

























































































“1 guess we didn’t want to miss
the dance,” said Wildrake, *“ but we
had something to do here ; and we're
going to tell you about it, now,
Gussy. You've got to act with us in
the matter.”

“ Bai Jove! You are wathah mys-
tewious, deah boy.”" ~

Wildrake looked at Kerr.

“ He's got to be told,” said the
Scottish junior. “ Tell him, Wil-
drake.”

“ It's about your father, Gussy,”
said the Canadian junior gently.
“ You'll take it quietly, I hope.”

‘I domn’t quite understand, deah
boy ”n

“ Your father is ill, and his illness
puzzles the doctor. There's no name
for it, but he's sinking under it,” said
Wildrake.

** Yaas,” faltered Arthur Augustus.

“ And there's foul play ! "

Arthur Augustus started to his feet.

“ Wildrake ! ”

“ Foul play ! ” repeated the Cana-
dian junior. “ I know, and Kerr
knows | Unless we're making a fright-
ful mistake, your father’s medicine is
being doctored after it leaves Dr.
Millard’s hands—by 4

‘“ Bloore ? "’

11 Yes ! ”

‘* Good heavens!' whispered Ar-
thur Augustus, his face white as a
sheet. ‘‘ You—you can’t be sewious !
Do you mean poison ?

‘o Yes"l

*‘ Impossible ! "’

“ Will you listen to me quietly
while I tell you all we know ? ”

Arthur Augustus drew a deep
breath.

"““Go on, deah boy!” he said
faintly.

With an occasional word from Kerr,
the Canadian junior quietly told of
what he knew and suspected. Arthur

Augustus did not interrupt him once ;
he listened, and watched him, with
eyes growing wider with horror.

“ Good heavens!” he muttered
when Wildrake had finished.

“You had to know, Gussy: t

“ 1 am glad you have told me, deah
boy. But—but it must be some feah-
ful mistake! I cannot believe—"
Gussy's voice broke.

“ If you'd gone with the party we
should have acted on our own,” said
Kit Wildrake. ‘ But I'm glad you
stayed in, I guess. It’s better for
Lord Eastwood’s son to be acting
with us.”

‘“ But—but what are you goin’ to
do?”

‘“ Bloore gives your father his medi-
cine at eight o’clock. We're going to
see him do it.”

“ But—but if we are pwesent the
wascal would not dweam of attemptin’
foul play- &

“ The secret panel ! "' said Kerr.

“ Bai Jove! I nevah thought of
that.”

*“ That's the idea,” said Wildrake.
“If he is using poison—the secret
Indian poison Dandy Jim used that
time in Canada—he will not dare to
put it in the medicine bottle. It
could be traced there in case of
suspicion. He will put it in the wine-
glass in which he gives your father
his medicine. After it is swallowed it
cannot be traced in the body by a
post-mortem. But in the medicine it
can be traced. If he doctors the stuff
in the wineglass we shall see him, and
we shall take care that your father
does not drink it—and we shall take
care, too, that it's kept as evidence
against the villain ! ”

Arthur Augustus shuddered.

“ Bai Jove ! If the fellow is weally
such a howwid snake in the gwass
as 2
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“ He sure is,
I guess! " said
Wildrake.

The swell
of St. Jim's
clenched  his
hands.

‘1 am with
you, of course,
deah boys,”
he said. *‘ Bai
Jovel What
is the time
now ? "’

* Half - past
seven !

“ Let us get
a move on,
then 1"

Arthur
Augustus rose
to his feet. He
was quite calm
now, and his face was set hard.

" Come on to the Painted Room | ”
said Wildrake.

The three juniors put on rubber
shoes and left D'Arcy’s ** den,”” closing
the door behind them. They walked
away quietly to the Painted Room.
The upper corridors of the great house
were silent and deserted; there was
no one to observe them.

In the Painted Room, Kerr opened
the secret panel, and the three juniors
passed through. The panel clicked
shut behind them.

