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Ancither moment.and Sir Richard Ravenspur would have breathed &is fast. Butl the unknown assassin had not reckonosd
on the timely Intervention of Harry Wharton &K Co., the Thums of Greyfriars ! (See (he Fue sfory sngde)



Always glad {0 kear fromm pou,
T'he Edilor, The * Magnet"' Library,
Farvingdon

N Jokes and

UR r oll Editor is geitin
hﬂ.uleipfu over the coals ﬂﬁﬂE:raekEt:
I've got a coaple of letters here
taking me to task soverely, so

lot ua deal with them before we go on
to other topics. The firet one deals with

MORE ABOUT THE *“ MARIE
CELESTE."

Y ou will remember [ said soma time ago
that the mystery of the ‘* Marie Celeste ™
was never cleared up. Well, one of my
girl readers, Rose Coleman, of Canonbury,
London, writes to say that I have B
mistake, snd she Ronds me o newapsper
cutting to thow that the mystery was
nlle to be cleared up about five years
oo,

For the benofit of any of you who did
not road my ﬂ:ﬁ:iﬂuﬂ remarka, I had
Lotlor oxplain that the brigantinp ** Marie
(‘mloste " ret out from Americe and was
found abandoned off the coast of Porta-
«al about five weeks later. Bhe was
drifting with all sails set, but there was
nat o soul on board, no signs of a struggle,
andd nona of her boats was misging.
I'hore were meals in the cabin, but every
ono of her crew, and the Captain’s wile
amel daughter were miesing ! Where did
they vanish ? ;

Tl newspaper cutting which my reader
kindly sent me says that the ™ DMlarie

Celesta * came seross & derelict which )

sontained a large sum of geld. The crew
seizad thix and made off in hoats bahngin%
to. the depalict, leaving itheir own vesse
drifting. Now, although the entting states
that this i#8 tho real cxplansation of the
invetorsy, Lowonld like to point out that
vory $ew mailors accept this explanation,
and point ont that if the case was as stated,
the story would have been bound to leak
out shordl alterwards, Fuorthermore,
there i, so far as I know, no record of such
o dereligt with pold aboard it being in that
neighbourhood—and the description of

derelicts are oll known, especially thase i pr
1 with your jokes

which have ireasure aboard 1

TALL STORIES.

[ don't doubt that the story was told by
Lthe man meationsd in the newspaper
entting—but remomber that “ old salts ™
hiave boepn claiming to be able to clesr upd
the ** Mane Celeste ' mywiery for pears!

And mout of them swoer that they were| oy threw up momntains

on tie mystery ship, all their
are different. So I etill stick to my wtabe- |
memt that the mystery has never yet beeo
cleared up. )

Hare ars a fow of the other stories bokd |
about this emicas ship! The first has it
that & gismt octopus pulled everpons over-
board snd thus joft the ship without &
crow ; smother says that the vossel was
atinckod by pirates who tosk all the ewew
on board, then the * Mare Celeste ™ sud-
doply hiffed in the wimd and struck the
other boat, winking her with all hande
Yot mpother yam hae it thet there wad a
madman on bosod who poisoned everyons

olss, threw them o , and then
jum in himeasH.
Another tale, told by a man who

claimod to be the sole survivor, was that

cle !'Huml-." 5. Carmelite Strest,

clurms, so deop me o Hne to the following address :

But the reason is that the
inn  was originally built on
srognd  which the sea covés
now, and all thst was loft of
the ol inn was & hali brick
S0, whoen the place was rebuilt
farther inland, it was callad
“The Half Brick.,” Lowestoft
on the East coast is snother
place where the sea iz oating
into the lend, and it 5 carry-
L::ictha ground from .there to

r placas on the coast, thua
slightly changing the outline
of England.

The Amualgomated Press, Lid., Fleefswoy House,

Street, London, E.C.d.

Limericks shoald ba semt to
London, E.C. 4 {I':nmpl.].

the capiain and the mate went for a swim-
mmﬁ match ano day when the ehip was
kecalmed, and all the reat of the crew wern
watching them from o irail structure in
the bows. "The structure gave way, and
all hands fell overboand and could not
managa to seramble back aboard. There nre

PLERTY OF TALES TO CHOOSE
FROM

in the above selection, and you are at
liberty to believe whichever ome you
plesse | Now we'll get on te the next
L1 188 'll“

ornest Jones, of North Wales, hanls
me over the coals because I haven't pab-
lished any of the humorous stories ho had
sent jn. Of course it is imposaibls for me
to print every story 1 receive, but } assure
Ernest that my stafl through all the
stories carefully, and them make their
selection. The prizes are given weekly,
andd it may happon that the stories picked
during the particnlar week that -Ernust
sent Lim in were better than his, conso-
quently the senders of tiyone stories got the
prizes. Don’t be discoliraged, chums, ii
you don't get & prize the firat time you send
m.  Hemamber we pick them weelk by
weol, and this wesk we have picked the
follow: for which a penknife has heen
sent to William J. Billingham, of 2, York
Btreet, Kingsland Road, Bristel

A Hitle boy was sebi hy bis

Herc's & guestion of interest
to my Australian readers.  Tom
Croft, of Wallasey, has brenm
reading 8 yarn about Australis,
and wants to know :

WHAT IS A BUNYIP?

The Bunyip is & mythical creatnm
which is to have the head and
shouniders of & g and the body and

cxtremition of & fish. It is said 1o ter-
rorise the minds of the nstives of Aus.
tralia, and ie to live in the
lake of Warri i ‘

It in & comous thing that in several
parta of the warld natives ook
cortain iakes as bemg the homes of evil
gnnw Thore o o il i Northern

igoria, whose neme Do white man has
heen anble 1o ounoe or write, and
which the natives will pot vemnture near,
much less bathe in it or set & Ccamoo
nfloat on it

Lei's have s limerick now. This one
comes from F. . Harrmsg, of 56, Birch Streat,
Moss 8ide, Mancheater, who, of course, has
boan awarded o * Magnet "' pocket wallet
for his winning offort.

A crusty obd josser named Popper
Ons day came 8 terrible cropper,
A bad egg well aimed
His dignity maireed
For it spattered ail over his topper.

Just fo wind wp, here's next week's

bumper programmes :
Full pointa, of course, go to Frank

L

mother lo 2 haddevk der
={ tes. The ﬂuun sslced |
; thé gounpsier W
ke wenld Hks a
fnmsn,
“Ho,” cald tha
boy, **1fink I'd betler Bawe a

.ﬂﬂn“. ’;un, *cos there's & ot of
us !

I'va
TTaed

got plenty wnore of theas uselwl
in  stock, chums, so wals =

One of my Irish readers J. G., of Ca ¢
Arinagh, wants to know

HOW DID IRELAND GET ITS SBAPE 7]

You've got to go back to when the world
was young to understand that, J. O,
As the oarth aooled, it began to “ buckle ™
Water settled
im tha hollows between the mountaine and
made the seas, while the mountaing heanne
tiw land. Thue the rough outhne of con-
tinants and dslands wersa formed. Sines

then the sen haa hecn oomstantly eating
saway parts of the land, and that is why
thw Wﬁsb of Treland, which is exposed to
the ferrsfic Atlantic storsns, is eaton away
o much.  On the other hand, the sea oftes
rocades froms the leed, and leaves greai
patches of lond which were formerly
ooverad. So, pou see, sountres sre oom-
stantly changing their shape, although it
takeor thomsauls of years for the change
to be noticed.

Down at Worthing o (he South coast, |
ihera iz an inn calked

“ THE HALF ERICK.”

e Macxer Lignarr.~No. 1,124,

Ti's a rurious nante for an mn, iEn't bt

Richards who winds up his mecord-break-
ing series of thrillers with

“YHE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!"™

one of the most riul stores of Ha
Wharton 4 Co. sver told. In 2his gu
you'll sast mn old favourite in Ferrers

ma. the femsows Baler Street detective,
whs weravels the myetery ©of Ravenspur
Creope oo iz owm b way. Thrild
folows thrill in q:et ewonenmyont in this
el amd # wou miss it choms,
you'll z:?in kidicag yournelves,

Twrsing foomn the sevkous te the huwnorous,
wo oomo te snother of Thcky Nugent's
“ shockers,” eatithed ;

“ THE HEAD'S FUNNY TURN [ ™

dealing with 1lie further adventurss of
Jack Jolly and his jolliboys at Winklesaa,
You'll Javgh lowder than you've ever
laughad before, belisve me, chume, when
vou read thin latest  shocker ” by our
youthdful laughter-merchant, Dicky.

Following this comes another instahment

of
“ THE SHEADOW OF THE
GTILLOTINE I ™

Geo. B, Rochestor's latest amd grestost
serial of the French Revolution, and then
the seoond of onr graod new serien of
Aying articles which, ther with snother
chuiee: “Come into € {Mfico, Boys,”
aowapletes thie bumper programme.

Au pevair till then, shums,

YOUR EDITOR.



WHO SAYS A FEAST OF REAL THRILLS?

THE FIRST CHAFTER.

The Man.at the
Window !

“ ARRY 1"

H It was =&

faint whisper
in the dark-
ness.

Harry ‘Wharton
started and opined his
eyes.

”‘r‘l-'.'i'iﬂt—‘”

* Quict Y whispered
Frank MNugcnt.

Silently Harry Whar-
ton sat up In  bed,
rublied his eves, and

lopked at his  chum.
Nugent waz a dim
shadow by hiz  bed-

side. But even in the
gloom he could Eee
that Frank's face was
pale and tonse.

There was a glim.
mer of light through
the half-open  door ek
from the adjolning -
room. 'Thab room was Tt
8ir Richard Raven-
sEur's bed-room, whare
the master of Raven-
spur
axlecp.

A shaded
burned there.

But in the dressing-room where the
two juniors had their quarters there was
no light, save for the glimmer at the
door. The curtaing at the window shut
out the gleam of the summer stars.

“"What is it, Frank?"

Wharton sunk hia voice to the lowest
of whispers.

Frank Nugent did not reply imme-
diately. Ho stood quite still, his head
bent a little, listening.

Wharton listened, too.

But no sound came to his ears, save
some slight movement from the adjein-
ing room, where Jervis, Sir Richard's
valet, sat watching by his master's bed-
sido.

“1-T1 heard something,” said Nugent
at last.

“In the house "

“QOutside, I think.”
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The mystery of Ravenspur Grange deepens!

long oaken corridors, and the baunting Terror, uncaught, spreads

dread into every corner of that ancient manor, Helpless, the chums
of Greyfriars stand by, unable to lift a finger.

£l I?'ut_-__fl

“My uncle’s window-—

“MNobody could get to Bir Richard's
window, old man,” whispered Wharton.
“It'z thirty [eet from the ground, at
least.”

"I know. Iut——  Thore it i3
again?" breathed Nugent.

The window of the dressing-room,
though curtained, was open; the simmer
picht  was  warm. To  Wharton's
intently lisiening ears there came some
fsint sound of & rustle from without.

“"Only the wind, Vrank.”

“Perhaps.  DBut—"

“You're nervous, old man,” said
Horry soothingly. “Huaven’t you been
asleop ™

kk

*Wo, That was not the wind,
Harry”
Wharton smiled faintly, and drow

himself from the bed. The eurtaing at
the open window were siirring, moved

:g,.' ’-.;:.. Ly

ST L e v

“rilliant
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Death stalks down the

by the night brecze; but they made no
sonnd. The [aint rustle the juniors
Lhiad heard eame from ow!side the house.

Harry Wharton stepped to the com-
munigativg door and looked inte Sir
Kichard's room.

The master of the Grange was asleep,
In the shaded light Harry could see his
pale face on the pillow.

Jorvis was  wide awake. Wharton
made no sound; but the man's glauce
turned towards him as he looked in,

Ilarey planced from the deorway to-

wards the windows of {he baronel's
romm.  There were three, all of them
closed. Only in the middle window the

small sguare ventilating pane was opean.

Whartun shook his head,

The windows, he koew, were securely
fastened. Packington, the butler, had
examined them before leaving his master
Ff}i' til[‘ I"I'iglﬂ. -'1“{! h-'ll'! I:I‘_'I'IH" LHAD O T.]IF'
Hitle iron-railéd balcony outside the

i
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[Here's another magnificent yarn in our

new thriller series, featuring Harry

Wharton & Co. of Greyfrars.,
By FRANK RICHARDS.

]
L iy

‘\';.'.\h.\';. -'-.:--_

Wharton had seen him secure the
window-fastenings; and to make assur-
atice doubly sure he had locked at them
Inmself afrer the butler had gone. Even
had the secrct assassin who soupht the
baronct’s life succeeded in elimbing to
the baleony he ecould not have opened
the windows from cutside; at all events,
not  without giving instant alarm.
Wharton turtfed back to the dressing-
room. MNugent, standing there in the
gloom, waz still listening, with painful

intontnesa,

“It's all right, Frapk!” muttered
Wharton, *Your uwncle’s asleep, “and
Jervis wide awake”

MNugent, without replying, stepped to
the dressing-room window. Quietly he
pulled aside the curtains and looked
out into the starry Aupgust night

Wharton followed him.

Tie Maoxtr Lasrary.—No. 1,124,
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Bo far os he could sce all was well;
but he was catching something of his
chum’s uncasiness now,

*The mystery of Ravenspur Gran
hunﬁ heavy on the hearts and the minds
of the Famous Five of Greyfriars,

By whose hand the baronet's life had
been attemptied, and for what reasen,
they did not know, and could not begin

to guess.

wair suspicions had turned uwpon hia
brother, but Captain Ravenspur now
lay in 8 opursing-home at Leyford
between lifo and gea!h the victim of
the poison he had swulfuwed, that- had
been intended for the baronet. .

Almost at the cost of his lile his
immocence had been proved.

It was impessible lo suspect him now,
But whom else to suspect was a myslery.

Inspector Cook had, it appeared prob-
able, at least, formed some theory that
might have led to a discovery, but the
inspector had been shot dead in the
house, and what he had known or
guspected could never now be known to
othera. .

The shadow of mystery and crime
hung over Ravenspur Grange.

It was no wonder that Frank Nugent
could not sleep. It was no wonder he
started at a sound,

Some man unknown sought his uncle's

life, and that man was still at large,
unsuspected. Either he was an inmate
of the Grange, or he had some easy an
secret access to the old house, The
faintest sound in the silence of the
night was enough to nlarm Frank, to
thrill his nerves with the thought that
the hidden hand was about to strike
again.
“ Fraok, old man," muttered Wharton,
you're nervous! I tell yonu nobody
could reach your uncle’s window with-
out a ladder thirty feet long—"

“1 know. Bul——"

“But what?"

“Listen !” breathed Nugent.

Again that faint rustle from without;
a little clearer now that Frank had
drawn the curtains aside {rom the open
window.

Wharton started.

That could not be the wind in the
treea. It was a rustle from the thick old
ivy that clothed the wall of the ancient
house. And the night breeze was light;
it was strange that it should stir the
ivy so much.

“You heard that, Harry?" breathed
Frank,

“Yes. But it was the ivy. DBut the
ivy's cropped close to the wall, old
man—it would not hold a cat, let alone
& man.”

MNugent did not answer. He looked
from the window and along the ivied
wall towards the windows of the
barcoet’s room.

A narrow balcony, not more than
three feet in depth, ran along under
tha three windows, A railing of heavy
old wrought iron snrrounded it  The
balcony jutted out, and below it was
a sheer drop of thirty feet to the
tErracg hc&?mbmf housze. ?1:gent]5mr¢-d
tOWarda e Dbalcony, and caught his
breath, Hae gms;:ecf Whartnn% AT,
gnd pressed it so suddenly and harnd

that Harry  barely  suppressed an
exclamation.
"Frank! What—u>
“Look ™
THE
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4 tommunicating doorway.

Harry Wharton put his head from tne
window and [olowed with his eyes the

aze of his chum. -He started, and his

part throbbed. From the iron raili
of the baleony outside Sir Richa
Ravenspur's windows something long
and sihuous hung, stirring g&ntlg in
the wind. It was a rope laddes.
Sccured with a pair of hocks to the
balcony rail the long thin rope ladder
hung there, swaying, causing the faing
gecasional rustle that had reached Frank
MNugentl's restless ears.

“A rope ladder!” panted Nugent.
“To my uncle's window ! Harry, there
is someone on the baleony ™

Dark in the dark shadow of the wall
a figure could be seen, Hattened agaminst
the centre window of the baronet’s room.
And the horrified eyes of the juniurs
caught for n second the glint of steel
in the gleam of the stars—the glint of
tha barrel of a revolver.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !
HARRY WHARTON stood,

for
the mstant, spellbound.

But only for the instant.

In that instant he koew what
was happening—he knew what was in-
tended.

He turued and dashed towardz the
In a flash he
was in 3ir Richard’s room.

The windows were shut as before; no
sttempt had been made to open them.
Jarvis, wakeful, watchiul, started to his
fcet, staring at the schoolboy. Whar-
ton did not look at him. His eyes were
or the centre window, where the small
ventilating pane was open.

Thmug}: the little qpening, not more
than gix wnches in extent, someining huad
been thrust in. It was the barrel of a
revalver.

The middle window was exactly in
a ling with the old canopicd bed ocou-
pice! by Bir Richard Ravenspur.

The muzzle of the revolver that had
been inserted at the wventilaling pano
bore divect on the baronet as he lay
aeleep, his pale face and closed eyes
visible in the shaded light,

Behind the revolver, unzeen by Whar-
ton, an eye gﬂuamed aloeng the barrel,
a6 aim wis talen.

Tho assassin, standing oo the baleony
without, was taking slow and deliberate
aim, the barrel of the revelver resting
on the bras:s framo of the ventilating
square, his left hamd holding up the
litthe hinged pane to clear his line of
visian.

How long he would have dwelt on
his aun, how long the sleeping man
would have hovered on the brink of
death. could nor be told; for Harry
Whoarton acted promptly.

Heo cavght up a hasmock, and hurled

it with all the strength of his arm at
tho middle window.
Crach'!

It was a large and hﬁa\r;f hassock,
atied it ztroek the window with terrific
force.  Wieolz panesz were smashed out
by the concussion.

Crack! :

Wharton beard a ery of rage and
alarm fron: outstde na the revolver rang.
Whether the man had been about to
fire, or whether the sudden erash had
startled him into pulling the trigper,
he did not know, At all events, the
revolver was lired without aim, and tho
bullet shot up o the eelling with =
crash of shatiered plaster.

Sir Richard Rnuemq‘ur, awakened by
the crash of the breaking window and
tl:;!*l.:i_-i vepert of the revolver, started up in
E -

THE MAGNEY

“What——" :

“Help!" shouted Jervis.

The bed-room door was thrown open,
and the Leyford constable, posted in the
corridor without, rushed in, truncheon
i hand.

Harry Wharton dashed to the smashed
window.

Outside, on the baleony, through the
limpse of a dark

*

g_agg&d gap, ho had a
igure scrambling wildly over the iron
rail to the rope ladder. Tho alarmed
nzsassin was making his escape without
the delay of a second,

Wharlon wrenched at the window,

The middle one of the thres was a
french window, but % was [fastened
with a catch and two bolts, and it was
someé moments before Harry Wharton
could tear it apen and rush out on the
balcony.

MNugent was at liz heels as he ran
out.

“8top him!" panted Frank.

But the dark figure was gone. The
awa]j_:lng of the rope ladder showed thet
he had not yet reached the ground.

Tha two juniors stared down over the
railing with thumping hearts. Half-way
tn the ground the dark figure was to
be seen, scrambling desperately down-
waird, the rope ladder swinging wildly
to and fro in hia haste.

* After him!” panted Nugent,

He clambered on the railing,

“Stop!”  Harry Wharton caught his
arm. " He's armed, Frank—a revolver!”

“1 don't eare!l™

MNugent tora himself loosa  and
scrambled over the railing and prasped
the rope ladder.

He swung himself furiously down-
ward, Tha man below, who had not

yot  reached the ground, gave an
alarmed uvpward pglance as the rope
ladeder shook above him.  Wharton,

staring down, saw a face with a =andy
mouvstache and thick sandy hair under a
closely-pulled cap, a face he had seen
before. DBut it was only for a second,
The man, still at a distance from the
earth, dropped the rest of the way and
landed like a eat on the terrace.

Wharton swung himsell down alter
his chum.

The dark fignre was ruoning along
the terrace. But it stopped suddenly,
turned, and the right arm was thrown

up.

Crack!

Harry Wharton felt the wind of the
bullet as it passed.

Crack!

The man fired a eecond time, and
there was a ery from Nugent. He
slithered down the rope ladder and fell
heavily to the ground.

“Frank!” shrisked Wharton.

In a moment he was on the terrace
beside his chum, bending over him.
The dark figure was running again,
vanishing round a corner of the build-
ing  But Wharton did not give him a
glance. All his thoughts were for his
comrade.

"“Franki™

Nugent rai¢ed himszelf on his elbow.
Hu was dizay and panting  heavily.

“¥ou're hurt, Frank-—"

“No!” panted Nugent.

“* I—thon ght—"

“Eﬂm{rthmf prazed me—a hullet, I
suppose. L slid down!™ gasped Nupent.
“1I've had a tumble—but I'm not hurt.”
IHis hand went to his cheek, and his
ingers came away wred. “Ooly a
soratch—"

Wharton panted with relief,

The feeing man had fred back at
the ligures on the swaying rope ladder,
ruthlessly reckless of tho result, so that
he zained time to make his escape,

—
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The second bullet had grazed Frank's
check, drawing a streak of crimson.
His escape had been narvow.

Wharton helped him to his feet.

“Thank poodness it's no wome,
Frank—="

“Come on!"

“ But—"

“Come on, I say!h hissed Frank.
“Thia is the frst time we've had a
chanee at him—eoms on, I tell you!

Ha raced away along the terrace.

Harry Wharton followed him fast.

The juniors were unarmed; and the
fugitive was armed and desperate ond
utterly reekless of bloodshed. The man
who had shot the scarred man by the
park wall of the Grange, the man who
had ehot Inspeetor Cook dead in the
old gallery, the man who had thrica
attempted the life of tha baronet, was
not likely to hesitate at murder to scoure
his own escape. Tt was madness o
pursue him, but Frank Nugent thought
of nothing but scizing on the villain
who had attempted his uncle’s life, and
Wharton did net think for a moment of
deserting his chum. He rushed after
Nugent, and thc;.' darted round the
sorner of the building together.

ggnci: !] 5

ey had a glimpse of a panting,
erouching fipure in the shadnw-f a5 ti!fn
shot was fired. Dut it was fired alinost
et random, as they came racing round
the corner, and it missed by & yard
or more. The noxt instant Horrv
Wharton erashed into the erouching
figure, and another shot missed him
as the man went over under the
shock.

“Frank—help—*

A heavy blow from the barre! of
tho revolver missed Wharton's head
but struck his shoulder., At tho
same moment he grasped at the
strugzling figure, and his fingors
;lﬂ;md tenaciously on the sandy
air.

Nugent sprang to his wid, only
to be hurled aside by the un-
known a8 he darted away fronn
Wharton.

Wharton staggered to his feof, still
holding in his hand the sandy mop of
hair he bad grasped. It was o wig--
evidently & disguise worn by the assaszin
—and it had come off in his geasp as the
man wrenched himself away, )

Wharton reeled against the wall. s
shoulder was aching terribly [rom the
blow he had received.

Nugent ran on a few paces and
stopped.  The runnin figure  had
vanished now in the shadows of the

night. The man whose disguise Whar-
ton held had fed with a desperate buret
of spced, and he was gone.

Nugent gritted his tceth and twrned
back.

[N H-"I.I.TJ.""'—"

“ Al right!" panted Wharton, " Ouly
a knock! He's gone.”

“Wea may fnd him yet."

“"IIe's gone, old chapl
in 1]

Let's got
B3v this time the whole house was in
alarm.

Lights gleamed from abmest every
window, and voilees were ealling and
shouting.

The great door of Ravenspur Grange
was flung open, and light =treamed out
on tho terroce  and the  shadowy
gardens. A Leyiord constable  and
several menservants come ronning oot

But the scarch for the escaping mian
was nnavailing. e had vonished  in
the shadows of the mght; il only
the rope-ladder, still swinging from the
Lalcony outside the baronet’s window,
remained i tell how he had eome and
Eong,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man from Scofland Yard !

