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CHAPTER 1.
Waiting for the Feed!

TUDY No 6. in the School House at
S 8t. Jim's presented en unusually
" festive appearance. : -

There was holly on the walls, and
mistletoe over the door, and a spotless table-
_cloth gleamed upun the study table. And
upon tlhie tablecloth gleamed an enormous
array of cups saueers, and plates—mostly
of different parterns. It was evident that
the owners of Study No. 6 had borrowed,
ar raided, crockeryware from all quarters,
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in preparation for a “spread” of unusual
dimensions.

The kettle sang on the hob, and the fire
burned brightly —Archur Augustus D'Arcy,
spotlessly arraved as usual, stood with his
benignant smile of welecome upon his aris-
tocratic face, to receive his guests. All
scemed to be ready for a really first-class
feed—excepting. the provisions. Of eat-
ables there was= not a sign in the study. But
so0 far as decorations and erockeryware and
smiles of welcome went, everything was in
the best possilve erder for the Feast,

The study was already a little crowded.
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Blake and Herries and Dighy, ID’Arey's
study-mates, were there, as o matter of
course, Tom Merry end Manners and
Lowther, the Terrible Three of the Shell,
were the first guests to arrive froin outside,
Then Kangarce had come in, and then
Reilly of the Fourth. Other guests were
expected, and, of course, the feed could not
berin till all had arrived

But some ot the guests whe were already
on the scene were wondering a little at the
absence of the feed itself, It was very
pleasant to look upon the Christmas decor-
ations of Study No. 6. and the array of
erockeryware was certainly imposing—and
tho spotless state of the tablecloth could not
fiil to strike all observers. But, afier all,
something more solid was rcquimd for a
feed, and some of the ruests eould not help
wondering where it was.

Arvthur Augustus D'Arey, as the son of
a noble lord. was gencrally rolling in
money. It had Leen his idea to stand a
really stunning feed in Study No. 6, to eele-
brate the hreaking-up for the Christinas
holidays now close at hand. - A good many
of the chvms were going home with him to
Eastwood House for the Christmas holidavs,
but not all of them ecould go, =o it was really
an excellent idea, and all of them were will-
ing to cdo their best to make it a suecess, by
piling in with the greatest good-will into the
good things provided by the swell of St
Jim's,

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy received his
guoests with -~ genial smile of welcome: and
vet a close observer might have traced a
slightly worried look upon his noble brow.

The mingling of a genial weleoming smile
with a thoughtful worried frown, had quite
a peculiar eflect unon his fnr'o, which his
guests politely did not notice.

There were footsievs in the passage, and
three junior: came into the study doorway
—PFiggins, Kerr' and Wynn of the New
Honse.

They ali: wore their hest smiles—such
things as House rvivalry and ragging were
not to be thonght of. of reurse, on an occa-
sian like this Fatty Wynn. especially.
had a face like = .full moon. so broad and
beaming was his smile.  His glance went
mechanicaliy to the table.

“Pway come ‘n, deah boy ! said Arthar
Aungustus smnlmg with an effort. * Pway
Lome wight i int

I hope we're not late,” said rlggmﬁ

“Not at al. Figgay I”

HOUSE MYSTERY!

“1 tried to make Fieging come earlier,
said Fatty Wynn.  “But he was finishing
some silly letter or other, and he wouldn't
nove. hope we haven't kept you fellows
i\mtmg i

‘Not in tlu least, deah boy ! T”

“Well, we're all here now,”
Tom Morry

“I haven’t had any tea, so as to do
justice to the spread,” said Fatty Wynn con-
fidentinlly. “That is, practically no tea—
only some ham and eggs and cake and a
fow tarts.”

“Glad to heah it, deah boy!?

“TIl help. get the feed ready, if you
like.” hinted Fauty.

“Thank yo. vewy much!”

Blake and Herries and Digby looked out
of the window, scemingly greatly intorested
in an early fall of snow that hed powdered
the quadrangle with white. For some

retnarked

reason, the colour was deepening in the
aristocratic  visage of Arihur Augustus
Arcy.

“Well, are we all Fere?” asked Kangaroo—
otherwise Harry Noble of the Shell.

D'Arey dil not reply; he scemed busy
with his thoughts,

“All here?” repeated Kangaroo,
prise,

Arthur Augustus started.

“‘Sowwy’, dezh boy! Did you addwess
e ”

"Yes- 1 asked you if we were all here 1™

“Not gquite—I'm expectin’ my minah, you

“Isn‘t WnliY nere 'vet”’ said Figgins.
“He’s generally on time “hen there’s a

in sur-

feed.  Betles wait for him.”
“Well,” said Fatty Wynn, very thought-
fully. “1 don’t know about waiting for

Third Form fags. you know.
count 1¥

“Oh, let Gussy wait for his minor1” said
Monty Lowther generously.

“Certainly 1. said Kangaroo. - B

“Yaas waﬂun—l mean  pway. don't
mench—that is to say—ahem !” Arthur
Augustus’ thoughts were evidently wan-
dering. “Vewy warm weathah for this
time of the yeah isn't it?7

“Warm ! said Kert, with a stare. “It's
snﬂ\\mg'"’

“Ts 1t weally? Vaas, that’s what T meant
to wemark—it's wathah cold, isn’t it?"

Kerr closed one eye to Figgins, and
tapped his forchead in a significant sort of
way; perhaps meaning to imply a belief

Fags don’é
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that the swell of the Fourth was a little “Here we are!” said Wally, as ho -
loose in that region, -murg:gmd Tir|, “All ready, ch?”
oy - — o pp ) I(IJ b ﬂil?‘\.“ -
You fellows been playin’ footah 2 asked o L A fo'e: Talibuon

D’Arey, with a great effort to make con-
versation,

“Yes!” smd Kerr seriously and solemnly.
“We gencrally play footer after dark, in
the snow, you know.”

“Do you weally?” said D'Arey, who—
troubled by some mysterious inward trouble
—was {oo preoceupied to notice that Kerr's
reply was in 4 sarcaslic vein, How good !
I twust you have had a good game?™

“Ripping " said Koerr, still sarcastie.
“Figgins scored fifty runs, and Fatty Wynn
potted the red, and I made a grand slamn.”

* Did you weally 2

“Ha, ha, ha !

That burst of laughter from all the feilows
in the study recalled Arihur Augustus
D'Arcy to himself,

“Abem! 1 meant to wemark

“I say, Wally will ba pretty peckish when
he gets here, said Fatty Wynn. “Suppose
we get the feed all ready for him. T den't
mind helping, 1 like making myself useful,
you know.”

“Yaas |

“Well, shall we get it ready, then?”
said Fatty Wynn, puzzled.

“Yans |

“Where's the grub?”

“The—the gwub?” stammered D’Arcy.

“Yes. Where is it 77

“I suppose you fellows haven't seen the
postmant” asked Arthur Augustus,

“Yes, I have!” said Monty Lowther.

“I};ni Jove that's good—then he's eome

¥

“Yes, ho's come. and gone !” said Low-
ther blandly. It was this morning that
I saw him, yov kunow,”

“ You—you uttah ass, Lowthah—-"

“Thanks!  Are you always as polite as
- that to your guests, Gussy?” asked Monty
Lowther imperturbably,

“Ahem! Bowwy, deah boy!
You sco—*"

Arthur Augustus was interrupted by the
arrival of three somewhat inky juniors of
tho Third Form They were Wally D*Arey,
Gussy’s minor, ard his bosom pals Jame-
son and Curly dibson. D'Arcy had not
asked the latier 1wo, as a mattor of fact,
.but Wally had calmly assumed the right to
bring his friends with him.

I forgot !

so's Curly.  Why, where's the grub " de-
manded Wally, staring round the study, It
was cvident that the manners and customs
of D'Arcy minor were not modelled upon
those of his elegant major.

“The—the gwub ?” stammered D’ Arcy.

“Yes: where is it 7

“Hallo I exclaimed Jack Blake, who had
been staring out into the dusk of the quad,
“Here's the giddy pestman.”

Arthur Aungustus breathed a deep, deep
sigh of relief.

“Pway cxcuse me a fow minutes, deah
boys, while I wun down and sce the post-
man,” ho exelaimed, “I'm expectin’ a letter
fwom home ™

“Right-ho ° said Fatty Wynn, “We'll
get the feed ready while you'ré gene, Ow!
Yow! What are you treading on my foot
for, Figgins?”

Figrins gave his chum a ferocious glare,
and Fatty Wynn comprehended, 1t dawned
upon him that the great cclebration de-
ponded upon the timely arrival of the post-
man.  Arthur Augustus had hurried out of
the study, and the juniors waited for his
return.

He returned in two minutes,

He came back empty-handed, and with a
really rich colour in his checks.

“Wall 7" said Blake,

“Well?” said Herries and Dighy.

“Well?” echond Fatty Wynn, with a
dreadful foreboding.

“Well 2 growled Wally.

“I-T—I—-I'm awfully sowwy, deah
boys,” stammored Arthur Augustus.
“ Nothing to be serry about,” said Tatiy

Wynn anxiously.
on with the feed!*
“I'm awfully sowwy—but—hut—-1"
“But what"
“Bat there won't be any feed 1

“It’s all right—let's go

CHAPTER 2.
Startiing News!
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
A pronounced the words in a faltering
tone.
A dreadinl silence followed.

Tt was broken by Falty Wynn.
He groanea
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He did not mean to; but he really ecould
not help it. He had been saving up his ap-
petite, so to speak, for that extra-special
feed; he had been nourishing a first-class
hunger for the special cecasion.  And new
there wasn’t to he any feed, and the feeling
of emptiness and disappointment conibined
brought that inveluntary groan to the lips
of Fatty Wynn,

The other fellows felt the blow also.

Wally followed up Wynn's groan with a
stort. He had brought Jameson and Curly
Gibson to the study for a feed, for some-
thing exirsordinary in the way of feeds,
but not fo. a faltering explanation that
there was to be no feed. Jameson and
Curly were already glaring at him, Wally
folt exasperated.

“Samething gone wrong?” asked Monty
Lowther, with claborate politeness.  Low-
ther counld always be depended upon for
sympathetic urbanity at dreadful moments
like this.

" YMS‘I’

“8o sorry ' murmured Manoners.

“Too bad1™ said Figgins.

“1 weally can’t undahstand it,” said
Arthur Augustus, whese aristocratic eoun-
tenanee was assuming’ the hue of a well-
boiled beetrcet. 1 have nevah known my
patah fail me in this cxtwaerdinawy way
befoah. But the fivah has not come.”

al Oh 1|l

‘Tt was pwomised for this mornin’,"” said
D'Arey. “It was not merely a fivah that I
asked for extwa, you know; if it had been,
I shouldn’t have counted on it. Buf the
patalh pwomised to send me this fivah to
weach mo to-day—two days befoah bweakin®
up for the Christmas holidays. It ought
to have awwived this mornin®.”

“Qh 1"

“But it didn’t—nor this aftahnoon, cither.
T considaked that there was pwobably some
delay owin’ to the ewush in the Chwistmas
post, you know, and that it would awwive
fm; glartﬁin by this post, but it hasn’'t.”

“0Oht

“Y know #t’s wotten,” said D'Arey feel-
ingly. “T am extwemely sowwy to disap-
point you chaps. It's weally wotien. T
fecl that T am io blame, but it is weally
most inexplicable that my governah should
fail me im this way. He knows I was
goin’ to stand a partin’ feed befoah bweakin’
up, and yet he has not sent the fivah.”

Wally snorted again.

HOUSE MYSTERY)

“You ass, Wally, bringing us here lo
hear your blessed major gas!” murmured
Jameson, in a stage whisper that was heard
all aver the study.

“And young Frayne will have wolfed all
the sardines by this time,” said Curly, with
an unhappy grimace “1 thought we
shouldn’™ want the sardines, but now——*

“Let's get out,” said Wally.

"1 am sowwy, you youngstahis—

“Qh, rats!” said Wally. * You're an ass,
Gussy.”

“Weally, you young wasecal—""

“Ba-pr-rr” 0 said  Wally, And  he
marched indignantly out of the study with
the other two fags, and Curly Gibson closed
the door with unnecessary feree.

“1 am weally awlully sowwy, you chaps,”
said 1Y Arey.

“Don‘t mench.” said Figgins polifely.
“ Accidents will happen in the best regu-
lated studies. 1 hope your father isn't ill1”

Arthur Augustus [frowned in a worried

”

vay.

“Tha lact is, deah boy, I'm afwaid he is,
or else there is somethin® w'ongz at home.
He wouldn't have left me in the lureh in
this wemarkable way otherwise.”

“AMight have forgotten all about it,” sug-
gested Kangarso.

“No feah. 1 w'ote to him yestahday, and,
besides, it wonld be imposs, undah the eires,
for a D’ Arcy to forget a pwomise.”

“The D'Arey’s,” said Lowther solemnly,
“have first-class and  well-established
memories, which they brought over with the
Congueror.”

“Bure, and it’s hungry T am,” remarked
Reilly. “I've got five shillings, and any-
body who feels mclined to come to the tuck-
shop with me can come.” [

And Reilly left the study, promptly. fol-
lowed by Faity Wynn ef the New House.
Kangareo followed, and then Redfern and
Owen and Lawrence melted away.  Arthur
Angustus D'Arey's distress was éo evident
that they forbore to give any expression fo
disappeintment er indignation.

“1f you chaps feel inclined to eomo cver
to the MNew House,” said Figgins hospit-
ably, “we've got half a tin of sardines and
two rolls™

Figgins' generous offor was nob jumped
at. Together with Kerr he took his leave.
The Terrible Three remained alone in the
study with the Fourth-Formers, and the
]mpesiing array of crockeryware—no longer
wanted,

&
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“It's weally wotten,” Arthur Augusius
repeatod.

“Horrible,” said Blake. *You must ex-
cuse us. you fellows. (Gussy is always put-
ting his blessed foot in i, and this is enly
once more.”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Ob, that's all right,” said Tom Merry.
“1 only hope ii's only a case of forgetful-
ness, and that there is nothing wrong at
Kastwood House.”

“I foah there is somethin' w'ong,” said
Arthur Augustus,

“But your mater would let you know,"
gaid Tom.

D'Arcy shook his head.

“The matah’s away,” he explained. “My
eidah bwothah Conway, is abwoad with the
matah, at Cannes. But Pilkington ought
to have informed me.”

“Who's Dilkington 1™

“The butlah—our new butlah—a weally
weliable old chap,” said Arthur Augustus.
“I should certainly have expected to hesh
fwom Filkington if the patnh was ill. I
weally think I will send a wiah to Pilking-
ton and ask him what is w'ong, if you
fellows will excuse me.”

“Hold on,” said Tom Merry. “You can
send Toby with the wire. We're not quite
stony in our study, and if you fellows would
care to como to tea—"

“Hear, hear!” said Blako hoartily.

“Now wou're talking,” said Herries,

“Corn in Kgypt!” said Digby. “I hope
it won't be another feast of the giddy Rar-
mecides like this—with nothing to caf.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Our board is frugal. but all are weol-
come,” he said.  “Better bring seme of
the crecks along with you—you've got all
ours,”

" Ha, ha, hat”

“I will w'ite out the telogwam, deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustus. “But once
mere pway allow me to apologise for the
wotten fiasco—"

“Oh, that’s all right.”

“You get the gic dy wire ready, and Tl
call young Lynn,” said Blake.

“Wight-ho! T twust somo of vou fellows
can lend me some tin to pay for the tele-
gwam; I am weally stonay, you know.”

“Heaps 1" said Tom Merry cordially.

“It will be a wathah long telegwam,” said
Arthur Augustus thoughtfully, as ho sat
down ab the table and drew pen and ink

OWN LIBRARY 5

and a sheaf of impot paper from {hs
drawer. “I must explain to the patah the
weally awkward posish he has placed me in.
Howevah, as you are ecomin' to Rastwood
with me for ithe Chwistmas holidays, I will
settle up with you at home, deah boy.”

And Arthur Augustus wrote out his teie-
gram. His chums grinned as they read it
over his shoulder.

“Dear pater —I was very much disap-
pointed at not receiving the remittanco as
promised for to-day. It has placed me in
a very awkward position, as I had invited
quite & number of friends to tea, and there
was no feed. I really cannot understand it
at all, unless you arc ill, which I trust is not
the casc.  Will you kindly telograph e a
fiver, and at the same time inform mo
whether thereds anything wrong at home.—
Your affectionate and anxious son, Arthur.”

“You're going to telegraph all that$”
gasped Tom Merry.

“Yaas; T have compwessed it into as fow
words as poss.,, so as to save money, as
we're in such beastly low funds, deah boy.”

“Lucky you didn't write it at full length,
then,” sata Tom Merry. “You would
bave had to wait for the fiver to come be-
fore you ecould telegraph for it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The beot-boy, was despatehed with the
telegram and a pound note to pay for it!
There was not Jikely to be much change.

Under the ehecring influence of tea and
tonst and poached egas the chums’ spirits
revived, but a cloud remained upon the
noble brow of Arthur Augustus I'Arcy,

He persisted in thinking that the uon-
arrival of the fiver meant that there was
something seriously wrong in- the houschold
of Lord Fastwood, his noble pater,

The other fellows considered it quite
probable that Lord Kasiwood had forgotfen
all about the matter—indeed, as Manners
feclingly remarked, they had all been
through such experienees themselves.

But Arthur Augustus was not to bo eon-
vineed.,

He explained to his grinning hearers that
it was utterly imposs. for a D'Arey to forget
any engagement that he had made,

And he waited with anxiety for a reply
to his telegram. But the reply did 1ot
fome.

Tea in Tom Merry's study lasted a good
while, but when it was over the reply to
the telegram had not arriveg
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*Somethin’s  happened to the patah!”
said IV Arey, with conviction,

“Then the telegram won't be opened,”
said Blake.

“Yaas; his seewetawy will attend to it,
and weply,” said IVArey. “Or Pilkington.
Ona of them ought to weply at once.”

After tea the juniors descended to the
doorway of the Schiool House to wait for the
expocted reply Tom Merry & Co. were
curious, though they did net quite share
Arthor Augustus D'Arecy’s anxiety.

In the winter dusk a lad in pest office
uniform was seen al last coming across the
quad. through the powdered snow, and he
was heading for lhe School Houese,

“Heah he i3, deah boysl” exclaimed
B’Arey.

“Master D'Arcy?”

“Yaas, it's for me. Hand it ovah!”

Arthur Augustus opened the felegram.
Then he gave a sudden start and uttered an
ejacnlation.

“Gweat Scott!”

“Bad news?” exclaimed all the juniors
together, with real eoncern.

“Tt's extwaordinawy !”

“Tut what is i£?”

“Tt is vewy wemarkablo—"

“What's the news, you assi”
Blake.

“Weally, Blake—"

Blake jerked the telegram away from
the swell of 8t. Jim's and held it up for
all the juniors to read. And they read
it with wonder. If ran:

“Lord Eastwood disappeared three days
ago. Am sending car to letch you home
at onee.~—PILKINGTON."

roared

CHAPTER 3.
Arthur Augustus in Distressl

“ ISAPPEARED 1
D “Lord Kastwood !*
“Three days ago!™

“Great pip!”

Arthur Augusius D'Arey jammed his
famous monocle into his eye and stared
blankly at the telegram. His aristocratic
face had gone quite pale. Although he was
sometimes a little severe upon his noble
pater for shertcomings in the matter of
sending fivers, he was deeply attached to
his father, and the news was a shmdk to

HOUSE MYSTERY |

he muormuged. = Tha
I told you there was
deah  boys! This iz

“Dizappeahed !
poor old patah!
somcethin®  w'eng,
weally tewwible!™

“But—but how could he disappear?”
said Tom Merry., “There must be some
mistake, I suppose your man Pilkingfon
isn't. a practical joker, is he?”

“Certainly not! He is a vewy gwave
and weliable butlah—quite a pawagon of
butlahs! What can possibly have hap-
pened to the patah? The poor old patah{*

There was a break in Arthur Augustus'
voice.

“It's rotten!” said Tom sympathetically.
“But he must be found. Blessed if I can
understand how he could disappear! You'll
hear all about it from the chauffeur when
the car arvives.”

Arthur Augusius nodded, and moved away
by himself, He was very much upset, and
he did not wish to show it. The Co. dis-
cussed the matter with great excitement.
When the school broke up they were to go
home with D’Arey to Tastwood House for
the Christmas holidays, but under the cir-'
cumstances the holiday was not likely to
be the cheerful time they had anticipated.
But they did not think of that. They were:
thinking of the distress of their chum.

The news was soon all over the Schooli
House. Arthur Augustus had retired to'
Study No. 6, not wishing to be the object
of curious glances and questions.

Almost all the fellows were sympathetie.
Levison, of the Fourth, suggested that
Lord Eastwood had disnppenrcg of his own|
accord, pointing out that he was director
of several City companies, and that City]
directors sometimes found it convenient toj
disappear. He suggested that a telegram
should be sent to the Argentine Republic
to inguire for the missing earl. But Blake!
promptly bumped Levison on the floor, and,
Herries trod on him, and the cad of the
Fourth cecased to make humorous
suggestions.

In the absence of all particulars it was
difficult to guess what had happened, or
what was the state of affairs at Eastwood
House. But the fellows who were to spend
their Christmas holidays at Eastwood
House consulted about the matter. Manners
suggested that, under the circumstances,
D’ Arey might nol care to be bothered with
them.

“Possibly,” Tom Merry agreed. “On

&



g

THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY 7

the olber hand, we might help him look
for his pater. If he’s really disappeared.
the police must be looking for him. But I
dare say we could do it a little better.”

“Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowther.

“Let's put it to Gussy and see”
suggested Figeins.

And the prospeciive guests of Eastwood
House proceeded to Study No. 6 in a body.
There was quite a party of them—the
Terrible Three and Kangarco and Figgins

Co., of the New House. The seven
juniors found Arthur Augustus pacing up
and down the study with a pale and dis-
tressed face, and his eyeglass dnwing for-
lornly at the end of its cord. Never had
they seen their noble chum in such a state
of dislress.

“Cheer up, Gussy ! said Figgins kindly.
*I dare say it won't turn out to be so
sefious when you know about it. The car
must be here soon.”

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Pway excuse my bein’ in thizs wotten
distwacted state, deah boys,” he said,
“but I am weally vewy much distwessed
about the poor old patah!”

“What do you think about our coming
down to MKastwood?” eaid Tom Merry
bluntly. “If you don't care for it under
the cires,, don’t mind saying so. We shan't
mind.”

Arthur Augustus looked quite alarmed.

“My desh chaps, you're nok goin’ to
desert me in this wotten posish?” he ex-
claimed.

“No fear!
way—"

“But pewwaps you would not care for a
vacation at Hastwood House undah these
misewable cires.,” said D'Arey thought
fully. “It would spoil your Chwistmas
holiday. Of course, until the patah is
found it won't be vewy jolly there. If you
would wathah not come shall not be
offended.”

“Rats!” said Blake.

“It's not that,” said Tom Merry. “We'd
ike to come and help you look for your
pater.”

“Yaas, that’s just what I was thinkin’,
deah boys,” said Arthur Augusius eagerly.
“If he has disappeared for thwee days the
police must boe lookin' for him, and as they
baven't found him, it shows that it’s time
somebody else took the mattah in hand. If
you fellows don’t mind sacwificin’ your

But if we should be in the

Chwistmas lLolidays on my account, 1
should vewy much like you to come and
help me.”

“Done!” said Lowther. :

“Right-ho!” said Kangarco. “We're
coming, then. And depend on it, we'll
find Lord Kastwood all right. If he dis-
appeared at Eastwood he can’t be very far
away, and we'll find him all right. It's a
pity we can’t come with you to-day!” -

“I was thinkin' of askin’ the Head to let
vou come back with me in the cah, deal

oys.”

“Hurrah!”

“IF you think it is a good ideah, T will
pwoceed fo the Head at once and make the
wequest.”

“I'm afraid he won't seo it, but there’s
no harm in asking,” said Tom Morry.
“Buzz off now, and if he says yes, we'll get
our things ready to start,”

“¥aas, wathah!”

And Arthur Augustus left the study to
proceed to interview the Head. Tom
Merry & Co. waited anxiously for his
return. He came back in about ten minutes
with the eloud still on his brow.

“Well?”  demanded all the
eagerly. :

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“Dr. Holmes is vewy much concerned,”
he said, “but he thinks that the polics
must be lookin' for the patah, and that
they ean handle the mattah bettah than
we can. He says I can take two of my
fwiends with me, but he weally cannot
give permish for so many fellows to leave
the school befogh bweakin’ up.”

“Only two?” said Tom Merry thought-
fully.

“Yaas; two fellows in my own Form.”

“Oh1” said the Terrible Three, with one
voice.  As they were in the Shell, that
barred them ouf. .

Herries and Digby and Blake exchanged
glances, ;

“T'H tell you what!” said Herries, “I'l]
come and bring Towser with me,”

“TPowsah !

“Yes; my bulldog, you know. You know
what a splendid ripper Towser is at follow:
ing-a trail. He'll smell out what's become
of Lord Eastwood in next to no time,” said
Herries confidently,

“Ahem 1"

*Oh, blow Towser!" said Blake politely.
“He'd never smell out anvthing bul a

juniors
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steak or a red herring. Of course I'm one
of the two, Gussy?”

“Yaas, deah boy.”

“Then 1'll be the other,” said Herries.
“I'll bring Towser, and—"

“ Exouse me!” said Digby. *Under the
cires., I think T'd better be the other. You
see, Gussy will want looking after—”

“¥Yes; I'll look after him,” agreed
Herries. X

“Now, look here, Herries—"

“Look here, Digh =

“Toss up for it!” suggested Kangaroo,

“Yaas, that’s a good ideah, deah boys.”

And Herries and Digby tossed up for
it; and Arthur Augustus was observed to
breathe a sigh of relief when Digby won
the toss. He had not been overjoyed by
Herries' kind offer to bring Towser. As
Arthur Augustus often remarked, Herries'
bulldog had no respect whatever for a
fellow’s trousers.

“1t's Blake and Dig,” said Tom Merry,
while Herries grunted, “Get your bags
ready, you chaps;’the car can’t be long
now."

Zip-zipzip! Hoot! Hoot!

“There it is, in the guad.!” exclaimed
Blake.

And Arthur Augustus rushed downstairs
to meet the Eastwood car.

CHAPTER 4.
Levison Eats His Words!

HE big Daimler ear stopped outside
I the School House, and the chauffour
stepped down, as Arthur Augustus
caine dashing out,’ The chauffeur
ouched his eap to him. Arthur Augustus
caught him by the arm in his excitement.
In his anxiety for his father, the swell of
St Jim's had quite lost the repose that
stamps the caste of Vere de Vere.
“What has happened to my
Wuggles? Pway tell me at onee [
Ruggles was looking very grave.
“Lord Rastwood dizappeared three days
ago, Master Arthur,” le said, *“Nothin’
has been heard of him since. The police
have been at Eastwood House looking for
him—and they're still looking for him; but

he ain't been found.”
“Bai Jove! T ought to have been in-

fzrmed hefeah I

“Mr. Pilkington did not wish to worry

patah,
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you, sir, as yon could not do anyihing,™
said Ruggles. “But when your telegram
came io-day, he gent me off with the car
to feteh you.”

“But how did the patah disappeah? Was
there an accident 7%

“Nothing is known, sir. Tord Eastwood
stayed up in the library after the rest of
the house had gone to bed, and he was
missing in the morning. His bed had not
been slept in. A door was found open, and
that was all.”

“Gweat Scott! And has ne twace of him
been found 1

“Yes, sir—his hat was picked up in a
field nearly a mile from Kastwood House.
Excepting for that, there is nothing
known.”

“Then he must have lefi the house of
his own accord, Wuggles?”

“So the police suppose, sir; hut what
became of him afterwards, nobody knows.
Only—only——" The chauffeur hesitated.

“What—what? Quick, deah boy !”

“The servanis say that the Bastwood
ghost has been seen and heard since Lord
Eastwood disappeared, sir., That is all |

“Bai Jovel” ; i

Arthur Augustus shuddered.

“What's that about the ghost?” said
Tom Merry., “Don’t let rob like that
worry you, Gussy. Pull yourself together.”

“I—I—1 douw’t let it wowwy me, deah
boy, but—but—" Arthur Augustus fal-
tered. *“You don't know the ghost stowy in
our family, you see. There’s a legend in
Gastwood House that when the ghost of Sie
Bulkeley D*Avey walks, it means the death
of the head of the family. Of course]
there's nothin® in i, but—but my patah
has disappealied.” -

Blake squeczed his arm affeciionately. |

“Buck up, old son; we'll find him soor
cenough,” he said. “We'll be ready in a
jiffy, and get off in the car. Come and
gel your coab.” '

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tt did not take the three juniors long| -
to get ready. Wally had goue off to the|
village tuckshop witi": Jameson and Curly,
and, so far, he knew nothing of the strange
news from Fastwood House. DBlake and
Digby and D'Avey came out in their coald
and mufilers, and their bags were placed in'
the car.

“Hend us a wive to-morrow to tell us how
you're getting on,” said Tom Merry hope-
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fully; “and the day after to-morrow we
shall be with you, you kuow.”

“And T'll bring Towser with me,” said
Herries,

And the chums shook hands and parted.

The car drove away, and disappeared in
tha gloom, leaving Tom Merry & Co. in &
state of great anxiety and excitement.

They would greatly have preferred to
accompany their chum, and help him in the
attempt to solve the mystery of his father’s
disappearance; though, as a matter of
absolute fact, it was not likely that they
would succeed where the police had failed.

What had bappened to Lord Eastwood ?

Well the juniors remembered the stately,
kind-hearted old gentleman who had wel-
comed, more than once, his son’s chums to
holidays at Eastwood House,

Would they ever see him again?

Had there been some terrible accident,
and was the body of the kind old gentle-
man hidden under some frozen stream, or
had he been kidnapped? One of the two
theories seemed certain, but which, and
how, and why? It was an impenetrable
mystery, .

Their anxiety for their chum threw a
cloud over the ‘spirits of the School House
fellows, and Figgins & Co. fully shared
their feelings,

The Terrible Three were discussing the
matter in their study an hour later when
Wally burst in. Wally was in a state of
great excitement.

“Look here, what’s all this ahout?” he
exclaimed. “What's this about my
governor disappearing? I've just heard
it from Levison. Levison says there’s news
that he’s bunked with the funds of the
Zolid Bank.”