Wildrake turned on his electric
torch, and the juniors descended the
stone staircase, as Kerr and Wildrake
had done before that afternoon. The
Canadian junior turned off the light
as the beam from the secret panel door
in the library wall struck his eyes.

The three juniors drew close to the
panel. Both D’Arcy and Kerr knew
where to touch the secret spring to
open it in case of need. The narrow,

HA

&
Crash | The sccret door flew open and three juniors burst into the room.
Bloore spun round, the wineglass clutched in his hand.

Gilbert

horizontal slit in the ornamental panel
was above their heads, but by standing
on tiptoe they could look through it.
Three heads were placed very close
together, and the three juniors were
able to peer into the well-lit library.

The sound of a soft, monotonous
voice came to their ears. It was the
voice of Gilbert Bloore, and he was
evidently reading aloud to Lord East-
wood. His lordship was leaning back
in his chair, shading his eyes with his
hand. The secretary’s voice went on

—reading some political report from
“ The Times.”

It ceased at last.

Lord Eastwood looked up.

“ What is the time, Bloore ?

“ Ten minutes to eight, my lord.”

“ Read on a few minutes more.”

“Yes, my lord.”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. If
Gilbert Bloore was not the respectfully
affectionate attendant he appeared to
be, he played his part remarkably
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well. Arthur Augustus could scarcely
bring himself to believe in such
treachery and wickedness as Wildrake
and Kerr suspected. But the matter
was soon to be put to the test.

Bloore laid down the paper at last.

“ It is time for your lordship to
take the medicine.”

* Very well, Bloore.”

The secretary rose and stepped to
the little table upon which the
medicine bottle stood. Lord East-
wood’s eyes were fixed moodily and
heavily upon the fire. He did not
think of looking at his secretary’s
actions. He would have seen nothing
if he had looked, for the secretary was
standing between the armchair and
the table, and his back was turned to
Lord Eastwood.

Three pairs of eyes at the slit in the
secret panel watched him feverishly.

Bloore measured out half a wine-
glass of water from a carafe. He
added to it a single dose of medicine
from the bottle.

Then, with a quick movement, he
drew a small phial from his waistcoat
pocket, removed the stopper, and held
it for a moment over the wineglass.

Five or six drops of an almost
colourless fluid dropped into the
medicine.

The stopper was replaced, and the
phial restored to the man’s pocket, all
in a few seconds.

He picked up the wineglass, shook
it, then turned to Lord Eastwood.

“ Your medicine is ready, my lord.”

“ Thank you, Bloore,” said his
lordship.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
BROUGHT TO BOOXK |
RASH |
The secret door flew open.
Lord Eastwood started up in his
chair with a cry.

Gilbert Bloore spun round, the
wineglass clutched in his hand.

Three rather dusty juniors burst
into the room—Arthur Augustus first.
As Bloore turned towards Lord East-
wood with the poisoned draught,
Arthur Augustus, without stopping
to think, had pressed the secret spring
and hurled the panel open.

He leaped into the room.

“ You scoundwel | ”” he shouted.

‘“ Arthur 1

Lord Eastwood grasped the arms of
his chair and raised himself. His face
was dark with anger.

Bloore’s face was white, hard, fixed.
He stood like a man in a dream,
hardly knowing what to think. The
surprise to him had been utter and
complete. But, dazed as he was, it
was borne in upon his mind that his
villainy was known—that he had
come to the end of his tether.

‘“ Arthur | How dare you burst into
my room like this—how dare you!l"
thundered Lord Eastwood. “ And
these boys o

‘1 guess " began Wildrake.
“ Excuse us, sir!’ said Kerr.
o \\75 ”

“ You are guests in this house,”
said Lord Eastwood. ‘‘ To you I will
say nothing of this foolish trick. But
you, Arthur L .

“ It was not a twick, dad 4

“A foolish practical joke like
this 2 )

“ Fathah | That man is poisonin’
you!"”

