stood
in danger 1 hed mno  cifect on his
BTV CE,

A pgleam came into the junior’s ecyos
a5 he Jooked at him, No shadow of
doubt va: in his mind that it was
Ceeil Rovenspur with whom he had
strugeled in the darkness o the
baronet’s room,

The captamn met
gmiled ironically.

“It was not I, my hoy,”

his glaneo and

Innocent or guilty, the beronet's
Lirother was in o position that might
have given any man foed for painful
thought. Dark despondeney made his
face almost hagrard az he sat there.
That the Greyfriars juniors suspected
him, that their suspicion waes shared by
the Laeyford insl:-m:tnr, the captain
knew only toa well; and he knew, too,
Lhat his  brother strugeled hard
against suspicion, without being gquite
nhla to  overcome it Even Bir
Richard's wnnsuspicious, trusting mind
was tinctured with doubt,

DBt as the door moved, the dark
dospendenecy  vanished from  the eap-
tatn's face, the cloud from his brow,
the limpness from his -Immﬁing ficure.
Az Inzpector Cook entered the room, he
did not see the man of a moment
hefore, bowed down by black care. He
saw a4 cool, decbonair, Army man,
lazily smoking a ecigar, with a half-
mocking smile on his lips,

Whatever he was, whatever he might
be, Cecil Ravenspur was not the man
te woar his heart upon his sleove. No
searching oye was ever to be allowed
to discover a chink in his armour.

iz lozy glance turned towards the
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“Cele va sans dire!” drawled the
captein.

“What

* Excuse me,” said Cecil Ravenspur,
with insulting peoliteness. "I forpot
that you are proebably unacquainted
with French. remarked thot that
goes without sayin'.”

“English iz good enough for me,
gie!™ said Mr, Cook, breathing harder.
"It may please you to treat thiz matter
i a jesting spirit, Ceptain Ravenspuer;
but you will not find others regparding
the at_tﬂm}[}ted murder of your brother
as a jest”™

Captain
Eroave,

“That is no jest to me, Mr. Cook™
he said. “DBut your childish suspicions
of me personally are undoubtedly o
jest. How else ean I regard them '
_ “We shall see!” said the Leyford
inspector. * I have stated no sus-
picions, so far—-7

“There 13 no person ir the house,
from the butler to the kitchen maids,
nnacguainted with them, T think,” said
the captain disdainfully.

“Let us keep to the point, sir! An
attack was made on yvour brother last
night, or intended—only
the intervention of &

Ravenspur's face Lecame

ho said lightly. “I see : ovihoy sead i Ui
1 5 . . i~ " i ]
too thought in yout faco:  § QUR LONG-DISTANCE MODEL AEROPLANE, § Thet s cloar. | the boy
wwakened by your crics, 3 The envelope enclosed in this issue of the 2 'i_:’“d;d -"I'__“"'il“'ir h}:':d h’ﬁ
and came—with five or six £ MAGNET contains the following items, which § [encos Banc Lios Bied &
others. ‘Lhatisall Lknow. 2 wiil enable you to complete our Great Gift Aero. I 2 FUERETEES OF He
“*You can tell me u% & plane: Two small eyelets, one large eyelet, '3 n]mgimﬁm'gﬂ“ a
more, Master Wharton ! s two propelier blades, one propeller shaft, one §  fonr way with an oxcited
asked the inspector, = i - : "ot
E S s e axie,_ one rear skid and hook, one propeller 8 a4y frightened boy,” said
: t!F = bearing, one propeller washer, and one length % the captiin
Lnf.} P " = of elastic. : “The boy no doubt was
“I\}l:g :mu oo R : . . : cxcited, but he certainly
hoped t{m[. o wiehr B If you missed last week's Free Gift Number, §  Was not frightencd, ns ho
et aid thqﬁ man+ but 5 You can obtain it, together with the plane ready 1 E“:H*d “h’“““ ;l"'h':'“‘ ho
at least you have been ¢ for assembling, from THE MAGNET, Back : H_ﬁ?;‘;nt';“dﬁw]‘:ﬂm“ﬂf“n‘;t‘:‘:
able to tell me something. & Number Dept., Bear Aliey, Farringdon Street, 3 = guessed to be armed.”
Rest now, my lad—you = London, E.C.4, enclosing 3d. in stamps to cover i i A |51Luﬂ-:y Tt i
need rest.” s cost of postage, But you must apply quickly. = tainly,” essented the
There was & movement ® - captain,. “A lad I shouid

i the room. Something
was piaced to Wharton's
lips, and he drank, Ilis head sank on
the pillow, and he slept again.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Guilty or Innocent ?

APTAIN RAVENSPUR

‘ - lounged in a deep leather arm-

chair in [ho smoke-room, his

long legs strotehed on another

chair, 8 cigar between his tecth, The

sun of an Aupust morning glowed in

ut the windows; but the hour was yet
carly.

In spite of the carliness of the hour,
Cecil Ravenspur was smoking o black
I'richinopoll eigar, and sipping from o
glass which stood on a hittle table at
his elbow.

The captain, evidently, waos a care-
lesz man in matters of health, As he
lounged in the chair, smoking the
cigar, and staring at the sunlit win-
dows, his brow was darkly lined and
clouded. Save for himself the room
was empty:; and Ceeil Ravenspur
alone, had dropped hiz elonk of coo
insouciance, and his look showed him
s man on whose shoulders eat black
care. His hard, reckless, clouded face
locked old in the bright sunlight of the
summer morning,

Ceeil Ravenspur was a young man,
not yet out of the thirties: many veurs
younger than his brother, the baronct.
EBut that morning he looked old and
woln.
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ruedy inspector from Leylopd, hut he
give no other sign of having observed
biz entrance. He had no politencss to
waste upon an oflicial  whom  he
regarded, or alfected to regard, as an
obtuse hlunderer.

Inspeetor Cook came across to him, n
faint flush in his checks, o glitter in
his eyes. He felt the conrempt that
the Army man was at no pains to con-
ceal, and it stung bim deeply. Cer.
fainly, ihe inspector, in summing up
the matter, was not likely to err on
the side of leniency lowards Ceeol
Ravenspur. As if from sheer, rockless
bravado, the capiain scemed to delight
in stirring the pelice-inspector's dishke
and distrust, carelezs if 1t added to
the danger in which he undoubtedly
stood.

“A few words with vou, sir, if vou
have the time," said Mr. Cook, breath-
g heavily,

“1 am quite at vour serviee,” said
the captain. “Natorally, vou desire a
staterment from me. I believe yon have
taken one from every other person in
the house already.”

“I have my duty to
Mr. Cool,

“Oh, guite!” yawned the captain.

“No trace, sir, has yoet been dis-
covered of the unknown person whe
entored Sir Richard's room last might,™
gaid Mr, Cook. " But there can be no
douht that it was the same person whe
fired at him yesterday, and inflicted
the wound from which he is still suffer-

ng.”

fo, sir,” enid

like—had he not made up
his foolish mind that I am
an intended fratricide.”

I should like to know exactly what
gecurred in this house last night, from
your own experience, sir?"

“That is svon told. After strolling
on the terrace, and i the gardens,
for some time, I let mysell in, ond
went 'to bed., Havieg tired myself out
with walking, I noturally slept.”

“And vow were awakoned——"

“By cries for Thelp,” assented
captain. “1 ran from my room at
once, and was, I think, the first to
reach my brather's room. Packington,
the bhutler, and James, the footman,
were ciose belind me, however, and, 1
think, five or six other persons not far
awav.™

“You found Wharton—'

“1 switched on the light, finding the
room in darkness, and saw the boy
lving senseless on the floor.  Othera
saw him at almost the same second,”
added the eaptain, his voice rizing a

the

Little. " Packington was at my very
clhow ™

“YWon s=aw no one leaving Sir
Richard's room®"

“iNo one”

“¥et vou must have been en  the
spot, vory quickly after the bhay was
struck down and stunned.”

“The ecorridor was dark—exeopt for
the moonlight at the window, Tho
light was turned on, by Packington, I
think, a3 he followed me.” ‘The cap-
tain gave a shrug of the shoulders.
“MNo one else saw anyone leaving my

{Continued an page 8.)
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FREE GIFT AEROPLANE

By F. J. CAMM (Designer of the Model).

to complete the MagNeET aeroplane, the cardboard

parts for which wern given away with cvery copy af

last wreek's issue, and you can now start to fit the
hearing. You will remormber that in last week's article in-
steuctions were given for packing the noss of the model with a
piece of cork, and the reasen for thiz will new be seen, for it
pmvidea afirm support ior tha bearing and pravents tho elaste
wlien it is fully wound from buckling the eard.

The position of the Learing ia clearly marked by means of
dotted lines at the point B on fusclage ; it passés undernsalh
the cardboard, and it will, thereforse, nacessary for you to
glit the card with the tip of the blade of a pocket Lknifa and

THE envelope in thiz isaue containg all the parta necessary

Fig. 1. The bearing assembly, showlng ths lip formed in
the bearing and the cork nose plece.

earofully to push the bearing under the cord. 8o that the
imnrin@i may not move, the end which passes undernnath the
nose of the fuselage has & slight lip formed in it, and this is
best dono by means of a pair of pliers or pincora.  If these do
not happen to be handy, hold the bearing ovor the adge of the
table and tap it down slightly with the back of the acizsors.
The bearing iz also bont up at right angles, and it may be =o
bont in exactly the samoe moenner. It i3 bent exactly at ita
centra.

Hoaving madoe the two benda and slit the card to reccive the
boaring, smear it with croid, pass it inside the nose, and bind
round the nose with carpet thread further to securs ik, alio
smoeating the binding with croid. The bearing assembly is
shown in Fig. 1.

The rear skid ia the hook with a steaight tail to it, and this
straight toil ia pushed through the fuselage jnat in front of the

Fig. 2. How the roar skid is bent and Axed.

toil at the point marked A. Then bend it back in line with the
bottom edge of tho fuselagoe, as shown in Iip. 2, and bind it
with earpet thread, which should bo smeared with glue to
sceure i,

After it ia bound into position the projecting ond should be
bent back with the Gogers to form o tail skid, ng eleacly shown
in Vig. 2.

’l.'imgnx!ﬂ iz the straight piced of wire, amd hofure it is passed
through the two limbs of the chassis it ia bont to the abape
rhown in Fir. 3. When this is dooe, prick holes throueh the
white liwolea on the Jower end of oaell limb of the chassia, and
pess the axle through them and thie whools over cach projecting
el of the axle, and thon bend the ends down as shown in
chetnil in Fig. 4. Spin the whoels o fow times, to make certnin
that they run guite freoly, and ses that the wheols are quite
upright, so that the model runa truly along tho floor.

And now wo come to the propeller, upon tho eorcect making
of which much depends, for all tho eace which has bocn oxpendod
in making ths [uselape, wings, and other parts will bo of littlo
nvail if the propelier ia enrclealy made and doos not convort
the power of the elvatic into useiul worl: or power,

T

In last week's issue of the MAGNET we showed
you how to put together the cardboard parts of
our Great Free Gift Aeroplane, designs for
which were given away with every number, In
this present issue will be found an envelope
containing the necessary fittings with which
to complete the plane, ready for flight, as
described here.

Firat of all examine Fig. 5 and obtain a fair idea of ita con.
struction. You will aco that it consista of two DLlades, held
togother by one large eyelet and two small eyoleta. The largn
eyelet is passed through the eentre hole of one of tho bladoes,
and then the ‘Fmpa!lnr shaft has its ¢losed ond passed over the
projecting end of the cyelet.

Now toke the sceond Dblade and pnss thiz over the eyelet,
taking care to see that the hooked end of the Fr-:rpnllﬂr shaft
protrudes from the straight cdges of the propeller blades.

Next press the two asmall cyelots through tho two holes
provided for thom, and sproad the enda of tho eyelets with o
cireulpr movemont of the ond of a IE‘nuh::-hl{-r or any other
similar blunt, tapering instrument. ay tho propeller on a
hard, flat surface, such as the face of o flat-iron, and gontly
hammor over the evelots until they are thoroughly clinehed,
mnking cortain that the centre eyelet, which holids the
propeller shaft, is quite tight and holds the sheft securoly.
I'his done, we are now ready to Bend the blades—an important
opoeration which must be carefully carried out. The blades
are mads of vuleanisod fibre, which ean be bent guite oold
withanut 'E.:nrml.:ing; also, it is immenscly strong nnd pmnﬂunlly
unbeealoablo,

Iig. 6 shows front, back and side, views of the propeller, and
o ¢corcful study of these will enalide you to bond the propeller to

——Limh of Chassis Hore ——-\‘

W = —

Axle

Fig. 3. How {o bend the axls.

Wt

Fig. 4. The finiahed axle.

its correet shape, Avoid all sharp bonds and ses that both
blades ara bonk to exactly the same shape, byl in opposire
directions.  View along the tips of thoe bladea and ascortain
whethor the angleo each makos with the shalt 18 identical ; this
is important. Only one Llade should be bent at a time, ond it
st bo remembered that it must be bent to form a tractor
pirscrew. ‘I'o offect this the edse remote from the shaft is hoat
towards the edge noarest the shaft.

Do not bo satisfied until the propeller ia idontical in every
way with Fig, ¢; the materinl bonds easily aml ecrors may
casily be corrceted.  When eertain that the propetlor is corroctly
ahaped, pass thoe small brass washer over the shaft and pasa
the lattor through the boaring, when the modol is ready to
recoive tho elastic,

A loop must be formed in each end of this, and an assistans

Fig. 5. How to assemble tha propsller.
Tuw dMacwpr Labnany.—No. 1,123



will bs raquired to stroteh this loop while you lash it over and
et thread. Now make it into a skein of four
ller shaft, through the king-
& elasfic must be smeared
with soft soap to enable the strands to slide over one another
and enable the full number of turns to be given to the skein.

over with
strands and conneot it to the pro
posts and over the rear hook.

The elastic will soon break if you
fail to keep it lubricated with
soft soap. It is worth remember-
ing that when it does break {and
this should not be until many
dozens of flighta have heen made}
it may bé made serviceable agnin
by gett-iipg one of your irends to
lap the lwa fractured onds over
one andther and to stretch them
while you bind them with carpet
thraad.

Bmear some vaseline over the
bearing hole to make the pro-
paller run ms ensily as possibly,
and wind the propeller a fow
timés and let it run down, so that
it wears o smnooth seating on tho
Learing.

The construetion iz now com-
plete, but befors we are ready to
mako a trinl flight 1% is well worth
while going over the model to sce
that the wings are true, the rudder
quite upright, tho tail flat, the pro-
paller corrcetly bent, and that the
whole model iz trim and shipshape,

Batiafied on this score, and pro-
vided the day iz not too windy
{it must be remembercd that the
model only weighs an ounce}, take
it out into o meadow, wind the pro-
peller ono hundred times in the

samoe direction na the hands of a cloek rotate, hold the
maodel en an even keel well above the head, and lighily thrust
it forward, when it should fly for about o dozen yards and
gracefully land. If o light wind is blowing, launch it ogaisns

the wind, net with 1t.

If the model flics at the firat attempt, inercase the nomber

of turng on the p

__fzﬁﬁimﬂm“ s

CH
ERand

Fig. 6. A photo taken of the actual propaller, showe-
ing front, side, and rear views, bent to tha correct

anglea.
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eller to 150 and on eash pubsequent fight

by ffty turns, until the full number of 400 torms ia reached.
e full number of turns should not be ﬂpgliﬂd

elastic requires to be * broken in " gradually.

lubricate the clastic now and
Don't be disappointed if the model fails to iy at the firat

at once, as Dew
Don't forget to
again and to vaseline the beari

attempt, for if it has been cor-
rectly assembled a slight adjust-
ment will pat it right,

If it just flutters to the ground
in a lifeless sort of manner it s a
sure sign - that the propeller ia
insufficiently bent, and attention
to thiz detail will remedy matters

in the svent of the model diving
to the ground, bend the elevator
flaps of the tail up slightly ; they
do not require to be-bent up more
than an eighth of an inch.

Perhaps the meodel will swerve
gharply to the right or to the
feft, In this case the ruodder
ghould be bent to the left or to the
right, na the cnse may be. The
rudder will affeet the line of Hight
of the model in exactly the same
way that the rudder of a boat
affects ite line of travel, and, as
the rudder is fixed {airly high
above the coantre ling of the model,
only s vory slight movement of it
s noecsmary.

1f the model flica wery steeply
banked, make guite sure that the
wings are true. Sight along them
to see that the front amd rear
cidges ore gquite m line  with
one another. Attention te the

tension of the bracing threads will correet any inaccuracy.

1 have endeavoured in this article to anticipate every diflis
culty which the reader may encounter ; but should he not be
able to follow the instructions, helpful adviee will be forth-

coming if he addresses a lettor to the Editor of the Magxser.

Here's wishing you every success with your model, chum,

THE UNSEEN FOE!

(Conlinued from page 6.)

brother's room, either, sir., DBear that
in mind,"

“It 1z fairly well established, sir,
that Bir Richard’s unknown assuilant
1z & member of this houschold,” said
Mr. Cook. "He -may, therefore, have
affected to be hastening towards the
room In response to the erics for help,
}:I_l;:n in reality he had just quitted
it.

“Very likely I assonted the captain.
“But such a circumstance points  as
much, I presume, to the butler, the
footroan, and =everal others, as to me,
Mr. Cook.”

“No  doubt!”
dreyly,

Plie eaptain set his lips a Jittle.

“I read your thoughts, sir,” he said
sardonically, “¥You are thinking that
the butler, the footman, and the others
will mot inherit o Utitle and ten thou-

siqm'i a year if Bir Richard should
{1“‘-!]

My thoughts are my own, sir,” said
tne mmspector, a little taken aback.

“Oh, quite! DBut since vou de not
deny that such thoughts were in vour
-mind, may I point out n weak =spot
in tho chain of rewsening ! snocred
the captuin. "I min the heir  pre-
rumpiive to the title and cstates of
tavenspur; but if my nephew Bdgpar
stilt lives, as iz quite likely, title ond
estat2s go to him in the event of Bir
Richard's death.” He smiled sarcastie-
ally. ™1 ean assure you, sir, that 1
bave tried to raise money, in voin, on
my prospocts as my brother's heir, Uhe
moneylenders desire to be assurced that
Edgay Ravenspur is dead before they
will lend an my prospeets; and I can
give twm no such assuranco.”

The inspector was silent.

Tue Macner Liskany.—No. 1,123

szid the inspoctor

“As Edgar's father was my elder
brother, nearer Sir Richard’s ago than
my own, resuine that I need not in-
fn}'m you that, if he lives, he iz Sir
Richard’s heir ¥ drawled tho captain.

“Fo i3 supposed ta be dead,” zaid
Mr. Cook, "1 understand that he went
abroad years ago, that no word has
ever been received from him, and that
he iz believed to be dead.”

“Tho wish being father to the
thought,” swided the eaplain, *He was
4 scapegrace and & wastrel, u disgrace
to the name of Ravenspur. MNot unlike
his Uncle Ceeil,” Lo added coolly, * but
tarred with a blacker brush.  Whether
ho lives no one knows for certain; but
tf he lives, Sir Richard's death would
undoubtedly draw him back frem the
ends of the earth; and my ecrime, if |
were to commmt sech 8 ecrime, would
be purely for his bencht.” “I'he captain
vawned. [t is as well to bear that in
mingd, Mr. Cook, befora you determine
that T have planned 8ir Richard’'s death
for the sake of his inheritance.”

There was a long silence in the ameke-
room. Tho caplatn’s words scemed to
have given Mr. Cock food for thought.
Like all who lived near the Grange
und kuvw the Ravenspur family, he had
always looked on the captain us heir
to his brother, if Sir Richard remained
unmarricd, which was likely enough at
the baronet's age. Sir Richard certainly
treated hiz younger brother as his pro-
speclive heie. Yet 1t cortainly was tho
casc thut tho death of Edgar Ravenspur
had never been proved; and that if
ha lived, title u.mr estates would go to
him, leaving the captain what he was
now, & penniless  dependant on the.
master of the Grange.

Captain Itavenspur smoked his cigar,
loaking over the eurling smoke at the
thoughtiul, puzzled face of the Loyford
inspector. It was plamn that he had, to

sgmie  cxlent, ziven the inspector a
shock.

“Aro there any more questions ™ tha
caplain asked at Jast. ™ This iz wy heur
for ﬂidmg, sir, when you are done with
16, _

“You do not admit that you can tell
mea anything more?"

“Thers is nothing more to tell, so
far as I am concerned.”

The inspeclor’s eyus narrowed at him.

“Tlow do you aceount for tho fact
that when the servents saw you at the
door of your brother's romnm last night
your were fully dressed ' ho jerked out.
“You have told me that yvou left your
bl, awakened by eries for help—-="

I'ne captain laughed.

“It iz casily explained, sir! I had
tired mysclf out with walking, as I
saitl, and threw myself on my bed
without wndressing.”

The inspector was silent again.

“Someong in this  houschold ad-
ministered a drug to the constable on
duty and to Jervis, 8ir Richard’s man,”
ho satd at lask.

It appears 50"

“I havoe now been able to question
them,” said the inspector. * Newther
can throw any light on tho matter; and
it would appear that the drur was some-
how introduced into their food or drink
at supper. You can give me no hint os
to wive may have introduced iti"

“Nono! That is hardly within my
purview,” said the caplain, " Packing-
ton may be able to help you there™

He yawned and roso.

“May I suggest that there is ono
stight matter you have forgotien, sixi”
ho asked, with a sneor.

Inspoctor Cook started.

“What have 1 [forgottrn,
please ?” he jerked out,

I have had no experience, of course,
as o detoctive officer,” smiled the cap-
tain, “but 1 believe it is a rule, when

if  you
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questioning & suspected person, to warn
him that anythin' he may say may be
taken down %o be wused in ewidence
against him. - You have omitted the
usual warnin’, sir."

The inspecior flushed red. 5

*“I have taken your statement, sir, as
a member of Bir Richard Ravenspur's
liouschold, not as that of a suspected

erson " ho snapped.