“The rotter!”

“I dotted him on the nose,” said Wally,
who showed signs of conflict. “I knew ho
was lying, of course. But what has hap-
pened? You chaps know, of course.”

Tom Moerry explained all he knew.

D'Arcy minor listened breathloessly,

“The poor old governor!” he execlaimed.
“How rotten that I wasn’t here when the
car came.  And it's too late for a train
But I shall jolly well buzz off
in the morning, and see what's going on,
you bet ™

And Wally, looking much more serions

than was customary with the reclloss seamp”

of the Third, walked out of the study,

[
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A little later, when the Terrible Three
had finished their prepavation and were
coming downstairs, they heard the sound
of uproar from the junior Common-room.
Wally’s voice could be heard raised in
tenes of angry indignation, amid chuckles
from other fellows. The chums of the Shell
hurried into the room.

Levison, of the Fourth, was standing
before a paper placard pinned up on the
wall of the Common-room. A number of
fellows were grinning over the placard,
It bore the words in Levison’s hand:

“NINEPENCE REWARDI

“WHEREAS Lord Tomnoddy has
Mpysteriously Disappeared with the Funds
of the Bank of which he was director, and
whereas the Police have been unable to
trace him:

“The above REWARD will be paid to
anybody giving information leading to his
discovery and conviction !

“BY ORDER.”

Wally was crimson with fury, and he was
trying to get at Levison, but Crooke, of the
Shell, and Mellish, of the Fourth, were
holding him hack.

“You cad!” roared Wally. “You
rotten outsider! You -worm! Leoggo!
%.mumo” get at him! Tl smash him!

—

“What’s the matter with you?” grinned
Levison. “Lord Tomnoddy isn't a relation
of yours, is he, young shaver?”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“You mean that for my father, you
rofton cad!” howled Wally, struggling to
get away from Crooke and Mellish.

“Cap fit, cap wear,” chuckled Levison.
“It your pater has disappearoed with the
bank funds, of course that might apply to
him. But you said he hadn’t !

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“Lemme go! I'll smash Lim!”

“Take that rubbish down,” said
Kerruish, of the Fourth. “It's a dirty,
caddish thing fo make jokes about what’s
happened to I Arey’s pater.”

*Mind your own business!” said Crooke.

The Terrible Three came in, and they
marched upon the scene at once. Tom
Merry caught Levison by the shoulder.

“You'll take that paper down, yvou cad 1
he said.

“I won't!" said Levison.
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“Yes, you will,” sald Tom, grasping him
by the back of the collar, and swinging
him to the wall where the paper was
pinned. “You're a lying cad, and you
know that isn't true. You're going to eat
your words, Take it down!"”

“Grooh! Leggo my collar!” mumbled
Levison. “You're choking wme, you
idiot 17

“*Will you take that paper down7”

“No!"” howled Levison.

Tom Merry raised his right boot, and 1t
came into violent contact with Levison's
trousers. There was a roar of "anguish
from the cad of the Fourth,

“Ow! Oh! Yarocop!”

" Now take iy down!”

Lovison was helpless in the powerful grip
of the captain of the Shell. Sullenly he
grabbed tEc placard down from the wall,

“Now you're going to cat your words!”
eaid Tom Merry grimly.

“What do you mean?” snarled Levison.

Tom Merry pointed to the paper with
his disengaged hand.

“There are your lies, written on that
paper. Eat them!™

*Kat that paper? Are you dotty?”

“Not at all! You're going to eat it,”
said Tom Merry determinedly. “It won't
be nice—it’s never nice to swallow oue's
own rotten lies—but you've got to do it.
Wally, there’s Gussy's cane in the corner.
Uet 111"

Crooke and Mellish had released Wally—
under foreible pressure from Manners and
Lowther. Wally grinned, and rvan for the
canie,  Tom Merry exerted lis strength,
and fwisted Levizon over on the hearthrug,
face downwards.

*“Now thrash him, till he cats his words,”
he said.

“What-ho!” grinned Wally.

The cane rose and fell with vigorous
lashes,

Whaek, whack, whack! B

“Ow, ow, ow!" roared Levison., * You—
ow! Crooke—Mellish—CGore—lend me a
hiand, you cads! Resene! Ow!”

But Crooke and Mellish and Core did
not lend him a hand, And the other fellows
stoad vonnd grinning. 1ot all disapprov-
ing of the punishment of the ead of the
Fourth.

Whack, whack, whack]

“We're waiting 1" eaid Tom Merry.

Levison made a desperate affnck hut Le

HOUSE MYSTERY!

could not get looke, and still the dust rose
from his nether garments under the lashes
of the cane. Wally was putting all his
energy into it

“Ow, ow, ow! ILeave off!”
Levison. *I—I—T1] eat it—yow !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Levison grabbed the paper and stuffed it
into hiz mouth, anud rears of laughter from
the fellows looking on. Wally suspended
oporations while the e¢ad of the Fourth
furiously masticated the extremely un-
savoury artiele of diet. Not until he had
fairly caten his words—with the paper they
were written on—was Levison released.

“Now, you buzz off, and keep your
funny little jokes for a more suitable oe-
casion,” said Tom Merry. shaking a warn-
ing linger at him,

And Levison. choking with rage and with
his unpleasant morsel, limped away. And
thiers were no more jokes from Levison of
the ourth vpon the subject of Lord Fast-
woed's wysterious disappearance,

yelied

CHAPTER §.
D'Arcy’'s Homecoming!

RTHUR AUGUSTUS was silent as
A the big car rolled swiftly through the

gloom,
Through long, dark reads, under
shadowy, lealless trecs, the motor-car

rushed on, the powerful lamps gleaming
out far ahead through the darkness,
Blake and Dighy were silent, too.
They tried at first to cheer up their com-
panion  with hopeful words; but it was
useless.  Arthur veplied, only in mono-

syllables, and at Inst the two juniors ceased

their good-natured attempls.

The swell of 8t. Jim's wrinkled his brows
in troubled thought, Mis anxiety for his
father was keen, and always there was a
dread in his breast that something terrible
had bappened, and that he would never seo
him again.

If he were still living, where was he?
How could he have been spirited away from
his own home? If he had left the house
of his own accord, as the finding of his
hat in the field seemed to indieate, where
was ho now, and why had he not retuwrned?
If h: had been taken by force, then by
whom—and for what reason?  Arthur

-
-
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Augustus tried to puzzle out these questions
as the car rushed on at breathless speed.

Mile after mile flew under the racing
wheels, but the pace scemed slow to the
anxious junior,

Would he never be home?

Easthorpe at last—the village near East-
wood House—where the juniors were to
play the village team in a foothall mateh
during the holidays. Arthur Augustus was
nobt thinking much about football now.
Unless his father was found, his Christmas
holidays were not likely to he happy ones.
The ecar slacked down in the village strect.
Outside the Eastwood Arms, Mr., Boker,
the fat village constable, touched his helmet
to Arthur Augustus as the ear ran by, and,
worried as he was, Arthur Augustus did not
faii to raise his hat politely in acknowledg-
ment of the salute. Then on up the road
to lastwood House—a pause at the park
gates—and then up the drive, and Arthur
Augustus was home at last,

The swell of St. Jim’s jumped out of the
car,

A stout, impoesing, florid-complexioned
gentleman in whiskers came forward to
meet him as he alighted. It was the in-
estimable Pilkington, Upon Pilkington's
florid faco was a iocok of gravity and con-
cern. which matched his stately manner and
his respectable whiskers,

“Has anythin’ been heard yot1”
clamed Arthur Augustus hastily,

The butler shook his head.

“I am sorry to say not, Master Arthur,”
he said sadly. *“There has been no news.”

“The police—-"

“They are not here now, sir.”

“And nothin’—nothin’ has heen heard
—or discovered—nothin’® at all?”

“Not' yet, Master Avthur; but the detec-
tives have hopes of finding his lordship
soon,” said Pilkington, with respectful S¥II-
pathy. “Mr. Doddcr of Seotland Vard is
in charge of the case. He has heen here
soveral times, and I have taken the liberty,
sir, of offering him a room.”

“Quite wight, Pilkington,
bwothah been tald #*

“Lord Conway was informed by wire,
sir,” said Pilkington. “But Lady Tastwood
is not at present in sufficiently goad health
to be informed, and Lord Conway has
therefore not started for England.”

“All wight, Pilkington,” said  Arthur
Augustus wearily., “Have some wooms Fob

ex-

Has my

weady for my iwiends, will you—the othah
chaps are comin’ to-mowwow.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“Come in, deah boys!” said Arthur
Aungustus. “T was hopin® you'd come undah
wathali more cheewy cires., you know; this
it wathah wotten for you.”

“Don’t mench!” said Blake. “We'ro
here to make ourselves useful. We're going
to start on the hunt at once.” :

“Yes, rather!” said Dighy emphatically.

They were in the hall when they made
those remarks, Pilkington turned round
and glanced at them curiously.

But it was only for a second that the
stately Pilkington allowed so common a

feeling as curiosity to influence him, _Then
his face was wooden and expressionless
again,

“The Painted Room has been prepared
for you, Master Arthur,” he said.

“Good! The next two wooms will do
for my fwiends, then, as they join. Come
up with me, deah boys!” .

And the juniors went upstairs. 3

Pilkington turned on the elcetric light
in the Painted Room.

Ii was a large and handsome bed-room,
with a balcony that gave a view of Ilast.
weod Park in the davtime. The walls were
of pancilea osk, and the ceiling, which was
el wood, was painted in the Italian style,
with o bRe sky’and a scene from myth-
clogy. It was an old room, and its decora-
fion dated from the days of Charles II. In
the centre of the ceiling, amid the grouping
nymphs, a fat and jolly-looking Bacchus
reciined under clusters of ripe, purple
grapes—a figure more than life-size, with
lips that scemed fo grin, and eyes that
seemerd to wink over the enjoyment of tho
foaming goblet he held in hizs hand., Round
the figures and the grapo-vine was painted
the blue sky of Grecce, and it was from
that ceiling that the room derived its name.

“This is a jolly room, Gussy I’ said Blake,
glancing up at the painted eéiling, * You've
changed your quarters, Yon.weren't in
here the last time we came down.”

“No; why have yon changed my woom,
Pilkington "7 asked D'Arcy. “Why didn’t
you get my old auartahs weady for me?”?

“T am sorry, sir, but vour old room is
out of repair,” =aid Pilkingfon. “There
has been a fall of plaster from the eeiling,
and the ehimney is also out of ~rder. Under
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the cireumstances, sir, I had this room
prepared.”

“Yewy good, Pilkington; it's all wight.
This 15 guite an histowie chambah, deah
bhoys,” said Arthur Augustus, “The Lord
Pastwood. in the weign of George IIL
was found dead in this woeom, so they say,
killed by a sword-thwust, and the docr was
locked on the inside, and nobody kuew how
the othah chap got away. Of eourse, that's
all wot—unless he let himself down wiih
a wope fwom the baleony. Pway have
suppah pwepared, Pilkington!™

And the butler departed.

On cither side of the Painted Room were
doors communicating with the next apart-
ments, and those were the rooms Blake and
Digby were to oceupy; but the rooms were
not prepared for them yet, their arrival
with  Arthur Augustus that night being
unexpected.

It had ceeurred to Jack Blake that the
respeetable Pilkington was not overpleased
to sco their arrvival with Arthur Angustus;
perhaps not wishing to be bothered by
guests in the house during the peried of
anxiety that followed Lord Eastwood's dis-
appesrance, But as Pilkington’s wishes in
the matter were not of any censequence,
Blake did not allow that to frouble him.

Supper was ready for the juniors when
they came down, and both Blake and Digby
were ready for it.

Arthur Aungnstus had very little appetite;
indeed, he would not have caten at all had
not Jack Blake ordered him to do so, with

all tho autherity of the leader of Study)

No. 6 af- 8t. Jim's.

“You've got work before you, if we'ro
going to find your pater,” said Blake, “and
vow'voe got to cat. You know what Tatiy
Wynn says—lay a solid foundation.”

Arthur Augustus smiled faintly.

“1 fecl wathah upsect,” he explained.

“Vou'll feel still more upset if you don’t
cat,” gaid Blake. “Now, pile into that
chicken, end I'll wateh you.”

“1'd wathah not—"

“Under the present eireumstances, Gussy,
especially as your guest, I should be wvery
sorry to give you a thick ear,” said Blake.
“Put T shall cortainly give you ono if you
don’t start on that chicken al once.”

And Arthur grinned o little and started
on tha chicken.

It did him good, too, and a glass of wine!

after it brought the colour back to his,

cheeks.

Pilkington himsell waited wupon the
juniors, and he did it superbly. There was
no doubt that Lord Eastwood had a treasure
of a butler in Pilkington.

During supper the juniors asked him in-
cessant  questions concerning the amazing
disappearance of his master, and Pilkington
gavo them all the information that was
known,

Lord Fastwood bad stayed up writing in
the library. The rest of the household had
gone to bed. Pilkington understood that
his lordship had been busy with sdme papers
relating  to  the Anglo-South-American
Hyndicate, an enterprisc of which he was
a director. Papers relating to the syndi-
cate had been found on the library table
in the morning. His lordship had not gone
to bed.

His room had been found unoccupied, his
bed unslept in, by his valet in the morning.

But Pilkington had found g door open,
which had ecertainly been locked as usual
overnight, and so it was evident that Lord
Eastwood had left the house.

As he did not return, the household be-
came anxious for him, and when his hat was
found at some distance from Kastwood
Tounse, Pilkington called in the aid of the

106,

The local police discovered nothing, and
Mr. Dodder, a prominent detective from
Seotland Yard., eame down lo investigate.

Lord Eastwood's eldest son, Lord Conway,
was kept informed by telegram, and he gave
instructions for what was to be done.

That the ecarl had left the house of his
own accord seemed certain, for how could he
have been taken away by violence without
a sound being heard ?

Buat where he had gone since—what had!
become of him—was a mystery, |

His colleagues of the Anglo-South-Ameri-
can Syndicato were very anxious about him,
and from them, and from many other gen-
tlemen, Pilkington had received a whole
sheaf of telegrams of inquiry.

It scemed that the affairs of the syndicate,
required Lord Eastwood's presence urgently.

“And is there no theowy as to what has'
happened 1" asked Arthur Augustus, “ What
does Mr, Doddah think?”

“That he has net confided to me, sir,”.
said Pilkington, and if it had been possible
o suspeet the stately butler of sarcasm,)

Sy

%
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Blake could have sworn that there was a
sarcastie inflection in Pilkington’s voice.

But Arthur Angustus did not natice it. He
would never have dreamed of suspecting
Pilkington of impertinence,

“ But what do othah people think " asked
D'Arecy.

Pilkington coughed.

“There have been some unpleasant sug-
gestions, sir, by persons unacquainted with
his lordshiy’s character,” he admitted.

D'Arcy flushed.

* Whatevah do you mean, Pilkington 1%

“Please do not make me say any more,
sir. It would ke an impertinence cven to
repeat the unpleasant suggostions that have
been made. ™ {

“Tell me at once, Pilkington.”

* Ahem

“I am waitin’,” said Arthur Avgustus
sharply.

“1f you insist, sir—="?

“Yans, I do—pway get on, and don’t
waste time.”

“Ahem! Well, sir, it has been suggested
——1 hardly like to continue—"

“You are wastin' tune,"”

“Ahem! Well, sir, it has been whis-
pered—people will talc scandal, sir,” said
Pilkington apologeticaliy—* that—that——"

“That what?” demanded Arthur Angus-
tus, exasperated.

“That Lord Eastwood has disappeared of
his ewn accord, sir, and that he could return
if he wished  Of course, it is an infamous
suggestion, and I am sorry you have com-
pelled me to mention it, sir.”

“The wottahs!” said Arthur Augustus,
breathing hard through his nose.  *“The
uitah wottabs! But I only wish I could
think it was twue, and that the patah was
weally safe and sound all the ¢ime.”

“We're going to find him,” seid Blake
determinedly.

Pilkington’s eyes turned upon him,

“You, sir,” he eaid, and then added, at
onee.  “Pray cxense me, sir, for speaking.”

“That’s all right,” =aid Blake. "“We're
going to find him. Tem Merry and the rest
will be here to-morrow, and we'll simply
ransack the whele county for him, if
neccssary.”

“1 trust you will be successful, sir,” said
Pilkington respectfully.  “It would be very
E{aﬁ'fying to Mr. Dodder if you could assist

im,”

This time Blake felt cortain that the
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serious and solemn Pilkington was speaking
sarcastically, and he felt an inclination to
bestow his boot upon the stout and stately
person of tha butler,

He had ar uncomfortable focling that
Pilkington, under his solemn reserve, and
almost obsequious respect, was laughing at
him in his sleeve. Such a thougEt would
never have occurred to Arthur Augustus
’Arcy, who simply could mnever have
realised that a servant could be capable of
making fun. to himself, of his master, or
his master's friends. If Arthur Augustus
had had any experience of the servants’ hall
he would have been very much enlightened
on that point. :

“Let's begin,” said Blake abruptly,

“¥Yaas, wathah! You can go to bed
now, Pilkington, if you like,” said Arthur
Augustus. “We're goin’ to start lookin’ for
my patah.”

To-night, sir.™

“¥Yaas, at once.”

“Perhaps T can be of some assistance,
Master Arthur,” Pilkingten soggested re-
spectfully.  *“If yon will allow me to help,
it will be very gratifying to me.”

“Vewy good,” said D'Arcy. “Come on,
deah boys! We will go to the libwawy
first, and begin at the beginning.”

And the juniors roso from the supper-
table to begin their quest.

CHAPTER 6.
In the Bead ef Night!
ILKINGTON led the way to ihe
library.
Lixactly what they were going to
do, or how they were going to do it,
the chums of 8t. Jin's did not know.

But one thing was certain. They could
not rest until they had made an attempt, at
least, to penctrate the mystery of the disap-
pearance of Lord Kastwood.

The discovery that idle tongues were gos-
siping about his father’s disappearance made
Arthur Augustus keeper than ever.

The houschold were all in bed at that
Iate heur, with the exception of the butler
and D'Arcy and his guests.

How to begin the quest they did not
know. As IYArcy said, they had to be
guided by “ecires,” Arthur  Augustus
prided himself a little on his abilities as an
amateur detective, and he had a vague hope
of finding a clue of some sort.
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The library was a vast apartment, book-
lined from floor lo ceiling, and where there
were no books, the walls were of panclled
onk, that gleamed in the clectric light.

Pilkington stood in an altitude of respeet-
ful attention while the juniors began to
search for clues.

“Undah such ecires, Sherlock Holmes
genewally finds the ash of a cigawette, or
somethin',” said Arthur Augustus hopefully.

“H'm!" said Blake.

No such elue was discovered in the library,

After ten minutes of looking about thom
and pondering, the juniors had to admit
that nothing was to be discovered there.

In spite of themselves, they were grow-
in%‘ dizcouraged.

ord Fastweod seemed to have vanished
without leaving a trace behind, and with-
out a clue to follow. How could they hope
to discover what had boecome of him?

“By tne way, what was that Wuggles
was sayin' about the ghost?” Arthur
Augustus exclaimed suddenly,  “Tell us
abont that, Pilkington.”

The butler allowed himself a slight smile.

“It was somo nonscnse, sir, of Henry's,”

“Who's Henry?"” asked Blake.

“The secend footman, sir.”

“Good! Go en. What did Henry sen?”

“I am afrait he saw nething, sir, but
he fancied he did. It was the night after
his lordship's disappearance, sir, and it
secms that Henry was uncasy, and came
down to ascertain that all the deors and
windows were locked,  He asserts that he
saw a dark figure in this room, that passed
so closp to him that he felt it breathe; but
as he turned on the electrie light, it van-
ished.”

“That sounds like wot,” said I)'Arey.

“I fear so. Henry's nerves musk have
been disturbed by the strange disappear-
ance of his lordship.”

“IL will speak to Henwy in the mornin'.
8o it was in this woom that he fancied he
saw the ghost?”

“Yes, sir.”

“No trace of him left,” said Dighy.
“Let's see the deor that was found open.
There might be finger-prints or something.
They find out lots of things at Scotland
Yard through finger-prints and things.”
“Yaas, como on.”

Pilkington led the way again, They
passed from the library into the picture-
gallery, where fine old paintings glimmered
from the walls, and the faces of a hundred
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dead and gone D'Arey's looked down upuw
their descendant,

At the end of the picture-gallery was a
door giving on a balcony, where there were
steps to the terrace.

“This door wus found unfastened, siv,”
said Pilkington. “His lordship must have
left the house this way, as most convenient
at the time."”

The three juniors examined the door at-
tentively.  Pilkington stood with an ex-
pressionless face while they did so. Hoe
sepmoed fo have no desire then but te be re-
speetfully useful, and yet Blake was certain
that he was seceretly regarding the whole
proccedings as a foolish fancy of boyish
minds.

And, indeed, if Pilkington locked at it
in that light, it was not without some
reason, Blake had to confess.  What could
they hope to discover, where a Scotland
Yard detective had failed to find any clue?

Certainly they found nothing here. Arthur
Augustus looked doubtfully at his chums.

“You fellows gettin’® sleepy ?” he asked.

“No fear!” said Digby manfully, stifling
& yawn.

“We're going to sce this through,
Blake.

“Wight-ho! Then we'll get a lantern,
and go to the place where my patah’s hat
was found, Is it fah fwom heah, Pilking-
ton?"

“About a mile, sir.”

“You fellows willin' 7"

”

said

“Yes, rather,” said Blake; and Digby
nodded assent.,
“Ahem! It is considerably past mid-

night, sir," hinted Pilkington, *“Perhaps
in the morning. Master Arthur—"

“You can go to bed if you like, Pilking-
ton.  Just tell us where——"

“Not at all, sir. I was not thinking of
myself,” said Pilkington in a grieved tone.
“T was thinking of your health, sir, I
should be very pleased and gratified, sir,
to have the honour of guiding you to the
apot.”

“Then get a lantern, please.”™

“At onee, Master Arthur.”

Pilkington departed, and returned in a
few minutes with a lighted lantern.  Then
the four left thke piciure-gallery, and
descended the stone steps to the terrace,
and the butler led the way ncross the
mrounds, They quitted the park, and
followed tha eourss of the river beyoud,
along the towing-path by the frozen stream,
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Pilkington, holding the lantern with the
light gleaming out hefore him, turned from
the river into a feld.

Under a group of irosty, leafless willows,
he stopped.

“It was here, sir,” he said.

Arthur Augustus drow a deep breath of
relief,

“Then it was some distance fwom the
wivah 1" he said
“Certainly, sir,”

o '};hun——thou—--it is  imposs,

“The river was frozon, _sir, and the ice
was unbroken,” said FPilkington. “It was
quife impossible that his lordship could
have fallen into the river, sir.”

“But. what on earth ecould he have
wanled in this lorely field?” said Blake,
L:uzzled. “T mean, if he came here of
is own accord.’

Pilkington cougtied.

“Have you any ideah ahout it, Pilking-
ton I asked D’Arcy sharply,

*None, sir *

“You were thinkin’ somethin’—what was
it?

“Ahem! The gossip T mentioned, sir.
There is a 10ond on the otlfer side of this
field, and tne traces of a motorear were
found there I am quite sure that it was
a motor-car with which his lordship had no
connection whatever; but you know how
idle tongues will gossip, sir.”

Arthur Augustus compressed his lips.

He understeod that everything pointed to
o voluntary disappearance on the part of
Lord Eastwood Across the field was a
short cut to a lonely road, where a motor-
car might have been in wailing.

“Bai Jove, there are footpwints!” said
Arthur Augusius suddenly, scanning the
ground in the light of the laniern.

“Yes, sir; nearly all the villagers Have
been here out of curiesify,” said Pilkington
gravely,

Moh :’l

There was ev'dently nothing to be done.

“Let us weturn deah boys,” said D’Arey

heavily,
And they walked back through the dark
locked

ight to Eastwood House.
Yitkington  earefully closed and
the door of the picture-gallery, and put
ottt the lantern. :
“The  young gentlemen's
been * prepared, sir,” he said
“¥aas: I suppose we'd bettah go “to

that—that

rooms have

bed, deah boys; there’s nothin® more to be
done to-night.”

And the juniors went upstairs.

Bright hres were burning in the wide,
old-fashioned grates in the three adjoining
rootns. Arthur Augusius threw himself
into an armchair before his fire.

“ Not going to bed$” asked Blake,

“I—1 don't feel sleepy, wealiy,” said
Arthur Augustus. “You chaps go to bed.
and Ull turn in as soon as {‘ think I can
sleep.”

" Better turn in  urged Dig.

But D'Arey shook his head.

“We'll sit up with you,” said Blake.

“Wats!  Ii’s fwightfully late now, and
we've got to be up early in the mornin’ to
start again. 1 shall be all wight. Good-
night, desh boys. v

And Blake and Digby. who were very
tired and sleepy, went to bed. .

The doors on either side-of the Painted
Room closed upan them. and Arthur
Augustus IYArcy was left alone.

The swell of 8. Jim’s sat before the fire,
watching the leaping flames among the
iogs, and thinking.

What had become of his father?

That was the question that hammered in
his bLrain, and lrove away all thought of
sleep. He was tived, and heavy, but he
coit'd not sleep.

The heuse was still and silent.

It was past ore o'clock, and still Arthur
Augustus sat in the deep, old chair, watch-
ing the dying embers,

The room was brilliantly-illuminated by
the electric light the old panelled walls
glimmered and gieamed in it.  Arthur
Augustus’ gaze wandered to the painted
ceiiing, and he idly watched the graceful
forms of the nymphs delincated there, and
the jolly face of Bacchus, crowned with
vine-leaves,,

The face of the god of wine scomed to
grin” at him aihd fne eyes to watch him
with a derisive smile. ~ Suddenly Arthur
Augusius gave a violent start. It secemed
to him that the painted cyes of the
Bacchus had actually moved—that they
were actually tiving, and were watching
him.

“Bai Jove, I suppose I'm getiin® vewy
dweamy ! he murmured. " %

He watched® the painted figure in o

fascinated ‘way.
Was it imagination? .

' Could an’ eye painted by human ..
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gleam at
him?

A shudder ran through D'Arey's limbs.

The stillness of the house was oppressive.
He wished that Blake and Digby had
been with him still.  What was the malter
with him—wns he half-asleep and dreaming,
or—or what was it? With a tremor run-
ning through him, and a cold sweat hreak-
ing out on his forchead, D'Arcy, reclining
i the deep chair, gazed upward at the
painted ceiling—pgazed at the painted eye
that was watching him, and suddenly he
sprang to his feet with a ery.

kim in that manner—walching

“It i3 alive! It is alivel Good
heavens 4
The light suddenly went out, and the
room was ‘plunged into darkness.
GI’H\P_TEH T
Missing!
LAKE sat up in bed and yawned,
B The clear, wintry sunlight was
streaming in at the windows of bis

roon.

It was moraing—a cold, eclear winter
morning There was frost on the win
dows, and outside the trees were powdered
with white,
© “My hat, it's late ' Blake exclaimed.

He looked at his “a.tch.

“Ten o'clock:  Great Scott!”

He jumped out of ped.

The juniors had intended to rise very
carly that momlng to recommence the
search for the missing earl. But they had

gone to bed so .ate and tired that it was not
F-urpnamg they bad slept late in the morn-
(ing, D'Arcy hea given Pilkington instrue
tions to knock at his door at seven o'clock,
and he had intended to eall his chums. But
apparently sleep ‘had ealmed bhim.

Blake, sllivoring in his pyjamas, ran to
ihe ecommunicat.ng door, and epencd it
He half-expected to see Arthur Avcustus
asleep in the chair before the flcplnl(_‘l., but
the chair was empty..

“Gussy, old man, wake up!1”

But the bed wsas cmpty‘

Blake whistled.

“The young ses; He's gone out without
zalling me. I wonder whether Dig's apt”

Ho went inte Dig's room. Digby was
fast asleap in bed sleeping the slecp of the
just. Blake awok him by the simple pro
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cess of jerking off the bedelothes.
gasped, and awakened immediately,

“Groo! 1 say, "tain't rising-bell !

“¥You're not in the Fourth Form dorm.
now, fathead!™” said Blake. * Wake up!
It's past ten o'clock, and Gussy has gone
out without us.”

“QOw!” said Dig, rubbing his eyes. "All
serene. . Touch that bell for me.’

“Where is Master D'Arey 1" Blake asked
the servant who broaght the hot waler;
but the man did not know. .

The juniors hurried through their toilet,
and went downstairs. They were boih a
little anxious about 1¥Arcy. Their chum
had been so disturbed the previous night,
and go unlike his usual calm self, that they
did not’ like h's getting out of their sight
like this.

“Just like Gussy to let us have our
snooze out, but I wish he had called uns”
said Blake. “He will be getting into some
tronble if we don't look after him.”

“Blz,sscd if I know where he can have
gone to,” said Dighy. “He must havo
slept in his clothes last night, a thing he's
never done before, you bet, Poor old
Gussy mmust have been awfully upset to
sleep in his clothes.™

Pilliington, grave and urbanc as uanal,
bade the juniors a respeetfnl good-morning
in the breakfast-rcom

* Where's Master D' Arcy 1" Blal\e atkud

“He has not come down yet, sir.’

Blake jumped.

“Not come down!

“No, sir. I knockcd atb his door at seven
olelock this morning, as he desired; but as
he did not reply, 1 econcluded that he did
not wish to rise, He retired at a very late
hour last’ night, sir, as you are aware,”
added Pilkington, with a respectful smile,

The juniors stared at him., .

“Do you think I’Arey is still
room, then?” exclaimed Blake,

Pi]kmgton looked surprised

“* Why, certamly. sir,”

“But he isn't!” exclaimed Bluke ex-
citedly. .~ “His bed hasn't been slopt in.
He didn’t go to bed last night at all.”

“*Good gracious, sir!” said Pilkington,

“I thought he had slept in the chair, and
gone out early this morning. and not come
in,” said Blake.

*“I suppose he must have done so. if he
iz not in his room, sir,” said Pilkington.

*But it is certainly very odd, for I do
not think he has been seen downstairs.

Digby

in his
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‘Perhaps I had better question the servants,

gir, "

“ Please do,” said Blake.

The two juniors sat down to breakflast,
while Pilkington went away to make in-
quiries for Arthur Aungustus,

Blake and Digby were very uneasy.