IR RICHARD RAVENXN-
g SPUR sat in a deep arm-
chair in a sunny morn-
ing-room, looking out on

the terrace of Ravenspur
Grange.
Outside, the August =un

blazed down on the Grange.
Across  the sunny window =@
shadow passed ot intervals, Tt
was that of a Leyford con-
stable, pasing the terrace,

A bitter smile crossed Bir
Richard's face as he nofed it

The baronet’'s look was pale
and weary.

He was under guard now,
cevery hour of the day and the
night. Outside the window of
Lle morning-room  One  Cone-
stable paced the ferrace; out-
side the deor of the room
another was on duty.

| I:';!h!'!l-_i'll' !';'J "]' T, | l!- "
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Harry Wharton scrambled over the ralling, grasped the ro
himself down in the wake of Frank Nugent.
the terrace, stopped suddenly and turned. Crack !

-ladder, and swing
The dark figure, running along
The man fired, and there

was 3 ery from Nugent as he slithered down the rope-ladder and fell heavily
to the ground ! {(See Chapter 2.)

In tho reom with 8ir Richard were
the chums of Greyiriars. Their [aces
wWere very seriouns,

The lutest attempt on the life of their
host liad only deepened the strange
mystery of the Grange.

Tho rope-ladder, left behind by the
wpknown in his hurried flight, had been
locked in Sir Richard's safv with tho
wig that Wharton had torpn from tho
head of the escaping man. DBoth, it was
hoped, would prove clues to the identity
of the sccret assassin. llow the rope-
ladder had boen attached to the hﬂ.l:'ull:u.'

rail was a perplexing problem. It
secmed impossible that it could have
boon  plaeed thero from below ot o

distanee of thirty feet from the ground.
But 1f 1t had been placed in roeadiness
from above, by whose hand had it been
placed there—and how? Not for ono
montent  had watchfuloess pelaxed in
the baronet’s rooin.  And it was only
fromm that room that the balcony could
bo reached.

That weither the assassin ar a con-
federate was 1n the houschiold s=eemed
certain. Yet there was no member of

the househiold upon whom suspicion
could fix.

“I'rank 1"
| E;j: Richard broke a long silence at
5

Frank Nugent turned to him at onee.

“"Yes, uncle?™

“You saved my hife last night, my
bow=—you and Harry. DBut you ram
rirsks that I should never have
allowed A

Nugent shook his heoad.

“That's nothing,” he said.

“MNothing at all, sir!" seid Wharton.

e ot filoess 15 torrific.
honoured sabib,” said Hurres Jamset
Ram Singh. “We aro all ready to ruun
the most preposterons risks, sir,™

Sir Richard smiled faintly.

“¥You boys are on holiday,”" ho said.
*“I bad hoped that you would spend n
fow pleasant days with me here. As it
has turned out, you have come into n
house of mystery and erime and danger,
I da not wish to ask you to leave me.
but for your own sakes I think you had
Letter not remain.”
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“Rot!" said Bob Cherry.
mean, we'ra sticking it out, sip,”
1 dear bo " ;i
“Weo'ra jolly well not going!" said
Johnny Bull. *Net til} that villain has
been found and put under lock and

key.”

“¥Noy are in danger here,” gaid Bir
Rich&ﬁ $rn.1.'¢.13+ “1 cannot allow that,
my- boys,'

“We're staying—unless you turn us
out, sir,” sard Harry.

“Y need npt say Ahat I should be
glad for you to stay—that your
presence is & comfort to me and helps
to secure my safety,” said Sir Rithard.
“But—" .

“Tho butfulness is superfluous, sir,
anid Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. “The
stayfulness is the proper caper; and
we shall not departfully bunk unless
you bestow upon us the csteemed order
of the boot.” _

8ir Richard Ravenspur smiled again
and was silent. There was no doubt
that he desired the schoolboys to
remain. Their presence in the houso
had saved his life, and it was an added
sccurity to him ‘so long as the secret
assassin was unknown and st large.

i I__I

“Ring the bell for Packington,
Frank,” said the baronet, after another
gilenca.

Frank Nugent touched the bell.

Packington, the butler, entercd "i:l'lth
his noiseless, limping tread, Hia limp
geemed more pronounced than usual as
ha erossed the room to the baronet's
choir. The juniors understood. that
that limp was the result of & wound
rcceived in the War, and they had, in '
consequence, a very sympathetic feel-
ing towarde Packington,

“¥You rang, sir?"

“Yes, Packington,” 8Sir Richard
Ravenspur . glanced at the clock,
“Inspector Garnish, of Scotland Yard,
will here at twelve, You will show
him in to me immodiately he arrives,
Bes that tho car is sent to Leyford
Skation for him.”

“Yery good, sirl"

8ir Richard glanced at him kindly.

“You do not seom so well as usual
this morning, Packington, 1 hn:r];iﬂ your
old wound 1s not tronbling you."

The hutler covghed apologetically. -1

Y joined in the scarch last night,
sir, and rather foolishly forgat that I
am no longer on the active list. T had
a fall, and it hurt my leg a little, But
it is nothing, siz.”

“¥ou must tako.care, Packington,
It wauld be better, perhaps, for you to
rest. And you may give James
my instructions concerning Inspector
Garnish.”

“You are very kind, sic. With your
permission I should like to retire to my
room for & time™

“Qertainly, certainly, Packington.”

“Thank you, siel”

The butler glided from the room,

Sir Richard Ravenspur turned to the
juniors again.

“This case s now heipg taken HE hy
Seotland Yard,” he saad. * I have been
informed that the detectiva will he here
this morning abhout twelve. Ho will
probably desire to auestion you boys,
g0 you had better be at hand.™

“ Certainly,” snid Hearry,

“In the meantime, yvoun must go out
into the air,” added the haronet kindly.

“We're not leaving vou ulone, uncle,”

said Frank.
“No fear!” added Johany Bull.
“The no-fearfulnesa is terrific,” said
Hurres Joumset Ram Singh solemonly.
“My dear boys, there are two con-
stobles on guard at the door and the
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window, You need have no uneasiness
for me,”
“We're on duty, toe, sir,” said Harry
Wharton.
“But really * pald Sir Richard.
“I'm staying here,” said Frank.
"You fellows Igat & run in the park.,”
“Hight-ho !’

The four juniors left the morning-
room mnd went into the hall. Packing-
ton, the butler, was thero speaking to
James, no-doubt giving him his instrue-
tions regarding the expected detective
from Seotland Yard.

The juniors™ strolled out on the
terrace.

“ Excuse me, young gentlemen,”

The juniors started as they found
FPackington at their elbow.

“You move hke a ghost, Packing-

ton,” said HMarry, with a smile, as he
turncd his head. “What ia it?"
. ¥ou will excuse me, sir,” said Pack-
ington  deferentially, “I thought
perhapas you might be going into the
park-—="
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A SURREY READER STEPS IN |

this week and carries offt
“Magnet” pocket-knife for the
following amusing joke ;:—

NO WONDERI!

Two anglers were fahing in
g emall atream, and tha fish
geamed wvery =alow to bite.
To whils away the time one of
them turned to his companion
and asked :

It a herring and a half coat
threa halfpence how much
would one cost 7"

The other, after thinking
far a while, taok a pisce of
chalk from his coat pockest
and started to work it out on
a small footbridge that croased
the stréam. Having covared
the bridge with figures, ha
ralurned itao his frlend, and
eald ;

“fWould you mind repaat-
ing that ﬁ:uuﬂnn agaln 7

" Yon. herring and-—"

“Stop ! " ¢ried the former.
"“Mo wonder | ocouldn't do
it, 1"d bean reckoning mac-

kKernl 1 M
Sent in by Master D. Sayers, 2,
Raslway  Approach, Tonghom,

Surrey.

You must have heard a good joke
some time or other, chum. Send if
along fo me—il mey win you a
aseful pockel-knife.
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“That's it," said Harry, with o nod.
“Wuy're going to have ancther look at
the old hunting-lodge®

“Tho old lodge in the park, sir?
Foor Mr, Cook told me thut that spot
had been thoroughly scarched, sir.”

“That's 20, spid Bob Cherry. * But
you never know your fuek, Packington.
It was ut the old lodge that wo saw that
sundy-haired fellow who eulled himself
John Smith—the fellow whoso wig
Wharton grabhed off last night. LHe
nad some reuson for being there and
we may flind out what it was.”

Packington coughed.

“1 trust, young pentlcmen, that you
will not think it nl-iih&rt'_-.r if I make a
supgestion,” ho =aid.

“0Of course not,” said Harry. “We

konow that you are devoted to Bir
IRichard. DPuckington. Say anything
you like”

*I confess, sir, that I am very uneasy
about my master,” said DPackington.
*1 am awaro that two constables are on
duty, but "—he hesituted—"1 do not
wholly trust to that, sir, My leg is so

THE MAGNET

painful efter the fall I received while
joining in the search last night that I
should like very much to take
advuntage of Bir Richard’s kind per-
mission to rest for & time, as I am not
needed till . lunch, But—"

““Yes,” said Harry,

“But I could not rest in ease, sir,
unless my masfer’s sa ia ing
watched over,”” said Packington, ‘I

fear every moment that some fresh
attempt may be made.”

He paused again, with a distressed
sxpression on his face,

"I understand,’’ eaid Harry,

"I feel that I am taking a liberty in
suggesting a course of action to you,
sir,”  said the butler apologetically.

My uneasiness for a very kind master
must be my excuse. But, if you young
gentlemen would remain near the house,
near 3ir Richard’s room, until the de-
tective arrives—""

He paused and coughed.

“Please excuse me, sir, for so far for-

getting my place!” he said,
_ “"Not at all,' said Harty, “The fact
is, 1 think you are right. Nugent is
staying with Sir Richard; but we
canmot be too careful, If it will relieve
your mind, Packington, we'll stay here
on the terrace tll the deteclive comes.”
“You relieve my mind very much,
sir "' smd Packington,

“ That's ail right."

“Thank you, sir—thank you very sin-
cerely, sirl™

The butler glided beck into the house,

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at one
another and smiled.

“Alter ail, the old lodge will keep,*
suid EHarry., “'Wa've scarched it several
times, and found nothing, May as wall
wait here till Mr. Garnish blows in,
I'm rather curious tg sce a real live
Beotland Yard detective.”

“Bame here,” agreed Bob.

“The samefulness ia terrific!"

It waz pleasant enough on the terrace,
strolling in the morning sunshine, The
juniors passed the baronet’s window
several times, and exchanged o few
words with the Leyford constable op
duty there,
1t was about an hour later that a
gure was scen coming up the drive to
the house,

The juniors turned their atlention at
once 1o the newpomer.

As the Scotland Yard detective was to
come down by train, they expected him
to arrive at the Grange in a car from
the station; but this man had evidently
arrived on foot. At all events, the
juniora had seen and heard nothing of
a4 Car,

He was a man of rather bulky frame,
dressed in a grey lounge suit, with a
bowler hat. Pﬁs nce was ruddy in oom-
plexion, with light eyebrows, and a
toothbrush moustache, aud he wore gold-
rimmed pince-nez,

*Is that the man, I wonder " mur-
mured Bob Cherry, “If 50, he's carly.
It's not twelve yet'

The man in the bowler hat glanced at
the juniors as he went directly towards
the door of the Grange. They moved
in the same direction, and reached the
doorway in time to see hun haond a
card to James. He was immediately
shown into the morning-roomn whera 3ir
Richard Ravenspur awaited himn.

As James camo away again, aller
showing him in, Harry Wharton spoke
to the footman.

“[a that inspeciaor Ciarnish, James?"”

“Yes, gqir,” suswered James,

“Ba he's come!” said DBon. " Better
wititk here, you men: he will want to
sce us pretty soon.”

And the juniors waited.

(Curtinucd on page 8.)
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THE MYSTERY OF THE GRANGE !

- (Contintwed from page 6.)

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of {he Unknown !

iy NSPECTOR GARNISHI™
I Sir HRichard Ravenspur
from his chair.

The baronet was atill sufferiog
from the aslight wound he had received
almost & week ago, but it was no longer
nacessary for him to keep to s roomn.
Only a slight paleness in his face, a slow-
ness in bis movements, showed that he
was not in his usual health,

He greeted the man from BScotland
¥ard courteously. _

Frank Nugent ayed the man with some
guriosity. He retired to the end of the
room, to leave the detective alone with
Sir Richard, _

But after a few words with the
baronet, the detective glanced round at

m.

*“This is one of the schoolboys who are
stayicg in the house, I take it, sir?'" heo

rose

aaked, speaking in & sharp, incisive
YOICH. :
"“My nephew, Frank Nugent, Mr.

Garnish,” answered Bir Richard., "'Ile
will have a statement to make to you.”

“Ne doubt,” said the detective,
“But I should prefer, in the first plage,
to hear your own statement, Sir
Richard, and I will see the schoolboys
end the servants later.”

“As you please,’” said the baronet
“Do you mean that you desire my
nephew rot to remain?’

*1 should certsinly prefer to diccuss
the matter with you in private, in the
first place, zir,”’ said Mr. Garnish.

“Yery poodl Leave us for
present, Frank,"

“I'l} wait in the hall till I am called,
then, uncle,” said Nugent.

“That will do,”" zaid Mr. Garnish.

Frank Nuogent left the morning.-room
and drew the door shut behind him.
3ir Richard sat down again.

the

Across the sunny window fell a
momentary  shadow. The detective
glanced at it.

He blinked in the bright sunlight from
the window.

“*Have gﬂn'u. any objection, sir, to m
drawing the curtain a little 7'" he asked,
“ My gyes are weak, and the light is
strong.’

“"Please mako yourself comfortable,”
answered Sir Richard.

“Thank youl™

Bir Richard was sitting with his back
to the tall window on the terrace, Mr.
Garnish rose, passed him, and stepped
to the window.

The bright sunlight was shut out =e
the detective drew the curtain across.

3ir Richard waited for him to return
to his chair, which had been placed
facing that of the baronet.

He heard the step of the man cluse
behind the high back of his own chair.

What happened next seemed to iz
Richard Ravenspur like o wild and ter-
rible nightmare. He was taken so
utterly by surprise that it seemed to
him that he must be dreaming.

A sudden grasp was laid upon him
from behind, pinning him down against
the high back of the chair.

His lips opened, but before a cry
could leave them something was jammed
over his mouth and nose—something
soft end clinging, from which camo s
strange sickly smell,

Chloroform !

That word flashed through Bir Richard
Ravenspur's dazed brain,

For an instant he sat motionless, help-
less, too amazed to stir; but only for ao
inatant,

Then he etruggled wildly,

Hia dizzy eyes saw a face before him—
the face of the man who had comoe, as
he stated, from Scotland Yard, but
strangely altered in expression now.

The goid-rimmed pince-nez were gone,
end two deep, fierce eEes gleamed with
a savage light at the baronet. A hand
that seemed of iron piuned him back
I% hiz chair, ancther hand hold the
chloroformed pad with ruthless strength
over hie mouth and npose.

Sir Richard ?rasped at his assailant,
But the sickly fumes of the chloroform,
filling mouth and nose, were already
avercoming him.

With shut teeth and gleaming eyes the
man pinned him down, a prisoner in the
deep chair, while the chloroform sucked
away his senses,
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Jhrough the baronet's dazed and dizey

mind, as he resisted, flazhed the knew-
ledge that he was 1n the grasp of his
secret enemy—face to face at last with

the desperate man who sought his life,

The assassin, who knew, as it seemed
all that went on in the house, had
kpown that the Seotland Yard detective
was expected that meorning, and he had
comg 1 tho place of the man from
London. In & deep disguise, with o
false card, he had gamed admission to
the baronet’s presence, and had ocon-
trived to be leit alone with him. OQOut-
side the door, hardly a dozen paces
away, were Frank Nugent and his com-
rades—but the shut door was between,

and they knew nothing, suspected
nothing., It was not p frearm that the
dostard thought of using now—a shot

would have alarmed the whole house—
would huve brought two policemen and
tha five juniora rushing into the room.
A sound would have been fatal to him,
But he was making no sound, Silent,
ruthless, implacable, he pinned the
baronet in his chair, with the chloroform
pad doiog its deadly work.

One wild, fierce effort, Sir Richard
made, a3 he felt his senses leaviog him
under the penetrating drog. He almosy
succeeded in throwing off his assailant;
for a second his mouth came free of the

But it was only for a second.

With a low, almost inaudible snarl, the
man who called himseli Inepector Garnish
of Scotland Yard threw his whole weight
on the buronet, erushing him back limply
into the deep chair, Tho chloroform pad
WOS iumm{t ore tighl]_}' over mouth
and nose, and this time it did not relax.

The baronet’s struggles grew feebler.

His senzes were swimming, his eves
losing their vision; the savage [aca
before him sécmed to Heet in the air,
like the face of a haunting demon. Ha
knew that he was losing his conscious
ness, and that from insensibility fo
death was bui a step. He still re-
sisted, bab his strugcling was feebler
and fecbler, and oever for a moment
did the iron grasp on him relax.

There was no sound in the morning-
room. No sound to reach the ears out-
side the shut door, no sound to reach
the constable pacing the terrace, shut
off from view by the curtain that had
been drawn across the sunny window.
Silence, a terrible stlonce, reigned in
tha room +where the baronet still
mtruggled feebly, [zintly, in murderous
hands.

His struzeles ceased at lashk

naclousness was leaving him.

The ferce, ruthless face that bent over
him was lost dow in a cloudy misk,
Slowly but surely Sir Richard Raven-
spur sank into inscusibility.

“At lasti”

As in a dream he heard the low
muttered words.

*AL lastl”

But it was no.longer the voice tha

retended detective had spoken in.

he assassin, in the moment of assured

suecess, hod uttered the words in his
own natural voico. And even as his
eenses fled Sir Richard koew that that
voice was familiar to him, that he had
heard it before. It was someons he
knew, someone he had known, who was
u.eel-::ing his life, whose ruthless hands
were driving him mercilessly into the
mists of death,

That was the last conscious thought of
Sir Richard Ravenspur. The drug had
done its work, and he sank into ulter
oblivion. Benseless, helpless, ha lay
under the murderous hands, but still
the grasp oo him did not relax, etill the
chloroformed pad was pitilessly pressed
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te be held

there, shutting off the breath of life,

over mauth and neostrils,
until the dastardly deed was fully
accomplished.

—— -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Nick of Time !
VY Y AN
B James went to the telephone-
cabinet that opened off the hall,
Harry Wharton & Co. were
loitering in the hall. Frank Nugent
had joined his chums, coming from the
morning-room where: the new arrival
had been shown
presence.

The FIFamous Five expectcd to be
called into the room before long, as of
pourse, the detective f{rom Scotland
Yard would desire to hear their staie-
ments.

They were, in fact, a little surprised
that Mr. Garnish considered it necessary
to interview the baronet in privaie in
the first place. However, that was the
detective’s business,

James had left the door af the fele-
phone-room open when he wenl in to
take the eall. They saw him give a
kind of jump, and stand staring at the
telephone with o blank leok on his
faco.

His etartled tones as he answered
reached the junicrs.

“"What name did you =ayt”

The reply, of conrse, waz audible
gnly to Jumea, But it made him jump

into the baronel’s

pEain.
“There's some mistake, sir," said
James. “That gertleman s already

here, sir, and with 8ir DRichard now.”

Holding the receiver in his hand,
James glanced round at the juniors in
the hall in helpless bewilderment.

“This here is some trick, young
gentlemen,” said Jamea. * There was
a trick played on Mr. Packington on

the telephone the other day, and this
here is mnother.”

“What's the trouble?” asked Ilarry
Wharton, approaching the open door:
WAY.

“Man says he's Inspector Garnish.”

“What ¥

“Stuek up at Levlord station, and
can't get B taxi, he says,” said Jamcs,
“{M ecourse he can't; 1've never heard

of a taxi in Leylord, for one. Might
as well ask for an aeroplanc.”
“Inspector Garnish ! ecjaculated

Wharton.

“"Bo he says, sir!” James permitted
himself a grin, " It's some fellow play-
ing tricks, not knowing that the gentle.
man from Heotland Yard s hero
already, sir.”

And James was about to jnin the re-
ceiver buck on the hooks and cut off
the importunate gentlemman at Leyford
when Wharton caught his arm and
stopped him in time.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Harry breath-
lessly.

“'s only paonpon, sirs' said Jaines.
“Didn’t 1 show Inspeeclor Garnish o
to ?E!r Richard only a few minules apo,
sir

“Let me take the eall

"Certainly, sir, if vou like.”

Wharton took the receiver from the
footman’s hand,

"P'raps 1'd better call dMre. Packing.
ton, sir,” suggested James. " But he's
iying down with a bad lew, sir, and
has his docr locked as wsual.”

“It's all mght,” said Harry.

He put the recciver to his car and
motioned the fociman to be silent. s
chums gathered round him with tense
faces. They were uotterly amared to
learn that a m=an  ealling  himself
Inspector Garnish of Scotland Yard had
rung up the Grange. Inspector (Garnish
of Beotland Yard was, or should have
been, in the morning-room with Bir

Wharton's grasp was almest upon the secret
assassin,
backed chair in which the baronet sat, and
eluded the schoolboy,
Wharton,
shattering of glass as the fugifive leaped through

the window to the lerrace.

when the man darted round the high-

** Collnr him ! ** shrieked

Crash ! ©Smash! There was a

(See Chapler B.)

Richard vory
moment.

Bad if this was some frickster on the
telephone it was possible that something
mirht be learned from him, and if jt
was nol——  Wharton koew that the
man fromn Scotland Yoard was expected
about twelve, and that the man with
air Righard had therelfore arrived early.
With a vogue alarm in hiz mind
Wharton apuie into the transmitter.

“Hallal”

" Hallo!" came back & rather sucly
VO

“"Whao is speaking 7"

“Inspector Garnish,
Yard.”

“From where 1™

“I've said already I'm speaking from
Lestord  rnilway  station,” came the
answer in tesly tones. "I understood
that a enr was to be sent for me. There
15 no cab to be had here. Not even a
horse ecab, How am 1 to reach the
Lirange? 1 am told it is more than a
mile distant. VWhati"”

"A car must have been sent,” said
Harry. “1 heard Sir Richard Rawven-
spnr teil his butler that 2 car was to be
gent.

"There i3 no car herel” snapped the
voice,

Whurton's brain almost reeled. Thore

was every sign of pendineness about the
man who was gpeaking on the telephans.
If it was a trick it was impossible to
tmagine  any  purpose  that it eould
poasihly serve,
- But if the man from Scotland Yard
wias ab Leviord railway stalion in the
telephone-bux there, who was now with
Sir Richard in the morning-room?

“Look bere,” panted Wharton, “if
you're Inspeetor Garnish—"

"I 1Y suapped the voice irritably. *1
amm Inspector Garpish! Am 1 nol ax-
probml at Ravensper UGrange? What”

“Yes, yes; but—"

T'ue Magner Lapnang.—No. 1,124,

Ravenspur at that

of Scotland
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“Weil, # T am to walll I will walkl"
mapped voice. “But I understood
most distinctly that & means of con-
veyance would be provided.”

“Inspector Garnish is now with Sir
Richard Ravenspur, here in thiz house 1"
gagped Wharton.

“What! What!” Tt was 'like an
angry bark on the telephone. " Whatl
What nonsense are you talking, eh¥"

“A man calling himzelf by that name
cama here five minutes ago, and is
now with Bir Richard!1”

" MNonsense |

1 tell you—"

“Rubbish I" barked the voice. “If
any man has coms to Ravenspur Grange
calling himself by my name he i3 an
impostor, sir—an impostor! He is up
to oo good, sir! You had better keep
an eve an him. What?

Wharton dropped the roceiver.

"Quick, you men!” he panted.

He tore across tha hall.

Either the man on the telephone or
the man now shut up with Bir Richard
Ravenspur was an impostor, that was
clear. Which was the cheat, Wharton
could not determine; but he was toking
no chances in a matter of life or death.

He rushed across to the door of the
morning-room, his comrades, their [aces
full of excitement, at his heels, James
standing and staring after them in
blank bewilderment. _

Wharton reached the door and flung
i# wide open. - He rushed into the room,

“8ir Richordl ©Oh, good heavens!”

There was o snarl, as the men who
was bending over the baronet in the

armchair turned his head rTound to-
wards the door.