“Then I am to take it that I am not
under suspicion?” asked Captain Cecil
Havenspur, in a tone of bitter raillery.

“Officially, no!"™ said the inspector,
after & panse

i Hna&c:iallr, yes!"” emiled the ecap-
tain. “I1 understand, sir! I will leave
you mow to your marc's mests and wild-
goose chases; only stagfestmg that the
attempted murderer of my brother is
prql::agly laughin' at you, sir, while you
are playing the fool!”

With that Captain Ravenspur swung
out of the smoke-room, leaving the Ley-
ford inspector staring after him and
trembling with rage.

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Sir Richard's Room !

ACKINGTON, tho butler, gave

P his deferential cough as he stood

in the doorway of Sir Richard
Ravenspur's room.

It was the afternoon, and Sir Richard
gat up in bed, propped on pillows and
cushions, his fino old face pate and worn.
The glancing bullet thut had struck
him the night befors, fired from the
terraco into the library, had not, after
all, inflicted & severs injury. But the
baronet was confined to his room, and
it was likely to be some days, at least,
before he was able fo leave it

Jervis, who was acting as nursc to
his master, wes in the room; and Harry
Wharton & Co. were there at the
present moment. Sir Richard had sont
for them, aware now that he owed his
life to Wharton's intervention in the
night.

Il was speaking to Harry, who sat by
the bedside with his head still bandaged,
when the butler appeared.

The baronet glanced towards Packing-
ton. The butler, with his zilcnt tread
aud his slight limp, came into the room.

“If yon will exeuse me, Sir
Richard=—"

“YWhat iz 1t, Packington "

“] have taken a telephone eall from
Dr. Wood, sir,” said the butler, in his
guict, deferential tones.

(13 Yﬂﬂ ?H‘

“13r. Wood is calling again this ¢ven-
ing, sir,” said Packington. “But ke has
telephoned that he i3 sending  his
mssistant this afternoon.”

“] did not expect a call from the
doctor this afterncon, Dackington.”

“ Mo, sir; but Dr, Wood stated that he
thought it best to let his aszistant, Mr.
Pavne, call—* ) )

“Vory well!” said 3ir Richard.

“Mr. Payne will be here at four
o'clock, sir,” said the builer. *'No
doubt you will desire me to show him
up when he comes."

“Cartainly, Packington!"

“Very good, sirl”

The butler made & movement to go.

8ir Hichard Ravenspur detained him
with a gesture.

“One moment, Packington! Is
Eapmin Ravenspur in the house?"

“Mo, sir; he has gone out in the
car,” answered Packington,

" Veryawell,” ;

The butler noissless dm&tgpea,ped.

8ir Richard turned te the juniors
again, It seemed to them that he was
relieved to learn that his brother was

absent. That day, they knew, the cap-
tain had not como to his room, and it
looked as if he was avoiding it.

That was easy to unnderstand, if he
was & guilty man, But it was easy to
understand, too, if he felt himselfl the
ohject of undeserved suspicion. The
juniors knew, and the captain knew,
that doubt had crept into the baronet’s
rmind. It was gquite certain that if the
l:.upta.m-wu an nnoecant n'lﬁll? cireunt-
stances wers wvary much against him;
and that hizs own careless thoughtless.
ness was calculated to make the cir
cumstances look blacker.

“My boys,” said Sir Richard, in =
low but steady voice, “ yvesterday I asked
you to leave my house, offended by your

suspicion of my brother. On that point
I will say nothing; but 1 will say that
if you care to remain my guests, 1 shall
ba glad—very gland and comforted.

know how much I owe to you, Wharton
—last night you saved my life. And
you, Frank—="

“"Wa shall be glad to stay, uncle,™
said Nugeot earnestly, “until this
horrible mystery is eleared up—until
you are safe—"

**1 am not sure that 1 desire it to he
cleared uwp,” said the baronet, with a
contraction of the brow. *“If the resalt
should be an indelible stdin on the namo
of Ravenspur, I could find it in my
heart to wish that the assassin's builet
had gone to its mark." Ife checked
himself. *“But yeu bovs were on a
holiday tour, and fo stay in thizs house
of mystery and gloom and crime—are
vou prapared to do that?”

“We want to stay, sir!” suid IHerry
Wharton.

“I'ho wantiulness 1a terrific and pre-
osterous, honoured sahib!™ said Hurree

arnset Ram Singh.  “In my absurd
opinion the stickfulness 1s the proper
caper.”

The baronct's grave, troubled face
broke inte a smile. Hurrec Singh's
flow of Eonglish had the offect, for the
moment, of banishing the cloud from
hiz brow,

“It is possiblo that peril may threaten
vou if you remain here, my boys,” Sir
Richard said slowly.

“1 don't sce—" began Bob Cherry.
“Anvhow, that wouldn't make any
difflerence {o ua, sir,”

“No fear!” said Johnny DBull cm.
phatically.

“Danger or no danger, we're staying,
uncle,” smd Frank, “I'm oanly too
jolly glad we came here when we did!"

“I shall be glad if you remain; but
remember, if vou should change your
mind: on that point, T shall think it
quite naturpl.”

“We shan't change cur minds* said
Harry Wharten, “and we hope to help
in clearing up this mystery, =ir, We
shall be on our guard, ond on the
waktch#

“The watchfuloess will be teerthe™

The baronet nodded,

“Very well; that iz settled, then. I
cannot forpet that had you not been here
I should be a dead man.” ) o

1 want to make a sugrestion, sir, if
I mav,” said Harry.

“ By all means.”

"Until that villain, sir, 15 found out,
and while you are in danger, T think
one of us ﬁ:l"lu::u]d sleep in the dressing-
room next te this room,” said Haorey.
“The door can be left open at night.
Last night that wvillain succeeded in
drogging both the constable and your
man Jervis. It would be safer with
someone else near at hand.” .

“We'd take night duty in turns,” said
Bob. “A jolly good idea, sir, if you
approve.” :

Sir Richard smiled.

“1 certainly approve,” he said, ~I

9

will give instructions for the dressing-
room to be preparcd. It is & moss
oxcellent idea.”
- That matter was scttled when the
juniors left the baronet's room. Irank
Nugent remaincd with his uncle. The
Famous Five had agreed among them-
selves that one of tﬁn party should be
always in or near the baronet's room,
day and night, so long as the mysterious
dungoer threatened their host, and so
long as he was confined to his room.

0t ng the bell for Packington,
Frank,” said Sir Richard, when tho
other juniors were gone.  “I will give
him 1instructions about the dressing-
room.”

Frank touched the bell for the butler.

But it was James, the footman, who
answered it.

“Where 12 Packington !’ asked Sir
Richard. S

“He is gone to his room, sir, and gave
orders not to be disturbed, sir.” aid
Q[alﬂes. “He has one of his altacks,
sir. i

“Vory well, do not disturb him," said
Sir Richard; and he gave his instiue-
tions to the foolman, who proceeded to
zee them carried out.

“Poor Parkington ! satd the baronet.
“INo doubt the disturbance in the nighs
has upset his nerves”

Frank made no rejoinder. It had
struck him as curious that his uncle
retained the services of a butler who was
s frequently unifit for duty, and whe
apparently gave himseelf leavo of ahsence
without reguesting it. Sir Richard
glanced at him, and smiled.

“Packington is an invaluable servant,
Frank,” he said. “ He was in the War—
vou have noticed the limp, of course.
One must be tolerant with a man who
suffered in the War, though it is some-
times inconvenient. It 15 only lately
that these attacks of his have becomo
rather serious, and I have given him
feave to retire to his room whenever ho
thinks fit. But he menages so well that
evervthing goes like clockwerk whether
he is in control or not. [ fear that the
late disturbances have had an ill effect
on him,"

“He was wounded 7 asked Frank.

“Yoes., I wnderstand that he was 1n
danger of losing his leg, and it has lefo
himm with & limp. He was wounded on
the Bomme, where he showed great
conrage, and he was given a com-
mission.”

“1 don't remember him when I was
here boefore,” said Nugent.

“He was not with me at that time.
Now, Frank, if you are going to remain
with me, yvou must find yourself a hook.
Jervis, my paper.”

Frank Nogent found =& Holiday
Annual, which  kept him  cheerful
company as he sab by the tunny

window ; while Bir Richard, propped on
pillows, read his newspaper.  Thero
wis silence in the room, till the sound
of & car was heard from the drive, and
James snnounced the arrival of Dr.
Wood's assistant.

Eefp———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Mah in the Park!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H walked out of the house into
the bright August sunshinw
after leaving Bir Richagd's
room. lixeept for a slight headache,
Wharton was noe lenger feeling the

effeets of the blow he had reccived in
the night. The four juniors walked into
the park. They found it deserted. The
soarch that had been ﬁ-:-hlg' on in the
park had ceased. Whethar Inspector
Cook believed, or disbelievpd, their story
of the scarred man from Australia, who
Tue Maigker Lipmany.—No. 1,123
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had beén shot by the park wall, the
uniers could not bo sure. The hody
ad disappeared, and a long search had
failed to discover any trace of it
Nothing had been learned of the man in
the vicinity ; no one had been found, so
tar, who had scen him or known him,
and the wvanishing body cast grave
doubts on the story told by the juniors.
Captain Ravenspur had openly derided
it; but that did not surprise them, sus-
pecting him as they did of having done
the terrible deed, DBut others, as they
knew, shared his doubts, and the chums
could hardly blame them, and no trace
whatevor remained of the crime or its
Yictim.

iy Mifht as well have another look
vound,” remarked Bob Cherryv. * But
ihey've combed the park from end to
end now, and nothing's been found.”

“I'm certain the dead man was carried
into the park by the man who shot him,”
satd Harry., “ The villain had a hiding-
place ready, I'm cerfain of that. In the
opcn country, the body would have been
found before this,™

“Fronky told us about an old hunting-
lodge in the park,” zaid Johnny Bull.
“I suppose the police and the keepers
have been through it: but we haven't
seen it yet. Let’s make for that.”

*Let's I assentod Bob.

The old hunting-lodge, which Nugent
had dezeribed to hizs chums, was in ruins,

and had not been used for a century or,

mora. Frank had told them that it lay
in a remote part of the great park, over-
grown by trees and thickets, and the
juniors knew where to look for ik Tt
was quite certain that such o spot mmst
have been sgearched; and indeed, tha
juniiors found traces of recent search as
they a{ipmmhed the spot. There wore
trampled footprints in  the grass,
hranches broken, bushes torn. It looked
as if the old lodge and its surroundings
had been subjected to a minnte examina-
tion, A narrow grassy path, shadowed
by thick boughs, led to the old stone
buildings, of which only a few dis-
mantled walls remained, the interior
open to wind and weather. Near the
old deorway they found a cigar-end on
the ground, and recognised it as belong-
mg to one of the thick, black ecigars
smoked by Captain Ravenspur. Bob
Cherry picked it up.

“His nibs has been here,” ho =aid.

Wharton smiled.

“He joined in the search.” he =aid,
“and he alway:z has one of those hefty
emnokes in hiz mouth.*

“3till, if he was the man—-"

“That cigar-end was not dropped the
nizht the body was hidden.”

“"How do vou know that, old bean

" Becanso it was raining heavily that
night.” answered Wharton, Tt would
have been soaked with water, and yon
ean =oe it hasn't been™

Boh Cherry grinned, and threw away
the gigar-end.

“Good  for wou, Mr. Sherlock
Holmes ! he said.  “There goes my
giddy clue 1”

“Let's look ronnd, anvhow,” =aid

Johnny Bull, *“Thizs old place is just
the spot for a2 man who knew the lie of
the land, and we knew that the mur-
derer does. These heaps of stones——>

Jobhnny broke off suddenly.

From the interior of the old stone
lodpe came a sound. The juniors had
suppased themselves to be alone there.
But the sound frem the interior of the
ruln showed that someone else was on
the spot.

_Wharton made his comrades a sign for
silence.

*QOne of the keepers, most likely,” hn
whispered, “Dut—  Quict, and keep
your eyvesz open !

ere were footsteps in'the ruin. Tho
Tug Macxer LipRarrT.—No. 1,123

crumbling old stone walls, overhung by
ivy and ereeping plants, hid the intorior
from the eycs of the schoolboys, =ave
where the old doorway opencd. The
footateps were approaching the doorway
from within,

They waitad and watched. —Most
likely it was ona of Sir Richard's
keepors, still engaged on the search. But
it struck them that there was something
soft and stealthy in the tread ﬂ‘l:eg'
heard, and a keeper, of course, wouls
have had ne object in concealing his
presence. It was scarcely imaginable
that the murderer of the scarred man
from “down under” had returned to
the scene of the crime; that the body
was hidden in the ruin, and that the
wretch had come back to the spet. But
tha juniors felt their hearts beating
faster, and their eyes were Exed cagerly
on the shattered doorway, waiting for
the unseen man to appear in sight.

He appeared suddenly, coming swiftly
but silently out of the ruined lodge. Ho
swiftly did he come that he almost ran

into the juniors before seeing them, and
he halted with a startled exclamation.
He was o young man, not more than
twenty-five, dressed in dark clothes, with
light eyebrows, & sandy moustache, and
thick, light sandy hair. In his aspect
there was nnthin]g ta strike the gﬁ&: He
locked commonplace enough, such a man
as might have been passed on_the roads
at any moment unregarded. It was his
startled exclamation and the blaze that
leaped into his eyes that made the
juniors more suspicious, and the hurried
way in which he attempted to brush
past them. DBob Cherry pr?mpt] v
planted himself in the stranger's way
and stopped him. Tor an instant tho
man lm%?ed as if he would ipl"li‘l%’ ab
the schoolboy, and the other {ellows
closed up quickly. )

" Hﬂ-]dpﬂ{%l!" :jid Wharton quietly,

“What do you went?” smapped
stranger.

“Wea want to know who you ave, and
what you're deing here,” answered the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove.
“Don't try to cut and run—we $I‘J;’.L1]
stop vou fast enongh. Who are you?

The four juniors were round him now,
and there was no escape for the man
who had come out of the lodge. They
scanned his face keenly. So far as they
knew, ha wns a complete stranger to
them, yet there was something in Fis
features that struck them as familiar.
All the four had the same impression,
that they had seen zomeone strangely
liko him befare, yebt at the same timo
unlike, It was as if he bore a fanuly
resomblance to some man of a different
age and appearance.

“I don’t sce why I should be
questioned,” said the sandy-coloured
man, after a pause. .

“You aro on private prounds,” said
Harry.

“30 are you, if you come Lo that”

“That’s different—wo are puests of
Sir Richard Ravenspur, and have a
right to bo here,” said YWharton. “ Yon
arp o trespasser.” ]

“8ir Richard doesn’t mind a man
walking across his park.”

“You wera not walking across tha
park—you were in that lodgze, and had
been there some time, or we should
have secen you as wo came up.”

“I was deing no harm,” said the
young man, ayeing the juniors furtively.

“I den’t say you were, but you've got
to EIFIII-H'.I }'ﬂurﬂe!fi:’ sard Harry, “ First
of all, your nome.2

“John Smith."”

* Where do you livei™

“*Mer. Thompson's, the ironmonger’s
at Leyford.,”

The man answered readily enongh.
Nt it slruck the juniors that he ans-
wered too readily.

(e

THE MAGNET

“And what were you doing here?”
asked Harry.

”r{f}m Smith of Leyford grioned o
ittle,

“I've heard about the murder,” he
said. * All tho town’s talking about it
This being my afternocen off, I thought
I'd come and look round.”

“0Oh " said Harry.

t was a probable explanation enough,
The juniors could imagine what a sen-
sation had ‘been made in the small
country town, by the report of a murder
at the Grange, and the dizsappearanco
of the body, i:-}'llqwed by the murderous
altacks on Sir Richmg Ravenspur in
his own house. It was guite likely that
the ironmonger®s wyoung an had
decided to give the park a look-in, on
his weekly half-holiday.

"1 never meant any harm, sir,” said
John Smith frankly. I jest wanted to
see the place, and see if a chap could

find anything out, I know I ﬂught not
to have got over the park wall, DBut
no harm’s done.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's s0,” he sagreed. “But you

ought not to be here, and we'll see yon
»:.‘rn;;nof the park. Where did you get
in
"By the wall on the Leyford road,
mr."”

“Come on, then”

a young man from Leyford made
no demur. He walked with the juniora
down the path frem the old lodge,
turned into a shady “ride,”” and ae-
mn:ﬂpmueﬂ them to the park wall that
hordored the highoroad., He talked
freely on the way, asking many
questions, and gave the impression of
being a talkative and inquisitive young
man nobt over-gifted with brains.

“Give us a bunk up, sr!” he =aid,
checrily, when they stepped atb the bigh
park wall.

Wharton smiled, and gave him a bark
up; the young man stayed a moment
on the summit of the wall, and lifted
his bowler hat politely to the juniore,
Then he dropped into the road, anrd
they heard hia foolsteps die awax in
the direction of Leyford.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery Deepens !

URREE JAMSEET RAM SINGH

H stood still, with a theughtful

expression on his dueshy face.

The other thres fellows had

turncdd to go back to the old lodpe, hut

the nabob of Bhnnillﬁ‘ur did mnot =tir.
Wharton glanced back at him.

“{Come on, Inky,” he said.

“My cstecemed chuma” said Havroe
Jamszet Ram Eingh, “I have beon
thinkfully reflecting.”

“0Oh, come on,” said Johnny Dull
“If you'we thinking about that iron-
monger johnny, chuck it. He's harm-
less enough.”

“ Perhape 1™ assemted the nabeb. “ Tt
it has occurred to my absued brain that
the pe;*lm%ghllnnss 18 terrific,’’

Harry Wharton amiled.

“ My dear chap, there’s nothing wrong
with thoe fellow,” he said; "only an in-
qguisitive ass butting in,"

“Perhapsiully.”

“Look here, what have you pob in
vour old black noddle, Ingy?” asked
Bob. “Give it a name.™

“That esteemed young man stated
that he was employed by an ~bsurd
tronmonger at Leyford, ond that ko was
faking a walk aon his excellent and
E:;ceﬁﬁnrr afterncon off,” sard Hurrce
ShiT-¢ [

“What about it

"Teo-day is Iriday, my absurd chums.™

" Just found that outi? asked Johnny
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Bull sarcastically.
knew it was Friday.
being Thursday——"'

“It was highly probeble, my dear
Watson, that the next day would be

“My dear man, wo
You sce, yesterday

Friday!” grinned Bob Cherty, in a
Elajrfu! imitation of thoe ceclebrated
herlook Holmes. “ You see, my dear

Watson, it 13 a very simple deduction
after all™

The juniors chuckled.
. " But there is one ridiculous point that
has escaped your absurd notice,” said
the nabob “The weekly half-day of
the esteemed and execrable shop-keepers
153 & movahle feast, and happens some-
titmes on Wednesdays, E"J, sometimes
on Thursdays. But it is preposterously
uncommen on Fridays.”

“Oh!" suid Harry Wharton.

" Anybedy krow which is early closing «Can_you %e '
*he i5, from the colour of his sandy

day at Leyiord? asked Bob.

Thero was a shaking of heads. The

GIANTS OF CRICKET!

“SPORTSMAN.”

By

juniors had not yel been in Leyiord,
and knew nothing of the manners and
gustoms in that [ittle Oxferdshire town.
But it was, as Hurree Singh pointed out.
uncommon anywhere for carly-closing
day to fall on a Friday.

“NMy hat ! said Harery, "It struck me
at ficsh that that fellow Smith answered
up a little too readily But afterwards,
he scemed all right—a talkative ass who
couldn't mind his own business. DBut if
he has been telling vz lieg—"

“Want to walk to Leyford, instead
of rooting akout the park?” ashked
Johnny Bull.

“Weall, wve might—"

“My estecrned chums—" murmurecd
the naboh.

“Go it, Inky.” said Dob Cherry.
“"Have you dug up any more clues?

11 “ial; sort of a merchant

hair, or the cut of his bowler hat?"

Percy Fender, the famous England and Surrey cricketer,

who up to last season had scored nearly

thousand runs and taken nearly fourtecen
wickets in first-class cricket.

fourteen

hundred

WENTY years ﬂgg one hot Juno afiernoon [ turned
hool 1o watch the bovs at practice

into 5t. Paul’s

in the nets. At the

a tall yvoun

he delivered himself thus:

“1 say, you mustn't hit a bali like that !"

“"Why not 1" asked the batsman.

“Well, hang it, that was a ball you zhould have played
very carefully—in other words, it was a <dashed fing ball,
and if you'd missed it you'd have had your middle stump

knocked out of the ground.”
“Yery likely; but I didn’t miss it !*

Another ball was bowled, and again the boy hit with

tremendons power.

“(Jonfound it, man, you'll never be a batsman 1"
And the voung hitler =mniled.

[13 QUitE S0 !JJ'
wandering whether I'm
game than you correct players do.”

HIE bey with tho bat was P. G. H. Fender at the apge
of sixteen, angd the spirit in which he played that day
was precisely the same es that which dominates the

Surrey eaptsin’s cricket fo-day.

love of the game, and always for the good of his side.

What the youthiul bowler of the nets thought only a year
Iater when young Fender was included in the Susiex Counly -
Eleven will never be known; yet the boy whe, in the bowler's
crickeler,
He played mn Lwo matches
for that county during the school vacation and again in the
But it was not wptil 1812 that bhe
hegan to show his best form, and I reinember the game with
COxford University at Horsham when he scored a brilliant

op:nion  would never become a
acknowledged find for Bussex.

foilowing yecar, 1811,

135 not out.

P

Up to last season he

in first-class ericket.

T was in the year 1914 that young Fender decided to play
E for Surrey, and he immediately jumped

with the public
habitues of the

vigorous mothods, and in that opening scason when he score
became * Perey,” and

a hrilliant 140 against Warwick he
“ Peroy ¥ ho has remained.

rinciple net there were some

half a dozen healthy-looking youths, one of whom
was the eleven’s best bowler, and, as 1 took my stand behind
batsrnan who had just made o spanking drive,

etting more enjoymont out of the

G, M. TENDER has appeared for England against
Australia at the Oval, Manchester, Adelaide, AMel-
hourns, and Sydney, ns well as agninst Scuth Africa.
had scored nearly fourteen
thouzand runs and taken nearly fourteen hundred wickets

i:g reason of his fearless play. |
val aro very quick to appreciate

AaL]

“DBut I'm
plusers.