It scemed hardly possible that anything
had happened 4o D'Arcy. Yet—

Of course, he must be about the house or
the pgrounds somewhere, they reasoned.
But after the mysterious disappearance of
Lord Eastwood, D’Arey's vanishing in this
way made them feel very disquicted,

Lxcellent as the fare was on the break-
fast-table, the twe juniors did not enjoy
it. They were too worfied. They had
nearly finished their breakfast when Pil-
kington came back, looking graver than
ever.

*1t is extraordinary!” he said.

“Where 1s he?”

“No one has seen Master D'Arcy this
morning, sir. I have asked all the ser-
vants, and also the gardeners, and every-
body about the Liouse, but he has not been
seen.  Is it not curious that he should go
out in this way without leaving a word?
I presume he 1s searching for some trace
of his lordship.” ;

Blake felt his heart sink.

“Something's happened to him,” he said,
with conviction. “He wouldn't go off like
that without leaving a word, or telling us.
It's impossible.”

“Bomething's happened,” repeated Dighy.

“I have ordered the servants to look for
Master D'Arcy, and have also spoken to
the head-keeper,” said Pilkington. * Per-
haps he may bhe found further from the
house. I think he had some intention of
revisiting the field where his lordship’s hat
was found.”

“We'll look there first,” said Blake.

“Come on!” exclaimed Dig, jumping up
from the table. and leaving his rashers and
eggs unfinished. *I know something’s hap-
pened. ™

M ¥ou can find the place, young gentle-
men ?"” asked the butler,

“Well, no,” said Blake, *I don't know
the way. Get somebody to show us.”

AT will have that pleasure myself, sir.”

“Come on, then.”

In a quarter of an hour they were in
the field they had scanned -the previous
night. But there was no sign of Arthur
Augustus D" Arcy.

swell of 8t Jim's,
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It was possible that the swell of St
Jim's was among the willows, examining
the ground for tracks. They knew he had
great faith in his powers as a Boy Scout.

But Blake and Dighy searched through
the frosty ‘trees, and they did not find the
But Dig uttered a
sudden exclamation, and stooped and
picked up something from the ground.

It was a handkerchief, marked with
D'Arcy’s monogram in the corner.

“That's Gussy's!” exclaimed Dig.

“Might have dropped it here last night,”

 muttered Blake. But even as he spoke ho

shook his head. He knew that D'Arcy had
not been on that precise spot while scanning
the ground the night before,

“He's been here since,” said Dig.

“Then where is he?"”

There was no sign of him. They
searched along the river, and through the
fields and the park, anxiously calling to
their chum, Pilkington, looking very dis-
turbed and anxious, left them, and re-
turned to the house. It was possible that
Arthur Augustus had some reason for his
sudden departure, and would return. But,
under the circumstances, Pilkington de- -
clared that he had better telephene to the
police in Kasthorpe, and the juniors fully
agreed with him.

All through the morning the search for
the swell of St. Jim's went on.

The local police from Easthorpe, the
gamekeepers, and others jomed in tho
search, and about lunch-time Mr. Dodder
of Scotland ¥Yard arrived.

But the search was in vain,

Blake and Dighby, tired out, and almost
haggard with anxiety, gave up the search
at last. There was no doubt about it—
Arthur Augustus had mysteriously disap-
peared, even as his father had disappeareg.
The same mysterious fate had fallen upon
both father and son. Pilkington wired to
Lord Conway at Cannes, and Blake deter-
mined to send a wire to Tom Merry at St.
Jim's He felt a keen desive to have his
chums with him now. D’Arey must be
found, and the more there was to help in
the search the better. Blake wrote out a
telegram, and. asked Pilkington to send it
to the post-office.

The butler took the form, and hesitated.

“Pardon me, Master Blake,” he said re-
spectfully. * Under the circumstances, is it
desirable for a number of schoolboys to
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como here? Pray exeuse my making the
suggesiion, but really——"

Biake stared at him. He did not like
Pilkington, and he did not intend to Le
interfered with.

“You shouldn’t have looked at my tele-
gram.” he said brusquely.

The butler made a deprecating gesture.

“Pray excuse me. sir. I really could not
elp seeing it as you handed it to me.
If I may venture to suggest——>

“You mayn't,” said Blake curtly. I
want the fellows to come, and as quickly
as possible.”

A slightly obstinate look came over Pil-
kington's face.

“Jxcuse me. sir,” he said  smoothly.
“But by Lord Conway's orders, I am in
charge of the house during my master’s
absence, ) fear that the presence of a
number of young boys holiday-making in
the house would be inconvenient at such a
time, as well as—if T may be allowed to
zay =o-somewhat unseemly.™

Blake flushed with anger.

“Deo you think we shall feel much in-
clined for holiday-making ¥ he broke out.
“ We're going to look for D' Arey, and find

bim.”
“1

think, under the eircumstances, it
waould be better not to” said Pilkington
firmly. “1I beg to repeat that I have Lord
Conway’s authority for taking the head
of affairs here. 1 was even abont to sug-
gest that perbaps you two voung gentlemen
might prefer to return to your school, or
to your hoines, until this matter is eleared
b ¥

Blake bi* his lip hard.

He was greatly inclined to plant an angiy
“st upon Pilkington's ample waisteoat, but
he restrained himself. The man was acting
within his rights, even it he was making
himself unpleasant+ and it was ecasy, toe,
to undorstand that the staid and solemn
butler would have been giad net to have
the houze crowded with schoolboys, under
the present distressing eirénmstances Blake
and -Dig were there as D'Arey's guosts
Rut D'Arey was gone now. I Pilkington.
ns he slated. and as was doubtless carrect.
ways placsd” in charge of affairs by Lard
“onwav ne certainly had the right and
the power to cxelude the Christmas pariy,
unless srmie member of the D'Ares family
=ame on ‘the scene,
r\_‘\lt_u'f ar that thought, Blake remembered
|3
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Lord Tastwood was gone, his eldest son
was at Cannes, with Lady Eastwood, and
now Arthur Augustus had disap}:cnmd. But
Wally, though only a fag in the Third Form
at St. Jim's, was_a person of importanco
at Fastwood Heuse in the absence of all
his rclatives. Wally would scon put this
cheelky builer in his place, and Wally was
just tho person to do it.

Blake's troubled and thoughtful silence
lasted some minutes. Pilkington was the
first to speak. Digby was looking on help-
lessly.

“At what hour shall I order the ear for
you, Master Blake?"” he asked.

“You needn't ogder it at all,” said Blake.
“I'm not going. And to-day, too, Miss
Cleveland will be here.”

“Y¥Yes, Gussy said Cousin Fthel and her
aunt were caming here to-day,” eaid Digby.

Pilkington remained impassive,

"1 have elready wired to Miss Cleveland
that, under the cireumstunces, it would
be as well to delay her arrival,” he <aid
calmly.

“What!” ejaculated Dig.

“It seems to me that you are taking a
jolly lot on yourself, Pilkington!” said
Blake hotly. *De yeu understand that we
are here as your master’s guests?”

“Quite so, sir—quite so. And I am
gricved if you think that I bave exceeded
my duty,” said Pilkington. "I hope I shall
be abile to explain satisfactorily to Lord
Conway on his return, if you should feel
compelled to complain of my conduct,
which T trust will not be the case.”

“ When ts Lord Conway coming?" asked
Blake abruptly.

“At present his lordship is unable to
leave Lady Eastwood,. as bher ladychip is
far from enjoying good health,” said Pil-
kington. *The é:ntc of his lordship’s re-
turn is oneertain.”

Dlake set his tecth.

“Well, we're not gning. and our friends
are coming,” he said. “So you can put
that in vour pipe and smoke it. Mr. Cheeky
Butler! Co and eat coke!”

And Blake marched out of the rcom in-
dignantly, followed by Dig, leaving Pil-
kington looking considerably. annoyed, The
two jumors left the lhouse, Blake leading
the way ' i

*“Where ‘are we going?" asked Dig, as
he followed his chum.

“ Pnst-office.” said Blake shorily.




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

“You're going to send that wire your-
self 7

a“ YES."

“But 1—I say. Can they come, if that
fat chap is really in aunthority in the
house?” said Dig, hesitating. ™ We don’t
want to—to run another man's house for
him, you know. Lord Rastwood mightn’t
like our disregarding his butler. And

”

“I know. DBut I'm not going till
Gussy's found, Pilkington's a fat old fool,
and he doesn’t like boys about the place,
that's all. I believe he's glad of an excusoe
fo get rid of us. Only he's jolly well not
going to get rid of us so easily, And this
afternoon there'll be a crowd of us to
worry him, too!" added Blake, with satis-
faction. >

And ten minutes later the telegram was
despatched. And then the juniors walked
back to Eastwood House, regardless of all
the Pilkingtons in oxistence.

i

CHAPTER 8.
The Plot Thickens!

OM MERRY & CO. camo out of the

l dining-room in the School House.

They
subdued.

Arthur Augustus had promised to send
them a telegram to tell tYm-m how he was
getting on at home, but the telegram had
not arrived yet,

Figgins & Co. joined them in the gquad-
rangle, looking very grave, too.

““Any news yet " asked Figgins,

“No!” said Tom.

“Time Gussy wired,” Kerr remarked. “I
wish the Head had let us go with him yester-
day. Still, we break up to-morrow morning."”

“Wire may be coming now,” said Kan-
garoo. “Let's get down to the gates and
look for the post-office kid.”

They strolled down to the school gates.
It was close upon timo for afternoon lesson
when the telegraph-boy eame in sight. He
knew Tom Merry, and as he raw the captain
of the Shell he took a telegram out of his
swvallet.

“'This is for you, Master Merry,” ho said.

“Thanks! News at last, you fellows!”

The juniors gathered ronund eagerly. Tom
Merry opened the telegram, and they all
read it together.

were looking  unusually
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Then there was a general shout of con-
sternation. TFor the telegram ran:

*Gussy disappeared last night. No trace.
Come down at once, and bring Wally.
Butler cutting up rusty, so Wally must come.
Urgent.—BLaAkE."’

“Gussy disappeared!™ ejaculaled Figgins.
“Well, this is getting thick!”

“(Gussy, too!™

“What on earth does it mean "

“It can’t be a joke,”" said Tom Merry,
staring blankly at the telegram. * Blake
wouldn’t play such & joke as that. But how
on earth can Gussy have disappeared "

“It simply puts the lid on,” =aid Kan-
garoo. ‘“Anyway, one thing’s cortain—we'vo
got to go, and at once!”

“Yes, rather!”

. “Queer, that about the butler cutting up
rusty,”” said Kerr thoughtfully. “I suppese
that's why Blake wants Wally, to keep him
in order!"

“Let's find Wally ™,

Wally was found on the football-ground,
showing Jameson and Curly Gibszon and
Trayne of the Third what kicking for goal
was really like when it was well done. He
looked considerably mudidy,

“Wally ! called out Tom Merry.

D’Avey minor came un at once, as he saw
the telegram in the Shell fellow's hand. He
was anxions for news from home,

“Wira from Gussy " he asked.

“No: read it!”’

Wally read the telegram, and gave a long
whistle.

“Well. that beats it!" he ejaculated.
“That fairly beats the hband! What on earth
has become of Gussy ?"

“Come with us to the Head,” said Tom
Merry. “We've got to gmet leave to-day,
instend of to-morrow, and you've got fo
come, "

“What-ho!” said Wally. “I'll jollv =oon
put old Pilkington in his place, if he's
making things unpleasant. Ho's a solemn
old codger, you know, and he don't like
boys—never was a boy himsell, T belicvo
I never liked him. He comnlained to the
pater onee about Pongo pritine into tha
musie-room and chewing up the music—poor
old Ponga! TI'll gt same of this mud off,
and we'll po to the Head!”

Tho juniors lost no time in presenting
themselves in the Head's study.

Dr. Holmes looked at them inguiringly.
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“If you please, sir, we want to leave
ta-day, instead of to-morrow,” began Tom

Merry. “We are wanted at Iastwood
House, sir!”
“Ahem!” said the Head.

“Something's happened to D'Arcy, sir—
he can't be found,” said Monty Lowthor.

“And we want to help look for him,” said
Kangaroo,

Dy Holmes nodded.

“Very well, my boys; under those circum-

stances, yon may leave by the afternoen
train,”’ he said. “You may go now and
pack.”

; i}’l‘hank you, sir!’’ said Tom Merry joy-
ully.

And the juniors hurried away to pack.

“I'm going. to take Towser,” Herrics
announeced, when they came down in caps
and coats, ready for the journey. “We
shall need him to look for Gussy.”

“Well, keep him away from Pongo, that's
all1” said Wally, with a grunt. “Bring the
beast if you like. Neot that he could track
out anything that wasn’t eatable.”

Wally took leave of his friends. TFrayno
and Curly were going home with Jameson
on the morrow. The juniors started for the
station, Pongo and Towser glaring and
sniffing st one another en route. Towser
and Pongo were not good friends,

But Tom Merry & Co. paid no heed to
their canine friends, for their thoughts were
centred on Arvthur Augostus D’Arey, and
what had happenad to their elegant chum.

And as the Sf. Jim’s juniors tramped
throngh the crigp white snow they did not
obzerve a number of grinning faces that
peered out at them over the thick, high
hedge that bordered the road. Had they
done s=o, things might have panned out
differently. As it wasz, Gordon Gay & Co.,
lining the hedge, looked upon the unwary
approach of their old rivals in high glee.

The Grammarians and the 8t. Jim's
juniors wero always at war—a friendly war
that consisted of rags and japes throughout
each term, the honours of which were about
equally divided.

It looked now as if Gorden Gay & Co.
had & spleadid oppertunity of winding up
the term with a win in their favour,

Gordon Cay, the leader of the Gram-
marians, ran his eye over Tom Merry &

Co. as, all unsuspecting, they tramped
towards the spot where their rivals lay
coteonled,

HOUSE MYSTERY!

“Seven of them,” said Cordon Cay to his
chums, “and that checky fag D'Arey minor
is with em.’

“Good!” chuckled Frank Wootton. “ We'll
give it to the swankers hot and sirong1”

“What-ho " said Monk, with a grin.

“How's the ammunition ¥ inquired Gay.

“Stacks of it!” chuckled Carboy.

“Fnough for those St. Jim’s asses, and
chanee it!” said Frank Wootton.

Ciordon Gay looked on approvingly as his
followers swiftly moulded snowballs and
placed them on the growing pile which was
apparently the ammunition dump.

There was a surprise in store for Tom
Merry & Co.

Gordon Gay peeped through a gap in the
hedge, and placed his fingers on his lips.

“*3'sh 1 he whispered.

The Grammarians immediately
silent. ]

“When I say three, let 'em have it!™ was
Gordon Gay’s next whisper.

The Grammar School juniors grahbed
snowballs from the ammunition dump. and
waited for the signal. They outnumbered
the 8t. Jim’s juniors by two to one, and it
was certain that these heavy odds would tell
in the skirmish that was bound to follow.

Tom Merry & Co. could be heard now, as
their feet erunched through the erisp snow.

“Stoady "’ whispered Gordon Gay to his
followers. “ One—two—threc!”

Whiz! Squelch! Wallopt

Immodiately the air became thick with
flying snowballs, and startled yells arose as
each bullet found a billet,

“Yaroooep!™

Squelch!

“Cirooough!™

Whiz!

Tom Merry & Co. were naturally iaken ny
surprise. Thoy staggered and gasped under
that terrific hombardment.

“Let 'em have it!"' reared Cordon Cay.
“They look as if they could do with a
wash1”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

Whiz!

a‘nvxrﬁ“,ppl

allap!

“ Qroooough 1”?

Squelch!

“Oh, erikey ! CGroooooh 1*

Tam Merry & Ca. hardly knew whether
they were on their heads or their heels.
Snowballs were bursting over them in an

wera
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avalanche. The attack had been so uftterly
unlocked for that they had hardly recovered
from their first surprize,

“Yowp!” gasped Tom Merry, gouging
the snow from his eyes. “You silly asses,
woe— Owl”

The ecaptain of the Shell's remarks were
cut short as Gordon CGay, with unerring
aim, ecaught him full in the mouth with a
particularly large snowball. A lot of the

snow found its way into Tom Merry's
mouth, and he gasped and gurgled
inccherently. :

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Grammarians.

“This is where we smile!” yelled Gordon
Gay.

“You rotters!"”” gasped Figgins, clawing
snow from his face and the back of his neck.
“Why, we'll slanghter you——  Oh,
ernmbs!™

Figging' flow of eloguenco was ent short as
Frank Wootton found thoe bull’s-eye, the
bull’s-cye being George Figginsg' nose!

“Run for it!” panted Kerr, who had
received a liberal supply of the ammunition
over his face and persen. “It's no good
sticking here, The rotters have got stacks
of gnowballs already made.”

“(roocoough!” spluttered Fatty Wynn,
“Tho rotters are— Yowp!"'

The New House junior had no intention
of saying that, but three snowhalls landed
almost simultaneously on' his plump face,
and talking in those circumstances was a
malter of great difficulty.

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!

Again Gordon Cay urged his followers to
give their old rivals another bombardment,
and it looked for all the world as if Tom
Merry & Co. wonld ba completely put to
vout as the snowballs fell thick and heavy
in their midst.

Put Pongo came to the rescue,

His master had, with the usual dash and
recklessness characteristic of the Third Form
at S8t Jim's, tried to storm the Gram-
marians’ ammunition dump. His advance
had received a vigorous check, for three of
the Grammarian juniors were putting up a
barrage, in the face of which it was almost
impossible to continue. But in the excite-
ment Pongo was forgotten.

With a growl, ho dashed in front of Wally
D’Avey and leaped through the hedge.
Next moment the barrage that had been
directed at Wally D’Arcy coased as if by
magie, and a chorus of yells, freely inter-
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mingled with the growling of a dog, rent

the frosty air,

“Keep that Dblessed dog off!” roared
Tallboy, *‘Oh, crikey, he's torn my bags!”

Pongo evidently was doing great exeeu-
tion, and Wally's face lit up as ho heard
the commotion his beloved mongrel was
creating

“(o for 'em, Pongo!” ho yelled.

Fongo, in his playiul way, was going for
’em. But the Grammarians did not scem to
appreciate Pongo’s playfulness.  True, ha
had only nipped the trousers of three Gram-
marians, but his teeth had been uncomfort-
ably close to their calves: and, what was
more, various portions of trouser had been
left behind in g:)rngn’a possession when the
owners of tho respective calves had jerked
their Tegs away and fled.

Pongo's intervention certainly gave Tom:
Merry & Co. the respite they needed,

“ (ot together, chaps,” yelled Tom Merry
breathlessly, “and storm the rotters!"

The St. Jim’s juniors, leaving their hags
where they had fallen at the first moment
of the attack, grabbed up handfuls of snow
and rushed to the hedge. DBut Pongo hail
done all the storming on his own.

When Tom Merry & Co. burst throuzh

the hedge they found Pongo in full
possession of the ammunition dump, the
CGrammarians having retreated about ten

yards from their original ambush.

“Tt’s our turn now!"” roared Tom Merry,
and he took aim with his snowball.

The rest of the 8t. Jim’s party did the
same., Next minute seven snowbnlla had
landed on seven Grammarians, and Cordon
Gay & Co. in turn enjoyed the experience
of snow Dbursting over their collars and
trickling down their necks, ;

“8tand torether!” rcared Gordon Gay.
“ And Whooaoooop!”?

Tom Merry had snatched up a snowhball
from the pile by the hedge, and his aim was
good. It cmlgit the leader of the Gram-
marians fairly in the mouth, and Gordon
Gay's remarks ended in a yell and a
gurgle.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tiggins. “How do
vou like your own medicine, vou Grammar
School rotters? Here's one for your boko.
Wootton?

Whiz!

“Yaroocoooh!” gasped Woolton as a
snowball landed on his rather prominent
nose. s
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“Co for em!” hooted Gordon Gay, try-
ing to rally his followers. “Rush tho cadsi”

But the Grammarians did not obey that
order. Pongo was still in the ofling, so to
speak, and Pongo had heen joined by
Towser. DBoth the dogs were barking
sbrilly.  What the Grammarians did do,
however, was to snatch up handfuls of snow
and make an attempt to drive the St. Jim's
juniors off at long distance range. But now
the adds were in favour of Tom Merry &
Co. While the Grammarians were making
their snowballs the St. Jim's juniors were
snatching them up from the dump and loos-
ing them off at the rate of one every two
scconds, and all of the St Jim's juniors
were excellent marksmon,

Gordon Gay & Co, fairly wilted under that
terrific and suscained bembardment.

“Btick it, chaps!™ said Tom Merry, wilh
a grin,

“What-ho!"

“8t. Jim's for ever!”

“Hurrah!”

Under that fierce onslaught, gome of ihe
weaker vesiels in the Grammarian contin-
gent broke and fled. In their opinion,
enough was as good as a feast.  And at sight
of the break in the ranks Tem Meiry & Co.,
redoubled their efforts.

Snowballs whizzed amongst the Gram-
marians in a shower. Half blinded, Gordon
Gay's followers hegan to  retreat. Tom
Merry & Co., with iheir arms full of
ammunition, followed them up.

“ 8ot Pongo after them!” panted Monty
Lowther, “He'll complele the rout. Wa
can’t afford to miss our train, and ance this
pilo of ammunition gives out we're done!”

“Good egg!” chuckled Wally, “At ’em,
Pongo 1"

With a shrill bark, Pongo leaped after the
retreating Grammarians, and, nob to be
ouldone, Towser joined in the chase. In a
conple of minutes the Grammarians were in
full yotreat. What had promised to bo an
excellent ambush and a trinmph for Gordon
Gay & Co. had ended in an inglorious
defeat. :

Gordon Gay and Frank Wootton tried fo
rally their followers for a final effort. But
their yells fell on deaf ears, and, with snow-
balls bursiing about them at every fow
scconds, Gordon Gay and Wootton were
perforee obliged to follow the example of
their faithless followers, for to linger behing

) .

HOUSE MYSTERY!

now meant capture and further humiliation
at the hands of the 2t Jim's juniors,

“Yah!” roared Wally D’Arcy after the
retreating Grammarians. “Who's top dog
now 1"’

56 Jim’s1” yelled Tom Merry & Co.

“And Pongo!” said Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, hai?

Tom Merry called a halt at last. There
was nothing fo be gained by continuing the
chase. Besides, there was a train to bhe
caught, and a glance at his watch told Tom
that the party would have to hurry if they
were to cateh it. ”

“Pack it up, you chaps,” he said breath-
lessly, ““and let’s got back,”

“Cood egg!” '

“Call off that tripehound of yours, Wally,”
said Figgins. .

Wally D'Arcy flashed an indignant faca
at the New House junior.

“Nuot so much of the tripehound, Blake !
he said belligerently. “Pongo’s a thumping
good dog, with a jolly sight more sense than
gsomo fellows I know in the New Housze,
anyway."

“Why, you cheeky fag——" hegan Figgins
wrathfully.

Tom Merry intervened.

“Peace, my infants!” he said, with a
smile, “Haven't you chaps had enough
ragging? Let’s got back!”

Figging swallowed his wrath, and Wally
D'Arey sent a shrill whistle after his dog.
In a moment or two Pongo was trotting
baclk to his mastor, and Towser, doubtless
feeling a trifle lonely on his own, did like-
wise, ¥

Then the St. Jim's party gathered up theip
bags and set off at a run for the station.
They reached it with five minutes to spare, |
and in fthat fve minutes Tom Moy sent
off 2 telegram to Blake.

The local train fussed into the station, and
the party clambered into a carriage, a triflo
out of breath, but fecling quite elated at
their success over tho Grammarians. But as
the train erawled to Wayland their thoughts
once more turned to the mysterious disap-
pearance of Lord astwood and his son.
Their anxiety about their elegant chum was
keen, and that anxicty served as a damper
on their spirifs. Long hefore the loeal
crawled into Wayland all thoughts of their
late skirmish with Gordon Cay & Co. had
been driven out of their minds. The St
Jim’s juniors were impationt to be on the
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seene of the mystery, and they sighed with
velief when Wayland Junetion was reached.
At Wayland they changed into the express.
and dashed away at vattling speed through
the frost-bound countryside.

Even now they could hardly credit the
startling news of Blake's telegram. How
had Arthur Augustus disappeared—in his
own home, with his chums with him? It
was amazing, almost staggering.

It scemed an age to the juniors before the
express ran into Easthorpe at last, and
stopped. And as they poured out of the
train, the first persens they saw were Blake
and Dighy, who were waiting for them on
the platform.

CHAPTER 9.
Waily Puts Hi. Foot Down!
BLAI{E scudded across the platform to

greet his chums:  His face was pale
and lined with trouble, showing only
too plainly how deep and keen was
hiz anxiety for his missing chum.

“Jolly glad you've come!” Blake
exclaimed, with almost a gasp of relicf.
“Jolly glad vou've brought Wally, too!”

“Yes, rather!” said Digby. “We shall
have to walk to the house, though, Pilking-
ton wouldn't zend anything to meet you.”

Wally snorted.

“You leave Pilkington te me!” he
exclaimed. “I'll jolly soon settle his hash!
Have you fellows been deoing anything to

im ?'7

Blake shook his head.

“*No: only I fancy we get on his nerves.”

“Butlers haven't any right to nerves in
buziness hours,” pronounced D'Arey minor
oracularly. “Tll give him something to
ston all that. Has Ethel come down yet 1

“No: Pilkington’s wired to her, or fo her
annt—I don't know which—to suggest her
not eoming yet awhile.”

“The awlful nerve!”’ ejaculated Wally,

“He says Lord Conway has constitutoed
him head-cook-and-bottle-washer while your
pater is away,” said Blake ruefully.

“Well, T dare say that’s so—the pater and
old Conway have endless confidence in him,"’
said Wally. *“He hasn’t been with us very
long, but they think a lot of him. But I
don’t like him. You see, Pongo doesn’t like
him, and when Pongo doesn't like a man
you ecan rely on it that there's something
wrong with that man!”

“her!
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““Same with Towseér,"” agrecd Herries. “1
always know if a chap's a rotier, because f
he's a rotter Towser wants to bite him.*

“Well, if we've got to walk, let’'s walk!™,
spid Kangaroo.

“Wait a minute!” said Wally. “I'm
going to send another wire t¢ Cousin Ethel,
after Pilky's. Like his cheek to wire to
I'll let her know it was a mistake, and
that we're expecting her.”

“Jolly zood idea!” said Figgine heartilv.

And they stopped in the post-office for
the telegram to be sent. Then they walked
to Eastwood House through the keen. frosty
air. The trees in the park were glistening
with frost, and the lake was frozen over
Under other eircumstances, the juniors
would have gazed round them with enjoy-
ment, and thoueht of the nleasant hours of
skating on the frozen lake. Buot they wers
not thinking of holiday-making now. The
dark mystery of their chum’s fate had to be
unravelled, and until they knew that Arthur
Augustus D'Arey was safe and sound thev
were not likely to think of eniovment.

The footman who opened the doov to them
had a slightly peenliar look unon hiz wooden
face. He knew of the rift in the Iute
between the butler and his master's guests.
As o matter of lact, that was as much talked
of in the servants’ hall as the stranre dis-
anpearance of Lord Tastwood and his son,
The general opipion in the servants’ hall
was that Pilkington would have his wav,
Mr. Pilkington was a very anthoritative
personage in the Titile world helow stairs,
and was recarded with much awe bv the
rest of the household,

“Hallo, Henry, old son!"® =aid Wally,
giving the stately footman a dig in the ribs
by way of ereeting, “Whepe's Pilky 2"

“Myr., Pilkington is in the housckeener’s
room at present, sir, torkin® to Mrs -
Wipps,” satd Henry, with a gasp,

“Tell him to come here!” said Wally,

“ Yossir 17

Tienry denarted.

“You fellows watch me,’*
“T'Il settle him!"”

And the juniors waited with great interest
to see Wally settle the imposing Pillington.
Henry eame back with a subduoed grin upon
his face, which he tried in vain to make as
waoden as usual.

“Well,” rapped out Wally,
Pilks 17 .

It scemed to amuse the scamp of tha

said  Wally.

“where's
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Third Form at 3t. Jim's to make playful
vaviations on the butler’s stately pame,

“Mr. Pilkington begs that you will
hexcuse him, Master Wally, as he is busy ™
said Henry.

Wally reddened.

In epite of Mr. Pilkington’s civil message,
it was evident that he simply refused to
come, which meant that he declined to recog-
nise the authority of the youngest member
of the D'Arey family.

*You buzz back,’’ said Wally impressively,
“and tell Pilky that he's to come here, or
I'll come and fetch him!*?

“Yes, Master Wally!”

Henry departed once more. Tom Merry
& Co. waited with great interest. The
contest befween Master Wally and Mr. Pil-
kington was growing exciting.

It was three or four minutes before Henry
came back, and now the grin on his face
was less subdued. The grin, in fact, had
almost entirely vanqguished the wooden
oxpression which Henry had been ecarefully
trained to wear,

“Well 17 snapped Wally.

“Mer. Pilkingfon is sorry he is too busy
to come, sir,” said Henry.

Wally breathed hard through his nose,

“Where is he ?** he demanded.

“NMe. Pilkington is with Mrs. Wipps. sir.”

““Come with me, yon fellows!” said Wally.
“I'm going to rout the old rasecal out!”

“Hear, hear!” said Kangaroo.

Wally led the way to the housekeeper’s
room. Mr. Pilkington was taking tea with
a stately, silver-haired old lady, who rose
and greeted Wally with a bright and
affectionate smile. My, Pilkington carefully
vlaced his teacup in his saucer, and rose to
his feet and bowed profoundly to Master
Wally. He had never been move urbane,
or more imposing, or more respectful in his
manner.

“Now, then, Pilks. what's
game "' demanded Wally.

“1 bexr wour mpavdon, said  Ar.
Pilkineton resnectlully. “May T ask to what
yon vefer, sir?” :

“Do von hanpen to have boucht this
house while T've been at school 2 Wally
asked gareastioallv.

Pilkineton shonk his head.

¥ No, Master Walter. T could not afford
lo do =0; and the honse of your honotred
father is not for sale,” he replied.

He spoke with profound gravity, as if

the Titile

giv,"

HOUSE MYSTERY!1

quite unaware of the sarcastic nature of
Wally's question.

Wally ~ felt  baflled,  The respectful
urbanity of the obnoxious Pilkington was
like a garment of mail, it was diflicult to
penetrate,

“I hear that Gussy has disappeared,”
pursued Wally,

“Master Arvthur left the house last night
or this morning, and has not returned,”
said Pilkington. “Mr. Dodder iz here
now searching.” %

“And wc're going to scarch, too,”
said Wally. “Gussy being gone, I'm top
dog in this thow, do you understand?”