_One glance was enough for the
juniors.

Bir Richard Ravenspur. lay back in
his chair, serselezs, and the man w:hu
had called himself Inspector Garnish
was holding the pad pressed over his
face, The sickly odour of chloroform
was in the room; the atmosphere was
heavy with it. That was more tham
enough. '

The man at the station was Inspector
Garnish. The man who had come to
the Grange in his name was the secret
HLL TR LT

Wharton rushed right at him, his eyes
blazing, his fists clenched,

With o snar! the man sprang away
from his victim.

Wharton's grasp was almost upon
him when he darted round the high-
backed chair in which the baronet
=at, and oluded the schoolboy.

“"Collar him 1" shricked Wharton.
_The man sprang desperately away.
Four juniors rushed at him fiercely.
Frank Nugent stopped by his unele and
tore away the chloroform pad from the
white, deathly face. Bir Richard Raven-
Fpur was completely unconscious. A
few mors minutes—perhaps one more
minute—and he would have hoon & dead
man, But the interruption had eome in
timo' to =ave him.

Crash! Smash!

There wes a shattering of glase.

With the schoolboys almost grasping
him, the man leaped ihrough the
window to the terrace. Wi his
shoulder ke drove out glass and sash,
and A)lunged through.

“After him ! roared Bob Cherry.

Broken glass nnd tangled, torn cur-
tains were in the way., But the juniors
plunged aut fiercely after the fuzitive,

Outside, the Leyford constable stood
staring ar the window. He was on
watch for danger from without; and
the erash of the breaking window from
within  had taken him utterly by
gurprise.
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But he sprang forward and spshed

at the fugitive as the man . who' bhad.

leaped from the window raced Ay

down the feiraco. The. pﬂ!icem'n,in
intereepted him  and prasped  hia
shoulder.

“he next moment he recled back with
a gasping cry as tho buti of a revolver
crashed on his forchead. .

The constable fell beavily; the fogi-
tive raced on. DBehind him came the
four juniors in full ery; behind them,
two or three startled servants.

The man leaped from the terrace and
dodged in the gardens. He was running
like the wind.

“ After him 1™
E“ﬂRun him down!" panted Johnny

u *

The Greyiriars fellows were good
gprinters; but the man who waos Beeing
for life ana liberty scemed to possess
the flectncsa of a deer.

From the gardens he gained the parl;
and the juniors sighting Joyce, the
I:egper. in o grassy side, shouted to him,
and Joyee joined in tha chase. At
intervals tha flecing figure was scen
dodging among the trees,

“He's making for the ¢ld lodgel™
panted Wharton., "We :zhall get him
there."

" Quick 1 Pﬂﬂlﬂ{l Bob,

The fugitive was lost to sight now
in thick trees and bushes. DBut the
purzuers could hear rustling and -crash-
mﬁ as he ran,

‘he sounds died away.

Panting. breathless, they came up to
the old hunting-lodge in the park and
rushed into it.

That the Heeing man had reached it
they were certawn; but the old mossy
stone ruins, shwmmering in the August
sun, were silent and deserted when the
pursuers arrived there,

The [ugitive had vanished.

Eagerly, HBercely, they searched
through the ruined lodge. The man
could not have been a minute ahead of
them. NHut he had vanished, No sign
of hm =emamed.

“He's gone!” zaid Wharton between
his teeth. “Jovee, eall your mon and
scarch the park for him, 'There may
be a chance yot.”

The juniore, breathless, panting, re.
turned to the Grange, The secret enemy
of the baronct had escaped once again—
t-hﬁu,gi.‘h his escape had been narrow.
But he had escaped; and his strange
end inexplicabla enmity still threatened
the life of the master of Ravenspur
Grange.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Detective !

RANK NUGENT met his chums

E as they came back into the

liouse,

ks
harassed,

“81r Ruchard—" exciaimed Whar-
ton anxiousl

“He lives—the doctor’'s with him
now,” said Frank in a low tone. “Jt
was a close thing; but we were in
titne. Dr. Wood says that he will re-
eover. Dub—if  that telephone  eall
hadn't come—"" Ho shuddered,

HAnd the real Inspectar Goarnish

"Tlee 15 here now—in the library; he's
waiting 1o see you fellows,” :aid Frank.
*1 can’t quite understand . Packing-
ton was told to send the car to the
station—you henrd unele tell him—"

* ¥es," said Harry.

“"He seems to have [orpoilten, Lev-
ford's a liltle place, with no cabs to he
had. Garnish waz hung up there,
and that—that villain had a chance of
coming here in his place. If he bhadn't

face was pale and

THE MAGNET

phoned ws, the man who used his
name would have got away with
it—walked out without a hand raised
to stop him, leaving my uncle dead in
the room |" muttered Nugent.

“Thank goodness we chipped in in
time I said Bob Cherry. "“We were
<loge after the scoundrel, but—>

1 Eﬁ E‘;lt Lwa -EII

“¥Yes; he dodged us at the old
hunting-lodge in the park. But we shall
have something to tell Mr. Garnish
about that,” said Boh.

“1 suppose he walked here, after all 7"
said Harry. "I left hind on the phone
and forgot about him—""

“¥es, he walked here; he only
arrived o few minutes ago, and not in
the kest of tempers, Hetter come in
and sce him now."

“Has ha geen your uncle yet?”

“No; Uncla Richard ean’t see any-

body now. Garnizh will have to begin
wzt_]‘i: us!” said Frank, with a faint
BITEIIE.

The juniors proceeded to the library,

where thg;' finund the detective from
ard.

Beotland

Mr. Garnish did not look much .like
the min who had used his namo and
taken his place.

e was a men of slight build, with
a bald spot on his head, and & face
clean-shaven, of hard outline, looking as
if it were moulded in iron. His evyes,
deep and grey, wera very keen, under
bushy grey brows. His ranner was
by no means reposeful; he was moving
agnut the library with n}uich, jerky
steps when the Greyiriars fellows came
in.

He stopped, wheeled towards them,
and fixed s penetrating eyes on them
as they entered.

“Mr. Garnish " asked Harry,

“¥eu' Tho answer was snapped out
=0 sharply that it =eemed as if the word
had beerr bitten off. * And you?*

Wharton introduced himself and his
comrades. Inspector Garnish of Scot-
land Yard favoured each of them in
turn with a penctrating stare that was
a little disconcerting.

“It appears that you scheolboys have
been in the house all through the late
extraordinary events?" he snapped.

" Yes," saild H:u'lg.u

"Thenn wyou had better give wour
account of the matter. It appears that

I cannot sce 8ir Richord Haovenspur
yebl™ grunted Mr. Garmish.
The juniors had much to tell the

man from 8Scotland Yeard, Hiz menner
of listening was not Hottering.

Ho moved about unrestingly, some-
iunes looking at the book-lined walls,
once of twice staring out of the
windows, But every now and then he
would fix his sharp cyes on tho schoolr-
Loys and shoot out a sudden guestion;
and they noted that every word he took
the trouble to utter was io the point.

They teld of their first arrival, on &
dark and stormy night, at the Grange;
of the scarred man from Australia who
had been shot by the park wall, and
the disappesranco of his body: of his
having mentioned the name of " Black
Edgar,” leaving out 1o detail; then of
the attempts on Sir Richard's lifa and
of Captain Ravenspur having taken the
paison lotended for the barcuet; then
of the attempt made the previous night,
of thie rope-ludder that had been leit on
the haleony, and the sandy wiz Wharton
had grasped from the man who fled.
And they noticed ibat the grey eyes
gleamicd when they spoke of these.
Last of all, they told of 1the man whn
had com to the house in the inspeeter’s
name and whom they had pursued in
{he park.

(Continued on page 12.)
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LEARNING 2 FLY/

The First of an Interesting Series of Articles.

By Our Flying Expert,

Weird and wonderful were the theories of the world's pioneer airmen and tragic

the fate of many who had the courage to pui their theories to a practical test,

Yet

it is to them that we owe in no small measure the present.day conquest of the air.

known—that at Hondon, last month, staged by our

Royal Air Forco—provided s0 many astounding spoc-

taclos of dare.devil stunting in aeroplanes that those
who saw the mighty show haven't finishad gasping yet !

Not one of tho thrilled spectators come sway without the
firm impression that man can now do no more than has been
dons to conguer the air. And yet it is only twenty-five years
ago last Decernber that the vory first man-carrying machine to

was hoauled out of its shed for the trial trip!

The Wright brothers made and owned that rather weird-
looking contrivanes. True it remained in the air only twelve
speonds, but the failures of conturies had been ended by vietory.
Man had conquered the air at last !

Since then fiying has dav:éz;@eﬂ in & mannor absolutely
uibolisvablo, and it soemsa incredible thet the hardy souls who
onoe tried so hard to emulate the flight of birds should always
have been dogged by such torribly hard luck right np to the

year 1B03.

OHE of the very biggest air displays the world has aver

Aviation in its Early Stages!

OME of the earliest attem];::-a are somixed up with logend
S that wo have to take them with o large grain of salt.
There is, for instance, poor Icarus, who is said to have
fitted himsell out with wings constructed of huge quills
(frorn what bird we are not told) and to have launched himself
aily from a height. Unfortunstely, he used wax to fix the
E&tiﬁl‘ﬂ of his borrowed plumes,
and the sun melted it Of course,
he came o cropper.  After lum
comee & whole list of would-be
aviators wheose one and only &t
temmpted flight wea in o verticw
direction—swiitly downsards.

Thoy all made the mistake of
overlooking the question of main-
taining balance n the sair—easy
enough for a bird, but hopeless
for a fellow rigged with wings or
flapping planes of wood and know-
ing next to nothing of the vagaries
of wind-currents. Why, most of
the early experimeonters had no
notion of the laws of gravity even—
wntil they had hit the ground, and
then it was mostly too late for
them to profit by their sad ex-
parience.

Many wero the monks who usod
their leisure heurs in flying experi-
monts and  self-styled oogicians
who know o lot about ﬂ}"!'l;:j; until
put to the teat. They couldn’t go
on boasting for over, and to each
there came the tragic day when
thay figd to show how it was done.

The DBmperor Nero—the fellow
who fiddled while Rome was burning
—had at his court one Simon the
Magician. They say he- really did
sioceed in hoiating himself skywards
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This illustration deplctas the weird ' cutfit "
ol & would=be birdman of the ¢lovenih century,

in some apparatus of which no deseription has been handed down.
Thoss who saw the wonder put it down to a trick of the dewvil
Not that it mattered much to Simon, for he went the way of all
his predecsssors-—straight down to hard and solid earth, and
was killed.

The First Winged Machine !

UMPING a few conturies, all packed with stories of
sttempted ond extremely short-lived Bights, we come to
the Pepedictine monk who, in the eleventh century,
built for hiroself at Malmesbury & wm%ed machine, T

great day eame when overything was rendy for the flight. Ha
and his assistants hauled the machine up to the top of a tall
tower. The monk climbed into it, shoved off, gli a foot or
two, thon—wallop ! Ho kept hia lifo, but broke both legs, and
therealter lost all intorest in this dangerous business.

4 Baracen had a go at it some years later. He made canvas
wings ftted with rods of wood—something like a tailor-made
bat's wing on & huge scale. With the upper wooden “ ribs "' of
the two wings ﬁxnc?e to either arm, he trudged up to the sunmit
of a tower in Constantinople, spread his wings, and waited for
enough wind to carry him nway. :

It came—and off he went. Furiously he fla . But his
balanece went, and he hit the earth and broke his neck. And
still thers wore not lacking othors who finmly believed that the
eecret of the conguest of the air lay in a pair of winge
would fap like thoss = a gient bird.

A Queer Invention!

LOCESMITH in France

A broke away from the fixed

wings idea when, in 1678,

he fashionod four planes,

ong at cach end of two long, wooden

rods. Each plane was made to fold,

rather like the covers of a book, and

the long, connecting rods were to bo
carried over the shoulders.

Tho two front planes were to e
worked by the hands, the two rear
ones by the foet, and the great
idea was that on the upstroke the

lanes would close and then open
oreibly agnin on the down stroke.
The wearer was to launch himself,
in a mﬂining position, from a
height——and flap like billiot The
idea iz eaid to have worked more
or less successiully so far as shord
glides wore congerned, but nothing
seems to have come of the queer
mvention.

The art of gliding, et alone
fiyinge, waa still to be learned, and
later was to come ballooning, before
man's mastery of the air spemed
B fair way to be accomplished. And
now, to-day, there is being designed
o super acroplane-rocket that s to
earry men to the moon !

(Look owt for anothsr of these
snieresting flying oriicles nexs week.)
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THE MYSTadY OF THE GRANGE !

\Continaded Jrom page 10.)

“1f 1 had been here o fow minutes
carhber " prunted MSe. Gadaesh,

He took a turn up and down the
library and then stopped betors the
juniors again, fixing them with his cold,
Keen grey eyes,

“Can you tell me why the car was not
gent 1o the stetion ¥ he demanded.

“No,"* said Harry, " unless the butler
forgot to send it.” _

“Instructions were given fo the
butler§"

"YUEi"

“To your knowled

“We were present.’

“His name¥"

“ Packington.” .

“Where 18 he now? I was shown in
by a footman. Is thia butler,
IT*ackington, at present in the house?”

“He iz, or was, in s voom,"” sabd
1arry. " Packington suffers from an
old wound received in the War, and has
a limp. He took pavt in the search last
pight, fell, and hurt his game leg. Six
Richard gave him leave to go to his
room and rest thiz morning, BEUp oSy
that's how he eame to forget about the
coy, if s leg was bad.”

Mr. Garnish prunted. )

“I had to walk from the station,” he
saapped.

T!im juniors made no reply te that
Doubtless Mr. Garnish had had a rather
warm walk in the hot sun of August.
Viut they could not help feeling that
:here wera  much  mere  important
matters than that to occupy the atten-
iion of the gentleman f[rom Beotland
Yard. ,

“You have nothing more to tell me?

“Wa've told you all the facts, so far
a3 we know them, siv,” eaid IHarry.
“HBut I should like to tell you that we
think—"

Mr. Garnish made
gesture.

“You've told me all you know?"

“VYes, put——" ]

“What you think is immaterial,” said
M. Garmsh.

“Oh!* said Harry, rather ncttled.

“I am here to do the thinking,”
mapped Mr. Garnish.

“Very well,” said Harry, setting his
lipe a little. It was possible that Bir.
Grarnish was a8 very efficient deteotive,
bt the chums of the Greylriars Remove
did not look on him as a likeable man.

“I must zee that rope ladder and the
wig,” said Mr. Garnish. " They may be
important—more important than what
you think, Master Wharton, valuable as
vour reflections may mno doubi be.
\Where are they?"

“Locked in 8ir Richard's safe, in the
study adjoining this room,” said Whar-
1on curtly.

“The, kay®"

“3ir RHichard has it.™

The door opened softly and Packing-
ton appeared. Under his heavy dark
brows hiz glance went to the slight
figure of the gentleman from Sectland
Yard. The sharp grey eyes fixed on
Lim at once.

"James tells me that Inspector Gar-
uizh i here,” said Packington, in s
low, smooth voice,

“I am herc!' enapped the inspector,
“Are you Packington?

“That i3 my name, sir."

“Bir Richard Ravenspur’s
‘lu'l“}.l.'lt-?"

“Quite sa, s’

“I had to walk from the station this
morping,  FPackington, understand
that Bir Richard directed you to =zend
g car for me. It was distinetly undor-

JHE Macwer Litnrany.—No, 1,124,

1

an arresting

butler,

stood that a couveysnce was to bhe
provided. Yebt there was no car at the
station.”
“1 am truly sorry, sir—"
_ “That i3 neither hers nor there, Pack-
mgton, I have walked over a mile in
a hot sun. Why was not the car sent 7"
:‘I apologize most humbly, sir—"
"I am not interested in your apologies,
Packington, but in your reason,” jerked
out Mr. Garnish. “Why was not the

car sent? That is what I asked you?”
“I fear, sir, that it slipped my
memaory.””

“¥You are in the habit of forgetting
your master’s instructions?” ashked theo
detective disagrecably.

“No, sir, I hope not, sir,” said Pack-
irgton. 1 have seldony failed to give
&ir Richard satisfaction, sir, My excuse
in the present case is that I was suffer-
img from the effects of an old wound,
and was a little dizzy. I frust you will
excuse me, sir, and believe that this for-
getfulness waos not due in any way to
negligence.™

Grunt from Mr. Garnish!

- "I had to walk from the station,” he
repeated grufly.

The juniors exchanged glances. Thoy
woere [eeling cxl.remef:,r sympathetic to-
wards Packington, called over the coals
in this gruff way for what was, alter
all, but a slight fault. They began bb
feel that . they disliked Mr., Garnish
His walk in the .August sun seemed fo
loom more largely in hiz mind thau
the attempt on the baronet’s.life.

Packington gave his  deferontifl
cough.

*Hir Richard desired me to give you
& message, sir,” he zaid.

“Am I able to zee Siv Richavd yeti”
grunted Mr. Garnish., )

“1 vegrek to say no, sir; he 13 under
the doctor’s hands ot the present
moment,” said Packington. “Bub he
has sent vou the key of his zale, s,
in order that you may take inte your
charge the articles—"'

“Open the safe.”

“Thig way, sir.”’

Mpr., Garnish followed the butler into
the study that adjoined the Lbravy.
Harry Wharton & Co. followed him,

The iron safe, let inte the zolid stone
wall, was conccaled from wview by a
large pictare in & heavy gilt frame. The
frame was hinged to the wall,
moved aside like an opening door under
the butler's hand.

The iron door of the safe was revealed.
Packingion held out the steel key to the
detective.

“Open it!"" said Mr. Garnish.

Packington oheyed.

The iron door sewung open,

“Hand out the articles—the rope
indder and the wig,” eaid the detective,
“ Doubtless %au know precizely where
thﬂ;‘ were placed i

“¥es, sir; I was with S . Richard
when he placed them here and locked
the safe door, sir,” said Packington.
“These young pgentlemen were also
present.’”

T am waiting for them,” said Mr.
Garnish.

The butler looked into the safe.

An expression of surprise, of bewilder-
ment, came over his face.

“I—1 do not understand this!"” he
faltered,

“Indeed! What do you net under
sfand, Packington??  inguived My,
Grarnish.

“They are not here, gir.”

Ilw’..“t-jll‘l

“"Not there!” exclaimed Nugent,
SPrIngIng forward.

The jueniors stared into the safe.

They had been present when Sir Richard
Ravenspur placed the two articles on a
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shelf within, and locked the iron deor
on them. Ths key, they knew, never
left Bir Richard's possession. But the
rope ladder and the sandy wig were
Egona.

“Gonel” said Nugent blankly,

“The gonefulness is terrific,” =aid

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in wonder.
“SBome esteemed and execrable un-
known person has opened the safe since
the absurd baronet locked it.”
. It would seem so, sir,” said Pack-
ington. "It is inexplicable to me. Sir
Hichard has the only key to the safe,
and this is it, He handed it to mo a
few minutes ago, requesting me to con-
vey it to Inspector Garnish.”

Ihe juniors looked at the man from
Scotland ¥ard, They expected to see
him  looking disappointed, probably
angry. He looked mnejther, Wharton
even thought that he detected, for a
moment, a glimmer of a smile on
hn.::d', thin ]:eE of the detective. tho

S0 the clucs are gone?” said Mr,
Garnish,
. It appears so, sir,” murmured Pack-
ington.  “I cannot understand—""

“You are not expected to under
stand, Packington,” * interjected Mr.
Garmsh. “That is my business.”

‘:'F"-T-ery zood, sir.™

You may lock the safe, and take
i:]“m k_{:ii back to Sir Richard,” sajd Mr.
Lravnish; and so far as the wondering
juniors had observed, he had neot even
taken the trouble to look into the safe
himszelf av all.

“Very good, sir!” said Packington
again,

Mr, Garnish glanced at his watch.

“Lunch will be served whenever you
d-e:fiIrn,h s, ”I .a-uicll Jﬂ’ncl;:’ ngion.

ave lanched alveady,” sais .
GaHniish. i i
e walked away, left the library b
the french windews, and dimppﬁreg
on the terrace, Packington, with his
silent, .hmpiu% tread, glided away, leav-
ing Harry Wharton g Co. loa ing at
one another expressively,

“Bo that's tﬁe detective!™” agid Dob
C]'IE!‘I}}'.

“Blessed if T think much of himi”
said Johnny Bull, with a grunt.

“The muchfulness iz not tevyifia,”
{:nnil_'usa-ed Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

But perhapsfully there is more in the
esteemed and  absurd detective than
mects the preposterons eye,”

k) h::_rpe_sm, at any rote,” said IMarey,
~ The juniove went to their own lungh
in a thoughtful mood. The disappear-
ancs of the two clues to the mudnight
assassin from the locked safe was one

more mystery . added to the many
strange  mysteries  of  Ravenspur
Gronge, It was one more proof that

the secret assassin had the run of the
house; that he was accustomed to the
interior of the Grange, if ho was not
actually a member of the household.
The man from Scotland Vard had not
seemed surprised, or indeed to attach
any pfreat impertance to the inecident.
Certainly . he not impressed the
juniors as & man likely to deal succcss-
fully with the baflling mystery ot
Ravenspur. They could only hope that
there was, as the nabob suggested, more
12 Mr, Garnish than met the ey,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The 2ecret of the 0ld Lodge !

HH ALLO, halle, halle?"

mured Bob Cherry.
ing.

body’'s shere!™
The Famous Five of Greyiriars wete

mur-
“ Bome-

It was the [ollowing morn-
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following the shadowy, fangled path, in
the heart of the old park of Ravenspur,
that led fo the ruined hunting-lodpe.
%‘ﬁm ald iiéiiamnnt.lad atiuﬂa w;{lh, th;gﬁ
with ivy and creepin ants, glimme
in thaviright sun n.ig I.'-E.B A{:mmt mern-

ing.

E!hny times, already, the juniors had
exploted the old ruin; but nothing had
rewarded their search.

Yet they felt—and they knew that
Inapmtnr%ook had suspected—that the
clue lay there, If the old ruins hid a
secrat, the secret was well-hidden. That
segret, or mny other, they did not think
likely to be unearthed by Mr. Garnish,
of Scotland Yard.

Their estimation of the detactive had
sunk to zerao.

Mr. CGarnish, since he had been at the
Grange, seemed to have occupred his

a most uncommunicative man, as was
only to be expeoted; and what he was
thinking he kept strictly to himsell, but
Johnny Bull had expressed a doubt as to
whether he was thinking at all.

As the Famoua Five approached the
old ledge, under the shadowing branches
of b as and oaks, in the sunny morn-
ing, a sound from the interior came to
their ears,

* Somebody’s thera!' whispered Bcob.

The juniors, for a moment, felt a thrill
of excitement. But the next moment a
volce, speaking in the interior of the-old
lodge, came to their ears.

“Thie is the place, sir!”

It was Paclington's voice.

“Oh, Packington!” grunted Johnny

Bull, “Who's there with him,
wonder 1’ 3 : s
That question was  immmediately
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bound to tell you that we thick thete
is a secret hiding-place in this old ruin.”

“Tndeed I"

*“The thinkiulness s terrific, siv,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “"We fesl a
pweg}gﬁtamu cerbainty on the absurd sub-
ject,

Mr. Garnish glanced curiously at the
nabob, for a moment, but he made no
rojeindar,

“We are certain, too, thak Inspectol
Coolk thnu%hl; 20," said Harry, *I am
eure that Mr, Cook would have searched
for it if ho had lived."

“Did he tell you so "

“Not exactly; but it was quite clear
that he believed that a secret Eﬂmﬂ'.l
exizts from this old lodge to the house.”

Grunt, from Me. Garnish. He turned
to the butler.

Mr. Garnish went to the big oak door, examined the large, cld-fashioned lock on it, took odt the key, and placed it on the

ouiside of the door.

time, so far as they could see, chiefly in
using his chin.