SUrre
EEOre

He plays for the

clib.

was  an

ont thore,

will win !
I laughed.

into favour

The

cunnot be valued by figures and averages,
match-winning foree to his side if oniy Lecauso of hia
guiot enthusiasm, his dogged perseverance, and his
sharp yet almost imaudible words of advice te his felliow-

v. Kent match at the Oval last year,

131, to which IKent replied with 233, Then

Surrvey gob 282, leaving Kent to got 130 to win, which

looked like an casy task, sceing that Kent had at one period
scared 65 for no wickeb.

“What do yvou think of it*" asked a fellow-member of the

1 % S an instance of this, I bave in my mind's ¢ye the

favenriles, to whom thoy are very loyal }
“fans ” of the most proncunced type, and their
regard for Fender is little short of idolatry; but the
d | Burrey captain is either unconscious of it all or his modesty
| makes him rebel silently at the fuss which is made of him.

11

"1 was alout o make the sagpestive
remark that thera is a telephono in the
house, and the estecmed 1ronmonger can
be rung up phonefully.”

“Good ! exclaimed Wharton,

“If he was pulling our leg, he may
have given ns an imaginary trades-
man's noume,” said Johnoy Bull, “8till,
we can find that out, by ringing up
somebody at Loeyford, Leb's go back to
the house.”

The juniors walked back ta the Grangn.
To three of them, at least, it secmed
improbablo that there was anything sus.
picious about that commonplace young
man with the sandy hair, Dut the
matter. was worth looking into; the
slightest clue was worth following up.

James was in the hall when they
entered, and Wharton called to him.

“Is there an ironmonger named
Thompson at Leylord, James ™

(Continued on next page.)

Hats off to Surrey's " skipper,” whoss
dogged perseverance and deadly bowling
ave made him the idol of his olub.

He iz a

FEIDER is one of those great plavers whose worth
|

Urresy

“I'm going home,” I replied. *It's practically all over.™
“on't ga,"” zaid the other chap. .
e told me he was going to win this match, and
I've gpot suflicient faith in him even now fo beliove Surrey
Wait and see something dramatic [V

Itent had already scored more than half the
runs needed, and still had all their wickets intact.
saw Mender walk across to Peach, ;
And the drama commenced. The first wicket fell at 74, thae
next at 8), the third at 83, the fourth at 52, two more
wickots [ell at 103, another at 105, and the last three went
while the total was 116, Sorrey winning by fourfeen runs.
Fender and Peach did it between them.  And, as the popular
captain passed my friend, he smiled and whispered:
wlways try to keep a promise.”

“Belore I'ender went

Then I
‘ith whom he conversed.

i Il’I

They are

% T the Oval the crowd have a way of “spoiling *' their

Tue dacgyer Lieepany.—No. 1,123,
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“Yes, pir,” answered James, “In the
High Stroet, sir, noxt to the post office
and the International.”

“Which day do they close carly at
Leyford 1

“Thursday, sir.”

“(h! Sure of that?’ asked Harry.

“Quite, sir! Thursday is the early-
elosing day in these paris, sir.”

“My hat! murmured Bob Cherry.
“1t looks ug if Inky has hit on zome-
thing, after all”

1 suppoze iy'm:’m sure that Thamp-
son’s do not close for the afternoon on
Iriday, James?" asked Harry.

“Oh, quite, =ir,” answered James,
looking « little surprised. *“1f you re-
guire anything there sir, you will find
thein open to-day.”

“Do you know whether Mr, Thomnp-
son mwploys o young man pamed John
Bmith ¥

“1 am afraid I am unacquainted, sir,
with Mr, Thompson's arrangements,”
sard James, with a toueh of rezerve. Tha
Jnmovs gathered that James held him-
solf a little above any young man whao
might chance to be employed by M
Thompson the ironmonger.

Wharton smiled, amd crossed to the
telephone cabinet. He found the nanm
amd style of Thompson in the directory,
and at once vang up Leviord 101,

::]q{a"i s c-?nm z;Rw]mcz:.r voire,

. rBeaking tram Ravemspur Grange ™
qadd lIIﬂl'r:-'.g ¥ e

" Oy yes, siv! Quite so, sir! What
can I do Tor vou, sirt” The whoezy
vorce was all of a sudden full of suavigy.
“vidently the name of Ravenspur was
cire to conjure with in the little town,

“ Can I speak to Mr. Thompson %

“I'I-[r. Thompson speaking, sir,”

Good! ¥You have a young man in
your employ named John Sinith—?"

L E'II ?11

“llave you a man in
named John Smith "

“ No, sir—Herbert Williams, sir.”

TOh!"” said Harry, “¥on bave no
.Tuh;u_ Smith in your ‘place, Mr. Thomp-
gon i

u HG. g™

YA young man, with sandy hair and
monstache-——"

your employ

“No, sir, that’s mnething like my
young man Williams, What "
“1 have just soen a young man with

sandy hair, named John Smith, who
told me that he was employed by you,”

“Gammon, sir!™  anawered  Mr
Thompeon. “ Nothing of the sort!”

*Which day do you close carly, AMr,
Thompszon #*

“Thursday, sir.™

“Thank you very much!™ said Narrx,
mid he rang off, leaving a very puzeled
ipmlmcrnge:r at the other end of ihe
ine,

The juniors said nothing until ihey
were out of the houze again. On the
terrace, out of hearing of inguisitive
cars, they looked «t enc another,

“That tears it,” said Bob. “That
sandy  fellow was pulling our leg.
l:.'mg from start to finish.”

“That's elear now,” said Harry.
“We shouldn't have spotted him, but
for Inky. But we've spotted him new.™

“And why was he telling lies if ho
was up tono harm ?" asked Johnny Bull,
slowly and theunghtfullv. “Of course,
@ man caught trespassing might give
s fal:e nawe and address, bnt—"

“But there’s more in it than that™
said Harry. A man found hanging
about the scene of a murder, whe tolls
a string of lies to account for being
there, 15 open to jolly serious sus-
picton. ™

*But—" =zaid DBob Cherry.

“But whati"”

“If that fellow who called himzelf
Smith is mixed up in the maiter—""
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“It looks like it,*™

“Weil, that rather changes the com-
plexion of things,” said Bob., “If there's
another mon in it, we may have got
4 wrong impression about Captain
Ravenspur. If that sandy man is in
it, ho may be the fellow the man with
4 scar was coming o gee, and whom he
called ' Black Edgar.' In that caso,
he—-*

" But what was he deing there?” said
Johnny Bull, “1fthe body is hidden in
that old lodge, it’s the last p'Faf:ﬁ tha
murderer would be likely to visit.”

“Unless to make sure that what he
had hidden was quite safe, afler the
search,” said Harry quietly.

" Dnt—but * Johnny Bull shook
his head. “If he's the man who killed
the Australian, he's not the man who
attacked Nogent's uncle. The inspector
found no sign of the house having heen
cufered—he’'s sure that it was done
from within.”

Wharton was szilent. The clue, if it
was a elue, muly scemed to deepen the
darkness of the mystery. 'The juniors
had taken it as certain that the assassin
of the man with the sear was the man
who had attacked the baronet. Now
it iooked as if that was by no means
cerlain,

Wharton shaok hizs head hopelessly.

“It beats me” he =aid, *“Let's po
back to the lodee in the park and ses
if wo can find out what that fellow was
up to. We may pick up some trace of
him there™

The juniors walked back inte the
park in a deeply thoughtiul mood. The
myatery of Ravenspur seemed darker
and deeper than hefore.

— o e—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Capiain Intervenes!

RANK NUGEXT laid down his
book as the doctor’s assistant
was announced. He eglonced

F

withoul murh interest at the
man who was chown in. Ile was a man
whe looked about #ifty, with rather

shaggy grey eyebrows, largo horn-
rimmed spectacles, and a toft of greyish
beard on his chin, dreseed in black
frock-coat, with shoos that squeaked as
he walked across the room. The grave,
elderly. siudious-looking man was a
contrash to the plump, rosy-checked
rouniry doclor from whom he came.
Sir Richard greeted him with coortly
politeness, ering him, however, o liztlo
enrionsly.

“I do not think T have =een ven
before, Alr.—cr=Payne? he remarkod,
as Jervis placed a chair for the mediead
gentloman,

“Wo. Sir Richard—I have not been
with Dv. Wood long,” answered the
neweomer, in a low and rather husky
volee,  “As Dr. Wood was called away
thiz  afterncon for an operation, he
tdesirod me to eall in lis place. Iire.
Woaod iclephioned, I think——"

“Quite =0,"" azzented the baronoet
“ My butler took the call, and informed
me that yon were to come. T had not,
however, expected a call from the
doctor this afternoon.”

The cllerly assistant asmiled faingly.

“1 shall not trouble vou very much,

Sir Richard, Dr, Woed desired me
to bring you w medicine he has
specially  prepared, and te szec that
vour nurse fully understood hiz in
structions regarding it."

“Jervis is my nurse,™ said the
baronet, with a emile. “Jervis, you

will take Me. TPayne’s instructions.”™
The valet approached the bedzide,
The man in the horn-rimmed glazces

fumibled in a little black bap, A

Lottle waes placed on the hedzide table,
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A slipht expression of repugnance
crossed the baronct's face involuntarily.
Sir Hichard Ravenspur was & hearty
and open-air man, and illness was =
new experience to him,

“Tt i3 merely a soothin
said Mr, Payne, as if he
patient's thoughta.

“0Oh, gquite, quite ! said 8Bir Richard
hastily.

Mr. Payne hlinked at Jervis t'hmuﬁh
L

his Iwrn-ri'rr:lmed lagses. Then
blinked at his watcﬁ.

“3ir Richard will take the first doss

madicine,™
read tha

at half-past four o'clock,” he said,
speaking in a preeise, old-fashioned
way, “the second dose at half-past

five, the third at half-past six. 1
understand that Sir Richard dines at
seven,'’

Sir Richard nodded.

“1 understand from Dr. Wood that
there is a slight tendency to fever,”
said Mr. Payne. *This medicine will
counteract that tendency, Sir Richard.
Dr. Wood will g}ivu further instructions
when he calls this evening. You are
sure  you understand ¥ he added,
blinking at Jervis again.

“ Perlectly, sir.”

“One heur precisely between each
dose, and the first dose at half-past
four o'clock,” repeated Mr. Payne.
“ The dose will be taken in helf a wine-
glass of water.”

*“Yes, mir"

“Yeou are sure that you understand
perfectly ¥

“Quite, sir,” said Jervis,

) v'l.?t'j" gﬂﬁ(l-”

Mr. Payne rose to take his leave, The
baronet shook hamds with him very
cordially, There had been no mention
of messing, as he mentally termed it,
with the dressings of his wound, whicn
was a reliel, While hie had an immensza
respect for the medical profession, Sir
Iichard preferred very much not to bo
under their hands,

Mr. Payne took his leave, blinked his
way to the deor, and James showed
hm down.

On the drive, & small car was wait-

ing. It was not the car used by Dr.
Wood. From the window of the
bBaronet’s room, Frank Nugent was

looking out idly, as the man in the
horn-rimmed  plaszes went down the
steps, and James proceeded le open the
door of the car for him.

There was a hoot on the drive, and a
handsomo Holls eame zpeeding up to
tha house, with Captain Ravenspur in
the dreiving soat.

Frank’s brow datkencd as he lagked
down at his younger unele,

Believing, as he did, that Coeeil
Ravenspur was the sceret aszsassin who
had sought the baronec's life, it was
difficult for Frank to sce him without
betrayving openly Lis repugnance aned
tislike,

The captain Lrougiit bis car to a halt,
and jumped down, Frank neticed thas
the doctor's assistant glanced at him
befove stepping ianto the little black ear,
and drove away hastily. No doubt the
medical man was in a hurey, theugh he
had shown no sign of hurry before tho
capiain appearcd on the drive.

Captain  Ravenspur  stood for a
moment, locking after the little black
car that was vanizhing towards the
gateway. As it turnced into the Levford
Ioad, the captain turned and spoke to
Jamaos,

Although Le could not hear what was
=aidd below, MNugent could gucss that

Cecil Ravenspur was asking the foo!-
man who the visitor was, He seemed
surprised by James' answer, and re-

peated the question, and then enterad
the houge hurricdls,
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A minute later he stood in the door-
waﬁ of the baronet’s room.
ugent, at his fooistep, turned from
the window. The captain was breathing
hard, as if he had ascended the stairs
in breathless haste, and his cheeks were
flushed, his manner =& little excited.
Nugent instinctively ran across the
» to place himself between Cocil
Ravenspur and Sir Richard. Jervis, at
the: bedside, squared himaself, the
thoupght in his mind obvious in his face.
A'l through the household, suspicion
wns fastened on  the captain.  Sir
Richard, leaning oo his  propped
pillows, did not stir. But his face paled

LR, |

I

a little, and the clowd darkened on his
brow. 'The sight of his brother scemed

painful to him, though it caused him no
‘alarm.

Captain  Ravenspur  was  about  to
stride into the room. But he paused,
o bitter look on his face, Ile conlid

read only too casily what was roeant
by the altitude of Nugent and Jervis:
nud behind him he heard the siep of a
Leylord constalile who was posted in
the corridor.

A burst of anger seemed Gmminent
but the captain calmed himsalf, 1o
lonkrd acress the reom at his hrother.

“May I cnfer, Dick i he asked,

"Came in, if yonr wish.” answered
thie Laronck, speaking with an «fforl.

'k caplain stepped into the room.

His glance went to Lhe bottla stand.
iy on the bedside table, and to the
wineglass aof water that Jerviz  hadd
wlready prepared. It wanted but a fow
peinutes to hali-past four,

e operned his lips to spoak, and
closed them again,  The wary look on
Jdervis’ sinooth, suave face, tho undis.
s hostility of Trank Nupgent, the
distress in the troubled face of the
bnronet, seemed to give him  pause.
iz own face paled a little.,  For n
few momends Lhere was  silenen:  and
when the caplain broke it his voice was
low.

"I am not trusted hero!™ he said,

Jervis coughed shightly, apologelic-
ally. IFrank Nugent's lip curled. Sir

Richard Ravenspur scemed aboyut to
speak, but remained silent.

It was upon his brother that Ceal
Ravenspur fixed his eyes. It was
obvious that for Nugent, and the valet,
he cared nothing.

“Dick! I've not given you cause to
distrust me—no real cavse, and that I
will swear! I hardly blame yon--1
know how it looks! But I-swear Lhat

I know mnothing of the aitempts that
have been made—that, bad brother as
I have been to vou, T would have stoad
botween you and
my life!"

your assailant with

I am—and probably
last night."

“I- -1 bLeliere you, Cecil! wd Sir
Richard slowly,

Captain Ravenspur gave a
hard laugh,

“¥ou wmeran, yoit wiil lry to beliece
mr: bt in your heart van doald miy

shiort,

pootl failbh.  Well, Jel it go ol that, 1t
wias not to talk of tlas that [ came
bere,"

There was the sound of a silvery
chime. ‘It wnas }I;’l!f—pﬂ."jt fonr, .h'-r'l.'i::,
wilh a careful hand, measured out the
medicine from the bottla.

As e was handing the wineglass to
the barcnect, Captain Ravenspur made
another step forward.

“Hiop!™ he said.

Jervis planced roundd.

“What do you mean, Cecil ¥ ashed
Hir Richard, a little teshily, “ It 1=
{iie for me o take thes meedicine, on
the dector’e insfructions.”

“Slop, I sayt” .

HBir Iichard was halding out lis hand
for the wineglass. “LThe valet handed
it to him.

Captain Ravenspur seemed to hesi
tate, in doubt. T'hen, as Sir Richard
ratsed the glass to his lips, tho capiain
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sprang abruptly forward, and struek i*
from his hand.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Danger |

RASIH!

q L'he smashing of the wine-
glass, as it steuck the Roor,
was not lend, but it had an

effect almost of thunder in the silent

root,
3ir Richard Ravenspur, slartled,
amazcd, sat staring at his  Lrother,

Jervis seemoed to be rooted to the loor.

*The man who brought that medicine was an impostor,™
said Caplain Ravenspur.
the same man who fired at my brother
“ The—the murderer, sir ¥ ** gasped Packlngton.
The next moment thé butler staggered, and crashed against
the bedside fable, sending the beitle crashing to the Hoor.

(See Chapter 11.)

* No more doctor’s assistant than

Vrank had sprone towgeds the captain
as he approached the baronet; but he
stoppeddl now. staring. Far  soma
seconds, after the brenking of the glass,
there was a fense silence.

Sir Bichard broake it

“Llectl, are you ool ¥

“I will prepare anolher glass, e
siid Jervis 1 Ians sefl voleo.

“Wait!” said Caplein Ravenspur.

“Ceeil, explain vourseli—"  ox-
claimed the  baronet  impatiently.
“What does this conduct mean, if you
are in your right sensesi"

“1 will explain. said the captain

quictly. “And I nust explain befora
_1-'mtkl:n.kn o8 «dose of that onedicine,
Dick."

“And why

“PRegause [ suspeet that Lthere may Lo
danper 10 it

“You suspect danper in a medicing
sent me by iy own medical altendant,
by the humla of his assistont?®
extlaimed Sir Hichard.

" Precisely.™

“Absurd!l Really, Cecil—"

(Continued on poge 10.)
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THE UNSEEN FOE!

|Continued from page 13.)

Jervis, with the boitle in his hand,
hesitated. He looked inguiringly at his
master; ‘but Bir Richard's ®yes were
fizxed on the captain. Fraok looked on
in utter wonder,

“Who was ‘the man who left here 2
fcw mioutes ago?” asked Captain

Ravenspur. .

“4 Mr. Payne,” answercd the
baronet. “Dr. Wood's assistant.”
“B0 I learned from James, down-
stairs,” said the captain. “That is
why ‘I lhurried here. Dr. Wood's
assistant 15 a . young man named

Horrocks, Dick.”

“br. Payno i3 a new assistant,” said
Sir Richard impatiently. **Really, I
fail to follow you. Jervis, prepare the
medicine."

“Dick! I tell you that there mnay be
danger in that bottle!” exclaimed the
captain. “I tell you that I drove back
through Leyford only half, an  hour
ago, and saw Dr. Wood—"

“Weall?”

"Ho said nothing of having sont his
gssistant herc this afterncon—I do not
beliove for one moment that this Mr.
FPuyne has any connection with Dr.
Wood at all”

¥ Copill”

“When I learned from James that
Dr. Wood's assistant, Mr. Payne, had
been to seo you, and was just leaving,

I suspocted {rickery at ance. I tell
you, Lick, that man never came from
Dr. Wood.”

“Why should such a trick be
played 7 exclaimed Sic Richard. * Do
you mean—" )

“1 mean, that if that :aan is not
Dr. Wood's assistant, he is the man
‘who fired at you yesterday, and

sttempted to reach you In this room
last night,” said Captain Ravenspur.

“ Impossthle 1"

“Good heavens!" breathed Nugent,

He was gazing blankly at Captain
Kavenspur.

The baronct motioned to Jervis to
place the bottle on the table again.

“Cecill You eay you saw and spoke
with Dr. Wood in Leyford this after-
noon—--"

“Little mors than half
E-E'U'-“

“Mr. Payne stated that the doctor
hod been called away for an opera-
tion," said tho baronect slowly.

“No doubt: ho had to pive somo
reazon for his call.  Dre. Wood cer
tainly was not called nway this after
noon, for he ia now at home.”

Sir Richard breathed quickly.

“Diek 1" exclaimed the eaptain. “In
the namo of common sense, will you,
in the present circumstances, trust yvour
lifa in the hands of & strunger, on liz
bare word that he is empleyed by your
mothical man 7’

“That iz not how the matter standas.
Dr. Wood talephoned that he was send-
g his assistant, Mr. Payne.”

he captain started.

“The doctor himselfl telephonod ™

“Certainly.”

“Dut yon could not have faken the
eall—you have not been down—"

“1ackington took the call”™

“I—1 do not understand,” said the
captain., *“Packington should know the
doctor’s wvoice. till, it is paossible
that he waa deceived, not locking for
any trickery on the telephone. 1k,
whoever it was telephoned to Packing
ton, it was not Dr. Wood. I am sure
of thnt. This Mr. Payne is not his
aseistant—I am sure of that, too! Dick,
there is treachery at work, end on my
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an hour

soul and consctence I believe that there
is death in that bottle!”

Sir Richard shivercd slightly.

“I cannot believe that you are right,
Ceoil,” he said, after a long pause.
" Packingtom could scarcoly have been
deceived,  as you suggest, by some
trickster on the telephone. But—"

“Uncla!” exclaimed Nugent., “You
must not risk it—you must not touch
it tilt Pr. Wood comes—"

Sir Richard smiled faintly. .

“ After what my brother haz said,
Frank, T should not. be likely to let
that medicine pass my lips till Dr.
Wood has been here,” he said.  “I
eannot  believe that you are right,
h“t_-"“

“Let the bottle romain, as it stands,
until Dr. Wood calls this evening.”
said the captain earnestly. “Im the
meantime, I will telephone to the
doctor and ask him whether he sent
this Mr. Payne here.” He paused, at
an involuntary look on the baronet’s
faco. “I had forgotten that 1 am no
longer trusted in this house,” he added
bitterly. “Let your nophew, Erar:h:_:
telephone. ¥ou can take his word,

Sir Richard glanced at Frank
Nugent. :

“1}o as my brother suggests, Frank.”

“Yos, uncle. Dut—" Nugent hes-
tatod. So deep was his distrust of the
captain, that he feared that this might
be some trick to get him out of the
Laronet's room. .

I will come with you, boy!™ smid
Ua?ta.in Ravenspur guictly.

“Yery well 1" said Frank.

Ha quitted the room
caplain.