“I trust I shall always treat my
honoured master’s son with becoming
respect, Master Walter.”

“Oh, not so much gas!” said Wally.
“Look here! T want the room got ready,
for these fellows—at onee 1” f

“¥Your orders shall be obeyed, Master,

Wally.” !
“Also Miss Cleveland’s room, and her
aunt’s. I'wve wired absence of Lord East-
wood.” :

“Yery well, sir.’”

“And if you forget your place andi
cheek my friends again, yow'll get into!
trouble,” said Wally warningly. Sa 3

“May I respectfully mention, sir, that
Lord Conway has placed me in full eharge
of Kastwood House during the absence orl
Lord Rastwood. 7 |

“0ld Conway hasn’t placed you in!
charge of me! And I'd jolly well punch

his nose if he did!” said Wally. “Don’t
be an ass, Pilky!”

“My name is Pilkington, sir.”

“Blow your name!” said Wally. “Have

those rooms got ready at once, and order
a feed for ns! We'ro hungry 1” f

“Yes, rather!” murmured Fatty Wynn
involuntarily,

“Is my room ready, Pilks?”?

“No, Master Walter.”

“Then T'll take Gussy’s. Come on, you
follows! Yon can take your coats off in
poor old Gussy’s room |” ¢

And Wally led the way upstairs.

“Gussy was in the Painted Room last
night,” Blake explained. “His old room
is ent of order—undergoing repairs crv
something. Dig and I have the rooms en
cach side. Look here, Wally, under the
cires, wo'd better kesp together, I think.
We don't want to disappear aftor Gussy.
Suppose you have some extra beds shoved
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into those three rooms, and we can keep
together 77

“Jolly good idea!”™ said Wally.

“PBut Gussy didn't disappear
housze, did he?? asked Kerr.

“Blessed if I know !"” said Blake. “We
found his handkerchief in a field nearly
a mile away, so I suppose he must have
gone out.”

“He must have been kidnapped,” said
Figgins. “There's no other possible way
he ean have disappeared like that. And
that means that Lord Eastwood has been
kidnapped, too!”

“Tooks like it1” agreed Wally. “Some
rotter trying to get money out of the
pater, perhapsl I’ll tell Pilks about the
rooms.”

He did so, and the butler received his
lordly commands with unbroken urbanity
and respect. 1t was quite certain that
My, Pilkington did not want the juniors
there: but he had apparently given up
the contest. He could not turn them out
of the house, nor could he refuse to obey
his master’s son, so he was evidently
decided to make the best of it.

. The early winter darkness had already
set in,

The juniors were hungry after their long
journey, and they sat down with keun
appetites to a well-spread board. Mrs,
Wipps, the housekeeper, saw to it that
they were well provided. That kindly old
dame ovidently did not share Mr. Pilking-
ton’s prejudice against boys. and it
was plain that she was very fond of Master
Wally., !

Fatty Wynn's plump face grew quite
cheerful as he surveyed the varied and
plentiful viands. He was as anxious about
A’Arcy as the other fellows; butf, as he
remarked, they could not help poor old
Gussy by going hungry, It was necessary
to keep up their strength if they were
going to hunt for him; and, indeed, the
most judicious thing they could possibly
do was to lay a solid foundation, Fatty
Wynn considered,

They proceeded to lay the solid- foun-
dation; and, meanwhile, they discussad
their plans.

Their plans were necessarily a little
vague, Arthur Augustus had to be found,
and he had to bhe hunted for; but where
and how was the search to begin? 'That
the swell of ®t. Jim's had been seized

in the

by force seemed certain.
and? And where could he

and taken awa
But by whose
be concealed ?

By that time he might be miles from
Eastwood House; while it was equally
likely that,he was hidden somewhere quite
near at hand. Only Herries was guite sure
of a method for beginning well. He pro-
posed to take Towser to the spot where
I Arey’s handkerchief had been found, and
to set him on the track.

“You see, if wo show Towser the hand-
kerchief there, and make him pick up the
trail, he will lead us directly to the place
where Gussy is now!” Herries explained,

evidently regarding . it as the simplesi
matter in the world.

“Quite simple!” said DBlake, with a
snort,

*¥Yes, oquite simple,” said Herrics
emphatically; “and I really think yon

fellows might he a bit more keen aboufi
it, considering that Gussy may be in' tho
hands of some awful rascals who are
keeping him a prisoner!”

“We're keen enough about finding
Gussy, but not about putting your blessed
bulldog fthrough his tricks!” growled
Blake. *“However, I'll take you fellows
to the place, and it won't do any harm
if Towser comes along!”

“Might be useful,” said Tom Merry
thoughtiully.

“Blessed if I sec it! Do you think le
can track down anything but a red herring
or a dog-biscuit ?”

“I tell you * began Herries warmly.

“No,” said Tom. “But if there’s
trouble, Towser’s teeth will be useful. If
we should succeed in finding Gussy, there
may be a fight. Whoever it is that has
collared him may cut up rusty, you know,
and we may have a scrap on our hands,
Then Towser will come in useful

“Well, that's true enough,” admitted
Blake. *“And, considering that, we may
as well take some sticks along with us, in
case there's a secrap. If we do find Gussy,
we've going to rescue him—I know that!”

And in the deep dusk the juniors starfed
out, DBlake and Digby leading the way.
Blake carried o lantern, and Herries led
his famous bulldog; and Herries observed
quite confidently, as they started, that it
was a matter of an hour or so now, that

 was all.
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CHAPTER 10,
Towser on the Track!
D_‘\RK and gloomy locked the river
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and the fields adjoining as che

juniors cama up the*path. The

cafless  willows rustled in  the
winter wind., Tom Merry & Co. halted by
the willows, and Blake showed where the
handkerchief hal been found. That Arthur
Augustus I’Arey had been thera the clie
of the hankerchicf secemed to prove, to the
minds of the juniors, Kerr had not ex-
rressed an opinion: he was etil! thinking
it ont.

*CGive me tho hanky!” said Herries,

Blake handed it cver.

Then the juniors waktched Herries® pro-
seeding.,

Towser had sat down, and seemed inclined
to go to <eep; but Herries jerked at his
leash, and woke him up again, Then he
showed him rhe handkerchief, dabbing it on
Towser's nose.

Towsor made a snap at it, apparently
under the impression that it was something
to eat, Then, with an expression of disgust
at finding it uneatable, ho allowed it to drop
in the grass, and closed his eyes again.

“Well?”? said Monty Lowther, ** What's
the next act? Are we poing to wateh
Towser understudying the Sleeping Beauty
in the wood " :

“You wait a bit,” said Herries erossly.
“Towser hasn't got the scent yet,”
“There isn't any,” said Dighy.

never uses seent 1"

“Assl I didu't say there was any scent
on the handkerchief!” growled Herries.
“Towser will pick up the scent of Gussy
soon, and follow the trail. If Gussy has
been here, Towser will follow his trail 1”

* Ahem ¥ .

Herries excrted himself to interest Towser
in the handkerchiel. He dragged at the
leash, and foreed the bulldog to keep awake,
at all events, Towser seemod to understand
at last that he was expected to move, and
lie ambled off.

Herries brightened up at once,

“Now he's on the track!” he exclaimed.

“Brz-rer 1”7 murmured Blake,

“8tand back, you fellows! Den't get in
Towser’s way ” Herries exclaimed ex-
citedly. *XKeep behind, and follow me!”

As thera was evidently nothing more to
be done upon the spot, the juniors had no
objection to following Herries,

* Gussy

HOUSE MYSTKRY!

Towser, having once
steadily.,

Herries gave him plenty of rope, so to
speak, keeping back from him with the
leash loose. Towser turned into the path
along the river, ynd loped off towards East-
wood House, 'Lhe iuniors followed.
lHerr[os ‘urned an exciled glance upon
them.

I “lﬂe’s going back!” he exclaimed breath-
essly,

“Looks like it,” said Manners. *“So are
“'c-l!

“Oh, rats! You watch Towser.”

Towser loped on to the park palings, and
then round to the pates.. Herries' excite-
ment grew as he entered 1he park,

starfed, kept on

*We're right on the trail !” he exclaimed.
" ““This shows that Gussy came back to the

house affer he dropped his handkerchief
there."”

Towser kept on up the drive.

Tom Merry & Co. followed. No one bui
Herries had the slightest belief that Towser
was on the track, but Herries’ faith in the
powers of his bulldog was touching, Alorg
the park drive, powdered with snow, the
crowd of juniors went, Towser leading the

way.
In front of the house Towser paused.
He blinked at the great facadeof East-

wood House, and hesitated 1or some
moments, Herries watching him  breath-
lessly.

“It’s a Lit parky here!” Faity Wynn
hinted.

“Shush 1™

“* What?”

“Bhurrup! Tf you talk yon may disturb
Towser. He's thinking it oul.”

“Make him buck up, then, for goodness’
sake !” said Blake. “I'm getting cold in
this blessed wind1”

“Shush 1Y

Towser started off at last. Apparently he
had made up his mind not to go into the
house. He started off along the terrace,
and led the way round the house to the
stables. The 8t. Jim’s juniors followed him
into the stable yavd,

Towser trotted into the stable, and paused

again,

“Watch him " said Herrics, in a hushed
voice, “Gussy must have come to the
stables for something. Towser's right on
the track, you can see that.”

The juniors grinnoed,

At 85 Jim's Towser always had a faney for
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going to sleep in the stables when he could
get off the chain, and it was preity clear
that Towser had simply smelt his way to the
.stables to look for a comfortablé bundle of
straw,

The bulldog made his way into a corner
and lay down.

His eyes closed.

“Becond act of * Sleeping Beauty,’

‘mured Lowther,
i “X fancy he thinks beiter with his eyes
closed,” said Herrics.  “There are people
\like that, tco, you know. Towser is think-
ing it out.”

But in a few minutes it became quite evi-
dent that Towser was fast asleep, and Her-
ries jerked crossly at the leash and woke
him up again.

““Get on, Towser, old boy!” said Her-
.ries encouragingly. "“Go on! Bmell him
“out!”’

Towser rose and trotted out of the stables.
‘He led the way into the garage, where
{Ruggles was cleaning a ear in the electric
light. Ruggles touched his cap to the
juniors, andg regarded the bulldog with
some curiosity. Towser rolled
corner and closed his eyes again,

“I'm getting fed up!”’ murmured Monty
Lowther. ““Anybody but Herries could see
that Towser is simply locking for a place to
go to sleep.”

“Yes, rather!”

But Herries, though he was beginning to
have his doubts, perhaps, would not admif
anything of the sort, even to himself. He
jerked Towser out of his repose, and the
bulldog, with a reproachful blink to his
‘master, trotted off again, This fime he
went into the house.

In the hall they met Pilkington, who eyed
the bulldog with keen disfavour. The
“butler did not like bulldogs, especially in-
side the house.

“May I request you young gentlemen not
to bring dogs into the house I”’ asked Pilk-
ington smoothly,

Wally sniffed.

“No, you mayn’t ! he said.

“We're following D'Arey's track,” ex-
plained Herries, *“Towser is smelling him

* mur-

up im a

out. We have found out that D'Arcy came
back here.”

Pilkington stared at him. Then he
smiled.

“Indeed!” ho said respectfully. “I am
very gratified to hear it, sir. I sincerely
trust that yon will find Master Arthur, siv,”
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“Depend upon it, il find him  right
enough,” said Herries. *“Hallo, ‘Towser!

What's the matter with you, old boyi"

Tewser had given a deep growl

His eyes were fixed upon the butler, and
he made a sudden movement towards hin,
and |]l‘.I‘Ii£‘d the leash out of Heiries' hand.

Pilkington turned quite pale,

“I—1 hope that dog does not bite, sir?”
he ejaculated.

“He only bites people he docsn’t like,"

said Herrics. - *“Towser—Towser! Hold
on "

But the bulldog was rushing right at Pilk-
ington.

Probably he would not have bitten him
very severcly, but he would certainly have
nipped Pilkington’s ample calves if he had
got at him.

The butler made a wild spring for the
stairs, with an aetivity surprising in so solid
and stately a person,

“Xeep him off 1 he yelled, *“‘Iow dare
you set, your dog on me! Call him off "

“Gr-r-r-r-r 1" came from ‘Towser. "

He was after the butler like a shot.

Pilkington, with  amazing  activity,
clambered on the broad balustrade of the
staircase, and clung there astride, the bull-
dog glaring at him from the stairs and
snapping up at the legs that were out of
reach. Pilkington’s calm repose  had
vanished now. His face was white with
fury and terror as’ he clung to the halus-
trade.

“Ha, ha, ha!” wyelled Wally.
doesn’t like you, Pilks."”

“Call him off, sir!” shrieked the bufler.
“Please call him off, sir! I shall falll OCh,
dear! Pray call that dog off, sir!”

“Gerrrerer 17

“Call the beast off, Herries, old man!"”
gasped Blake. “Don’t let him bite Pilks.”

Herries dashed on the stairs after Towser,
and recaptured the leash, and dragged the
bulldog down inte the hall again. Towser
went reluetantly, Evidently he desived very
much to bury his teeth in the plump legs
of the butler.

“Take that dog out of the house!”
Pilkington gasped. “I insist upon it!
Master Wally, pray have that dog taken out
of the hanse !

“0h, T'll take him out,” said Herries.
“Gorry he went for you, but Towsér has
these fancies sometimes. He wouldn’t have
hurt you very much—only a nip 1™

“Take him out!” reared Pilkington.

“Towser
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Herries led Towser away. The trail had
come to an end on the stairease of East-
wood House. According to Herries' theory
that Towzer was following Gussy's trail, the
swell of St Jun's should have been found
sitting on the stairs, as Lowfher observed
humorously.  Bat he wasn't, and Herries
lod his bulldog away greatly disappointed.
Not till Towser was safely out of the house
did Pilkmgton venture to descend from the
balustrade, and his face was still white as
ho dissppeared downstairs, and his voico
mright have been heard later soundly rating
Henry, the footman, who had committed the
sin of grinning at the sight of the stately
butler perched on the banisters.

CHAPTER 11.
What Honry Saw!

OM MERRY & CO. spent the rest of

l the evening in their futile-5carch,

The hopelessness of the quest was

only too evident to them from the

start. There was not tho slightest clue to
follow.

They thought the matter over witheut
ceasing, discussed it, and ialked it over
under every possible aspect, but they mot
no nearcr to the solulion of the mystery.

Where was Arvthur Augustus I’Arcy?
Where was Lord ¥astwood? Had they been
taken to a great distance by their unknown
captors, far from the radius of the search?
These were questions the juniors tried to
find an answer to, without suceess, Amid
the endless discussion, Kerr said very little,
The Seottish junior always thought more
than he talked, and he was now thinking the
matter over, and was content te listen to
the wild theeries and impracticable schemes
of the other fellows without delivering an
opinion of his own.

Me, Dodder, the man from Scotland
Yard, was at Eastwood House again during
the evening. He dalked to the juniors a
little, asking about Arthur Augustus, and
questioning especially Blake and Dighy as to
I'Arey’s movements of the night before.
He did net conlide his impression of the
matter to them, but they could sece for
themselves that the detective was as puzzled
as they were. There was simply nothing to
accomnt for the disappearance of Arthur
Augustus IVArey. His father might have
disoppeared ™ his own accord, for some un-
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known business reasons in connection with
the Anglo-Bouth-American Railway Syndi-
cate, as some ill-disposed gossips suggested.
But Arthur Augustus could not ho sip-
posed to have disappeared of his own
accord. o

Bvidently the swell of St. Jim's had been
kidnapped by force.

Why? Was it possible that in scarching
for his father ho had fallen upon the right
track, and the kidnapp:rs had been com
pelled to make him a prisorer, foo, in order
to keep their secret?  TE so, it proved tlmt‘
Lord Eastwoor] was held a prisoner with-
in,casy distance of his own home,

Tem Merry puessed that Me, Dodder was
thinking sometging of the sort, for the Seot-
land Yard man remained at Eastwood
House, and spent his time in tho grounds
or in the vicinity., It was hard to imaginn
any other reason for which Arthur Augustus
could have been kidnapped. Mp, Dodder
frowned a little somekimes when he
encounfered the juniors engaged also upon
tho futile search. It was pretty clear that
he did not like the schoolboys wmvading his
provinee, as he doubtless regarded it, and
fully sympathised with the butler’s desire to
get rid of them. It probably appeared to
the Seotland Vard gentloman as chesk on
the part of Tom Merry & Co. to take up
the search upon which he was officially
engiged, but to the juniors Mr. Dedder's
opmion was of no more econsequence than
Mr. Pilkington’s. They intended to search
for their missing chum until Lio was found,
however their aciion might be resarded
from the standpoint of professional dignity.

Tom Merry & -Co. stayed up later that
night than their bedtime at St. Jim’s. But
about ten o'clock, tired out with their long
and uscless searching, they went up to bed,

Wally’s bed was in the Painted Room,
occupicd the previous mnight by Arthur
Augustus  D'Arey. Eleven beds were
wanted for ithe whole party, and Wally had
ordered them to be placed in the three
communicating rooms,

The “disappearance of Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy had made tho Co, determine to
keop together. Somewhero—perhaps near
at hand, for they could not know—were the
enemies into whoso hands Lord Eastwood
and bis son had fallon.

True, it seermed thal the kidnapping had
taken place at a distance [rom the house—
bul who could tell whether the raseals
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might not penetrate into the house itself, to
deal with the other fellows as they had
dealt with Arthur Augustus?

To wake up in the morning, and find that
a momber of the party had vanished, as
D’Arey  had vanished, would not he
pleasant. For that reason the juniors in-
iended to keep always together, a very wise
precaution.

The three rooms were very large, and
there was more than ample accommodation
for the beds placed in them. Dut as they
eame into the Painted Room, the juniors
abserved that there was only one bed there.
There were five cach in the two adjoining
rooms.

Wally frowned as he noted it.

“Pilky must be off his dot,” he ex-
claimed, *“‘or Mrs, Wipps must be—as she
must have looked after putting the beds
here! I don't want to sleep by mysell
in this room—I want some of you chaps in
here, too,”

“Three ar four in each room, certainly,”
said Tem Merry, *We don't know what
might bappen to-night.”

“That's it! TIl go and
Wipps.”

Wally went downstairs, and found Mrs.
Wipps in the housckeeper’s room.  Mrs.
Wipps explained that the beds had been so
placed by -the speeial instructions of Mr.
Pilkington. Whercupon Wally grunted, and
remarked that it was like Pilky’s check to
interfere, and directed a rearrangement.

While the beds were being changed, Mr.
Pilkington made his appearance in the
Painted Room, where the juniors were
gathered before the sparkling log-fire on
the broad hearth, chatting.

“Pray excuse me, Master Wally I mur-
mured Pilkington, as he glided in. “I am
surr};lthc arrangement 1 made did not please
you.

Wally grunted.

“What did youn want to interfere with
Mpys, Wipps for?"” he demanded.

“I thought you would prefer an apart-

see M=

ment  to yourself, Master Walter,” said
Pilkington suavely. “I am very sorry!”
“0Oh, it's all right!” said Wally. “It

doesn’t matter now.” ;
“But I am very sorry indeed,” murmured
Pilkington contritely. *“I was trying to
please you, Master Walter.”
“¥ou'll get over it in time," said Wally
unsympathetically, “When you go down,

29
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send Henry up here.
him.”

“Yes, Master Walter,”

Henry, the footman, made his appearance
soon afterwards. He stood in a respectful
attitude before Alaster Wally, his faco
beautifully wooden in expression.

“You can squat down, Henry,” said
Wally, pointing to a chair,

“Thank you, sir,” said Henry, making
no movement, however, to sit down.

“It was you saw the ghost the other
night, Henry?”

Henry shivered inveluntarily.

“J—1 did not say it was a ghost, sir,”
he stammered. “But—but it was very
strange, I do mot believe in ghosts, sir,
but—but they <ay that Sir Bulkeley D' Arey
does walk at Christmas-time, siv,”

“ Jolly cold time to choose for walking.™
said Wally. “Tell us just what youn did
see, Henry. You told me you wanted to
hear about it, Kerr,”

“Just so!” said Kerr,

“Kerr did!” said Figgins, in surprise.
He would never have suspected his practical,
hard-headed chum of taking any interest in
ghost stories. “Well, let's hear it.™
3 “IPHE in, Henry!” said Wally encourag-
ingly.

Hdenry obediently piled in.

“Tt was the night after his lordship’s dis-
appearance, sir,” he said. *““I was very un-
casy. 1 thought his lordship was kidnapped,
and I feared that it might mean that some
robbery was intended, as there are many
valuable articles in the house. 1 came down
in the night to make sure that all the doors
and windows were fastened.”

“What time?” asked Kerr.

1t must have been about two o'clock in
the morming, sir.”

“HGood! Go en!”

1 finished in the picture-gallery, sir. You
rememrber that the door of the picture-
gallery was found unfastened m the morn-
ing, efter his lordship’s = disanpearance.
FThen I came into the library. Of course, it
was very dark, and I was feeling my way
to the clectrie light button to turn it on,
when—when——" Henry's wvoice [altered,
and he east an uneasy glance about him.
“It—it was quite horrible, sir.”

“But what happened?” asked Kerr.

“There was a dark figure, sir, somewhere
in the room. We ]ml{fgbccn talking about
the story of Sir Bulkeley’s ghost in the ser-

vants’ hall, sir, and perhaps I was fecling a
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little nervous. DBut I would swear in &
court of law, sir, that a dark figure brushed
by me in the library. I could really feel it
breathing, sir—and I was so stariled that 1
stood quite still for some moments.”

““If it was breathing it wasn't a ghost,”
said the practical Korr. “Ghosts don't
have lungs, and don't neced to breathe,
il there are such things as ghosts.”

“Yes, sir, so I thought, after the first
moment's shock, sir, and 1 thought it was a
burglar, perhaps, and I turned en the elee
trie light at once. Dut the room was
gnpty,”

“Empty "

“Yes, sir,” said Henry, his wooden face
growing quite pale with recollection. * There
was no one in the room excepting mysclf,
sir. I was =o startled I hardly knew what
to do—but T examined all the windows—
they were fastened, The door was shut, and
it eould not have been opened without my
hearing il—indeed, without my touching it,
as I was standing close to it at the time.”

“Perhaps the figure dodged into the
picture-gallery

“I searched the gallery, sir, from end to
end. 1t was cmpty, and the doors and
windows were fastened.”

“ Might have dodged out by another door,
and shut it quictly?” Kerr persisted

Henry shook his head.

“I did not leave the matter at that, sir.
I determined that the house should be
searched. I hurried away to Mr. Pilking-
ton’s room to call him.”

*And what did Pilkington do?”

“T eould not awaken him, sir. His door
was locked, and he is o very sound slecper.
and ho did not hear me knock. So I ealled
the other footmen, and wo searched through
the house, locking in every place where any-
body might have been hidden. But thero
was no one—and all the doors and windows
wore fastened, No one eould have gob out
without oponing them, and he could not
have fastened them en the inside after him,
if ho had gone out.. Besides, it was a rainy
night—and yet there was not a trace of
mud or wet on the floors anywhere. T am
quite certain, sir, that no one had come in
from cutside.™

“Might it have been ancther servant who
had come down just as you had dene?™. =

*1 asked everybody in the house, sin It
was not {hat,” !

*You did not awaken Pilkingion ™

»
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“No, sir; he knew nothing about it till
the meorning, and then he laughed, and—
and—and " Henry paused.

“What else did he do?” asked Wally.

“He called me a coward, sir, for being
frightened over a ghost story, and said I
must have fancied it, and ordered me never
to come down in the night again, if I wished
to keep my place. Mr. Pilkington was quite
angry, sir.”

“And you've never been down in the
night since?” asked Kerr.

“0Oh, no, sit! I should not like to repeat
that hawful expericnce, and besides, Mr.
Pilkington has ordered me not to do so. IHe
thinks that Lord Fastwood would be dis-
pleased to have ghost stories told about
his house.”

“And that’s all, Henry

“That is all, sir.”

And Henry respectiully took his leave.

Kerr's brows were wrinkled in thought,
and the other fellows looked at him curi-
ously. They all had a very great respect
for Kerr's judgment; but they wondered a
little at his interest in a ghost story told by
a frightencd footman.

“Well, what do you think of it, Kerr?”
asked Figgins al last, i

Kerr smiled.

“I haven't finished thinking yetf,” he zaid.
‘:Blll.—”

“But what?”

“I've gobt something to think about, that's

all. And I jolly well wouldn’t sleep alone
while we're here for any price.”
* “My hat! You're not beginning to be-
lieve in ghosts in your old age—and you
a blessed Scoteman, and as canny as they
make ‘em!” exclaimed Kangarco, in sur
prise.

Korr shook his head.

“1 don't belicve in ghosts, but I believe
in that dark ligure that Henry saw in the
library,” he replied quietly.

“You don’t think he fancied it?"”

“No, I don’t.”

“Pilkington does,” said Dlake. “IIn
said so; and I suppose he knows Henry
betlter than we do.”

“Oh, Pilkinglon!"” said Kerr, with a
curions smile, “Never mind Pilkington.
e wasn't on the spot, you see, being such
a sound siceper that Heory couldn't wale
him. Henry didn’t imagine that ghostly
figure, 1 think. Yon sea, if he had imagined
a ghost, he would have imagined scmething
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$it white, or at least something in the stock
ahost line. But he wouldn’t imagine a dark
figure breathing near him. If there was
somehody in the library at twe in the morn-
ing, when Henry got there, that’s exactiy
what he would seem like in the dark.”

“You think there was somecbody there?”

a“ Yes‘lj

“Then where did he get to when Henry
put the light an®” .

“That’'s what we're going to find out,”
said Kerr quietly.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“We're hore to look for Gussy, not to
look for the ghost,” he said. * Afier Gussy's
found we might amuse ourselves with a
ghost-buni, But not till then.”

“We might find them both together,”
said Kerr,

“ What ™

“By Jove!l”

“You don’t mean to say—" began Fig-
gins.

“Yes, T do,” said Kerr. “1 mean to say
that there seems to me to be a connection
between Henry's ghost and Lord Eastwood's
disappearance.” !

»“In plain words, that the dark figure was
the kidnapper, or one of them!” exelaimed
Tom Merry. |

i k'es. ”

“PBut it was the night after Lord East-
wood's disappearance that Henry saw the

host, not the same night,” s=aid Fatly
YV yni.

“1 know that!"” :

“Wall, the kidnapper wouldn't come back
twenty-four hours luter, just for the sake of
trotting round the library in the dark, would
he 7 said Blake warmly.

“Jolly queer proceeding, if he did,” said
Herries, :
" The whale business is queer,” said Kerr.
“I'm going to have a biz think about it
before I go to sleep, and I'm going to turn
in now—but not alone, And Wally specially
must not sleep alone, or be left alone.”

“ Mot ejaculated Wally,

“Yes, you!” 3

“Why me specially ¥ 3

“ Beeause vau're in more danger than any
of us.” said Kerr coolly. o

“Oh, come Kerr, old man!” said Faity
Wynn, “How can Wally be in more danger

than us—and how are we in danger, either, |

if you comed to that?”
“T think that Wally's in danger of join-

ing his father and his major, if the kid-
napper gets a chanee at him,” said Kerr,
unmoved. “And I think that i Wally
slept alone to-night, he would stand a jolly
ood chance ef secing the dark figure that
enry saw in the library—and that he
wouldn't get away from it so easily.”

Wally looked rather uncasy.

“I say, you're piling it on, you know!”
he roemarked.  * Blessed if I think I shall go
to sleep to-night at all, after that!”

“There will be three of us in the room
with you,” said Tom Mery, nodding to-
wards the three extra beds that had been
placed in the Painted Room. *Blake and
myself and——"

“And myself!” said Kerr.

“Just as you like!” said Wally.

And the juniors, considerably impressed
by what Kerr had said. -turned in, with
uneasy thoughts in their minds of the long
hours of the night.

CHAPTER a2
An Alarm in the HNight!

ERR sat for some time in the easy-

K chaiv by the fire, as the embers

grew duller, and the Rames died
down.

As he sat there, leaning back, his keen
and restless eyes wandered over the room.

He scanned the panelling of the old walls,
almost black with time, and the painted
figures and the old blue of the ceiling. 5

Trom the centre of the eciling, Bacchus.
grinning under the vine-leayes wn his haimr,
seemed to wink at him.

Tom Merry and Blake and Wally turned
in, Wally taking the bed that should have
been occupied by Avthur Augutus 1Y Arey
the previous night, but which had not been
slept in. Kerr remained in the chair some
time, while the fire died down. Tom Merry
watched him from the pillow curicusly.

“How long are you going to sit there,
Ferr?” he saidi  “ You zaid you were going
to turn in!™ . :

“8o 1 am,” said Kerr, “when the fire’s
a hit lower” 7

“Can’t you sleep in the light? I'm fired
enough to-sleep anywhere” vawned Blake.

Kerr nodded, and erossed to the eleciric
light switch and turneéd it out, The room

1 was filled with shadows immediately, mov-

ing on the glimmering old walls in a
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ghostly way as the dying firelight rose and

fell,

Lower and lower the fire died out.

“You fellows aslecp ?” asked Kerr.

“I'm not,” said Tom Merry. “Those
blessed shadows look like gobline,  Why
not have the light on all night? What do
you say, Blake?”

Blake did not answer; he was asleep.

“Wally, are you asleep?” asked Kerr.

" Not yet,”" said D'Arcy minor uncasily.
“I say, 1b's not & bad idea to have the light
on all night.”

“The electric light can be turned off
downstairs,” said Kerr,

“But it never is,” said Wally. “The
light's always loft all night, in case it's
wanfed. Pilky won’t etart turning it off
to-night.”

_“I'd rather have it off, if you fellows
don’t mind,"” said Kerr,

“Oh, just as you like!” said Tom Merry
at once, .

“Same to me,” said Wally. .

“I've locked the door, and the doors of
the next room aro locked,” Kerr remarked.
a3 he began to undress.

“Safe as housges!” yawned Tom Merry.
“We don't want the light. Tumble in!”

The fire was nearly out now.

Kerr turned into bed by the last gicam
of light but he did not sleep. IHis wake-
ful eyes walched the grate till the last red
embers had died out among the logs.