“ What 1 ”

Wildrake’s grasp closed on the
dazed rascal’s wrist. He placed the
other hand over the top of the wine-
glass, to prevent the contents from
being spilled, and wrenched it away.

Bloore gave a husky cry. He
seemed to make an effort to pull
himself together.
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Bloore was  struggling
savagely. but the three
juniors were too much for
im. He was down on his
back on the floor, while
Lord Eastwood locked on,
dazed and helpless.

____

“ What—what does this mean ? ”’

he stammered.
accuse me——"

‘I accuse you, Dandy Jim !’ said
Wildrake, savagely and sternly.

Bloore staggered back.

* What—what did you call me ?”

‘“ Dandy Jim—the poisoner at
Fraser -

“Itis false! I—I H

Lord Eastwood staggered to his
feet.

“ In Heaven’s name, what does this
mean ? "’ he exclaimed.

“You—you dare

(

Wildrake held up the wineglass.
Bloore made a movement towards it,
but Kerr intervened.

““No, you don’t!"” said the Scottish
junior grimly. “ Hands off, you
scoundrel ! "’

‘“ Yaas, wathah | ”

‘“ This medicine is doctored, sir,”
said Kit Wildrake. ‘ We suspected
that scoundrel—I'll tell you the
reasons later—and we watched him
through the spy-hole in the panel. We
saw him take a phial from his pocket,
and add something to the medicine.”’
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“ Good heavens ! ”

‘“ When a specialist analyses this
wineglass of stuff, he will have the
evidence to send that villain to gaol,”
said Wildrake—'* and the phial is still
in his pocket. Stop him | ”

Bloore’s hand had flown to his
waistcoat pocket. Kerr grasped him
at once, and dragged his hand away.
Arthur Augustus rushed to his aid.
There was a crash as they brought
the man to the floor. Wildrake
hastily placed the wineglass on the
mantelpiece, and ran to the aid of his
comrades. Bloore was struggling
savagely now.

But the three juniors were too much
for him. He was down on his back,
with D’Arcy grasping his wrists, and
Kerr’s knee on his chest.

Lord Eastwood looked on, dazed,
helpless, thunderstruck.

‘“ Fasten the brute’s hands!”
gasped Kerr. ‘“ He’s got a revolver
in his pocket—I can feel it !

Bloore struggled furiously. But his
wrists were dragged together, and
Wildrake knotted a handkerchief
round them.

“ It is impossible |’ gasped Lord
Eastwood at last. ‘“ I—I trusted
him—he came to me with excellent
recommendations 2

‘*“ He came with lies and trickery | ”’
said Wildrake. * He is not Gilbert
Bloore at all, but a scoundrel who has
always lived by his wits. I can’t prove
that at once, but inquiry will bring it
out, sir. But I can prove that he
tried to poison you—as he has been
doing for weeks—a small dose at a
time, to keep off suspicion.”

“ It is false!’ screamed Bloore.
“ Lord Eastwood, I have served you
faithfully—you cannot believe——"

‘I cannot | ”’ exclaimed the earl.

‘“ Put it to the test, then!” said
Wildrake grimly. ‘ Hold him, you

fellows, and force open his jaws!”

Wildrake felt in the rascal’s pocket
and took out the phial. He removed
the stopper; and Arthur Augustus
and Kerr, with a wrench, forced the
bound rascal’s jaws open.

A fearful scream came from the
wretch as Wildrake made as if to
pour the contents of the phial down
his throat. His face was convulsed
with awful fear.

“Stop! Mercy!” he
‘““ Stop—stop ! It is murder

Wildrake drew back his hand with
a grim smile.

“ Does that convince you, Lord
Eastwood ? "

“ It does!” said Lord Eastwood.
He fixed a terrible look upon the
trembling, quivering wretch.