He had talked to every member of the
‘houschold, more than once; and porhaps
had derived information from the many
guestions he hadd asked. If so, he kept it
to himself. e had taken up his quarters
in the dressing-room attached to Sir
Liichard’s Ledroom; hitherto lenanted by
twa of the Giroylrars juniors.  They hadd
burncd out to give him the room; not
very pleased by the new arrangzement,
No doubt Mre. Garnish considered lim-
sell the proper person to watch over the
baronets safety, but it was cerfain that
the watchfuluess of the schoolboys I
saved Sir Richord more than once.  Flow.
cver, the man from headgquarters was in
full control, amwl there was no question
of saying him nay.

o bad had a brief interview with Sir
Richard, a3 soon as the baronel was
Eﬂm{:iullﬂf recoverct to seo him, and he
had made one arrangement of which the
I'atnous Five appreved; he had insisted
that a constable shonld be an duly i
the baronet’s presence, all day; nn
arrpugement  irksome enough to  Bir
Richard, bnt to which he submitigd, as
the detective insisted. Mr. Garnish was

** You Intend to lock that door, Mr. Garnish ? ** asked Sir Richard.
sald the detective, ** and Packington Is to remain locked in here with you ! ™

answered by the smappikh voice of Mr.
Liarnish.

- Oh!
mgton '
“Yoea, sicl"”

“This 18 where the schoolboys saw, o
fancied they saw, o man with sandy har,
the eame, as they alleze, who elimbed
tho rope-ladder 7"

“Yeos, sir."

Thiz ia the place, iz it, Pack-

Harry Wharton & Co.  ecxchanced
glances,
The allusion 1o themselve: was not

complimentary.

“Come on!™ =aid Harey quiotly.

The chums  of Groylriars  entered
through the old shaflered doorway of the
lodge,

Mr. Garnish glanced at them for a
second, but took no other notice of their
arrival. Packington was standing at ro-
epectiul  atlention, hia eves, undor his
thick dark brows, fixed on the delective.

“May I speak a word, Mr. Garnish 2"
asked Wharton,

Mr. Garnizh glanced at him again.

“You may!" he jerked ount.

1 know vou nre not interesfed to hear
what we think," said Harry, “but I feel

** Thai Is my Intention, sir,"
(See Chapter 11.)

“Tackinglon! Have you ever hoard of
such a thing "

“I cannot =zav that I have, air,™
answered the butler, with a' shake of the
head., “It is quite out of my knowledge,
sir.”

“You're fairly well aequainted with
Ravenspur Grange, I take it?"

“QJuile, sir,”’

“"Inspector  Cool
that " said Iiob.

Mr. Garnigh granted again,

“Thanlk you for guiﬁing me liaca,
Packingtlon,” ho sal, and  without
auother word, walked out of the old
doorway, and departed.

The juniors gazed after him, colourin
with vexation. A faint smile hove
over Packinglon’s face for & moment.

“"The ass!"” prowled Johony Dull.

Wharton set hus lips.

“Well, he doesn't srem te think there's
anything in it," he snid. " But U'm quita
cottain there is, and if the secret pnesage
{.q I1c!'r;a we are poing to find it, some-
10GW,

“Wo jolly well are!” said Frank
Mugent. ™ And if wo do find it wo shall
(Continued on page 16.}
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YHE MYSTERY OF THE CRANCE !

{Continued from e 13.)
find ont something more when we follow
it I’l:;:':' tkm house,”
a0 n coughed.
"It nf:w young genilemen will excuse
me, 1 think you are right,” he said. "I

could oot venture to _tgxpreu But,lih au
inion to g0 v oaitive a gentleman
E"Mr. I}amiah?gjulyl have some reason
ta believe that you erhung gentlemen are
on t'hﬂ ‘I'IE?:It- ir v .
The juniors turned to him at once,
“Tf wou know anything, Packing-

ton—"" waid Harry eagerly.
“I cannot say tgut ].B'elfnqw anything,

precisely. sir,” answered the butler. “but
according to the Ravenspur tradition, sir
thers is a secret passags, by means
which an ancient Revenspur escaped from
his enemies in the reign of Charles the
First. The outlet is supposed to be
somowhere in the park. Surely this old
fotdge is a likely place, sir.”

“That's wha f shink,” said Harry,
“and we're going to_root it wver till we
find it, and asurprise Mr. Garoiwsh with it
when we've found it."

“Parhaps you will permit me to assist,
ir.” Packington Jooked at his watch.
“T need notireturn to the house for a
quarter of an hour yet, and with your

ermission I should very much like to

‘FHelp by all means,” said Harry.

“Thank you, sir.”

The juniors began the search of the
ald ledge. They had searched it so
many timea already that there waa little
hope of a discovery unless luek hefriended
them. But they hoped for the best.
Packington joined in the search, and
suddenly, from the midst of a8 maes of
ivy that clung to a frapment of the old
wall, they heard the butler's voice.

“Phig , gentlemen."

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

The juniors ran towards him eagerly.

Close by the old wall, Packington had

ulled neide a mass of clinging ivy that

ad hiddep an old fagstone in the floor.
The flag locked exactly the same as the
rest, and the juniora glanced at it, dis-
ap[imntad.

“What—"" began Harry.

“1t appears to me, sir, that this flag-
stone is not secured like the rest,” said
Packington. *“JI fency it moves, sir.
Look 1”

He pressed on a corner of the flagstona
with his foot. There was an exclama-
tion from the juniors. The broad, heavy
stone filted o little under the pressure.

“Eurekal” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“We've found it!1”

“Packington's found it, an?huw," ex-
claimed Harry., “Geod man!®

The butler glanced at his watch again.

“I must return to my duty now,
gentlomen,' he said. “You will excuse
me. I trust that this may lead to some-
thing—it was quite by accident that I
placed my foot on this spot, and. felt it

ive. Of couree, there may be nothing

ow-—but if you young gentlemen care
to investipate——""

“What-ho!"” said Dob Cherry, with
emphasis,

“I ehall be very much obliged, sir,
if you will tell me later whether you
have made any intercsting discovery,”
gaid Packington.

“Of eourse,” snid Harry. ‘

And the butler left the old hunting-
lodge, leaving the Famous Five of Grey-
friara gathered round the moving stone
with eager faces.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Snare I

.&E,RTE' WHARTON  breathed
F; |

H “VWe're on the track!” he

aaid.

“Wa jolly well aral™ said Bob. *Let’s
got that stona shifted, and see what's
under it. Thw is the way that sandy-
coloured merchant went whon he dodged
us here—that’s a cert.”

“Mo doubt about that!" said Frank
Nugent, his eyes shining with excite-
ment. “And if the passage leads to the
house, we shall know the way that
E:-:-umlrel has got in and out of the

Ta i3

“Wa ghall know mora than thﬂ.frr
said Harry. " We know that the villain
bhas a confederate in the houze, ukmi
this may lead to the room ho ocoupies.
It may point out tl;m VOery roan.

"Get goingl” #aid Johony Ball.

The juniors proceeded to move the
flag. A pressure oo the side where the
butler had trod causad the great stone
to tilt up, evidently on some hidden
central hinge.

Below a dark cavity was revealed.

The juniors gazed down into it, breath-
less with excitement pow. Dimly they
made out the shape of a Aight of stone
stepa leading downward into the deptha
of the earth,

On the top step stood a lantern. Ik
was clean, filled with oil, and the wick
had obviously been recently used, when
Wharton picked it up and examined it
This was proof, if proof had been
needed, that the secret passage under
tha old lodge had been in recent use.
There couid no longer be any doubt
that this was the way in and out of the
Grange that the sceret assassin had vsed.

Harry Wharton struck a match and
lighted the lantern,

He gtepped into the opening, feeling
the steps with a stick as he did so, and
finding them firm and solid.

"My hat! It was a stroke of luck
that Packy helped ua this morning,”
said Bob Cherry. “We've rooted over
the place & dozen time: asnd found
nothing. I know 1've trodden oo that
very stone more than once and it never
slirred.”

"1t fastens from below, of course,”
sald Harry. " This time it was left un-
fastened. The man we were huuting
the night before last dodped down hare,
and in hiz hurry left it unfastened, I

BuUppose.” )
That seemed the only possible explana-
tion, It was obvious that had tha

moving stone been without a fastauiug
tho szecret would have been discoverc
before in the many scarches that had
taken placo 10 the old lodpge. A
moment of carelessness on the part of
the man who used the seccct way, s0 it
scemed, had left the scered to be dis-
covored.

FHarry Wharton led the way down the
stone steps, showing the light of the
lantern before him in his left hand,
his right grasping a stout stick. ko was
wary and on his guard as he descended.
That the baronel’s secret enemy was at
that very moment in the underground
recesscs was unlikely encugh; but the
jutuinra were walchful. The Co. follpwad
him down, and they enfercd a narrow
stone-walled passage that opened from
the bottom of the stair.

Wharton held up the lantern and the
light gleamcd along the stone passage
into infinite shadows,

“This ia the way,” said Iarry.

“¥Yes, rather!™

“And it leads to the Grange,” said
Frank Nugent. “We've only got to
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follow it to the end to come out in the
houze ™

“My hat! We're in luck this morn-
ing 1" chuckled Bob Cherry. * This will
be rather a nurjiar:au for the Garnish
bird when we tell him."

The juniors moved along the stone
passage.

There was scarcely room for two to
move abroast, so narrow was the spoce
between the alimy old stone walls
Wharton led the way, hin comrades
fﬂllﬂwin§ close behind. '

Behind them a shaft of golden sun-
light dropped into the orifice in the
Boor of the old hunting lodge and

ildéd the dusky stone steps. ut the

ottom ateps were wrapped in deep
gloom, and around the juniors was dark-
ness, pierced only by the bright ray of
tha lantern.

Wharton Oashed the light to and fro
and up and down as he advanced, wary
of pitfalls in the Boer, wary of possible
lurking foes in the darkpess.

A score of yards from the steps he
came to a sudden halt, so sudden thal
his comrades erowded into him behind.

“"Hallo, halle, hallo, what's wpi”
asked Bob Chercy.

"The game is, from what it locks
like," answered Harry, throwing the
lantern-light upon a zolid wall of stons
that blocked the passage ahead of him,

"My hat! That tears it," said
Johnoy Bull.

“"The tearfuloess is terrific.”

"LHotten I™

VWharion examined the stone that

barred the underground passoge, flash-
ing the lantern over every fraction of its
extent. That tho stone Formed a door,
and that it could be moved the junioras
folt ecortain. But it was motionicss
under their touch, scemingly as solid
atd fixed as the earth round it.

“ Bunkered ! grunted Dob Cherry.

* Looks like it."

“Shove the blessed thing!" growled
Johnoy Duil. "It must be made to
move—you can see that this passage
leada somewhera.”

“There's some trick in moving ik,
the samoe a: with the Hapgsione 1in tho
floor of the lodwe,” said Iarry. “That
happened to be left unfastencd—this one
doesn't. Unless woe can find the trick
of it we're done.”

The jumors groped over the [at aur-
face of the stone, pressed it and tapped
it, punched it and shoved it. DBut it
remuained immovable.

Progress was barred, unless the trick
of moving the stone could bo found.
And it seemed impossible to find it.

“ Anyhow, we're on the track,” said
Wharton at last. ™ As soon as we report
this to Garnish he is bound to take steps
—a couple of wpavvies with crowbors
cold shift this stone and let us see
what's on the other side”

“Ang if Garnizh docsu't take it up,
we'll get my uncle's leave to handle
the matter ourselves,” said Irank.

*Let's pet back.”

There was nothing for |t but to return
to the steps and ascend them to the
old lodpre.  Frogress was impossible
utitil workmen with powerful imple-
ments could ba brought to the apot.
And Lhe juniers conld not doubt that
Mr. Gornish, in spite of his apparent
disclain for any assistance they could
reuder, would be rlad to hear of the
disecovery of the sceret passape, and
would push the discovery to the end.

They turned and moved back along
the dank, dusly passape towards tho
stone stair that led upward to the
ruined lodge,

The shalt of sunlizht, falling Irom
above, was before their cyes, pilding the
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upper steps, Suddenly it wana blotled
aut.

Thud !

There was a heavy sound, the sound

of a falling stone, and the light of the
sun vanished from the opening.

“Great pip!” gasped Bob
“The stone——"

“Jt's closed!”

*Quick]” panted Wharton. _

He raced back fo the steps, holding
up the lantern, his comrades dashing
after him. Wharton burried up the
stone stair and groped with his hand
over the flat, huge stone that shut in
the opening above. It did not stir under
his push. He set down the lantern
and planted hiz shoulders under the
flagstone and heaved at it with all his
strength. ,

But it did not stir a fraction of an
inch.

Panting, exhausted with the effort,
Harry Wharton desisted. He locked
down at his comrades, and in the light
af the lantern read in their faces the
pale alarm that he knew was in his
W L.

“Tt's fastened!™
voice,

Bob Cherry caught his breath.

"Then woe—we—"

“We're shut in!”

“Good heavens!” .
Tn the glimmer of the lantern the

juniors looked at one another with
white faces in silence. The hinged flag-
stona was closed, and securved dbove.
It could not be an accident. It might
have fallen shat, but it counld not have
heen fastened, save by a human hand,
And they knew that the scerst enemy
must have been on the wateh, and that
he had caughi them in a trap, and in
each other's white faces they rreu-'.l the
thought that was in every mind—that
it was a death-trap! :

Cherry.

he said in a low

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Frank Nugent's Farewell !

ACKINGTON entered the library
{ P at Ravenspur Grange with a
letter upon a salver. Sir
Richard Ravenspur glanced at

him. _ 1
The baronet sat in a deep old leather
chair near the sunny windows, His

kind old face was pala and woin.

Strong and sturdy as the old gentle-
man was, the terrible strain of the past
week had told heavily upon him.

He was sitting stlent, an unread news-
paper on his knees, buried in troubled
thought when the butler entered.

At a little distance from him sat a
stout Leyford constable stifily. His eyes
also turned on the butler as he came in.

“What is it, Packington?" asked Sir

Richard.

“ A letter, sir, delivered by hand
from Leyford,” said Packington. "As
it is aﬂdrrzssﬂd in Master Frank's hand,
Bl11—

“Trank! Is he notin the house "

“The young gentlemen did not come
in for lunch, sir,” said Packington.
“They went inte the park this mern-
ing, and I saw them at the old lodge. I
have not seen them since.”

“It is very odd that my mnephew
should zend me a letter from Loyford,”
zaill Sir Richard, in astomizhment.

He took the letier from the salver.

The address on it was in Frank
Nugent's  well-known hand, a vrather
delicate  caligraphy, recognisable at a
elance.

The baronct sht (he envelope, and
took out the letter within, |

“This came by hand, Packington?”
bhe asked.

“Yes, sir. A few moments ago.”

“Is the messenger waiting ¥7

“He stated that there was noe reply,
gir,"” said Packington, “so I did not
tell him to wait,”

*"Yery well!”

Packington retired noisclessly.

iy Richard unfolded the letter and
proceaded to read it. SBurprize dawned
in his face nt the first few lines, and
deepened as he read on, and the surprisa
was tinctured with something like con-
tempt. The letter was written in hia
nephew’s hand, on HRavenspur (range
notepaper; but it was not such a letter

as B icﬁard wounld ever have dreamed
of receiving from Frapk Nugent, of the
Greyfriars Bemove. It ram:

“Dear Upecle Richard,—~My inends
and I beve consulted about what you
said to us yeosterday, and we have
decided that, in the circumstanccs, you
wero right, and that it will be hetter
for us not to remain any longer at the
Grange. We feel that our presence
causes you some uneasiness, and we do
not expect to be of any further use now
that a Beotland Yard detective is in
charge. DIlease excuse uws for going
without taking lcave, but we did not
wish to disturb you in your presens
stato of heaith. My friends send you
their respects and best wishes, and
thank you for your kindmess and hos-
mitality.

“Your aflcctionoatn nephoew,
HIFRANE INUGENT.

“P.S.—Perhaps you  will be kind
cnough to let one of the servants divect
onr bagegage 1o the Red Lion, Woodford,
Burrey, to be called for.

113 F. H'IF

2ir  Richard Ravenspur read ihat
letter through, and read it through
again from end to.cnd, slowly,

Then he lanid it on his knees and
leaned back in his chair.

The surprised expression had died out
of hiz face, leavine only weariness and
contompt.

He could, he thaught, read between

the lines of that letter.
_ Unduuhtﬂd]i' it was a relief to him,
in a way, to know that hiz nephew and
Frank’s schoolboy friends were out of
reach of the danger that lurked in every
shadew in Ravenspur Grange. Tt was
only becavse they had wished it, or
appearcd to wizh it so strongly, that he
had allowed them to remain,

MNow it onn:&rEd that their cowrage
had, after all, failed them. For that
wag, to the baronet’s mind, the real
meaning of the lettor,

His nephew, a Ravenspur on one side,
nad failed in courage ab the test: that
was what it amounted to.

For the others, Feﬂmps, Sir Richard
had little blome. Thoy wera schoolboys
on a holiday, and they had wearied of
the house whoere the sin.duw of mystery
and erime  and danger dogged their
stepz, DBut from his nephew, hiz gwn
flesh and bloed, he had expecied bolter
things.

Not for one moment wonld he have
allowed tne schoolboys te roemain, buot
in the helief that it was their own stron
desire to do so. There was no nm:-ﬁ
of thiz swrreptitions withdrawal, For it
was surreptitious: there ecould be no
pnsaying that., They had not cared
to say openly that they wanied fo zo:
they had not given a single hint of it
in his presence.  They had gone quietly,
and this lettor had heen sent to exploin,
There was something surreptitious about
it that cavzed the barvonet's hip to curl.

But Sir Richard Ravenspur had a
kind heart and o tolerant temper.  After
a very short reflection, the bitter expres-
slon paszsed from his kind old faco.

After all, they were but schoolboys,
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and they had been subjected fo a ter-
rible strain. It wes natural enough tha
they should desire o go—and natural
that they should not care to tell him so.
Perhaps this was, after all, tho best
Wiy,

At all events they were gone, and
though Sir 1?.1'-:!':.'Eurur7lfr in thi'fﬁtimﬁ of
stress, knew that he would miss the
cheery young faces, it was a relief 'to
know that they were no longer in the
shadow of the peril that haunted the
house of Ravenspur.

They were gone, and all that remained
was for Sir ‘hmhard to cany out the
]mﬁueat made in the postzcript to the
eftor,

Ho touched the bell, and Packington
entered.

“My nephew and his friends will not
be returning to the house, Packington,”
said Bir Richard carclessly.

“Indced, =ir!™

s Thl:;}r have resumed their holiday
tour, Packington, As they left rather
hurriedly, the baggage is to be sent on™

“ Very good, sir.”

l;- = E’ﬂu will kindly see {o it, Packing-
on.

* Certainly, sir.”

Bir Richard referred to the postseripd
again,

“Let it be addressed to the Red Lien,
Woodford, Surrey, to be called for,”
he said. *“¥You will loze no time about
this, Packington,”

“Very good, sir.”

Packington loft the library again,

Sir Richard sank back in his chair.
The letter lay unheeded on his knee.
His fzee looked older, paler, and the
cloud had deepencd on his brow. It
was better for the hovs to ba gone,
he told himself, better for them to be
out of the reach of danger, out of the
shadow of mystery and crime, But ho
knew that their going was a blow to
him. He¢ knew that he could no longer
respect them and like them, as he had
respocted aml liked them, for, gloss it
over as he might, the actual fact was
that they had run awey from danger,
The baronet’s heart was heavier and the
clond deepery on ks brow as he sab im

the silent library, the uwnheeded letter
an hiz knec.

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
T Darkness and Despair!

HE licht's gpoing !
Boly Cherry whispered the

‘LT

words.

Strange lights and shades
daneed and flickeved in the stone passage
under the hunting-lodge in the park.

Hours had passed.

The lantern was burning out. The
oil was exbausted now, end the wick
burning dim. Darkness was creeping
on the group of imprisoned schoolboys,

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull sat on
the lowest step of the =tone stair
Harry Wharton leancd on the wall
Hurree Jamszsct Ram Singh sat on the
floor, his back to the wall. Frank
I}Iugcnt was movipg restlessly to and
Q.

Every fare wis hopeloss.

Again and fgain  the juniors had
striven to raise the heavy fag-stone
that closed in the opening in the Hoor
of the old ledge.

They kpew it was in vain, but in
desperation they had striven again ‘and
agam ; but afl their desperate strivings
tacd been of no avail.

The lagsione remained as immovablo
as the snlid stene floor, of which it
formed a part. Some scceret fastening
seeured it against rll efforts from below,
They had desisted at last, exhapsted,
breathless, despairing.
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Again they had groped th the stons
that blocked the passage a dozon yards
away and striven to move it. But thal
also wos immovable. Thers was no hopo
of cscape, and they knew that there was
no hope.

They had gathered again at the steps,
and for some time joined their voices
in shouting for help, But that was the
most desperate expedient of all, for it
wasz only too certain that no human
voice at its loudest could. have penc-
trated through the solid stone into the
ruiued lodge above, even had there been
cars above to hear, With husky throats,
they ceased at last to shout.

There was no hope of cscape. They
knew that, "They had been trapped—to
their death! For there was no Sﬂuhting
the intention with which the stone Aap
had been closed on them. Somewhere,
unscen, the sceret enemy had been lurk-
ing, watching, and ho had seized his
opportunity. He had shut thein in those
dreary depths—to die! Indeed, since
they had been trapped, the juniors had
surmised that it was not by chance
that they had found the flag in the
floor unsecurcd. They could gucss now
that the sccret enemy had known that
they were scarching the old lodge, that
thoy were determined to discover its
gecret, and he had laid hiz plans accord-
i-ﬂﬂi',]i’ The upper stone had beon left
unfastened for them to diseaver it and
enter the underground passage, while
the stone door in the passage had been
left secured, to prevent their escape in
that direction. Then all the dastard
had necded to do was to close the fla
ovor the opening, and they were trappug
beyond remedy,

t was clear enough to them now; in
deeming that they had made a discovery,
they had walked into a fatal snare, set
by the hidden cnemy.

But that knowledge came too late
te serve them. They were trapped—
shut off from the light of day. from all
hope.,

The air in the passage was heavy, but
it wos fuirly fresh. There was evidently
gomio means of ventilation—some hidden
pipa conveved through the old stone.
work. DBur that gave no hope to the
juniors, except that they knew they
were not fo die of suffoeation.  Death
was to be their lot, all the same, unless
restus Camo.

And what hope was there of rescuc?
The Scotland Yard detective had treated
with open disdain the sugpestion that
there was & scoret passage under the old
hunting-lodge. He was not likely to
gearch for that in which ho did net
belicve Tuere was no hope from Mr.
Garnish,

“There's Packington.,” Dob Cherry
said once, but with little hope in his
voice. “‘He knows we're scarching the
Plﬂm_n

“He knows ahout the moving stone,”
said Frank., *It was he that showed it
to us. If wo don't return to the house,
surely Packington will guess that we
went down., and that something hap-
pened to us™

“Surelv,” said Johnny Ball;  but
there was a note of doubt in his voice.

“"The surefulness 15 not terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quietly. “If
the esteerned DMackington comes hack to
loak for us he will find the stone fixed.
He will not be able to open it upfully.
He will pot be knowfully aware that we
gre nnderneath 1t

“There's a  chanee,
Harry.

It was the enly chanece that remained
to the imprisoned schoolboys, and they
clung to it. But as weary hour followed
hour it died awar.

They had bzen missed—they must have
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anyhow." said
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been missed. It was long past the
luncheon-hour, when they would natur-
ally have returned to the Grange. Sir
Hichurd Ravenspur must have moissed
them and ingquired for themm. 1f the
butler guesfed or surimsea that some-
thing had happencd to themn in the old
ruing, they would bave been scarched
for before this. They would have heard
the clung of pick-nxes on Lthe old flags
uhove,

PPackington, after all, had not scen the
stone trap-door open, He had merely
pointed cut that the stone moved under
pressure.  If he camo back to the lodge
and found that the stone did not, after
all, move from its place, what was he
likely to conclude?® That he had been
decelved 1o supposing 1t to be movable
and an entrance inwo an undergrounc

passage. Was he likely to guess that the
schoolboys had moved b, descended
benenth it, ond had it closed and

fastencd aftor them by a hiddon hand?
That was expecting the butler to guess
w pood deal,

As the weary day wore on it becams
obvious that there was no hope from
Packington any more than from Mr,
Carnish. And pow the light was going.