Then there was black darkness
Painted Room,

And then Kerr moved. Te
quictly out of bed and made his
Wally's bed, and whispered -

“ Wally, old fellow—quiet.

Wally started up.

“What's the row? be whispered, con-
siderably startled.

“I'vo got an idea—never mind what it is
now—but will you change beds with me?”
said Kerr, in & low whisper barely audible.
“Not a word—just do it!” - J

“ But—"

“I've got a reason.™

“You think——*

“Don’t jaw. old kid—just do it.”

“Oh, all sercne!”

_Wally turned out of bed, and sli aped into
Rere’s bed.  Kerr took Wally's place, and
drew the bedclothes lightly ovoer him
Within casy reach of his hand he placed s
%eavy walking-stick he had brouglit up te-

in the
slipped
way to

Whisper
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bed with him. Ho lay resting lightly on
his elbow, but he did not slevg i

The deep and steady breathing of Tom
Merry, Blake and Wally soon showed that
they were in the land of dreams,

But the Scottish junior did not onece close
his eyes,

He was tired, like the other fellows, and
his eyelids were heavy, but he kept awake
by sheer force of will,

The communicating docrs between the
three rooms had been left wide open, and
from the adjoining chamber Kerr could hear
Fatty Wynn give an occasional snore. Fatty
Wynn had made a remarkably good supper,
and he was in a deep and heavy sleep,
dreaming of the tuckshop at 8t. Jim's, and
Mrs, Taggles' jam tarts and rabbit-pies.

The night grew older.

Save for the breathing of the juniors, the
Painted -Room was plunged into a deathlike
stillness, Long ago the Tast door had closed
beiow, and the last light had been extin-
guished, Kerr could not see his watch in
the dark, but he guessed that it was abon_ll:-
two in the morning, when a slight sound in
the stillness startled every mnerve in his
boidy, and ecaused him to sirain® his ears
to listen. .

It was an indefinable sound—merely a
break in the stillness—but though Kerr
did not know what it was, it was a proof
of one thing—that all in Eastwood House
were not plunged in shumber;, as they
should have been at that hour.

Who was moving in the darkness—and
where? ;

The unknown dark figure that had
breathed close to Henry in the library,
was ‘it "—whatever it was—near now to
the Painted Room? .

In spite of his nerve and courage, Kerr
felt a strange thrill run through his limbs.

The ghost of Kastwood House did not
scem so absurd at that hour of darkness
and stillness as it seemed in the time of
firht and wakefulness.

He listened intently, the blood throbbing
to his heart.

Another sound! 4

It was iike the creak of a moving door;
a sound faint, and yet quite distinguishable
i the deadly stillness u? the Painted Room.

IKerr silently sat up in bed, and grasped,
with a firm and steady hand, the stick he
aard placed in readiness,

Ghost or no ghost, the figure, if it came
near him, would feel the weight of the
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Y @r-r-r-r-r 1"~ Towssr made a rush at Pilkington, and th i
e butler, with

amazing activity, clambered on fo the broad bualus,trade of the staircass,

.and clung there. * Keep him cff ! he yelied, ** How dare you set your dog

onme! Call him off 1" (8:e Chapter 10.)

33




34 ' THE EASTWOOD HOUBSIK MYSTHRY!

stick, Kerr's eyes glinted in the darkness,
and his teeth were hard set.

A stealthy sound—as of cautious ereeping
on the Hoor in stockinged feet!

It was approaching Kerr's bed—the bed
that would have been occupied by Wally
D'Arey, if he had not changed with the
Scottish junior after the light was out.

And then Kerr became aware of a
strange, soft, sickly smell in the room,
hovering, as it were, over his hed

All his senses were on the alert.

He knew what it was!

He had been in a hospital ward, and
he had smelt that sickly odour there, and
in the laboratory at St. Jim’s.

It was the smeli of chloroform.

The smell, which evidently proceeded
from some wad sozked in the drug,
hovered over the head of the bed, just
above the pillow, where the face of the
sleeper wm(?d have been if s eleeper had
been there.

That the chloroform wad was held in a
human hand was eertain; and from the
fact that it epproached where the face of
the sleeper should have been, Kerr was able
to judge of the position of the halder.

He drew back the heavy stick silently,
and caleulating the distance that must
intervene, he sfn.sher.l out suddenly in ihe
darkness, The elashing stick came inlo
contact with something—and the wild, mad
yell that followed showed what the some-
thing was.

It was a human face

The yell of agony rang through the
Painted Room, and it awoke the juniors,
who started up in bed with exclamations
of alarm.

“What's that?™

“What 1s it?”

“Who the—"

“QGet a light!”

Kerr, had already leaped from the bed
on the other side, He was springing to-
wards the switeli of the eléetric light.

His hand found it, and he pressed it—
and the room was {looded with light.

Kerr glanced round him quickly.

. Tom Merry and Wally and Blake ware
sitting up in bed, and ﬂ,:o two open door-
ways were crowded with the other juniors,
alarmed by the sudden yell. ah

But there was no one else to. be seen
in the room!

CHAPTER 13,
A Dreamer of Dreams!

OM MBERRY jumped out of bed.
I “What iz it, Kerr? Did you
call outi”
‘e By 0.'I

“Who did?”

“He did!”

“He? Who??

“Whoever it was that came here o
chloroform Wally, and take him away,”™
said Kerr grimiy. “He found mo instead.”

“Do you mean to say that anybody has
been hore?* exclaimed Kangaroo.

i ‘fes.li

L “ no ?),

“The ghost of Eastwood House!” said
Kerr, with a shrug of the shoulders, *“ But
he was a pretty solid ghost—you heard the
vell he gave when I caught him across the
chivvy with my stick.”

“It was the ghost that yelled?"™ said
Figgins.

“1t was.*

“¥ly hat! I—I say, Kerr, it wasn't a
}Ii htmare, was it?” said Figgins doubt-
ully.
here, and the outside doors are locked.”

“Let's look at them,” said Lowther.

The juniors examined the doors on the
eorridor without. They were still locked
on the inside. The windows were secure,
It was evident that no one had entered the
Painted Room, or the adjoining rooms, by
way of -door or window.

The juniors gathered round Kerr again.
They l!m.d secen nothing, so far as that
went. They had all heard the wild yell in
the darkness, but— ;

They could not help & suspicion ecoming
into their minds that Kerr had been sleep-
ing, and that he had yelled out in the
grip of a nightmare.

“Teoll us just what happened ¥ said Tom
Merry. :

91 stayed awake to watch,” Kerr ex-
plained, y

“Then you haven't been asleep?™

Kerr smiled. % !

“1 haven't been dreaming,” he said. "X
did not go to sleep at all. T waited for
the rascal to come. That's why I changed
heds with Wally.” A §

“Y didn't know you had changed beds
with Wally,” said Tom, puzzled. .*“You
changed after the fire. was out, then?”

i vus"' ' =5 4

“YWhat for?®

“You see, old chap, there’s nobody,
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Kerr did not reply. He scemed fo be
plunged in deep thought. The juniors
regarded him with amazement and curi-
osity.

*Look here, Kerr, old man, tell us just
what happencd,” urged Figgins. “0Of
course, we know you were awake if you
say you were, but——"

“But you might have fallen asleep with-
out noticing it,” said Manners.

“And dreamed about the ghost,” said
Herries.

Kerr did not veply.

“Come on, let's have it,” said Tom
Merry, puzzled by his silence. * Look here,
You ean ece that there's no one in the
room hut ourselves, can't you, Werr?”

“It leoks like it,"” said Kerr.

“Look under the beds,” said Wally.

They leoked under the beds, and in the
wardrobes, and in every recess where an
intruder might possibly be hidden.

But no one was discovered. Tt was oniy
too cloar that there was no one but them-
selves in the Painted Room, and the adjoin-
ing chambers.

“Now, you can see there’s nobody here,
Kerr,” Diechy remarked. “Tell us what
you think happened.”

“Quite sure there's nobody?”
Kerr, with a discouraged look.

“Quite sure!”

“We've hunted in every blessed corner,”
said Figgins. “There wasn't anybody
here, unless he got out of the keyhole!”

Kerr hoesitated.

“Well. I could have sworn that there was
somebody.” he said. “I sat up in bed
and hit him with this stick.”

“You didn't see him?”

“I couldn't sce anything in the dark,
of eourse!” ?

“Did he touch you?”

i NO-" *.

“You might have biffed something eolse
with the stick,” suggesied Kangarco. “If
ou landed out in the dark, it might have
cen the bed vou hit, or the chair,”

“OF course, it might ! conforsed Kerr.

* You thought you hit somebody’s head 7"
asked Tom Merry.

“T thought so.”

“But you can see now you didn't, old
man !” said Figgins sympathetically, * It
was only a nightmare, vou know.”

“But who yelled?” asked Kerr.

“You did, when you woke up, of course,”
explained Figgins kindlv. *You see, you

asked
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fell asleep without noticing it, and dreamed
that you weie hitting at the ghost. Peoplo
often eall out in their sleep when they'ro
getting the “giddy nightmare very bdd.
I've heard Fatty yell out about the School
House bounders raiding a feed in the
dorm at 8t. Jim's. You rcmember one
night he velled out: *Stop him—he's pot
my tarts!"*”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“I don’t remember it!” growled Fatty
Wynn,

“Well, you were asleep, so you
wouldn't!” said Figgins. “But I remoem-
ber it all right. You recollect I chucked
a boot at you.”

“Yes, T recollect that, you ass!" eaid
Fatty Wynn, rubbing his chin remini-
scently. Tt was upon the chin that Figgy's
boot had caught him on that occasion.

“That's what's bhappened now,” said
Figging, grinning. * You see, Kerr, old
man, you dreamed you were tackling the
ghost, and you yelled.”

“But I was awake,” urged Kerr, appear-
ing, however, to be overcome by Figging'
explanation. “ At least, T don’t remember
going to sleep. 1 intended to keep awake
all night!”

“You wouldn't remember going to
sleep,” laughed Tom Merry. “You just
dropped off, you know. Then you had the
giddy nightmare, through thinking about
Henry's giddy ghost.”

“ But—but—"

“Buat what, old chap?” asked Figgins,

“Well it seemed real enough,” said
Kerr. *“If we had found somebody in the
room—-—"" .

“But we haven't!”

“You're sure the windows and doors
are all fastened?” asked Kerr.

“We've examined every onel”

“And—and nobody  hidden in the
rooms ?" :

* Nobody 1"

“I—I—I'm sorry TI've disturbed yon
chaps,” faltered Kerr. “Of course, if T'd

known it was a nightmare

“Ha, ha, ha! You wouldn't he likely
to know it was one till it was over.”

“No; I suppose not. But—but I don't
remember calling out,” said Kerr. ““It's
qucer that T should yell out, you see, with-
out knowing it. I scemed to hear the yell
mysclf.* .

“You were asleep when you yelled, and
it awoke you,” said Figgins. " You pave
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the pillow a biff with that slick, that's
all. Neover mind, old man, this only comes
of thinking about the ghost story too much.
It's all right!”

“Well, I've woke you all up,” said
Kerr, who looked very discouraged. 10
that was a nighimare, T'm blessed if T shall
ever trust my nerves again.”

“0h, don't worry about it,” said Tom
Merry, comfortingty. *We don’t mind
being woke up; and it might have been
somebody, you know.”

“PBetter get back to bed, I think,” Kan-
garoo remarked, with a shiver. “It's jolly
cold here in pyjamas.”

“The ghost won't come again!” grinned
Monty Lowther “It's quite safe. IF the
ghost was watking, he's gone home to
the churchyard now, and he's off duty till
to-morrow mnight!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, don't rub it in!" said Kerr. “I
suppose I've made a pretiy ass of myself.
Let the blessed matter drop!”

“Only too glad to!” yawned Herries.
“I'm cold. I'm gommg back to bed. if
you dream again, try Lo ot over it without
yelling, will yout”

“Oh, eheeso it!” said Figgins warmly,
quick to defend his chum, “If we get lo
the bottom of this blessed mystery, 1t will
be Kerr who thinks it out, I know that!™

“Phanks!” said Kerr. “But Herrics
is righi—I onchtn’t fo have disturbed all
you fellows for nothing. Let's turn in,
and we'll leave the light on.”

“Put tho ghost has vanished,” chuckled
Lowther.

“TLeave the light on, all the same

“ Anything for a quiet life. Tumble in,
you chaps.”

The juniors returned to bed. When first
the alarm had been given, they had hoped
that something definite had happened, and
it was a great disappointment to find that
it was merely a uig-fltmare of Kerr's. They
had not the slightest doubt on that. point.
Kerr had not actually owned up to it, but
ho had as good as admitted it.  And
whether Kerr had admitted it or not, the
juniors would have had ne douybt about
it. The fact that no one was discovercd
in the rooms scttled the matter for them

They returned to bed. and were =oon fast
asleep again, But Kerr did not sleep.
o took a book to bed with him, and read
(i the morning light was <treaming inte

1

HOUSE MYSTERY!
CHAPTER 14.
Cowsin Ethel Arrives!
OM MERRY was the first to rise in

! the morning.

He found Kerr still awake, yawn-
ing over his hook.

“Haven't you been asleep?” exclaimed
Tom, in great surprize.

Kerr shook his head.

“1 prefer not to sleep,” he explained.

“Afraid  of another nightmare?”
grinned the Shell fellow. :

“ayell, yes."”

“But you'll be a wreek all day after miss-
ing your night's rest,” said Tom anxi-
ously: “and we want you, you know.”

“Fes, rather,” said Figgins, pufting
his head into the room. “You'ra the chap
who's got to think out the giddy problem
for us, Kerr.,”

“And imagine ghosts and things of a
night.” grunted Herries.

40h, let's hear the end of that,” said
Kerr. “People have had nightmares be-
fore, I suppose, and yelled out?”
“Vour nerves want sceing to,” grinned

gt

theese it, for goodness’ sake,” said
Figgins. *‘Let Kerr alone. He's got more
hreins than the lot of us put together, even
it he does dream dreams. 1 say, Kerr,
vou'd hotter take a snooze, hadn’t you,
or you'll be fagged out all day.”

“T'm going to. I'll come down with you
chaps, and Ill take a snooze while you
kids go out. Cousin Ethel and her aunt
arrive this morning, you know, and you'd
all like to go down to the station and meet
them."

“Yes, rather,” said Figgins.

“Pll take a rest while you'ro gone.
Hthel will want to help us in hunting for
Gus?',, and we'll all start together after
lunch.™

“Good enough,” said Tom Merry, “but
why not stop in bed, Kerr; you'll sleep
more comfortably in bed.”

“1'd rather not.”

“7T say, that nightmare does seem to have
upset vour nerves, old chap,” said Fatty
Wynn, “Is it because you don’t want to
stay up here by yourself 7

Yoz, that's it!"” S

“Woll, a good feed wili set you right
again,” said Fatty .

“T shall be all right,” said Kerr.

he windows, -

The Seottish junior lecked a litile pale
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and heavy about the eyes, but o freshened
up after a cold bath, and ho Jooked very
nearly himself when he went down with the
rest of the party. The juniors made a good
breakfast, The keen winter air sharpened
their appetites, and they did full justico to
the excellent breakfast provided by the
care of Mrs. Wipps, Fatty Wynn cspeci-
ally following his own advice fo lay a
solid foundation for the day. €

After Dbreakfast, the party prepared to
go down to the station to meet the train
by which Cousin Ethel and her aunt, Miss
Drusilla Cleveland, wero to arrive. Wally
ordered Ruggles to bring the car round.
Pilkington had not been scen when the
juniors prepared fo start, and Wally asked
Henry where tho butler was. There was
a lurking grin on Henry’s wooden face as
he replied :

“Mr. Pilkington 'ave ’ad a little acei-
dent, sir.”

*An accident 1 asked Kerr.

“ Yes, sir. He fell down tho stairs goin®
to the 'ousckeeper's room, sir,” said Henry.
“I 'eard him fall, and ran up, sir. He
was ‘urt.”

“Sorry!" said Wally. “Much hurt?”

“Yessir; badly cut about the face,” said

enry.

“Poor chap!” said Tom Merry, with
some compunction for the dislike he felt
towards the butler. “I'm sorry! Tell him
we'ro sorry, Henry.”

“Certainly, siv.”

“Is he keeping his room?” asked Kerr.

“Yes, sir; he went straight to his room.”

“Did you sce him before he fcll down?"”
asked Kerr.

Henry could not help a Iiitle surprise
creeping into his expressionless face at
that question,

“No, sir,” he replied. “It was werry
early in the morning, Mr, Pilkington was
down first, sir,”

“Oh, I sce. And his faco is cut?”

“Yes, sir,”

“Poor Pilky!” said Wally.

“The doctor 'ave been to see him, from
Basthorpe, Master Walter,” said Henry.
“His face is all bandaged up now, sir.”

It might have been noted that Henry
did nob scem much euf up at Mr, Piiking-
ton's misfortune; indeed, a suspicious
person might have supposed that he wvas
pleased. Perhaps Henry had not forrotten
the rating he had received from tho butler
on the subject of his ghost story, -

“You're not coming, Kerr?” Figgins

| what enemy

asked, as the juniors wero about fo start,
Ruggles having brought round ihe big
Dainiler,

“No,” said Kerr,
here.”

¥ Not in bed " grinned Lowther, and the
other fellows chuckied. Korr had had to
bear a considerable number of allusions
to his nightmare, but he bore them wilth
perfect equanimity,

“No, not in bed,”
“I'll take a snooze on this lounge. Can
I have your bulldog, Hoerries?”

“Cerlainly,” said Herries, somewhat
Mlattered that Kerr wanted his bulldog.
“What do you want him for?”

“To keep 'with me while I'm asleep.”

“To keep off the giddy nightmares,™
chuckied Lowther.

“By Jove, you are gelting into a state
of nerves, Kerr,” said Dighy sympathetie-
ally. “TlI stay with you, if you like,”

“I—Tll stay, if you like, Keore,” said
Figgins heroically. "He wanted very much

“TI'll take a snoozo

said Kerr calinly.

to be ono of the first to greet Cousin Eilwol,
but he was loyal to his chum. But Kerr
shook his head.

“No, that’s all right, Figgy; wyou buzz
off. Towser will Tnok after me. Pitking-
fon won't be able fo make a fuss about his
being in the house, now he's laid up.”

Herries fetched his bulldog at once.
Kerr wheeled 2 large soft lounge near the
open French windows of tho breakfast-
room and tied the bulldeg's chain to the
leg of the lounge. Towser lay contentedly
to sleep, but he slept in the manner of
bulldogs, with one eye open If Kerr
feared an enemy more solid than the
nightmare, it was quite certain that ho
was safe while Towser was there, Though
wes to bo expected in the
daylight, in a large house full of sorvants,
was a puzzle.  The other fellows atiri-
buted it all to Kerr's nerves, upset hy the
nightmare.  TFiggins, in fact, wuas euite
concerned about his chum, He saw Ko
comfortably bestowed, with a iy oyver
him, before he left the breakfast-room.

Big as the Daimler car was, it was not
quite big enough for all the party, and
half the junior walked down to Rasthorpe.
It was a pleasant walk, in the keen winter
morning. The Fourth-Formers walked, the
Terrible Three and Kangaroo being su the
car, It was undersiood that Figgins was
to hé in the car coming back, Figgy's
special rights tc Cousin Rithel’s society
being tacitly recognised,
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“Plessed if 1 quite know what to make
of Kerr,” Figging remarked to [atty
Wynn., “I never knew he had any nerves
at all, and now he scems all nerves. Jolly
queer that a ghest story should upset a
hard-headed chap like old Kerr,”

“HMe didn’t have enough supper last
night,” said Fatty, with a wise shake of
the head. *“1 tried to get him to take
some more of the geose, but he wouldn't.
You have to keep pretty well fed up to
keep your nerves in order, yoa know.”

“Your nmerves must be in a ripping
state, then,” grinned Blake. *“DBut, really,
T'm rather sorry about Kerr. He's the
last chap I should have expected to get
into a state of nerves. But he's got it,
and no mistake.”

And Figgy's face was quite clouded tili
they arrived at the railway-station.

The juniors ecrowded on the platform,
waiting for Cousin’s train to come in,
When it eame in, and they ecaught sight
of tho girl's bright face at the carriage
window, they waved their caps enthusias-
tically. There was a rush to help Cousin
Tthel to alight. Miss Drusilla Cleveland
was the first to descend, and she accepted
TFigging' helping hand, and Monty Lowther
helped out Cousin Ethel.  There was a
general handshaking, and Figgins gained
possession of Miss Kthel as they walked
out to the car,

Cousin Lthel was looking as fresh and
charming as ever, but her swect face was
unusually grave. She had been very much
concerncd about her unele, Lord Kastwood ;
wid the news of Arthur Aupgustus’ disap-
pearance, following his father’s, had becn
a great shoek to her. 8he was so serious
and grave that Monty Lowther suppressed
a whola series of little jokes he had in-
tended to entertain her with, on the sub-
ject of Kerr's weird nightmare; and those
jokes were never uttered.

“You have not heard anything of
Arthur?” was Cousin Ethel's first ques-
tion.

“No,” said Tigging, “we're hunting for
him.”

“Is there not a detective at Rastwood
House searching for him?” asked Aunt
Drusilla.

“Ves, but he hasn’t found anything out.
We hope to find Gussy.”

Aunt Drusilla smiled. Perhaps she did
not think it extremcly probable that the
juniors of St. Jim's would succeed where

HOUSE MYSTERY!

the police and the Scotland Yard detective
had failed, i

“Tt is terrible,” said Ethel, with a quiver!
of the lips, as she sat in ths car bowling.

along towards Eastwood House. * Poor
Arthur! Of course, he must have been
kidnapped,™

“No doubt about that,” said TFiggins,
“and we've got to find the scoundrels.
Kerr's thinking the whole bizney out, youw
know," and Kerr’s an awfully deep chap.
I think he will hit on something or other.”

“I hope he will,” said Ethel, but the
tone implied that she did not share honest
Figgy's conviction on the subject,

“Well, he's frightfully deep, you know,™
said Figgins.

“Ierr isn't with you now?”

“No. He was awake most of last night,,
and he’s taking a nap,” gonfessed Figgins,

“Pear me! What was ho awake sll{
night for i asked Aunt Drusilla. !

“Watching for the giddy kidnapper,’
grinned Blake. *“He found a nightmare,'lr
and that was all. Then he wouldn't go lo
sleep again,’

Tthel looked at him gquickly.

“That is not like Kerr,” she said. “I'
always thought he was very practical. Tt
is very strange if he should be frightened
by a nightmare.”

“He's not frightened,” said Tiggins,
“Kerr is as brave as a lion. It's just a
ecase of nerves, you know—simply that.!
Kerr's a bit run down, that's all.”

Ethel asked many questions as to what!
the juniors had done since their arrival
at Kastwood House. They had little fo!
toll, but they told it. The car stopped ab
last before the house and they came in,|
in good time for lunch, Cousin Ethel and:
Aunt Drusilla went to their rooms, and,
Figgins looked in the breakfast-room for
Kerr. The Scottish junior was still fast
asleep on the couch, ‘and Towser, with one,
i::_ge open, was watching and dozing beside
1m.

Kerr woke up as Figgins came in, how+
ever, and sat up and rubbed his eyes,

“Nearly lunch-time,” said Figgins, “Had
cnough snooze ¥

“Yeg, I'm all right now,” said Kerr,
throwing off the rug and geiting up.|
“T'm starting with you fellows after
luneh.”

“Starting 1" asked Figgins, in aurprise_.l\
“Where 77 i

“We're going out.’.



that he was not quito himself,

“Well, we're ready. DBul where?”
“Into the park."”
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“Because there's nobody here?” asked
ugr{ns.

i T(‘.ﬁ,"

“The park!” said Tiggins, puzzled.
“What good aro we gomg to do by going
into the park, Kerr, old man "

“Tll explain when we got there,” said
Kerr. “Let’s get to lunch now.”

Cousin Ethel and her aunt joined them
at lunch, The meal wonld have been very
merry but for the shadow that hung over
all, owing to the unknown fate of their
chum. Tom Merry & Co., like Fi Tins,
were surprised by Kerr's idea of begin:
ning operations in the park, not having
the faintest idea what was to bo done
there. Kerr did not explain; but as no
one had any beiter suggestion to make,
Kerr_had his way, and it was agreed that
thoe scarch should begin in the park. And
Cousin Ethel, of course, was to be in the
party, and when smch was over they
staried,

CHAPTER 15.
Awfully Dee !

HE park of Eastwood, with its big.
leafless trees rimed with frost, waus
cold and chilly and desolate as the
St. Jim's juniors came into it from

the terrace. Tom Merry & Co were fol-
lowing Kerr’s lead, but they were puzzled
and wondering. Indeed, they were almost
inclined to suspect that the strange affair
of the night had disturbed Kerr's nerves
more than they had at first subposed, and
Figgins
was very anxious about him.

“0ld Kerr isn't quite the same as usual
to-day,” he confided to Cousin Ethel. * He
seems to have queer ideas. 1 suppose b
had an awful nightmare, and then missing
a night's sleep has knocked him up, you
know.” .

Cousin Ethel glanced at the healthy face
ef the Scottish junior.

“Kerr doesn't look knocked up,” she
remarked,

“No; he looks as fit as a fiddle,” Figgins
agreed.  “Of course, he may have some
scheme in Lis head—he's awfully deep,

ou know. But I admit that I'm blessed if

see what we're going to do in the park.
There's nobody here but ourssives,”

Kerr bad stopped, and he caught the last
words and Jooked back with a smulo,
:‘d'l'hal.‘a‘ why we've come, Figay,” he
said,

“I—I say, Kerr, you're not wandering
in your mind, are yout"” asked Herries.

“I think not,” said Kerr calmly, * Let's
get on to that seat by the lake, and Miss
Ethel ecan sit down while I'm talking to
Y-ou, T've got to explain to you chaps what
wppened last night,"

“What happened last night repeated
Merry, in wonder. “But that was ex-
plained in the Painted Room, Kerr, old
man. Don't you remember?”

“I remember well cnough.”

~You had a bad nightmare, oid man.”
said Figgins gontly, really alsrmed now
for_the state of his chum’s mind,

Kerr laughed.

“1 didn’t have a nightmare,” he said.
"I let you fellows say so, for a reason you
would have guessed if you'd had a bit
more sense.’

“Thanks!” said Tom Merry. “And
what was the reason?”

“I didn’t want to be overheard,” ex-
plained Kerr.

“Overheard!” exclaimed all the juniors
at once.

* Exactly.” :

“Oh, draw it mild!" said Wally., “Who
could have overheard you: There was
nobody but ourselves in the rcom, and
nobody outside i the corridor listening, I
suppose 1" P

“The person who could have overheard
me was the person who came into the
Painted Room, and whom T struck with oy
stick in the dark,” said Kerracalmly.

“But—but_you didn’t, you koow,” said
Figgins. *“You owned up that it was a
nightmare,™ .

“I didn't, Figgy, T simply let you chaps
say so, because I knew that the fellow,
whoever he was, was listening to every
word that was said in the Painted Room.

“You—you know that?®

“Yes: and I didn’t want to tell him
what T'd found out,” said Kerr calmly.
“So I let you call it a nightmare and
that fellow went away thinking that I was
satisfied that it was 'a nightmare. See?”

“Oh, my hat!” shid Tom Metry.

“Didn't 1 tell you old Kerr was awfully
deep?” exclaimed Figgins, in great ad-
miration. “This beats the band!”

“I don't quite see it, for one,” said
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Herries, unconvinced. "We Lknow
well that there wasn’t anvboedy in the room
but ocurselves, and the Painted Room is
so big that anybody al {he door couldn’t
have heard what was said, ﬂ. scenis to me
that Kerr is still dreaming.”

“Where was the chap if he was still
listening 2" asked Tom Merry,

Kerr shaok his head.

“I don’t know wyet. We've got to find
him out. DBut listen, and T'll tell you
exactly what happened. After we put the
light out and the fire had gono out,
changed beds with Wally. I had my
reasons for thinking that Wally was in
danger of going after Gussy and hiz pater
if the rmr'ﬁ ot a chance at him. I didn't
go to sleep, E"I did not even close my eyes
onee. About two in the morning sonteone
entered the room.”

“But how "

“We've got to find out hew. Somecone
was there, and he came to Wally's bed—
where I was, of course—and the fact that
he eame to the bed where I was showed
that he was after Wally.”

“My only Aunf Jane!™ said Wally.

“T don’t see it quite,” said Kangaroo.
" How could anvbody outside the household
know which bed Wally had taken?”

“T didn’t say anybody outside the house-
hold knew,” said Kerr calmly.

‘] here was a general jump.

“You mean that it was scomebody belom"-

g to the house who —came into tho
room 17 W ally exclaimed, in great amazo-
ment.,

“Dreaw it mild, Kerr,
mured Fatly Wynn.

“Daon’t pile it on too thick!” said Monty
Lowther, *'There's n limit, you know.™

“Let Kerr go on,” said Cousin Kihel,
with an m"m;rnf'mg lmk on the Scottish

old man!” muz-

junior. “I am very mtc‘reclcm Tell us
what happened, Kerr,
“I repeat that, \.hc-r:\-c-r it vas, he eame

to the bed where Waily had lain down.
Wally had change:d out after the room was
quito dark, and so if a watch had been
kept the watcher could not know that
Wally had changed out.”

‘A wateh!” said Manners. “How could
an_y{:ody wateh us there! Through the key-
hole, do you meant”

“Through seme opening, at all events,
said Kerr.

“0h, erumbs bt said DBlake,
piling it on, you know.”

‘\Yell, whoever it was, he came up_to

»

“You're

jolly ¢ the
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hardly making a sound,” said
luur *Then I smelt chloroform.”
“Chlovaform ! said Cousin Ethel,

“Yes, I know the smell well enough, T
had my stick ready in_my fist. I judged
the distance as well as I could in the dark,
and brought the stick down on the cha.p’s
head. I think it caught him across the
facoe. You all heard the yell Le let out.”

“But it was you that yelled out in your
nightmare, wyou know,” said Herries!
obtusely, “You as good as admitted it!
last night.” !

Kerr did not trouble to reply to that
observation. He continued:

“I put on the light as quickly as T could,
but the man was gone. I had had somd
hope of eatching him, but I knew that he'
miight be too quick for me, knowing the
socret of the room and I nat knowing it.
But I counted on marking his face with!
my stick so that I should know him again.'>

“Oh, my hat!” said Figgins. “Didn’t
I say he was as deep as a well 27

“But how did he get out?” said Wally.,
“Did he go up Hm rlnmncv, or vanish info
thin air, or what?