“ You villain ! I have trusted you,
and you have sought my life—sought
it, I presume, for the provision I
made for you in my will, believing you
to be true and loyal ! Wretch!”

‘o I_I_I’

“Silence | Arthur, go to the tecle-
phone and ring up the police station
at Easthorpe immediately. Ask them
to send a constable here to take in
charge a man accused of attempted
murder. This phial, and the wine-
glass, shall be handed to the police.
Bloore—if Bloore is your name—
you need say no more. What you
have to say may be said to the police
when you are in custody !”

shricked.

”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
A MERRY CHRISTMAS !
oM Merry & Co. returned late
that night, in a merry crowd—
and that night they knew nothing of
what had happened. But on Christ-
mas morning they knew all.

From D’Arcy and Wildrake and
Kerr, they learned that Gilbert Bloore
had passed the night in a cell at the
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police station, charged with attempted
murder—and that the proofs were
in the hands of the police.

It was startling news for the
St. Jim’s party. Cardew showed no
sign of surprise. He smiled and

nodded to Levison and Clive.

“ T think I remember mentionin’
that the man was a rank outsider,”
he remarked. “ Cad all through,
what | What price little me as a
reader of character ? "’

“How is Lord Eastwood now,
Gussy ? " asked Tom Merry.

“ Bettah, deah boy!” smiled
Arthur Augustus. ‘“ That feahful
villain was sappin’ away his stwength
with small, continual doses of that
awful stuff—the fwightful wottah |
Missin’ one dose has done the patah
a lot of good. You should have seen
Dr. Millard's face when he was told !
The patah’s picked up wonderfully
—and the matah is no end bucked.
As for Ethel, I weally think it was
only a stwict wegard for pwopwiety
that pwevented her kissin’ Wildwake
and Kerr 4

“ Ha, ha, hal”

Figgins rushed away in search of
Cousin Ethel. The girl was on the
terrace, and she met him with a
bright face.

““Didn’t T tell you it would be all
right if it was left to Kerr?” said
Figgins, beaming.

“You did!" said Ethel softly.
“ Oh, I am so glad—so glad ! I have
seen my uncle this morning. He has
had a very severe shock, but he
looks better—much better. His life
was being sapped away " She
shivered. ‘“ Oh, I am so glad that
Kerr and Wildrake——"

“ Kerr chiefly,” said the loyal
Figgy. “ But Wildrake was jolly
smart. And Gussy played up like a
little man, it seems. I say, it’s going

to be a merry Christmas, after all | ”

Figgins was right.

Gilbert Bloore spent his Christmas
behind stone walls and iron bars. It
was afterwards—when the police had
had time to work on the case—that
the facts came out with regard to the
dastardly adventurer. His real name
was not known; but proof was
forthcoming that he was the man who
had been known as Dandy Jim in
Western Canada—and by a dozen
other names in different cities. It
was found, too, that he had robbed
the real Gilbert Bloore of his papers
in France, when Sir Thomas Maple-
ton’s secretary was returning after
leaving his master at San Remo, and
starting for America to take up a
new post there. And the real Bloore
came forward when the police
inquiries were made. The analysis of
the phial and the wineglass provided
ample evidence of Dandy Jim'’s
murderous attempt, and at his trial
he was sentenced to seven years’
penal servitude—with another arrest
and a trial in Canada waiting for him
when he came out.

But all that came afterwards. For
the present, the St. Jim’s party only
knew that the rascal was safe in prison,
and they gave him no further thought.

Lord Eastwood recovered, and on
Christmas evening he was able to
sit among the merry party. The
shadow of tragedy had passed, and
all was frolic and merriment. Arthur
Augustus had no more serious trouble
than his observation of the fact that
Figgins seemed to think that Ethel
was his cousin, not D’Arcy’s at all !

In fact, Arthur Augustus’ noble
countenance was one of the very
brightest among the numerous merry
faces that thronged Eastwood House
during Gussy’s Christmas Party !

THE END
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