Faint as the light now was, it was
treasured by the imprisoned juniors.
They shuddered at the thought of tho
black. impenetrable darkness that would
follow when the lantern finally gave out,

The glimmer grew fainter and fainter,
hardly enough to show their white, tenso
faces to one aunother,

There was a last faint flicker and tho
dying wick expired, '

Blackness rushed on the prisoners of
the subterrancan passage. Dlackness
deep and intense, stlence so heavy that
they could almest hear their own hearts
beating, Wharton felt himself shivering,

“Buck up, vou men!" he said, seving
to steady bis veice. “*While thers's fifo
there’s hope.”

“The hfefulness iz preat, and the
hopefulness is terrific, my esteemed and
ridiculous chums,” muarmured Hurreo
Jumzet Ram Singh,

“That foel Tackingten—" growled
Johnny DBull,
“He may save uz yet,” said Bob.

“Everybody wili know that somoething
has happened to us when wa dan’t got
back to the house. Packington may be
a bit of an ass, but at least he will tell
them that we were last seen at the old

ledpe, and we shall be searched for
there.”
“That's all we've pgot left,” said

1arry.

Silence followed.,

Iy ke deep darkness they could oot
seo  their  watelies, but  they  struck
matches occasionally te nofe the flight
ef time. Minutes scerned hours, hours
centuries. It seemed to the weary.
acspairing  juniors  that wecks had
clnpsed. when a glimpse of a watch by
the light of a mateh told them that it
was sunset on the earth albove.  Over
the park of Ravenspur Grange the
summer sun was sctting in erimnson and
gold, the birds Oving homeward—the
jurers  ecould  picture  the scene  of
s¥lvan hoauty and peace. And heneath
the stone floor of the hunting-lodee
they walted in mizery and desperation,
hope growing fainter and faipter in
their hearts,

The minutes erawled by on leaden
wingz. Surely thev weould b searehod
for—aurely the hunt was even now
p_'mrg%: on, on the earth above them.
BSurclv they were not to be left to perish
in the darkness in this deep and dismal
reerss of rloom and horror.

“Hark!" exclaimed Bob Cherry
suddenly.

THE MAGNET
A sound ecame through the heavy

gllenoe,

The juniors started and listened,

_ The sound was heavy, thudding, and
it seemoed lo come from a great distance,
But that, they could guess, was caused
by the thickness of the massive stone
flags overhead. The sound, whatever it
was, came from above.

“Is it—help ¥" breathed Nugent.

They listened, with beating hearts.

Thud! Thud !

*Ifif it's that villain=—" muttered
Johuny Bull, thinking of the unknown
who had closed tho stone on them.

“He would open the trap. He knows
the trick of it,” said Harry. * It is not
he, DBut who—what—"

Thud! Thud! Thud! _

Was it rescue? Had Packington,
after all, gucssed what had become of
them, and sent help? That conld
scarcely be, for the zound did not come
from the moving stone over the steps,
From somewhere in the old hunting-
lodee it came. bnt exactly where, they
could not tell, execept that it was not
over the sceret stair.

But hope strengthened in their hearts
a3 they listenced. If it did not mean
belp, what could it mean?

Thud! Thud! Thud!

_

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In ihe Library !

begr NSPECTOR GARNISH desires to
E see yvou, sit,” said DPackington.
“Show him snid  Sir
Richard wearily.

The little, jorky f1gur1:p|:|f the detoctive
stepped in. Flis bright, keen grey eyes
ronmced over the spacious library for a
second, and then fixed on the tired figure
in the big chair.

Puckington was reliring i his usual
naseless wav when the detective’s head
joerked round ab him.

“Bitay here" he said.

Packington glanced at bhis master for
confirmation of that order, and Sir
Richard nodded.

"Neory gand, sir!™ zaid Packington.

And he closed the library door and
stood waiting inside the room,

“I hopo von find yourself hetter, Sire
Richard,” said Mr. Garuish, with a
tanch of sympathy in s sharp voice
atd hard faeo,

“Thank you,” said the baronet,
HMaturaliy I am feeling the strain. T
hope you have some pood news for me,
Mr Carnish."

“1 am alraid that I cannot say so yot,
sir.  ‘I'his coze is not the easiest T have
had to handle.™

“1 ecan quite uanderstand
assented Sir Richard.

“1 may as well admit frankly that it
is extremoely puzeling and perplexing—a
ease that might baffle Ferrerz Locke
hirozelf,"” zaid ibe man from Scotiand
Yord,

“1 have no donbt of "

“However, woe must hope for the
bost,” satd Mr. Garnish, * You are, at
all events, seeiire at the present time,
B1T.

in."

Lthat,”

You have been given no canse for
alarm durine my absenoe thi= after-
noon

“None ' snid Bir Richard,

e eved the detective curlously, and
with something of disappointment in his
face. e had hoped o good deal from
an ¢xpert from the Yard, but Mr,
Ciarnish had not seemed to justtfy his
hopes.  That afterneon he had  been
wbsent from the Grange for soveral
hours. [Possiblvy he waz following up
clues in other directions, but it scemed
fo Bir Richard that the mystery to be
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unravelled lay in the
house, not elsewhere.
And upon whatever
business Mr. Garnish
had been engaged, it
seemad to have led to
nothing, & far &t
least. )
“Won't you sit down,
Mr. Garnish®”
*Thank you—no! I
shall remam with youn
bt a few mnanutes”
Tho jerky little man
took a few steps on the
rug, siarcd out of the
tall windows at tho
glowing August sunsct

over the park, and then
jerked ack towards
the baronet. “1 undor-
stand Sir Richard,

that 1 have a free hand
‘here %

“Certainly !

“An absolutely free
hand i? perzisted Mr.
Garnish.

" Absolutely,”

“I am at liberty, I

take it, to fake any
MICESUres that may
geem good to me, on
my OWR  ICSpOns-
bility 1"
*Quite s0." ]
“YWhat I mean I3,

that 1 might find it
somowhat embarrassing
in pursuing my Investi-

ations if I wero under
tha necessity of consult

ing you before taking
certain steps in  this
direction or  that!”

jerked out Mr. Garnish,

“You have an abso-
lutely free hand, siv,”
said Sir Richard.
“Take whatever steps
may seemt to you ad-
visuble, and consult
neither myzelf nor any-
ane else. That is clear,
I hopal”?

“ Perfectly so, sir!”
sald Mr. Garnish, with
a satished look.

He moved about rest-
lessly  for & few stared up.
minutes, and then cume to a halt again
before the baronet.

“During the next few hours, sir, it
will be wneeessary for vou to be cures
fully watehed,” he said. * Mav T iako
it that you will mot quit this rcom
until I have seen vou amain i

“I am under your ordurs at present,
Mr. Garnish,” =aid Sir Richard, with a
faint gmile. " Your instructions will ba
carried out.”

“You will mot leave thiz library, sir,

on any pretext whntever v'°

“T will pot,™

“"Two persons  must  remain with
you,” said Mr. Goenash, Ife glanced
at the constable siulioued wnear the
windows, and bechoned to lim. Theo
oflicer eamio neross fho roon. “1low

long have you heon on duty i

“An hour, sir.”

“Yon will remain with Sir Richad
until I return. You will remember
thut he is under vour special eave, and
that you are responsible”

“Ceartainly, sir.”

“Very good. But there must be tweo
persons,” enid My, Garpish, e jevked
his head round to the butler. ' Pack-
ingten 1

“8ir ™ zanl Packinglon.

“¥ou will resmain with Sir Richard
amd thia officer.”

“If Bir Ilichard instrocts me to do

) @W
‘*Help ! ** came the shout, as the great stone
the workmen hack, and stared down info the cavity, with glitlering eyes.
stone stair, winding away into the darkness ; and from the darkness, a group of white, worn facss

!

[ A = -
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rolled aside. The man from Scolland Yard motionesd

Bslow I3y the shape of a

““Ii's Wharton and his chums ! '* ejaculated Mr. Garnish. (See Chapler 12.)

sz, sir, 1 shall Lo glad,” =ald Packing-
ton,  “But I have ceoriain duties in
the heousg, sir—"

“No doubt,” sad Mr., Gorpish, “ Dut
those Jdattes may be loft, Tor the pre-
sent, to your subordinates.™

“There arc =zomo dubies, sir, that a
butler can searcely leave to the other
servants, " suid  Packington  defevsnti-
ally, " May I suggest, str, that Joames
should rewmzin with Sir Richard —a man
muweh  vounger than myself, sir, amd
maore powerful, physically, in ente of
need ¥ I have the misfortune, sir, to
sulfer a little from an old wound.”
"1 think you had better oxcose Pack-
mgton, Mr, Garnish,” soid Bir Richard.
"Xy man, Jernis, has rested during
tho day, as he is te stay with wme to-
might; but he may now be callpd —*"

Crrunt, fromm Mre. Garnash.

“A few minutes ago, sir, you staled
that I was given an absolutcly [ree hand
here,” he snapped. *Am T to under-
stand that that is now rescinded @

‘Certainly  not,” said the huronct,
colouring with vexalion, "] do not
desire to impede you in any way, sir.
But 1 fail to geo why Jervis, or a {ool-
man, waould rot snswer vour perpose
uu;nu;:!l{l well with Packington.”

“L have great faith in Packington.™
said Mr. Garnizh, "I have no doubt
that Jervis is a faithful ecrvant; but 1

prefer  Packinglon to  rempin,” Iie
jerked  round  at the butler agaiu.
“You spoke of your age; you are not
an old man, Packinglon ¢

*Forly, sie," swid the butler. :

“¥You do not look & weakling,” eaid
Mr, Garvnizh, "I am fure you would
o gquile wseful in & serap, Packington”
-1 should try, sir, if my master were
i danger,” eeid Packington, * Unfor-
tunalely, my physical disability—-"

“In case of uny alttack being made on
vour master, Packington, the conatable
is here,' sald the delective.  Y'What is
required from you iz the watchfulpess
of a faithiul and loyal servant.  Your

disabled leg will not inleriers with
Lhat,™
“Yory good, sir,” eand DPackinglon,

Under his beavy derk brows, his cyes
wern very keenly on the deteclive,

“8Bir Richiard 13 a considerato master,™
zatd Mr. Garnish, “Ieo will allow you
io sib down while you weit liere, I'ack-
ington, ™

“You will make yourself comfortabia,
I‘m:kinfmn, my good fcllow,” said Sie
Richard, " As Mr. Garnish insists, I
think you had better remain with me,™

“Very good, sir.”

“Neither you, nor the constable, s
io leave the library for a single in
stant,” said Mr. Garnich. " You are lo
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remain constantly on the alert. I ghall-

search the room belore: I leave."
“Then you have réason to. believe,
gir, that some frech sttack is sctusly
mntended 7" exclaimed the baronet.
“You must-allow mo to keep my own
counsel on that point for the present,
gir,” said Mr, Garnish, :
“The mcasures you are taking scem

to_point htl: it,” said :Ehir Richard.
* Possibly, sir—possibly.
Mr. Garnish roam round the

gpacious room, three pairs of eyes watch-
ing him 423 he mmrnc?. He went to the
adjoining study, looked into it, drew
the, door shut, locked it, and slipped the
key inte his pocket. ;

Then he went to the french windows.
They were already closed, and Mr. Gar-
nish looked to the bolts, then locked the
window, and placed that key also in
his_pocket, o

His head jerked round at Sir Richard
Ravenspur. . s :

“¥ou have mo objection, sir, to Iy
taking these keys into my kecping for
the tune?” he snapped.

“MNone whatever.”

“Thank you!”

After another look round the rocm,
Mr. Garnish went to the big oak door
that gave on the hall. —He examined
the lange, old-fashioned lock on -3,
took out*the key, and placed it on
the oufside of the door.

Packington opened his hfa to speak,
but eclosed them again. The Leyford
constable watched Mr. Garnish with
stolid unconcern.  But Sir Richard
spoke os he noted the detectlve's action.

“You intend to lock that door, Mr.
Garnish ¥ ' .

“That 18 my ntention, sir.” )

“ Certainly you seem to be lcaving
nothing to chance,” said Bir Richard.

“It s not my way to leave anything
to chance, sir,” said Mr. Garnish.

“One morment, sir," said Packinglon
smoothly. *“If 1 am to remain locked
in this room, sir—" _ .

“You are to remain locked in with
Bir Richard snd the constable,” eaid
Mr. Garnish,

" In thal case, may 1 ask for a few
minutes’ grace, in order to %wa SOTLIE
peeessary mstructions to the houschold
stafi—"

“You may nok!” said Mp, Garnish.

. “Really, sir—" murmured Pack-
ington.

“Eir Richard Ruvenspur bas dined, 1
think *" snapped Mr. (aruish, -

“Quike so, sir, but—"

“Let Mr. Goarmish have hLis  wagy,
Pucxington, my good follow," said Sis
Richard. “We inust risk somo  dis-
order in the affairs of the houschold in
the present peculiar circunstances.”

“VYery pgood, sir.”

“1 have no time to waste wailing
here,” said Me, Garnish dizagreeably.
“1am sorry, Packington, but 1 can give
'‘ou - no  thne. I will, howewver, as [
cave, Cconvey any mesiage you desire
to send to the foolmen or other sce-
vanls."

*It is imamaterial, sir,” said Packing-
ton, compressing s lips. “In tho
event of anything gomng amiss in the

Ihousehald, Bir lichard will hold e
Llameless, T am sure.™

Y Naturally, Packington,™  said  the
Laronet,

Mr. Garnish grunted, stepped out of
the library, elosed the heavy door, and
the key was heard to turn m the lock,
It was withdrawn, and placesd in the
detective’s pocket, and the three men
i the library heard his fooisteps die
awoy across the hall,

Bir Richard motioned Packington
to a chair, The butler sat down. Dut,
for once, the accustomed impassive calm-

Teg Maoner LisRaRY.~No. 1,124,

nes  of Packinﬁ'a:m scemed to have
descried him. e sat still, silent, but
his eyes, under his heavy brows, roved

restlessly, and as the long minutes
passed in silence he grew less and less
at case.

e T T

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Gamnish Going Sirong !
MR. GARNISH permitted himself

p faint, momentary grin as ho

walked out of avenspur

Grange. But it was only for a
second;  then  his  strongly-marked
features seemed moulded i iron again,
He went down the drive with his quick,
jerky steps, turned from it inte a path,
and walked into the park. In a grassy
ride near the big, bropze pgates of
Ravenspur Grange, a group of - men
awaited him. They were in overalls,
supplied with axes and picks and spades,
and looked somewhat like a “break-
down " gang. There were a dozen of
them, with o foreman, whe touched his
hat to the detective as the man from
Scotland Yard came jerkily up.  Mr.
Garnish glanced over the group, aud,
without wasting time on 8 word of
greeting, rapped out:

“T'his way!l"

He jer]u:ag off along the ride, going
et a rapid pace into the heart of the

ark, and the men in overalls followed
.,

The detoctive's steps led him in the
direction of the old hunting-lodge.

From a shady ride he turned into a
narrow fangled path, and arrived at last
at the ruined logga.

There, for a few minutes, he scanned
the stone-fagped Hoor, the old ivied
walla apd the scattered blocks of fallen
stone, The men, who had followed him
in, waited in silence.

“Brown!" jerked out Mr. Garnish sud
denly.

The foreman touched his hat.

“Tina 13 the plice! These Nags are
to be removed. It will be heavy work,
but your men will receive double rver-
time pay. Lose no time. ¥You are to
shift these Haps until a certain place
underncath 15 discovered. There 5 an
old passage under the building, the seeret
of which has been lost [or some tima.
We aro here (o find it! You under
stand I

“ Yoz, sir.,” said Drown.

“Then et to work !

Mr. Carmish sat on a detuched mass
of masonry, lighted a cigarette, and
looked on us Brown and lus men set to
wark.

Thad, thud!
clang !

Crowbars were driven between the old
flags, and oue afler unother they were
wrenelied wp.

Had Sir Richard Ravenspur lbeheld
that devastation of an histerie relic of
the past 1t would probably hive caused
himg grewt pain; and might even have led
him to withdraw the " abesolutely free
baesel ™" b had granted to the man from
Scotlund Yard.

But Sir Richard wis quite unaware of
Mr. Garnish's proceodinga, and the thud-
ding and elanging, noisy as they were,
did not reach so far as the distant house.

Mer. Garnish watched the work, as in
different to the fute of the messy old
ruin, a3 o Yuondal or a Goth might have
been.

It was heavy work, and the men toiled
hard and perspired at it, DBut it went
on without cessation.

Under the old flugs, as they were
wrenched out of placo and piled, the
ancient earth was revealed that hud net
scen the light of day for long centuries.

An hour passed, wund another, and
another, The sun was sinking behind

thud, Clang, clang.

THE MAGNET

the trees in the
the old run w
and sweated.

Mr. Garnish ghowed no sign of im-
patience. ]

He smoked his cigarette, threw aw
the stump, and then sat watching, wit
an expresstonless face.

There was disappointment after disap-
pointment, as only =olid earth was re-
vealed under the flags as they were
moved one alter another. But Mr.
Garnish did not seem to feel it.

Hieg pzatience was rewarded at last.
There was a sudden excited call from
Brown, the toroman.

“My eye! It's hollow here, sir.”

Mr. (Garuizh sprang up like a jock-in.
the-box., Almost before the words had

ivft the furoman’s lips, he was at Brown's
side.

“Where 7" he jerked.

Brown pointed to a crowbar in the
hands of one of his men. Driven in by
the shie of 4 huge flat stone, it had
slipped down, almest disappearing, show-
e that it had met with a hollow instead
of the solid earth.

“Gomed ' sud Mr, Garnish.  * Mind

Mind it

how yon move that stone!
deeen’t [ull in,™

gathered round the
great !iﬁ:t\'{ fag, with eager faces. They
1

ﬁrent ark, faming acroas
ere the workmen toiled

The  workien
secmed Lo fecling more of the excite-
tetd of the guest than the man from
Seal.and Yard,

Under the heave of the crowbars the
great stone moved. Then suddenly, as
il from the depths of the earth, came a

startiing sound—the sound of a human
o T L

“Help!™

"My eye!’ gasped Brown. “There's

sumebody down there, sir.”

For one instant Mr. Garnish's face be-
trayed surprise. Then he snapped out:

“[ier the stone away "™

“It's coming, sir!™

“Help!™ came the shout from below
aygain, Inuder and clearer as the heavy
stonwe maved from its place,

The great stone rolled aside. Mr
CGrarnish motioned the worlimen back and
staved]l dewn into the cavity, with glit-
tering eyes. livlow lay the shape of a
stone stair winding away into darknoes,
and from the darkness a group of white,
worn faces stared ap.

“The boys!* vjaculated Mr. Garnish.

And he stared blankly st Harry Whar-
ton & Co. Whitlever the man from Soeot-
land Yurd hatl cxpected to  discover
under the old huntimgledws, he had
assuredly not expected to discover the
chums of the Greyiriams Hemove there.

Eescued !
H ARRY WHARTON came up the
) Flupis.
_ Mz, (iarnisie gave him a help.
g haed ot
“"You!" he sad. “Gad ™
The juviors were pale, tired, dusty,
grubby, worn out by the inng and weary
unpEonment an the awsderevonted  pas.
in deepiy the fresh coo! aiv of the sum-
Mmoer evening.
“Yon've saved ug, sir,” said Wharton.
“1 suppose Packingtan rold you, after
all,” swd Bob Cherry.
Mr. Garnish stared at him,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
He blinked in the red lipht of
tho sunset.

The other fellows followed Wharton
up.
guge.  But their wan fuees hrightened in
the light of the sun, and they breathed
“Baved cur lives, T think.”

Mr, Carnish pranted.

“ Packington!" he repeated,

“Yes."
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“Did Packington know you were
thers 7

“0Oh, no: but he knew we were ex-
loring this ehow,”™ explained Bﬂh,b:?nd
::lﬂpme wo've been missed long before

th *

“Not by me,” said Mr. Garnish,

Apparently Mr. Garnish had not con-
sidered it worth the treuble to observe
whether the schoolboys had beon about
the house or not. Probably their move-
ments were quite unimportant in his
eyes,

“Then Packingion did not tell youi"”
asked Nugent. '

“*Nothing." ]

"Thl‘:ﬂ'—ﬁﬂw did you know we were
there 1" exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“1 did not know," )

“But you've dug us out!" exclaimed
Harry, in wonder.

“%o it appears.”

" But what—" . .

Mr. Garnish did not wait for him to
finish. He took an electric torch from
his pocket, and descended the stone steps
into  the subterranean passage, Tho
juniors sat down to rest, revelling in the
sunlight and fresh air after their long
imprisonment, .

e workmen stood about, resting after
their labour, and regarding the school-
boya with curious eyes. There was likely
to be an absorbing topic over the ale at
the PPeul of Bolls, in Leyford, that even-
ing. Mr. Garnish's shappish voice came
from below.

“HBrown!”

“Yee, st

¥ Step down here.” 5

The foremun descended into the cavity.

Bob Cherry looked at hiz chums, with
a grin. They could guess that Mr,
Garnish had found the block of stone
that barred up the subterranean passage,
and had been brought to a dead stop by
it. There was a murmur of voices from
the depths. The voice of the foreman
came at last, rather loudly.

+ “"There ain't any moving that, eir,
with these crowbars. There ain’t room
for more'n one man fo pget at it &bk o
time. [ don’t know how it's fixed, but
it's fixed pretty solid.”

A discontented grunt waz heard, and
then Mr. Garnish reappeared on the eur-
face of the earth, and the foreman fol-
lowed him up. The sun was gone down
now, deepening twilight stealing over the
perk. Mr, Garnish glanced round him
with puckered brows, evidently discon-
tonted, The sunmer night was closing
in, and Brown and his men were anxious
1p; be gone.

“Brown!” jerked oat Mr. Garnish.

“¥Yes, air”

“You will be hera at eix in the morn-
ing, with your men, and with implements
to remove that stone in  the passage
below." .

“Very well, sir.”

.Y MNow you had better go,” said Mr.
Garnish ungraciously.

“*Tain't our fault we can't shiit that
stone, sir! said Brown.,  “Ib's  just
weodged in, and M

“I know that. Good-night!"'

Brown and his men departed. As theoy
disappeared  through the park, Mr.
Garmish’s eyes jerked round to the Grey-
friars [eilows.

“MNow tell me how you came to be
there ' he snapped.

In his usual way, Mr. Garnish did
not appear £o listen while he wasz being

told. He moved about, peering into the

dark eavity in the floor, staring ot the
digplaced flagz, and blinking at the
thickening darkness in the surrounding
park. But when the juniors had con-
cluded he shot a sudden gquestion.

" Packington showed you the moving
slona?”’

“Yes," zaid Harrs.

“How did he find it "

“"Hy thesr chanoe™

Me. Garnish locked at the captain of
the Creyirrars Remove curiously and
rather gqueerly for a second. :

“Chanea is a strange thing !” he said
ruroinatingly.

“He wasg helping us look round after
you Jeft us hers, and happened on 1it,”
saidd Harry. ™I think we should have
found it, anyhow—it was very likely, a
least, as we intended to make & thorough
search,.  Ag it was left nnfastencd and
moved when pressod in the corner, we
rmight have chanced on it just as Pack-
ington did."”

“ Left unfastened 7"’ said Mr. Garnish.

* Yag."

“ By the man who used this passage to
pot to and from the Grange,” said Bob.
“T rather fancy it was {eft eniastened
for us, and that he was on the wateh,
He moeant to trap us there, tho beast |

Mr. Garmish was staring into the park,
and Bob could not have said for certain
whether he heard or not.  Grateful as
the juniors were o the deloctive for
their rescue, they could net belp finding
Mr. Garnish’s muanner a Little irritaring.

“INd you not ecxpeet Packington to
poitte, or send, io your help?” the de-
toetive aslked suddenly,

“"Well, we hoped he would,” sud
Harry, * But as he never saw ihe stone
raised he may not have gucssed that wo
were below ondd  shat Lin. Still, it's
curious that he does not =cem to have
troubled sbout the matter at all—and I
can't understand why Sir Richard
Buovenspur has teken no notice of our
being missing. We thonght at lirst vou
had speciatly come to get us out——""

“Nathing of the sort.™

“"We know that now. Dut, 1f yon
didn’t know we were thers, I'm doshed
if 1 know why you wers digging in the
old lodge at alll”’

Mr. Garnish jerked a glance at him.