Sir Richard waited,

His evea restedd on the boitle that
stood on the bedside table. 1f it was
possible that his brother waa right,
thera was death in the pale liguid it
contained. Wae it possiblef

Ha waited with a sct,
Five minutes c¢lapsed
MNugent came back.

His face was startled.

“Well 7" smid Sir Hichard.

*Dr. Wood is at howe, uncle,” said
Nugent. *He says he was not called
away for an operation this afternoon
ang—-=>

“ Yozt sald Sir Richard, compress-

with thke

rava faco.
ora IFrank

1

ing his lips. _
“ And that he has no assistant named
Payne—"

" Good gad!”™

“ And—and he says you are not to
touch anything that may have been
given by any person pretending teo
have eome from him."

Sir Richard drew a deep breath.

“T3r. Wood is coming over,” added
Frank. “le scemed very much
alarmed by what [ told him of Mr.
Payne. [lo wished the muedicine to be
kept carefully for him to sce when he
arrives.”

*You will see that Ehat Latlle is kept
for Dr. Wood, Jervis"

“Certainly, sir.”

2ir Richard Ravenspur leaned back
on his pillows. Ihs fine old face was
whita and worn. There could be no
doubt, now, that his hrother's warn-
ing had saved him from a new danger
—that the man Pavne was an impostor,
either & confederate of the assassin, or
tho assassin himself. And the one
fram whom the warning had come, the
warning that had saved him, was the
onge whom he had doubted—his brother.

“TFrank!” said Bir Richard at last.
“Where 18 my brother 7"

“He went to the billiards-room.™

“Ask him to come to me”

In a few minutes Captain Ravenspur
entered the room. He came to the
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bedside, & faint smile on his face. Sir
Richard did .not speak—he held out
his hand, and his g:nthar grasped 1t
In that grasp of the hand all doubt
and distrust wore banished.

e S

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Discovery !
I*NDTH[HG!" said DBob Chorry.

- *The nothingfulness 13
terrific.”
“ Mothing here !
Harry Wharton.

The four juniors had returned b
the ruined lodge i the park. They
had searchaed through i, snd found
many signs of previous searchers there.
But nothing else rewarded them.

The cld floor of cracked flags, over-
grown with moss, the remains of pid
stone walls, hung With creepers, were
all that met the eye. The roof w.,
entirely gone, and overhead, thy
branches of trees wad & roof of frl),.
age, Ug and ddyn ar. Tlaod about
the old hunting-lidee, the four juniors
rooted, bLul the gesult was e blank.
1f the murdered man with the scar had
been hidden there, there was no trace
of such a thing, neither was there any
sign of what “John Snth ™ had bcen
“up to® in the old ruin. And even
Hurreo Jamset Ram Siugh, whe re
garded the sandy-haired wyoung man
with deep suspicion, began to think,
like his ehums, that the young man had
only been drawn there hy idle curi-
osity, and had given a {alse name amad
address because he had been cavght
trespassing.

The juniors left the old lodze at
Jast, and walked back towards the
Uranpge.

They had spent a considerable time
rooting about the old hunting-lodge,
and it was past five o'clock when they
left it. About & quarter of 2 mile
from the old ruin, in sight of the
house, they came on Inzpector Cook,
standing vnder the becches in a grassy
ricdo, tolking to Joyece, the head-kecper.
As the four schicolboys came in asight,
thoe inspector left Joyee, and came
towards themn, and they atopped.

“You've got over Lhat {_-rm:lv:, Master
Wharton ¥ he asked genially.

“Only a bit of a head-ache,” eaid
Harry.

“You've been searching jo the park
again¥"”

“ Yes," '

The juniors cxpecled Inspector Conk
te smile. DBut his ruddy face was
vary scrions. Hitherto, the Leylord
inspeetor had locked on the scheol
Lboys' story of the man with the scar,
with doubt, if not with actual dis-
belicf. But they could sce that a
chanpe had occurrcd.

“"T'o tell rou the truth, voung gentle-
men, 1 think I owe you something of
an  apology,” said Inspector ook
frankly, " You will admit that ihn
stary vou told me of the events of the
plher night was a slrange one, wnrd
the disnppearanee of the murdered man’s
Lody made it seem--bem --well, some-
thing like a tomance. Jut since then

wr

agreed

[——

“We pave vou the facts, lnspeetnr
Conk,” snid Iarry Wharton quictly.

“I am suro of that—now.”™

“Oh!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, “and
why—"

“What has happencd sinee has eon-
vinced me” said the nspecior. " Fir
Ttichard Ravcuspur's lifle has  been
sttempted —there is & murderer  af
large, somewhere close to the Grango,
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if not within it. That gives a very different colour to the
matter.”

“That's 50, said Harry, with a nod. “And but for the
attempt on Sir Richard’s life, you wounld have gone on
believing that our story of the man with the scar was a
romance.

Inspector Cook coughed.

“ Possibly, ™ he said—"'possibly-—unless the bhody was
found; and no discovery of it has been made, as you know.
However, let that pass, The two cvents takgn together
Iy.;wn a very different aspect. The man who tried to kill
Sir Richard Ravenspur may well have had something to
I'-L-zar}flrnm a man who knew him—who was coming here to
HOD T ——

“Tho man camo from Australia,” said Bob; *that would
ncan—"

,“That the mmrderer may be a man from the other
side of the globe, t00,” said Inspector Cook, “A man he
had known out there,”

He knitted his brows.

" You stated that the man with the scar used the name
of ‘Black Edgar.' You are sure about that?”

‘Quite sure,” sald Dob,

“1It fits together,” said the inspoctor muzingly.

“What does?” asked Dob.

The inspector did not answer that guesbion. Tt was
ebvious that some theory had formed in hiz mind, in which
the murder of the Awstralian, and the attempt on the
baronet’s life, and the name of Black Edgar, fitted togother
like the parts of a puzzle. But it was equally obvious that
he had no intention of taking the schoolboys inte his confi-
dence on tho subjeet,

“IF you young gentlemen should chance upon anything,
report to me at once,” said Inspector Cook., **The simallest
incident—anything—-—""

“In that ease, we bave something
Wharton,

* What is that ?*

Wharton told of the sandy-hatved young man in the old
hunting-lodge.

An alert gleam came into the inspector's eyes

“TI zearched the old lodge vesterday,” he said.
was to be found there. The man you mention may have
been only some curious meddler; but if you know the
shortest way to the place, guide me there. I wish I had
eccn Mr, John Smith ; but if you interrupted him there, it is
possible that he may return.”

“I fancy he was leaving when we happened on him,”
saigd Harry., *Dut it's only a short walk to the place.”

The juniors walked back 1n the direction of the old lodge
with the Leyvlord inspeetor. Inspeetor Cook did not uiter
EE wm']d as they went, and his ruddy brow waes wrinkled in
thought,

“‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!” {:{'aculated Bob Cherry suddenly.

Through an opening of the trees, within a hundred varvds
ef the old lodge, appearcd for a moment the figure of the
;und:i;-imlrud young man who had given the name of John
st h,

it appearcd only for a moment, then the man caught sight
of the party, and darted away among the irees,

“Come on!™ yelled Bob Cherry, in great excitement.

A glimpse was had of the running man again, as he tore
inte the tungled, shadowed path that led through the
thickets towards the ruined lodge.

“IHe's making for the lodre again!™ gasped Wharton,
“We shall eorner him thers!”

He raced along the path, alicad of his chums. DBut they
were close on his heels as he dashed through the shattered
doorway and cutered the ruin.

There was o sound in the old lodge as he ran in, but
silence followed, and Wharton stared round him blankly,

“YWhere 1z he 7" pasped Johnny DBull,

“LGone!™ )

Pho ponchulness 13 terpfic!”
Bam Singh.

Y leardd bun ! exclumed Wharton, “"He can't be far
away., He munst have cut through that gap in the other
sielo. Come on b

Tle juniors vushed across the flagped foor, and out of
{he gap m the opposite wall, Tangled thickets lay beyond,
atd they plunged through, and come into a path. Dut
there was no zign of “John Bmith ' there, and they were
forecd to retnrn 10 the ruins,

The inspector was scouting abont the ruinz, scanning the
lagged stones of the old floor, and the broken stone Llocks
of the dismaniled walls. IIo glanced round at the school-
boya,

“You've not seen bim 17

Mo, sald Harry Lreathlesslv,  “He's got elear! 1 was
{airly on his heels when he van through this ruin, but he got
clear somelow,™

“He ran through 2" asked Inepector Cook,

(ontinucd on parege 18.)

to report,” s=aid

“ Nothing

panted Hurrece Jamsct
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THE UNSEEN FOE!

(Continucd from page 17.)

“He must have! I am certain he
entered by the doorway—I heard him—
but he was gofic when I got in."

Inspector Cook did not answer. He
was moving about the old ledge,
tapping the m-n-:s-gla_-an fags with the
end of his stick, The juniors watched
him for some minutes, puzzled, and
then Wharton guessed what was 1n the
Levford inspector’s mind.

“My bat!” he murmured. "If there
ghould be some secret hiding-place
here——  It's possible, the place is
centurios old——*

“Let's look I said Bob.

Evidently the inspoctor was tapping
the old flags in the hope of being re-
warded by a hollow sound. But every
fisg sounded hard and firm under his
tapping, and he desisted at last. Dob
Cherry, groping emong the ivy that
clambered over the crumbling wall,
gave & sudden well

His chums rushed to him at once.

“"¥ou've found something, Bob?

“ Look!"

“My hatl”

The juniors stared hlankly at what
Bob held up in his hand. It was a
pair of horn-rimmed spectacles.

“What & find!" gazped Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ These specs don't h&lnn‘g to that
sandy merchant,” he said. “ He never
wore specs. Some other ipgquisitive ass
has been here—"

“Giva them to me!” zaid Inspector
Cook.

Bob handed the horn-rimmed specta-
eles to the Leyford inspector. The
juniors watched him a3 he curiously
examined them, and they saw a grim
smile come over the ruddy fnce.

“The man whe called :iliﬂ]jﬂ‘if John
Smith did not wear glasses!” asked
the inspector.

IIND.JJ‘

“ Neither did the man who wore these
need glasses,” said Inspector Cook.
“Tho lonses ars made of plain glass,
eud would be of no use, except to a
man with normal sight. They have
been used obviously for purposes of
disguise, by a man unaccustomed to
wearing spectacles.’”

“0h1” exclaimed the juniors together.

“Thank wyou very muach, astor
Cherry,” said Inspector Cook. 1 will

keep these glasses—which Mr. John
amith dropped in his haste. Mr, John
Smith evidently has had occasion to
dizguise himself at zome time—a pair
of horn-rimmed pglasses being part of
the ontfit. This discovery may be im-
portant, and you boye will be careful
to say nothing sbount it."™

“ 0O course,” said Harry, “Excepting
Nugent, of course—we've no sccrels
from one another, sir”

Inspectar Cook smiled.

“1 allow that exception,™ he said.
He gave a last searching look about the
rains. “We may as well go now—
nothing more will be found here—at
presont.”

The last words were .uttered in a
significant tone, Inspector Cook left
the ruined I#ge, and the juniors
followed him. fnspecmr Cook’s brow
was more thoughtful than ever as hea
E:Iked to the Grange with the school-

%hﬂ juniors would have given a good
deal to know of what he was thinking.

They had no doubt that the Leyford
inspector had formed some theory that
roverad zll the koown facts which,
taken zeparately, were so perplezing.
But it would, of course, have been use-
s to ask the inspector any questions.
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Inspector Cook was hurrying, as if in
haste to reach the houss, which =ur-
prized the juniors a little, as his maove-
mentz hitherte had been characterized
by anything but rapidity. ' But sinco
the finding of the horn-rimmed glasses
in the ruin, the inspector had shown
every sign of haste.

He was puffing for breath when they
reached the Grange. Inspector Cook
was a ruddy, plump gentlem#in, un-
accustomed to rapid movements, and he
had walked fast all the way from the
lodge in the park to the house. And
immediately he reached it, he hurried
up the stairs to Sir Richard Raven-
SPUT'S TOOMI.

“Cooky's got hold of something!”
Bob Cherry murmured to his comrades,

“Or thinks he has!¥ gaid Johnny
Dull. “Blessed if I ean see what the
hurey's for.”

“The, seafulness is not terrific!” con-
fessed Hurree Jumset Ram Singh.

“lat's %:} up, anvhow,” said Harry.

And the four juniors followed
Inspector Cook to Sir Richard Raven-
Epur's room.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Broken Boitle.

BANK NUGENT, sealed by
F the baronet's window, had his
book on his knees, but ho was
not looking at ik. His eyes
were on Captain Ravenspur, who
sat ab the bedside in conversation with
his brother. On the bedside table stood
the bottle containing the pale liguid
Ieft by the man who had called himself
Dir. Wood's assistant, and who was now
known beyond doubt to have becn ‘an
impostor., Nupent was eyeing the
captain in strange doubt. I]‘yir. proved
that tha bottle contained poison. there
could be no doubt that the captain had
saved his brother’s life from a third
attempt. DBut if that was the case,
what became of the juniors' suspicions
of Cecil Ravenspur?

The man who had saved him could
rat be the man who had twice
sttempted his life; or, if it was so, it
was ond Nugent's understanding.
When 'ﬁ"rn Wood arrived, 1t would be
cstablished whether the bottle con-
tained = deadly potion, but Nugent had
no deubt that it would prove so. In
that  case, Captain  Ravenspur’s
dramatic intervention had saved his
brother from the assassin. Nugent's
mind was almost iIn a whirl with
wonder and doubt, but from Sir
Richard's -mind, at all events, the last
doubt had been banished. Hiz manner
to his yvounger brother was confident,
affectionate, and it was clear that he
had taken himself severely to task for
ever having allowed doubt te creep into
his mind.

* Packington should be gquestionod."
Frank heard the captain's voice across
the spacious room.  “ Pachington is to
blame, Diek. He should have known
that it was not Dr. Wood's voice he
heard on the phene”

Hir Richard shook his head.

“I cannot blame Packington,” ho
said, “ He was, naturilly, not on the
look out for such a trick, and voices,
too, often sound gquite different on the
glt-f;iwm}. Packington is not to blame,

ectl.

“Ha should be questioned, at all
events, and warned to be more careful,”
F?'un_t.&d the eaptain. “ Let me ring for
1i .

“I think he is still
Ceeil—the poor fellow has one of his
attacks to-day,” said Sir Richard. ** Bat
T will tell James {0 send him up as soon
as e appears.”

in his room,

THE MAGNET

It was some little timo later that the
Lbutler appeared in the baronet's room.
Ho came in, with his limping but

noiseless tread, and Sir Richard
beckoned him to the bedside.
Packington's manner was deeply

nnologetic.

“I am truly sorry, =ir,” he said, in
hiz zoft, woell-modulated volee. “*James
has told me that you wished to sce me,
sir—-="

“Quite so, Packington.”

“Had I known, sir, 1 should have left
my room ot once, though wy head was
certainly very bad,” said the butler.
“T fear, sir, that I am not so uscful to
you ns I should desire to be. 1 feel
that I imposc upon vour kndness and
generosity——"

“Mothing of the kind, Packington!”
faid Sir Richard. “Youn have & right
to every consideration, my good fellow.
I hope you are fecling better now,” he
addad kindly,

“Perfectly, sir: I have had eeveral
hours of sound sleep, Bir Richard.”
said  Packington. “DBut I am  well
aware, sir, that in any other situation
I should never meet with such kind-
ness——"

“ Nonsense, nonscnse!”  esaid  the
baronct, “Say no more about that,
Packington, 1 wish to ask you about

the telephene eall you received, whicl
you fauncied to e from Dr. Wood"

The butler raised his eycbrows.

“It was from Dr. Wood, sir.” |

“ 1t appears that it was not, Packing-
ton. ou were decelved by some
impostor using the dpetor's name.”’

‘ackington started violently.

“I—I do not understand, sir!" he
stammered, “I—I ccrtainly sup
that it was Dr. Wood spesking—the
name of Dr. Weod was given, and 1
had no suspicion—not the shightest——"

“ Nevertheless, you were deccived,”
said Captain Ilm-{snsﬂur brusguely,

“It is true that the telephone was
buzzing,n good deal, and at such times
it is difficult to rccognisc voices,” said
Packington. “ But may I ask, sir, what
Eives {Du the impression that it was not
Dr. Wood whe was speaking? Jamces
has told me that the doctor's assistant
las called, as arranged by the doctor
when he rang up—"

“The doctor's sistant turns out to
be an impestor!” smapped Caplain
Ravenspur., “ And no one here has the
slightest doubt that the medicine ha
pretended to bring from  Dr. Wood
containg poison.”

o F{}iﬂﬂrﬁﬁ sir?" gasped the butler.

His face was white, :

“Poison!” grunied the coptain.

“ But—but—" stammered Packing-
ton. “His ecyes went to the bottie on
the table. There was, for the moment,
a scared look on his face. “1s it pos-
sible, sir——" he stammered.

“MNot only possible, but true, .I arm
afraid, Packington,” said Sir Richard
gravely. “You must on snother ooca-
sian  take covery ecare not to be
deeoived —" ]

“ post  certainly,  sir! I never
dreamed—" ; _

“Quite s0, Do not think that I

Llame vou in any wa¥. DPackington,”
said Sir Richard., * XNeither s 1t yeb
established  that the bottle contains
poisen, though T can have little doult
of it. az i1t was brought here by an
bnpostor.  We shall know for certamn
when Lr, Wood arrives.”

“Put—but  the Dan called,
SIr—"" . ]

“An  impestor ! growled Captain
Ravenspur. “No more the doctor’s
assistant than I am—and probably thoe

whao

saie man who fired at my brother
last might.” s
“The—the murderer, sir?” gasped

Packington.



EVERY SATURDAY.

“TUndoubtedly, in my opinion.”

" “Hold him, Cecill” exclaimed Sir
Richard, nas the butler swayed. Bud
before the captain could reach him
Packington staggered and fell, erashing
on the bedside tahble.

“Look out!” yelled the captain,

But it was too late,

The table spun over under the crash,
the botlle fell te the floor, and was
smashed into a score of fragments.

“¥Y¥ou fool! roared the captain.

“Clently, Cecil!” exclaimed _Sir
ﬁ;:nlrur&* “Packington i3 ill=help
un |*?

The walet ran forward and assistoed
Fackington to his feet. The butler
leaned heavily on his shoulder.

“Bir Richard, I—1 c¢an only say I
am §rry—— [—I—a sudden weakness
—my old wound—-" stammered
Packington,

“It 1z nothing,” said Sir Richard.
“Help Fackington to his room, Jervis.
The doctor had better sec you when he
colls, Packington. Not another word,
my pood fcllow—go!™

"You are too kind to me, siz!”
faltered Packington, and he left the
room, still lesning heavily on the
sympathetic Jervis,

Claptain Davenspur muticred an oath
as ho picked wp the bedside table, and
scowled at the fragments of broken
glazs on the floor.

“There poes  the  evidenco”
growled, “"That clumsy fool—"

“Coma, come, Ceeil]l The poor fellow
iz not to blame,” said Sir Richard. “Ha
wans In a nervous state, and the news
of what had bappened hore overcame
him. The poor [ellow thinks that he is
ta blame for having been deceived by
that telephone call "

“IIc was to blame.”

“I do not agree, Ceeil,”

A few minutes later Jervis came
back, X

“How is Packington, Jervrs®" asned
the barenet, )

“Ho 15 lying down now, sir: ho
gcems very  upset,”  said Jer s
*Inspector Cook is here now, siv, and
wicthes to gee. you—"

“Tet him in at once.”

Inspector Cook, breathing howrd and
decp, with a ruddier colour than ever
in his plump  face, cama in.  ITe
advanced gquickly to the baronet’s bed-
eida.

“"¥ou are zale,
snid, panting.

La

Sir Richard ¥ Lo

*Quite,” sayd the baronct, with =
gmile,
“"Ther nothing  has  happoened—sn

far?” szald the inspector, in a ione of
velich, " Very pood ™

“Bomething has happened ! snapped
the captain, with a very intmical look
at the Leoyford inspector. *"While vou
have keen on your wild-gonose chases,
Mr. Cook, my brother has cowe within
an ace of being poisoned.”

“What?” hooted the inspector.

He srared at Sir Richard, In o §ow
words the barenct told him of the visit
of the pretended assistant of Dr. Wand
of Leylord.

"And the medicine ¥ oxelaimed the
mspector. " You have prescyveed g8

“Unfnrh:enut&]:,r,‘ thoa Toltle has bLieen

destrayed by accident,” answered ithe
baronet.

"By accident?”

14'1"'&3‘!?

Mr, Coole uttered a sound Jike =«
snort.

"I should like to kpoow how ihat
accident  happened!” he  grunted.

“Accidents lithe that, zir, should not
be allowed to happen. I take it that
yow, sir, were not the cause of the
accidont ¥

"Meo," saild Sir Rickard,

“"Captain Ravenspur—-"

The captain laughed.

"ot at all, my dear Mr. Cook. I
am truly serry to disappoint yew, but
I had nothing te do with the accident.”
.Mr. Cook glanced at him. Then hia
attention returned to the baronet. It
was evident that the Leyford inspector
was labouring under some deep exeite-
ment; suppressed, but very vizible.

“I will tell you this, 8ir Richard,”
he said. “A man has been found lurk-
g in the park this afterncon. Ho fled
and disappeared; and in hiz  haste

dropped o pair of horn-rimmed glasses

of a kind that ¢an only have been used
for purposes of disguize.
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“Good gad!” said Inepector Cook,
The astonishment and dismay in his
ruddy face were so evident, that the
baronet smiled, and Captain Ravenspur
burst into & laugh; and Frank Nugent
could not help prinning. Jervis
coughed behind his hand. -
“Packington I repeated Tnspector
Cook. "Oh, you are sure of this, Sir
Richard. It iz net & matter for
making mistakes,” )
"1 am quite sure of it,” said Sie
Richard, *Packington is unwell to-dey
—ono of his nervous attacks—and he

fell half-fainting and unfortunately u
and destroved ﬁg

set  tha
botile——

table

' 8ir Richard must-not iouch what Is in that bottle ! ** panfed Captaln Ravenspur.