“That's easy to work oul,” said Kerr.
“The doors were all locked, and the win-
dows were all fastencd. . The chimney has!
has iron bars across it inside. Yet the man
had come in and gone out again. The'
chvious conclusion 1s

S hat you dreamed it,"” said Herries, -

“TFathead!” said Kerr politely. *The.
obvious conclusion is that there's a way oij
gerting in and out of the anted Room:
without using doors or windows." ¥

“ Yanishing t.hwu?;h the eeiling 7 sug-:
gested Monty Lowther humorously.

“T noticed ihat the walls are panelled,”; !
gaid Kerr. *“And the roomn is very old—!
ouna of thn cldw-t parts of the house, I
should my.

“That's so,” said Wally. “I know the,
ceiling was 1».11:11:,(1 in the reign of lerles
the Hecond.”

“Those old panelled rooms in ancient
hmme-, often have sceret doors,” said Kerr.!
“They were common cnough at the fime
the houscs were built. Men often had to
_dodge oub of sight in the time of Jacobite
“econspivacies. Isn’t there a story that one
of the lords of Fastwood was found doad}
in that room, and the doors fastened, andi
his murderer had escaped no one knew!
kow "

“Thai’s only a yain,”

I)f-(l

said Wally.




“It might casily be true, if thero's a
secret door in the room. Have you ever
heard of such a thing, Wally?”

1’ Arcy minor shook his head.

- “Never! If there was a seeret door, the
pater didn’t know anything about it,
cither. Nobody knew., There was a slid-
ing panel in the picture-gallery, once, Lut
| it was screwed up in my grandfather's
: time,”

“Then it is known that such things have
existed in Bastwood House i

“Yes, so far as that goes.'

“Depend upon it, there’s one in the
Painted Reom,” said Kerr, “and that's
how the rascal got in and out,”

There was a short silence.

Tom Merry & Co. hardly knew what to
think.

1If there was a secret pancl in the Painted
Room by which the possessor of the secret
was enabled to enter and leave as lhe
pleased, certainly the affair of the previous
night “was explained, without suppesing
that Kerr had been the victim of a night-
mare, unusually realistic. And i the
rascal had escaped by the panel and yet
remained within hearing, it had' shown
great presence of mind on Kerr’s part to
allow the matter to be talked of and dis-
posed of as a mightmare. It was, as Fig-
gins declared, very deep indeed. But—

“You fellows still think that it was a
dream?” said Kerr, with a quiet smile,
glancing round at the silent juniors.

“Well,” said Tom Merry hesitatingly,
you see—"

_‘ FENTSWESRYL. 1 ¥ R SR

figure, I lmf t have dreamed the yell,
but do you think I could have dreamed
this#?

Kerr held up the siick he carried in his
hand. ;

“That was the stick I had last night,”
Le said quietly. “Look at it. Can yon
seo a stain'?”

The juniors, with awed looks, gazed at
the deep dark stain on the wood. It was
there, right enough, and they could not
doubl what it was,

“Blood " said Tom Merry in a hushed
yolco,

1 Kerr nodded, 3

| “That came from the nese, I think—or
the face somewhere. T think I eaught him
right across the face with the stick.”

“ Great Scotf !»

“And if I drcamed that,” grinned Kerr,
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' “Isee! T might have dreamed tho dark’
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do you think that I eould have dreamed
this??

He took his handkerchief from his pocket.
It was wrapped reund something. The
juniors watched him with breathless in-
torest as he unrolled the handkerchief. A
cotton wad was disclosed, from which came
a faint, sickly smell.

“Chloroform ! said Manners,

“Chloroform! My hat!”

“Where did you geb that 7 asked Cousin
Ethel.

1 picked it up on the floor of the Painted
Room. The man drol};pcd it when my stick
canght him aeross the chivvy.”

L Oh :’l

i

The juniors gazed at the chloroform pad.
Therc was no doubt about that, and Kerr's
story was proved beyond the shadow of a
doubt. .

“ Do you think that I dreamed it 2" asked
Kerr.

“No,” said Tom Merry, “it happened:
but—but it rather takes my breath away!*

CHAPTER 16,

The Suspect!
HE St. Jim's juniors were impressed
I at last,
The stain upon tho stick was con-

vineing enough, and the chlorcform
pad finished the matter. There was no
other way it could have come into thoe
Painted Room than in the way Kerr had
deseribed. Someono unknown had visited
the Painted Room in the hours of darkness,
with the intention of chloroforming Wally.
and taking him away, as his father and
brother had heen faken. And the chloro-
form explained something that had puzzled
them very much hefere—how Lord East-
wood and Arthur Auvgustus had heen cap-
tured without being able to give the alarm.
Fvidently they had been ehloroformed by
the kidnapper, .

Wally’s face was quite white as he gazed
at the pad. But for Kerr's foresight the
previous night that pad weuld have heen
pressed over his face while he slept, and ho
would - have awakened from a drmgged
sleep to find himself—where? Where his
fathar and his brother were now kept pris-
cners hy the mysterions kidnapper.

“I—1I say, Kerr, old man, you've dono
me a jolly good turn,” said the fag, in a
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faltering voice.
enough,”’

“1 think they would—or he would,
rather; there was only one,” said Kerr,
as he carefully wrapoed up the pad again,
and restored 1t to his pocket.

“It's settled, then.” said Tom Merry.
“There's a sceret way of getting into the
Painted Room, and the kidnapper knows
ahout it."

“ Exactly.”

“And we've got to find it out.”

“That’s right.”

“We'll ask all the household,” said
Wally.,  “Pilkington may know something
about it, as he's lived in the houso for a
year or moro.”

“Ha, ha, hal»

The juniors stared at Kerr. ns he burst

“They'd have had me sure

HOUSE MYSTERY!

the existence of the seeret door. An out-
sider couldn’s know uanything about the
secret door in the Painted Room. It was
one of the houschold stalf. Wea've got to
i‘lm"' the one that other circumstances point
0.

“But there ain’t
stances,” said Herries,
see any.”

“1 dare say you can't,” said Kerr. *“But
I hope to be able to worry out ons or
two.” .

Figgins grinned. -

“You leave Kerr alone,” he said. “He'll
think it out. Besides, it takes a New Houss
chap o handle a problem like this."’

" Oh, rais!” said Herries warmly. “If
yon come to that, I had found out already
that there was something fishy in the

any other eircum-
“At least, I can't

into an inveluntary laurh. They did not | | .

seo n:ythiug comical in D'Arcy "minot’s CArL R awctaiaad Figgins

ro::?m: =00 s oF 4 ¢ b “Yes You know Towser followed
‘I“;}i"ts the joke?” asked Blake. [ Guocors’ tiack back to the house,” said

ik Herries. “We thought at the time Towser

“Nerves again 1" demnanded Herries
“Oh, leave my nerves alone,” said Kerr.
“Last nicht it wasn’t mv nerves, but your
brains that were at fault,”

“Right enongh,”” =aid Figgins.
sol”

“I couldn't help laughing at Wally's
idea,” grinned Kerr, “Don't you sec?
Anybody outside Fastwaed House couldn’t
know anything about the szecrel panel, and
couldn’t get into the heuse to use i, anv.
WAaY. It must be somebody inside the
honse. Tf we say a word in the house
about this discovery, we shall simply warn
the kidnapper that we are up fo his little
gamp.”

“Oh, my only Aunt JTape ™
aghast, *“That’s se, too!”

“Somebody in the heuse,”™ said Cousin
Ethel slowly, *Then you suspect that il
was one of the servants, Kerr ?” ;

“Naturally, As there is no one else in
the house.” :

“Which one!" asked Figgins. “Go on,
Kerr, I'll jolly well bet that you've got an
idea which johnny it was?”

“That's asking rather too much,”
Tom Merry.

“Figgy's right ¥ said Kerr.

“What! ¥ou know which one it was?”

“1 don’t know, but 1 suspeet. Let's take
the facts in order,”” said Kerr, who was
always very precise. “We've established

“Quite

zaid Wally.

said

was off the scent. Now it's quite clear
Towser was on the track of the kidnapper.
Hae eame straight back to Eastwood House
from the willows, and if we'd had sense
enough to understand, we should have
known that he was leading us to the kid-
napper. Towser's all right.”

“Ahem !” said Kerr. - “Not quite right,
because Gussy never was in the field under
the willows at all the night before last,
after the fime he went there with Blake
and Dig.” -

“His handkerchief was found there,” said
Herries,

“Bo was Lord Eapstwood's hat; but Lord
Fastwood was never there. T believe that
hoth of them were kidnapped in the
house.”

“1In the honse!" said Cousin Ethel, with
a deep breath.

* Yes. chloroformed and kidnapped under
their own rool. Naturally the kidnapper
wanted to make it appear that they had
left the house of their own accord. Ho
didn’t want to have Mr. Dodder and the
policemen searching Eastwood House for
secret doors and things. It was quite easy
for him to take Lord Eastwood’s hat, and
Gussy's handkerchief, and drop them in a
field a mile away. That put the polico en
the wrong scent at once. And it was quite
casy for him to leave the door of the
picture-gallery unfastened to give the im-
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pression that Lord Eastwood had gone out
that night.”

“Of course!” said Figgina.

“But the pater was in the library, not in
the Painted Room,” said Wally.

*The library has panelled walls, like the
Painted Room,” =aid Kerr. *“There is
another opening panel there, of ecourse.
Don't you remember Henry's ghost? T am
quite sure that Henry really saw that dark
figure in the library. Dy the time he got
the light on the man had vanished through
the wall.” p

“Ohir

“I believe that Lord Kastwood was taken
‘ in the library and Gussy in the Painted
Room,” said Kerr. “I can faney the kid-
napper sneaking behind Lord Eastwood's
chair, while he was writing at his table,
and suddenly dabbing the chloroform pad
over his face from behind.  Everybody else
in the house was in bed. He carried Lord
Eastwoad, insensible, through the seeret
panel, and that was all.”

*“The poor old pater,” said Wally, clench-
ing his fists,. “I'd like to get within hit-
ting distance of the rotter, whoever he is.”

“You've been within hitting distance of
him, T fancy,” said Kerr, with a grin.

“Who do vou think it is, then 7

4 “I'm coming to that. You fellows *—
Kerr glanced at Blake and Dighy—“you
supposed that CGussy had slept in his clothes
and gene out in the morning to look for
traces of his father without calling you.”

LJ

“Well, what were we to think #° said
Blake, a little aggressively.

“Quite so. Yeu thought that. His hand-
kerchicf was found undep.the willows, and
what could seem more natural than that
Gussy had gone there, and had hein kid-
napped there 7*

“It locked reasonable enough,” said
Dighy. “I believe Dodder thinks that
Gussy found out something, and the kid-
nappers collared him to keep him quict ”’

“Just so. But, as a matter of fact, Gussy
was kidnapped in the Painted Room, just
as Wally would have been last night if 1
hadn’t chipped in.”

*1t looks like it—now,” admitted Blake.

Y And now we're coming to the point,”
said Kerr, “The kidvapper meant to kid-
nap Gussy all the time, and put him along
with his pater. If he is holding Lord East.
wood to ransom, Gussy is another trump in
his hand to make his lordship pay up. And
there’s anather reason why he wanted

——— s
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Gussy—the same rcason that he wanted
Wally.” :

“And what’s that "

* Because while theve isn't any member
of the family in the house he is safer from
a search. Vou rvemember that Pilkington
wanted to get rid of Gussy's guests. With-
out a D'Arcy in the house he is head of
affairs there, by Lord Conway’s instrue-
tions.”

“Yes, that's why we wanted Wally to
come especially,” said Blake, with a nod.
“Pilky was trying to got rid of us. DBut
you don’t mean that the kidnapper has got
any influence over Pilky to make him play
his gamefor him?”

Kerr smiled.

Tam Merry gave a sudden shout,

“ Pilkington 177

Kerr nodded.

“You suspect the butler 77

“YL‘,S-”

“0Oh, erumbs

“I've thought it out,” said Kerr steadily.
“Gussy was kidnapped in the Painted
Room. Now, hew did he come to be in
the Painted Room at all 7

“0Oh, that’s simple enough!” =aid Blake.
“His own room is under repair, and Pilk-
ington had the Painted Room got ready for
him instead.?

“I faney that Gussy's old room was out
of repair on purpose, and that Gussy was
planted in the Painted Room simply
because he could be kidnapped there, and
nowhere else,” szaid Kerr. *“Look at the
facts! If Gussv hadn’t been in the Painted
Room he couldn’t have heen taken—at
least, not so casily. Who caused him to bo
put there 7

“ Pilky,” said Wally,

“That's a coincidence, to say the least,
Last night when Mrs. Wipps arranged tha
beds for us in that room, Pilkington inter-
ferad with the arvangements. He tried to
work it for Wally to sleep alone in thab
room,”’

“Bo he did,” said Wally—"s0 he did!
The rotter 1

“That’s coincidence number twe,” said
Kerr. “Then there’s the fact that Pilking-
ton wanted to get rid of us chaps. f
course, we know all about his being a
preeise old cedger, who doesn™ like boys,
and so on, and doesn’t like being disturbed.
But that wouldn’t make him so checky to
his master's gnests without o good reason.
He had led the police on a false scont a

1"
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mile from Tastwood House. Bub we were
in the house—a crowd of us—and we were
poitering about looking for Gussy and his
pater,  We might have hit on something
at any time, and it was safest to be rid of
us. If he had captured Wally last night
fie would not have had any member of the
family to stop him, and he would have tried
his hardest to get ns out. And, under the
circumstances, I don't quite see how wo
could have stayed, as he has authority from
Lord Conway.”

“Tho rotter!” repeated Wally. “The
awlul rotter! Tt's clear as daylight!”

Blake shook his head.

“1 don’t like Pilky, and I admit that it
Inoks suspicious,” ho said, “bat it isn't
I)I'flﬁf."

“I've got proof,” said Korr coolly.

“Oh! And what is it 1"

“I marked his face last night with my
stick,  Whoover came into the Painted
Room Jast” night has got his face marked
this morning.”

“*Great Seott! Then we've only got to
look at him and see—"

“Hold on!™ said Herries. “It happens
that Pilkingten fell downstairs this morn-
ing and hurt his face. T heard Henry tell
Waily so0.”

Kerr laughed.

“He had to account for the damage to
his face somehow, you ass )"

“0Oh1*

“But Henry heard him fall down!” ch-
jected Dig.

“Of course Henry heard him fall down !
You remember I asked Henry if he'd seen
Pilky this morning hefore he fell down?
Ho iadn't: nobody had. Pilkington came
dawn early, and tumbled down the slairs
specially for Henry to hear him, DBefore
anybody had seen him he arranged that
Tittle aceident to account for his damaged
chivvy., He could tumble down the stairs
without hurting himeelf much, and he did
it with Henry within hearing to make it
quite convineing. But the damage to his
chivvy was done by my stick last night,
not by his tuinble on the stairs this morn-

ing.”
“Why, of course,” said TFiggins—*of
course! If his face was damaged, he had

to account for it somehow, and that's just
what he would think of,”

“Alw\\':x‘v, it's a wonderful eoincidenco
that Pilkington’s [face is damaged this
morning and the face of the kidnapper was

damaged last night,” said Keir. “Put two
and two together and you'll come to the
fucts. It was Pilkington who came into the
Painted Room last night to kidnap Wally,”

Tho juniers were silent. |

Kerr had eertainly worked the problem
out in a very convineing manner,

I was diffieult to suspect the staid and
imposing butler of being a secrot schemer
and kidoapper certainly, but every circum-
stance poinled fo the correctness of Kerr's
thoory.

Pilkington had put D’Arey in the Painted
Room, and he had been kidnapped there.
Pilkington had tried to get Wa I[:,- to sleep
alone in the same room, and there had been
an attempt to kidnap Wally, Pilkington's
face was damaged in the morning, and the
face of the kiduapper had been damaged
during the night. Pilkington had tried to
geb rid of the schoolboys from the house,
and the kidnapper, of course, would bo
tmuch safer when they were gone. The
ci[min of circumstantial evidence was com-

ofe, -
P What do you think, Cousin Ethel
asked Figgins, breaking the silence.

“I think Kerr is very clever, indeed,”
said Hthel. “I am quite sure that he is
right. All the circumstances point to the
same thing.”

“Thanks, Miss Tthel!” gaid Kerr. *“I
am guite sure, too, as a matter of fack.
I fancy that Pilkington discovered the

secreb pancls, and that very likely put the

whole scheme into his head. He . musk
have known of the screwed-up panel in the
picture-gallery, and from that he reasoned

out that there wore others—and found
them. Then he laid his plans, and so far
he has scored.”

“But we've got him now,” said Blake.
“We've only got to give information to
the police and have him arrested, and make
him tell where Lord Eastwood and Gussy
are hidden.”

“No fear!” said Kerr promptly. “In
the first place, we've got no proof. The
police would not take much notice of what
I could tell them. They miiht even think
it was a jape to score off Pilkington. Even
if they eearched for @ secrei el, ﬂwr
wouldn't find it. But oven if they took ik
all in, and arrested Pilkington, that would
be the worst thing that ecould possibly
Im}:‘pen."

‘I don't sce that.”

“They can't put Pilkington lo the tor-

i
|
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ture, you know, in these days, to make

1im own up what he's done with Lord
Lastwood. And if Lord Rostwood and

Gussy are never found, Pilkington would
haye to be released for want of evidence.”

“Yes, but—"

“And if Pilkington is in prison, he will
keep silent for his own sake, And then
what will happen to his prisonors ? They
may starve to death in their hiding-place
before they're' found.”

“Good heavens!”” murmured Wally.

“If Pilkington is doing all this alone—
and T think he is—there would be nobady
to take food to the prisoners if he woere
drrested,” said Kerr. “ We've got to con-
sider that. Not a word to the police or
to Mr. Dodder. Weve got to handle this
matter onrselves—if we gﬂn’t want {o risk
being the cause of Lord Kastwood’s and
Gussy's death.”

“It is quite true,” said Cousin Lthel.

“But whero are they?” exclaimed
Figgins. “Can you make a guess about
that, Kerr 7

“¥es, I can. Lord Eastwood has been
a prisoner for five days now, Gussy for
more than twenty-four hours. They are
kept somewhere hidden, and they must be
supplied with food: that goes without say-
ing. Pilkington must -keop’ them alive,
Only Pilkington can be taking food to them,
and as Pilkington is never long absent from
Eastwood House, the conclusion is they’re
not far away.”

“True!”

“Now we come fo Henry's ghost again.
The dark figure in the library was Pilking-
ton. You remember that I—i’cnry couldn’t
wake him—his door was locked—when they
searched the house that night. As a matter
of fact, Pilkington wasn’t in his room at
all, He was %ﬁding behind the moving
panei in the library while the servants
were searching for "the mysterious dark
figure.”

“But what was he doing there?” ex-
claimed Herries, “Why should he be in
the library at all? Tt was the night after
the kidnapping, not the same night,”

“Exactly! T've raid that Pilkington
must have taken food to his prisoner.

Naturally, he would choose the night to do
it, when everybody else was in bed. It
would be .the only safe way.
that he had wvisited Lord Eastwood, and
- Was coming back when he ran into Henry
in the library in the dark. Of course. he

My idea is
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didn’t expect Henry to be downstairs, and
You can understand now why he raled

Henry for being so jolly zealous, and for-
bade him cver to come down in the night
again,™

“My hat! That's so!”

“That means,” said Tom Merry slowiy,
"that Lord Eastweod and Gussy are kept
risoners in some seeret place in Bastwood

ouse itself, and that Pilkington goes io
them by way of the seeret door in the
library to take them food 72

“That’s it,” said Kerr.

“This beats Sherlock Holmes,”
Figgins, “You ought
detective, Kerr.”

“Now I'm coming to my plan,** went
on Kerr, :

“Oh, you've got a plan!” said Tom.

“Certainly. Pilkington must visit his
prisoners, I should think. at least once in
every twenty-four hours, to take them food.
if for no other reasons. He goes by way
of the sceret door in the library. 1 dare
say he could go just as casily by way of
the Painted Room. but we happen to Le
there. Now, if we keep watch in tha
library to-might, unknown to Pilkington,
we've got a chance of spotting the seceret
panel.”

“Oh, good !’

"The difficulty is, that heo's a keen raseal,
and we may be spotted,” said Kerr, “I
believe he's a thoroughly dangerous wvil-
lain, I think T pulled tho wool over his
eyes last night in the Painted Room, by
letting you fellows convince me that it was
a nightmare,” Kerr grinned. “But I can't
be sure, That’s why I had Towser along
with me this morning while I was - having
my nap. But for that, I think I should
have disappeared before you came hack
from the etation, and I should know
exactly where Gussy is. because I should
be shut up along with him, with Wally to
follow later. While T was napping in the
breakfast-room * this morning, Towser
rowled and woke me up—Pilﬁington was

said
to be- a giddy

ooking in at the door, with his face
bandaged. But he couldn’t come near
Towser,”

“Why didn't you let some of us stay
with you, you ass?” said Figgins uneasily,

“Towser was all right. Towser doesn’i
like Pilkington,” smiled Kerr., “If the
butler had come within reach of his teeth
the whole house would have heard it.*

“Good old Toweer!" said Herries. T
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know perfectly well that Towser spotted
Pilkington as a rvascal ut the very start.
You remember how he went for him.”

Tom Merry looked round.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” he
said. “I suggest that we appoint Korr
leader, and cbey his orders, until Gussy
is found.”

“Hear, hear!” said Figgins heartily,

And the motion was earried unanimously.
Kere had proved his ability to take the
lead, and the whole Co. wero more than
willing to fellow him. Kerr accepted the
position with becoming modesty,

CHAPTER 11.
The Eys of Bacchus!

OM MERRY & CO. strolled round
I the frozen lake in a state of great,
but suppressed, excitement.

Kerr had been clected leader, and
Kerr had given his instructions:

The juniors loyally promised to carry
them out.

In the first place, not a word was to be
uttered upon the subject inside the house,
in case it should be overheard, It was a
case, literally, of walls having ears.

In the second place, the juniors were to
be exceedingly careful to show no change
in their manners towards Pilkington, so
that he should not have the slightest chance
of gucssing that he was suspected.

In the third place. for the purpose of
throwing dust in the rascal’s eyes, Kerr
udvised that the fellows should scem to
slack down in their scarch, and give up as
hopeless the task of finding the missing
junior.

The Co. were

; cager to search in the
library and the

Painted Room for the
secret panels, in the hope of thus finding
the wry to the hiding-place of the kid-
napped father and son; but Kerr's advice
was followed. It was pretty certain that
if they made such a search, Pilkington
would soon discover them at it, and then
he would be instantly aware of how much
they knew and suspected

It was quite possible that, in this ease,
he would contrive some means of removing
his prisoners to 8 safer place, so that even
if the secret door was discovered, the dis-
covery of the prisoners would not follow,

Indeed, & darker and more terrible pos-
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sibility was hinted at by Kerr; if the rascat
found himself in danger of discovery, with
the prison looming befove him, it was pos-
sible that he might secure himself by a
more  terrible erimo  than kidnapping.
Lord Eastwood and Arthur Angustus
1'Arcy might disappear for ever from the
knowledge of men. They were utterly at
the merey of their captor, and he held their
lives in tho hollow of his hand. If he felt
himself driven to it, for his own safety, it
was quite possible that Le might sacrifico
their lives to his security.

The juniors realised that Kerr was right,
and they promised to follow his instruc-
tions; and they faithfully kept their word.

If Pilkington observed them as he un-
doubtedly did, he could not fail to receive
the impression that they had lost heart in
the search for their missing chum,

After Iunch Tom Merry & Co. strolled
down to the frozen lake, their skates over
their arms,

“ Looks jolly inviting,” said Tom Merry.

“Rather 1"

“Thick enough for skating?” asked
Monty Lowther, eyeing the frozen surface
of the lake eritically.

Wally D'Arcy nodded.

“Yes,"” he said. “8afe as houses!”

Manners looked thoughtful.

“I think I'll trot in and get my camera,”
he remarked. “I can tnke some snaps of
you fellows on the ice.”

Figging’ face lit up. The long-legged
junior of the New House was fixing Cousin
Ethel's skates on her shapely feet.

“Good man!” he said heartily. *Cousin
Ethel and T are going to try a waltz on
the ice. Make a good picture, don’t you
think so, Ethel 7 he added,

And Cousin Iithel, a slight blush monnt-
ing to her cheeks, agreed that it would.

Therveafter the world seemed an unusually
bright and happy place to live in, to George
Figgins, at least. 'The juniors’ skates
were fixed at last, and the party stepped
on to the ice. Meantime Manners hurried
into the house for his precious camera,
As he drew near the house the sound of
Pougo’s and Towser’s barking, inter-
mingled, came to his ears.

hose mongrels are acrnpping:. T'll bet,”
said Manners with a chuckle. "I knew it
would come to it sooner or later.”

He hurried on.

Henry, the footman, stopped him at the
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steps. There was a lurking grin on the
footman’s face that Manners did not fail
lo notice.

“Excuse me, sir," he said.

Manners stopped.

The barking of the two dogs echoed and
re-echoed through the great house.

“Are those dogs fighting, Henry?”
asked Manners.

The footman’s face became very grave.

“Ahem! They're not exactly fighting,
sir,” he veplied. "But they’ve broken
loose and they’'re in the library I*

“In the library?” echoed Manners,
“Then why don’t you turn them out?”

“Mr. Pilkington is in the library, sir,”
continued Henry., “And—and he can’t get
out.”

“What

The footman coughed.

“I think the dogs have taken a dislike
to Mr. Pilkington, sir,” he remarked.
“They've taken up a position inside the
room, near the door, and they won't let
Myr. Pilkington leave the room.”

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Manners.

Evidently the dogs were making a feud
of it; the dislike of Pilkington was a
muttual affairv. y

‘Manners eyed the footman searvchingly.

“Why haven't you gone to Pilkington’s
assistance ¥ he demanded.

* Ahem! The dogs appear very
dangerous, sir,” answered Henry. "And
none of the servants is prepared to risk
entering the room. I opened the door my-
self, sir, in answer to Mr. Pilkington’s
ealls for help, and the dogs made a rush at
me, sir.”

Whether this was trae or not, Manners
did not need telling that Flenry was
seeretly glad. at the butler’s predicament,
and that he had obviously prolonged
Pilkington’s unhappy encounter with
Pongo and Towser, otherwize he would
have hastensd to inform the owners of the
respective dogs of the butler's plight.

And as Mauners thought -of the solutian
Kerr had arrived at in connection with the
dastardly kidnapping of Lord Eastwood
and  Arthur  Avgustus D’Arvey, he was
seerofly glad. . Nothing was.bad enough
for Pilkingten if Kerr's theory was correct.

Still, now that Manners - knew of
Pilkingten’s plight it was up to him teo go
to his assistance, a eourse in keoping with

a

the plan the juniors had decided upon in
their dealings with the suspected Lutler.

With Henry an unwilling follower at his
heels, Manners hastened towards the
library.

From within came the growls of Towser
and the shrill yapping of Pongo, inter-
mingled with imprecations of a particularly
lurid sort that obviously came from the lips
of Pilkirigton, the butler. And as Manners
listened i‘m- a few seconds he marvelled
that such a quiet, dignified manservant
as Pilkington appeared to be should be in
possession of such a vecabulary. Evidently
there were two sides to the character of the
ohsequious butler, X

Manners pushed open the door.

An exiraordinary sight met his gaze.

Pilkington, a poker in his hand, was
standing on the table, making vicious
lunges at Pongo and Towser who were
jumping up at him with bared fangs.
Although t{lje greater part of the butler’s
face was bandaged Manners could plainly
see the glitter in his eyes—a glitter that
bespoke his rage and terror. The general
outline of Pilkington’s face, however,
showed his savagery. And it would have
gone hard with either of the dogs had onb
of his vicious lunges with the poker gone
home. ;

'The glitter died out of Pilkington’s eyes
when he saw the St. Jim’s junior.

“Help me, sir,” he said. “These dogs
broke loose and followed me in here. I
think they mean to do me an injury. Why
1 should be the victim of their dislike I
am at a loss to understand. But really, sir,
this sort of thing is intolerable.”

Had Pilkington been anything but g
wrong ‘un Manners would have been in
hearty agreement with him. Certainly a
man of Pilkington’s years was not likely
to look upon ihe ridiculous, not fo say
dangerous, position he was in with a favour-

able eye.

But it behoved Manners, however, to be
sympathetic. 3

“Down, Towser! Down, Pongo!” he

commanded sternly. “8tay where yon are,
Pilkington, and keep that poker still. T'll
soon have these dogs out of here.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Pilkington grate-
fully, *“I am indeed obliged to you, sir.”
Fearlessly Manners advanced towards
Towser with outstretched hand. Manners
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had always been a good friend to Herries’
bulldog.

~*Good boy, Towser!”

Towser’s barking suddenly ceased. He
seemed to forget the existence of Pilking-
ton, and came rolling over towards Manners
quite amiably. :

Manners seized Towser's collar at once,
and turned his attention to Pongo. That
mongrel, doubtless- feeling that the battle
with Pilkington had lasted long enough,
and that it would be unwise 40 continue
it without the useful assistance of Tdwser,
came trotting over to Manners with
wagging tail.

“Good boy!" said Manners, patting
Pongo'’s head. *“Good boy 1"

. He seized Pongo’s collar with his free
hand and eonxed the dogs towards the door,
ilkingfon eyeing them warily. Henry,

the footman, was out in the passace, and | Pilkington’s face is badly bruised. His

| nose must have come into violent contact

hie advanced with a length of cord which
served as a lead for the two dogs. In two
minutes Manners was escorting the dogs
to the stable. Another two minntes and
they had been fastened up there. Then
Manners re-entered  the house for his
ramera. 4 L

There was no sign of Pilkington now.
That estimible sentleman had aeted on the
old maxim of beating it while the going
was pood.

With his camera in hand Manners hurried
back to the party, on the lake and his
account of what had happened in the
library drew roars of langhter from the
cheery party of skaters. No one had any
sympathy to waste on Pilkington.

Tor the next twenty minutes Manmers was

 busy with his camera, ten of those minutes

being taken up with snapping Cousin Ethel
and Ceorge Figgins in various positions
as they gracefully executed a waltz on the
tce.