“You don't know?” he asked.

“No i" said Harry.
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“Well, after all, thet is only ome of
the many things that you probeply dou’t
know,” remarked the deicetive,

Wharton coloured a little,

“I suppose you were scarching for the
secret possage!’” ho suapped. * But
when we were spepking o you oW that
subject you ridiculed the whele thiog ™

v Did [ said Mr. Gavnish.

“You did !’ said Wharton waruly.

“'L'he ridieulefulness was terrific and
preposterous I snid Hurree Jamset Ram
sngh with emphasis.

*And now you jolly well know that

we wera right!” said -Jebony Bull
pruffy.

“You were right,” agreed Mr.
(3arnish. " Btranger things-than that

huve happencd in tho history of the
universe.”

He tarned ammd walked away by the
path into the parck.

Harry Wharton drow u deep breath,

“Waoell,” he snid, it was Jucky for
e that the nwo cwne slong and dug
up the eld place, Duat——"

“But bz estecined mannerys gro
neither grateful nor cowtorting,” res
remarked Liurree Jamsct Hmn Bingh.

Bob Cherry laughed.

"Wever nund about his mapners,” ha
said. " He's got us out of & fearful hole.
I say, I've got an unpression thzt thot
merchant isn’t the ass we thought him,
Fe was only pulling our leg in pretend-
mg not to believe 1n the secret passago
wader the huntie-lodge,  He jolly well
knew it was there all the time—he had
worked 1t ount in his mind, you know,
from what he know.”

“"And why should he pull our 1-1%'
zbout it, when we are trying to help 7’
grunted Johnny Bull,

*Porhaps boe wanted to spring this
exeavation business suddenly, without
m?l'hﬁdy knowing in advance,”" said
Wharton thoughtinlly. * Some idea of
taking the villain by surprise.’’

Ulanffpmed i newt e}
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“Wall, he could have trusted us.”

“Yes; but Packington was there, too,
when he was speaking to us—"

“ Packington's to be trusted, I sup-
pose ¥

“1 euppose so; but he ought have
tulked, and, after all, o detective can’s
be too careful,” said Harry. “Alter
all, 1 don't think 1 gquite blame Mr.
Garnish for keeping s thoughts o
bim=eif.**

" 1echaps not,” said Bob, " Ile does
seem to we a wary bird, witer all. I
say, any of vou fellows hungry?”

“What-ho U"" zaid Johony Duall, with .

deop feeling.

“ The huangecfulness is terrific "

“Come on,” said Harry., ' Let's get
back to the house and gpet somme grub—
and lew Sir Hichard know we're safe, if
Unrnishk doeen't huppen ta think of men-
tioniong it when he gets in”

And the juniors left the hunting-lodge
and walked through the shudowed park
to the Grange.

— e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Sir Richard |

HE key turncd in the leck, the

l library deor opencd, and Sir

Richard Ravenspur turned bas

glance upon the jerky figuce that
appeared in the doorway. Paclington
rose to bie feet at once.  His eyes were
fixed on the face of the detective as if
secking to read s thoughts there; but
the hard, somewhat sour featuwres ex-
prossed rothing.  Mr. Garnish jerked
1ato the roon. :

“ Nothing bappened during my ab-
senice ¥ he inguired.

“ Nothing,” apswered Sir Richard.

“No atarm of any kiad, whatt"

* None."

“Good ! snid Mr. Garnish,
cautipns are never wasted.”

“I have no doubt vyou arce right, sic,”
said the baranet wearily. * But [ confess
that actual danger may be preferablc
to remaining locked in & reom. I hope
it will not b¢ necessary to repeat this
cxpericnee ¥

*I hope wnet, sir,”
Garmish ndifferently.

He replaced the keys of the window
and the study. Packington was receding
noiselessly  from the room when Mr.
Garnish jerked at him:

* Packington t'

“SBir " said the butler, stopping.

“¥ou were wrong, Packington™

“Indeed, sir? fay I ask to what
vou refer?®”

“ A socret passage exists under the old
Sunting-ledge,” jerked Myr. Garnith,

Packington started,

“Aeey secret passage, sir?”

* Precisely 1"

"1 was not aware of it, sir
Packington.

“No doubt. I asked you whether you
Lnew of such a thing, and vou teld me
that no such thing existed, or something
to that cffect.”

“That no =zuch thing existed, to my
knowledge, sir,” reminded Puekington.
“[ could not =peak with positiveness on
o =ubjeet of which I knew nothing, sir,””

“No doubt, no doubt,” eaid Me.
(arnish,

Packington was eveing him strangely,
stonding by the half-open door,

“Mayv I ask, sir, whether you found
such a sceret passage, or whother vou
merely  surmised Qb5 existence®”  Le
mnguired suavely,

“I have found it."

Packington opencd hiz lips and shut
them again, hard  Under his heavy
Lrows his eyes were like a cat's.

“I am sure I congratulate wvon, sir,

Tie Macxer Liprary.—XNo. 1,124,

*“Pra-

answered Me.

ik

said

with the greatest respect, on your sue-
ecas, 61t " he said, but the smooth voice
was nob so smooth as usual,

“Thank you,” said Mr. Garnish, "Na
doubt it is news to you, Bir Richard,
that thiz underground pussage exists?

“ Mot exuclly news, sir,” said the
baronet. “ There 1s a {amily tradition
of its existence, though the secret bas
long been lost. It was certainly knowo
to one of my ancestors., In more recent
times it is supposed to have boen used
by o member of my own family—a
nephew of mine—hbut, if that was the
case, he never communicated his know.
ledge to anyene else. I shall be inter
ested to explore this scerct passage when
my health is restored. May I ask
whether you bave followed it from the
park as far as this house?”

“1 was not able to do =0, as the way
is blocked—a kind of stone door,
fastencd apparently from the inner
side,' said Mr, Garnish. * It blocks up
the pussaze about a dozen yards from
itz opening in the old lodge, However,
workmer are coming in the morning at
an earlv hour to remove that obstruc-
tion. ‘Then we shiall know all that the
passage can tell us.”

Sir Richard's eyes glistened.

“That may be much, Mr. Garnish.
MNow that it is proved thot the sceret
passage oxizts it may be learned
whether it waz uted by the secrat enemy
who secks my life—"
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Hlhere is no doubt on that point, Bir
Richard, It had been recontly wused,
which is proof enough., A luntern was
kept there in readiness for use”

“Then fo-morrow, sir, chould zee the
mystery solved [ exclnimed Sir Richard.
“1f the passnge is followed as far as
this housze, it may [ead to the roocin

oecupied by the  assassin's  con-
federate——"
“Mao deubt, if the assassin haz a
confederate."

Sir Richard raised his evebrows,

“T was taking that for pranied,” he
said.

Tt i= never gafe to take anvthine {ar
pranted ! jerked Mr. Garnish. "1 see
no repson personally for suppozing that
the assassin has a confederste”

"It would be a great relief fo my
mind to be azzured that he has not,”
snid 8ir Richard., "It has been very
painful to me to be compelied to douhbt
the honesty and pgood faith of any
member of my houschold”

“Quite 1" zaid My, Garnizh.

"1 you regquire me no longer, sir 1
have duties that demand my attention,”
said Packingbon.

Mr. Garnish jerked round at him.

"Moo doubt, mo doabt!” ha said.
“The schonlboys will reqnive some
supper, I imagine, when they reach the
howse. 1 imagine they are hungry by
this time™

*The Sir

selioolboys 1
Richard.

repeated

THE MAGNET

“¥es, girl You may go, Packing-
ton,” added Mr. Garnish, The butler
was lingering at the door.

“"Excuse me, sir,” faltered Packing-
tor, I wunderstood that the young
gentlemen had left—"

“{Certainly they came near leaving,
and in the most efficacious manner,”
satd Mr. Garnish., "1 should like to be
informed, 8ir Richard Ravenspur, why
I was not told that these boys wers
missing "

" Mussiug 7" repeated the baronet,

“1 presume they have been missed,”
sald the detective.

“"You seem to be under some mis-
apprehension,”  said  the baronet in
bewilderment. "My nephew and his
friends have left the Grange and pro-
ceeded on their holiday tour.”

“Come, come!” said Mr. Garnish.
“May 1 mguire what gave you that
unpression?”

“Ib is naot an impeession, but a fact,
and I was apprised of it by a letter
writtenn by my uephew from Leyford”

Mr. (Garnish’s oves gleamed.

“Please let me see the letter.”

*I have it here”

The detective took the letter and
exanmtined it with attention. Then he
jerked up his head and stared at the
baronct.

“This 15 your nephew's hand?”

“YE‘E,“

“You are well acquainted with it®™

“Cuite "

A very skilful forgery then,”
drawled Mr. Garnish, fossing the letier
on the table. “"Your nephew Frank
MNugent never wrole a8 Jing of that
letter, sic.”

"What!" ejaculated Sir Richard.

"Your nephew, sir, and his friends
discovered the secret passage under the
ruined lodge and were shut up in if,
and had 1 vot made the same discovery
mm my turn, must have perished there.”

“Good heavens!”™ exclaimed  Bir
Richard, white ns chalk.

"That letter was written, sir, in
avder to account for fheir sudden dis-
appearance, without exciling suspicion
and causing a sesrch. Bince this morn-
itgr  they have been prisoncrs jn an
underocround passage.”

“Lood heavenz ! the baronet repeated

trust Lhe :,'uun'g geaotlemen have
come to no harm, sir?” said Packington.

“MNone at all,” said Mre, Garnish, %1
fancy they are ravepousiy hungry by
this time; but that, 1 believe, is the
full extent of the damage™

" Bee that supper is prepared immedi
ately, ackington,” said Sir Richard.

" Yery good, sir”

Packington elided AWAY. Bir
Richiard turned to the Scotlaipd Yard
man, his face full of emotion.

“Mr. Gareizh, from what vou fell me,
-ou have saved the life of my nephew
i‘r:ml-:, and the lives of his friends.”

"Moo doubt!” snapped Mr. Garnish,

‘Believe me, sir, my gratitude—"

“All in the way of duty, sir"
intervupted Mr. Garmisle "1 will keep
this letter, sir, with your permission,
1 am extremely interesied in it, and
hepe te moke the aseguaintance of the
writer shorfly.”

And Mr. %iarhi&-'r't jerked out of the
lihvary as the footsleps of Harcy
Wharton & Ca. were heard in the hall,
Five tired and hungey juniors trailed
inte the house, and Packington pgreeted
them  with  respectfal  altention,  Me
Crarnish stood watching them as they
pansed to speal to the butler.

“"Please aliow me to express my
pleasure, young gentlemen, at seein
vou safe and well,” said Packington,
“"The Beotland Yard gentleman has
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Suddenly from the. direction of the distant
park, came a flash that {uminated the
shadows of the night, and a deafening
roar. Harry Wharton & Co. started to their
feot. ** What was that? " exelalmed
Wharton, ““* An explosion ! " The
juniors, together with Mr. Garnish, rushed
to the window and looked ouf acress the

park. (8ee Chapler 15.)

o

just informed my master that he found
you imprizoned in some cellar or
passage——"

*He jolly well did,” said Bob Cherry;
“and it was lucky for us, Packinglont
We thought we were booked."

“The bookfulness was terrific!”

“Ilaven't we been scarched fori”
demanded Johnny Bull warmly.

“Mo, sir. You see—"

“My uncle must have missed wus”
exclaimed Frank Nugent; "and you
might have remembered, Packington,
that you Jleft us at the old hunting-
lodge, and mwight have lovked for os
there, T think.”

*Undoubtedly, sir; but you will
hurd]z blame me when you know the
‘facts,” said Packington. "1 was in-
formed by Sir Richard that you had left
to resume your holiday tour, sir, so
paturally, T thought no more about the
matier.™

“2ly uncle told you that?" exclaimed
Frank stupeficd.

+ "He received a letter, sir——"

“"Here is the letter, if you aro
eurious to see it,"  interjoeted My
‘Zarnish.

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced ot the
forped letter.  They uwnderstood now
why no search had been made, and they
realised that no search would have been
made at all, and understood more
clearly than before how utterly they
owed their lives 1o the man  from
Seotland Yiard,

“ATw Lk '™ wnenl Biohy, with o dorp
hreat™ . “Wha'd have rhnrlglﬂ. ik 1—
I suv, T swoar that wns Franky's
Il ¥

I shoubd zav o myvsedl, iF 1 didn't
know 1 hado™t weitten 10" said Frank,
“The villwin most have gob o copy of
my hand and baeged notepaper helong-
i to this honse,™

Mr. Garnish pat the letter back into
s pocket-bonk,

“"Probably  we zhall  make the
pcgiaintanes shortiy of the perzan who
has boreowed vour moune amd hamd-
writing  Master Nugent,”  he  raid.

To-tmarrow morning Lhe secret passage
will be rleared and lollowed ta wherever
it may lead in this house. Then we
shall see.”

Mr. (farnish jerked away, the juniors
staring after him. For onee the un-
commmunicative  detective had  been
strangely commuonicative; he  had
praciially told the juniers, and any-
one ¢lse who might have been within
hearing, that on the morrow he hoped
to complete his case. They noticed
that Packington looked after him very
curiously as he went. But they had
given ap the idea hy this time of try-
g Lo understand Mr. Garnish and his
mrethads, and  they went on 1o tha
Library to see Sir Richard to receive a
warin and affectionate greeting from the
master of the Grange.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
The Explosion !

i 2 00D NIGHT, siv,” zaid
G Packington.
Mye, Linrnish, stamding at

one of the tall windows in
the old oak hall of Huvenspur Grange,
wias looking out over the starlit lerrace.
The hoor was growing lare.

He jerked his head round az the
butler spoke.  Packinglon was crossing
tho Lt with his silent, lhmping tread.

"oing to bed, what !

"Yes, sie” said DPackington. "It s
before sy usual hoar, sir, but my leg
b somewhat  pamful, and new Suo
Richard las gune to s room I shall
be glad o rest. I you eequive any-
thiug further, sip——"

sttt rhauksl”

“Jamea wiil remaim up L you retive,
siv," satd Packington, "IE you should
neced b, sie, a touch of this bell—"

“Jamez may as well go to bhed,” suid
Mr, Gaernish. "I require nolhing”

"Very good, sir,” said Dackivgton.
"ol -k, sic”

“Lrood-uight,”

Mr. Garnish turned to the wiodow
agikin,

“Packington noiselessly left the hall,
by the passage that led to his own
rooins on the gronnd foor. .

The detective remained standing ab
the window.

Ile secmad interested in a view of the
starlit park, though hia hard-featured
face expressed nothing of what he
thought of it. Feo was siill standing at
the window, staring out, when Harr
Wharton & Co. camo into the hall.
Then his head jerked round.

"Time you boys were in bed,” he
rapped, i

“"Just thinking of it," said Bob
Cherry, with a rather curious look at
the detestive. " But Franky's rather
worried about his uncle.”

“Biuff 1 said Mr. Garnish.

Frank Nugent frowned.

I may seem stuff, os you call it, 1o
you, Mr. Garnish,” he said tanly.

UIE does ! snud Mr, Garnish,

Nugent compressed his lips.

“8dE " repeated Mr. Garnish, " You
garo tanking that, having turned you
cut of the dressing-room adjoining your
uncle's roomy, I ought to be there myself,
what "

Nugent started s little,  Crrtainly the
deteetive hod read hisg Lthoughts,

“There is o constable in that room,
and nnother in Sir Richard’s roon, as
well as  Jervis,”™  sawd  Mr.  Garnish.
“Depend wpou it, your uncle is per-
:'4:ct|3|-” safe for the night. And I sm
ere |

“Well, I'in not going to bed yot,™
said Nugont.

"Please yourself,™

Mr. Goarmsh turned to the window
again,

There was nothing te bo szcen from
the window, save the starlit gardens
anl the park. yet he juniors eould not
hilp having an  impression that  the
detective was watching for something,

Far what, was rather a mystery. Ho
eould searcely be expeeting 1o ses Sir
Richard’s conemy arniving at the housa
opently.  But they wero more and more
intpressed by the belicf that he wos on
the wateh, fer what they could not
Euess,

The juniors were tired, but they had
o desire to go to bed. Now that the
seeret passago was discovered, now that
Ine Maicxer Lasrary.—No, 1,124,
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it was cortain that on the morrow it
would be esplored throughout its

extent, it was obvious that after this
night it would no longér serve the pur-

of the secret assassin.  ‘The
thought was in their minds that that
very might the unknown dastard might
make somo desperate attempt, whtle

means of ingress to tho housa still
remeined to hum. .
Mr. Carnish, staring from the

window, scemed to have forgotten the
presence of the juniors,

Midnight chimed. o

Suddenly, from the direction of the
distant park, came =& flash that
illyminated the shadows of the night
and a deafening roar. _

The juntors started to their feet.

Over the park, and over the house,
rolled the thundering ecchocs of a
terrible explosion.

“What was that?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. ]

** An explosion

“What the thump—" ;

The juniors rushed to the windows.

Darkness had settled down again,
the last cchaocs of the terrific report died
awny in rumblings.

“gﬁ that was the wayl”

The words were muttered aloud by
Mr. Garnish. The juniors stared reund
at him, and to their surprisc saw &
amile flicker over his hard face.

“You know what it was, B
Garnish %" cxelaimed Bob, :

“ An ecxplosion,” said the detective.

“But what=—whera?"

“Tp the park, ohviously.” . ]

“But what eould have E:-;plnnlrlod i
the park?” exclaimed Harry Wharton
in amazement. _

“Probably a dynamite eartridge—a
very powerful one” drawled Mr,
Garnish. “I am afraid 8ir Richard
Ravenspur will not see the relics of that
vory interesting  old  hunting-lodge
again, , What " :

Wharton caught his breath,

“You think the explosion was at tha
old lodge®” he asked.

“Why not?” .

“"Good heavens!” excluimed Trank
Nugent., “Do you mean to say that the
villain has blown ucf; that old lodge
with dynamite, to destroy the sceret
Eassage: bofore it ean be traced to the

ousge " . .

“I should consider it
aszented Mr. Carnish.

“Thon the passage will be destroyed
—hlocked up under tons of carth! It
will not be possible to trace it now ™
exclaimed Nugent excitedly,

“ Probably,” .

“ And you let him do it?" exclaimed
Johnny Bull.

* Procisely.,”

“Well, myx hat!"

The juniors gazed at the man from
Scotland Yard in utter astonishmoent.
They knew now why Mr. Garnish had
staved up so late, why he had been
watching from the hall windew. He
had been in  expectation of some
desperate measure being taken by the
unknown assassing, to destrov the olae
that, on the worrew, would have led to
his  probable  detection.  Fxpecting
such o move, the detective had taken
no stepa tc prevent it, and the boped-
for discovery, by tcans of the explora-
tion of the secrel passage. eould never
now be made.  Strangest of all, the
detective was ohviowsly  pleased  amd
satisficd, His hard face expressed little
or nothing, but the gicram in his keen
Ere:.-' eves was not to Le mistaken,  He
ad expected sowmething of the kind—
it had bhappened—and Mr, Garnidh was
gatisfied, and the chams of Greviviars

Tae Macxct Lispany.—MNo, 1,124,

probable,”

could only stare at him in bewilder-
ment,

The roar of the explosion had
awakened the whele houzcheld.  The
face of Jervis was ween looking down
aver the naken rail of the gallery above
the hall. Mr, Garnish glanced up ar
him,

“Lo back to Sir Richard’s room !™
he snapped. **What do you meon by
leaving him "

“Bir Richard has heen awakened.
He desires fo know what has happened,™
stammered Jervis.

“Nothing of any conscquence, Tell
Sir Richard he may compose himself
to gleep,” anapped Mr, Garnish, “Tell
the servants to go back to bed, James,”
ha added, as the half-dressed footman
ran into the hall. *There is no cecasion
for alarm.”

He turned to the juniors.

“You had better go to bed, my boys!
If you have been fancying that Sir
Richard’'s cnemy might usze the seecret
passage to-night, wvou mav take my
word for it thaf that poassage is now
impassable-—buried out of human sight
for ever. Cood-night!”

“ood-night ! gasped Bob.

The juniors went up the staircase.

Mr. Garnich waiched them out of
sight, His keen, alert eyes roved round
him. The alarm thad subzided; the

house was silent again.  Mr. Garnish
drew something from an inner pocket
that glimmerad in  the light, and
examined it carciully before putting it
back again. Then he moved away, and
disappeared from the lighted hall. It
was a5 if the oxplosion in the night
had given the detective the signal for
action,

Quictly, sofltly, he trod down the
passuge that led to the butler’s reom.
His hand groped over the door of
Packingtons room.

It wa= locked within,

Dut Mr., Garnizh, of Bcotland Yard,
was prepared for such emergencies, His
}mmlp;;] tledl over the lock, and in o fow
moments tho door rolled open, andethe
man fram Seotland Yard. hiz antomatic
in his hand now, stepped into the dark.
ness within,

e

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Hand of the Unknown [
H ARRY WHARTON & CO, camo

downstairs in the sunny morn-
1.
They  stepped at  Hir
Richard's door, to Fszu'[.' good-morning to
the baronet. Sir Rachard, sitting up in
bed, gave them a kind sinile and a nod.
The baronet was looking better that
morning, and there was o healthier
ecolour in hiz cheek:  Sinec the arrival
of Mr. Garnish from Scotiand Yard, the
shadow of dunger sermed to have
lifted, and there seemed no doubt that
Afr. Gornih's prezenes in the bouse had
cheeked further attetnptz by the seeret
assassin, Al Richard was fecling the
relicf from  the long strain, and the
chums of the Remove wore glad to see
the improvement in the kind obld gen-
tleman's looks.

Jorvis was by ©is master's bedside, and
a sleepy constable was yawning by the
window, watting 0 be relievrd of dety.
Frank planced townrds the deor of the
decssing-room, which was half-open.

“Ar. Garnish op yet ! he asked,

"Afr. CGarnish has not been in his
rootn, sir” said Jervis. “ He does not
sopem fo have gone to bed last night.
There is o constable there ™

“Ie hasn't been to bed®" exclaimed
YWharton,

Mo, zir."

YA, Garnish hias peobably been buosy

THE MAGNET

in his own way,” said Jir Richard, with
a smile. "I have cvery hope of some
discovery  being made to-day. Mr,
Garnish has sald nothing, but I am
assured thoat he knows a great deal”

The Famous Five went down to
broakiast,

They saw nothing of Mr. Garnish
downstairs, and he waz not in the break-
last-room.  James came in with the
}_‘:{‘Ealifilat, and the juniors gquestioned
LI,

. U Xou've seen Mr, Garnish this morn-
ing, James?" asked Harry,

" No, sir.”

“Xe's in the house, I
asked Wugent, perplexed.

1 think not, sir,” answered James.
A u;?nnr was found unfastened this
morning—the door from the smoke-room
to the terrace—and Mr. Packington
thinks that Mr, Garnish must have gone
out that way some time during the
night.”

*And left the door unfastened!™ ex-
claimed Harry.

"It was found unfastened, sir,” said
James, “I was the person who found
it so, sir, and it surprised me very
much, Mr, Garnish having told wus, sir,
to he very carelu! about the fastening
of doors and windows. Ferhaps he went
out intending to reiturn, sir, and was
detoined.”

“It's jolly queer. you fellows.” said
Bob. "I can't wunderstand Garnigh
going out and leaving o door unfas.
tened. Tt whs giving that villain a
chanee to walk in, if he liked.”

“Biessed if I understand it!" =aid
Havry., " But if he's not in the house
he must have gone out, I suppose.'

“The mustiuloess 18 terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “*Bu the
surprisefulness iz great.”

The  juniors  breakfasted  rather
hurriedly. They were not merely sur-
prised, but astounded, to learn that the
man from Seotland Yard had left the
house durving the nicht, and had been
&0 mnazingly carcless as to leave a door
unfastened belind him. It was still more
ampzing that he had not yet returned
to the house,

“‘Bomething's up,” said Dob Cherry.
with conviction, “It's possible that he's
got his man. I'm jolly certain that he
had the thing worked out in his mind
last nighte™

“I'm sure of that," said Harry. “*But
—he can’t have made an arrest without
its being Lkoown, I—I wonder——' He
broke off,

Bob whistled softly,

“My hat! If that villain's got at him
" he breathed.