*““ The medicine bhas been tam

was meant for him, Heaven help me 1%

red with, and I have swallow

the polson that
Wharton & Co. sprang forward

to caich the eapiain hefore he fell. (See Chapler 14.)

“Vau have described (his pretended
Ale, Payne os a man wearing horn-
chmmed glasses. Obvicusly he iz the
samie man. From the times you have
stated, Lie wes at the lodge in the park
a short time before this My, Fayne
arvived here—he was thero apgain o
shork timg after this Mr. Payne lofb
vou.  He was in disguise when he
anlled en you in horn-timmed glasses;
he was, I belleve, in disguise when the
schoclboys saw him In the park, 1in a
sandy wiz snd moustache. I believe,
sir, thak he is the man who has now
ithtce thines attempled your life. I
demand to know, =sir, who cavsed the
arcident that destroved the hoitle con-
{eining what was zlmost cortainly a
prisonous dranght”

“My butler,” said Sir Richard.

1:11";]13‘_?;1

"My butler, Yackmmgton.”

“Packineton " repeated the inepecior,
stupeficd,

Y ¥en"

“He did not receive a push, or any-
thing of that kindi"™ asked the in-
spector, like a man catching at straws,

“He did not, sir!™ snid the baronct
haughtily,

A sheer accident, thent”

" Perfoctly s0.”

TA wery unfortunate one, at all
events,” sard tha inspector tartly., “Tha
evidencn in that bottle, sir, might have
rnabled the perdon whe concocted it to
Lo braced | MNow 1k 15 gone. It 15 most
unfortunate, ™

“And Packington, 1f vou guestion
him, will uwndaou !-ﬂdl-.‘f tell you that I
did not puzh him,” smiled Captain
Ravenspur,

Inspectar Cook made no reply to
fhat. Ho left Bir Richard's room
without ancther word, obviously very
much puzzled and disturbed.  Harry
Wharton & Co., at the doorway, glanced
at him curiously as he passed; but the
inspector did not speak, or heed them,
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He went down the stairs, slowly and
heavily, looking hke a man who had

been defented.
PR N

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In Doubt!

£ ACKINGLON 1"

P L1 Sir I'?

*1 should like a few words
with gou ("

“1 am gquite at your service, =ir,”
said Packington, his eyes for a moment
dwelling with keen curiosity on In-
spectar Caok. :

The summer evening was closing in.

Harry Wharton & CUo, were 1 the
hall, standing at one of the tall win.
dows, looking out at the park in the
sunset, and conversing in low toneca
They glanced round as they heard Mr.
Cook speak—they had not heard tho
silent step of the butler aa ke appeared.

Thoe Famous Five were in a somoewhat
tronbled mood.

Captain  Favenspur was with his
braother, reading aloud to the baronet
as he sat up o bed.

No one else sus with them: even
Jervis had been dismissed, the baronct
irsisting that he needed rest.

[t was plain that Sir Richard
dosired to show to all whom it miglt
concern that his faith in his brother was
urbounded. e had allowed doubt to
ereep 1nto his mind; but 1t was wh-::‘t!j.'
bunished now, and be reproached him-
goll bitterly for baving entertained it
for a moment.

Frank WNugent and his chuma could
not feel st ease.  And they could see
that Mr. Cook still regarded the cap-
tatn with the samo distrust as beforo.

IHe had not left the house. T'wo con-
stables were posted in the Grange, and
it was understood that Mr. Cook was to
remain all night as well as his men.
That the inspector was in expectation
of some development was not hard to
guess, The juniors had a feeling of
sounething impending—of disaster in the
air. They had intended to take turns
in the duty of walching over Sir
Richard's salety. Fiut the baranct,
though kind and courteous, had heen
firm—he was determined to let all the
houschold see that he tiusted his brother
absolutely.

“Captain Ravenspur 15 with 8ir
Richard now, I think?"” the inspector
went on, addressing the butler,

“Yes, sir; he is reading the evening
paper fo him,” gaid Packingion.

“And no ono elze?”

““No, sir, by Sir Richard's own in-
structions. T am to take Captain Ravens-
apur's place at nine o'clock, sir,” said
Packington. " 8ir Richard has insisted
upon Jervis going to bed, as he is to
rcmain up at wicht.”

The inspector grunted,

“8Bir Richard iz master here,” he
snid, evidently dissatisfed. © Now,
Tackington, I want you teo tell me
exactly how that bottle of medicine
came ta be destroyed. Dr. Wood has
been here, but, of course, could tell us
nathing eoncerning it, az every drop of
the liguid had been spilled. You see
yourself how very uwopfortunate 1t was™

“Quite, sir” said Packington. ©I
shall never forgive mvself, sir, for my
clumsiness, But Captain Bavenspur's

sutlden communication so  startled
EE e

The juniers saw the inspector draw
# guick breath,

“Captain Ravenepur startled you,
Packington, and coused the accident®”
he exclaimed.

“MNot intentionally, of course, rir,”
sxid tha butler hastily “The srhole
affair was a sheer mecident. T was in
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a somewhat nervous and upset state
sir; and when Captain Ravenspur told
mo &0 suddenly of the attempt on my
master’s life by poison, I was so startled
that I was, for the moment, guite over-
come, As it happened, I was standing
with my hand resting on tho bedside
table, and so—so0 it happened, sie”

The ina?mtﬁr‘a eves gleamad.

“What I desired to know was whether
Captain Ravenspur was even remotely
responsibla for the accident,” he said.

“In 8 way, B'r, vet; but, of courss,
guite unintentionally,” said the butler.

“Possibly,” said the inspector dryly.
“ At all ovents, the botile was smashed,
and no avidenca remaoined of what it
had contalned.”

“That is unfortunately frue, sic.”

“&ir Richard's confidence in Captain
Ravenspur  appears to be absolutely
complete now, Packington™

“ Absolutely, sic.”

“Dwing to his intervention when Sir
Richard was about to take the modicine
from Jarvis.”

. Owing to that. sir.”

And it is useless to ii\-g him
counsel,” said the inspector, biting his
lip. *“Hae will listen to nothing.™

“The incident has guite restored his
confidence, sir,” said Packington. “I
should never venture to suggest to him,
sir, that the whole affair of the pre
ternded doctor's assistant and the bottles
of medicime wea a—hem !—comedy
arranged for the very purpose of restor-
mg hia confidence.”

T'he inspector started.

“Then you have thought of that, too,
Puckington 1" |

Evidently Br. Coock had thought of
it.

Packington coughed apologetically.

_ *I would not mention it, sir, excepth
in your presence, and that of these
young gentiemen who aro devoted to my
master,” he said. “1I trust you do nob
think I have .taken a liberty, sir.”

“Cortainly not. T think you are a
very keen fellow, Packington,” said the
inspoctor.  * The whals thing, of course,
was staged to bring about the very state
of affairs now existing.”

“I should not like to say that T think
zo, sir; but if that is your opinion it
certainly confirms what has passed
through my mind,” said the butler.
“Although it is not, perhaps, my place
to say g0, I do not wholly trust Cap-
tain Ravenspur. My devotion to a very
kind master must be my exense for what
ey secrmn A liberty on my part. 1
have received so many kindnesses from
Sir Richard that I cannot think with
calmness of his danger from an un-
scropulous enemy.”

“1 shounld like some words with you
in private, Packington.™

*Certainly, #irl  Perhaps you will
come to my room.”

Tha inspector followed Packinglon,
leaving the Groviriars fellows exchang-
ing glances, What the butler had
suggested was a new idea to the juniors.

“Is that 147" said Mugent, in a low
voice. ' That man Payne—whoever ho
was—wis he pul up e it by the cap-
tain 7"

“[ooks like it,” said Dob. " Anvhow,
the result has been to bring about the
very state of affairs that the captain
wanted—if he .means mischief™

Y Ropt——" gaid MNugent slowly.

Ho shook his head.

**1 can sea what IPackington thinks,
and what Mr. Cook thinks.” he said.
“But it doewn’t Gt together, to my mind.
I—1 think we've made a mistake about
ﬂuPtai:1 Favenspur.”

“1 don't like your uncle being alone
with him,” said Harry.

“No: I don't like that,” confessed
Nugent. “I cun’t mnke it all out.
But=I'd rather my uncle did not run
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rigka. Still, if there was poison in tho
bottle there is no doubt that Captain
Ravenspur prevented my uncle from
taking it. That 13 quite certain—I was
there, and saw it all”™

“Dut if thero wasn't1" said Johnny
Bull slowly. *®If the whole thing was
harmless, perhaps only water, Aund then
the captain would be anxious to gt it
destroyed before the doctor camne, and
stowed up his game,*

“But it was Packington destroved it."

“According to what he says, the cap-
tain was the causo of it”

Mugent shook his head again.

“I can't make it out—it’s too deep for
me. But 1 admit I'm unessy shaut my
unele; though I don't distrust Cuptain
Rmremipur 23 1 did, Let's go up—at
least, Il go! I wani to be near my
uncle while the captain is with him."”

The juniors went up the stairs,

A Leyford constable was standing by
the window in the cerridor cutside Sir
Richard's room. The juniors paszsed the
baronet's door quictly; and caught a
murmur of the captains voice from

within. He was still reading sloud teo
l:iz brother.
Nugent hesitated, tapped at tho

door, and opened it.

Sir Richard, sitting up propped on

cushions in the old canopied bed,
lanced at ‘himn, and the captain
pwercd the “Evening Nows "™ for a

moment, and smiled ironically at the
Greyfriars junior.

“What iz it, Frank?” asked the
baronet guicetly.

Nugent coloured a little.

“I—I just leoked in, uncle. It will

be time for you to take your medicine
soon—the sootling draught Dre. Wood
left for you—"

~ “Packington has placed evervthing
in readiness, Frank; and my brother
will give me the medicine at half-past
eight,” said Sir Richard.

“I told Dr. Wood that I should give
it to you, uncle, ns Jervis will not be
here.”

“ ¥ou need not trouble, my boy.”

Mugent  etill  hesitated, and the
baronet, frowning lightly, meado =&
postura to diemiss him. I'rank closed
the door and rejoined his chums, with
t.?. dark and troubled expression on his
R,

“¥ou heard that?™ he sald, in a low
voice,

“¥pe," said Harry.

“It's asking for it=—if Captain
Ravenspur means mischief,” said Bob.
E“Iiﬁmd he does? growled Johnny

ull.

MNugent set his lips.

“I'mn going to bo prescnt when tha
medicine iz given,” he said. “I'll wait
here.”

And the juniors waited, an oecca
sional murmur of Captain Ravenspur’s
volee  reaching them as the minutes
slowly passcd.

——————

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Inspector’s Theory !
EHEPEETGR COOK glanced round,

with  zoma Jlittle interest, at

Puackington's room, a3 the butler

showed him info it. Packington’s
manner was civil, almost obsequions, as
if he realised that the Leyford officixl
was doing him a  considerable
honour.

It was a handsome room, with a
bed-room  adjoining, beth locking eut
over the gardens. The rcoms were in
the oldest part of the ancient house,
with oak panclling, black with age, on
tho walls. DBehind the panelling was
the solid stone of which all the older
part of the mansion was builf,
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The inspector sank into a deep chair.

“You ave comfortable quarters
here, Packington,” ha remarked,

“Very comfortable indeed, sir,” said
P:_mkinﬁtﬂn, remaining standing. " Sir
Richard is. a good master, sir.
Although I have been with him only
three months, I do not think he has
any servant more attached fto him."

“I am sure of it,"” said the inspoctor
cordially, “You are on the ground
floor here. The former butler, I
believe, had reorms upstairs.”

"Quite so, sir; but "—Packington
glanced down at his leg—"“s0 far as
possible, sir, and so far as is consistent
with my duty, I desire to avoid stairs,
and Sir Richard very kindly =allowed
ma ta select these rooms on the ground
floor. Moreover, I prefer to be near
the silver; there was, T have been told,
a burglary st the Grange before I
came.”

The inspector nodded.

“That 1 correct, Packington. 1 was
called in on the case,” ho said. “The
former butler was severely handled,
und Sir Richard retired him an a poen-
sion. Indeed, but for that scecurrence,
i supposze you would not be here”

“Then I cannot whelly regret it, sir,
for 1t has gained me an cexecllent
Lraster and &Sir Richard, I hope, o
l'ml;hfu_i butler,” said Packington. * Buf
you wished to speak to me about some-
thing, sirf"™

i 'fl:'es: Sit down, Packington.™

ackington sat down, on the odge of
& chair,

“You have been here only  theee
months, Packington; but, of course, you
are well acquainted with the building,”™
said Mr, Cack.

“I think so, sir."

“Have you any knowledpe of scerct
passages exigting in the Grange¥”

The butler started.

" Bocret passages, sic?"

“Yes, These old houses are often
full of them,” said the inspector. ™ And
in fact, that they exist, or did exist, is
u certainty. ‘There was a Ravenspur in
tho reign of Charles the First, who
vacaped fram the Roundheads by some
scceret passage, or so the story poes.”

ackington smiled faintly. .

“Bince I have been heve, sir, I have
heard some of the legends of the
Grange,” ho said. “DBut I have heard
nothuing of secret passages. Yorhaps it
iz nothing but a legend.”

1 think not,” said Mr. Cook quictly,
“for I have a very strong suspicion
that such a secrel passape was  wsed
only & few years ago, and by a mcwmber
of the Ravenspur fannly. You have
heard of Edgar Ravenspur, Sir
Richard's nophew i

The butler started again.

“1 hava heard of him,™ ho assertod,

“1 do not want to rake up diseredit
able old stories,” said the inspeetor.
“But lidrar Havenspur was o bad lat
—n thoroughly bad hat—not unlike
Captain Ravenspur, but decidedly worse
M Qvery resercct, ITia father was
killed in the War; ond Sir Richard
showed Kdgar every kindness, which ho
repaitl with the blackest ingratitude,
Finally he disappearcd—went abroad- -
angd nothing has sinee been heard o
bem, Dt "—Mr. Cook pavsed for a
moment — “tha matler  has  been
arranged since, and Kdgar Ravenspur
eonthd return lo Bogland in safety, 1if he
liked; but at the time ho had to run
for s lhiberty.”
- " Indeed, sir,” said Packington, look
ing very grave. “If you will exeuse
me, sir, I hardly think I ought to listen
to such details concerning a wmember of
my master's family.™
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“I have s rcason for mentioning it,
gaid the inspector brusquely. “You
will kindly give mo your atiention,
Packington.”

“Very good, sir,”

“In Emnt. of fact, Edgar Ravenspur
would have heen arrested, had he been
found here when the officers came,” said
Mr. Cook. "“He disappeared in the
nick of time, and no one knew how he
had escaped. At tho time, it occurred
ke me that he had used the old sccret
passage that his ancestor had used in
Stuart times. That is years ago, of
course; but the passage, if ho used it,
must he still in extstence. You know
nothing of ™

“ Mothing, sie”

“Youn are in such a position to in-
vestigate such 2 matter,™ said  Mr.
Cook. “1 need not tell you that it i=
your duty fo give me evory assistanes.”

“ Ay devotion to & kind master wonld
he suflicient for that, eir,” said Pack-
ington.  “I shall ecrtainly do every-
thing in my power. If you honour mo
with vour confidence you may rely upon
me abzointely,”

“It iz my intention to eonfide in van,

21

Packington, chiefly because I have nd
choice in the matter,” said Mr. Cock
bluntly., “The attempted murderer of
2ir Richard Ravenspur is in this house,
and hos, I believe, some secrcd menns
of entering and leaving it,”

“You amaze me, sir.”

“MNo doubt. But I have reasen to
believe that the man, whoever he may
be, left this house in secret this after-
noon in disguise: that he returned in
another disguise as Payne, the pretended
doctor's assistant, and after going
away i thg car, ho resumed his former
disguise, and returned to the house in
the samea secret woy”

“You—you think so,
Packington,.

“I have reasons to think so,” eaid
Alr. Cook: “and, if I am correct, s
zoeret passage ecxisiz from this housze to
the old hunting-ladpge in the park.”

Packingten  sat  staring ac
Islankly.

*1 have no doubt T have surprized
vonr"” st the inspeetor,

“YVou — you have,
Packington.

(Cantinued on ner? page)

gir 7" gasped

him

sir!”  paz:nped
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Always glad fo hear from you, chiums, so drap me a lina
fo the following addresx @ 1'he Editor, The ** Mugnet ™
Library, The Amalgemated Piess, Lid., Fleelveay House,

Farringdon Stregt, Lowdon,

NOTE.—All Jekes and Limericks should be sent to
c/e "Maznet." 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.)

CAN juet imagine how anxions you all

aro to got this week’s jssne of the

Magrry, for it contains thoe recond

part of our stupendous Free Gift
Madel Aeroplane, namely the propeller and
driving moechanismm.  Your plane onee
psrembled; all you've pot to do is to
attech the driving mechanmsm—a very
simple job 1 can assure you, chums, if only
you follow earefully the instructions given
on pages T pod 8 of this issue.

1 havrdly need ask if you are pleased with
the MagxpT aeroplane. In fact, I can
alraost hear you saying that it is the lineat
free gt ever presonted with sny boy's
}mpm"- A real achicvemont, what T 1t
wings home the faet once ngein that the
MagweT never fails to hold its head above
all other papers of its kind en the macket.
Here's to wishing you cvery sueeess with
your model.

Betore 1 put you wise to another new
feature 1 have in store, let’s have & laugh
with Jock Phillips, of 333, Deouglus Parade,
Williamstown, Melbourne, Victoria, Aus-
tralin, whe hos sent in the following
amusing joko :

THE DIFFERENCE.

The tfruaznt inspector ecalled on Mrs.
Wigga to ascertain why her son, Sammy,
was absenting himself Irom school.

** Well, he's thirteen years old
now,"’ explained Mrs. Wiggs,
“*and we think it's lime he
helped us to make a living.
Anyhow, he’s had enough edu-
cation."*

“But, madam,* interrupted
the inspector, ** I did not com=
plete my education till 1 was
twenty-live years old." 1

** May be so,”" agreed Mrs.

Wiggs, “‘but you mustn't 7
forget the izet that Sammy's
got brains [ M

A "Mappet™
poeket - knile has
Ieen ownrded to
Jaek for Lis winnine
- fTort,

The new feature
mentioned above jsa
scries of interesting
nrd instruetivo nrt-
eles on Y How fo
Fly " written by an
expert who Lknows
all there is about
the art of AfAying.
You'll find the fiyst
of theso in next
woek's MAGrET,

If you are hound for tho scaside thia
weel, ehuma, don’t forget to display vour
copy of the MAGNET prominently wher-
ever you go. If our representotive spots
you he'll ask yen to chooze a novel git
fromm the following: kites, windmills,
bulleons, mystery packets, and Hogs,

Ha much for that, then, Noaw far this
week's winning Limeriek which has won
for Clifford Kelly, of 4, Gamsten Road,
Abbeydale, Bheflickd, a uascful leather
pocket  wallet.

Thers's a smeaky youpg chap
named Stotf,
Who toadies to Skinner a lot,
All the Iellows afMrm
That he's rather a worm,
In fact on the landscape a hiot !

With only o little more space at my dig-

P-:uaul I must devote it Lo ncext week's
bumper bill-o™-{are, the tit-bit of which ia
thriller No. 3 in our grend ncw scrica of
holiday adventure yarns, featuring the
world-famous Harry Wharton & Co. of
Greylrinrs. The title of this 18:
“THE MYSTERY OF THE GRANGEI ™
nnd great protso is due to Frank Richards
tor the masterly way in which he haos
denlt with the plot.

Then there will be another ' shocker "
from the proliic ven of Dieky Nugent,
cealing withh the further RITIUSITT Al
turcs of Jack Joliy's Jollibeys at Winkle-
soi.  ote the title, chums ;
“DR. BIRCHEMALL AND THE

©  JOLLIBOYS '

Noxt on the liat comes another gripping
inatalment of Geo. E. Rocheater's latest
nnd Dest serial :

*“THE SHADOW OF THE
GUILLOTINET ™
chockablock full of oxeiting and thrilling
pilventures which together with No. 1 of
our new series «dealing with Hying will

complote a real bumper iraue.
YOUR EDITOR,

FE.OAA,
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“Think of it for a moment, and it
will not seem so surprising,” said Mr.
Covk, “The ancient, secret passage
certainly exists, and, according to the
logend, it has an outlet somewhere 1n
the +park. That is local tradition,
When I came hera this afternoon I had
it in my mind that the seccret passage
was being used ab that very time, that
gome attempt was being planned, and
that I should arrive here to find that
Sir Richard had been attacked again.
That has not taken place.

“But "—the inspector paused impres-
sively—"I am convinced, Packington,
that the man who was seen sn the park
disappeared by some sceret means when
chased inte the old lodge; and 1 have
cvery reason to fear that he is now
lurking within the walls of Ravenspur
Grange, locking for an opportunity of
I‘E‘_m:w_ing his attempt on Sir Rickard's
ite.™

The butler's face was quite pale.

“1 am confiding fo you, Packingion,
because you can help me,” went on the
Leyford inspector. “'1This wrknown
man obviously has & confederate in this

houschold., I need not name him.”
“(aptain Ravenspur 1" gasped  the
butler.

“Strictly bobween ourselves, yes,” said
Bbir. Cook.

The butler drew a deep breath,

“I1 have no doubt you are right, rir.
Tut it is terrible,” he said in a low
voice.  “*Possibly, sir, you have some
knowledge of the identity of this un-
known man, Captain Ravenspur's con-
foderate 7" . 1

“] have!” said the inspector grimiwv.

Packington rose to his feet. He
moved about the room, rnstteaslg Jor a
few momonts, and then stopped, lean-
ing on the door,

The inspector watched him impat-
aenkly.

“My dear fellow, you need not be
upset,” he said. “You must control
your nerves, if you are going to be of
assistance to me in saving the liie of
your master, and bringing his assailant
to book.™

“Oh! Quite, sir!” gasprd Packing-
ton. “You may rely on me, siz,  You
will find me worthy of your confidence,
1 hope.”