It was dark when the juniors came in,
and they came in red and rosy from their
exercise, and over dinner they talked of
a foothall match arranged for the morrow
with the village team. That match had
been arranged by Arthur Augustus with
Boker, the son of the village policeman,
who was captain of the Easthorpe
Ramblers. The juniors discussed the matter
with great keenness, and asked Fenry dabout
the form of the village footballers.

They did not see much of Pilkington,

The butler kept to his own room the
greater part of the time; and when he was
seen downstairs, he had a bandage over his
faee. ;

The part of his face that could be seen
was pale, and his eyes gleamed over the
bandage, showing very little of the pro-
fessional calmmess that had  always
characterised Mr. Pilkington.

But he kept out of sight as much as he
could. His nose was very much swollen,
anrd the doctor from Easthorpe came to see
him again in the evening. When the
medical man came downstairs, Kerr met
him in the hall, and asked after
Pilkington.

“We've very much concerned about My,
Pilkington,” Kerr explained. “Was it a
very bad fall that he had, sir?” f

“Very bad,” said the doctor. “Mr.

with the stair or the floor,”

“No ofher injuries, I hope, Dr.
Williams "

“No; curviously enough, all the damage
is done to the face,” said the doctor. *Mr.
Pilkington must have fallen flat on his face,
a very curious thing in falling downstairs.
e was fortunate to escape with a bruised
foce, under the ecircumstances.”

“Quite rvight,” Kerr remarked, after the
doctor had gone. “Under the cires.—which
the doctor hasn’t veally been told about—
Pilky was lucky to escape with a swollen
nose. Perhaps next time it will be a bit
worse.”

Flerries 'made a gesture of caution.

“No talking ivside the house,” he said,
in n stage whisper,

“Shurrup, Herries,” muttered Blake
hastily.

“Well, T was only giving Kerr a warn-
ing,” said Herries. "If he talks inside the
house, you know, we may be—"'

But Blake dragged his chum away before
he could give any more opinions on the
subject.

During the evening the party adjourned
to the music-room, and the appearance of
cureless forgetfulness on the subject of
Arthur Augustus was very well kepf up.

Indeed, in the knowledge that they were
on the track, and that there was a chance
now of rescuing their chum, the juniors
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were feeling very much. more cheerful; and
so _the jollity was not wholly assumed.

Only the thought of D'Arcy, languishing
in some hidden corner, a helpless prisoner,
marred their pleasure, and prevented them
from enjoying themselves.

Cousin Ithel sang to Manners' accom-
paniment, Manners being an excellent
pianist.  Tiggins rendered the famous
football song, “On the Ball,” with great
gusto. It was past ten o'clock when the
party broke up.

Cousin Ethel's face was pensive as she
said good-night to Figgins, last of the
juniors.  Figgins was looking a little
anxious. Tt was not likely that any danger
threalened Ethel, but Figgins could not
help feeling uneasy.

“I can’t help thinking of poor Arthur,"
said Ethel, in a low veoice. “I wish I could
take part in the search for him.”

Figgins shook his head at once.

“Oh, no, Kthel! You couldn’t! There
may be danger—hesides, Miss Durusilla

doesn’t knew anything about the malter,
you know, and she wouldn’t let you stay
down.” .

Ethel nodded.

“I know! But—but don’t run into
danger, Figgins, and—and the others, too.
Don’t do auything vash.”

“That’s all right,” said Figgins confi-
dently. “Kerr's leader, you know, and
he'll see the bisney through, Trust old
Kerr.”

“Theve may be danger,” said Ethel
uneasily,

“Im thinking about you,” said Figgins.
“You won’t forget to lock your door,
will you? And—and P’'m glad you're in the
same room with Miss Drusilla., I ean’t
help feeling a bit uneasy, you know.”

The girl smiled.

“There is no danger for me,” sho said.
“That wicked man can have no object in
trying to injure me. I only hope that no
one else will ba hurt.”

“Rely on us!” snid Figgins. “Come
down as early as you can in the morning,
and we’ll tell you if we've found out any-
thing.”

“I shall be down very early,” said Ethel.

And she went upstairs with Miss Drusilla,

“Bedtime,” said Tom Merry, and the
ﬂmi_ors made their way to the Painted

oom.

What plans Kerr had made for the
night they did not yet know; and in the

Painted Room, of course, it was impossible
to discuss anything. ¥rom behind the
secret panel the kidnapper, if he were therve,
could hear every word.

But Kerr was equal to the oceasion. e
drew a packet of Christmas cards from his
pocket as he sat before the fire: -

“Look at these cards, you chaps,” he
said.

The juniors gathered round him to look
at the cards. Upon one of them Kerr
wrote :

“It won’t be safe for a lot of us
watch. We shall be spotted.
down by myself.”

Figgine and Wynn looked at him
veproachfully, and the rest of the juniors
looked very uncasy,

But they had agreed that Kerr was to
be leader, and they loyally kept the
bargain.

What he had written was true enough.
It would be very diffienlt for any of them
to escape Pilkington’s sharp eyes, and
cerfainly a number of them eould never
have kept watch in the library without
discovery.

But the fellows felt a natural anxiety at
the idea of Kerr taking on the task by
himself,

But there was nothing to be said. Kerr
had made up his mind, and the plan was
undoubtedly the best, and most likely o
lead to success. And it was impossible
to discuss the subject while the enemy
might be lurking within hearing of their
voices.

Kerr slipped the card he had written
upon inta, Eis pocket, and after keeping up
a pretence of scanning the cards, the juniors
prepared for bed,

It was curious and eerie to feel that prob-
ably, from some concealed spyhole in the
room, they were being watched by keen
eyes.

Yet if the kidnapper really had access
to the house, and could watch them if he
chose, it was pretty certain that he was
there at the spyhole, to satisfy himself as
to their proceedings. Whether he would
have the nerve to make another attempt
upon Wally they could not guess, but it
was likely enough. It was understood that
in each room one of the juniors was to
keep awake all the time.

Ker's keen eyes had scanned the walls

to keep
I'm going
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of the voom many times, without appearing
to do so, in search of a possible spyhole.

But there seemed to be no trace of any-
thing like an opeming in the old, time-
blackened panels.

The Scottish junior stretched himself in
the easy-chair before the blazing log-five,
and leancd back with eyes haif elosed.

In that attitude he was seanning the

ceiling, lit up in every corner by the bright
illumination of the electric light.
- It was more than likely that if the spy-
hole existed, it was in the ceiling, where
the painting in heavy colours would help
to eonceal if.

The sprawling Baechus, crowned with
wine-leaves, - amid the attendant nymphs,
grinned down at the junior as he gazed
upward at the painted eeiling.

Suddenly a thrill ran through Ker's
limbs, in spite of himself.

Ha could have sworn that the right eye
of the Baecchus had gleamed like a living
eye; that it had moved as no painted eye
conld maove. E

IHe kept quite still.

Throueh  his  half-closed  eyelids
watched the painted face on the ceiling,
Yes, there was no doubt about it.
The left eye of the painted #fgure was
lifelike enough, but it had not that moving

‘glean tha* he detected in the right eye.

Kerr undarstood.

There was an opening in the painted eye,
and from above the spy was watching the
room. When he placed his eye closo to the
little aperture, it paught the gleam of the
clectrie light beneath.

Not the slightest hint did Kerr give in
his manner of the discovery he had made,
He closed his eves, and seemed to doze.

Figgins shook him and roused him up,

“No pood going to sleep in the chair,
Kovr,” said Figay. “Better turn in,”

Kerr yawned, and rosa.

“Rirnt you are, Figgy!

And he went to bed with the rest

he

CHAPTER 18,
. The Watcher 'n the Dark!
FIE light was out in the Painted
# T Room and the adjoining chambers.
The logfire on the wide stone
tearth was dying low.

Btrange lishis and shadews danced in the
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room and played upon the polished old oak

walls,

Not one of the juniors closed his eyes.

It had been arranged for them to stay
awake by turns, in case of a visit from
the hidden enemy; but as a matter of fact,
not one of them felt he could sleep. Xven
Fatty Wynn, who had greatly distinguished
hiraself, as usual, at the supper-table, only
dozed a little occasionally. As the fire-
light died down they ?’ny awake and
watchful. s

The red embers died into blackness.

It was past eleven o’clock now.

At half-past eleven the last spark had
expired. 1t was very ncarly time for Kerr
to take up his post in the library. True,
he did not suppose that the kidnapper, il
he wvisited his prisoners that idight, would
go before midnight, probably not till eon-
siderably after midnight. It was about two
hours a?ter midnight that Henry the foot-
man had encountered the ghost in the
library.

But it was only cautious to be on the
gpot early encugh., As soon aus the room
was quite dark, and he was safe from the
eyes of a watcher, Kerr slipped out of bed
and dressed himself.

He put on a pair of rubbershoes, in
which he could move noiselessly, and drew
a dark mufiler sbout his neck over his
collar, in order to be quite invisible in the
darkness,

Then he slipped into his pocket a short,
stout stick, which he had whittled during
the day for the purpose.

Now he was ready.

In spite of his coolness and courage, the
Scottish junior's heart was beating hard
as he stepped towards the deor of the
Painted Room.

He had seen to that door himself when
the juniors came up to bed. He had made
a sound of locking it, but he had turned
bitck the key with the same movement, and
g0 the door had really been left unlocked,
to allow his exit without a sound.

Kerr. opened the door cautiously, noise-
lessly, and stepped out into the corridor.

The whole houschold was in bed, and not
a singie light gleamed in the whole of the
vast pile of Eastwood House. ;

‘Kerr drew the door of the Painted Room
goftly shut behind him.
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He waited for a few moments to listen.

‘But there was no sound in the great
house. Only faintly from outside came the
wail of the winter wind in the leafless
trees of the park.

8o silently had Kerr gone, that the other
juniors hardly knew that he had started.
Only Tom Merry had seen a faint shadow
pass his bed

Kerr crept cautiously towards the stairs,
and stopping every moment to listen and to
peer into the darkness, he descended silently
in his noiseless shoes.

He reached the great hall on the ground
floor, where fizures in ancient armour
loomed up in the gloom around him.

There was hardly a glimmer of light,
the windows being covered with blinds
excluding the wintry starlight.

Kerr waited in the hall for several
minutes to listen, and to make quite sure
of his bearings. He had studied the lay of
the building carefully in the daytime, and
he knew where he was going, but an acci-
dental collision with one of the armour-clad
fizures would ruin everything.

But he reached the library door at last.

The big, heavy oaken door opened softly
to his touch, and he stepped into the vast
apartment.

Within was the densest blackness.

Not the faintest glimmer of light from
the windows carefully wveiled in blinds.
Xerr grinned as he reflected that Pilking-
ton had taken care of that. The kidnapper
did not want to run the risk of being seen
by chance.

Kerr closed the library door.

Black as the darkness around him was, he
felt his way along steadily. During the
day he had decided upon his place of
concealment. It was possible, though not
likely, that Pilkington might turn on the
light when he came to the library, and in
case of that Kerr had to be concealed
from sight.

Close by one of the wall-cases was a large
screen shutting off a recess of the wall, and
behind that screen Kerr ensconced himself.

1f the light was turned on he would be
concealed, and might be able to peer out
and watch the enemy.

If the ligcht was not turned on he would

have to depend’ on his hearing for a
discovery.

He waited.

Midnight passed.

The junior had taken the precaution of
coming down very thickly clad, for the
cold; but well-clad as he was, he felt the
cold kecnly as he stood there, motionless,
silent, waiting. But he set his tecth and
bore the discomfort quietly.

He had no means of telling the time. Ile
had left his watch in the Painted Room,
lest its ticking should betray him, and in
any case, of course he could not have
ventured to strike a light.

The deadly dull minutes of watching
passed slowly, heavily, and always there
was the dispiriting thought that perhaps it
was in vain, that the man would not come
that night.

And yet, Kerr reasoned, he was almost
certain to come. He could not keep his
prisoners without food ™ and drink, and
he would want to satisfy himself from time
to time that they were safe. It was pretty
certain that he would visit them at least
once in the twenty-four hours, and he would
choose the night-time as safest—the dead
and desolate small hours when Henry had
encountered the ghost,

Kerr did not know the time, but he knew
he had been in the library, shivering in the
darkness, at least two hours, when his
vigil was rewarded.

Al] his senses started into alertness at the
faint sound of an opening door.

Someone was coming into the library.

Faintly, almost inaudibly, the door
closed again, and Kerr, hardly daring to
breathe, strained his ears to listen.

There was tho faint, indefinable sound
of someone crossing the room, treading
lightly, and picking his way in the dark-
ness.

Kerr put his head round the screen and
strained his eyes to see, but the darkness
was too intense. He could see nothing.

Clicl !

Faint and almost
sudden sound was, it struck upon the
junior’s straining ears with the startling
force of a pistol-shot.

For he knew what it meant. The secret
panel had opened. The unseen prowler
had passed out of the dark library by the
secret door

Click !

inaudible as that
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The same sound again—the secret door
had closed,

And Kerr had seen nothing.

Unseen, weird, and eerie in the dense
darkness, the unknown had passed within
a dozen paces of him, and vanished.

He was gone.

But if Kerr had seen nothing he had
heard, and he could depend upon his ears.
That faint, feli-tale eclick had come from
the wall between two of the large bookeases
that extended from floor to ceiling—a space
that was filled by panelled oak, with a
large picture hanging at equal distance
between the two cases. !

Somewhere in the space of about eight
feet in width the secret panel existed, which
had opened at the pressure of the unknown
finger.

Kerr waited five minutes or more, to
make sure that the man was gone, and
then he crept out from behind the screen.

He groped his way to the wall between
the cases, and felt carefully over the panels
with hLis hands, going over every inch of the
surfece within his reach,

In that careful examination, his hand

must have passed over the secret panel; but
he did noi discover it. The hidden spring
that worked the panel was too weli hidden
for him to find it. After ten minutes of
careful search, the junior gave up the
attempt as hopeless,
_ But his face was smiling with satisfaction
in the darkness. He had discovered enough.
He knew where the panel was, and, if
necessary, it could be forced on the morrow,
Kerr erept out of the library, and returned
silently to the Painted Room.

e entered the room, and there was a
faint whisper in the darkness—the voice
of Tom Merry.

“Kerr, cld man”

And Kerr whispered back:

‘: Get up! Wake all the others, and dress
cuickly. But not a word—not a word.”

“One word—you've found out—"

“Yea.”

“Good egg!?

And in a fow mninutes the juniors, breath-
iig hard with excitement in the darkness,
vivre dressed and ready—and Kerr led the
way.

HOUSE MYSTERY!

CHAPTER 19,
In Dusigeon Deep!

Lz WOOH "
1 Arthur Aungustus D'Arvey mur-

mured that exclamation. A gud-
den light flared upon his eyes na
he opened them und sat up.

Where was he?

That was the guestion he had heen asking
himself continually for forty-cight hours,
without being able to find an answer.

Grim, cold stone walls shut him in. It
was a stone cell—where? The heaviness of
the air and the inteuse darkness made it
certain that it was some distance below
ground. On the foor were some old rugs,
and wrapped up among the rugs for
warmth_the swell of 8t. Jim’s had been
sleeping. There was a clank of metal as
he started up. Round his waist wus a
locked ring of iron, and to Lhe iron ring was
fastened a rusty chain, in its turn secured
to a bolt in the stone wall. §

Clank, clank! -

Long ceuturies before hapless prisoners
had been shut up in the grim dungeon, and
had pined away their lives in the grip of
those rusty old chains. Hundreds of years
had rolled by sinee then. And now tho
stone-walled dungeon and the rusty iron
chains found their use again. And the
prizoner they held was Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy of 8t. Jim's.

In a heap of rugs and old blankets on.
the cold stone floor, Arthur Augustus had
slept by night and huddled by day for
warmth.

And he was not the only prisoner.

For from the adjoining cell, entered by
# low arched doorway that one had to stoop
to pass through, came occasionally the elank
of another chain, ol

Another prisoner was there.

I’Arcy had not seen him—thick stone
walls intervened. But he knew that it was
his father,

He had solved the mystery of Lord East-
wood’s whereabouts, only by sharing his im-
prisonment in this mysterious recess.

Where was he?

He did not know. In some ancienk
dungeon far bencath the old building; he
knew that,

Was_he under Eastwood House? There
was an_ old story that dungeons existed
under the old house, but had long since
been walled up and forgotten. Had they
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‘been brought into uze again for this? But
then who could know of them—who could
‘have access to them? Who was his mysteri-
‘ous kidnapper ?

Arthur Augusius, as he rose from the
dirty rugs on the floor, with the chain elank-
ing and clinking about him, looked at the
mwan who had entered the dungeon.

The man held an old-fashioned lantern in
his hand—probably one of the lanterns that
had been used by the gaolers in days long
since past and gone, and left where it had
been last used.

The light gleamed upon D’Arey and upon
the stone wals veeking with damp. But it
did not reveal the featurea of the man who
held the lantern, His face was covered with
a black cloth, fastened over his head, and
provided only with opening slits for the eyes
and the month and the nese. Tho black
visage looked grim and terrible, with the
eyes gleaming and glistening through the
shits. The unseen man was clad in a long
dark coat that covered him from chin to
fect, completely councsaling him. Even his
hands were covered with black gloves, as
if he feared to allow a fraction of his person
to be seen, lest it might be known.

Arthur Augustus stared at him, his hands
clenching and' his tecth coming hard ito-
gethor.. He would have been glad to have
been af close quarters with this scoundrel;
but the man took care not to come within
the length of the chain.

It was the second visit Arthur Augustus
had received since his capture; and on the
provious occasion his captor had presented
the same dark, impenctrable appearance.
Who he was. and whether he had ever seen
him before, I’ Arcy could not possibly guess.
For- the kidnapper had been clad and
masked in the same way on that terrible
‘night in the Painted Room, when D'Arcy
had been seized and carried off.

The junior had vague and oppressive re-
collections of that fearful experience—of the
living eye that had watched him through
the orifico in the painted eye on the ceiling
—of the sudden extinguishing of the light—
then of a grasp in the darkness, the pressure
of a chloroform pad upon his face—

How had the assailant entered the Painted
Room when the deors and windows were
fast? Tow had he conveyed his prisoner
to this place? D’Arey did not know. From
the moment when the chloroform pad was
pressed upon his face all knowledge had
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vanished. He had awakened sick and dizzy
—here in this black and gloomy dungeon,
and he knew no more.

**You scoundwel ! was Arthur Augustus’
greeting to the man in black,

There was no reply.

The man in black stooped and placed a
small basket on the floor near the swell of
Bt. Jim's. It contained a loaf, a chunk of
cheese, and a bottlo of water. That was
the faro of the prisoner in the dungeon.

“You wascall” said Arthur Augustus.
‘I wish I could get neah you. I should
like io give you a feahful thwashin’ 1"

No answer. :
. ““Who are you, you scoundwel?’ the
junier exclaimed, exasperated. ‘‘What are
you keepin’ me heah for? How dare you
tweat me like this? Do you undahstand
that you will be sent to pwison when my
fwiends find me?”’

Still no reply. .

The man moved on towards the low
arched way leading into the adjeining eell,
Arthur Augustus made a spring towards
him, but the chain tautened and the iron
ving round his waist stopped him short. Ha
gave a gasp of pain.

“Oh, you wascall You uttah wottah!”

oStill without replying, the man in black
passed into the next cell, and the light dis-
appeared with him.  Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy was left in darkness,

In the adjoining cell a man lay upon a
heap of old rags, his face pale and worn
and showing signs of exhaustion and
emaciation.

e did not rise as the man in black came
in, but fixed his eyes upon him. He had not
been sleeping.

The man in black placed a second supply
of food within veach of his second prisoner;
the same fare—a loaf and checse and water.
Upon the floor lay the unfinished remains
of a similar meal.

“You have not finished your last meal,
Lord Eastwood!" said the man in black,

speaking in a strange guttural voice,
evidently adopted for the purpose of dis-
guising his real tones.

“Rascal!” said the earl, his eyes burning
as they were fixed upon the impenstrable
masked visage. “How long will you dare to
kkeep me a prisoner here

*Until you come to my terms, my lord I"’

““That will never bel”’

The man in black shrugged his shoulders.
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““¥ou can remain obstinate and remain
here as long as vou like, my lord,” he zaid.
“But you are aware that your son is mow
sharing your privations.”

“1 know it.”

“Does that make no difference to you?”

“None—so far as yielding to you is con-
carned,”’ said Lord Eastwood firmly, 1
will die in this dungeon rather than yield
to the infamous demands of a kidnaqper!"‘

“¥ou will certainly die in this dungeon if
you do not yield,” said the man in black
coolly, ‘““When you have exhausted my
patience I shall simply cease to visit you.
Then you will die of fumine here in the
darkness,”

“ Better that than making terms with a
seoundrel.”

“ And your son will share your fate,”

A spasm passed over the white face of tlie
prisoner. 1t was evident that he felt more
keeuly the sufferings of his son than his
own, The eyes of the man in black glittered
tarough the holes in the mask as . they
watched the. face of the prisoner.

“Poes not that move you, my lord ¥"’ he
azked mockingly.

“Ti does,”” said the earl in a low wvoice.
“Yet I will not give in. You do not
undersiand a seruple of honour. But you
may believe me when I tell you that I will
never yield to your demands.”

“What is it to you what I ask—ten
thousand pounds for life and liberty 2"’ said
the man in black. "“¥You have plenty, I
have none. ¥You can alford to pay for your
liberty, and vou shall pay my price, Your
cheque for ten thousand pounds is the
price. Once it ig salely cashed you are
free.™

“And how do I know that you. will keep
vour word and that you will not demand a
seeond bribe after the fvst is secured 177 ex-
claimed Lord Eastwood.

“You must take my word for that—I
promize you."”

The carl’s lip curled.

“The promise of a kidnapper, a black-
rmailer, a thief! TFven if 1 were base enough
to vield to your threats I should not be so
foolish as to trust you.”

“Perhaps a few more days in this
dungeon will cause you fo change your
mind, I am in no hurry. I shall give youn
another weck before I take sterner
measures.’”’

“And then?"

HOUSE MYSTERY!

“Then T shall visit you omee in forty-
eight hours instead of onece in twenty-four;
and you will be upon half-rations. If you
do not yield by then, once in every third
night. And if that' does not ecure your
chatinacy, I shall fasten up the door of
your dungeon and visit you no more. You

will pervish miserably of hunger here, with .

no 'mmmls but the dying groans of your
son t?

I think perhaps you are capable of such
villainy,” said the earl in a low voice. * But
I shall not give way to you. You must he
dizcavered and condemned, even if it is after
my death.”

There was the sound of a mocking chuckle
uncer the black hood.

“1 have not been discovered yet.”

Y But you must be. You say you have my
chegue-book. How did you obtain it? My
secretary will miss ib. Tt will be searched
for. You are not so safe as you think.”

“ Your cheque-book is in its place, Lord
Fastwood. I can obtain it when I choose—
that is all,”

“Who are you?” burst out the carl
“How is it that you have secret access to my
house ¢

“That is my secret 1"

“You have some accomplice in Eastwood
House,” said the earl, his eyes searching tho
black-hooded face. “Perhaps you are even
a mewmber of my household, No one else

could have such access to my house and my.

belongings.”

“ Perhaps 1

“You do not dare to shaw me your face,
you seoundrel 1”

“1 dn not choose to. But enough words.
Avre you prepared to sign the cheque I have
askod for?” ;

“ Nu l!l
. “Then good-night! T shall see you again
in twenty-four hours,”

“Villain |”

" ']II‘hc man in black disappeared with the
ight.

Ile left black darkness behind him—dark-
ness, cold, despair. The hope that had
upheld Lord Eastwood in the four days of
his imprisonment had sunk almost to zero,
now. He had not been found. He knew
that he must be searched for, and yet the
searchers had nol succeeded in finding him.
How could they guess the existence of this
hidden dungeon? How were they to
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penetrale to thot recess in deep darkness?
The light of hope fickered and almost
expired.

Lord Bastwood called out, his voice soufid-
ing hollow and cerie in the silence and deep
darkness.

“ Arthar !?

Faintly from the next cell came the voice
of the swell of St. Jim's in response.

*“Yaas!”

# Arthur, my boy, do you wish me to yield
to that scoundrel and pay him what he
asks?*

And the voice of Arthur Augustus D'Arey
was firm as he replied ;

“No, dad! It's up to us to stick it out—
honah first!”

“¥You know what it may mean, my boy?”

“Yaas; and I'm not alwaid. Besides, the
fellows will be searchin' for us, dad. They
won't give it up till they've found us.
Nevah say die!”

And then there was silence again.

CHAPTER 20.
Laying the Snare!

<0M MERRY & CO. followed Kerr
I gilently down the broad stairs,
Hardly a word had been spoken in
the Painted Room, and then only i
the faintest of whispers. It was not ldu,ly
that the kidnapper was watching the juniors
then, but Kerr left nothing to chance.

But the Scottish juni6r halted on a lower
landing, and spoke in a whisper. In that
spot there was no shadow of danger of being
overheard.

“7 think we've got a chance of the rascal
at lust! Anyway, I've found out some-
thing,

g What have you found out?” whispered
Tom Merry.

“He came into the library—it was too
dark to see him, but I heard him—and I
heard the click of the panel opening.”

“Good I”

“That makes it clear that Lord Eastwood
and Gussy are hidden somewhere quite near,
perhaps in some unknown dungeon under-
neath this house,” said Kerr. “The man
wouldn’t go to them that way unless they
were in some place connecied with this
house.”

“Right enough!” goid Figgins.

within a few feet.
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“There used to be dungeons under tho
house, so they say,” Wally said. “They
were walled up more than twe bundred
yoars ago.”

“If neeessary, the walling-up can be taken
down, and we can get at them that way”
said Kerr, “But that would be a iast
resource. I can’t find the panel in the
library wall, but I know just where it is—
The rascal must come
back that way. And we're all going lu ba
in thc library ready for him.”

“Good egg!”

“There are more than enmtgh of us to
collar him as he comes through,” said Monty
Lowther. “We shall make sure of him, I
think.”

“Have the light on, and then he can’i
pnss:b!;. get away,” said Herries.

“No, no! There may be some spy-hole in
the hbmrv the same as there is in the
Painted Room, and then he would see the
light as he came back and take the alarm.”

“My lmt.! You think-of everything, Kerr,
old man,” said Flgg;m

“He's a jolly cunming and slippery bird,
and we can't take any chances with him,”
said Kerr.

“Then we're to wait in the dark?” asked
Kangaroo.

“That's it1”

“He might
Manners,

“We must do our best. If we have the
light on I don’t believe we shall see him at
all. We shall hear the panel click when it
opens, and then we can rush on him and
collar him. One of us can be standing by
the electrie light switch., Figgins can do
that, I will call out as soon as I've got
my hands on the rascal, and Figgy can
switch on the Jight—sec?”

“Right-ho!” said Figgins.

“Good!” said Blake. *Onee we've got
our hands on him he won't be able to dodge
back behind the panel as he did the time
“hen Henry spotted him and took lum for

thst.

Exactly P

“Come on, then,” said Tom Merry; ©
don’t know how scon he may be L‘mck."

“ Pollow me—and not a word now.”

They erept downstairs. The library was
dark and silent as they entered it. Herries
bumped into a chair and muitered, but that
was all. Kerr. taking his companions in
led them in the darkness to the

give wus the slip,” =aid

w2
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panelled walls between the bookeases where
the seerct door was situated. By that way
the rascal must come. And in the darkness
}thc juniors waited in a ving ready to scize
Hm.

They waited!

The darkness was so dense that they eould
not even sce one another. It was agreed
that Kerr was Lo make the first movement,
and a call from Lim was to be the signal for
attacl.

Their hearts thumped as they waited in
the gloom.

In a chort time now the kidnapper, re-
turning from his visit to his prisoners, must
walk right into their hands. And then the
seeret of the panel would be known, and
they would have but to follow the passage
to the prisoners and find them in their
hiding-place. If the rascal elosed the pancl
before they seized him, they would make
him reveal the secret of it. They were pre-
pared to adopt the roughest possible
measures for that. There was no need to
stand upon ceremony with the kidnapper
of Arthur Augustus {J'Arcy and his father.

In the dead silence the juniors could
almost hear their hearts beating as they
waited. When would the man come?

He had been absent a long time now.
Perhaps he had to thread long, dark
passages to some hidden recess in the depths

under the ancient house. Perhaps he was
parleying with his prisoners, eudemourmg
by threats to extort from them the price
of their liberty—for there was little doubt
that his object was to hold them to ransom.

The juniors thought of their chum shut
up in some ecold, dark recess underground,
and they longed to get their hands upon the
kidnapper.

When would he come?

Their hearts throbbed harder than ever
as there came a slight sound in the dark-
ness.  Iiggins, on the other side of the
room, had his hand upon the switch of the
clectric light—ready !

As soon as the raseal was scized, the room
would be flooded with light, and then he

would have no chance -of L‘senping recog-
nition. Figgins waited with pulsing heart

for the signal from Kerr,
Click |
The juniors all knew what that sound
meant, The secret panel had opened.
Within o few fect of them, now, “in the
dense darkuess, was the unknown

HOUSE MYBTERY!

They could not ste him—and they were in-
visiblo to him—and they hardly breathed.

Click !—again.

The panel had closed, and the man was
in the room, with the scerct door shut be-
hind him, and at the merey of the juniors!

Then Kerr, with the spring of o tiger,
was upon him,

Kerr’s hands, clutching in the darkness,
closed upon a human form, and at the same
moment he yelled to Figgins:

“The light—the light !*

There was a gasre from the unseen man—
a gasp of terror and rage—and Kerr was
flung furiously off. The other juniors stum-
bled over him as they swarmed to the. at-
taclk. Even then

n the man might have
escaped.  But Figgins had obeyed the
signal. The switch was turned. The vast

apartment . was flooded with light,

And in the flood of light the man was
seen at the panelled wall, his hand seek-'
ing the secret spring—to esecape!

But there was no escape for him
v Three or four of the juniors leaped upon
him, and he went to the floor, with his|
assailants sprawling over him, elutching and'
grasping, in a silent and dcndly struggle,

Kerr staggered to his feel, panting a
little, and looked with a cool am})g‘rlm ey\)‘
upon the burly man struggling madly in
the clutch of the juniors.

“Pilkington ! he said coolly.