The jumors looked at one another,
with startled faces. The fate of Inspector
Cool, of Leyford, was fresh in their
minds. The Leviord inspector had, at
least so they hoelieved, made some dis
cavery, or bad been on the verge of
makinz one, when the assassin's bullet
hael reached his heart. The mysterious
cririnal, whoever he was, was merciless,
and they were only too well aware of his
cnnming  and resource.

“laet’s  pet out,” sawd  Wharton
abrupdly. “"I'm jolly anxious to see M.
Ciarnish amain, If anything's hLappened
to him—"

“We may find him all right,"” said
Bob hopefally,

The juniors met Packington in the
hall. e preeled them with respecliul
suavity.

“Soeen anything of Me. Garnish, Paek-
inpton T asked Ilarry Wharton,

The buller shook his head.

“MNn, 6ir] He does not appear to be
fre the Dese.

“IVs jolle gueer!™” sald Wagent,

suppose "
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Packington coughed,

"No doubt Mr. Garnish is engaged
upon some important matter, sir,”* he
gaid, “'I am informed by James that the
amoke-room door, on the terrace, was
found unfasteped this morning. 1 am
absolutely certain that it was f{astened
when I went to bed last night. ¥ou
young gentlemen were up late, I think "’

““Yes,'" said Harry.

“"You did not by any chance unfasten
that door, zir 1"’

“0f course not,’”

1 was quite sure of ik, sir,'”’ szaid
Packington, “"But I have gquestioned
the whale household, and no one knows
anything of it. I can only conclude, sir,
that Mr. Garnish went out that way—
why, I cannot undertake to say.”

Harry Wharton & Co. went out on the
terrace, Thers was no sign of the Scot-
land Yard man there,

_ "He may be gone to sce the old hunt-
ing lodge,” sugpested Bob, “‘to see
ahout the damage done—"

““That wouldn’t be likely to keep him
all this time," said Harry., “But let's
go there. Mr. Garnich thought it Was
the old lodge that was blown up—but we
don’t know for certain yet.”

That Mr. Garnish had been right on
that point, the juniors soon” discovered.
The spot where the old lodge had stood
presented a scene of utter devastation
when they reached it. Huge stonea and
masses of earth had been hurled out
of place by the forecs of the explosion:
trees and bushes uprooted, and piled in
the wildest confusion, They found Joyce
there, staring at the scene of destruction.
It -was difficult to pick a way among the
messea of torn earth and stones and
trecs. The old hunting lodge had
vanished for ever, and the sceret it had
hidden had vanished also.

Bomewhere, buried beoneath tons of
earth, was doubtless some remnant of the
sncicnt stone passage that had led from
the old lodge to the Grange. But it was
never likely to meet a human eye again,

“Has Mr. Garnish been hers, Joyce 1"
asked Harry.

The Leeper shook his head,

“I ain't seen him, sir,”’ he anawered.
“*Home workmen came from Layford and
said that they was told by Mr, Garnish
to be here at six, but he never showed
up, sir, and they've gone back.’

“You've seen nothing of him this
morning '

**Nothing at all, sir.”

The juniors lingered by the spoi for
some time, and finally left it, and walked
back to the house. There they hoped to
find the detective, DBut that hope proved
delusive.

“Has Mr. Gornish come in, Packing-
ton '’ called out Harry.

“ No, gir.”’

“Nothing heard of him?”

“*So far as I am aware, zir, nothing,"
said the butler.

Wharton drew 2 deep breath.

““He can't have gone away—without a
word!”" he szaid.  “That's impossible.
‘Ifl'uu”f::l]uws, something has happened to
1im.

“locks like it,” said Dab, in a low
vaice.

"And—and he saved our lives yester-

day!"” said Frank Nugent. with a catch.

in his voice,

1 ““Is my uncle down, Pack-
ington '

“Hir Richard has breakiasted, sir, and
is in the library,” said Packington.

Tha juniors proceeded to the library.
where they found the baronet, with a
policeconstable hovering at imm:l as
usual, Sir Richard Ravenspur's face
was pale and troubled. Evidently ha
was now aware of the mysterious absence
of the Bcotland Yard detective,

He gave the schoolboya a quick look
as they entered.

““Have you seen Mr. Garnish "’

“No, uncle,” answered ¥Frank, "We—
we're afraid that something must have
happened to him. Ile stcms to have left
the house in the might, and not coms
bﬂck'}l

“Heo was absent some time yester-
day,’’ zaid: Bir Richard musingly. *'Bug
then, I think, he was making arrange-
mentz: for the workmen to come to tho
hunting lodge. He may be engaged
upon some matter of mportance—but—
but—it iz inexplicable that he should
have left a door unsecured when he left
the house. I fear—1 fear——"'

The baronet broke off. But he did
not need to put his fear into words
The juniore knew that he was feeling
the same misgivings as themselves

“If anything has happened to 3Mr
Garmish, I shall send for Herrers
Locke,"" said Bir Richard, after & pause.
“1 have a feeling—a conviction—that
nfr. Garnish had his finger an the
mystery—that a few hours more would
have seen the exposure and arrest of the
villain wha threatens my life. At the
last moment I {ear that the dastard may
have realised his danger, and have turned
on him, hke a hunted wild beast, Or—
or Mr. Garnish may have hecard some-
thing, and gone out to investizate, and
fallen uwnder a treacherous blow., Ho
must, at all events, be scarched for.™

During the hours of thie morning there
was yvet hope that the Seotland Yard
detective might relurn from his inex-
plicable absence. But the summer morn-
ing wore away, and there was no sign
of him, and the convietion grew io every
heart that in life he would never be seen
apgain.

Dead or alive, he was not in the
house, and a searen of the immediate
vicinity - failed Lo reveal him. The
keepers had been dirccted to search in
the gardens and the park, and at every
moment there was now expectation of
some phastly discovery.

The gloom of tragedy hung over the
great house. The servants moved on tip-
toe, and spoke in hushed voicez. A
police-inspector  and  several constablos
arrived from Leyford to join in the
gsearch, Little, if any, doubt was enter.
tained now, that the detective had follen
at the hands of the secret assassin of
Ravenspur Grange.  Ilavry Wharton &
Co. Joined in the search, with heavy
hearts, The man from Scolland Yard
had saved them from a ruthless enemy,

but he had not been able to save
himeelf,

“*Hailo, hallo, halle!™ exclaimed Bob
Cheiry  suddenly., He stopped, and
pointed to signz: of tromphng in a
thicket on the edge of tho park.

“Someone’s been  here!”  muttered

Wharton.

The juniors stopped, their hearts beat-
ing, fearing what they niight discover
when they penctrated the thicket. There

b ]

wWer:s siﬁns of trampling in the grass, ana
some of the tendrils of the thicket were
torn and broken. In their hearts they

EE?W upon what their eyes were about to
“Come on!’ muttered Wharton,
“We've got to find outl"

He pushed into the thicket.

Hiz comrades followad him, their faces
ale and tense, their hearts beating fast.

Wharton stopped suddenly. had
almost stumbled over something that lay
hali-hidden. :

“What—"" breathed Bob Cherry.

“It—it'a——" Wharton’s voice fal-
t’emdr

He pulled the branches aside. The
sun gleamcd down on a white face that
was turned to the juniors with unseeing
eyes,

“Good heavens!" breathed Nugent,
sick with horror.

back

*Wharton let the branches fall
again, and the scheolboys retreated from
the thicket, with blanched faces, They
had found what they sought. Inspector
Garmish, of Beotland Yard, loy in the
green thicket dead, with a terrible
wound between hiz shoulders, where a
knife had been driven to his heart by
some dastard hand from behind.

For a long moment the chums of Grey-
friara looked at one another, with white,
horrified faces.

Then, in dead silence, the:
away to the house.

Ten minutes later the body was being
carried in by the Leylovd constables,

The man from Scotlend Yard had been
found at last. And that was how he had
been found,

moved

& ] ] [ K

“"Dead 1**

Sir Richard Ravenspur almost whis-
pered the word His face was white, and
hia hands trembled,

“Yee!” whispored Nugent,

The baronet was silent.

“There 1s a curse apon this house!"
he said at last. " A shadow of mystery
and tragedy and death! DBut if there
lives one man who ecan solve this fearful
mystery, it is Ferrems Locks, He shall
come—he must comel”

“He will come1*’ said Harry.

It was a long telegram that was
d tched 1o the faomous deteeiive ab
Baker Street. It breathed the horror
of the mystery and gleom that hung
over Ravenspur Grange,

Anxiously the baronet and the Grey-
friargs junmiors awalted the reply from
Ferrers Locke.

It waa not lonz in coming. It was
Lrief; its brevily characteristic of the
Baker Street detective,

®Arrivoe this evening.—LoOCEE."

That was alll

But it was enough to bring a new
light to the worn face of the master
of the Grange, a new hope to his heart.

Ferrers Locke was comingl The secred
enemy of Havenspur, ruthless, cunning,
fertile in resourcee, would be matched
agamst the greatest detective of modern
timez; and ITarry Wharton & Co. did
not fear for tiw result. And every heart
waz lighter whon, in the early evening,
Mackinzton’s smooth wvoice anuounced:

*Mr, Ferrevs Lockel™
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Next Week's Extra-Special Story of Harry Wharten & Co., is entitled

“THE TERROR TRACKED DOWN!” ;

You'll regret it, chums, if you miss it!
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JPaul Tare iIn 3 new KRole:

- NE further chance will I give
O vou to withdraw |7 announced
the caphlain.
“Me dare not firel”
screamed a voice., “ He dare not do it,
comrades ™’

But the captain knew what he was
about. He had received explicit in-
structions from a certatn cilizon-com-
missioner, who was on: of the most
powerful of the pcople’s leaders, a
citizew-commissioner who at that very
moment swas riding up the avenue to-
wards the chateau, And those instrue-
tions were that at all eoste the mob
was to be dispersed, and, if not too
late, the life of the mest noble the
Marquia d'Ermonde de Feninoy pre-
served. )

B0, in & voice suggestive

SHADOW of°the
& GUILLOTINE'¢

R

o
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The captain, a phlegmatic individual,
eved lonm stonilv.

“I am happy in that I find you alive,

eitizen.’” he obsorved. “YWhat les

bevond that deor®”

“The bangueting-hall 1" Espany said
gruflly.

“You will wait there, citizens, under
guard!” tha captain informed them.

Stepping forward, he threw open the
door and stood aside. With o shrug of
his shoulders, the marquis walked into
the room, followed by his companions
and the soldicrs. Of what use was
resistance now? It would merely be
huniliatingly futile.  For these blue-
conted scum—these zoldiers of the
peaple—wonld shoot them down with-
out coimpunction.

There's a deadly score to be settled between the

.:-tl‘ﬂl'l-

u
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on next

page.

voars, and thoe sombreness of his garh

threw the palencss of his features inte
relicf,

“What news?” he demanded, drowing
off his riding-gloves.

“The marguis lives, citizen-deputy,”
replicd the captein, “and  with him
eight others of aristocratic blood!™

The citizen-commissionor noddoed,

“I  will see them,” bhe said.
“ Announce me, citizen-captain!”

The captain led the wavy up the
stairs, folliowed by the citizen-commis-
signer, with black cocked hat under his
&1,

Reaching the door of the bangueting-

hall, the captain threw it open nnd
announced in stentorian tones:
“The Citizen-deputy TPaul Darc.

Commissioner of the Revolutionary

Tribunal of Paris!”
The Challenge !

OT onee since that fateful night
N three years ago when he had
journeyed to Paris, had Paul

[dare revisited Fontnoy.
And now he returned, still Jllittla more
then o boy in years, but with
8 sombreness in his eyes and

of Dboredom, the caplain ? \\'{-armesaflint his pa}-&, frawn
;s .t : : y . catures which onc looks noy
{::::Emnuci :‘;‘l‘:-hwag;lj';cd wtd  Marquis de Fontnoy, the hated aristocrat, and 0 e s ‘
e Paul Darc, the once down-trodden peasant, now Imlmclglsniy Em;iular with !Il{n;-
. ) o : A people thougl he was, nan
mﬁ;ﬂ;— w:::ﬁ Tm-ﬂashﬂ"?ﬁ the Commissioner of the Rew?]utmriary Tribunal of friend . of the all-powerful
leapt from ecarbino mmzzles.  Pans. But to leave the settling of it to the reveolu-  Robespierre, veb the traglu-
Deliberately the soldiers fired : 1 L L years had Ln:t1tf;-n deep into L 1
high. but tho volley had iz ‘ONAry mob savours to » TIENLY Z1¥y  soul of Paunl Dare. and his

desired effect.  Shouting and
cursing. the panie-stricken
peasants rushed for the doors,
crowding and justling as ther poured
out into the safety of the night, That
murderous captain was cither mad or
drunk! He had fired on them—the
people! Pardi! Tut there would be a
reckoning for this! :

And now, with six soldwrs af
Lack, the captain was mounfing
stairs, . ]

“Citizens,” he said. with a clumey,
formal bow, ®you are my prisoners!
Which of you is the Marquis d'Ermonde
de Fontnoy 1"

“I am, Fellow!”
marguis arrogantly.

ks
the

responded  the

of being both cowardly and mean.

Closing  the door on nobles and
guard, the captain descended the stairs.
As he did go there eame a clattor of
hoofs from outside, and a moment later
the citizen-commissioner who had szent
hiin and the soldiers th Chateau Font.
oy strode into the hall .

He was soembraly clad was the citizen-
commizsioner. Below his black e¢loalk
ho wore a neat hlack riding-suit, the
only splash of eolour heing: the fri-
colour sash of office which he wore
shout hiz waist. He was young, slim,
and boyish, but in his eyes was that
which made him look older than his

thin, firm lips were those of
one who bhas long forgotien
lnnghter.
SBlowly he advanced into the room,
halting within a8 pace of the marguis,
“ S0, citizen,” he sald quietly, " we
meoet again,” . i
The mavrguis -surveved him with a

shirug, then turned to 1V'Espany.
“Tt almost zeems”™ he said, with
superb  inzolence, “as  though the

creature is attempting to claim some
provious acauaintance with me”

“ Citizen,’” said Panl rvenly, ®when I
entered this room I did not look for
vou to know me agnin, and I sec that
wou do not. DBut I did leck to- have
found your arrogance  somewhat

i L e ——————
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tempered by a more sceml
and youwr pitiful stupidity
& belated wisdom !

he margquis gasped.
to him!

“Insglent cur!” he blazed, making a
mnenacing movement with ks drawn

crimson sword.

“Have a care, citizen!” warned Paul

rn‘tmgﬁy, *Three vyears ago JFou
drew that blade on & defencéless man.
A right noble deed it was, and one
well worthy of ‘the name of Fontnoy—
but a deed, .eitizen, the memory of
which has brought me here to-nighs.”

With & grick movement of his hend,
Paul picked e laden czndelabrum from
the table and bkeld it s0 that- ihe
illuminstion of the lighted candles fell
full upon his features, e

“ Look well on me!™ he said harshly.
“The one whom once Four goooms
flogged nigh to death—the one whose
Jather yvou most vilely slew. I had
offended in that I, a son of the people,
had presomed to friendship with your
kinsman, the Citizen de 5t Clair, A
heinous crime, was it not, “(Htken
Fontnoy, but by means of whip and
sword, you soon wiped sut the imsnlt
o your family honour!”

The marquis was staring, with head
thrust forward, and now, It seemed,
recollection stirred. '

“%You are the boy, Paul Dare—irom
the village?” he said coldly.

“ Nay, from Paris!” returned Paul,

with sudden change of tone, replacing

humility,
gavened by

These words

the candelabrum on the table. ©From
Paris, . Citizen Foninoy. I  was
announced, but, maybe, the ooarse, un-

cultured tones of the citizen-captain
were unintelligible fo your noble ears.”

The marguis ignored the %.libe.

“And what seck you here!” he
demanded.

Paul looked at himm steadily.

"1 zeek the fulfilment of the promise
ahich I made to you the day you had
me flogged ! he replied.

“What promise, [ellow?” demanded
the marguia petulantly.

“That | wonld take payment in full
for the killing of my father!" replied
¥aul harshly., 1 hold the papers
ordering your arrest.”

“On what charge?" ]

“On the charge of being an aristocrat
and, as such, a traitor to the people,”
replied Paul., “You are to appeat
before the Revolutionary Tribunal of
Paris."

The marquis laughed eunten'rpl;upusiy.

“Before that rabble?” he exclaimed.
“Then I am as good as dead. It is
droll, is it not,” he went on, turning
to D’Espany, “to observe how vean-
geance masquerades as justice. This
ereature, it mppears, owes me paymert
for a killing and a Hogging. So he
arrives here with a warrant for my
srrest, and with soldierz to aid him 1in
its execution. But the charge, mark
yvou, i3 merely than I am an aristocrat
and, therefore, a traitor to these scum
whe have overthrown their king and
made a shambles of this land of
France.” .

“That is the charge against you.”
saad Paul guietly.  “There 15 na
orher.” :

The marquis wheeled on him.

“You expect me to helieve that?’” he
demanded, with withering scorn. " You
expectk me to helieve that at my
mockery of a trial ne mention will be
made of your ing and of my
dispesing of your miserable cled of &
father ¥ -

Paul's eves blazed, and his hands
elenched, but he held himself in check.

“ No mention will be made of them,”
he replied steadily, “for they are
snatters which concern no one bhot you

snd 1.

e turned to the eagptain.

“Withdraw with your men, ciiizen-
captain,” he said curtly, " and await me
outlside.

The captain growled out an order

and followed the slouching soldiers from
the room. When the door had closed
on them, Paul addressed himeelf again
to the marquis.
- “Citizen Fontney,” he said sternly,
“I have not yet appended my signature
to the papers ordering your arrest
Were I to die, leaving. the papera un-
signed, the citizen-captain would have
no authority for ‘the conveying of you
to Paris and the Luxembourg prison,
You understand "

“Yes.” -

“The goors between us,”™ went on
Paul slowly, his ‘sombre eyes on the
face of the margunis, "is one which has
long "ealled for seitlement, .and I. do
nut ecrave the goillotine as an ally.
'You are a man still in the prime of
life, and your skill as = duoellist 1s
reputed to be unegualled in France.
T"herefere, Citizen Fontnoy, 1 ofter you
the choice of two courses. Nither with
the sword you will afford me the satis-
faction I eeck—or you journey to Paris
with the dawn!” 2

“ Are you mad ! gasped the marquis.

Madf Yes, indeed, Man]l Darc was
mad, for what chance had ever come
his way to learn the sword? In the
duel which he was offering he would
Lba hopelessly end fatally outmatched
from tﬂg first. And he knew 1t. _

But his code of homour was rigid.
There was o deadly score to be settled
between him and the wmargquas; a score
which, as Paul saw it, must be settled
between themselves as man to man, To
leave the acttling of it to the mob and
the gaillotine savoured te Paul, rightly
or wrongly, as both cowardly and
mean., For e koew full well that tho
marquia was a doomed man once he
arrived in Paris.

“ Arp you snggesting,” demanded the
marguis, having recovered somewhat
from his firac almost specchiless astonish-
ment, “that I should eross swords with
a cur such as yow? That I, a Fontnoy,
should so dishonour my stegl—"

“Yen have learncd ihe alternative!”
cut in Faul coldly.

“It is a chivalrons and unexpected
offer, Fontnoy,” said D'Espany, epeing
Paul curiously, “and one of which you
might, wirth thankfwl heart, avail your-

el f," )

“Bangdiea!” coried the marquis
passionately. “Has it then come to
this, D'Espany, that even you forget

vour rank and station in that you

INFRODUOCTION.

TE iz the yeqr 1780, when (ke firet rumbies o
the ceoning revolution in France ore heard.
Paul Dare, a peasant, ond the Chevalier de St
Clair, an aristocrad, both young lads, are stavnel
olitemg, bat they are goon forced lo peolire the
barrier that lies befieen them. For daring to
bathe in the lake af Chateare Fontnoy, Paul ix
brrtedly flopged o the order of the :i'lnfumma
1 Ermonde de Foniney, the Cheralier's uncle,
who gives further evidence of Mg flendish eraelly
Ly Hilling Pawl's father. The [nd swears
vengennce and ig sent ta Paris by a ffmﬂutimmry
wnmed Sensarge, there to be placed in the charge
af the sedorions Robespierre, Thres menrs povs,
el the lowg-threatencd revolution has burst into
fame, The shodow of the guilloline lier over
Franee, and the .Hm"gm'a de' Fontnoy, reclising
hiy danger, prepares for fight. iz magnificent
farewell banguet, however, 18 cul shorl when the
infurinted peasonis storm  ths Do
marguis and hizx fellow arisocrals defend the
elairay, bul the fight is hopeless againzt such
nrerichelming odda. n, when 1 seems
that all 1a orer, comes o crash of musketry. A
geare of zolfiers of fhe National Guard have
garricad at the caxilfe wnih orderg bo ®eowré ﬂlf
Muarquis de Fontnoy and convey him to farne.
The capluin orders the to withdraiw, and on
their refuanl, rapr oul an opder o Qs el
“ Pregent arma !

{Now read on.)

o

counsel me to meet this presumplious
animal whom I hava, Hoggedy will
have none of 1t "

— p—

Too Lafa!

( wnying, my noble and angry Lord
S of Fontnoy Bung bis sword on to
ti table.

‘Blowly Paul turned away and
slowly walked towards the door. His
fingers on the handle,”he turned.

“Citizene,” he said, -and his face was
very white, “1 advise you to begone.
Citizen Fontnoy alone will remain under
guard uvntil the dawn,”

Opening the door, Paul passed out,
and next moment the soldiers trailed
inta’ the room accompanied by their
gtolid eaptamn,

One by anoe those dandified gentlemen
of Frarnce, who that night had come to
Chateau Fontnoy to dine and remained
to fight, took leave of their sullen host.
Few words passed, for what words wers
there to say?

Somo there were who, in their hearts,
applauded the attitide which the
marquis had adopted to that insolent
upstart of a citizen-deputy or citizen-
commissionor, or whatever it was he
called himaclf. DBut there werc others
who silently deplored what they counld
enly look upon as pought but suicidal
madneas,

And of these latter was old D'Espany,
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Tha Marquis D'Ermonde do Foninoy.

who lingered when the rest had gone.
By the curtained windows out of earshot
of the soldiers he pleaded with the man
whom he had known szince hoyhood—the
haaghty, arrogant, stubborn Lord of
Fontnoy.

It maiters little what passed between
thoza twe. Suffice it is to say that from
cold and aloof indifference the marguis
passed at lenglh to impatient expostula-
tion and thenco to o grudging and surly
atquisscanca,

“Then inform the fellow that I will
meect him,” he growled. And added
venomously : ““To kill the fool will, I
vow, be & pleasure which outweighs the
loss of dignity it incurs.”

“ And will mean, maybe, the saving of
your head,” remarked D'Espany dryly.

Quitting the room, D'Ispany paused
to speak to a soldier who, lounging on
the landing outside, greeted him with a
leer in which familiarity and what was
intended to ba contempt for this
aristocrat were strangely blended.

“Whers in tho citizen-deputy to be
found ¥ inguired D’Espany courteously,

“Jie is in that room there,” grunted

Tue Macxer LiBrary.—XNo. 1,124,
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the soldier, indicating s closed door
with a jerk of his dirty thiumob. ' Bub
ke is busy, and-is not to be disturbed.

“Be it 50, Iavish to see him,"” returned
D'Espany. *“It is on s matier of
urgent  importance concerning  the
Marquis de fontnoy."” :

“hhe Citizen Fontnoy |7 corrceted the
soldicr, with a scowl. _

The Marquis de Fontnoy, indeed!
Would these cursed aristocrats never
learn that in this age of the glorious
vepublic all rank had been _ahﬂllshud:‘
Buot this message for the citizen-deputy
now, - It might be important. There
was something between the citizen-
deputy wnd Citizen Fonmoy. No one
scemeil to know what. Mo, not cven
the captain, But it was whispered that
the citizen-deputy had good couse to
hate Tontnoy. ﬁ:: might wizh to hear
this muessage,

“What 15 the message?” demanded
the soldier, “ I, mveell, will convey 1t
to the citizen-deputy.”

“1 thank you,” returncd D'Espany
“hiit it 1z once which I alone can
delivér.”