“[ am sure of that. T must Lave help
within the house, and I have selected
you,” said Inspector Cook. " You are
no doubt aware that if Hdgar Raven-
spur iz still living, be is beir to tins
estata in case of Bir Michard's death™

“ o is supposed to be dead, sir”

“Ino dcubltgmbut peepla who  are
supposed to bo dead often turn-oub to
be very much alive,” said Inspector
Cook., *If Ldgar Ravenspur lives,
and has sccretly returned to Logiand,
it may account for a man from Aus
iralia having been shot by the purk
wall the other night—a man who was
coming to the (range Lo sco someono
whom he spoke of as Dlack LEdgar.
If a sccret passage cxists from tho old
hunting-lodge, it may account for the
disapprarance of the body. In a word,
Packington, my theory 13 that Idgar
Baveuspur 13 at the bottom of the
pitcmpts on  Sir Richard's  life.
Claptain Ravenspur is his confederate

({ﬁuht!rzas for somo wery substantial
eonsideration, It is hardly a sceret
that the caplain is over hiz ears in
Gebt, and (Erpnnr]unt on his brother,
It would be casy for the heir of Raven-
spur to make 1t worth his while to
lend assistance in such o schieme.”

“You make it very clear, sie”

“1 may say that Captain lHavenspur
practically gave the thing away, in a
conversation with me,™ said Inspector
Cool:, somewhat pomponsiy.
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“He would searcely be o match, for
you, sair,” said Packington.

Inspector Cook smiled.

“Hurdly,” ke agreed. “ Now,
FPackington, you understands why 1
have taken yvou into my confidenco. I
cannot remain in the hounse—but you
sre an inmate here. My -:rl:rtiect iz less
to lay the villain by the heels, than to
nrevent the consummation of his orime.
I must save 3ir Richard—though he
15 himseli placing every difficuity in
my way, by his unthinking confidence
in o man whe secks to harm him.™

“ Quite so, sir”

“1l rely wpen your help, and upon
vour sccrecy,” sald the inspector.

“¥ou may rely fully upon both,
gir,” said Packington. “"Not a word,
of course, will pass my lips, and every
assistance [ can give—"
h:ﬁlmm was & violent ringing of a

ell,

‘I:I{{'pe-ctm Cook =started to his feck.

‘hﬂ-:tr_'_"”l
Voices could be heard ealling.
Inspector Cook  cought his  breath,

Tho butler opened the door.
“Homcthing bas happened, sip—-="
The inzpector tore past him. Pack-

ington  didd not  follow. He stood

giietly, watching the oxcited inspector

a: he few for tho staira

THE FOURTEENTHH CHAPTER.
Poison !

RANK NUGLENT locked at his

E waten for about the tenth time,

It wanied & minute to half-

past eight, the timo specibed by

the doctor for the baronet fo take his
modicine.

rank rose from the scitco in the
corridor, i ] .
“I'm going in!" he said quietly.

And he catered Sir Richard's room.

Captain Ravenspur was standing by
the bedside table, measuring out a
dose of medicing into o wine-glazs.

He planced over i, with & smile, as
Nugent appeared.  DBut there was a
slight frown on SBir Richard's brow,

“Frank!™ he saixl, his tone was
sharp.

“let tha hoy come in, Dick,"” said
the captain,  “After all, watch-doga
are wseful, though they may Lark at
the wrong person.”

Sir Richard smiled faiobly.

“I teld the doctor that 1 should he
%iréug you your medicine, uncle,” said
‘rank,

“My boy,” said Bie Ricliard guictly.
1 am aware that it i3 affection, and
& senso of duty that moves you, but L
cannot and will not listen to & single
word implving distrust of my brother.
If you do not wish to make me angry,
I'rank, say nothing more of that lapd.”

Nugent cowmpressed hias lipa.

“You still distrust me, boy?" aaked
the captain, Ile seomed rather amuacd
than arritated.

“J=—1 don't know” szaid [rank.
“Not so much as [ did. Hupe—¥

“ut you fear that I may have
tampered with my brother’s medicine,
aret Lt I may be going, at thisa very
moment, to give bin o drancht thoat
will make me master of Gaveospur

- Dranee

“Creci] ™ said fhe baronet,
“Lhet ts 10 the boy's mind.” said the

cantain,
I‘]Jismiﬁs such  thooohts from  your
mind, Trank,” said S Hid}::'lffi
severely, “Give me the medicine,
Coecil”

Murent made a stop forward.

“Tnele i*
ITs rnuld nob conbral Liz alarn.
ir b

Faol " snapped tha eantain, "y
gad, 1t i3 hard o Lesp patienes witl
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you, boy! If I wers the dastard you
imagine, do you fancy thag I should
commit & crime, openly, with no chapce
of escaping detection "

“Unclel Do not touch it 1" exclaimed
I'rank, in great distress. “You know
thero is at least s righ—* .

“There 15 no risk in anything taken
from my brother's hand,” said Sir
Richard sternly. “Say no more”

*There are poisons—that leave no
traces—Indian poisons——" '

“And L have been in India!" paid
the captain., “Take care, Dick—you
may be dealing with a man who has
learned the poisoning arts of ihe
Hindoos, and may be about to practiso
them on you.”

“De  not é[est ot such & subject,
Creil!  Frank, I command you te be
sitent I exclaimed Sic Richard Raven-
BT,

Yrank set his teeth.

“Uncle! You shall not take 1t1"
he exclaimed. “1 will strike 1t from
his hand beforo you shall take it.”

L4 Ellﬂ‘nﬂﬂt”

Captain Ravenspur stood with the
winn-glaks of mediwine in his hand, =
mocking grin on his cyoical face.

“What will convince wyou, Nephew
Frauk? he asked, "By gad! In
olden times, it was customary for a
greab lord's draught to be tasted be-
fore he swallowed it, to guard cgainst
poizon. Will you act as wine-taster ¥

Hoe held out the wine-glass to the
sehbolboy.

I'rauk breathed deep.

“I will, rather than sce my uncle

drink 1t!"” he said steadily.
- A devoled nephew, Dick,” chuckled
the captain. * Your older nephew,
of the name of Ravenspur, would not
have been zo dovoted, I guarantec.
The boy is & fool, but I like him all
the better for it. Look, Frank, you
voung ass—you shall not run the nisk
vou fancy=I will drink it myself.”

“Nonsense, Cooil!” exclaimed Sir
Riclard. "

“Mot at all,” eaid the captain. "It
i3 time f[or you to take the medicine
preseribed by De. Wood, and this dose
doos nob come [rom lis precious aseis-
tant in the horn-rimmed pglasses.
rank !

“Yeozl” muttered Nugent.

“You saw me fill the glass from the
bottle ¥

‘I"E'Eﬂ."

“Then if T swallow this dose, will
yvou be satished thal the next dose may

be taken without barm by my
brother 7"
“ Yes,” repeated Frank.
“Ihen you shall be satisfied.”
“Cecil 1" exclaimed the baronet.

“This 1s trifiing—I will not allow—"
“Why not satisfy the boy?’ asaid

Captain Ravenspur carelessly. " After
all, he 13 a pood lad, though rather s
fool,. Xo mesns well. Look, Frank!™

ITe raised the wine-glass to his Lips.

Frank Nugent watched him tenszely.
I'romm the half-open door, the other
juniors locked on. IE Captain Raven-
spur drank thoe pglass, it was prool
enough ihat the contents were harm-
less. Dot if it were a trick—if he
intemded to spill the liguid, there worn
imany eves upon him o discern s
trivkery. )

134l it was no frck.

1o eaptain raised 1he glass to his
Lipe and drankt the conteols, to tlae
Ia~t drop.

Ile lauzhed as he set the wine-glass
cdoan on tha tablo,

Nugent drew o deep breath.

“Are you salished now, Frank?™

“Yeal” zatd Nugent, “30 far an
that Loitle of medicine 15 concerned —
ves,”  Fle started o Tittle, rnd stared
at the captoin.  What 15 e malter T
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Captain Ravenspur stood very still,
Only his features worked strangely.
Fear—an awful fear—was im his face,
which had grown ss white as chalk.
A strange terror seized on Mugent as
he stared at him. Captain Ravenspur
moved suddenly, lurching heavily.

*“Ceeil ™ oxclaimed Bir Richard, in
alarm.

Captain Ravenspur steadicd himself,

“What—what is the matter, Cecil?”

The captain panted.

“Tho matter, Dick—the matter is—
poizen! Do not touch what is in that
bottle—on wour lifed The medicine
has been tampered with, and I have
swallowed the poison that was meant
for you! Hoeaven help me!™
Nugent sprang forward,

He wa:z in time to catch the caprain

a3 ha fell. Dazedly, he lowered the
falling man to the Hoor.

S8ir Richard Ravenspur stared in
horror.

“ Cocil—my brother—""

MNugent rang the bell viclently.

Harry Wharton & Co, were already n
the #room., The Leviord constable came
into the doorway. BHob Cherry ran to
the stairz, shoutifig for Inspeotor Cook,

Captain Ravenspur raised himself on
his elbow, and turned s ghastly face
to the borrified eyes of his brother,

“Dick I he panted huskily., “ Dick!
It was meant for you—someono has
fampeved with that: bottle! You know
—you know that I knew nothing of it
—should I have swallowed it, if I had
known, or even dreamed? Dick, I've
nat been a good brother to you, bat 1
swear that never, never have I meant
vou harm, that I'd have given my
worthlesa life to save yours, old man!
It's a dying man who tells you so,
Dick ™

“Cecil 17

There was a deep groan from
Captain Ravenspur, and he sank back.
MNugent held his head; in the captain’s
face was no sign of life. Nugent turned
a haggerd look on his chums.

“Get the dector—quick—he may be
gaved! QuickI®

Harry Wharton rtushed from  the
roOm.

o g gla,, ., -opTEviaa s
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Still, silent, to all appearances life-
less, Captain Ravenspur lay, with his
sapging head on Nugent's arm. Ha
had proved at last his good faith: it
could not be doubted now, but in
proving it, he had taken tha fatal
draupht intended for his brather.

"Ceeil 1" said the haronet hoarsely.
“My brother! Speak!”

i Iut no word came from the lifeless
ips.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
By Whose Hand?

i E lives !
H - Dr. Wood spoke quietly.
- 8ir Rinhar{P Ravenspur
uttered o ery, o ery of relief,
that came from his very heart.

The hour was late,

In Ravenspur Grange, no one had
thought of slesp. Without the great
house, the suminer night was calm;
within, all was unresting. In his reom,
Captain Ravenspur lay stretehed on
his bed, and nee word had passed his
lips zinece that terrible scene by Sir
Richard's bedside. At a late hour, the
doctor entered the baronet’'s room,
??ithi the news that his brother yet
ived,

Sir Richard, pale, haggard, wan, had
not elosed his eyes.' Jervis was with
him, and the Famous Five were in the
room. They could not think of sleep.
The hours were bitterly anxious for
them, as for the baronet. ‘The last
attempt on Sir Richard had proved
that the seoret assassin was in the houso
or, At least, hnd easy access to the
house, and that he was not, and eould
not be, Ceeil Ravenspur. Who, then,

-

Inspector Cook had ascended ithe stalrs,
and was passing along the caken gallery
that surrounded the hall high above when
the light went out. Almost at the sams
moment the report or a firearm filled {ha
silent house with & noiss llke thunder,

and the delectlve staggered [orward.

(See Chapter 15.)

T

was the man?
even begin to answer that question,

The juniors could not

But, for the present, their thoughts
were less of the unknown aespssin, iﬁum
of the man who had proved his good
faith, and proved it, s zeemed ﬂnl;
too likely, with his lite. Dr. Wood's
announcement was  almost as much
a relief to the chums of Greyfriars as
to Sir Richard himself,

“Ha livea!"" ropeated the baronet.
Dr. Wood m)élded. His face was
pale and tired.

And he will livo?™ said Sir Richard,
almost pleadingly.

“1 think he will live, Sir Richard”™
said the medical gentleman. *The
worst is over, in my helicf. There ia
no doubt that Captain Rovenspur will
have o very long illness, that he must
be placed where he can have the most
assiduousz attention night and day—but

he has a strong constitution, znd he has
a good chanee of recovery.” 7
The tears stood in  Sir  Richard

Ravenspur's oyes.

“SBave him, doctor,” be seid brokenly.
“He has saved my life—and 1 had
doubted Inm=—though I thank Heaven
that I had desmissed my doubls before

he gave this final proof. The potson—
I should have taken it—*"

“Tn your case, Sir Richard, the
vesult would have been immediately

fatal,” satd the doctor guietly. ¥ Your
age, and your present condition, would
have mads that a certainty. CUaptain
Ravenspur will escape, because ho is
a much younger man, and was suffer-
ing from no such injury as you are
suffering from. PBut he has' had &
narrow escape. As soon a: he can be
removed, I recommend that he should
Tus Maicxer Lisrany.—No. 1,183
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be placed in a pursing-home under my
supervision in Leyf ! _

“ Anything that you direct will be
done, De, Sﬁ'n-nd Only save him!"
said Bir Richard, “Only save my dear
brother.” <

“ e shall be saved, if human skill
can save him," said the doctor. * He
lies now in a quiet sleep. You, tos,
should be sleeping, Sir Richard.”

The baronet made o gesture,

“Sleep ! Impossible ™ .

“You must sleep, sirl” eaid the
doctor. “1I shall give you & draught.
After what has happened, Sir Richard,
and in view of the dunger you run, you
st take medicine only from my handas.
Your food and drink must be carciully
examined and supervised, There 13
someone in this house who designs your
death, and a moment of carclessness
may be fatal.”

“But who?" muttered Sir Richard.

The doctor shook hizs head.

“That is not in my provinee, sir,'”
he answered. *“ My business iz to save
vou., Every precaution must be taken
until the dastard is discovered. It 15
for Inspector Cook to find him."

The baronet made o hopeless gesture.

“Tlere i3 no one in tho house whom
I do not completely trust,” he =aid,
“The whola thing iz beyond me. What
fave I done that my life should be
sought? So far e I know, I have
wronged no man. The only man who
conld benefit by my death, is the man
who has taken the }I)D{Eﬂn:n in my place,
and so saved my life.” IIoc made a
weary gesture. " Had 1 swallowed that
dose, doctor, who would have doubted
that Ceeil had poisoned mie?”

“No one!” said the doctor.

“Yet he, was innocent—he liczs at
death’s door In my place!” The
baronet shuddered. * They would have
judged  him  guilty—they must  have
judged him guilty, had 1 taken the
dose. Poor Ceeil! Dut if his life is
saved, T care for nothing else.”

“H:z life will be =aved,"” =aid tho
doctor. " Now, Bir Richard, you must
sloep.™

The juniovz quictly left the baronel’s
reom. leaving him with Jervis. Frank
MNugent  went  inte  the  adjeining
dressing-room, where he was to sleep
that night., The others wont downstalrs,
with grave and shadowed faces.

In the hall below they
Inzpector Cool.

Thg inspector was moving about rest.
lrezly, his brows knitted, hiz lips zct,
his whole aspeet harassed.

Imspector Cook was in
mood.

The late happening had eompletely
snattered the theory he had formed,
and to which he had pinned hizs Eaith.

Flad Sir Richard Ravenspur takon
the medicine from his brother's handd,
the inspecter would have entertained
not the shghlest doubt that Captamn
Ravenspur  had  administered it in-
tentionally, that he was gailty. Frauk
Nllgctlrﬁ intervontion had prﬂ'..'-:hnt{:r,l
tisat,  And the captain's action, in
awallowing the dose, convineed even thoe
most unbelieving that he was innogent
—that he had never dreamed of the
true nature of the dose. Some other
hand had placed the poison in the
medicine bottle, unknown to him., un-
guzpected by him? Whose hand #7

Captain  Ravenspur was  innocent.
That was clear now.  Circumstances,
and hiz own recklesz and macking
temper, had drawn suspicion ypon him,
bhut he had proved his faith at last.
But if he was innocent, who was
guilty # I the heir of Ravenspur, the
scapegrace nephew who had been years
gbsont. had secretly returned, as the
wnspector theorised, he could noft have
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acted without a oconfederatea in the
house. Captain Ravenspur, 1t was
certain now, was not the confederate,
T'hen who was 1t?

It was not pleasant to the inspector
to realise that he had been on &
wild-goose chase. But ho had to realise
it now. In a troubled and harassed
maood, the inspector paced the old hall.

Cecil Ravenspur lay between life and
death. Soon he would be removed from
the Grange, to lie for wecks, perhaps
months, under the care of doctors ﬂ{ld
nurses. Ie would be gone, but tne
baronet's enemy, his danger, would
remain. The inspector konow that now.

By whose hand, and how, had the
fatal dose been introduced inte the
medicine bottle? 8Sir Richard had not
been left alone, Captain Ravenspur, or
Jorviz, or Nugent, or TPackington, or
the doctor himself, had been with him.
Had the bottle been tampered with on
itz way to the baronet's room? Had
the dose been taken by its intended
vietim, no doubt would have existed—

Ceecil  Ravenspur would have been
adjudged ]guilty. That idea was now
inadmissible. But the climination of

the suspected man  left the Leyford
inspeetor totally at a loss,

e, Cook glanced at the juniors.

“Who is with Sir Richard?” he
asked,

“Jervis,"” answered Harry.

“Jervis!™  repeated  the nspector,
pursing his lips. .

Wharton smiled faintly. He [ancied
that BIr. Cook was in a mood to sus-

peot anyonc now.
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“Numont's staving in Sir Richard's
dressing-room,” said Harrs, " We're
going up to bed now. Good-night, ste.”

“Good-might,”  sawd  the  inspeclor
ahzently; and the schoolboys left him,

little drenming ak the moment how they

were to sce him agoein,

Packington came inte the hall, with
Lis soft tread. BExcept for Jeevis in the
baronet's roown. the constable on duty
iy Lthe  corridor  owlswde, and  the
inspector and the butler, all had gone
o bhed.

Packington moved abont the hall,
looking at the fastenings of doors and
windows, ocrasionally plancing at the
silent, harazzed inspector,

“Your room 15 ready, sir,” he said
at last, deferentinlly,

“I zhall not sleep to-night!™ grunted
the inzpector.

* Indeed, sir ™

“And to-morrow,” said the inspecior,
Letween his teeth, 1 ghall prove, or
disprove, the existence of a secrel pas-
zage from the hunting-lodge to this
house. ‘That, at least, 1z practicable.”

Packinglon cyed him curiously, under
btz heavy, dark eyebrows,

“Indecd, sirl I understood that the
rulned lodge had been searched very
carefully and thoroughly,” he said.

“I will roet it to picces, etone by
stone ! said  the inspector  savagely,
“If this passage 1s there I shall find
ik, tf every stonn in the place has to
be taken up. And if it iz there—»
He checked hims=elf. “We shall see.”

FPackington eyed him more intently.

“Bir Richard will hardly permit an
historic ruin like the old hunting-lodge,
sir, to l:nf' destroyved.” he murmured.

“Ie will be done,” said the inspe-cfgr
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grimly, “Have no doubt of that. It
will and shall ba done!”

* And it the passage is found, sip—"

“1f it is there, it will ba found, And
we shall see where it leads, at this end,”
said the inspector, “If into an occu-
pied room——" He broke off again.

“¥You think of everything, sir,” said
Packington. “If the sceret passagae
indecd exists, and if it gives access to
an eceupied room in this building, the
occupant of that room will be under
very grave suspicion.”

* Exactly.” .

“1 trust yvou will be successiul, sie,”™
said the butler. *If you desire nothing
further, sir, I shall now go to bed.”

“Nothing, thank you, Good-might!”

“(zood-nizht, sirl”

Packington moved away softly,

Tha Light remained n the hall,
Inspector Cook paced to and fro, rest-
less, It was an hour later that he
ascended the stairs and pased along
the oaken gallery that surrounded the
hall high above. Suddenly the light
vonished,., and all was darkness, and
almost at tho same moment the report
of o fircarm filled the silent house with
a noise like thunder.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Dead !

ARRY WIHARTOXN leaped from
H his bed.

He had heen  slooping

lightly, traubled thounghts, and

n lingering aching in his bruised head,
keeping him from sound slumber.

A suclden sound In the silence of tho

night had banished sleep. He  leaped

from bed, and stood listenine in fho

darkness, hiz heart throbbing.  Yyhat
was b that had awaliened him?

A sloepy  voice ecame [rom  the
shadows,

“YWhat was that¥™

Wharton ran to the hghting switel
and turned on the light, }His comrades
wern awabe.

“What was 1t 7" breathed Bob Cherry.

“A shot!" said Harry.

“Ciood heavens! Then—1

Harry Wharton tare open the door,
ITe ran feor the stairs, and  dashed
I{Igwn. Hiz comrndes were fast behiond
1P

A shot had reng throngh 1he zilent
house. That 1t had been fircd 10 the
baroaet's room ; that 1t told of anolher
attempt, pechaps  succezsful,  on Sie
Richard Ravenspur's Life, was tho
thought in the minds of all the jumiors.
They raced down the staircase.

All was in darkness below.

Only from the corridor that led from
the hall gallery to Bir Richard’s room
come o glimmer of light.

Wharton reached the gallﬂ;jy and ran
along it, and stumbled suddenly over
something that lay on the ocaken {loor.

He picked himeelf uwp, and ran on
breathlessly. He did nob even know
over what ho had stumbled; and ho
did not pause & second to ascertain,
He was full of anxiety for Sir Richard
Ravenspur.

He turned inte the lichted corridor
and ran on fo the baronet’s room, his
comrades at his heels,

The Leyford constable was standing
there, his face startled 1n the light., e
was staring along the corrider in the
direction of the hall gallery, facing
Wharion as he came racing up.

Evidently " the constable had been
gtartled by the shot, and was uneertain
whether to leave his post to investi-

ate, or remain on guard over the
iaronct’'s door. Inspector Cosk  had
given him the sfrictest instriciions to

{Conifnued an page 28D



THE MOST REMARKABLE STORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION EVER WRITTEN !