And as he spoke the butlcra strugg]cs
ceased, and he collapsed under his:swarm-!
ing foes, and lay, gasping, on the floor,
with the juniors ﬂcapcd on him, A

CHAPTER 21.
Fairly Caught!

ILKINGTON it was!
P There was no doubt about hi;]
identity now.

The stout florid butler, no longer
grave and respectable and imposing, lay on
his back on the library floor, pmmng, ox-
hausted, his face aflame, and his eyes blaz-
ing with fury. ’ !

“Pilkington ! oxclaimed Tom Merry. |

“Pilky I =did Wally, with a chuckle.
“And canght in the giddy act!”
“The scoundrel!  We've got him
“The rotter! it on him!1”
Pilkington stared up at his eaptors, rage

1"

man.

and terror in his fuce.  Bub even then the




nerve and presence of mind of the rascal
did not desert him.  With an effort he re-
[ gained something of his calmness.
“Young gentlemen ! he exelaimed, with
as much as he could muster of his old
smooth and calm veoice, *Young gentle-
‘men!  What does this mean?”

“1 fancy you know what it means well
enough!” chuckled Kangaroo. “It means
‘that we've eanght you in the act!”
| “¥ou're a downy bird, but you've becen
‘caught at last!” grinned Figgins. “There
was a giddy Scotsman on your frack, yon

[EH

see, and you really hadn’t an earthly!

“TI don’t understand, young gentlemen.
Pray let me get up! I am quite breath-
less 1™
“Bo am I, said Blake.
not going to get up, you rascal.
got you |
¢ “Y¥es, you have got me,” said Pilkington;
, ““that is certainly tho case, Master Blake.
- 'But I do not understand why you have
assaulted me in this extraordinary manner.
1 shgll certainly complain to Lord Con-
way. '

“Well, of all the nerve!” ejaculated Tom
Merry, in amazement. *‘Are you trying
to brazen it out, you rascal? Can’t you
understand that you're bowled out?”

“I cannot understand you. If I had
known that it was you young gentlemen I
should not have struggled,” said Pilking-
ton calmly. "I found myself attacked in
the darkness, and imagined that it must be
- ‘burglars.”
I “ G!ll“
r i “I suppose thiz is a joke of you young
gentlemen, but really it is too rough and
‘. violent for a man of my age. What have
: you done it for?™ ;
i The juniors gazed at him in astonish-
, ] ment, Having caught the rascal in the
' very act of coming through the secret
panel, they mever dreamed that he would
attempt to brazen it out. His nerve was
superb. He did nob mean to throw up his
| hand while he had a card left.
i “Well, you are a_cool customer!” said
Blake. “Dut we've got you! Can’t you
get that into your head? We've got you!”
| “And now we want you to guide us te
Lord REastwood and D’Arcy,” said Kerr
quietly.
Pilkington smiied.
“Ts that another little joke " he asked.
“You won't find it a joke if you don't do

“ But you're
We've
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as wo tell you!” said Kerr. “ We're not
going to stand orp ceremony with a kidnap-
per[”

Pilkington locked astonished.

“1 suppose this must be a joke,”™ he said.
“Why do you call me a kidnapper, Masier
Korr? I de not understand you in ihe
least,™

“Oh, my hot!” said Blake.

“1 appeal tc you, Master Wally, not to
let your honoured father’s servant be
treated in this outrageous manner,” said
Pilkington.

“My only Aunt Jane!"” =aid Wally, “He
simply takes the cake!”

“If Master Walter will not interfere, and
you refuse to release me, I shall be com-
pelled to eall for help,” said Pilkinglon.

“Will you?* said Kerr grimly. “We'll
nip that in the bud. *“Lock the door,
Figgins !

“What-ho ! said Figgins promptly; and
he carried out the instructions at once. The
juniors did not intend to have any inler-
ference in their dealings with Mr. Pilking-
tor.

The butler made an effort to rise while
the doors were being locked, but the
juniors held him fast.

Fatty Wynn had taken a comfortable scat
upon his chest, and that alone was encugh
to keep him sccurely pinned down, TFalty
Wynn was not a light weight.

“Now,” said Kerr “we want to know
where Lord Eastwood and Gussy are.”

“And we want to know at onee,” said
Tom Merry. ‘“You'll be good enough to
open that panel in the wall, Pilkington.”

“What panel?” asked Pilkington, looking
astonished.

“The seeret panel.”

“T am sure, Master Merry, that if there
is a sccret panel in the wall, T am quife un-
aware of it,” said Pilkington. ‘I hava
certainly never heard of such a thing.”

"Then you came through it just now
without hearing of it!” grinned Blake.

“You are joking, of course. I have jush
como down from my bed-room,” eaid
Pilkington.

“What {*

%] was nervous, and ecould net sleep,”
explained the butler. “I thought I heard a
noise. Perhaps some of you young gentle-
men made a noise here. 1 came down,
thinking that perhaps it might be burglars,
and then you attacked me in the dark.™
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“Ananiss was a fool to this chap,” said
Blake, with conviction.

“Look here, Pilkington,” said Ierr
awetly, “it’"s no good. T'll explain to you,
You got these marks on vour face from my
stick last night, when you came into the
Painted Reom and (ried to chloreform moe
in mistake for Wally. 1 knew you were
listening to all we said through the hole in
the eyve of the painted Bacebus on the ceil-
ing——"

Pilkingion gave a violent start.

“I am sure I do not understand you,
Master Kerr. My face was hurl in a fall
down the stairs this morning."”

“That may do for Hoenry, but it won't
do for us. I epotted yon, Pilkington, and
i was on the watch in this room when you
went through the panel more than half an
heor azo,”

“IWhat !’

“Then I fetched the fellows down, and
we've been waiting here for you—waiting
for you to come through the panel, do you
understand 7 As soon as veu'd come in,
and we heard the panel close, we jumped
on yeu It's no good lying about having
come down from vour bed-rcom. We've
been in this reom a quarter of an hour or
more before you came back through the
wall. waiting for you.”

Pillington’s face grew deadly pale.

He understood now, for the first time,
hew mich the juniors knew, and a hunfed
leok eamb into his eyes.  He knew that be
was ecanght, But the expression on his
face was obstinate gnd unyielding.

“I don't understand you,” said Pilking-
ten, “and I know nething about a secret
panel. I insist uvon being released im
medintelv, Mr. Dodder is in his room, and
I am willing for the matter to be placed Le-
fera him, as an officer of the law, if you
care to call him.”

“That's pifil-! You're leader, Korr.
What are vou geing to do with himi”

Kerr reflected

“1 supposs vou fellows all agree that
wa're justified in using preffy rough means,
to make this scoundrel tell us what he's
dome with Fussv 7 he said.

*Yes, rather 1”

“Very well! Herries, will you got round
te the kennels and fotch Towser?”

"Towser !” said Herries.

HOUSE MYSTERY!"

“Yes. Towsar has a special fancy for
biting Pilkington. 1f Towser once gob
fairly at him, Pilkington would fecl if, I

 think,”

*No doubl about that !" grinned Herries.

“"Then fetch Towser, and we'll see if
Towser can persuado this scoundrel {o open
;nq mouth and dell us something besides
icg.”

“ Right-ho " said Herries.,

And he hurried away. Pilkington’s face
was very white now

“He's got to be tied up!” said Korr.
“Tear his things into sirips, and tie him

up |

“What-ho 1

The struggling, [urious man was =oon
bound, hand and foot. His own tie and his
oont, wrenched into strips, served for the
bonds. He jay on the flcor a helpless
vrisoner, glaring furionsly at the juniors.
Then there was a pause, and silence till
Herries came back., In ten minutes, Herries
came in, leading Towser, and the library
door was locked once more,  Towser's eyes
aleamed at the sight of Pilkington on the

floor, and he made a spring towards him,
;'-r_tﬂ the chain elinked. = But Herries held
A,

“Let him come within a foot of the
rotter,” saia Kerr, “But hold him in till
I give the word !”

“Right you are!” said Horries.

Pilkineton's face was livid with terror as
the great jaws of the bulldog gleamed with-
in a dozen inches of him, Towser was evi-
dently anxions o get to business. Towser
had his likes and dislikes—and he disliked
Mr. Pikington very much. The gleam
in his eves sent a c¢hill of terror to the
butler's very sovl,

" Take out vour watch, Figgy!”

Fipgins took out his wateh,

“What time is t%"

“Just a quarter to threel®

“Cood! Pilikington, you have exactly
five minutes to make up vour mind. At ten
minutes to three, if you have not decided
to show us the seeret panel, . I shall tell
Herries to let the bulldog loose. You
know what will hapven then.” :

“You dare not!” yelled Pilkinglon.

Kerr's teeth sob gprimly, 1

“You wili see! You have five minutes!”

Figgins laid the walch upon the table!
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CHAPTER 22.
Towser Does It!

HE minutes ticked away.

I Pilkington lay upon the floor, his
eyes fixed upon the bulldog, and the
juniors stood round with their cyes

upon Pilkington

The rascal could not move—he could only
lic and wait.

His face was white as death, and great
heads of perspiration broke out upon his
forchead and rolled down his colourless
face.

Towser made n movement from time to
time, but Herries' hand was firm upon
his collar.

“Three minutes more!" said Kerr, break-
ing the dead silence.

Pilkington turned a haggard look upon
him.

“You dare not!” he muttered. “Yon
dare not!”

Kerr Slllltggtd Lis shoulders.

Pilkingtor’s eyes searched his face,
searching for a sign of wavering. Dut
there was no such sign to be seen there.
The Scottish junior’s faco was hard as iron.
The trapped rascal asked himself desper-
ately whether the boy could be in earnest.
If he was in earnest, the rascal had to give
in—he dared not face the crunching teeth
of the bulldog A braver man than Pil-
kington might have shrunk from that. DBut
was he in earnest? He looked as if he were.

Even the juniors did not feel sure that
Kerr was in earnest. DBut one thing was
certain—they would not interfere,  The
rascal before them had betrayed a kind
master, had kidnapped the man whose bread
he ate. and was keeping their chum
fastened up in come dark, hidden den.
There was hardly any step they were not
prepared to take to rescue D’Arcy; and the
obstinacy of a rascal and criminal should
not stand in their way.

“One minute more I said Ker

Dead silence!!

Kerr had his eyes on the watch, his face
grimly set. Hoe locked up from it at last,
and fixed his eyes upon the colourless face
of Pilkington.

“Twenty seconds!” he said.
gcmE to show us the panel?”

B F'

'Vcry well! Stand back, you fellows, It
\\on’t be a pretty sight.”
© “You meéan it 7" muttered Figgins.

“Are you
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Herr's eye: gleamed.

“Are we going to leave D'Arcyr, our
chum, shuc up in a cellar somewhere, be-
cause this seoundrel deesn’t chocse to tell
us the way to find him?” he asked.

“Nol” said Figgins, between his tecth.

“No I said Tom Merry firmly.

“It isn't a case of acting on su-pu_lou-ho
is caught in the act. He wants fo gain
time, to save a chaunce of moving D' Arcy
and his pater to a safer place, where we
can’t find them. I believe he is capable
of murdering them, to cover u ) his tracks,
and save himself from prison.” said Kerr
quietly. “I think that their lives may he
at  stake. We are entitled to use any
means againsy that scoundrel.  Pilkington,
the time i3 up. Are you going to show
us how to work that panel?”

L No !’}

Pilkington snarled out the word desper-
ately,

“Then
Herrios 1™

Herries withdrew his hand from Towser's
collar.

The bulldeg made one spring, riglit at the
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man on the floor, his eyes ablaze, his
tecth gleaming in the light,

Pilkingion gave a wild yell of terror; he
bad no further doubts as to whether the
juniors wers in carnest or not.

e rolled madly away over the floor,

“Call him ofi-—I'll show you—I'll show
youl” hoe sereamed,

But Towser was upon him.

Herries ana Kerr made a rush to stop
him, and canght the bulldez by tho collar
and the leash—but Towser’s teoth were
gi'ippillg Pilkington's arm. Fortunately
or the raseal, he had surrendered in time—
the bulldog had not had time to get a grip,
and only the eloth of Lis coat was in the
jaws of Towser. But Towser refused,
afior the manner of bulldogs, to let go his
grip, and the piece of eloth came out in his
tecth as the juniors dragged him off by
main force,  Towser growled with disap-
poittment, Pilkington, who had felt the
tecth graza his skin, rolled on the (loor,
panting with fear,

“Take him away ! Take him away "

“Hold him in, Herries!”

“Untie one ¢t the rotter's hands, and let
him open the panel,” said Kerr.

Pitkington was dragged to his feet, and
ong hand was freed.  He cast a glance of
furious hate st the juniora.

“Open the panel " said Kerr,

Pilkington hesitated one moment. But
his experience af close quarters with Towser
had been enough for him. His free hand
rlided over ith: panels in the wall, and
tonchoed the cunningly eoncealed spring.

Click ! :

A section of the wall elid back silently,
nndl @ back opening was revealed. In the
iizht that shone through from the library,
the juniors, as thoy stared curiously through
the opening could see the top of a Right
of spiral steps, set in the thickness of the
hugo old slone walls,

“Good egg ” said Tom Merry, with satis-
faction. “That's the way Lord Rastwood
was taken
ns—and Towser can come along, in case
he shows any more chstinacy.”

“What-ho!™ -nid Horries.

“We shatt want o lantern!” said Jack
Blake

“That's all right [ said Kerr. “Thero's
cne here!”

Rerr had stepped into the cavity in the
wall. He picked up an cld-fashioned lantern
—still warm, showing that it had been

Wa'll ‘make the villain guide.

HOUSE MYSTERY!

recently used. Close by it, on the flcor,
lay a dark coat, and a black hood with cye-
holes in it. Xerr picked them up, and the
other fellows examined them with much
curiosity.

“The rofter puls these things on when he
goes lo tako food to the prisoners,” said
Kerr. “That's to prevent their recognising
him.  Why, after he’d done what he kid-
napped them for, he ecould go on bein
butler here—all ready to play another tricE
like it again. if he wasn't bowled cut. But
he's come to the end of his tether now."”

¥ Bring him along!” said Blake.

Pilkington’s legs were freed, both his
arms being tied again. The juniors did
not intend to give him the slightest chance
of cscape.  Arthur Augustus and his pater
were nob found yet, and Pilkington might
yet be wanted. = Kerr lighted the lantern,
and led the way, and Tom Merry and Blake
followed the butler by either arm. Hervies
came next with Towser, and the growl of
the bulldeg was aufficient to spur Pilkington
on when he hesitated. The rest of the
juniors brought up the vear.

The downward stairs led away into damp
and chilly darkness. Kerr stepped cautiously
(Iinwn the steps holding the lantern befors
nm, *

Down and down and down!

They were far beneath the foundations of
the house, and the stone walls about them
wore reeking with damp.

And it was in this dismal recess that
Avthur Augustus was held a prisoner. Thae
juniors, as they thought of it, were almost
sorry that Towser had not been allowed to
have his way upon Pilkington. There was
hardly any punishment that the conscience-
less rascal did not deserve.

Lower and Jower, till they stoed in a
square stone chamber, without a sign of a
door.  Kerr turned to Pilkinglon,

“Show us the way!” he said curtly:

Pilkington hesitated a moment, and at
that moment Towser growled. Without a
word the rasca! stepped to one of the slimy
walls, and thrust his hand into a recess in
the stoncwork, ar.d a block of stone slid
back, with a creak of rusty hinges. Be-
yond was a vaulted passage. Wally uttered
an exclamation as they advanced through
it.

“The old dungeons!” he execlaimed.
“They've been walled up for hundreds of
years. Nobody knew that there was a seeret
way of getting into them.”




THE SCHOCLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 6L

“But Pilkngton found it out!” said Tom
Merry, “and used it for kidnapping his
master and keeping him a prisoner. We're
at the finish now.”

From the vaulted passage, low-arched
openings gave admittance to the horrible
dungeons where wretched captives had
pined in the “good old times.”

“Come on!” zaid Tom Merry, in a low
voice.

They passed through the low arch.

The light gleamed into the dungeon, and
a haggard figure sprang from the rugs on
the floor, blinking dizzily in the lantern
light.

“You scoundwel! Have you come back?
I PBai Jove! Tom Mewwy!”

The juniors gave a shout.

It was Arthuar Augustus D'Arcy,

CHAPTER 21
Rescued at Lastl

L USsY 1”7
' ; “(Gussy, old man!”

They were round him at once,

shaking his hand, patting him on

tha back, with exclamations of joy and
satisfaction.

Arthur Augustus blinked at them in a
dazed way. Very different he looked from
the elegant swell of St. Jim's they knew
so well, THis face was while and haggmd,
his clothes recking with mud and slime;
but it was Arthur Augustus—found at last!

Pilkington stood with a sullen, lowering
face while the juniors joyfully greeted their
chum.

“Bai Jove, you fellows!” ejaculated
Arthur Augustus  “I'm jollay glad you've
found me, you know. I told the patah lots
of times you would manage it somehow.
Bai Jove, this is simply wippin® "

“Hurray 1”7

“Yaas, wathab! Huwway, deah boys!”

“Is your father here?” asked Tom Merry.

“¥aas; in the next cell—chained up, the
same as I am.’

The jumiors pressed through into the next
cell, talking Pilkington with them. Lord
Eastwood had heard their voices, and he
was upon hi= fect, his face fushed with
hope.

“My dear boys!” he exclaimed, as they
crowded in. “You have found us!™

“¥Yes sir; aad jolly glad to!” said Tom

Merry. “We'll soon have you out of that,
Pilkington, yon scoundrel, unfasten that
ehain 17

Lord Tastwood gazed at Pilkington in
blank amazement, !

“Pilkington 1 ho exclaimed. “Has Pil-
kington helped you to find us?

“Yes, in o way—not of his own will,
though,” said Tom Merry.

“It was that scoundrel who kidnapped
you, dad!” said Wally, with a ferocious
glare at the cowed and sullen raseal.

“Burely that is impossible!” exclaimed
the earl.

“Oh, we howled him out, sir!” said
Herries. “My bulldog spotted him first,
and then Kerr worked 1t out.”

“ But—but—"*

*“You didn't see who captured you, dad$”
asked Wally,

Lord Eastwood shook his head.

“No. 1 was secized suddeniy from be-
hind at a late hour in the library, and 1
was made insensible with a chloroformed
cloth pressed over my face,” he replied. “ 1

Lcame to myseif in this place, without know-

ing how I was brought here, or who had
brought me. I did not think of Pilkington
in connection with the outrage—-="

“You've only seen him here togged up in
black clothes, with a black mask on his
face?” asked Kerr.

“Yes—exactly.”

“We've found the outfit,” said Kerr.
“We made Pilky guide us here as sooun as
we bowled him ont, sir. Now we'll make
him let you loese. Do you hear, Pilky?
Towser is still here, and he's anxious {o get
at you.”

Pilkington. with a muttered curse, drew a
rusty iren key from his pocket, and un-
locked the iror. ring that was fastened
round Lord Eastwood's waist

The ecarl stoo? free at last.

“Now for Guassy!” said Tom Merry,

“Bring that rascal along!”

They crowded back into D'Arey's dun-
zeon., Pilkington unlocked the junior’s
irons with the same key. Arthur Augustus
chirruped with joy and relicf as the irons
fell away from kim

“Bai Jove, that's bettah I’ he exclaimed.
“8o it was Pilkington? The awful waseal!”

“The beastly rotter ! said Wally. *He'll
go ta prison for this!”

“Yaas, wathah! ¥'ve had a wolten ex-
pewience, deal boys!" =aid Arihur Angus
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tus pathetically,  “ My clothes are utterly
wained!  And —”

“The rotier collared yon in the Painted
Roow, I suppose?” asked Blake.

“Yaas. T found somebody watehin® mo
thwough a liole in the ceilin’, you know——"

“The eve of the Bacchus,” said Kerr.

“¥aas: so you have found it out, too, I
was feahfully alarmed, and I jumped up,
vou know-and then the light went out.
Thinkin' ovah that, I wealised that the
wiascal must have some confedewate in the
house, as he must have had a switch placed
somewhah to contwol the electwic light
in the woom. Befoah I weally knew what
was happenin’. 1 was collahed, and a
chlowoform  wag  was pwessed on my
chivvay, you know, and aftah that I didn’t
know what happened. I didn’t have time
even to call out and wake you chaps. It
was howwible, to feel the ehlowoform over-
comin’ me, and not to be able to ewy out,
though Blake and Dig were quite close to
me.” Arthur Augustus shuddered, *“Thank
goodness, it’s all ovah!”

“All ever for you—but it's just begin-
ning for Pilky!” grinned Wally. “He is
going to have a taste of prison himself,
and he won t get out of it quite so quick.”

"“Wathah not!”

U Let = get out of this,” said Kangaroo.
“Take my arm, sir,” he added,

Lord Kastwood was tottering with ex-
haustion

“Thank you, my boy!”

And they left the dungeons, Lord East-
wood leaning heavily upon the arm of the
sturdy Cornstalk. Blake and Digby helped
Arthur Augustus, who was also in an ex-
hausted state,

The juniors followed with their prisener.
Pilkington  was maintaining a  sullen
silence, He had no hope now, and his face
was livid with hate and fury and despair.

In ten minutes more they were in the
library of Eastwood House. !

There Lord Eastweod sank into a chair.

Wally hurried away, and returned with a
gecanter, and a glase of wine brought a
faint Rush of colour into the wan cheeks
of the earl. :

“I wathah think that bed's the place

aow,” Arthur remarcked.
“That miserable raseal must be taken
carc of frst,” enid Lord Fastwood, * He

tiust be placed in safe hands.”
“There's a Scotland Yard detective in

HOUSE MYSTERY!

the house, sit,” gaid Tom Merry, “He's
here to find you, sit. He can tako charge
of Pilkington. You can make a charge
against him, and give him into custody.”

" Pray call him!"” said Lord Eastwood.

Tom Merry hurried away to call Mr.
Dodder. In ten minutes the gentleman
from Beotland Yard, hurriedly dressed, and
looking very amazed, was in the library,
He almost fell down at the
Eastwood and Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

Lord Eastwood raised his hand, and
pointed to Pilkington,

give that man in charge, for kid-
napping and attempted blackmail,” he said.
“Please take overy care that he does not
escape, Mr. Dodder. I am Lord Eastwood.™

“I am glad you have heen found, sir,
though 1 did not suceoed myself,” said Mr.
Dodder, producing a pair of handeuffs from
his pocket

The bhandeuffs clicked upon Pilkington's
wrists.

Then, with the detoctive’s grip upen his
arm, he was marched out of ihe library,
and a quarter of an hour later Ruggles
was driving away the car, containing Mr,
Dodder and his prisoner, to the police-
station. Pilkington was gone to await in
a prison-cell his trial and his condemna-
tion. and then to retire frem the world
for three years, with ample opportunities
for meditating upon his sins, in the in-
tervals of breaking stones. At REastwood
House. the juniors who had bafiled hLis ras-
cality gave him no further thought.

CHAPTER 24.
A Merry Christmas!
Cousm ETHEL had a eurprise the

next morning.
She eame down very carly, as she
had promised Figgins, in order to
fearn what success the juniors had had in
the night,

Little did she anticipate how complete
that success had been.

She could scarcely believe her eves whon
she came down. for one of the first percons
upon  whom they rested was—Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s, beautifully elean
and elegant as usual, looked little the worse
for his painful experiences of the last

sight of Lord,
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forty-cight hours, save for a slight pallor
in his aristocratic face.

Ethel stopped short in amazement, with
a little ery:

# Arthur!”

Arthur Augustus’ menocle dropped to the
end of itz cord as he ran forward to grect
his cousin. ;

“Fthel. deah gal! Heah I am!”

“My dear Arthurt I am so glad! Then
you succecded, Figgins?”

Figgins grinned.

“1 didn't,” he said. *“Kerr did. Kerr
did it near'y all.”

“ And Pilkington—"

“In prison,” said Tom Merry.

“And myv uncle,” said Ethel eagerly—
“you found him, too?”

“Yaas, wathah, deah gal! The patah’s
in bed. He hasn’t come down yet. He
can't stand these things as I do, you know,”
said Arthur Augustus; “and he's had more
of it, too. I don’t think he'll come down
to-day. But he's all wight

“0Oh, I am so glad! said Ethel. “We
shall have a merry Christmas, after all.”

“Yaas, wathah!® :

Over a very cheerful breakfast-table
Cousin Ethei learned all the particulars of
the adventures ot the mght. Aunt
Drusilla held up her hands in amazement,
bitt pronounced that Kerr was a very dear,
clever boy -an opinion in which Cousin
Ethel and all the juniors heartily con-
L eurred. ;
“The eclouds have wolled by now,”
~ Arthur Augustus remarked, as he rosze from
the breakfast-table, “and we're goin’ to
have a wippin' time. deah bhoys!”

“Hear hear!” saia the Co

And they had:

-That afternoon they played the wvillage
team on the football ground, and Tom
Merry's cleven had the satisfaction of =
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victory to starc the Christmas holidays with,
Arthur Augustus stood by with Cousin
Tithel in the erowd that watched the mateh,
favouring Ithel with his valuable opinion
on every point in the game, and ctaering
loudly every goal for St. Jim’s.

“Figgins is wm gooa form,” Acrthur
Augustus remarked, as the long-leggad New
House juntor came dashing down the field
with the ball au his toes. *‘See now he
got the leathah away fwom young Bokab
He's weally playin up welll”

“Yos, isn't he?” zaid Ethel, with a very
bright smile. ’

“Yaas, wathah! Bwavo, Figgay! That
was o vewy ncat goal! Bai Jove, Ethel, I
couldn't have done bettah than that myself,
you know{” .

“No, I don’t think vou could,” Ethel
agreed smilingly.

said Arthur

“Thwee goals to oue,”

Augustus, when the match was over. “1
wegard that as vewy cweditable, con-
sidewin® that I was not in the team, I

considah that you have done wemarkably
well, Tom Mewwy [

“Than which ** said Monty Lowther
solemnly, “there ean be no higher praise.”

;Il‘o which Arthur Augustus replied cheer-
fully :

"y0h, wats 1"

The Christmas holidays, which had started
under such grim auspices, turned out very
merry and happy, now that the clouds—as
[’Arcy put it—had rolled by. Seldom had
Tom Merry & Co. had so cheery a Christ-

mas.

And when Arthur Augustns tose at the
fostive board to propose the health of Kerr,
for having been the means of ecausing the
clouds to “woil by, in a specch of con-

siderable length, there were loud cheerr
from every member of D'Arcy’s Christmeas
party.
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Towards the end of the old year and the begin-
ning of the new, when the time for us to form a
fresht batch of resolutions draws near, we some-
times look back on our doings of the past twelve
months, Naturally the important affairs of the year
linger in our memory, for each of which a thousand
little actions are forgotten, DBut total up a year's
unnoticed jnecidents, twelve moaths of continuous
effort, 865 days of constant muscular output:
the result will probably surprise you.

For instance, consider your converaation during
the past twelve months 3 in print, these millionseof
words would cover enough land for the starfing of
a comfortable poultry farm, and paid for at the rate
of one giinea per thousand words, woeuld bring you
thousands of pounds a ¥ear. No less amazing is
the average person’s annual amount of reading
matter. To visualise it, imagine it compressed
into one huge book—it would be half as long again
as an ordinary mat.

A Yopar's Waste !

The prodiglous total of the energy which we

expend every day gives us facts which are, perhaps,
easier to grasp, but which uevertheless provide
food for thought. Wasteful though we may have
been it Is doubtful whether we can hold a eandle
in this respect to Nature herself. In the eourse
of & year enough clectricity is gencrated in the body
to keep a powerful dynamo going for twelve hours
a day for one weelk, yeb so far as is known to science,
this power is entirely wasted,

Have vou ever given a thought to the power of
your eyelids ?  In twelve months they are raised
many millions of times, - H this energy could be
coneentrated and wsed it would have a lifting power
of 50 Ibs, Rather stagrering, you will agree. but
not so crushing as o year's handshakes,

Wonderful, too, are our performances in high-
stepping and walking, You may never have been
abroad, but a calenlation based on your everyday
walking revealg the fact that you travel on foot
as far a4 from London to Constantinople every
vear, This walking displaces a certain amount of
earth, and it 8 a fact that a man of fifty displaces
enough ground during his Hietime to dig his grave
many times over. As to high-stepping, you go up
cnpugh steps each year to take you up 34 miles into
thé elonds, while with one mighty step comprising
a single week's stair work you could have one
foot on the ground and the other comfortably
resting on the top of 8t, Panl's.

1927.

A Review of the Year's “Unnoticed Incidents.”
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Right Away, Guard!

Our_countless insignificant actions during each
one of the 365 days all help to swell the annual
total of expemnded energzy. The combined foree
exerted by all the parts of the human body in the
conrse of o vear s stupendous. 1 it could be con-
verted into steam it would have all the power
neceszary to drive an express train from London
to Neweaztle. B

The air an average person pumps into his lungs
by breathinz in twelve months, whether he
*hreathes deeply,” or not, would be enough to
keep the largest organ in the world going for a weel.
Even the breath spent in ogeasional whistling
mounts up during 52 weeks: with it you could
play & solo on a French horn several times the length
of o man. -

We spead four of the twelve months of the year
in sleep, and if we are to believe those who tell
us that most of our growth occurs when we are
in the arms of Morpheus, it scems strange hat
we do not add a few more feet to our height.
Nevertheless, with two exceptions, the passing of
a year has comparatively little effect on our growth.
The finger-nails constitnte one exception, sinee the
average person in good health saerifices at least
half a vard of nail to the toilet seissors In twelve
months. The hair i3 the =zeeond. In o wyear's
visits to the hairdresser enocugh halr is lost to
cgl\l'nr an area 20 ik, square, or enough to {ill a large
pillow.

The Inner Man :

The total of our eatirig and drinking during 365
days s another example of how even the smallest
nefions grow and assume: gigantie proportions at
the endd of a year. If you could save the food you
consume in twelve months it would go a long way
to providing the stock-in-trade of several shops—
a buteher's, with over a bundred pounds of meat,
a dairy, with nearly 200 éges and 15 gallons of milk,
while the 150 loaves (some of the January specimens
a trifle stale, perhaps) would be a start for a
thriving bakery business,

The subject of our mental and physieal output
during Anns Dominl 1927 is alimost exhaustless.
Only the eommonest inelidents that go to make up
every day of our lives have been given here: the
rest may, perhaps, be left to the reader’s imagina-
tion at the most fitting time of the year—New
Year’s Eve. : .

nn
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