The soldier’s scowl deepened, They
were 2 stubborn lot, these aristocrats.

S Then if will have to wait1” he said
ronghly. *“You canuot sce the eitizen
depury.” : 3

D' Espany wasted no f{urther time In
futilec argument. He stalked pust tho
soldier, and before that outraged and
scandalised individual had reahised his
intention had opencd the door of the
room in which Paul Dare was closeted
and entered, closing the door behind
Liimn. i

Poul was scated  writing at a small
table. But at the entrance of DY Ezpany
he pushed baek his chair and sprang to
his feck. - ;

“Oitizen,” he  said  eoldly, “what
means this inlrusion?” :

“ It is an-intrusion, monsieur,” replicd
I¥'Espany with a bow, “for which I
tender my most tifuere apologics,” but
one which is justificd by tho urgeney of
my mission,”

He pavsed a mompnt, then added:
“1 come from the Marguis
Fontnoy ™ : )

Paul stood motiontess and silent, his
brooding cyves on I'Espany’s face, And
that silence scemed to render D'Espany’s
tazk none the easier, for when he spoke
aghin his tones were curionsly stilied,

“The Marguis de Tontnoy,” he zaid,
“regrets hiz hasty and  unchivalrous
refusagl | to acecept. your challenge,
monsicur, and is How prepared to allord
vou the satistnetion which sou desire.”

Still Paul was silent, and D'Espnn?‘
went on quickly, with an obvious wish
to get this unsavoury business over,

“The marquis presumes that in the
event of his being the victor he will be
permitted to leave the country without
molestation as you, monsieur, Inferred
would Lo the caso,” -

There, itiwas done now, and alihough
he returiied Paul's gaze unwaveringly,
D' Espany felt the flush of shame mount-
ing to his linéd and furrowed cheeks.

But now that it was over, how would
this wyoung, pale-ficed citizen-deputy
answer?  ©Ma fol, iF he should: refuse—
if thiz belated and humiliating accept-
ance of his challenge had come too lata!

But when the citizen-deputy spoke, his
words scomed strangely irrelevant.

“"You are a brave man, citizen,” he
said gquietly,

“A brave man, monsieur?”
P'Espany-in bewilderment.

“¥es," nodded Paul. *“In that fo
gave one who is your friend, you have
rome thus to me with these oraven
words."

iz

echoed

D'Espany squared his shoulders, alheit
his flush deopened.

“ Monsicur,” he answered, * if they be
eraven words, then it is I who am to
blame, - for it was 1 who brought the
marqnis Lo this change of mind.”

*Nay " responded Paul harshly, “Dao
not blume vourself, for it is o change of
mind which, without vour aid, would
have eome to the margquis before the
dawn."”

_ Abruptly he larned away and, seat-
ing himself at his table, picked up a
gquill pen.

“Monsieur,” questioned D' Espuany
pleadingly, “will you meet him? What
is your answexr?”

Paul's pen seratched rapudly across
the papers in front of him, then rising
to hig fect with the papers in his hand,
he thrust them towards D' Espancy,

“That is my answer 17 he said sternly.

And D'Espany saw the signature of
Paul Dare, Commissioner of the He-
volutionuey Tribunal of Paris, appended
to the papers authorising the arvest of

The Chevaliser de Bt. Clailr, nephew of
the Marguls,

the most noble the Marguiz d'Ermonds
de Foninoy. :

“ Monsienr,” he gasped in dismay, “do
you mean this " '

“Your guestion iz unnecessary, ciki-
zen,” responded Paul eoldly. ¥ As-
suredly, I meun ii. ¥our frnend had
his chanece, and vou witnessed how scorn-
fully he repulsed me. What manner of
man would T be to listen now when he
comes cringing, prepared fo sink his
vaunted honour to the end that he might
save hiz noble head? He iz for Paris
ciligen 1Y

“Then Croud
D*Ezpany.

“Yes,” muttercd Paul, turning away.

Bowed of cthonlder, and looking in that
bitter moment very old, D'Espany
walked slowly  towards the door. But
it was thrown violently open before he
reached it and & courier, boofed and
spurred, and splashed with the mud of
fast and furious travel, strode into the
ToUMm, _ :

Pushing past D'Espany, the courier
advanced towards Paul, who had wheeled,
at his entrance.

gid him!® grooned

THE MAGNET

*Urgont rl{-sipatc}ms from Paris, citi-
zen-deputy 1” he announced, thrusting
forward=a“ heavily scaled envelope.

Taul took it ond ripped it open.  With-
drawing the contents—a single, hastily-
seribblod sheet=—he scanned it closely.

As he did g0, there came o eudden pal-
lor fo his cheeks, Jake a man stunned,
he groped for his chaiv, anud seating him-
self heavily, sal starivg before Tim with
UnEeRing eves,

—jaaLuE

The Despa‘ch !
F{)H- lony momenis Pagl Dave sat

there, immobile, the thin flinsy

gheot clenched erumpled in his

hand., Then suddenly he stivred
and, smoething it out on the polished
table in front of him, he read it through
OnNeo again,

It was from Sansarge, who was the
able and vituperative assistant to the
tigerich Public Prosecutor, Fouguior-
Tinvilie.

The missive wos as follows-

“Rue Countean.

“To the Citizen-depuly, Paul Dare.

“¥ou have u.ﬁkl:‘dp we 1o let you know
without delay should there be tews of a4
certain avistocrat.  There iz news. IHe
has been arrested by soldiers of the
Nutional Convention and now lies in the
Luxembourg prison awiiting {rvial. He
was, it appears, making lor Holland -
when he fell into our hands on the Douai
Road.” “RARSARGE."

“Keep out of Parvis until this is over ™

With slow, almost mechanical move-
ment, Paul serewed the paper up inlo a
spill and held the end to the flame of an
adjacent candle, '

Waiting until it had flared and burned
away, he rose to his feet and, dropping
the charred and blackened remnants inrp
t}m f}lre!eas hearth, stood plunged m
thought. ;

Thie was terrible news which h@}i‘ljd
received. For the aristocrat to wholn
Hanzarge yveferred was none other than
tho young and noble Chevalier de 5t
Clair.

- Always, in hix heart, Paul had impﬁ
and praved that his boyhood friend wou

win through to'the safety and sanctuany

which lay beyond the frontiers of um-
happy France. Daily, throughout the
Lo which had passed, he had anx-
ously scanned lists of prizoners,
dreading to see there the name of him
whom he had never forgotten. :
- And now the worst had happenad. The
Chevalier de’ 8t. Clair was g prisoner /in
the Luxembourg, that grim anté-chambar
of ‘the guillotine. ‘He was an aristocrag,
and ag-such was alrendy doomed.  There
would, of course, be a travesty of a trial
at “the -Bar “of thé Revolutionary T'l-
bunal, but thai was -just a pleasant ang
necéssary part of the proceedings pre-
g&::t_org to the removal of his head.

‘people ‘must have the full’ messure
of fheir sport; and what better sport
than to see a cursed aristocrat arraigned
befora those whom he had so long op-
pressed f '

Tha chevalior had oppreged none.
Always his had been the path of humility
and gentlemess. But would that hel
him now? Assuredly it would not. Hﬁ
was an aristocrat—one of the hated breed
—and, therefore, a traitor to the peopls.

Nothing could save him from their
vengeance—nothing | “u

{(Althougl it may mean offending thy
people of whom he is leader, Paul -Dar
ts determined thal by hook or by erav
fie must save Mz old and faithful friend;
the chevalier, [rom the puillotine.
Whether he succeeds or nol you will
learn when wou read next week's
thrilling instalment of thiz powerfyl
serial, chama.)
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¥ THERE'S A SMILE ALL THE WHILE IN DICKY NUGENT'S RIPPING YARNS. READ HIS LATEST EFFUSION BELOW—IT'S A CORKER! 15
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t_ LESS my sola! If it's not Jolly

w and his friends !

Jack Jolly & Co. wore in the

loungs of the Hotel de Sw f

Winklesen, whon thoss words fall on thair

sars. ‘Thers was no mistaking the refined,

ukollerly tones of the speakér. It was

Mﬁ _m?uwmﬂw:. the headmaster of 5t
C

‘The Hagd '™ o laimed Jack Jolly,
swinging round in mmm seAt,

ght on the wicket !
Birchemall. " Thanks, 1 _will

And in reply to an invitation that
nobody elsa , he helpad himself to
eevveral toflies from the bag on Jack
Jolly's kneo.

Of corse, the juniors ocught to have
leoked overwlhiclmed with plezzure at the
arrival of the Hond. Inatod of that,
howaver, they looked overwhelmod with
digmay.

mm ...E_wn Dr.

ity

s “_.“,E_.._uw.. mooting wvou here, sir anid
Frank Foarless. ' What brings you to

Finklesen, if I mite aslc 17

" Chiefly the wish to give my dawler
Mally & holliday by the briny,” answered
the Head. ' Natcherolly o quiet, skol-
lerly jentlersan fike rmoysell wonld not
cheose a vulgar scaside resort for a holli-

ﬁﬂﬂ.:

' Natehorally not, sir!" coruseed the
juniore rorpectively.

"My own idea of a holliday would be to
go to some remolo old-world villidge by the
sop, WwWhere I oould spend the peacsiul
days in study and meditation—somowhers
like Bouthend, for instance,” eggsplained
Dr. Birchemsll. ' However, nesds must
when the dawter drives, ag thoy 2oy in the
clagsiz. By the way, lore she comes !V

Jack .w.u_ww__ & Co. oll roro ta their foot,
with cheery smiles, as Molly Birchemall
wailed up on the seem.  Molly was a finna
fovourite with our heroes, and it was a
never-ending sawea of wondor ta them
how such a charming spessinen of tho
fermminine tribo eould bo o Birchemall

Y ood-moming, Miss Mollp 1V
avied in corus.

" Gaodanarning, rﬁhw_ Fansy you all
heing hera 1™ trilled Molly Birchomall, a
wncileat bBlush sufiuzing her preiiy face,
*Ara you all staying at tho FHotol da
Hwagmer 17

“ Yea, rather 1 ¥

*Oh, how Tucky, pop!™ cooed the
Hopdd's dawtor. * Now the boya will be
ghle ta join ma in pienik partios and
,pwm.ﬂu_.._m_w:m outings, ot eottora; won't
thay 1

:w—...?..._..n#ﬂﬁ.__: my child! How vou fdo
prattle | ppesclaimed Tir.  Birchemal
with a fond plamse at his dawter. " Woa-
ther they join v or not will dopend on
how much munny they have with them.
And what are yom all doing with your-
relves down here, Jolly ¥

“Hem !

Jack Jolly enllercd slitely.  As o matter
of faet ho oand his old pala were having
the bizziogt time in their carners running
n pesrot-party on tho sands. But e
vealisod that it would never do 10 reveal
ihat foact to the Heml. Dre. Virchemoll
would not ha likely to look on the iden
of Bt Sam’a boya as seasilo peerots with
favar. What ho would say if he éaver pot
1o know that Mr. Lickham, tho moaster
of the Fourth, was alio o momber of tho
peerot.party, Jack Jolly tremnblod to think.

“Well, you seen to Lo taking a long
time to think over it, Jolly," remarked
the Hoad, with an  indwljent  smiloe.
" Doubtless you have boon up to some
fine old larx and pranx, i tho trooth wero
told s but T will wot inliwiro further—
why, bless my hoart and golo, if it's not
Lickhsin t

" rato pip, sir ! Who'd have thopght
of greing vou 1" pespod Mree Lickbiom,
o gickly lee wprevding over hig dile at
the ghock of tho v poctod :E:H:.m.

..n- L]

they

* Are you astaying ot Winklesen long, sir
THE Mscxer Lisrany.—No. 1,124,
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“For tho rest of the hollidays, Lick.
harn—why, what's the inotter with you ¢

“Nun-nothing,  wsie!"  grogned M.
Lickhom, " 1—I just fcel u littlo faint,
that’s oIl

" Beon over-sting spnin, I sappose 1Y
zaed e Bivehemoll, with mock soverrity.
Wellcwell ! A helliday wouldn't bo s
hollidey iF ono didn’t over-eat oeeasionally,
I suppese.  Come, Molly ' Wo will po
for o stroll along the prom. and get o
hreether o oxone now. Sce you el
anonymonsly 17

The Heped donned his Panamar hat and
trotted off, ancd Miss Molly, sfter bestowing
a swont smile on the juniors, tripped out
after hwr vennernblo father.

" Thit's done it boys!' said Mr
Lickbuan in trogick tones, as he walched
theon  pass through  the  megnifficent
porinla of the Hetel do Swapger on to tho
oI,

“ You moeen the Heml won’t allow us to
carry on tha show ¥ 7 gaked Morry.

" FEgpractly ! Yeu know how keon ho
is on kecping up the tone of the skool
He'll liva o bloo fit if he knows wo're
running & poerot.show ore"

ot what ean we do P oasked Deght.

Aslk e anotbar.  Wo muito hlaek our
fizzapgs again and do o nigeer-minstrol
showe, '

© But tho Mead's such o downy old Dird,
Ten to one in docnutts ho'd pennytrato
our dispnises," mormered Joack Jolly.

“1T'myv afraid you'ro right, my _.___uu__.. o
murt hope for the best, and trussed to
luck that wa sha'n't ba spotted.™

" After wll, it would be a bit infra dig

— :
4 = {8 THE JOLLIBOYS |l
._ m

old headmaster, Dr. Birchemall.

chumsl

for & jentlemon of the Ilcad's standing
to go to a seaside peerot-concert. 1'erha

H__n.“ | never find out," eaid __._qu“.., hapeful H%
..H.nm..u ho 80, anyway,” enid Mr.
Lickham. " I'm afreid it would mean

the saclk for ma if he ever did know tha
trooth. It's most unforchunit that Do
has turned up at this juncture—most
unforchunit ! ™

And Mr, Lickham retired, shaking his
head vory dewbioualy.

As Merry had remarked, the probabili-
ties were that a man of Dr. Birchemall's
pesition would not lower his dignity by
asttonding a beoch poorot performance.

But for onco in o way, ek spomad to bo
opaingt Jack Jolly's Jolliboya, Weathoer
Miss Molly was lending Dr. Birchemall by
tho noze was an undocided point.  What-
eveor it was, he strolled down on the sanda
that afternoon with hia fare dawtor, and
relected & eupplo of deck-ehairs in tho first
row, just before the performance bogon,

It wns too Inte for anything to be
dona  thon. DBohind the secns, Jock
Jolly & Co. and Mr. Lickham felt awfiully
funlcy, when they hnow thoe Head wna
mnong o andience, Dubk the z=zhow
simply had 16 po on. They econldn't
dizappoint tho epespoctiant erowd at the
In=t winnmit.  So thoy carried on in apito
of 1l 1lcnd.

Whon thoy cuanterml on to the store
thoy herd a simmultancous gosp from Dr.
Birehomoll and Misa Molly.

* O, my giddy aunt 1™ they nerd tho
Hoo| opgeoloim.

" Tt'a the boys, pop--the boys and Mr.

Lickbam !"" warblod Molly Birchemall

*** 8o I beleeve, my dear ! I oam amazel—
ehopked—yon conld nock me down with o
fether, in faet !

* Farszy Jolly sl his feiends heang
peerota | How eggsiting 1" trillod Molly

delitedly.

*It’g more than egesiting; it's dis.
Hﬂ__._n.:,.ﬂ....!m meen dispustiul ! snorliod tho
Head,  gotting o triflo mixed wp. 1
shall have smnething to eoy about {hie
later—something that con be zuad with o
birgh 1™

“{h, pop!" mermercd the Head's
dawtor with o pout. " But _.__...:_ look nt
them. Aren't they clovver 1°

Dr. Birchemall grunted.  Nevertheless,
ha condaszended 1o wateh the performnnen,
and had to adinit Lo Bimnsolf that a3 perrots,
Mr. Lickham and Jack Jolly & Co. tosl o
lot of whackins.

The Jolliboys' show was as popular ns
ever that aftornoon,  Mr. Lickham asange
like n lark, Jack Jolly & Co. doaneosd aned
aotedl with their usasl pep, the ool wdd
phind of tho poarty hacked wp splondidly,
while Jiimmy Jester, the prineipad empe-
ding, sinply epssolled himsoll.

Altopether, it wos o tiptop *how, amd
the speelitators enjoyed §6 inanensaly.
Tho only one wha ool digantiafied wi
the Hend, and bis frown poew sterner cd
sternce a9 tpne wont on. o was Chinlong
of tho good nume of Bt Sun's, and how it
wnilo bo drasgod into the e i tho trooth
evor lonked ouk,

The progranons  fnished ot last o
deffening  applawse, aml e Jollilioys
rotired ‘::E:_.,m tho srens to chango,

"And wow for o jully old dust-up—or,

Just when things are going all merry
and bright with Jack Jolly's Jelliboys
at Winklesea, up pops their rascally
And
then the fur beginsg to fly, until—
well, you'll read all about it below,

as the vulgar would « rogd it, A
rumpus,”  mermersd the Head.
** Plesgs reraainhiere, Molly, while
I go and have a few worde with
these Bt . Bam's poople who
have dared to lower the pros-
tocpe of tho old skool by bo-

coming cornmon peorots !’
Bo  saying, r. Birchomall
elimbed  up on the stage, and

trampod to the dressing-room,
woearing o feorce ekowl on
hia skollerly dilo.

IL.
i H1 You are all here, 1
}- parcoeva ' remerloed
the Hend, as hoatallend
majostickslly into the
poerots’ drossing.room.
“¥oa, sic.  Won't you take
a eoat, sic ¥ " osked Mr. Lickham
respoctively.
“* 1 will not 1ako & seat, Lick-
ham " thundered Dre. Birchomall,
“1 have comoe to inkwire the

reason for this—this giddy ont-
raze. Answer me, sir 1’
* Well, you soe, sir " bogoan

Mr. Lickhum spollojettickally.

“Silenco ! How dare you—
you, & St. Sam's master—bhe.
amireh the fare name of the kool
by hosoming a peorot—a strolling

laver—a moeor vagrant, in fact.
ow dare you, I ask "

** It'z like thia here, sir—

* Silonce, I say I Don't bandy
worda with me, Lickham, or it
will go hard with you!" rooared
Dr. Birclhomall feercely. ™ I want
# plain nnewer to a plain kwestion.

hv are you and these jumors
ﬁ._su_:ﬁ in & poeerot show ot

infdosen §°°

“You soe, sir

“One word from you, Lick.
hain, and you will rogrot it all
your life! What ia your on-
gwor 1"

“Well, rir " groancd  the
mastor of the Faourih. -

*Iddn't I toll you te Lia silent?
Now, Licklany, i you wvalue wmy
regard, apeale up !

Mr. Lickhon dried up. Heally
it wna inpossibul to do anything with a
i who wanterd you to bo silont and Lo
aponk up ot tho same time. :

Dre. Birchomall pormitted o anescing
gmile to cross Niig face ns Mre Lickbam ro.
mnined Lung-tied.

“You are silent—in other words, you
aro gilty,” Lo suid. " T ¢con only conclood
that there uro no epgsterminating eirenm.
stuneoes,"”

YDon't you mean  Cegpsfenuating,’
it T nsked Tronk Fearless, with a slito

CITN.
B No, I do not, Foarless, When 1 say
eggaterminating,” I meen ' eggstormina.
ting ' and nothing clso ! " Larked tha Hend.
" Obviously thoro aré no ._um.ﬂu:.n.m-_:.:._::....:..%
cireumstances, Thut boing the case,
mny tell yon that I shall deal with this
mutier in the seveorest possibul imanner.”

*Oh, evikoy 'Y muttored Mre. Lickbam,

“ 1 shinll <l my hest Lo teinper injusbing
with mersy,'” said PDr. Birchomall, with o
ik, " Bul considering the natcher of
your olfence, FOU honlly epespect mo
to lot vou off itcky, ean you #7

Mr. Ligklimgn shivored.

“EL Swun's stands dizerneed by youwr
repribustaldlo beluwvionr, Our anciont
slind bstiele achdifi=r Lales bor Leosed i abinema
to-day,” cricd the ead dramattickelly,
“ For sucly on offenee, Licklim, theévts can
b bul oo 1_:._?__:.5_5.3

“1 know ! You're gaing to nocl hali-
a-crown B weel off any sullory 17 epps.
clnamed Mr. Lickham, with a prosn.

“Worso e thoty Lickham.  Tho good
navne of S5t Snm'a a8 worth more than
Lioslf-a-crown n week,  Throe-mml-zix wonld
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bas much - nearer the mark. But wour
offenice cannot be oblitterated by Ithy
looker. I shall eack you with ignomininy.

“Who'a he, gir 1" asked Mr. Lickham,

Y Tutt-tnit | What I mean is that I'in
cotng to give you the bullett—wilh o flea
m your aar. Bavvy 1"

Mr. Lickham turned as red a% & pony.

“You ean't mean it, sir '’ he eried
horsaly.

“ 1 do mean it, Lickham. Never ngain
shall your shadow darken the portals of
St Sam'al™

" What, never 1" pasped Mr. Lickham.

* Woll, hardly over! Now, as to you
juniors, you are probably more sinmed
arain=t than sinning. I will treat you
laniently by meerly giving you oach a
duzeen  terrifick flogpings and o few
hundred thowsand lines when we begin
tho now torm.™

*Oh, crikoy "

T And don't wse slang eppapressions o
my aupust prezzence, cithor 1" anapped
the MHewl " IF you muat epgprpress
dizmay, nse refined olegant phrazes like
‘Urate pip !’ or ' Oh, my giddy amntl’
Halle | What the merry dickens——="

(One of thoe assistant peornta hisd juah
mshod into the reom, his faco pastly
while wmulor hig searlet prepso-paint.

Y Quick 1" he gasped. " Your dawler,
air ! " !

* What about my dowter 77" nekod the
Head, o sudden, iey fear gripping hia hart.

" 3he wont for a stroll on tho broak-
water, sir, and sho's fallen inte the sea 1"

*Oh, grate pip " gosped Dr. Bivch.
omnll.

The Heoadmnstor of 3t, Snim's stood thore
ahnest purralised with fear.

But while ho hositated, others actod,

Juck Jully and Frank Feorless favely
riced out of thoe room, and simply floo
peroes dhie sonds to tho spot wheroe sevveral
people were stnnding watehing the Ileml's
dowiter strugeling in tho waler.

LBoth plunged o topether and swarm
with desprit speed {0 the reskew of the
wufopelonit givl,

“Muelp! Help! I'm
ericel Molly  Biehemall
pirtish vojeo. .

Thoe pirl's aggernised eriea spurred ounr
herves on 1o fresh cfforts.  Thoey finished
tho cour=n with o wonderinl burst of sppeod
and grobbed the drowning giel by her
dellicnte shell-like oora, just betore ahoe
woent unider for the third time. :

“Thanle hevvan 1 My horoos ! " cried
Mixst Molly, s sho folt her ears grablad

Bo saying, sho swoonod wway. lint it
ehiddn’t matier now, for sho wns safo in the
srma of Juck Jolly and Froank Foarless,
who jontly but firmly fowed her back to
land, 1o the secomponiment of roars of
ehevring rom the spechtators, :

Neoodless to soy, the Hemd was dolited.

* My brave ladda!” he cried, wiping
a tior from hia eye. " How can 1 over
reward you ¥ Do you think that Gippence
onch will meet tho case 77 .

“ No, zir, wo don't aim ot riches,” said
Jack Jolly. " All we asl ia that you drop
all this piffle nbout giving Mr. Lickhamg
the snek, et settorn, and allow us to corry
on the pecret show.”

“Iie so, Ly all meena! Blow the good
name of St. San's | Whe trubbles o WInD
about that at holliday time, snyway I
ericedd the Heml. ™ You may corry on the
peerot show us lung na you hke now, Jally.
And I wish you every suxxess!"

“Thank yow, sir 1" corussed Jolly ond
Frnrlosa, .

And ns they rotired atm-in-orm to the
Hotel de Swagper. leaving o long, long trail
of water Lohind thon, they folt thet their
gullant cffort hod not been in voin,

THE LENIN

aning wmler 17
in her frilling,

( Look out for another ‘ong laugh in nexd
wenk's Fipping St Sem's yarn, enfitled
“ PHE HEAD'S FUNNY TURN IV e
a real peach uf a slory, chuma.)
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