START IT TO-DAY:

THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINE!

The Tyrant's Vielim !

LD Andre was erouched fearfully
ogeinst the wall by the window,
Sansarge
head and humble of mien,

standing bowed of

“Pardi! went on the marquis
advancing into the room. * Dut I could
not have arrived more opportunely, I
had reason to think that 1 should find
you here, my nephew|”

‘Hia supercilious plancas  travelled
round the room, and his lip curled in
disgust.

“Pah!" he ejacnlated., * It
temells of the byre!’?

With slow deliberation, he
sl-plied dainty, scented cam-
brie to hia nostrils, his cold
gaza returning the while to
tho pale-foced chevalier.

"It ia not fitting that I
should hold speech with you
in front of such scum  as
ithis™ he continued., " Your
hiorse and groom await von 1"

"I ancompany you, sic!” reluened the
echovalier defiantly.

“ A"

Unly that monosyllable and a sndden
narvowing of Lis eyea pave token of the
anger occasioned in the marquis by the
warils,

¥ [1 bod thought,” he went on
gratingly, *thut these animals wonld
bave learncd 2 lesson by the Nogging
wlieh their exb received fooday. Dt
1 oaeeans b owas too lenient, You wonld
not b here did they not encourage vou,
so [ will teach a sharper Jesson, which,
muyhe, they will in [uture hear o
mind.”

He turned to Andre.

* Coma here ! he commanded harshly.

Shulfingly, the old man appronched,
iz terror-] ﬁ’a:-:"! eyes on the superbly-clad
uml dominecring fipure of the marguis.

* My lord,” he quavercd, * have morey
—a-a-ah ™

hated aristocrats.

Like a silver streak the thin rapier
of the most noble, the Marquis
d'Ermende de Fontnoy had plunged for-
ward, its point entering the breast of
the peasant and protruding between tho
shoulder-blades. Then, as it was with-
drawn, Andre swoayed on his feat to
slither to the floer a crumpled, pitiful
heap.,

It was over in an instant, that foul
and murderous thrust, dealt with such
deadly swiftness, aver before horrified

Thirsting for freedom—and bloed, the once down-
trodden peasants of France have rizsen against the
And heavy over the blood-
drenched land lies the shadow of the guillotine,
lengthening remorselessly towards the chateau of
the Marquis de Fontnoy—the most hated aristocrat

of all ]

voieo or hand could be raised in either
protest or defence,

Sansarge, his eyes glaring like those
of & maddencd beast, sprang forward,

throwing lis slrong arms round Paul
Diare.
“Lhuiet, hoy—quict'™ ha ifmplored.

“"Yon can do nothing—nothing !

"l-_\-’i!.h a contempunota lavgh the mar-
gquis turned on his heel, bancding his
hlood-slained Dblade o one af  the
laelya.

“Yon do well to held that cub ! he
exelaimed, over his shoulder. “ For 1
am lath to further soil my blade with
such hlood 1™

“ Lot mo po—Sansarge I punted FPanl,
strnggling  desperately in the vice-hike
elutch of those cucireling armra. ¥ Let
e got at—that murderer

{in the thresheld of the ronm the mar-
quis  paused, turning with oyecbrows
raised in supercilipus inguirey.

By
GEORGE E. ROCHESTER.

(Author of * The Bulldog Breed,” ™Y
Black Hawh," ete., efe.).
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INTRODUCTION.

It ix the year 1730, when the firsl rumMingr of
the coming revolulion (an France are keand.
Paul Dare, o younyg peasant, and the Chevalier
de 5L (Mair, en aristecral, buth young Jadey e
stauneh chume, bul they are svon foreed (o realine
the barrier that fivs befween thein. AL the order
af the Marguis &'Ermonde da Fonlnoy, the
checalier's uncle, Iowl 18 brutally flogped Jor
daring to bathe L4 the lake o Chalean Fomtnol
Sansarge, o revolulionary, sess 0 thiz oi
opportunity of fosfering in Fand, whome he
fends (o gend fo the nolorious Nobezpicrps in

arie, a hatred of the arisloerats.  The cheraliee,
Jull of remorse for Facd, vieits fime al kiz hunbls
collage.

“ It iz my uncle who iz lo Wame for thia! "™
fee gaps fuwly,

Then, ot the scund of o codd, hareh voice froin
fhe doorway, he wheels fo confront e marguia

fitmeelf.
{Naowe read on).

“Do you find the company of these
canaille so fascinating that you infend
to linger hero?" be dewawded coldly
of the chevalier,

“Go!" said Sansarge hoarsely to tha

hewildered boy.  “You cun only hurm
ug by remaining.”

Thoe chevalier hesitated. Then, with
one last look at Paul, he turned and
walked towuards the door where the
rparguia awaited him. And it was on
the marguis that Paul's burning eyes
were fixed with a terrible intensity.

“Bome day, my Lord of Fontnoy,” ha
eried, " I will tuia payment io full for
this doy's work—1 swear it by all that
I hold sacred !

“And some day," returncd
the marquis harshly, "I shall
enrb that ineolent tongue of
yours and hang you from the
gallows of Cheicau Foninoy."

With that he woas gone,
and SBansarge felt Iaul po
suddenly linp in his arms.
Tenderly he lifted the boy
and laud him on the couch,
gm:i] c‘i'usscdn to where 'i’!.d

ndre Jay. ropping on his
knecs by the s':!-]du of Lhe
peasant he raized has head. The eyes
in thoe wrinkled, bloodless face flickrred
open, o token that some faint spark
lifr remained,

“Bansarge "-=the words came in a
whisper, and weak fingers clutched on
Sansarge’s sloeve—"ho did not harm
it}l-;a boy? Say he did not hernn the

F.u

“'Ihe boy is safo, comrade,” replied
Sanzarge, “No hurt has come to himn—
just merciful uncenzciousness,”

' Ah, God be prased,” whispered the

T

dying man. * It iz better that he should
he spared this moment. It would have
eeen hard to eay—good-bye. TFor 1

hiave loved him as my own., Sansarge ™
—ther weak, fluttering fingers tightened
on Sansarge's gleeve—"the secrct of his
birth—yau will tell him—that I am nok
his fethor—"'

“*Yes, I will tell him, Andrel”

Tae MacRer LiBrany.—Ne. 1,125
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* You promise !

“1 promise !"

The glazing eyes slowly closed. The
livid lips twitched bravely in an altempt
to smile., Then Andre's head fell back
and, lowering it gently, Bansarge rose
slowly to his feet. With sombre eyes he
stood gazing down on the liteless form.

“Yes, comrade,” he muttered, 1 will
tell him—but not until he has worked, as
we have planned, for the pcople of
Erance !"

It was a touch on his arm that brought
him to Himself. ‘urning, he found him-
gelf gazing iuto the white face of Paul
Drare.

“Isg=—is he dead?” whispered the boy.

Sansarge nodded. .

“Vos,” he said grimly, “he is dead.
Blain by the steel of a cursed aristocrat
who gave him no chance of life, Are

or Paris now, Paul Dare?”

“Yes, I am for Paris, Sansarge!”
ericd the hoy bitterly. ™ For Paris—and
the day when we shall riso against the
foul tyrants who oppress us eo!l”

Held at Bay!

HREE years have passed sinco
E the day old Andre died, and

autumn has come again 1o
~ Chateau Ifcmt-nﬂirl. But the
passing of those wvears has brought a

The wisiona of Bans-
arge have come true. Peasant, serf
and vassal have risen against the
oppressor and heavy over the blood-
dreenehied land of France lies the
shadow of the guillotine.

The down-trodden people are now
the tnasters. Drunk with power,

direful change.

wolfish and hbestial with the lust for
blood, they have broken the rule of
the hated aristocrats, The proud
Lilies of France lie torn and riven in
the filth of the gutters. Daily, hourly,
men, women &nd children of the old
regime bow their noble necks to tha
MNational Razor—as with hideous mirth
has been dubbed the guillotine.

Liberty, Equality, Fraternity—that
is the ery of to-day. And, symbol of
this new-found freedom, the tricolour
flaunts itse!f over city, ilown, and
hamlet.

Mot yet, however, over the hamlet
of Fontnoy. Up at the Chateau the
Marquiz de Fontnoy still lords it over
hizs estate. He has lingered there,
inwardly amazed and, maybe, a little
irightened by the upheaval which 1%
sweeping his - world away; but out-
wardly calm, cold, snd contemptuous
of it all. f :

Hiz frienda have pleaded with him
to fee the countrvy before it i3 too

late.  There is safety in peaceful
¥ngland. There is safety beyond the
frontiers. But, assuredly, there is no

safoty in France for him or any of his
kind.

Day by day the shadow of the guillo-
tine has' lengthencd remorselessly to-
wards Chatean  Fontnoy and  this
gvening finds the marquis on the verge
of departure. ¥es, he 13 going; forced
at length to face the inevitable and to
realise the smeidal folly of mmai::in%‘
longer, DBut that his departure shoulc
in no way savour of such a discredit-
able and yulzar thing as hasty flight,

* Mg lord,” cried Andre piteously, ** have mercy—a-a-ah ! "
sireak, the thin rapler of the most noble the Marquis d’Ermonde de Fontnoy
plunged forward, ils point entering the breast of the peasani. (See page 25.)
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bhe has arranped a magnificent fare-
well banguet.

His guests were some twenty
aristocrata of the province, a:s noble,
as blindly ' stubborn, as arrogant as

himself. They were garbed in their
finest apparel of silk and satin as
though to show their supreme indiffer:

ence to the new order of things. The
blaze of light from hundreds of candles
plittered on gold plate and &ilver
cutlery. Wine Howed like wator,
merry jest and quip were exchanged,
and care-free laughter ruled. A brave,
hilarious company they were, giving,
it seemed, no thought for the morrow.

The Comte. I'Espany, his sixty
years hearing light upen him, was
seated on the right of his host.

*The Chevalier do 8t. Clair,” ho re-
marked, toying with his  goblet,
“already journeys to Holland, I uonder-
stand ™

The marquis nodded.

“He joins hiz meother ond sizter
there,” he replied. Then added with
a shrug of his shoulders. *That is if
he has the fortune to evade the soldiers
and spies of thia amusing National
Convention which now appears to

govern,™

“They let few slip through thaeir
fingers,” growled D'Espany. "It ia
their boast that they can smell an
aristocrat no matter what his guise.”

“Peh ! exclzimed the marguis 1n
disgist. “Liet us not diseuss the Glthy
rabble. Tt is a nauscating topic and
enc gearce fitting even for the servants’
hall,*

But it was from the servants’ hall
that there came runmning at that
moment 8 white-faced lackoy.

“My lord.” he eried, bursting wildly
in upon that azsembly of noble gentle.
men, “the peasants have gathered at
the village and are on their way
hera ! :

A sudden silence fell, and more than
one  well-manicured hand moved to-
wards sword hait.

“Whnat is that you zaw, fellow?™ de.
manded the marquis havshly.

"They are coming-—coming, my
lord ! panted the thoroughly friglit-
ened servant, -

Slowly the marquis rose to his feol,

“ Messieurs,” he said coldly, it
seems there is no limit to the insolence
of these peasant soum. That babbiing
foal informs me thoy are marehiug on
the eastle.  You are my pguests and
never has the hospitality of 8 Fontnow
been held in guestion. Yet under my
raof to-might it may be wnecessary for
vou 1o light for your lives. A
grealesk regret 35 that vour blades
thould be catled wpon to repel such
CHnmon clips"

He wheeled on the Erombling lackey,

"Lt the gales be barred,” he conr-
manded, “amd every servant arm and
gather - in the eonrtyvard. 1 the
eanaille foree the gates, then =hoot
fthem down 1™

“Wly lord.” raspod the man, “thore
arc but a handful of ws loft.”

A handfal ¥ repeated the marquois
angrile.  “Where are the othoers ®™

“Thev--they  have  joined tho
prasants, my lord ! was the frigliened
FOSRONSe,

1V Vepany Jauched soft]y.

“Ma for” he cxelatmed, "vou keep
a loval following., Fontnov™

The maorauis, hiz faee livid with fury,
senored the sally, 1

“Eangdieu ™ he thuendered. #*I'1
linng them, eovery one, the freacherona
tdopa! Dot to the gates, Jool, and do
iic best you cant”
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The. lackey withdrew on running
fect, Quitting the table, the marquis
crossed the room and, drawing aside
heavy curtains, opencd glass doors
which gave on to a wide balcony over-
looking the courtyard, Crowding on
to  the balecony behind him. came
D’Eggun:.r, jewslled snuffbox in hand
the *lughing Levanne, the ﬁrm-]ipi:waci
¥ Auvignee, and half & dozen other
gallants,

Belgw, in the courtyard, the servants
were mustering, armed with earbines
angd swords. The greut-pgates hnd been
clogsed and secnrely locked and bolted.
And to the ears of that gay company
nssembled on” the balecony: thera came,
borte on the still night air, a low,
menacing roar, rising and falling like
that of a tumultuous sea.
volume "and its undertode was the
romorseless tramp of many feet and
the thud of a beaten drum. .

Then- round & bend in the wide
avenue which led to the chatean swung
the meab, plainly discernible in the
flaring torches* which they carried.
Shoulder.to shoulder they marched. The
light of the flaming brands shone on
facee leoring and wolfish, on eyes g}&t-
tering with hate and the lust to Klil.
Every man was armed, some “with
soythes, some with knives, others with
sickles, & few with puns. With them
marched frenzied women, in flthy, tat.
tered garments end with crimson caps
atkew on dizshovelled heads.

On they came, led by the thud, thud,
thud of .that drum which’ beat the
marching step. And from their throats
rosa, in dread and: swelling roar, the
terrible cadences of the revolutionary
hymn:

“Aux armes, citoyens!
Formez vos bataillons.
Alflons, marchons |
Qu'un saong impur
Abreyve nos sillonst*

They reached the gates, and there
came o sudden howl of execration and
fury as they found them locked.

“Hack ! roared their leader, a huge,
swarthy fellow whose son had died on
the -gallows of Chateau ' Foninoy.
‘" Back, comrades, whilst we blow M the
gates |

Tha mob surged back, and a keg of
guppowder was rushed forward te the
gates, ‘There came a deafening ex-
plogion, o leaping sheet of lurid Hame,
then, yelling and screaming in trivmph,

the pensants poured through the shat-
te gates into the courtyard of the
castle.

““Ma  foil” mvemured DFEspany,
closing his snuffbox with a snap. “ But
the rabble mean business”

The marquis, his hards tlfht‘ clenched
on the ‘balceny rail, was glaring down
on thoe scene below. His servants had
been mown down and swept aside by
that first savage rush, and now the mob
were ot the very doors of the chateau.

Tho marquis turned, pushing his way
through tha press of his companions.

“With me, messieurs 1" he cried. “We
will make our stund upon the stairs !”

They rushed to tre stairs, naked
blades sgleam. Some jested with brave
laughter, albeit their eyes belied their
mirth, Others wera grimly silent and
tight of lip. And at the head of the
great, carved stairease which led down
to the entrance hall, they stood waiting,
From bayond the guivering oaken doors
came the howls of the mob and the
thudding erash of battermg-rams.

Before long, that handful of aristo-
crats knew they would be fighting for
their lives against overwhelming odds.
But not a sign of that knowledge be-
trayed itself in the proud, carcless faces
of the Marquis de Fontnoy and his

COMpanions,

It grew in .|

Skilfully

* Insolent dog ! he snapped, his gﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂ%{
filck of the wrist. The polnt burfed- lise

The Clilzen-Deputy !

i O this, it seems, is where we say

% farewell Lo life,” . observed

D'Espany. “1 bounded up this

. stalrease as 'a boy, Fontnoy,

and never the droll thought camae to
me that I should die upon it.”

“One quarrels not with tHme nor
place, IFEspany,” laughed Levanne,
throwing back tha lace from his wrist
and taking firm grip upon -his sword.
“It iy the manncr of our passing which
we must needs deplore. ‘The curs are
not worthy the hornour of our steel.”

“Nay, that they are not!” grunted
IPAuvignae. * But ore 1s not ungrate-
ful for thia chance to die Jike men. The
alternativo, 1 fear, would Le the guille-
ting and thut, T am assured, neces-
sitates one being svinewhat handled by
the unpleasant scum !

“Na finger shall the canpille lay on
me ! cried the slim and foppish
D' Urville shrilly. *“Ma foi, I would
die a thousand times than be con-
taminated by the touch of such unclean
scum |

“Then keep the animals at arm's
length, D’Urville,” growled EEspany,
“far hera they come!” _

Here, indecd, they cpme.  The
massive onken doors splintered and
crashed open. Yelling like Hends, tho
jostling, surgitiﬁ mob porred into thae
hall. ~ At sight of that silent band
awaiting them at the head. of the stair-

the marquis evaded the slashing blow of the whirling bill-hook.
rapler snaking forward whib a
in the peasant leader’s throat,
and the man staggered back with a choling ery. (See this page)

case with ﬂglﬂming blades advanced,
they paused irresolute. Th with §
how! of fury, they ewept up the.staird,
their leader in the forefront 'a great
rusted bill-hook in his hand.

“That ¥or you, .my cursed lord of
Fentnoy |” he roared, his eyes hestial
and blazing with bate.

Skilfully the marjuia evaded the
slashing blow of the whirling bill-hook.

""Insolent~ dog!"” he suapped, !
glitfaring rapier snaking forward with
a flick of the wrist.

The point buried itself in the leader’s
throat, and with a choking cry he stag-
gered back.

“First . blood to  uws!” panted
D'Espeny,-his darting bloade keeping at
bay twe great, hairy fellows armed
with hedge-knives. “Ah—animall”

Screaming and yelling, maddened by
this stubborn resistance, crazed by the
lust for blood, the peasants pressed
relentlagsly on up the stairs. Did o
of their camrndes in the forefron
slither to his knees, the lifeblood seep-
ing through his tattored rogs, then
nnother was there {o take hia place with
sloshing ecythe or stabbing koife up
raised.

Back and back they forced those

ntlenen of Frange.  Levanne was

wn, trampled under foot, D'Urville’s
lifeleas loy en tha floor of the
hall below where it bad been hurled by
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infuriatod hands, D'Auvignac had
died.'ﬁﬁhting grimly to the Jlast with

rapior _broken to the hilt, D'Espany
and - Fontnoy  still  stood, [lunging,
pacrying, thrusting with  crimson

blades, their finery slashed and soaked
with blood. But of that gallunt com-
pany less than half vow remained.

“At them, comrades!” roarcd a
voice. “Tear down the
-aristocrats 1

With & =ullen roar the peasants

resscd on, ﬁri';!r:lug with a vicious fury

rn" of deadly hate.

“It is the end, Fontnox!” panted
D¥Eszpany. “Farewell, old friend!
Heaven send we meet in happier realm
than this.”

A savage concerted rush swept him
back off ‘the stairs. And there, against
the clozed door of the bangueting-hall,
biave old D'Espany turned at bay.

Nover had Ine sixty vears of life
weighed g6 heavily on him' as ot this
moment., Ah, were he but younger he
would show these animals how a
gentleman could die! His fzeo was
grl?’- with wmtter weariness,

emmed in by snarling, wolfish faces
and bldodstained etecl, he kaew his
eourse was all *but run. Vet his livid,
emiling lips gave disdainful word for
ice'r and. curse; his tired  arm .gave
unge- for lunge and thrust for thrust.

Then suddenly from the hall below.
revérberating '~ startlingly above the
turault, -eame & crash of musketry,

Bo unexpected was such a sound that
in an instant every weapon v.'asﬁ]h-:-wrrc-d
other

oursed

and men stared at each in
wonderment. Then, turning, . thes
rushe rpg-_il-mq!i for the stairs, there to
voice thieir anger and bewilderment in a
wild shout:

“The  soldiers! It is the blue-
coats!”

In the hall stood o score of soldiers
of the National (uavd, elad in Hﬂmﬂﬁ-
red-white-and-blune untforms, and with
sinoking carbihes in their hands. With
them wag their capiain, long and lean,
and tanmd of. feature,

A great giant of o fellow thrust him-
self trucuiently forward.

. "Hola, citizen-captaint” he growled.
“What seek you here?* '

The captnin surveyed. him coldly.

“1 meek the Marduis d'Ermonde de
Fontroy !” he retortdqd gratingly., *1
am to convey him to Paris—if he still
lives. If he does not, ditizen, then you
shall angwpr for it!”

“Answer—to whom?” demanded the
giant peasant angrily. '

“To the people!™ was the
response,

“We are tha people!™ rtourcd  the
other. “And who has greater~vight to
hig Itfe than we+ of Fontnoy ™

“He is for Paris,” returped the éap-
tain, obviowsly unwilling to be drawn
ipto. & discussion as to whomm had the
best right to the lifc of the Marquis
de Fontnoy. “My orders are to con-
vey him to the Luxembonrg prison. So

harsh

withdraw, citizen, with your com
rades¥'
“Wo will het '™ thnndered fhe spokes-

man. " ¥You have no right to give us
ench an order [

Almpst wearily the halchet-faced

tain. turned to his soldiers.
.il?reaamidqrmsi" I’:;':xmdl,““m?:iloi

g eoldiars - oboyed and - every
curé]im was levelled at the moh. -

{Gnly indhe nick of time-harve the
soldiers saved the Marguis de Fontnoy
and his pompanionsfrom the mob ! B
even fow the fale of the aristocratls
hang in the balonce, Be sure you read
‘ehe thritling follow.np of thizx powerful
derial_which will appear in next week's
Migwkir.) - : Sy
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1 was-running here—something

“THE UNSEEN

THE MAGNET

FOE!”

(Continued from page 24.)

venutin there, and lo leave on no pre-
text  whatever, until velieved by  hisz
comirade, now asleep io one of the bed-
rooms above.

“What was i, zir?® asked tho
conistable, as Wharton came broathlessly

1;nli}. “Did you see—have you found
1=

Mot wa: mel  herel!” exclaimed
Wharion, i relief. You heard the
shiot e

" Yoz—veos 1™

“It was not hred in Sir Richard's

room Y exelaimed Harry,

“* No, sir. The sound came from the
hall or ithe stairs.”

The door of the baronel’s room
opened, and Jervis looked out.  His
faco  was alarmed. At the szame

moment, Nugent came out info the
corridor by the door from the drossing.
EO .

“Bir Richard is
Bob Cherry.

"Qlutc-, sir——he iz still slecping,™ said
Jervis. “Nothing has happened here.
But I heard something—iike o shat.”

i | !1125.1‘:] it.,” =aid Frank. *“But my
uncle is safe.”

“The light iz turned out in the halil”
said Harry, "“The officer here thinks
the shot came from the hall.”

“ But who=what—-—"

The juniors exchanged looks of
aimazement. ' Sir Richard Ravenspur
waz sife—he had not even been dis
turbed. He was, sleeping, under the
influence of the soothing draught the
doctor had given him. No attemapt had
Leen made on the Laronet. Yet o shot
had been fired in the silent house, At
whom—and Ly whom—was a mvstery.

_“Inspecior Cook should be here.” sald
Nugent. “He staved in the house lo-
night. = Bomedne had better call him.”

I‘f‘Qltéur_ that- the zhot did not wake
him,” zaid Johonv Bull. *“Look hore,
let’s go.back to the hall gallery and

lﬂn{lk-rFImHL Jf the shot was lired there

if—

sufe?™ exelaiined

*I'm sure it was, sic!” said the
Leyford constable.  “X should have
gone  at once, but my  ingpector

ordered me not to Jeave ithis door.™

“ Harry ¥ exclaimed Nogent in
sudden horror,

He stared at his chum.

The juniors, in their haste, had

rushed downstairs in their prjamas.
En E?Hal:tm:i’s _pé'jar&a} jacket wmiI :{.
road stain of red. ugent's eyes ha
5!1ddenlj."falle£n on ik, = 23

“Harry ! What—what ia that—~*="

Wharton glanced down to his jacket
as Frank pointed. "He started, and
stared at the crimson stain. He pat his
hand to it in wonder, and his fingers
+~ame away wol dnd reddened.

"It is blood ™ said Bob, in a hushed
TOI0E, .

“But  what—how—"  stammerad
Wharton,. in amarement and ‘horror.
“Oh! I—I remember! I stumbled
over something in ‘the hall- gallery as
r ‘in the
dark. 1 did not gee what it was.®™

Ho broke off, his voice faltering wirh
horror. - Only too ~wall, after he had
seen that orimson stait on- his pyiama
jacket, ho knew what that.” something "
must havd been. '

Thers. was a moment of horrified
silence. All eyea were fixed on that
tell-tale splash of crimson.

Wharton slmiddered. _ .

From the end of ‘tho corridor where
it joined the oaken gallery surroupding

the hall, came a blaze of light. Some-
one had tuened on the electric light
there,  Voices were heard calling.

*We—we must seo what—what it was
I—I fell over!” stammerved Wharton,
“Come with mve, you fellows!®

The sccond Leyford constable was
now on the spot, half dressed, rubbing
iz eyes. He accompanied the juniors,
as they went along the ecorridor isto
the hall gallery.

Wharton glanced over the oaken
balustrade into the hall belaw. Al
the lights were on now, snd in the
bright illumination ‘he saw a group of
startled and seared servants, %’a:king-
lon was with them, looking upward.

“What has happened, sir?" called
oith Packington, as ho canght sight of
Harry Wharton looking down. *“Thero
was something—it 5mm§ied like a shof—
did {L:m hear it, sir "

“Belter  come  up,”
Wharton,

Packington went lo the stairs, to
nseend, some nf the servants following
him up, others remaining where they

ecalted lLack

were, in & scared cf:rm: : _
Wharton hurrie ai)nn ta  the
gallery, towards the spot Wﬁnm Lie had

stumbled over the unseon object 1n Lhe
dark..

What tho object was he know now
anly too well, bub who the fallen man
might be was still @ miesbory le him,

The gallery was no longer dark;:
bright Lights streameid dewn on a still
form that lay huddled on the old onk
Hoor.

“There!” muttered Bob Cherry, with
blanched lips,

Wharton caught his breath.

It was a Gpure in uniferm that lav
Ko move-

huddled on the caken floor.
Tt

ment came fromn’ it—no sound!
from if, as 1t lay. a dark pool was
lowly spreading along the ocak.,. Why
the alarm had mot roused Inspector
Cook and brought him to the seéneo
had perplexed all the jnniors—till this
mement ! Now ‘they knew!
Whacton. with an offort, approached
the body. At the same time, Packington
arrived from the opposite side, with

James at his heeols. ,
“Ir is  Inspector Cook!™  said
Wharton, in @ hushed voice.

“1 foar o, sir!™” murmured Packing.
ton. '

“Good heavens! And he iz—is—*

*“Deaad I ' _

Wharton leaned an arm on the saken
balustrade of the gallery, almost over-
come with horror. : :

Inapector Cook lay at his feet—silent,
atill, with a bullet in hiz heart|

Had the inspector made some dis-
covery ! Had he traced, or been about
to trace, the hidden assassin of Raven-
spur Grange? What had he known. or
suspected, to cause the murderons hand
to' be rrised against his Life?

That. now. could never be known!
He had died, and what ho’ knew had
died with him! In the silence of the
rﬁfrht, in the shadowy darkness, he had
falten—by whose hand!?

THE END.

{IWhatever you do. chums, don't mies
the next thrilling worn $n fhis grovd
hotiday series, entitled - “THE M¥YS.
TPERY -OF THE GRANGE!"_ . You'll
enjoy every Tine of i1, Make & noinl,
then, of ordering yowr copy well in
adrancel)
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FUN WAXES

FAST AND FURIOUS AT

WINKLESEA NEXT WEEK—JOIN IN THE FUN, CHUMS!

15

1.
JACK JOLLY'S JOLLIBOYS,
& HI8 high-class concert-party will
m bogin 115 scason ot Winklesea
with afirst-claze opening perfor-
mance at 230 p.m.

REFINED SINGING! CLEVVER
DANCING |
ECREEMINGLY FUNNY JOAKS!
ROLL UP IN YOUR THOUSAXNDS 1"
* Thet ought to fetch "orn | ¥ said Jack
Jolly, of the 8t. Bam’s Fourth, as he finished
painting that notiss en a beard m front
of the stage en the beach at Winklesea.
* Eggsellent 1 " ehuckled Mr. Lickham,
the master of the Fourth. * The only
eritticiem 1 can offer is your spelling of the
word ‘joaks” I always thought it was

spelt ' j-o-a-x ' 1Y

“ You would, sie,” nodded Jack Jolly.
“ 've motisaed before that your spelling
in more artistick than akkurate™

“Ha, he, hal* roared Foarless and
Merry and Dright,

The St. Sam's juniors wers having o
kizzy time of it at Winklesea., Less than
twenty-four hours had elapsad sinea they
had desided to belp Mr. Lickham reorganise
his peerot-show ; but during that time,
Jack Jolly & Co. had worked wonders,

The name of the party had heen changodd
from the " Down-and-outa™ to ™ Jack
Jolly's Jelliboys ' : tho stage had heen
given a fresh cont of paint; alterations
too numerous to menshun had becn meado
to the progremome; and the 5t Sam's
juniors had provided themselves with
sroart peerel coatumes.

Now they were ready {or the fray, 8o to
speak ; ood Jack Jolly grinned s gattisfied
grin as he glarnged aver the orderly vows
of deck-chnira—soon to be filled, he hoped,
with an applawding erowd.

“Well, we haven't done badly, you
chape,” he gaid.

“No fear ! " sgreed the rest of the Co.

* I faney that ewanky ess Corklrow
will have a shock when wo pet going,”
prioned Frank Fearless, " With the
tallant we've gat, wo shall nock his
ﬂ:zum show inte a cocked hat. Hallo!

&re ha comesl ™

A lanky, jinjer-haired, pimply-faced
jentleman, attirad in a loud cheek anit,
had just sawntered up. It was Ularence
Corkbrow himself.

The leader of the rival show stoppard
jor o minnit to eggsamine Jack Jolly’s
frechly.-pointed notiss., As ho did szo, he
smirked. After that he grinned, Lhen
kirfed, then roared, then yellad historicully.

“Ha, ha, ha! o, ho, ho!l This iz
ivrmy, and no mistake 1Y he gurpglod.
= [ enn just imajine people locking to hear
Jack Jeily's Jeollibays when
they've rot Clarenco Corbe-
brow's Classicld® Entee-
tainers to lissen to=—
I don't think! By
the way, coan any

" That ought to
fateh 'sn ™ ggid
Jack Jolly, glancing
over the notise he had
painted.

ke ol

i

There's room for more than one fish in
the sea, but there's only room for one
Such is the
opinion of the mayor of thiz sleepy old
seatide regort. But he mahes the biggest
mistake of his life when he tries to queer

Jack Jolly & Co's pitch |

concert-party at Winklezea.

of you young brats teoll me whe thia
morchant Jack Jolly is 2 ™

* Why, you've just been spesking to
him,”™ grinnod Mr. Lickham,

The rival peerot went off into a fresh
ronr of lariter.

** Ho, ho, ho! Dh, crikey, don’ make mo
larf 0 much ! Meen to say thoat checky
little cub’s running the show 1

o Ho is. And he'll jolly well nock spota
off Corkbrow’s Clessiclo Entertainers, too,*
said Jack Jolly geimly,

" Ha, ha, ha ! " shreeked Mr, Corkbrow.

Mr. Lickham glarnsed eggspressively
at the frowning juniors, and jerked his
thurob signifficontly in Mr. Corkbrow's
dirmcktion.

To intellijent juniors like Jack Jolly &
Co., awink was as good asancd.  Grinning
ali over their diles, they made a rush at the
historical peerot.

An instant later, Clarence Corkbrow
wis swept off his feet and whirled into the
nir.

" Bump him, bova ! " gaid Mr, Lickham.
" In that paddle will dal™

* Lomme gn, von insolent young rep-
tilea " pamrod Clurenes in sucdden alacm.

Bump |l Splash !

Mr. Corkbrow pave another shreek—
bLiat this timn it wasn't a shreek of larfter.

" ¥arooocoao ! he yelled.

“"Two more, my boys ! grinned Mr,
Lickhanim.

And the chama of the Fourth gave their
rival another couple for luck, After that,
they retived, loaving Mr, Corkbrow, with o
fecmdish eppapression on his fizz, to pielk
himsell up and loosp off for o change of
clobdur,

Thut alternocn, the Jolliboys gave
their first purformanes,

Our heroes' hoarta woere beating fost as
they chunped into their smart new peerot
costurnes i Lhe dresqang-room at the aids
of the atape. They hadn't any doubd
aghout their ewn abillitics e maka o
auxxess of the show, but of corze, the

old Touies were a bit of a problem.
Mr. Lickham ecophdl
Fing aftor a fashun,
bt the reat of the
prowen - up pecrofs,
with the egpscption
of the leading come-
tian of the party,
haldn't & grote deol
of tallant,

Tha leading come-
dian, a fat jentleman
nned Jimmy Jegter,
wau  rather o star
Tuicmn. Jack  Jolly
leoked on him very
faverably onr .:sm:ua_ that Jimmy
Jester amd Me. Lickham would back
up bim aod his pals suffshontly to
mnke the show go with a real swing.

Prompt to the minnit. the concert

atarted,

Theve waan™t many specktators at Gret.

Mogt of the crowd on the beach had gone to hear

Corkhrow'a
Clasricls  En-
tertainers a8
nsual. But
when the show
got farcly
going, the
poapla hepan
to roll up inin-
ereéasing  nurm-
hara,

One or two
gantimentnl
bollade like
" ¥ea, wa have
no banonos
rendered in Mr,
Lickham's
powerful barry-
tono voies went
down rether
well, And when
Jimmy Jester
sang a few
comic gongs like
' Alice, where grt thou 7" amd ** The Loab
Cord,” the growiog crowd applawded
lowudly.

Buat the real anxxess came when Jask
Jolly & Co, started.

Our heroes were equally good at singing,
dancing, jupgling, conjuring, and acero-
Latticks, arul they tonk pood caro to display
their tallants to the preatest possibul
advantape.

After sinping n few popular corusses
in their elear, young voices, they prosceded
to do an intrikkato step-dance, invented
by Jock Jolly at o moment’s notisa that
morning ;. then they performed half-a-
duzzen perrilous necrobatlicle stunts that
left the specktators gosping, aned finishod
up with & simnply maevellous display of
jupabing pnd shtc-of-land trix.

Boars of defiening applowse rang out
ag the ¥t Bam's boys pove their remark-
able dizplay, and crowds coune flocking
:Mu from all Jdircektions, Glarnsing out
ol tho corner of his oye, Juck Jolly notigwe:d
with plec that they woro Jdeawing lacpo
numbera nway fromm Clovenee Corkbrow’™s
khiow.

T'o ent o leng story short, the Jolliboys'
show ghoremd o ternlick suxxess amd the
aftornocn's pacformance closed Lo delfening
clhicers surh ag hind never boefore beon
herd ot Winlklesign,

Mateherally, Mr. Lickbmn ssas awlfally
pleaged.  And when ho counted out the
eollection and found thoy had ammoeserl
nao leas than £35 Ga. 101d. in Poglish cur-
rency, in additton to many forrin anrd
ronnterfort coine, trowsin buttons, pelibles
and marbles, hig delite knew no Lounds,
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1 UsT st ™
w Clarcpee Corkbrow made  thnt
njackulation during tea-tumne that

day.

The leader of Corkbrow's Classjisle

-

Entertainers
WHS Il A HAV-
vidge T
Hia e¢yc  owa
wersd koo cae-
ted  tom or,
while & | ato
notted vain
stood out from
s forricd,

“DBust it
he repeated,
biting off a
huge inouthful
of breed - and-
treaklo.

* What's the
giddy trubhle,
my aon? " asleed
Clareanceae’s
father, who was
the mayor of
Winklosea.

““Oh, nothing
much, patar,
Ouly that the
rival pearat-
party on  the
aanda arotakmg
away half my

. bizzineas,” said
Clarence bitterly in reply, ]

“You don't meon the
Outz " 1" egpaelnimed  the
Winklesca, in surpriso.

m_..-:m.:.u.u Corkbrew  nodded,

They've chanped their name, now.
A cheeky young Lrat namod Jaek Jolly
has tuken themm over, Fo ealls them
"Jack Jolly’s Jolliboys,” bust him !

Fhe mayor chewed a doenutt thought.
fully.

"I suppose that's the lui who paid the
arrears of rent for the piteh,” e mormored,
h_.._.h._._n_u_..__..._._,w ruw&. ad you remark, Ularenco.

nd you say he's taking gw .
bitzinesa } :_u___ e s

" Unforchunitly, wes '

il e

Thon saomecthing must be  dons
that much seoms certain,” romnvked the
wmnyor, helping himself to a hogze slab
of eurrant-eake. “Shall I clap  these
q_...a.._m of yours into jale 7 Az chief
muagistrate, I cun de _ﬂEF yvou know,
Clorence,™

“Hmt Teaubt weather that wonld be
vrpsactly wise,” said Clarence Coarkbroow,
ralhe ._.:.___._._m._...___._“_“____- Rl i TR r_._.__..+._.._"_ strileo mo
su rather inflonentinl young cubs, and wo
_;:h..._n_ want o shandal, pater, do woe ¢ '

"Ob, grate pip ! Cortainly not ! ™ said
Carlibrow Scnior. hagtily. ™ Woll, what
whout & bonoby trap, then 77

“. A whattee 71

TA boohy-tvape The wery  hdear ™
sinied the iwsyor, sinking his vaice to a
herrgn whisper, 1 wo ean lix up a banby -
trap somewhere, go that the E_m:..u.._. lok of
theim et swaenpixt with some nocksious
mixture just before theie evening show—*'

Yy iy giddy aunt ! ?

“Then they won't bo nhle to run the
vening pocrformenes, az advertised, and
the crowd will pssemble for nothing.
After that, of corse, evervhody will bo
drarusted with the Jolliboys for letting
them  down, ond Corkbrow's Classicle
Intertoiners will bonny it Savey ¥

* Down-ond-
Mayor of

/

Kmmmwh

The mayor'a son pondered for o minnit,
Then his pimply face broke into o prin.

My hat! That's s wheeze, aod ue
mistake 1 Y he chuckled,  *' Do vou think
we can work it, pater t ™

“Rely om me. It'a a long timo sines
I wns ot skonl, but I dan't think 1've lost
my old skill at making boohy traps,”
saitl the mayor, with a mnirk. Il mix
up something they won't be able to get
off very easily, belesve me.  Plenty of
soot and ink and likwid blacking will give
the Jolliboys something to think about ! ™

“Hn, ba, ha! Ugpacilent ! cackled
Clarenee Corkbrow. " Where shall wo fix
it ﬂw.._uﬁm“_: pator § v

“* Above their dresaing-roon, I wonld
sujjest, my boy. My jdea iv to wrrunge
it 1 auch o way that we can stand on the
aonda aud jerk a string that will releese
the trap. ‘Twiggy-voo ¥

“What-ho ! " prinned Clarence Cork-
brow. “1'l come along and heip, with
grate plezzure, pater.  DPase the docnutts !

Fathier amd =zon waded in and finishod
up tho remainder of the grub on tho teblo,
After that, the mayor diskarded his
robes of offiz, and donning hia civvilian
fursy waisteont and Panamae hat, went
out with his son and hair,

Pawsing only to ackwire a polo, somo
soot, & packet of ink-powder and a hoitlo
of likwid gluo, the preshus pric sneaked
down to the beach liko theeves in tho nito.

Luck was with them. Thern was
nobody about. Most of the huliduy-
makers werd engaged ot that  hour in
feeding  their facca in the resteronga,
eaflice, and hotels,

Corkbrow Sonior amd Corkbrow Junior
sneaked Dehind the Jolliboys' stage, and
with the aid of o handy buneh of skelleton
rcw,m. ganod axxess ta the dressing.room.

for the neckst ten minnits, thoy were
bizsily engaged in their nefarious work.
When  they eamo out, tha mayor of
Winklesea traled a looss string through
his fingers. This ho lixed up over the
top of the stagn, so that tho ond danglad
down on the sands nt the boek.

“NWow wo'll st down  amd  wait,
Clarenes,”™ ho said with n sattisfied prin.
“As goon as the Jullibovs assembut
in their dressing-raom, we'll pull tho
atring amd then— '

*Then tha Jolli-

boyva will he Tu__w.
boya no  lemger] ™
grinned Claroneo
Lockbrasr.

Father atd  zon
thoem et down  to

wait, whiling  awuy
the timo until  tho
Jolliboye arvived Dby
ol n g COrnaT e
papers they rarcied
in thoir poclkets,

An bour or 50 later,
the Jdothboya enme
along feoin the Hotel de Swagpere
whero Chey had just hoad o ieo din.
ner consisting of spop, lish, ropst
turkoy and gossidges, beef, vorkshire
padding and vejetabuls, eollidgo  pud-
ding pnel cheese amd  baakits.

All  uvnswapishus of thoe danjer that
throttened, they elattored vp on the stage

and went into the dressing-room,

“ Now's our chance 1" whispered the
Mayor of Winkleson, from the back,

du saying, ho pulled the string.

Srwoonooodh !

Crash ! Hang! Wallop !

" Yorooooooono !

F g epug-pronoon

Yells poel groana rent the oir froen
within the dressing-room, as Jack Jolly's
Jolliboys  caught  the  full  waeit  of
Corkbrow's mnochsious hooby-trap,

And while the Jelliboys sortcd them-
aclves out, the two Corkbrows, larfing it
to bust, seuttled off in triumi,

But ho who larfs last larfs longest,  Aa
it turnoul out, thoss twe aneaky outsiders
w_m.._n:.__“ doene thomsalves wmuch good, after
RlL.

As soon az Jack Jally digeovered that
i owar imposaibul to 2erub the black
mixturs off their diles in time for 1l
ovening performance, ho  applied  his
powcrful brane te the problem.  Very
quickly o ripping idesn pecurred to Lim.

“My lmt!™  he eggscloimed. )
krnow what we can do

Y W%ell, what " asked Mr. Lickham,
gouping soot out of his oyes.

* Tuarn ourselves into nigpor mminstrels | ™

" Oh, grate pip!"

“Idon't try to elean vomr fizzoga any

lomger. It'a sottled,” srid Jack  Jolly,
decrsively, ** For  to-night  we'll  turn
oursclves  into  the Jolliboya  Minatrol

Troop. DPerhaps this has happensd for

the best, after all, you chapa. Nipger

M..mﬂi..%._w will be rather o novelly in these
ayal™

Wd__— Jack Jolly, na weual, waas right.

When the erowds along the prommusnard
spotted o crowd of coffy-cullerad minstrels
giving a porformanes, thoy faroly focked
round to liagen.

In five minnits every scat was oceupicd.

Clarance Corkbrow's shapgrin may e
better imajined than deseribed when be
feund oub  what hed happened. Dut
nobody bothered about him. 'The erowde
were all teo bizzy enjoying the nigger
minatrola,

So, in spite of their rivel's base ellorts,
Joack Jolly's Jolliboye triumfed after ull,
and aa Clarenes Carkbrow retorned homea
that nite, he had to adwmit to himself
that ho had been dighed, dickdled and done.

And while Clarenece Corkbrow nashed
hig teoth and went into snckeloth and
ashes, Jnek Jolly & Co. wadod in with o
harty goad-will to a well-dessrved supper
of ham amd tung, eold roast heef, sallnd,

vajetabuls, and appls dumplinga.

THi Exp.

(Neat week's  ascreaming'y
Junny  story by Dk
Nugent i entiiled :
.._..ML.-:._..hU ._.-._._ﬂ.m..m .__.H.h.._'.h.-_.ﬁh..ﬂ..
.ﬁﬁuw..u,.___. " Dron't
tiiss € en any
aseount, huind,)

Bwooocsh! " Yar-
oooo 1 Y Qug-gug-
gug!” Yells and groans
rent the alr as Jack
Jolly's Jolllboye caught the
full wait of tha booby-trap.



